How did these colors, these images emerge?

Luz María Villarroel*

When I see an exhibit of my watercolors hanging in a hall, or when I show my work in my studio, I ask myself: how did all these images, all these colors manage to get here? It is always a powerful, overwhelming experience. 

Circles of life, circles of creation

I'm a person who, like every other human being, uses a variety of methods and channels to display her creative impulses. This happens because I am part of the Cosmos and of Mother Earth. Brian Swimme in his video series, The Canticle to the Cosmos, speaks of a basic difference that distinguishes us from the animals: animals have defined cycles in their development as pups, adults, and elders. Once one stage is over, they cannot return to it. But the human has the ability to wonder, to be awestruck in the face of a landscape, an idea, a project, the music of the earth. We are able to become young again at the prospect of a new beginning, to hold on to our ability to be childlike. 

As Starhawk writes in The Spiral Dance: "The moon and its three phases becomes the five-pointed star of birth, initiation, love, rest and death… We can see these five stages, which are an integral part of our life cycle, in every new adventure or creative project. Every book, every painting, every new work is first born as an idea.  It is subjected to an initial period of exploration, frightening at times because we are forced to learn new things. In the measure that we feel more comfortable with our new ability or concept, the project comes to fruition. It now exists independently. Now others can read the book, contemplate the painting, savor the dinner or use a technique that we have taught. Finally, it comes to an end, dies, and we move on to something new."

Open to awe

Of all the different ways of expression open to us, to enter into the world of painting is to also enter into the mystery of each thing, into the diversity that surrounds us, that diversity within the elements that at first glance seem so similar. Not everything can be drawn, painted or re-created. There is a universe incubating in the looking, the studying, the smelling, the touching, the breathing; all is ready to provide the artist with material. One only needs to be alert, open to the possibility of being awestruck. To discover the richness in the tonalities of a rock, so simple in appearance, but in the process of painting and drawing, it reveals itself. And so it is with so many anonymous objects: once we go below the surface, they reveal their life and their wonder to us. 

Resonances is the title of my latest exhibit. A powerful attraction to hills and mountains: of all the subjects, this was the most present and meaningful. To look at them is to pray. 

How long does it take a wave to break? Where and when did the wave begin?

I work with the language of water; part of my way of expressing myself is through watercolor. Today I feel I am ending a cycle, going "outside" and the way I did this was through another exhibit called Going down, going up. How did this "breaking of the wave" come about?

I took a trip to Mamiña, a town in northern Chile which is in the Andean foothills, surrounded with gorges and thermal baths, a place for healing mixed with barrenness, silence and solitude. I wrote in my journal: "I have journeyed to the bottom, to the bowels, to barrenness." And I felt that my trip to Mamiña paralleled my personal life, that both journeys were intertwined.  Two months before my trip I went through a hysterectomy, living through a time of slowing down, of silence, of "going down." With all the "information" gathered, I began to work, conscientiously translating this trip to the bowels, this going to the bottom within my own innards, a language that ran and ran and did not tolerate being curtailed.  At times there seemed to be two wills pitted against each other, two forces equally matched—working and crying, searching and wanting to paint and say ALL. Finally, one day…to the rhythm of rock and salsa, we began to dance and everything flowed. Great love and eroticism entwined!

The watercolor


A stain that invites you to dance


Coming down in a swirl 

Of rapids, waterfalls, calm waters


You control and you cede


You propose and you give over


You contain and you let loose


You open and you close

The watercolor


Internal and external 

Resonance

A dance between the two of them.

Synchronicities

I look back through the window of my current reality and I am struck by the perfection with which each piece fits with the other. Nothing is too much, nothing is missing, and everything is necessary. I can focus on the process thanks to what came out of each piece of work. A work finished, so now it can rest, take on a life of its own with its own language as it goes out to meet other universes. 

*Luz María Villarroel, a well-known Chilean artist, is a member of Con-spirando

Source: Con-spirando #7: Por el amor del arte  (marzo, 1994), pp. 9-13.
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