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The Condeduque Centre for Contemporary Culture, pertaining 
to the Department for Culture, Tourism and Sport of the Madrid 
City Council, aims to be a space for accessing contemporary 
culture by means of a diverse and innovative programme. A place 
brimming with life, a public centre for disseminating and sharing 
artistic and cultural practice, and open to everybody.

Condeduque’s identity, as a contemporary cultural hub, 
is based on supporting the creation, diffusion and research of 
today’s cutting-edge artistic and cultural languages, by putting 
on accessible, high-quality events and exhibitions, as part of a 
consistent, long-term vision. The idea is for all of us to come 
together and think about the world we live in, inspired by theatre, 
dance, literature, performance, music, audiovisual creation and 
the fine arts. Ultimately, our objective is to create a context for 
thought and reflection, to help us all understand better this 
complex, constantly changing world.

As such, the Condeduque Centre for Contemporary Culture 
offers an artistic programme that reflects on the challenges facing 
society today, and it reaches out to other areas of work.

The exhibition Beneath the Surface (Fears, Monsters, Shadows) 
is the first of a series of collective exhibitions, in the Sala de 
Bóvedas at Condeduque, that analyse and investigate the reality 
we are currently living through. As well as the exhibition and 
guided tours, other kinds of related activities have also been 
devised, in order to make it more accessible to different groups. 
The research group EARTDI: Art Applied to Social Integration 
(based at the Universidad Complutense de Madrid) have put 
together a range of educational proposals under the scheme 
called L-ABE, the Laboratory for Art, Wellbeing and Education. 
Also, the exhibition hosts RENDIJA, the youth group in residence 
at Condeduque, a culture project for young people directed by 
the Desmusea collective.

Finally, there is the publication you are holding right now, 
which is intended as both an exhibition catalogue and an 
independent book. It is a valuable work in its own right, one which 
broadens out and delves deeper into the issues in question, while 
looking beyond the walls of the exhibition itself.

I would like to take this opportunity to congratulate the 
exhibition’s curator, Javier Martín-Jiménez, for his outstanding  
work, and I would like to thank the various authors of the texts 
compiled in this volume for their insightful contributions. Finally,  
I am grateful to all of the artists who have participated in Beneath  
the Surface (Fears, Monsters, Shadows), whose work has turned the 
Sala de Bóvedas into a completely different world.

Natalia Álvarez Simó, Director of the 
Condeduque Centre for Contemporary Culture
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“Anyhow, it was certain that I was afraid or had some other feeling 
of that sort. If I had only known what I was afraid of, I would have 
made a great step forward.”

Jean-Paul Sartre 
Nausea, 

New York: New Directions, 
2013, p. 2
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Pedro de Ribera’s architectural designs ensured that the three 
worlds coexisting in and around the Conde Duque barracks, back 
in the early 18th century, were perfectly separated. There was the 
civilian world, that is, the one located outside the rectangular and 
robust baroque building; there was the military world, on the inside, 
past the main entrance, which accommodated around 600 soldiers 
of the Royal Corps; and finally, the “world of the beasts”, the 
underworld, the subterranean space that contained the barracks’ 
old stables. This third area is now home to the exhibition hall of the 
Condeduque Centre for Contemporary Culture, in a space known 
as the Sala de Bóvedas, the Hall of  Vaults.

The collective exhibition Beneath the Surface (Fears, Monsters, 
Shadows) uses the site’s architecture symbolically, a metaphor  
for all the thoughts that we constantly hide away or hush up.
The exhibition uses this as a starting point, and it offers a 
general reflection on these matters, daring to look into them  
a little deeper, so that what we keep hidden might be revealed.



The current global health crisis has also led to a widespread 
existential crisis, whereby we inevitably reflect on our own position 
in the world and, particularly, in the society we live in. Any and all 
critical thinking generates doubts and questions, and addressing 
them is crucial if we are to move forward as individuals in search  
of answers. But this questioning can also stir up inner conflict.

Looking reality square in the face is not for everybody — it’s 
often far more comfortable to glimpse it from the corner of your 
eye, so you can quickly look away if you see something you don’t 
like. Facing up to reality is hard, because it brings to the fore 
certain emotions that are normally held back.

Fears, monsters and shadows, that lurk hidden under the 
surface, that never disappear, even if you look at them side-on, 
because they always re-emerge. No matter how much you cover 
them up, they’re always there, and they can soon become a 
burden. Guilt, the fear of ourselves, being scared of being scared.

Perhaps it’s time to face up to the current situation and try 
to reveal these things, these feelings that are hidden, invisible or 
falsely denied and forgotten: they’re far more common than we 
perhaps like to believe.



Beneath the Surface (Fears, Monsters, Shadows), which features 
seventeen artists from different generations, has been designed 
specifically for this unique space at Condeduque, but the 
exhibition has no designated beginning or end point. The aim 
was to generate an abstract account, something organic and 
amorphous, and inherently incomplete due to its sheer scope.

This publication is intended as a complement to the 
exhibition, an independent added extra, as a way of broadening 
it out and offering new readings of it. As such, featured in this 
book are texts by various different writers who have been invited 
to interpret the exhibition’s themes, however they see fit.

BENEATH THE SURFACE 
(FEARS, MONSTERS, SHADOWS)
   
   JAVIER MARTÍN–JIMÉNEZ
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Furthermore, and unlike the exhibition, which lets each 
visitor carry out their own particular reading of it, this present 
text offers a subjective, guided reading.

This text is my own personal approach, and it is written in 
the first person, like an open diary. It aims to reveal the many 
different possible interpretations of these issues, depending on 
who is tackling the dilemmas in question.

Therefore, my gaze — just like that of any spectator — is not 
a neutral one, nor is it removed from all frames of reference. 
I sometimes use autobiographical references here, memories in 
particular, while at other times I might refer to my own personal, 
current thoughts.

For me, this is a cathartic exercise in being honest with 
the spectators. If I am expecting the visitor to engage with or 
confront their own fears, then I have to let mine out too. In that 
regard, I might have had thoughts or certain life experiences  
that the readers have also gone through, or perhaps not.

All of this allows me to piece together a narrative around  
the exhibition, one that breaks with the idea of pure curatorship. 
This is why we decided to make an independent publication 
instead of a catalogue. 



As a way of adding further depth, this text is interspersed with 
a selection of passages from books that have kept me company 
over the past few months, while I was putting together this 
exhibition and publication. It happens to so many of us: our 
work projects overspill into our private lives. This book is the 
fruit of obsessive, meticulous work, but I still allowed myself to 
wander from the beaten track, without always knowing where  
I'd end up.

The result is perhaps something modelled by a modern-day 
Prometheus, a Franken-book, a new body, stitched together out 
of texts written by myself and others. Many different layers, that 
overlap each other.

This is why the publication has been divided into chapters 
that can be read in any given order — there is no fixed line for 
the reader to follow. Just like in the exhibition, the spectator/
reader can either follow a straight line or take the scenic route, 
picking and choosing their own path depending on what piques 
their interest.

In some cases, the readings will act as a complement to 
the works of art included in the exhibition, and in other cases 
they will offer a new vision or add further content. Just as 
each individual piece in the exhibition makes sense in itself, 
or in dialogue with other pieces, in this book the exhibition is 
expanded by means of literary texts, which in turn generate new 
interpretations of the texts and the works of art themselves. 

I

To reach the main entrance of the Sala de Bóvedas you have 
to go down a modern, dramatic staircase, which leads the 
spectator right into its underground world. This space conserves 
the barracks’ 18th-century foundations, stonework and bricks, 

Zoé T. Vizcaíno

Into the Maelström, 
2011-2013. Video, 
vertical projection, 
no sound, on loop.
Courtesy of the artist.
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“[…] It is now within a few days of three years since what I 
am going to tell you occurred. It was on the tenth day of July, 
18—, a day which the people of this part of the world will 
never forget—for it was one in which blew the most terrible 
hurricane that ever came out of the heavens. And yet all the 
morning, and indeed until late in the afternoon, there was a 
gentle and steady breeze from the south-west, while the sun 
shone brightly, so that the oldest seaman among us could not 
have foreseen what was to follow.”

…

“It may appear strange, but now, when we were in the very 
jaws of the gulf, I felt more composed than when we were only 
approaching it. Having made up my mind to hope no more, I 
got rid of a great deal of that terror which unmanned me at 
first. I suppose it was despair that strung my nerves.”

…

“As I felt the sickening sweep of the descent, I had instinctively 
tightened my hold upon the barrel, and closed my eyes. For 
some seconds I dared not open them—while I expected instant 
destruction, and wondered that I was not already in my death-
struggles with the water. But moment after moment elapsed. 
I still lived. The sense of falling had ceased; and the motion of 
the vessel seemed much as it had been before, while in the 
belt of foam, with the exception that she now lay more along.  
I took courage, and looked once again upon the scene. 

“Never shall I forget the sensations of awe, horror, and 
admiration with which I gazed about me. The boat appeared 
to be hanging, as if by magic, midway down, upon the interior 
surface of a funnel vast in circumference, prodigious in depth, 
and whose perfectly smooth sides might have been mistaken 
for ebony, but for the bewildering rapidity with which they spun 
around, and for the gleaming and ghastly radiance they shot 
forth, as the rays of the full moon, from that circular rift amid 
the clouds which I have already described, streamed in a flood 
of golden glory along the black walls, and far away down into 
the inmost recesses of the abyss. 

“At first I was too much confused to observe anything 
accurately. The general burst of terrific grandeur was all that I 
beheld. When I recovered myself a little, however, my gaze fell 
instinctively downward. In this direction I was able to obtain an 
unobstructed view, from the manner in which the smack hung 

on the inclined surface of the pool. She was quite upon an even 
keel—that is to say, her deck lay in a plane parallel with that 
of the water— but this latter sloped at an angle of more than 
forty-five degrees, so that we seemed to be lying upon our 
beam-ends. I could not help observing, nevertheless, that I had 
scarcely more difficulty in maintaining my hold and footing in 
this situation, than if we had been upon a dead level; and this,  
I suppose, was owing to the speed at which we revolved.

“The rays of the moon seemed to search the very bottom of 
the profound gulf; but still I could make out nothing distinctly, 
on account of a thick mist in which everything there was 
enveloped, and over which there hung a magnificent rainbow, 
like that narrow and tottering bridge which Mussulmen say 
is the only pathway between Time and Eternity. This mist, or 
spray, was no doubt occasioned by the clashing of the great 
walls of the funnel, as they all met together at the bottom—
but the yell that went up to the Heavens from out of that mist, 
I dare not attempt to describe.”

…

“A boat picked me up—exhausted from fatigue—and (now 
that the danger was removed) speechless from the memory 
of its horror. Those who drew me on board were my old mates 
and daily companions—but they knew me no more than they 
would have known a traveller from the spiritland. My hair 
which had been raven-black the day before, was as white as 
you see it now. They say too that the whole expression of my 
countenance had changed. I told them my story— they did  
not believe it.”

Edgar Allan Poe 
“A Descent into the Maelström”, 

Selected Tales 
London: Penguin Books. 1994 

pp. 161, 165, 166-168, 171
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and its vaults hold up the history of a building that also hides 
many secrets. It’s a hybrid place, somewhere between a cave, a 
dungeon, a labyrinth and catacombs.

On the way down to the hall, we come across Zoé T. 
Vizcaíno’s video piece, Into the Maelström, filmed at the strait of 
Saltstraumen, in the Norwegian Sea. 

A maelstrom is a colossal natural phenomenon, caused by 
irregularities in sea currents, in which multiple flows can create 
mighty whirlpools that move constantly, at great speed. They 
form a vortex, and its energy generates a centripetal force that 
pulls in and concentrates matter, dragging it down towards the 
invisible depths.

Although at the top of the stairs it might seem that we are 
standing on the edge of a cliff, as we walk down, the choppy 
waters in Zoé T. Vizcaíno’s work remind us of the waters of Styx.

In Edgar Allen Poe’s short story “A Descent into the 
Maelström” (1841), the main character is a seafarer who risks 
his boat and his life when he goes fishing close to the Norwegian 
Maelström. Somewhat miraculously, he survives being swallowed 
up then spat back out by the fearsome whirlpool.

This is perhaps reminiscent of Greek mythology, in which 
Hades was the underworld, the dwelling place of the dead. On 
certain extraordinary occasions, some living people were able to 
access Hades to carry out a mission, and, similarly, the souls of 
some distinguished dead people occasionally managed to make it 
back to the overground world, albeit briefly.

II

Homer writes about Sisyphus, who was condemned to eternal 
punishment in the underworld of classical mythology for tricking 
Thanatos (i.e. Death himself), and for cheating his way out of Hades.

Having been dragged back to the underworld, Sisyphus was 
forced to push a huge rock up a mountain, but it would roll back 
down before he could reach the top. Therefore, he had to repeat this 
task, again and again, on a loop, in a permanent cycle of suffering.

This kind of maddening, absurd action can also be observed in 
the piece by Bernardí Roig, in which a present-day character carries, 
with great difficulty, a dazzling light, one so bright it makes you 
squint. Half-naked and completely engrossed in his task, he works 
mechanically, wilfully ignorant of why he is doing so.

For the work in question, the author has covered the character’s 
face with a cloth bag, upon which a few lines have been painted, 
hinting at an anthropomorphic face. This anonymity means he can 
represent any and all onlookers. In turn, he might well bring to mind 
the typical image of the executioner, though on this occasion the 
executioner and the condemned are one and the same person. We all 
have burdens to bear, most of which are self-imposed.

The most recent architectural renovation, which was completed 
in 2011, gave the Sala de Bóvedas a spectacular entrance from the 
south patio, even though the metal structure (which joins, via the 
stairs, the underground and overground floors) is exposed to the 
elements. Thus, when it rains heavily, the water floods this space, and 
the sound of the trickling water is incorporated into Zoé T. Vizcaíno’s 
piece, while it gives Bernardí Roig’s work a reflection, somewhere to 
be duplicated.

Bernardí Roig 

Herr Mauroner, 
2008. Polyester resin 
and marble powder, 
fluorescent lights. 
184 × 60 × 60 cm. 
Courtesy of the artist 
and Galería Max Estrella.
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“You have already grasped that Sisyphus is the absurd hero.  
He is, as much through his passions as through his torture.  
His scorn of the gods, his hatred of death, and his passion  
for life won him that unspeakable penalty in which the whole 
being is exerted toward accomplishing nothing. This is the 
price that must be paid for the passions of this earth.”

…

“If this myth is tragic, that is because its hero is conscious. 
Where would his torture be, indeed, if at every step the hope of 
succeeding upheld him? The workman of today works everyday 
in his life at the same tasks, and his fate is no less absurd. But  
it is tragic only at the rare moments when it becomes conscious. 
Sisyphus, proletarian of the gods, powerless and rebellious, 
knows the whole extent of his wretched condition: it is what he 
thinks of during his descent. The lucidity that was to constitute 
his torture at the same time crowns his victory. There is no fate 
that can not be surmounted by scorn.

If the descent is thus sometimes performed in sorrow, it  
can also take place in joy.”

Albert Camus 
“The Myth of Sisyphus”, 

The Myth of Sisyphus and Other Essays
New York: Vintage Books

1991, pp. 120-121

Teresa Solar 

Means of Escape, 2020.
Zumaia clay, resin, 
airbrush. 21 × 66 × 27 cm.

Means of Escape, 2020. 
Zumaia clay, resin, 
airbrush. 20 × 70 × 29 cm. 
Courtesy of the artist 
and Travesía Cuatro.

(p.30) Means of Escape, 
2020. Zumaia clay, resin, 
airbrush. 20 × 70 × 29 cm. 
Courtesy of the artist 
and Travesía Cuatro.

III

From a very young age we are taught to behave according to rules 
based on the antitheses of certain generally-held ideas and opinions, 
which we then pass on to subsequent generations. The clearest 
example would be that of good and bad, and there have been many 
attempts, throughout history, to define them. This idea dominates 
our beliefs, our psychology, our morals and even our language. Good 
and bad are relative and abstract concepts, but still they have been 
accepted and understood ever since ancient times.

The definition of bad or evil is perhaps the more elusive one, as 
it can includes concepts like the invisible or the unspeakable, i.e. the 
unseen, the unknown, that which must not be mentioned.

We can also think about up and down. The divinities live high up 
on the mountaintops or in the heavens, where light and purity shine 
forth. Under our feet, however, is the kingdom of the dead, where 
the demons and other infernal beasts live, and where everything is 
cloaked in darkness and filth.

The pieces in the series Means of Escape, by Teresa Solar, seem to 
have been pulled straight out of a rocky mantle which now brazenly 
exposes its insides, parts which had been hidden until now. Under their 
shell are organic forms that are somewhat like bodily cavities, such as 
the ear canal or the nostrils, the throat or the intestines. In other words, 
spaces for natural movements or evacuations, similar to the thousand 
of pipes and drains in the underground sewerage systems that we live 
upon yet never see. Extrapolating, they are also reminiscent of tunnels, 
caves and mines. Gloomy places, ever basked in half-light.

In this work, the darkness comes out via precise surgical cuts, 
angled dissections, to reveal what’s inside.

Teresa Solar tries, therefore, to materialise the oxymoron of the 
dazzling, dawning darkness.
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“In every man’s memories there are certain things that he will 
not reveal to everyone but only to his close friends. And there 
are things that he will not even disclose to his friends, only 
to himself and even then under a veil of secrecy. But, finally, 
there are things that he’s afraid of divulging even to himself 
and every decent man has quite an accumulation of these. It 
might even be the case that the more respectable a person is 
the more he will have of them. At least, only recently I decided 
to recall some of my earlier adventures which up to now I had 
always passed over with a certain degree of uneasiness. But 
now, when not only am I recalling them but have even decided 
to write them down, what I really wish to put to the test is: 
can one be perfectly honest with oneself and not be afraid of 
the whole truth? Apropos of this I would point out that Heine 
claims that true autobiographies are almost impossible and 
that a man will most certainly lie about himself. In his opinion, 
Rousseau, for example, undoubtedly lied about himself in 
his Confessions – even lied deliberately, out of vanity. I’m 
convinced that Heine is right; I can understand perfectly well 
how one can sometimes accuse oneself of all sorts of crimes 
solely out of vanity and I even understand very well the nature 
of that vanity. But Heine was passing judgement on a man 
who was making a public confession. But I’m writing for myself 
alone and declare once and for all that if I’m writing as if I’m 
addressing readers, then it’s purely for show, since it’s easier 
writing like that. It’s only a form, an empty form. I shall never 
have any readers.”

Fiódor M. Dostoievski 
Notes from Underground
London: Penguin Classics 

2009, p. 36
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Carlos Irijalba

Untitled (Skins), 2014.
Resin and fibreglass. 
190 × 110 × 108 cm
Courtesy of the artist 
and Galería MPA.

(p.33) FFWD, 2016-2018.
Original mould from the 
Chauvet Cave, positive 
in silicone and fibreglass 
on galvanised steel 
scaffolding. Variable 
measurements.

FFWD (endotic),
Direct positive in 
fibreglass, silicone and 
pigment on chrome 
metal and rubber 
C-stands. Variable 
measurements.
Courtesy of the artist 
and Galería MPA.

IV

The act of forgetting comes in many different guises. I’ve always 
been fascinated by the term damnatio memoriae (“the condemnation 
of memory”), from the age of the Roman Empire, whereby all 
traces of any given “enemy of the State” were erased following 
their death, wiped from all records. This person was condemned 
to being forgotten, and sometimes their very existence would be 
denied. Other similar punishments had already been used during 
the Republic, such as abolitio nominis, which would prohibit the 
condemned person’s name being passed down to their offspring and 
heirs, and rescissio actorum, which demanded the destruction of all 
their political and artistic work. The damnatio memoriae was used to 
punish both normal citizens and emperors, particularly those who, 
as in the case of Caligula, had been corrupted by absolute power.

It has since been proven that other, older civilisations used 
similar punishments too. History has taught us that many societies 
have indeed waged war on memory itself, even to the present day.

There are other types of loss too, such as those analysed by 
Carlos Irijalba in the two projects included in this exhibition: 
Untitled (Skins) and FFWD. In 2010, right in the middle of the 
economic crisis, Carlos Irijalba visited a company that specialised 
in 3D reproduction. This company had co-created, in the late 
1990s, the replicas of several caves in Cantabria, ones with ancient 
cave paintings, and which were thus closed to the public. When the 
company went bankrupt, the 3D scans of these caves were saved in 
ZIP files on floppy disks, a format which has now been rendered 
obsolete, and so they are consigned to a form of digital archaeology.
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“They descended into the unknown.
They were about to make one of the greatest discoveries in the 

history of human culture.
At first, the cave did not appear to contain anything special, 

aside from being particularly beautiful. But then deep inside, they 
found this.

It would turn out that this cave was pristine. It had been perfectly 
sealed for tens of thousands of years. It contained by far the oldest 
cave paintings, dating back some 32,000 years. In fact, they are the 
oldest paintings ever discovered, more than twice as old as any other.

In honour of its leading discoverer, Jean-Marie Chauvet, the 
cave now bears the name Chauvet Cave.”

…

“Some 20,000 years ago, it came tumbling down in a massive rock 
slide, sealing off the original entrance to the cave and creating a 
perfect time capsule. A wooden walkway leads to the entrance of 
Chauvet Cave. The narrow tunnel through which the discoverers 
crawled has been widened and locked with a massive steel door 
like a bank vault. Once we pass through this door, it will be locked 
behind us so as not to compromise the delicate climate inside.

For this, our first exploration into the cave, we are using a tiny, 
nonprofessional camera rig. In this first narrow holding room, we 
are fitted with sterile boots and given safety instructions.”

…

“Apart from time constrictions, we are not allowed to touch anything 
in the cave or ever step off the two-foot-wide walkway. We can use 
only three flat cold light panels powered by battery belts.
Inevitably, moving along in single file, the film crew will have no 
hiding places to get out of the shot.”

…

“The paintings looked so fresh that there were initial doubts 
about their authenticity, but this picture has a layer of calcite and 
concretions over it that take thousands of years to grow.
This was the first proof that it was not a forgery.”

…

“There's evidence that they cast their own shadows against the 
panels of horses, for example. 

The fires were necessary to look at the paintings and maybe 
towards staging people around. When you look with the flame, with 
moving light, you can imagine people dancing with the shadows.”

…

“Madame Baffier takes us down to the farthest chamber of the 
cave, the mysterious chamber of the lions. There is serious level 
of toxic CO2 gas emanating from the roots of trees, which seeps 
down into the cave through the porous limestone.

Our time is even more constricted in this location, and there 
is no possibility to get close to the paintings.

- Unfortunately, there are things you won't be able to show in 
your film and you won't be able to see.

You can't get closer. That is the case with these absolutely 
marvelous paintings in the farthest chamber, this grouping of 
lions. It is especially the case with this rock pendant, where the 
lower portion of a woman's body has been painted.

That is, you have her pubic triangle and her legs that 
separate, starting at the knee, which diverge and are 
reminiscent of the well-known small early Stone Age tatuettes 
from archaeological digs in the Swabian Jura in Germany.

We can only see part of this lower half of a female body, 
because we cannot access the other side of the pendant. You 
can not walk on these grounds, because they are too fragile. 
You would destroy the charcoal remains. You would destroy the 
tracks left by the bears and the humans. So you'll have to make 
do with this partial image. If you completed the other half of 
this female body with its other legs symmetrically, you could see 
that it is connected to a bison head that would have a somewhat 
human arm.

And here we are, some 30,000 years later, with a myth that 
has endured until our days. We can also find this association of 
female and bull in Picasso's drawings of the Minotaur and the 
woman. 

This is the only partial representation of a human in the 
entire cave.”

Werner Herzog 
from the script of Cave of Forgotten Dreams, 2010
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Marco Godoy 

What we still have to 
talk about, 2015. Jesmonite 
and metal structure. 
200 × 300 × 50 cm.
Courtesy of the artist  
and Galería Max Estrella.

3D scanners do not react to images: their ultrasound only reads 
form and volume, so, inside caves, any ancient human interventions 
do not show up. The scans only reflect the skin of the cave, with no 
cultural information, no colour, no representation.

With this piece, Carlos Irijalba asserts that each new version 
entails a loss. In this case, loss itself is what, paradoxically, made these 
particular walls relevant. Essentially, it’s a history that erases itself.

The Chauvet cave paintings were made thirty-two thousand 
years ago, in the French region of Monts d’Ardeche, and they were 
discovered by speleologists in 1994. The cave was closed to the 
public shortly thereafter, for its conservation and study. The only 
physical contribution by modern human beings has been to install 
a scaffold footbridge, allowing researchers to study the cave while 
protecting the interior from germs and bacteria.

In collaboration with Atelier Phenomenes in Paris, i.e. the 
company commissioned by the French government in 2016 to 
create a replica of the cave, Irijalba made a projection of what will 
have happened to this footbridge thirty-two thousand years into the 
future, when the gours (i.e. the rimstone dams, horizontal calcareous 
deposits, similar to stalagmites) have taken over the structure, which 
shows the passing of time. Similarly, if vertical metal elements were 
installed, then the result would be stalagmites/stalactites. The cave 
would take these foreign elements and make them its own. 

V

I belong to Generation Constitution, referring to those of us born 
in 1978, just as Spain became a democracy. But I also belong 
to a generation who used to play with the cartridge shells that 
our grandparents kept in the back of drawers, a kind of macabre 
keepsake, as if they needed to keep hold of objects like this to make 
sure they wouldn’t forget the darkest period of our recent history. 
Or maybe it’s the other way round, perhaps they’re the only physical 
thing that can truly represent that grim chapter in their lives.

I hardly ever spoke about the Civil War with my grandparents, 
perhaps because it was too painful for them to go over it again, or 
because of the compulsory silence about it in the long years afterwards, 
the effects of which are still patently clear in Spanish society today.

Marco Godoy’s wall, titled What we still have to talk about, 
references the Spanish Civil War and the silence that often engulfs 
its memory. It is a cast of a wall at the San Felipe Neri church, in 
Barcelona, one that was damaged by shrapnel from a bomb dropped 
there by the Nationalist faction. In this piece, though, the scars have 
been inverted, like deep wounds rising out of the block.

This wall has been placed symbolically in the underground 
exhibition hall. It runs parallel with the Travesía de Conde Duque, 
the street on the barracks’ southern face, where one can see, at almost 
precisely the same coordinates as this piece, but overground, above 
the surface, the marks of another bombing from the same period.
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“After these exchanges, Old Rabino was a different person, so says 
the Eleventh Commandment, and he stopped going to church. Don 
Zósimo, the town’s priest at the time, said to him: “Rabino, why don’t 
you come to mass anymore?”. Old Rabino shrugged, responding: 
“There is no God. My granddad was a monkey. Don Eustasio says 
so”. And when the war broke out, five lads from Torrecillórigo, led by 
Baltasar, one of the Quirico lot, showed up at his house with their 
muskets loaded. Old Rabino opened the door in his modest Sunday 
clothes and tight shoes, and Baltasar, one of the Quirico lot, shoved 
him with the musket barrel and said to him: “Now it’s my turn to 
show you where the goats should be grazing”. Old Rabino blinked, 
and replied, simply: “What do you want?”. And Baltasar, one of the 
Quirico lot, said: “We want you to come with us.” Baltasar was wearing 
a cross on his chest, and Mrs Rabino looked at it, as if she were 
pleading for mercy, and then she looked at Old Rabino who, in turn, 
was looking down to the shoes on his feet, and he calmly said: “Wait a 
moment”. When he came back from the bedroom, he was wearing his 
shepherd’s gear and rubber boots, and he said: “See you later”. Then 
he said to Baltasar: “Whenever you’re ready”.

The next day, Antoliano found the body in the Revueltas, and when 
he brought it up to the house, Little Rabino, who was just a young lad, 
albeit with two extra vertebrae in his coccyx, suddenly couldn’t open 
his mouth, and it was impossible for him to eat anything. Don Ursinos, 
the doctor in Torrecillórigo, said that it was just nerves, and that it’d 
pass. And when it did pass, Little Rabino went to see don Zósimo, the 
priest, and said: “Isn’t the cross the symbol of Christianity, father?”. 
“That’s right”, responded the priest. And Little Rabino added: “And 
didn’t Christ say: love one another?”. “That’s right”, responded the 
priest. Little Rabino nodded, gently. He said: “So, why has that man 
with the cross killed my dad?”. Don Zósimo’s overwhelming humanity 
seemed tiny, compared to this problem. He unthinkingly adjusted his 
cap before speaking: “Listen”, he said, finally. “My cousin, Paco Merino, 
was the parish priest in Roldana, over that way, until the day before 
yesterday. And do you know why he isn’t the parish priest anymore?”. 
“No”, said Little Rabino. “Well, listen to this”, added the priest. “They 
tied him up to a post, they chopped off his bits with a razor blade, and 
they fed it to some cats, right in front of him. What do you make of 
that?” Little Rabino nodded, but he said: “Those guys aren’t Christians, 
father”. Don Zósimo clasped his hands together, interlocking his 
fingers, and he said, patiently: “Listen, lad. When two brothers, 
Christians or otherwise, are blindfolded, they’ll fight each other more 
brutally than two strangers ever would”. And Little Rabino then said, 
summing it up: “Ah!”.”

Miguel Delibes 
Las ratas, Barcelona: Ediciones Destino, 1984 pp. 18-19 [new translation]

Mateo Maté 

(below and p. 40) 

Hypocephalus, 2016. 
Plaster. 202 × 90 × 83.5 cm.
Courtesy of the artist.

VI

As I’ve already mentioned, the Sala de Bóvedas at the Condeduque 
Centre for Contemporary Culture used to house the Royal Corps 
cavalry, back in the 18th century. For this exhibition, it is now home 
to Hypocephalus, by Mateo Maté, his own unique “monster of the 
labryrinth”.

This piece is a hybrid figure, a symbiosis between man and 
animal, which itself is a recurring theme in classical mythology, 
where metamorphoses are always linked to nature.

Hypocephalus is a monster, based on copies of two works from 
the 1st century BC: the Belvedere Torso by Apollonios of Athens, a 
sculpture now conserved at the Vatican Museums in Rome; and  
the Horse Protome, from the ancient city of Lavinium, now kept  
at the British Museum in London.

The work is part of the series Canon, which features sculptures 
that try to adapt the classical canon to contemporary society. In 
this case, the piece brings to mind animism, which was lost upon 
the arrival of Christianity. As a result, the relationship between the 
human being and nature was transformed.
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“…History explains neither the natural universe that existed 
before it nor the beauty that exists above it. Hence it chose to 
be ignorant of them. Whereas Plato contained everything—
nonsense, reason, and myth—our philosophers contain nothing 
but nonsense or reason because they have closed their eyes to 
the rest. The mole is meditating.

It is Christianity that began substituting the tragedy of the soul 
for contemplation of the world. But, at least, Christianity referred to 
a spiritual nature and thereby preserved a certain fixity. With God 
dead, there remains only history and power. For some time the entire 
effort of our philosophers has aimed solely at replacing the notion of 
human nature with that of situation, and replacing ancient harmony 
with the disorderly advance of chance or reason’s pitiless progress. 
Whereas the Greeks gave to will the boundaries of reason, we have 
come to put the will’s impulse in the very center of reason, which 
has, as a result, become deadly. For the Greeks, values pre-existed 
all action, of which they definitely set the limits. Modern philosophy 
places its values at the end of action. They are not but are becoming, 
and we shall know them fully only at the completion of history. With 
values, all limit disappears, and since conceptions differ as to what 
they will be, since all struggles, without the brake of those same 
values, spread indefinitely, today’s Messianisms confront one another 
and their clamors mingle in the clash of empires. Disproportion is a 
conflagration, according to Heraclitus. The conflagration is spreading; 
Nietzsche is outdistanced. Europe no longer philosophizes by striking 
a hammer, but by shooting a cannon.

Nature is still there, however. She contrasts her calm skies and 
her reasons with the madness of men. Until the atom too catches 
fire and history ends in the triumph of reason and the agony of 
the species. But the Greeks never said that the limit could not he 
overstepped. They said it existed and that whoever dared to exceed 
it was mercilessly struck down. Nothing in present history can 
contradict them.

The historical spirit and the artist both want to remake the world. 
But the artist, through an obligation of his nature, knows his limits, 
which the historical spirit fails to recognize. This is why the latter’s aim 
is tyranny whereas the former’s passion is freedom. All those who are 
struggling for freedom today are ultimately fighting for beauty.”

Albert Camus
“Helen’s Exile”, The Myth of Sisyphus and Other Essays 

New York: Vintage Books. 1991, pp. 133-134



4342

Asunción Molinos Gordo 

Dunia, Mulk, Yabarut, 
2018. Mixed metalwork, 
wood carving and pottery 
210 × 50 × 50 cm. Work on 
loan from crear/sin/prisa, 
Cervezas Alhambra.

VII

The word “religion” comes from the Latin religio, religiōnis. It 
consists of the prefix re-, which expresses repetition, and the verb 
ligāre, meaning “bind” or “fasten”, the idea of strengthening ties.

Dunia, Mulk, Yabarut (i.e. Earth, Sky, Spirit) is a reinterpretation 
of the yamur, an Islamic architectural element placed on top of 
minarets in order to protect mosques from the supernatural. Yamurs 
are metal structures, normally consisting of three spheres attached 
to a vertical stem, decreasing in size from bottom to top.

These elements were also used in Al-Ándalus, and they are now 
important vestiges in today’s Andalusia. Following the expansion of 
the Christian kingdoms in Spain, many yamurs were left untouched 
and essentially “Christianised” when mosques were repurposed as 
churches. The remains of many ancient yamurs can still be found on 
churches in Granada, somewhat secretly so, having been reimagined 
as bases for weathervanes or lightning rods, or sometimes topped  
off with a crucifix, and they have thus become biographical evidence 
of the city’s history.

The protective qualities of the yamur are linked to its divine 
symbolism. It is said that the three-sphere yamurs represent the 
three worlds where Islamic divinity can be found: dunia, mulk and 
yaburat (places of the Earth, the skies, and the spirit). Similarly, 
the lightning rods (that were subsequently built into some of the 
yamurs) balance out the forces of these same three worlds: the 
earthing, the atmosphere and the electric current.

Essentially, this sculpture is a homage to all forms of protection 
against the supernatural, to the invoking of magic or charms as 
defence mechanisms, regardless of the different worldviews and 
faiths that have used them throughout history.
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Blessed are the poor in spirit, for theirs is the kingdom of heaven.
Blessed are those who mourn, for they shall be comforted.
Blessed are those who hunger and thirst for righteousness, for they 
shall be filled.
 
Blessed are the castaways of the seas who believed that another 
world was worth discovering.
Blessed are the blind, for they will never see themselves grow old.
Blessed is the fruit of thy womb.
Blessed are the disappeared, for, wherever you are, someone will be 
looking for you.
Blessed are the survivors of wars.
The men and the women who changed the course of history with 
their speech.
 
Blessed are the sounds of the night in the forest.
The Galaxy, the worlds and all the stars in the sky.
 
Blessed are those who were told they could not, and knew this 
meant they were on the right track.
 
Blessed are you who left.
And you who turned away for a second.
And you who came back to say one last thing.
Blessed are the animals of the universal flood.
 
And the dinosaurs.
And the plagues.
And the wonders of the world that we destroyed.
And the wonders of the world that we will recreate.
 
Blessed are the places that we will live in one day.
 
Blessed are those who shine and those who explode.
Blessed are those who walk on water.
Blessed is he who broke to live.
Blessed are those who believe that something might happen tonight.
 
Blessed is the leak, the crack, the glow, the flame, the arrow,
the wound, the sadness, the rage, the shame, the envy.
 
Blessed are the voices that calm you at night.
A world inside which we can both fit.
 
Blessed are those who have come to save the world.

And the animal wounded by the bullet, hunted by the dog, swallowed  
by the vulture.
 
Blessed are Sarajevo, Leningrad, Aleppo, Okinawa.
 
Blessed are the weapons, if these are words.
 
Blessed are the nobles who stroll through the gardens of the kingdom 
wishing to see them burn.
Blessed are the astronauts, science, and religion.
Devotion, faith, blood, and the laboratory.
The gorilla, the meteorite...
Adam and Eve.
 
Blessed are we who did not make the world as it is now.
 
Blessed is their name: Zeus, Allah, Odin, Yahveh, Athena, Seth, Shiva, 
Tsohanoai, Isis, Kauil ...
 
Those who see God in a piece of dust and in the vastness of the 
universe.
Those who do not believe in God.
Those who lay flowers on the graves of the dead to whom nobody leaves 
flowers.
Blessed are those who run the other way, against the wind, against the 
current, against the trend, injustice, dictatorship, power, lies.
Blessed are those who touch each other for the last time without 
knowing that it will be the last time.
 
Blessed is Nature.
Blessed are all the colours of the universe, of the deserts, the oceans, 
the forests, the sky, the cave, the blood and the skin that covers and 
condemns us.
 
Blessed is he who cares for his sick father, who feeds him, who 
washes him.
 
Those who will one day find a cure for cancer, malaria, AIDS, Alzheimer's, 
Parkinson's, ALS, dengue…
 
Forgotten women in History books.
Those who taught to read the son of the slave, the peasant, the worker, 
the maid, the prostitute, the outcast, the undocumented, the migrant, 
the damned of the land, the convicts of hunger.
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Blessed is the empty city, bombed, closed, besieged, stained, burned, 
forgotten, submerged.
Blessed are the animals that have inhabited the empty city because they 
thought we had become extinct.
Blessed is infinite time and our lives that are running out.
 
Blessed is the darkness and its inhabitants
Blessed is the silence.
The night.
Blessed are the sun, the grass, and youth.
Blessed is what is said just before the end.
And blessed is the end.
And the clothes that we dress the dead in.
 
Blessed are those who trust in heaven, for the Earth trusts in them.
Blessed are those who fear the place where they were born, for that is 
the only place where they can hurt us.
Blessed is the beginning and all that begins.
Blessed is love and hate.
The ash of the battlefields.
 
The bodies that are desired, found, discovered, undressed, explored, that 
leave, that are expected every night.
The gestures that show fragility and strength.
He who has managed to retire on time.
Blessed are those who could live in another age without falling apart.
Those who did not believe what they were told.
Those who know they are prepared for the worst.
Blessed are the fanatics, for their bonfire will burn in hell.
Blessed are those who scream without their voices cracking.
Those who know how to light a fire.
And burn their house and their flag in it.
Blessed is he who was born last.
And all those who have not yet arrived.
And the fall that will bring us back to life, to dream, to fear, to pain, to 
beauty.
The disobedience.
The myth.
The encounter.
The hunger.
The summer.
The piety.
The Tempest.
The magic.
The forest.
The fire.

The light.
The monsters.
The war.
 
Blessed are those who wait on the edge of the cliff to protect children 
from falling off it.
Blessed is the fall that will lead us to death.
Blessed is the last breath.
And the sky.
 
Blessed are only daughters, orphans, witches, untouchables, lesbians,
mad, foreigners, young mothers, feminists.
 
Blessed is hope.
Blessed are those who do not look the other way.
The sick, the mad, the blind, for they will make virtue of necessity.

Carmina S. Belda, Celso Giménez and Marcos Morau 
”Beatitudes“, from the play Sonoma, 2020
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Rodríguez-Méndez 

Memory, Fruit, 2020. 
Four pieces of etching 
paper, 28 × 112 cm each. 
Sanguine stick. Video. 
Reduction compass. 
Courtesy of the artist.

VIII

The only newly-produced piece that was specially commissioned 
for this exhibition is that of Carlos Rodríguez Méndez, with whom I 
visited the Sala de Bóvedas on several occasions. The red colour of the 
bricks, the feeling of closeness to the earth as opposed to the coldness 
of the stone above the surface, and the curved, circumferential 
architecture all led him to create the project Memory, Fruit.

Rodríguez-Méndez decided to work with four elderly people, 
all of whom were suffering from curvature of the spine, due to the 
passage of time and the weight of life itself. A few weeks before the 
exhibition, he carried out a series of actions in the central patio 
of Condeduque with the two men and two women, all over the 
age of 80, and he recorded it on video. One by one, each of them 
placed a piece of etching paper on the ground, using one of the 
patio’s drains as their “centre” point, which they would lie upon. 
Rodríguez-Méndez then set about to lift up the various layers of 
their clothes until he reached their skin, and with a sanguine stick 
— essentially compacted earth — he traced the curves of their 
backs onto the paper.

Alongside the four drawings and the process video, there is a 
reduction compass which uses one of the many existing holes in 
the walls of the Sala de Bóvedas as its radius. The four curvatures 
shown on the four pieces of paper seem to be part of an open 
circumference, divided into quarters.

Therefore, albeit in terms unlike those mentioned above, this 
work speaks about memory, history, traces, skin. From experience. 
“Fruit brings irreversible time, as well as its flesh, its seed, cycles,  
its benefits and its undoubted perfection.”
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“My dear Friends. Everybody knows me here, you all know that I 
don’t like talking in front of so many people. But today I have to. 
Listen to me, I’ll keep it brief. I’ve been in the centre ever since 
the beginning, perhaps because I was on my own, a widow — 
my wife died ten years ago. I had no ties, so I’ve been coming 
here since the first assembly and, to tell the truth, since then, 
I’ve hardly ever gone back up to the surface. I’ve spent my time 
doing a little bit of everything, starting with the cleaning, which 
was the main problem here — I suppose you remember. Then I 
sorted out the shelves and got on with the maintenance. I’m not 
a creator, like all of you, maybe because I’ve spent my life sitting 
at a desk, and I’m from a humble background anyway. Back 
then (I started school in 1913) nobody spoke about creativity; 
the most you could possibly dream of was learning enough to 
keep you from having to work in a factory. Then I joined the gas 
board, which my father was so proud of. In any case, I do have 
to admit that if I hadn’t been brought up in this neighbourhood, 
not far from here, I probably wouldn’t have ever decided to come 
into the centre. Because, at first, we looked a little out of place, 
and you were all wondering what some old retired guy was doing 
here: he’d surely come to play cards and warm himself up a bit. 
But what I found so amazing, honestly, was that you spoke to 
me like you spoke to the others. I never felt left out because of 
my age or my lack of culture. Maybe you haven’t realised, but 
out there, nobody speaks to us; we sit on benches to watch the 
cars go by, and nobody says a word to us. I mean, we probably 
wouldn’t have that much to talk about anyway…. but I’m droning 
on now, I’m boring you with all this nonsense.”

“No, Jacques, go on.”
“Come on, Jacques, what you’re saying is great.”
The assembly stays silent, attentive. And although there are 

almost a thousand of us, there are no little group conversations 
going on, and the atmosphere is unusually serious. It’s true that 
everyone knows Jacques, everyone loves him, so nobody would 
ever snub him by interrupting. But there’s more to it: they’re all 
waiting for him to get to the important bit. He’s started off so 
solemnly, he surely isn’t just going to tell us about his life.

“Alright then, I’ll finish soon. So yes, what I wanted to say 
is that you’ve become my family. You’re all I’ve got. But, before 
long, I’m going to have to leave you; the equipment’s wearing 
down, and our friends at the clinic have spelt it all out to me. I’ll 
have to go to hospital soon. So, I’m asking you for one last thing: 
let me die here.”

Everybody stays quiet. The youngest ones, who understand 
death as a mere abstract hypothesis, who know nothing about 
it because they’ve never seen anybody die, and they’ve only 

seen corpses on the TV or in the cinema, are bewildered: what 
is death? Well, how are they supposed to know about death, in 
a society that meticulously eliminates all reference to death, 
that lets people die in hospitals then dumps them in distant 
cemeteries, and that now doesn’t even dare utter the word 
because it tries to exorcise it by talking of “disappearance” or a 
“long trip away”. As for the older ones, who’ve realised that life 
doesn’t go on forever, and who, subconsciously, are now afraid of 
it, they don’t know what to say to Jacques either.

“I won’t be any bother, I’ll arrange to meet some friends in 
some corner, then someone will dispose of my body. It won’t be 
any inconvenience.”

“Don’t worry, Jacques, if I were old (the girl talking is really 
young), I wouldn’t want to die anywhere else. You choose the 
day, and we’ll have a nice party for you.”

Just as well she’s said it. The tension eases, and the 
emotions come back down. We all feel the need to do 
something, to express our friendship, not only to Jacques but to 
everyone, and show our happiness and pride that the assembly 
has gone like this, with no empty words, in a kind of communion.

The people get up, everybody goes to Jacques, they hug him, 
they hug each other, I see two women crying, but there isn’t 
sadness in their eyes. We stay there for a while, it’s lovely. Then 
we start leaving in small groups. There had never been such a 
short and intense assembly before.”

Albert Meister
Beaubourg, una utopía subterránea, 

Madrid: Enclave de libros
2014, pp. 138-141 [new translation]
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Karmelo Bermejo 

0 Transparency. Solid  
lead replicas of the artworks 
in the personal collection 
of a museum director. 
2011-2020. Solid lead and 
museum labels. Variable 
measurements. Work on 
loan from the DKV Collection. 

Certificate of authenticity 
(transparent sheet, screen-
printed and signed in invisible 
ink, inside a glass cabinet). 
Courtesy of the artist.

IX

The whole professional ecosystem around art likes to keep its inner 
workings out of sight, in the shadows. Not only because of basic 
issues such as how much artists are actually paid, something which 
many public and private institutions still refuse to disclose, but also 
due to the same institutions’ constant clamouring to display the 
most recent artistic productions, as if works from just a few years ago 
were no longer of any interest, or had since lost value. You only have 
to look at the culture pages from old-ish newspapers or specialised 
magazines and you soon come across names of artists who have 
since disappeared from the current panorama. Fragility leads to 
precariousness, which then leads to being forgotten. This is why, for 
the exhibition Beneath the Surface (Fears, Monsters, Shadows), we have 
sought to revisit certain works which, despite having been exhibited 
in grand art institutions such as Madrid’s Reina Sofía, have since 
languished in storerooms, waiting to be remembered.

One of the key artists with regards to critiquing the art world itself, 
while being fully aware that he forms part of it, is Karmelo Bermejo. 
This is why his piece 0 Transparency has been included in this exhibition.

Using moulds of paintings from the private collection of 
the director of a museum, Karmelo Bermejo then made some 
monochrome copies of them in solid lead, thus eliminating the 
painted images, as well as the authorship of the works and any other 
relevant information, such as its value. The seventeen replicas each 
have their own respective label, which repeatedly refers back to the 
title of the project, 0 Transparency.

On this occasion, to adapt to the space, both the lead pieces and 
the labels have been placed symbolically on the only “false” wall in the 
Sala de Bóvedas, built during the 2011 refurbishment, which prevents 
visitors from seeing what’s hidden behind the blocked archway there.

Finally, the work’s certificate of authenticity is displayed, which the 
artist has made on a transparent sheet, screen-printed and signed in 
invisible ink. It can only be read under ultraviolet light. The certificate 
and labels, which are repeated around the glass cabinet, are A4 in size.
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“… “After all, for sixty years Father had spent every pfennig he 
could spare on his prints alone. And one day there was nothing for 
us to sell, we didn’t know what to do, and then… then Mother and 
I sold one of the prints. Father would never have allowed it, after 
all, he doesn’t know how badly off we are, how hard it is to buy a 
little food on the black market, he doesn’t even know that we lost 
the war, and Alsace and Lorraine are part of France now, we don’t 
read those things to him when they appear in the paper, so that he 
won’t get upset.

It was a very valuable item that we sold, a Rembrandt etching. 
The dealer offered us many, many thousands of marks for it, and 
we hoped that would provide for us for years. But you know how 
money melts away these days… we had deposited most of it in 
the bank, but two months later it was all gone. So we had to sell 
another work, and then another, and the dealer was always so late 
sending the money that it was already devalued when it arrived. 
Then we tried auctions, but there too we were cheated, although 
the prices were in millions… by the time the millions reached us 
they were nothing but worthless paper. And so gradually the best 
of his collection left us, except for a few good items, just so that we 
could lead the most frugal of lives, and Father has no idea of it.

That’s why my mother was so alarmed when you came today 
because if he opens the portfolios and shows them to you, it will 
all come out… you see, we put reprints or similar sheets of paper 
in the old mounts instead of the prints we had sold, so that he 
wouldn’t notice when he touched them. If he can only touch them 
and enumerate them (he remembers their order of arrangement 
perfectly), he feels just the same joy as when he could see them 
in the past with his own eyes”.”

“… And now, with the tender caution one would employ in 
handling something fragile, his fingertips touching it very lightly 
to avoid wear and tear, he took out of the folio a mount framing a 
blank, yellowed sheet of paper, and held the worthless scrap out in 
front of him with enthusiasm. He looked at it for several minutes, 
without of course really seeing it, but in his outstretched hand he 
held the empty sheet up level with his eyes, his expression ecstatic, 
his whole face magically expressing the intent gesture of a man 
looking at a fine work. And as his dead pupils stared at it—was it 
a reflection from the paper, or a glow coming from within him?—a 
knowledgeable light came into his eyes, a brightness borrowed 
from what he thought he saw.

“There,” he said proudly, “did you ever see a finer print? Every 
detail stands out so sharp and clear—I’ve looked at it beside the 

Dresden copy, which was flat and lifeless by comparison. And as 
for its provenance! There—” and he turned the sheet over and 
pointed to certain places on the back, which was also blank, so that 
I instinctively looked at it as if the marks he imagined were really 
there after all— “there you see the stamp of the Nagler collection, 
here the stamps of Remy and Esdaile; I dare say the illustrious 
collectors who owned this print before me never guessed that it 
would end up in this little room some day.”

A cold shudder ran down my back as the old man, knowing 
nothing of what had happened, praised an entirely blank sheet of 
paper to the skies; and it was a strange sight to see him pointing 
his finger, knowing the right places to the millimetre, to where the 
invisible collectors’ stamps that existed only in his imagination 
would have been.”

Stefan Zweig 
“The Invisible Collection”, 

The Invisible Collection: Tales of Obsession and Desire 
London: Pushkin Press. 2015, pp. 17-18, 20-21
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Ester Partegàs

Eclipse, 2007. Resin, 
wood, plastic, gloss paint. 
172 × 183 × 114 cm. On 
loan from r/e collection.

X

Not wanting to face up to harsh reality is widespread in our society. 
It’s not about denying this reality, or the contradictions it constantly 
churns out. Rather, quite simply, people play down its importance. 
Of course, this is not the right way to do things, yet it’s also 
necessary for maintaining some degree of emotional stability. It’s 
sheer survival, a matter of adapting to the circumstances.

For example, I still remember, amid the lockdown at the height 
of the pandemic’s first wave (March to May 2020), playing Virus! 
with my daughters, a popular kids’ card game in which the aim is to 
infect and destroy your opponents’ vital organs.

The piece by Ester Partegàs, included in this exhibition, is 
called Eclipse. According to the dictionary of the Royal Spanish 
Academy, this means banishing a person or thing (or, indeed, their 
importance) into shade or darkness. It also means absence, the 
disappearance of someone or something.

A skeletal, bare and ragged tree is emblematic of the decay and 
deconstruction of values in today’s society, where the patterns of 
behaviour show that the human being is an “invader”. Yet more proof 
of an overrated civilisation which destroys everything it touches.

The resulting image is a mutant, unnatural and decaying tree, 
the reflection of a widespread mood.
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“… And all this time, great, vague nature has slipped into their 
city, it has infiltrated everywhere, in their house, in their office, 
in themselves. It doesn’t move, it stays quietly and they are full 
of it inside, they breathe it, and they don’t see it, they imagine 
it to be outside, twenty miles from the city. I see it, I see this 
nature . . . I know that its obedience is idleness, I know it has 
no laws: what they take for constancy is only habit and it can 
change tomorrow.

What if something were to happen? What if something 
suddenly started throbbing? Then they would notice it was 
there and they’d think their hearts were going to burst. Then 
what good would their dykes, bulwarks, power houses, furnaces 
and pile drivers be to them? It can happen any time, perhaps 
right now: the omens are present. For example, the father of 
a family might go out for a walk, and, across the street, he’ll 
see something like a red rag, blown towards him by the wind. 
And when the rag has gotten close to him he’ll see that it is 
a side of rotten meat, grimy with dust, dragging itself along 
by crawling, skipping, a piece of writhing flesh rolling in the 
gutter, spasmodically shooting out spurts of blood. Or a mother 
might look at her child’s cheek and ask him: “What’s that—a 
pimple?” and see the flesh puff out a little, split, open, and at 
the bottom of the split an eye, a laughing eye might appear. 
Or they might feel things gently brushing against their bodies, 
like the caresses of reeds to swimmers in a river. And they 
will realize that their clothing has become living things. And 
someone else might feel something scratching in his mouth. 
He goes to the mirror, opens his mouth: and his tongue is an 
enormous, live centipede, rubbing its legs together and scraping 
his palate. He’d like to spit it out, but the centipede is a part of 
him and he will have to tear it out with his own hands. And a 
crowd of things will appear for which people will have to find 
new names— stone-eye, great three-cornered arm, toe-crutch, 
spider-jaw. And someone might be sleeping in his comfortable 
bed, in his quiet, warm room, and wake up naked on a bluish 
earth, in a forest of rustling birch trees, rising red and white 
towards the sky like the smokestacks of Jouxtebouville, with big 
bumps halfway out of the ground, hairy and bulbous like onions. 
And birds will fly around these birch trees and pick at them with 
their beaks and make them bleed. Sperm will flow slowly, gently, 
from these wounds, sperm mixed with blood, warm and glassy 
with little bubbles. Or else nothing like that will happen, there 
will be no appreciable change, but one morning people will open 
their blinds and be surprised by a sort of frightful sixth sense, 
brooding heavily over things and seeming to pause. Nothing 

more than that: but for the little time it lasts, there will be 
hundreds of suicides. Yes! Let it change just a little, just to see, 
I don’t ask for anything better. Then you will see other people, 
suddenly plunged into solitude. Men all alone, completely alone 
with horrible monstrosities, will run through the streets, pass 
heavily in front of me, their eyes staring, fleeing their ills yet 
carrying them with them, open-mouthed, with their insect-
tongue flapping its wings. Then I’ll burst out laughing even 
though my body may be covered with filthy, infected scabs 
which blossom into flowers of flesh, violets, buttercups. I’ll lean 
against a wall and when they go by I’ll shout: “What’s the matter 
with your science? What have you done with your humanism? 
Where is your dignity?” I will not be afraid—or at least no more 
than now. Will it not still be existence, variations on existence? 
All these eyes which will slowly devour a face—they will 
undoubtedly be too much, but no more so than the first two. 
Existence is what I am afraid of.”

Jean-Paul Sartre 
Nausea

New York: New Directions Books
2013, pp. 155-156
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Julia Varela 

Speech, speed, 
speechless, speeding, 
speedy, speedometer, 
speedboat, speed, 
skating, speed or 
nullum crimen, nulla 
poena sine praevia 
lege, 2012-2015.
34 light brown leather 
belts, 64 perspex 
mirrors. Variable 
measurements. 
Courtesy of the artist.

XI

It’s odd how some funeral rituals and certain mourning practices are 
shared by such vastly different cultures, from distinct corners of the 
world, during different eras. One such case is that of the plañideras, 
women hired to cry at funerals, a way of personifying the pain.

Lurking beneath the apparent beauty of Julia Varela’s work, there 
is some kind of staged narrative playing to our emotions, a place 
where there is conflict. With just a few everyday things, in this case 
leather belts and mirrors, the artist offers an uncomfortable, perhaps 
even violent discourse. The belts constrain the mirrors, which are 
forced to “look at each other”, reflecting each other. 

Together, they form a monster in an unrecognisable form, an 
anonymous body, organic and fragmented, strewn over the floor. 
It reflects back duplicated images and gazes, while also projecting 
beams of light, like beaming smiles, or otherwise.

The title itself is a tongue-twister, ending in an aphorism in 
Latin which can be translated as “no penalty without a law”.
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“HILDA
… She cried out in my arms, but what does it matter? Nothing 
happened to me because you neither touched my breasts nor 
kissed my mouth. Yes indeed, fine captain, you are as solitary as 
a rich man, and you've only suffered the wounds that have been 
dealt you—that is your misfortune. But I—I hardly feel my own 
body, I don't know where my life begins or ends—I do not always 
answer when my name is called—so much does it astonish me, 
sometimes, that I have a name. But I suffer with all bodies, I am 
struck on all cheeks, I die the death of everyone. Every woman 
you have taken by force, you have violated in my flesh.”

Jean-Paul Sartre
“The Devil and The Good Lord”, 

The Devil and The Good Lord and two other plays
New York: Vintage Books. 1960, pp. 98

Carlos Aires

(p.64) Cataracts, 2007. 
Video, 7’35 minutes. 
Courtesy of the artist.

XII

My memory is pretty poor, generally speaking, or rather I think  
I’ve got a selective memory. From my university days I only 
remember particular moments, certain classes that made an 
impression on me or readings that sparked something in me, ones 
that I still revisit from time to time. I remember an Art History class 
from the year 1996-97 in which the lecturer, Juan Antonio Ramírez, 
explained Barthes to us. Various pictures were projected onto the 
wall, until we got to a slide of an armed man, about to shoot his 
defenceless victim in the head, at point-blank range. Ramírez spoke 
about this picture for a while, telling us that it was called Saigon 
Execution, by Eddie Adams (1968), who was awarded the Pulitzer 
Prize for it the following year. He kept on talking, until he suddenly 
paused for a moment, looked up from his notes and, in a serious 
voice, said “I am astounded that nobody in this class, not one of the 
sixty students in this lecture hall right now, has asked me to turn off 
the projector. We have been discussing this image for fifteen minutes 
now, and none of you have expressed any kind of disgust, or even 
looked away, when really this photograph ought to have turned 
your stomach, made you feel so physically sick that you have to stop 
yourself from vomiting.” That was almost a quarter of a century ago, 
and, of course, my recollection of it has perhaps become warped 
over time, but there it is, still lodged somewhere in my memory.

It seems that the constant bombardment from the media, in 
any of its forms — the newspapers and TV bulletins back then, the 
social media and other mobile platforms today — has numbed our 
sensitivity.

Carlos Aires expands on the premise that something which  
is not seen, not directly witnessed, does not actually happen.

His video, Cataracts, shows real images of different conflicts 
and catastrophes from recent years, which he downloaded from the 
Internet: the Iraq War, the 2004 tsunami in the Indian Ocean, the 
Palestine-Israel conflict, and so on. All of the pictures are blurry, just 
as a person with cataracts would see them.

At the same time, voices can be heard, voices of people who have 
been blind from birth, and they offer their own definitions of words 
such as blood, catastrophe, war, darkness, horror, death, etc.

The title, Cataracts, serves as a metaphor for crying, for falling 
water and blindness.

This is a heavy piece of work, one which analyses and picks apart 
all our fears, nightmares and pains. You can’t see the pictures clearly, 
but you can imagine what they are, and the same thing happens with 
the scenes narrated by the voiceovers.
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“GOETZ
… Go on! Accuse me of detesting the poor and exploiting their 
gratitude to enslave them. Before, I violated souls by torture, now 
I violate them through the power of Good. I turned this village 
into a bouquet of faded souls. The poor creatures mimicked me, 
and I mimicked virtue; they have died as useless martyrs, without 
knowing why they perished. Listen, priest: I had betrayed everyone, 
including my own brother, but my appetite for betrayal was not yet 
assuaged; so, one night, before the ramparts of Worms, I thought 
up a way to betray Evil, that's the whole story. Only Evil doesn't let 
itself be betrayed quite so easily; it wasn't Good that jumped out 
of the dice box; it was a worse Evil. What does it matter anyway? 
Monster or saint, I didn't give a damn, I wanted to be inhuman. 
Say it, Heinrich, say I was mad with shame, and wanted to amaze 
Heaven to escape men's scorn. Come along! What are you waiting 
for? Speak! Ah, it's true, you cannot speak any more; I have your 
voice in my mouth. [Imitating HEINRICH] YOU didn't change your 
skin, Goetz, you altered your language. You called your hatred of 
men love, your rage for destruction you called generosity. But  
you remained unchanged; nothing but a bastard. [Resuming his  
natural voice] My God, I bear witness that he speaks the truth; I,  
the accused, acknowledge myself guilty.…”

Jean-Paul Sartre 
“The Devil and The Good Lord”, 

The Devil and The Good Lord and two other plays 
New York: Vintage Books. 1960, pp. 138-139

65
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Paula Rubio Infante

This Is A Hole, 2019. 
Wood and iron. Two 
metal structures of  
100 × 220 × 200 cm 
and two of 100 
× 220 × 150 cm. 
Variable dimensions.
Work produced with 
the support of the 
Community of Madrid, 
through the open call 
“Grants for the Creation 
of Visual Arts, 2019”.
Courtesy of the artist.

XIII

Today, people often post their private lives on social media.  
It’s like the moon — one side’s always illuminated, while the other’s 
always in the dark. The grim stuff is usually left out: the failures, 
the disappointments, the times of vulnerability. And mental health 
issues are barely mentioned at all. Many health conditions lead to 
clear social stigmatisation, but mental illness leaves its sufferers 
particularly susceptible to this. In our society, those who behave 
differently, outside of the norms, are put to one side and isolated. 
Furthermore, people can understand the kind of diseases that come 
“from outside” (like a virus or a cancer), but generally they cannot 
comprehend or accept mental illnesses, because the problem is 
something “inside” the person.

Pushing this even further, what even is this force, one that can 
destroy an instinct as natural, animalistic and irrational as survival 
itself? Sadly, suicide rates in Spain are twice as high as road accident 
deaths. Therefore, it’s likely that we’ve all been affected by suicide in 
some way. As for me, I’ve never spoken about it with anyone.

In prison slang, a “shank” is a weapon fashioned out of recycled 
materials. For this piece, Paula Rubio Infante made almost three 
thousand copies of a shank confiscated from the jail in Carabanchel, 
Madrid, in the 1980s, which she then joined together by inserting 
the sharp iron point of each one into the wooden handle of the next, 
forming something like bars, which hang down from metal frames.

The title, This Is A Hole, comes from a testimony by the Spanish 
Neuropsychiatric Society when they visited the high-security 
psychiatric hospital-prison in Carabanchel. Whilst the committee  
of experts were visiting the patio, one of the inmates desperately 
cried out: “This isn’t a psych hospital, this is a hole!”.
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“What does Prometheus mean to man today? One could 
doubtless claim this God-defying rebel as the model of 
contemporary man and his protest thousands of years ago 
in the deserts of Scythia as culminating in the unparalleled 
historical convulsion of our day. But, at the same time, 
something suggests that this victim of persecution is still 
among us and that we are still deaf to the great cry of human 
revolt of which he gives the solitary signal.

Modern man indeed endures a multitude of suffering on 
the narrow surface of this earth; for the man deprived of food 
and warmth, liberty is merely a luxury that can wait; all he can 
do is suffer a little more, as if it were only a question of letting 
liberty and its last witnesses vanish a bit more. Prometheus 
was the hero who loved men enough to give them fire and 
liberty, technology and art. Today, mankind needs and cares 
only for technology. We rebel through our machines, holding art 
and what art implies as an obstacle and a symbol of slavery. 
But what characterizes Prometheus is that he cannot separate 
machines from art. He believes that both souls and bodies 
can be freed at the same time. Man today believes that we 
must first of all free the body, even if the mind must suffer 
temporary death. But can the mind die temporarily? Indeed, 
if Prometheus were to reappear, modern man would treat him 
as the gods did long ago: they would nail him to a rock, in the 
name of the very humanism he was the first to symbolize. The 
hostile voices to insult the defeated victim would be the very 
ones that echo on the threshold of Aeschylean tragedy: those 
of Force and Violence.”

“Myths have no life of their own. They wait for us to give 
them flesh. If one man in the world answers their call, they 
give us their strength in all its fullness. We must preserve this 
myth, and ensure that its slumber is not mortal so that its 
resurrection is possible. I sometimes doubt whether men can 
be saved today. But it is still possible to save their children, 
both body and mind. It is possible to offer them at the same 
time the chance for happiness and beauty. If we must resign 
ourselves to living without beauty, and the freedom that is 
a part of beauty, the myth of Prometheus is one of those 
that will remind us that any mutilation of man can only be 
temporary, and that one serves nothing in man if one does not 
serve the whole man. If he is hungry for bread and heather, and 
if it is true that bread is the more necessary, let us learn how 
to keep the memory of heather alive. At the darkest heart of 
history, Promethean men, without flinching from their difficult 
calling, will keep watch over the earth and the tireless grass. In 

the thunder and lightning of the gods, the chained hero keeps 
his quiet faith in man. This is how he is harder than his rock 
and more patient than his vulture.”

Albert Camus
“Prometheus in the Underworld”, Lyrical and Critical Essays

New York: Vintage Books. 1970, pp. 110, 112
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Sara Ramo

Matrix and the 
Perversion of Form 
(Variation I) (Crust IV), 
2016. Plaster, stone  
and pigments. 2 pieces, 
47 × 38 × 33 cm and 
45 × 39 × 43 cm.

(p.71) Matrix and the 
Perversion of Form 
(Variation I) (Crust VI), 
2016. Plaster, stone  
and pigments. 2 pieces, 
41 × 20 × 40 cm and 
43 × 39 × 35 cm.
Courtesy of the artist 
and Travesía Cuatro.

XIV

Throughout the centuries, all cultures have used masks for 
various different reasons, such as covering the face to avoid being 
recognised, or to look like someone or something else. Historically, 
masks were linked to theatrical or ritual activities, and later to 
festivities. Today, they are a protection against an invisible evil that 
threatens us all.

Matrix and the Perversion of Form takes the masks made by  
Sara Ramo, for her video Los ayudantes (“The Helpers”), and uses 
their moulds as sculptures in their own right. There is no longer  
any difference between the original forms (which were destroyed 
when she made the moulds) and the potential reproductions of 
them. The origin is the matrix, the initial mould, which turns into  
a unique shape.

In the artist’s words, “the matrix, in this piece, is in fact the 
emptiness. That is, the place where the form arises, the mould which 
supposedly ought to be protective, and therefore solid, is instead 
broken and taken apart so that a different form can be made. This 
different form, although it’s the nucleus, is in fact an empty space 
wrapped in cardboard and paper.”
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“Hence it came about that I concealed my pleasures; and that 
when I reached years of reflection, and began to look round 
me and take stock of my progress and position in the world, I 
stood already committed to a profound duplicity of life. Many 
a man would have even blazoned such irregularities as I was 
guilty of; but from the high views that I had set before me, I 
regarded and hid them with an almost morbid sense of shame. 
It was thus rather the exacting nature of my aspirations than 
any particular degradation in my faults, that made me what 
I was and, with even a deeper trench than in the majority of 
men, severed in me those provinces of good and ill which 
divide and compound man’s dual nature. In this case, I was 
driven to reflect deeply and inveterately on that hard law of 
life, which lies at the root of religion and is one of the most 
plentiful springs of distress. 

Though so profound a double-dealer, I was in no sense a 
hypocrite; both sides of me were in dead earnest; I was no 
more myself when I laid aside restraint and plunged in shame, 
than when I laboured, in the eye of day, at the furtherance of 
knowledge or the relief of sorrow and suffering. 

And it chanced that the direction of my scientific studies, 
which led wholly toward the mystic and the transcendental, 
re-acted and shed a strong light on this consciousness of the 
perennial war among my members. With every day, and from 
both sides of my intelligence, the moral and the intellectual, 
I thus drew steadily nearer to that truth, by whose partial 
discovery I have been doomed to such a dreadful shipwreck: 
that man is not truly one, but truly two. I say two, because the 
state of my own knowledge does not pass beyond that point. 
Others will follow, others will outstrip me on the same lines; 
and I hazard the guess that man will be ultimately known for 
a mere polity of multifarious, incongruous, and independent 
denizens. I, for my part, from the nature of my life, advanced 
infallibly in one direction and in one direction only. 

It was on the moral side, and in my own person, that I 
learned to recognise the thorough and primitive duality of man; 
I saw that, of the two natures that contended in the field of my 
consciousness, even if I could rightly be said to be either, it 
was only because I was radically both; and from an early date, 
even before the course of my scientific discoveries had begun 
to suggest the most naked possibility of such a miracle, I had 
learned to dwell with pleasure, as a beloved day-dream, on 
the thought of the separation of these elements. If each, I told 
myself, could but be housed in separate identities, life would 
be relieved of all that was unbearable; the unjust delivered 

from the aspirations might go his way, and remorse of his 
more upright twin; and the just could walk steadfastly and 
securely on his upward path, doing the good things in which 
he found his pleasure, and no longer exposed to disgrace and 
penitence by the hands of this extraneous evil. It was the curse 
of mankind that these incongruous fagots were thus bound 
together that in the agonised womb of consciousness, these 
polar twins should be continuously struggling.”

Robert Louis Stevenson
The Strange Case of Dr Jekyll and Mr Hyde 

[and Other Tales of Terror]
London: Penguin. 2003, pp. 55-56
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Patricia Dauder

Untitled (Cloth and 
Wood), 2015. Burnt 
wood wrapped in cloth. 
15 × 110 × 15 cm. Work 
on loan from the DKV 
Collection. “SCIPIO [recoiling abruptly, as if stung by a serpent, and gazing, 

horrified, at CALIGULA, he cries hoarsely]: Oh, you brute! You 
loathsome brute! You’ve fooled me again. I know! You were 
playing a trick on me, weren’t you? And now you’re gloating over 
your success. 

CALIGULA [with a hint of sadness]: There’s truth in what you 
say. I was playing a part. 

SCIPIO [in the same indignant tone]: What a foul, black heart 
you have! And how all that wickedness and hatred must make 
you suffer! 

CALIGULA [gently]: That’s enough.

SCIPIO: How I loathe you! And how I pity you!

CALIGULA [angrily]: Enough, I tell you.

SCIPIO: And how horrible a loneliness like yours must be! 

CALIGULA [in a rush of anger, gripping the boy by the collar, 
and shaking him]: Loneliness! What do you know of it? Only 
the loneliness of poets and weaklings. You prate of loneliness, 
but you don’t realize that one is never alone. Always we are 
attended by the same load of the future and the past. Those 
we have killed are always with us. But they are no great trouble. 
It’s those we have loved, those who loved us and whom we did 
not love; regrets, desires, bitterness and sweetness, whores and 
gods, the celestial gang! Always, always with us! [He releases 
SCIPIO and moves back to his former place.] Alone! Ah, if only 
in this loneliness, this ghoul-haunted wilderness of mine, I could 
know, but for a moment, real solitude, real silence, the throbbing 
stillness of a tree! [Sitting down, in an access of fatigue.] 
Solitude? No, Scipio, mine is full of gnashings of teeth, hideous 
with jarring sounds and voices. And when I am with the women 
I make mine and darkness falls on us and I think, now my body’s 
had its fill, that I can feel myself my own at last, poised between 
death and life—ah, then my solitude is fouled by the stale smell 
of pleasure from the woman sprawling at my side.

[A long silence. CALIGULA seems weary and despondent. SCIPIO 
moves behind him and approaches hesitantly. He slowly stretches 
out a hand toward him, from behind, and lays it on his shoulder. 
Without looking round, CALIGULA places his hand on SCIPIO’S.]

XV

I spent all of my childhood summers in a little fishing village near 
Ferrol in Galicia, where my parents would meet up, year after year, 
with their university friends. One of these friends had told the others 
about this dreamlike place, up among the mountains, which you could 
only reach via endless winding roads. After a morning on the beach 
and a huge lunch, it’d be time for coffee in El Pinzón, a traditional 
kind of bar, with marble tables and a terrace overlooking the estuary.

In time, I realised why one of these friends, the one who was 
from that town, never wanted to go to that bar. It turns out that 
it had been used as a checa, a site for detention and interrogation, 
during the Civil War.

I said before that I’ve got a selective memory, but that’s not 
strictly true: it’s more like I can’t choose what to forget, though I 
know we all have experiences we’d like to erase from our memory. 
I think that objects and places have their own memories as well.

Condeduque was used as a checa too, as some local residents 
have reminded me.

Untitled (Cloth and Wood) consists of a piece of fabric wrapped 
around a group of burnt wooden planks, which were then buried 
underground in an empty plot at L'Hospitalet de Llobregat as part 
of the project Groundworks. When the materials were dug out again, 
sometime later, it was clear that the volumes of the wooden planks 
had left notable imprints in the surface of the cloth and, somehow, 
they had moulded all the covering, turning it into some kind of 
vague object.

This piece is therefore the result of the artist’s process-based 
work, that action of burying then digging up the objects she has 
created or repurposed, objects which are transformed underground 
by the passage of time, depending on the fragility of the materials 
and the changes in the environment.
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SCIPIO: All men have a secret solace. It helps them to endure, 
and they turn to it when life has wearied them beyond enduring.

CALIGULA: Yes, Scipio.

SCIPIO: Have you nothing of the kind in your life, no refuge, no 
mood that makes the tears well up, no consolation?

CALIGULA: Yes, I have something of the kind.

SCIPIO: What is it?

CALIGULA [very quietly]: Scorn.”

Albert Camus
“Caligula”, Caligula & Three Other Plays, 

New York: Vintage Books. 1958, pp. 41-42

Elena Bajo

All Tangled Up 
in a Fading Star, 
2016. Polyurethane, 
found plastic and 
concrete. Variable 
measurements.
Work on loan from 
the CA2M Collection.

The excavation of the land and the subsequent extraction of the 
objects transformed the place: this action turned it into something 
more like an archaeological dig or a burial site.

XVI

My grandmother always used to repeat the same mantra: “life’s a lie”. 
Again, because I was a kid, I didn’t understand what she was getting at.

Now, looking back, I don’t think she was talking about anything in 
particular, but rather about that constant sensation of living without 
ever really knowing what’s going on around us. There will always be 
existential doubts, and we have to confront them as individuals, but 
we must also acknowledge that not everybody has the same degree of 
control over their own actions, decisions and beliefs.

Elena Bajo researches the environmental impact of neoliberal 
politics, in a world dogged by economic, political, social and 
individual crises. All Tangled Up in a Fading Star shows how it is 
impossible for manmade things and the natural cycle to coexist. 
By mixing reality and speculation, the “right now” and a future of 
uncertainty, Elena Bajo’s sculptures are filled with plastic and the 
fossilised remains of which they are formed.
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“[…] Although man has learned to see more clearly than in 
barbarous times, he’s a long way from accustoming himself 
to act as science and reason dictate. For all that you are 
absolutely convinced that man is bound to grow accustomed 
once certain bad old habits have been discarded and when 
science and common sense have fully re-educated and directed 
human nature along normal lines. You are convinced that man 
will then, of his own accord, cease making mistakes and — so 
to speak — willy-nilly refuse to divorce his volition from his 
normal interests. And that’s not all: you say that then science 
itself will teach man (although in my opinion this is already a 
luxury) that in actual fact he possesses neither will not whims 
and never did have them and that he is nothing more than a 
sort of piano key or organ stop; and, what is more, that there do 
exist in this world the laws of nature, so that whatever he does 
is not of his own volition at all, but exists according to the laws 
of nature, so that whatever he does is not of his own volition 
at all, but exists according to the laws of nature. Consequently 
these laws of nature need only to be revealed and man will no 
longer be responsible for his actions and life will be extremely 
easy for him. All human actions, it goes without saying, will then 
be calculated according to these laws, mathematically, like a 
logarithm table, reaching 108,000 and entered in a directory. 
Better still, certain orthodox publications will appear, rather 
like our modern encyclopaedic dictionaries, in which everything 
will be so accurately calculated and specified that there will no 
longer be either independent actions or adventures in this world.

And then — it’s still you who maintain this — a new 
political economy will appear on the scene, ready-made and 
also calculated with mathematical precision, so that in a 
flash all conceivable questions will vanish, simply because all 
conceivable replies to them will have been provided. […] Of 
course, it’s quite impossible to guarantee (it’s me speaking now) 
that things won’t be incredibly boring, for example (because 
what will there be left to do once everything is calculated 
according to tables?); but, on the other hand, everything will be 
extraordinarily rational. Of course, when you’re bored you can 
think up all sorts of things!”

Fiódor M. Dostoievski
Notes from Underground
London: Penguin Classics

2009, pp. 22-23

Cristina Lucas

(p.80) Into the Wild, 2011.
Video, 16 min. Courtesy 
of the artist.

The cube’s straight lines are interrupted by the petrol-derived 
materials, which break through the structure and try to escape from 
it. As such, pollution is the trigger, taking pure forms and turning 
them into corrupted, artificial and dirty ones. 

XVII

In Ancient Greek mythology, Ares, the god of war, had two demon 
sons named Deimos and Phobos. Whilst the former has always been 
translated as “Terror”, the latter is not always translated as “Phobia” 
or “Fear”, but often as “Fleeing” or “Escape”, as would be the 
reaction caused by his appearance.

Getting away from it all, escaping somewhere, is a recurring 
fantasy. It can be as simple as thinking about better times and 
fleeing the present, even if, deep down, self-delusion is the complete 
opposite to an escape.

In some cases, certain people are able to pluck up the courage 
and make that leap, to try and change what they don’t like about 
their own existence. This is often what happens with twists of fate 
— an accident, an illness, the death of a loved one — that is, the 
kind of event that, cathartically, opens your mind to the possibility 
of metamorphosis. It’s not quite so obvious when it happens in 
everyday life, when you simply realise that there’s a cog in the 
machine that doesn’t quite fit. It all keeps ticking over, of course, 
but that one cog is just out of place, so the whole thing is thrown 
off-kilter.

Different everyday scenarios can have this effect, no matter 
how trivial they might be. A pigeon that’s been run over, lying 
dead on the hot tarmac. A very pregnant woman who can’t find 
anyone to give up their seat on the train. A young girl who starts 
bawling when she drops her ice-cream just round the corner from 
where her granddad bought it for her. The banging from next 
door, as your neighbours have sex on their rickety bedframe.  
A phone that rings and rings and rings, but they hang up just  
as you get there.

There are so many things that can make people want to change 
their lives.

Into the Wild is a fable about going back to the origins, about how 
to escape from civilisation.

A young woman decides, of her own accord, to start legal 
proceedings with the aim of annulling all her social relationships.  
It’s an institutional process; she’s judged, punished and cast out, in  
a ceremony which is like some kind of initiation ritual.

Despite the violence of the narration, in which the authorities 
exert their power over the individual, the result is a “transfiguration” 
of the person, so she is ready for her new life “in the wild”.

Exile becomes a synonym for resistance, a form of release, with a 
happy ending.
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“The big mistake, the self-delusion of those who fight against the 
System, is to try and square up to it (of course, I’m not referring 
to those naïve visionaries who hope to reform it), because that 
way they just end up stuck to it, crushed by it. The only way to 
reject the System is to deny it, ignore it. Not to work against it, 
but alongside it, creating a parallel universe, that space-time 
continuum from science fiction.”

…

“The only power we have is to take advantage of the system’s 
own contradictions, and consolidate the capital of sympathy 
that we’ve managed to earn from the general public. In fact, the 
campaigns in favour of creating a different existence are starting 
to bear fruit: people are talking to each other more, they don’t 
worry quite so much about the clock’s hands, they greet each 
other more often. Essentially, they’re beginning to come out of 
their shell, and actually see other people.”

…

“The relatively simple societies of the past, based on brute 
strength, on ignorance and misery, could be brought down by 
force. But today’s society is more complex, it is highly informed 
and based on the attachment and gratitude that the alienated 
and insidiously integrated populations profess to their Masters. 
A society like this cannot be overthrown by force, since the first 
volunteers to pull the trigger would be those same people who are 
exploited, alienated and integrated. Therefore, it must be defeated 
from within, bringing it down by attacking the invisible threads 
that keep people together. But simply pointing to the endless triad 
of “home-train-work” is bullshit, it’s not enough: generally, people 
are still just about clever enough to figure that out for themselves. 
Also, this dissatisfaction is what makes them delude themselves 
even more: they strive to get more free time, and less work, but the 
only thing that changes is the doses of these ingredients, without 
the basic relation of alienation being changed at all. Challenging 
the supposed truths that underpin this relation (that man is “made 
to work”, and other similar things) is about forcing people outside 
of the logic of alienation, and making them realise that liberation 
can only ever happen on the exterior, on the margins, outside of 
the framework that’s been drawn out for them. It’s about helping 
them make that great leap out of it.”

Albert Meister 
Beaubourg, una utopía subterránea, Madrid: Enclave de libros, 

2014, p. 286, chapter V, SHH… and (WEAK) [new translation]
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There’s nothing more destabilising than the unknown. We know this: 
life is somewhere else. We live beneath a mask. To uncover one’s face 
is to lose an almost unknowable ancient power. We can only be if we 
supplant ourselves: an alias, a nickname, a pseudonym, a blindfold. 
Someone strangely accessible, surrounded by a wonderfully smooth 
innocence, albeit made of a thousand sharp edges. Someone who 
doesn’t speak much, with ordinary words, and who is right there, just 
like one of us, at the limits of touch, unless this concern is no longer 
what we feel exposed to.

You want to break up with me? But how, exactly? Where will you go?

Deep down, we’re not all that different to fictional characters: 
observing the world even though the world can’t observe you back, 
or perhaps it just sees a layer of glaze. Like histories, storylines and 
songs, we’re full of codes. We’re both thrilled and intimidated by the 
non-face because there’s something so familiar about it, and yet, at 
the same time, so dangerous. There are no half-measures when it 
comes to intense feelings. In this age of false identity, the mask is a 
phantom from times past. It’s like reading an adventure book: only 
fantasy can balance the scales again. This delay is precisely what’s 
taken away; it’s removed without anything being hidden.

If you burrow under the surfaces, there’s a dark interior beyond a 
lost echo, and a room. It was Pepe Espaliú’s.

Fear:
wariness
caution
apprehension
mistrust
suspicion
panic
jitters
heebie-jeebies
fright
terror
astonishment
horror
shock
disturbance
distress
alarm
unrest
dismay
danger

A lump in the throat.

Shock is a form of escape. We haven’t talked about that yet, about 
the fact that every time you reject something, you’re rejecting the 
inevitable. The impossible. You make the impossible inevitable. 
Night-time thoughts are like this, always bright, impersonal and 
painful. Constant pain and pleasure, yet calmness at the same time.

SUCCUMBING AGAIN
   
   BEA ESPEJO
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Eccentricity has something of the fantastical about it — as with 
narration and reality itself, it also opens the doors to the incredible. 
I adore those whose lives are essentially acts of disappearing. The witch 
doctors in Alaska, for example, would cover their heads in feathers for 
their curing rituals. Their hands were made to look like bird wings, and 
they were true to their own limits, out of a serene and conscious love for 
their condition: the body as a supreme form of nature.

With regards to those who choose to become artists because they feel 
different, they soon discover that this difference is not what will inspire 
their art, but rather recognising how similar they are to others. The 
artist is gradually formed in an endless round trip, from the self to 
others and back again. A privileged position, like that of the goalkeeper.

Pull up your mask.

Mask:
cover
covering
cover-up
blindfold
dodge
hood
pretence
imp
fancy-dress
costume
jester
clown
carnival
masquerade
undercover
piñata
party

In the years before the Stonewall riots in 1969, when the drag queens of 
Greenwich Village fought back against their persecution by the police, the 
authorities would use brutality to ensure that nobody dared come out of 
the closet. Fortunately, there are always costumes inside that closet.

You know this. The most important thing is having a good story to 
tell, with an ending that leads to something else. Going over life’s 
many metamorphoses from memory, because time is an enigma, a 
phenomenon which refuses to let itself be known, and in which we often 
insert an apparent order, from a place of powerlessness. Sometimes, the 
clock’s hands even turn backwards. That’s what lies beneath the surface. 
You know that noise, the one that no-one can hear? Well, I can hear it.

Is it possible to live alongside someone who so passionately listens 
to any old thing?

Generally, we associate the occult with the mysterious and inaccessible, 
something which can only be revealed via secret codes. In the minds 
of many, the occult means satanism, black magic, witchcraft, demons, 
ghosts and rites, although the initiated also include the astral plane, 
telepathy, alchemy, the mystic and the cosmic. Its creativity stretches far 
beyond art or, rather, is hidden within art, or even under it: a certain 

In northern climes, the harvest season meant the death of nature. Or at 
least it seemed that way. Robert Chambers, the great Victorian scholar of 
the origins of festivities, said that when the wind swirled around the fallen 
October leaves, it was impossible not to think about the dead, about those 
who have been taken from us, swept away by the icy blusters of death. 
Postcards of the time depicted women doing their midnight ritual in the 
mirror, playing a kind of fortune-telling game which required three bowls: 
one of them empty, one with clean water, and the other full of dirty or 
soapy water, or even mud. The player would approach the bowls with 
their eyes closed, and randomly dip their finger into one of them. The 
clean water represented the virginity of whom they longed for, the murky 
or dirty water suggested that things were not quite as pure as they might 
seem, while the empty bowl foretold a long future of singledom.

She feared the blackness of the quill; that’s why she would write.

She often did so, all in capital letters: the memory is a vortex. 
The subject itself doesn’t matter, the memory always thinks about 
something else anyway, it’s always creating still-life scenes of dead 
plants. This is exactly what autobiographies are: constellations, links, 
distractions and a load of incongruous somersaults of the mind. 
A journey that disregards time.

For some people, covering themselves up becomes a shelter, a form 
of freedom, a way to fend off the vicious pack of humans out there. 
For others it’s more distressing, a bleak path strewn with metaphors, 
where nothing is quite as you expect. Everything happens on the 
face. An autobiography is also a choreography of the face, the first 
of our many masks. An iconographic and personal rearguard that’s 
always out to cheat. Inherently deceitful, the mask is the interface of 
darkness. Trying to find oneself among others’ fake semblances of 
normality offers us the opportunity to disappear, voluntarily, at such 
times of extreme visibility, becoming a megaphone so that we can all 
say what we would otherwise not. Its language is one of power and 
social control. Right there, where we cannot cover up the things that 
happen to us, nor the things that we make happen.

Hidden:
disappearance
eclipse
bluff
undercover
fraud
concealment
cover-up
incognito
reluctance
discretion
secret
seclusion
sibylline
stealth
reserve
cloak
mystery
arcane
disguise
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something, invisible and strange, that is not part of “knowledge” in 
the strictest sense, belonging to nobody, and yet to all of us. Anything 
outside the limits of the body is what’s out of place, culturally speaking. 
That’s why access to it is infinite, and its feedback retroactive.

I’m surely referring to how I feel transported to other times, remote 
ones, to a world that should already have disappeared, one that 
stopped existing a long time ago. Nowhere has turned out worse. This 
place, here, is just for forgetting. Remembering is only for those places 
where one does not recall anything. Or remembering everything, out 
of forgetfulness. I’d be willing to take the risk if what I’m thinking 
right now were not just something that I alone think.

I write from an intuitive consciousness. I conduct every word with 
non-rational abilities, in such a way that they can only come together 
with the primitive forces that rule over the natural. I think about 
swimming a lot. Immersion and communion. Plunging into the water 
and coming through with the power of impulse alone. Water and body. 
And then, laughter. What is happiness, if not the simple harmony 
between a being and the life they lead? Camus writes this. Learning 
how not to rely on anything, and how to consider the present time as 
the only thing which is given to us as an extra.

Nobody has claimed that happiness can be separated from optimism. 
Opening your eyes, to find the right amount. A mentality. A life 
close to bodies, and for the body. Blood throbbing in your temples. 
The two o’clock sun. That strange out-of-place feeling. That old 
scrapbook full of newspaper clippings about funny things. Or, as it 
were: writing a text in the first person.

Forgetting:
forgetfulness
memory loss
amnesia
oversight
omission
inadvertence
distraction
disuse
disappear

fall by the wayside
leave out
fail to mention
neglect
lose one’s train of thought
lose track
zone out
be scatterbrained
have on the tip of one’s tongue
blank slate

And, at this point, we are all united in our separation, but united 
only there, nowhere else.

The shade never rests.

Shade, you say?

And the penumbra  
overcast
silhouette
opaqueness
darkness
eclipse
gloominess
shadow
sunshade
screen
marquee
blinds
equinox
blocking

That which does not fit into any movement is known as exile culture. 
Sometimes, self-exile is a virtue for the observer and the artist. 
Feeling like they’re from nowhere and yet, at the same time, they’re 
everywhere.

Logic pushes. Depending on one’s spirits, the occult is a mental 
refuge where another possible place can be found, an anti-heroic and 
irrational one, an alternative to the frenzy of our times. Almost all 
the good things seem to be in the past. Maybe it’s just an illusion. A 
lost memory and the sensation of the present. And a twisting ankle.

I then understood, having rummaged around my memory, that 
modesty helped me shine, humility helped me triumph, virtue helped 
me oppress. Camus wrote this too, hair slicked back with water, coat 
collar up and a cigarette butt stuck to his lips.

We’re doomed to repeat ourselves, to wonder every night: is that you, 
perhaps, lurking up there on the rooftops?

Leave that one to the shade.

Ehrich Weiss, better known as Harry Houdini, was an escapologist 
and magician, an international superstar until his death in Detroit 
on 31st October 1926, right on Halloween. One week beforehand, 
Houdini had recklessly accepted a challenge thrown down to him by 
a student, who asked to punch him in the stomach. Houdini might 
well have had undiagnosed appendicitis, but, in any case, the punch 
led to peritonitis, and he died soon after. Throughout his blazing 
career, Houdini was almost as famous for exposing fake spiritualists 
as for his feats as an escapologist. There was increased interest in 
spiritualism following the many deaths of the First World War, and 
Houdini revelled in discrediting the tall tales of these fake mediums.

1797: the iconography of the witch is reduced to its minimal 
expression, by Goya.

And then, that desire to be visible in the night, so that the night itself 
fades away, invisibly.

Perhaps there is no-one there to tell him what he’s suffering from. 
How can you say he’s not suffering? When he thinks, he suffers, and 
when he doesn’t think, even his suffering is naked.
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Violence:
impetus
intensity
ire
fury
frenzy
outburst
mood swings
hostility
force
spirit
breaking point
outpouring
burning
heat
passion
excitation
power
savagery
extremes

They say the devil’s in the detail, and art is a true connoisseur of 
the most deliciously macabre anecdotes. Art enjoys the grotesque 
ambiguity of transformations. That laughter, which opens up our 
body, which brings us together and tickles our insides. Fear as a 
result of the human collapse. This cosmic side of humour pushes us 
closer to vertigo and yet saves us from it by giving us madness, which 
lays waste to everything.

The other’s body. I want to explore it, as if I were able see what’s 
inside it.

The time is coming when you’ll have forgotten everything, and when 
everything will have forgotten you. I’m sure Marcus Aurelius said that.

And it’s well-known that Sarah Bernhardt slept in an open coffin.

The words phantom and fantasy are spookily close.

Then there’s the artist and the iceberg theory: capturing the essence 
in the detail. A constant battle against abstraction.

What message do we get from wild animals, a message that seems to 
say everything and nothing at the same time?

Perhaps writing is a desert too, a savage place.

What time was it forty-five minutes before the beginning of time?

As in the taxonomy of fear, each artist focuses on a hybrid creature 
or a situation of terror, pushing the limits of what we understand 
by monstrosity, oscillating between desire, identification and terror. 
Some even say that the monster is the artist, though that’d be a 
step too far. What I believe is that their face is invisible. That’s what 
entices us both: for me, that you are a face, and for you, that you can 
be a face for me yet again.

One of the terms here has an origin that escapes us.

Surface:
face
page
wall
ground
roughness
toughness
roundness
peripheral
shallow
exterior
hectare
complexion
smoothness
evenness
area
capacity
part
rope
mural

The ghost ship is arriving. That huge chest in which, over the course 
of life, failures are accumulated. The logic of all black holes. The 
uncertainty of signs.

We’re stuck in a real paradox. They’re now calling it the waiting 
movement: when there’s always too much time but, nevertheless, 
time runs out of time. We want to forget everything as soon as 
possible, but only the memory comforts us and grounds us again.  
It isn’t fiction, but we still have no way of knowing what this story is 
really about it. Something’s happened. Today, visual culture crushes 
a retina which then turns sterile, while oral records look for the path 
back to where we already were. Two languages are squeezed against 
each other, like two living bodies, but with blurry limits between 
them. The pressure of the city everywhere. Words that one day burst 
into somebody’s life. Memory almost extinguished and, yet,  
it rumbles on.

Shhhh! The secret cannot be told, a mystery reserved for who  
knows who.

It’s the sun’s fault. 
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BENEATH THE SURFACE:
ON MATTER, TRACES AND TIME
   
     MARIÁN LÓPEZ FDZ. CAO

The Matter of Art: The Unnameable

The work of art looks at us, questioning us,
And it touches us, moving us

—Pierre Fédida1

Beneath the Surface arises from a reflection on traces, matter and 
the mark they make: their negative, the emptiness they summon, 
and also their shadow. As the embodiment of places, art brings 
permanence and a chance to inhabit spaces again, prising open 
those spaces that are displaced, hidden away, latent. Underlying 
all the pieces in this exhibition is the epistemology of matter, or 
perhaps its absence: they’re two sides of the same coin. Memory 
echoes loudly throughout the exhibition, memory which can only  
be retrieved through metaphor and metonymy, harking back to  
an impossible totality.

Thinking Matter

In Water and Dreams: An Essay on the Imagination of Matter, 
Bachelard ponders why in art, in the poetic imagination, form  
has been the object of research and study, but matter has not: 

When I began meditating on the concept of the beauty of 
matter, I was immediately struck by the neglect of the material 
cause in aesthetic philosophy. […] Meditated upon from the 
perspective of its depth, matter is the very principle that can 
dissociate itself from forms.2

Perhaps in its dualist, hierarchical character, western philosophy, by 
understanding Aristotelian hylomorphism as a theological hierarchy 
between form and matter (in which creation was based on form 
over material), wanted the divine breath, the one that gives form to 
formless matter, to bear all the weight of art and creation (just like a 
god or demiurge). Influenced by scholastic and Christian thinking, 
the interpretation of creation has not only sided with form, but also 
with creation as having control over matter, whereby the world and 
others were encapsulated within this matter. Matter tells us about 
the world, about our relationship with it, about our experience with 
the outside, with others and with ourselves. Bachelard, as a scientist, 
looks into this. Aristotle saw, within the cause of substances, the 
formal cause, the material cause, the efficient cause and the final 
cause, which are present in any work. In art, much has been written 
about the history of the efficient cause — which goes from God to 
the human being — and the final cause, i.e. discussions about the 
purpose and objective of artworks, from purely aesthetic aims to 
more instrumental ones. Similarly, there has been extensive debate 
about the history of form and the historical canons. Matter, though, 
has been deemed the “feminine” and malleable element, somewhere 

1. Fédida, Pierre (2001) 
Les Bienfaits de la 
depresión. Éloge de la 
psychotherapie, Paris: 
Odile Jacob, pp. 111-112 
[own translation].

2. Bachelard, Gaston 
(1942/1983) Water and 
Dreams: An Essay on the 
Imagination of Matter, 
Dallas: Dallas Institute 
Publications, p. 2.
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to merely “impose the form”, linked with the concept of the Mater, 
the mother: as such, matter has been overlooked and probably 
underestimated, misinterpreted and dealt with superficially.

Bachelard can be considered one of the few theoreticians who 
has devoted their time to elaborating a phenomenology of the 
different matters, a psychoanalysis, at times, of what we humans can 
learn from matter, and how it affects and echoes within us.

Arendt makes a fundamental distinction regarding the issues 
raised here. She differentiates between fabrication and action, and 
she reflects on the “homo faber” as the centre of existence and 
modernity. Matter becomes material, the tree becomes wood, just as 
humans become the means to our own ends. Life as the fabrication 
of instruments for domination and power, life as making and 
fabricating, is the basis of current philosophy, and it will end us all. 
As Hannah Arendt writes, with regards to the “homo faber”:

[…] Among the outstanding characteristics of the modern 
age from its beginning to our own time we find the typical 
attitudes of homo faber: his instrumentalization of the world, 
his confidence in tools and in the productivity of the maker 
of artificial objects; his trust in the all-comprehensive range 
of the means-end category, his conviction that every issue 
can be solved and every human motivation reduced to the 
principle of utility; his sovereignty, which regards everything 
given as material and thinks of the whole of nature as of "an 
immense fabric from which we can cut out whatever we want 
to resew it however we like"; his equation of intelligence with 
ingenuity, that is, his contempt for all thought which cannot 
be considered to be "the first step… for the fabrication of 
artificial objects, particularly of tools to make tools, and to 
vary their fabrication indefinitely"; finally, his matter-of-course 
identification of fabrication with action.3

Durability and objectivity are established as characteristic 
elements which transform matter into material:

Material is already a product of human hands which have 
removed it from its natural location, either killing a life process 
[…] or interrupting one of nature's slower processes […]. This 
element of violation and violence is present in all fabrication, and 
homo faber, the creator of the human artifice, has always been a 
destroyer of nature […], only homo faber conducts himself as lord 
and master of the whole earth [… to] erect a man-made world 
only after destroying part of God-created nature.4

Art is able to reveal the origin of material, bringing back the 
traces and absence that are discovered by matter, excavating its 
archaeology, looking into its origin, uncovering the emptiness that 
it summons. In some of the pieces of this exhibition, matter sounds 
out as origin: the organic work by Teresa Solar; the question about 
origins as posed by Carlos Irijalba; natural matter, the tree, turned 
into rubbish, by Ester Partegàs; plastic as non-matter, as a material 
born directly of artifice, of culture, by Elena Bajo.

Absence, Silence, Emptiness 

From space
with its brother time

under the insistent gravity
with a light to see how I do not see. 

I was placed 
between too late and not yet. 

My teacher was the astonishment I felt before 
what is unknown for me. Listening to its

immensity I have tried to look, 
but I do not know if I have seen.

—Eduardo Chillida5

The work of art, in the practice thereof, marks silence, absence and 
the absent. Emptiness is not an empty space, a lack. Emptiness is quite 
the opposite; a place connected to existence, to being. In art, in artistic 
production, empty space is imbued with meaning: “Emptiness is not 
nothing. It is also no deficiency. In sculptural embodiment, emptiness 
plays in the manner of a seeking-projecting instituting of places”.6

Giving form to a poetic piece is more than just giving form to 
material. Place comes into play as a “reordering” of the things in their 
territory. Nothing in the surroundings can change position in the 
physical space, and yet the work of art repositions everything. The act 
of “placing”, by the work of art, changes everything around it. This 
“placing” also “lets the openness unfold”. Placing confers everything 
some degree of importance, in terms of the given place’s coherence. 
Without the artwork, a place would be an atopos, somewhere placeless: 
all strange, not at all apt or appropriate for the moment.

The artistic space is not a beginning, waiting to be filled with 
material of some sort — iron, stone or wood, for example — nor, in 
a certain sense, is it waiting to be consummated. The space taken 
up by an artistic object is created by the artist. This is not the open 
space studied in geometry or physics, i.e. that which Heidegger calls 
the “physical-technological space”. The work of art shows us that 
space is no longer something that’s already “there”, as they teach in 
physics. The work of art ensures that uniquely human spaces can and 
do exist. Places that symbolise absence, like the long corridors in the 
Jewish Museum in Berlin, designed by Daniel Libeskind, so that we 
can inhabit the absence of others, of the condemned. Or like Alfred 
Jaar’s closed boxes, which contain photographs of the 1994 Rwandan 
genocide. Jaar does not offer images that leave us with a feeling of 
absence — rather, he offers an absence which can instead provoke a 
presence. Again, emptiness.

A work of art opens up space for things, in a unique coming-
together, whereby each thing is given its right place.

The memory does not remember the moment: instead, it is 
integrated into a place. The memory cannot recall any moment 
which has been separated from its spatial coordinates; memory 
situates itself in a space:

Memories are motionless, and the more securely they are fixed 
in space, the sounder they are. To localize a memory in time is 
merely a matter for the biographer and only corresponds to a 

3. Arendt, Hannah 
(1958/1998) The Human 
Condition, Chicago 
and London: Chicago 
University Press,  
pp. 305-6.

4. Ibid., p. 139.

5. Chillida Belzunce, 
Ignacio (2009) Chillida: 
vibración muda, Santa Cruz 
de Tenerife: Servicio de 
Publicaciones de la Caja 
General de Ahorros de 
Canarias. Fundación Canaria 
Cristino de Vera / Espacio 
Cultural CajaCanarias, p. 63.

6. Heidegger, Martin (1973) 
“Art and Space”, in Man and 
World, volume 6, pp. 3-8.
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sort of external history, for external use, to be communicated 
to others. But hermeneutics, which is more profound than 
biography, must determine the centers of fate by ridding history 
of its conjunctive temporal tissue, which has no action on our 
fates. For a knowledge of intimacy, localization in the spaces of 
our intimacy is more urgent than determination of dates.7

Marie-José Mondzain8 notes that the great places of vision, in 
western art, are home to a concept of the image that requires 
emptiness at the centre of its visibility. The work of art presents 
“an epiphany in absence, like that which occurs during an eclipse”. 
The work of art should be like an eclipse. Jean-Luc Nancy sets out 
the difference between being-in-the-world and being-image. For 
him, the image presented by a work of art “is not here, but there, 
far away, and that distance is called absence”.9 Writing is always 
intended for the absent.10 Absence gives the object content, and 
its estrangement provokes thought. Socrates, as Jean-Luc Nancy 
recalls, in his dialogue with Phaedrus, considers writing (as with 
painting) to be a simulation which takes the representation of the 
thing to be true and real, rather than the thing itself. When absence 
and forgetting have been revealed, writing (as with art) becomes an 
instrument of simulation and falsehood, something that just stands 
in for absence and the absent. At the same time, writing shows 
this continuous absence, as well as its silence, and that the other 
is absent too. Cataracts, by Carlos Aires, articulates this double-
meaning of being unable to see — and know — sharply and clearly, 
as well as the human collapse represented by the contemplation 
of pain. We also hear the voices of people who cannot see, and 
this takes us towards the ethics of looking and the legitimisation 
of the gaze, while also questioning us about our own incapacities, 
and our inability to grasp reality and life. The work of Julia Varela 
raises issues about the body and its absence, its fragmentation, its 
instability, its grief. About absence and how it is present, due to the 
elements that envelop it. It is linked with mourning; it speaks to  
the absent and present body at the same time.

The outside is inside. Traces and “la différance” of the  
relationship with matter. A Derrida-style approach. Time.

What is known as a phantom is just this: an image of memory 
that’s been found in the air, in the atmosphere of a house, in 

the shade of the rooms, in the dirtiness of the walls, in the 
falling dust — its most effective imprinting surface.

—Georges Didi-Huberman11

If, as Derrida points out, writing is an established trace, a 
normativised trace, then art is also a trace, but a unique one, 
with an order that only knows about the dialogue between matter 
and who makes it. As is understandable, art always points to 
the third party, the dialogue between matter and the being, and 
thus the “différance” appears, that symbol which goes beyond 
representation and meaning, which cannot be apprehended, similar 
to Lacan’s “real”.
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Paris: Gallimard, p. 9.
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Hopkins University Press, 
p. 47. Translated by Gayatri 
Chakravorty Spivak.
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Madrid: Adaba, p. 6.
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Art as a trace, therefore, is part of our investigation:

The trace, where the relationship with the other is marked, 
articulates its possibility in the entire field of the entity [étant], 
which metaphysics has defined as the being-present starting 
from the occulted movement of the trace. The trace must be 
thought before the entity. But the movement of the trace is 
necessarily occulted, it produces itself as self-occultation.12

What determines, what discovers, what convokes matter in art and its 
disappearance? What does the trace of the being mean in some or other 
matter, the lost act, in its volatile character, perishable or perennial? 
The field of art, by placing us into an emptied space and an anachronic 
time — a space without coordinates, a time with no past or future — 
offers a “built spacing” in which the object becomes, as with the trace, 
the sign of a loss, as Didi-Huberman would put it.13 Creation, as a state 
of exception, ensures that the experience of the visible and the tangible 
happens again and again before our eyes:

[…] aesthetic perception too opens up a new spatiality, that the 
picture as a work of art is not in the space which it inhabits as a 
physical thing and as a coloured canvas. That the dance evolves 
in an aimless and unorientated space, that it is a suspension 
of our history, that in the dance the subject and his world are 
no longer in opposition, no longer stand out one against the 
background of the other, that in consequence the parts of the 
body are no longer thrown into relief as in natural experience.14

Creation, or the creative process in our case, opens a symbolic space 
where, to paraphrase Merleau-Ponty, one hand touches the other, 
where it becomes aware of the otherness in its touch and corporality. 
The space is opened, Heidegger’s Raumgeben, and this opening 
reveals, at the same time, that the irreducible part of “la différance” 
is based on experience of the world, in the world. “Matter” itself 
can include gestalt and meaning, structure and imagination. But, 
beyond these, we also come across our experience of them, our 
intercorporality via the visible and tangible, confronted, accompanied 
by the experience of others. As Hegel pointed out, and as Merleau-
Ponty notes: “to retire into oneself is also to leave oneself”.15 The 
process of creation works in both of these directions and, therefore, its 
object is not the being as an absolute subjectivity focused on the body 
and emotion, but rather on our relationship with others (based on 
looking and being looked-at, touching and being touched, inhabiting 
and, why not, being inhabited, thinking and being thought about). 
Also, it is based on our relationship with the world, made up of 
objects, fabricated and non-fabricated things, matter that should take 
up our attention, and the traces we leave behind in them, and other 
people’s traces, discovering how they work and how we are affected by 
them, opening up to a horizon of limits and reflection:

My access to a universal mind via reflection, far from finally 
discovering what I always was, is motivated by the intertwining 
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of my life with the other lives, of my body with the visible things, 
by the intersection of my perceptual field with that of the others, 
by the blending in of my duration with the other durations.16

The process of creation opens up all these possibilities. This opening 
works upon all aspects, without being a two-sided or hierarchical 
relationship, and the work, as a result, opens within us that special 
moment again, where that relationship has been created: a new 
spatiality and temporality which summons us as humans, in an inward 
and outward movement, a movement which Bachelard regards as 
vertical, but which could be in a spiral. A spiral which runs through 
our creative process from the outside-in, to link us with the exterior 
and with others and, once this has happened, in all its tangibility 
and contemplation from the outside, from others, in the world, and 
inwards, towards us. As such, the process of creation and the work are 
indefinitely related to the being, opening a transitional space which 
refers to the symbolic and to that which is yet to come. This is why it 
adheres to a new temporality.

Marco Godoy shows us the reverse side of tragedy, and he 
brings us the heavy emptiness of violence, which emanates all the 
density of the hidden, the unnamed and the unnameable. Bullet 
holes paradoxically filled up, which reference the absence of sound, 
the deafening silence of what has happened, the trapped and the 
untrappable, frozen there in a wall which today goes unnoticed. 
Temporality opens up. Art makes the invisible visible, without 
preventing it from being lost. Similarly, Paula Rubio Infante talks 
to us about the trace of the object, about the object as a transitional 
object in a life snatched away and locked down, in the consistency 
of the object that, when repeated again and again, evokes both the 
uniqueness and the homogenisation of Foucault’s panopticon system.

Patricia Dauder retrieves hidden, buried matter, revealing the 
passage of time which transforms it. Time becomes embodied, 
changing surfaces and structures, making an invisible time visible, 
beneath the surface.

Barely revealing what is hidden 

I won’t be afraid again.
I won’t be afraid again.
I won’t be afraid again.

—Daniel Pennac17

Art allows us to confront what is otherwise covered up, and our fear 
of what is hidden, by means of the safe space that the process gives 
us. A unique space to confront the unpredictable, chaos or the abyss. 
As John Berger noted, referring to the Chauvet cave paintings:

No answers. Perhaps there never will be. Perhaps we have to be 
content with intuiting that they came here to experience, and 
to carry away with them in memory, special moments of living 
a perfect balance between danger and survival, fear and a sense 
of protection. Can one hope for more at any time?18 

16. Ibid.

17. Pennac, Daniel (2012) 
Diario de un cuerpo, 
Barcelona: Mondadori.

18. See Berger, John 
(2005) Berger on Drawing, 
Aghabullogue, Co. Cork, 
Ireland: Occasional Press.

19. Zambrano, María. 
In Moreno Sanz, Jesús 
(editor) (2004), La Razón 
en la sombra: antología 
poética, Madrid, Siruela, 
p. 223.

This is why art can also offer up its space to the sinister, the 
hybrid, the monstruous, the out-of-the-ordinary. Spaces where 
we can make out our own shadow, the darkness that follows us 
around. Bachelard pointed out that, in the poetics of the natal 
space, the home, the layout of the vertical space — from the 
basement to the attic —, where the rationality of the attic goes 
against the irrationality of the basement or the cave, the central 
living space is presented as the concentrated space, a centre of 
force and protection. The images of the sinister and the expelled, 
from Cristina Lucas, inhabit the basement, the irrational, the 
underside. This is where Mateo Maté’s hybrid characters live too, 
out of the way, transgressive, inopportune.

Ultimately, and following María Zambrano’s concept of it in 
Algunos lugares de la pintura, art is not a corporality, but rather a 
concavity, which is revealed as empty and fleeting. Beauty is still 
something not-present; it is a tension and an aspiration towards its 
confirmation. As Zambrano notes,

And instead of nothing, there’s a qualitative emptiness, 
sealed and pure at the same time, the shadow of the face 
of beauty when it departs. But the beauty that creates that 
emptiness reclaims it later, because it belongs to it, its 
halo, its sacred space where it remains intangible.19
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UNDER THE SYMPTOM:
ON CHRONOPATHIES, BREAKOUTS AND DESERTIONS
   
      

A CONVERSATION BETWEEN MARTA 
ECHAVES, AURORA FERNÁNDEZ POLANCO 

AND MARTA LABAD, JUNE-OCTOBER 2020

We live in a world where, in terms of thinking, the haiku is 
what dominates, and, in terms of non-thinking, it’s about the 

public urinal and summary lynchings. We must accept that, 
in this sense, the world has also changed. We’ll have to learn 

how to use thought-bungs, like someone desperately shoving 
rocks into a leaking dyke; the water is getting through, but we 

have to try to slow it down. Like when beavers attempt to build 
makeshift dams amid a tsunami that is sweeping us all away, 
while we are all trying to answer that quintessential Leninist 

question: what should we do?

—Santiago Alba Rico

A.F.P.: Given your recent work, both of you, I can think of no-
one better to have this conversation with, in terms of the more 
materialist — and historic — part that we can find “beneath the 
surface”, where everything is organised to suit the fetish for the 
commodity. If we bring together our dear Marx and old Freud 
himself, one of the symptoms that so defines today’s ills is that 
complex entanglement, overdetermined as it is, of an even deeper 
crisis, put together by narcissistic capitalism, as noted by Anselm 
Jappe. Perhaps, if and when we agree that this is the crux of the 
matter — some knot to unpick! — we can somehow tie together 
our many malaises, just as you have done, Marta Echaves, via your 
participation in Working Dead: Escenarios del Postrabajo [“Post-Work 
Scenarios”] and you, Marta Labad, in your doctoral thesis Tiempo 
y trabajo en la época neoliberal desde las prácticas artísticas [“Time 
and Work in the Age of Neoliberalism, from Artistic Practices”],  
in which you examine, in depth, the issue of chronopathies.

Regarding those who saw “metaphysical subtleties” in section 
4 of chapter 1 of Das Kapital — what would they think if they 
heard us, today, saying that we are “possessed”? I don’t know if 
this new possession really means further alienation, or whether 
it lies deeper in the heart of alienation itself. Anselm Jappe and 
other thinkers refer to mythological figures and paintings, such as 
Goya’s work, which I know fascinates you, Marta L. However, in 
your thesis you’ve looked into contemporary practices, something 
which the typical philosopher knows nothing of. But they should. It 
drives me mad that they don’t bother with the imaginary supplied 
by contemporary artistic practices, because there are some pretty 
stunning images out there. I put forward, as one example, an old 
video that I often revisit, time and again: Simo (1997)1 by Jordi 
Colomer, which at the time was heralded as prophetic.

1. https://www.
museoreinasofia.es/en/
collection/artwork/simo

1 2
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The character, who behaves convulsively, shows the kind of 
compulsiveness under discussion here, and which I bring up because it 
offers a very interesting, visionary reading. The bad thing is that the future 
of the economy — so they would have us believe — depends on precisely 
that kind of frenzied consumption. In these times of the pandemic, 
we’re seeing it for ourselves. In my head, I piece together images from 
Colomer’s video with others from Middlemen (Aernout Mik, 2001) 
— brokers at the stock exchange on the verge of a nervous breakdown 
— images that, as Marta L knows, I’ve been obsessed with for a long 
time, and that I always compare to Chaplin in Modern Times. All those 
people, strewn across the floor, with their nervous tics, represent so many 
different threads of the complex web we’re talking about. At another such 
crossover point, though more extreme, we find the young people who 
have overdosed on heroin, in the working-class boroughs, whom you have 
written about, Marta L. Another kind of convulsive body.

M.L.: In The Autophagic Society, Jappe uses the myth of Erysichthon to 
speak of an insatiable impulse to devour all that is living. Erysichthon 
ate all his possessions, including those of his people; he wolfed down his 
loved ones and he ended up eating his own extremities, but he could 
never sate his appetite. Following Jappe, this is the logic of the values 
that rule over current society: a compulsive logic that unscrupulously 
devours time and accumulates profit, ever unable to satisfy its hunger, 
abusing those who it feeds off. But the logic of these values works 
“beneath the surface”, unseen, and it eventually springs up in the 
form of many different malaises. And chronopathies too, because our 
forms of experiencing time are affected and besieged by this same logic 
of infinite growth. I’ve always been disturbed by Goya’s harrowing 
depiction of Cronus (or indeed Chronos) in Saturn Devouring His Son 
(1820-1823), in which a gigantic figure is depicted eating one of his 
own children out of a fear of being dethroned. It’s a representation of 
the most pathological aspect of time.

M.E.: The image of Cronus devouring his offspring reminds me of 
another, an image that a friend shared with me recently, in which 
Cronus is cutting off Cupid’s wings. Maybe the value of capital 
devours time, while time insatiably devours all our affective spheres, 
it wears us out and expropriates us from our own ability to love. 
I remember reading an article that said we really should look into 
how loneliness, a frequent by-product of the kinds of lives that 
neoliberalism forces us to lead, is closely linked to the fragmented 
times of the so-called gig economy — which employs most of the 
cognitariat — making it thus impossible for us to get together, in 
these exhausting, non-stop times. Even if I do have some time to 
see my friends and family, it can actually be impossible for us to 
coordinate our time off, our “dead time”. Though I know I’m not 
alone, my available time rarely overlaps with my loved ones’, and this 
is what makes me feel so isolated and lonely. I think this symptom is 
partly the reason behind the current processes of re-ruralisation. The 
debate rages on about whether this exodus is a depoliticised escape 
or whether it’s over-romanticisation, but there’s a general feeling that 
the city no longer makes it possible for us to be together.

That insatiable urge to devour, that you mention, Marta L, 
makes me think of compulsiveness, a behaviour pattern that is 
so characteristic and symptomatic of our times. Compulsiveness 
interests me in relation to addiction, and how a general perception 
of work has come about, one that lets us talk about it as if it were 
a drug. I think our relationship with both work and drugs — or 
medication — are not really that different, once they've been 
secularised and stripped of all the rituals that give them meaning, 
in the reproducing of community. I would say that work and 
drugs, under the value logic of capital, only operate insomuch 
they are a death wish. Here I think about Mark Fisher and his 
“acid communism”,2 when he thinks he’s glimpsed, there in 
the psychedelic counterculture and the playful experimentation 
with LSD, another possible escape route from capitalist realism. 
If we consider that this substance, and the consumption of it, 
proves that our experience of reality, space and time can be 
altered, and, therefore, that the strict categories we live under 
are in fact malleable, could we not try out other neurochemicals 
for other jobs, or other jobs for other neurochemicals? Could 
we consume and work with bodies and rituals that do in fact 
reproduce community, and that can challenge the logic of 
compulsiveness that so possesses us? Of course, placing so much 
faith in acid might be naïve, especially now, when microdosing 
LSD has become a rising trend among employees of the Big Tech 
companies, and when projects such as Neuralink, by empresarios 
like Elon Musk, are growing at a rapid rate. But this is precisely 
why there is something in this neurochemical plasticity and its 
possible countercultures, that, as far as I’m concerned, needs to 
be leveraged before the nanopharmacology corporations come 
and stamp out any chance we might have at finally shaking off our 
insatiable urge to devour everything.

M.L.: Yes. In fact, this issue you raise reminds me of something 
that Catherine Malabou says about plasticity in What Should 
We Do with Our Brain?: “to talk about the plasticity of the brain 
means to see in it not only the creator and receiver of form but 
also an agency of disobedience to every constituted form, a refusal 
to submit to a model”.3 Here, the plasticity of the brain is being 

2. https://my-blackout.
com/2019/04/25/mark-
fisher-acid-communism-
unfinished-introduction/

3. Catherine Malabou, 
What Should We Do with Our 
Brain?, New York: Fordham 
University Press, 2008.
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understood as a condition that opens up the possibility of erasing, 
escaping from and disobeying the preestablished forms. 

A.F.P.: Going back to convulsion, and your article, Marta E, 
“Dame veneno que quiero morir, dame veneno” [“Give me poison, 
I want to die, give me poison”], I think about the movement 
of mothers who protested against drugs, about whom you say: 
“their way of understanding the heroin problem, in the context 
of globalisation and the crises caused by neoliberal politics, 
was unique, among all the discourses and sensibilities that were 
circulating about these issues”.

There’s a striking image, which I bring here, that for me sums up, 
horribly, how capitalism is a relationship between mobility and 
immobility, between unemployment and overproduction.4 Progress 
means never stopping, but then the eventual, unavoidable stop 
means immobility. And then there are the cases when somebody 
really does try to “pull the emergency brake” on the issue — as 
our dear Walter Benjamin advised — and they are immediately 
immobilised by other means.

M.E.: That idea of immobility, as seen here in that image of the mothers 
having to be dragged away by the police, is really thought-provoking. 
Immobility can be an act of resistance in itself, but, as you mention, 
Aurora, it’s also something which defines capital. As I see it, we always 
think about instantaneity, fragmentation, acceleration and repetitive 
compulsiveness when we describe these times, but I would say that 
paralysis is another phantom, ever haunting us: panic and anxiety attacks, 
depression, chronic fatigue syndrome, abulia, dysarthria, that feeling of 
being blocked and unable to react to all the stimuli and demands that the 
relentless pace of capital subjects us to. El Pressentiment no. 39, by Espai 
en Blanc, has always struck me as being really disturbing, exactly because 
of how well it sums up that tension right where immobility and mobility 
overlap as a driving force of agencies.

A photographic project springs to mind, one called Anything In Between, 
in which Catarina Botelho goes in search of liminal or interstitial 
spaces between the suburbs and the city. Places that are neither the 
countryside nor the urban centre, but where people live, where there 
are allotments… little islands where stranded objects and goods do not 
answer to capital’s logic of exchange and circulation, but rather, just 
like they say about time, it’s all “out of joint”. In those indeterminate 
territories, associated with forms of life that have escaped and/or 
been expelled from the urban oikonomia, the possibility for disruption 
is what arises, more so than immobility per se. But it’s an apathetic 
kind of disruption, non-confrontational, as if the objects and goods 
there had “no strength to surrender”. If we focus on photography, I 
find the aesthetics — and ethics — that emerge from these disrupted 
commodities so potent. And they turn into something else: by not being 
subject to exchange value, a different kind of utility emanates from 
them, a different connection with time.

4. https://www.cuartopoder.
es/ideas/2020/02/27/el-
coronacapitalismo-carlos-
fernandez-liria/
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M.L.: It’s interesting that these images you bring up are ones that take 
us to the margins, pointing out that life is also possible in residual 
spaces. As you were saying, Marta E, a different connection with time 
seems to emanate from them. Also, the pictures of the rugs suggest 
something different to the individuality or loneliness that you alluded 
to before, which is now so deeply rooted in the west and capitalist 
societies — these pictures speak to a life in common, getting together 
with other people who are also on the edges. Even so, it seems to me 
that they depict a desire for escape that doesn’t quite come true. It’s 
as if these spaces, although they’re outdoors, are still essentially an 
inner-city back yard, spaces which still follow the same old logics of 
pollution, isolation and consumption.

These photographs have reminded me of a series of paintings 
called The Return (2009), which Johan Furåker dedicates to 
Albert Dadas, who worked for a gas company in Bordeaux in the 
late 19th century, and who had a very peculiar pathology. Dadas 
would leave his work station to go and wander around aimlessly, 
and he would forget who he was and where he lived or worked, 
until they would later find him in a different country, before 
taking him back to the factory. I think this action of fleeing, 
capturing and returning is linked with what you were both saying 
about the mobility and immobility of capitalism. Dadas’ fixation 
with fleeing from the western way of living and working was 
deemed necessarily pathological.

There’s also a novel by Lars Berge, Office Ninja,5 in which the 
protagonist — a modern-day Bartleby who aspires to be the 
antithesis of Nike’s famous Just Do It slogan — decides to abandon 
his job and his life, and disappear. But, instead of leaving his 
office, he decides to move in, staying hidden, moving around 
above the false ceiling, sleeping in the storage closet, living off 
others’ discarded food and the vending machines. The protagonist 
lives right on the margins of the very reality he hopes to escape, 
as if he simply cannot fathom any other way of getting out. The 
situation is somewhat ironic — and I sense a connection here with 
the “I have no strength to surrender” from before — because he 
puts up resistance against work, but, at the same time, it’s passive 

5. Lars Berge, Kontorsninja 
(“Office Ninja”) [as yet 
unpublished in English]. 
Available in Spanish as La 
oficina, Madrid: Alfaguara, 
2015.

resistance. It is impossible to imagine oneself outside of the capitalist 
framework, as Fisher noted, and so demotivation and paralysis are 
the side-effects of this.

The images that Aurora has brought here are also very revealing, 
going from the compulsive rhythm of mindless consumption to the 
states of paralysis. Contemporary art, by offering us visions that are so 
often dystopian, helps us think about the extent to which capitalism 
runs right through us, how it sets the pace, how it gives us the 
runaround, it forces us to dance for it or leaves us paralysed and out  
of breath. The film Voices of Finance (2015) comes to mind, by Clara 
van Gool, in which we observe an agitated broker, almost maniacal.  
Or those time capsules you recommend, Aurora, by Franco Maresco 
and Daniel Ciprì, which place the camera in the margins of Palermo,  
in the 1990s, just went Berlusconi was coming to power.

Here, Giordano’s babblings, as he chews hard bread to mush, are 
the symptom, not of modern times, but of neoliberal times, and 
today’s legs don’t move like the Tiller Girls’ legs — Kracauer said 
that their legs were like hands in the factory — for they are now 
off-tempo and all out of sync. 

When you said, Marta E, that paralysis is another looming phantom, 
one that we are perhaps not quite so aware of when compared to 
fragmented time or acceleration, I thought of Karel van Laere’s 
performance Largo (2016), in which a man in a suit is dragged along 
the ground, completely paralysed, but moving onwards with an 
unstoppable inertia, through different scenes.

9
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A.F.P.: I love the idea of “apathetic disruption”, Marta E. Yes, like 
in some photographs by Xavi Ribas, which show the different ways 
people occupy those interstitial spaces that do not correspond to 
the much-discussed “public space” — yet another phantasmagoria 
conceived as an ideological space —, or the kids in the fi lm Barrio. 
“Getting together with other people also on the edges”, as you so 
deftly put it, Marta L.

Without seeking to romanticise it — that’s really not my intention — 
Robert Smithson’s 1967 Monuments of Passaic captured so well the awful 
ways, the real ways in which people inhabit that entropy. But there is 
more to these monuments than just their ability to evoke something, as 
Smithson found in them, both philosophically and aesthetically. There is 
also an idea of “usage” here, an idea that I feel is under-researched — and 
barely discussed — in the art worlds.

When, from within the art institutions, there is a search for the 
tension between what’s on the inside and what’s on the outside of them, 
I feel this “outside” they refer to is still like an extension of the bourgeois 
public space of the 18th century, always defi ned somehow by aesthetics 
and poetics that really are political and that do “occupy the streets”. The 
thing is, these streets are often at the centre of the bourgeois urban space, 
streets lined with the grand museums which try their best to dialogue 
with the fabric of the local neighbourhood. But what happens beyond 
there? What’s happened to the slums that Pasoloni loved so much? How 
can we interpret his words today? “May it all be a sensual sin / fi lthiness 
and ecstasy of the fl esh / echoing around the forgotten / neighbourhood 
[…] it affl icts these poor suburbs / so alive, so recent; the burnt-out road 
where the youth and the dogs celebrate / rags hung out to dry, rippling in 
misery”. Franco Maresco and Daniel Ciprì are what lies beyond — great 
idea to bring them up here, Marta L! — since they broach the comic 
and playful desperation of the ruins of that world. These poetic quotes 
perhaps need to be rewritten for today, given what’s going on in Madrid 
and the class-based cordon sanitaire and how it’s affecting people in 
neighbourhoods likes Vallecas, for example. How does the art institution 
read the precarious and popular condition of subjectivity?

In this sense, I would like to refl ect for a moment on the matter of 
chewing hard bread to mush, in order to point to another twisting path 
that might lead us somewhere. In order to speak, a little, about how to 
stand up to this world that panders to the commodity, even more so at 
these times of crisis, it is worth revisiting some of the traditional “arts and 
crafts”, cut off from the so-called Fine Arts which even have their own 
university faculty! Recently, encouraged by works such as those in the 
exhibition Ganar perdiendo [“Winning by Losing”], curated by Catalina 
Lozano during those heroic times when the CentroCentro was being 
run by Soledad Gutiérrez, I have encouraged my students to think of 
the paradigm of progress by using the concept of “regressive evolution”. 
Works such as those by Asier Mendizabal and Patricia Esquivias focus on 
the issue of the ornament in an attempt to move on from its conception 
as something “symbolic”, and move on from the idea that the ornament 
is the mediator between nature and culture. Instead, they look further 
into the different traces left behind by the material conditions of the 
procedures in question. Asier, for example, insists that the ornamental 
decoration in clay pots shows the technique of basketmaking that, 
“inconsistently”, has left its mark. I’ve also been encouraged by pieces 
by Marta de Gonzalo and Publio Pérez Prieto, who, under the title El 
Ornamento, try to rethink the distinctions between the Fine Arts and 
applied arts, in order to concentrate on “fi ligrees, embossing and the 
tactile textures of objects, from all cultures and eras”. I’ve tried out this 
approach with my students so that they become aware of the need to 
go back to “doing”, in all senses of the word — not only in terms of 
exhibiting — with regards to the world we’ll have to live in. Looking 
beyond the Anthropocene or the Capitalocene, I prefer to think of this 
future world as under the umbrella of the Symbiocene, in the words 
of Glenn Albrecht. By the way, and to go back to our chronopathies, 
Albrecht has coined the concept of “solastalgia”, the anguish caused by 
climate change, an idea which is useful for us in this conversation.
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M.E.: You’ve both brought up so many interesting new threads 
here, and I’d love to pull at some of them. This matter of 
regressive evolution reminds me of De Martino’s concept of 
progressive folklore: the idea that the popular classes and their 
cultural expressions, so inherently bound to their forms of life 
and their contexts, are what generate the trend-setting processes 
of experimentation, processes which are then reappropriated by 
the bourgeoisie. I’d say that, as practices of creation, they are very 
much related to what is enabled by the atmosphere and social 
choreographies in these overlooked areas, the shared life out on 
the edges, as you mentioned, Marta L. I think about the scene 
in Deprisa deprisa [“Hurry, Hurry!”] that I analyse in “Confiad 
en la piedad química” [“Have Faith in Chemical Mercy”] where 
the young gang members mock the lives led by those coming 
and going on the M30 motorway, speeding from work to home 
and back again. I also think about the raves and self-organised 
culture in these temporary autonomous zones. But, to keep things 
relatively simple, I’ll take up Aurora’s last comment in which 
she introduces the concept of solastalgia — I’d never heard of 
it before! — because I think it loops us back to our first image: 
the myth of Erysichthon and the devouring of everything, even 
oneself. We’ve all internalised the critique of Marxist theory, since 
its analysis does not include the finiteness of resources, but, at 
the same time, I think that we often keep referring to capital and 
its logics with a certain degree of abstraction, undoubtedly the 
result of its financialisation process, which doesn’t let us focus on 
the materiality of its consequences, those which affect not only 
our bodies and ills. The history of capitalism, in this sense, can be 
understood as but the originating process of accumulation — and 
therefore of coloniality and thanatopolitics — not only over the 
dehumanised bodies of indigenous populations or slave ships, but 
also over resources and land. Capitalism is extractivist, or else it’s 
not capitalism. In this sense, there is a whole radical and black-
led school of thought that is investigating how the coloniser, and 
by extension the white man, identifies the racialised body, and 
resources. In A Billion Black Anthropocenes or None and in Notes on 
Blacceleration they question theories about the Anthropocene and 
accelerationist ideas, because these approaches do not take into 
account what Cedric Robinson calls racial capitalism.6 I mention 
all of this to think about why we suffer from solastalgia, yet we have 
no emotional distress about the sheer number of dehumanised 
bodies out there. I don’t want to get into the so-called white guilt 
or any extreme critique which can end up being paralysing, but I 
am concerned by how this malaise has been given a name in such a 
way that it seems that we pathologise ourselves instead of politicising 
ourselves. Again, this is an immobility which, on this occasion, is 
productive for the all-consuming extractivist capitalism.

M.L.: I keep thinking about the crossover that’s emerged between 
the pathologies of time and solastalgia. I think the extractivist 
character of capitalism, that you’ve both pointed out, causes a great 
many malaises. On the one hand, there’s the sensation that we just 
haven’t got enough time, something addressed recently by people 
like Jorge Moruno, Judy Wajcman and Jonathan Crary himself. On 
the other hand, there’s the increasing discomfort we feel when we 
see that this western way of life, based on limitless productivity, has 
led us to an ecological crisis that we do not entirely understand, one 

that creates a lot of uncertainty in us, but that we are now beginning 
to accept. Thinking about this relationship between chronopathies 
and solastalgia, I recall that Taylor’s book The Principles of Scientific 
Management begins with a reference to a speech by President 
Roosevelt in which he acknowledged that his country’s natural 
resources were limited, but that their workforce could be exploited 
more efficiently. With that as the starting point, one of  Taylor’s main 
concerns is finding strategies for producing more in less time. In 
fact, the western chronopathies are very much related to this need 
to adapt to the rhythms demanded by capitalist production. This 
recalibration often entails turning our backs on our own rhythms 
and those of the ecosystem. I think that solastalgia has to do with 
this progressive disconnect from the “natural” rhythms, a rupture 
that has defined western societies, and which David Abram analyses 
in The Spell of the Sensuous.7

In this sense, I think that going back to “doing”, as well as 
the ornament and the filigree, as you suggest, Aurora, is perhaps 
a good way of giving a different time and a different value to the 
objects we produce. William Morris emphasised the need to push 
open the factory doors, so that people could learn how things were 
made. Other contemporary artists, such as Revital Cohen and Tuur 
Van Balen, work along these lines. Their video installation 75 Watt 
(2013) presents a series of useless plastic objects in an art gallery, 
in front of a huge screen that shows how these objects were made, 
faraway in a Chinese factory. Works like this raise awareness of 
how such objects, i.e. objects that are consumed compulsively, like 
smartphones and any such parts, are made by people of flesh and 
bone. Our thoughtless clicking sets bodies, elsewhere, in motion. 
In this case, they are factory workers who dance to a choreography 
that is not actually meant to be efficient. In a culture that fosters 
obsolescence and immediate consumption, and that is hurtling 
towards at-a-click digitalisation, I think highlighting forms of doing 
is a way to combat delocalisation and the lack of transparency 
about today’s modes of production.

6. https://www.e-flux.com/
journal/87/169402/notes-
on-blacceleration/

7. David Abram, The 
Spell of the Sensuous: 
Perception and Language 
in a More-than-Human 
World. New York: Pantheon 
Books, 1996.

19



141140

M.E.: I think the installation you mention, Marta L, 75 Watt, 
shows really well how problematic it is to just assume that we 
live in a cognitive and affective regime, of merely immaterial 
production and work. Sometimes we fall into that trap without 
taking into account the outsourcing, to non-western regions, of 
the production processes that still operate under a system that 
we might call Fordist. It’s as if factory work no longer exists, 
when really it's just been displaced and made invisible, with 
worse conditions for the workers, thanks to the worldwide flow 
of commerce and its breakneck speed. The same thing happens 
in the digital sphere: we live as if the Internet were something 
intangible. We’ve been abducted by the Internet; we click and 
surf as is this action had no impact on our environmental 
surroundings, but the Internet and its economies feed on the 
many kilometres of underground cables, on the extraction — in 
inhumane conditions — of minerals used to produce our tech 
devices’ chips and batteries, on server farms, etc. Jussi Parikka, 
via his geology of media, looks deeper into this connection 
between the transformation of the planet and our ever more 
intensive use of technological media. We should pay attention 
not only to our carbon footprint, but also to the exploitative 
working conditions of those employed within platform capitalism, 
an exploitation which underpins our digital activity. The speed 
with which Amazon can deliver a parcel to us is not due to its 
increasingly intelligent algorithm, but rather to the fact that real 
people’s legs have to move faster as they scramble around the vast 
warehouses where the goods are stored. When we interviewed the 
Amazon workers at San Fernando de Henares, a recurring theme 
was the physical wear and tear, the chronic injuries and the mental 
health problems that our frenetic rhythm imposes on their bodies. 
We cannot ignore the complex web that links our malaises and 
contemporary chronopathies with the pleasure that the immediacy 
of online shopping can bring us. And we must not overlook 
extractivist logics and the destruction of ecosystems, both entailed 
by our technological consumption and digital activity. 
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Let’s start with a story.

Many years ago, a man survived by eating from a rubbish dump. This all 
took place in a mountain refuge. After a few weeks scaling the high rock 
faces, he ran out of food, and the nearest town, for buying provisions, was 
four days away on foot. Next to the little hut, the refuge shelter, there was 
a kind of ditch, one that the rangers would cover over with earth every 
winter so that they could dig a new one next to it the following spring. Any 
visiting climbers would fling their day-to-day rubbish into this ditch. After 
three weeks up and down the mountains, with his muscles exhausted and 
nothing left to eat, the climber didn’t think twice about foraging in this 
rubbish dump. Picking out mouldy slices of bread, licking tins clean or 
chewing on the end of a salami — as well as its label, with its gorgeously 
fatty and peppery flavour — soon became normal to him. Cheese rinds 
were the real treasures; hard as stone at first, but after a few minutes they 
melt in the mouth, truly moreish little bonbons. All he remembers of 
those days is thinking about rubbish. His passion for mountain-climbing 
was soon diverted towards other people’s leftovers and the question of 
what would turn up in the ditch the next day, which was freezing cold 
at dawn then boiling hot when the sun was directly overhead. Diving 
into that great hole, searching for something edible in such a way that 
the world stops turning and nothing else matters, is a bit like looking 
for a friendly face in a hostile crowd. And there’s a name for it: hunger, 
survival. In the years afterwards, and to the present day, this man has 
often thought about how exactly someone can come to accept this kind of 
diet as entirely natural, when, in normal circumstances, they would turn 
their nose up at the very idea of eating this stuff. Today, he reckons it’s not 
just a matter of hunger and survival, but that there’s more to it: what had 
been for him, up to that point, closed-off areas, where things were strictly 
separated by insurmountable barriers, were rendered utterly meaningless. 
These walls soon crumble, and the world becomes a true continuum. 
That’s the point, here: space becomes one, everything is food because 
food is everything, the organic world and its classifications are stripped of 
their narrow cultural specificities and their supposedly normative usages. 
So then objects just start to flow, all bundled together, and it becomes 
impossible to work out which things were previously deemed edible and 
which were classed as rubbish. The same thing happens with parents and 
their children: baby-food forms part of the same topological continuum 
as what comes out of said baby at either end, but parents are not repulsed, 
because their darling little one produced it. Lovers, too: they exchange 
all kinds of fluids, and they lick the other’s body up and down, who is 
perhaps no longer other but rather part of oneself, a profound internal 
organ, inscrutable but throbbing on. After all, we talk about migratory 
movements, the breaking down of borders, the mixing and redefining 
of territories, and all of this just proves that the basis for any barrier or 
identity is essentially arbitrary. Poe’s Law is an axiom which claims, if 
no further information is available, that it is impossible to differentiate 
between an extreme ideological stance and the parody thereof. Well yes, 
that’s true of everything. (The Continuity of Things)



In his book Little Treatises II, Pascal Quignard ponders, not unsurprisingly, 
about how exactly somebody can buy an indeterminate number 
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of pages with printed words, hold them, and accept, just like 
that, the opinions of whoever wrote them. Similarly, he finds it 
miraculous that the unilateral use of a language can be understood 
by somebody else, and the usage of this written code — never 
explained in its entirety, since all writing creates a brand-new 
language — is not debated, but merely accepted instead. “This 
person, in our language, is called a reader”, concludes Quignard. It 
is thus worth thinking about how exactly somebody can look at one 
of those objects which, historically, we have agreed to refer to as 
works of art, and which are subject to orthographic codes decidedly 
more elusive than those found in the pages of any book, and simply 
accept that they are works of art. Perhaps the trick is, precisely, 
rejecting any code that might actually get to the bottom of such 
works of art; the implicit desire to embrace the monster, instead. 
(The Art of the Non-Code) 



The reduced breast size of any Greek statue with a woman’s name, 
such as the Venus de Milo, makes her look like a man, perhaps 
Apollo. And vice versa: almost all Hellenic representations of 
men are somewhat feminised, due to the bulking-out of their 
chests. This androgynous trait of Greek sculpture reappears in 
Christianity, but encapsulated in one sole character: the figure of 
the angel. Essentially, the Christian angels, physically undefined, 
can take on various different identities, depending on the mission 
in question. The angel who appears in the Annunciation is the 
same one who’s there at the Final Judgement, albeit with a change 
in sex. It makes sense: angels are the messengers of God’s will, and, 
given God’s fundamental Unity, he shape-shifts as appropriate. But 
God does not exist — at least, not yet — and while we’re waiting 
for him to turn up, we’ve set about to create stand-ins for him. The 
different religions, monotheistic or otherwise, regardless of how 
much they might refute it, are clear examples of doctrines that do 
not see and have never seen any god, and this allows us to state, 
without a shadow of a doubt, that they do not work retrospectively: 
they talk of a past that does not exist, their doctrines are merely 
fictional in character, they invoke a future like someone stranded 
in the desert, endlessly muttering the word “rain” in the hope that 
this action itself might eventually cause a downpour. Faced with 
a shocking lack of real-life divinities, we humans have to proclaim 
ourselves Creators. Let’s consider this example: today, Artificial 
Intelligence creates entities with apparently female or male forms. 
These symbolically sexed machines, just like in Ancient Greece, 
are named according to their genitals, which, in this case, are non-
existent — see the domestic robots Alexa and Siri, for example. 
But it hasn’t always been like this. When Artificial Intelligence first 
emerged, in the mid-20th century, it gave rise to machines with 
no fixed body, to volumes and wires assembled with no pre-set 
symbology, meaning that their sex, depending on the intended 
use of the machine, could go off in any direction, at any moment. 
We can say, then, that in terms of the symbolic use of the body, 
those machines and robots from the mid-20th century were angels, 
A.I. angels. We conclude, therefore, that with regards to the 
representations of bodies, the history of Artificial Intelligence has 
gone the opposite way to the history of art: A.I. has gone from its 
initial, sexually-open character, to its current, narrow and rigid 

heterosexuality. That is, we’ve ended up in the heteropatriarchality 
of the machine. (The Art of Artificial Intelligence) 



Our era is dominated by what anthropologists call magical thinking, as 
proven by the fact that many people find it increasingly hard to distinguish 
between the metaphorical and the real: metaphors are accepted as the 
truth, as a material reality. If these people hear things like “your eyes are 
the ocean”, they believe that those eyes really are the ocean. The point is 
not that metaphors aren’t true, and nor that they aren’t real — they are 
at least as real as a theorem — but that they belong to another nature, 
that of analogies. These are figures which, though still linked to what we 
usually call reality, actually establish a different one: the sophistication 
of an intellect that sees relations between things, without then confusing 
them as one. In all eras when magical thinking comes about, it is art (i.e. 
the only thing that is always a metaphor, the only thing that is the raw 
and primary material of analogies, the only thing that, were we to see it 
in all its literality, we would tremble with pure fear since such literality 
does not exist) which finds itself subjected, more than ever, to cheapened 
flights of fancy, market pressures and kneejerk politics. But there’s more 
to it than that: if we accept, as we should, that only humans understand 
what a representation of reality is — a dog cannot discern the difference in 
reality between a tree and a photo of a tree, since for a dog both of them 
exist on the same plane of representation — then we can confidently 
assert that only humans understand what a metaphor is. This contrasts 
with what happens during times of magical thinking, when people begin 
to see and interpret the surroundings in animal-like ways. But it goes 
even further: if the animal cannot distinguish between the tree and the 
photo of the tree, while the human can, then it is only the human who 
detects, between these two planes of reality, what we might call a delay 
in the perception of things. This delay is what lets us tell the difference 
between the tree and its photograph, a difference which triggers, within us, 
a sense of vertigo, similar to that which exists between the magic illusion 
and its trick, or between the character and the real-life actor. Ancient 
Greek physicists already knew about this, as did Newton, but only when 
Einstein came along could it actually be proven that a cause and its effect 
are not instantaneous, that between those two poles there has to be enough 
time for interaction, a delay, because no line that connects any two such 
occurrences could possibly be instantaneous, since nothing travels faster 
than light. In other words, all things need time if they are to happen, if 
they are to become. This human delay, this exclusively human delay, which 
allows us to distinguish between reality and the metaphor, is, therefore, the 
“ultimate line of light” which exposes magical thinking as a cheap trick. So 
we can now say that this extreme vertigo, this delay, is in fact the work of 
art, yes, but it must also be noted that, since it is a line of light, it inevitably 
comes with darkness. (Delay-Art)



It’s pretty clear that the most important thing between somebody’s birth 
and their death is not what they have lived, but rather what they have not 
lived, that is, everything that they did not get to experience. What has been 
lived is over: it is essentially lost, or, ideally, it has been passed on to others. 
Furthermore, those potential experiences are always right there, built into 
our very first minute of life: they form a kind of absence that, with all the 
power of a prime mover, accompanies us throughout our existence, to 
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make it real and credible. These unlived experiences, despite never actually 
happening, have played a key role in shaping your life, making it happen 
the way it has. As such, the face of a dead person can seem like a stone, 
the face of someone who never existed: at that moment, it is not what has 
been lived which leaves their body forever, emigrating elsewhere, but rather 
what has not been lived. It’s like when we wake up from a dream and, after 
a fleeting moment when we remember the whole thing and it feels real, 
it’s suddenly gone, forgotten, and a blank sensation lingers on in our head, 
a dry air, the slight roughness of a mask or a stone that will niggle away 
at us for at least the rest of the day. This is why the aim of the arts and 
the sciences is to mislead, to construct objects that are seemingly imbued 
with that vivid absence, to delay that one final face from appearing on our 
bodies. (The Art of Non-Presence)

When two people, in their respective seats, settle down, fasten their 
seatbelts and turn on the engine before going on a long road trip 
together, they hardly ever wish each other a “bon voyage”. The same 
applies to plane journeys, regardless of how long the flight might be. 
However, when couples go to bed, and no matter how intertwined 
their bodies are, before switching off the lamp they invariably utter a 
“goodnight”. It seems, then, that those who are asleep go somewhere 
completely cut off from the world; sleeping is like a trip to some 
immersive territory which only said sleeper can possibly reach. As such, 
it would make perfect sense to say “bon voyage” at that moment. And 
this is why, throughout the day, lovers hold each other, they touch each 
other, they kiss each other. It’s an attempt to deduce, experience and 
understand everything which, the night before, in silence and with eyes 
closed, one of them had constructed in some faraway place, entirely 
inaccessible to the other. (The Art of the Forbidden Territory)



Sand is used in all kinds of constructions, so it’s one of the most highly-
valued goods on the planet. But beach sand cannot be used for building. 
The reason for this anomaly is sculptural, a question of physics: its grains 
are rounded, with no real edges, so under the microscope they look like 
smooth river pebbles. Therefore, when beach sand is mixed with cement 
powder, there is hardly any friction between the two materials — they don’t 
bind, they don’t emulsify, and, like gloopy tears, this sand just tumbles to 
the bottom of the mixture. To make cement, you need quarry sand, recently 
ground, uneven, with lots of jagged edges and points: this roughness gives it 
better resistance, to stop it from scurrying away. Anybody could turn all of 
the above into a metaphor for a great many things. As an obvious example, 
a metaphor for the conflicts between states (the cement powder) and their 
citizens (the grains of sand). Or for art and the spectator. It’s so easy it’s 
barely worth the bother. (The Fable of Cement and Sand)



If the metaphor is, by definition, that object which encompasses an infinite 
number of other objects, then money is the most perfect metaphor of 
all, the most poetic object in existence. Let’s look at it this way: within 
a 20-euro note there is, potentially, every single thing in the Universe 
worth somewhere between 1 and 20 euros. Or rather, everything worth 
somewhere between 0.1 and 20 euros. Or rather, between 0.01 and 20 

euros. Or rather, between 0.001 and 20 euros. And so on. This countdown 
to 0 euros is technically never-ending, but you can never quite get there, 
because, as is logical, you cannot buy something for 0 euros — that would 
be outside the scope of the money metaphor. All humanist traditions 
claim that there are certain things which are not governed by money. 
When they say this, they’re referring to things that money can’t buy, but 
not because these things are worth nothing, quite the opposite: their value 
is infinite, they are “priceless”, such as a human life, the Universe or love, 
to name but a few. However, it can also be claimed that a human life 
and the Universe are priceless for the inverse reason: they are the “zero” 
that money can never quite reach, and, therefore, cannot buy. These two 
perspectives — one that “looks up”, towards the infinitely high price tag of 
life’s important things, and one that “looks down”, towards their flat zero 
price — divide the history of philosophy, economics, religions, the arts and 
essentially the history of humanity into two irreconcilable camps. There is 
no metamorphosis that could possibly transform one into the other. If we 
focus on art, there are so many priceless works, with infinite value. Who 
would even dare put a price on the Sistine Chapel, the Taj Mahal, or Dolly 
the sheep? However, we have no examples of art with a price tag of zero. 
With this in mind, what kind of artwork could be made and sold for zero 
euros? Would that artwork be the same as the one with an infinite price? 
Do these two pieces trigger different experiences and visions of art? And, 
if that’s the case, what would this new zero-price art be like when we see 
it on display? Does it rouse the same emotion as when we are standing in 
front of an infinitely-priced piece? Or do you perhaps see an unforeseen 
darkness, absolute blackness, something which, since it is so completely 
unique, cannot possibly sell out, because it cannot be bought? In short, is 
this new zero-price art an unprecedented entity, a monster not only never-
before-seen but also never even imagined, a creature which, if we were to 
see it, we would die from the shock and the pleasure, from the horror and 
the ecstasy, from the perfect hatred and the perfect union? We don’t know, 
we have no idea what it would be like to contemplate such an aberration 
of standard logic that is literally priceless art, but we guess it would be 
something like what dead people, rocks, plants and animals think about us, 
today. Essentially, this is a whole kind of relationship with the world that 
we have never formulated, and we never will: the art of what is purely and 
absolutely unknown to us. The art of what is radically other. (Zero-Art)



The classic metamorphosis dream is the one where you coincide with 
yourself, when you enter yourself; what you are and what you want to be, 
together in one vessel. The only possible way of entering yourself is to go 
the nearest pond (or a swimming pool would do), stand on the edge and, 
when there’s no breeze that might deform it, jump into your own reflection. 
But the problem is, just before you hit the water, the rush of air created by 
your moving body warps your reflected image, which is now different to 
the one that was looking back at you just moments before, so this method 
is flawed. The flipside is the suicidal person: once they jump into the void, 
they fall but also rise, as if they are ascending to meet their own reflection, 
which is waiting for them at the top — but, obviously, they never get 
to meet this reflection. Someone exactly like us beckons us from many 
places, none of which are accessible. The arts and the sciences construct 
objects which make us forget that meeting ourselves is impossible. That’s 
their hidden side; they help liberate us from these two equally narcissistic 
extremes. (Extreme Art)
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Let’s finish with another story.

They told me this one many years ago. A man wanted to make 
himself an item of clothing, for which he would need to draw out 
a pattern, so he went to the nearby stationer’s to get some brown 
paper. He only wanted a small piece, no bigger than his bathmat, 
but the shopkeeper said he couldn’t sell him an offcut, and that 
he’d have to buy the whole three-metre roll. Resigned, he paid up 
and, on the way home, he cut off the little piece that he needed and 
threw away the remaining two-and-a-half metres. On his kitchen 
table he drew out the pattern in red chalk, then he put it away in a 
drawer and soon forgot about it. Many years later, after he’d died, 
his family came across it and, despite swivelling the paper round 
and round, they couldn’t work out what kind of clothing the sketch 
was supposed to represent. Out of fear for what they might discover, 
none of them dared transfer the drawing onto material, and nor, 
of course, did they attempt to make the corresponding garment. 
The pattern later got sold at a flea market, shoved among the dead 
man’s belongings. It passed through the hands of several different 
owners, and it wasn’t until many years later that somebody decided 
to try it out, as was originally intended. This new owner bought a 
piece of material, and he cut it up and sewed it together according 
to the drawing’s instructions. The result was an unrecognisable 
thing, one-of-a-kind, so much so that you could call it a non-object: 
all attempts at describing it, or comparing with something more 
familiar, were completely futile, since it was like everything and 
nothing at the same time. A few days later, this first tailor really 
went for it: he sewed the newly-made piece onto one of his trouser 
legs. Then, as soon as he put them on, he felt like a brand-new 
person: a bright spirit and a powerful vitality came over him like 
never before, even his taste and his political and sexual inclinations 
were transformed when he walked around with that non-object 
sewn onto his right trouser leg. Over time, he tired of this dangling 
thing and he sold the pattern, which in turn got passed around and 
around, and it had exactly the same effect on all those who dared 
make it. This is the story they told me, and I, astonished, assumed 
that was the end of it. However, now that I’m writing all this down, 
I realise that what I really care about, what I’d really like to know, is 
not the saga of this pattern and the resulting thing, but rather what 
happened to those two-and-a-half metres of leftover brown paper 
that our original designer threw away, what became of it, all the 
moments of love and hate, of pleasure and pain, that such a piece  
of rubbish must have caused. (The Resurrection of Things)
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PICTURE INDEX pp. 10-11. Entrance to the Sala de Bóvedas
pp. 12-13. Down into the Sala de Bóvedas, projection of Into the Maelström by Zoé T. Vizcaíno
pp. 14-15. Stairway down into the Sala de Bóvedas, with Herr Mauroner by Bernardí Roig 
in the background
pp. 16-17. Herr Mauroner by Bernardí Roig
pp. 18-19. Dunia, Mulk, Yabarut by Asunción Molinos Gordo (left); Speech, speed, speechless,
speeding, speedy, speedometer, speedboat, speed, skating, speed or nullum crimen, nulla poena sine praevia 
lege by Julia Varela (centre); Eclipse by Ester Partegàs (right)

pp. 82-83. Eclipse by Ester Partegàs (right); Means of Escape by Teresa Solar (back)
pp. 84-85. What we still have to talk about, by Marco Godoy
pp. 86-87. Means of Escape by Teresa Solar (left); What we still have to talk about 
by Marco Godoy (right)
pp. 88-89. Means of Escape by Teresa Solar
pp. 90-91. Untitled (Skins) by Carlos Irijalba (left); Means of Escape by Teresa Solar (centre); 
What we still have to talk about by Marco Godoy (right)

pp. 100-101. What we still have to talk about by Marco Godoy (left); FFWD by Carlos Irijalba (right)
pp. 102-103. FFWD by Carlos Irijalba (left); Untitled (Skins) by Carlos Irijalba (right)
pp. 104-105. FFWD by Carlos Irijalba
pp. 106-107. 0 Transparency by Karmelo Bermejo
pp. 108-109. Memory, Fruit by Rodríguez-Méndez

pp. 118-119. Speech, speed, speechless, speeding, speedy, speedometer, speedboat, speed, skating,
speed or nullum crimen, nulla poena sine praevia lege by Julia Varela
pp. 120-121. Dunia, Mulk, Yabarut by Asunción Molinos Gordo (left); Hypocephalus 
by Mateo Maté (right)
pp. 122-123. This is a Hole by Paula Rubio Infante
pp. 124-125. This is a Hole by Paula Rubio Infante (left); Cataracts by Carlos Aires (right)
pp. 126-127. Hypocephalus by Mateo Maté (left); Cataracts by Carlos Aires (right)

pp. 142-143. Hypocephalus by Mateo Maté; Matrx and the Perversion of Form (Variation I) (Crust VI) 
by Sara Ramo (back)
pp. 142-143. This is a Hole by Paula Rubio Infante (left); Hypocephalus by Mateo Maté (centre); 
Into the Wild by Cristina Lucas (back); Matrix and the Perversion of Form (Variation I) (Crust VI) 
by Sara Ramo (right)
pp. 144-145. Into the Wild by Cristina Lucas
pp. 146-147. Matrix and the Perversion of Form (Variation I) (Crust VI) and Matrix and the Perversion 
of Form (Variation I) (Crust IV) by Sara Ramo
pp. 148-149. Hypocephalus by Mateo Maté; Into the Wild by Cristina Lucas (back)

pp. 160-161. Untitled (Cloth and Wood) by Patricia Dauder
pp. 162-163. All Tangled Up in a Fading Star by Elena Bajo
pp. 164-165. Untitled (Cloth and Wood) by Patricia Dauder; All Tangled Up in a Fading Star by Elena 
Bajo (back)
pp. 166-167. All Tangled Up in a Fading Star by Elena Bajo
pp. 168-169. What we still have to talk about by Marco Godoy (back left); Hypocephalus by Mateo 
Maté (left); All Tangled Up in a Fading Star by Elena Bajo (right)
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“… Once upon a time there were gods only, and no mortal 
creatures. But when the time came that these also should be 
created, the gods fashioned them out of earth and fire and 
various mixtures of both elements in the interior of the earth; 
and when they were about to bring them into the light of day, 
they ordered Prometheus and Epimetheus to equip them, and to 
distribute to them severally their proper qualities. Epimetheus 
said to Prometheus: ‘Let me distribute, and do you inspect.’ This 
was agreed, and Epimetheus made the distribution. There were 
some to whom he gave strength without swiftness, while he 
equipped the weaker with swiftness; some he armed, and others 
he left unarmed; and devised for the latter some other means 
of preservation, making some large, and having their size as a 
protection, and others small, whose nature was to fly in the air or 
burrow in the ground; this was to be their way of escape.

Thus did he compensate them with the view of preventing 
any race from becoming extinct. And when he had provided 
against their destruction by one another, he contrived also 
a means of protecting them against the seasons of heaven; 
clothing them with close hair and thick skins sufficient to 
defend them against the winter cold and able to resist the 
summer heat, so that they might have a natural bed of their own 
when they wanted to rest; also he furnished them with hoofs 
and hair and hard and callous skins under their feet. Then he 
gave them varieties of food,—herb of the soil to some, to others 
fruits of trees, and to others roots, and to some again he gave 
other animals as food. And some he made to have few young 
ones, while those who were their prey were very prolific; and in 
this manner the race was preserved.

Thus did Epimetheus, who, not being very wise, forgot that 
he had distributed among the brute animals all the qualities 
which he had to give,—and when he came to man, who was still 
unprovided, he was terribly perplexed. Now while he was in this 
perplexity, Prometheus came to inspect the distribution, and he 
found that the other animals were suitably furnished, but that 
man alone was naked and shoeless, and had neither bed nor arms 
of defence. The appointed hour was approaching when man in 
his turn was to go forth into the light of day; and Prometheus, not 
knowing how he could devise his salvation, stole the mechanical 
arts of Hephaestus and Athene, and fire with them (they could 
neither have been acquired nor used without fire), and gave them 
to man. Thus man had the wisdom necessary to the support of 
life, but political wisdom he had not; for that was in the keeping 
of Zeus, and the power of Prometheus did not extend to entering 
into the citadel of heaven, where Zeus dwelt, who moreover had 

terrible sentinels; but he did enter by stealth into the common 
workshop of Athene and Hephaestus, in which they used to 
practise their favourite arts, and carried off Hephaestus’ art of 
working by fire, and also the art of Athene, and gave them to 
man. And in this way man was supplied with the means of life. 
But Prometheus is said to have been afterwards prosecuted for 
theft, owing to the blunder of Epimetheus.

Now man, having a share of the divine attributes, was at 
first the only one of the animals who had any gods, because he 
alone was of their kindred; and he would raise altars and images 
of them. He was not long in inventing articulate speech and 
names; and he also constructed houses and clothes and shoes 
and beds, and drew sustenance from the earth. Thus provided, 
mankind at first lived dispersed, and there were no cities. But the 
consequence was that they were destroyed by the wild beasts, for 
they were utterly weak in comparison of them, and their art was 
only sufficient to provide them with the means of life, and did not 
enable them to carry on war against the animals: food they had, 
but not as yet the art of government, of which the art of war is a 
part. After a while the desire of self preservation gathered them 
into cities; but when they were gathered together, having no art 
of government, they evil intreated one another, and were again in 
process of dispersion and destruction. Zeus feared that the entire 
race would be exterminated, and so he sent Hermes to them, 
bearing reverence and justice to be the ordering principles of 
cities and the bonds of friendship and conciliation. Hermes asked 
Zeus how he should impart justice and reverence among men:—
Should he distribute them as the arts are distributed; that is to 
say, to a favoured few only, one skilled individual having enough of 
medicine or of any other art for many unskilled ones? ‘Shall this 
be the manner in which I am to distribute justice and reverence 
among men, or shall I give them to all?’ ‘To all,’ said Zeus; ‘I should 
like them all to have a share; for cities cannot exist, if a few only 
share in the virtues, as in the arts. And further, make a law by my 
order, that he who has no part in reverence and justice shall be 
put to death, for he is a plague of the state.'”

Plato
Protagoras, 

New York: Colonial Press
1899, pp. 20-21
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The current global health crisis has also led to a widespread 
existential crisis, whereby we inevitably reflect on our own 
position in the world and, particularly, in the society we live in. 
Any and all critical thinking generates doubts and questions, 
and addressing them is crucial if we are to move forward as 
individuals in search of answers. But this questioning can also 
stir up inner conflict. 

Looking reality square in the face is not for everybody — it’s 
often far more comfortable to glance at it from the corner of 
your eye, so you can quickly look away if you see something 
disturbing. Facing up to reality is hard, because it brings to  
the fore certain emotions that are normally held back.

Fears, monsters and shadows lurk hidden under the surface, 
and they never disappear, even if you look at them side-on, 
because they always re-emerge. No matter how much you cover 
them up, they’re always there, and they can soon become a burden. 
They can arise in the form of guilt, the fear of ourselves, or being 
scared of being scared.

Perhaps it’s time to face up to the current situation and try to 
reveal those feelings that are hidden, invisible or falsely denied and 
forgotten: they’re far more common than we perhaps like to believe.



This publication broadens and goes deeper into the contents of 
the exhibition Beneath the Surface (Fears, Monsters, Shadows), at 
the Sala de Bóvedas of the Condeduque Centre for Contemporary 
Culture, with 17 participating artists: Carlos Aires, Elena Bajo, 
Karmelo Bermejo, Patricia Dauder, Marco Godoy, Carlos Irijalba, 
Cristina Lucas, Mateo Maté, Asunción Molinos Gordo, Ester 
Partegàs, Sara Ramo, Rodríguez-Méndez, Bernardí Roig, Paula 
Rubio Infante, Teresa Solar, Julia Varela, Zoé T. Vizcaíno.

Included are texts by Bea Espejo, Marián López Fdz. Cao, 
Agustín Fernández Mallo and the exhibition curator Javier  
Martín-Jiménez, as well as a conversation between Marta Echaves, 
Aurora Fernández Polanco and Marta Labad.


