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From Teobaldo to California or the Secret of Carlos Ciriza
The stump of the castle in ruins of Tiebas was looking as a tragic sculpture, seen from the window of the bus that was driving us up to Olite, to participate in the celebration that the Journalists' Association had organized due to the festivity of Santa Teresa of Avila.

Carlos Ciriza was contemplating also the scenery and he mentioned me the arrangements for the edition of a new book on his work. I was listening, without suspecting the assignment Carlos was going to offer me taking the opportunity of this secret, while I was looking at the silence of the scenery of that evening.

Would you write for me a short work? About what? For the book, man! About Teobaldo? You decide the topic. And before answering him, Carlos told me that he was going to Los Angeles the next day. To California? Of course. Looking for gold or Apaches? No, man, he answered laughing, I go with my sculptures. Do they fit in the plane? Well, this is another story. As the one about Teobaldo? That is very easy.

Miguel Ángel Barón ordered last year a sculpture of this king of Navarre, who as you know, was a Count of Champagne and apart from bringing to our land grape Chardonnay he was also a poet, a troubadour. He succeeded his uncle Sancho the Strength, who died without direct descent, heading this way a new dynasty that was linking us more or less with France. Yes, I know, they say that he was the most fecund of the French troubadours in the language of the oil. He also went to the Crusades. But what has Teobaldo to do with California? Nothing, Pedro, nothing that I know. And with the journalists? I can answer this. The Association instituted the Teobaldo award for its prizes and tributes, asking me to create the figure that later would be the trophy. Like the world cup of South Africa? More or less, but it is not of gold.

Later at the event we had in Olite, different effigies of the troubadour king were handed over to some other prize-winners and I also was surprised by a magnificent tie that curiously had on it a small and discreet warrior on horseback, who logically was representing the Navarre monarch. This long prologue serves as an introduction to the next paragraphs to comment, in a quite informal and unexpected way, the sculptural brilliance of my friend Carlos Ciriza. 

I have always thought that the big sculptures try to hold the four elements of the Nature that the pre-Socratic philosophers already described: the Fire, the Air, the Water and the Earth. To explain the formation of the things, Anaximander proposes a process of separation or differentiation of the opposites.
Among the chaos or the confused mass, waved by an eternal movement eddies take place, which result in their separation in portions, forming each of them other spherical cosmos. This contrast between the unlimited and the limited thing, that is to say the fundamental opposition between finite and infinite is the secret of the sculpture by Carlos Ciriza. His Holy Grail, the shock and the rupture of the Fire, the Air, the Water and the Earth. 

We are witnessing the close connection between the infinity in abstract and the solid matter of the essence, of the being and of the space. There is an interior look that discovers the homogeneous thing in the heterogeneous thing, the indeterminate thing in the substantial thing, the perishable thing in the eternal thing, the changeable thing in the unchangeable thing, the ethereal thing in the firm thing and also in a single “proteiform” gesture, generator of possible and impossible worlds, tangible, telluric worlds and opposite, oneiric.

His hidden beauty opens before the gaze of the spectator. To be in front of Ciriza’s sculptures is to glimpse Himalaya’s mountain ranges emerging from oceanic horizons in a rainbow of ideas, forms and spaces. The materic is bridled and the hidden is revealed with the identical force and identical delicacy as the cut of a sword in a silk tunic. The message is as clear as the divine command: "to dominate the Earth”. 

Challenge that is common to any great work that leads to the kingdom of the spirit from the effort to break and to reconstruct the matter. It does not matter in bronze than in mud, in marble than in iron, in wood than in glass, if one can transform the amorphous mass into constructal form. Again, the Ying and the Yang, the chaos and the cosmos, the being and the non-being.
Here I make a short stop as a scriptwriter and I toast with a glass of Champagne Taittinger, the champagne of Teobaldo. I close my eyes and see the nuggets of gold and multicolored feathers of Apaches awaiting the arrival of the sculptures by Carlos Ciriza to California, where curiously also Chaplin is waiting, shooting “The Gold Rush” in the snow of Alaska. 
I open my eyes again and see the simple shapes, but emphatic in their volumes and textures. Would he have stolen from Vulcan his anvil? For sure as it did Velázquez painting the forge god, Ciriza invents mythologies throwing rays of Jupiter to break all the shadows and to show us the light and shape. 

Sailing as Ulysses is going to sail across the stormy sea of the thunderstorms and get to the thousand white islands, in the Hellenic blue of the space in all its metamorphosis. Is this another secret of him? Yes, I believe that now we are right, from the work, from the fact it offers us the space, the silence, the non-being.

It is not a single space but multiple and dialogist. It is an archipelago of spaces in a high tide of fillings. Among Escila and Caribdis there are no castaways nor flotsams, marine monsters or mermaids, they are, like black rocks between the roaring froth, the sculptures of the iron certainty.

In his particular Odyssey, Carlos chases the antithesis and the synthesis of the space that surrounds him and of the time he traces experimentation lines. Sometimes we are in front of the massive block, perhaps rusty, others in front of the surrounding and the offensive, always dominating dentils with its Assyrian chisel of cuneiform script. The Wagnerian hammer of Thor or the morbid curves of the Venus by Botticelli? Neither one nor the other, the wind among the cliffs, the Euclidian geometry, squaring the circle.

That’s it and with emotion, with firmness and passion. I close the eyes again and see riding Teobaldo, the troubadour king, who returns to Holy Land with his retinue of spears and pennants. Again before the work by Ciriza, I now understand its non-external spaces so forced in any art, however it is architectural, pictorial, sculptural and even musical and poetical, but its internal spaces that are included in solids. Its internal spaces. Let's repeat once again its internal spaces. Sometimes undulate, sometimes rigid, sometimes crooked, sometimes suggested on the plan, on the frieze, in the shape.

The experts, critics, students and wise men of these subjects, catalog it I think in the expressionist abstraction. I believe that they are right. Another feature is its monumental nature. That is the reason why I mentioned earlier the mountain range of the Himalayas, but be careful; this feature is not only due to the size, but also to its completions. And also they seem to emerge from the earth and complete the scenery, like the olive trees that Palas Atenea gave to the mortals.

Also there are certain references to the figurative and to the color giving way to the sun and the rain. Suggestions and hidden rigidity of hieroglyphic and conceptual oratory.

It should be mentioned that our man is also a painter. Or is he in addition to sculptor a painter? I do not know, although the combination enriches his work. As explorer of techniques and materials he advances from the chariot of the intuition, the imagination, the rationality and the abstraction, in a fast and uneven race.

And now the moment of the questions is upon. Is he a craftsman or a farmer? The color, the form, the space, the texture, the spirit, the matter, the senses… Fire, Air, Water, Earth. Let's raise the champagne glass and let's drink a toast with the king troubadour to the great art by Carlos Ciriza.

