
The person who worked at the Civil Registry chose my name. I heard this during my
childhood and I never tried to confirm it. It is more than probably that this was not so, that
this is an invented memory, like so many others. But I like to think that it was that way, that
the romanticism and hesitation of naming a life that is about to begin was replaced by the
pragmatic impulse of having to fill out a form to move on to the next one, almost like an
analogical prediction the algorithms make for us. I also like to think that it is because of this
memory of uncertain authenticity that I never own the names of my projects. They are
borrowings of ideas and words that are elsewhere. At best, they come from unexpected finds
that we recognize as important and significant. This situation, called serendipity, often makes
us find what we were looking for without knowing it. It also tells us that the path lies in
detours and that decisions are never in a straight line.

One of the effects of serendipity is that it turns us into involuntary semioticians on the hunt
for signs. It also transforms reality into a text full of hidden meanings and ambiguous
directions. This is something that often happens to people that are in love. For them the whole
of reality is a system of lurking signs referring again and again to their love story. As I write
this I realize that  Romantic Bullets Position Effectively seems to refer to this situation that
Roland Barthes describes in a book I have not read: romantic bullets that position themselves
effectively. But the intention of this unpremeditated title was different: allowing an algorithm
to name an exhibition. To leave the author’s position in the hands of a machine. But to write
is to make sense of things that escape and resist to sense, to make reality occupy a form.
Thinking is also the danger of making a straight line out of detours and twists. That is why it
is so difficult to write in the form of a braid or a labyrinth, to see which makes us see, to
make a round trip without transforming its own origin.

My love for reading the dictionary as if it were just another book made me quickly realize
that words had several uses, literal and symbolic. Jumping between definitions and examples
made me perceive and understand how ideology infiltrates the meaning of words, twisting
their presumed impartiality.  Everything that has to do with deviation, with twisting and
torsion, with involuntary turns suggest something negative. When things get twisted it is
because they are not going well; when things are not going well is because they get twisted.
When we complicate them unnecessarily, but we could avoid it, we are making the matter
worse. The moral value of the straight lines is greater than that of the curve. Straight routes
prevail over bifurcations, detours, dead ends, interruptions, nonsense journeys. The main
thing does not want to be disturbed by the secondary. The body of  language concentrates to
the letter. Even what was born to be rebellious or disobedient ends up becoming discipline.
The unreasonable is welcome, as long as it is reasonable.

The tacit norm is that most exhibitions have a concept, something that holds them in
language: a word, a term, a notion, a story that tells the story of the babbling process. I
recognize that in Romantic Bullets Position Effectively, when it was still a desire that did not
have a name, the notion of “twist” appeared before the image that would end up relieving this
word. The memory of one of my favorite childhood ice creams was part of the first
conversations with each of the artists to fill a space that is normally given over the discourse.



It is a twisted ice cream, with strong colors that twirl at the same time with the promise of
getting to mix and disappear in the mouth. I especially like that this image has flavors and
temperature changes, properties of reality that are not easy to invite and include in an
exhibition and yet exist in their processes and in their works. I also like that it is an image
with (somewhat) bad taste, that deviates from the seriousness and distinction of the theories.
Trying to make a discourse out of it is a forced move, a deformation disagrees with the
spontaneity of the image itself. I still do not know why this image appeared to help me
express a desire that has moved like a curved direction. And I think maybe it is not so
important to know so, because it is still active, changing direction and meaning, making any
position as effective as it is insecure.
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