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			In this year of 2022, when Brazil celebrates the bicentennial of its political independence, a reflection on its cultural dependence on the baroque twists, contortions and distortions of the Latin world and its dangerous extension in the Western world. The lessons learned from this legacy by a hundred Brazilians of the past and present, who overcame the obscure and tortuous baroque tunnel and reached Enlightenment common sense and reasonableness. Not only for the Brazilian people but, who knows, for other peoples in the Western world submerged in this same fate. The lessons I have learned while reading the work of the noble knight Sir Roger Scruton.

			My gratitude to these twelve great friends, who have made this Kurupira adventure possible as well as the venture of a better Brazil and a better world: 

			Cyro de Laurenza, Dorio Ferman, Carlos Augusto Montenegro, Eduardo Machado, Fernando Norbert, Francisco Brandão, Jayme Garfinkel, João Alfredo Viegas, Jorge Feffer, Luis Antonio de Almeida Braga, Salim Mattar and William Ling.
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1. 	The New Tate 
	Britain Exhibition

			As you are coming to our lands, I must tell you, Sir Roger, that, here, in Brazil, this battle between reason and fiction comes from other carnivals. Not just from other times, but from other times and pasts, from other jokes and glosses. Perhaps since the Mesopotamians invented the Zodiac, they divided the years into twelve moons and limited the recklessness of men to what the signs of the horoscope said.

			For never having submerged in the great waves of mental baroqueism, only the small ripples of the Baroque art of music and painting, and a few ornaments of its neoclassical architecture hit the beaches of your Great Britain Island. Unlike this former great Island of Vera Cruz, where I live and was born, quoted in Rafael Hitlodeu’s account in the Utopia of his fellow countryman, Sir Thomas Morus, we are all drenched in the spirit of baroqueism, what they’ve even called mental baroqueism.

			Therefore, Sir Roger, irrespective of your welcomed figure, I keep offering my humble services in this new battle against the great dragons of corruption of values here in our lands. Like Kurupira, I recognize that Sir Roger is a knight who fights for Western values, but that these are especially corrupted by the resilience of the mental baroqueism of the Latin world and, in particular, of Brazil. So I remain at your service as your faithful squire, or you to mine, that’s what we’ll see throughout this story.

			They call me Kurupira. Also known as Kaipora, Kurupi, Jurupari, Saci-Pererê, Martim Cererê, among other names. I come from the Amazon rainforest. Master spirit of the unsuspecting and daring, deceiver of hunters and deforesters. But also of all those who, armed with countless reasons, think they can face the temptations of my traps. Deceiving of the world, my hair has the color of fire. But I don’t set the forest on fire, as the sensationalist media in Europe claims. On the contrary, I defend them from those who enter them to explore their riches, throwing them off the safe path and leading them to get lost in the tangle of trees.

			I’m a goblin, a tropical gnome, an Amerindian cousin of the goblins and gnomes that have inhabited the forests of Europe since the 15th century, when my legend began to circulate among explorers here and there.

			It was at that time and in the following centuries that they began to cut down the forests in Europe to build houses in the villages and, above all, the ships, and caravels with which they’ve discovered the Americas.

			In Tupi-Guarani language, the great indigenous nation, established between the Amazon, the inlands and the entire extension of the Brazilian Atlantic Forest, my name means a “boy’s body”, a dwarf, a small genius, a spirit of the forests and a goblin. As in the great Inca nation, in the highlands of Peru and Colombia, my name was Chudiachaque, variations on the same spirit of scorn, alienation and temptation of men who think they are sensible. They even say that I’m an obscurantist spirit on which the Enlightenment winds have never blown.

			It’s curious that the character of Martim Cererê, from the great poem about the emergence of Brazil, by the modernist Cassiano Ricardo, published in 1927,1 is the white European who disputes, with the indigenous Aimberê, the love of Uiara, the seductive mermaid, the mother of the waters of the Amazon. In response to Uiara’s challenge, who will give his love to whoever brings him the night, Martim Cererê returns to the bottom of the sea in Africa and snatches African blacks as slaves, the third element in the formation of the Brazilian race. I cannot help speculating that we were born with this vocation to seek the night in the day and the day in the night, as a metaphor and paradox of the penchant for baroque obscurantism against the European Enlightenment reason.

			Attached to the figure of Kurupira, in addition to the four spans of height, the itchy skin, the greenish teeth, the red hair of corn, sometimes with a cap on his head and a pipe in his mouth, like the saci-pererê, my greatest attribute are my twisted feet. So that my toes point back and my heel forward, leaving inverted footprints, confusing those who follow my footprints and who end up going the opposite direction of my destination without ever finding me, which gives me the chance to frighten them, pester them, make them lose their way, confounding them by imitating human voices, leading them to fatal traps in the darkness of the forests.

			Since 1560, there was already a record of my existence in the reports of Father José de Anchieta, a Jesuit shipped to Brazil on a mission to catechize the indigenous people of the newly discovered Portuguese colony, then called Island and later Land of Santa Cruz, when they realized the enormous size of the coasts that they had begun to explore. But, soon after, this land of mine came to be called Brazil, on account of the pau-brasil, which made the wealth of Portuguese, Spanish, and Dutch merchants from the 16th century on.

			However, nowadays, I’m above all the baroque spirit that inhabits, not only Brazilians, but all beings in the world who think they are illuminists, regardless of whether they are aware of it or not, or those who see themselves as the most sensible and reasonable of humans. Even you, dear reader, as well as I who give you this report and, above all, those from the most rationalist cultures who do not even suspect my presence, which confuses, deceives, and distorts everything, as I represent the very mestizo character of a people who doesn’t take itself too seriously, and doesn’t go after purities and certainties, unlike you, Europeans, forged in Renaissance and Enlightenment traditions.

			My kinship, in addition to the vast family of forest beings, is with medieval goblins, gnomes, who, in turn, descend from mythology – never from philosophy! – from the ancient Greek satyrs.

			According to our greatest folklorist, Luís da Câmara Cascudo,2 I’ve already appeared in the form of figures with their feet inverted in classic books such as The Attic Nights, by Aulo Gélio, from the 2nd century, in City of God, by Saint Augustine, from the 4th century, and in the 15th-century Nuremberg Chronicle incunabula. Long before the rationalist temptation, I preceded the French L’Age des Lumières, the German Aufklärung and, above all, the English Enlightenment.

			Today, I represent the spirit of vice, temptation, paradox, irony, ambivalence, folly, and disproportion. What the Greeks called hubris, from which men have suffered so much since modern times, when they repeat the same sin of pride that Adam, Prometheus, and Faust committed and they fall into the belief that they can stand up to God, even “kill” God, determining human destiny, being the protagonist of History, choosing gender identities, recreating life, and dominating the Cosmos.

			Yes, Sir Roger, I think I have a lot to guide you through these lands, as you’ve come here to cultivate your largest group of followers outside the Anglosphere. Here, we’ll have to face together the virus of mental baroqueism that has gripped the world, including your beloved Great Britain, albeit on a smaller scale.

			The question that assails me is whether this Baroque soul, explicit and overflowing in our way of being, would not also be present in the English spirit, even if in a small degree, and especially in your exalted being, Sir Roger, as Knight of The Most Excellent Order of the British Empire.

			Having read most of your work, due to the rare identity of concerns and so many common preferences, I suspect that you also carry in your blue blood the baroqueist vein, albeit in drops, as you have paid almost no attention to the topic, which, in my vile pretense, could be a decisive factor in your work and mission, at least now in your wanderings through our lands,3 which could avoid the dishonest emphasis of a conservator thinker who regards the press as a sibylline means of not admitting the extent and grandeur of your work.

			Like your beloved reader, Sir Roger, and now not only as a spirit, but as a spirit incarnated in Jeca, your host, I’ve searched throughout your work for even the slightest mention of the Baroque overflow of art in the most diverse areas of Western culture, especially in the decisive fields of moral philosophy, politics, justice, and the very art to which he dedicated himself so much. And I have not found it, even in your comprehensive A Short History of Modern Philosophy,4 where you mention the roots of Greek classical philosophy, passing through Scholasticism and even the moral values of Judaism and Christianity. But you haven’t mentioned anything about baroque thinking and its mental baroque aspect that invades with torsions, retortions, contortions, and distortions all Western thought from the Renaissance onwards. Above all, I found no allusion to the Baroque style emanating from the center of the Latin world for the entire European philosophical tradition of the time. Even in authors like Spinoza and Kant, your favorite founders of the Enlightenment, to whom you dedicated specific books about their life and work.5

			In Spinoza, you even quote the philosopher’s response to an invitation made by Prince Elector Karl Ludwig to occupy the chair of philosophy at the University of Heidelberg, with the greatest freedom of thought, provided he did not use it to disturb the public belief in religion. Which Spinoza declined, in the following terms: 

			“Religious quarrels do not spring from ardent zeal for religion, but from men’s willingness and love for the contradiction that habitually leads them to distort and condemn everything, even if it has been correctly stated.”6 

			Or when you illustrate with Rembrandt’s canvas “The Philosopher in Meditation”, of 1642, Spinoza’s idea of a free life, where the transcendence of the passion for reason was symbolized by a spiral staircase that ascended from the philosopher’s dark chamber, when my thesis is exactly the opposite, as we shall see later, that the ascending spiral could well represent the taking of reason by the passion of a mental baroqueism of which I had no idea at that time of Enlightenment pride and triumph.

			So, Sir Roger?! Doesn’t it seem to you that the only thinker of Latin and Baroque origin, the last to write in Latin for the universal permanence of his work, has implicitly denounced the baroqueism I’m referring to, even if avant la lettre? And that it would not be up to us exactly to explain this denunciation of spillover to what, born as a naive artistic style, in architecture, music and literature that we so dear, compromised, with its moral and sophistical relativism, the entire classical and modern tradition of search for the truth of the Enlightenment?

			Understand, then, the Brazil that welcomes you, Sir Roger, since I live in a crooked country. I wake up in the morning, open my eyes, and everything is crooked, to the point where I’m not sure if crooked is how I see it, or what it really is. The illusion or illumination of knowing that I once knew that there is, indeed, a big difference between how I see it and how things actually are, as these twists began in the Baroque of the 16th century, even from the countries of Southern Europe. The Europe, you, English, call the Continent, an unparalleled sarcasm. But our Europe is further down, the Mediterranean as Europe is called, whose sea was the transit of all peoples of classical antiquity, from the Phoenicians to the Greeks, from the Egyptians to the Jews, from the Slavs to the Romans, because the Baroque is like a virus in the body of classicism, always fighting for its destruction, which leads me to ask whether it has also contaminated his Enlightenment by Hobbes and Locke, inaugurated by Descartes’ Siècle des Lumières and followed by Aufklärung, Kant and all its substitutes, since everyone, to this day, despises the Baroque overflow and thinks it is just an artistic ornamentation.

			That said, and five centuries later, here I find myself in 2019, before the announcement of the next Tate Britain exhibition, in London, who comes from a tradition of anti-heroes from the literature of Terra Brasilis, such as Macunaíma7 and Jeca Tatu,8 I found myself, Kurupira, as the archetype of all the figures of deceivers, swindlers, tricksters, conjurers, scoundrels who have landed here and began to frequently inhabit the social imaginary of my land and even more so in your imagination, despite the fact that the whole of northern Europe acts, as if that wasn’t true, and baroque was just an artistic style, a way of painting pictures of those Mediterranean Latinos.

			When your mighty English civilization, Sir Roger, at least for us, offspring of naive Tupinikin, launched into our seas so many sea dogs, pirates, and crooks, so many English deceivers and adventurers, as our baroque Gilberto Freyre would make an inventory with his unequaled taste for detail, himself a great appreciator of their customs?9

			Perhaps you don’t know, Sir Roger, but the character of the great Brazilian writer, Monteiro Lobato, who inspired me by the name Jeca Tatu, is doubly derogatory. Jeca, due to Zeca’s addictive pronunciation, an affectionate nickname for José, which came to mean only hillbilly, inlander, madraso. And Tatu for being an earthworm, holed in the ground, lazy and twisted spiraling around himself. Jeca Tatu, who was also the pseudonym with which Monteiro Lobato ironically signed his sharpest critique of Tupinikin art and culture.10

			I, Kurupira, who was a myth of a little devil since classical antiquity, scaring the world, feared gnome of medieval legends, deceiving goblin of Renaissance Iberian navigators, was left with low self-esteem, and reduced to a rogue in this modernity Brazilian, naughty and despicable. Unthinkable feat of all our poets, from the properly baroque to the romantics and modernists. 

			But returning to London, how strange the announcement of this new exhibition by Tate Britain: British Baroque, Power, and Illusion.11 It hits two points that constitute characteristic features of the Baroque, power, and illusion, but restricts them to the plastic arts, as if it were a universal truth. When it couldn’t even be British, since baroque is not just a style from the time of the plastic arts, but above all a conception of the world. And, not just from Italy, where it sprang and spread like a fever throughout Mediterranean Europe, but throughout the Latin world and its neighboring cultures, such as the Slavs, Nordics, Germans, and Saxons.

			And not just in the fine arts or letters, but in all cultures, especially in the fields of politics, justice, and morals. In politics and justice, characterized as power, but also as an illusion, in the sense of deceiving. Not only in the arts, but in morals and customs, definitely how to deceive, defraud, cheat, lie, as an ancestral human vicissitude, since the immemorial times of the Adamic fall. From the symbology of the snake, reptile repellent, to its versions of winged and glorious dragons. What remained was the forked tongue of these beings, who could either be telling the truth at one end or the lie at the other.

			Due to the fact that the exhibition’s introductory text makes no mention of this cultural spillover, which is the essence of the Baroque, I was encouraged to write to Tate’s visitor service, as soon as I arrived back in Brazil, so much to contribute with this approach together with the exhibition curator as to offer my latest book to the Tate bookstore.12

			And the lady who answered me, very kindly, said that she would forward my message to both the curator of the exhibition, as well as the manager of the bookstore. After two months without an answer, after insisting with her, I received a short reply from the book-buyer saying that the acquisitions for the exhibition had already been closed. As for the curator, he never answered my message, carefully translated into English with the synopsis of the presentation of my book on the resilience of Brazilian mental baroquism as evidence of the mental baroqueism of the Latin world and, who knows, beyond, since, not only from the Latin world, as I began to suspect, even if to a lesser degree, it was also present in some more Enlightenment soi-disant cultures such as those originating in the Anglosphere.

			That’s when I thought that, surely, you could be interested in my thesis and do me the honor of a reference to such gentlemen. Who knows, the curator of the exhibition would deign to listen to me, not, of course, for the sake of English culture itself, since it was successful in moderating the Enlightenment against the crazy and endless baroque temptation that came from the Mediterranean, but because it understood that this other part of the world, never directly covered by its empire cultural, who knows, could not be useful as a cultural model to clarify the crises in the vital choices of a people in times of political and ideological polarizations. Who knows, maybe it couldn’t even expand the horizons of such Enlightenment influence in a world so crazy, and each day smaller by the action of digital, environmental and, finally, viral globalization, like the one we’ve begun to prove, or the rescue of a venerable tradition of reasonableness to facilitate a better coexistence between countries in a world so interdependent and troubled, as never before since the time when Baroqueism began its rise in power over the human soul, exactly at a time of expansion of hitherto unknown borders.

			I could start my interview with the curator like this: “The Mediterranean & the North European world – Covenants and disagreements between the baroque and the classical.” What do you think, Sir Roger? Would it not arouse the curiosity of Enlightenment minds like yours?

			Just as I looked for mention of the overflow of Baroque art throughout Brazilian and Latin culture, and I didn’t find it in any of our thinkers, I also began to look in his vast work, to which I have dedicated myself for years out of pure affinity in the centralization of art in through all other expressions of human culture, such as morals, religion, politics, justice and so on, as you like to point out in your lectures.

			Well, Sir Roger, understand this land that you’re visiting, so that we do not end up like Don Quixote, defeated by the evil dragons that inhabit our imagination. The one who speaks to you is your host and interpreter in the flesh, Zeca, José Carlos de Albuquerque Maranhão Neto, sincere scholar of his work and the conservator thinking of his peers, even though admittedly taken by Kurupira’s spirit by the progressive temptations of his academic training.

			In Brazil, we still give credence to the greater fallacy that the baroque condition of our culture is an irreversible historical fatality, as if the taste for the deceptions of baroque rhetoric could not be fought with the Enlightenment values of prudence, common sense, and reasonableness, since that it was the moderation of the North European Enlightenment that contained the Baroque spillover to culture as a whole, to other fields of cultural expression in Western societies. The greatest of the farces of the Baroque arts, which is to dress up in Baroque “thought”, which is just mental baroqueism, the old rhetorical tradition of sophistry and the intrinsic corruption of the human soul.

			If we could not choose between the dominant values of the Latin-Mediterranean world and the North European world due to historical adversities and, in times of geographical barriers, with the advent of the technological revolution and social networks, this choice is increasingly palpable. It is enough simply to show the misery of the baroque condition transposed to the fields of moral values, coexistence and social behaviors of the Latin cultural sphere, of course, but also, as I suspect, of the so-called Anglosphere culture, even if to a lesser degree, because it causes me a strange feeling of déjà vu, both on the focus of the British Baroque exhibition and on the reception of the dishonest Brazilian press on your visit to our country, by preaching you as “the greatest conservator thinker today”, and not the greatest thinker of today, so simply.

			In this sense, my Kurupira spirit found the Tate Britain exhibition proposal naive and short-sighted, a loss of rare opportunity for an honest reflection on the Baroque and its resilience in the present, the subject of my book. The chance, finally, to transmit something of my peripheral experience to the center of the world, or to make an exchange, a swap, as a merry-go-round song in the Northeast of Brazil teaches us, exactly where the baroqueist Jesuits, the slave-trafficking navigators, entered, the redwood fellers and even the English adventurers dressed as naturalists: “Hello, lace woman, hello, lace woman. You teach me how to make lace, I teach you how to date”. Hello, Illuminist, if baroque isn’t your soul, you teach me to ponder, I’ll teach you to go out of your way. A very simple deal.

			In fact, Don Quixote’s deal with Sancho Panza. The contract of the ideals of the nobility with the realism of sinful mortals. From the enlightenment of prudence to the baroque of disproportionateness. From reason to passion. From freedom to equality.

			In short, visual, and mental baroqueness! For, in addition to incarnating in his disciple José Carlos, Kurupira thought of taking advantage of Sir Roger’s stay in Brazil to capture his spirit and make him see the reason why conservators lost power to progressive rhetoric, in the middle of the Enlightenment from the Renaissance, when the baroque revolution begins, since Kurupira symbolizes the overflow of baroque arts and artifices from the visual to the mental dimension. Thus, the effects of illusion and the power of the visual representations displayed in the exhibition of the British Baroque would be nothing more than transpositions of the baroque worldview. What is, therefore, a style of art, is transfigured into a worldview, which, in turn, is transfigured into a way of thinking about reality, especially in Mediterranean cultures!

			The expression of power is obvious, see the great contractors of the Baroque artists: the Catholic Church, the French, Spanish and English monarchy and aristocracy; the rich Dutch, Florentine, and Venetian mercantile bourgeoisie, but the illusion is beyond contractors and artistic directors. It is in the classical Renaissance tradition itself, in the legacy of classical dialectics since Greco-Roman antiquity, of lighting vs. illusion, real vs. ideal, philosophy vs. sophistry, logic vs. rhetoric, truth vs. simulacrum, good vs. evil, beautiful vs. ugly, Olympus x Hades, and so on.

			Zeca had woken up that dark morning with bad dreams to report to Sir Roger.

			He had dreamed that Kurupira was actually the Lamb of God, turned into a scapegoat. The devil, after all, had accomplished his darkest feat: he had managed to pass himself off as Christ, but the worst thing was that men believed in him. Kurupira had managed to deceive not only all the men of a strange forest people, but he was about to deceive all the peoples of the Western world who had managed to vaccinate themselves against the infernal virus of Baroqueism, in the person of such a distinguished English philosopher and, who you know, of your peers and followers, except the rainforest peoples who inhabited Brazil, since all Western peoples were somehow ruled by Enlightenment minds, or at least occasionally Enlightenment minds, but no people in the Western world have been so deceived for as long as the Brazilians. Three centuries of Baroque virus eating away at their souls. Kurupira in Brazil finally achieved his darkest feat, which was to pretend to be the Lamb of God himself.
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2. 	The Baroque Volute 

			Zeca, Kurupira Jack, reports that he was at Tate Britain, and was amazed at the ingenuity of the exhibition on British Baroque in painting.

			If, in the form of an individual existence and beyond a spirit of the forests, I, José Carlos de Albuquerque Maranhão Neto, could also be called Zé do Rolo, something difficult to translate into Sir Roger’s cultivated English, in the sense in which the true national character of the Brazilian is to make a roll, because tying up like cheating is too severe, it doesn’t match the sweet way of taking it in the mouth, in soft talk, our ill-fated twist, something that doesn’t exist in the English conception of cheating, as so simply to fool, trick, deceive or cheat, as well as curling or making a roll is also not concrete to wrap or roll, but maybe to curl, but you would have to see the extent of this English mistake, as it would not be a-deceive-me-that-I-like-it, the sweet roll cake deception.

			At most, Sir Roger’s language would offer us to curl someone, how to deceive someone, but without making fun of, mocking the other, making him look like a fool or an imbecile, because the first sense of deceiving is the severe to fool someone! What has to do with folly, unreason, the madness that is thinking that we can fool everyone all the time, as is the Brazilian imagination, parodying Abraham Lincoln.

			In any case, the scroll as an objective real thing and not an idea, as Eric Voegelin reminds us in his monumental History of Political Ideas,13 is old stuff. No, from the megalithic era, because cavemen printed their inscriptions on the smooth surface of cave walls, but already among the Babylonians and Egyptians, writing was written on rolls of animal skins or papyrus. And, among the Jews, the people of the book, the Torah, which to this day is presented in a sacred scroll, resisting the Roman codices of early Christendom. One wonders whether this scroll did not influence the minds of those who read it, as we suggest later on with the exegesis of the Renaissance volute symbol.

			Well, Sir Roger, could it be that Mr. Henry Tate, founder of this great center of English fine arts and high culture, imagined that his small legacy of 65 English paintings, donated to the founding of the National Gallery of British Art, in 1889, and known today as the Tate, has turned into such a huge cultural complex? Although he died in 1899, a year before the end of the millennium, and you have just arrived in Paradise, I wonder if I could not find you to intercede for this faithful and poor squire of yours. After all, we are all spirits for whom death is just a detail: we can intercede with the living, without the inconvenience of them bothering us in return.

			In the absence of a response from the Tate curator, or anyone with whom I could share my observations about his upcoming exhibit, I would like to share with you, Sir Roger, some concerns I have had in recent years.

			What a naive insolence of these progressive newcomers to the Enlightenment world to think that they are the masters of reason! Let everyone else who doesn’t agree with them be crazy. That more than five thousand years of conservator history of the Judeo-Christian tradition can thus be magically erased, in a flash of sight forever and ever! What silly arrogance to deny reason to so many sages of antiquity or the Middle Ages if this mentality is nothing but the essence of the baroque slur!

			They lost the economic battle with the failure of the economy planned by the State in opposition to the forces of the free market, as Von Mises had already postulated about the impossibility of economic planning without knowledge of commodity prices and economic calculation already in 1920. They lost the political battle with the failure and demoralization of the authoritarian and genocidal communist regimes with the revelation of the Stalinist archives in 1956, therefore, against the resistance of liberals and conservators, after the fall of the Berlin Wall in 1989, only the communists and socialists remained, the leftist culture war, fueled by centuries of baroque twists, contortions, and distortions.

			If all the political and social revolutions imbued with eighteenth-century romanticism and their derived modernist cries during the nineteenth and twentieth centuries were not enough, I wonder why it does not occur to conservator intelligence to examine the various branches of the leafy tree of leftism for the origin of their more varied cultural offshoots, such as those proposed by the Frankfurt School cultural revolution in the 1920s, to the proposal of Gramsci’s cultural hegemony in the 1930s, the Chinese cultural revolution of 1966 and the French of 1968, with its various nurtured branches always by the same sap coming from the deepest and most robust root of the leafy baroque tree since the Renaissance.

			And all of this is symbolized by the most delusional spirals and volutes, even though the classical and Renaissance tradition has shrugged without the due attention of the more prudent eye to the point of seeing something much greater than mere ornaments, because the naive volute, born as ornament among the Euclidean geometric figures of Renaissance architecture, it will reveal itself as the central symbol of the spiral twist of Baroque thought.

			I remember the great rhetorician, Erasmus of Rotterdam, a fraternal friend and contemporary of Thomas Morus. The Praise of folly, at the time of the Discovery of Brazil, is the ironic praise of the man who fell into sin by distorting reality! Because he believes more in his short-sighted objective vision than in the vision of the Being who created him. Here begins man’s flirtation with the crisis of rational knowledge and of the classical philosophical tradition itself!

			If the French concentrate on the classic, and Foucault locates the history of madness in the classic age, I suspect that the English, although critics of the “Continent” philosophy, are not even considering the advent of a baroque mentality, resilient to this day and omnipresent in other fields of culture, especially in the fields of politics, justice, and morals. Overflowing with exuberance and exaggeration all fields of arts and letters, until exuberance and hyperbole become a way of seeing, treating, reporting, feeling, judging, and thinking, because if classicism refutes madness and the segregation of Baroque style consecrates it and celebrates it through the creation of the trompe-l’oeil in painting, the farce genre in theatre, the quid pro quo in justice and moral fraud. As in the innocent volute, what was born jeux d’images ends up becoming jeux de mots but culminating in the jeux d’idées of the very act of thinking, or, in Brazil, in the creation of the scroll, our greater baroque synthesis of the jeitinho, of live exchanging garlic for peach, wallowing in rhetorical figures, especially in the mud of metonyms.

			It is worth remembering that, in the English language, once again, the quid pro quo, coming from legal letters to express the language of the people, is to take one thing for another, a mere exchange of favors, without the moral gravity required by deception, by imbroglio, trickery, horn, or Latin cheating. In our literature, it is about the predilection for the paradox of thinking, the irony of treating and the ambivalence of seeing or feeling, in addition to the exacerbation of metonymies, which, from exchanging the whole for the part and vice versa, began to exchange everything for everything, starting from the real object with the subjective idea, the quid pro quo as a farce of the text and a ploy of the staging of the baroque drama par excellence. The place of madness is no longer the boat, the Ship of Fools, which takes her on an uncertain destination voyage of the classical age and moves to the hospital (Foucault, Madness, and Civilization),14 which welcomes her in the city.

			Because the devil is baroque, Sir Roger!, concludes Zeca. The devil is baroque, like myself, Kurupira, I’m a tropical baroque being. It is in the details, in the ornaments, because they recognize me by looking more at my face than at the detail of my feet. The baroque is in that, which, being light, suddenly darkens. In what, being cold, suddenly scalds. In the middle of the road, neither there nor here, quite the opposite. In the hermaphrodite, in heroes, in fossils, in the twilights and dawns. The world of middle ground, of ambiguity. From the paradox, or the silly metonymy, sign, whose idea deceives its own referent. As described by the great Guimarães Rosa,15 an author less well-known for these British lands, but, surprisingly, our greatest writer since he disguised his unconfessed baroque soul as modernism. The height of a James Joyce that, you, English, rightly glorify. A world of crossing, paths, beyond, of change of meaning, of something for its opposite, or of an ambiguous gender like Diadorim, the great female-male love of Riobaldo, the hero of the dry lands. 

			Kurupira dressed as Jeca Tatu, a common man, so as not to frighten the people, who are always gossips, but inhabited Zeca’s soul, imagining himself Jack Tate, to get closer to winning Sir Roger’s sympathy and to accompany him in his travels through Brazil. Who knows, he might even earn his confidence to approach the curator of Tate Britain’s British Baroque exhibition. He’d remember his Anglo-Brazilian origin, from the forest area of Pernambuco, according to unconfessed family reports, bastard great-grandson of Henry Tate, a fact that the great English sugar industrialist and merchant died without knowing it and, if he took it, he would certainly deny it, in the same manner, of the hard Victorian morals, as he made several trips to inspect his main suppliers of sugarcane mills in Pernambuco, between 1879 and 1889, the year in which, already very prosperous, he donated his art gallery to the foundation of the future Tate Gallery.

			It is not by chance that 1889 was also the year of the coup of the Brazilian Republic, the beginning of the general unhappiness of the people.

			How much of those thousands of pounds in Mr. Tate’s art gallery were there of sweat and tears of slaves on the sugarcane plantations, the baroque reverse of the abolitionist and official campaign of the English empire, since, at the end of one of his lectures in Brazil, where he came from to publicize his work, Sir Roger decided to access Jack Tate’s conversation, without ever supposing that, in that solicitous soul dedicated to his thought, the spirit of Kurupira could walk, let alone his future squire in the great adventure of facing the dragons of the evil of the twisted and twisted Latin world.

			It is very uncomfortable to remember its origins, Jack thought, but it is said that, on one of the trips to the Pernambuco plantations, his great-grandfather had an affair with a distinguished lady of Brazilian high society, courtesan of Emperor D. Pedro II, from whom he had the offspring; his grandfather, born in 1882 and died in 1971, twenty years after Jack’s birth. And he learned this in an unusual way, when his father, on his deathbed, told him of a letter never posted to Mr. Henry Tate, where his mother told him of the birth of her bastard son. Jack didn’t get to know how this letter got into his grandfather’s hands and why he didn’t give it to his father. As he understood from his dying babble, he, Jack, would know more than his own father about what to do with that letter, which should yield more reflection and serene writing than passionate feelings.

			But what is known is that, until that date, there was no doubt as to the origin of José Carlos de Albuquerque Maranhão Neto, son of José Carlos de Albuquerque Maranhão Filho, grandson of José Carlos de Albuquerque Maranhão, candidate for the title of Baron of the Empire in 1889. It is said that he incorporated the spirit of Kurupira already on that fateful date when the Empire fell. Others say that it was three centuries earlier, by the blood of Jeronimo de Albuquerque Maranhão, the Mameluke, born in Olinda, in 1548, founder of the House of Cunhaú, like an Adam from Pernambuco, as well as the founding father of Brazil, taken from French, Dutch and English corsairs.16

			Even the name in the title of Baron de Kurupira, my great-grandfather asked the Emperor, which would have served him to spread disorientation in the maddened troupe of positivist military and republican coupists, when the Emperor hesitated an armed reaction in the face of a probable bloodbath, and which ended up causing him to be banned from the country by the same rebels, whose blood he had avoided spilling. Ironies of fate, as people say since the times of the Empire.

			But the Republic, already without any offspring of command and power of the former Albuquerque Maranhão from the Colony, began to wander lost in the immensity of the forests of Brazil by the curse launched by the tormented soul of the Baron of Kurupira, in a complete “devil’s confusion”, as if he usually says in the interior of the country to emphasize the essence of the deceiving devil of the world from which Kurupira descended.

			The baron died in disgust, exiled to Portugal, but Kurupira’s spirit passed from father to son until it reached me. From the affectionate nickname of Zeca in the family environment, I was often called Jeca’s name on school benches. Hence my revenge for not inheriting the title of Baron from my great-grandfather and for harboring in me only the spirit of Kurupira, to annoy those who called me Jeca Tatu. That is why the choice and the reserved adoption of this pseudonym Jack Tate with which I signed the first verses and should face this account addressed to the curator of that mistaken and naive exhibition by Tate Britain. Sir Roger will agree with me: Baroque is much more than a collection of paintings. It was above all its spillover into all fields of Western culture by the corruption of the values of the progressives against the long conservator Western tradition, their very purpose in life.

			In fact, I’m one of those supporters that the original character of Monteiro Lobato deserved a rescue of his role in national memory. Less jester like Jeca Tatu and more insolent like Jack Tate, possessed by the spirit of Kurupira, just as I was now being asked to settle accounts with Henry Tate and the Victorian moralism that watched over nineteenth-century England and its ramifications in the rest of the Western world, as the permanent tension between the values of the Northern European Enlightenment order and the Baroqueness of Mediterranean culture, underlying, denied and admitted only in the innocent canvases of the paintings.

			The Resilience of Baroqueism

			Although I have searched all of Sir Roger’s books for a more consistent mention of the phenomenon of Baroque overflow, I attribute it only to the fact that it simply did not occur to him to touch on such an inconspicuous subject, as in the Renaissance that gave no thought to those volutes that only adorned the indisputable balance of geometric shapes and volumes.

			But, here among us, Sir Roger, to write an emphatic treatise on the aesthetics of architecture17 centering all the elements of classical style, such as defended by Alberti in the early Renaissance, as the quintessence of art, of harmony between parts – concinnities – reserving only the hyperbolic profusion of details to the Baroque, as in a Spanish Churrigueresco, without paying attention to the discreet presence of the volutes and their symbolic overflow, it is at least attesting to the English phlegm in the face of the rhetorical exuberance of the Baroque.

			But whether or not Her Majesty’s knight would take me into consideration, I didn’t care. I would do my duty as Sir Roger’s squire and call his attention to the dangers that lay behind the innocent and despised volutes.

			Among so many crooked and skewed looks at reality, among so many isms that would arise from the change of custody of the old values of Renaissance classicism to the new values of baroque, romanticism was just the bridge through which modernism and its twin brother leftism passed to destroy the Enlightenment order. Above all, the latter, the most present and disastrous, because it provokes a policy of virulence never seen before.

			In fact, in addition to illusionism and the representation of human power, seeking to deify itself at the time when it humanized God, humanity reached the height of madness and disproportion with leftism, which was only an infantile disease of communism in Europe of the North that had more vigorous Enlightenment to face it. In the Latin world, especially on the fringes of Latin America, due to the total lack of more effective values such as common sense and prudence, leftism has been the senile disease of Baroqueism. Cultural virus, a disease much more difficult to cure than a mere biological virus, because if communism is a twisted utopia for the future, baroqueism has been a fatal condemnation of the past of leftism, which forces us into a delusion in a downward spiral, the farce of all farces!

			This turns out to be the big difference between the so-called Northern European cultures, mediated between rhetoric and philosophy, fallacy and reason, sophistry and truth, Dionysian, and Apollonian, and Latin cultures, where baroqueism ruled absolute over a fragile and unnoticed Enlightenment. Brazil, for example, fertile land for baroque twists, had not even lived the atmosphere of the Renaissance, already in reflux when it was discovered in 1500. In the battle between Protestants and Catholics, the latter undoubtedly won in the Mediterranean world. And what about its Spanish and Portuguese colonies in the vast Latin America where the Kurupira spirit came from?

			Rolling and Wrapping as Cheating

			Well then, Jack Tate, taken from the spirit of Kurupira, went to the dictionaries to find out what the English language teaches us about baroqueism as a phenomenon arising from the artistic Baroque and its spillover to other fields of culture. But nothing found. Curling is exactly curling in the strict sense of to curl, roll, wrap and twist. But not in the sense of to trick, delude, mislead, cheat and fool. In fact, maybe because the idea of to trick, cheating, cheating, conning is so inadmissible that it is synonymous with going crazy, as to fool. 

			Deceiving like rolling, or wrapping, the greatest sin among all the commandments, that of not honoring the pledged word, which treats the other as unreasonable, is a much more recurrent idea in Latin-Mediterranean cultures than in Northern European and Saxon cultures. There, cheating has the cost of madness. Here, just a way to see and live life, almost a lifestyle.

			From the debate between sophists and philosophers bequeathed by the classical tradition to the Renaissance, it seems that since then, at least among the Latin heirs, unlike the North European heirs, the sophists have gotten along better.

			Kurupira begins, then, his reckoning with the memory of Henry Tate, reminding him of how much of the Atlantic Forest in the Northeast was not cut down to turn that green sea of cane fields that were lost on the horizon, but found themselves in sugar production, source of Mr. Tate’s wealth, part of which certainly turned into his art collection. When Mr. Tate preferred to admire that twist with which the working slaves of the sugar mills improvised and faced the limitations of rudimentary mills moved by the force of water. And how much of that twist ended up retorting into a trigger, contraption and trick, sloppy thing, fakery, deceit, the identification of the national character, times after his death, or, as Sir Roger referred to as a Brazilian kind in his ironic approach to his visit to our country. While the baroque culture invaded the souls of the Indians, the visions of the Portuguese explorers and the actions of the colonists, especially due to the strength of the Jesuit catechesis, no more cultured, literate, and tempered voice in Enlightenment common sense dared to confront each other.

			That’s when Kurupira, nestled in Jack Tate’s flesh, realized the size of the mistake in that advertisement for the Tate Britain exhibition. He sought the definition of baroqueism in a book about all European aesthetic movements since the Renaissance and found nothing. With such astonishment, I couldn’t believe what I read in art books: there was even Fauvism which, here among us, had no relevance as a cultural phenomenon, but was merely artistic. There was classicism, mannerism, and romanticism. He found only the mention of Baroque for the painting, but not baroqueism like more than 100 other isms, as in the title of the Tate exhibition.

			Kurupira thought that the fact that the book by critic Stephen Little18 highlighted all the isms of Art History, except the most comprehensive and fundamental, baroqueism, is undisputed proof of the short-sightedness of the Enlightenment culture about a cultural phenomenon that dominates half of humanity of Latin origin. For an empire that culturally dominates half of the world to this day, it is a huge contradiction, or even a baroque paradox, but at the same time a great possibility for Enlightenment restoration.

			Sir Roger should be warned immediately by Kurupira if Jack Tate did not propose to be his guide in Terra Brasilis.

			The place of madness, folly, at the end of the Middle Ages, with plagues, iconoclastic religious reforms, and the pursuit of reason at any price by the Renaissance, did not suppress Latin-Mediterranean baroqueism in this new millennium, which still remains alive and threatening for more than half of the world, under the mask of leftism and its most varied ornaments, such as human rights, political correctness, globalism, gender ideology, nanny state, environmentalism, cultural impoverishment, tribalism, etc.

			Oliver Twist

			Jack Tate, taken by the spirit of Kurupira, was now reminded of the novel Oliver Twist, whose film so impressed him as a child. In fact, if there was one thing Oliver didn’t have, it was this penchant for to twist, in the sense of to trick or curl, of winding, deceiving. And now he understood why the character of Jack Dawkins fascinated him even more than the title-character of Charles Dickens’ novel. Jack Dawkins, also known as Artful Dodger, was really full in the art of theft, cunning, cheating, as his name said. He was the most skillful of the bunch of pickpockets exploited by Mr. Fagin, the juvenile recruiter, into which the naive Oliver Twist had joined.

			Jack Tate saw himself as the Brazilian reincarnation of the spirit of Jack Dawkins, a harbinger of the construction of his own identity as the spirit of Brazilian anti-heroes Jeca Tatu and Macunaíma, sly and lazy representatives of the moral vices of Latin American baroqueism, all taken by the ubiquitous spirit of Kurupira.

			And, once again, he became convinced that his parody of the Lenin quote brought Karl Marx’s revolutionary socialism closer to Charles Dickens’s Fabian socialism, especially in the Romanesque credo that, if leftism is the childhood disease of communism, then baroqueism it is the senile disease of communism.

			At least this is what Kurupira has witnessed in the world since the fall of the Berlin Wall and the explicit end of leftist belief, which gave him the means to realize the incredible resilience of the disease in the contemporary Latin world, where it spilled over to all fields of culture without the necessary Enlightenment counterpoint.
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