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the Exploitation of the Obvious 

Bv A.Z. JOLICCO CUADRA , 

rt is a demanding 
and exacting 
mistress. She 
commands you to 

serve her well and faithfully 
and fully. Otherwise, you, the 
artist or poet, will find yourself 
falling, falling, falling into 
inanity; which will make you 
end up inutile. 

I suppose that the artist or 
poet who can't paint or write 
teaches; and if he can't teach, 
then he founds a school. And if 
he can't found a school, then 
there's still an alternative open 
to him; create a brotherhood of 
sheep, or is it herd, with its 
members hanging on to every 
word that slips out of his 
mouth. Like manna falling 
from the sky. 

Craft, in art, can be taught 
and it can be learned; but it 
takes the unusually keen 
sensibility to create art, the 
sullen art that the poet Dylan 
Thomas laments about. To 
borrow from Oscar Wilde, it's 
easy to beanartistwifh nothing 

' in you to show for it; but it 
takes the truly exceptional 
sensibility to become an artist, 
and it doesn't have to show for 
it. 

Since this Avenger of Art Exploitative art? 
returned to the scene of art -
he had consciously stayed away from the art 
happenings of Manila for a decade, believing 
in his soul that nothing new or worthwhile 
will explode the staid inst~llation of the 
production of art (painting, sculpture, 
graphics), it didn't come a surprise for him to 
find out that hardly anything is being done of 
any value in the Art Manila syndrome. 
Although a few; exceptions may be made 
about a small triad of painters who bear 
watching; Montemayor, Coquilla, Garibay, 
the young ones. Fired into creations only by 
their angelic endeavors. 

Has art turned decorative? Is art 
decoration now? It seems that is what it i!?, if 
the evidence of my senses isn' t c~~ating in me 
the illusion that l' Art Decoratifhas become a 
decor for the interior decorators' fancy to 
decorate lobbies of the multifarious builqings 
shooting up from the groupdeverywhere ' 
you look. So many towers of babels shooting 
up to the stars these days. Which makes us all 
starry-eyed. . .. ' . . 

Yet the obvious is the evidenCe. The 
evidence is the recent show of scUlptures of 
Impy Pilapil which she so femininely called 
SEED. Or is Seed a masculine force. 
Whichever. I had the distinct impression that 
Ms. Pilapil is (consciously?) influenced by 
the works of Georgia O'Keefe. Now then if 
my speculation is right, she has the right 
breeding ground for extendil)g the works of 
Madam O'Keefe. Only Ms. Pilapil has to wait 
for the all clear signal because the lahar of . 
Pampanga is still ahotissue. Madam O'Keefe 
I believe lived the work in the part of the 
desert that is Arizona, or is it New Mexico? 
Take note that the focal point of Madam 
O'Keefe's productions of art is the revolving 
symbol of the skull of the cow. For me, I 
believe that the skull of the ugly beast, the 
carabao will do just as well. In an artificial 

. garden, the kind that you 
see decorating the inside 
of the houses of th.e 
~ffluent, a Pilapil rock 
sculpture may just do; 
or a Pilapil water
flowing erection may 
just give the right 
ambience to the en trance 
of an ad vertising agency 
office. But to look at any 
of the pieces as a work of 
art? The conceit may just 
be too much to take. 
However, a restaurant 
festooned with lots of 
native objects may just 
be the right place for her 
works to stand up or lie 
down in. Who knows. 

The Avenger of Art 
indeed. A little across 
where Ms. Pilapil's 
creations were on view, Or decora~ive art? 
the installations (a duo 
of them actuall y) stood waiting to be viewed, 
by anybod y, the art connoisseur, the curious, 
the ambler the stroller, the ignorant. 

When the Avenger of Art went looking 
for them, he passed them by them twice. 
They were so obvious that he missed them, 
for they stood so close to the walls, nailed 
there, it seemed. It was to him like being so 
near a mountain that he couldn't see the 
mountain. 

Two little cards read: 
1. Other Dutch Paintings: 
Compositions with grey pains 
Mixed media 
1995 
2. Still Other Dutch Painting 
Pier, Ocean, Dunes, and Windmill 
Mixed Mediums 
1995 
Now I know that the . Avenger of Art 

took down exactly, word for word, what was 
noted down above. No corrections. 

Speak of Art Decoration. The Avenger of 
Art thinks that it was no mere accident that 

the two leading artists of decoration in this 
country came together, so auspiciOUS in a 
time like this one wherein the present 
government so needs very badly cosmetic 
surgery for it to look, why, even just 
presentable, to those who so desire to invest 
on anything that will make their pockets 
bulge with coins of gold. And make our own 
pockets emptier and emptier. Didn't I hear it 
once argued so vehemently by our patriot of 
nationalistic art that art reflects society, that 
it's the one mirror that can't distort like those 
carnival mirrors that only distort your image 
but render it grotesque? There you have it. 
Mr. Chabet and Ms. Pilapil are the evidence 
of the obvious. Two mighty duoof mountains 
to contend with. 

Austere do Chabet's installations look" 
, ... , 

(nowaret~eyreallypaintingsorwal1decors?)' '.' 
If you take them as visual jokes or visual , 
puns, you may just have'hit the nail right in . 
the head .. for they may also be visual cliches, 
the perennial continuing striptease of t~e 
obvious. Don' t look for the real, for you 11 
find it elsewhere. Elsewhere isn't our pOint at 
the moment; for the elsewhere of the real is 
the politicalization of the now if you can put 
it that way. And the Avenger of Art thinketh 
not that that's the conscious in~ention of 
Chabet. 

Calling the instal'lations "Dutch 
Paintings" dredges up from the waters of 
memory, what objects ifthey are? Austerity is 
one. The others Frugality, Stinginess, Greed, 
Paucity. Gin. Shouldn't Stinginess be 
Scroogeness? You can go to town dredging 
up metaphors for the Dutchriess of the Dutch. 
Uke going Dutch with your lover when you 
go eat in a restaurant of your choice. Or to 
your bed of love. 

The Dutch Cross that he implanted on 
his decor wall, is that double-edged, which is 

, also the Plus-Sign that 
signifies that acquiSition of 
oqdles and oodles of 
moolah? That the Christian 
symbol of the Cross i,s the 
obverse sign for the .- .. 
accumulation of moolah" 
mozouma, that it's a 
talisman, a magnet for 
drawing wealth in this 
mundane world? 

The Avenger of Art may 
be reading too much, may 
be overmeaning in his 
assessments. Yet what is 
truly interesting is the. 
impulse that Chabet makes 
upon the viewer, which is , . 
but to think things out. 

Is too much intelligence 
bad for an artist like Chabet? 
You know that's obvious ' 
therein the duo installations 
he's making statements to 
polite society, and to the 

other artists whom he deems beneath his 
slightest consideration of them and their 
production of art. It's his way of making his 
"UP YOURS" mudra in dire contrast to the 
"THUMBS UP" mudra of ... 

Dutch Paintings indeed. Couldn't, you 
wonder, the American folk hero Dutch 
Schultz, have made those installations ' 
himself, had he chosen to become an artist, 
rather than a gangster on the same level as 
Dillinger? _ 

Maybe, for all I know, Chabet is saying 
that the Great Traveller who is in America 
now, will have his economic comeuppance : 
with the Dutch. 

Chabet may be hailed in an 
environmentally antiseptic art like in the 
American non-art scene of now today. But in 
Art Manila? 

Its environment is suffomting. Why, its 
very air kills. 

Like the anti-hero of life, non-art is the 
anti-hero of art. 


