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AYALA MUSEUM -
GALLERY III 
Makati Avenue, Makati 

(19 Sept. - 29 Sept.) 
Mak Yee-Sun-.. STUDIO POTTERY 

(1 Oct. - 13 Oct.) 
Group Exhibit of a Collection of 24 Landscape 

Paintings by 12 Selected Artists 

(15 Oct. - 3 Nov.) 
Painting Exhibit by Betsy Brias 

(7 Nov. - 24 Nov.} 
Photography by Wig Tysman 

(5 Dec. - 29 Dec.) 
Virginia Ty-Navarro - MIXED MEDIA 

CCP - MAIN GALLERY 
Roxas Blvd., Manila 

(27 Sept. - 3 Nov.} 
10th CCP Annual Exhibit - JEEPNEY 

(15 Nov. - 15 Dec.) 
ALBANO MEMORIAL 

(21 Dec. - 13 Jan.) 
Philippine Art Educators Association 
- PAINTINGS OF CHILDREN 

CCP - SMALL GALLERY 
(27 Sept. - 20 Oct.) 
Chabet, Harde, Antonio, R. Let! 

& Tan - OBJECT, NON-OBJECT 

(23 Oct. - 2 Nov.) 
David Aquino, New York-based Artist 

(15 Nov. - 15 Dec.) 
ALBANO MEMORIAL 

CCP-5th GALLERY 
(26 Oct. - 26 Nov.) 
10th Anniversary Exhibit of THE ART 

ASSOCIATION OF BACOLOD 

FINALE ART FILE 
Sunvar Plaza, Pasay Rd. 
Makati, Metro-Manila 

(8 Oct. - 23 Oct.) 
Romulo Olazo - MONO PRINTS 

(25 Oct. - 11 Nov.} 
Ang Kiukok - ONE MAN SHOW 

(15 Nov. - 30 Nov.) 
2nd ANNIVERSARY SHOW 
Cesar Legazpi - ONE MAN SHOW 

(3 Dec. - 14 Dec.) 
Ephrain Samson 

(17 Dec. - 31 Dec.) 
Prof. Chen Bing-Sun- HORSES

CHINESE PAINTINGS 

GALERIE BLEUE 
5th Floor., Rustan's Makati 
Ayala Ave., Makati 

(25 Sept. - 6 Oct.) 
Lakansini of Bulacan
HOMAGE TO BULACAN 

(7 Oct.- 20 Oct.} 
Pedro Amorsolo - LAKBA YAN 

(21 Oct. - 3 Nov.) 
Rodt>lfo Ragodon - OLD MANILA 

(6 Nov. - 19 Nov.) 
Slim Torres & Group -

DOS POR DOS 

(20 Nov. - 3 Dec.) 
. Philip Victor - ONE-MAN SHOW 

HIRAYA ART GALLERY 
530 UN Ave. 
Ermita, Manila 

Main Gallery 
(8 Oct.- 30 Oct.) 
Jon Petty John - STUDIO POTTERY 

(6 Nov. - 30 Nov.) 
Robert Soleo - FIRST ONE MAN 

EXHIBITION 

(3 Dec. - 31 Dec.) 
Imelda Cajipe-Andaya -

PAINTINGS: THIRD ONE MAN 
EXHIBITION 

Mezzanine 
EXHIBITION BY THREE 
ILLUSTRATORS IN SERIES 
(19 Sept. - 18 Nov.) 

(19 Sept. - 7 Oct.) 
Jose Tence Ruiz 

(10 Oct. - 28 Oct.) 
Dante Perez 

(31 Oct. - 18 Nov.) 
Roque Lf''3 

(21 Nov. - 9 Dec.) 
Lao Lian-Ben - WATERCOLOR 

LIONGOREN ART GALLERY 
111 New York St., Cubao · 

~December 1985) 
ANNIVERSARY EXHIBIT 

LUZ GALLERY 
448 E. De Los Santos Ave. 
Makati 

(6 Oct. - 31 Oct.) 
Pacita Abad 

(5 Nov. - 30 Nov.) 
Liborio Gatbunton -

CARICATURES 

(DECEMBER 1985) 
ANNUAL GROUP SHOW 

MUSEUM OF PHIL. ART 
Roxas Blvd., cor. TM Kalaw 
Manila 

(8 Oct. - 15 Oct.) 
DEMONSTRATION OF TRAFTE 
VENUE: National Museum or MOPA 

(8 Oct. - 8 Nov.) . 
Mars Galang - RECENT WORKS, 
PAINTINGS & DRAWINGS 

(15 Nov. - 15 Jan.) 
Lao Lian-Ben - RECENT PAINTINGS 
lmpi Pilapil - RECENT PRINTS 

SINING KAMALIG 
2160 Taft Ave., Pasay 

(7 Oct. - 6 Nov.) 
PWU SHOW - COLLECTION OF 

PAINTINGS 

(7 Nov. - 27 Nov.) 
Joyce Pefta - LIFE IS LOVE 

(29 Nov. - 16 Dec.) . 
Cornelio Lagda 

(18 Dec. - 10 Jan.) 
Nonna Belleza 

GENESIS ART GALLERY 
Banco De Oro Bldg. 
Shaw Blvd., Mandaluyong 

(27 Sept. - 23 Oct.) 
FUTURE'S PART 
Glen Bautista 

(25 Oct. - 16 Nov.) 
Prints of French Popular An 
sponsored by the French Embassy 

(22 Nov. - 11 Dec.) 
Angel· Cacnio 
Watercolor Works 

PINAGLABANAN GALLERIES 
152-154 J. Arellano St. 
San Juan 

(29 Oct. - 26 Nov.) 
KALAHATING DEKADA 
Recent paintings by Jose Tence Ruiz 

(12 Dec. - 19 Jan.) 
MEDALLA 
The Signs and Wonders of David and Kai 
An exhibit of collaborated works by London· 
based artist David Medalla and German artist 
Kai Heigellman 

PINAGLABANAN GALLERIES 
AT LA TASCA GRILLE ROOM 
Greenbelt, Makati 
(30 Sept. - 30 Dec.) 
.Group Exhibit of Various Artists 
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DAVID MEDALLA 
b~yBrett 

For nearly twenty-five years, based mainly 
in London, David Medalla has been one of the 
most , imaginative and active figures in con· 
teJnporary art. Unlike many artists who become 
associated with one style, one 'moment', David 
Medalla has been a pioneer of ideas and forms 
in several artistic movements as they have un
folded over the last two decades: Kinetic art in 
the 1960s, Conceptual, Environmental and Pa~ 
ticipatory art in the late '60s and early '70s, the 
move towards more socially and politically con· 
scious art in the mid and late '70s, and Perform
ance art and painting in the late '70s and '80s. 
And he has been involved with founding galleries, 
magazines and artists' groups connected with 
these movements. 

The admiration felt for him by many artists 
and writers, in several countries, and by visitors 
to his exhibitions, contrasts strangely with the 
almost total neglect of his work by the British 
art establishment. For, despite the large number 
of exhibitions, of new work and new perform
ances he h~ given in all kinds of venues, from 
the most 'international' to the most 'local', and 
his literally unceasing activity as a catalyst of 
avant garde art, his work has been consistently 
excluded from official survey exhibitons of art 
in the UK. This gulf is so striking it demands 
s_ome investigation. 

The French critic Pierre Restany once de
scribed David Medalla as 'The marginal artist 
par excellence'. That perceptive 'par excellence' 
seems to hint that David's marginality is partly 
something forced on him by the hostility of 
art establishments, and partly a ·position ·he has 
deliberately sought. In other words, not only 
has his art been challenging, but his life has 
pointed up some of the most pertinent contra
dictions of an artist's struggle to retain creative 
independence under today's conditions. 

Neglect by the art world means that projects 
are stifled by lack of space, lack of materials, 
lack of money. But acceptance by the art world, 
at least to begin with, will not be on the artist's 
own terms. It will be on the art world's terms, 
which became, during this period, increasingly 
bureaucratic, shallow and chauvinistic. The old 
individual mediators - known as dealers, 
curators, critics, collectors, art historians - have 
merged more and more into a single managerial 
network. They see the artist merely as the 
producer of the work and obstruct him or her 
from gaining any broad social and intellectual 
presence. Today, these managers seem to get 
in between artists and the world. Even worse, 
the few financially successful young artists 
aspire to join this corporate dictatorship. 

David Medalla, therefore, has become 
marginal to the art system as it conventionally 
operates. Despite having no status on the art 
market, no gallery, dealer or agent working 
for him, he has shown that it is possible to sur
vive outside this system, to work and to become 
known. For he is known internationally and his. 
work has exerted a great influence. One would 
soon find this out if one inquired among artists, 
but it remains unknown publicly because it is 
not a crude, clone-like, stylistic influence. It is 
more an impetus w.pich comes from the con
ceptual daring of his ideas, his immense cultural 

.. 

!<nowledge and his capacity for generating 
activity in others. No dealer or cultural elite has 
imposed on him any snobberies about what or 
where he should show or perfonn. 

Paradoxically, the system which overall 
gives . an image of artistic pluralism is very 
restrictive in relation to the individual artist. 
The way Medalla's work has changed radically 
in concept and approach over the years, th~ 
ephemeral (materially speaking) nature of 
much of it, his disparate activities, are all 
liabilities in the present structure of the art 
world, which insists on a clear, identifiable and 
homogenous product, whether the result is a 
painting, a sculpture, an 'installation', or even 
a living person. These demands of the market 
and saleability are linked with the prevailing 
visual style. For the last fifteen years or so, 
the metropolitan art centres have lived and 
breathed a reductionist aesthetic connected 
with 'packaging': <:learly delimited work, con
centration on one problem, abbreviation, 

mpact and uniformity. It has affected every 
kind of expression, from painting and sculpture 
to concept art and performance, from art·for
art's-sake to socially-committed work, from 
'clean' presentation to the most 'funky'. And 
it has dominated the world of gallery design, 
catalogues, books, artist's 'statements' apd 
biographies. 

David's approach has always been the 
opposite to this product-oriented formalism. 
Any particular work of his is apparently 'openly' 
structured and tends to multiply and proliferate, 
whether by his own choice or by the participa· 
tion of others, both friends and strangers. One 
work is part of another, a theme emerges in 
different media, there are continual cross· 
references, allusions and spontaneous additions. 
It is part of a process which extends from the 
work itself into his other activities. 

Even so, 'hard to package' is still not enough 
to explain his marginality. He could become the 
object of a personality cult, and then every 
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kind of souvenir of his activities would acquire 
a market value. But this building up of the artist 
into hero or star, today, seems to be closely 
associated with national myths, which the artist 
must in some way embody. David is an outsider 
in the West, by birth. But by choice too, every
thing about his activities detracts from the 
national myth, both in its definition of what 
'belongs' and of what is 'foreign'. His profound 
knowledge of English culture and the urban 
existence in London does not make him a 
'British artist', any more than his roots in the 
Philippines, his equally great knowledge of 
Indian and Chinese culture make him an Asian 
artist. In fact, the leitmotif this work has been, 
more than anything else, this problem of culture. 
He bas been very much concerned with its 
paradoxical nature: both its static aspects, the 
way in which people are fonned so strongly by 
their origins, and also the dynamic, stressful 
and extremely complicated interactions today 
as people, wor~, images and things move about 
and_coalesce_in the world. His own travels, 
Which arc as much a process of talking to people 
as of exploring places, and are continuous, 
even in a city where he has lived for years, 
give a new meaning to that tired phrase: 'an 
international artist'. Since the prevailing use of 
this term is a phoney one, which merely covers 
the desires of powerful countries to impose their 
culture on others, David's practice is a challenge. 
!t represents good portents for the future, but 
It leads a marginal, borderline existence today. 

Method 

Despite the difficulties involved, I believe 
any description of David M~dalla's work should 
treat his manifold activities together, and not 
narrow the discussion to what can most easily 
be recognized as 'art works'. They are all closely 
connected, for he is not a person who com
partmentalises his work and his life. It is 
remarkable how, at each stage of his evolution, 
when he has arrived at a turning-point and his 
work has radically changed, he has almost 
always followed the same patte_rn of activities, 
both artistic and social. All the elements relate 
together coherently and.can therefore be called, 
as a whole, a method of work. It might be 
summed up like this: 

• At each stage there emerges the main, 
realized, large-scale work with a dearly-defined 
identity. In the period of kinetic art, it was the 
Bubble Machines; in the early and mid '70s, it 
was the participation pieces like Stitch in Time 
and Eskimo Carver; more recently, it has been 
the performances and paintings. The Bubble 
Machine, for example, David has found such an 
essential work for him, that he has made differ
ent versions over the years, reflecting new 
preoccupations by adaptation · of the same 
metaphor. 

• The main work is accompanied by sub
sidiary ones, and a great outpouring of ideas in 
the form of drawings, paintings, collages, found
objects and images, . poems and other verbal 

texts. 
• He also embarks on an intensive study of 

some area of art and ideas. His work may origi
nate in personal experience, but is also closely 
connected with study, bringing forward a body 
of ideas, or some moment of world culture, 
which he makes explicit and contemporary in 
and through his own work. In the kinetic period, 
it was scientific writings and the notion of con
tinuing the discoveries of the pioneers of 
modernism; at the time of the Exploding 
Galaxy, it was Buddhist art and insights; in the 
early '70s, Marxism, and what Lenin called 
'the popular and democratic forms of culture'; 
more recently, he has been interested in the 
methods of Renaissance, Baroque and Rococo 
art. The previous interests have usually been 
absorbed into the new ones. 

• At each stage, too, he has brought 
together a group. The role of small, active 
groups of 'cultural workers' of all kinds has 
been of decisive importance in 20th century 
art. Though many of them were shortlfved, 
they stimulated ai:tists to create, to work 
together. They broke barriers between special
izations, publicised new ideas and linked with 
wider social struggles. 

Art and Life 

To say merely that Dav,id has linked visual, 
plastic, musical and poetic elements with a 
teaching and publicising dimension may conjure 
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David is an outsider in the West, by birth. But by choice 
too, everything about his activities detracts from the national 
myth, both in its definition of what "belongs' and of what is 
"foreign". 

up the image of a remote, rather academic figure. 
Nothing could be further from the truth, It 
would be hard to imagine a person who made a 
closer connection between his art and his iife 
(which does not mean that they !ll'C the same 
thing). His work deals very much with ideas, 
but the first stimulation and much of the feel 
of it, comes always from direct personal expe
rience. On the one hand, from his relations with 
specific people. These range from the most 
intimate, from lovers and close friends, to people 
he has only met briefly, or never. They also 
include historical and mythical figures. When he 
talks of an artist of the past, it is hard to separate 
his admiration for their art from his wann feel
ing for their p'erson and his detailed knowledge 
of their whole living situation. These people 
figure often in his work. It is characteristic of 
him to talk, write about and publicise the work 
of other artists (sometimes to engage in enot" 
mous and exaggerated disputes with a few). 
Many of his pieces are cast in the fonn of a 
homage or evocation - this has become an 
elab<?rate genre with his recent performance 
pieces. When travelling - and even while work
ing - he is the opposite of a self-absorbed 
person. He is always meeting and talking with 
people, and even his most temporary lodging 
soon becomes the scene of a stream of visitors. 

The other source of his work in personal 
experience is in the particular nature of his 
response to the environment. Naturally, this is a 
particular matter for every individual, being a 
product of so many factors and, perhaps, largely 
formed in childhood In a gmeral way, David's 
perception of the environment, as well as of 
people, has been one that delights in abundance 
and difference. It has given his work a forming 
principle, which, as I suggested earlier, is the 
opposite of reductionism. His early kinetic 
machines and his recent performances, though 
unlike in practically every way, are inwardly 
connected in being expressions of the same 
forming principle of growth, aggregation, proli
feration. It is a coherent concept of fonn. 
Medalla once linked' it to Heinrich Zimmer's 
interpretation of form in Indian sculpture as 
'growing and expanding'. The participation
pieces that Medalla has made, too, have been 

ones that welcomed an unlimited number of 
contributions from an unlimited number of 
people. This was their form and content. 

His work has largesse, but of a particular 

mouth. "When she opened his mouth to find 
it the butterball had grown into the universe". 

David has been drawn to Western expressions 
of the same philosophy: 

In the case of Leonardo da Vinci, he was 
interested in all kinds of phenomena-· 
there was not one phenomenon, for him, 
that was less important than another, 
whether it's a crack in the wall or a big 
cataclysm, or the psychology of a person, 
or a speaker's gestures an{i what they 
signify •.• 

In his own work the same attitude might appear 
as a response to materials - seeing the possibility 
of poetry in a piece of waste, like seeing 
Hokusai mountains and cosmic phenomena in 
congealed rice from a saucepan; or in the choice 
of themes, like a perfonnance where a type of 
knife would stand for a whole period of human 
history. 

Ideas and Execution 

The bringing together of everyday elements 
incongruously in the light of imagination, 
working upon reality - that might be the 
simplest way to describe Medalla's method. He 
himself has given an analogy in the kind of 
metaphors or propositions that the Buddha 
would use in his discourses in answer to the 
questions which obses.ied people at the time: 

..• pedants were trying to determine the 
length of one Kalpa - the life span of 
one cosmic system - but the Buddha 
had more wisdom and imagination than 
these scholastics and he proposed a meta· 
phor:, if you imagine a cube of solid rock 
which is four metres square, and at the 
end of every century a man were to 
stroke it once with a fine piece of Benares 
muslin, the rock would be worn away 
before the Kalpa came to an end . .... 

This kind of metaphor is incredible/ 
It shows what a metaphor is. First, you 
have two separate elements: a piece of 
solid rock and a piece of the finest 
Bena res muslin - two almost incongruous 
elements. The equation between these 
two produces an image which is almost 
boundless. If I aspire to anything ;n art, 
I aspire for that kind of proposition. It 
doesn't matter if it is only a proposition 
if it inspires others. Confronted with such 
a metaphor, your mind will be able to 
grasp the mysteries of life. A metaphor 
also has the capacities for continuous 
growth. It grows all the time you think 
about it It transcends the elements 
which constitute it . .• 

This was a proposition which referred to the 
world of physical actions, but it was not neces. 
sary to do the action to understand the mean. 
ing. It was a sign made directly to the imagin1. 

tion. In the world of contemporary art, and in 
Medalla's work particularly, this anecdote has a 
particular force. What is the relationship today 
between the proposition' and the realized work 
of art, between the idea and the execution? 
This is not as simple a question as itmightseeni, 

Without some appreciation of the importance 
of propositions it 1s not possible to understand 
the art of this century. One would be left with 
the prosaic view that it consists merely of the 
'realized works' hanging in museums. One 
wculd ignore the many unrealized projects and 
proposals in which artists reached out in imagi
na!ion, often with a profound social conscience, 
beyond the restrictions of the present division 
of labour and narrow concept of art. An artist 
- like Tatlin for example - can exert a great 
fascination, although one cannot see any of his 
original works, only a few documents, 
maquettes and reconstructions. And even of 
the · works of the great painters and sculptors 
which do hang in museums - they were usually 
seen by the artists not as finished and self· 
sufficient entities, but as stages of research, 
models, signs. 

Reflecting on the creative act, the disparate 
objects of 'Marcel Duchamp tended to separate 
the idea and the sensibility from questions of 
craft, taste, and the working up of 'raw' materials 
so long associated with art. The 'execution' 
consisted often just of finding or buying an 
everyday object and placing it in a certain 
context. 

Medalla is an inheritor of this situation. But 
he goes beyond it, because he combines several 
approaches which were split among different 
artists in the earlier part of the century for 
polemical reasons important at the time but 
now outdated He doesn't have a simple 'con· 
cept art' position, for example. Some of his 
propositions, or propulsions as he prefers to 
call them, are for simple devices which anyone 
can make from materials lying around; others 
need a great deal of money and technology, 
but are possible; and there are others which are 
visionary. 

In other works, the question of craft and 
taste become very important. But they do so in 
a new sense, liberated from the notion of the 
artistic commodity, which must find a buyer in 
the market. His participation-production pieces 
start with an idea by the artist and are realized 
by the public. The artist gives more than an idea, 
he gives an ambience which l'!ads people to 

spontaneously devote their time and care to 

making something, and find themselves using 
their craft and taste unexpectedly as a fonn of 
self-reflection. 

At the same time, David has continued to 
make paintings and drawings in the traditional 
media, (but with experimental techniques and 
new subjects), and to exhibit them as readily 
as any other aspect of his art. This very human, 

· kind It is not European, but not of the New 
World either, which impresses through sheer 
size and muscularity. It is a kind of largesse 
which links the tiny with the vast (microcosm
macrocosm) and expresses one in terms of the 
other, almost as a matter of course. Connect
ing mundane details of everyday life with the 
big universal questions is a particularly Asian 
- perhaps even S~uth· East Asian - way of 
getting at the truth. In the old days, it might 
be the legend of the baby Khrishna stealing a 
butterball from the kitchen one day when his 
mother was cooking, and putting it in his 

It would be hard to imagine a person who made a closer 
connection between his art and his life. His work deals very 
much with ideas, but the first stimulation and much of the 
feel of it comes always from direct personal experience. 
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Charles Hustwlcki 

but in the present climate courageous, readiness 
to admit many facets of one's creative being -
not to practice the 'auto-sectarianism' of s~le 
~ociated with success in the art world - is one 
of the things which has made David Medalla's 
work popular with artists but unpopular with 
art administrators and art dealers. 

But there is more to be said about the 
relation of idea and execution. David has pro
ceeded with his work in the midst of contradic· 

00ns, without being able always to resolve theill, 
but without succumbing to them or being 
defeated by them, either. He has given his 
i.Jllagination free reign to pour out ideas, 
although this has sometimes meant an im
patience with presenting them in a technically 
effective way. At the same time, the desire to 
realize ideas in durable works has been frustra· 
ted by a lack of demand and support for his 
work, and his own refusal t~ gain that support 
by polishing up and standardizing one or two 
ideas for art market consumption. 

All in all, this is no one-dimensional pro· 
blem, but a dilemma facing all artists today 
which David Medalla has pointedly dramatised 
in his own life. 

In his time 

To trace the way David's work has changed 
is to attempt to describe the interrelationship 
between three processes which are evolving 
simultaneously: the evolution of 'world events', 
the evolution of personal life, and the evolution 
in the fonn of the art work. In David's case, the 
evolution of fonn is linked in an intimate way 
with the cultural upheavals of the '60s, '70s & 
'80, which, with local variations and expressions, 
were world-wide mass-movements involving 
millions upon millions of people. 

The elements which do not change, the 
structure of the fantasy which is peculiar to 
the individual and which seems to be fonned in 
childhood, reappear in every medium David has 
used. In his style, there is indeed always a child
like quality, motivated by wonder. But not 
faux-naivete; there is a characteristic powerful 
energy, with both a light angelic and a dark 
serpentine side to it. Another constant element 
his work has always sho~ is an extraordinary 
feeling for the possible poetic effect .of every 
kind of object, natural and man-made: from a 
rare porous coral to a Hong Kong toy, from a 
piece of velours to packaging waste. Another 

preoccupation always coming through is the 
urge to speculate on a more liberat~d way of 
life and structure of society. 

It is not easy to schematize David's produc· 
tions. But his work of the last wenty years, after 
a prolific early 'painting career, can convenie~tly 
be divided into three main stages: 

The period of kinetics (c. 1963·1967). 
Concentrating on the relationship with 
nature in an elemental fonn. 

The period of participation (c, 1968-
1976). Cor,icentrating on relationships with 
other people, and the interaction of nature 
and culture. 

The period of performance and painting: 
'Synoptic Realism'. (c. 1975· , ). ~oncen
trating on the relationship between his own 
experience, his subjectivity and the range of 
realities in which people live: historical, 
mythological, economic, cultural, psycho
logical and linguistic. 

A possible way of looking at this development 
would be to see it as a continuously evolving, 
and expanding, reflection on reality as the 
dialectical product of movement, motion. When 
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he was composing his Duino Elegies, Rilke said 
that the enigma which constantly preoccupied 
him was the way "transitoriness is everywhett 
plunging into a profound Being . . • All the 
fonns of the here and now are not merely to b 
used in a time-limited way, but, so far as we c~ 
instated within those superior significances in 
which we share." What is the relationship be
tween transitoriness and profound Being? In 
his kinetic works, like his Bubble Machine, 
David investigated this enigma through the 
metaphor of elemental nature: biomorphic 
fonns continuously self-creating and self. 
destructing. With his Participatio'n-production 
pieces of the 1970s (eg Stitch In Time, Eskimo 
Carver), David brought other people into the 
equati~n, not as static entities objectified by 
the artISt, but as spontaneous manifestations of 
their own creative energies and imaginations. 
All of David's more recent work - his perfo~ 
mances, paintings, impromptus, photoworks 
- could be seen as a highly sophisticated rt

invention of the mask theme, or the masquerade, 
Constantly changing masks - and these could 
be a piece of music or a gesture as much as a 
face covering - conjure up the constantly· 
shifting modes and models of reality through 
which we live our lives. His performances, for 
example, involve not only quick changes of 
mood and theme, but also changes of gender, 
location, historical period, social type, and they 
treat many hackneyed and kitsch-type of 
situations as equally workable material as the 
epoch-making and lofty. In fact today the sig, 
nificant can't be separated from the trivial, or 
the truth from the lie, by assuming some aloof 
position of superior wisdom, but only be sifting 
every kind of event/sign for its liberating 
possibilities. 

Years he lived a 
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synoptic Realism, David Medalla calls this 
new period of his work: really a manifesto-term 
which expresses the desire to incorporate into a 
rnode of expreS§ion not only the multiple facets 
of reality, but also the multitude of 'realisms', 
languages, each of which suggests a particular 
version of the relationship between nature and 
artifice, reality and illusion. An ambitious task, 
to say the least. David has described the com
plexities involved at just one level: . that of 
optical reality: 

Light and objects as they appear to the 
naked eye (the basis of 19th century 
naturalism) are joined by many new 
optical phenomena, such as the changed 
appearance of already-known objects by 
telescope and microscope, heat sensors, 
computerized codification, translation 
into visual form of non-visual informa
tion, and so on. Then, there are the new 
realms of matter made visible by scientific 
discoveries, such as the traces of sub
atomic particles revealed in bubble
chamber photos, and so on. Then, there 
are the 'paravisuar phe!Jomena connected 
with extra-sensory perception. 

Medal la considers optical reality, out to its 
fringes in paravisual phenomena, as one com
ponent of Synoptic Realism. There are also the 
levels of: 'dreams, of subjective sensations, 
volitions, desires, aspirations, memories', the 
mental worlds of specific human beings with 
their criss-crossing fragments of history, culture, 
myth and language. The fragmentariess of our 
experience of reality today is matched by that 
of artistic language. Given the shrinking of the 
world and the constant movement of visual 
infonnation, artistic language is no longer 
'homogenous and uni-traditional, but a complex 
amalgam of so many styles and tendencies', 
To attempt to unify all this is an epic ambition 
which really requires an epic art fonn. 

The genesis of such a form may perhaps be 
glimpsed by comparing the role objects play in 
David's Perfonnances and Paintings with the 
role they play in everyday life. As everyday 
commodities, they are given a single use and 
meaning. Perhaps it is the very narrowness of 
their symbolic life in the normal world which 
makes them such a rich field for the artistic 
imagination to play with. By being combined 
in unexpected ways they take on multiple new 
meanings. hi this David's recent works resemble 
in method, to some extent, the traditional 
artistic form of the allegory. But whereas tradi
tional allegory refers to a commonly-understood 
(though maybe subsequently lost) 'key', David 
Medalla's art is exploratory, both of signs and 
of meanings: 

I don't believe in moralistic art. Art 
should investigate reality and bring out 
its enigmas • •• 

I mean I'm an enigma to myself • . • I 
don't know why I'm here. You can 
always have a construct: I'm here to pay 
my taxes, to please my parents, to have 
children. Thomas Aquinas said the 
animals were here in order to.praise God. 
You see, the constructs are always 
changing ... 
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The painting of Lovato Guerrino and myself 
is the first work in the series I have collectively 
entitled 'Parables of Friendship', a project I 
discussed in my interview with Jun Terra which 
'San Juan' published. Incidentally, in the second 
part of that interview, there was some confusion 
about my remarks on Jackson Pollack and the 
abstract expressionists. I consider Jackson 
Pollack the greatest American painter of the 
first half of the 20th century. Many of his 
imitators were second rate. The confusion may 
have arisen due to a fault in the tape-recording 
or an error in transcription. I hope 'San Juan' 
will rectify this mistake. 

To return to my own painting. I began it in 
1983 and it was first exhibited as a work-in
progress in the one-man show I gave in June 
1984 at South Hill Park Arts Centre in Bracknell 
Berkshire, England, to celebrate the terminatio~ 
of my two-year stint as artist-in-residence at 
South Hill Park. My residency was funded by 
the Arts Council of Great Britain. My show at 
South Hill Park co-incided with the 2nd Inter
national Festival of Performance Art in Brack
nell, for which I presented the finale with Kai 
Hilgemann and a number of young international 
artists. 

I did not resume work on the painting again 
until summer of this year (1985), as I spent 
most of the rest of 1984 touring Europe with 
Kai Hilgemann. Apart from South Hill Park, this 
painting was also exhibited at the Brixton Art 
Gallery and Camden Arts Centre, both in 
London. The painting accompanied me and Kai 
in our travels throughout Holland, Belgium, 
France, Germany and Switzerland where we 
performed last year and early this year. 

The subject of the painting was inspired by 
an actual incident which occured when I was in 
Venice, in 1980, on the.eve of a synoptic-realist 
perfonnance that I presented at the Accademia 
di Venezia. In Venice, I was the guest of Lovato 
Guerrino, a brilliant young artist from Vicenza 
(the hometown, incidentally, of the architect 
Palladio and of the historian Pigafetta who 
accompanied Magellan on his voyage to the 
Philippines). Guerrino lived for a while on 
Barbaria de le Tole in the district of Castello in 
Venice, a few minutes walk away froll) the 
celebrated equestrian statue of Colleone by 
Andrea Verrochio (the teacher of Leonardo da 
Vinci). Guerrino's tiny room was above a work
shop which produced masks for the Venetian 
carnival. It-was the night of the full moon. I was 
seated in front of Guerrino's desk finishing the 
text of my performance, entitled 'Voyages and 
Somersaults of the Pilgrim-Monkey' which 
I began in the study of the French poet Louis 
Aragon in Paris. Guerrino entered the room from 
the garden of memory at the back of the house, 
holding aloft in one hand an egg in the moon
light. He had brought me the egg from his 
parents' farm in Vicenza. I thought the moment 
had a magical quality to it, and I imagined a 
similar scene could have taken place several 
centuries ago in Venice between Antonello da 
Messina (a Sicilian artist who stayed for a while 
in Venice) and the great Venetian painter 
Giorgione di Castelfranco. I decided to make 
the incident between Guerrino and myself as 
the subject of the first in my projected series 
of paintings collectively entitled 'Parables of 
Friendship'. 

The painting was done after a sketch which 

I made almost immediately after the incident 
Most of the objects depicted in the painting 
I used as props for my performance at the 
Accademia di Venezia, which, incidentally, was 
hailed as a masterpiece of performance art by 
the Italian painter Emilio Vedova, the grand 
old man of Venetian painting. 

In composing the painting, I consciously 
tried to resolve synoptically, two differing 
plastic compositional devices: the 'horizontal/ 
vertical opposition' pursued by Mondrian to 
create what he called 'dynamic equilibrium' 
and the 'lyrical arabesque' of Matisse, their 
vitality and unmistakeable lilt (as in jazz and 
bel canto music). Matisse and Mondrian are two 
of my favorite painters of the first half of our 
century. In my painting, I utilised a kind of 
orthogonal perspective similar to the ones used 
in Indian painting and by Chinese masters, for 
I wanted above all to respect the flatness of the 
picture surface. Volume and depth I created by 
means of the tonal orchestration of the colours 
of the figures and objects depicted In a black 
and white photograph, this kind of colouristic 
tonal orchestration will not be evident - so, 
one has to see the original painting with all its 
chromatic colours. In fact, I conceived the 
different elements of this painting in the same 
spirit that different instruments in a gamelan 
orchestra contribute rhythmically and melodic
ally to the texture and structure of an essentiaUy 
improvised form of music. 

The figure (person) writing_ at the desk, 
reflected in a mirror, in the centre of the paint· 
ing, is myself. The tip of the brush I am holding 
in the picture is the centre o( the actual painting. 
Tliere are other focal points in the picture 

such as the egg which Guerrino is holding. 
_Above .Guerrino, on the upper left hand side 
of the picture, is. a cloth banner or hanging, 
on which is depicted a monochromatic repre
sentation of the funerary gondola which con-. 
veyed the dead body of the great Russian 
impressario Sergei Diaghilev to his grave on 
the island of San Michele in Venice. The image 
was based on an actual photograph of the event, 
taken in 192S. The egg is a universal symbol for 
birth; the connection between life and death is 
therefore symbolically stated in the comer of 
this painting. The connection is re-stated differ
ently through the other window, on the right
hand side of the painting, by means of a branch 
of the laurel-tree, with one or two decaying 
leaves. The laurel-tree is also a W estem ( Greek 
and Roman) symbol for glory and fame. Most 
of the leaves of the laurel-tree in this painting 
are luxuriant, fresh and green. 

In my painting, I utilised a kind of orthogonal perspective 
similar to the ones used in Indian painting and by Chinese 
masters, for I wanted above all to respect the flatness of the 
picture surface. Volume and depth I created by means of the 
tonal orchestration of the colours of the figures and objects 
depicted. 

By the laurel-tree, there is a toy monkey 
serenading a polychromed plaster angel in a 
wooden frame. This is to symbolise the inter
connection between the animal world (the 
monkey) and the sacred or divine world (the 
angel). I found both these objects in Venice, 
a few doors aways from Guerrino's old room, 
and I used these objects in my performance 
at the Accademia di Venezia. Incidentally, 
in the tide sequence of the film 'Rebel Without 
A Cause', the actor James Dean ( who I knew 
in New York in the early fifties) is seen winding 
a toy monkey similar to the one in my painting. 
I mentioned this beautiful sequence to the 
director of that film Nicholas Ray when I met 
him in Amsterdam in the sixties, and he said 
that idea came originally from Jimmy Dean 
himself. The sequence of Jimmy and the toy 
monkey which moved me deeply when I first 
saw the film must have · lodged 10 the inner 
recesses of my memory; it surfaced again, in a 
metamorphosed way, in my own performa~ce 
of 'Voyages and Somersaults of the Pilgrim
Monkey,' which in some ways, was an oblique 
homage to James Dean and other friends in my 
past. 

Behind me in the painting is an old school 
star map: a representation of the sky at night. 
Guerrino found this star map on the fondamenta 
(embanlonent) near the Corte de Milion, the 
site of the house of Marco Polo, the most celeb
rated of many intrepid Venetian voyagers. To 
the left of the star map, beside the jacket, is a 
kinetic construction I made out of three pieces 
of old wooden hangers. I joined the hangers 
together in such a way that they become 
letters of the alphabet as the hangers are moved 
about in various positions. I used this portable 
kinetic sculpture in another performance which 
I gave in Venice, at the seat of the German 
Academy, on the magnificent terrace of the 
Palazzo Barbarigo della Terraza on the Grand 
Canal. That particular performance was inspired 

by the 'Fifth Duino Elegy' of Rainer Maria 
Rilke, in which the German poet compared the 
spatial disposition of the saltimbanques of a 
Picasso painting to the initial letter 'D' of 
'dasein' or Thereness'. My articulated cloth 
hangers were fairly polyglot and created the 
initials in German, Dutch, French and Italian! 

Behind me in the painting, above the book
case filled with many colourful books(Guerrino 
is an indefatigible reader and collector of art 
books) is a Sung dynasty celadon incense burner 
in the shape of a ceramic duck. The duck, for 
the Chinese, is a symbol of fidelity and friend
ship. Above the duck is a small vase carved 
from a pinecone and the death mask of the 
Great Venetian lover Giacomo Casanova. On 
the table to my right are two books: the sonnets 
of Aretino ( the friend of Titian) and the poems 
of Baffo. Casanova, Aretioo, Baffo and the 
playwright Goldoni (symbolically represented 
in the painting by the darkgreen jacket) are my 
favourite Venetian writers. The seashell near 
the books is the scallop sacred to Venus. I feel 
a great kinship with Venetian writers, painters 
and composers, for they shared a cosmopolitan 
outlook (like me!) and were passionate lovers 
of sensuous beauty. 

Some of the objects in the painting (~ch as 
the two toothbrushes in a glass, the face towel 
over the kitchen sink, the pair of socks and the 
pair of underpants on the bed) were articles 
which Guerrino and I used in daily life. The 
pair of black leather boots were the ones I wore 
when I stayed in Venice. The earthen pot on 
the table contained red Veneto wine, while the 
empty green bottle in the sink was used for 
white Vicentine wine. There is a fresh ciambella 
(Italian doughnut) on the saucer below the 
small white cup. The two fresh bananas on the 
brown tissue paper refer, quite obviously, to 
the sense of taste as does the brown ciambella, 
There are several objects in the painting which 
refer to the sense of hearing: the little paper 
whistle used in carnivals and fetes, the small 
paper concertirza 6etween the earthen pot and 
the ciambella, the small cassette ~pe recorder 

While painting my self-portrait, I thought of the portraits 
of young men by Lorenzo Lotto, the great Venetian painter 
of the Renaissance. In the treatment of my worker's jacket, 
I was very conscious of the way Cezanne achieved volume in 
his paintings through an architectonic use of tones and con
trasts. 

which I used in some of my previous perform
ances in "Italy, and two cassette tapes of operatic 
arias sung by Tito Schipa and Beniamino Gigli. 
Schipa and Gigli were two great tenors who 
expressed admiration for each other's art. For 
me, Schipa's voice was like velvety white wine, 
while the voice of Gigli was like rich red wine. 
I have often used songs sung by them in my 
performances. 

The white object with a black disc is a hot 
plate which Guerrino and I used for making 
coffee and cooking pasta. There are two fans 
in the painting: a foldable Spanish type fan 
and a Filipino straw fan leaning on a small 
gourd-shape vase. Below the straw fan is a stuf
fed silk object from India in the sh'ape of a 
butterfly, the symbol of re-birth. On the other 
side of the table is a small handcase in which 
I used to carry the toy monkey and the ceramic 
angel. Above this small case with red stripes is a 
tiny . porcelain rabbit, the symbol of fertility. 
Behind Guerrino in the moonlight is a small 
saucepan; in it is a pot of blossoming flowers. 

There are distinct though distant echoes of 
past artworks in the painting of the figures. 
While painting my self-portrait, I thought of the 
portraits of young men by Lorenzo Lotto, the 
great Venetian painter of the Renaissance. In the 
treatment of my worker's jacket, I was very 
conscious of the way Cezanne achieved volume 
in his paintings through an architectonic use of 
tones and contrasts. In painting the figure of 
Lovato Guerrino, I recalled a beautiful detail of 
an 'Adoration' by Sa vol do which I saw in Venice; 
that of a young shepherd framed in a window. 
In the Savoldo painting, the shepherd is looking 
into the interior of a stable from the right hand 
side. In my painting, Guerrino is looking into 
the interior of his room from the left hand side. 
I had to paint Guerrino in contre-jour, or, rather, 
in this case, contre le clair-de-la-lune (against 
the moonlight). 

Painting this work presented me with several 
challenges: problems of composition, of 
symbolism and figuration. For me, painting this 
picture was an exhilarating experience, for it 
enabled me to capture in a relatively stable 
form an ephemeral and beautiful moment in 
my life. I painted myself in the act of writing, 
in a state of contemplation; and I painted 
Guerrino in the act of calling my name and 
calling attention to the egg he is holding: a 
dream-like moment akin to trance. The bamboo 
container with old brushes on the table reflected 
in the mirror, is a joint statement of our love 
forart. £ 
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THE OFELIA GELVEZON TEQUI INTERVIEW, PART TWO 

by Michael Adams 

The following conversation continues the inter

view with expatriate graphic artist Ofelia Gelve
zon Tequi, the first half of which appeared in 
San Juan~ October issue. Agnes Arellano and 
Marc Tequi join the protagonists towards the 
last part of the interview. 

MA: 

OT: 

We're really talking about technique and 
medium at this stage, and I think the 
questions would naturally flow in that 
direction. There's a quote from Ray 
Albano which I n9ticed in the article he 
wrote about print-making in the late 1980 
Philippine Art Supplement of you. He 
says, "She investigated the craft's roots!" 
What do you think he meant by that? 
Do you think he meant that you were 
particularly thorough in your technique, 
or that you had looked at more options 
for technique than other people? 
I suppose it's a compliment to my 
'busisi-ness', because .J dont' know if 
printmakers here are thorough. I think 
it's also the lack of materials. To finish a 
complete edition of 30, you need 30 
sheets of good rag paper, and all this is 
expensive. You have to invest in it, and 
you 're not sure if they will be bought all 
in one blow. They're bought through the 
space of so many years. So Ray was 
. probably referring to the habit ofFilipino_ 

printmakers not to complete the edition, 
but only to pull the edition when needed, 
when there's a show. There's a barrier, 
because everytime I come home and I 
have a show, I come up with a complete 
edition of all the works that I've finished. 

MA: Certainly, during your exhibit at the CCP 
Main Gallery, it's ·quite shocking to see 
the seventeen stages required to produce 
a print. 

OT: Seventeen is an easy number. I have had 
works that have required twenty-five 
stages in all. 

MA : There are probably very few people who 
would go through seventeen stages to 
produce a print. 

OT: Well, it's a ·kind of discipline you impose 
on yourself, and if you're satisfied with 
the third stage, well and good, that's your 
problem. 

AA: Why virgin? I can understand martyr, but 
why virgin? 

OT: Well, it's a joke. I don't know if you 
remember Eddie Reyes who used to be 
Student Affairs Director in UP, He was 
at my show. I hadn't seen him for ages. 
I showed him my children and he said, 
"Ah yes, I know that they ~prang from 
your head!" So, it's a joke, Oh no, it's 
not a joke, Its true! 

MA: In the first place, why did you really 
choose the med~m of print to express. 

your ideas, given that it's a, difficult 
medium to use? 

OT: Well, it's fascinating. I think it goes with 
my character, in the sense that I could 
never be a watercolour artist, because I 
could never work that fast, and I need 
time for the work to gel. 

MA: But you could have been a sculptor, 
which is another medium which require! 
time and thought. 

OT: 1 have very poor three-dimensional per· 
ception, and I don't think in three 
dimensions. 

MA: So print is the natural medium for you 
to work in, to express your ideas? 

OT: Yes, just as if we confine ourselves to 
printmaking, I have chosen the metais. 
and not linoleum or wood which are 
normally used here. So it's a matter of 
temperament !'think. 

MA: Just going back briefly to silk, do you 
feel your use of silk, and painting on silk. 
is an experiment that you don't reallY 
wish to repeat, and that you would like 
to concentrate on printmaking. 

OT: For the moment, there are images float· 
· ing around in my head which I think I 

could express better in print rather thall 
in silk painting. 

MA: Most of your work which I've seen hlS 
either been figurative or at least repte' 
sentational in nature. Have you eVel 

done abstract work? 
of: As far as technical exercises are con

cerned, yes, but they only stay at that 
level. In my show at the CCP, there are a 
few works which are abstract, but they 
were made during my student days. I can't 
think abstract either. 

WA: So you don't think abstraction is a 
method of expression from your point 
of view? 

or: No. 
WA: Also, I notice that you had a period 

when you were doing quite a lot of 
collage works, but this again was rather 
brief. 

oT: Yes, because I had tried to marry the 
collage with handmade paper. I would 
cut out some of my prints, bury them 
into layers of paper pulp, and then scratch 
them to reveal certain things. I thought 
it was a good exercise. 

AA: Mabusisi pa rin. 
OT: Yeah, but I don't know if I'll do paper

making again, although I have a whole 
laundry bag full of rag paper cuttings for 
raw material; but it's there in the closet, 
taking up the space of the shoes and the 
clothes. 

MA: Just before we finish with this series of 
questions, there was another quote of Leo 
Benesa about your work which I found 
hard to interpret. He said in one of his 
articles about you, this was in· 1975, "the 
prints also stir up visual associations with 
Buddhist art" I couldn't see that. Can 
you? 

OT: Me too! I don't either. I think that's his 
interpretation, because I have a very 
poor exposure on Oriental Art. 

AA: What specific body of work was this? 

MA: 

OT: 

MA: 

OT: 

MA: 

OT: 

You may have a big splash of a show in one snazzy gallery 
with the idea that anyway, if you're expensive, people will 
think you're good. . . I think that price tags should be merited 
in a way. 

It was a general commentary about the' 
printmakers in the Philippines, and itjust 
came out of the blue. I thought it was 
rather extraordinary, so I decided to ask 
about it 
It's a nice extravagant statement from 
Leo, but I doubt if it applies to me. I'm 
very poor in Oriental Philosophy. 
I would also µIce to ask you briefly about 
your views on the broader picture of the 
contemporary art scene ~ the Philip
pines, whether you feel it has a direction, 
a positive direction, and so forth. 
I suppose, inspite of the crisis, ·artists are 
still making a. living. There is an aware
ness of patrons of a certain kind of art, 
which to their eyes may be valid. If it 
feeds a man and his family, why not? 
Well you have several times commented 
in interviews about the pricing of works, 
particularly what you have described 
as the outrageous pricing of works by 
young artists. 
Well, I suppose I have a very conservative 
view of that, in the sense that I think one 
should deserve a five-figure label on his 
work by means of a body of works. It's 
not just a pasulpot-sulpot..kind of thing. 
You may have a big splash of a show in 
one snazzy gallery with the idea that 
anyway, if you 're expensive, people will 
think you 're good. Its a ·kind of vicious 

cycle, in the ~nse that the artist has to 
educate the buyers, and the buyers get 
this stereotyped idea that 'ang mahal 
niya, siguro ang galing-ga_ling niya. ' I 
think that price tags should be merited 
in a way. 

MA: And also, you sincerely feel that many 
artists show for the sake of showing 
without thinking about the progression 
of their work. I don't have the source for 
this here, but I think it was in a 1979 
article where you said that most of the 
young artists exhibited works which 
hardly show a development on their past 
efforts. 

OT: It's probably because, (maybe this is-too 
strong an accusation of the young artists.) 
they're leaning too much on what's new 
in Art in America or Artnews, wher.ein 
the thing now is "neo I don't-know
what," so that's what they're doing. It 
doesn't come from their guts. I think 
they should do something that comes 
from their guy, not just because it's the 
latest thing from abroad. 

MA: I think that's a very good observation, 
and, with the dissemination of art maga
zines throughout the country which has 
occurred, it seems to be becoming more 
prevalent. 

OT: Even when I was a ·student it was a phe
nomenon. After we'd been given a plate 
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by Joya, or whoever your painting 
teacher was, we'd all run down to the 
library, leaf over Art in America, Artnews, 
and all those sorts of things, to get our 
inspiration. And I mean, I don't hold 
myself as an exception there. When I 
was young I used to run down to the 
library too. But happily, someone slapped 
me down and told me look somewhere 
else. 
Just on this subject of the contemporary 
Philippine art scene, there 've been several 
articles in San Juan, and other views 
, expressed; that Philippine art is not well 
presented abroad, when it is presented at 
all. Do you agree with that or not? 
I remember an article of yours which said 
something about Philippine art not 
measuring up abroad, something about 
parochial, or something like that. I 
thought it's the other way around. I 
thought that we imitate too much from 
abroad, that's why they don't see what's 
unique about us. 
I agree with that. I had two points really. 
One, was that the venues chosen abroad 
to show Philippine art are poor. 
Yes, they're not the usual 'pats' of artistic 
recognition, if you want to put it that · 
way. 
For example, if you want to have a show 
in New York, don't show in the Philip
pine Consulate, show in a gallery in Soho. 
Yes, I understand, yes, it's usually the 
case. 
Secondly, many artists who are shown 
abroad seem to be given the show as a 
'reward for 5 0 years of good service,' 
and are actually presenting an idiom, a 
technique, or a genre which is not only 
a copy of art abroad, but is now of only 

OT: 
MA: 

OT: 

MA: 

OT: 

MA: 

OT: 

MA: 

Lucena Dream 

historical interest, such as cubism. As 
an observer of Philippine art, I find that 
distressing because there are people like 
yourself and others, who iqe consider
ably younger, who might benefit from 
a positive presentation in the right type 
of environment, and I have personally 
been very concerned that this is not 
occurring, for a variety of reasons. Now, 
that's the point of view of an outsider to 
the art scene. but I would like to have 
the view of somebody who is very much 
in the mainstream of Filipino contempo
rary Philippine art. 
Well, it's also a matter of finance. 
But money is provided to send art 
abroad, but it's sent to the consulates. 
Ah, no. When there is a cultural activity 
in Paris, for example, it would be based 
mostly on 7 .Y .' because the Embassy 
has no money, no funds allotted for cul
tural activities. So just for mailing they 
get the funds from somewhere, and print
ing of invitations from somewhere el.se 
because somebody knows somebody and 
it's half the price and all that It's usually· 
finances. 
Do you think there's a solution to this 
financial problem? 
I really don't know. I think the govern
ment doesn't have Art in its priorities as 
of this moment. 
Other countries send us their artists, and 
they bombard us with their artists 
because they have substantial budgets for 
this purpose. Do you think its really a 
question of a priority of the government? 
I don't know who's going to rmance it. 
There are very few private patrons. 
My own view, for what it's worth, is that 
only a massive collective effort of the 

leading galleries and collectors could PtQ. 

vide sufficient finances to·make the~ 
sary effort to present Philippine artiata It 
an environment where they could be 
appreciated as artists rather than 11 
cultural artifacts. 

OT: Yes, but there are a lot of obstacles tl1eJt 
too, because the galleries compete rather 
than band toget!,.er. And some gaUetiei 
promote certain forms which other 
galleries look down upon. 

MA: You've said that too in one of yourintei. 
views I think. You've ~ed about the 
different viewpoints of galleries, but 
perhaps now there is a slightly more clear 
understanding of the <;<>mmonality Cf 
interest, because the gallery business has 
become extremely unprofitable. In the 
case of Pinaglabanan, it's not a profit 
making organization anyway, but ct 
course nobody really expects an IJI 
gallery to make them a fortune. So to 1 
larger extent there's a commitment to 
the gallery and to art. Also, I think the 
relationship between the different galle, 
ries has impmved. For example, Pinat 
labanan has close relationships With 
several other galleries in the Philippines, 
and we compare notes and talk from 
time to time. And if that can be translated 
into something more substantial it might 
germinate an effort to promote Philip, 
pine art abroad. But maY,be you're righ~ 
the key is still the funding. 

OT: I think we can render homage to Ray 
Albano who had a certain opennes., of 
mind to have exposed arti~t~ho would 
never had exposure in any galld,JY-forthat 
matter, especially the ones who make 
installations, things that no one would 
buy, because the bottom line of mOII 
galleries is to sell 

MA: I think this selection of artists for intei· 
national events was quite different from 
that of most otherbodiesin·thiscountry! 

OT: Yes. Well; he had a veiywide view of art. 
which did young artists a lot of good 
He gave them the Cultural Center to 
show in. The Main Gallery was the venue 
of experimentation and installations and 
happenings which could not have bee11 
done elsewhere. 

MA: It must have been a shock to you to have 
the opening of your exhibit at the ccP 
on the day when Ray died? 

OT: Yes. We opened the show with real!J 
mixed emotions. On the one hand, we 
were proud that it was looking good. 
The sho:w was something that we had 
prepared for quite some time, it was al 
on its feet, installed several days ahead 
of the deadline, and there was a broch~ 
which was coming out on time, and thel 
suddenly we got the news that Ray ]lad 
died in the morning. So Miss Kasibl 
thought that the show had to go on, t,ut 
there had to be one minute of prayer for 
Ray, and we dedicated the whole sholf 
to Ray, because after all it was his sf/~ 
song. · 

MA: In the end, the impression I had was thl1 

it was quite a happy and festive ofP 
sion, which actually is a parallel to mas! 

or: 

t,{A: 

OT: 
AA: 
MA: 
OT: 

MA: 
OT: 
AA: 
MA: 
OT: 
MA: 

Philippine funerals, which are usually 
haPPY and festive occasions anyway. 
Yes, we have a different view of death. 
In a way, c;leath celebrates life, so that 
was also shown on the evening of my 
opening, because I'm sure people who 
went there didn't come just for me. They 
came for Ray too. 
Before ending up with one dr two really 
'impossible-to-answer-questions,' like 
those about your philosophy and so on, 
perhaps we might digress for a moment 
to some slightly more frivolous questions. 
I was really intrigued by this quotation 
about Marc's eating habits in one of the 
articles about your work, where it says 
that he eats_balut, sauteed grasshopers, 
adobong .beetles, jellyfish, and dog. What 
San Juan would like to know is if he eats 
freshly born field mice and fried rice 
made with fresh pig's. blood? 
He ate coagulated pig's blood. 
Not dinuguan? 
Worse than that? 
No, not dinuguan. Raw pig's blood 
coagulated. It was a locative dish, but it 
was very prettily presented in a saucer. 
There was this sort of gelatin, and in the 
middle were sprigs of mint and chives. 
Sounds nice! 
Looks nice! 
Sounds like it looks! 
And tastes good! 
And he ate it! 
It's really a humorous question leading 
up to a slightly more serious one. It's 
obvious that Marc has imbibed a lot of 
Filipino culture, and there's a part of 
Marc which has a strongly Filipino 
element in it. 

OT: Ask him, don't ask me! 
MA: So Marc, what do you have to say about 

that? 
MT: Well, going back to the questions about 

my eating habits, I have to correct it a bit. 
I'm quite adventurous, and I like to try 
everything, at least once, just to know 
what it is. And I have to admit that I have 
enjoyed some of the things that I've 
eaten, but there are some that I'm not 
really crazy about. Like.balut, I can eat 
it, but I'm not really· fond of balut. 
Whereas, when it comes to grasshoppers, 
I didn't like them at all! 

OT: I think it's also a way of teasing his 
family, because when we come home to 
Paris he tells them stories of what he ate, 
and he just loves to see the expressions 
on their faces. I ate dog ... oooh, I ate 
jellyfish ... aarghh! 

MA: It's a way to keep your relatives under 
control if you come from Western 
Europe. The Filipinos also use the same 
technique. 

MT: Now, coming back to the Filipino in me. 
When I came here, fourteen or fifteen 
years ago, I had a choice to spend my two 
years .assignment with, let's say, the 
French community or the international 
community, and not learn that much 
about the country, while the other choice 
was to live with Filipinos, try to under
stand them, try to share things that they 

MA: 

OT: 

MA: 

MT: 

OT: 

MT: 

In a way, death celebrates life, so that was also shown on 
the evening of my opening, because I'm sure people who 
went there didn't come just for me. They came for Ray too. 

lived everyday. That's what I did, and 
there are many things that I appreciate 
in Philippine life, and there are some 
things that I don't really like, and I just 
respect them for what they are, but I 
don't follow them because that's not my 
attitude, that's not my philosophy about 
life. But the good things and the positive 
things that I've shared, well, I took them 
and I like them and I follow them. And, 
being with Filipinos, I've appreciated 
their way of life, and I have learned a 
lot from them. 
Offie,. there is a question which is perhaps 
the most frivolous, but which intrigues 
people nonetheless. Whenever you look 
at a bio-data of your career, it mentions 
your day of birth but never the date, so 
we don't know whether you are an 
ingenue or an octogenarian. In fact, I was 
thinking of a title for the interview of 
"Ofelia Gelvezon-Tequi, ingenue or octo
genarian." 
Well, you've heard of the eternal woman. 
She had no date of birth. 
Yes, I have seen some old "B" movies 
on this subject. All right, we '11 leave it at 
that 
But just to finish with this subject, I can 
tell you something, I knew her age after 
I got engaged. But it didn't matter to me. 
Anyway, it wasn't somebody of that age 
who I was going to marry. 
Are you implying that I'm as old as the 
hills? 
I'm not implying anything. The age 

MA: 

OT: 

MA: 

OT: 

MA: 
OT: 

MA: 

OT: 

MA: 

didn't matter! That's it! 
I agree, because people usually mistake 
my age by about twenty years. In fact, 
I'm one year older than Agnes. 
Age is a state of mind. It's not chrono
logical. 
I think that's very reasonable. There are 
only two more questions. One is about 
the future. You talked about the works 
related to altars. Could you say-something 
more about them? 
I have to explore that. There are images 
floating around. They haven't gelled yet. 
They'll find their way eventu~y into 
print. 
So you feel that your work is progressing? 
Oh yes. The very comprehensive show, 
at the CCP, is not to rest on, it's to work 
on and go forward. 
Then looking at the ingredients, and 
listening to what you have said this after
noon, it's clear that you do have a philo
sophy . of life, it's clear that you have a 
view even though you produce works of 
art as an observer of other people's view
points. When you 're making your reli
gious works, when you 're producing 
works about a destruction, what is really 
the basis, the core of your belief from 
which these emanate? How would you 
describe your view of life? 
Well; it's very difficult to formulate that 
in words.I'd say it's mostly rooted in a 
very personal Christian belief, and I work 
from there. A 
Thank you very much. 
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UNDER THE VOLCANO 

October 1st Dinner. Three guests. Mars 
Galang, Gus Albor, and Feliciano Gallardo 7he 
Boys from Bicol.' Seem very nice. Can't imagine 
them cloning little Fuhrers. Where did this idea 
come from? Mars gives practical demonstration 
of his personal philosophy, 'drink as much as 
possible as fast as possible. 'We discuss his theory 
that Philippine culture is a 'failed culture.' 
Progress limited as he keeps rushing out to 
vomit, and eventually falls asleep on one of 
the dinmg-table chairs. Gus, Ciano, Agnes~ and 
I discuss our trip to Bicol instead. Mars is 
apparently not coming, (gleaned from one of 
his brief waking moments,) due to his fear of 
flying in small planes. Offer to hit him on the 
head with a hammer before takeoff. Un
fortunately, he is asleep again before I can get 
his answer. 

October 8th. Mars Galang's opening at 
MOPA. Exhibit is entitled "Absolute Paintings." 
Guest of Honour Bong Daza tells me that Mars 
is a genius; I look at him quizzically. Perhaps 
he has a point. Mars placed the buffet table in 
the gallery without any air conditioning. Ergo, 
everybody has to view the whole exhibit. 
Generally pleasant air to the proceedings, except 
for a few earnest young men who approach me 
in the belief that I have something to do with 
Pin881abanan Galleries. Philip Victor is very 
charming, and I agree that we will attend all his 
fortlJ,coming openings. The works of Mars add 
further credibility to Bong's 'genius• tag. The 
left gallery has a few minimal works, recreating 
the sensation of a Zen garden on the wan. rather 
than the ground. The plane of the wood is 
sensual. The landscapes of Bicol in the office 
are excellent. The gallery on the right has the 
buffet table. 

October 9th. Chromatext 'Closing.' Quite 
exhilarating. Always enjoy these events. Wonder 
who is kind enough to keep sending me the 
invitations. Gaze at what my friend Maurice 
calls the 'dusky crowd', but cannot discern who 
might be my host. Overheard: 

Anne: How is your alaltry? 
Pepito: How is the weather in Sagada? 
Anne: Fine. 

Anne: 
Pepito: 
Anne: 

Pepito: 
Anne: 

(Several hours later) 
What happened to your face? 
It's just a boil. 
Did you have it remq.ved? 
No. It just popped by itself. 
(Thinks) .•. Did your alalay do it 
for you?) 

Many amusing incidents. Soliman Cruz used·up 
all the toilet paper. Jaime Fabregas glowered 
at me because I have more hair than he does. 
Cesar ·and Jean. Marie Syjuco enjoy themselves 
watching Winnie-the:-Pooh on betamax. Dr. 
lsagani Cruz fails to suggest , cure for my back. 
Felix Fojas ciashes his car. Heber Bartolome 
breaks his arm. 

October 10th, We spend the day lazing in 
the garden by the swimming pool with Anne de , 
Guzman, talking about the wild man of the 
mountains, her husband Jaime. It transpires that 
Pinaglabanan Galleries is planning an exhibition 
of his works, set against the backdrop of the 
Mountain Province culture, for 1986. The 
world 'culture' comes back to haunt me. What 
la it? Do we all have it? Or only Kalingas, 
lfugaos, and Bontocs? I worry about the open
mg - visions of taD proud men with G-strings 

and spears poking curiously at the absurdly clad 
lowland guests. Recipe for disaster? Add Atty. 
Bosch·and stir vigorously. 

October 11th, Fly to Bicol. Met at airport 
by Gus and Ciano. It transpires that Ciano is 
riot a Bicolano, only an adoptee of the province. 
I inquire about the advantages. It seems that 
one receives a lifetime free supply of lambanog! , 
Very tempting. I mentally review my previous 
discussion with prospective adoptors Zam bales 
and Cagayan. There is no doubt that Bicol 
lambanog is purer, and I have not yet been 
approached by either Laguna or Quezon. Must 
refer it to my lawyer, Atty. Bosch. We walk up 
a mountain and sit on the edge of Gus' farm. 
Bicol The Musical Wind with drunken slur. 
A bell tolls. For~nately not for us. We are look
ing down at Kamalig, The police chief was shot 
the day before by the NPA. Became a little 
nervous when Gus' servants started addressing 
me as 'M'' and 'Control' Six hours later we are 
visisted by the Bicol Artists Guild. It is raining. 
We are drinking. Or maybe. We are raining. It is 
drinking. In any case, it is dark. They have ~ 

Galang Couchant 

exhibit on the fifteenth, featuring thirty-two 
of them. Some from Manila, who don't come, 
like Boy Rodriguez, Nilo llarde, and Larry 
Alcala. Some from Manila who come, like Gus, 
and usually, Mars. Some who are there all the 
time, like Lops Grageda and Emil .Obligacion. 
And one who is adopted, Feliciano Gallardo; he 
is originally from Tarlac. We spend several hours 
sampling the benefits of adoption by BicoL 
An argument breaks out between Lups and 
Agnes. Lasts for several hours. Suggest to the 
others that if they want to argue they should 
do so with me. Much more reasonable. Etcetera. 
Argument deteriorates. Sleep gradually clahnS 
the participants. My attempts to provoke a duei 
to see if my fencing is still of world standard, 
are thwarted by the incomprehension of alcohoL 

October 12th. Wake to the sound of an 
argument. Lups and Emil, ( theit leader - but 
not interested in mirrors, trinkets, ot beads), 
are still arguing. They have not slept. Emil has 
taken over Agnes' side of the argument. Local 
'Peace Corps' operative iills me in on develop
ments. Must remember to report it to MIWoops 

my mother when I next write to,liei. \vii leave 
the mountain, pass by the works of the Guild, 
without looking at them; they are noW>biiithe 
ground in a local college, (having been li'eWect 
the night before by the Jaycee's Nftional Con.! 
gress,) and head for the airport! caitteen. ' The 
weather is terrible. Our pilot Ben ·assures· ·us 
that the weather is fme. Several beers ·are 
drunk. Ben, having his lunch at another table 
with co-pilot Jojo, watches us ' suspiciously, 
wondering what fabulous gold property we 
are robbing from these rustic unfortunates. He 
has obviously never heard of the term 'country 
slicker.' We take off. 'Goodbye earthlings! The 
CIWoops 'Peace Corps' operative and the 'Boys 
from Bicol' watch our departure, watching to 
be sure that we have left and don't meak back 
in again.- The sky is grey, and so is the sea. I 
consider the possibility that we are flying upside 
down. Everybody else sleeps. I worry about 
Mars Galang's theory of a 'failed culture.' Ben 
and Jojo plays around with instruments ·and 
maps, pretending that we are lost; perhaps 
they have insured my life? We eventually reach 
Manila. Sleep, followed by sleep. 

October 13th. I spend the day in bed, in 
pursuit of various activities. Agnes and I worry 
again about Mars' 'failed culture.' His words: 

"We are a failed culture. Like barnacles we 
cling with such tenacity to almost anything -
short of sheer desperation - not perhaps, in the 
hope of redemption but for survival. Or 
redemption and survival both." , 

"Our cultural failure is traceable to poverty 
and inherent weakness and is also a direct con
sequence of an early headstart in muddled 
thinking. The despicable situation we have 

· found ourselves in was- brought about in part 
by ourselves and in large measure by others." 

"Clearly culture . when meaningful at all, 
can only e~erge from a people th~t has lived 
and not merely survived." And there is more 
of the same in his MOPA catalogue. My points: 

1. You are alive. Successful cultures? 
America? Britain? Only provide now' for 'sur· 
vival.' Old peoples' homes. Excellent hospitals. 

. Clean teeth. After dinner mints. Commuters 
. dancing with computers. (Nothing, in. a negative 
sense.) My diary is alive, because my life here is 
alive, because I am not living in a failed ~ut full 
culture. 

2. Zen has no view on failed or successful 
cultures. Zen finds acceptable the statement that 
'Culture is lam banog.' On this basis, we have 
here the most successful culture in the history 
~f the world. The works of Mars, the best 
works, are Zen. Mars is a schizophrenic? 

3. Culture-, in the Oxford dictionary, is .the 
"tillage of the soil." Is this where Mars feels we 
have failed? 

October 14th. Start to write a review of a 
recent exhibit, End it as follows: 

It's all in Wittgenstein anyway, so why 
bother to paint it? If literature pollutes art, 
why let art pollute philosophy? 

' Is this what Mars meant? 
October 20th. Blue Ridge. Dinner. Gus, 

Mars and Ciano arrive. We watch a J;letarnax 
tape 'of oU:r trip to Bicol, the argument, etc. 
Forgot to mention that before we went to 
Bicol Gus also showed us a betarnax of his 
farm etc. Bicol The Movie? "No, but I r~d th: 
book." Do you ever get that sense of deJa vu. 

Lups Grageda with one of his paintings. Do you ever? Do yo~? Do? D?? 

- Edpr Allan Po 



OBJECT, NON-OBJECT 

RobertoChabet, Nilo Harde, Gerry Tan, Bert 
Antonio and Romeo Lee at the CCP Small 
Gallery 

If you are sentimentally inclined to the art 
of the late 60's and early-to-middle-70's, then 
OBJECT, NON-OBJECT, a group exhibition at 
the Small Gallery of the Cultural Center of the 
Philippines, is most definitely for you. There is 
a great deal of working the walls with iron 
brackets and adhesive tape, enough to make an 
afficionado salivate. There is a lot of good old· 
fashioned mental nit-picking that is decidedly 
first rate. There is enough gall displayed all 
around to justify five-and-a-half young artists 
ganging up on a single space. Yes, and yes, 
that's true ... but is it healthy? 

Roberto Chabet is presumably the leader. 
of the group. He is, at least in age, the most 
advanced of the five represented. He must be 
pushing 50 if he's not already there. Again, 
Chabet's work is concerned with structure in 
the most literal and infuriating sense. He seems 
always to be building trapdoors and closets, 
taking them apart and rebuilding them all over 
again. This tireless excercise would seem almost 
banal if it were not for the artist's construction
al virtuosity and its historical significance. 

REVIEWS 

Peaking in the heyday of installation art, 
Chabet was an accomplished architect at a time 
when art was cavorting shamelessly with archi
tecture. He was the best equipped for it, a fact 
that he almost certainly must have recognized 
and exploited from the onset. Given that he 
was already an artist of some significance before 
then, he was nonetheless and more importantly, 
the right guy at the right time. While he did not 
invent the installational norm, his work was 
clearly ahead of its time · in the definition of 
that norm within a local context. And while the 
seed was at best artificially inseminated, it must 
be pointed out for the record that Roberto 
Chabet did nurture its children from both 
breasts. That little thought in retrospect, and 
the sheer force of his fron will, makes even cur
rent examples of his work not only edible to 
most, but palatable as well. Or else. 

Mothers being as they are - blind to the 
faults of their own - Chabet may readily be 
excused for nursing .the children well into 
middle age. Lactation is, of course, a form of 
virility that is both generous and ·self-serving. 
But feeding children from the breast beyond 
their infancy only serves to demasculate them 
even as it reeks of parental authoritarianism. 
And no one should be so lucky as to eat from 
mother all their lives. It's just not done, for 
Pete's sake. 

Nila ll?rde has all the makings of a St. ~ 
the Beloved. Indeed, much of Nilo's work .. 
wh!le few and far between - seems aim~ 
apocalyptic. His "Every Inch Counts I", a Pasll
up of ruler fragments tracing the length of '1 

entire wall, is probably the most understated 
work on exhibit - even as it alludes to a ma)d. 
malism that is both irreverent and auto-cancei. 
ling. There is the deliberate excessiveness COil!, 

monly associated with manic gamesmanship, Of 
carrying the rudiments of an idea to an extreme 
to a point in space and time that transcenci: 
itself forward and back. That I am partial to 
this type of work may be one reason why I like 
it so much. But llarde is probably in possession 
of an intelligence and wit capable of m011 
than sporadic outbursts in his mentor's shadow. 
And one is always inclined to wonder just how 
much of the Revelations was really authored by 
St. John through the grace of the Holy Spirit 
and how much of it was actually fed to hi~ 
subliminally by the Man on the Cross. 

On his own, Gerry Tan (sometimes billed 
as Gerardo Tan) is among my favorite young 
painters. In the context of this exhibition, how, 
ever, his gray little oils seem sadly subservient 
to a larger whim, a concern that swallows It 
whole and disgorges it restyled and thoroughly 
lackluster. This is not to say that Tan's mini· 
ature still-lites are not themselves to blame for 

. bio-degradability. They give of themselves 
tf,15 'f f 
1 too willingly, almost as , some amount o 

• ronsge was conceded in their creation, a 
pst,rn of supportive role-playing to uphold and 
fo hence a greater common good. But there is a 
811 • • h t d diness to group dynamics in art t a ren ers 
~not unlike group sex. And when the other 
it rticipants are not quite yet in their prime, the 
~sence of a full-grown. adult in the ~ids~ of 
me activity cannot but hmt of molestation. 

Bert Antonio is possibly at his most exciting 

t If there is anyone who benefits from all ye . 
this random coupling, Bert Antonio has got to 
be it. Like llarde's linear wall-piece, Antonio's 
work is sustained entirely by the expanse of 
wall on which it 'is riveted in parts. But whereas 
llarde's maneuvers take place in the realm of 
ideas, Antonio displays a natural propensity 
tor manipulating form and color that is truly 
masterful. A virtual collage of objects, his dis
parate readymades are gay, unintimidating, and 
outwardly lyrical, a playground of tense little 
shapes in orbit set to music. Bert Antonio knows 
the rules of the game, at least enough to bend 
them at will. If he would only concentrate on 
his own batting, I suspect that he could easily 
make the transition from the little league and 
into the big ti me with a minimum of fine tuning. 

Now, Romeo Lee is the most difficult to 
situate within this scenario. In the first place, 

There is a seediness to group dynamics in art that renders 
it not unlike group sex. And when the other participants are 
not quite in their prime, the presence of a full-grown adult in 
the midst of the activity cannot but hint of mo/estatiof!. 

Lee has always appeared to be most comfort
able in the traditional mode of two-dimensional 
painting. Lee's past attempts ~t pushing out
wards from the wall have always. appeared 
clumsy and ill-advised, a secondary (vis-a-vis 
instinctive) consideration at best. His imagery 
seems original enough, if a trifle mundane as 
v.et - a "Bow-Wow-Wow-Cum-Reubens" icono
graphy, replete with pissing cherubs and dooms
day bikers painted toilet-fashion. Lee could 
very well become a powerful young expression
ist but for his lack of insight and intuitive dex
terity. One can actually see promise in his work, 
that is to say, if he could only get it on and get 
his act together. For example, there is a brave 
new world in aerosol colors and marker pens 
that he would almost certainly do well with. 
The tattoo might also be an ideal extension to 
his obvious predilection for body art. But at 

least for now, he hangs over the door like some 
decadent billboard, thumbing his nose at you 
as you exist, seemingly for want of anything 
better to do. 

OBJECT, NON-OBJECT succeeds where 
others have failed, which is less surprising than 
it is disturbing. Chabet, llarde, Tan, Antonio 
and Lee go through their pattern-plays like a 
well-honed ballclub. 

On a tour of Czechoslovakia in 1983, we 
were shown rows and rows of tenement build
ings where lived the degenerate and the whole
some, the gifted and the uninspired, the indus
trious and the useless, all side by side in perfect 
harmony. The thing wrong with utopia is very 
often the price paid. 

- Cesare A. L. Syjuco 



THE 10TH CCP ANNUAL 

For the past few years the CCP Annual has 
been focusing on single themes on which artists 
of different persuasions can sound off their 
ideas. This year, which marks the annual's tenth 
anniversary, the theme is "The Jeepney" and, 
like most open-ended exhibits, it is both sur
prising and predictable; It also gauges the state 
of Philippine art, if only at a glance. 

A holdover from America's involvement in 
the lmt world war, the jeep, as it was originally 
known, was an important reconnaisance car. A 
war correspondent wrote: "Good Lord, I don't 
think we can continue the war without the jeep. 
It does everything." Since then, its looks and its 
purpose have evolved: from a drab camouflage 
gray-green vehichle to a brightly colored one, 
from a hauler of troops and ammunition to a 
pmsenger conveyance. Today, the jeepney is a 
vital part of Filipino life, our most popular 
mode of transportation. It is distinctly Filipino 
as the rickshaw is recognizably Chinese (although 
it originated in Japan). 

Sturdy ma carabao and boastful as a rooster, 
the jeepney careens raucously up the pitted 
streets of the city and down the dusty byways 
of the provinces, the macho king of the road 
decked out In painted chrome and leatherette, 
_plumed with plmtic frills, and tattoed with 
talismanic sighs and symbols. 

The jeepney theme promised a riot of colors, 
viaual motifs based on popular jeepney icono-

graphy, socio-political statements, the personal 
interpretations. Indeed, it is all these. 

Among the older figurative painters, the 
jeepney is a favorite theme in their repertory of 
images. It's lovingly and skillfully rendered by 
the likes of such realists as Ephraim Samson 
and Fernando Catague; their paintings are aca
demic and very folksy. Ibarra de la Rosa gives 
the jeepney his quasi-Impressionist treatment, 
dappled and too damned pretty. 

Malang has four small studies in the show. 
Whether they're jeepneys, fiestas or the Filipina, 
Malang's works are examples of Philippine 
rococo - flamboyant down to the last curlicue, 
just like the jeepney. In contrast to Malang's 
exuberant portrayals, Cesar Legaspi's "City 
Mutants" is grim, foreboding, controlled. In the 
artist's maze of overlapping forms we see the 
vestiges of the vehicle - windblown tassels here, 
limbs of passengers there, all metamorphosing 
into the city at twilight. 

Those two sophisticated naif painters, 
Antonio Austria and Norma Belleza, use the 
jeepney form as a vehicle for their complex 
interplay of color. Austria's three oils, dated 
1970, 1971 and 1985, are variations on a single 
theme with different hues melding into a de· 
lightful feast for the eyes. 

Belleza's colors are bolder and more intense 
than Austria's. Her painting, "Boso-Boso Maya
mot," depicts crowded passengers in the rear of 
the jeepney. The heat and the discomfort are 
conveyed through the warm, tropical colors 
that spill all over the canvas. 

Photos by Julio Sambajon 

Jeepney iconography recurs throughout thl 
exhibit. Sacred and profane images and phr• 
are juxtaposed or woven into the works and 
comment wittily and poignantly on a verittblt 
subculture. In Brenda Fajardo's two-part work 
done in pen and ink, the first panel entltltd 
"Ang Mga Kabayo· sa Dyipni ni Juan" shOYI 
the Four Horsemen of the Apocalypse as thl 
figures on the hood of a jeepney; the second 
panel, "Ang Mga Babae sa Oyipni nl Juan," 
features an assorted collection of female char
acters - Maria Clara, the Virgin Mary, a nudL 
Not dissimilar in approach are works as varied 
as Jose Legaspi's grotesquerie, "God No. 2, 
Priest, Whore, Anonymous, OyingMan";Robert 
Feleo's "Kilabot sa Chicks", a painted woodlll 
relief that playfully mimics the facade of 1111 
jeepney; Jun Domingo's multi-media ''TriP' 
tych"; Arnel Agawin's self-portrait, "Was It 
the Night of the Smoke?"; Roy Veneracion'I 
shaped canvas, "Sta. Cruz-Avenida". 

"Jeepney" colors - often characterized • 
festive, loud, glaring - are the foci of sevel'II 
abstractionists. In Lee Aguinaldo's 1978 "Lin .. 
Horizontal Study No. 11", the band& of color 
are · derived from those of the vehicle. Benji 
Cabangis' "Sarao" is a cacophony of splllhY 
colors. 

Phyllis Zaballero and Allan Cosio, two r/11 
street painters, tum to the representational if 
comment on these turbulent times. Cosio's •'SI 
Gorio" and "Jeepney Strl'kt'.' are styllsticallV 
different from one another.· fn the former thl 
angry face of a jeepney driver is painted In t,old 

ke5 on an enonnous spread of plastic canvas, 
strO lcind used as jeepney upholstery . The title 
"'8 ggests the popular comic strip "Gorio and His 
;pneY" but the countenance looks as if it 
tlf'B done by Pablo Baens-Santos. 

Right across Cosio's "Gorio" is "Jeepney 
Strike". More ,,, conventionally rendered, t~e 

intinQ is a hfe-size portrait of a schoolgirl 
pa . h C . ' IYl!itinQ for a ride that m,g t never come. os,o s 
di~ided approach is tentative and mutes ~hat· 
ever impact the two works might have achieved. 

The "message" of Zaballero's "The Apo· 
calypse" is inferred rather than stated. Zabal
lero, who has been alternating her lyrical ab
stractions with politically inspired figurative 
works like the controversial "August 21, 1983", 
t,eelouds the image of a jeepney in a gathering 
staff" of portentously somber hues. 

Falling somewhere between painting and 
sculpture are the constructions of Jose Tence 
Ruiz and Jean Marie Ricafort-Syjuco. Tence 
Ruiz's "Si Erding Erdrayb at ang Kanyang Pa
lasyong Agaw-Tanaw" is a Pandora's box filled 
with phantasmagoric images and odds and ends 
that have sociological implications. 

6n the other hand, Ricafort-Syjuco's "Sari
~gga at Lamang Loob" is giddy and light
hearted, a huge wonder toy. ·1t is composed of a 
wooden box perched on a furniture stand. The 
sides of the box are painted with fanciful story
book characters. On two opposite sides are holes 
into which the viewer can peep. One hole looks 
into a nude, the other into an image of Christ, 
two familiar and antithetical jeepney icons. At
taehed to this construction is a sound system 
which blares out a recording of jeepney noises. 
Ricafort-Syjuco synthesizes jeepney "form" 
and "content" into something delightful and 
original. 

Sculpture is intermittently represented. 
Agnes Arellano's plaster-of-Paris object, "Tia 
Maria", transforms the jeepney into the volup
tuous body of a woman, herself a vehicle (for 
childbearing). For example, the headlights 
become breasts. It's a comic piece with a sure 
erotic touch. 

Ces Avanceiia's two soft sculptures, "Soft 
Edge" and "Viva Cristo (Rayl" are fashioned 

On the whole the Jeepney show is overwhelming and is 
certainly one of the l~veliest of the CCP's annuals. Th~ th.eme 
is perhaps a fitting farewell to a man who steered an mst,.tu_
tion into championing the innovative and the uncomprom1S1ng 
in contemporary art. 

from jeepney vinyl material. I particularly like 
"Viva" wherein the artist stretches three tri· 
angular banners in red, blue and yellow like 
jeepney flags proudly fluttering in the breeze. 
( I also Ii ked her titular homage to the late Ray 
Albano). 

Roberto Chabet ilizes even more uncon
ventional material for his installation, cryptical
ly entitled "What Does It Matter As Long as the 
Wounds Fit the Arrows" (it sounds like a refer· 
ence to.St. Sebastian). Four trouble lights snake 
down from black cables plugged into the gal
lery's spotlight sockets. These rest on four glass 
slabs spaced apart equally. Underneath the slabs 
are illumined splatters of motor oil that suggest 
blood in a motor accident. The installation is 
cold and haunting and echoes the work of the 
sixties American artist, Eva Hesse. 

Judy Sibayan and Cesare Syjuco approach 
the jeepney theme conceptually. Sibayan took 
photographs of jeepneys that plied her street 
over a period of time. The black-and-white pic
tures document the vehicles stopping at virtual· 
ly the same corner. The result is "26 Jeepney 
Photos at 5 Galon na Crudo", in which the snap· 
shots are assembled to form an almost route-like 
L shape on the w~II and punctuated at the end 
by an actual petroleum container. 

For his "100 Identical Postcards from My
self to Myself", Syjuco mailed a hundred tour
ist postcards of the jeepney to himself in the 
CCP address. He then retrieved the postcards 
and, like Sibayan, he assembled them into a 
pattern on the wall. In this daring piece Syjuco 
works with the concept of travelling in time 
and space. The ieeoneys on the postcards have 

literally made a trip as the courier transported 
them from the post office to the CCP. 

On the whole the "Jeepney" sh9w is over· 
whelming and is certainly one of the liveliest of 
the CCP's annuals. It was Ray Albano's last 
effort which he didn't live to see and which was 
completed by the CCP's new director, Nonon 
Padilla. The theme is perhaps a fitting farewell 
to a man who steered an institution into cham
pioning the innovative and the uncompromising 
in contemporary art. In what is perhaps the 
most personal work in the entire show, Romulo 
Olazo draws Ray Albano behind the wheel of a 
jeepney with a signboard saying" Lan git, Limbo, 
Lupa". The drawing is entitled, quite appro
priately, "last Trip". 

- Jacinto Sotto 

/ 
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TRANSPLANTED SALA I 
OB SCENE SOFAS 
Judy Freya Sibayan at the Penguin Gallery 
October 12 to 28, 1985 

The wise man has the power 
to reason away 

- The Doobies 

In the three years since it first opened its 
doors on the corner of San Andres and Adriatico 
Streets in Malate, the Penguin Gallery has be
come the undisputed hotbed of experimental 
artistic activity in Mani la. This was not always 
so. Inadequate lighting, limited exhibition space, 
and the general atmosphere of pandemonium 
were major obstacles to hurdle. And for the 
first few months at least, there were no signi
ficant exhibitions to speak of. The Penguin sim
ply did not have the respectability that one 
commonly associates with an ideal venue for 
the display and appreciation of ART. That, and 
its ultra-liberal policies governing exhibitions, 
were too much for the staid of heart and mind 
to accept. Where no curatorial censorship exist
ed, virtually anyone could show his wares. And 
no one of repute was willing to exhibit along
side rabble. 

But by the summer of 1983, considerable 
excitement was brewing there. Successive one
man exhibitions by Mark Gary, lge Ramos, 
Santiago Bose, Cesare Syjuco, and the late Ray 
Albano, were catalystic to say the least. If no
thing else, they proved to all and sundry that 
the Penguin was indeed a workable space, and 
that art of a serious bent could thrive and excel 
there. The succeeding months were to see ex
hibitions by Bernie Ayson, Wahoo Guerrero, 
Roderico Jose Daroy, Gerry Cornejo, and Jun
domingo, as well as the first solo exhibitions of 
Ronnie Lazaro, Roy Lachica, and Chuck Ontal. 
In April of this year, the Cultural Center of the 
Philippines affirmed the gallery's outstanding 
significance as a trailblazing venue, honoring it 
with a semi-restrospective exhibition entitled 
"The Penguin Photographers" at the CCP Small 
Gallery. And since then, other significant names 
have been added to the Penguin's impressive 
roster of exhibiting artists - Boy Rodriguez, 
Pandy Aviado, Jean Marie Syjuco, Butch Perez, 
Bobby Chabet, Arnel Agawin, Gerardo Tan, 
Christy Yap, Lee Aguinaldo, Joey Macalino, 
Nap Jamir 11, Joe Chua, Michaei Adams and 
Agnes Arellano, to name a few. 

Judy Freya Sibayan's installational exhibi
tion "TRANS PLANTED SALA /OBSCENE 
SOFAS" is still further confirmation that the 
Penguin Gallery has come of age. Sibayan re
turns to us with a Master's Degree recently 
earned from abroad, as well as a formidable 
reputation as an installational artist of note 
through her long years of association with the 
CCP Museum. Now a full-time instructor at the 
De la· Salle University in Manila, as well as 
curator of its recently inaugurated art gallery, 
Sibayan appears to have lost little of the auda
city she displayed in her earlier years, a sharp 
biting edge prone to self-questioning and philo
sophical investigation. 

Beyond common reason, Sibayan has trans
ported the physical assets of her own living 
room, ceremoniously transplanting these items 

Discovering Sibayan 's mirage in one corner of your favorite 
watering hole is a little like Goldilocks and the 3 Bears. 
Suspense, at least in this case, need not be fatal. 

into a reconstruction of her sala at the Penguin 
Gallery. Occupying a comer of the exhibition 
space, isolated from their new surroundings by 
a raised platform on which they have been 
perched like a window-display, these elements 
of the artist's everyday homelife - tables, sofas, 
portable television, fragments from her own im
pressive art collection - provide us almost liter
ally with a bird's eye view of what it must be 
like to be Sibayan, or at least, to watch her at. 
rest and at play. On a fomtalist note, her recon
struction is about as comfortable in its current 
setting as a Polynesian dancer in a cathedral. 
And one arrives at the conclusion that this 
rather unsettling posture, this deliberate space 
warp, forms the nucleus for the artist's under
lying plot to subvert our rational constraints, 
defying our sense of intellectual gravity and 
pushing us well into the Twilight Zone. 

To be .sure, the idea of the transplant is ,,ot 
entirely unique to recent contemporary art. 
Early in this century, the Frenchman M. Du
champ virtually changed the course of art history 
be exhibiting an upright urinal in the famous 
Armory Show, an obvious transplant from toilet 
to gallery. Similar transplants were common in 
the upsurge of Dada before the Second World 
War . .Image transplants formed the springboard 
and the central consciousness for the Pop Art 
of the 60's, with its wholesale use of labels, 
commercial advertising, newspaper headlines, 
comicbooks, and other common forms of urban 
refuse. Conceptual Art and its minimalist per
suasions had a virtual feast with the whole 
nature of transplants, exploring the idea of dis
orientation with apalling ardor. More recent 
examples come readily to mind. In 1979, the 
American Michael Asher uprooted a bronze 
statue of Geor.ge Washington from the facade of 
the Art Institute of Chicago (its original site), 
and transplanted it whole in one of the build
ing's internal galleries for the 73rd American 
Exhibition. In 1980, the Canadian George Ball 

transplanted a 200-year-old house from scenic 
Shaughenessy to a grassy mall under a suspen
sion bridge. In 1985, the Filipino Ray Albano 
pilfered a huge billboard advertising the movie 
"Zuma" and transplanted it in Pinaglaban1111 
Galleries in San Juan for the exhibit "Mixed 
Media". And also in 1985, the Filipino Je1111 
Marie Syjuco transplanted herself from her 
home in Aviles, Manila, to the Sining Kamalig 

Gallery on Taft Avenue for her exhibitiOII 
"Sleeper". Certainly, transplants are as old 111 

the hills. 
That Sibayan manages to stay afloat within 

this context is proof not only of her ability to 
argue nuances of meaning into distinct differ· 
ences in approach and scope, but is also a tri· 
bute to her intuitive capabilities as an artist of 
worth. Experience is probably the key here. 
Sibayan has complete trust in the instinctive 
impulse, displaying absolute confidence in her 
own capacity to circumvent the pitfalls and to 
take up any slack. While a thinker by nature 
and by.her own admission, Sibayan is careful 
not to over-intellectualize her situational at· 
tributes and plunge them into the philosoph ic, 
hell of the hyper-scholar, deliberately courting 
our bemused interest instead of engaging us 
head-on in the kind of life-and-death struggle 
that only a boor would profess to enjoy. The 
result is a burlesque that incites without deri· 
sion, that stimulates reaction without seeking 
to intimidate. Discovering Sibayan's mirage in 
one corner of your favorite watering hole is e 
little like Goldilocks and the 3 Bears. Suspense, 
at least in this case, need not be fatal. 

Judy Freya Sibayan at the Penguin GallerY 
is a small triumph for both the artist and het' 
venue of choice. It indicates the kind of think· 

· ing that has carried us through the disquieting 
70's and that will probably carry us well into 8 

future resurgence of the intellect in art. 

- Cesare A. L. Syjuc:O 

l~TIMAnONS AND OVERTONES 

Of OTHERNESS 

g,vid Aquino at the CCP Small Gallery 
c,c«>ber 23 to 31, 1985 

1 did not like David Aquino's recent one-
xhibition of paintings at the CCP Small 

~ 8~. Which is not to say that I disliked it. 
Gel work is charming in the sense that.French 
~les are charming, or crochet, or little break-

·ams for that matter. But the work is also 
fllt I · · I · spired and uninspiring, and quite s:mp Y 
""'" . not worth the tnp. 

Some art makes me angry, which is a healthy 
Indication that it is spirited and opinion~ted, 
ttiough not necessarily in th~t order. S~e~1mes 
It'• good and sometimes its bad. But if_ 1t has 

nk and has something to say - even 1f that 
11)11 h' . rt· I 1Q1T1ething to say is about not mg m pa ,cu ar 
_ then more often than not, I either like or dis-

l'ke it. As an individual, David Aquino is both 
I • h' spirited and opinionated. But looking at 1s 

rk only suspends me in limbo. It's neither 
:e nor there. It's not good and it's not bad. 
And it's definitely not my type. 

Some art makes me blush, which is like 
watching contestants on amateur night doing 

Madonna. If David Aquino's works would only 
make me blush, then I could be sure of how l 
feel about them. But they don't make me blush. 
They give me a mild whizzing in the stomach 
and very little else. And that's ttie worst kind. 

Some art is downright exhilarating. lt"s so 
correct, so sublimely pure and correct, that 
there is nothing else to say about it. Some art 
depresses me. Some art confuses me. Some art 
disgusts me. David Aquino's pastels escape re
action. They don't defy it, mind you. They're 
just l)owhere to be found on a scale .from 1 to 
10. That's really eerie if you stop to think 
about it for a moment. Like a man without a 
face. 

Some art is instructive. It may be good for 
very little else, but it m_anages to impart insight 
of some sort or other, valuable or not. That is 
the least we might expect from an artist based 
in New York City since 1980, a glib and per
ceptive artist wise to the ways of the world. 
David Aquino's "Intimations And Overtones Of 
Otherness" does not succeed even in this regard. 
I wish I could say it fails. At leas,: that would be 
something. 

Cesare A. L Syjuco . 

Some art is downright exhilarating. It's so correct, so sub
limely pure and correct, that there is nothing else to say 
about it. Some art depresses me. Some art confuses me . . 
Some art disgusts me. David Aquino's pastels escape reaction. 

David Aquino, •• Acute Angle.'' 
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WHY SAN JUAN? 
Because Juan Arellano. Because Juan 

Ponce Enrile. Because Juan Tamad. 
Because Juan Serrano, that ill-fated 16th 
century Spanish sailor left by Magellan's 
men in the island of Cebu to be tortured 
and tattooed on his most delicate parts 
by the restless natives. Because Anton 
Juan. 

Because, also and principally so, the 
bimonthly's office is in the historical 
town of San Juan, formerly of Rizal 
Province and now of Metro Manila. 

And lastly, because, as they say, 
artists are the antennae of the race, ehem, 

· and as such they are very much like the 
celebrated Baptist, the forerunner - they 
who offer their heads on a platter each 
time they make art. 

SAN .IU AN is a bimonthly magazine devoted to 
the vilual arts. It is free. Please do not pay any 
fonn of legal tender in exchange for this initial 
ilaue. 

Un1alicited text and visuals should be 
accompanied by a self-addressed stamped 
envelope to ensure retum. Advertisements are 
accepted at nominal rates. Please address all 
inquiries to SAN JUAN 152-154 J, Arellano St. 
San Juan, Metro Manila. 

Editorial Board: Alfred A. Yuson, Marian Pastor 
Roces, Alfrredo Navarro Salanga, Cesare Syjuco. 

Plecue file all libel suits in the municipality of 
San Juan, Metro Manila. 

: . I 
33 



I, 

J, 

f I 
~I 

34 

' 
WIG TYSMANS AND THE ELEMENT 
OF CHOICE 

Wig Tysmans lined up thirty-nine of his 
friends and acquaintances on four walls (and on 
an equal number of sideboards for the overflow) 
to put up his one-man show at the Ayala Mu
seum's Gallery 111. The show ran for a little 
under three weeks in November. That was too 
long for good friends to hang but yet too short 
for their portraits to be viewed and they were 
excellent portraits. 

Done in black and white, which is possibly 
the only way good photographic portraits ought 
to be done because color distracts the viewer 
and detracts from the subject, the Tysmans 
show also highlighted the fact that Manila has 
not had a good portrait artist in a long, long 
while. There is some kind of sociological ex· 
planation for this dearth of serious portraitists 
in photography and though not exactly ger
mane to the present discussion we might as well 
posit it as there aren't very many opportunities 
to do so. The times being what they are, photo
graphers are caught up in commentary and 
become photojournalists .in much the same 
manner that realist painters become social real· 
ists. 

This isn't saying, though, that Wig is totally 
without commentary. The contrary is what 
holds. This is so because all photographers start 
out as realists and remain so until they reach a 
point where their lenses begin to get clouded 
over, either by metaphysics or by alchemy, and 
they become abstractionists. Tysmans has not 
reached that point and if there are any gods of 
photography to thank for, they should be given 
the burnt offerings they demand to make sure 
he stays that way. Portraiture is too much an 
essential of photography (wasn't this the reason 
why it was invented in the first place?) to be 
left untended for too long. Tysmans is a good 
portrait photographer and should be encouraged 
to develop further in this line. 

To, get back to that point about commen· 
tary. Tysmans' commentary flows from his 
understanding of the subject, or better yet, his 
sensitivity to his subject. Sensitivity is his mark. 
It informs all of his portraits. It is what makes 
them different from the cold, fonnal studio 

shots that used to be the vogue, the postcard 
portraits we used to paste on to pages in our 
family albums, our ways of marking anniver
saries and sundry milestones. 

In this sensitivity is Tysmans' commentary 
and a good example of that is to be found in hi~ 
portrait of the Japanese photographer Masao 
Endoh, a hat tilted rakishly on his head, his 
head tilted in the same manner, his shoulders 
bare. It is the stark portrait of a man who laughs 
in the face of death which is exactly what En
doh does, he being a war correspondent. 

Another good example is Wig's portrait of 
Simona Fontanilla whom he describes as a 
tobacco grower. Fontanilla's portrait is that 
of an elderly woman seated straight up on a 
wrought iron chair, the droop in her mouth, the 
downward slant in her eyes, the wrinkles on her 
hands and face flowing almost endlessly, indeed 
almost reaching out to touch the viewer himself 
as if to bid him consider what the flow of age 
and time have done to her even as she sits in an 
almost regal manner, defying them. 

In these two examples cited, Tysmans has 
accompli9hed what the critic John Berger has 
pointed out, a crucial distinction that the intel
ligent viewer must always observe: "An instant 
photographed can only acquire meaning insofar 
as the viewer can read into it a duration extend· 
ing beyond itself. When we find a photograph 
meaningful, we are lending it a past and a future 
. . . The professional photographer tries, when 
taking a photograph, to choose an instant 
which will persuade the public viewer to lend it 
an appropriate past and future. The photo· 
grapher's intelligen~e or his empathy with the 
subject defines for him what is appropriate." 

Far from automatic, then, is the Ph 
grapher. No matter if, as has so often been~ 
in jest, the moment of creation for hin, , llif 

. IS 11. 
naled by the click of a button and the Whirr; 
a shutter. As Berger points out, the Critl 
element lies in the choice of an approprj CII 
moment, a choice informed or triggered by: 
~h~~ographer's in.telligence or empathy. Or sen, 
s1t1v1ty: as. we pointed out earlier. That elen,ent 
o! cho1c~ 1s what Tysmans very evidently eJCer. 
c1ses. It 1s what has made him an excellent Por, 
traitist. And an artist. 

Alfrredo Navarro Salanga 

AYALA MUSEUM-GALLERY 3 
r,Wcati Commercial Center, Makati Mia. 

(6 Oec-29 Dec) 
Virginia Ty-Navarro - MIXED MEDIA 

1986 
(9 Jan-26 Jan) 
1ngga Layton - Oil Paintings 

(6 Feb- 23 Feb) 
Paola Luz - Photographs 

(6 Mar-23 Mar) 
Lee Chi Cheung and Homoon Youn 
- Oriental Art Exhibit 

CULTURAL CENTER OF THE 
PHILIPPINES 
Roxas Boulevard, Manila 

MAIN GALLERY 
(16 Nov-15 Dec) 

ALBANO MEMORIAL 
(21 Dec-13 Jan) · 
Phil. Art Educators - PAINTINGS 
OF CHILDREN 

SMALL GALLERY 
(12 Dec-31 Dec) 
Various Artists - CHRISTMAS SHOW 

FINALE ART FILE 
Sunvar Plazat Pasay Road, Makati, MMla 

(3 Dec-14 Dec) 
Ephrain Samson 

(17 Dec-31 Dec) 
Prof. Chen Bing Sun - HORSES -
Chinese Paintings 

(7 Jan-21 Jan 1986) 
Group Show 

(11 Feb-25 Feb) 
Rafael del Casal and Joey de Leon 
TWO MAN SHOW 

(28 Feb- 15 Mar) 
Joaquin Palencia - ONE MAN SHOW 

GALLERY CALENDAR 

GALERIE BLEUE 
5th Fir. Rustan's Shopping Center, 
Makati 

(18 Dec-31 Dec) 
Norries Castillo 

HffiAYA ART GALLERY 
630 UN Avenue, Ermita Mia. 

MAIN GALLERY 
(10 Dec-10 Jan 1986) 
Imelda Cajipe Andaya 

( 15 Jan-30 Jan) 
Gallery Collections 

MEZZANINE 
(12 Dec-31 Dec) 
Andy Hernandez - PHOTOGRAPHS 

LUZ GALLERY 
448 E. de los Santos Ave., Makati MMla. 

(December 1985) 
ANNUAL GROUP SHOW 

(12 Jan-7 Feb 1986) 
Arturo Luz 

MUSEUM OF PHILIPPINE ART 
Roxas Boulevard cor. TM Kalaw st., Mla. 

(15 Nov-16 Jan 1986) 
Lao lian-Ben....:.. RECENT PAINTINGS 
Impi Pilapil - RECENT PRINTS 

(Feb-March) 
First Floor 
Dance Theatre Philippines - BALLET 
ON CANVAS 

Second Floor 
PERMANENT COLLECTION: 
NEW ACQUISITIONS 

SINING KAMALIG 
2160 Taft Avenue, Pasay Mla. 

(29 Nov-16 Dec) 
Cornelio Lagda 

(18 Dec-10 Jan 1986) 
Norma Belleza 

LIONGOREN ART GALLERY 
111 New York St., Cubao QC 

(December 1985) 
Anniversary Exhibit 

PINAGLABANAN GALLERIES 
152-164 J. Arellano St. , San Juan, MMla. 

(12 Dec-19 Jan 1986) 
David Medalla and Kai Hilgemann 
THE SIGNS AND WONDERS OF 
DAVID AND KAI 

(29 Jan-2 Mar) \ 
OBJECTS AND SPACES 
Sculpture show by various artists and 
curated by guest curator Ginny Dandan 

PINAGLABANAN GALLERIES 
AT THE LA TASCA GRILLE 
ROOM 
Greenbelt, Makati 

(1 Dec-30 Dec) 
Group Exhibit of Various Artists 

HALLWAY 
(6 Dec-31 Dec) 
Popo San Pascual - ANG HARDIN 
NILOLA 

MERRY CHRISTMAS & A HAPPY NEW VEAR 
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{-Letter from N~w York 

I missed the damn stop - since when is the 
Columbus circle train not a local? - everytime 
I return to f)le"Y York they go and change the 
subway sche.dule on me. But I arrived in good 
time, a little damp having run back eight blocks 
to the City Gallery, a 'N"ew York Tourism Au
thority-run space on the second floor of a sort 
of 'I love New York' Office at the south-west 
'comer of Central Park. Mr. Rodriguez and I 
were the only two in barong Tagalog, even so 
Tag-English was the lingua francaoftheevening. 
A show of contempor_ary Philippine art, 'Kalo-

. oban', was the attraction - for this I ran eight 
blocks on a muggy August afternoon in Man
hattan. My first task was to pose with the family 
of Norman Montifar before they departed for 
far away Oueensborough. Santi Bose was busy 
in his comer explaining his piles of mythical 

· maps on hand-made paper sporting the worst 
haircut I have ever seen. 'on my way to the 
refreshment table to fetch cold lumpia for 
Sant,i and the Montifars I bumped into Viri 
who always seems in ·a hurry to be off some
where. He was chatting (hurriedly) with a tall 
blond man who asked me what I thought of the 
show. "Uneven," I answered. "Well, this one is 
certainly shy," he commented. I asked him if 
he preferred that I gush. Viri excused himself. 
Later I leamed that he is the curator of this gal
lery and has a 'mandate' to put on 'these shows'. 
(Why was there a display of handicrafts from 
Mindanao in one comer? Is that contemporary 
art, or part of the mandate, or did I miss some
thing?) Some su~prising work, a collection of 

LETTERS 

wonderful papier mache fruits and vegetables all 
bigger than life and brightly painted including 
an atis, a macopa and all my favorites done by a 
mature woman artist wearing an embroidered 
Maria Clara; two shaped canvases by a young 
woman studying at Pratt who had a charming 
giggle - evoked by my Tagalog, she said, which 
was 'better than hers'; and of course, Norman's 
dream· Ii ke textural paintings (although I saw 
these at Norman's place several years ago.) 

It seems that Filipino artists in New York 
know something that a lot of Filipino artists in 
Manila are just now learning. You've got to do 
something besides painting to suivive. And they 
do - layout, textile design, factory work, hard 
work. And they are making it. Maybe not paint
ing as much as they would like, but making it. 

After the lights had been clicked on and off, 
and we were able to get past two nice boys 
handing out fliers for an upcoming Apo Hiking 
Society concert in New York (not to mention 
someone who was handing out the bio-data of 
lmpy Pilapil for some reason) we flagged down 
two taxis for the ten · minute ride to my 1st 
Avenue apartment. Santi went out for take
out food and the rest of us tel ked about the 
political situation in the Philippines and the col
lapse of the sugar industry in Negros. The door
man called me on the intercom to ask if all 
these Chinese guys were really my friends and 
if he should let them up. We all got a good 
laugh out of that. 

Everyone has been asking me how the Fili
pino artists in New York are doing. "How are 
they?" "Healthy", seems about as apt a descrip
tion as any. 

Love, Bargielska 

Letter from Bangladesf'.I 

Dear Michael, 

Here is my article for San Juan. Did I miss 
deadline? Please get this post haste to Krip, 
editor. Apologies for the rough draft - I 
here in Rajshahi - days from Dhaka at a 1 
station, and this manual typewriter is a far 
from my I BM PC. Will be off to India in 
next month where I believe they have el,o; 
tricity. 
Did you note the clever way I wrote my a111c1a 
as If it is a letter? Could you please see to~ 
that it is properly edited and that the spelling 1 
correct. To be really clever, you might conslc1t 
printing this as a lead in. Italics would be nice . 
Also, I left my notes in Thailand. I lefttwo~ 
before the attempted coup. Honest, Mich1111 
I had nothing to do with it. You can choose~ 
to believe me if you like. However, I regret 
I can not identify the artists whose work I 
scribe, they will liave to remain uncredited. 
Than ks for dinner and please give Agnes 
Michel a kiss for me. 

KA L--O-d9--=~aK!3-:;:--r~·n~-;-:,y N~· -
1he fi\ip1n0Art1~t an Sant,a28 B?se 

Zorro Davi~ 
:Gise\\ e Fe\ ,pe 
Frank Gimpaya 
Bert Hechanova 
V.C.lgarta 

,.._ Corazon de Je~us 
Tony Ja\andont 
Anastasia Ma~uyac 
Norman Monufar 
Taa\Mayon 
Linda Pichon . 
Manue\ Rodrigu_ez. Sr. 
Marce\ino Roonguez 
Rey Rodrig_~e.z 
Frat\cisco Vin 

•••'-1"-S£P1.1'3 th n.v"· _1., . S :turda,, Aug. 24 . 
Reception: a .,, · 

~ 5ro8P.M. . 
6~~·"---~~l , -. -,GALLERY HO~:t~AY 10:00 A,M. TO 5:30 P.M. 

'".lfV3'J '1\. - MONDAY TO M TO 5:00 P,M. 
CITY~Y 10019 (212)974-1150 SATURDAY ,,oo A. . 

Columbus Circ\e, Nevy ' 39 
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