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eSpeJiSm0 m. Fenbmeno de bptica especial 
alospakes ckiidosque consisteen 
que 10s objetos lqanos producen 
una imagen kertida como sisere- 
jlqasen en una sup@& liquids. 
(Este fendrneno 6ptico es debido 
a1 caldeo o a la densidad desigual 
de las capas de aire y a la rejkdn 
de los rayos luminosos.) 

Pequeiio Larouape Ilustrado, 
edicidn de 1972 

mirage Optical illusion, esp. illusive ap 
peamnce of deet  of matev in 
desert etc. (also fig.). [ E  f se 
mirer be reflected; see~WRltORl . . . [ME, f: QF mimUrfi Ram. 
+miratonurn (*mirare look at, f 
t mirari wonder at. . .)I 



Encantamiento de 10s espejismos Mirage enchantment 

Em UA t h p o y a  lefano de mi infancia v i  aqaelhs agws 
capaces de refIejar to& las mandlru. En et desieno 

a la arena, las roc% la vi& mi- se han 
all(, en ese p k j e  kuwr dmde dede haee 

viento mpEa en una d k c i h  en la riaaha 
para ulwln en la tarde en sentido inverso, se pdaceet  
un par de horru de absaluta calrna don& dbdase que 
tad0 esti derenido en el aim, S Q ~  h a d o r  &Z sd 
a1 d i o d i a c o a n d o  sus rayos cam a p l m  y a lo 1,eja.s 
apwrece el huidizo y iempre presente paisaje $e la 
*‘puma’’, nombe que la gena del lugm da a este kip0 
de espejimos. Noes pmibIe substraerse a ms encanta- 
rnientos animala y caminantes p m  dertadw h n  
dejado blanquear sus huesm en el d de la pampa, 
victimas de una i h i h  reptida, cmn’nua. 

Cuando niitos aos estaba prohib& di en esas 
haras, per0 ~COMQS en La baranda de an rhtico balcbn 
m i r f b o s  realizarse muchas de nuestros swiios en esa 
lejania inmedita: ciudacdes cubiertas da irboks, 
animdes fabylosos, fuentes de un 
en ml h ceneza de una exissemi 
akaruce de la m o ,  en ese llmite secreto. 

Basason muchos Ga. En diferentes oportunidades 
vohrl a aquellas lugares, per0 si muchls eran las cosas 
mudadas p r  el tiempo, dUestaban sin embargo c m o  
intocados l a  espejisrnos, en una inmensidad, en una 
grandeza que se hace diflcil expresar. A1 volver a vcrlos 
la certeza de lo invisible mantitnese intacta, per0 nos 
sobrecoge la impresibn de estar al M e ,  en el llmite 
mismo de un gran misterio. 

To Simone a d  EdouardEyprer 
for ab& wmm m b i p  

I haw seen those wareis capable of reflecting dl won- 
ders - in the desert of Atacma, in the distant past of 

ehildh,.boad. One might say that the sand, the rocks, 
i d f ,  was vitcifEd in that lunar landscape, where 

f% Chousmds of )rears the wind has blown in one direc- 
don in the morning and has howled the OppOSite way 
in &e afternoon, with an intend of a couple of hours 
of a M u t e  quiet at 110011, when one felt as if every- 
thiag had stoppa& like the air The sun’s rays fall 
perpendicularly, the heat is scorching, and in the dip 
tame the fleeting yet --present mirage appears over 
the landscape, the phenomenon that the people of 
the place call purra. It is not possible to avoid its en- 
chantment, and wandering people and animals who 
were not quite alert have left their bones bleaching in 
the sun of the pump, the plains, victims of a repeated 
and continuous illusion. 

When we were children, being outside during those 
hours was forbidden, but leaning on the railing of the 
rustic balcony we watched many of our deems come 
to pass in that immediate distance: cities e m 4  with 
trees, fabulous animals, fountains of intense blue. . . 
all these created in me the certainty of an invisible ex- 
istence always within hand’s reaeh of that secret con- 
Fie. 

Many years went by. On daerent occaPioes I have 
returned to those places. En spite of the many 
changed by time, the mirages were Fhere, untauched 
in an immensity, agreatnessthatkW1& to expre.?~. 
Seeing them again the certainty ofthe invisible has re 
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As{, Ios espjismos amosf&hs, c m n  he vh3. 
como Ioshevivido. Son hcuences tambiin en el none 
de Africa, en las costas de Mesina y en 10s desiertos 
asiiticos. Una cosa tienen en comirn, la sensrcibn de 
realidad que dan a quien 10s mira y que reflejan cosas 
iejanas como en un paisaje de was. 

Las imkenes reunidas aqui provienen en alta medida 
del 8282, recortadas de Via& ilustracions se organizan 
en otra luz como estrwmras de un collage. Para poder 
reprod~~idas hemos renunciado momentheamente a 
incluir las de color y si el blanc0 o las manchas de 
negm aman a veces d papel qubk smn eco de las 
enigmitices, colosaies pied- esparcidas en el desierto. 
SemiautomBtico, semiconsciente, algunas piezas de 
este coihge pennanecen suualcas, cam0 en espera del 
rumbo que ha de tomard viento. Susana. mi mujer, se 
inciina entonces sobre ellas. Estamos al otm la& de 
la tiem, en el pais de 10s antlpodas, per0 todo es 
posible. El viento sopla y acarawia nieveq lu quebra- 
das. la mente suciia paisajesolvidados. Surgen entomes 
las extraiias f m  10s f a n t m a s  que la tinta hace 
espejear sobre el papd; es posible que d collage sea 
transformado y se superpongan a 6l otras imkenes, o 
es posible que sobre esas mirmu lifieas del dibujo se 
peguen nuevos mmos de miquinas imraroslmiles, sir- 
boles d e b  profundidad, trozos de vestimenta D huesos 
oividados. 

Trabajar asi produce una exitacibn que es peculiar 
a coda obm de arte &ada en colabomci6n, cuillldo 
la p&bn y ei e tu&smo a t h n  el fuego. F w u e n t e  
mcnte p d  dins completes de sondeo, de divagar 
en una oontcmpfaeibn sin tin. kwa que una hw 
surja absolu&wnmtc nzal desde ~ s e  h n d m  Ma es ma 
labor de un0 u otru de momms y & M n t a  de 

optdo p a  d n o d =  de "miragls", oespajismos, por- 
c l u ~  idemap mwdamos qw nosesqumido - --ag-mmd, tzm-0 h ~ w  UIIO no dcam a realiear S$O en 

Mhmosm* palmsBsamigos 
', buesas, ~~~~~~ 

CUM- pOldage6 P C d h  k l d ~ d u s 2 m C a .  HCz%'u#S 

mained i n w t  each timt, wifh the wawklmrisq 
impression of being on the edge, on the boundary itself 
of a great mystery. 

Thus the atmospheric illusions, the mirages as I have 
seen them, as1 have lived them. They are also frequent- 
ly seen in the north of Africa, on the coast of Messina, 
or in the Asian deserts. One thing they all have in 
common is the sensation of reality; this is perceived 
by whoever sees than. They reflect far away things as 
if in a landscape of water. 

The images gathered here have come about mainly 
by chance. They came into being through the cutting 
of their elements out of old illustrations, organized in 
another light, the structure of a collage. We have limited 
ourseivcs to  black and white mirages, having deferred 
the decision to mproduce the ones in colwr for the 
time being. The areas of white or black sometimes seem 
to  cut The paper and perhaps they echo the enigmatic, 
c o l o d  stones scattered in the desert of Atacama. 
Semi-automatic, semi-conscious, some pieces of these 
collages remain loose, as if waiting for the wind to  turn. 
Then Susanr, my wife, bends over them. We are on 
the othex side of the earth, in the country of the ami- 
podes, but all is possible. The wind Mows curling snow 
in rhe ravines. The mind dreams forgotten landscapes. 
Strange characters appenr, the ghosts that the ink 
causes to mirror on the paper; the original collage 
may be totally transformed, and other images may be 
superimposed on it; or it  may happen that over the 
very h e s  of the drawing are gIued new pieces of seem- 
ingly impassibh machinery, trees from the depths, 
pieces of cIo&ing mr fargomen bnes .  

To  work in rhis fashion pmduees an excitement 
that i5 paculisrm d w m k  done in e o l l a h h m ,  when 
pasion tmd cnthmiam k i l e  tho fire. It frequently 
happens thar sward day5 go by, mundiig, d ips ing  
in endless eonmpb~en, up Eo the r~~mium~ when an 
image swgm hut &e dwp mi- miden, absolute 
a d  d. h k &@ d O f @ l H  BF Ebi0d"Eif Q$ 

L is acmm fhm tmy&hg&m*lcriaessn.deindi. 
wdudly.Wehamr&mm&emrd "b@a-!I 



p p i l a  del que las mire ne 1- WY y entender que el 
agua -4 qui', entre nosotr- simpre mh cerca de 
I ~ o  que imaginamos y que extmdiendo el brazo a Vavs 
de tas muros refanos caer el agua mbre el w, la 
f w t e  que b i b t e a  en 10 invisibde. 

L.Z. 

besides reminding us of something we love, rhese 
images assemble and reassemble realities very much 
opposed to one another, and they realize many desires 
that one knows o d y  in this waking dream, as they 
emerge on this faraway horizon of the present. Thus 
we have gathered for our friends these "mirages," bones, 
lifeless structures unless the eyes of the onlooker see 
that the water is here, between us, always closer to 
what we imagine, and that extending the a m  across 
tbe walk we will perceive the water falling on the glass, 
the fountain that bubbles in the invisible. 

c. z. 



Susana Wald 

Naci en E337 en Budapest, Hungrla, donde transcumb 
mi niiiez. La adolacencia me sobrevin0 en Buenos 
A m ,  Argentina Tengo ues hijos que han nacido en 
Santiago de Chile. V i 0  en Toronto, Canadi. 
Cuauo lineas que resumen mi vida, assi como el caracol 
resume en NS cincunvoluciones el ruido de lejanas 

De los aiios de niiiez recuerdo largas horas de v e m o  
a la orilla de un lago tibio, playas de suave arena, 
conchillas con las que hicimos un pequefio sender0 en 
nuestro jardin, que al momento me parecib una m e a  
monumental, primer indicio de alga que muchas veces 
me ha tocado enfrentar, obteniendo la certidumbre 
de que “todo es posible”. Estas imiigenes se suceden 
como en un caleidoscopio y puedo escuchar el susurro 
de hboles en el viento, ver 10s durmientes de la via del 
tren cuyo recorrido se hada una infmita y variada 
aventura, el color de las zinias. comer helados y gozar 
el r e b  de frambuaas, Existen en algbn sitio de mi 
mente p-s en laciudad en 10s que iba cogida al dedo 
Mice de mi padre, mal h e  columna que descendfa 
de lo alto. De la guerra tengo E610 el recuerdo que 
rcgifwn ojos de niiio: cad&vem, ruinas, cielos 
i l W  por luccs que buscan 10s bombarderos. 
Tim en aquellos aiios una muiicca suave y m u h a  que 
me .OOmpPirS al &tan0 en que nos rcfugihmos. 

muy qrruidp que bcgo me robaron en un 
de oauyo, wmm h im pm d que rccuerdo 

UD dkicims de -si. Racucrdo W b i M  dibujos 

Lc 

. 

mareas. 

I was born in 1937, in Budapest, Hungary, where I 
spent my childhood. Adolescence overcame me in 
Buenos Aires, Argentina. I have t h m  children born in 
Santiago, Chile. I live in Toronto, Canada. 
Four sentences to sum up my life, as the conch-shell 
sums up in its convolutions the noise of faraway tides. 

Of the years of my childhood I remember long sum- 
mer hours, on the shores of a warm lake, beaches of 
soft sand and minute conch-shells with which we paved 
a lane in our garden; at the time this seemed a monu- 
mental task, the first inkling of something that I have 
often been confronted with, attaining the certainty 
that “all is possible.” Some of these images follow 
one other as in a kaleidoscope: I can hear the murmur 
of t m s  in the wind, see the sleepers of the railway 
upon which I walked in infinite and varied adventure, 
brightly coloured zinnias, ice cream, and cool drinks 
of raspberry syrup. In some place in my mind there re- 
main long walks in the city, during which I held unto 
my father’s forefmger, f m  column chat descended 
from above. Of the war I have memories caught by 
the eyes of a child: corpses, ruins, skies lit by search- 
l i i t s  aimed at bomhets. In those years I had a doll, a 
soft mulatto one, which accompanied me to the base 
ment where we sought shelter. A much-loved belong- 
ing that was later stolen from me one May Day, the 
only event to remind me of a speech made by Rakosi. 
1 dm remember having made aolne drawings by the 
light d u wick flmting on oil, when I diacaverud that 



hechos a la 1u.z de una mecha que flotaba en aceite, 
mando descubri que dos colores superpuestos pro- 
ducen uno tercero, sensacibn que aiios mis tarde se 
ha repetido en m i  a1 enfrentar la labor artfstica 

Las exuelas fueron para mi extraiios lugares de 
soledad repletos de gente que parecian ser como yo, 
pero m eran ajenos. La ciudad, lavida en altos edificios, 
10s tranvias, 10s camiones tirados por caballos, carretas 
arrastradas por hombres; recuerdo 10s barriles de 
madera bajados por rampas desde 10s camiones que 
guedaron equiparados en mi mente a 10s truenos: 
cuando truena alguien arrasfra barriles alli arriba. 

La primera emigracibn fue una aventura. La genre 
que me rodeaba ya no eran sblo distintos, d e m Q  
hablaban una lengua que no entendia. Ciudades ital- 
ianas, puertos del Mediterrineo y del Atlintico que  
daron marcados en mi mente. La sensacibn del mar, 
visto por primera vez a 10s doce aiios, la travesia del 
octano me llenaron de una sensacibn de maravilla. 

De la infancia en Budapest y de la vida en Buenos 
Aires quedb en mi subconsciente un universo de edifi- 
c i a  del siglo XIX donde vag0 en meiios y de donde 
procede mi casa onirica. Ya adolescente pa& cinco 
a h  en una escuela de c e b i c a  ubicada en un vi40 
pip& que para mi fue el punto de partida de todo 10 
que concierne a mi vida artistica: mis primers armas 
en d dibujo y la escultura mi muent ro  con la cerhica 
espaiiola y morisca en manos de hombres apasionados 
fides a su ideal, luchando contra la rirania del fuego 
del que surgian las piaas multicolores cam0 por 
rnilagro, iluminadas de azules y oros. 

En mi segunda emigracibn me q r e n d i b  la inmensa 
vastedad de la cordillera de los Andes. Chile me dib 
cosas m b  intimas y personales que lugar dguno que 
visitara antes. Hice muchos amigos, desde un arquitecto 
quien me asistib en construir UM casa, un mkdico que 
me salvb la vida, otro que me dib el goce de oirle 
cantac pulsando una pitarra. Un tornero comparub 
sus habilidades conmigo y de las manos de un hom- 
brote vi surgir animales fantkticos hechos de mimbre; 
cerca de la suya estaba la casa de un amigo que dedicb 

two colours, when superimposed. produced a third 
one; a sensation that years later I felt repeated when 
confronted with my artistic endeavours. 

Schools have been strange places of loneliness for 
me, full of people seemingly like myself but acmalLy 
different. Life in the highrise buildings of the city, 
streetcars, trucks carted by horses, carts pushed by 
men; 1 remember oak baneis beiig unloaded from 
trucks on ramps which have remained in my mind 
equated to thunder: when it thunders, somebody is 
dragging a barrel up there. 

The first emigration was an adventure. Those who 
surrounded me were not just different, they talked 
different languages that 1 could not understand. lt&n 
cities. ports on the Mediterranean and the Atlantic, 
stay etched in my mind. The experience of the sea, 
seen for the first rime at the age of twelve, the cross- 
ing of the ocean filled me with wonder. 

From my childhood in Budapest and from my life 
in Buenos Ares, auniverse of nineteenth-century build- 
ings remains in my mind, where Y wander always in 
dreams, where the origin of my oneirical house may 
be found. As an adolescent 1 spent five years in a 
school of ceramics, located in an old warehouse, which 
for me was the point of departure for all that pertains 
to my artistic life: my fiist experiences in formal 
drawing and SCUlpNre, and my encounter with Spanish 
and Moorish ceramics in the hands of passionate men, 
faithful to their ideals, fighting against the tyranny of 
fire from which the multieoloured pieces emerged BS 
if by miracle, lit with blue and gold. 

During my second migration I was surprised by the 
vastness of the Andean mountain range. Chile gave 
me things more intimate and personal than any place 
I have ever visited. I made many friends an architect 
who helped me build a house, a doctor who saved my 
life, and another who gave me the joy of he- him 
singing and playing a guitar. A porn shwd his 
with me. From the hands of 811 k e r n  man I b e  
seen emerge fantastic anirnal~ WOWS irc &&E 1 hapl 
another friend who devoted his We t~ lapbing kiacs 
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la vida a hacer volanMes y otro que pintaba sus sudios 
sobre la tela Conocl gente de fortuna para quienes 
todo estaba al alcance de la mano y participC en la 
suerte de gente pobre para quienes su jardh de hor- 
p l i a s  les d a  para poder aliment- en 10s mesa 
de verano. En Santiago conocl a Ludwig Zeller, un 
encuentro de indole totalmente megico, en un hagar 
aparentemente estiril y absurd0 que hizo que mi vida 
c a m b i a  Por este encuentro se abrib ante mi un 
nuevo horizonte. De este poeta y de una mujer sabia 
aprendi 10s rudimentos de la interpretacih del mundo 
onlrico y surgib en mi el deseo de traducirlo en imhge 
nes 

Mi tercera emigraci6n me trajo a Toronto donde 
me envolvib el frfo y el silencio y he compartido la 
wledad. Los nuevos amigos dan calidez bajo el manto 
de nuevos paisajes. 

Naci a orillas de un Go. V i '  a orillas de un rio 
que es mar. Estoy a orillas de un lago cuyo misterio 
me mprende cada dia  Mi obra x hace espejo. Las 
higenes trazadas con tinta sobre el papel, Cqui son 
Eino reflejos del constate devenir? 

D h w  Anasus 

Nad mum de esas &dad= anteriores al Renacimiento 
cuyos q v o s  fueron mazados eo forma de estrella por 
eomtdbm que at~n no conocfan la perrpectiva. En 
u m  caiia d t a ,  en una vasta habitation de columnas 

I6 

as well as a painter who enriched fabrics with his 
dreams. I met people of wealth for whom everything 
was within hand's reach, and I shared in the fate of 
people whose vegetable gardens were their only source 
of food during the summer months. In Santiago I met 
Ludwig Zeller, an encounter of totally magic nature, 
in a seemingly sterile and absurd place that caused my 
life to change. A new horizon opened up for me. From 
this poet and from a wise woman I learned the rudi- 
ments of the interpretation of dreams, and the desire 
to translate them into images surfaced in me. 

My thud emigration brought me to Toronto where 
1 was wrapped in cold, I knew silence and shared soli- 
tude. New friends have given warmth to my life, in 
new landscaper 

I was born on the shores of a river. I have lived on 
the shore of a river that is like a sea. I live on the shore 
of a lake, the mysteries of which surprise me every 
day. My work becomes a mirror. The images traced 
with ink on the paper, what are they but the mirrors 
of continuous becoming? 

I was born in one of those cities before the Renais- 
sance, the walls of which were laid out in the shape of 
a star by builders who did not yet know perspective. 
In a hidden house, in a vast chamber with translucent 



desire cawed an immense pearl &e 
Ront, a sip of power. This was p h e d  
ater by a great artist whose name is naw 

With the years I multiplied buildings clad in GIue 
dm asld gilded that oimulated inner parks, 
whim waters flow, whose centre is quietude and 
hq. 1 have tra~dkd in the constantly changing 
~ ~ n r v l  that sumotded nie with my beloved ones. 

f@Oag;rnttm. 

seE to the inner self of the stone. Then 

wkre Mwd c d d  mot d ~ l l o l ~  the road of Iava 
Lam I mwed into a large house where the room 

my mind’s d. In this house I had a special chsmber 
dm J1 my desires and I used the secret mechanisms of 

petals opening sometimes by the wind. Inside my 
house the names were read in inverse sense, someone 
c&d me d ptonouneed my m e  OD the st&@ af 
a lute. 

mhe cmvans come to a halt from time t@ time. Fer 
b p s  a different heam appews. 

*e& and closed. multiplied and dkri&d with only 

&sires lilce closed flowers, their m y  fddad 



Ludwig Zeller 

Naci en 1927 en Rlo Loa, un poblado al interior del 
desierto de Atacama, en Chile. Desde la parte alta de 
la meseta en que estaba ubicada nuestra casa podiamos 
ver a lo lejos distintos volcanes y el suelo, sobre el que 
haciamos nuestras corredas de niiio, estaba absoluta- 
mente cubierto por millares de piedras que reciben el 
nombre de “pavimento del desierto”, per0 en verdad 
son -os de andguas. milenarias erupciones. La vege- 
taciC es escasa y no exine sin0 en 10s contados oasis 
d d  interior o en el do que en partes se encajona y se 
hace subterrirneo. En este paisaje transcurrib mi 
infancia 

iQuC ve all[ un G o ?  Las maravillas que ofrece toda 
realidad y 9us fantasmas: cateadores solitaries con sus 
recuas de mulas atravesaban las montaiias denis de sus 
quimeras, remoiinos de polvo recorrian como inmensos 
embudos las quebradas del desierto, donde las noches 
son claras y las piedras se quicbran con el frio. Uno 
vive la infancia per0 no se percata del transcurrir del 
tieinpo. &os m b  tarde Vi oficinas sditceras abando- 
nadas donde todo estaba intacm, paisaja gigantescos 
que le hubieran gustado a De Chuico. y entendf su 
nostalgia y la diferencia que 4- tiene con el sentir 
americano. He hecho muchas cosas de mi vida y 
ningunadecllasdejariadercpetirlasiestofucraposibk 
He deseado viajar y he pcrmanecido sin embargo 
durante me= nunergid0 cn bibliotecas persiguiendo 
10s rastros. 10s destellos de lo que me apasionaba. He 
p k i @ o  con otros en el quehacer social, ala. y 
sqp ereyendo que se puedc cambiar el mundo, pcro .- 

I was born in 1927, in Rio Loa, a village in the interior 
of the desert of Atacama, in Chile. From the higher 
part of the plateau on whieh our house was located, 
we could see in the distance various volcanos; the 
ground on which we made the incursions of my child- 
hood was totally covered with thousands of stones 
that were called “the pavement of the desert” and are, 
actually, the leftovers of vast, ancient, millennarian 
volcanic eruptions. Vegetation is very scarce; there 
are only a few oasis in the interior of the land or along 
the shores of theriver which through some of its parts 
runs in a ravine and in others underground. In this 
landscape was lived out my childhood. 

What does a child see in such a place? The marvels 
offered by reality and its ghosts: solitary prospectors 
following their columns of mules crossing the moun- 
tains behind their chimera; dusty whirlwinds that tra- 
verse like immense funnels the ravines of the desert 
where the nights are clear and the stones break up be- 
cause of the cold. One lives one’s childhood out but 
does not perceive the passing of time. Years later I 
saw abandoned nitrate mining towns where everything 
had been leftintaccgigantic landscapes that& Chirico 
would have loved - and I understood his nostalgia, 
and also how different was the feeling of things related 
to the American continent. I have made many things 
of my life and would not mind repeating all of them 
if such things were possible. I desired to travel yet re- 
mained, nevertheless, for months on end, suherged  
in libraries pursuing the tracks, vesaga, the sparks of 



no en la f m a  ilusork en que lo imaginamos. Hay 
caminas mcrucijadss, Eaberintos donde e1 hombre 
camha en c l m k s .  A a q d l  que Cree en el amor 10s 
ojos se le cmviwteen en c a h n e s  ardientes, su imlgsn 
altrrviesa paredes y se mira en el f o d o  de unas pupilas 
c m o  t a p  prdundas. Me visto nacer algunos seles y 
he ayud;Zdo a bkn mmir a otrox Durante aiios que a 
-s me paraxn sigios, tnbaj6 para el Ministerio de 
Edmacibn, que es c w o  lacara uesta del surrealisrno. 
He emeh40 y he apadidoo%:  las nihos el arte de 

cPnlrkas, y en terrazas desiwtas ude mber al pasado 
wbae d caballo negm y mmFW El r i k m  del porten- 
toso m$nd& de nntestras vidas. Laa &des se han 
asurnawlado sobre mf, tomJndme d m t r o  prirnero 
ptkido y luego hribuado hasfa $ihcerse de piedra, un 
gesto mberbi~ en su quiemd & W a ,  ya que Ias rocas 
se quietwarn y weben a sei @vo de nuevo. Lo5 ojos 
s me ham dwascarado para wtx- ipC? Una mujer 
a t r a m a d o  an  filo, cuerpas y rostra emergiendo 
amo semilLaS a wads de !os huesm, plantas carnfvmas 
en cuya balanza cantan tos c d n a d m ,  estruendo de 
meteoms que m'uzan la noche dorvde humea el carbbn 
en las imigemes de 10s. seees que a m ,  acaracolehdose 
en Ias estrlas de mi cerebro. La vida es quizis un e~pe- 
jisrno conthuo y no podemos nunca despertar. Hay 
que fijar estas idgenes, pulir pzcientemente los 
des- del suefio. 

Siempre he vivid0 rodeado de fides y maravillosos 

what 1 found exciting. I participated with others in 
social work, I believed, and I still believe, that &e 
world can be changed, but not in the way that many 
people imagine. There are roads, crossroads, and laby- 
rinths on and within which man walks in circles. whw 
ever believes in love has eyes that become live coals, 
his image scales walls and sees itself at the bottom of 

deep hkes. 1 have seen some people being 
have helped others die. For years that often 
me centuries, I worked for the Ministry of 
of Chile, and 1 felt that this was the opposite 
realism. I taught children and learned from 

rhem the art of painting freely, 1 conversed with the 
mmtaly ill in whom I sensed the breath of poetry. 
One does not live just one but various existences, sim- 
ultanwsly: I learned tricks and then I forgot them; 
the memory of a smg in the early dawn sometimes 

ivert hunger. For 
that teaching, in 
a perfidious QC- 

cupation. 
For years as if obsessed, 1 took notes of my dreams, 

a way of bring awake to another world, parallel to this 
one, in which we live, endowed with different echoes 
and answers. A Tibetan monk taught me the rudi- 
ments of the game of chess on those oneirical incur- 
dons; on the k t e d  terraces 1 was able to return to 
the past on the back of the black horse and follow 
the shores of the prodigious mandala of our lives. The 
ages have accumulated, turning my face, placid at first 
then furious, until it became a stone, a gesture of ar- 
rogance in its forgotten quietude, because rocks break 
and turn to dust again. My eyes have lost their rind to 
allow me to see. But to see what? A woman crossing 
an edge; bodies and faces emerging like seeds through 
the bones; carnivorous plants on the scale of which 
sing the condemned; the noise of meteors that cross 
the night where coal is smoking in the images of the 
beings that I love, curling up in the convolutions of 
my brain. Life is perhaps a continuous mirage and we 
can nevw wake up from it. It is necessary f i i  these 



amigos a quienes debo la mayor parte de mis alegrfas; 
he tenido la gracia de contar con parientes que me 
brindaron calidee familiar, padres que llevo en mi 
comouna esencia atesorada CQut m k  puede pretender 
un hombre? Un par de mujeres me enseharon que el 
amor existe, que sobrevive a todas las contingencias 
adverms. Una viejita moribunda mat6 de iniciarme en 
la magia de cum con yerbas el mal de ojo, per0 POCOS 
dias m k  tarde tuve que ayudar a enterrarla en el cemen- 
terio desolado de Alto Palena. Conozco y aiioro 
muchos aspectos de Chile, pero no siento fervor por 
10s nacionalismos. Desenterrando momias precolom- 
binas, vi que no existen psises, que la tierra nos crece 
al fmal entre 10s dientes, y si hay en mi algo esencial 
en el ser hqanoamericano, para bien o para mal, en 
un exilio voluntario de todo y de todos, es el hecho 
que me permite retornar a mi verdadero centro, la 
soledad desde la que he partido. 

Desde hace af~os vivo en Canad& el pais de la luz 
boreal. Vine aqui en gran parte movido en mi admira- 
cibn hacia 10s constructores de totems, lo he visto y 
si que gran parte de NS obras se pudren bajo la Uuvia 
y el abandono. Tengo mujer y cuauo hijos. Ver jugar 
al mk pequefio sobre lanieve hacerevivir en mi recuer- 
dos antiguos, acerca realidades distintas de nieve y 
arena. 

Mi padre fabricaba dmamita, yo escribo poesia 
pero, de alguna forma creo que nuestra labor es una y 
lalnkna. 

?Qui cs lo real? Qut es lo imaginario? 
La mitad de nuestca vida ati en 10s suehos. 

images, to polish patiently the desires of the dreams. 
I have always lived surrounded by faithful and mar- 

velous friends to whom l owe most of my joys; I have 
had the grace of having relatives who gave me the 
warmth of family life, parents whom I carry inside 
me like a treasured essence. What else can a man wish 
for? A couple of women taught me that love exists, 
that it survives all adverse contingencies. A little old 
woman on the verge of death tried to initiate me into 
the magic of healing with herbs the evil eye, but a few 
days later I had to help bury her in the desolate ceme- 
tery of Alto Palena. I know and miss many aspects of 
Chile, but 1 feel no fervour for nationalism. Unearth- 
ing prtcolumbian mummies, I have seen that countries 
do not exist, that in the end the earth grows between 
our teeth. If there is in me something essential in the 
fact that I am an Hispano-American, for better or for 
worse, a voluntary exile from everything and every- 
body, it is that I can return to my true centre, the soli- 
tude from which 1 have started. 

I have lived for years now in Canada, the country 
of the Northern Lights. A great part of what brought 
me here was an appreciation of the work of the totem- 
pole builders. I have seen their towering imagery and 
1 know that a great part of their work is rotting in rain 
and abandon. 1 have a wife and four children. Seeing 
my youngest child in the snow revives in me ancient 
memories, distant realities of snow and sand. 
My father manufactured dynamite, I write poetry. 

In some way I believe that our labours are one and 
the same. 

What is real? What is imaginary? 
Half of our life is lived in dreams. 



Rellez Giwdul 

. . . P a 0  habrfa deseado nacer en Tasmania, ser pa.+ 
tor de animales descomidos, como el tapir azul de 
cuatro ojos o la anguila dorada cuyos senos se inflan 
como cdpulas en la estacibn del amos. Me habrla gus- 
tad0 vivir de lo esencial, ser como aquelfoo magos de 
la estepa ausualirna caminando entre brasas y espinas 
sobre las que planea el gran pijaro mltico de los puli- 
&res de piedras. Habrfa cantado entre ellos y habda 
mezclado mi sangre con 10s colms  de la tiara. 

Pmque el arte es magia, y habriz podido tocar la 
pupila de la gran piedra, cuyo fondc a suave como el 
pelaje de los animales silvestres. Y habrk querido ver 
can ojos limpios ese cido poblado de mitos donde 
salta el c a n g u ~  y las mujeres son opulentas cow0 
cascadas. 
Y lo5 tatuajes de mi CUT habrlan florecido y me 

habeh rodeado de conjuros. El afh de saber me habrfa 
llevado 140s e inclinado sobre el mapa de estrellas, 
yiendo las amarras de cafa y 10s caracoles retmidos, 
habrla hecho el camino de mis deseos, esa herida que 
no cesa nunca de mmar. 
Y habrla d w a d o  de nucvo sentir bajo mi cuerpo el 

bdanceo de caravanas quevagan emantes en el universo 
sin fin, siempre en busca del centro donde bombea 
sangre el corazbn. Las trompetas de hueso y metal me 
habrlan saludado aquietandb el aullido del vimto que 
dla y noche ronda en mis oldos como una tempestad 
que ya no cesa y habrfa visto la gran flor de la ferninei- 
dad en la que todas las mujeres son una que, mirhdote 
hace que al fin escuches el rumor de mamas que ni 

. . . But Y would have liied to have bem~ born in Ta4 
mania, to be a shepherd of unknown animal8 sueh as 
the four-eyed blue tapir, or the gof&s eel, the baras~s 
of which rise like domes inthe mating sea8on. 1 wo&d 
have liked to have Iiied on the essensial, to be &e 
those sorcerers of the Australian phinq walking on Eve 
coals and thoans, upon which great mythical birds o€ 
the stme carvers glide. I would have sungamongthem 
and would have mixed my blood with &eir d y  
colours. 

Because art is magic, and I could have touched &e 
pupils of the great stone, the depth of which is as soft 
as the hide of wild animals. And 1 would have liked to 
have seen with clear eyes that sky peopled with myths 
where the kangaroo leaps and rhe women are a p u h t  
like waterfalls. 

And the tattooings on my body wmld have flowcl. 
ed and I would have been surrounded by incantstiOna 
The eagerness of knowing w o d  have ta"p me fa& 
and bending over the map ~f the stm, K 
ings of cane and convoluted combshells 
paved the way of my desires, rhet wound 
ceases its bleeding. 

body the rocking mavement 
in the endless universe 
where the h e i s  
of bone and 
the howling 
ny ears, like 

And I would have liked te have 



dtum 10s &os ni cplculo dguno, fuente perf- del 
mor. 
Y quisiern que el tiempo no pasara para poder cap- 

tar el chtico jerogllfico de 10s animales alados que 
beben el reflejo de este mundo y deseada que las 
palabras pudiunn repetir aquel nombre perfecto del 
despertar, silabas de un conjuro que se elexa desde un 
lago sin fondo. Y desearik muchas veces bajo un 
manzano en flor reunirme con amigos difuntos y 
scuchar viejos chticos que, casi olvidados rondan en 
mis oidos, como un panal en vuelo. 
Y habria deseado desear y no fcner deseos. Porque 

la vida entera es como una gran -era sin comienzo 
ni fm y 10s pijaros del sueiio no entienden el lenguaje 
de 10s hombres. 
Y habda deseado. <per0 qut impom? 
Aqul ad el M h  A W  

seen the great flower of femininig where all w o m n  
are one, which looking at you makes YOU hear in the 
end the murmur of tides that yuus and reckonings 
cannot alter, perfect source of love. 

And 1 wish that time should not pass so that 1 could 
capture the hieroglyphic chanting of winged animals 
that drink the reflection of this world, and I would 
desire that words could repeat that perfect name of 
waking, syllables of an incantation that rises from a 
bottomless lake. And often I would like to meet my 
deceased friends under a blossoming apple tree, and 
hear old songs hover around my ears, almost forgotten, 
as a swarm of bees in flight. 

And I would have yearned to have desired and not 
to have desires. Because life as a whole is like a long 
waiting period, without beginning or end, and the. 
birds of dream do not understmd human language. 

And I would have desired . . . hi*+ what does it mat- 
ter? 

Here is the Beyond. 
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1 lnraior de k rrb&. de plomo 
~ o f ~ h d a s t i n l d  
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dcmrc de Inr roatirac 
secm 10s frntos que nacen de tur ojos 

o find de h pciencie 

AIdo PeUepini 

Furrow of yow wounds wbere Mood no longnflowr 
you bide bebind mriles 
tbefrvitr bornfromyour eyes dvy out 
marcbing toms& :be final desert of QathCe 

Aldo Pellegrini 
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3 L.aouacnradelamednUa 
The other face of the coin 



1 



I 

No babia nada. 
tan s610 el polo0 de las rutas, 
tan d o  las rutas de miseria, 
tan s61o reinas muertas clawah eh muderas. 

R e d  Daumal 

only tbe roads of wretcbednrss. 
only dead queens nmkd to timbers. 

Re& Daumal 

I N6mdes en el mind& 
Wanderer8 in the mandala 





Adehnto mir voces mi llamado es el de aqull que pka 
AlLi m d fond0 de 10s mares beLdos Icr costra transparen&e 
6w andmnio tendido en lo iponulo mwo cewado dguna mea 
Lkgolpe o h  petnficadas en h edad del cucbillo 

Ludwig Zellpt 

5 P h o  de 108 fancPtmu 
The plme of the ghot6 





4 

6 El UPT vertigiuoso 
Vertighoui chncc 





7 Mujn y mar se pulcn con arena 
Woman and aea are polished by the m d  





r 

L 

. . . S610 sys pecbos ineconocibles dewis de pandes llusias 
camiwras lentas perdidas de pronto en plena estaci6n como una cossu 

que vim back la incertidutnbre de o m  aknto. 

8 Mujeres devorPdu por p h t a  carnivora 
Women devoured by carnivorous plant 







9 Siete cabos de un hilo 
Seven ends of a thread 



10 Lacafda 
Thefall 





11 AIzando el vue10 
Takingtoflight 





12 Lor espejoi del LEU 

The mirrors of chance 
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1 3  Cuelpo transparence 
Transparem body 





Sqxwemos desvcstidos o un maje de relimpgas 
nos abogari to& sal& de 10s su&x? 

I 

14 Conjurnndo d fanmmn 
Summoning the ghost 







! 



16 La Uuvk de guijnrrol 
The rain of pebble# 





17 EL so8ance dmpierto 
The watchful dreamer 





18 De guillotina y de fotografia 
About &e guillotine and photography 



19 CorpE~o con edorno barroco 
Coi~cr-cover with baroque ornament 





20 Lapareja 
Thecoupk 



Vipasar lentamenre grander peces negros. 

Gi0~p.0 De Cbmco 

I saw p a r  black f i b  slolely pasring by 

GiorBjo De C b k o  

21 Conatruccioncl de Ip nochc 
Night conatructions 



1 





1 22 Elotrocpmino 
Theotherrond 



A 

23 Pciudo biombo 
Folding screen filh 



24 Una cnbeu del Dare  
A head of Dante's 



Yo esm'bo 
Como si tuoiers las 
Manos ckanadar 
A un cabello blanco 
Mi mujer latipea 
utt bosque ardkda 
tkrn volcado el Can0 
Del sal 
&n puesio la luna 

Lor pdjaros en sws 
V ~ Q S  hacen clllces 

CQmQ del SO1 

25 RebanMia en dos por In mvjn 
Sliced in two by the razor 





'I 

26 Botiquin transparente 
Tranaparcnt medicinecabinet 



+;endo SUI transformaciones alushantes. 

Cism Mom 

~ 
27 Jupetc delirpnte con d i n s  

~elirioua toy with carbine 





1 2a **EI poetn se c w  con h medium” 
“The poet marries the medium” 

. I .  ~ 
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29 La iombra IC repite como un avcmujer 
The shadow repents the bird-woman 



30 Hombrcumario atacado por escudos 
Cabinet-man attacked by s h a h  



31 h 6 C M M U k C  

The Great Mother 





LO QUE YO ESCRIBO 
SON TAJOS 
EN SERPIENTES ARROLLADAS 
A MI CUELLO 

WHAT I WRITE 
ARE SLICES 
INSERPENZS ROLLED ROUND 
MYNECK 

Humbmo DiazCasanueoa 

32 RcgunePr y rcspucrm 
Questions and answers 



33 BllPnzr del dolor 
* scales of sorrow 



34 M c c b n  de tormentas 
Storm’rpier 







35 Rued. de la vids 
Wheeloflife 



Y por eso es mqor abandonar 
el pox0 artesiano, mi sueffo, y es mqor 
admit+ que y o  exwaigo el Nil0 y todos sus monstruos 
desde mi intnior . . . 

A.F. Moritz 

And so it is better to abandon 
rbe Artesian well, rn9 sleep. and better 
to admit I draw tbe Nile and all its monsters 
out of myself. . . 

A.F. Morita 

! t 

36 EdnddcOro 
The Golden Age 





Y todo em es un extm'or 
qvcfonnn parte de ty  intenor 
S6o la mer& pnede ponn di ub niMI 
- Redm sin bdlo, PRO Tramparenre en el corox6n 
y ese diamante de aire s a n p  en ti, y toma t y  peso. 

Jean-pimc OvprCv 

And all of tbat K tbe outside 
tbat is par of your inside. 
Omy deatb a n  put a -id &ne 
- R o d  witbout higbtnnr. but ¶+amparent in tbe beart 
and that dkmond of aw tbat bkeds in you and takes on your weight. 

Jean-Piem Dupy  



37 Ciervo voht in  
Flying deer kite 



Res 

Ei intm’or es el extm’ox 
relojes y resorts nagan entre ellos, 
aparecen y jams se awepienten ni se transforman 
el nno dentro del oho. 

A.F. M o r h  

Tbe inside is tbe outside. 
wtcbes and springs moue bemeen them, 
tbey appear but newer are repentan: a d  transfamed 
witbin one anotber 

A.F. M o d z  

38 Ensayor de levitaci6n 
Levitation reheard 





39 VCrtigo de 1. vidh 
Vision's vertigo 









40 Ceremonh oniricu 
0 Dream ceremonies 





41 Los vidrios de I. sed 
The glass of thirst 





Encewadas en lospliegues del rvcedev bajamos abre enmabra 
Tur c w e s  de almendra Int clircacrs del ojo piden agua 
Se akan en el delmo owemolina el Biento lor Bidrios de la sed 

Ludwig Zeller 

Locked up in tbe folds oftbe process of becoming we descend open reopen 
Your almond clefts tbe rinds of tbe eye begfor luster 
Tbey &e in delirium tbe wind wbirls tbeglass of tbirst 

Ludwig Zeller 

42 Eipejo tatundo 
Tsmocdmirror 





C m o  Nz bpcsoz son el mnido de rnir pnlrrbmr 

Rosarnel del V d e  

AryOur bones' is my own mords'resonance 

Rosramel del Vdle 





Mi -6s lo sabe tu cord.  lo d e  
Tnrnrfninros del mno a1 otro la palids 
~m pcsdib compcm. el d w  animal 
El sum-0 bowendo becbo cane y bueso 

EnriqYe Cdmu<owea 

My bean knows your bcnn knows 
We tmmj2r tbe @o? from one to anotber 
Tbr compact nigbtwwe. tbe body beat 
Tbe bowible dream made buman 

Enrique C&mez-Coma 

44 Cucrpo en lo profundo 
The body deep under 





Una AIfa-apuesta 
en elogio de Wald y Zeller 

. . . que fue pronunciada por John Robert Colombo 
en la inauguracibn de la exposicibn intitulada “Mirages” 
en la Galerie Surrkaliste, Calle Scollard nhmero 97, 
Yopkville, Toronto, el Jueves 22 de Abril de 1982. 
No si exactamente por quC raz6n me han pedido que 
presentara 10s dos artistas responsables de esta exposi- 
cibn llamada “Mirages”, per0 fueron 10s directores de 
la Galerie SurrCaliste quienes me lo solicitaron y yo 
accedl de buen grado. Puesto que todos 10s presentes 
conacen y ubican 10s artistas, Susana Wald y Ludwig 
Zeller, quizh seria m k  apropiado que yo mismo me 
presentara. Yo soy John Robert Colombo y he sido 
designado con muchas etiquetas, que inciuyen, la m k  
reciente, “Superhincha”, y tambikn, anteriormente, 
“Maestro Coleccionista”, y antes de eso “El L u w -  
niente de la Literatura Canadiense Institucionalizada”. 
Mis laureles esta noche 10s gano por la amistad que yo 
y mi mujer, Ruth, cultivamos hace mucho tiempo con 
Susana y Ludwig. 

Muchos de Ustedes sin duda conmen una publica- 
ci6n anterior que Ludwig bautizara como “Alphacol- 
b e ” .  Alentado por el Cxito de ese libro he decidido 
subtraer una de sus piginas y crear mi prapia obra 
alfabktica en honor de 10s artistas. No es un alfa-collage, 
sino una alfa-apuesta. UsJedes pensarh que, como es 
el cas0 en inglks, un alfabeto tiene veintiskis le-, 
pero mi alfabeto t h e  un nGmem mayor de dculos  
y cone, inevitablemente, de a a b  para adelante. 
Y aqui va. 
La Z, obviamente es la letra de Zellcr. Pepo puesto 

An Alpha-bet 
in praise of Wald and Zel€er 

Delivered by John Robert Colombo at the opening a€ 
the show “Mirages” held at the Galesic Su- w 
Scollard Street, Yorkville.’Fo~oomqT~y,A~~22, 
1982. 
I am not quite sure why E was asked to inm&ce the 
~ W Q  artists who are responsible for thiw show & 
“Mirages,” but the directors of theGderieSu&e 
asked me to do so, and I readily agmd Perhaps, since 
everyone here knows andreco@sthe a&& sossnS 
Wald and Ludwig Zeller, it would be more apprapriae 
forme to introduce myself. E amJohnRobenCabmb 
and I have been called many in&&ng, most 

er,” and earlier than that, “The Lieutenant af &e Gan- 
adian Literary EstabMmmr.*’ What 1 resamy lauds 
on this evening is my and my wifr Ruth’s kmgb 
friendship wirh S u w a  and L d w i ~  

Many of you are no daubr f d b i a r  dth am ea&& 
publication by Ludwig cabled A@bd&. Smm Q 
was so successhl, 1 have &e&&d te Mifirmm 

recently, “Superfan,” but also, “hclastuGaaRer- . 



que Umdes ya conocen a Zdlw, Ludwig, pennhxune 
hablarles brevemente de otrm Zetas. Est6 “Zeal” 
(ardor, celo, fervor por una mum), e& “ZaMa” (el 
cenit, el apogee), est6 “zest“ (enmsiasmo, gusto 
picante); todos ellos caracterfsticos de las obras de 
Wald-Zeller que bemos venido aapreck. Per0 tambiin 
existe ZoMto, un animal en forma de planta tHay 
acaso una tela aqui que no incluya un animal en forma 
de planta, o m&quina parecida a un animal, o un ser 
que asemejaunamiquina? :En qui  o m  lugar encuen- 
pan Ustedes tales cosas? 

DespuCs de $a Z viene la Y. Encuenrro revelador 
que en inglb la Y se pronuncia “Why?”, es decir tPor 
qut?, ya que esto es lo que me prepnto una y otra 
v a  cuando veo estos extraiios Zo6frtos. tPoq quC, 
como en eszapinmra, hay aqui un avesrmz con cabeza 
como de mQuina? SQo Uswdes pueden responder a 
eso. Mi otra Y es de “Youth”, la Juventud que estas 
telas y collages reprerentan. La Juventud es lo opuesto 
a la Veja, sin embargo estas obras no tienen edad 
estando plenas de Juvennrd. 
X. La X siempre presenta un problema a 10s crea- 

dores de alfabetor y acrbsticos como yo. i La X marca 
el Lugar! E m  no basta. De hecho no hay realmente 
buenas X en el Diccionatio Abrekdo de Oxford, asi 
que he rmrrido a esa o m  obra d&ca p ~ p u l u  de 
referencia. Colombo’s CalMdIan Quotations, y en el 
Indice que consult6 encontti la siguiente palabra: 
“Xenia”. Ahom &en, “Xenia” no es palabra inglesa 
sin0 N= y significa “Amistad“. Yo lo habia induido 
en ex lndice para IIevar al lector no a v i d 0  a mi 
propio utieulo sobre la materia que se encuentra en 
ese libm. Per0 lo que menciono cuando rocuerdo 
Xenia ss%a n o d e  es la -tad que todos sentimos 
pm los W y lu Zetas. ilos nrrisres que vemos! 
W. Wdd, Susana, “ W o n W  (lo maravjUoso). 

Tambib el ticulo en kglk de lo publica~ih de 
Ludwig, M 1976. M d que tuve el privile de ommi- 
buic. ‘Wben #be unbd fiom &e the bead 
w 1 d S ”  Q ‘%3uadn d ~~ de f o d o  mh drr 
ambeme&’’. 

is Zenith (acme, high point), thws is Zestl(nrcitemq 
piquancy); all these are charamristic of the Wald- 
Zeller works we ace here to a p p i r t e .  But then t k e  
is also Zoophyte, a plant-like animal. Is there a canvas 
here that does not have its plant-like animal, or animal- 
like machine, or machinelike being? Where else win 
you discern such things? 

After Z comes Y. I find it revealing that Y is pro- 
nounced ‘Why?” for this is the question 1 keep asking 
myself when I see these strange Zoophytes. Why, as in 
this painting, is there an ostrich with a machinelike 
head? Only You, another Y, can answer that. My find 
Y stands for Youth, which these canvases and collages 
represent.Youth is the opposite of Age, yet these works 
of art are ageless, being Youthful. 
X. Xes always pose a problcm to alphabeticists 

and acrosticians like myself. X Marks the Spot: Not 
good enough. In fact, there are no really good X’s in 
the Shorter Oxford Engfisb Dictionary, so I turned to 
that other classic work of popularreference, CdornboS 
canadirrn Quotations, and checked the Index wtuere I 
found the following word, Xenia. Now Xenia is not 
an English word, but a Russian om, arud it means 
“friendship.” I included it in the Index to Iead tlae un- 
wary reader to my own entry in the book proper. But 
what I think of tonight when 1 think of Xenia is the 
Friendship we all feel for the Ws and the Zs we have 
for antists! 
W. Wald, Susana. Wonddul. Also the English-lam 

page  title of Ludwig‘s 1976 publication, on which I 
h d  rhe privilege of doing same work, Wbm the animal 
riOesjFom tbe deep the bead e @ d a .  
Y in my alpha-bet stands for Vision, of course, but 

also Vivarium which the OED describes a5 “plaee in 
which live wild clpBtvres are kept.” The Zoophytes are 
kept in Vivariums mated  by the arrisss; in fact, the 
gallery tonight is E living Ywmium, i f1  m y  wax poetic 
f a  an instar! 
U. Unicpn of Oppasites. As in malo and female in 

marriage. Their marriage is an excellent one. As in 
~~, and oombiao. seieso~ and Pam, detail and 



or Visibn, natural- 
DiccionariO Abrev 

‘un widrio en 012 Galeria de Canadiaaa dre McMichael, si 
~~~~ a ahinla, o en el Museo Red de Ontario, 
mando 6s por fin acalbe de remowam. iSblo en el 
tumro may dlsmnte K exponM esse rwerenciado 
‘mpkmenao en la Galeda de A m  de Ontario! 
i S. Snmalisms, aotablmcnte, per0 tambitn 
$&wan, Areurs, m’tico eurqeo de importmcizl en 
p s  vidas, y necemrimente Santiago, la capitaill de su 
rwttiva Chile. 

La R represents a Rlo Loa. Yo nunca esme all{, 
pera entiendo que R h  h a  es un pueblo en el Norte 
$e Chile, a eI Deskto de Atacama. Hay un cartel en 
d cmtro dcl pueblo que dice, o debiera deck porque 
sin duda hay un cartel all(: “Aqui”aci6 Ludwig Zeller, 
Astkra Canadiense”. 

La Q representa a “Quund l i r n i d  desprofondmm 

dimension, etc. AU towards the “more perfect union,” 
Or marriage or mkhge, of art and life. 
T has to stand for Toronto, “the city [hat works.” 

There exists a syrrealist’s map of the world which 
diminishes in size unimportant things, like countries, 
and magnifies important ones, like the totempoles on 
the Queen Charlotte Islands and the elongated faces 
on Easter Idand, sitesgemrally associated with Canada 
and Chile. Toronto will be immense on future surreal 
maps! They chose Toronto, that is enough for now, 
eleven years ago. 
S. Surrealism, notably, but also Schwan, Armro. 

P European crkk of significance in their lives, and nc 
cessarily Santiago, the capital of his native Chile; bu 
m9Pt assuredly Scissors. Sacred Scissors. S t .  Scissor! 
OW day we will d l  be sta~ing at Ludwig’s scissors bc 
hind glass in the Mchlichaet Canadiana Gallery, should 
they w m  reopen that. of the Royal Ontario Museum, 
whecreves that is finally renovated. Only in the very 
distult future will this hallowed implement be on dis- 
play at the Art Gallery of Ontario! 
R represents Rio L Q ~ .  I have never been there, but 

1 undennnd Rio Loa is a town in Northern Chile in 
the Atacma Deserr There is a sign in the center of 
town which reads, or should read, for rhere undoubted- 
ly ,is t sign there: “Here Was Born Ludwig Zeller, Can- 
adian Artist.” 

Q. Stands for Quandl’animal desprofondeumsuw.t 
la t i t e  kclate, the title of a previously mentioned p u b  
lication, if you will excuse my French. Since my pro- 
nunciation is so abominable, let me give you another 
Q, this one in English. Querulous. Complaining, pevish. 
The Walds and the Zellersare not Querulous, a wonder- 
ful relief in a country where the air waves are full of 
complaints about this and that. 
P is Poetry, is Painting (especially the “Spiritual 

Exercises” series on which Susana is now working), is 
Phases Movement (to which they adherel isPorcupine‘s 
Quill (the printing operation responsible for books like 
A[pbacoIlage), is f m d y  Tbe Pb~osopbicd a (the 
name of their multilingual, private publication; a 
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-2 Jp #&e bchte’: two en fimoEE, p perdonen mi 
pmnuwiacibn. del hiro anmicammte ~ ~ U Q M ~ Q .  
Qmo m i p ~ ~ U ~ ~ n n e S ~ i ~ ~ e , ~ ~ e ~ e d ~ e s  
otra palabra, “Querulous”, Quejumbroso. Que se 
Q u ~ ~ z .  Los Wdd y 10s 2eIlerno se plcjan, marPvilloso 
alivio en un pais donde 1s ondas amos&icas e s h  
rcpletas de quejas de &to y aquello. 

La P a Poeda, es Pinmra (especialmente los “Ejer- 
cicios EEpirituales” la serie en que Susana trabaja 
acmalmmte), eselMovimientoPhrscE(de1 que forman 
arte). es Porcupine’s Quill (la prensa responsable de 

[bra como Alpbacollage) y finalmente The Pbdoso- 
paictl Egg (El Hum Fiios@cco, que es el nombre de 
N publicacih privada, multilingiie; una CpncterfstiCP 
de T6e PbJosopbical Egg es que siempre pone h u m  
en eqaiiol, ~~einglb;delospoemosqueapar.ecm 
enestosidiomasd quemisquisieraleerestien espuioI, 
d siguiente que mis quisiera leer estA en franc&, y el 
poema que ya he leido a p m  en inglts). Basta. 
La 0, es la letra de Oakviie, el lugar en que vivib la 

parcja un tiempo. y de N CaitoriaZ Oasis Publications; 
ademir la 0 es de O w ,  hermano de Ludwig, quien 
vive en esta &dad y quien se halla aqui esta noche 
con su atrayente esposa Maribd. 

La N. ad - irorpresa! - p r  Novecientos Setenta 
y Uno. S i  e l d o  1971,enqueSusanayLudwigvinleron 
a Canada Once &os atcis, tantos y ran pocos. P r o  
p q o  un ivkdpor  el aiio 1971. 
M. MulricUIturaliio, fan vitalmente impomante 

aqw’ y ah-. Mosaic PrrsdValley Editions, editores 
de sus m b  bellos libros. Moria. A. F.. poem y lnrigo 
y aum dd pocma ‘‘El Timod Paiinurus”. Marham 
Wage8 &de Ludwig mvo su prima taller en Tmnto. 
Mirqes, esfn muesm de ufc. 
Ls L es de “Love”, de AmaG Y Io dig0 en serio. En 

mi fond0 yo soy ssm cinico, pcro sin embargo yo, el 
a~bthMtul, LFCD que la L es de “Love”. de h r  
w este CBW). El unor d B l a w e  alamh&% 
r l n * p ~ ~ t s r l c o l a r - v l w l o e n s u  ob€& 
m d d e  oonarym- * -y  m p s  
I Z K I k m A r s a e i 6 n i a c d .  

eherrcteristic ixf The PbRbilosopbiorrl JQg is that it lays 
eggs in Spanish, French, and Eagli8h; pemr appar  in 
those languages, and the poem I mast want to read 
appears in Spanish, the p m  1 next most wanx to read 
appears in French, and the p a n  I have already r e d  
appears in EngZish). Enough of Pee. 

0. Oakville, where the covple lived for some time, 
andthe ir impr int ,O~sPu~~~t~ns ;p lusO is fwoitto, 
Ludwig’s brother, who lives in the city a d  who is here 
tonight with his lovely wife MariM. 
N stands for - surprise! - Nineteen Hundred and 

Seventy-One. Yes, theyear 1971, for that was the year 
-Susaau and Ludwig came to Canada. Eleven years ago, 
that much and only that. I think we should have three 
cheers for the year 1971. 
M. Multiculturalism, so vitalty important here and 

now. Mosaic PresdVaIley Editions, publishers of some 
of his lowliest books. Morits, A.F., poet and friend 
and author of the poem “The Helmsman Palinurus.” 
Markhm Village, where Lzulwig had his first Toronto 
studio. 
L. L stands for Love. I mean it, I am a cynic at 

heart, but nonetheless I, an anti-sentimentalist, believe 
L stands for Love in this instance. Love o f .  . . art. 
food, music, life, andespecially colwr - see it in their 
work, a mosaic of tones and hues and pigments and 
patches in a drab season in Canada. 
K represents the word coined by Tim# magazine, 

Kudos. meaning renown and glory, what hey &ouM 
have. It also represents Knowledge, their tawledge 
of intermtianal art inoverments, @ally those in 
the Hispanic and Latin worlds. K, in my lexicon my- 
way, stand6 for Cunning, for 0 1 ~  needs cunning to 
exist and persist with an art like this, so at vvivlcc 
with prevailing norms. Cnowledge and K&ng. 

J. The letter is,& first in the name of Javier, the 
young man standing mer them, their yoxmpsc mu. 
An a&t dmdy, a dffigncr of rocket Ws, a model 
W k p + w a ~ & r n ~ ,  UFc&ddmtemintkwchms 
for young 3avicr. 

I may rcpmse-nt Imqpim%on, OE In tEae Carsllbgl af 



La K representa la palabra inventada por la revista 
Time, “Kudos”, que significa renombre y gloria, que 
deben tener. TambiCn representa “Knowledge”, el 
Conocimiento, su conocimiento de movimientos inter- 
nacionales de arte, especialmente 10s del mundo his- 
pinico y latino. La K, en mi vocabulario por lo menos, 
suena por “Cunning” (astuto, sagaz), porque uno 
necesita astucia o sagacidad para existir y persistir con 
arte como Cste, tan en disonancia con las normas que 
prevalecen. 

J. Es la primera letra del nombre de Javier. el ioven 
de pie alli, su hijo menor. Artista ya, diseiador de naves 
interplanetarias, constructor de modelos par excel- 
lence. DebiCramos dar tres iviva! por el joven Javier. 
Javier. 

La I puede representar la Inspiracibn o In the coun- 
ty of the Antipodes (En el pais de 10s Anti’podas), la 
antologia de poemas, o Inkster, Tim y Elke, el hibil 
diseiador e imprentero y gerente de The Porcupine’s 
Quill, Inc., la imprenta y editorial inverosimilmente 
ubicada en Erin, Ontario. 

La H es de Hamilton; aunque les sorprenda me refiero 
a la ciudad en Ontario, no en las Bermudas, pues cada 
vez que pienso en la “Art Gallery of Hamilton”, pienso 
en la muestra pionera que se celebrb alli, de la obra 
de Susana y Ludwig y que se llamb, muy apropiada- 
mente, “A Cuatro Manos”. La H tambiCn va por 
Hungria, cuya capital es Budapest, donde tienen un 
cartel que dice: “Lugar de nacimiento de la artista 
canadiense, Susana Wald”. 

La G queda mis cerca, en la Galeri‘a Surrealists, en 
el N O  97 de la Calle Scollard, en Yorkville, Toronto, a 
aproximadamente las ocho, esta noche, el jueves 22 
de Abril de 1982, donde somos 10s invitados de sus 
directores, Joseph Cach y Robert Vurm, unacasaapro- 
piada para estos collages y estas telas. 

La F me recuerda “Friendship”, la Amistad, pero 
una amistad de estilo diferente, porque la amistad que 
tengo in mente es de naturaleza literaria y artistica. A 
travCs de la serie ambiciosa de sus ediciones Oasis, Wald 
y Zeller me han presentado un gran ndmero de poetas 

tbe Antipodes, the collected poems, or Inkaer,%n and 
Elke, the skilled designer and p h t e r  and the m q w  
of Porcupine’s Quill, Inc., the printing and pwblishk 
house located in, of all unlikely places, Erin, Ont&o. 
H stands for Hamilton; as surprising as it may seem, 

the Hamilton I have in mind is located in ant., mm 
Bermuda, for whenever I think of the Art G d l q  of 
Hamilton, I think of its pioneering show of the work 
of Susana and Ludwig, called, appropriately, “By Foor 
Hands.” H may also stand for Hungary, the capital of 
which is Budapest, where they have a sign that Eeads: 
“Birthplace of the Canadian artist, Susana Wald.” 

C comes closer to home, to the Galerie Surrealiste, 
on 97 Scollard Street, Yorkville, Toronto, at roughly 
eight this evening, Thursday, April 22, 1982, where 
we are the guests of the directors, Joseph Cach and 
Robert Vurm. A fitting home for these collages and 
canvases. 
F reminds me of Friendship, but of friendship of a 

different sort, for the friendship I have in mind is of a 
literary and artistic nature. Through their ambitious 
series of Oasis editions,Wald and Zeller have introduced 
me to a host of poets and artists whose names were 
not only totally unfamiliar to me, but I can barely 
pronounce them. Anyway here goes with my Friend- 
ship list: Eugenio F. Granell, Enrique G&nezCorrea, 
Humberto Maz-Casanueva. Rosamel del Valle, and 
Jorge Ckeres. New-found Friendships. 
E is easier to pronounce. Excitement and Excellence 

both. Experiment andElitism both.Emtund West, the 
book by George Faludy, so superbly designed by Susan& 
But especially the Elitism of exceptionally high Stan- 
dards. Three cheers for that Elitism! 
D. & e m  Woman, the title of George Hitcheack‘s 

translation of Ludwig’s poem. elso k n w n  kVnrpn 
in h a m .  But D stands for Dream gens+&. Their 
work is awash in Dreams. I t  dso sUm& fgr SoDneun- 
fmished business, for Susanaand E plah same FdguaaP 
or Mac&, when we most need it in r6is eWllW= 
stage our own Festival d Raaamsi lnodeLEerp Q I ~  tkt 
of rhe booquois Indians, wherein men 4 wemw SW 
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y amstas cuyos nombres no solo me eran poco tarnr 
bares, sino apenas puedo pronunciarlos. De todas 
maneras aqui vami lista de Amigos: Eugenio F. Granell, 
Enrique G6mez€orrea, Humberto DluCawnueva, 
Rosamel del Valle y JorgeCkeres. Amistades reciente- 
mente hechas. 

La E eo m h  fk i l  de pronunciar. Entusiamo y Exce 
lencia, arnbas cosas. Experiment0 y Elitismo, ambos. 
Esrey Oeste, ellibrodeGeorge Faludy, tan espltndida- 
mente disexiado por Susana Per0 especialmente Elitis- 
mo, porw nivd tan elwado. iTresvivaspor el Elitismo! 
D. “‘Dreum Wonran”, el titulo de la traduccih que 

hizo George Hitchcock del poema de Ludwig, Mujer 
en Sueiio. tambiin conocido como Woman iu Dream. 
Per0 la D es general para “Dream”, el Sueiio. Su obra 
esd llenade Sueiios. Tarnbiin se relaciona con asuntos 
a b  no conclutdos, porque Susana y yo planearnos, 
para a%;. Febrero o Mano, cuando en este pais mAs 
lo necesitamos, poner en escena nuestro propio Festival 
de Suerios, modelado segh  el de 10s Indios Iroquois, 
en que hombres y mujeres tienen libertad de actuar 
@n NS fantasias oniricas durante catorce dias com- 
pletos sin temor a las consecuencias. Mientras tanto el 
arte de ellos es nuestro finico Festival de Sueiios. 

La C ZquC puede indicar sino laamsi6n al Catolicis- 
mo, que acecha detrk de cada tijeretazo como un rizo 
de papel, un charco de cola, o una sombra algo m k  
mcura que la barba de un hombre? Como lo vimos en 
la serie de collages de Ludwig que 61 llamara “La Caida 
de lalglesia”. Pero la C es tambiin de Casa de la Luna, 
l a p e q u ~ a  per0 importvlte galedaque ellos manejaban 
en Chile. C de Chile. C de CanadF Hay muchas C. No 
me puedo retener del juego de palabras. intraducible; 
‘%reo que Susana y Ludwig encontraron a Toronto m k  
bien *chile” (a decir helado. frio) despuis de Santiago”. 
B. Beauiz. Ahi esd, venida de brillante rojo, la 

atcayente hija, asi Ilamada por Beauk en “ks ulegres 
conradm de Windsor” de Shakespeare. B a tambiin 
paca Bellaa, y “By Four Hands’’ el titulo de la expo- 
dd6n que se eelebri, en Hamilton en 1979. 

Y fmalmente A, la Utima h a  y no la primera de 
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free to act out their fantasies for fourteen days on end 
without fear of consequences. In the meantime their 
art is our sole Festival of Dreams. 

C. What else but the aversion to Catholicism, which 
lurks behind Ludwig’s every clipping like a curl of 
paper, a puddle of glue, or a shadow somewhat darker 
than the man’s heard? This is witnessed in Ludwig‘s 
series of collages called “The Downfall of the Church.” 
But also Casa de la Luna, the small but significant gal- 
lery they ran in Chile. C for Chile. C for Canada. There 
are a lot of C’s. I could not help punning about the 
geographical ones: ‘‘I think Susana and Ludwig found 
Toronto rather Chile after Santiago.” 
B. Beatriz. There she is, dressed in bright red, the 

lovely daughter, named after the Bcatrix in The Mmy 
Wites of Windsor. B stands also for Beauty, and ‘‘By 
Four Hands,” the tide of the show held in Hamilton 
in 1979. 

And finally A, the last and not the first Ietar of 
my alpha-bet. What  can A stand for? Ampersand, cer- 
tainly, the printers in Guelph, run by Mike McDonald 
and family and friends, who turn out such fine work. 
And the Asters, Howard and ZaZa, the pubI&m of 
Mosaic PresdWley Editions, praised earlier. And Alejo, 
the older son in the family, who practises Origami and 
is studying Mathematics at McGill this very moment. 
And Alpbacollage, the book of simple yet sophisti- 
cated lettering, so lovely to behold. A d  Ataeama, the 
desert in Northern Chile that gave birth t~ so much of 
the imagery surroundins us now. And, finally, and in- 
evitably, A-1, and A-OK. 

Thank you. Enjoy the show. 



mi alfa-apuesta. tA quC corresponde A? Ampersand, 
ciertamente, la imprenta de Guelph, manejada por 
Mike McDonald, su familia y amigos, que hacen tan 
bellos libros. Y 10s Aster, Howard y Zaza, editores de 
Mosaic PresdValley Editions, anteriormente alabados. 
Y Alejo, el hijo mayor de la familia, que practica Origami 
y estudiaMatem6ticas en McGill en este mismo instante. 
YAlphacolluge, el libro de letras simple y sin embargo 
tan sofisticado, tan bello dever. Y Atacama, el desierto 
d Norte de Chile que di6 luz a tantas de las imigenes 
que hoy nos rodean. Y, finalmente e inevitablemente, 
‘!4-l” y ‘RA-OK”, las exclamaciones inglesas populares 
para designar excelencia. 

Gracias. Gocen la exposicibn. 



Este libro se termin6 de imprimir en 
Septiembre de 1983 en Ias prensas de 
Ampersand, en Guelph, Ontario. La ediu6n 
original consta de loo0 ejemplarea de 10s 
cuales 27 estln encuadernados, numerados 
y firlaados por 10s autores, quienes wa- 
decen la colaboraci6n de todas las personas 
que han hechn posible la realizacidn de esta 
obra. 

This book was printed in September of 1983, 
on the presses of Ampersand, in Guelph, 
Ontario. This first edition of lo00 copies 
includes 27 that are hard-bound, numbered 
and signed by the artists. The latter give 
thanks to all those who have collaborated in 
making this book. 
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