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Magical Realism. An escape from the drudgery of the common. A frenzied raging  
against the dying of the light. A slap in the face of the unspoken law that demands  
everything be in its rightful place at the rightful time. Through art, literature and to  
a less obvious extent music and film, the magic realists have cast a haunting spell  
across the visage of ordinary expression... leaving a sometimes unintelligible yet  
never less than thrilling legacy in their wake. In this our 'Dream' issue, the buzz  
takes a surreal walk on the wild side .  
 
A Hollywood tale that's anything but. A heady cocktail of amnesia, lust, malice and 
murder that threatens to spiral out of control even at its quietest. To dip your toes into 
the world of magical realism, you needn't subject yourself to heavy-handed discourse. 
Renting David Lynch's  Mulholland Drive will suffice. 



 
 



While magical realism as a term was concocted primarily as a critical appraisal of art and later had 
its scope broadened to include a writing style particular to the South American savants of the 
60s, in effect its influence manifests itself through any creative outpouring which disregards the 
normal in favour of the outrageously illogical. Or better yet, plays along poker-faced with the 
normal, before unleashing an unexpected slice of surrealism across the canvas. 
 
Going by which, directors like Lynch, Tim Burton, David Finch and the like have as much 
reason to claim the magic realists tag as their similarly twisted painter / writer counterparts. Their 
cinematic tales are imbued with enough manic colour and unexpectedness to render them works 
of curious art. 
 
Speaking of art, the genre that gave birth to magic realism has enjoyed a frayed relationship with 
its conception. Initially, magic realism in art pertained to a hyper-realistic movement – wherein 
the visual element had an extreme realism to it, with the subject matter often being clockwork-
like everyday happenings. In staying true to the nature of the object, no matter how mundane, it 
was believed that the art did a better job of revealing the spirit, or magic, within. 
 

 
 
In the contemporary scene though, stylized exaggeration has become the driving force behind 
magic realist art, with young exponents like Sacha Jafri painting from palettes imbued with 
fantastical mind-trips and unadulterated imagination. 



When it comes to the written word, Latin authors can easily clam the genre as their own. 
Right from the Cuban writer Alejo Carpentier’s visions of “lo real maravilloso” or “marvelous 
reality”, through to the tales of Mário de Andrade, Miguel Ángel Asturias, Carlos Fuentes, 
Carlos Castaneda, Isabel Allende and of course, Gabriel García Márquez, they've managed 
to create literary countries where the line of demarcation separating reality from the unreal all 
but vanishes. 
 

 
 
Of the contemporary authors, Salman Rushdie manages to take the most absorbing flights of 
fantasy. Witness his Enchantress of Florence, a fable of love that takes in history, Italy, India, 
mesmerizing young women, Machiavelli and the great Mughal emperor Akbar… often within the 
same page. 



While music is generally kept outside the preview of magical realism, anyone who’s been 
taken on a fantastical aural trip will attest to the injustice in that. Progressive rock, 
pyschedelia, free-form jazz and decadent lounge all contain more than enough slices of 
unexpectedly delirious mayhem to take their rightful place in the magic stakes. One 
continuous listening of Pink Floyd's Animals ought to convince you of that. 
 

 
 
Through ravishing experiments with form and style and inventive fusions of the everyday and 
the mythical, the magic realists forcibly snatch us away from our ritualistic 9-5. And thank 
God for that. Because in a world saturated with violence, disease and hate, a little bit 
of escapism can't be such a bad thing, really. 
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