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Hoy es el primer dia de la residencia.

Lo primero que hacen es mostrarnos la gran coleccion.

Parte de ella es la del ex Museo Colonial de Mussolini,
aunque Gaia siempre nos corrige: “todo el museo es colonial”.

Today is the first day of the residency.

The first thing they do is show us the large collection.

Part of it is from the former Mussolini Colonial Museum,

although Gaia always corrects us: “the whole museum is colonial”.

Mascaras africanas,
peinetas de Vietnam,
flechas selknam,
trigo de Somalia,
pinturas etiopes.

African masks,
Vietnamese combs,
selknam arrows,
Somali wheat,
Ethiopian paintings.

Entre los mapas aparece el norte de Africa

mirado al revés de lo habitual,

es decir, como si mirdsemos Africa desde ltalia.

La bota invertida aparece en la parte inferior del mapa,
mas arriba el mediterrdneo

y arriba, como el cielo, la costa norte africana.

Among the maps, North Africa

appears inverted from its usual orientation:

upside down. That is, as if we were looking at Africa from Italy.
The inverted boot appears at the bottom of the map,

further up the Mediterranean,

and above, like the sky, the North African coast.

Un nuevo horizonte,
un plan de conquista,
la dominacién visual de un territorio.

A new horizon,
a plan of conquest,
the visual domination of a territory.

Aln hoy,

mientras estoy durmiendo la siesta,

una furiosa tormenta con truenos reldimpagos
y lluvia en los rios

pone en peligro el viaje.

Even today,

as I’'m napping,

a furious storm with thunder, lightning
and rain in the rivers

endanger the trip.



(Los indios son engafados por los militares)

Ellos no adoran ni a la luna,
ni al sol,
ni a los arboles,

ni a la piedra,

ni a animales,
ni a ientes,

ni a cualquier otra cosa.
Estos indios adoran a su mismo enemigo,
o mejor decir al enemigo de dios,
y de la raza humana,
al demonio.

(The indians are deceived by the military).

They worship neither the moon
nor the sun,
nor the trees,
nor stone,
nor animals,
nor teeth,
nor anything else.

These Indians worship their own enemy,
or rather the enemy of God,
and of the human race,
the devil.



El barrio en el que me quedo parece un pueblo dentro de Roma.
Lo construyd Mussolini en 1930.

Es una obra del fascismo, pero que parece socialista:
entre cada edificio hay jardines,

espacios comunes,

tendederos,

todo abierto y compartido.

No hay rejas,

ni muros.

A diferencia de Santiago de Chile y sus villas sociales,
donde alguna vez hubo jardines comunes,

hoy hay estacionamientos privados

y jardines personales.

En mi barrio, Garbatella, los tiempos y los espacios se superponen.
Hay rastros de antiguas okupas,

murales de Allende,

banderas de Palestina libre,

entre muchos cafés

ninos que juegan,

gatos que recorren pedazos de ruinas

y malezas.

The neighborhood where I stay looks like a village inside Rome.
It was built by Mussolini in 1930.

It is a work of fascism but it looks socialist:
between each building there are gardens,
common spaces,

clotheslines,

all open and shared.

There are no fences,

no walls.

Unlike in Santiago de Chile and its social villas,
where once there were common gardens,
today there are private parking lots

and private gardens.

In my neighborhood in Rome, Garbatella,
times and spaces overlap.

There are traces of former squatters,
murals of Allende,

flags of free Palestine,

among many cafes

children playing,

cats roaming through pieces of ruins

and weeds.

Hay numerosas huellas de leones e hipopdtamos.

Aparecen las primeras palmeras tontas.

Busco guias con mis oidos

y los encuentro pastando entre las zarzas.

El sol se pone,

son alrededor de las 18:15.

Por mi parte en estas tierras he abolido el reloj

porque el tiempo estd perfectamente regulado por la sombra.

There are numerous lion and hippo tracks.

The first dumb palms appear.

I look for guides with my ears

and find them grazing among the brambles.

The sun sets,

it is about 18:15.

For my patrt, in these lands I have abolished the clock,
for time is perfectly regulated by the shade.



Hoy visitamos la coleccién africana,

fuimos con Nana, artista de Ghana, y

Bona, de Hungria, cuyo padre es congolefio.

En los pasillos, iluminados con una luz muy tenue,
se vefan cientos de piezas africanas a nuestro alrededor:
mascaras,

munecos,

bordados,

aros,

apoyacabezas,

lanzas,

flechas,

personajes con clavos en las cabezas.

Today we visited the African collection.

We went with Nana, the artist from Ghana,

and with Bona from Hungary, whose father is Congolese.
In the corridors, illuminated with a very dim light,
hundreds of African pieces were seen all around us:
masks,

dolls,

embroidery,

earrings,

headrests,

spears,

arrows,

characters with nails in their heads.

Ella se emociona visiblemente:

queda muda,

sin palabras.

Su mirada se ve intensa,

estd afectada por lo que vemos y oimos.

Me afecta verla asi.

Nana es mds introspectivo, pero también se ve afectado
por la cantidad de objetos acumulados

en vitrinas, cajas, closets, racks.

Le tomo una foto a cada uno con unas espadas de West Africa.

She is noticeably moved.

She is mute,

speechless.

Her gaze is intense,

she is affected by what we see and hear.

It affects me to see her like this.

Nana is more introspective, but is also affected
by the amount of objects accumulated

in showcases, boxes, closets, racks.

I take a picture of each one with some swords from West Africa.

Oigo cascabeles de camellos en el bosque.

Finalmente emergen dos beduinos.

Tras preguntarles de qué viven,

me dicen que se alimentan de lo que la botella de agua vy el rio
les permiten atrapar con flechas.

También comen animales que encuentran muertos.

I hear camel rattles in the forest.

Finally two Bedouins emerge.

When asked what they live on,

they tell me that they feed on what the water bottle
and the river allow them to catch with arrows.
They also eat animals they find dead.



Bona nos cuenta que su papd congolés murié allg,

en la selva,

pero que ella nunca ha visitado Africa.

Luego comenta que era la tnica no blanca en su colegio en Hungria.
Que siempre se sintio extrafia,

sentia no pertenecer,

pese a que su mamd si era htingara.

Bona tells us that her Congolese father died there,

in the jungle,

but she has never visited Africa.

She then comments that she was the only non-white person in her school in Hungary.
She always felt strange,

like she didn’t belong,

even though her mother was Hungarian.

Fue extrafio ver como esa sala oscura
la hacfa volver a un lugar en el que nunca ha estado.

Me quedé pensando en qué lugar del museo podria hacerme sentir algo asi.
Mi papa es judio de ancestros europeos,

mi mama tiene ancestros arabes,

de Palestina y Jordania,

yo naci en Chile,

mi bisabuela es chilena de ascendencia espaiiola,
aunque algo de raices indigenas debe tener,
como casi todos en Chile,

0 en Latinoamérica.

Continente de mezcla / mestizo.

Nos faltaba atn visitar la coleccién americana

It was strange to see how that dark room
brought her back to a place she had never been.

I kept thinking about what part of the museum could give me a similar feeling.
My dad is Jewish of European ancestry,

my mom is of Arab ancestry,

from Palestine and Jordan,

I was born in Chile,

my great-grandmother is Chilean of Spanish descent,
although she must have some indigenous roots,

like almost everyone in Chile,

or in Latin America.

Continent of mixture / mestizo.

We still had to visit the American collection



izi,
diana,
costenia,
ulina,
pacadiatano,
deo,
pamutatu,
iiti,
uizo,
oitie,
bejana,
giuurupari.
Los distintos nombres del diablo.

izi,
diana,
costeria,
uling,
pacadiatano,
deo,
pamutatu,
jiti,
uizo,
oitie,
bejana,
giuurupari.
The devil’'s many names.



En 1880, estos rios no tenian aldeamento alguno:
los indios vivian esparcidos por las orillas de ellos,
0Ci0s0s, ignorantes y supersticiosos.
Hoy ya tienen caserios.
Esta mision consta hoy con 63 casas,
su plaza allanada, sus calles inderezadas,
las casas blanqueadas y numeradas,
la del misionero grande,
cémoda y bien formada,
la capilla vieja destruida
y edificada
otra regular de tres naves,
abovedada con tres altares,
dos pulpitos,
una orquesta,
un coro,
dos torres,
con columnas adentro y afuera,
con pinturas de santos,
adornos
y bancos con sus balaustradas en el portico.

In 1880, these rivers had no village settlement.
Indians lived scattered along their banks,
idle, ignorant and superstitious.

Today they already have houses.

This mission currently has 63 houses,
its square flattened, its streets straightened,
the houses whitewashed and numbered,
that of the great missionary,
comfortable and well formed,
the old chapel destroyed
and built another regular one with three naves,
vaulted with three altars,
two pulpits,
an orchestra,

a choir,
two towers,
with columns inside and outside,
with paintings of saints,
ornaments
and benches with balustrades in the portico.

Los indios manifiestan voluntad de dejar la vida salvaje,
de dedicarse al trabajo
y mds tarde prometen ser ttiles para la religion.

The Indians express their willingness to leave the wild life,
to devote themselves to work
and later promise to be useful for the religion.



Esta segunda semana he ido a la biblioteca nacional de Roma.
Parte de la coleccidn colonial del museo esta alli,
especificamente el archivo fotografico y los documentos.

La coleccion tiene el registro del impetu colonial italiano,

uno pequeno y desconocido

en comparacién con los grandes imperios coloniales

ingleses, alemanes, holandeses, espafioles, portugueses.

Los italianos no conocen su historia colonial,

la ven casi como un gusto que se dio Mussolini,

¢Por qué no tener una ltalia africana?

This second week I went to the national library in Rome.

Part of the museum’s colonial collection is housed there,

specifically the photographic archive and documents.

The collection has the record of the Italian colonial impetus,

a small and unknown one

compared to the

English, German, Dutch, Spanish, Portuguese and Dutch colonial empires.
Italians do not know their colonial history,

they see it almost as a whim that Mussolini gave himself.

Why not have an African Italy?

Lorenzo, el encargado del archivo colonial,

me da acceso a todas las croqueras de los exploradores militares en Africa.
Son al menos quince archivadores gruesos y pesados

donde puedo encontrar documentos legales, cartas, cuadernos, traducciones, fotografias
y entre medio,

cosas extranas que estan por azar,

algunas hojas de plantas africanas, dibujos raros, recortes de prensa.

No me exigen guantes para abrirlos,

olerlos y verlos detenidamente.

Paso dias mirando estas cosas.

Me generan contradicciones,

alucino con sus detalladas observaciones,

y, al mismo tiempo,

me irrita la violencia implicita en sus viajes,

algunas descripciones

y fotograffas.

Lorenzo, the manager of the colonial archive,

gives me access to all the files of the military explorers in Africa.
There are at least fifteen thick and heavy filing cabinets

where I can find legal documents, letters, notebooks, translations, photographs,
and, in between, strange things that are there by chance:

some sheets of African plants,

rare drawings,

press clippings.

I am not required to wear gloves to open them,

smell them, and look at them closely.

I spend days looking at these things.

They cause inner contradictions in me,

I am blown away by their detailed observations,

and at the same time,

am irritated by the violence implicit in their journeys,

some of the descriptions

and photographs.




Casi sin querer,

en el archivo fotografico me encuentro con una serie de mujeres africanas
desnudas,

en poses extrafias,

de cierto erotismo.

No deben haber tenido mas de 16 afios.
Junto a esas hallo unas de mapuches,
los indigenas del sur de Chile,

posando en familia,

con fondos falsos,

escenarios armados

una puesta en escena de lo natural,
rostros serios.

Almost unintentionally,

in the photographic archive,

I come across a series of naked African women,
in strange poses,

of a certain eroticism,

who must not have been older than 16.
Next to these I find some Mapuches,

the indigenous people of southern Chile,
posing in family,

with false backgrounds,

staged scenery,

a staging of the natural,

serious faces.

Estas fotos me impactan de manera extrafia

me producen algo como lo que tal vez sintid Bona ese dfa.

Una cierta extrafieza.

¢por qué estan aqui esas imagenes que me son familiares aunque no sean probadamente mis raices?
¢por qué estan aqui si debieran estar en Chile?

¢en lo que hoy llamamos Chile?

These photos strike me in a strange way.

They produce in me something like what perhaps Bona felt that day,

a certain strangeness.

Why are these images, which are familiar to me, here, even though they are not my roots?
Why are they here if they should be in Chile?

In what today we call Chile.



Lorenzo me avisa que ya es tarde,
que se hizo de noche y van a cerrar la biblioteca.

Lorenzo tells me that it is already late,
that it got dark and they’re going to close the library.

El archivo se me hace enorme,

me abruma la cantidad,

regreso a casa en metro con la cabeza dispersa
Y un poco cansada,

necesito enfocarme en algo pronto.

Los dias se van volando.

The archive becomes enormous,

I am overwhelmed by its volume.

I return home in the subway with my head scattered
and a bit tired.

I need to focus on something soon.

The days are flying by.

Pararemos acd esta noche.

La noche es encantadora;

Extiendo la hamaca entre dos 4rboles.

Por suerte pasd una manada de gallinas de guinea,
matamos algunas y las descuartizamos,

las clavamos en pedazos en un palo

y las cocinamos al fuego,

entre nosotros y los indigenas.

We will stop here tonight.

The night is lovely;

I set up the hammock between two trees.
Luckily a flock of guinea fowl passed by,

we killed some of them and butchered them,
we nailed them in pieces on a stick,

and cooked them on the fire,

between us and the Indians.

Los camelleros deben ponerse de acuerdo sobre el reparto de los materiales.

A veces hay que cambiar repetidamente la distribucién de las cargas individuales
hasta encontrar el equilibrio adecuado.

Una caja de ropa y libros,

dos bolsas de mantas,

dos botiquines,

un rollo de alfomburillas,

dos rifles de caza,

el mosquete

y la municién.

The camel drivers must agree on the distribution of the materials.

Sometimes we have to repeatedly change the distribution of the individual loads
until we find the right balance.

A box of clothes and books,

two bags of blankets,

two first-aid kits,

a roll of mats,

two hunting rifles,

the musket,

and ammunition.



Vivanti, L.
Franchetti,

Ludovico Nesbitt,
QGustavo Bianchi,
Luigi Robecchi,
Savorgnan di Brazza,
Vittorio Bottego,
Giacomo Agnesa,
Carlo Annaratone.

Hombres con bigote,
hombres blancos,

hombres con sombreros,
miradas fijas,

algunos con camisas formales,
otros con chaqueta militar.

Vivanti, L.

Franchetti,

Ludovico Nesbitt,
Gustavo Bianchi,
Luigi Robecchi,
Savorgnan di Brazza,
Vittorio Bottego,
Giacomo Agnesa,
Carlo Annaratone.

Men with mustaches,
white men,

men with hats,

staring,

some in formal shirts,
others in military jackets.

Al dia siguiente

me despierto cuando el sol estd a punto de salir.
La luna y las udltimas estrellas

se apagan como lamparas cansadas.

The next day

I wake up as the sun is about to rise.
The moon and the last stars

go out like tired lamps.



La estatura por lo comun regular,
sus facciones imperfectas,
el cutis es terreo,
traminando de sus cuerpos un hedor insoportable.
Les gusta mucho los liquidos espirituosos,
muy en particular la bebida fermentada de maiz o de fruta
que los hacen en sus fiestas y reuniones;
y allandose con la cabeza caliente,
son atrevidos y furibundos.

The height usually regular,
their features imperfect,
the complexion is earthy,
and the stench of their bodies is unbearable.
They like very much the spirituous liquids,
very in particular the fermented drink of corn or of fruit,
which they make at their feasts and gatherings;
and walking around with a hot head,
they are bold and furious.

De la fruta de ese mes los hombres cosechan en grandes cantidades
mientras las mujeres estan ocupadas en hacer el cachiri.
Mezcla que fermentada marea la cabeza,

y en este estado de embriaguez ven dicen ellos,
cosas del otro mundo,

y ese es el tiempo de cometer todos 10s excesos.

Of the fruit of that month the men harvest in great quantities
while the women are busy making cachiri,
a mixture that, fermented, makes the head dizzy,
and in this state of drunkenness they see, they say,
things of the other world,
and it is the time to commit all the excesses.



En las bitdcoras

(la mayoria en italiano y yo con mi celular con google lens traduciendo a paso lento)
me encuentro con un sinfin de descripciones del paisaje.

De la cumbre de un cerro,

de los canales vy rios,

de la estepa y las plantas.

Parecen apuntes topograficos o naturalistas de un artista-cientifico

y no las notas de generales de guerra.

En muchas de ellas hay pequefios mapas,

con lapiz azul y rojo,

que arman pedazo a pedazo

el puzzle de Eritrea y Etiopia.

Me quedo obsesivamente sacando fotos de los dibujos,

las siento cercanas,

me acuerdo de los mapas que hacia en mis croqueras antes del celular,
cuando vivia en Berlin.

Aparecen los rios,

avenidas,

parques como laberintos.

In the Journals

(most of them in Italian and me with my cell phone with google lens translating at a slow pace)
I find endless descriptions of the landscape.

Of the top of a hill,

of the canals and rivers,

of the steppe and the plants.

They look like topographical or naturalistic notes of an artist-scientist

and not the notes of war generals.

Many of them have small maps,

drawn with blue and red pencils,

which put together, piece by piece,

the puzzle of Eritrea and Ethiopia.

I obsessively keep taking pictures of the drawings.

I feel them close to me,

I remember the maps I used to make in my sketchbook before the cell phone,
when I lived in Berlin.

Rivers appear,

avenues,

parks like labyrinths.



Nada mas salir del Fuerte se camina por las laderas.

El terreno es ondulado,

la vegetacion es roja.

Vamos por el rio,

los barcos se suceden uno al lado del otro.

El arbusto es bastante ralo y estd formado por acacias.

Al este la llanura se eleva en una cadena de colinas bajas
que se asemeja a un glaciar,

hay una serie de cantos rodados cuadrados

de color marrén alineados con capas superpuestas

con tal regularidad que pareciese que una tribu de gigantes,
en tiempos remotos,

los ubicaron asi en un criterio especifico.

Y todo ello,

mezclado con el verdor que florece entre las uniones,

da la sensacion de una ciudad antigua

y abandonada.

As soon as you leave the fort you walk along the slopes.
The terrain is undulating,

the vegetation is red.

We go along the river,

the boats follow one after the other.

The bush is quite sparse and consists of acacias.

To the east, the plain rises in a chain of low hills

that resembles a glacier,

there is a series of square brown boulders
brownish-colored square boulders lined up in overlapping layers
with such regularity that it looks like a tribe of giants,

in ancient times,

placed them in this way in a specific criterion.

And all this,

mixed with the greenery that blooms between the joints,
gives the sensation of an ancient and abandoned city.

En la tercera semana ya conozco mas mi barrio,

la ciudad es laberintica.

Las murallas antiguas de ladrillos y maleza definen un radio de la antigua Roma.
Gaia me decia que era un acueducto en altura,

abajo una ciclovia hecha de adoquines,

bastante intil.

Salgo a trotar y compro ricotta a una sefiora que no acepta tarjeta

ni usa refrigerador,

dejo la ricotta tapada con un papel en el Airbnb

y salgo al museo.

By the third week | know my neighborhood better.

The city is labyrinthine.

The ancient walls of bricks and weeds define a radius of ancient Rome.

Gaia was telling me that it was an aqueduct in height,

below a bicycle path made of cobblestones,

quite useless.

I go for a jog and buy ricotta from a lady who doesn’t accept credit cards nor uses a refrigerator.
I leave the ricotta covered with a piece of paper in the Airbnb

and go out to the museum.



Hoy me encontré con Francesca,

que me cuenta de sus viajes a Palestina,

hablamos de Gaza, Cisjordania y de un teatro comunitario,

¢en Jenin?

Ella es una de los curadores de la seccidén americana.

Dentro de las cosas que me muestra estd el diario del padre Coppi,
un padre salesiano que vivié un tiempo en la Amazonia
convirtiendo indigenas al catolicismo.

Su diario es un elemento alucinante y bizarro,

esta lleno de dibujos, apuntes y mapas:

Today I met Francesca,

who tells me about her trips to Palestine.

We talked about Gaza,

the West Bank,

and a community theater,

In Jenin?

She is one of the curators of the American section.
Among the things she shows me is the diary of Father Coppi,
a Salesian priest who lived in the Amazon for a time
converting indigenous people to Catholicism.

His diary is a mind-boggling and bizarre item,

full of drawings, notes, and maps:

Un grupo de hombres con taparrabo tocando unas flautas enormes,
unas mujeres escondidas tras una choza mirando el baile,

el temible Jurupari,

tablas demogrificas,

bocetos arquitectdnicos,

lineas, achurados, detalles de caras,

parecen infantiles y geniales a la vez.

A group of men in loincloths playing huge flutes,
women hiding behind a hut watching the dance,
the fearsome Jurupari,

demographic tables,

architectural sketches,

lines, flattening, details of faces,

seem childish and brilliant at the same time.

Esta en espafiol por lo que puedo entender casi todo.

Se lo pido para estudiarlo durante el fin de semana pero me dice que no,
que es un material muy delicado,

que aln no puede mostrarse ni difundirse libremente.

Llegamos a un acuerdo,

puedo verlo en su oficina,

entre las 10y las 16.

It is in Spanish so | can understand almost everything.

I ask her if I can study it over the weekend but she says no,
that it is very sensitive material,

which can’t be shown nor spread freely yet.

We come to an agreement.

I can see it in her office,

between 10 a.m. and 4 p.m.



Me obsesiono con el diario,
y con el padre Coppi.

Leo el diario completo,
tomo apuntes,

intento retener informacion,
dibujo sus dibujos.

I become obsessed with the diary,
and with Father Coppi.

I read the whole diary,

I take notes,

I try to retain information,

I draw his drawings.

Encuentro ademds algunos articulos en internet con extractos del diario,
un articulo de Brasil y los extractos del diario original

publicados en una revista cientifica de fines del siglo XIX

“La provincia delle Amazzoni”.

I also found some articles on the internet with excerpts from the diary,
an article from Brazil, and the extracts from the original diary
published in a scientific journal of the end of the XIXth century

“La provincia delle Amazzoni”.



La primera parte son mds bien descripciones de su mision,

de la idea de civilizacion,

de las aldeas indigenas del Amazonas,

de las casas, iglesias, chozas en cada poblado.

Sin embargo, después viene lo méas raro e interesante,

lo més problematico,

y la razén por la cual es un objeto tan resguardado, segtin Francesca,
el museo sabe lo incémodo de difundir esta historia.

El diario narra de manera detallada una operacién violenta

para intentar convencer a toda la comunidad

de dejar atrds sus creencias espirituales y convertirse al cristianismo.
Para lograr eso exhibe en una misa,

de manera intempestiva,

el traje 0 mdscara que representa a la entidad sagrada para las comunidades locales,
la que el padre llama “simulacro” del Izi (o demonio para Coppi)

la cual era utilizada por hombres en sus danzas rituales

y que estaba prohibido para mujeres y nifos.

El mito decfa que quien viera a ese objeto fuera del ritual

moriria instantaneamente.

El padre Coppi decide mostrar el simulacro

tres veces.

The first part includes rather descriptions of its mission,

of the idea of civilization,

of the indigenous villages of the Amazon,

of the houses, churches, huts in each village.

However, then comes the strangest and most interesting part,

the most problematic,

and the reason why it is such a guarded object, according to Francesca,
for the museum knows how uncomfortable it is to spread this story.

The diary narrates, in detail, a violent operation

to try to convince the entire community

to leave behind their spiritual beliefs and convert to Christianity.

To achieve this, it exhibits in a mass,

in an untimely way,

the costume or mask that represents the sacred entity for the local communities,
which the priest calls a “simulacrum” of the Izi (or devil for Coppi)
which was used by men in their ritual dances and

was forbidden to women and children.

The myth said that whoever saw this object outside the ritual

would instantly die.

Father Coppi decides to show the simulacrum three times.




Junté a los pequefios en la escuela,
en la casa del misionero,
hice ocultamente vestir el simulacro a un sirviente.
Lo hice entrar.
Los muchachos que lo conocian empezaron a gritar
“el Iziel Izi, el Izi".
Intentaron huir pero no pudieron porque el lugar estaba cerrado.
Se ocultaron unos detras de otros,
mas siempre mirando secretamente el Izi.
Yo les hablé largo sobre la fabula.
Las nifias lo miraron y tocaron.

I gathered the little ones at the school,
in the missionary’s house.
I had a servant dress up in disguise.
I made him enter.
The children who knew him began to shout
“Izi, Izi, Izi, Izi”.
They tried to run away but they couldn’t because the place was closed.
They hid behind one another,
but always secretly looking at the Izi.
I spoke to them at length about the fable.
The girls looked at it and touched it.

Al dia siguiente intenté hacer una segunda manifestacion.
Hice poner un palo alto en medio del patio con el Izi arriba.
El izi estuvo todo el dia arriba
y las mujeres para no verle dejaron las puertas de sus casas cerradas.
Entonces yo les obligué a trabajar en la plaza
y cuando ellas no eran vistas por los hombres
le miraban asustadas y llenas de temor.

The next day I tried a second demonstration.
I had a tall pole placed in the middle of the yard with the Izi on top.
The izi was up there all day.
The women kept the doors of their houses so as not to see him.
Then I forced them to work in the plaza
and when they were not seen by the men
they looked at him scared and full of fear.



La tercera fue en misa.
El padre que me asistia subié al pulpito con una cruz de bronce.
El simulacro estaba escondido en el pulpito.
Yo estaba cuidando la puerta.
Los indios estaban agitados,
dudaban de otra manifestacién con todas las mujeres presentes.
Vi los de los hombres radiantes de furor
y de las mujeres pélidas y palpitantes
porque ya estaba el simulacro a sus vistas,
el infame.
El padre en el pulpito les dice
¢y porque le amas le crees?
¢Le ayunais?
Un paye Joaquin,
furioso como un tigre,
intimidé al pueblo con la muerte.
Como loco iba corriendo
y animando para que todos salieran de la iglesia.

The third was during mass.
The priest who was assisting me went up to the pulpit with a bronze cross.
The simulacrum was hidden in the pulpit.
I was guarding the door.
The Indians were agitated,
hesitating for another demonstration with all the women present.
I saw those of the men radiant with fury
and those of the women pale and palpitating
because the simulacrum was already in their sights,
the infamous one.
The father in the pulpit says to them
“And because you love him, you believe him?
Do you fast him?”
A paye Joaquin,
furious as a tiger,
intimidated the people with death.
Like a madman he was running
and encouraging everyone to leave the church.



En gran tropel se van a la puerta donde estaba yo con la puerta cerrada.
Luchaban brazo a brazo conmigo,
las mujeres escalaban los muros y se lanzaban a la tierra,
afortunadamente no hubo que lamentar tragedia.

Ambos padres luchdbamos,
momentos terribles donde no nos podiamos ayudar.
Yo gritaba que todos salieran en orden de la iglesia
pero los payes querian venganza.

En un momento logramos zafar y nos refugiamos en la casa.
Al no sentirnos seguros para la noche siguiente
decidimos alejarnos del pueblo,
con la promesa de que volveriamos.

In great numbers they went to the door where | was with the door closed.
They fought arm in arm with me,
the women scaled the walls and threw themselves to the ground.
Fortunately there was no tragedy to lament.

The two priests were fighting,
terrible moments where we could not help each other.
I shouted for everyone to leave the church in order,
but the peasants longed for revenge.
At one point we managed to escape and took refuge in the house.
Since we did not feel safe for the following night
we decided to leave town,
with the promise that we would return.

(Amazonia, 1885)

Estos ultimos dias pedi volver a la coleccién americana,

queria ver nuevamente al Izi que el padre Coppi se habia robado,

SUS 0jos negros,

con orificios al medio,

seguia teniendo un aura de pesadilla,

a pesar de estar en una vitrina escondida en el depdsito,

habia algo extrano y vivo en esa mascara-traje.

Me recordd los vudi o imagenes ocultas que me daban susto cuando era nifo.

In the last few days I asked to revisit the American collection,

I wanted to see again the Izi that Father Coppi had stolen.

Its black eyes,

with holes in the middle.

It still had a nightmarish aura.

Despite being in a hidden display case in the warehouse,

there was something strange and alive about that mask-suit.

It reminded me of the voodoo or occult images that scared me as a child.



Esta vez me acompano Pier Paolo,

quien se habia especializado en el Cono Sur,

me dijo que me queria mostrar algo de Chile,

de la Patagonia,

de pueblos de los cuales nunca vi ningtin objeto en Chile.
piedras boleadoras,

artefactos,

y cientos de flechas Selknam,

ademas de un atuendo kawésqar de plumas de Nandu.

Me detengo mucho rato en los cientos de flechas,

tomo algunas,

me vuelve a pasar eso que me pasd con las fotos de los Mapuche,
siento algo fisico,

e imagino a quienes usaban estas flechas.

Me abruma pensar en la desaparicién de ese pueblo extinto,
en el genocidio a manos de mercenarios ingleses,

quienes entregaban orejas,

por oro y tierra.

This time I was accompanied by Pier Paolo,

who had specialized in the Southern Cone.

He told me that he wanted to show me something of Chile,
of Patagonia,

of peoples of which I had never seen any object in Chile:
boleadoras stones,

artifacts,

and hundreds of Selknam arrows,

plus a kawésqar outfit of Nandu feathers.

I dwell a long time on the hundreds of arrows,

I hold some of them,

what happened to me with the Mapuche photos happens to me again.

I feel something physical,
and imagine those who used these arrows.

It overwhelms me to think of the disappearance of this extinct people,

in the genocide at the hands of English mercenaries,
those who cut off ears in exchange
for gold and land.

Sigo las laderas hasta la mitad de la montafia,
en el fondo,
como si fuera un metal palido y fluido surgen [ 1 rios.

En las horas mas calurosas el termémetro oscila alrededor de los 42 grados a la sombra;

el calor de la noche me oprime.

Mosquitos y monos sin nimeros;

Algunos makski,

a pesar de los incendios,

intentan acercarse a las mulas,

atraidos por el duro clima;

Varias veces es necesario ahuyentarlos a tiros.

I follow the slopes to the middle of the mountain.
At the bottom,
as if it were a pale, flowing metal, 11 rivers emerge.

In the hottest hours the thermometer oscillates around 42 degrees in the shade;

the heat of the night oppresses me.

Mosquitoes and monkeys without numbers;

Some makski,

despite the fires,

try to approach the mules,

attracted by the harsh climate;

Several times it is necessary to chase them away with gunshots.



La noche y las espinas ralentizan el ritmo,

pero para compensar,

una vez pasado el cruce,

el nuevo camino es comodo y suficientemente ancho.

Media hora después veo los reflejos de las fogatas en el cielo,
donde llego a las 19.45 horas.

Night and thorns slow the pace,

but to compensate,

once past the junction,

the new road is comfortable and wide enough.

Half an hour later I see the reflections of the campfires in the sky,
where | arrive at 7.45 pm.

En el momento de nuestra llegada estaba ocupado por una gran tribu de makski;
y como al acercarnos,

ya por miedo o por protesta,

todos nos saludaban con fuertes gritos

y los més grandes con piedras,

los desalojamos con unos cuantos disparos de fusil

y rdpidamente se dispersaron

entre el follaje de los arboles.

At the time of our arrival it was occupied by a large tribe of makski;
and as we approached,

whether out of fear or protest,

they all greeted us with loud cries

and the larger ones with stones,

we dislodged them with a few rifle shots,

and they quickly dispersed

among the foliage of the trees.

Hay brujos ancianos que tienen el poder de reirse de la vida
Quien muere es puesto desnudo

y si ha expirado mientras la luna estd en el cielo

y si el brujo llega apenas es puesto en el suelo,

puede hacerlo renacer con algunas palabras y una violenta paliza.

There are old sorcerers who have the power to laugh at life.
Whoever dies is laid bare

and if he has expired while the moon is in the sky

and if the sorcerer arrives as soon as he is put on the ground,

he can make him be reborn with a few words and a violent beating.

(Giuba, 1921)




Hoy, viernes 22 de noviembre, es la presentacion final de la residencia.
Nadie sabe mucho qué mostrar después de tan solo un mes de estadia.
¢Un apunte en disputa?

Contested Desires se Ilama la residencia,

(Deseos en disputa, en confrontacion, creo)

Aln me quedan dudas,

¢Qué deseos y qué disputas

caben en una sala de museo europeo?

Today, Friday, November 22, is the final presentation of the residency.
No one is very sure about what to show after only one month of stay.
A point of contention?

Contested Desires is the name of the residency,

(Contested Desires, in confrontation, I think).

I still have my doubts.

What desires and what disputes

fit in a European museum room?

Tal vez, debido a que las salas y la biblioteca estaban cerradas por el nuevo plan de incendios del museo,
la residencia fue mdas bien un vagabundeo por calles,

cafés,

la biblioteca nacional,

el metro,

una plaza,

el estadio,

los patios interiores abiertos de los edificios fascistas,

las malezas que hacian de pastos,

el trdnsito en la micro durante los dias de protesta.

Perhaps, because the halls and library were closed due to the museum’s new fire plan,
the residency was more of a wandering through streets,

cafes,

the national library,

the subway,

a square,

the stadium,

the open inner courtyards of fascist buildings,

the weeds that made grass,

the traffic on the bus on protest days.



Preparé un diagrama con cosas,

dibujos e imagenes de los talleres que hice,

creo que se vio bien en la TV gigante que nos consiguid la Rosa Anna.

Bona presentd después,

muy interesante,

nos habld de un peine regalado por una princesa del Congo a su par europeo,
de un intercambio amistoso que durd hasta que empez6 la esclavitud,

donde ya no habia horizontalidad,

ni intercambio.

El peine como la representacién de un oasis previo a la oscuridad que vendria.

I prepared a diagram with things,

drawings and images of the workshops I did,

I think it looked good on the giant TV that Rosa Anna got us.

Bona presented afterwards,

Very interesting.

She told us about a comb given by a princess of the Congo to her European peer,
of a friendly exchange that lasted until slavery began,

where there was no more horizontality,

nor exchange.

The comb being the representation of an oasis prior to the darkness to come.

Al final venia Nana,

quien por estar con una expo en Senegal participd menos,
tuvo menos tiempo para preparar su presentacion,

se le notaba nervioso.

Yo no sabia muy bien qué iba a presentar,

habiamos tomado una cerveza la semana pasada los tres
y Nana no sabia muy bien,

se sentfa abrumado por los plazos,

|imites,

exigencias de produccion.

Un mes

para ser trasladado a Roma,

y producir algo que mostrar.

Es posible, pero también no.

At the end came Nana,

who had less time to prepare his presentation because he had an exhibition in Senegal.
He was nervous.

I didn’t really know what he was going to present,
we went out for a beer last week, the three of us,
and Nana didn’t know very well.

He felt overwhelmed by the deadlines,

limits,

production demands.

One month

to be transferred to Rome,

and produce something to show.

It is possible, but also not.



Se paré al frente,

abrio el pdf,

se quedo en silencio un momento
y se puso a llorar.

He stood at the front,

opened the pdf,

stood in silence for a moment,
and started to cry.

Nadie supo qué hacer,

YO tampoco,

en un momento me acerqué y le pregunté si lo podia ayudar,
me dijo que no, pero gracias.

Que estaba bien, pero que era mucho.

No one knew what to do,

neither did I.

At one point, | approached him and asked him if I could help him,
he said no, but thank you.

He said he was fine, but it was a Iot.

Mucha informacién,

muchas imégenes,

muchas historias.

Un peso inimaginable,

de cientos de afos,

de barcos llenos de esclavos,

en el que yo nunca habia reparado,
al menos tan de cerca.

A lot of information,

a lot of images,

many stories.

An unimaginable weight,
of hundreds of years,

of ships full of slaves,
that I had never noticed,
at least at close quarters.

Se secd las lagrimas,

y comenzo.

Todos respetuosos escuchdbamos en silencio,
sin querer mostrar lo que sentiamos,

un llanto interior y mudo

en esa fria sala de piedra blanca.

He wiped away his tears,

and began.

We all respectfully listened in silence,
not wanting to show what we felt,

an inner and mute cry

in that cold white stone room.

(Roma, 2024)
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