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An Idea of the Image 

 

When you see how Santiago Giralda approaches the act of painting, the 

pillar that supports the very essence of his art, you immediately 

understand that his ambition is first and foremost to dominate the 

painted surface in its entirety, to ensure that every last square 

centimetre is meaningful and, like all the other square centimetres, 

contributes to the visual coherence of the whole. Here, totality is the 

final structure of the minimal. 

In this project I can identify at least three consecutive stages, which 

have defined the most important characteristics of his work while 

highlighting the qualities that set him apart from the rest. 

The earliest pieces I am familiar with, produced just over five years 

ago, juxtapose —in the case of both the interiors and the urban scenes—a 

large, empty surrounding space, uniformly painted in a light tone, 

sometimes interrupted by a few thin lines representing architecture or 

furniture, with a dense mass of colour in which the viewer can identify a 

crowd of objects that have nothing in common except the vortex that 

swallows them up and scatters them violently across the picture. Lamps, 

classical marble busts, toys—including a rocking horse that I interpret 

as a talisman of childhood—electrical appliances, a Duchampian wheel, 

cardboard boxes, a piano, rugs… Disjointed things all jumbled together, 

composed by making the paint run, leave streaks, mix media and deploy all 

the richness that cleverly combined pigments can produce. In short, it 

does what is specific to the act of painting, and the viewer immediately 

recognises it for what it is: good painting. 

Over the course of approximately the next two or three years, Giralda 

devoted himself almost exclusively to painting rich architectural 

interiors filled with assorted knickknacks, employing a dual process 

consisting of strict, reflective composition—in other words, in the 

apparent chaos, every object is located precisely where it should be—and 

meticulous execution, which includes a system largely based on clean 

lines at the drawing stage and an abundance of bright, lavish colours. 

Nowadays, as proof that what really matters to him is the manner rather 

than the content of painting, his interest has shifted to a type of 

simulated natural landscape contaminated by industry and human actions, 

and he has intensified his pictorial resources to the point that the 

first feature that catches the eye is usually a thick, broad, dense 

streak of white paint which either crosses the surface from side to side 

and lights it up, or creates a hemispherical dome around the action, thus 

generating highly precise gestural mechanics that structure the surface. 

Just as the raw canvas that delimits the edges defines the boundaries of 

the freedom of what is painted and what is given to be seen. 

The painted image, at times non-existent and therefore further 

reinforcing the physical nature of the picture, shuns all literalness and 

naturalism in the quest not so much for an ideal image but for an 

understanding of what painting can do with the idea of the image. 

Since Cézanne, the only possible landscape has been the painting of 

knowledge. 

 


