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ALFONSO DE LA TORRE

And | floated into the scorching darkness of the southern day
Vladimir Nabokov, 1923

[

An endeavour to express how Javier Pérez’s work is situated precisely in the unsayable,
given that its essence is to tell what is not possible to express, as if words were foreign to
it, a Blanchotian realm of resounding silence, images emerging in a place where words
never reach, where voices that never speak abound. Yet, nonetheless, one could also
state: it is not possible to conceive these images without transfiguring ourselves into them

]

LIKE A WAYWARDNESS

You must not say that you understand me
Franz Kafka

Like a waywardness, a fading away that shines all of a sudden, like unbridled radiance, an
intimacy that needs to be expressed. As a mirror of expression and pain, like a night of
yore, it dwells in the work of Javier Pérez (Bilbao, 1968). And also in the shadows,
stealthily clinging to creations that seem like a succession of interruptions, of windows
looking out onto mysterious realms populated by nomadic images, as if springing forth in
differing temporal ecstasies. | hear his arrhythmic respiration, the shortness of breath
following strenuous effort, his other being. Is it calm or panic perchance? Yet, while
eliciting connections with the work of contemporary artists proves fraught, | believe that
Javier Pérez’s practice ought to be grasped from that distinctive region inhabited by the
creations of Holderlin, Mallarmé, Bataille, Celan, Blanchot or Artaud, the waywardness



inhabited by poetry from that endless, perpetual wellspring of pain from which creation
pours forth. And from his insider’s knowledge of the history of forms, which is also rooted
in twentieth-century thinking, Derrida or Deleuze for instance, bringing into play anew the
tenets of art, a thrust for a new beginning and a questioning of art objects, now
conscientiously imbuing them with an ontological sense, yet without overlooking what has
been already said and its reverberating echoes. It seems to me that just as one stumbles
across a certain strand of Duchamp’s thinking, his marginalia, and especially his creations
that induce a sense of unease and estrangement, and a yearning spurred by the
awakening of consciousness, the instantaneous collisions of softness or certain nameless
interregnums that would appear to be dominated neither by time nor by space, so too has
Pérez come across the disquiet of certain Duchampian images, “Torture-morte” (1959), an
anamorphosis of flesh and insects, or plant-like metamorphoses such as “Sculpture-
morte” (1959), the same unsettling effect that could well underpin “Collar de seda” (1996)
transporting that same repulsive beauty to another time. These hybrid conjunctions of
plant and flesh remind me of other hybridizations in the history of art like, for instance, the
beautiful encounter between birds and plants of Etienne-Jules Marey, which, at once, call
to mind Pérez’s “Médula” (2020). Strange presences? | am brought to mind of the artist’s
desk, like the dissection table of “Anatomia del deseo” (2000), in soft white porcelain, a
contemporary vanitas somewhere between attraction and repulsion, or, in his own words:
“the excessive voluptuousness of nature confronted with the inescapable triumph of
death.”

SUFFERING AND THINKING. WITHOUT END

A strange sense of certainty is produced by a summa of presences built on the instability
and collapse of the image—that convulsion in his work | wrote about years back : beauty
shall be convulsive or it shall not be—which reminds me of “Héabito” or the necklace in the
aforementioned “Collar de seda”, back in 1996, his closed, open and half-open buds,
germinating or already burst, his butterflies frozen in the nothingness of time. Like a voice
crying in the distance, a word we may listen to or ignore, caught between awareness and
fragility, Pérez’s works are substantiated as apparitions, irrefutable and passionate
presences appear to emerge in a new moment of time, with his creations often giving us
the sense that we are eye-witnesses to the moment of happening, a proximity that throws
us, as if the inaugural moment of the original experience were taking place, present yet
out of reach, works suddenly made impetuously, incessantly and endlessly visible. A half-
open space at night as if, this time for real, it were the place of the secret. Leading us to
the nocturnal canticles of John of the Cross, the restful night that lies in wait for the
breaking of the dawn, but also the dark mask spawned by night.

In this room of manifold places, Javier Pérez has built his dwelling as an artist, almost as
if wishing to emulate the intoxicating multiplicity of Giordano Bruno’s spiritus
phantasticus, a machine that multiplied narrations. This is in fact the secret measure of a
precise intimacy of expressing: ultimately, as Pérez seems to contend, works of art are
displayed and revealed by means of their secret dimension, appearing or perhaps caught
between separation and space, estrangement or alienation: in their unfolding in
mysterious emptiness.

“Suffering and thinking are secretly linked,” Maurice Blanchot would write, but, he added,
thinking cannot be anything but disturbing and so, tempted to transition from direct
intimacy to universal pain, like a shared experience of solitude and finishing, our artist
advocates a mysterious reflection on what is hidden under the surface of the real. This
leads him to set out on an inordinate exploration of figurability, digging into the possible



existence of new forms inscribed in the cracks of the real which, nonetheless, are
divested of authenticity, to the degree that they arrive to the world as distillations of the
most authentic truth, the very thing we demand, located on the sidelines of silence. It is
difficult to find them together with other pre-existing ones. Rather his undertaking is a
story of exceptions and his creations are twinned with the forces that pierce the world,
bringing to mind Cirlot, because when seeing the non-being of some of his images one
perceives the difficult comparison, to such an extent that one is forced into another world
in order to try to grasp them. Sculptures like fragmentary stories, the other side of a cry,
the underbelly of a song that never ends, traces of the visible alongside something
invisible, reminding me of André Breton when he spoke of “certain of those objects that
one approaches only in dreams.”

The meaning of the world is to be found outside the world, Wittgenstein heroically
whispers to us. As if returning to the origin, Pérez crosses through all levels of experience
to find the primal state of matter, whether animal or vegetable, blood and cells, skin or
mud, the chaos of the first days, the thick branches blocking the way. Like in the original
primeval forest, the vertigo of infinitude, emptiness and nothingness exhausted by the
unfathomable cosmos, the return or flight. As if the emptiness all around were really the
end. When it is only the beginning.

DESTITUTION AND DISPOSSESSION [DRAWING]

How can you see in the dark? An artist of the unsayable, of the unsaid but present, of
destitution and dispossession, of bountiful solitude symbolized in his latest drawings that
appear to reflect his contact with the wooded environment of the Montseny natural park,
roads, the freedom of the world beyond the studio: the night, rain and fallen leaves, what
bears a name or perchance hides it, found amidst mysterious vegetation and mist-
shrouded paths. A night-time traveller, always on the verge of reaching the bend where
Duchamp’s “Etant donnés” lies in wait, armed with his Bec Auer oil lamp, the body and
flesh poised for the unhappy encounter.

The madness of the shadow, of the vegetal instant, the path or tunnel of trees, the hollow
cavity expressed as emptying. Pérez had drawn nature secularly (raindrops, landscapes,
neurons, animals-plants, flows, skins, hair and embryonic lives), but now with his large
format pastel drawings on black cardstock called “Caminos” (2021), his work seems to be
populated by endeavours to capture mist and fog, a leaden time represented as a weave,
a weft of endless night. Like scanning the metrics of affiliation, recent months occupied
by methodically and obsessively drawing roads at night. Who speaks of truth speaks of
shadow, as Celan might put it, the fortune and misfortune of the image, like someone
hearing and refusing to hear, as it they were expecting an oracular word confronted with
the exercise of unfolding, like the practice on a single truth. Mysterious listening in
deepest night like cosmic man, we are shrouded in Pérez’s nigredo mists. Many of these
works look like they have taken place in frightful nocturnal regions he tries to represent by
means of the execution of drawings, as if a grandiose writing in the alphabet of silence.
Immerse in nocturnal spaces of nature, his mercurial paths wind towards an uncertain
region, as if it were gathered about and retracted over itself. These paths in nature cut
cross others that unfold in dreams and, so, in consequence, one is led to believe that this
journey to the suspended region might well embrace suites like “Night currents” (2018)
and others, such as the cases of “Revelaciones”, “Presencias y ausencias”, “En
suspension”, “Lapsus” and “Manifestaciones”, ca. 2017-2018, that appear to have
emerged in a trance induced by night-time currents.

Catching a glimpse of a drawing by Javier Pérez, a reddish linear structure, “Capilares



II” (2001), that might be a luscious jungle, a landscape, a cluster of veins, a writing, like
“Escritura neuronal II” (2007), that forces one to focus on the sign of red in his work.
Journeying inwards, until vanishing, as suggested by the title of “Desaparecer

dentro” (1995-2005), as if in disappearing, entering into that black abyss, the chasm of
night in mysterious nature would finally allow us to begin the creative undertaking,
teetering on that unsteady fulcrum. Perchance the painful trembling of his hand when
drawing brings to the surface another pain, like his suite of drawings “Cabeza

Raiz” (2011) or his “Mascara mortuoria” (2010) . Ultimately, an inner journey not so far
removed from that “Narcissus” (2006), so near to what Rudolf Otto would evoke, on the
numinous, in his great work “The Idea of the Holy” (1917): the ganz andere, wholly other,
the beauty able to arise from the abyss of an infernal gaze. Ah, that deep heaven.

ROAD IN THE NIGHT

| shall be telling this with a sigh
Somewhere ages and ages hence:
Two roads diverged in a wood, and |—
| took the one less traveled by,

And that has made all the difference.
Robert Frost

(-..) Who in holy night roamed from one place to the next
Friedrich Hélderlin

(...) We ourselves! We delight in flinging ourselves into the night.
Friedrich Hélderlin

Are these paths but circuitous paths, circuitous paths from thou to thou?
Paul Celan

Like an attempt to penetrate the thick woods, to travel paths that hold out hope. | am
reminded of those graphite drawings by Van Gogh, paths among black poplars. The
roads of Pisarro and Cézanne, the roads that Heidegger seemed to rediscover in Sainte-
Victoire, the trees of Asher Brown Durand, the suffering forests of Emily Carr, the dark
entangles of Salvator Rosa, and Mondrian’s ashen trees.

The wandering centre: a cavity is breached, like a disconsolate centre, in these drawings
by Pérez with white almost filament-like delineations, drawings painted on black paper
that issue an invitation to penetrate deeper into the mystery of the dark hole, a summons
to destroy the prejudices of vision, to paint fullness in the quest for emptiness. In other
drawings, what is depicted shows the earth populated by a chaos of remains along an
endless road.

Pérez does not draw vegetation, but rather the mysterious presence of those who



contemplate it, with, it would seem, as much fear as insistence. An exercise in
truthfulness, these wonderless roads of wonder are the representation of venturing to feel
your way at night along intact and visible paths, just as the paths of painting might also
be, imagining how to dwell in an unknown territory, a joyful engagement with sounding
out the unknown. A land of departed gods, like a corner of the world that could not bear
the weight of light, an emptiness, a region we call silence. The possibility of a secret,
drawings of the place of estrangement, of the disappearance of invisibility, a movement in
narration revealed in interruption as if awaiting the moment to put itself back together, an
effort to bring them out into the light as if they represented a place hard to pinpoint,
something that would serve to question what is in front of our eyes, its demand for
discontinuity, impermanence and imprecision. The place looks like it is inhabited by a
slow trembling of the red body in his video “Sombra” (1998), in “the constant search in
the bleak and eerie dark.”

To be “one traveler”, as described by Robert Frost , as if Pérez could not but wander and,
as he makes his way through darkness, to descend—like in Holderlin, in the night of the
gods, as the torchbearer of the highest descends “down into our gloom —into a
conversion to blackness. Hidden entrances to an uncertain light falling from the darkness,
a nervous clarity of topoi always still-to-come, like a region that cannot bear the light, a
visible-invisible experience that contradicts itself, those roads reveal themselves stealthily.
A walk along the path amidst a murmuring silence, in these drawings there is no solid,
complete plane that would reveal the situation to us but, on the other hand, they become
a hymn to what is concealed and, in this sense, the eagerness to know, the true thirst of
being, also becomes a hymn with mystic echoes. Black maps, dense Cretan woods that
glow in the compassionate night, night-time ghosts, but also the skin of the forest, blazing
superimpositions and fragments are riven by silent warnings, a spectral welcoming of the
traveller in the roaring silence. Without respite. A tense silence, a watchful muteness.

Like a limit that refuses to belong to this limiting space, as if this road crossed through
something that could well be inhabited. As if one saw beyond what there is to be seen.
Like refraining from naming or knowing. A proximity that does not exclude what looks like
a call to a hidden witness, able to perceive that the distance keeps deepening all the time.
Like in those photos by Richard Billingham in which the road is fleetingly lit by a flash that
lights up the endless vegetation, the density sometimes seems to be powdered into ash,
the paths impossible to cross in the darkened narrativity of nocturnal signs.

Battling against perfection, the neatly wrapped up and finished, the artist finds beauty in
the encounter with the secret, like a territory on the limit between the unnameable and the
realm of existence. Like the story of a never-ending approach to an absolute drawing.
While holding on pause a movement in the narration, the moment and completeness, the
beauty of what seems to truthfully depict what appears not to be there, discovering a
voice on the walk along the road, like a road of oneself to oneself.

NOCTURNAL LIFE

(-..) in our dreams we know we shall awake;
is not that analogous to the certainty of death and if so, the future.



(...) he could rely on two or three dreadful dreams to imagine her
Vladimir Nabokov

At night (...) this descent into the dark powers (...) these dubious embraces and
everything else that can happen down there about which one remembers nothing
when one writes stories in the light of the sun.

Franz Kafka

As | was reading, | was reminded of Pérez when Tahar Ben Jelloun wrote about “a statue
of stormy silence,” like those from “El viaje nocturno” (2013): the imprint of the night left
on the marble pillow, like a Hermes bearing messages of solidified, trapped nightmares
(“Nightmares: Trapped”, 2018), marble sculpture dawns of stormy silence, those depths
once open to the abyss. Like the roots of a suffering world, something unfathomable is
preserved nested in the forlornness of the pillow, the mark of those nocturnal truths often
as remote as an inkling of light, a secret opening. The pillow sparkles now in pure shining,
the arcane uncovered but its nocturnal existence still lingers like a secret, without
delivering up its essential reserve. Like a dark unmediated struggle between the artist and
nocturnal life, one single self, divided between gravity and exaltation, the undefined split
of the being between day and night, like the slippage towards a naked violence that
would disclose unsaid things. Like a state of elation, of naked fervour, an experience that
ought to be classified as mystic ecstasy, of rapture, that loss of awareness in the inner
experience, like a power slipping the bonds of the night, able to express more than a
dream, the contemplation of someone who crosses its boundaries.

A revelation seen as an onslaught, an enigmatic shining, akin to a bridge between the
unknown inside, the night and day in which an artist slept ousted from himself, then later
constituted in discovering oneself in a revelation that thwarts a prior duel between the cry
and the song that never ends. Accordingly, | evoked Nabokov’s analytic repertoire of
dreams, as he rehearsed John Dunne’s experiment with time and its folds. And | was
reminded of the dream that Michel Leiris talked about: waking up with a cry after
dreaming about a bounded space, but “as | lean over this enclosed area and get a
glimpse of its inner darkness, | am actually gazing into myself.” The narrated enigma
continues, enclosed.

LATENT LIFE - FRESH SHOOTS

In silence, the artist appears to observe the throbbing vigour among the branches, as
expressed in the aporia of “Doble latido” (2020), “Brotes” (2017) or in “Vida

latente” (2016). Evocations of the plant world his work visits and revisits, often and as
could not be otherwise along his “roads”, drawings of the earth that might also be
confused with constellations, branches growing in cosmic space. Or perhaps, | am
thinking of another suite of about a score of watercolours called “Raices” (2010). A
sculpture of tree branches like solidified density, crystalized in bronze, ergo that arboreal
“Médula” (2020): an osseous metamorphosis found with both branch and root redolent of
the vital fluid of sap; hybrids of plants and bees alighted on the tip of the branches which
are turned into golden shoots, like liturgical solar insects. As Pérez tells us, this is “a
natural world full of strange interferences,” ultimately transformations of matter as in a



mysterious alchemy of nature returned to vegetation where there was no belonging.
Pérez conceives these works somewhere between formative mutations and
metamorphoses: “a mutation is a genetic alteration or change, while metamorphosis
affects the forms and functions of organisms, and in more complex cases of
metamorphosis it entails a complete transformation of the external appearance,
sometimes unrecognizable.” From the belief that his creation must express disaccord,
this is a wonderless moment of wonder, more like a drawing and quartering of meaning,
with branches transformed into the roots of a head, in “Cabeza raiz” (2011). By and by,
hybridizations as a place of extreme suspension that leads to the conversion of one
material into another, and so the plant-like air of the trio of works “Hibrido” (I, Il & Ill.
2006-2007), those ramified works blackened with powdered charcoal, a surreal poem in
the artist’s description: “charcoal powder / the mane of a black horse” or the bloody “Vida
quieta” (2015), now a crystalized “real” olive tree. Other hybrids: the red-tinted
“Mutaciones VII” (2005), something impossible this way comes. All of them are returned
under the fake appearance of existing images, naked presences like the exaltation of
images that lead us to resounding silence, pleroma in a desolate yet rapturous space, as
if the unknown demanded to remain unknown. Roots and branches, veins and manes,
confused with the roads of blood vessels, ropes as roots, twigs and trunks with organic
paths: “Doble latido” (2020); “Médula” (2020); “Brotes” (2017); “Vida latente” (2016); “Vida
quieta” (2015); “Reticulae natura” (2014); “Cabeza raiz” (2011); “Corona” (2011);
“Capilares 1I” (2009); “Raices” (2010) or “Mascara de seduccidn II” (2008).

CARNAL AND SPIRITUAL

| have a key

so | open the door and walk in.
It is dark and | walk in.

It is darker and | walk in.

Mark Strand

Reminiscent of fine, delicate textiles in their final rendering, animal intestines are the fabric
of the delicate tunics in “Madre” (2014) and “Virgo mater” (2012), in Pérez’s words “a work
on the reversibility of being (...) in the human being there is a natural, animal essence that
you cannot escape and which shapes us as living beings.” As a way of questioning what
it is that makes us human in essence. Spirituality and carnality, the artist ventures, are
present under an unrecognizable appearance “as an inextricable element of a large part
of my works”, believing that “the meeting of opposing concepts with their tensions and
conciliations is one of the main keys for a proper understanding of my work.” To put it
upfront: lacking apophatic violence, the attraction of horror or the dregs of the unclean
riven through contemporary art. Rather it is a trembling beauty that touches on our
ephemeral condition, the fleetingness of life, the fragility and terror of not knowing, the
difficulty of putting life on hold and, instead, standing for a constant reference to the
impermanence of forms. A beauty, as we have said, that resonates in apparently
contradictory concerns, whether they be the aforementioned carnality and spirituality, but
also that convulsive beauty that cuts across Breton’s statement just mentioned above,
precious-carrion, which Peréz resolves when he says “l like to address the meeting points
between the spiritual and the carnal, between the pure and the impure, between the
beautiful and the horrible, between attraction and repulsion (...) to confront man with his
own condition and show him that everything that frightens him is also irresistibly



attractive. That he feels drawn by his own entrails.” At this juncture, we shall introduce the
mask, the simulacrum of identity, a subterfuge that eschews time and which, like a
mimesis of sorts, cooperates in the emergence of transcendence, but also of the staging
of death. Art’s dialogue with its obscure source is absolutely crucial, that new beauty
sung by Baudelaire able to ally heaven and abyss, splendour and hell, death and sky:
“Ah, Beauty, do you hail from the depth of sky or have you sprung from the abyss (...) Ah,
Beauty, who cares if you are from heaven or from hell— colossal monster, appalling,
artless.” In the end, the surrealists explained and implemented the trembling confluence
of extremes: “everything tends to make us believe that there exists a certain point of the
mind at which life and death (...) cease to be perceived as contradictions.” We are at
times reminded of Valery when he said that Manet’s Olympia “shocks, inspires a sacred
horror.”

NUDITY AND NAKED FERVOUR. [PHOTOGRAPHY AND VIDEO-CREATION]

Pérez might well exemplify the life of an artist driven by a pressing need to construct
narrations obsessed with essential themes. An actionist of certain created sculptural
objects: | am thinking of photographs intimately bound to his own sculptures, affording
views of them in new situations, like imagined developments in time or what could be a
possible mise en scene to set them off, as if, in that way, it would explain or demonstrate
the mysterious power of images, that secret centre of everything: “Mascara

ceremonial” (2009); “Untitled (Spine)” (2006); “Collar de seda” (2005); “Mochilas
anatémicas” (1994); “Autorretrato” (1996) or “Barroco” (1997), photographs that often
strike one as complements to the work, as if that account might conciliate everything,
disclose its mysterious life, round off a story one presumes to exist in the solitude of the
art object and which is then given substance in the photograph. | am thinking now of the
installation “En el filo” (2012) and its inhabited photograph, as borne out by the
confrontation of the two here in this publication. Photographs in which, in many cases,
Javier Pérez becomes an actionist of his own creations, a body medium that wishes to
turn artistic expression into an experience. Nudity and naked fervour, the absolute
exposure of the body, the supreme irrationality of an exaltation like a poetic commentary
on itself, which does not mean to say it conceals the mystic quality of infinite vulnerability,
while at once demanding an in-depth insight into the work in order to try to understand
the complexity of the keys concealed by the images. An actionism particularly explicit in
his video-creations, like: “Latigo” (1998) or “60 escalones perpetuum mobile” (1999). And
so the narrative, Pérez’s endeavour to say everything there is to be said, unfolds cyclically
yet at once insistently, mentioning certain actions in which time would seem to be ground
to a halt in search of what appears to be a suspended space, the very impossibility that
once again welcomes estrangement, moving away from the known. [And, even in the
silence of sounds, pulsations, references to what throbs as an expression of life, perhaps
what beats, like the endless hidden thump thump of “Doble latido” (2020);

“Vibraciones” (2019); “Brotes” (2017); “Vida latente” (2016); “Un solo latido” (2015) and
“Membranas” (2013)].

THE CAROUSEL OF TIME (2012). SUCH MILD MADNESS
“Let’s sit here and watch, as if in a dream. It is like a dream for me, you know, for me



to be sitting here like this—like an especially deep dream, for a man must sleep very
heavily to dream like this. What I’m trying to say is: it is a dream | know well, have
dreamed for a long time, yes, eternally, sitting here with you as | am now. Behold—
eternity.”

Thomas Mann. The Magic Mountain (1924)

The princess of Homburg gave him a grand piano, of which he cut most of the
strings, so that only a few keys still sound—on those he fantasies. How | would like
to go to him! This madness seems so mild, so grand to me!

Bettine Von Arnim (on Hélderlin’s piano)

The dancing takes place in an ballroom, in the despair of a wartime now past. We
contemplate this mechanical ballet, the whirls and swings in the folds of time come and
go, presences or absences in a movement programmed between harmony and
disharmony, different music arriving from a distant sonority, like a reality fading into the
background. We are transported anew to another time as we contemplate this “spiral of
motion that alludes to solitude, to lack of communication,” like a state of pain put on hold,
the murmur of a world cut through with the suffering of Marie, the battered and beaten
character from “Die Soldaten”. Simulating the wait for the soldiers return, the defeat
absolute yet unknown, far and near. Raised in the dancing circle that seems to ignore the
future drama.

“El carrusel del tiempo” conveys the air of an old café, a diachronic work accompanied by
the sound of a band playing and the figurative absences in the invisible dance of bodies.
Mechanics and organs, the bodies are ultimately present in their invisibility, the ether of
their disembodied corporeity symbolized by the old shoes. The sounds of the old
recordings seems to carry with them the echo of other voices arriving from afar, like an
incessant murmur that cannot be heard.

Like in a solitary dance, an extraordinary movement constituted by immobility, there is a
melancholy that saddens everything: a phonograph accompanies, the music plays, as if
dancing, but the dancing is done by the spirit of sixteen dancing couples. Their shoes,
arranged in a grand circle, dance suspended on wires in various twirls, in a dance of
spherical time, twisting endlessly in the ether of the bodies, like worn-out puppets. Raised
a little from the floor, the shadows amidst the music, this endless dance calls out in the
emptiness. Like the extraordinary machines in Martial Canterel’s garden in “Locus Solus”
by Raymond Roussel, | am reminded of Duchamp’s rotoreliefs, and also those “moules”
whose maximum expression would be the complex mechanism of “La Mariée mise a nu
par ses Célibataires, méme (Le Grand Verre)” (1912-1923), and its many variants of
insect-like hangings (in Duchamp’s words), the disembodied couples in Pérez’s dance
draw roto-prints on the floor. Amusement and death, irony or despair, the deferred
mechanics of the bodies in this fragile mechanism of wires. As if it were, as the artist
declares, “expressing the fragmentary and transitory nature of the circumstances of our
life we believe to be fundamental.” In this solar system of suffering, the double of the
raised pairs of shoes seems to enter into presence and to represent the centre of the
drama, Marie and Desportes waiting to meet, waiting for the moment of unhappiness, in
the spiralling movement of the carousel. The former then subjected to the violence of the
latter, and of the world.

Voila I'eternité...
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“Revelaciones” (2017-2018) and “El viaje nocturno” (2013).

Like the other one from the same period, the quintet of drawings “Untitled
(Paisaje)” (2006).

And the trio of drawings from the same date.

CLAIR, Jean. De inmundo (2004). Madrid: Arena libros, 2007, p. 48. A reference to: OTTO,
Rudolf. Das Heilige. Uber das irrationale in der idee des géttlichen un sein verhaltnis zum
rationalen, 1917.

FROST, Robert. “The Road Not Taken”. In The Poetry of Robert Frost, ed. Edward
Connery Lathem, New York: Henry Holt and Company Inc., 1969. | would like to thank
Javier Pérez for introducing me to this poem.



HOLDERLIN, Friedrich. “Bread and Wine”. In Hyperion and Selected Poems. New York:
Continuum, 2002, p. 185.

HOLDERLIN, Friedrich. “Hyperion”. In Hyperion and Selected Poems. New York:
Continuum, 2002, p. 10.

CELAN, Paul. “Meridian”. In Selected Poems and Prose of Paul Celan, trans. John
Felstiner. New York: W. W. Norton & Company, 2001, p. 412.

PETZET, Heinrich Wiegand. Encounters and Dialogues with Martin Heidegger, 1929-1976,
trans. Parvis Emad and Kenneth Maly. Chicago: University of Chicago Press, 1993, p.
143. Together with the reference to Hélderlin, this would be a strange case in the work of
Heidegger, his connection with an artist like Paul Cézanne: “Cézanne’s path is the path to
which, from beginning to end, my own path as a thinker responds (corresponds) in its
own way.”

PEREZ, Javier-BLANCH, Teresa. Rojo. Didlogos entre Teresa Blanch y Javier Pérez. Op.
cit., p. 20.

FROST, Robert. “The Road Not Taken”. Op. cit.

HOLDERLIN, Friedrich. “Bread and Wine”. In Hyperion and Selected Poems. New York:
Continuum, 2002, p. 189.

The title of a drawing from 2020 which, like the suites “Madriguera”; “El desamparo” and
“Estratos”, is stylistically close to “Caminos”.

| am referring to the artist’s series of photographs: “Black Country” (2003).

Vladimir Nabokov in “Ada”, cited in: BARABTARLO, Gennady. Insomniac Dreams:
Experiments with Time by Vladimir Nabokov. Princeton & Oxford: Princeton University
Press, 2018, pp. 147 & 142, respectively.

Cited by: BLANCHOT, Maurice. “The Last Word”. Op. cit. p. 259.

BEN JELLOUN, Tahar. Jean Genet, mentiroso sublime. Madrid: Huerga y Fierro editores,
2021, p. 103.

BARABTARLO, Gennady. Insomniac Dreams: Experiments with Time by Vladimir
Nabokov. Op. cit.

DUNNE, J. W. An Experiment with Time. London: A. & C. Black, Ltd., 1927.

LEIRIS, Michel. Nights as Day, Days as Night, trans. Richard Sieburth. New York: Eridanos
Press, 1987.

PEREZ, Javier-BLANCH, Teresa. Rojo. Didlogos entre Teresa Blanch y Javier Pérez. Op.
cit. p. 16.

Ibid., p. 17.

The term was added by the artist in the description.

STRAND, Mark. “Seven Poems”. In Collected Poems. New York: Knopf, 2014, p.
110-111.



PEREZ, Javier-BLANCH, Teresa. Rojo. Didlogos entre Teresa Blanch y Javier Pérez. Op.
cit. p. 21.

Ibid., p. 26.
Ibid., p. 19. The quotes in this paragraph.

The unclean referred to for instance in: CLAIR, Jean. De inmundo (2004). Op. cit. On this
point, see: DE LA TORRE, Alfonso. Manolo Millares, la atraccién del horror. Cuenca:
Universidad de Castilla-La Mancha and Genueve Ediciones, 2016.

“Precioso, no importa lo que sea, carrofa, la cabeza de un gato muerto” [What is most
precious in the world? Anything, carrion, the head of a dead cat]. BRETON, André-
ELUARD, Paul. Dictionnaire abrégé du surréalisme. Paris: Galerie Beaux Arts, 1938. For a
more in-depth look at this issue, see: DE LA TORRE, Alfonso. Precioso, carrona. Valencia:
Universidad de Valencia, 2016.

PEREZ, Javier-BLANCH, Teresa. Rojo. Didlogos entre Teresa Blanch y Javier Pérez. Op.
cit. p. 19.

BAUDELAIRE, Charles. “Hymn to Beauty”, poem 21 in The Flowers of Evil, trans. K.
Waldrop. Middleton, Conn.: Wesleyan University Press, 2006, p. 33.

BRETON, André. “Second manifesto of Surrealism”. In Manifestoes of Surrealism, trans.
R. Seaver & H.R. Lane. Ann Arbor: University of Michigan Press, 1972. p. 123.

VALERY, Paul. “The Triumph of Manet”. In The Collected Works of Paul Valéry: Degas.
Manet. Morisot, trans. D. Paul. Princeton & London: Princeton University Press, 1956, p.
109. “Impurity personified (...). A bestial Vestal of absolute nudity, she invokes a dream of
all the primitive barbarity and ritual animality which lurks and lingers in the ways and
workings of prostitution in the life of a great city.”

PIGUET, Philippe. Javier Pérez, the Body Medium-le corps passeur. Geneva: Galerie Guy
Bartschi, 2005, pp. 5, 13 & ff.

Correspondence of Fraulein Ginderode and Bettine Von Arnim. Boston: Burnham, 1859,
p. 102.

Javier Pérez included this work in the Salzburg Festival in 2012. Installed in Karl-B6hm-
Saal, it evoked the opera by Bernd Alois Zimmermann, “Die Soldaten” (1965). The opera,
we might add, was based on a play of the same name by Jakob Michael Reinhold Lenz
(1776). The main characters are Marie and the nobleman and officer Desportes. For an
insightful comment to “El carrusel del tiempo”, see: LASINGER, Margarethe. The Breath
of Loneliness. Salzburg: Salzburger Festspiele, 2012, p. 14.

Conversation with Javier Pérez, 22 September 2021.



Shoes feature regularly in Pérez’s work. They are included in the mobile piece

“Tango” (2013), and also in “El espacio que nos separa” (2012) and the video installation
“En puntas” (2013).

Music from gramophones or phonographs that comprise, in a duration of roughly one
hour, a set of “old sounding love songs that share an atmosphere of melancholia”.
Conversation with Javier Pérez, 22 September 2021.

| am thinking of “Disques avec spirales” (1923) by Duchamp who was, as is well known,
obsessed with circular forms; rotation as a pressing need. | also saw a connection
between the two artists when contemplating Duchamp’s “Témoins Oculistes” (1920).
LASINGER, Margarethe. The Breath of Loneliness. Op. cit.



