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Carlos Estevez’ Theater of Life, 2001, is a nocturnal fable performed by bodies of lines. They have been placed by the artist in a dark hollow distant from either the natural or historical landscape we are bound to. These drawings hold within and around the figures the eternal dance between a balanced architecture and the enticing demons that share space and movement with the same mind.





	 Are they free souls or marionettes? Andante con moto, the dance will say: human experience appears in Las vueltas que da el mundo  with the inner side out; a carousel of unfathomable variations of the same head, diluted in watercolors, are stained by the reflections they have received from the world. Who am I inside all my demons, asks the artist, as if torn to pieces by many tiny persons rushing through his body, which is thus multiplied and chaotically reproduced. But ancient philosophies haunting his mind have told him that repetition of forms is the way to maintain the permanence of species through time, and understand the impersonal project of the universe. The artist’s double dance stops in a pyramid of creatures, all with the same form, progressively smaller in the descent from god’s mind (El Hombre es un Projecto de Dios). 





	Maybe god had not foreseen that humans could have been paralyzed by his power, or could have mistaken power for control. Art restarts the dance: she is a ballerina whose severed head lies on the floor - History separated from her life -  El Arte sin su Historia. The image of a bloody checker board imitates the primary geometrical order; once more figures must be moved, and they are played by marionettes (El Juego de Poder). 





	A mechanical system is at work inside and about each composition of images; each of them shimmers on the surface of the void  as the constellations would, if the sky was a sphere around us, covered in black by human nightmares. Perhaps the void is the black room of our mind, the place in which we try to forget names and measures, and finally see through an invisible eye the true relationship to the world: El Mundo es una Descripcion del Alma, the world is a description of our soul because the way we perceive it makes reality real. The visual system built by Estevez is self contained, it is also centered in an ideal point from which the movement radiates. Full cities and colored cathedrals fill some of the chests. Are these body holding “the city of God” imagined by Augustin, the mighty dream of perfection that human history has constantly disrupted?





	There is no doubt that history is the thread that Carlos Estevez is using to reconnect his mind, his human vulnerability, to the rules of the universe. Perhaps these marionettes moved by threads --but we don’t know where the threads come from--  appeared as if he was thinking “of the hunter’s age and that which followed immediately as a time when man’s waking consciousness had not reached its present complexity and stability. There was little fear of death, sometimes men lay down and died at will, the world of the gods could be explored easily... Apparitions came and went, bringing comfort in the midst of tragedy”. (W.B. Yeats, A Vision, 1937). But Estevez’ duty is to the present, to the living bodies who, despite the darkness of life, in the dark see luminous dreams.





The violence of life is vividly depicted in  his Viviendo Con Sangre Ajena, a central figure of this symbolic dance that shows the effects of politics, religion, mass media, culture, institutions, as they threaten human relationships. Humans have become spiders bound in their own artificial landscape. The artist pays scan attention to impersonal circumstances, he simply brings into being what the soul does to humans, if the soul --as in Gide’s words-- “ is our will to love”. Two bodies and their threads collapse one over the other when they fall in love (To Fall in Love); while two other bodies, standing still like Greek statues (Las Distancias Entre Nuestras Vecindaria) build bridges through their eye contact -- not just one separate 


life facing another life, they are fastened by the strongest strings, and the most personal: the emotions. 
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