
Shortly after passing the equator of the pages of the Spanish travel book by Jordi Bernadó – a curious 
impertinent, like the old-time travellers, and you will soon come to see why I say this, one comes to 
the photograph which gives rise to the book’s title. It would not be surplus to requirements to give it 
a closer look. In the first place, because it summarises or concentrates, from the standpoint of its 
construction, the general form of the visions of which Bernadó’s book is made; and in the second 
place, because of what it says and how it says it, since for a reason he has chosen precisely this as the 
title. As to the first aspect, how can one not describe but simply comment on this photograph, more 
than stating exactly what one sees? Together with his technical perfection, and inseparable from it, 
the main feature of Jordi Bernadó’s photographs is doubtless his strict obviousness, his clear-sigh-
tedness, and the way in which this obviousness imposes on us an absolute sharpness of vision: each 
of the things which we see in these photographs, as well as their arrangement, corresponds exactly, 
not only to the things photographed – as if the photo were a mirror of the world, something which 
is not as straightforward as it appears –, but even better, or even more, to the words which say what 
these things are, as if the things themselves were the words and the divorce between the words and 
the things, here, in this smooth globe of vision, had not yet come about. 

Consequently, do we stand before a world of exact coincidences, of perfect fit, of identity and even 
of harmony? Yes, by all means, but in the tautological way. Indeed, in Jordi Bernadó’s photographs, 
a rose is a rose is a rose… Although the truth is, now that I think of it, that roses properly speaking, 
unless they are of plastic or iron, are not many in his pictures. But also, now that I think of it, precisely 
because they are of plastic or iron, they are “a rose”: the word rose coincides with the thing, of plastic 
or iron, which it designates, far from its scent or its essence, as I say. Hence harmony, I insist, but I 
would repeat: in the tautological way, which is as if to say, if we may be theatrical but without exag-
gerating, in the logical-philosophical way. Or in other words, since tautology belongs to the realm of 
the symbolic (as we will be seeing), in “its” way. In this case, which could be that of other instances, 
we look and say: on a plinth of large stones which form a first perfectly horizontal band parallel to the 
selfsame base of the framing (we begin, consequently, to discover the high tectonic sense which all 
these visions have, but also, once again, the way in which the represented coincides seamlessly with 
its representation: stone as the base of the frame as the foundation of the work as the pedestal of the 
photographed thing as…) – on this base, as I say, is raised the green plate of corrugated steel of one 
of the sides of the container, with its mechanical rhythm of vertical grooves, solemn as a colonnade, 
occupying from side to side, as a second band, one-half of the area of the picture, perfectly frontal to 
it – so now we continue to discover the sense of space which these photographs have, built almost 
always according to the orthogonal rule and the linearity of the centralised perspective, with its coin-
ciding view and vanishing points, as a system of proportion and distance based on the planes cutting 
parallel and perpendicular to the beam of vision –, while, lastly, above the horizontal line of the corni-
ce of this container, a final band allows us to see the limpid sky and, against it, projected like perfect 
geometrical solids with reticulated surfaces, the “wise play” of the prismatic volumes of other con-
tainers. And now we become aware of the vacuum which prevails in these pictures, not only because 
there is almost never anyone in them, but above all because of the exasperation of a smooth thing, 
with surface and volume “under the light”, which these things display, things which finally become 
more intensely things in the photograph than in reality: that is to say, Jordi Bernadó’s photographs 
are amazingly empty, not by virtue of what they do not contain, but precisely, in an even more incredi-
ble way, by virtue of what they contain. Clearly, of course, with all these considerations, what are we 
doing but indicate the culminating points of this history of “architecture” as “vision” which began in 
the Florentine, Brunelleschian perspective, in the reticulated order and the fixed viewpoint which this 
perspective imposes, in the ordered square of the “ideal city” which it always presupposes?
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The fact that Jordi Bernadó has studied architecture and that his work as a photographer has unfol-
ded to large extent amid architectural topics and motifs may have something to do with this, but it 
is not the most important thing. Indeed, the important thing is the firmness and perseverance with 
which Bernadó approaches the matter as a tectonic of arrangement and of vision at the same time, 
without difference: therefore dispositio and compositio, but identified as tectonic and, in the end, as 
awareness. Consequently, can the great metaphor of order which is contained in the word “architec-
ture” be applied to the work of Jordi Bernadó? Yes and no. Yes, we have already done so, and no, we 
are going to demonstrate this. To begin with, a metaphor means a system of proportion in which the 
“low” things are saved from their lowness through their comparison to or replacement with other 
things which are at once equivalent and more elevated. In this respect, “architecture” – composition, 
balance, articulation, submission of the parts to the whole, natural mastery of gravity… – applied to 
society in the form of a “utopia” or of an “ideal city” in which there is produced, on the grid and under 
the light, a “wise play” of volumes, cannot have a better or more ill-intentioned use: “architecture” 
has always begin conceived against tumult – as Alberti said of perspective –, and as a remedy against 
revolution – as Le Corbusier wrote literally at the end of Vers une architecture. 

And so, to come to the point: is there any of this in Jordi Bernadó’s photographs? Do these pictures 
convey this vision of order without tumult which lies behind the “great” metaphor? Evidently they 
do not. “Evidently”, I insist, because it is clear that it is a question, as I mentioned previously, of ob-
viousness and clear-sightedness. The composition and arrangement of these photographs, their 
densely-filled vacuum, their tautological reification, their philosophical logic… all this of which we 
have spoken revolves precisely around the order which these same things could and, under normal 
circumstances, even should generate. Benjamin – my goodness! – spoke precisely, to gild the lily, 
of what we are saying, of about how photography, with its technical perfection, is capable of making 
beautiful a pile of debris –, and about how, in short, “die Welt ist schön”. The clear-sighted archi-
tectural obviousness of Jordi Bernadó’s photographs, on the other hand, does not refer, or refer us, 
even remotely, to beauty, but neither (and this is what is important) to ugliness. Many may think that, 
on his travels across Spain, Bernadó has photographed everything that a refined spirit would point 
out as ugly, kitschy or tacky, the foul world of popular bad taste to which, as we would be told by the 
enlightened despots, we may indeed direct a compassionate smile, but such a world should, in short, 
be eliminated. Alas, be careful with the refined spirits, as fanatical by virtue of their being enlighte-
ned as they are refined by virtue of their being despots, for they will even imagine Bernadó’s work to 
be the merciless denouncement – uff! – of these Spanish meannesses which besiege and devastate 
us apparently without respite and without remedy (it may be a question of character and need of re-
demption), which are literally “portrayed” in his photographs which, needless to say, superimposing 
themselves on and with this material, become even more beautiful. It is as if to say from kitsch to 
schön, for the art of photography, directly. 

But no, Jordi Bernadó’s photographs contain neither denouncement nor any trace whatsoever of 
superiority with respect to the things photographed, but merely, I repeat once more, obviousness: 
they make exacerbatedly patent what we already see in the form of disturbing identification. I mean 
that, by showing us everything – everything –, he shows us, without usury, a world in which everything 
– everything – can be distinguished to perfection. Opposite the “ideal city” which emerges from the 
perspectiva artificialis and which is still, with its mixture of beauty and technique (one thing for the 
other), the world of the photography of objectivity with which Bernadó’s work has sometimes been 
related, what Bernadó sets before our eyes is a “utopia”, indeed, but a negative utopia – not because 
it is “dark” or “terrifying” but rather simply because it is perfectly localised, because it is in “one” pla-
ce: here, in this case in Spain or, rather, “Espaiñ”. So, as if unintentionally, taking the “architecture” 
metaphor to the obvious delirium of true “vision”, Bernadó’s photographs, instead of “denouncing”, 
say to us: “know thyself”. That is to say: “Open your eyes!”. Although, obviously, what we have des-
cribed is not everything. 

In this photograph, as in many of the others which make up this trip, there is something to read. 
Using chalk on the green plate of the container, someone has written: “welcome to Espaiñ…”. The 
word “Espaiñ”, however, is something else. Yes, indeed, we can also smile with superiority, or con-



descendingly, and see there one more example of a Spanish patriotic yokelism which, especially the 
cinema and TV epics – from the late Francoist period to the big successes of Almodóvar or Santiago 
Segura, who have done nothing other than brush up the same court of miracles, making us a gift of 
an indefectible identity formed by a mixture of bumpkinism, corniness and developmentism which 
seems to manifest itself in many of the photographs of this travel album and, above all, in the way in 
which the texts agree with the pictures, in the way in which we “recall” what we see in what we read 
and what we read in what we see. 

But no, let us leave this matter for the social reformers. If Jordi Bernadó has photographed this ins-
cription it is not for this reason because, in effect, what condescendence could we show there? Not 
only because Bernadó is not one of the snobs who would say: “I like it”. Do we not remember the 
great campaigns, no less patriotic than those films, in which the letter “ñ” (called “eñe”) was vindi-
cated as a sort of Spanish essence? Out there are there not Spanish cultural reviews which, faisant 
pendant with other titles such as Matador, precisely, are simply entitled Eñe? In short, has not the 
tilde of the “ñ” become the distinctive typographic sign of some of the most widely known Spanish 
cultural institutions, beginning with the selfsame Instituto Cervantes? The examples would be infi-
nite but the important thing is, what does this multitude of cultured examples (and indeed they are 
quite cultured – that is to say, intentioned) do but situate in its precise place the intention and cultu-
re of the anonymous author of this chalk inscription? The great official cultural campaigns are not 
different from what we see in this doughty ortho-calli-graphy of the plate of the container. “Espaiñ” 
could not be written in any other way than it is written here: that is to say, just like it sounds. It has 
been photographed in this way by Jordi Bernadó because, as he tells us, the way it sounds is the way 
it looks and, as always, unavailingly, vice versa. 

The rest of the inscriptions on the trip work in exactly the same way. The word “glamour” is written 
in big letters on a wall opposite some old car tyres; “the future is here” on a wall in ruins; “Reserved 
for the newlyweds”, over three – yes, three – parking places; a completely dislocated hoarding offers 
to put an end to “moving” dentures; the “urban fortune” is proclaimed on an empty party wall; on an 
empty road a sign announces the next turn-off: “Beauteous Field, The Blacks, Undertaker’s, Natural 
Park”; on a Spanish flag, an arrow points mysteriously, indicating: “200 metres”… Accordingly, while 
the things which we see in the photographs, as mentioned, coincide tautologically with the words that 
designate them, the inscriptions which we see here and there coincide with their deeper reality: they 
realise them literally, it may be said quite rightly. Indeed, who can believe that “glamour” is anything 
other than what we see there so distinctly, or that the future is nothing other than this ruin or that 
there are more dentures than those which move…?

The photographs of Jordi Bernadó’s trip through Spain work, in short, with the writings which they 
contain, but not because these writings are their explanation but rather, more radically, because 
the writings are their clarification. And not only this: Bernadó has organised the photographs of his 
travels as a sequence in which, almost always, the pictures are arranged in pairs, according to a 
system which is something like the comparative method taken to its paradox, since he tells us that 
everything that is the same is different and, at the same, in pair after pair, resonance after resonan-
ce, he asks: “so what?”. This is the great question posed by this work: beyond photography but only 
thanks to photography. 

Jordi Bernadó says that the great majority of these photographs were taken during campaigns which 
had, in principle, a different intention: the city, the landscape… While he was pointing his camera at 
an apparently more noble subject, he saw these “minor things” out of the corner of his eye – things 
to one side and, at the same time, in the centre. The ancients invented the term “rhopography” to 
designate, with great praise, the painters who devoted themselves to humble subjects and, above 
all, the ones who painted “kitchen things”. Jordi Bernadó’s photographs are “rhopo-photo-graphs” 
of our times: trips around our kitchens now that everything has turned into kitchens. The “corner 
of the eye” from which these photographs have arisen is, consequently, what allows the big book of 
travels, but it is also what, without the least anxiety, establishes the exact sphere of what “Welco-
me to Espaiñ” means in the deepest of senses: caprice and folly. I say this in earnest: indeed, with 



what could the way of functioning of the caption-picture binomial in Bernadó’s work be compared if 
not with the way in which it works in Goya’s series of prints? Look, for example, at the photos of the 
Prado and their pairs. It is necessary to see and to read, although as in the Caprichos, for example, 
the captions do not explain and the figures do not illustrate. Quite the contrary, the captions and the 
figures confront each other paradoxically, creating a mistrustful form of knowledge, the far-off model 
of which is the “the world upside down”: reading to see, seeing to read, and so on successively, but 
never “to believe”.

It does not surprise me that the photograph which states “welcome to Espaiñ” is situated towards the 
halfway point of the trip, when one is already far into “Espaiñ”, in the same way that the plate which 
states “the dream of reason produces monsters” appears in the middle of the Goya series, when we 
have entered well into the monsters of the dream. What Goya says comes down to, “So you wanted 
reason? Well there you have the consequences!”, and Bernadó repeats it, now reasonably taking 
“reason” to be “objectivity”. So neither does it surprise me that the first and the last pairs of this trip 
confront another pair of Spanish travellers, Don Quixote and Sancho Panza, with some windmills and 
a magnificently empty reaped wheat field. This is so, to begin with, because the “corner of the eye” of 
which I was speaking, as I said in the beginning, is that of the “curious impertinent”, the title of one 
of the short novels embedded in Don Quixote: the “curious impertinent” as a literal traveller, seeing 
with his eyes, and as an embedment, seeing from the corner of his eye: I thought of both things. 
Now, to continue – although it would hardly be necessary to recall this because the adventures of the 
knightly hidalgo and his squire, or their outings, occurred amid enchanted things, in a place where 
everything was designated by some other name than its own, in short, in the delirium of metaphor. 
For example, amid the windmills which transformed themselves into giants, a gigantic metaphor or 
metamorphosis, indeed, but not because this need of proportion (which, as I mentioned, governs me-
taphor) has been completely forgotten in it, but rather because the metaphor is produced physically, 
in view of the eyes. Just like in Jordi Bernadó’s trip (as we have previously explained), where there are 
windmills and giants, and regardless of whether they are windmills or giants, they throw Don Quixote 
to the ground. The metaphor acts as the only thing true, and it is true in a very tactile sense: if there 
are any doubts, just ask the battered and beaten knight – ask him if they were windmills or giants or… 
words, that is to say, everything that is solid, yes indeed, vanishes into thin air. 

This once again gigantic logomachia occurs in Spain, nothing less than a “republic of enchanted peo-
ple”. Travelling across Spain with his camera, and placing Don Quixote and Sancho at the beginning 
and end of his journey, Jordi Bernadó seems to tell us that he is going to show us anew this “republic 
of enchanted people” – “Espaiñ” – just in case we did not see it, converted into a “republic of enchan-
ted things”: a harsh image of itself, of its own delicateness, and a word which speaks with the elo-
quence of the most amazing vacuity – all is paradox. Pictures and words: Jordi Bernadó’s “outings” 
lead to these photographs which, in the end, are presented to us as a big, new and magnificent “ico-
nologomachia”. The fact that the knight has the obligation of being a hero is known only to the squire, 
who is well acquainted with his patheticness; but if Don Quixote is a silhouette, Sancho is too. The 
paradoxical absolute perfection of Jordi Bernadó’s photographs – which are realistic trompe-l’oeils 
or metaphotographs –, in the exactness of what he shows us, places us between the sword – or the 
lance – and the wall, and as if a new and necessary Democritus were involved, these pictures bear 
the writing: “there is so much for which to weep and so much at which to laugh”
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