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The painting La salita (The Living Room), painted by Equipo Crónica in 1970, looks irresistibly 

attractive, it has an air of commodity that pulls all the visitors that happen to be in the room where it 

hangs towards  it. We spectators will look distractedly at the rest of the paintings because it is that 

one, with its great square format and bright colours, that calls our attention. With its precisely-

measured plain tones, this work has the flare of an advertisement. It also has the pull of a recognisable 

iconography –in this case, Velázquez’s Meninas– which has been placed in a foreign context. I have 

been able to face this painting, which I partially knew through reproductions, at the Pop Art Myths 

exhibition at the Thyssen-Bornemisza Museum. Placed before it, one can feel there is something in it 

that contradicts its air of domestic pleasure. This is more than an impossible journey through time, 

more than just a humorous substitution of King Philip’s Alcázar for a mid-twentieth-century living 

room. 

 

La salita hung, somewhat diminished, in the last room of the exhibition. The curators decided to place 

it under the chapter entitled ‘Art on Art’, a possible obstacle for a clearer understanding of the work’s 

critical content. The living room in which Velázquez and his meninas –and the camouflaged members 

of Equipo Crónica, Rafael Solbes and Manolo Valdés– have appeared is the comfortable bourgeois 

home that more and more Spaniards could aspire to live in after various years of economic growth. At 

the turn of the 1970s, it would seem the common Spanish home had reached the standards of the rest 

of the Western world: commodity, modernity and a coat of culture. The television set and the bottle of 

whisky or cognac coexist with various volumes of an encyclopaedia and, on the walls, the vulgar 

landscapes and still lifes have been substituted by kitsch derivatives of modern art. The ball next to the 

sleepy dog and the inflatable duck are references to the rise of Spain as an international tourist 

destination. With these credentials one could almost take for granted the only objection to all this 

propaganda: during those years, Spain was still a dictatorship. Admitting this is a pop painting –a 

doubtful label in a country where consumer society did not yet fully exist– La salita is the Spanish 

equivalent to Richard Hamilton’s famous collage Just what is it that makes today’s homes so different, 

so appealing? It is amongst the works of Hamilton and Eduardo Paolozzi where I think the piece by 

Equipo Crónica would have made a better fit. 

 

Works of this nature were the exception at the Thyssen exhibition, where the focus was on brands and 

Hollywood celebrities. The intelligent satire of the first pieces was soon diminished by a craze for the 
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monumental and the bright, the paintings resembling miniature billboards. In exhibitions like these, 

one becomes more aware of the inexistent relationship between strength and size: in the first room, 

Hamilton’s tiny collage (26 x 25 cm) hangs powerfully before a colourful and harmless two-metres-

wide replica of Botticelli’s Venus by Andy Warhol. Another comparison sprung inevitably to mind, 

probably due to my admiration of the pop music of those years. Going through the images and the 

sounds of the 60s, it seems to me that the songs of The Beatles, The Kinks or The Velvet Underground 

stand the test of time much better than a good deal of their visual contemporaries, many of which 

have become frozen documents of a past cultural enthusiasm. 

 

As Robert Hughes argued many years ago, the problem with an art based on mass media is that it is 

impossible for it to compete with the real thing. I don’t doubt the sharp irony of Warhol’s first works, 

in which he understood that repetition was one of publicity’s main weapons. But there comes a 

moment when it’s difficult to see the difference between the Marlon Brando on a film poster and the 

one on a Warhol silkscreen. It’s just as difficult to see the difference between these and the dozens of 

products for sale in the museum shop, which one enters through the last room of the exhibition with 

the ironic and still relevant view of Equipo Crónica on one’s back. Many museums find it difficult to 

arrive at a satisfactory conclusion for the discourses of their exhibitions. Amongst bars of soap 

wrapped in Roy Lichtenstein paintings, stacks of post-its in the form of Warhol Brillo boxes and beaters 

with pictures of Mickey Mouse, I thought the Thyssen, maybe unintentionally, had nailed it. 

 

 
Equipo Crónica, La salita, 1970. 


