
I have never felt that my dedication to art was written into my genes. I 

am neither an artist by vocation nor am I gifted. I am an artist by sheer will, I 

am an artist by decision, by the stubborn resolve to turn myself into someone 

with a certain idea of risk, someone radically useless, convinced that one must 

not avoid making a fool of oneself: to be prepared to die with one’s boots on. I 

am talking about my role in society.  

I wanted to be nothing. In fact, I did not want to be. Yet there I was, in 

some way prescient of the Thomas Bernhard who many years later would 

become such a part of me, and at an early age I chose to take the opposite 

tack. ‘Whoever wins, just as long as it’s the opposition,’ as my mother would 

pragmatically sum it up.  

 If we’re going to be something, let it be nothing. If we’re going to be 

somewhere, let it be with the stars. To be a star.  

 My melancholic character, a sclerotic sponge soaked in sorrow and 

alienation, wandered, perplexed, between an unhealthy attraction to solitude 

and a crass zest for danger, for that ‘Who said fear, men?’ which my maternal 

grandfather bequeathed me.  

 For family reasons, I often visited a couple of easel painting studios. It 

was all so seductive. The leaded windows filtering the light (particularly 

impressive when the sun was high), the heavy velvet curtains, somewhat 

faded, which added character to that light and the finishing touch to the 

rococo caissoned ceilings, the throb of colour, the absence of the models I 

knew had been there and the vaporous dizziness in which I became lost, 

perhaps ‘high’ on oils, varnishes and solvents. The atelier aesthetics were, 

without doubt, the ideal setting for my future solitude.  

 I had barely turned seven. In a vain attempt to follow the ghosts that 

inhabited the dark, I surrendered to the reality of daily awakening without 

being able to turn myself into my shadow and set out to cultivate other hopes 

and illusions. Since life seemed inevitable, I decided to live not one but several 

lives. In an attractive and mute catlike transhumance, I would move through 

manifold scenarios assuming the gestures of the role most suitable, at every 

turn, to my idle state of being. Romantic as much as individualist, eccentric as 

much as over-the-top, dandy as much as impertinent.  



 I learned to see and I forgot to imagine. Out of fear rather than daring, I 

chose the appropriate disguise best to perform the role demanded by each 

situation. With my face barely recognisable, like a transfer, squashed in the 

gutter, I ‘performed’ with one half of the mask.  

 Ardent opponent of life, indefatigable and persevering in the task of 

trying to understand the world, though not to share in it, I decided to take the 

risk and devote myself to something useless, to disguise life as a pastime. 

Having been instilled with the idea of a future in besuited pursuit of 

transcendence, the only way out was to not understand existence as a road to 

a goal. I would dare to escape the tedium and monotony, the comfortable 

boredom of a promising future. It would be enough for me to ‘bide my time’, 

entertaining myself in fixing on small details and sharpening differences, 

longing to cheat, foot in mouth, the irremediable scam of life.  

 To elude the perfection for which they strove to prepare me. To escape 

through art; defying my elders. To be an artist as an alibi, as an excuse for 

overcoming my shyness, for doing the wrong thing, for saying the outrageous 

and acting irresponsibly. To make a fool of myself openly, without needing to 

cover up my helplessness, my anxieties, my fears, my ignorance, with the 

ceremonious rictus of imperturbability. I longed for celebrity as a means of 

destroying the cloak of false modesty, mean nature and overwhelming 

mediocrity of the rancid environment that surrounded me. An environment 

that, impregnated with the smell of priests, the military, functionaries, 

shopkeepers and a middle class in cahoots with the dictator, offended any 

form of sensitivity.  

 I tried, shamelessly, to portray the autobiographical fantasies of the 

entire world. To confront with humour life’s dirty tricks and to anticipate 

haughtily the irremediable. Beyond that improbable star being, humans 

provided me with little in the way of inspiring material. They excited neither 

my fantasies nor my eyes. They seemed to me irremediably obtuse and 

opaque. Objects, as well as animals, seemed friendlier, more conversational, in 

short, much more ‘people-like’. But even animals were, frequently, too human. 

I focused on objects. Initially I fixed my attention on the most ingenious, most 

attractive, most surprising, most useless objects. And in that imbalance, I 

managed to become a seer of the mute histories festering in those objects.  



 I constructed myself as an artist. Artist and acrobat, on the tightrope, 

preserving my independence from a ‘fan base’ and a market that, on the other 

hand, has paid little attention to me; they don’t consider me a professional. 

And, truth be told, they are not mistaken, because I have always resisted 

seeing my dedication to art as my profession. My dedication to art arises from 

an attempt at social and emotional survival. Because, as a deliberate artist, I 

am convinced that art is dispensable, that it is good for nothing or, at best, for 

keeping us company in our desolation. Just as we can find similar company, 

of a humble sort, in that manner of collecting without cataloguing, which does 

not entail the ticking-off of boxes, but rather accumulating, with obsessive 

greed, bits of the past, with or without pedigree, to ‘appease’ nostalgic 

anxieties.  

 My work is that of an amateur with the soul of a boxer, but with his feet 

poorly planted and a punch far short of devastating. An artist with a tendency 

to go off-register, who has preferred to take aim before shooting and who has 

looked for the cry in the most unexpected onomatopoeia, rather than in the 

most shrill. An intimist artist, but not parapolitical. A light, rather than non-

volatile or insubstantial, artist. Autistic?  

 It’s just that I notice the present only when it has passed, that is, when 

it is past. My retarded development has permitted me to age with delayed 

disappointment. As a romantic besieged by absolute unbelief, art is in the end, 

above all, my space of resistance. The space of the authenticity of the artifice, 

the deceit, the faux pas, the illusory, the simulation, the interstitial, the latent 

and the rooted in the interstitial. That space, open or closed, in which, since I 

cannot not be, I can almost be nothing.  

 

Perhaps at heart, I didn’t even want to be an artist.  
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