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Whenever | have insisted on the
tripartite quality of our psychic insular
self as manifested in our extremely
noisy master game of political status,
some of the readers may have won-
dered, “But is It art?"

For two cenlturies, the options have
been Independence and statehood as
thesis and antithesis with a tentative
search for a synthesis in the autonomy
called commonwealth. A fourth idea,
Socialism, is immanent in each of the
three -options.

Our search for a synthesis In life
and political status has produced an
art fit for the majority of our voters,
that s, a semi-realistic, very for-
malized art fit for th: conservative lef-
tist Statehooders and the rightist
Populares. What's missing, except in
the work of a very few artists such as
Carlos Raquel Rivera and in the water
colors of John Balossi, is a sonorous
Independentista expressionism. Yet
most of our artists are Independentis-
tas. How come?

Is the American Army repressing
our emotions? That is a myth.

It is the forever-tentative search for
a classical synthesis which seems to
explain our art and us as a people
during the past few centuries. Even
our Indians seem to have been that
way. We. are not now, nor have we
normally been an “either-or” kind of
people, as the Americans, Spaniards
or the Mexicans are. They produce a
strongly contrasted art.

Being as decisive as they are may
be most admirable at times. Imagine.
Mexico has only one political party;
Spain almost always one dictator; the
United States has only two political
parties. We have a rainbow politically,
but not in painting. But we have been
decisive in art twice, in two four year
periods In our history. Once, from
1950 to 1954 when the Independentis-
tas were strongest in votes and while
we were creating our ELA (or Popu-
lar) constitution, we were decidedly
social-realistic, almost expressionistic,
in our art.

And from 1966 to 1970 during the
Popular Party split, our artists sought
safety in geometic hard-edged
minimalism. Statehood Ferre came to
power temporarily, as if with our
smooth, large and very formally struc-
tured canvasses. Being decisive is a
temporary thing.

History is long-lasting. So we nor-
mally opt for “either” and for “or.”
Why not? We prepare for the siege of
history. In our eternal search for an
awaited, classical and historic synth-
_esis between emotion (the indepen-
dent Dionyslac creative id) and formal
unify (the Apollonian structural state-
hood idea or Super Ego), we wait,
provisioned.

Both poles belong to us. Both are
within, so we don't want to let go of
any pole. Ay bendito, why should we
cut part of ourselves off? But on rec-
ognizing the possible pitfalls of each
pole (or party or manifestation of the

self) we build our synthetic construct
with the best points of both.

At this moment, our construct, ac-
cording to the number of votes,
seems to value Apollo's formality
above the wild noises of emotional
Dionysos. Thus we now feel both
reasonably “free” and definitely “as-
sociated” in politics and very formal
and somewhat expressionistic in art,
etc., etc. Are we an ‘“etcetera?" |
don't think so.

We are most definite at remaining
indefinitely on the search for our
synthesis in a dutiful professional
way. Dutifully faithful to each party
concerned. Our artists, mostly Inde-
pendentistas bow to the collective
will. As we synthesize between both
poles, we tell ourselves It is not
fence-straddling evasion but a fence
surrounding projection, in our art as
well as in our life. We may be right,
that is, if we are preparing for a
future game.

The Greeks would understand. Bet-
ween their very formal geometric and
archaic period of art and the quite
emotional Hellenistic one, their classi-
cal art was born. Yet “classical,” too,
are the poles apart. It is thus with
Puerto Rican painting. Geometry and
semi-realism, are combined at once,
The Latinists also would understand.
Extreme goodness can be bad and
extreme badness good, if each over-
shoots its mark. So It is safest to
choose a point between and that's

- where the good art lies. Except that

instead of choosing a point between,
we opt for all points between, all at

“once, with none completely rejected.

Yes, we prefer to play it eclectically
safe in our art, as in our politics and
life. Play it safe out of fear? No. Only
out of caution. A wisdom. This wis-
dom is the result of thousands of
years of life on our isle, a crossroads
isle. Hurricanes come and go; we
safely stay on. Indians invade the At-
lantids (You must remember that trip:
| 'saw you there); Spaniards invade
the various Indians; the French, En-
glish and Dutch invade us. We stay
safely on. The Americans invade us
and try to change our present lan-
guage. We do stay on. Over the cen-
turies we stay on, like a bad weed If
you wish, like a bad dream — and
breed, if you please. The fact is we
stay on. It seems to have been more
important for us to keep all our parts
and parties together over the cen-
turles than to be particularly decisive
or selective in any century so far.

What kind of wisdom is this? Why
do we insist on keeping all our gods,
parties and poles together? Some-
thing within us holds all our guts to-
gether as If in expectation of a future
confrontation. What can it be?

A similar experience was had by
many crossroads peoples in the
Mediterranean and other in-between-
lands whenever the Ice-Age Mantles
came, pushing the Northerners south,
and then receded, pulling men north.
Also whenever the vagaries of the
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salism (But Is It Art?)

-chase or of exploding tribal prides

pushed strong men on and on over
other lands, there would always be
native daughters and sons of each
place who would stay on if they were
sufficiently wise and integrated, elastic
or diplomatic, and genetically strong,
as we are. Asia Minor, Gresce, Italy,
Spain itself, were such civilization-
producing crossroads places. The is-
land of Crete is another. We are in
good company.

So maybe an instinct tells us we
are keeping all our energies together
for a future show down or master
game, a game in which-every part of
us will have a job to do, to produce
a classical civilizatiom:"| like to think
so, anyway. We are preparing for the
21st Century...

Each previous invasion left new
genes. This is a very important ex-
ogamous wisdom. Each invasion left
new tools, know-how, image banks,
noises and visions of other lands,
which we could Invade if we wanted,
as we invade the U.S. now. But we
preferred to stay on, most of us, ab-
sorbing the newcoming wisdoms and
visions, fashions and noises, our own
way and at home, screened from hurt
by our “ay bendito” helplessness so
called, and tiring enemies if necessal
with our "pelea-monga” (limp-fight
on all fronts. Thus we absorb and
stay on. And on.

Do flies capture the fly-paper? They
do not.

Have the Cubans captured us? Have
the Americans? | think not. Did the
Spaniards really capture the Indians
and Blacks, or were they captured by
us? | am supposed to be white, but
my feet are short and very wide, as
were our Indians. We are very human
crossesl|

Is there a limit to what we can or
should absorb? Is there” a limit to
limitlessness and crosses?

The more we absorb, the more
remain what we have always been
and shall always be, an eclectic peo-
ple with eclectic absorbing art and
tastes. That's our crossroads sin, our
crossroads strength. Neither black nor
white, we are the blacks and whites
and the greys between and beyond! A
mongrel racel Very rich. We could
therefore produce something wonder-
ful in the 21st Century. )

We are so rich we need not be af-
raid of being engulfed and seduced
by any particular god, American or
not. Maybe because all gods are fun-
damentally the same hungers in us.
Maybe because we grow 2.7 per cent
bigger every year, we rationalize that
such a dangerous rate of population
growth is growing absorptive power.
We never think it could be a cancer-
ous growth that could destroy us. Fi-
nally we count on the absorptive
power of our pelea monga, to wit: if
the Dollar Totem is frowning at us,
we say: ''Ay, bendito, man, what
gives? Why are you looking so at me,
a harmless jibaro from Coqui?". We
feel no need to fight it outright. Thus
we gain time.

It is a very limp fight. It depends
on the the defensive erosion and ab-

sorption of ‘“foreign'' matter. We
count time as our best ally, Time is
eternal. So, we are eternal. Manana
decides all stressful questions such-as
the biennial, or taxes, or status. His-
tory does decide. In the meantime we
keep-all our parts and all our players
together without choosing between
them. Let's wait for the big coming
game. The game itself shall decide.
Let's hold unto our cards.

In the meantime the real trouble
with our eclectic absorbing power
comes when the ‘‘ay bendito” and the
“pelea monga" rationalizations and
other good subsistance or defensive
techniques go into our art or other
creative fields. Very damaging is the
“Te digo ahorita” (I'll tell you later)
technigeu, also called “Manana™ (to-
morrow), or, "l am cooking some-
thing; I'll exhibit or legislate later."
Scheherazade used this subsistance
technique in between each of her
1001 tales in as many nights. But she
produced 1001 works. Do our artists?
We go slow. Tropically slow.

Besides, too many of our artists
think that (Ay Bbendito) the govern-
ment and the public should love their
art, But in what language [s their art?
Using which image banks? Making
what noise? "Oh, of course, | make
my own noise, use my own images,
create my languagel” Such ego-
centered painters do not know that
the great artists, like the great
prophets and mediums, speak the
local universal language, use local
universal imagery, to sing the univer-
sal songs. But, ay, bendito, we try
our lazy way, sometimes it works. But
we have to do better by the 21st
Century.

The “pelea-monga' is seen in too
many tired art works which mistake
helter-skelter effort for the limberness
and timing necessary for the limp-
fight, or else mistake dogged-effort
for enthusiastic  stay power, in art
as in the fight. Also, it is seen in the
limp excuses put up by some artists,
including myself, for our bad works.
From Oller to Frade, down to our
young ones, 'I've heard many “lim-
pers.” They do not prepare us for the
21st Century.

But the wrost art sickness is the
"eclectic catalog" work, a painting in
which various painting styles and
techniques and non-married images
are displayed as in a catalog, in one
single work, We have to compose
better than that, join influences more
subtly.

It is magnificent to be eclectic.
Since each work is a world alone,
and since everything belongs to us,
we can swallow anything to produce
anything. But it must be, like duly di-
gested food, turned into blood, not
waste products, no matter how vari-
textured or many-colored.

This eclectic spirit produced by our
crossroads wisdom is faithfull unto all
parts and parties within our insular
self. It is preparing us for the 21ist
century game. We can go forth, in
great noise, our image banks full, to
our encounter with destiny.

May we not abort on the way.




