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AgFadi®Germ®s a:
Marcelo  Montecino,  recordamos a  Christian  Montecino.
We thank Macelo Montecino,  and we remember Christian Montecino.
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FOTOGPIAFiAS  CHPISTIAN  MONTECINO,  MAFicEL0  MONTECINO
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su hermano Christian, victima inocente de los
escuadrones de la muerte que dominaban el
ambiente en esos aFios,  lo lanza en una btlsqueda
de objetivos que generan un vasto registro que nos
lleva desde los meses inmediatos al golpe militar a
las actividades de los movimientos revolucionarios en
America Central por varios afios.
En este periodo, el ojo entrenado de Marcelo
Montecino se pone al servicio del horror, de la
tragedia que atestigua, de las pasiones que logra
atrapar en sus negativos y que en esta exhibici6n  se
muestra claramente.
Montecino esta detras de una camara desde hace
50 afros y ha recorrido diferentes estilos.   Podemos
encontrar en su catalogo, melanc6licas fotografias
de una carretela desplazandose por las calles de la
vieja calle Lira en una tarde lluviosa y oscura y ese es
el costumbrista. Tambien podemos ver fotografias
de serios y circunspectos alienados en un dormitorio
de un sanatorio mental y tenemos una especie de
explorador de lo que est5 mss alla de la cordura, o
vagos sonrientes y aparentemente felices del instante

y que ref leja a un Ma'rcelo Montecino explorador
social, o contrastados desnudos que evocan la
sinuosidad sensual de la contemplaci6n de la belleza
del cuerpo humano.
Prescinde de la obscenidad y vulgaridad de la
denuncia pol'icial o de la imagen hematol6gica,

y prefiere, con animo europeo,  la insinuaci6n
que deja en los ojos y alma de los espectadores la
profundidad de la traducci6n.  El espectador mira esa
clasica fotografia de un viejo coche americano de
los afios 40, mal estivado con un par de atatldes en
el techo, amarrados toscamente, puede conectarse
con la pobreza solemne que exuda y que porta, con
un espiritu practico tercermundista, el respeto por
los difuntos. Del mismo modo,  la hilera de hombres
tendidos de bruces sobre el pavimento, mientras
un connacional  uniformado los vigila, hace una
exhibici6n de !a brutalidad y ausencja de espiritu
solidario.  Es donde el otro es un anti yo y si sigue vivo
es porque yo permito, y no porque  tiene derecho a
la vida.

Ese extremo de alienaci6n del hombre, esta

graficado magistralmente en las fotograffas de
Marcelo y Christian Montecino.
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Nest of the Future
Hector Galas Mufi®z / jurnio 2011

Marcelo Montecino returned to Chile in February 1973. He was coming back from Washington
DC where he had just passed his final exam for a Master's Degree in Latin American Literature.
He  said  he  was  going  to  write  his  thesis  about  the  generation  from  the  50's  which  was
influenced  by his friend Claudio Giaconi.

I almost never saw him without his camera that year. He took it with him everywhere he went,
which wasn't a very common thing  in those days.  He walked through unfamiliar parts of the
city; and set up a little dark room in the kitchen of his apartment.

He wasn't quite sure.what he wanted to photograph. But his camera gained him a certain kind
of access and  conferrecl  legitimacy on  him.  He took pictures of everything:  his girlfriends,  all
kinds of political protests, kids on the streets of Santiago. Always Santiago.

Little by little, a body of work startecl to come together. It was somewhat incoherent, erratic,
but weighty and of great documentary value.

We  had  stay?d  up  late  the  night  before,  which  was  typical,  and  in  that  grey  September
moming, still a little cold,I knocked on the door of his apartment, nervously expecting to find
a face and voice in a bad mood.  Forty-five minutes before at the university l`d encountered an
unusual nervousness, plus the news that the Armed Forces were moving their troops towards
La Monecla Palace. The much talkecl about coup d'€tat had begun!

I  tell  him  the  news  and  he  looks  at  me  in  disbelief  because,  after  all,  we've  been  hearing
about this for months.  But he  pulls himself together and  promises to get dressed  and  head
towards the  city center.  We stick a  bottle of cheap,  lethal  Cognac (the only thing  we could
find) in a grocery bag, he grabs his cameras and we walk out of that apartment in Providencia,
destination   La   Moneda.   Maybe   the  way  we   prepared   ourselves,   banal   and   irreverent
considering the circumstances, was a sign of our curiosity and incredulousness.

We supported Allende's government, without question, but avoided being strict, clverly pious
militants.  Rather,  we  were  part of  a  diffuse  group  of  marginal,  bourgeois-hippy-bohemian
supporters.

As  we  walkecl  toward  the  center:,  we  realized  something  serious  was  going  on.    Not  only
because  of  the  obvious  nervousness  of  people,  who  were  walking  quickly  and  speaking
excitedly; but also because of the sound that reached us from radios where alarmed reporters
commented on events, and a peal of bullets in the distance. When we got to the archecl bridge
which crosses the Mapocho River, we climbed to the top and could see the unspeakable: the
Hawker Hunter jets launching missiles against what we guessed to be La Moneda Palace.

At that point, our clisbelief had disappeared and we were overcome with a kind of amazement
and panic. Nevertheless, we decided to continue and eventually reached Plaza ltalia. There, a
little soldier with an enormous rifle stopped  us,  pushed  us up against the wall and searched
our bag.  He smilecl  naively when he discovered what was inside and sent us back home with
a stem waming: lf he saw us again, he'cl shoot us. Apparently that soldier must have had the
same level of awareness as we had. What prevented  him from thinking we were carrying a
Molotov cocktail disguised as cheap cognac?

When we got back to the apartment, we listened to the radio and had the solemn, incomparable
opportunity of listening to our fellow  President giving  his final  address to the country. That
memorable  speech,  tragically beautiful,  of the  grand  boulevards and  how they would  once
again  belong  to  the  people.  That's  when  we  realized  we  had  passed  into  another  sphere,
another time, another reality: dark, ominous and hostile.

That night Marcelo gets in touch with his brother, Christian, who had gotten back to Chile in
Jiine from the United States.  He is also a  photographer and they realize they are both doing
the same thing. So they c!ecide to cover the coup d'6tat and its aftermath together.

They usually work  separately so  as to  attract  less  attention,  but they run  into  each  other a
couple of times. They meet at the National Staclium and at the Ministry of Defense accreditation
office. Some nights they get together to exchange stories and information about future events.

It is that violent and cruel moment, inescapable and fatal, of the '73 Military Coup which brings
about a  shift in the choice of subject  matter and  in the  intentionality of the  photographer
Marcelo  Montecino.  The  unimaginable  horror  of  those  moments  lragically  and  criminally
expressed  in the  absurd  death  of his  brother Christian,  innocent victim  of the death  squads
which  dominated  the  environment  in  those  years-  propels  him  into  a  search  for  subjects
which end up generating a vast record of photography,. and which leac!s us from the months
immediately following the coup to the  activities of the  revolutionary movements  in  Central
America for several years.

During this period of time, Marcelo Montecino's trained eye is focused on horror, on the tragedy
which bears witness, on the passions; all of which he manages to capture in his negatives and
which  are  on  clear  display  in  this  exhibition.  But  Montecino  has  been  behinc!  a  camera  for
50 years and  has  passed through  different styles.  Inside  his portfolio we can find  melancholy
photographs of a vendor's cart rolling clown old Lira Street on a rainy; clark afternocm: here he
is the observer of everyday life. We can also see photographs of serious, circumspect patients in
the beclroom of a mental institution: here he is a type of explorer of the abnormal. Or smiling
vagrants,  apparently  happy  in  the  moment  and  who  reflect  a  Marcelo  Montecino  as  social
explorer. Or contrasting nucles which evoke the sensual sinuosity of the contemplation of the
human body and its beauty

His photography has nothing to do with the obscenity and vulgarity of political c!enunciation
or  the  depiction  of  blood  and  gore.  Rather,  with  a  more  European  spirit,   it  prefers  the
insinuation which the profundity of the translation leaves in the eyes anc! souls of the viewers.
The viewer looking at that classic photo of an old, American car from the 40's -poorly loadecl
with a couple of coffins awkwardly tied to the roof-can relate to the solemn poverty which
the scene carries with  it and exuc!es, to the way the  honoring of the dead  is performed  in a
practical,  thircl-world  manner.  Similarly;  the  row  of  men  lying  face  down  on  the  pavement
while a uniformed compatriot watches over them, demonstrates the brutality and absence of
solidarity.  It is where the other is an anti-me and  if he  is alive  it is because  I  allow him €o  be,
and not because he has a right to life.

That extreme alienation of man is majestically i!lus€rated in the photographs of Marcelo and
Christian  Moritecino.


