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Knd of 1975,

plCTTOBS. nr.tty, itto hectography^ «,M 
nJ mhor® printing was flawed. (One day Hpi be so

. n^^t>Tl^ttlV^g00d ***" ->rtii°
of the merwald (which I .opled"^
T ?Ur dau«“ter Sylvia, who knows animals and funny J uij. J’ 
J ^tauvhXf ?OUda- Indeed> sho ltv®s i» anotoe$<Si thS do 
real’) S Our wonlS/a7 "J10** ±S the "realer"’ <W not both equally 

~“g€ s ?-ss=”Sk-:?.£=*"- 
norses, what they wear, how they look and act cko o=«e, xu

rdieArth °vtatthe "black" carbon for re*ouchin£ was needed because
the "boy" to look like an % 3 J Ped WaS to° pale> banted
most of the retouching o? ?hft?*!®®! °Ugh fellow but 1 “ who d^d 
touchingly eager 2d innLint Samples of "him", nade hiR1
then," said ?S lin?2"!eteLe^Xrafr "Do your own retcrching, 

our '

So'^^dt^^SLTSd-^t^^h^d^h^^rt^Lr^8 
going to say our children think "in the round" mho-v 1 was 

l°Sv VrSo^t “?“d> usi”S plasticine which they ”X tdSre to rtX h ,lt to our shoes all over the hise and 
we often h d +« bannisters and chairs. We never grumbled though 
But th! n •>? Uke a knife t0 scrape the S°bs off of thing! 
a ho'rse or2 dog°or2°c2 ^lew^^ST the±r inia^ationS
endless dogs, cow? ho22 2o!e« ?n angle- They raade ' 
were mere toilers and if ’they do less 2w, ^aule^f2^ '
has got at them and they*re all off studying (to be vets arri so 

tMn\!UV-r *atiffied wtth the two-dimensional way of viewins 
aS 2: maSSi*e shapes °f light ^d ^lor, ±IdowS

images eVer movin® landscape, into hecto-
t?lf ! ,!? WTth Tay friends. At least, I used to do so 
I cln^nt^00^111® ne^ prxces caDle into vogue, and the only my 
mediumeXperiElentinfc with hectography as a printing 
gelatine unlit!001!** art> f° ray right t(J buy new 
gelatine, paints and paper from now on. Hence, these Tink-r 
have had to be sold, not given away henceforth. However this 
out free00 Ot2r Z^ne’ bhe Tongzine, can continue tote sent
out free as an extension of personal correspondence. To get 
it be yourself, tell me about yourself, paint your own imfge 
to .ascinete us all down here, and you’ll be on the mailing 
li^t (and I hope once again the zine can have more pages, once 
I oOlve the problems faced this past year.>

T^hi^v 2 hGCtography are far mote promisi!?tS?anythin 
li-i'Z! T h naIlased J? Paint/print suggests. I glimse nossibi-^ 

! 1 hope to achieve in another year or tvo, (and by then
-v’i d2^'blh 2 tell^you the thicks and what pit falls need 
J —-ng), but raeanvdiile, even when retouching was required 
for some of the 100 prints in each example, I’m still quite 
■J1 eased with the results on the whole. They tell a story, 
^noy toll you — better than words can do — THIS TS OITP tttt M iS °!r.iife d°m here in these vrf-lds> these centra?
-ordooan hills our. children love as their true homefor tey 
. o\. up elc* ts going on for 15 years since we first 

cane here, when Vadim took on this job of managing this hilly 
t>-af?r!era2J! probfebly he here a few years more, since 

and —



Now briefly let me describe the pictures.
1) Mare with foal; ranchito in background and a beehive oven. 
The naro's belly is huge and gyl'h-a insists, "It has to be. 
She just foaled." She looks proud and fatuous, doesn't she,. 
The foal’s tail is held high. ’’All the foals do0,” says Sylvia 
She. knows...
2)* Draw ne a horse looking over a paddock gate waiting for 
you to bring sone homemade bread," said I. She drew one, but 
left no room for the gate, so that is now painted .separately, 
in Illo 7. That's a scene twenty steps from our housel 
J) What a job this print was to retouch. Count then: throe 
dogs, one horse looking exasperated, and the gal and her guy. 
Multiply by 100. I retouched most of then, slgh’ Only a very 
few mints didn't need a bit of retouching, at least.

Disgusted at last, I did the next painting witaout any 
’’life” save for the house in the distance. But if you oon- 
pare the two prints, you’ll see it’s "approximately she sane 
scenery’’.gy^v^a returning fron the cattle-chase, gav/ne a 
huge fragrant cactus bloom. "Now draw it," said she. '’Manana,” 
said I, and she locked sceptical. So on Monday, with the 
kids away and back at highschool and universities, I did 
sketch in the flower and borrow a bird flying from the 
girls’ Encyclopedia they bought for themselves wish choir 
own earnings years ago. (They used to do photographic points 
for their schoolmates when small, right at hone.) 
Wo are now up to Illo (Bird and flower was 5. Scene 
without figures was 4» Sane scene with figures, .,»*)

Illo b
I think cane out very realistically. That’s exactly how 
those hills do look at dusk when driving up frn Jesus 
Maria and the plains. And the (horsey’’settle on the wind­
ing dirt trail in just that cozy-looking way. And a rider 
afar outlined against the lingering brightness of further 
hills is also exact. r? the paddock gate. A bigger 
version gave ne almost no copies, alas. But it care out 
much brighter and nore golden with lights. Hecto is tri*»kj?« 
It all depends on the moisture and temperature of the 
atmosphere as well as the condition of the gelatine, 
that's all. (Oh, and good paper, of several types, you 
must use. Can’t got nore supplies down here, not wi tiiin. 
any price range affordable right now.)

Illo 8, shows a 
peon in the heights above the estancia working with steer. 
I betrayed Sylvia there. (Her sketches arc done with a. 
pencil and my brush stroke was wrong in one case, copying 
her. Vadim complains one steer looks like a pig. My fault/y 

I like Il?.o 9'. Vadim complains, "Caritos don’t look 
like that,” but I had to remind him, ’’Sone do”.’ It's a 
cozy scone, I do think, thos e .tw nachos going uphill, 
peacefully, with a crumbling cliff-edge to their loft md 
endless heights still to be scaled* (It is the way. txie 
drive uphill Hooks, for us, too.) I thought, "Is Mayuc- 
nanan awaiting then sone where?" She is the old Quechuan 
"Mother of the Waters" (mayu = river), so I drew her next 
(Illo 1C ), as per descriptions in nost ancient myths. 
Then, recalling how hard-headed you. are, not to of lend you, 
with just a :.’ew brush-strokes and still using the sane gela­
tine bed, (IH.lo 11), I turned her into a willow tree, just. 
Okay? Ilio .'.2 shows a bunch of innocent posies from our 
garden right now. If sone of tnon have faces, not my fault. 
I wasn't trying to sneak anything across on you,-..

I wanted “to do more but the gelatine crumbled /hen I 
attempted print 13, ®ud — fed up — I said, 
this tine." Next, tine, I'll try to do morel

< C.OW6, 3 rh«za»sV !
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