ASIAN AESTHETIC?

New music: new  listening, John Cage wrote, just an attention to sounds as they are, with frequency, loudness, lengths, and a precise morphology. We could say the same about visual artifacts, and the ways we reshape in art what could be naturally preserved as an invisible part of ourselves --desire without language.  

Visual arts stir into us something stronger than theories or sentiments (often stuck in vague impressions and sentimentalism), they makes us certain that our primary perception of reality is not restricted by measurement, rules, guidelines. The natural sense of wonder does not need explanation. Each human has unique, personal responses to every bit of perception; one theorizes because one has emotions, the incommensurable engine of a body, programmed for a limited time.  

The forms of intelligence change in history like the air blown by the wind. And the very last awareness we have been able to clarify to ourselves, either in sciences or in the arts,  tell us that we are rethinking and rebuilding our lives as movable and arbitrary as the human mind. The most beautiful pages, paintings, films, architecture, are not meant to be archived in memory, nor to be rationally organized as facets of an infinite kaleidoscopic space, in which things reflects into each other.  They are simple messages interacting with our living time, right now; that’s how they get alive. 

I barely dare to call “globalism,” the international umbrella only confirming to us that every culture and country share the same, unsolved, issues of survival, a political term used to cover them with a magic touch of language. What’s happening now is the technical acceleration of a process at least a hundred years old, already described by literature and philosophy of the last century: all aesthetic and systems of signs, along with the themes that they embody, whose surface is the only visible part to the common reader, are mixed together in such a rapid circuit of data transmission, so “natural” looking, that the most interesting novelty, totally man made, lies unnoticed: images of art, as any image of human events --the two towers a universal symbol— as soon as they  touch our senses, receive a number of “simultaneous and inseparable meanings”

from all over the world, never the same.

 A FRONTIER IS NOT A NEIGHBORHOOD. IT IS A GAP, A FERMENT, AN INTERFACE. 

THE INSTANTANEOUS MAKES MERE CATEGORIES AND CLASSIFICATIONS OBSOLETE.

THE FRAMEWORK CHANGES WITH NEW TECHNOLOGIES AND NOT JUST THE PICTURE WITHIN THE FRAME.  ( Marshall McLuhan)

There is no reason on earth that the visitor of an art gallery should feel a marginal, incompetent foreigner in front of something that is nothing but a human message. It is enough they remember John Cage’s  unechoic chamber, as silent as it could be in 1951, in which one mysterious sound, unintentional and uneliminable, struck his perception: the sound of the heart beating.  Asian or western, visual signs in the art  are textures of feelings and thinking of reality as they happened in the artist. What happens in YOU, THIS VERY INSTANT?
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