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Contexte
Luz Muñoz, curatrice, Barcelone

Le travail de mémoire autour de la dictature militaire 
au Chili (1973-1990), sur l’événement et ses séquelles, 
constitue à bien des égards une dette encore en suspens. 
Les atteintes, souvent irréparables, qu’elle a causées au 
pays et à ses habitants sont innombrables, tant sur le plan 
des droits humains que sur les plans politique, social, 
culturel et économique. Dans ce sens, il est pertinent de 
se demander, comme le fait la sociologue Elizabeth Jelin: 
qui sont les victimes? et que signifie être victime? Des 
questions que le pays n’a abordées que partiellement, par 
le biais de réparations économiques individuelles accordées 
aux familles des exécutés, aux prisonniers politiques, aux 
personnes torturées, et en facilitant le retour des exilé·es. 
Peut-on alors se demander ce qu’il est advenu des familles, 
des enfants, de la population en général? Comment ce fait 
historique traumatique a-t-il été abordé, avec ceux qui sont 
nés sous la dictature et avec ceux qui sont venus après? Le 
soulèvement social de 2019 a fourni des indices, avec l’un 
des slogans les plus entendus: «Ce ne sont pas 30 pesos, ce 
sont 30 ans», faisant référence au temps écoulé depuis la 
fin de la dictature et à ce qui demeure non résolu dans les 
gouvernements démocratiques qui l’ont suivie.
Marisa Cornejo est une artiste qui a été contrainte à l’exil 

à l’âge de deux ans. Elle a vécu le nomadisme familial, 
depuis l’Argentine, en passant par plusieurs pays d’Europe et 
le Mexique, tentant de trouver un lieu sûr pour s’installer 
et vivre dans des conditions dignes. Ce sont finalement la 
France et la Suisse qui sont devenues les lieux où elle a 
construit sa vie adulte.

Son œuvre s’articule principalement autour de la mémoire, 
du trauma, de l’exil et de la résilience, de la même manière 
qu’elle aborde les luttes des minorités dans le contexte du 
capitalisme global. Selon ses propres mots: «Je ne m’occupe 
pas de ces thématiques par dispersion, mais parce qu’elles 
réveillent toutes la blessure de se sentir comme un ‘autre’ 
en situation d’inégalité de droits.»
Ses performances sont des tentatives de créer des ponts 

entre une mémoire héritée de la tragédie du passé et la 
génération d’une mémoire vivante, où l’on se pose à nouveau 
les questions: Comment intégrer l’autre, l’exilé qui a été 
extrait de notre territoire? Comment apprendre du passé? Quel 
sens les nouvelles générations donnent-elles à l’histoire?
 L’artiste aborde ces questions 

en explorant depuis son espace 
biographique et onirique et à 
partir des archives de son père, 
comment le passé expulsé peut 
revenir au présent. Elle propose 
de l’aborder par des pratiques 
symboliques, ouvrant des 
dialogues intergénérationnels 
permettant de reprendre le 
fil poétique et politique de 
l’histoire, des territoires et 
de leurs habitants, suscitant 
des réflexions sur la réparation 
des liens, l’accompagnement 
et l’écoute, en revenant à 
l’origine, à la terre, à la 
recherche d’un destin commun.

Marisa Cornejo, La Huella #04, Estadio Nacional, 2013
Eugenio Cornejo, Estadio Nacional, Santiago de Chile 1968



Les performances  
(2013-2017)

La Huella est une série de 
six performances réalisées 
entre 2013 et 2017 dans 
différents territoires liés 
à la mémoire de la détention 
et de la torture de mon père 
Eugenio CornejoFig.7. ainsi 
qu’aux lieux d’exil vécus avec 
ma famille.
C’est dans le cadre de 

mon travail de Master CCC à 
la HEAD – Genève, que j’ai 
travaillé chaque performance 
à partir de la réactivation 
de l’archive artistique 
héritée de mon père, en 
récupérant une série de 
plaques de gravureFig.8. qui 
faisaient partie de ses 
processus de travail pendant 
l’exil. Le point de départ de 
cette série a été un rêve qui 
m’a fait prendre conscience 
de la valeur d’une pièce 
graphique enregistrant le 
moment où mon père a posé 
mes pieds d’enfant sur une 
plaque encrée, m’invitant 

à imprimer avec mes pieds 
sur une feuille de papier 
que j’ai signée et qu’il a 
conservéeFig.6..
Le projet propose une 

réflexion humaniste sur la 
brutalité de la dictature 
et ses séquelles, à travers 
la mémoire personnelle et 
collective, activée par 
l’impression sur papier des 
plaques de gravure de mon père 
avec mon propre corpsFigs.1-5..  
Les actions performatives ont 
eu lieu dans un espace d’art 
à Santiago, dans les espaces 
du Stade National utilisés 
comme lieux d’emprisonnement, 
de torture et de mort, 
dans la gare de Plovdiv, en 
Bulgarie et à Genève, en 
Suisse. Il en résulte une 
série d’actions expérimentales 
à forte dimension rituelle, 
qui cherchent à rendre 
visibles les fissures et les 
mémoires du traumatisme et 
des exils réduits au silence.

Fig.1-5. Marisa Cornejo, La Huella #06, 2017

Fig.6. Marisa Cornejo, Sans titre, 1977

Fig.7. Eugenio Cornejo, 1968

Fig.8. Eugenio Cornejo, trois plaques 
de linoléum gravées, Plovdiv, 1975-77



L’action  
(2013-2017)

Poster “La Huella”, performance manual, 48×68 cm, digital print, 2014
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•
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La Huella #01. 2013
Galerie Espacio Flor

La Huella #03-#04-#05. 2013, 2015
Estadio Nacional

La Huella #02. 2013
Gare de Plovdiv

La Huella #06. 2017
Usine Kugler, Genève

Les lieux  
(2013-2017)

En noir: trajet de mon exil
En rouge: lieux des performances



Les lieux  
ESPACIO FLOR / CAJA NEGRA
Santiago de Chile

La huella #01, 2013 
Caja Negra /  

Galerie Espacio Flor
Santiago de Chile

Nous sommes en 1977, sous la dictature de Pinochet. Un 
groupe d’étudiant·es de l’Université Catholique déjoue la 
censure en organisant un café-concert sur le campus Lo 
Contador. Dans ce lieu de fausse légèreté, on lit Neruda 
— interdit — et l’on présente des actions artistiques 
cryptées qui commentent la violence politique. De ces 
rencontres naît le collectif Caja Negra. Artes Visuales.
En 1983, le groupe s’installe dans une maison de Ñuñoa, 
au 2345 de la rue Irarrázabal. Ce lieu devient un atelier, 
une scène et un refuge pour des artistes qui travaillent en 
marge de l’institution, dans un climat de surveillance et 
de répression. On y crée, on y imprime clandestinement 
des revues, on y partage des expérimentations proches 
de l’esprit du café-concert.

Caja Negra traversera toute la dictature, malgré la censure 
et les risques. Mais après le retour à la démocratie, un 
nouvel adversaire apparaît: les promoteurs immobiliers. 
Après plus de trente ans d’activité continue, les artistes 
sont expulsés et l’espace est démoli en 2013.
Durant ces décennies, Caja Negra aura fonctionné 
comme une véritable biosphère sociale: un espace 
d’autogestion, de résistance discrète, de polyphonie 
artistique et d’économie critique. Un lieu démocratique, 
autonome, qui s’est constamment réinventé en marge 
des temporalités du système. Son influence persiste 
aujourd’hui, à travers les pratiques et les réseaux 
d’artistes qui y ont trouvé un mode d’action et de pensée 
collective.

Je n’ai pas pu en faire 
partie de la Caja Negra. 
Issue d’une famille 
marxiste expulsée par la 
dictature en 1973, j’ai été 
exclue de ce territoire. 
Mais en travaillant dans 
des projets solidaires à 
Genève, j’ai invité Enrique 
Flores et la Galería Daniel 
Morón à réaliser un projet 
artistique appelé La Cápsula 

de la Memoria au Jardin des 
Disparus, à Meyrin, Suisse, 
en 2012. En échange, il m’a 
invitée à exposer dans sa 
petite galerie Espacio Flor, 
intégrée à Caja Negra, en 
2013. Pour cette exposition, 
j’ai préparé la performance 
La Huella. Ainsi, par 
solidarité — comme un 
miracle — j’ai inscrit mon 
travail dans Caja Negra.



Les lieux  
GARE CENTRALE / PLOVDIV
Bulgarie

La huella #02, 2013 
Gare centrale 

46 Hristo Botev Blvd.  
Plovdiv, Bulgarie

La performance à Plovdiv, 
en Bulgarie, a été réalisée 
lors d’un séjour avec 
Vania Mincheva et Valeria 
Deisler, au cours duquel 
nous recherchions les traces 
laissées par les artistes 
sud-américains réfugiés là-
bas en raison de l’Opération 
Condor dans les années 1970, 
pour mon mémoire de master 
du CCC, HEAD. C’est une 
intuition, ou peut-être mes 
derniers souvenirs de notre 

départ de ce lieu, qui m’ont 
fait choisir la gare. 
C’est après la performance 

que j’ai trouvé dans mes 
archives les photos que 
mon père avait prises dans 
cette même gare de la petite 
communauté de réfugiés 
sud-américains venus nous 
accompagner à notre départ.
Pour mon mémoire, j’ai 

aussi découvert que les 
gares en Bulgarie faisaient 
partie des rares en Europe 
à ne pas avoir été utilisées 
pour déporter les personnes 
juives vers les camps 
d’extermination. Le roi de 
Bulgarie avait réussi à 
retarder les déportations 
plus longtemps que dans le 
reste de l’Europe — un fait 
historique qui montre que 
lorsqu’il y a une volonté, il 
y a un chemin.



Les lieux  
ESCOTILLA 8 / ESTADIO NACIONAL
Santiago de Chile

La huella #03, 2013 
Escotilla 8

Estadio Nacional 
Santiago de Chile

Escotilla 8 fait partie 
d’une série d’espaces de 
mémoire dans l’Estadio 
Nacional. J’ai choisi 
cet endroit — ou plutôt 
l’Association des Victimes du 
Stade me l’a proposé — pour 

réaliser ma performance, 
après une longue négociation 
avec la présidente Walli 
Kunstman, durant laquelle 
j’ai dû faire la preuve que 
j’étais bien la fille de 
l’une des victimes.



Les lieux  
GRADINS / ESTADIO NACIONAL
Santiago de Chile

La huella #04, 2013 
Graderillas

Estadio Nacional 
Santiago de Chile

L’Escotilla 8 est la voie 
principale permettant 
d’accéder aux gradins 
conservés comme lieu de 
mémoire. C’est là que les 

prisonniers dormaient 
ou attendaient pendant 
la journée, avant d’être 
torturés ou »traités».



Les lieux  
EL CARACOL / ESTADIO NACIONAL
Santiago de Chile

La huella #05, 2015 
El caracol

Estadio Nacional 
Santiago de Chile

El Estadio Nacional, conçu par l'architecte autrichien 
Karl Brunner comme un grand centre de sport et de 
loisirs pour la capitale chilienne, a été inauguré en 1938.

Selon le rapport de la Commission nationale sur les 
prisonniers politiques et la torture, l'Estadio Nacional fut 
utilisé comme camp de concentration entre septembre 
et novembre 1973, après le coup d'Etat au Chili. Les 
prisonniers étaient séparés par sexe, les femmes 
enfermées dans l'enceinte de la piscine, et les hommes 
sur les gradins du terrain de foot. La nuit, ils dormaient 
dans les vestiaires du stade dans des conditions très 
dures: serrés les uns contres les autres, pas de matelas 
au sol, très peu de couvertures, obligés de piétiner leurs 
camarades pour se rendre aux toilettes. Le vélodrome 
et les tribunes servaient pour les interrogatoires. Des 

femmes furent torturés dans les tribunes présidentielles 
par décharges électriques, battues, violées. Les 
hommes étaient conduits au vélodrome les yeux 
bandés ou entièrement cachés sous des couvertures. 
Ils étaient brûlés, torturés avec la technique de la 
«camillas» (allongés sur des sommiers métalliques 
parcourus de décharges électriques), pendus et 
frappés. Les hauts-parleurs du stade diffusaient alors 
en boucle les Beattles ou les Rolling Stones pour que 
la population vivant alentour n'entende pas les cris des 
prisoniers. 

40 000 prisonniers passèrent par l'enceinte de 
l'Estadio Nacional pendant deux mois, sous la dictature 
de Pinochet.

Après plusieurs années de réflexion depuis 

Genève sur le lieu le plus significatif 

pour réaliser une performance visant à me 

libérer des effets de la torture subie par 

mon père, j’ai décidé de retourner et de 

faire une dernière performance à El Caracol 

— les toilettes près du Vélodrome, utilisées 

comme chambres de torture lorsque l’Estadio 

Nacional servait de camp de concentration. 

Pour moi, la proximité de notre appartement 

— à seulement quelques pâtés de maisons du 

lieu où mon père a été torturé à l’électricité 

— était la chose la plus violente et la plus 

difficile à appréhender… Comment un endroit 

où vous avez bénéficié des droits humains 

pendant la majeure partie de votre vie peut-

il soudain devenir un lieu de barbarie au 

niveau le plus extrême? Comment ne devient-on 

pas fou après cela?

C’est à cette question que répond la 

prolifération des gravures que mon père a 

réalisées ensuite, lorsque nous avons survécu 

à l’exil.

La dictature de Pinochet et le coup d’État 

de 1973 constituent le premier laboratoire du 

néolibéralisme. Les conditions des premiers 

mois du coup d’État instaurent un état de choc 

dans la population — comme l’explique Naomi 

Klein dans La Stratégie du choc — établissant 

une tabula rasa permettant de mettre en place, 

pour la première fois, une politique de marché 

libre sans aucune résistance. L’implantation du 

néolibéralisme au Chili par les Chicago Boys 

s’est ensuite propagée comme un modèle global 

pour approfondir la modernité occidentale en 

tant qu’expansion néocoloniale, exterminant 

d’autres civilisations et modes de vie à une 

échelle jamais vue auparavant.

Si nous ne le voyons pas, si nous ne le 

représentons pas en tant qu’artistes, nous 

laissons ce modèle continuer à détruire 

la vie. Nous avons vu le même processus à 

Guantánamo, Bagdad, Abou Ghraib et Gaza. 

Partout où l’Empire doit extraire des matières 

premières, le même système est déployé par le 

complexe militaro-industriel.

Cette œuvre est un cri de justice 

anticoloniale.



Les lieux  
CHEMINÉE NORD / USINE KUGLER
Genève, Suisse

La huella #06, 2017 
Association 

Cheminée Nord
Usine Kugler 

Genève

Le HCR et toutes les 
organisations humanitaires 
qui soutiennent l’économie 
de la ville n’ont pas protégé 
notre famille en tant que 
réfugiés. Nous n’avons jamais 
obtenu de statut de réfugié. 
Comme on peut le constater 
aujourd’hui, ces agences 
multimillionnaires sont en 
profonde crise et incapables 
d’appliquer véritablement le 
droit international et les 
droits humains pour tou·tes. 
Elles sont devenues des 
instruments des puissances 
hégémoniques occidentales et 
n’obéissent qu’aux ordres de 
l’Empire.

Dans la crise actuelle, ce 
travail est un rappel, non 
seulement de la dictature 
chilienne et de son coût 
pour les Chiliens, mais pour 
toute l’humanité — comment 
l’impunité laissée au Chili 
est devenue un miroir global 
pour le reste du monde. La 
Huella est un avertissement 
que je souhaite partager 
avec d’autres: ce qui peut 
arriver à n’importe qui 
si nous laissons l’Empire 
— maintenant entièrement 
décomplexé — embrasser le 
fascisme dans une impunité 
totale.



Les vidéos  
(2023)

C’est dans le cadre de 
l’exposition No memorials: 
histoires matérielles de 
l’exil chilien à Genève 
montée au Commun à Genève 
pour commémorer les 50 ans 
du coup d’État, que j’ai eu 
l’occasion de monter les 
heures de rushes tournées 
lors de mes six performances. 
C’est Roberto Duarte, 

vidéaste chilien installé 
à Berlin qui a réalisé 
le montage et le mixage 
des six vidéos, en se 
concentrant sur les aspects 
choréographiques. Les 
six vidéos — de durées 
différentes mais dans le 
même format et diffusées en 
boucle, créent des montages 
fortuits. Les sons d’ambiance 
(d’une gare, d’une entrée 
de stade pleine de courants 
d’air, etc.) se superposent 
à ma voix dans Notas para 
la Huella, qui a été sous-
titrée pour en garantir la 
compréhension. 

 

 
 

La Huella #01. Caja negra
Galerie Espacio Flor, Santiago —  

01.2013 

Durée: 6:08 

Format: 4:3 / son: mono 

Images / son: Espacio Flor 

Curation: Enrique Flores 

Montage et mixage: Roberto Duarte

 
 
 

 
 

La Huella #02. Plovdiv
Gare de Plodviv, Bulgarie — 08.2013 

Durée: 18:03 

Format: 4:3 / son: mono 

Images / son: Valeria Deisler 

Hébergé par: Vania Mincheva, Ana Salazar 

Montage et mixage: Roberto Duarte

 
 

La Huella #03. Escotilla 8
Escotilla 8, Estadio Nacional, Santiago — 

11.2013 

Durée: 16:59 

Format: 4:3 / son: mono 

Images / son: José Miguel Guzmán 

Hébergé par: Wally Kunstmann / Asociación 

de familiares de víctimas del Estadio 

Nacional 

Montage et mixage: Roberto Duarte

 

 
 

La Huella #04. Gradilleros
Estadio Nacional, Santiago de Chile — 11.2013 

Durée: 3:40 

Format: 4:3 / son: mono 

Images / son: José Miguel Guzmán 

Hébergé par: Wally Kunstmann / Asociación 

de familiares de víctimas del Estadio 

Nacional 

Montage et mixage: Roberto Duarte

 
 
 

 
La Huella #05. El Caracol
El Caracol, Estadio Nacional, Santiago — 

26.12.2015 

Durée: 14:24 

Format: 4:3 / son: mono 

Images / son: José Miguel Guzmán 

Hébergé par: Wally Kunstmann / Asociación 

de familiares de víctimas del Estadio 

Nacional 

Montage et mixage: Roberto Duarte

 

 
 

La Huella #06. 
Notas para la Huella
Usine Kugler, Genève — 13.11.2017 

Durée: 37:12 

Format: 16:9 / son: stéréo 

Images / son: Bani Silva 

Hébergé par: Asociation Cheminée Nord 

Montage et mixage: Roberto Duarte 

Sous-titres: fr./all./ang.



La Huella #01. Caja negra



La Huella #02. Plovdiv



La Huella #03. Escotilla 8



La Huella #04. Gradilleros



La Huella #05. El Caracol



La Huella #06. Notas para la Huella



Les installations  
(2023-2025)
Genève—Bâle-Zurich

L’installation des 6 vidéos 
La huella peut prendre des 
formes différentes.
1. Une salle obscurcie 

pour permettre la projection 
des vidéos #1 à #5 sur les 
murs de la salle, avec un 
écran de télévision pour la 
dernière vidéo, Notas para 
la Huella, qui requiert un 
espace-temps où le public 
puisse s’asseoir et écouter 
le récit narré par l’artiste 
pendant le déroulement de la 
performanceFig.1..
2. Une salle à lumière 

tamisée avec 6 moniteurs de 
taille identique disposés en 
ligne ou autour de la pièce 
en faisant coïncider l’ordre 
des vidéos avec le sens 
naturel de la visiteFig.2..
3. Pour une projection 

non immersive mais plutôt 
documentaire, il est possible 
de diffuser les 6 vidéos à la 
suite sur un seul moniteur 
posé au solFig.3..

01. Caja negra 02. Plovdiv

03. Escotilla 8

04. Gradilleros
05. El Caracol
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Fig.1. Le Commun, Genève

Fig.2. Helmhaus, Zürich

Fig.3. Swiss Awards, Bâle



No memorials
Le Commun, Genève, 3.8.—15.9.2023

Installation view, «No Memorials», Le Commun, Geneva, 2023

LA HUELLA MARISA CORNEJO / ARCHIVO EUGENIO CORNEJO
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curated by  
Cristóbal Barría Bignotti

Montage:  
Anna Tretiakova. 

Soutien technique: 
Fred Duchêne, 

Stefania Saladino, 
Cristina Da Silva. 

LA HUELLA MARISA CORNEJO

01.  
 
 
 

 
La Huella #01. Caja negra 
Galeria Espacio Flor, Santiago — 01.2013 
Images / sound: Espacio Flor 
Curator: Enrique Flores 
Editing and mixing: Roberto Duarte

02.  
 
 
 

 
La Huella #02. Plovdiv 
Plodviv Station, Bulgaria —  08.2013 
Images / sound: Valeria Deisler 
Hosts: Vania Mincheva, Ana Salazar 
Editing and mixing: Roberto Duarte

03.  
 
 
 
 

 
La Huella #03. Escotilla 8 
Escotilla 8, Estadio Nacional, Santiago — 
11.2013 
Images / sound: José Miguel Guzmán 
Host: Wally Kunstmann / Asociación de 
familiares de víctimas del Estadio Nacional 
Editing and mixing: Roberto Duarte

04.  
 
 
 

 
La Huella #04. Estadio Nacional  
Estadio Nacional, Santiago de Chile — 11.2013 
Images / sound: José Miguel Guzmán 
Host: Wally Kunstmann / Asociación de 
familiares de víctimas del Estadio Nacional 
Editing and mixing: Roberto Duarte

05.  
 
 
 

 
La Huella #05. El Caracol 
El Caracol, Estadio Nacional, Santiago — 
26.12.2015 
Images / sound: José Miguel Guzmán 
Host: Wally Kunstmann / Asociación de 
familiares de víctimas del Estadio Nacional 
Editing and mixing: Roberto Duarte

06.  
 
 

 
La Huella #06. Notas para la Huella 
Usine Kugler, Genève — 13.11.2017 
Images / sound: Bani Silva 
Host: Association Cheminée Nord 
Editing and mixing: Roberto Duarte

07.  
 
 
 
 

 
Estrella verde 
Santiago de Chile / Madre Selva — 12.2019–
12.2022 
Images / sound: Marisa Cornejo 
Collaboration Nora Gatica Krug / Stéphane Fretz 
Voices: Mónica Pizarro, Inés Erazo, Nadia 
Poblete, Maria Rosa Verdejo, Semiramis Lobos, 
Lissien Corvalán and Lena Kirberg. 
Editing and mixing: Roberto Duarte 
 
Installation comprenant 7 vidéos, 2023.  
Scénographie: Marisa Cornejo. Montage: 
Anna Tretiakova. Soutien technique: Fred 
Duchêne, Stefania Saladino, Cristina Da Silva. 
Accrochage et objets: Stéphane Fretz, Olaf 
Berkhuijsen, Thomas Kasterine et Zacharie Fretz. 
Remerciements à Stéphanie Prizreni, Edgar 
Soarès, Maël Denegri.

GRAVURES, DESSINS, OBJETS  ARCHIVO EUGENIO CORNEJO

08. 15 plaques de linéolum gravées, formats div., 1977
09. Poncho de Lonko. Couverture en laine de mouton 

tissée sur un witral (métier à tisser traditionnel 
mapuche. Acheté par les Cornejo en 1968 env.

10. Sans titre, 1977, linogravure imprimée par les 
pieds de Marisa (6 ans), 45 x 33 cm, Plovdiv (BG).

11. Carcel I, 1979, encre sur papier, 66 x 42 cm, Ghin (B).
12. Ojos I, 1979, encre sur papier, 66 x 42 cm, Ghin (B).
13. La marcha, 1980-1990, photocopie, crayon et 

encre sur papier, 14.5 x 12.5 cm, Puebla, (MX).
14. Allende presente, 1979, linogravure, 23.3 x 40 cm, 

Plovdiv (BG).

15. Ojos II, 1979, encre sur papier, 66 x 42 cm, Ghin (B).
16. Carcel II, 1979, encre sur papier, 66 x 42 cm, Ghin (B).
17. Yankys fuera de Granada, 1983, stencil, 21.5 x 34 cm 

Puebla, (MX).
18. Carcel III, 1979, encre sur papier, 66 x 42 cm, Ghin (B).
19. Ojos III, 1979, encre sur papier, 66 x 42 cm, Ghin (B).
20. Marcha con ojo, 1980-1990, linogravure, 

40 x 28.5 cm, Puebla, (MX).
21. Étude pour Carcel III,  1979, encre, 35.5 x 26.5 cm, 

Ghin (B).
22. Manos en la cara, 1979. linogravure, 40 x 28.5 cm 

Plovdiv (BG).



Swiss awards
Halle 1.1, Messe Basel, 11-16.6.2025 

SINTIENDO LAS DOS LUNAS / SWISS ART AWARDS 2024  MARISA CORNEJO

01. Sintiendo las dos lunas, 2016, ink and crayon on paper, 50 x 65 cm
02. The corpses of the men I had to kill, 2022, ink on paper, 32 x 42 cm
03. Transhumancia, 2024, mixed media, 210 x 22 x 22 cm
04. My home could be very simple, 2020, ink on paper, 70 x 50 cm
05. Post Truth / Fake News, 2018 ink and acrylic on paper, 90 x 40 cm
06. La Huella #03. Escotilla 8, 2013-2023 

Images / sound: José Miguel Guzmán 
Editing and mixing: Roberto Duarte

07. La Huella #04. Estadio Nacional, 2013-2023 

Images / sound: José Miguel Guzmán 
Editing and mixing: Roberto Duarte

08. La Huella #06. Notas para la Huella, 2017-2023 
Images / sound: Bani Silva 
Editing and mixing: Roberto Duarte

09. Privilege, 2024, earth and textile, 67 x 56 x 15 cm each 
 
Special thanks to : 
Danniel Tostes, Stéphane Fretz, Nora Gatica Krug and MCStudio

01. 02. 03. 04. 05. 

06. 07. 08.

09. 

curated by
 Danniel Tostes

Photos: 
Gina Folly, OFC

L’installation de Marisa Cornejo est une 

distillation de sa pratique des dix dernières 

années. Sur le mur, des dessins peuplés de 

créatures translucides transcrivent ses 

rêves dans une sorte d’auto-analyse à la 

fois surréaliste et politique. Un moniteur 

posé au sol rejoue une série de performances 

filmées dans lesquelles l’artiste utilise son 

corps pour imprimer des plaques de linoléum 

gravées par son père, tout en racontant son 

histoire et celle de sa famille, impliquant 

un artiste chilien qui fut enlevé et torturé 

par la junte peu après l’arrivée au pouvoir 

de Pinochet en 1973.

Le jury a été particulièrement impressionné 

par la cohérence et la force émotionnelle 

de cette œuvre, dans laquelle le récit 

autobiographique prend vie et propose une 

expérience de l’art comme moyen de guérison 

du traumatisme intergénérationnel lié à 

l’exil et à la dictature.

Mai-Thu Perret



Passato Presente
Helmhaus, Zürich, 11.4.—9.6.2025 

LA HUELLA DEL SUEÑO / HELMHAUS 2025  MARISA CORNEJO

01. La Huella #01. Caja Negra, 2013-2023 
with 22 prints, 220x110 cm

02. La Huella #02. Plovdiv station, 2013-2023 
with 19 prints, 220x110 cm

03. La Huella #03. Escotilla 8, 2013-2023 
with 19 prints, 220x110 cm

04. La Huella #04. Estadio Nacional, 2013-2023 
with 4 prints, 220x110 cm

05. La Huella #05. El Caracol, 2013-2023 
with 12 prints, 220x110 cm

06. La Huella #06. Notas para la Huella, 2017-2023 
with 21 prints, 220x110 cm

07. Privilege, 2024-25, seeds and textile, 67 x 56 x 15 cm each
08. Grabados, 04.11.2012, ink on paper, 30x42 cm 

Special thanks to : 
Robi, Simon, Nathalie, Cristiana, Medea, and MCStudio

07. 
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01. 

curated by 
Nathalie Killias and

Cristiana Contu

artists:
Marisa Cornejo

Pascale Eiberle
Esther Ernst

Mark Formanek
Michel Gilgen

Johanna Müller
Jos Näpflin

Lea Schaffner
Jonathan Steiger
Sabine Troendle

Franz Wanner
Olivia Wiederkehr

Uwe Wittwer

L’installation «La huella del sueño», 

est composée de six vidéos de durées 

différentes. Elles montrent des performances 

dans lesquelles Marisa Cornejo aborde des 

traumatismes personnels et collectifs liés à 

la dictature et à l’exil. Dans l’une d’elles, 

elle raconte l’histoire de sa famille, qui a 

réussi à fuir après que son père, l’artiste 

chilien Eugenio Cornejo, a été enlevé et 

torturé par la junte peu après la prise de 

pouvoir d’Augusto Pinochet en 1973.

Pour cette œuvre, l’artiste est retournée 

dans des lieux liés à la torture de son père 

et aux douleurs de l’exil, comme le Stade 

National à Santiago ou la gare de Plovdiv, 

en Bulgarie. Dans un rituel, elle imprime 

son corps nu avec des plaques de linoléum 

de son père, qu’elle utilise comme tampon. 

Des impressions réalisées lors de chaque 

performance sont exposées dans des vitrines 

comme des reliques.

Comme souvent chez Marisa Cornejo, cette 

œuvre a été inspirée par un rêve, lui-même lié 

à un moment réel où son père avait imprimé un 

linogravure à partir de ses pieds d’enfant. 

Le motif existentiel de l’empreinte donne son 

titre à l’œuvre.

Medea Hoch



L’édition
6 vidéos

Titre: La huella
Année: 2023
Artiste: Marisa Cornejo
Contenu: 6 vidéos 

La Huella #01. Caja negra
	 Durée: 6:08 

Format: 4:3 / son: mono 

Images / son: Espacio Flor

La Huella #02. Plovdiv
	 Durée: 18:03 

Format: 4:3 / son: mono 

Images / son: Valeria Deisler

La Huella #03. Escotilla 8
	 Durée: 16:59 

Format: 4:3 / son: mono 

Images / son: José Miguel Guzmán

La Huella #04. Gradilleros
	 Format: 4:3 / son: mono 

Images / son: José Miguel Guzmán

La Huella #05. El Caracol
	 Durée: 14:24 

Format: 4:3 / son: mono 

Images / son: José Miguel Guzmán

La Huella #06. 
Notas para la Huella

	 Durée: 37:12 

Format: 16:9 / son: stéréo 

Images / son: Bani Silva 

Sous-titres: fr./all./ang.

Format: Full HDI 
Durée totale: 95,46 min
Son: mono et stéréo
Montage: Roberto Duarte
Sous-titres: fr./all./ang. 

Diffusion: en boucle et en 
simultané
Salle: dédiée si possible
Son: direct ou casque
Moyen: projection ou écran

Édition: 
3 exemplaires + 1 EA
Certificat d’authenticité
Dossier de présentation
Disque fourni: SSD

	 Avec: 

6 masters ProRes 

6 copies de diffusion (format .mp4) 

sous-titres (format .srt) 

documentation (format .pdf) 

fichier texte avec les 

spécifications techniques (format .rtf)

Prix: CHF 30’000

Justification



A transgenerational reparation 
to the damage of torture 
through drawing dreams and 
performance
Marisa Cornejo

How can we gain relief from the traumatic imprints of 
state terrorism? What is left to me is what might be called 
‘epistemic justice’: as a migrant woman the ability and 
will to write about my experience and knowledge. Art 
and performance have given me tools to not become a 
passive victim of still-delayed institutional reparation for 
the crime suffered by my father and visited on his family.

From the point of view of historian Steve J. Stern the 
work of the artist is an effective vehicle to transmit this 
recent history. Stern asks us: ‘is it really possible to tell 
the truth of a violence so extreme and lacerating that 
exceeds the imaginable? Will it be an illusion of the idea 
of truth?’ In the essay, El nuevo dilema post Auschwitz 
desde América Latina: Arte y sociedad a partir de las 
llamadas guerras sucias,7 Stern dialogues with the well-
known saying of Theodor Adorno, that to write poetry 
after Auschwitz was a barbaric act, and explains how 
even Adorno has to fight with his own saying. Somehow, 
Stern explains, Adorno wanted

to rescue art, considering it a project of 
implacable tension between reality and 
imagination, and it had certain value in the 
sense that art helped destroy lying […] it is 
just because the world survived its own collapse 
that it needs art to write its unconscious 
history […] In the long term, the posture of 
Adorno was paradoxical. He condemned art as 
an impossibility and at the same time affirmed 
art as the only possibility.8

Stern continues:

We are talking about a tumultuous political 
time of the revolutionary projects that 
started with the Cuban revolution in 1959 and 
that finished with the election of Salvador 
Allende in 1970. This historical moment 
entered into crisis in the ’70s and ’80s when 
the dream turned into a nightmare. These 
projects not only produced the revolution but 
also the military governments, characterized 
by a new technocratic and authoritarian order. 
The dirty wars destroyed the convergence of 
the political and the cultural.9

The modernist and statist project of supporting utopian 
art projects collapsed,10 the commercialization of culture 
dominated and serious cultural work became weak, 
though opening spaces for artists working in less 
asphyxiating and more fragile environments like Luz 
Donoso11 and Elias Adasme. More recently I met artist 
Guillermo Giampietro12 in Trieste, Italy who still works 
with performance and who belonged to the group 
Cucaño, an urgent collective that gave ‘voice’ in the 
public sphere to the incomprehensible terror that was 
unfolding with the multiple ‘disappearances’ in 1979 in 
Rosario, Argentina. Parallel struggles of ‘reterritorializing’ 

the ‘deterritorialization’ of public art, as Guattari would 
say, were produced by artists such as Mono Gonzales 
and Patricio Madera, to name a few members of La 
Brigada Ramona Parra13 in Chile who resisted the 
dictatorial regime by painting murals in the streets. The 
recent history of an acute economic crisis in capitalism, 
of a reduction of public spaces and state-funded art 
practices, makes a necessity to revisit these artists.

In such a large and tangled-up damage affecting our 
contemporary communities and the experience of living 
in the zone of non being14 – zones where human rights 
are non-existent following the implementation of modern 
structures of power – I was working as an artist and part 
of a victim’s family since 1998, collecting the archives 
of our story on the one hand, as most art memorial 
practices do and, on the other, drawing my dreams, as 
some shamanic traditions do in Mexico: two separated 
art practices.15

For a specific artistic research project16 I wanted 
to work with the personal archive of the time when 
my family lived in socialist Bulgaria as exiles between 
1976 and 1978 after fleeing the dictatorship in Argentina 
and recollect the art practices of that time. Soon after I 
started this project the deep invisible layers that inhabit 
and build my identity entered a dialogue of interpretation 
through a dream I had on the 4th November 2012.17 I 
think that the readings of Walter Benjamin induced 
me to have a dream in which a humble object of that 
period becomes a rescuing auratic relic due to its fragile 
affective value. In this case, the object was an engraving 
print I had done with my feet, reproducing an engraving 
plate done in Plovdiv, Bulgaria by my father with some 
pieces of linoleum he’d found in the rubbish in 1977. In 
my dream he was inviting me to play with that gesture 
– the gesture of reprinting his engravings with my body. 
He was inviting me to do it as an exercise without a final 
aim, just like a game or an experiment, in order to have 
fun. I had to take the engraving plates with me and go 
back to Chile, from the North, to reprint them. In the 
dream a friend also tells me that trees can communicate 
with the wind. I woke up worried that I would not be 
able to find these engraving plates, but I found them. 
They are linoleum-engraving plates produced when 
my father and Guillermo Deisler worked as artists for 
the Communist Party and participated in the mail art 
movement in the ’70s that was mapping the diaspora 
of exile from Plovdiv, Bulgaria.18 The engraving plates 
travelled in our archive of migrant refugees to Belgium, 
then Mexico and finally came back to Geneva in 2008 
when my father died (3.1). 

The print, in which my steps are imprinted on a 
humble piece of paper, was a rare, private object; at 
most a curiosity of the past. The surprise here is how 
that object acquired so much value through a dream. 
According to neurobiologist Ernest Hartmann, ‘dreams 
are hyperconnective’19 while ‘compartments were 
entirely separate while they were awake […] It took a 
dream to make the connection – to cross the boundary 

Just after some major land redistribution reforms 
and the nationalization of natural resources, done by 
democratically-elected governments, in the 1960s and 
1970s South America was taken hostage by brutal 
dictatorships supported by the US government and 
its Central Intelligence Agency (CIA).  Hundreds of 
thousands of people were killed, torture or imprisoned 
during these ‘dirty wars’ in Latin America1. Thousands 
of people left. The people who manage to escape 
prison, torture, and death (now we finally call them ‘the 
disappeared’: murdered), belonged to a generation that 
wanted to realize profound changes in their society. 
Their absence is still felt.

My father was one of them. He was called Eugenio 
Cornejo (born 1940, Santiago de Chile – died 2002, 
Puebla, México). He was an art teacher and a victim of 
prison and torture in the dictatorship of General Augusto 
Pinochet,2 without refugee status who died prematurely 
of alcoholism and unprocessed trauma, without being 
able to go back to his country and without receiving any 
reparation from the latterly democratic Chilean State. 
Before the damage he suffered from state terrorism, 
he benefited from public education in El Pedagógico, 
Universidad de Chile, an emblematic public institution 
built by generations of democratic efforts to improve the 
qualifications of the teachers. They had been influenced 
by the leading schools of that time, such as Lowenfeld3 
and Reggio, centres of art pedagogy inspired by 
Frankfurt School adherents who put the development 
of the child’s personal subjectivity and expression at 
the focus of resistance to sameness and alienation. My 
father practiced this pedagogy along with decolonial 
strategies such as taking his university art students 
to a decentralized art school in Osorno created by 

democratically-elected President Salvador Allende’s 
government to visit local Mapuche loom weaving, house 
building and to learn and document from the sustainable 
way of living of the Araucanía.4 

The victims of torture, if not treated, are 
‘retraumatized’ if they live in a society that denies 
or minimizes the damage, or where impunity to 
prosecution is law. A society where you can run into the 
man that tortured you doing his shopping at your local 
supermarket doesn’t feel safe. In the summer of 2018 I 
received an official report published by doctors in Chile,5 
that was presented to the Commission Against Torture 
in the UN, proving that the surviving victims of torture 
in Chile lost an average of 17.6 years off their lives. With 
this new information in my consciousness I went to 
swim in Lake Geneva before dawn and I found myself 
sobbing in the middle of the water, almost drowning. 
The rhythm of swimming allowed me to feel this new 
knowledge deep in my belly and have this outbreak 
of pain: the unacceptable truth in my mind telling me 
that my father could still have been alive if he hadn’t 
been tortured. That 28th of October in 2018 marked 
16 years since he died. I thought of my three children, 
British and French citizens, and the unfairness of not 
having had the support of this grandfather, so wise 
and patient, while growing up in this complex world. 
This is the transgenerational damage that I have tried 
to repair every day: I witness epistemicide on a daily 
basis.6 This knowledge helped me to suddenly see that 
all of my work of the last 16 years conducting memorial 
art projects was not a form of madness but rather a 
“normal” response to this injustice.
 How may we heal from that imposed past that still 
unfolds in the present with irreparable consequences? 



from one compartment to another.’ The dream not only 
tells me that the object is very precious, but also tells me 
to repeat the action it embodies: 

The connections (made in dreams) are guided 
by emotion, which we consider a basic 
characteristic of dreaming in general. These 
dreams too turn out to be creations […] art 
in general can be thought of as making new 
connections guided by emotions, which is 
exactly the way we have described dreaming 
[…] a function that […] involves weaving in 
new material –combining of new material with 
what is already present in memory stores in 
the cortex, always guided by emotion. Emotion 
tells us what is important to us. In other 
words I suggest that the emotion-guided 
making of connections not only produces the 
dream image but also integrates and updates 
our memory systems in the cortex. This making 
of broad connections guided by emotion has an 
adaptive function, which we conceptualize as 
‘weaving in’ new material.20

This dream became a methodology and a document 
of transmodernity (3.2).21 Modernity builds knowledge 
with the aim of achieving progress at the cost of deleting 
the uncomfortable sources, creating uneven accounts 
of reality to then profit from constructed superior 
standpoints. With this dream I rescue other layers of 
knowledge: we are not just victims, we also know how 
to have fun. Putting the logic of modernity aside, the 
dream interweaves lost memories and information22 
belonging to other traditions that modernity would 
consider useless, worthless of being revisited or 
forgotten, but fundamental to process reality in an 
‘ecosophical’ manner. The subjectivity of the dream can 
rescue what is necessary to recover in a specific social 
and environmental territory in spite of the knowledge 
neocolonialism could have deleted due to trauma or 
negligence, so that specific communities can aspire 
to be autonomous and not to follow blindly foreign, 
unrealistic dreams of being ‘rescued.’ This comes from 
the oldest traditions: in animistic cultures healing plants 
were revealed in the dreams by women, in the Biblical 
texts dreams warn of catastrophe, etc.

Migration, racism and apartheid in our globalized 
world are fast growing phenomena where there are people 
with full rights and a majority of people with no human 
rights. As a vision towards a solution Ramón Grosfoguel 
points towards the concept of transmodernity developed 
by Enrique Dussel: ‘Transmodernity acknowledges the 
need for a shared and common universal project against 
capitalism, patriarchy, imperialism and coloniality. But it 
rejects a universality of solutions where one defines for 
the rest what ‘the solution’ is.’23         

So if in the present moment Europe faces a mass 
migration of refugees without precedent, people whose 

came; I could go back not just as part of the family of a 
victim but also bring a dissonant aesthetic experience 
that challenged my own prejudices. The performances 
reunited heterogeneous fragments of our communities 
that had been apart for decades due to shame and 
guilt. After doing an apparently innocent call of an 
artistic action, for the first performance of La Huella 
#01 in Espacio Flor,29 my mother told me: ‘you reunited 
the communist party of Ñuñoa,’ our neighborhood, 
something I did not plan at all, but happened (3.4). The 
aesthetics, the title of the project and maybe simply the 
location of the performance – an engraving-collective 
artist-run space that flourished during the dictatorship 
“Caja Negra” and survived – attracted comrades who 
had not seen each other for years due to old grievances, 
ideological disputes, all consequences of the damage of 
state terrorism that divided to rule. Divisions that none 
of the institutional reparation measures addressed.4.5.6.

In 2003 the Ricardo Lagos government in Chile 
created the Valech Commission, to clarify the cases of 
political imprisonment and torture. In Chile we only know 
the names of the victims along with some anonymous 
descriptions of the methods of torture. The victims 
who are still alive, or their widows, have received some 
monetary compensation. But what is missing in these 
reparations and reports is what these people did to 
merit these punishments, what were the reasons for 
their persecution and what their collective dreams were.

Our generation lost ‘the Battle of Chile,’30 the Valech 
Commission collected the evidence from the victims 
or their families and proclaimed an amnesty law for 50 
years that prevents us from examining the archives of the 
experts’ report on human rights abuses in Chile; we are 
the perfect laboratory of neoliberalism. A ‘re-victimization’ 
process for 28 000 people occurred. Interestingly, the 
armed forces never shared any documents of their 
actions while the victims were the only ones that had to 
provide the proof of what happened to them. And this is 
what is called ‘institutional reparation.’

Figure 3.1 Eugenio Cornejo and Guillermo Deisler in an article about the 
exhibition Graphica from a newspaper in Plovdiv, Bulgaria, 27 may 1978

Figure 3.2 Marisa Cornejo, Grabados, ink on paper, 32 x 40 cm, 2012

Figure 3.3 Eugenio Cornejo and Marisa Cornejo, No title, 
engraving ink on paper, 41 x 33 cm, Plovdiv, Bulgaria, 1977

lives have been affected dramatically by violence due 
to state terrorism and/or war or climate change, people 
are arriving in new territories with post-traumatic stress 
among many other problems. So how are we going to 
deal with a traumatized refugee when there is nothing 
left behind?  By interviewing Miguel D.Norambuena,24 
a survivor of the Chilean dictatorial persecution and 
a patient and collaborator of Félix Guattari, about the 
practices of esquizoanalise developed in the ’70s, I 
learned that the political and social context of transversal 
solidarity became a healing factor for the subjectivity 
of deterritorialized peoples instead of being “fixed” by 
pharmaco-pornographic politics25 26 
So this is why the third methodology I use is not only 
to draw my dreams and acknowledge them in my 
petit bourgeois comfort zone but also to practice their 
suggestions and ideas as an experiment in my conscious 
life in its social dimension. For this reason I did a series 
of performances inspired by the dream I called La Huella 
(The Print) (3.3) 27. They helped to rescue lost material: 
reuniting long fragmented groups of people in distant 
decentralized zones of non being in order to articulate an 
ecosophic reparation process in Guattari’s sense.28 These 
performances reconnected fragments of the past that 
the institutional reparation process could not even see 
by articulating a different ethical-politics of relations and 
actions. The performances changed my relations with 
the destroyed social tissue from where these experiences 



Performance as a tool 
for healing:
a dialogue with 
reality
After writing about my dream of the performance of 
reprinting engravings, I went to Chile in January 2013 to 
participate in the symposium Arte, Memoria y Derechos 
Humanos31 at the Museo de la Memoria, in Santiago 
de Chile, where I did a presentation of my art research 
project until then called Identidad, Memoria y Territorio. 
I shared the table with Wally Kunstman, president of 
the association of victims of the concentration camp 
Estadio Nacional; Mario Irarrázabal, a sculptor who has 
produced works in Uruguay, Italy, Spain, Germany and 
Chile, monuments reflecting on human rights abuse; 
and Roser Bru, an emblematic painter and engraver, a 
survivor child from the Spanish Civil War who had arrived 
in Chile in 1939 on the historic ship, the SS Winnipeg.32

Kunstman invited me to take part in an activity 
her association was organizing. As a daughter of one 
of the victims, I was going to do my first performance 
La Huella in Espacio Flor. I went in the morning to that 
activity in the Estadio Nacional – all of this in Ñuñoa, 
the neighborhood I come from and from where we were 
expelled by a military tribunal on the 28th December 
1973. Kunstman told me: ‘It is a healing activity.’ 
The activity was a testimony given by one of the ex-
prisoners: Hugo Valenzuela, accompanied by El Gato, 

a musician, who sang revolutionary Victor Jara’s songs 
with his guitar, along with Leslie Araneda and a group 
of masters’ students in Human Rights Studies from the 
University of Chile, and family and friends with flowers 
and candles. All of this was done in El Caracol, one of 
the ex-torture chambers, now some half-destroyed and 
abandoned modernist circular public toilets.

This experience changed my life, because the place 
I feared the most, the one that since a child I had known 
was a taboo place, was transformed that day into a 
place of hope, love and healing. A place where we could 
remember and embrace our past. ‘Remember’ means 
also being able to loudly let our voices sing the songs of 
Victor Jara that were forbidden during the dictatorship, 
in the same place where our loved ones were tortured 
and forced to listen to loud commercial radio all the time, 
as if sound from our recovering bodies could clean the 
energy of the place33. When we finished singing in the 
silent chamber I told, with my own voice, my father’s 
history – who he was, that he existed, even if he had 
died in exile. I was heard by a silent, empathetic and 
respectful group of people.

Here is an extract from the unpublished 
autobiography of Hugo Valenzuela, the survivor that day 
who opened the floor for my own narration:

My story starts in my workplace, I was the 
president of the workers union SUMAR (‘Sindicato 
Sumar’), a very combative place where we faced 
the air force’s Puma helicopters. From there 
I was taken to the Estadio and made prisoner 
until its closure in November 1973, then we 
were taken to Chacabuco (another concentration 
camp in the far north of Chile); there I stayed 
for a year, then I got liberated just for a 
few weeks because I continued to work against 
the military regime. And then I was arrested 
in my house and was taken into the public 
prison (before it got demolished), then to the 
penitentiary, Tres Alamos and Cuatro Alamos.
I managed to escape before the court-martial 
and through La Vicaria de la Solidaridad we 
managed to get a plane to Argentina to then 
continue to Europe. But once in the plane they 
took me down in a spectacular operation, and I 
was taken to the house of torture Jose Domingo 
Cañas, where I was with Lumi Videla before 
she was murdered. I remember her sharing a 
spoon of rice with some of us. I was tied 
and blindfolded in a closet for a month and 
a half. When I finally managed to get out of 
this hell I found refuge in the embassy of the 
Vatican and I moved to Mexico, where I lived 
for 18 years.34

When recently I saw the film Colonia Dignidad 35 it made 
me cry, because I knew it failed to convey the real history 
of the horrors of Operation Condor 36 – when prisoners 

who had believed they were finally safe in the airplane 
were pulled back into secret prisons.

I did the performance La Huella #01 in Espacio Flor 
that afternoon, from a different place after listening to 
Valenzuela’s testimony. After this I lost the fear of doing 
performances by learning from a direct witness how 
human bodies were treated during torture. Doing a 
performance became an act of freedom, an act of love 
for our lost ones, and for my narcissistic traumatized 
being: instead of being self-conscious, I could feel for 
those absent and for all of us, the public. I felt we could 
liberate us all from the guilt and shame imposed by 
torture in our communities by breaking the alienating 
separation between the victims and the witnesses. I was 
wearing a red dress, the same I had worn while visiting 
El Caracol, and I used black ink for engraving. I had the 
support of Chilean printmaker Bernardo de Castro, the 
son of a still-disappeared publicist. The audience was 
our community. I got lost in the work for the departed, 
and when I let my weight fall into the Chilean floor, using 
my body as a stamp to reprint the engravings, naturally 
I cried, the floor was my father-mother land. I gave 
the public printed versions of the engravings. Tiffany 
Koppmann, an architect friend, dressed all in white at 
the end told me: ‘I felt the spirit of your father was here.’
 That first ritualist performance with proper black ink 
for engravings left me completely dirty, smelling like a 
factory worker. It took hours and a special soap to take 
out the sticky ink from my body. It was like entering the 
matter of trauma, being like a black goddess dealing 
with that dark sticky energy. It felt right; it felt as if I was 
not scared anymore of the shade, of the powerless and 
unmanageability that our neoliberal society wants to 
deny has an existence. With my body prints I created an 
exhibition that stayed in the gallery for a week. 

Back in Geneva I shared all this with fellow 
colleagues. Revisiting the Estadio Nacional as an artist-
researcher attached to an academic institution helped 
me to have courage and not feel so alone. Many Chileans 
today want to forget about those places and don’t want 
to know what happened – it ‘poisons’ their lives, some 
family members said to me. It is in the past. Having 
witnessed my father’s life and death has transformed 
me into a kind of ‘shade’ that overshadows – disturbs 
their success, their privilege, their shopping sprees. I 
cannot stop seeing that those who have privileges today 
at some point had to stay silent. So I have the privilege 
to have some feedback from far away, living in Europe 
and accepting that my diaspora still unfolds today 
as a consequence of history. Distance gives vision. 
Closeness keeps people defensive.

For La Huella #03, I was joined by José Miguel 
Guzmán, a social worker from CINTRAS,37 an NGO 
that deals with the mental health of the victims and their 
families. We met by chance when he felt intrigued by 
the exhibition title El Ancestro, a show I curated with my 
father’s work in Casa Memoria José Domingo Cañas38 
the day before the performance in November 2013. 

Figure 3.4 Documentation of the performance La Huella #01, in Espacio Flor, 2013. Photography: Livia Nuñez

Figure 3.9  Salomon Trismosin, The Angel and the Dark Man 
in the Swamp, Splendor Solis, Londres, 1553



He talked to me about ‘transgenerational trauma,’ 
something that sounded right but I had never heard 
before about. When I explained to him that I was doing 
the performance La Huella #03 the next day in the 
Estadio Nacional, the only place I had any certainty 
that my father was imprisoned and tortured, he said ‘I 
will come to help you and bring you some books.’ He 
came the next day to the performance and became the 
emergency cameraman, the other photographer José 
Errazuriz was doing the fixed camera, while the friend 
who had offered to do the filming could not come.

By visiting my most distant archive of exile, in Bulgaria 
1977-78, I also had to reach the most hidden taboo in 
my body, the invisible transgenerational transmission of 
the trauma of torture, by being a close relative to one 
of the victims: as if the reflection of the outside with the 
inside is the only way to establish new paradigms that 
individually we are unable to visualize.

For this third ritualistic performance, that this time 
I made in Escotilla 8 in the Estadio Nacional, nobody 
showed up, which gave me an unexpected new 
experience. I could feel physically different, but how 
could I prove that? I couldn’t. But I felt much more free. 
Relieved. Cured. When I did the performance La Huella 
#03, I used blue, only blue color, my favorite color (it is 
the king in my best drawings, it is the color of nostalgia 
and melancholia and exile, I don’t know why, while 
it is also the color of cutting and liberating, according 
to Tatiana, a woman I met in the print workshop of 
Bellavista in Santiago, it is the color of the sky and 
sea where there are no boundaries, it helps the flow of 
emotions and freedom). But Bernardo de Castro told me 
blue was also the color of the spirit and peace instead of 
war (red) for the Mapuche people. Of course we know it 
is the color that Yves Klein used for his Anthropometries 
performances, though it is not the only color he used, 
but still is very associated with his style. I was aware 
of that, and the fact that I am using my body as an 
instrument to create something. Yves Klein said that 
his Anthropometries were a way to pass from the flesh 
towards the spirit, from the visible towards the invisible.

I agree with him, with this ‘way of passage,’ but here 
I am collaborating with a dead person, my father who 
did the engravings, in order to bring from the invisible 
something visible. In this process I am insisting on 
bringing back the hidden memory, the secret invisible 
tragedy, the trauma-taboo that for the official history of 
the Chilean transition disturbs the economic success 
and should have disappeared, to re-appear, through my 
flesh in reality, on paper, photographs and videos. The 
objective of sending people into exile was to make them 
vanish in the vast world, dissolve them into the invisible. 
So, with La Huella, I insist in bringing back our values. 
I bring back the memory of the anonymous ancestors; 
I bring back the memory of Allende presente (3.8), La 
Guitarrera, the social struggles, and the iconography 
of the Unidad Popular as a tantrum of a lost child in a 
civilized, amnesic society.

I am bringing back from the invisibility of the dispersion 
of exile the images that should have disappeared. I 
performed a ritualistic act in the place where systematic 
torture was imprinted on the bodies of the ‘enemy’ to 
leave here the layers of the imprint of torture and take 
with me the rest: the healthy father I should have had. 
And when doing the performance, it’s true I am working 
fast without rest, I don’t have a man, a visible man, telling 
me what to do. I am doing it with my own will, inspired by 
a dream, because my body is the only trusted medium 
to commemorate history, to give it a way out of it too. 
To unfold the repressed energy of the past. So when I 
am doing the performance, I am also choosing which 
iconography will be printed with which part of the body. 
This time I started by printing what I called The Ancestor 
with my feet, because that is the root. Having practiced 
hatha yoga and contemporary dance for years it’s clear 
that feet are what roots us in the ground.

For the legs, I choose according to the dimensions 
of skin and engraving plate, the larger surface from the 
body for the bigger engraving plate, but also for the legs 
which are my vehicle I choose the images of a strong 
woman: La Guitarrera and Allende presente. Legs keep 
me mobile, nomad, migrant, adaptable. For the stomach 
this time I choose what I call La Marcha (the riot), as 
a mobiliser of energy in the chakra of willingness and 
communication. This time is the first time I am using 
my whole body, I use my ass to print the engraving I 
project as equality in love, this is also the root chakra of 
muladhara, and I want to be rooted in equality in love, 
no more pedestals for anyone. For my back I use an 
engraving plate that depicts also a back, but the back of 
a victim, with his arms attached by a cord in the back, 
and it’s wide and fits perfectly in my body. And when 
I am looking up towards the roof of Escotilla 8, while 
printing this back of a victim, in the detention corridors of 
the concentration camp, I can see a blue square above, 
it is the sky, and I can rest a bit in the performance, take 
a breath, feel human and vulnerable but alive, and be 
grateful for being who I am where I am: because I know 
I am a feminine body that this time will not be abused 
like the other broken bodies of women, who could not 
escape their vulnerability. I enjoy the perfect blue of that 
‘escape view’, the way out, probably the same blue that 
the victims sought in order not to lose hope of coming 
out alive.

Then I continue the performance and I print the most 
painful engraving with my chest, the chakra of financial 
and emotional balance, where we can love or fear. This 
is one of the most damaged parts. How could we trust 
people and the world after what happened here? I had 
too much fear, so I used the engraving plate of suffering 
and printed my chest against the floor of Escotilla 8, and 
it’s as if I am giving away all that fear, I pray to give back 
my fear to the floor of the Estadio Nacional (3.5).

Then I have my shoulders that protected me, where I 
received the hardest weight, and I print with my shoulders 
the engraving plate that I called Eye crying. Probably 

crying is the best answer when we cannot defend 
ourselves anymore. Then I had a small engraving left: 
one of two children with a dove, the dove of freedom, so 
I print this with my arm, I see a boy coming out, it might 
be my future nephew and an old ancestor walking. The 
engraving of doves I print with my arms, imagining my 
arms can be like wings to fly through the blue square of 
blue over my head. I am happy, I smile at the camera.
I ask my helpers if I should print with my face and one 
of them says yes. I also knew I had to, but I needed to 
check out anyway, and to print with my face I chose 
the most mysterious of all the engraving plates, one of 
a free body, without a head. I press my face as if with a 
lover, with kindness and respect. I print for the first time 
with my face and the result matches the image I have 
of myself.  I am ready to get out of Escotilla 8, into the 
stadium grades, I have printed with all my body. I stand 
up, and go up the stairs that lead to the seats of the 
stadium. I am naked and covered in stains of blue which 
is not very original, I am aware of that, but it protects 
me from a maintenance man who is outside. I stand 
up in tadasana, the posture of the mountain, for a few 
seconds, to enjoy the air and the sun that surrounds 
my body, I walk outside. I am a body, imprisoned as a 
body and in what was a place where prisoners had no 
way out, I realize that the people imprisoned here could 
not escape, it wasn’t their fault, they could not do much 
about it, got an indelible mark, and that war is a really 

bad thing. I ask for peace. And it’s finished.
The performance was a healing tool, drawing 

courage from the dream. According to recent theories, 
one of the possible functions of ‘dreams are threat 
simulation that selectively selects negative situations, 
to prepare the subject for potential dangers.’39 I will 
call them challenging situations faced when awake, 
I had passed the stadium hundreds of times but as a 
powerless citizen in a place to avoid, the dream found 
the strength to go back to a territory of defeat and build 
a new layer of positive emotions made of sharing and 
belonging.
I can only explain my process by this seemingly personal 
and narcissistic approach, in the case of post-atrocity 
trauma and narcissism gets unbalanced. When there is 
shame, a bit of narcissism is not too bad, a therapist 
once told me.

In the book Guzmán passed to me there is a 
definition of torture and the chronicity of the damage:

— The impunity that most of the perpetrators 
still enjoy.
— The social silence on the subject of torture 
and the aftermath.
— The stigmatization of the people who 
suffered.
— The poor reparation done by the state to the 
survivors.

Figure 3.5 Documentation of the performance La Huella #03, Escotilla 8, Estadio Nacional, Santiago, Chile, 2013. Photo: José 
Errazuriz



— As well as the difficulties to establish a 
collective memory to identify them and that 
recognizes them as social fighters that were 
inspired by social justice.40

 
The purpose of torture became accomplished: 
transforming human beings into weapons to bring back 
to communities distrust, fear and shame, alienating 
them.

I felt like being liberated but not by silence and 
repression but by sharing, speaking and offering to the 
spirits and the people who needed representations of 
what happened, what had been our cross. People who 
have not found proper reparation from the damage done 
by a terrorist state use all kinds of right and wrong forums 
to liberate themselves from the pain. In my case I use art 
to digest the spiritual sickness, dealing with the violence 
of a terrorist state is too big for anyone, the artistic tools 
offer a channel to trust and work with others: the people 
who our project attracts are the right people. In the terms 
of Franz Fanon or Benjaminian thinking the project was 
to search for the recognition of those who had also been 
forgotten, not repaired.

Because they do not find a place in the official 
historic memory, the victims of torture and imprisonment 
become a subculture, which the historian Steve Stern 
has defined as ‘emblematic memory’ characterized in 
some cases by being ‘a lacerating break unresolved’ and 
in other cases ‘by living a life of struggle, that was testing 
the consequence and commitment with the positive 
values, faced in a reality of fear and repression.’ (3.6) 41

 The lack of respect towards my father’s body, as 
towards all the anonymous, darker, poorer, damnés de la 
terre,42 indigenous ancestors of the human genealogical 
tree, drags us down, I feel, into human extinction. So I 
use the only tool left in the fragmented neoliberal society, 
a body, as a vehicle and affective archive, to bring 
back the roaming artworks of a forgotten victim of the 
dictatorship to use them in a memorial place and build 
in collective action, to get shame reorganized into pride. 
Even if not finally receiving official recognition, something 
moves inside. ‘Torture searches the punishment and 
coercion to try to impose an alien ideology to our own, 
and transform the subject in a being without personality, 
thoughts, feelings and self-will […]’

The ultimate objective of torture is the loss in the 
population of its social, political, national and cultural 
identity to try to impose, ‘through terror, individualism 
and consumerism and a total break of the bonds 
of solidarity.’43 It’s our anonymous indigenous side, 
unknown, that part of us that we desperately try to rescue, 
but always we fail because in the epistemic system of 
our values, as being designated as useless, primitive, 
uneducated, dirty, barbarian, the other. The Ancestor 
since colonization has been in the shadows or prisons 
of progress. The institutionalized racism operated in the 
secret prisons of the dictatorial regime, the darker and 
indigenous bodies, often suffered more brutal treatment. 

In the testimonies of Miguel D. Norambuena, he said he 
was less hurt compared to the indigenous prisoners 
who were brutally tortured. Mapuches got their toenails 
removed to make them talk, but even then they did not 
talk, they did not give the names of the guerrilleros.44 In 
the testimony of ex Minister of Health, Helia Molina, it 
says she was imprisoned and interrogated in 1974 by 
the DINA when she was five months pregnant. 

I was detained some days. But I was lucky, 
they did nothing to me. I have taught a lot 
about it and I believe it was because this 
is a very racist country: the green eyes and 
blond hair helped me. They called me “doctor” 
to interrogate me. But to more humble people, 
people with darker skin and black hair, they 
screamed at them, they hit them.45 

The system in Chile understood governability more like 
an absence of conflict than a collective way of processing 
it, in this way the politics of memory don’t contribute to 
vanish the ghost of the memory, remembrance brings 
back an uncontrollable conflict. People don’t find in the 
political arena the symbolic representations that could 
help them mirror to name and then appropriate the past. 
Without words and symbols to account the past, society 
chooses silence. And memory chooses to appropriate 
people through the door of the fears [...] citizenship asks 
to the political system a “neutralized” representation of 
a society without a past in which no one can recognize 
himself-herself. Actually this perpetrates memory in its 
most destructive way: as resentment, fear and shame – 
and that gets installed in the stage of social time. 46

I am talking about acknowledging the implementation 
of electricity through copper wires (extracted from our 
mines, maybe those nationalized by Allende, and then 
given back to the large corporations after the coup d’etat) 
on the bodies of the local people to delete their memory 
and make them fragile. At some level I witnessed that 
and pretended it didn’t happen for forty years.

Alejandro Jodorowsky’s film La Danse de la 
Réalité 47 shocked and purified me. It’s the first time that 
I saw with my eyes on a large screen the techniques 
of torture that my father, as one of many detainees 
of Casa Memoria and all the secret prisons of the 
military regime, went through. Jodorowsky showed 
us without any ‘neutralization’ the electricity applied 
to the naked body of an innocent man. A painful and 
horrifying shock for me, but after I felt relieved, as if by 
seeing it, I could accept the worst of the past. With the 
filmed image I could acknowledge the real dimension 
of the cruelty and sickness of those acts, and not use 
my own mind to imagine what happened, which was 
a painful, useless, nearly pornographic fantasy of my 
mind for years. Finally we will not have to be attacked by 
an uncontrollable imaginary remembrance of the past. 
The wound is like the mine where you have to enter with 
courage to transform the matter of trauma into a jewel, 

the nigredo. In alchemy (3.9)48 the term nigredo is the 
inverse operative system of capitalist extractionism that 
enters the mine to extract pure material wealth. Nigredo 
is the putrefaction49 of the archive of history and the 
acceptance of that process of grief, of the loss of youth, 
wealth, health and not try to fill it with external distractions 
that justify the minimization of the damage, like for 
example: is for the good of the economy. When entering 
the wound the first time there is fear, rage and pain. I 
had entered the mine of my archive, the performances 
gave me strength, in order to extract the pain, hopes 
and dreams of the persecuted people. By choosing one 
of them, the closest one, my father, I am choosing one 
body of the social matter that the extractionist model of 
neocolonialism needed to exterminate. Theory can be a 
healing tool. I can take it less personally: 

 
The startling horror of executions and torture 
taking place between September and November 
1973 that the International Red Cross estimates 
reached “some 7,000 prisoners on September 
22.” Between 12,000 and 20,000 Chileans and 
foreigners were detained in the Stadium for 
periods ranging from two days to two months.50

The potential of this archive is to open a discussion 
around the force of acting in the public sphere to heal the 
wounds of state terrorism. The current democratically-
elected government in Chile has made some efforts to 
put in place institutions to establish truth and justice 
through national commissions and other state bodies, 
but most of the work came from the civil society. 
However, most of the official organizations have limited 
their work to human rights violations, without taking into 
consideration a more complex field. The objective of the 
coup d’etat was not only to suppress activists and their 
ideas, but mostly to implement an economic system to 
facilitate the extraction of goods belonging to the people.

Now the problems that emerge from state terrorism 
and forced migration are some of the major sources 
of social injustice. These are some of the questions 
that hunt this artistic work. I had to come back to the 
territories of the exile as an adult in order to reactivate 
through a series of performances a new mystic and 
corporal memory. In this way a stronger memory, a 
memory as an adult, gave me the strength to revisit the 
material archives of this history: the silence, the delay in 
the multiple grievings, the way the information of what 
happened got processed in the families, the losses and 
uprootedness, the imprints of torture and prison, the 
slowness of the institutional reparations, the proof of 
the consequences of state terrorism had to be revisited. 
After doing the performances in Chile, Switzerland and 
Bulgaria, I could scan the slide photos my father left, 
another layer of the imprints of forced migration (3.7).

I found the box full of slide images of Chile before the 
trauma. Many of them are of the south, a rich region that 
many called the Switzerland of Latin America – a region 

Figure 3.6 Marisa Cornejo, Wallpaper La Huella #01, Unified 
fragmented experience, imprints from performance in 
Espacio Flor, 210 x 91 cm, digital print, 2014



of lakes and woods, a region where the Mapuche, the 
indigenous people of the south, resisted colonization 
until the beginning of the twentieth century. It is a land 
that has now become part of a militarized state, where 
the Mapuche are constantly condemned by an ‘anti-
terrorist’ law that was designed in the constitution of 
the dictatorship. When they try to defend their land from 
the huge, so-called ‘development’ projects, carried out 
without their consent by transnational corporations to 
build dams or destroy native woods to produce cellulose, 
they are criminalized and sent to prison.  In the photos I 
also found 2 slides of El Estadio Nacional with a colorful 
crowd and five photos of the train station in Bulgaria 
when we are departing to never come back and where 
intuitively I did the performance La Huella #02. The 
gratitude is vast, I had been working with Eugenio all the 
time, this was not a waste of time (3.8).

Social actors such as my family left with cultural 
capital, archives and life experiences that according to 
Guattari’s concept of ecosophy could be the pieces of 
the puzzle that are missing in the memories of those 
territories, and could become the tools to repair the 
subjectivities, communities and the environment as a 
connected whole.

The recovery of the memory of the affective territory 
of people forced to migrate is the anti-memorial, the 
future of the mapping of another world, the world that 
colonization exterminated. Dreaming and remembering 
our dreams is a subversive action to bring attention to our 
own inner values and local realities and stop projecting 
our ideals into the false monuments of the individualistic 
narcissistic neoliberal society that trashes our limited 
resources. Jungian thinking also will say that humanity 
finds God and Goddesses inside us in our dreams, 
and as a last resource, to rescue the knowledge of the 
communities in danger of extermination we can use 
dreams as an honest archive.

Ramon Grosfoguel (when seeing a presentation of 
my project in la HEAD, Geneva 2014) observed:

 I don’t see you giving much credit to the 
mystical, spiritual dimension of your work, to 
say that someone told you to do a performance 
in a dream is not common language. Who is 
talking to you? Where are you receiving this 
information from?

An agreement with 
Mother Earth
 
A dream that I managed to put into practice recently, 
though it took me 16 years, was the first one I had 
featuring my father after he had died.51 In that dream I 
was having problems with my papers (I was a migrant). 
I was alive but in a rush, and suddenly he was crossing 
me in the opposite direction, looking beautiful, relaxed 
and wearing some beautiful embroidered white cotton 
indigenous clothes while riding a bicycle easily towards 
Chiapas, Mexico, where he was going to join his last 
girlfriend Celia.

So when the first historical encounter of ‘Political, 
artistic, sporting and cultural International Congress of 
Women who Fight’ was called by the Zapatista Army 
of National Liberation in Chiapas, Mexico, (EZLN) in 
March 2018, where around 9000 women from all over 
the world engaged in the defence of women’s rights and 
the protection of mother earth, I trusted the dream and 
went.52 In that context I felt more loved and safe than in 
12 years living ‘safely’ in the settlements of the Geneva 
Headquarters of the International Organizations. 

Once there, trying to choose from the hundreds of 
seminars proposed, I went to a workshop on feminist 
internet,53 bringing awareness about how the internet 
has become a shopping mall, how we are enriching 
multinationals led by privileged white men and how 
these companies extract wealth from our personal 
information. They exposed how Instagram and Facebook 
operate censorship and take political decisions, as well 
as promote individualistic narratives to exacerbate the 
celebrity culture and competition as the only way to have 
a life.

I also heard the Compañeras from the Landless 
Movement in Brazil breaking the silence of the situation 
of women in the agroindustry of the northeast of Brazil 
– where most of the pineapples and tropical fruits 
exported into US and European markets are leaving their 
drinking water full of chemicals, due to monoculture and 
the excessive use of pesticides. They explained how 
the women of these communities are facing premature 
illnesses on their own, the lack of health facilities and the 
poisoning of the land. If there is something to say about 
terror today we should listen to them.

I also listened to the collective Subversiones, an 
autonomous publishing house presenting the book 
Nosotras, a jewel at a really affordable price, where the 
testimonies of other women, their struggles and victories 
to recover their bodies, territories, memories and dignity, 
gave us useful tools.

While in the encounter, I proposed the 9 March 
2018 to the organizers of this event: the women from the 
EZLN to do an art demonstration and sell the engraving I 
called The Ancestor which my father did. The authorities 

of the autonomous organization granted me permission 
and offered me a piece of cardboard and a public space 
to reprint and sell my engravings. I became part of the 
art market in 15 minutes in an autonomous community! 
I have been trying to find a commercial gallery for my 
work for 12 years in the modernity of Geneva and haven’t 
got there yet. I got told ‘your art is not contemporary’ 
by a publicly-funded art institution (the Centre d’édition 
contemporaine) when I showed them a drawing of the 
dream of my father on the bicycle, as if I was coming 
from another time. But in this encounter I found my place 
effortlessly and joined the grand majority of women of 
this planet, whose only heritage is the memory of the 
violence neocolonialism is using to dispossess them 
from earthly wealth and human rights, leaving them only 
with the testimonies of how their grandfathers, men, 
fathers and sons received the brutality of patriarchal 
capitalism in its—hopefully—last stages.

So yes, I am coming from another time, the time of 
the zone of nonbeing. Where the lack of basic human 
rights leaves us exposed to a slow progress, full of 
obstacles called: injustice. But also full of sisters traveling 
towards transmodernity. The pluri-modernities in which 
we are all contemporary because we are. There I found 
the first enthusiastic collectors of the engravings of my 
father and had enough money to buy the art of the other 
local artist.

And where are we? In the dream, the daydream 
or the nightmare? When we come to Europe we are 
not contemporary enough because in the nightmare 
there is always a wall, a labyrinth for those who come 
from the dream of another world where there is an 
us. And the daydream I leave to those who live in the 
nightmare and don’t even see the wall or the labyrinth. 
The Zapatista women and this encounter gave me all the 
hope I needed: I was in the dream and I wasn’t sleeping. 
They give us a place to sleep, organic food produced 
in their communities and a pedagogy that the whole 
planet needs urgently—something I had never seen 
happening in Geneva. They gave us all of that but with 
one condition: to make an agreement with them to stay 
alive and fight without fear for our right to live.

Figure 3.7 Eugenio Cornejo, Unknown title, linoleum 
engraving on paper, 40.50 x 28.50 cm, 1977

Figure 3.8 Eugenio Cornejo, Allende presente, linoleum 
engraving on paper, 26 x 40 cm, 1977
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Œuvres connexes
Impressions, objets, dessin



Impressions
Linoléums imprimés durant les performances 

01.	 La Huella #01. Caja Negra, 2013 
22 prints, 220x110 cm	

02.	 La Huella #02. Plovdiv station, 2013 
19 prints, 220x110 cm	

03.	 La Huella #03. Escotilla 8, 2013 
with 19 prints, 220x110 cm	  
 

 
 
La Huella #01 / #02 / #03 
par série : 
chf 9’500 / avec cadre  
chf 6’500 / en cartable



Impressions
Linoléums imprimés durant les performances

04.	 La Huella #04. Carmen, 2014 
4 prints, 220x110 cm

05.	 La Huella #05. El Caracol, 2013 
12 prints, 220x110 cm

06.	 La Huella #06. Notas para la Huella, 2017 
21 prints, 220x110 cm	
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
La Huella #04 
chf 7’500 / avec cadre  
chf 4’500 / en cartable 
 

 
 
La Huella #05 / #06 
par série : 
chf 9’500 / avec cadre  
chf 6’500 / en cartable



Objets
Coussins brodés

01.	 Privilège, 2024-25,  
6 coussins, textile 
brodé, remplissage: blé 
67 x 56 x 15 cm. 

 
 
 
 

 
 
chf 1’700 / pièce 
chf 8’500 / série



Dessin
Le rêve de 2012 qui a déclenché le projet

01.	 Grabados, 04.11.2012, 
encre sur papier, 
30x42 cm 

 
 
 

chf 1’900 / avec cadre


