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For Beginners

Have you ever recognized something because you’ve never seen it before? Like when
you are confronted with an image of something that can’t exist in reality, but somehow feels
familiar? What is being seen feels like remembering a dream all at once. And this experience isn’t easily translated, and can’t fit into history as we know it, which is like a record of
events. This experience demands to be categorized by history which is like a field of action,
in which unbelievable things are possible. What is being experienced can be called ‘Magic
Realism.’
More than a quality of image making, magic realism is a mode. What is happening
when we recognize a thing that can’t exist? What process has made magic a real substance,
and has also denied it the methods of history?

Demonoid, monsters, humanoid, aliens, fairies, trolls, and ugly, funny things. We
recognize the magically real everywhere, in the sticker dispensers at the laundromat, in the
horoscope, in the museum, in the news.
There are books on the history of portraits, the history of abstraction, the history
of construction, the history of anti-art, surrealism, and so on. Can there be a history of the
ugly, the monstrous, the devious, the indescribable, the kitsch? Magic Realism presses it’s wet,
gross snout against the pages of historical records and breathes heavily.
Panic arises from the constraints of the historical moment. This condition, in which only
what has already been accepted as possible is the only thing that can be described, informs
these little monsters.

Magic Realism is produced against this history of events. It exists in a history which
is like a field of action, a stage which is filled with structures and shadows. In the shadow of
history, lurks the magically real.
Suddenly, we perceive a human form that does not represent a human in the slightest, it represents something we have never seen before, but have felt constantly.
We’ve felt it, like fear and faith.
And it’s felt when we hear the cry of the tyrant: “time is running out!” Urgent, the
protectors of the historical record, that constrained history, in which only the names of the
powerful are written, in which only the languages of the powerful are spoken, and only the
events of empire are chronicled, have prepared for another holy war. This kind of history

is coming to an end! The powerful scream to their nations with brutal regularity, and the
existential threats are named and identified for elimination. The disenfranchised, the minor,
those who have been named as threats fear for their lives.
The chained up monsters which lurk in the blindspots of the historical record are
ignored by those that expect enlightenment from knowledge. The truth seeker’s point to the
thickness of historical volumes, the rate and speed of transfer, and the never ending expansion of lines of text, of subjects which are named, classified and written down. This kind of
history pretends to hunt down creatures of curious darkness, and bring them to justice in
the objective court of knowledge. But it is the opposite, the monsters lurk inside the hearts
of truth seekers, and haunt the negative space between every letter and line of their records.
Fear arises in relief to this knowledge, and instead of being eliminated it is compounded.

The possibility of another kind of timekeeping, another mode of being, in which
truth is no longer predicated on blindness and radical change is not made to be a monster
which lurks in the dark, is released as indescribable feeling.
Fear and faith arise in relief to this oppressive knowledge. Faith in this other form of
history, which is not like a book but like a stage, in which actors speak in a language which
cannot be understood by the powerful, in which a world without domination and oppression is possible. The faith of transformation pressurizes our fears into feeling. This feeling
is described as magical, because it is denied a real presence which can act within history.
Instead, the possibility of another world, of another kind of history all together is chained
up as a dream, as a monster, as an impossibility.

But it is a necessary impossibility. As necessary as a language which the powerful
cannot speak or understand, as necessary as sleep is to wakefulness. This magic that is necessitated by history (in the major form) and for now, as it has always been, is realized as a
feeling. One day (tomorrow, and never) we will not need Magic Realism, because what we
have always felt will be recognized in the historical event, recorded as real and true and just.
For now, we just have to believe. -Isaac Brosilow 2017
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