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Euforia (estado), Pedro López Zamora’s exhibition at Función Lenguaje, takes 

us, through the medium of painting, to the post-conceptual turn of a 

transitory emotional state that strikes us. Euphoria (εὐφορία, power to 

endure, according to its Greek origin) points to an understanding of existence 

where impermanence is understood as an affirming aesthetic opportunity. On the 

walls of the exhibition room the world unveils as an event of extreme joy. 

Everything in Euforia (estado) refers us to an artist who has endeavoured to 

pull out the bitter root of essences and appearances, turning everything that 

exists, sucess and failure, into a favourable opportunity to develop 

passionate immersions in any content of awareness. Are we certain we love each 

one of our thoughts? 

 

In Euforia (estado) every plastic intuition is experienced as a turning away 

from historical hegemonies and euchronic times. Can we picture Velázquez 

sitting in front of the TV watching cartoons? Would Van Gogh have 

unconditionally preferred Darth Vader’s sabre over a cornfield overflown by 

crows? Could Goya’s Fight with Cudgels not develop as a karate fighting video 

game? Pedro López Zamora has on this occasion undertaken the task of 

reinterpreting the tradition of history of art from the starting point of 

disruptions and mishaps, from the exorbitant images of a biography of ecstasy. 

But what do we see? What can we say about it? 

 

In a neo-expressionistic style characteristic of Neo Rauch or Peter Doig we 

find a heterogeneity of mutually irreducible references pitted against each 

other: fictional characters fighting in tropical settings, Mesopotamian 

temples, Chinese figures, a cross of National Catholicism, design 

totalitarianisms, self-combusting characters, graffiti covering the sun, 

mythologies of shock, yoga-techno. The lord of punk will only read newspapers 

from a distant planet. Unable to stop, we cannot speak of iconography; it is 

too late. The masks of modernity have awoken from their slumber. The sun 

carries on behind language, morning happens here too, because traffic lights 

are of no use; they are stars on the horizon that were always future. 

  



To speak of Pedro López Zamora is to construe non-metaphysical postmodernity 

as delirium, as a catastrophe in representational codes and a barrage of 

pictorial propositions that cannot be linked together. To speak of the pieces 

than comprise Euforia (estado) is to dwell in groundlessness, to peer into the 

abyss (ab-grund) of the occurrence of image. Can one start when euphoria is 

groundless, when nothing is left beneath our feet? What does it mean to start 

in this language game?  

 

To ask about the beginning would entail establishing a blank canvas as the 

onset of our stories. But, just as we cannot recount our biography by 

appropriating our origin story, neither is it possible to describe Euforia 

(estado) with ahistorical neutrality. It might be wiser to start covering the 

transcendence of Malevich’s Black Square (1915) with pre-existing immanent 

representations. There is no absence of the world or whiteness to cover. López 

Zamora shows us that we exist in impurity, in the vileness of images, in 

detritus and iconic trash, in contamination and filth. It is a matter of 

creating a difference in the indifferent mass that precedes us. But how can we 

experience aesthetic events when the unlimited production of images has ended 

up saturating its reading and reception times? Would we not have to clear the 

tele-media space in order to reverse its dissuading innocuousness? There is in 

Pedro López Zamora’s always-being-as-image a leap towards radical otherness: 

if the genesis of his pieces consists in the subjective search for images on 

the Web, the heterodoxy of the contents Google shows us, often alien to the 

author's thinking, make it necessary to create appropriations beyond the 

boundaries of what is known. Iconic totality leaves its external footprint on 

thought, turning it into a place of confrontation and absence of identity.  

 

If we were to X-ray some of the paintings in the exhibition, we would find 

that the image on the surface is but the last in an unfinished series. 

Painting is thought of and experienced as a never-ending process, as an 

approximation to an infinite action. To paint is, in the case of López Zamora, 

to re-paint. Conclusive propositions are not to be found in his work, but 

rather restarts, alterations, interventions, superimposed layers, symbols and 

visual schemata, blots and drippings. Thought is no longer a space of 

diachronic narratives and it prefigures consonances and dissonances of wild 

synchrony. If we can make out figures and landscapes in his works it is 

because we have interrupted, as if it was a photograph, the painting’s 

development. Our perception could have been very different. That is why we 

note the euphoria of seeing and of the eye that withstands the transience of 

the world. Here, perceiving is to celebrate the multiplicities that re-

describe life recycling the virtuality of possible pasts. 

 

What can we say of the plants he sticks to his paintings? The branches and 

leaves he finds and places over the canvas prefigure organic still lifes that 

reproduce processes of change and ageing. Everything seems to be engulfed by 

the abundance of nature unrestrained, surpassing the limits of thought. Plants 



are an excess on the margins of being. We will never know about them. López 

Zamora is set on shaking the pictorial from a wild background that threatens 

to sweep away established languages and expressive limits so that we give up 

the illusion of the punctuality of the present. 

 

But the indifferent appropriation of mass media images so as to uproot them 

from the monology of being and connect them to the noise of becoming is only 

possible through aesthetic euphoria. It is for this reason that we encounter 

chromophilia as delirium. The bright colour behind the limit has come to tone 

up the insignificance of reality. Neither the flat colours of sketches created 

using graphic design software nor the heavy brushstrokes used in large-scale 

paintings imply an encounter with essential transitions. There is no logic of 

the eye, but logic of sensation, pictorial events that are aimed at and have a 

direct impact on our nervous system. Thought can derail in colour, leaving 

behind the beauty of a sublime accident that collapses and dissolves 

biographies. The alphabet will, from now on, be an analgesic for the 

neutrality of concepts. Our name has been sucked downwards. The nouns of 

hunger for power are beginning to walk like children, like animals, on all 

fours. Everything can start spinning, beyond categories, as if life had never 

stopped being a story narrated by an idiot, as if our languages, hierarchies, 

habits and ways of life were traversed by a joy that swept them away. 

Everything, with the power of noise and fury, can, from now on, start 

screaming. 
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