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EDITORIAL - REFLECTION
This is our ninth issue of the magazine, published each autumn by eremuak. Unlike other 
recent issues, in this one we have chosen not to focus on any particular theme but, rather, 
to follow our intuition and personal observations of the artistic scene. Although we had 
initially decided there would be no theme, as work on the magazine progressed, and we 
sent out our invitations to the different contributors, a number of different content areas 
and lines of work started to reoccur. One of these is the reflective capacity of art: the 
idea that art is a specific form of knowledge, a way of knowing, through which what we 
are is reflected in something else and that other thing is reflected in ourselves—a sort 
of iridescence that shows the interference of the reflection from an outer light and its 
refraction inside us.

The issue begins with several short texts written by six different artists in response to an 
invitation to write about the work of another artist of their choice, living or dead, from 
their artistic environment or elsewhere. We invited Azucena Vieites, Pello Mitxelena, M. 
Benito Píriz, Naia del Castillo, Estanis Comella, and Lucía C. Pino, who wrote about the 
work of Gretchen Bender, Miroslaw Balka, Ainhoa Lekerika, Anthea Hamilton and June 
Crespo, Barbara Wojirsch, and Nadia Barkate and Claudia Rebeca Lorenzo. What guided 
us in our choice of contributors was that in each of their perspectives there should be a 
projection of the self in the other. We enjoyed seeing the kinds of knowledge that came 
out of this exercise.

The magazine continues with two texts by artist Juan Pérez Agirregoikoa and curator 
and writer Sonia Fernández Pan, whom we asked to write in their own voices, which 
always necessarily include another. The first is an artist’s text, which revises quotations, 
landscapes, and concepts dealing with the tension between art and culture, in which there 
is also a palpable recognition of the loops of capitalism. The second of these texts is written 
from a position in which dialogue and conversation are often a starting point, or a means 
of knowing (oneself) in relation (to).

The publication of eremuak #9 coincides with our third edition of the eremuak group 
exhibition, the aim of which is to ‘take the pulse’ of our artistic environment through a 
collective gaze and show a particular moment in art production in this context. To this 
end, we commissioned a text from the Basilika collective as a review of the exhibition, 
projected and written without previously having seen it. This was to a certain extent an 
invitation to speculate on something still to come.

We present a final text by Julen García Muela, who was the recipient of a grant from the 
eremuak continuous open call for his project, Rakel Winchester, which he was unable to 
finalise. We thought it important to give Julen a chance to reflect on his process, and the 
impossibility of completing art through desire alone.

As in other issues of the magazine, eremuak #9 includes an intervention in the centrefold, 
this time by Ignacio Sáez, which relates to his participation in the eremuak group exhibition. 
The back cover is a scanned pen drawing by Sofía Velasco, in which the artist has created 
an interpretation of a constellation on a piece of squared paper, which introduces and 
distances itself from the order the squared paper inflicts on the figure. The end pages detail 
activities by eremuak over the last year, including the HARRIAK 2022 programme.

Finally, we would like to welcome the artist Leire Muñoz onto our board and team of 
editors as of January 2022. We also say goodbye to Aimar Arriola, who is leaving our 
committee after four years, having also edited this issue. We thank him for his dedication 
and wish him the very best.

eremuak #9 is a free magazine, available at different locations in the Basque Country and 
Spain. It can be freely downloaded, including in English, from www.eremuak.eus/en/. 
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GRETCHEN BENDER 
Azucena Vieites
Behind my choice of the American artist Gretchen Bender (1951–2004) in 
answer to this invitation is the fact that, although I have not followed her 
work closely, her thoughts have been with me ever since I encountered an 
interview with her by Gianni Romano in No. 72 of LÁPIZ Revista Internacional 
de Arte (1990). I was impressed by the force of her testimony, which I read the 
year it was published, and the images of her work in the magazine. In their will 
to experiment with language, they broke away from traditional art history to 
explore new technologies using film, video, photography, and installation.

The interview introduced us to Bender’s practice. She looks back at her work 
in the 1980s and her approach to current issues of that time relating to post-
modernity, such as techniques of appropriation, resignification, the aura and 
artistic tradition, and experimentalism as a way of creating new languages. 
Bender is one of the so-called Pictures Generation, which also includes artists 
like Cindy Sherman, Robert Longo, Laurie Simmons, Richard Prince, and Sherrie 
Levine, whose interest in images from popular culture led them to investigate 
the power of its codes.

Gretchen Bender studied art at the University of North Carolina and specialised 
in printmaking because there were no photography, film, or video departments 
at the institution. She then moved to Washington, D.C., where she worked at a 
photo laboratory and became a member of a Marxist-feminist screenprinting 
collective, with whom she printed banners, t-shirts, and other material for 
political demonstrations. This broadened the scope of her knowledge and led 
her to think about practices that lie between art and politics, which was very 
useful for her later work. Bender decided to move from Washington, D.C., to 
New York, where the art scene was more experimental and highly stimulating. 
There, she began to work with photocopying machines and video, bringing 
elements of her screen-printed images onto the television screen. Some artists 
that she was interested in, such as those previously mentioned, would extract 
images from film and newspapers, but Bender said that she found such images 
flat, and that world was not where they lived. Television, though, did belong 
to that world: psychology, rhythm, time, movement or, ultimately, the way 
in which we see things, influenced her much more strongly than newspaper 
photographs. She considered that many artists’ refusal to accept technology 
might be due to their fear of not being able to identify with the outcome, which 
may not seem to be ‘art’, and might lose its inclusion in a historical tradition. 
Bender thought that one challenge in using appropriation was the tendency 
to worship the signifier: ‘... I feel I’m using that sort of narcotic quality of total 
aestheticising to open up a way to realise what is happening, and then I lose 
consciousness again’. Bender’s images are manipulated and filtered by many 
different processes, which according to her meant they lost their visceral, 
bodily reality, as well as their emotional intensity, by being taken out of their 
own context. The use of such procedures also created a distancing effect, 
allowing them to be better seen.
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DOINGS, MAKINGS, 
MEANINGS AND 
MIROSLAW BALKA
Pello Mitxelena

When first asked to write on an artist who had been 
important to me, I felt there were many different 
possibilities. Many of my colleagues, professors, and the 
artists around me have been fundamental references to 
me and a great source of learning and experience.

But I finally decided to choose someone from outside 
my own context: Miroslaw Balka.

I first saw one of his works in a magazine in 1987. It 
seemed exotic, a symbolic figurative sculpture from a 
communist country.

After the critiques I heard at university about the Italian 
transvanguardia and German neoexpressionismus 
movements as artistic models, anything recalling a 
classical figurative sculpture seemed naive to me.

Three or four years later, I discovered Balka's other 
works at an exhibition in London. These were very 
different and no longer figurative. They were made in a 
different style, assembled out of wooden boards.

There were four or five different objects in the show.

What most drew my attention was the artist’s simple, 
but careful, use of old wooden boards. But I was also 
intrigued by a number of particularities in the pieces: 
the specific way in which each one was put together; 
their modest sizes and natures; the feeling of necessity 
and complementarity between each of the pieces; and 
the smallest, simplest of the lot, in whose making dust 
was also used, and which I vividly remember.

I’ve gradually become aware of so many fields I didn’t 
understand, was not aware of, in those pieces. For 
instance, there was an emphasis on materiality as 
an expressive abstract field but also on the possible 
potential for artistic meaning that can be achieved by 
searching for and selecting particular materials.

These were generally highly effective works in symbolic 
terms.

As for the work’s sensitive form, it has always been 
exquisite. Material is always handled with nuance and 
detail; the size (whether gigantic or tiny) is always 
highly cared for, as if shaped using the ostranenie 
method; the exhibition space is used with a slight 
unease, or reference to pathos; and in the video works, 
there is scarce or insufficient information.

From the artist’s youth to the present day, a persistent 
poetical, humanistic attitude guides his work. Poems and 
poets must be an important basis for how his symbolic 
procedures operate; for instance, in Paul Celan, the idea 
of perceiving the sum of meanings not only through the 
intelligence and the gaze, but also through the body, 
movement, the senses, and the nervous system.

There is no rupture between Balka’s early works and 
those made after the London exhibition I saw, but 
rather a metamorphosis in his style, a change in its 
characteristics. The models are complementary.

For example, in terms of their relationship to anyone in 
the position of the viewer, both models seek to address 
and question their observer—the figurative works 
through empathy, and the later works through matter, 
space, and phenomenology of the thing.

He describes this as a change in the works’ allusiveness, 
from using the body literally as a young artist to making 
forms as object-traces left by the body.

One thing I would like to draw attention to and 
emphasise in this respect is the way the artist values the 
craft in his work. He admits to being a purist and prefers 
to make his own pieces rather than commission them.

Personally, I don’t feel that need, but care and the 
work of making seem to me to be worthy of respect. 
Whatever our methods for producing meaning, this is a 
basic effort for which I feel a strong appreciation.



6

AINHOA LEKERIKA: 
F**K! SO...
M. Benito Píriz

So, she wrote the other day to talk about love. I acted like I’d been waiting for 
it, staring at my phone, leaning my elbows on the desk cos I like learning from 
everyone. We’d already talked about love bcs it’s st Ainhoa works on, actually 
it’s the only thing we’d ever spoken about. We only stopped talking about love 
to say how great it’d be for loads of ppl to love us. She was the one who put 
the marble-sized clay horns on a basketball & clay mermaids the size of a bill 
lying on a towel & kisses from her lips & her friends on a wall, specks of paper 
the size of a drawing pin making a deer. She’s the one who made the little 
stream of water. The way she works with so little, things the size of a marble, 
a bill, a drawing pin, a kiss, to speak of things that are so much, like love, well, 
because of that I was talking about her on the way home. When I decided to 
write about her, I pulled up our WhatsApp messages that had gone right to 
the bottom, below the scrap metal dealer & my surgeon. She said she was 
working on her second album and, probably bcs of that, on the image to go 
with it. She defines her studio space with lights and analyses the imprint of a 
song by Julieta Venegas or a village orchestra. Lights that cross over & pile up 
as she sings with her well-dressed, horny, and motomami friends. In the end 
the spotlight shines out of a tiny fountain but affects the whole space. End of 
the karaoke and everything is full of candy, a load of white dots fall like snow 
over a purple light curtain onto a fixed, red red evening, all of it inside a wooden 
altar framed by curtains (you can’t see it but it was really lovely). There was still 
music there, tho nothing was playing. The atmosphere was damp bcs we’d been 
breathing, there was music, I mean. And there still is.

I wish I'd had the genuine idea of working with what's left behind after a gig. A 
caring space, a moment when what's left is regret & euphoria & everything that 
sends the celebrities to the shrink, but also the mystical, a timeless moment 
where the whole night is kept. Like the mural in her last show that could've been 
drawn on one of the sides of her notebook, the size of a pencil, a composition 
blurred with one of her fingers, giving thanks to the music with a rose in the red 
red mouth the size of a kiss       .
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IN A CONVERSATION
Naia del Castillo

I find it complex to write about other colleagues’ work from an objective distance. As 
an artist, I am implicated. My position, which is bound to the construction of a subject 
mediated by her commitment to art and the specificity of her technical knowledge, is open 
to critical intervention and seeks the means to allow differentiated ways of experiencing 
times and places to emerge and converge. Because of this, I consider conversation to 
be the ideal methodological apparatus for accounting for the substantial changes in the 
coordinates of our practice, always in relation to one another. I know that my perspective 
is partial, but however much we try, we can never experience the whole of anything.

This incessant folding and unfolding of influences and affection that defines the practice 
of art is reaffirmed by Anthea Hamilton, who points out that art and life simultaneously 
require one another, and that trust and collaboration are a necessary part in coordinating 
different aspects of art. June Crespo considers that the artist’s duty is to negotiate with 
their work, thus allowing the renewal of common space, which can only be possible from 
an intersubjective position generated between different subjects.

The problem with this type of collaboration and renewal, as explained by Hans Belting, 
is that spaces of consensus and authority, previously synonymous with culture, no longer 
occupy a fixed position. The subject is no longer bound to a common space, a common 
culture, and consequently, our margin of personal action has changed. As Rosi Braidotti 
asserts, the space of interiority has become saturated, and our margin of personal action 
can now be seen as a flow of repetitions, reducing identity to an object of exchange.

This is why I want to ask Anthea about the way she materialises archival images and 
reproductions of utopian projects from the seventies. Or speak with June about her search 
for possibilities for every different situation. These manners of working enquire into the 
present and future. Anthea uses anachronistic mechanisms to reveal current mythologies; 
June works to condense things in time, using accidental occurrences and reproduction in 
the realisation of her work.

Our conversations give a glimpse into possible artistic actions. Interpellation reveals new 
directions when Anthea, referring to her performance, says, ‘Maybe the audience watched 
it from the same distance that we regard images. They were experiencing something 
differently to us’. June explains, ‘Actually, I’d like to transform the origin more and more 
and go somewhere else’.

I re-cognise myself in the conversation, and that leads me off in another direction again. 
It’s no longer about making what others receive important; our task now is to materialise 
a space for common experience by adding alternative kinds of present, which will not be 
construed as ‘other’ by legitimising what they are not, but will become potential spaces for 
being, interconnected and incompletely; being in formation.
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BARBARA 
WOJIRSCH
Estanis Comella

Eroded surfaces, remnants arranged on paper. 
Marking, erasing, marking again until different 
objects appear whose variations create a whole.

These scratched surfaces in varying tones—
greyish, dark—oscillate between dusty layers of 
green and yellow and sculpturally surround your 
body.

Fleeting accumulation, layers seem to lie 
temporarily in your memory. They create no 
weight, only memory. A placement.

Barbara Wojirsch directed the art and design of 
ECM Records for some years after the company’s 
launch. ECM specialised in contemporary music 
and had several different, meticulously cared-
for lines of edition, whose identity was threaded 
together on the limits of recognition. The 
typographic layout, handwritten letters, images; 
all layered as the material of a defined system. 
Each edition made reference to the rest, and the 
collection came together in an amicable, sinuous 
way—not strictly, but consistently.

The compactness of the final object, the weight 
of it, the touch of the paper which sometimes 
covered the plastic box. Running across its faces, 
over every surface, the different elements adapt, 
and everything seems to be lightly enveloped; 
there are no hierarchies in the treatment of the 
object.

Everything in the edition is taken care of; no part 
is more important or less. The back cover might 
be the front; it’s a matter of slight modulations. 
Remnant and surface refer to each previous 
edition, making you a participant in the next.

Any image, even a ruin, can be meticulously 
inserted into this quiet graphic system.

The trace is an extended resource—the drifting 
of thought. Mass/hollow, cut into. A sort of 
speechlessness before the impression of the 
images, simply accompanying them in the transfer 
from text towards something more resembling 
an image, and the image something more akin 
to a text. Publications to be placed on desks. 
Mechanisms: they carry what words cannot.

Arno Brandlhuber—continuity—what is floorlike 
about a wall. Coming together at dawn. Falling 
away, incision.

In each edition, a choice. A photo of a bare 
shoulder becomes skin with paper. Bold lines. 
Opacity, desaturation, blur.

The colours of sea and plants also change when 
printed; specific colours are accentuated. Like 
tanned skin.

Broken titles where information seems to be 
missing, the structure remains clear, the margins 
are in line but wild at the same time, like shrubs.

Smooth background.

Cutting the event. Changing the order of 
previously stipulated sequences. Preambles, 
interludes, appendices. Making the envelope of 
sound a sound itself.

Hills damp as the damp dark sky; the mist in 
winter is damp. The wet road. In April. The rain lit 
up. The walls, running empty alongside.

They are source and archive too.
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Zorrozaurre, Mira Flores 
and San Antongo Zubia 
Lucía C. Pino

Iron sheeting covering the edge of the bridge, sitting on.
Legs hanging and shirt blowing out like a sail.
Noble mast for a blown-up textile disproportion.
The estuary running underneath this bridge is contained 
by reinforced concrete.
No way out in this area.
Zorrozaurre to be demolished. 
The moment when the grain of sugar becomes a paste.
Like the colour of eyes that see right through you and 
move and you can’t but notice and everything is eyes 
and you get trapped.
Paper, wall, textile, eyes, wings, ink, titan and glass 
hands.
I should really draw more than I do. That’s what I think 
whenever I see what you and Raúl and Elena do. I could 
spend hours in front of one of those huge pieces of 
paper where a line, a stain or a mistake give way to the 
texture of the paper.
The bears on your sweater write novels. 
Walking like someone with no work or money to spend, 
I browse a second-hand library. Well-lit, spacious, with 
small tables for vases and flowers.
Between yellowing books a brown, tall, strong, joyful 
lily makes her way. 
She tidies, pages through a book, inside, out, drinks 
coffee and goes outside to smoke a lot.
Some old men come to say hello, they know everything 
and give their opinions.
Impermeable badra.
blackberry
One story leads to another, and creatures come out like 
smoke rings chained to writings by Marosa or others 
she imagines and invents and they’re suspended in a 
timeless time. Carrington and Fini. Leonora with her 
sleeves pulled up and her slippers.
Hearts. Luperca. Pisa. Italy. Nadia.
To name or not.
I came to see. 
Say it like a bridge.1

***

1. This text refers to the artist Nadia Barkate.

She’s one of my neighbours, she found 3 puppies in the 
rubbish and picked them up.
She walks them in a shopping trolley.
Now she won the lottery and got herself a mink coat.
Now...mmm...from above, like—don’t talk to me, bitch.
The puppies are ugly, milky, grimy.
An arm turns and the knees.
5 hours of knees, gloves and scratches
Plaster heads in large puddles.
Plaster heads in water. They dissolve.
Childish style, pastoral gothic, folksy.
Clips with glitter from the one-euro store and Sailor 
Moon glasses.
Robot going wild with fuzz.
The style is built together, by several people, it touches
the hot area of Sanfran, your mouth your ass.
‘Come on, come on, it’s spri-spri-springtime’.2

5 degrees, thanks for the jacket.
You hoard books on the bottom shelf
I only see their spines when they come to the table
I eye them, fearful of being found out or with violet 
shame
like the dark circles under La Lirio’s eyes
_I swore I haven’t seen it.
dark bachata new new romantic
Sunken heads. It’s so you, Claudia Rebeca Lorenzo, 
those are your hands.
And the sellotape, it’s so you, everything that comes 
after comes from there.
‘One day she made casts in the sand on the beach, she 
made long hollows that turned into protuberances, but 
sadly they were made of plaster of Paris and were so 
fragile they were destroyed’.3

2. A phrase from the song Tu me camelas, by the band Elbis Rever.
3. A quotation from the book Eva Hesse, by Lucy R. Lippard.
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CAPITALISM IS ME
Juan Pérez Agirregoikoa

I should have amicably responded ‘no’ to this in-
vitation to contribute a piece of writing. In ac-
tual fact, I haven’t stopped asking myself, Who, 
and what, am I writing for? The senselessness of 
searching for meaning dragged out the process, 
heightening my anxiety and the desperation of 
watching time rapidly pass as the deadline got 
closer. Who would be interested in anything I 
could write? Most of what I can say will be noth-
ing less than an exposure of all I lack—my empty 
spaces, problems, and the strategies I use to 
tackle them. I still look for a balm in texts others 
have written before me—useful writings which 
continue to help me to construct what I want to 
be when I grow up, which is a desire that changes 
over time because of my avoidance of everything 
secure or permanent. Being only one thing seems 
terribly boring to me, and so the years continue 
to go by, and I continue to ask myself, What do I 
not want to be when I grow up?

It can also happen that any of us, from our own 
private Macondo, can reach our own conclusions 
without needing anyone else to show us that the 
Earth is round. I say this because I’m quite sure 
it’ll be pointed out to me that the idea of nega-
tive desire as transformative action, the process 
that runs through our being, from the human self 
to the desiring self and the active self, which is 
fundamental for our own process of construc-
tion, has already been theorised by this or that 
German philosopher.

I’ve always been fascinated by psychoanalysts—
though not necessarily by psychoanalysis itself, 
though that might sound paradoxical—and by 
Freud and Lacan in particular. Their later writings 
most of all, the writings of their old age, for their 
knowledge of human behaviour. French antiphi-
losophy is also interesting to me. And Alain Ba-
diou, who I coincidentally came across in his be-
ginner’s philosophy course, and who opened up 
doors and windows onto other worlds for me. I’ve 
also not refused to read—sometimes masochis-
tically—writers on the antipodes of my own way 
of feeling. This is not only in order to know how 
my enemies think but also because many of these 
people have affected or still affect our lives.

One example might be that great ‘genius’, Nobel 
Prize winner Milton Friedman in his book Capi-
talism and Freedom or the essay ‘Lesson of the 
Pencil’, a sure model for the workings of glo-
balisation, delocalisation, and the profits of the 
lucky few. Henry Kissinger’s diplomacy is also an 
example of a fine analysis of the raison d’état 

or realpolitik, which is so hard to digest for the 
idealist or layperson. Both writers reflect the 
characteristic behaviour of neoliberals and their 
yearning for individual freedom. A good read for 
an understanding of that world whose greatest 
wish is for the state to continue being a well-
policed, well-organised force that permits un-
fettered criminality and prosperity. What we do 
know for sure is that economic liberalism comes 
at a price and, as Jacob Taubes would say, the 
price is always paid by others.

As I was saying, I find writing hard. It’s a kind of 
suffering I might have avoided with some previ-
ous awareness of my own shortcomings. Writing 
is always a struggle, words are always lacking, 
and the ones I have, the ones I remember, even 
the borrowed ones, are hard to string together. 
And added to my incapacity is the pit into which 
language falls, where it gets twisted and com-
munication gets so complicated. And once the 
words come out, they get carried off by the wind 
or fall to the ground or are entrenched, and then 
we hear them again and again, even if nobody 
says them ever again. I think if I were able to use 
language correctly, I’d be able to say things I’m 
unable to and would surely live a better life.

If I had to now define my impressions as an ‘art-
ist’, the first thing that would come to mind is 
that if things continue the way they are going, 
we’re going to have to hand the Gernika back 
to the US so they can continue to hold it at the 
MoMA, or we might have to put it back in the urn 
in the Casón for safekeeping.

Perhaps I exaggerate, but I have the feeling that 
what is happening right now—the stale smell, the 
nostalgia for a world gone by—is familiar to me 
from my history lessons. When the West goes 
through its tautological financial crises, we tend 
to turn towards the far right. Personally, I don’t 
make that turn—I was using the royal ‘we’—but I 
do acknowledge that I occasionally have uncon-
scious conservative leanings that I have to work 
against. I’ve been seeing this rise, this backward 
tendency, in different ways as a French citizen 
and Spanish subject. The nuances between a re-
public and a country, a monarchy restored by a 
monorchid, where the national bourgeoisie was 
unable to use spatial forms to escape feudalism 
as they would have liked, to quote David Harvey.

What we see coming, the signals that arrive of 
the spirit of the time—the nostalgia for order—
are not very nice. Like in a tsunami when the 
waters draw back at first, and you stare in fasci-
nated horror but carry on filming videos or taking 
photos though you know the mass of water will 
return as a wave taking everything in its path. And 
you know you have to run to find a promontory 
where you won’t be carried away or splashed.
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There are a lot of telling signs, but we also know 
that signs are variable, associative, ambiguous, 
and the meaning created by a signifier and given 
to it by its receiver vary considerably. As a signi-
fier, ‘horse’ will not be read the same by a heroin 
addict1, a compulsive gambler, or an infanta do-
ing horse jumping. Likewise, the signifier ‘fas-
cism’ will not mean the same to a heroin addict, 
a compulsive gambler, or an infanta doing horse 
jumping. Each of us sees what we want to see 
and sometimes prefers to see nothing at all. If 
things continue this way, we might have to think 
about heading to Switzerland, always neutral, 
and organising the Hobbes cabaret in homage to 
his great contribution to bourgeois thinking both 
petit and not so petit. Or of heading temporar-
ily to Latin America to make the most of the ties 
of friendship and cooperation that bind us, but 
maybe more because ‘we discovered them’2.

Speaking of the spirits of the time and my stupe-
fied attempts to understand what is happening 
and the authoritarian turn so gradually and dem-
ocratically carving its path, I go back to Thesis 109 
of Society of the Spectacle. Guy Debord defines 
fascism as ‘a desperate attempt to defend the 
bourgeois economy from the dual threat of crisis 
and proletarian subversion. A bourgeois ideology 
that has become conservative (family, private 
property, moral order, patriotism), while mobi-
lising the petty bourgeoisie and the unemployed 
workers who are panic-stricken by economic cri-
ses or disillusioned by the socialist movement’s 
failure to bring about a revolution’. I look again 
at the date. This was written in 1967, but I have 
a feeling I read something similar yesterday and 
the day before. Debord continues, ‘Fascism is not 
itself fundamentally ideological. It presents itself 
as what it is—a violent resurrection of myth call-
ing for participation in a community defined by 
archaic pseudovalues: race, blood, leader. Fas-
cism is a technologically equipped primitivism’. 
I have nothing to say—nothing to add. I still can’t 
understand it, however much it’s explained to 
me—how can those master signifiers entice peo-
ple into working for free? The flag, unity, all those 
founding myths of Fatherlands.

In the Milan speech3, he asked if the animal king-
dom, as compared to the human, had its mas-
ters—if there was in the animal kingdom such a 
thing as the master’s discourse. The answer was 
clear: ‘Without language there can be no master; 

1. Translator’s note: Caballo, ‘horse’ in Spanish, also a syno-
nym for heroin.
2. Argentinian artist Antonio Segui used to tell this story: In 
a Barcelona hotel in the 1980s, he’d been in the reception, 
talking in the way people in that part of the world speak Span-
ish, when a man cleaning the hotel lobby asked him, ‘Where 
are you from?’, ‘Argentina’, he answered. The man carried on 
sweeping and said with a shrug, ‘We discovered you!!’.
3. Speech of Jacques Lacan at the University of Milan, 12 May 
1972.

the master who has no need of force, but simply 
commands, and is obeyed due to the existence 
of language’. Therein lies the force of language, 
and I must be a bit strange because when the 
‘master’ signifier speaks, no subject appears in 
my chain of signifiers. Something similar must be 
the case with Georges Brassens—he of the bad 
reputation.

My son gets me to read a poem by the Palestinian 
poet Mahmoud Darwich, ‘La nuit du hibou’, from 
his book of poems Pourquoi as-tu laissé le cheval 
à sa solitude ?, reminding me of how, not long ago 
while he was having lunch, I went over to the table 
to show him the bullet that had killed my grand-
father, and what a strong impact seeing the bullet 
had on him. Until then, my son had imagined bul-
lets as a shining metal pointed arc, not that bit of 
misshapen, greenish-white metal in my hand.

I’d been looking for something else in a drawer 
and found the bullet lying there forgotten. I’d 
shown it to him unthinkingly as an oddity kept by 
the family; but then I remembered the bullet had 
also shaken me the day my older sister had asked 
me if I wanted it and shown it to me. She was the 
one who had rummaged around and found the 
nasty remnant. I also remember the huge lump in 
my throat as I saw the photos in the forensic re-
port. The piece of metal meant the end of what 
had fuelled my family’s imaginary for years—the 
need to know where our dead had been thrown 
so that, finally, the symbolic could give way to 
the real. Part of our family history was consid-
ered closed. Something as simple as being able 
to practise the symbolic funeral rite of laying his 
remains to rest with those of his wife and a name 
to remember them by, even if nobody ever goes 
to visit them.

I tell him how on 9 August 1936, the nacionales—
was my grandad from Mars or something?—came 
to get him, took him away, shot him in the back 
of the neck through his back, in the occipital 
zone, and the bullet had been found inside his 
corpse during his exhumation. Those Christian 
men had a really refined technique, known as 
the paseíllo (little walk), which consisted of mur-
dering you and then burying you somewhere your 
family couldn’t find you to double the pain. Wars 
make us human. Animals don’t do these things; 
they can’t, or don’t want to, speak to us.

The bullet was warped by impact and the pas-
sage of time. I also told my son how my father, 
his granddad, had never seen the bullet. He died 
without knowing where his own father had been 
buried; or his older brother, who was also shot 
by firing squad the same day and still hasn’t been 
exhumed. And that all those who remained had 
to leave their village; someone else has been 



12
1. Undesirable Aliens. «Jugando a emigrar». Still. 2021
2 and 3. Undesirable Aliens. «Milagro milagro». Milton Friedman. Still. 2021

1

2

3



13

enjoying what was once their home and land for 
eighty-five years. That’s what war is for—larceny 
and pleonexia, however noble, praiseworthy, and 
elevated the reasons for starting one. The part of 
the poem my son is alluding to says:

‘Je pourrais peut être me tirer d’affaire
Crier dans la nuit du hibou
Cet homme de peine était-il mon père
Qui me fait porter le poids de son his-
toire ?’4

Reading the poem, he says, reminded him of the 
bullet and my explanations; like the poet, he asks 
me, ‘Why are you making me carry the weight of 
your history?’

His question throws me. It makes me think. It 
puts me somewhere I didn’t want to be—some-
where I’ve been fighting against ever since I’ve 
had to represent the uncomfortable figure of 
fatherhood. Without wanting to, I’ve continued 
to transmit my own and my forerunners’ psycho-
logical states. I don’t know how to answer him, 
and all I can think is that if I’d encountered the 
poem thirty-eight years ago, I’d also have asked 
my dad the same thing: ‘Why are you making me 
carry the weight of your history?’

I don’t tell him this, but I think that, just as I had 
to do and still have to, he’s going to have to re-
educate himself; he has no other choice. I open 
my search engine and start digging for that vil-
lage of 543 souls where I’ve never been, to check 
in whose hands popular sovereignty has left the 
task of representing it. I see that in the two most 
recent plebiscites (2019 and 2022), the results 
were 80% of votes for the right in the first one, 
with a slight descent to 74% in the second, al-
though in the latter there is a remarkable rise in 
sympathy for the far right. I close my search en-
gine and note with satisfaction that my guess was 
correct—values and culture continue to be trans-
mitted. I wonder to myself what kind of commu-
nity this must be and what a multitude of dangers 
they must be facing to have voted that way.

Then I think of a definition by a psychoanalyst 
(a profession which, as I said, knows a lot about 
human behaviour) of the characteristics of the 
right-wing intellectual: ‘Someone who does not 
pull back from the consequences of what is 
known as realism. Who can look the other way 
without any problem. In other words, when nec-
essary, can admit to being shameless’.

I haven’t yet finished writing that thought down, 
and I’m already regretting it. I think it’s an ironic 

4. ‘I might be able to get out of this mess / Cry in the night of 
the owl / That working man, was he my father / Who makes 
me carry the weight of his history?’

comment made with resentment and unease, 
even though it might not be too far from the 
truth. I’m making the same mistake, thinking 
they’re all the same. The easy exercise of gener-
alising, of taking the whole to be the sum of its 
parts, of counting everyone as One. I’m forgetting 
that what history has taught us is a vast compen-
dium of situations in which the master, whether 
appointed, born into it, or divine, wherever he 
happens to be, always counts us and wants us 
to be One. That must be what drives his eternal 
opposition to the possibility of the social bond: 
us living with one another, being multiple, hori-
zontal, able to manage and tolerate differences. 
What the Master really wants is for everything to 
be One, great and free5, something like that.

I like to think of the world more as a Venn dia-
gram with many different circles in it, generat-
ing a multitude of operations and relationships 
of inclusion, belonging, equality. Relationships 
between things that belong but don’t wish to be 
included, or aren’t included but want to belong, 
and so on. Operations you can be in or step into 
because, in the wonderful world of sets, One is 
no longer the boss. Unity holds no more privileg-
es and no hierarchical position; a number is de-
fined in relation to zero and its function towards 
its successor. We have something in common but 
are multiple, not merely a sum of different parts. 
One of the great things that set theory6 has given 
us is that a group of subsets makes something 
we don’t identify with the set itself, and the term 
‘subset’ was created precisely to show that the 
whole is not comprised of the sum of its parts.

Then I was thinking of history, of my own history, 
in relation to my context; of my experience as 
an artist—a term which, by the way, I find rather 
exaggerated; I think we’d need to find one that 
would pertinently define what we do and what 
differentiates us from the real artists. I looked 
back without any nostalgia, like in a documen-
tary, and I was analysing how our biography, his-
tories, desires, shortcomings, and fate affect us. 
How do all those factors determine the creative 
processes of construction and destruction, in 
practice. And of the remnants that those pro-
cesses produce, which fortunately become sep-
arate, come away and go on to a better life, or at 
least into a separate existence from their maker. 
It would be unthinkable to have to live with all 
those residues every single day.

My own transformative action, or negative de-
sire, has always been related to resistance and 
a confrontational struggle against most of cul-
ture, education, and the transmission of these. 

5. Translator’s note: Reference to the Fascist slogan ‘Spain, 
One, great and free’.
6. Jacques Lacan, quoting Georg Cantor in his seminar on 
Book XVI, D’un autre à l’autre.
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Initially, I was led by my intuition, but later I be-
came more aware, and made it my determined 
task to de-educate or re-educate myself.

I’m aware that my use of these words might cause 
some misunderstanding. I’m not referring here to 
anti-culture, counterculture, or cultural revo-
lutions, which end up making a mockery of the 
reasons and desires that gave birth to them. The 
problem with all cultural revolutions is that they 
‘always become formalised as ideological revolu-
tions’7. And it’s not as if I can’t find things to like 
about the Chinese Cultural Revolution. I mean, 
sending civil servants to re-education camps 
or to kill off thousands of sparrows to save the 
harvests, which were then devoured by insects 
whose predators were gone, causing even greater 
starvation. In revolutions closer at hand, such as 
the Arab Spring in Egypt, we saw how the power 
of the people in the streets managed to defeat 
a military regime, but then ‘mistakenly’ voted in 
the Muslim Brotherhood and yet another military 
regime, thus completing the 360-degree turn of 
the word ‘revolution’8. And let us not forget the 
usefulness of a canal for goods from Asia to Eu-
rope, a typical example of geopolitics.

I could also mention other, more futile and less 
tragic instances of transformation; common ex-
amples of the functioning of things we can’t avoid 
being a part of—like skating, say. The first skates 
were invented by surfers for waveless days by at-
taching four wheels to a board. You can prac-
tice skating alone or with others. Like a musical 
instrument, you need trial and error to attain a 
level of skill, but virtuosity is not the thing: skat-
ers are looking for sensations like speed, control, 
vertigo, the sense of flying, sliding, even wounds 
from falling. Skating requires the whole of you, 
muscle and neurons. As in everything, some skat-
ers are better, others have more flow, and others 
can do nothing, but the thing is to have fun. A 
wild game that can be adapted to urban spaces 
with no need for specific structures9. So far, so 
good. But then, along came someone who de-
cided to organise a competition and got togeth-
er some loudspeakers and a mike, and handed 
out numbers and said, ‘let’s see who’s the best’. 
Prizes were awarded, and then came someone 
even more clever and decided it all had to be 
regulated. So, rules were laid down, and a village 
federation set up, and that got absorbed by a 
larger one, and that one by a national and then 
an international one, which was then split up by 
disagreements, and then came the worldwide 
federation and then the universal one. And af-
ter that, the sponsored professionals, bigger and 

7. As noted by Guy Lardreau and Christian Jambert in L’Ange.
8. Misapplied in the West.
9. The building of spaces for skaters reminiscent of urban 
furnishings is another instance of culture being turned into 
ideology.

better competitions, more prizes, more money, 
and it became an industry, and then with mar-
keting and the power of language, it became cul-
ture! And urban tribes! And there you have it!10 

And then came yet another clever guy who made 
it an Olympic sport! Is it possible to really be so 
backward, stupid, and perverse? A simple exam-
ple of how culture becomes ideology. Capitalism 
turns everything it touches into shit. The young 
now have all the tools for proving their own indi-
viduality and rebelling against the system.

There’s a sentence by the artist Carl Andre that 
I found after all my musings which sums up all of 
this quite well: ‘Art is what we do. Culture is what 
is done to us’.11 When I use the word ‘culture’, I 
refer to what is done to us—the bunch of idiocies 
and beliefs, packages, and traps we get caught up 
in and pass down from fathers to sons, from gen-
eration to generation. What is done to us that we 
cannot choose or give our opinion on because 
the way in which our own life begins and what 
our culture happens to be is a random event. 
Our luck or misfortunes will largely depend on 
where we are born, our per capita income, the 
psychological condition of our parents and their 
surroundings, and the psychological state of the 
country that happens to be our homeland, the 
leader or caudillo12 that runs our fate, and with 
a bit of luck, if we are in a Western country and 
a democracy, on our chosen representatives. 
I’d also add that in this matter of choice, as the 
French chronicler and comic Pierre Desproges 
said, ‘So many millions of idiots can’t be wrong’. 
Personally, I know I’ve been wrong at least once.

In 1986, I was on holiday in Paris and went to see 
an exhibition at the Louvre, where you could 
vote for or against a project by a Chinese archi-
tect who wanted to make a pyramid and restruc-
ture the museum. I seem to remember he had 
won the competition—I don’t feel like looking it 
up right now in that place that knows everything, 
and I’m not really sure whether it was on that trip 
or another one the year before. François Mit-
terand was President of the Republic at the time, 
and he was a great lover of Egyptian culture.

There was a huge model in the exhibition, and a 
lot of information on the benefits of the proposal. 
It reminded me a bit of Christmas nativity scenes 
at school, which I really loved making, especially 
the river with silver foil. The project was awful; 

10. I was thinking of the deceased Jay Adams as one of the 
few pioneers to have refused the lures of the industry.
11. Carl Andre is suspected of having defenestrated his part-
ner, Cuban artist Ana Mendieta. Mendieta fell from the 34th 
floor after an argument, and Andre’s face was full of scratch-
es when the police arrived. Nothing was ever proven, and An-
dre was absolved of his charges by a judge and thus avoided 
the scrutiny of a people’s jury. I mention these points to show 
that Andre is not a model in my opinion.
12. A Spanish word for leader, especially a military dictator.
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Centro cultural. Acrylic and rope on canvas. 2004
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I found both its form and the background to it 
‘tasteless’. But one could say in its defence that it 
was an avant-garde, visionary idea. Not the pyra-
mid—which is an old structure used since antiq-
uity because of issues of gravity and height, not 
forgetting, of course, the hierarchical meaning of 
natural law, the basic principle of the wise man’s 
knowledge—but that the museum was going to be 
turned into a fantastic shopping mall. That was the 
truly cutting-edge thing about it—it would bring 
together everything that a temple of culture could 
dream of being. A building to stun the bourgeoisie, 
classy shops, cafés and restaurants, t-shirts, post-
cards, caps and memories—that is, merchandising 
and souvenirs—, and to cap it all, works of art. If 
the museum had any masterworks that could sell 
more t-shirts and bring in more visitors, so much 
the better. We’ve seen the same model repeated 
everywhere, and it wasn’t invented then. I found it 
so...so...ugly that I voted for it. Amazing how a bit 
of design can cover up the muck. This was a clear 
example of capitalism and its constant invention 
of new structures for its existence. To quote David 
Harvey once more, capitalism will create a social 
and physical landscape in its own image at a cer-
tain point and then destroy it. Tear it down, then 
build it up again, and let the state serve capital.

Towards the end of 1988, I moved to Paris, hav-
ing been accepted by the École des Beaux-Arts, 
and what was initially supposed to be a year’s stay 
became two, then three, then four. Something 
temporary became permanent, with no need for 
me to decide it. I happened to be living near Met-
ro Line 1, which cuts through the middle of the 
walled city, and the quickest way to the college 
was to get off at Palais-Royal. I had to go through 
the Louvre every day and cross the Pont des Arts 
to Rue Bonaparte, where the entrance to the 
École des Beaux-Arts was. I would often stop at 
the museum on my way to college. I’d go in and 
have a quiet walk around; except for the Mona 
Lisa hall, which was always full of people, the rest 
of the museum spaces were normally empty.

I’m so glad now to be living in a district with no 
monuments or historical sites of note—no mu-
seums, nothing to interest the tourists, who turn 
cities into theme parks. They’re not the only ones 
to blame; you also need the entrepreneurial na-
tives, assisted and ruled by the institutions, who 
transform someone else’s living space with the 
promise of El Dorado. Homes and land can be 
made into hotels. The bars start charging by the 
toothpick or making you use a plate; everything 
is unified. Then come the well-known franchises, 
and the ‘authentic’ ends up becoming a simula-
crum. The only good thing about tourism is that, 
like a parasite, it ends up transforming the cul-
ture it infects and the place it colonises. This is 
why I’m not fond of travelling or meeting people.

I used my visits to the Louvre to draw. It was a 
wonderful experience to be alone in those mas-
sive galleries full of canvases and stone. What I 
didn’t realise at the time, though, was that my 
Arcadian days were numbered, and a tiny part of 
that was my own fault. I’d completely forgotten 
about the exhibition and my vote in favour. When 
I’d cast it, I had no idea that my addition—al-
though, as in any good parliamentary democracy, 
the decision had probably already been made—
would have a profound impact on my quiet life 
as a student of Fine Arts. The museum closed for 
renovation. The passage through it was closed, 
and when it opened again, we were no longer 
welcome. The quiet, the solitude, the ecstasies 
with Poussin or Rubens, the Stendhal syndromes, 
were now going to have to happen in the mid-
dle of a crowd. Being alone is getting harder and 
harder. Guy Debord saw it coming, but I didn’t 
know of him at the time, and you never realise 
until the curtains open and the spotlights come 
on. I suppose that was the first time I understood 
what the spectacle is and how it affects us. My 
sense of humour played a bad joke on me.

The lesson I learnt was that voting well is very im-
portant. And if you don’t believe me, ask the No-
bel Prize winner in Literature Mario Vargas Llosa, 
who knows how some people vote wrong and the 
governments they choose turn out wrong too. 
Now, if everyone had voted correctly, he would 
be president and still in Peru. I love those Nobel 
Prize winners. Wouldn’t it be good to know who 
picks the jurors?

Most of us start our lives burdened with an un-
conscious weight that might even mark the rest 
of our lives. As soon as we come into the world, 
when our heads pop out, there are a couple of 
people there projecting a whole load of dreams, 
wishes, and longings onto us about our own fu-
tures. And among those are also frustrations 
about what we couldn’t be, but you will. We im-
agine futures and ideal places that will never see 
the light. Whatever those wishes are, they gener-
ally—and fortunately, I’d say—never coincide with 
the wishes of the newly-arrived, who also had 
no say in his or her own gestation and will then 
have the right to say, when adolescence and its 
discrepancies arrive, ‘Why did you have me?’. 
Whatever the case, we will always be educated 
about the values of our parental culture. Our 
progenitors’ values will be passed onto us, and 
it is fate that will give us a better or worse deal.

I remember Étienne Chatiliez’s film La vie est 
un long fleuve tranquille. To spite the doctor, a 
nurse exchanges two newborn babies in a clinic 
in northern France. One of them is a boy from a 
bourgeois family; the other, a girl, is born into 
a working-class family; both with all the clichés 



17

they might have. In the film, neither of the two 
have any problems adapting, and subconsciously 
take on what they become in their new homes. 
The bourgeois poor boy is educated and acts as 
a poor boy, and the poor bourgeois girl becomes 
a member of the bourgeois—a petty delinquent 
and a religious prude.

Life, education, and culture are just that: what is 
done to us, and it makes us what we become. I’ve 
chosen a fictional example, but as I recall, in any 
contemporary non-materialistic dictatorship—
a euphemism to avoid offence to any religious 
readers—there exist cases of robberies of new-
born babies. Children whose poverty, or numer-
ousness, or disappeared parents due to ideo-
logical differences, nobody decent can bring up, 
and so they are handed over to other parents.

Someone, a strongly religious sister maybe, de-
cides to test out new filial relations as though 
she knew Engels’ work The Origin of the Family, 
Private Property and the State. This good soul is 
possessed of a spotless, superior morality, and 
decides to seek out families with classical val-
ues to give the young babes what she considers 
a better life. Argentina, Chile, and naturally, our 
own Fatherland are close examples of such tech-
niques. The people who scare me the most are 
the ones who defend and practice staunch moral 
and religious values. The deeper, the worse.

I truly believe we’re lucky we know nothing at all 
at birth. Our clashes with reality will happen lat-
er as we grow up and begin the work of experi-
menting and comparing. It’s also comprehensible 
that we come into the world crying. Just imagine 
having a parent who is totally insensible towards 
issues like ecology, feminism, gender, multicul-
turalism, solidarity, or equality, and favours clas-
sical forms of social organisation based on law 
and the natural order: individual freedom, the 
state, religion. A parent who feels contented 
and proud about their own culture, because you 
have to respect your heritage—that often-used 
euphemism for inheritance, passed down from 
on high, and a façade behind which to perpetu-
ate privileges and inequalities. The old story of 
tradition, the old laws, individual freedom.

Or what if you happen to have had the misfor-
tune to be born somewhere like Spain, 1939—
though I seem to have just defined that example. 
Or Germany in the 1930s, where anyone different 
had to suffer a cultural process of eugenic eu-
thanasia. Or the many fantastic places one could 
be born and surrounded by the great cultures. 
Somewhere, the necessary cultural conditions 
exist so that, for instance, someone can decide 
that young girls must not study, that female geni-
tal mutilation should be done, or that marriage 

should be forced, as in traditions thousands of 
years back. Or that God made the world in seven 
days, but apparently someone before him had 
already made the dinosaurs. Impunity for mur-
dering or abusing your partner. Or be born into 
a poor family but be good and, in your next rein-
carnation, you might be something better. Hav-
ing the misfortune of being born in a land with 
magnificent natural resources that cause wars 
and looting or turn you into an unskilled sailor. 
Being graced with a different sexuality in Russia, 
Hungary, the Gulf Monarchies and many other 
places. Being Black in the US or the West in gen-
eral, or an undocumented migrant, or being poor 
anywhere at all. The list of examples is endless, as 
endless as the incredible polysemy that the word 
‘culture’ causes. I could go on like a stand-up co-
median: Robert Rauschenberg erases a drawing 
by Willem de Kooning and we call it art, but the 
Taliban destroys the Buddhas of Kandahar, and 
that is barbarism. Oswald de Andrade, on Euro-
pean modernity and its arrival in Brazil in the be-
ginning of the 20th century, wrote in his Manifesto 
Antropófago, ‘We already had the language of 
Surrealism, we had Communism, the golden age’, 
as if to say, What could you tell us that we didn’t 
already know? I go to an exhibition by an Italian 
designer at a foundation in a modern building 
surrounded by sculptures. As I’m leaving, I think 
of the philanthropist whose generosity has given 
me the pleasure of enjoying these works, who 
turns out to be a businessman who contributed 
to overthrowing a democratic regime and install-
ing a dictatorship. I never stop being amazed at 
myself; I promise never to go back and to con-
sider my choices more carefully. I look at the list 
of sponsors of any of the exhibitions I’ve taken 
part in, the banks that have awarded a grant to 
me without taking any responsibility for the opin-
ions I may have expressed, and I have to laugh so 
I don’t cry. Consciously or not, I am collaborating 
with what I do not want to be. Going on and on 
about neoliberalism and destruction, and yet I’m 
forced to conclude that, in my humble measure, 
and through my own acts, capitalism is me.

I began this text with the statement that art is 
what we do, and culture is what is done to us. 
The problem, paradox, or perversion in that 
is that the art we make also ends up being the 
culture that is done to us and that we make for 
ourselves. In this age and its industrialisation of 
desire, what defines us, and is perhaps the only 
thing that binds us to other cultures in spite of 
our differences, is that we are consumers, and 
even have rights and offices to defend those 
rights. The divine market as the very principle of 
the social bond, as Michel Foucault put it.

If there is anything that can be changed, or 
any possibility of not formalising in ideology or 



18

Ulrike, amor de madre. Mixed technique on paper. 2015

Fucking skaters. Mixed technique on paper. 2008

appearance, then the classical revolutionary 
gesture can no longer be to forget our parents. 
We would need to find that revolutionary gesture 
somewhere else, in another kind of forgetful-
ness, undoubtedly relating to the industrialisa-
tion of desire. Or perhaps not.
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HAPPINESS DEPENDS ON...
Sonia Fernández Pan

         
         1

I’ve had four different tarot readings done in my lifetime. The first two were part of a 
constellation of events brought about by a project relating to the future. We were moved 
by the lucid contradiction of bringing together times we no longer hope will happen but 
still continue to believe in. The first person who drew my tarot told me that the work 
of the cards was not so much to read or predict the future as to make a diagnosis of the 
present. And this idea of analysing the present moment through narratives that open 
up a myriad of directions can also potentially be applied to the future. Back then, my 
emotional focus was on the slippery nature of the future, on its elusiveness, rather than 
what is yet to come. The future is a story, the details of which serve to conceal the fears 
and longings of the present. Some years went by, and projects were done, and then Ania 
stated in an email that even though the reality we experience is very far from what we 
would desire, she insists on living each day as though that utopia were real. I shared her 
idea with quite a few other people, and Tamara took it on board and enlarged on it with 
meticulous care. Ever since then, I have tried to work my way into the future with what 
seem to be the smallest of acts. The influence of Ania’s email comment was as pertinent 
as reading, thinking, speaking, and theorising using the expanded terminology of the 
future. Not only because it meant making the future present through our habits, but 
also because in this method without a methodology, reality becomes a field of signs and 
gestures which other people lend me, and I borrow from them. To inhabit the future as a 
literal, not a literary, act is one of the many things I have learnt through art as a context 
for life. To me, projects are the relations and situations that the process of making them 
enables. They are a way of continuing to be together in times when time is scarce. Sieg-
mar told me of Isabelle Stengers’ comparable perspective that ideas are not developed by 
people together; rather, ideas develop a shared life and commitment between different 
people. Julieta gave me another way of defining relationships: she said they are a form of 
(self-)knowledge.

The cards in my third tarot session took us back to the past. Jesús read something in 
them I can’t remember having told too many people about: the obsession in my child-

1. The image beginning this text shows the last message I found in a fortune cookie before starting to write, reflecting 
Cristina Spinelli’s desire to title an exhibition with a sentence from a fortune cookie she opened some time ago.
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hood and teenage years with holistic knowledge, as he succinctly called it. One of my 
recurring fantasies in those years was to live for hundreds of years so that I could read 
all the books ever written. This was inspired by stories of vampires and other immortals 
who had all kinds of adventures even if they never read a thing. My understanding of the 
holistic was, however, fairly incomplete, restricted to what had too long been defined as 
universal knowledge, which reduces the world to the best known, most highly favoured 
works of Western literature, philosophy, and science. Being an only child and having 
grown up in a small provincial town made me look for possible ways to chase away the 
tedium of weekends at home. One of those was to read dictionaries and volumes of ency-
clopaedias, similar to how we use the Internet now—skipping from page to page, letting 
different definitions and entries lead me from one to another, and trying to retain all the 
information I went through. Knowledge was in all those stories that forgot or forbade the 
emotional, sensory dimension of language. But although I didn’t know it back then, there 
was nevertheless an affective, corporeal dimension in my preferences of some rational 
discourses over others. The fact that it was the tarot that years later would take me back 
to that obsession seems to be an eloquent response to my long-lasting scepticism to-
wards the many forms of knowledge that the privilege of reason has chosen to discredit.

I accepted that correlation between knowledge and reason for a long time, including my 
first years as an art critic and curator. I equated knowledge with theory, tended to pri-
oritise content over form, and sought meaning in displays of words over the exhibition 
of the works themselves. The unmistakeable meaning of many texts gave me a feeling of 
stability and security about the ambiguity of things. I would be lying if I said that visceral 
impulses, coincidental encounters, or anecdotes were not important or habitual. Private-
ly, I acknowledged and treasured them, but publicly I could not. I was an art critic for a 
short time, and don’t feel comfortable with the term, but I adopted it due to the conven-
tions of my context and the greater experience of those who began to identify me with 
it. But I soon realised that writing with art moved me far more than writing on art. I still 
wonder if it means the same to write as to be a writer. I’ve never thought of art as an end, 
but rather as a means for something which continues to change its name and the paths 
it travels. Lúa worked in her film on making meaning out of disorientation; we were 
invited to remind the main character that many of the stories we are given as true and 
embodied are really forecasts that never end up fully taking place. That disparity, which 
Lúa calls ‘the stain’ and was defined by Lauren Berlant as ‘cruel optimism’, arises when we 
realise that our desires are in fact borrowed obstacles that cannot bring us happiness be-
cause their promises of happiness are unattainable. The artist’s career as a linear ascent is 
a case in point. I met Lauren Berlant through Lúa, and she died while I was researching 
her theories and wanting to invite her to a podcast conversation, which would also have 
been a way of thanking Lúa for the many conversations that helped me find a direction 
in loss. Although I feel more confident now than I used to, I still find it hard writing to 
strangers to request a podcast. When it works best, a future relationship opens up from 
the first, briefly intimate, defined encounter. In the worst cases, nothing happens beyond 
the limits of the intellectual market standard. To compensate for my insecurity, I use de-
sire; many conversations become a message, a sort of gift or attachment between familiar 
and unfamiliar people. That intimate resource pertains, in my view, to Tara Rodger’s sug-
gestion that friendship can be a method of working, which is a way to explain something 
that is always happening, but which I find hard to describe in words. Lucía refers to that 
disparity as feeling you’ve managed to understand something without having fully com-
prehended it. Lúa, in her film, claims that luck is a kind of orientation. Friendship can 
be that too. Many relationships are like compasses pointing us towards meanings and 
ways of doing things. But, as Mati once said in a voice message, we also need to shoot out 
arrows to open up directions and get things happening. Becoming her own oracle, Lúa 
gave the title Disorientation until it means something to one of our conversations.

Our conventions are a mirror we see ourselves in and in which we allow others to look 
at us. We can sometimes feel at home in them because there’s a certain safety, even im-
munity, in sharing the same reflection. Conventions can sometimes feel too small for us 



21

but sometimes also too big. Personally, I found the term ‘art critic’ too small and ‘curator’ 
too big. I feel that curatorship may define some of the things I do, but I’m not too sure 
whether I’m really a curator. Also, although gender in English seems to be more easily 
avoided than in other languages, ‘curator’ seems to have a masculine feel to it. It also 
carries the symbolic pressure and aspirations of the international art class, and a sympa-
thy for rootlessness, which I neither share nor feel, especially since I’ve been living as a 
foreigner. In one podcast, Siegmar pointed something out that we don’t always consider 
within the art context, which has turned the context itself into a critical resource, a re-
curring theme and almost an object of desire. She says we choose to forget, or automati-
cally accept, the ideology behind questions of identity and notions such as ‘the artist’ and 
‘curator’, whereas we do have an acute perception and critical attitude towards ideologi-
cal inscriptions and linguistic behaviour in other areas. Roles lead to expectations—our 
own and others’—which filter into our relationships. Being as relating; being with other 
people without the mediation of scripts and expected behaviour is one of my many aspi-
rations in that future, which is always happening somewhere. To get a better understand-
ing of that aspiration, I invited Sara Torres to talk about friendship as a way of life, and of 
relationships we neither want, nor can, nor know how to give a name to. I wonder how 
feasible it is to destabilise roles and labels, not only in our closest relationships but also in 
the conventions of the professional art context.

The podcast gives a sense of autonomy to conversations which actually occur in relation 
to others that have already taken place and relate to others that have yet to exist. In spite 
of my insistence on particular recurring themes in order to set up common meanings in 
the midst of difference, it is people’s gestures and ways of doing things that I find more 
significant. How we do something says just as much as what we do, as Ericka Florez 
pointed out in saying that learning to dance salsa is more than just an arithmetical tech-
nique. She uses Lygia Clark’s Möbius strip to describe the ungraspable slippage that joins 
dance steps together. She also said in our conversation that content is not everything, 
and neither should it be; form (dis)orients meaning. The danger of reducing reality to 
language is explained by Brigitte Vasallo in her latest book. Words can say many things 
but do not say everything. Linguistic relations are slippery, grammatical; they are class 
relations too. I corresponded with Brigitte via voice messages, anticipating Sara Torres’s 
affective proposal. Our first encounter was in Spanish, and the recorder failed to register 
it. We took the accidental failure as a sign that we should do it again, in English, a bor-
rowed, sometimes uncomfortable tongue—also an attribute of intellectualism. Itziar 
Okariz added a time factor to her own relationship with the English language, which 
includes and excludes so many voices. She defined it as a ‘late’ language, helping me to 
understand that our late acquisition of it created a complicit feeling between speakers 
who use our accents as a form of political resistance against the international linguistic 
monoculture. Murdering English, as Marta Aponte Alsina put it, highlights the form of 
our content.

The phrases of spoken language have a clarity that written text often loses in the forced 
ostentatiousness of its statements. Julia summed this up much more concisely: Speaking 
is not the same as saying things. Nor is talking the same as sharing. We often communi-
cate with others without actually having a conversation. Conversations are places where 
the uses of language can relax and be easily transformed, even in written conversations. 
Editing voices has helped me develop a greater sensitivity towards the spoken word. I 
value the simplicity of many of my guest speakers’ statements in times of cryptic dis-
course; I like the way they make difficult things easy. I also admire the ethical instability 
of positions that include doubt and discrepancy, and try to unravel secure ideas and ex-
plore contradictions. Discourses are often used to hide behind, like a protective shield, or 
even exhibition artillery, adding further complication to already complicated matter. The 
way discourse flirts with current trends, where many voices all end up using the same 
words and phrases, makes me wonder about the reasons for sharing identities, expres-
sions, and interchangeable gestures. This automatic dependency must surely have to do 
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with the narrative illusions of cruel optimism. And yet, however unreal or virtual the 
scenarios they bring into being, the feelings these illusions cause in us are real.

For many years, I understood knowledge to be a bibliographic, mainly theoretical ac-
cumulation. I tried not to repeat readings or ideas, to quote with academic distance, to 
envelop the emotional stimulus of writing with hermetic abstractions, which I didn’t 
find as difficult as other people seemed to think. But for some time now, I’ve been no-
ticing that statements which are too abstract cause a physical, bodily reaction in me. I 
know my relationship to language is becoming hermetic or forced as soon as my head 
starts aching as I write. My sensations are what tell me that a text is heading in a right, 
or at least pleasurable, direction. I’ve tended to make my sentences much shorter, mov-
ing my writing closer towards speech. Short sentences relate differently to one another, 
more like when we add comments to what we say in conversations. I also find it easier 
to write when I know there’s someone else on the other side. When there isn’t anyone 
to add on to my own words with theirs, I invent or choose a recipient. Thinking begins 
when we send out a line in some kind of direction. Thinking about something becomes 
thinking towards someone. Conversations are also a chance to ‘think with’. In my talk 
with Justyna, I realised how I had also thought for many years that expertise was the 
new genius. She brought up this sentence in reference to the increasing professionalis-
ing and specialisation of knowledge, but also to how in music making, the musician’s 
technical skill and the depth of their knowledge of their instrument are valued above 
other things. There is an ethics of monogamy in the organisation of knowledge, which 
can be compared to the hierarchy of effects or the building of the nation-state, as Brigitte 
explains them. We relate and organise ourselves through equality, similarity, and identity. 
The connections I find so interesting are always based on similarity, however weak. Even 
differences can be common links. Scattered knowledge reminds me of the discrediting 
of the surface mentioned by Aimar. He talked about how we use the terminology of the 
deep or profound in relation to knowledge. But, he taught me, it is the surface that gives 
us our zones of contact.

I have claimed in many of my statements that the methodology of my research is conver-
sation. Sometimes I wonder what I really mean by that—after all, talking is a common 
way of trying to search for things. I should perhaps say that I like talking to other people, 
because that is when my ideas and feelings most often tend to change. Conversations 
have prompted things and sent me in directions I unconsciously needed, even more of-
ten than books. With books, you can agree or disagree, but you can never have any re-
ciprocal interference in their contents. Paradoxically, Berta lent me a book in which Fred 
Moten tells Stefano Harney that his most interesting ideas have always arisen in con-
versation. I find it fascinating how we can come out of a conversation differently from 
how we went into it, even if that difference in our manner of being is a matter of degrees. 
This is what makes it hard for me to understand why we are still using books, theories, 
and famous writers as our main sources of artistic inspiration. At least in my case, this 
is no longer entirely true, although I have certainly used them in the explanations of my 
projects. I also don’t want to deny how important theoretical knowledge has been for me, 
or how crucial and indispensable certain written ideas have been in giving meaning to 
my work with other people. It’s more like a feeling that we’re trying to fool life when we 
keep the context of our sources and references to ourselves, or ignore the importance of 
our spontaneous, informal debates and round tables. I know that no matter how hard I 
try, I will never be able to credit or explain that kind of friendly entropy, or ever be able 
to make a true inventory of the chance encounters and relations that move things and 
people. I also believe that we need to refrain from doing that, and to nurture the small 
possibility and feeling of privacy; we need to make moments where we can rest from  
(self)consumption and the public self. I occasionally get asked why my voice doesn’t 
appear in the podcasts I make. The question normally comes from people who know 
me and are aware that I talk and intervene quite a lot in the conversations. I have differ-
ent answers to that, all of which are true but don’t give the whole picture. Some relate to 
my habits or methods, others to embarrassment or feeling fed up with listening to and 
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editing myself. Rubén says that’s also a kind of unresolved ego. I recently realised that 
my podcasts are oral essays that come out of a conversation, but I’m not really sure that 
they sound like actual conversations to the listener. There’s a strange pleasure in talking 
while knowing that my own voice won’t be heard. But perhaps this is a cowardly refusal 
or a strategy of the self. Some people—Aimar, Tamara—have told me I’m there in the 
silences. Others, that I’m present wherever a conversation changes direction. I wonder if 
the inaudible voice could be a kind of compass, a direction towards other voices, or just a 
way of erasing traces along the way.



24



25



26

EXPANDED MOTTLING
Basilika

They’re there together in the room where the exhibition will be taking place—
a rectangular, diaphanous white space with a line of windows to the north. 
They move the work table under one of them. To start off with, they take a 
look at what they have: We have this space; we have thirteen artists, most of 
them born in the nineties; we have a lot of images of their work—but not only 
that—also of their desires. We have a title: HAMAHIRU (THIRTEEN). What works 
do we have? Shall we try to join the works together to think up some kind of 
line between them? They soon start making decisions, for instance, not to 
mention the artists’ names and to approach their ways of working intuitively, 
emphasising the play of relationships and resonances to allow the different 
kinds of knowledge there to enter into conversation; it’s important for them 
to define themselves together. Then they get to fantasising about the budding 
text... I would play with the voices. I think if speech is our medium then that 
should be reflected in the way we write. I imagine it being very open, like...not 
a conventional text but something more like a conversation—hybrid—I don’t 
know. I was also thinking about that—about voices. I mean…an edited text 
but with the roughness of what we’ve been saying here, no attempt to write 
well or include references, quotes... A text that comes and goes, not at all 
structured. I’d go for something speculative, which always has a good share of 
criticism in it. We can play with reality, subvert it, make a fictional programme 
of parallel activities, invent a different title for the show—whatever...

They suggest playing with concealment and revelation as their methodology, 
like an eclipse—each image hiding and revealing the previous ones—a kind of 
conversation with images where randomness is just one aspect. They won-
der about a fourteenth artist. Didn’t Oteiza make fourteen apostles? They 
talk about rivers and stones, and a water spider skipping across water. As a 
curiosity, like when you play skimming stones on a river, splash, splash, epos-
tracismo, cabrillas, hacer patitos o sapitos, txipitxapas, la rana, jugar a la 
chata.1 Did you know there’s a record of 98 bounces? A flat stone bouncing 98 
times. You start seeing the leaping stones in very, very slow motion, and it’s 
nice, too, because each bounce leaves a wake behind it... Someone mentions 
the Finnish word kosketuspinta, meaning ‘contact surface’ and encompass-
ing different sorts of meetings, unions, or grasping. Which leads us to water 
as a substantial, recurring element in many of the practices here…so fluid 
and hard to grasp, as if they would slip away at any moment...from what? To 
where? An opening or a closure? Then, they read an extract from ‘Diving: In-
troduction to The Anthropology of Water’ by Anne Carson, which opens with a 
quote by Kafka: ‘I am a mendacious creature’. ‘Water is something you cannot 
hold. Like men. I have tried. Father, brother, lover, true friends, hungry ghosts 
and God, one by one all took themselves out of my hands’. If we substitute 
Carson’s rather sweeping ‘men’ for the images that emerge drop by drop, it 
seems like the artists also want to retain something that slips through their 
fingers. To flow—one drawing was an attempt at expanding into volume but 
instead opens timidly, doesn’t reach the space, like a relief—his first impulse, 
even today, he said, is to draw. I see an ambiguity, shelter/prison. Net, spider 
web, danger. ‘Maybe this is the way it should be—what the anthropologists call 
the “normal danger” in the encounter with alien cultures’. It reminds me of 
when I was a kid in bed, hiding under the sheets and feeling sheltered. There’s 

1. All expressions for skipping stones, literally: epostracism, kid goats, doing baby ducks or baby 
toads, txipixapas (alliterative), playing the frog, playing the flat one.
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a kind of submerged perspective, an underwater world. That domestic, inti-
mate, everyday kind of thing—closed, too. Closed and fuzzy at the same time, 
like a processionary caterpillar nest. But these artists’ views of their discipline 
is also very open; they’re open to contamination. ‘Anthropology is a science 
of mutual surprise’.

Laughter. OK, another image. We only need another 64 of them—a random 
figure, actually we need more. Animalaria: the water spider, the louisebour-
geois, the swan, the fire-spitting dragon, the winged lioness, a lion on top of 
a palm grove, horses that have decided some big things, fluoride unicorns... 
They read out something one of them has written: ‘It pisses me off when the 
monster they are is sweetened or beautified’. So let’s add more monsters—
sirens, lamiak2, bamboo sharks—there’s something waterlike that relates to 
this, too. With organisms... And the inside, the earthly, explosion, metamor-
phosis, a butterfly. Digestive processes. The volcanic. Pellets of shit like beads 
of a necklace. This really is a bit like that. Yeah, yeah... ‘I try to think about the 
responsibility of representing the inadequate. The monster is okay with being 
strange. And ugly too’. Have you read No es un río by Selva Almada? It’s about 
the Argentinian province Entre Ríos. It’s the last of her trilogy of men whose 
main characters are rough northern men. No es un río is a lovely book—its 
vocabulary for the river, movement, the beings that live there and the land-
scapes around it, is so rich... And there, in the mud and darkest waters, lives a 
fish almost blind that no one can catch... And who...reminds me of that being.

Sometimes, they all speak at once. They have a silly argument about whether 
there’s something post-romantic or pop. They point out a flower’s post-nat-
uralness. They distinguish colour relations: the vermilion background around 
the eyeless painter, pink lollipop unicorn fire red, mamey red tangle in the 
fishing red which they see as a carmine membrane, ‘now is the time’ red on 
the souvenir piece, in the kisses on Oscar Wilde’s tomb and the room that 
looks like the inside of the membrane: ‘As Amy says, No time to regret’. What 
he calls ‘rhythm’, they read, is a circulatory structure underlying all things—
like a cardiovascular system—circularity as latency. On the other hand, it 
seems events and bodies relate by surface contact, kosketuspinta: the myriad 
of lips marked on stone or walls, the friction marks of a motorbike wheel, a 
quiet drumbeat on a body, the trace of the whip on a lacerated torso, and a 
face etched into the golden sun of a coin.

They read, ‘Everything is occupied, air with air, skin with skin, and it clashes, 
that’s where it mingles slightly’. Apparently, that was by another of the artists. 
Clashing, daring, mingling, going in and out. Flowing: depth and surface braid-
ed together. They talk about Iñaki Garmendia’s latest film, Arkaka Tri-Stan: a 
metal head is submerged in a swamp and—no time to stay—taken out. In fact, 
I think the film is circular, subtly. The sunken head—well, everything that’s 
coming out, generally. Like the P. J. Harvey/Ophelia thing—it takes me to El 
Jarama by Rafael Sánchez Ferlosio. The setting is a river on a hot summer day. 
A group of young people. And it’s all conversation...everything is going great, 
and then suddenly there’s a corpse in the river.

They see circles everywhere. Channels. The water comes out here and goes 
in there. Narcissus in love with his own reflection. Palincuagramas: combina-
tions of palindromes and capicúas (palindromic numbers) under a circular 
sign that looks like a right-angled version of Amazigh yaz. Measured or un-
measured circuits. A bit of everything. Isn’t this also a bit like zooming in? 
Something really close up...something bigger, as if...microscope images. It 

2. Creatures from Basque mythology. 
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could be like a part of the body, or like this... There’s also a roll with mouths...
those lips...specular orifices. Yes, of course, the limit between inside and out. 
Sensuality and sexuality. The bodies are there. More circles. Two hands form 
a circle in the middle of the head. And that other thing on the crown of your 
head, what’s it called? They were talking to you yesterday...tonsure. Hori da. 
Did you know that public hair cutting was the way Irene of Byzantium used to 
submit iconoclastic caesars? More, come on. Planetary circles, suns, moons. 
One of the artists says, We often use systems to record things circularly—the 
circularity becomes irregular...but circular in its beginnings at least. The ref-
erence to Manu Uranga’s Gio Bat seems very obvious. So, I ask and am told, 
Yes, sure, I know that work—knowledge also circles.

Then they read a few extracts from Jack Halberstram’s Wild Things: The Dis-
order of Desire, which explores wildness from a post-natural perspective, 
relating it expansively to a disordered whole, in which different desires and 
sexualities proliferate. They focus on a section opening with a quote by W. 
B. Yeats, called ‘Turning and turning in the widening...’, in which Halberstam 
looks at writers with a specific interest in birds:

‘Turning and turning in the widening gyre
The falcon cannot hear the falconer;
Things fall apart; the centre cannot hold;
Mere anarchy is loosed upon the world...’

They mention Helen Macdonald, who ‘clearly acknowledges the sexual al-
lure of falconry’, which she identifies with the reading of T. H. White’s The 
Goshawk, and describes as follows: ‘It is comic; it is tragic; it is all absorbing. 
When you are broken, you run. But you don’t always run away. Sometimes, 
helplessly, you run towards’. They also mention Branka Arsic, who has studied 
Thoreau’s relationship to crows. The writer of Walden ‘observed that crows 
are the only large birds he knows of that “hover and circle about in an irregu-
lar and straggling manner”. They do so not because they are too stupid to fly 
with the wind rather than against it, but because they choose to fly into the 
very force that opposes them—cruel optimism we might call it, or a way of 
thinking that faces, in order to know what blows it away’.

Flow: To travel flexibly and lightly from one medium into another. More than 
a few artists seek the air—the precise instant between irregular circles 
and waves that amplify. Leaping, hanging, flying...a fascinating dream—the 
suspended body, free of gravity, separated from any hold. You know what 
this reminds me of? Itziar Okariz’s Red Light (saltando en el estudio de Marta). 
Siouxsie and the Banshees. And an Insta profile pic of Daniel Llaría. And then 
comes falling—though not necessarily falling down. They bring up the Dutch 
artist Bas Jan Ader, who fell in many different ways, all of which he captured 
in beautiful, silent 16 mm untitled films. Rolling off his own rooftop, hanging 
from a tree until he fell into a river, throwing himself into an Amsterdam canal 
from his bike. In his last project, In Search of the Miraculous, he set off to 
Europe from the United States in a small boat. This is recorded in a photo. 
Nothing more was heard of him. He disappeared without a trace.

Trace: A body which leaves something of itself in each imprint, until such time 
as only its imprints are left. They comment that one of the artists removes a 
lot from each image, and curiously reaches a surface where what hasn’t been 
lost can be half-seen. Then the trace of a body is added, sometimes the art-
ist’s own. With sheets, for instance. Leftovers. Remnants. Just the other day I 
was talking to him about Gorriti's farmhouse. It was amazing how Gorriti was 
full of signatures, everything in his house, the rug...everything...had some kind 
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of sign or mark on it. There was even a car parked there, which had probably 
been there for some time, and it had a slight layer of dust on it. And Gorriti 
had also done a drawing on the hood with his finger. To mark, to draw not by 
adding but by taking away, scratching, removing. They say removing is both 
taking away and remaining, taking off and staying.

This reminds me of a talk I really liked by Maite Garbayo. She was inviting us to 
notice other specificities in art history, to look towards the margins, and was 
speaking, curiously, of stretching, scratching, to look more closely at other 
details. Instead of rational interpretations of space, she proposed phenom-
enological readings. They then mention Sara Ahmed’s Queer Phenomenology. I 
would say that art practice in general has shifted towards a phenomenological 
approach, where changes in state are closely considered, not only in a me-
dium, or the light, but also in how we feel, what approach do I take towards 
things? How do I relate to objects? What is my sense of order? Or disorder? 
The subject is strongly present here, which also has to do with kinetics, our 
relation to technology, light, the effects of some things on other things... They 
bring up a couple of ideas on one of the artists that could easily be valid for 
others about three fields of operation: 1) self-representation, 2) mechanical 
and functional issues, and 3) generating situations. They read another para-
graph from Halberstam—from the chapter ‘Wildness, Loss and Death’. It’s a 
quote by the anthropologist Michael Taussig. Wildness, he says, ‘creates slip-
page and a grinding articulation between signifier and signified, and makes of 
these connections spaces of darkness and light in which objects stare out in 
their mottled nakedness while signifiers float by’. Momentarily, they are mot-
tled with impressions.

And how do you think it could be laid out? This is such a hard space. It’s not 
easy to bring such different works together in a place like this.

I feel the show is destined to fail. And I don’t necessarily mean to say that’s a 
bad thing. What would you do with it?

I’d focus on helping things to circulate, on making it a bit liquid, fluid—not 
compartmentalising it. Letting people move freely through it, and the works 
contaminate one another.

Wouldn’t it be great to put all the works, whatever they end up being, on the 
ceiling? Raising everything. And for people to see the exhibition lying face up 
on a trolley and rolling around the space, so then you get that circular thing 
and everything is mixed up... I’d even say accumulated—packed together, 
even mistreated—in a big lump. I’d call it Blood and Guts in High School.

And what about putting some noise in there? I mean, exhibitions tend to be 
noiseless. But silence doesn’t seem to fit most of the works here...

We could cover the windows with filters and play with the light...and create 
other atmospheres. There was an exhibition by Adrià Julià a couple of years 
ago where he put up some filters, and this green atmosphere floated through 
the space... It was a nice move...

On green...there’s a chapter in José Esteban Muñoz’s Utopía Queer where 
he talks about camouflage...and I was thinking about specks, all that, and 
that there was also this exercise in being there and not...hiding and turning 
concealment into a way of revealing yourself. Esteban didn’t like camouflage 
because he associated it with green and his dad. And his dad hated green 
because, as a Hispanic migrant in the US, he associated it with the army. 
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But then Muñoz began to see how camouflage could be a form of art that 
tries to approximate nature, and then he related its queer dimension to the 
ornament. He accessorised it.

Interpellations, background, figure. They have a long conversation about struc-
tures: walls, ceilings, floors. They bring up Rosalind Krauss’s famous article on 
the frame and the grid, which they aren’t very fond of: they’re everywhere—
Grindr, Instagram—everything is grid-shaped. I’d set mottling against the grid in 
this show. Let’s see when we get it set up how much of a grid there is in it. It’d 
be nice to make it mottled, for mottles to channel the works. Expanded mot-
tling: light reflections, ripples, the air that moves us. They wonder if mottled 
surfaces are always somewhat disordered, irregular, or not. They say mottling 
veils things... Sometimes they’re strident, sometimes diluted, they can go un-
noticed, get camouflaged, different planes get confused. Speckles are also 
transparency, what you can see in a shallow river through the water, where 
bodies become liquid and blurred... Hair waving, tangles, the battered fold, the 
breeze that comes and goes, the gaps to dive into, the things that walk along 
the edges, the shivering line, the sideways glance, oblong folds, the depths 
crammed with things, a soft hardness, a hard softness. Constellations, cumuli, 
gleams that link, assaults of shining light, scattered colours, and impressions 
like polka dotted suns in the half-darkness. They speak of mottled, fragmented 
time, of a mottling of images, something erratic. And they end up—how could 
they not?—with a question that turns in the crescent and comes back to them: 
What might a mottled form of writing look like?
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RAKEL WINCHESTER
Julen García 

Rakel Winchester is a singer and composer from Córdoba, whose hit single El marío de 
la cannisera was released in 2004. Her style fuses rumba and pop, and its straightforward, 
outspoken lyrics soon drew the public’s attention. The album Vale, Montoya no soy…, 
which the single was part of, burst onto the scene at the same time as other groups from 
Córdoba, such as Las Chuches and Las Ketchup.

Her record label failed dismally in their distribution of her second album Rutina Matrimonial 
(2008), and she has not released anything since then. The singer’s incipient career was cut 
short. Her style, on the one hand, did not fit the industry’s conventions. But also, she refused 
to take part in clichéd requests: to do a nude for Interviú magazine, or invent her own dance. 
Rakel has nevertheless continued to write stories, which have been published in the books 
Desde mi mucha…o poca vergüenza, 2012, and Ábrete corasón, 2016, and on her blog. She 
has also worked with other artists and occasionally played to live audiences.

Media portrayals of Rakel share a characteristic which I want to point out: their constant 
search for the morbid details of the life behind her lyrics. But their attempts meet with 
resistance. First, they try to conjure up brazenness but encounter timidity, and when they 
look for a caricature, they find someone who eludes any stereotypes. And when they come 
across that resistance with Rakel herself, misogynistic frustration sets in—the frustration 
that will only allow autobiography when it fits into masculine projections. The writer is 
asked to be what others ask of her.

*

I wrote this introduction for the interview I was planning with Rakel Winchester. Now, 
rereading it for this text, I wonder if you won’t find it too one-directional. The project 
turned out to be nothing but a projection. And so, I hate to tell you, but there is only 
one voice in the whole text—mine—trying to invoke, to draw, to bring Rakel into focus, 
speaking to that empty chair.

I’ve often asked myself why I wanted to do this project, and why with her—what was the 
reflection I was looking for? We’ve had an on-and-off relationship. I remember listening 
to her music as a child in the car as my parents tried in their melancholy way to evoke 
Córdoba. At university, I went back to her and played her music to my friends, but they 
couldn’t see what I did in her, or at least not as strongly, and I wondered if my liking for 
her was just an emotional connection.

In 2016, I went to see her concert in Vallecas, Madrid, and loved it. I really liked the way 
she used her own fragility to hold her act together. The accompaniment clashed with the 
chords; it all seemed like sabotage. But she kept it up and sang songs almost ten years old. 
Fuck continuity; twenty-two songs are more than enough for a life.

Then I moved to Córdoba, far away and alone. To avoid feeling too out of place, I started 
searching for similar souls when I got there. A kind of conversation, albeit imaginary. I saw 
Rakel and was inspired by her energy. So, I slowly built up a myth to my own liking: her 
ability to transform ordinary things into extraordinary, to do away with the boundaries 
separating art from everyday life; her career with all its unfulfilled expectations…life 
itself, de-dramatised. In this culture, where success is so deeply ingrained, it’s hard to 
understand failure as a style. I wondered how she had managed to carry that image that 
draws me so much in a city that screams at you ‘Run!’, when she is so exposed publicly 
working as a waitress.

I arrived at our first meeting wanting to offer Rakel a fairly concrete proposal and took 
with me a folder stuffed with references: Jackie O.’s sunglasses, Vito Acconci’s Following 
Piece, Amy Winehouse at a supermarket, the Balenciaga paparazzi campaign, Kardashian 
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clone photos for Yeezy, Steven Meisel’s street style editorial for Vogue, Douglas Gordon’s 
Zidane, Ana Laura Aláez’s pressed ham portrait, Elizabeth Peyton…and a small idea of 
what might come out of it: a fanzine including the interview with photos of her going 
down a staircase on the streets of Cuesta Pero Mato or Luján.

Well, we had that first meeting, but then life got in the way. I fear I might have ended up 
becoming one of the long list of people who ask Rakel for something or other and then 
get brushed off. She didn’t, or couldn’t, respond, maybe as a result of often being let down, 
or maybe because life can simply get in the way and you can’t take on every single thing. 
So, for now, Rakel is not in the interview you are about to read. How do I imagine her? 
Holding fast to her elusive stance, material but invisible.

*

Her lips are contoured but not full, and are painted carmine red or flower pink, not pink 
pink. Her hair matches them, red to pink, wig-like. Her hair is teased at the top and 
straight at the bottom, separated on each side of her head by two clips. She looks like a 
jellyfish when she walks. A ghost holding up an image as time goes by, a ‘ghost in the shell’. 
Sometimes a pair of sunglasses, large and brightly coloured, cheap-looking. Altogether, 
her face looks like a painting, like Maruja. Her clothes are a succession of layers or patches 
that melt into her tattoos. I once read that Rick Owens thought of his clothing as a pedestal 
for holding up the head; Rakel is held up by a high neckline, which finishes off the portrait 
with thin straps or corsets. Her clothes have strong colour combinations: red and yellow, 
green and pink; punk touches (studded belts, ripped tights, tartan); polka dots, touches of 
pop. And finally, high platform boots, almost gothic, turn each step into a performance.

Unanswered interview

1. Rakel, people have seen your work as autobiographical, but I see that more in the 
tone of it than in its contents. I don’t have the feeling I’m hearing someone’s life story; 
it’s more like a set of stories that create a landscape, a way of being in the world.

2. Actually, I heard that most of them are stories you’ve been told and then you tell in 
the first person.

3. So, I like to think of you as transcribing. You’ve been working behind a bar for more 
than twenty years, and the experiences you talk about are well-known stories.

4. It’s an interesting position because you’re inside and outside at the same time. You 
speak from the self, but the things you focus your attention on require a certain 
distance to be seen.

5. Which brings me to your stance as an artist. You belong to certain contexts (flamenco, 
rock, arty) but always on the edges.

6. Does that distancing technique give you a way to make your waitressing job more 
fruitful and not get too emotionally involved in it?

7. Some of my favourite lyrics of yours are when you make specific reference to Cór-
doba: the Lowen (a nightclub), the red flats (apartment blocks in the Fuensanta dis-
trict), ‘Dyc with black Fanta’ (slang for Coca-Cola), Corredera Square, pegolete (non-
sense), telera (a type of bread), etc.

8. Many of those are words in spoken language. Do you have an interest in including 
those codes and upholding them as a vocabulary of knowledge?

9. The kinds of stories you invoke are peculiar but also common, full of absurdity, and 
reveal private experiences directly, with no drama. I recognise something specific to 
Córdoba there.

10. You’ve often said how your career has been shaped by limitations and by having held 
back out of modesty or shyness. You have said that you ‘haven’t done it all because I 
was too shy’. Has your shyness limited you so much?

11. In that regard, I think that limitations define your style really expressively—from 
your voice, to your musical accompaniment, to your strongly personal approach to 
live performance.

12. You’re shy, but you also take risks. You have a strong body, but it seems to be cracking 
up the whole time: you jerk. There are some artists who openly reveal their discomfort 
with the live gig convention and bring the audience into that. Do you feel that’s the 
case with you?
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13. Do you think provocation can be confused with a lack of professionalism? I see it as 
representing frankness.

14. As regards professionalism—I don’t know you very well, but I’d guess that’s a word 
you’ve had problems with; it forces you to contrast your own interests with other 
people’s expectations.

15. There are singers like Cecilio G. or Yung Beef who sabotage their own live acts, 
for instance by turning up halfway through. They show that the situation is held 
together by their fame, not by them. But you hold your own live acts together. You’re 
a different kind of artist.

16. I read in an interview that you never rehearse—the secret of your gigs are your 
mistakes and how you deal with them.

17. I have to admit that at your Vallecas concert, I got pissed off by the way your musician 
hadn’t memorised the chords properly.

18. You say the members of your group are your family. Is your bond with them essential 
to your work?

19. You also speak of the need for affection in creative work. I loved the way that when 
we first met, you said, ‘We need to come out of this being friends; otherwise there’s 
nothing I can do’.

20. Your career is closely intertwined with the people you work with. I wonder if you’ve 
found it hard to go on without your band, or to define Rakel Winchester as a solo 
artist.

21. One of the other things that has marked your career is your relationship to Córdoba. 
I heard you say in an interview somewhere that you know it’s a difficult city but you 
don’t want to leave because it’s yours; you like the way the residential buildings are no 
more than two or three storeys high so the sky is so open, and how clothes don’t dry 
like that anywhere else. But sometimes the city seems to be against you and stifle any 
chances of success. How have you experienced that?

22. There are so few artists in positions of power, and the politics of representation are 
everywhere: flamenco, gypsy, Andalucian, feminism...making it really hard to work 
without representing the institution itself. It leaves no space for individualism. Could 
that be why you’ve been left out of so many events?

23. In spite of it all, you’ve spoken proudly of the musicians you’ve worked with and 
admire—your accomplices, like El Drogas. Is that one of the ways you survive?

[…]

To know more about Rakel, I recommend these two interviews on YouTube: Rakel Win-
chester with Jesús Quintero on Ratones Coloraos (2008), and with Abellán on La Jungla 
4.0 (2017); as well as her blog: http://eltxotxolabennarda.blogspot.com/; and, of course, 
her music.

First encounter. 
September 2020. 
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HARRIAK
Arrakalan FX, one-day programme.
02/07/2022. Markina-Xemein, Bizkaia. [H1, H2]
Different venues: Uhagon Kulturgunea, Arretxinaga chapel, prison.
Artists: Eneko Borao, M. Benito Píriz, Myriam RZM, Javier R. Pérez-Curiel, Alazne 
Lastra Crespo ‘Arakn3’.
Mediator: Itziar Markiegi Oiza ‘Jana Jan’.
Critique: Oihane McGuinness Armendariz.

- Arretxinaga chapel, 12:30: presentation and performance by Eneko Borao, I Wish 
Your Death, precede a una lluvia helada (Danza_venganza).

- Behind Uhagon Kulturgunea, 13:30: recital with autotune by M. Benito Píriz, The 
Most DramatiC Panda EVER.

- Behind Uhagon Kulturgunea, 14:00: concert by Myriam RZM, Ruido Proto_ritual.
- Uhagon Kulturgunea outdoor café, 14:30: lunch.
- Arretxinaga chapel,16:00: performance by Javier R. Pérez-Curiel, Buscar refugio al 

abrigo del sincretismo.
- At the prison, 17:00: live session by Arakn3, Baila o Muere.

Buru-belarri, buru eta bihotz. Burugogor!, exhibition.
16/09/2022 – 16/10/2022. Zalla, Bizkaia. [H3, H4]
Venue: Kultur Etxea.
Artists: Adrián Romero, Eider García Lete, Gorka Lazpiur, Matxalen Oñate.
Mediator: Mikel Ruiz Pejenaute.
Critique: Arantza Santesteban.

- 16 September, 18:00: opening and conversation with mediator and artists.
- 5 October, 17:00 – 19:00: public meeting with the Ezkipean Batuak group.

UNDER GRASS, exhibition.
23/09/2022 – 21/10/2022. Arrasate, Gipuzkoa. [H5, H6]
Venue: Kulturate.
Artists: Sara Ayesa, Nagore Chivite, Camilo Tonon.
Complementary artist activity by Iker Ruiz de Apodaka ‘Judy’.
Mediator: Usoa Fullaondo.
Critique: Iñigo Villafranca.

- 23 September, 18:00: exhibition presentation and conversation with mediator and 
artists. Opening: 19:00.

- 12 October, 19:00: concert by Judy.

4:2:1, exhibition. 
04/11/2022 – 27/11/2022. Balmaseda, Bizkaia.
Venue: Horcasitas jauregia.
Artists: Leyre Arraiza, Javier Ozcoidi, Iker Ruiz de Apodaka.
Mediator: Iskandar Rementeria.
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AGENDA  
2021/2022
PHOTOS OF 2021 EREMUAK CONFERENCES [A1], [A2]

ONGOING CALL FOR APPLICATIONS
SELECTED PROJECTS
JURY’S DECISION, DECEMBER 2021

- Mediation
Asociación Obrador [Iván Gómez Gutiérrez, Inés 
García Gómez, Raquel Asensi Blanco]: Obrador 
Asociación Cultural Artxibo [Tamara García, Sara 
Berasaluce]: Alojar la mirada

- Artistic creation
Alberto Díez Gómez: Demasiado y demasiado 
poco
HAIEK Koop. Elk. Txikia [Maite Mugerza, Marina 
Suárez Ortiz de Zárate, Natalia Suárez Ortiz 
de Zárate, Andrea Berbois, Martín Ferrán, Ion 
Arregi]: Tripak Haiek

- Interpretation
Dinamoa sormen gunea (Kulturaz Koop.): ZIGa-
ZAGa
101 Asociación Cultural de la Indumentaria: 101 
publicación impresa

JURY’S DECISION, MARCH 2022

- Mediation
Bapore Atelier [Irati Inoriza, Laura Peña]: Bapore 
Atelier

JURY’S DECISION, MAY 2022

- Mediation
Maite Alonso Cuadrado: KEMAR
Jasone Miranda Bilbao: Ni tan rojo como el fuego 
ni tan blanco como la nieve

- Artistic creation
Gu [Akane Saraiva Rando, Alba Cuesta Santos, 
Alba Rúa González, Amaia Ibarbia Churruca, 
Ainhoa del Barco, Camilo Tonon, Elena Aguado, 
Estéfana Román Matesanz, Ibon Landa, Irati 
Petuya Ingunza, John Mark Hill III, Jone Erzilla 
Etxegibel, Lucía Jayo, María Cascón Urizar, Mikel 
Sarmiento Hernández, Miren Candina, Nagore 
Chivite, Oihane Mitxeo, Víctor Ortuño, Zihara 
Merino Jaio]: Ondoko

EXHIBITION - HAMAHIRU
Hamahiru is the 3rd edition of the eremuak group 
exhibition held at the host institution, Tabakalera, 
Donostia-San Sebastián. HARRIAK, an initiative 
which aims to activate new spaces for mediation 
and the exhibition and dissemination of art, was 

the ‘archive’ and initial basis of the exhibition, 
which took place in Hall 2, Tabakalera, Donostia-
San Sebastián, 14 October – 14 December 2022.

Artists:
Miren Candina (Hondarribia, 1994), Clara Elizondo 
(Donostia-San Sebastián, 1995), Santiago Fernán-
dez-Mosteyrín (Madrid, 1982), Esti Ibarra (Elorrio, 
1995), Ibon Landa Amutxategi (Vitoria-Gasteiz, 
1994), Ainhoa Lekerika Obieta (Lezama, 1998), 
Miel Oyarzabal (Durango, 1994), Mikel Ruiz Pe-
jenaute (Zumárraga, 1990), Ander Pérez Puelles 
(Llodio, 1996), Javier R. Pérez-Curiel (Oviedo, 
1978), Anemotorazing (Ortuella, 1991), Ignacio 
Sáez (Bilbao, 1971), Natalia Suárez Ortiz de Zárate 
(Vitoria-Gasteiz, 1994).

ARTIST GRANTS [APA]
SELECTED ARTISTS:
Luis Candaudap Guinea, Claudia Rebeca Lorenzo.

APA 2023 Call for projects: Term 1.

INTERNATIONAL RESIDENCY AT ART OMI
23 June – 18 July 2022
SELECTED ARTIST: María Ibarretxe [A3].

RESIDENCY AT HALFHOUSE
4 July – 2 September 2022
SELECTED ARTIST: Irantzu Yaldebere [A4].
 
EXHIBITION, IRANTZU YALDEBERE
Opening [Vermell passió]: 2 September 2022, 
Halfhouse.

2022 EREMUAK CONFERENCES; PRESENTATION 
OF THE MAGAZINE EREMUAK #9 
Conferences, Friday 28 – Saturday 29 October, 
Hall Z, Tabakalera, during which eremuak #9 was 
also presented. The conferences were conceived 
as a space in relation and cohabitation with 
Hamahiru, the 3rd edition of the eremuak group 
exhibition, as well as for presenting some of the 
projects supported by eremuak in the past year.

Presentations: Basilika, Itziar Bilbao Urrutia, 
Miren Candina, Nazario Díaz, Raúl Domínguez, 
Clara Elizondo, Santiago Fernández-Mosteyrín, 
Gabriele Muguruza, Gu –Ondoko residency–, 
Halfhouse, Iñaki Imaz, Laida Lertxundi, Claudia 
Rebeca Lorenzo, Guillermo Orjales, Mikel Ruiz 
Pejenaute, Irantzu Yaldebere.

CALL FOR APPLICATIONS: ART OMI 
INTERNATIONAL RESIDENCY 2023 
Application dates: 28 November – 16 December 
2022.




