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The mystery of Carlos Ciriza

Of all the artistic performances, one that most and better defines Carlos Ciriza complies with devotion to the imperishable conception of Rilke, the one to conceive the beauty as the last veil that covers the horror. In other words, in Carlos Ciriza, (and) in his works, you have the feeling of the gesture of the humanist, who looks for a savior refuge in the artistic creation. On the one hand, he takes the risk, exhibits, sinks into the path of the creative experimentation that he follows blindly. Hence, this feeling of wonder that often emerges from his works.

On the other hand, he uses the same forms that shape it, for shelter in the rubbing / experiential enjoyment armed with a luck of certain modernist classicism that gives to his work a timelessness varnish.

It is not easy, nor simple. He knows that it is not a question of searching and far from it of projecting.

Perhaps, in this knowledge that he knows emanates this luck of rigorous balance anchored in a sensation of obvious serenity.

It could be said that there is so much balance, so much strength in his works because they irradiate a consistency anchored in the transcendent.
And the fact, is that in the works by Ciriza, it turns out to be presumptuous to speak about all of them because there is in his personal process a radical heterogeneity, imposing a sensation of recognizing and being unaware.
His works remind of others that preceded him but at the same time they are different. He walks along a narrow edge, scarcely a vanishing line, projected by the sculptural heritage of the main masters of the XXth century.

Often, contemplating his suggestions, I say to myself that it seems impossible to perceive so many shadows around them, for a figure that apparently walks alone, that it is perceived alone, that it is committed to an enormous effort for a long time, without land nor time. And sometimes, I perceive that there is in this trajectory a rigorous and methodical process of work and creation that keeps him active.

This process flourishes and exploits in three stages: a gesture, a to be, a to do. Three nutrients that are imposed from an iron will and an immense capacity of work. Some of eternal echoes marks that permanent going up the slope, where the work materializes, and then return to start again with a new piece in a Borgesian process of enigmatic ringlets and of timeless ribbons.

That is what Ciriza’s creations talk about.

From them we can derive the influences, the benefits and the inheritance. Undoubtedly, formal comments that are necessary to place the work of the artist. But limits lacking in the possibility of throwing light on this impulse that moves his work. This is the mystery behind the work by Ciriza, the plausible desire of not tearing the last veil that covers the horror of existence.

