
 

 

Un cuadro, una silla 
uncuadrounasilla.wordpress.com 

By Rubén Cervantes Garrido 

 

 
 

Aesthetic honesty 
5 July 2015 

 

A corridor stems from the small entrance hall of Leandro Navarro Gallery. At the end of it, one 

suddenly spots a human presence which quickly reveals itself as a fiction. It is Isabel, a wooden life-size 

sculpture by the artist Francisco López. A little later one examines it from up close, astonished at the 

technical skill of the sculptor who, with a handful of tools, has managed to give form to a woman that 

is almost real. 

 

I consider the best sculptures in this exhibition to be the ones that seem real, yes, but not necessarily 

alive. In Isabel and the busts of other friends and relatives, López does not seem to have wanted to 

give the impression that they are breathing. Rather, they seem monuments fit for eternity. They aim to 

be, perhaps, the sculpted summary of a particular age –childhood in the case of Francesco, middle-age 

in Isabel’s– but not of a precise moment in time. In art, the absence of expressive features implies a 

desire of immortality, like the portraits of kings and queens of the past. 

 

Both the people who admire every kind of naturalistic art (be it good, mediocre or bad) and the ones 

who despise it (be it good, mediocre or bad) tend to think that people who paint or sculpt in such a 

way go to great lengths in order to try to capture every minute physical detail of the subject they are 

portraying. One approaches the sculptures of Francisco López and realises this is not so. His great 

achievement –his and of those who possess his same virtuosity, like his friend Antonio López– is 

precisely the contrary: to trick the viewer into thinking that a mere few gestures of the paintbrush, the 

pencil or the chisel are enough to recreate the infinite nuances that make up the physical world. 

 

Francisco López is perfectly conscious of the great paradox that defines his work: “Reality evades me, 

no matter how hard I try to express it in my works,” he says in the exhibition’s catalogue. “I don’t think 

I have been able to capture the truth that is in it, although that has always been my aim.” The 

contradiction that presides the work of Francisco López defines any work of art. Little does it matter if 

the piece in question imitates the external appearance of reality; the result will always be an invention 

in the same degree as an abstract sculpture. 

 

In that same text, López refers to his admiration of ancient art, from Greece to Mesopotamia and 

Egypt. It’s curious to see how the fine arts remain ignored by a very extended tendency of our time, ie. 

the defence of a more serene and natural way of life as opposed to the tyranny of our harsh and 
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mechanised world; a tendency that, apart from promoting alternative means of transport, the 

consumption of healthier and more natural food, etc., defends the need to protect local traditions on 

the brink of extinction. In today’s art world, to show respect for the traditional arts and crafts of, say, 

the inhabitants of the Peruvian Andes or the Australian aborigines is okay, but to declare oneself an 

heir of the ancient Greeks seems all but admirable. Francisco López does not seem too affected by 

this. 

 

All an artist can truly possess is talent and honesty. The critics, the public and the passing of time may 

despise their oeuvre (justly, even), but nothing will take away from them the peace of mind of having 

done what they did because they wanted to. Francisco López admits that in his youth he tried to adopt 

the styles of artists like Picasso or Henry Moore. Judging by his mature work, there must have come a 

time when he felt such adoptions were insincere and decided to follow a naturalistic path. In a world 

obsessed with all that is apparently new, a decision like this is almost revolutionary. Francisco López 

belongs to a tradition which he is not willing to abandon, and he says so confidently, with neither 

arrogance nor shame: “I am the follower of a tradition. Pessoa said that even in the smallest poem 

there must be something that reminds us that Homer existed. In a sculpture, we could say it needs to 

remind us that Phidias existed.” 

 

Francisco López. Galería Leandro Navarro. Amor de Dios, 1. Madrid. Until 11 July. 

 

 
Isabel, 1978. 

Polychrome birch wood, 165 x 56 x 46cm. 
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