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The truth does not “inhabit” only the “inner man”, or rather: 
there is no inner man, man is in the world, and it is in the 

world where man knows himself.

Maurice Merleau-Ponty1 

El tejido del mundo [The fabric of the world]

The project takes its name from the tissu du monde de Merleau-Ponty, a fabric of 
the world in which our body is attached, having “things in a circle around itself ”.2 
A body, he reminds us, that it is both seeing and visible. And in ourselves, at this 
junction, “from the moment in which this strange system of exchanges is given, 
all the problems of painting are given”.3 Cézanne says: “nature is inside”;4 it 
is the mysterious certainty that “quality, light, color, depth, which are there 
before us, are only there because they awaken an echo in our body, because it 
welcomes them”.5 And “the eye is what has been moved by a certain impact of 
the world and restores it to the visible through the strokes of the hand”.6

I have always believed, I have experienced, that in the process of making a work 
of art it is essential to be aware that the hand is more than an instrument: for 
Henri Focillon “it is first of all an organ of knowledge”.7 The hand is the what 
guides us in this knowing —we will return to this later— which is also recognizing 
oneself in the recreated landscape. We recognize ourselves in that fabric of the world 
in which — as Merleau-Ponty told us — our body, our being, is attached. We feel 
the resonance of the words of William Blake: “Man has no Body distinct from his 
Soul; for that called Body is a portion of Soul discerned by the five Senses, the 
chief inlets of Soul in this age”.8



Immersing yourself

In the practice of art, in the practice of painting, and more so in this experience 
of the landscape, it is necessary to immerse yourself in what is represented: to 
bury oneself until becoming one with it. It is not just a purely visual question, 
it is an experience beyond the visible: keep in mind that all the senses come 
into play in this experience. For works of art —which are first of all objects of 
contemplation— contain abyssal repositories of other experiences. It could also be 
said that —art— is a kind of distillation of essences. Little by little we understand 
what the painter Kugua Heshang [Bitter Gourd Monk] meant in his Words about 
painting. Shitao says in The Landscape, Chapter VIII: “Fifty years ago, the co-birth 
of my Self with Mountains and Rivers had not yet occurred, not because they 
were negligible values, but because I only let them exist by themselves. But now 
the Mountains and the Rivers have charged me with speaking for them; they 
were born in me and I in them”.9

Shitao, in order to approach this experience —chapter IV, Veneration of receptiv-
ity— which requires an attentive and humble contemplation of the world, tells 
us that true “receptivity is what precedes and knowledge what follows.”10 That 
is, that the painter, first of all, is a seer. His interior —we remember Cézanne — is 
a receptacle. This could be something typical of anyone who practices art as a way 
of knowing things: the need to be concave.11 To be a receptacle of the visible.

Merleau-Ponty says in his little book dedicated to Cézanne —it could be from 
the Discourse of Shintao— something that many artists, and especially painters, 
know from experience: “conception cannot be prior to execution. Before its 
expression, there is nothing but a confused fever, and only the work, carried 
out and understood, will show that something instead of nothing could be found 
there.”12 The poet José Ángel Valente can add something as well, in this case also 
applicable to painting, that “the poem is not written, it is illuminated.”13 And 
painters know of that blindness that is in us; of that groping path with a brush or 
a charcoal stick: an uncertain path is the one that leads from the first mark to the 
illumination of the work ... which had been at rest in its abyss of light.



Itinerary

This project named as The fabric of the world could be defined as an itinerary 
through certain places. Now I contemplate what has been the product of this 
trip, objects and drawings. All this has been gathered in three chapters-rooms 
linked by bridges. There does not seem to be a hierarchy, and each of the 
parts seems dependent on the rest. More than a narrative, it could be like the  
—cyclical— flow of the path itself.

We will find or discover the presence of absence in this itinerary, as it is and will be 
in this vast fabric of the world that we all inhabit. We will find or discover what is 
left there, in that place, tomb, temple, seed ... bowl. We will find or discover what 
remained or will remain in other memories, in that space that was previously 
inhabited — a space that is also a receptacle, that shows itself as an empty cup,14 
as a chalice of rain.

Interior spaces

I have drawn these “containers” that are also buildings cut into the rock, carved 
paths and containers, or necropolis. I have modeled objects that seem to be part, 
or take aspects of these places, and others that miniaturize them or recreate 
them. For years I have frequented these spaces of rock hermitism that are the 
origin of this project. I was attracted by their material poverty, our ignorance of 
their specific uses, and the marks of their carving which are like grouped signs, 
like a petrified mantra. They drilled through the rock to create those interior 
spaces that now appear to us empty, bare of all ornament, in a cozy gloom, in the 
solitude filled with the sound of our own footsteps. They have a different visibility 
to that found in the largest and most complex buildings: those magnificent 
cathedrals with exquisite filigree that seem to have descended directly from the 
very sky to us mortals. Different is this other visibility that humbly seems to offer 
itself to the touch, to the human.



I was attracted to that roughness, that symbolic power. And I was especially 
attracted to their being constructions of which hardly any memory remains. 
What is memory? Memory in the dark, inside the rock, in the heat of the earth. 
And that light that carves the shadows from the entrance. That which seems 
to speak to us15 from the hole, stony gloom, the marrow that we call the soul of 
things. It speaks of the dissolution and of the memory that we see transform, flow 
or disappear.

Concave memory

It is difficult to pinpoint the beginning of these constructions —they were 
possibly developed between the sixth and eleventh centuries—16 since there are 
no architectural motifs, or they are typically of a very extensive temporal arc. 
They are sparing in useful details to date them: the archaeological remains that 
could be found in their environment are usually scarce.

The trace of many of these places in the toponymy is revealing — that memory 
of the place that remains floating on the contour lines of cartography, like the 
remains of a shipwreck. Any reference in written sources may have disappeared 
yet, nevertheless, it still remains in the memory of the people who inhabit these 
lands.

We know little about rock architecture,17 its uses or its inhabitants, which 
is logical given they come from isolated people and groups, isolated in their 
particular deserts. It was an extreme way of living spirituality, of escaping 
from the world: those who do not intend to leave a trace leave few traces. The 
medievalist Fray Justo Pérez de Urbel tells us: “A man who withdraws from society 
hardly leaves his mark on history”.18 Lao Tzu could add that “walking well leaves no 
trace behind it”19
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