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On my return from greener lands, I know I am home as soon as I begin to see the ochre fields of the 

meseta. From the air, one imagines the stillness imposed by the July or August sun just by looking at 

the whitish-yellow of the wheat fields. In its irregularity, the fields resemble old bits of cloth sewn 

together. Although the perspectives of his landscapes are taken from the earth, one can see those 

same patterns in the works of Joaquín Risueño. The two paintings that receive the visitors at Leandro 

Navarro gallery present us with enormous plains. Only on the horizon can we glimpse the silhouette of 

a group of trees. The surface of the earth curves slightly, but there is not one abrupt hill. Everything 

develops on a superposition of brownish plains. 

 

There is an unstable air in these paintings. A menacing cloud hangs over the plain. It begins to rain and 

the yellows, greens and browns of Castile become tinged with purple. The first drops of rain are 

captured by the lens of the camera that Risueño uses to fix the image before working on the painting 

in his studio. One may think that the majestic yellowish-orange sky of the painting in the following 

room, Sunset, has more to do with that work in the studio than with the objective reality of the 

photograph. Yet, at the same time, we can also be driven to suspect that this landscape where the sky 

occupies half of the canvas, the earth resting under the light of a sun which has already started to 

disappear, is perhaps a more real image than any photograph. Risueño possesses, it’s clear, a natural 

talent for painting, a rare capacity to capture what he has before him in a few brushstrokes. A warning, 

though: like all good realists, Risueño’s paintings are not mere documents. Under his landscapes there 

lies an intention to communicate. In the clean orange sky of another of his sunset paintings, a solitary 

cloud appears like a premonition. 

 

I know these landscapes. As I enter the fourth room of the exhibition, I am overtaken by memories of 

walks in these fields. The bucolic dreams of a retired life away from the city had never really appealed 

to me, but I think I have recently fallen under the weight of this cliché. For me, the countryside has 

nearly always been a transitory landscape, a one-day excursion or a stop between cities. But it all 

changes when a very small town and its surroundings, in which I was a foreigner not long ago, have 

become familiar to me. I walk along the ochre, green and gold fields knowing that my walk will end not 

in some rural B&B but in a place I can nearly, if not entirely, call home. Standing on the top of a modest 

hill, absorbed in the luxury of not fixing my gaze upon anything in particular, the eyes and the mind 
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stray over the plain, limited on the horizon by a violet mountain range. Yet it is in the midst of this 

absorption when I see more clearly what I have before me. 

 

Until a few weeks ago, the term ‘moonlight’ was a pretty much rare concept for me. In the night of the 

city, the moon appears as part of a set that is only too familiar. Its capacity of poetic evocation resided, 

for me, in a handful of Romantic 19th-century paintings. In the exhibition, a painting by Joaquín 

Risueño brought me back the commotion I felt upon contemplating the force of a full moon for the 

first time. The accustomed luxury of public lighting made it impossible to think one could see so well, 

so clearly, in the dead of night. In the small hours, having left behind the lampposts and the sound of 

partying in the small village, the landscape presented itself in an unknown light. Standing quietly, in 

the immensity of the plain one could still see the houses and the tower of the church from half a 

kilometre away. But what was familiar had suddenly become strange. In the middle of the track, in the 

midst of a rarefied atmosphere due to the absence of its sounds, I contemplated the landscape in the 

same revered silence in which one looks at a painting. 

 

The landscapes of Joaquín Risueño live in an uncertain context. Their stillness, their lack of interest in 

the changes in light, deny any relationship with Impressionism; the lack of a distinctive pictorial 

gesture distance them from the Expressionists. Beneath this uncertain realism there lies a contained 

drama. Risueño serves himself of the natural geometry of the Castilian country in order to present 

landscape not so much as a reflection of reality but as a declaration, as a symbol. In his strict division of 

the ethereal sky and the organic detail of the earth, these paintings resemble those of Gustavo Torner. 

 

As Amalia García Rubí suggests in the catalogue, it's clear that Risueño has found an intimate affinity 

with these landscapes. In our age of instant reproductions, someone doesn't dedicate hours of his time 

to make these paintings if there is not a profound motivation behind it. Today, landscape painting 

seems the least probable of artistic genres. Yet there are still those who, perhaps in the midst of 

absorbed contemplation, find in it an infinite source. 

 

Joaquín Risueño. Landscapes 2013-2014. Galería Leandro Navarro. Amor de Dios 1, Madrid. Until 31 

October. 
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