MANFREDO DE SOUZANETTO: landscape of the work
Viewed from a distance and arranged in a white room such as the one in Rio de Janeiro’s Instituto Moreira Salles where they were on display in February, 2006, Manfredo de Souzanetto’s latest works are more intriguing than the well-known pictorial reliefs and sculptures with which we tend straight away to identify them. They resemble thick wooden drawings as they move through space, ensnaring it with their smooth torsions, alighting with dignity and subtlety upon the floor or stretching across walls like a musical instrument or a tool, or even a butterfly (I am not quite certain) – perhaps a giant-size version of one of those delicate, squalid wire insects, indifferent to the fact that the floor there is vertical.

      The pieces suggest none of the effort expended in their execution. They appear to be light and weightless, as though the sinuousness of their forms resulted in the natural (never external) disposition of a technique perfected over years, the expertness of which associates firmness and sweetness, and is able to bend them. Only when one approaches them, one’s eyes traveling over the condensed substance of their bodies, do we notice the succession of perpendicular cuts close to one another, once more calling to mind the rhythmic spacing of string instruments or the strict intervals of fine lines that run down the sides of rules and tape measures. The constructive method of which the artist avails himself so that the curved wood structure is not broken combines with slender copper blades which, in the cadence of small hammer-marks anticipated in the many tiny nail heads used to affix them, are glued to the structure’s concave face so as to guarantee its rigidity.  
Supported in their semicircular edges, some of these sculptures oscillate, although they are, in fact, still, like bowers of small twigs that break and fall to the ground or are glimpsed against skies and passing clouds, leaving us to wonder whether the movement lies within them, in the wind which envelops them or in our gaze which, imprisoned at the top of the body and accustomed to an incessant displacement, eventually lends velocity to the things around it.   

I think of branches and yet I shrink from the precise geometry with which such forms are carved [cut?]. For this reason, I am also led to think of instruments and objects designed to attend to our most ordinary ancestral needs, whether linked to hard work, like the shovels with which we dig up earth, or children’s games in which we forget the world, like tops we spin with our fingers, or which serve as adornments, talismans or anything else, whose beauty or uniqueness we never tire of admiring and which, for this very reason, we wear flush against our bodies or hang from the walls of our houses. Whatever its is, we cannot forget the fact that we are referring to works of art; in this case, to works whose manufacture require the conscious exercise of hands and whose first and principal effect is the opening of a gap into the dreams and reveries amid our everyday lives.       
The way Manfredo de Souzanetto conceives his works is curious. First of all because, like much of what he has been producing in the last few years, they transit indecisively between sculpture, drawing and painting. Indecisive might be an inappropriate way to refer to them, for it is a matter here of a premeditated lack of definition, directed to the production of changing, reversible structures, beginning with the way they structure themselves around the commerce between a small amount of substance and a large amount of air. The way they se accommodate themselves to walls is also of interest, dissolving on the floor of the room or being hurled on high from a base [foundation] placed in the corner of the space. They appear ready to face the most varied situations of an arrangement approaching chance, like something simply collected from nature, to the elegance of a vertical pose, as is characteristic of sculpture’s most traditional lineage, passing through (moving through) and orderly group of stones, an otherwise curious collection, seeing as how they are not stones at all but, rather, objects in lead, iron, aluminum, bronze and copper, molded from a same [?] original, from an identical stone. It matters not what they are made of, nor that their formal solutions are discrepant to the point of contradicting whoever might have been  expecting a similar, single family of works. They always progress in expansive movements of different roots, nimbly absorbing the environment, in most instances as if inventing a landscape within themselves or even as if they were pregnant with that very landscape.             

The whole of Manfredo de Souzanetto’s work is born from landscape, from a relationship which, at first, was direct but which slowly (as the artist discovered that relating to the landscape was the same as imagining the way it reinvents itself under the guise of pictorial, sculptural or drafted expression, or by means of the use of this or that material which was removed from it, distancing itself, until the proposition of oblique utterances, discreet indexes like some of the intriguing aforementioned reliefs.    

Landscape as principle 

The works on paper of the 1970s, drawings which, in some cases, might as well be called paintings on paper, essential in defining the unique path down which the artist would travel, are clear insofar as they refer to the way they start a conversation with the landscape, an understanding which already appears in his choice of horizontal formats, most favorable to the outline of something which possesses a sense of lateral expansion. Although they are figurative, these drawings by Manfredo never lent themselves to immediate comprehension. Aware that he was tackling one of the most frequented subjects in the history of art, he pursued, under uncommon vises, its restitution to the condition of an enigma.      
From the outset, emphasis must be placed upon his understanding of the problem of the frame, a device essential to the history of art, created to separate the work of art from the space around it, or nature from the field of culture, or nature from the place in which man conceptualizes it and which, as he does so, he reflects upon himself. The frame as artifice, as the translation of a mental resource, appears in these works not only as the rectilinear, quadrilateral margins of the support itself, which is trivial, but also as an order that projects itself into the object being portrayed, modulating it, redefining it and highlighting some of its features. In practice, a comprehension that there is no possible division between the world and the place in which the world is processed, turned inside out, torn to pieces, and which makes its most explicit appearance in the series of drawings applied to transparent sheets of acrylic: surfaces which are confused with the very surface of the wall.

There is something cinematic or perhaps comic strip-like in this migratory process of the straight line into the paper then inhabited by the landscape. The straight vertical and horizontal lines abandon their original place to intercross, defining sub-spaces, tensioning or airing the subject portrayed, for example,  making a compact blade of the sky, compressing the serrated line of what appears to be a mountain, dividing the object into variegated visions, fragmenting it and presenting it in nuance and detail.  
Two things must be emphasized in this particular view of our artist’s landscape. In the first place, the insistence on views in elevation, the way in which they show themselves beneath the skin, as though they had suffered the effect of a cut that exposed their entrails. In fact, Manfredo de Souzanetto’s landscapes do not appear to be seen from afar. Like architectural blueprints or anatomy manuals, they stand upright right before us. The geological layers resemble fabrics and subcutaneous fibers and this is precisely where the second point to be emphasized resides: the organic nature of these entrails of earth which Manfredo emphasizes thanks to homologous chromatic resources like the bluish red of meats, muscle and viscera. This confusion between body and landscape, flesh and earth, is an aspect which permeate the artist’s poetic line from end to end. It is worth remembering that both terms (nearly always under constant harassment from geometry, of a logic that can manifest itself both ostentatiously, creating limits which, strictly speaking, are syntactic axes that guide our eyes, and under the guise of subtle lines which silently cross the field of the drawing; polygons, transparent diagonals produced by the rotation and the displacement of the edges, and which make themselves noticed only through delicate tonal variations, in an effect similar to that of the solar rays which are propagated in a straight line, reflected upon opaque bodies, bifurcating themselves between light regions and other shadowy ones. 

But, as we have already underscored, geometry does not always make itself noticed by means of such a prominent function, resigning itself to a discreet, albeit fundamental plane. Proof of this may be found not only in recent works but also, once again in the works of the 1970s, more precisely in the series of more strictly pictorial drawings, the surfaces of which, instead of alluding to landscapes, are definitively converted into such. In those drawings, the full extension of which are occupied by homogenous stains, although one might also call them atmospheres [?] of color, the artist engenders the typical three-dimensionality of mountains by using irregular lines in a calculatedly disaffected manner, a nerve suggesting the profile of one of them momentarily evading the fog which dresses it. The dissolution of the image in favor of its suggestion is a significant one, for all that it is a typical effect of the “stain”, that entity which efficiently fertilizes our eye, allowing us to “see into”, in the words of  Leonardo da Vinci. 

Thus, the way in which geometry insinuates itself into these groups [ensembles] is surprising. Instead of direct confrontation, of establishing balizas, paintings within paintings, as if the artist were defining what needs to be looked at, geometry, even as it is sure of itself, flaunting its own predicates – as may be seen in the reticules which  move across the stained field, in the open and seemingly unfinished quadrangles –, becomes an element integrated to the formal-plastic solution.

Still with regard to the confrontation between reason and nature, geometry and the organic, it is worth pointing out two series of drawings, which are a rigor more attuned to the definition of paintings on paper. In the first place, the series made up of dark surfaces shot through by white nervures, rays of pallid luminosity, divided between the suggestion of a geometric solid and a laconic bundle of shredded roots. The progress of the series implies the irruption, on one of the edges of that vaguely enunciated solid, of a yellow equilateral triangle; the dawn of a geometric figure which, though it may not immediately strike us as such, may have been extracted from the outlines of a mountain.  Although it is a product of reason, is geometry not derived from a contemplation of the world? The solution is not an obvious one, for the artist – an enemy of the obvious – has  positioned the triangle vertically, its figure facing the viewer’s right, a solution which, on one hand, contradicts our habit and, on the other, considered the sequence of the drawings, in which the triangle takes on progressively greater proportions, eventually confers the ensemble with a certain musical quality.

In considering the relationship between the stain and the square, the second series of works on paper  (28 to 35 of file 70) organizes the paintings as a cloudy, undefined territory through which the gaze wanders erratically, in opposition to order, or rather, to the frame. To the territory of the symbol, to the landscape as virgin territory awaiting its fecundation by the sign, opposes itself to the effort of demarcation and contention. The quadrilateral defined by the paper, the limits across which the artist’s gesture and the spectator’s imagination may venture, reverberate through the painting, as if opening up a path towards its heart, in an attempt to subjugate it, calming it in its deepest interior. However, what one sees is the quadrangular format, as a restrictive principle, being continuously cancelled, annulled, and having its edges dissolved, converting its very self into painting. 

Even when the frame is enunciated by fine lines, a cutting graphic sign, the layer of paint is quick to drown it, albeit partially; it dulls its edge, forces it to subdue its momentum. In this series o works on paper, preparatory to what would follow, there is no longer any precise definition of what lies within or outside the scope of artistic expression. Esta speaks of the world within it. The landscape of the world and the representation of landscape are interwoven in an indivisible body.

Remaking the landscape

The maturity of Manfredo de Souzanettos’s trajectory is demarcated in the 1980s, and a long sojourn in Paris (1975-1980), the fruit of a scholarship, was crucial to it, providing sufficient impulse for the young artist to abandon the year of the architecture course at the Federal University of Minas Gerais, in the city of Belo Horizonte where he lived.
There is no need to assess the impact of this experience, the amount and the quality of information absorbed; an extraordinary contrast with the modest cultural life of the capital of Minas Gerais. However, insofar as they situated the artist in relation to the international debate, that information also served to make him reflect on his condition as a Brazilian, the uniqueness of his experience and the need to transpose it to the scope of expression. 
This confluence of experiences and information resulted in the artist’s return to Brazil and to his establishment in Rio de Janeiro, aware of the questions he needed to tackle and the way of going about it. Proof of this lays in the rapid materialization of original work, situated at the vertex of painting and sculpture, of two- and three-dimensional expression, a place which, since then, he has frequented with uncommon boldness. 
Recognition was not late in arriving. Among the various invitations received for solo and group exhibitions, special emphasis must be accorded to his room at the 17th International São Paulo Biennial in 1983, a show which, under the curatorship of Walter Zanini, I a country which was experiencing its first taste of democracy, its virtual resurrection, guaranteeing prestige to whoever participated in it. 
As for this period of his work, the one which points to the direction he would follow on his own, the way he introjects and processes his previous findings is quite fascinating. From the discussion of the landscape or, more precisely, of the painting of landscape understood as a way for man to ponder his own condition as well as that of his place in the world, the artist, instead of using the frame to establish a boundary, uses it as an element of expansion, of opening up and out; instead of using paint and paintbrush as instruments for representation, he makes use of natural pigments extracted directly from the landscape and extends them into the painting.

I borrow the artist’s own words: “now, it is the pulverized mountain, the ground rock, the sifted clay which become pictorial substance for the construction of the canvas”
. In Manfredo de Souzanetto’s paintings, landscape truly makes appears, under the guise of substance prospected directly from the earth, the colors and density of which evoke the places from which they were extracted. Pulverizing, grinding and sifting are the artist’s actions, and one is constantly reminded of them in the paintings made from this point on. Other verbs would come. However, there would be no appeased substance, no industrial pigment for sale in metallic tubes at specialized stores. One might have predicted the meticulous gestures, the necessary, loving relationship with ancient instruments; notwithstanding the fact that, at a time when globalization would appear to be an inevitable given, so present in the everyday life of our country, and, despite the fact that it is eminently urban, coexists with these corresponding practices and forms of sociability. [REVER – ESTÁ FALTANDO ALGUMA COISA AQUI? ALGUM VERBO? A FRASE PARECE INCOMPLETA…]
From what we have already seen, the broad sense the artist gives to the term ‘landscape’ may be readily perceived – a physical entity that is also symbolic and, as such, extends through society. Hence the fact that the handcrafted finish of his work, an option he maintains to this day, patent in his varied range of materials and techniques, cannot be considered as a mere anachronistic impulse, a label to be applied to most of the poetics which, nestling in the niche of the exotic, steer clear of contemporary problems. Absolutely. Manfredo de Souzanetto’s research grows at the intersection of some of the most refined problems in the history of art and candescent aspects of contemporary life.

As for this, it is worth underlining that the sudden notoriety of his work in the early 1980s came not only from this unique appropriation of landscape residues, but also from the way he operated within the scope of form, problematizing the frame, deconstructing the quadrangular format, in a radicalization of the operations which, as we have seen, began in his work of the  1970s.

His object-paintings or, if we prefer, reliefs affixed to walls, have no problem in departing from canonic format. From quadrilaterals to triangles, from a grave, closed form to an open, contracted one, in taking over the frame no longer as an element of limitation but as a fork that functions as an expansion, an irradiating center of centripetal force, the artist’s work was received as a true renewal within the scope of the fertile constructivist heritage which permeates the history of our art, herein referred to as universal territory.    
Conscious of the certainty of his findings, the artist comments, in the same text from the preceding quotation was taken: “FORK, a bifurcated trunk which supports; both a formal element and a support for the painting; different entities in a single individuality participating in the same existence”. [ATENÇÂO, LUIZ; ACHO Q FALTOU ALGUMA COISA AQUI NESSA CITAÇÂO – PRECISAMOS REVER] The artist’s landscape-reliefs are amalgams of topographies and various different types of earth, from grain to dust, from the coarsest and aggressive fragment to that which is most welcoming to the view, allowing it to glide smoothly. By associating himself to gestures of digging and preparing earth, the territory of art as a tilled field, the artist adds to them [IT?] the typical gestures of a creative carpenter. Sawing, cutting, joining, gluing, nailing, sharpening, purifying, filing... how many actions, how many dissimilar gestures, how far can a subject open himself up to the world in a plurality of ways the better to intervene in  it?

Art history as landscape 

Although he does not agree with those who consider him a successor to the legacies of concretism and neoconcretism, constructivism was renewed by Manfredo de Souzanetto’s poetic investigations. “Despite the fact that I kept in touch with Lygia Clark in Paris, shortly before she returned to Brazil, my relationship to geometry is much more a result of my architectural studies and my interest in the Bauhaus experiment. [...] I think the qualification [“the youngest expression of Brazilian concretism”] was an easy journalistic label for me. At any rate, it really bothered me”
.

The artist’s comment does not void his relationship with the development of  concretism RAMAL [PODE CORTAR – NO INGLÊS É UM ABORTO] in Brazil, but it illuminates the fact that the relationship is somewhat indirect. With one foot planted in the tradition of handicraft so common to the hinterlands of Minas Gerais (where his birthplace Jacinto, and Almenara, where he went to high school, are located), Manfredo de Souzanetto’s artistic trajectory cannot be exclusively comprehended as the exclusive result of a scholarly background, though he acknowledges its crucial importance. “[...] had I not traveled the path of formal apprenticeship, I would most certainly be an artisan today. I might be sculpting animals or some such thing, like so many artisans in Minas Gerais, especially in the region where I was born. It was thanks to that apprenticeship that I was able to leave handicrafts behind and enter the field of art”. It is also possible to get a sense of the dilemmas of an artist who invented himself within the unlikely convergence between those two worlds: “On the morning of that unforgettable day [February 27, 1979], I awoke with a question in my mind: “What am I doing here? What relation is there between the person I am today [working on minimalist problems] and the one who lived in the North of Minas?”
.

In that sense, the finest critics understood that his work grew out of the very particular way in which he set out to reveal new regions, his ballast the ancestral landscape, the ties that bind him still to city of his birth, an artist who defines himself as homo faber and who rejoices and is proud to busy himself in producing his work, and the (sometimes unconscious) dialogue (a thing which only confirms the sharpness of his sensibility) with that landscape constructed by artists who preceded him. 

The keynote of Roberto Pontual’s essay “Mineiro do mundo, Manfredo ou a geometria do nômade”
 lies in its very title, establishing connections, as would be done by others who followed, between the work of the young artist and the trail blazed by the Uruguayan Joaquín Torres Garcia, eventually finding a correspondence between Souzanetto’s forks and Lygia Clark’s “caminhantes”. Joining Pontual’s chorus are Paulo Herkenhoff, most notably adding the contributions of Hélio Oiticica’s Bólides, while also pointing out similarities with another great artist from Minas – the masterly Amílcar de Castro; in a more high-spirited text, Frederico Morais makes passing allusion to echoes of the Mineiro baroque in the artist’s work while referring to the protagonists of the constructivist vanguards in an arc extending from Malevich and Tatlin to the shaped canvases of Ellsworth Kelly and Frank Stella, and to Aluísio Carvão’s “Cubocor” [“Colorcube”]; similarly, Philippe Cyroulnik, in his curatorial text for the Amalgames brésiliens exhibition catalog; and myself, in assessing and commenting on the inclusion in this exhibition of the work of Celso Renato, an artist whose investigations are palpably present in the work of Manfredo de Souzanetto.

To my way of seeing, the name of mineiro Celso Renato is an important key to locating Manfredo de Souzanetto on the contemporary scene. Which does not mean it is the only key, for Renato’s poetic procedure, unlike that of our artist, although equally nourished by the tradition of popular handicraft and geometric ornamentation, was based on the appropriation of planks and fragments of used wood. This being said, it remains for us to underline Manfredo de Souzanetto’s esteem and his effort in  pointing out Celso Renato’s seminal contribution to Brazilian modern and contemporary art, an enterprise in which he was always accompanied by colleagues such as Marcos Coelho Benjamin, with whom he organized “4XMinas”, the memorable 1993 itinerant exhibition which brought the there of them together with Amílcar de Castro. Mention must also be made of Claudia Renault, Fernando Lucchesi and Marco Túlio Resende in any short list of those who call for a broader and more precise appreciation of Celso Renato, whose work, brilliant as it is, has been poorly divulged. 

One might be forgiven for saying that Manfredo de Souzanetto is not alone in the rich confluence between popular tradition (with the pronounced presence of handicraft) and an academic background. In a country such as Brazil, in which those worlds are but two sides of a same world, or, to put it another way, whose process of urbanization, even when juxtaposed to the rural world from the 1960s onwards, did not succeed in diminishing the force of the field and, had our capitalism not been founded on the maintenance of differentiated modes of production, its presence in the contemporary urban space, it was expected that other artists would be sensitive to such a situation. Insofar as contemporary production specifically is concerned, one must recognize, in addition to the aforementioned Marcos Coelho Benjamin, Fernando Lucchesi and Marco Túlio Resende, other artists such as Emanuel Nassar (from the state of Pará) and Marcelo Silveira (from the state of Pernambuco). There is yet one more noteworthy case, that of Ana Mariani’s “Fachadas” [“Façades”] photographic series, an astonishing collection of countless simple houses spread across the Northeastern hinterlands of Brazil, all of them decorated with the sort of geometric patterning one might deem  typical of the geometric vanguards of the period between the two world wars, were this not a historical-geographic impropriety reinforced by the use of chromatic tones which the purists rejected as excess of affect.  

The inventory of these artists, all of them responsible for high quality, albeit (naturally) quite different work , and all of it exemplary inasmuch as it concerns the fertility of what we have designate here as a clash between two worlds, in no way disavows Manfredo de Souzanetto’s qualities as a pioneer. 

The diction of things 

“I remember the first time I drew anything – I must have been twelve or thirteen – for a lady ceramist, a sort of print for her to decorate the jars and jugs she made”
.

To visit the recent work of Manfredo de Souzanetto is akin to witnessing his return from a long journey to the farthest reaches of geometry, back to the lessons he learned in France – the ones which spoke of the importance of an artistic endeavor which would allude to itself alone, a work that was a pure presence in the world, a material and formal reality that would open its space among exiting things, a veritable demonstration of man’s constructive power, of his ability to found realities that are not  dependent on anything exterior to themselves –, to the place of origin, to the starting point, to the first landscape and the things that inhabited it . Those works seem to tell us that maturity consists in never abandoning – because such an act would be both false and useless – that which exists within us, indelibly impregnating our sensibility, like the color of our skin and the breath that the landscape intermittently breathes upon us, no matter where we have settled. At the same time, we must go away in order to gain distance or perspective, to situate ourselves in relation to something. This being said, Manfredo de Souzanetto’s work continues to teach that there is no conflict between the regional and the international, and that if history, that history which flies the flag of culture, prevails over geography, this prevalence gives way when we realize the ineluctable necessity of a pint of support, of place where that same banner must be supported.

The return takes place little by little in the presence of the grain of earth and the artist’s own labors, bent over his clods of soil, crushing them at his table. And with this, the re-arrangement of frames, breaking the boundaries of painting, the defense that it interests him to break down the floodgates of art and make them forks, spreading them across walls and through fields. And it is at this junction of terms that his work moves vehemently away from the agenda of the North American “hard edge” or the French  support-surface, from artists who faced and faced art as a self-absorbed game, enclosed inside itself , circumscribed to its own constructive elements, with no remission from the world outside. Could this be possible? 

Slowly, conserving and simplifying the chromatic shades obtained in ever deeper prospections, the forms, even as they gained relief, exalted themselves towards the wall-defined space, dismembering themselves, disjoining themselves as if to declare that unity is an invention of the idea, or better yet, the presumption of an idea; that there is no unity in the world, that what exists, and which has is most fertile reference in poetry, is the human ability to bring diversity together, to gather what is various, to arrange the parts while respecting the uniqueness of their diction, on the path to a whole which is desired yet which we know to be impossible. 

Armed with pure substance – with the essential earth, with shards of wood and everything else that springs from its pith, Manfredo de Souzanetto continues to construct his sculpture-painting-reliefs, which we cannot quite pin down (and a good thing it is that we cannot). Thus (contradictorily) when finally finished they are apparently incomplete, parts exposed, at times reduced to laconic outlines, and always executed according to a geometry practiced without recourse to rulers; with bare hands, the same hands which, unsubmissive to the dry discipline of reason, bring warmth and sinuousness to the straight line, and train earth, wood and metal by tender affection, forcing them to become pottery, jars and jugs; arches, scythes and flutes. Various and necessary instruments, all of them anonymously invented, like popular sayings which are handed down through the ages by virtue of the burden of truth they carry in them. The artist travels through all these things on an oblique path, without ever resorting to literal quotation. Solemn and well aware of his role as an inventor, the artist’s sole concession is with regard to the use of stone: frequents it, shaping it in divers materials such as lead, iron, aluminum, bronze and copper. From it he learns the various lessons of which poet João Cabral de Melo Neto has written: “the moral lesson is cold resistance; the poetic, its concrete musculature; the economic, its compact density”
. It is as if, after pulverizing earth for so long, the artist had decided to look into its core, the Earth’s reduced incarnation, the mother of all landscapes.

Agnaldo Farias
� See the artist’s catalog text for his exhibitions at Espaço ABC, Funarte/Instituto Nacional de Artes Plásticas and at the Museu de Arte Moderna do Rio de Janeiro, reprinted on page XX of this book.


� The expression may be found in the catalog for his 1983 exhibition at São Paulo’s Galeria Paulo Figueiredo. The text is part of an interview granted to Antonio Fernando De Francheschi. Cf. the catalog for his “Esculturas” [“Sculptures”] exhibition, which took place at the Instituto Moreira Sales cultural centers in 2005 and 2006, p. 24.


� Respectively, pages 18 and 24 of the “Esculturas” exhibition catalog.


� Catalog text for his 1984 exhibition at Rio de Janeiro’s Galeria Cesar Aché, reprinted on pages XX-XXX of this volume.


� Paulo Herkenhoff. “A fecundação do árido”, catalog text for the artist’s 1986 exhibition at the Galeria São Paulo, reprinted on pages XX-XX of this book; Frederico de Morais, text for the Joel Edelstein Arte Contemporânea gallery exhibition, in November/December, 1996; Philippe Cyroulnik. “Figures de l’amalgame” and Agnaldo Farias. “Un autre regard sur la production contemporaine brésilienne”, texts for the Amalgames brésiliens exhibition catalog at the Musée de l’Hôtel-Dieu, Mantes-la-Jolie, France, 2005. 


� Catalog for the “Esculturas” [“Sculptures”] exhibition, p. 9.


� From the translation by Marta and Scott Bentley  “Education by Stone” 





