JOVENES TALENTOS DE M AGALLANES,
LA REGION QUE SONAMOS

YOUNG TALENTS OF MAGALLAN ES THE REGION WE DREAM OF

Ellegado de quienes han habitado las tierras mas australes, las tradiciones que atn se mantienen -
y la fuerza de la naturaleza inspiran a los jovenes autores de los doce cuentos y veintiséis PRSI GO
ilustraciones recopiladas en este libro. Obras en las que conviven el presente, pasado y futuro de
la Region de Magallanes y la Antartica chilena y que reflejan lo que los escolares magallanicos

sueflan para su region.

The legacy of those who inhabited the southernmost lands, the ancient traditions that are
still alive today, and the strength of nature inspire the young authors of the twelve stories and
twenty-six illustrations compiled in this book. Works in which the present, past and future of
the Region of Magallanes and Chilean Antarctica coexist, and which reflect the dreams of
Magellanic schoolchildren for their region.
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“La estancia y corazon de escarcha”
“The Ranch and Heart of Frost”

Mientras Chile y el mundo viven una pandemia y un proceso de cambios y grandes desafios, quisimos darle
un espacio a los estudiantes de Magallanes para que manifiesten los anhelos e intereses que tienen para
su regiéon a través de los cuentos e ilustraciones participantes en la décima version del concurso Jovenes

Talentos de Magallanes.

Los invitamos a disfrutar de un viaje a través de estas creativas narraciones que rescatan la identidad

magallanica, los suefos para el futuro de la region y todo aquello que no debe ser olvidado.
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While Chile and the world are living a pandemic and a process of great changes and challenges, we
wanted to invite students of Magallanes to express their desires and visions for the region through the

stories and illustrations participating in the tenth version of the contest Young Talents of Magallanes.

We hope you enjoy these creative narratives, which rescue the identity of Magallanes, the dreams for the

future of the region, and everything that should not be forgotten.
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Kepja, la curandera

Por Constanza Nicole Troncoso Angulo

Existi6 una vez en un lejano lugar de Tierra del Fuego una nina
llamada Kepja, integrante del pueblo selk’'nam.

Kepja, con su tierna mirada, pasaba los dias a orilla de los
riachuelos, observando la naturaleza y todo a su alrededor. Un
dia, not6 que tenia algo diferente: podia oler las plantas y se daba
cuenta de que cada hierba que encontraba, cada arbusto, habia
crecido con un proposito que ella usaria con fines medicinales.

Con la ayuda de su madre, pasé afnos probando sus dotes
de curandera. Por las noches, le gustaba conectarse con el

Kepja, the Healer

By Constanza Nicole Troncoso Angulo

Once upon a time, in a faraway place in Tierra del Fuego, there
was a girl named Kepja, a member of the Selk'nam people.

Kepja, with her tender gaze, spent her days at the edge of the
streams, observing nature and everything around her. One day,
she noticed something different about her: she could smell the
plants and realized that every herb she found, every bush, had
an end that she would use for medicinal purposes.

With her mother's help, she spent years trying out her skills
as a healer. At night, she liked to connect with the universe,



universo, sentada a orillas de una ardiente fogata, tapada con un
quillango, preguntandose si desde ese inmenso cielo estrellado,
sus ancestros la estarian mirando.

Un dia, mientras caminaba por el monte, lejos de su hogar,
vio a la distancia una choza donde habitaba otra familia. A
pesar de que su madre le habia prohibido alejarse de su casa, la
curiosidad fue mas fuerte. Al llegar, se encontr6 con una joven
madre a punto de dar a luz. Répidamente, puso un cuero de
guanaco en el suelo y a la madre en cuclillas sobre ¢, trayendo
asi un hermoso y fuerte nifio. Luego de esto, se corrid la voz
por las chozas aledanas de lo que Kepja habia hecho. De esta
manera empez6 a llegar mucha gente a su casa, buscando
recibir algtn tipo de hierba para sus dolencias.

Con los afios, Kepja fue escogida como chaman de la tribu, se
cas6 con un gran cazador y tuvieron nueve hijos, entre ellos a
mi bisabuela. Cada vez que cierro los ojos, me parece escuchar
a mi abuela contandome las historias y cantando las hermosas
canciones de Kepja. Su legado fue pasando de generacion en
generacion, dando asi la oportunidad a todos de ser sanados
por la naturaleza.

Pasaron los afios y en la tranquilidad de su humilde choza, a
orillas de la hermosa fogata y rodeada de sus hierbas medicinales,
falleci6 la gran curandera Kepja, tapada con un hermoso
quillango. Fue llorada por toda su aldea y fue sepultada en la
cama de las mas aromaticas plantas a los pies de un gran arbol,
ala edad de ciento cinco afios.
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sitting by a blazing fire, covered with a quillango, wondering if
her ancestors were watching her from that immense starry sky.

One day, while walking through the hills, far from her hut, she
saw in the distance a hut where another family lived. Although
her mother had forbidden her to go far from home, her
curiosity was stronger. When she arrived, she found a young
mother about to give birth. Quickly, she placed a guanaco
skin on the ground and the mother squatting on it, and then
she brought forth a beautiful and strong child. After this, word
spread through the surrounding huts of what Kepja had done.
Many people began to come to her hut, seeking to get some
herb for their ailments.

Over the years, Kepja was chosen as the tribe's shaman,
married a great hunter and they had nine children, among
them my great-grandmother. Every time | close my eyes, |
seem to hear my grandmother telling me Kepja's stories and
singing her beautiful songs. Her legacy was passed down from
generation to generation, giving everyone the opportunity to
be healed by nature.

Years went by and in the tranquility of her humble hut, next to
a warm fire, surrounded by her medicinal herbs and covered
with a beautiful quillango, the great healer Kepja passed away.
She was mourned by her entire village and was buried in a bed
of the most aromatic plants at the foot of a beautiful tree at the
age of one hundred and five years.
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La lenga presumida

Por Constanza Javiera Miranda Agiiero

Existia hace muchos afios, en el bosque magallanico, una lenga
que era el arbol mas hermoso del bosque. Tenia ramas y hojas
muy frondosas y verdes; ademas, era uno de los arboles mas
altos del lugar. Sin embargo, era muy presumida y no dejaba
que ningun pajaro hiciera un nido en sus ramas y mucho
menos que algiin otro animal se acurrucara en su tronco para
buscar sombra y descanso. Tampoco hablaba con el resto de sus
hermanos arboles que estaban a su alrededor.

Pero ocurrié un hecho imprevisto durante un invierno que fue
el mas frio, con vientos huracanados y con mucha nieve, mas
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The Arrogant Lenga

By Constanza Javiera Miranda Agiiero

Many years ago, in the Magellanic forest, there was a lenga
that was the most beautiful tree in the forest. It had very leafy
branches and green leaves; it was one of the tallest trees in the
area. However, it was very arrogant and did not let any bird to
make a nest in its branches, much less any other animal to take
shelter and seek shade next to its trunk. Nor did it talk to the
rest of the fellow trees around.

But an unforeseen event occurred during the coldest winter,
one with hurricane-force winds and a lot of snow, much more
than usual. Many of its branches broke and its leaves fell; the



que la que acostumbraba a caer. Esto hizo que muchas de sus
ramas se quebraran y sus hojas cayeran; incluso el poderoso
viento hizo que su tronco se inclinara bastante. La lenga estaba
muy acongojada por lo que le habia ocurrido y sentia que ese
era su final. Imploraba por ayuda, pero nadie la escuchaba.

Cuando creia que su vida se acababa, llegd al bosque un nifio
con su padre buscando a sus animales que, producto del viento,
habian escapado del corral. Ellos vieron a la lenga y sintieron
mucha pena por aquel arbol, sabian que era muy hermoso,
porque lo habian visto en primavera. Ataron una cuerda a
su alrededor y trataron de enderezar su tronco lo mejor que
pudieron. Esto surti6 efecto. Cuando llegé la primavera, lalenga
se recuperd, le salieron nuevos brotes y estos se convirtieron
posteriormente en nuevas ramas y hojas. Estaba muy feliz y
agradecida de ese nifio con su padre que hicieron lo posible
para que ella se salvara. Esto le ensefié que lo més importante
es compartir y que en algunas ocasiones necesitamos la ayuda
de los demas.

Desde ahora, es un arbol que deja que los pequeiios pajaritos
hagan sus nidos en sus ramas y que los demas animales del
bosque busquen refugio y sombra acurrucandose en su tronco,
lo que la hace sentir que no estara sola nunca mas.

14

powerful wind even made its trunk to bend quite a bit. The
lenga was very upset by what had happened and felt that this
was the end. It begged for help, but no one listen.

Justwhen it thought its life was over, a boy and his father arrived
in the forest looking for their animals, which, due to the wind,
had escaped from the corral. They saw the lenga and felt very
sorry for it; they knew it used to be very beautiful, because they
had seen it in spring. They tied a rope around it and tried to
straighten its trunk as best they could. It worked. When spring
came, the lenga recovered, it sprouted new shoots, and these
later became new branches and leaves. It was very happy and
grateful to that boy and his father, who did everything they
could to save her. This taught it that the most important thing
is to share and that sometimes we need the help of others.

From that moment, it is a tree that lets the little birds make
their nests in its branches and other animals of the forest seek
shelter and shade by snuggling next to its trunk, feeling that it
will never be alone again.

Tlustracion/Illustration: Anthonella Paz Rivas Gallardo
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El viento

Por Vicente Ignacio Gebauer Dellepiane

Esta es una historia que pocos conocen. Las afortunadas
personas que han leido o escuchado este relato son las que
quizas fueron por aquel libro de mitos y leyendas al fondo de
la biblioteca o alguien de aspecto extrafio se las conté mientras
buscaban informacion sobre la historia de Magallanes.

Esto tltimo es lo que me ocurrié a miuna tarde en que disfrutaba
de mi libro sobre la region sentado en plena costanera, junto al
monumento de la goleta Ancud. A un hombre de gabardina
beige y sombrero de copa del mismo color le llamé la atenciéon
mi lectura y me dirigi6 la palabra:

—¢Sabes quién fue la primera persona en arribar a la regiéon?
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The Wind

By Vicente Ignacio Gebauer Dellepiane

This is a story that few know. The lucky people who have read or
heard of it are those who perhaps went for that book of myths
and legends at the very back of the library or heard it from a
strange-looking man while they were looking for information
about the history of Magallanes.

That is what happened to me one afternoon when | was
enjoying a book about the region sitting on the esplanade,
next to the monument of the Ancud schooner. A man wearing
a beige trench coat and a top hat of the same color was caught
by what | was reading and addressed me:

“Do you know who was the first person to arrive to the region?”



—Claro —dije—. Hernando de Magallanes y su tripulacion.
El hombre respondié que no podia estar mas equivocado y me
pidié que lo intentara de nuevo. Pensé un rato y contesté con
algo de duda:

—Los indigenas de las diversas tribus australes.

—No —me respondi6 por segunda vez—. Es el viento.

Tal respuesta hizo que no pudiese contener mi carcajada.
—:CGoémo que el viento? {Si ni siquiera es un ser vivo!

El, con una expresion seria, pero amigable comenzo a relatar:
—Te has dado cuenta de que cuando el viento esta soplando
de manera vigorosa pareciera que te hablara? Cuando en los
campos, en la pampa, en tu casa, en cualquier sitio que estés,
¢l te dice las verdades absolutas del mundo, cosas tan simples
como cuanto es uno mas uno. Incluso, le puedes hablar sobre
el sentido de esta vida y la existencia. El viento de la zona es
sabio y generoso si te sabes comunicar con ¢l. La proxima vez
que estés en tu cama, en una fria noche de invierno y escuches
el rugido unico del viento, concéntrate en aquella duda que no
te deja dormir y ¢l te dard la respuesta, aunque esta no sea de
tu agrado.

El hombre se despidié con un “nos volvemos a ver mafana”.
Al finalizar la frase, yo me desperté confundido en mi cama
a las cinco y media de la manana. ;Fue solamente un suefio?
Parecia tan real. Nunca lo supe, pero desde ese dia, cada vez
que recorro la pampa, la ciudad o donde sea, y escucho el
peculiar sonido del viento, siento que este me abriga y esbozo
una sonrisa sabiendo que aquel misterioso hombre, el viento de
Magallanes, siempre esta presente donde quiera que esté.
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"Of course” | said “Hernando de Magallanes and his crew.”
The man replied that | could not be more wrong and asked me
to try again. | thought about it for a while and answered with
some hesitation:

“Indigenous people of the various southern tribes.”

“No" he answered for the second time. “It was the wind.”

| couldn’t contain my laughter with his answer.

"What do you mean, the wind? It's not even a living being!”
With a serious but friendly expression, he began to tell me:
“Have you noticed that when the wind is blowing vigorously it
seems like it is talking to you? In the fields, in the pampas, in
your house, wherever you are, it tells you the absolute truths
of the world, things as simple as how much is one plus one.
You can even talk to it about the meaning of life and existence.
The wind in this region is wise and generous if you know how
to communicate with it. The next time you are in bed on a cold
winter night, and you hear the unique roar of the wind, focus
on that problem that keeps you awake at night and the wind
will give you the answer, even if it is not to your liking.”

The man said goodbye with a “see you again tomorrow.” At
the end of that sentence, | woke up confused in my bed at 5:30
a.m. Was it just a dream? It seemed so real. | will never know,
but since that day, every time | walk through the pampa, the
city or wherever, and | hear the peculiar sound of the wind, |
feel that it shelters me and | smile knowing that that mysterious
man, the wind of Magallanes, is always present wherever | am.

19
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El ovejero solitario

Por Kiara Belén Chiguay Vega

Hace muchos afos, en la Villa Cerro Guido en la Region de
Magallanes, vivia un solitario hombre llamado Domingo Vega.
Tenia 50 afios y de muy pequeno vivié en el campo con sus
padres. Era hijo Gnico y nunca fue a un colegio. Sus padres
fallecieron y con dieciséis afios tuvo que salir a buscar trabajo.
Lo tnico que sabia eran cosas del campo. Consiguié trabajo
en una estancia llamada La Senalada, donde lo enviaron a un
puesto a cuidar de los animales. Siempre estuvo €l y su perrita
Laika, que era lo Ginico que tenia y que le importaba.

Un invierno nevé demasiado, hubo mucho frio y Domingo
quedo totalmente aislado. Estuvo asi por casi tres meses, ya no
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The Lonely Shephera

By Kiara Belén Chiguay Vega

Many years ago, in Villa Cerro Guido in the Magallanes Region,
there lived a lonely man named Domingo Vega. He was 50
years old and had lived in the countryside with his parents
since he was a child. He was an only child and never went to
school. His parents died when he was sixteen and he had to
look for a job. The only thing he knew how to do was ranch-
related work. He got a job at a ranch called La Sefialada, where
he was sent to a remote hut to take care of the animals. It was
just him and his little dog Laika, who was the only thing he had
and cared about.

One winter it snowed too much, it was very cold, and Domingo



quedaba comida y la ruta estaba muy nevada. Un dia sali6 a
buscar a su perrita Laika, que no aparecia por ningtn lado.
Tomé su caballo y salidé en su basqueda con tan mala suerte
que el caballo resbalé y se cayeron. El caballo cayé encima de
él y le quebr6 una pierna. Domingo se arrastr6é por la nieve y
su perrita llego de repente y lo ayudo. El se sujet6 de ella y asi
llegaron hasta el puesto donde estuvo una semana con mucho
dolor, hambre y frio. Solo tenia el calor que le daba Laika.

Eso hasta que escuché un ruido. Era un empleado de la
estancia que venia a ver como estaba. Cuando se dio cuenta
de lo herido que se encontraba Domingo, lo llevo al hospital de
Puerto Natales. Ahi estuvo internado mas de veinte dias por las
fracturas que tuvo. Un dia, cuando lo fueron a ver los médicos,
él no estaba en su cama. Lo buscaron por todo el hospital, pero
se habia arrancado. No estaba acostumbrado a estar con mucha
gente, ni menos que lo atendieran, ni que le den la comida en la
cama. Aparte de los médicos, nadie mas se preocup6 por él, ya
que no tenia familia ni amigos.

Pasaron muchos dias y el jefe de Domingo fue al puesto a ver
si estaba ahi. Se encontrd con una escalofriante escena; los dos
fallecidos. Domingo abrazado de su perra Laika, la cual habia
muerto de soledad al no estar su amo, y ¢él que fallecié de pena
al perder lo Gnico que le importaba y que tenia. Es asi como
Domingo Vega estuvo solo toda su vida y falleci6 también en
plena soledad.
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was left totally isolated. He stayed like that for almost three
months. There was no food left and the road was covered in
snow. One day he went out to look for his dog Laika, who was
nowhere to be found. He took his horse and went out to search
for her, but with such bad luck that the horse slipped, and they
fell. The horse fell on top of him and broke his leg. Domingo
started to crawl through the snow and suddenly his little dog
appeared and helped him. He held on to her and they made it
to the hut where he spent a week in pain, hungry and cold. He
only had the warmth of Laika.

That is until he heard a noise. It was an employee from the
ranch coming to check on him. When he realized how badly
hurt Domingo was, he took him to the hospital in Puerto
Natales. There he was hospitalized for more than twenty days
due to his injuries. One day, when the doctors went to see
him, he was not in his bed. They looked for him all over the
hospital, but he had run away. He was not used to being with
a lot of people, let alone being cared for or being fed in bed.
Apart from the doctors, no one else cared for him, as he had
no family or friends.

Many days passed and Domingo’s boss went to the hut to see
if he was there. He found a chilling scene: the two were dead.
Domingo hugging his dog Laika, who had died of loneliness
due to the absence of her master, and Domingo, who died of
grief after losing what mattered to him. This is how Domingo
Vega was alone all his life and also died alone.

/; B T
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Cambios

Por Sebastian Enrique Pefia Pena

Trabajaba en una estancia desde las seis de la mafiana y volvia
a casa a las ocho de la noche, cansado a morir. Cenaba algo
rapido mas una copa de vino y me iba a la cama vy, asi, de lunes
a sabado.

No me gustaba estar en mi hogar pues alli se me venian todos
los problemas de golpe: las cuentas sin pagar; mi sefiora enojada
porque los platos no estaban lavados; mi hija se quejaba de que
yo estaba muy ausente, y mi suegra alegaba porque no traigo
dinero a la casa. jMe tienen aburrido! En cambio, en el campo
observo a mi alrededor y veo a los guanacos correr felices, sin
preocupaciones y solos. Se les ve contentos y los envidio por eso.
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Changes

By Sebastian Enrique Pefia Pefia

| worked at a ranch from six in the morning and came home at
eight in the evening, dead tired. | would have a quick dinner
and a glass of wine and go to bed, always like that from
Monday to Saturday.

| didn't like being at home because there | had to face all
my problems at once: unpaid bills, my wife angry because
the dishes weren’t washed, my daughter complaining that |
was too absent, and my mother-in-law complaining because |
didn’t bring enough money home. | was so tired of it! But when
| was in the fields, | would look around and see the guanacos
running joyfully, carefree, and alone. They looked happy and



Un dia, después de meditarlo, decidi seguir a un guanaco.
No me pregunten por qué. Si les soy sincero, no sabia qué
podria encontrar. Recuerdo haberlo perseguido por horas,
adentrandome en el monte hasta perderme. Entre las lengas,
los nirres y los arbustos de calafate, no vela nada, estaba
completamente perdido, no sabia doénde me habia metido,
hasta que fui sorprendido por un golpe desde mis espaldas.
Cai al suelo noqueado como luchador de boxeo. No recuerdo
mucho mas.

Por el rabillo del ojo me parecié ver a un guanaco descendiendo
desde el cielo con una especie de aurora y alas. Pensé que estaba
alucinando, pero después me di cuenta de que no, era todo real.

Al despertar, me senti raro, como simi cuerpo hubiera cambiado.
Dirigi mi mirada hacia el suelo en donde crecia un pasto muy
verde, senti el impulso de comerlo y asi fue. Lo devoré como si
fuese una pizza del Dinos o un choripan del quiosco Roca. Lo
encontré delicioso. No entendia qué pasaba hasta que miré mi
cuerpo en un arroyo. Tenia un suave pelaje y mis piernas eran
largas y musculosas. Creo que me he convertido en un guanaco.

Nunca lo habria imaginado, pero ahora después de tanto
tiempo no me quejo la verdad. Eso si, me da pena pasar por la
estancia de mi ex patron, la ciudad y las fronteras, porque veo
carteles que dan cuenta de que me buscan desde hace un afio.
Pero yo no tengo cargo de conciencia, soy feliz y eso es todo lo
que me importa ahora.
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| envied them for that. One day, after thinking about it for a
while, | decided to follow a guanaco. Don't ask me why. To be
honest, | didn‘t know what | would find. | remember chasing it
for hours, going deep into the bush until | got lost. Between
the lengas, the firres and the calafate bushes, | couldn’t see
anything, | was absolutely lost, | had no idea where | was, until
| felt a blow from behind. | fell to the ground knocked out like
a boxer. | don't remember much else.

Out of the corner of my eye | thought | saw a guanaco
descending from the sky; it had wings and was surrounded
by some kind of aura. | thought | was hallucinating, but then |
realized that no, it was real.

When | woke up, | felt strange, as if my body had changed.
| looked down at the ground where a very green grass was
growing, | felt the urge to eat it and | did. | devoured it as if
it were a pizza from Dinos or a choripan from the Roca kiosk.
| found it delicious. | didn't understand what was happening
until | looked at my reflection in a stream. | had soft fur and my
legs were long and muscular. | had become a guanaco.

| would have never imagined it, but now after all this time
I'm not complaining. Of course, | feel sad when | pass by my
former employer’s ranch, the city, and the borders, because |
see posters saying that they have been looking for me for a
year. But | feel no remorse, I'm happy and that’s all that matters
to me now.
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Tlustracion/Illustration: Alexia Francisca Agiiero Ojeda
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El ave de Karukinka

Por Millaray Alen Navarro Gémez

Una maflana muy temprano, antes de que saliera el sol, un
joven, a quien su papa le habia ensenado a cazar desde nifo,
fue de caceria a un inmenso bosque en los parajes de Tierra
del Fuego. Escondido entre los arbustos esperando que un
animal se acercara, vio a lo lejos un zorro culpeo. Lo atrajo
hacia a ¢l, haciendo un extrafio sonido con la boca, le apunté
directamente a la frente, pero cuando estaba a punto de disparar,
una hermosa ave se le cruzé e hizo caer el arma de sus brazos.
Al dar esta en el suelo, se presiono el gatillo, haciendo que la
bala se disparara e hiciera un tremendo estruendo, asustando al
zorro y provocando que se alejara rapidamente.

El joven, furioso, mir6 con desdén al ave, que volaba frente a ¢l
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The Bird From Karukinka

By Millaray Alen Navarro Gémez

Early one morning, before sunrise, a young man, who had been
taught to hunt by his father since he was a child, went hunting
in a vast forest in the Tierra del Fuego wilderness. Hiding in
the bushes, waiting for an animal to approach, he saw a culpeo
fox in the distance. He drew it towards him making a strange
sound with his mouth, aimed directly at its forehead, but when
he was about to shoot, a beautiful bird crossed his path and
knocked the gun out of his arms. As it hit the ground, it went
off and the bullet made a thunderous noise, startling the fox
and causing it to scramble away.

Furious, the young man looked disdainfully at the bird, which
was flying in front of him, staring at him, until it suddenly said:



observandolo, hasta que de pronto el ave le djjo:

—No me mires asi, es aquel zorro quien debiera estar enojado
contigo. Los zorros culpeos son una especie protegida, jno debes
cazarlos! Ademas, su caza es una gran ofensa a tus ancestros
que habitaron Karukinka. El zorro culpeo fue domesticado por
el pueblo yagan, por eso es también conocido como el perro
yagan. Asi como ti domesticas perros, ellos domesticaron al
zorro culpeo, debes respetar a tus antepasados.

El joven se preguntaba si era un suefio, pero rapidamente
contesto:

—iPero mi familia se pondra muy feliz al ver su piel como
alfombra y su cabeza de trofeo!

El ave lo mir6 fijamente y le dijo:

—¢Acaso no te sientes feliz al observar tan lindo bosque?
JSentirias mas orgullo sabiendo que mataste a un hermoso
ser vivo que sabiendo que lo protegiste y honraste a tus
antepasados? (Te importa mas tener un tonto trofeo que algin
dia va a terminar en la basura, que conservar la belleza de tu
tierra? Disfruta lo que te da la naturaleza, no la mates.

El joven pensé y comprendié que el ave tenia razon.

—Lo lamento sabia ave, has hecho darme cuenta del error que
he cometido durante toda mi vida —se lament6 el joven.

El ave fij6 la mirada en él y agrego:

—Recuerda lo que te he dicho. Mi deseo y el de aquel zorro, es
que dejen de cazarlos.

El ave se tornd de los mismos colores que las nubes del bello
amanecer, se hizo uno con el precioso cielo y se desvanecié.
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"Don't look at me like that, it is that fox who should be angry
with you. Culpeo foxes are a protected species, you must
not hunt them! Besides, hunting them is a great offense to
your ancestors who inhabited Karukinka. The culpeo fox was
domesticated by the Yaghan people, which is why it is also
known as the Yaghan dog. Just as you domesticated dogs,
they domesticated the culpeo fox; you must respect your
ancestors.”

The young man wondered if it was a dream, but quickly
answered:

“But my family will be very happy to see its fur as a rug and its
head as a trophy!”

The bird stared at him and said:

“Do you not feel happy looking at this beautiful forest? Would
you feel prouder knowing that you killed a beautiful living
thing than knowing that you protected it and honored your
ancestors? Do you care more about having a silly trophy that
one day will end up in the garbage, than preserving the beauty
of your land? Enjoy what nature gives you, don't kil it.”

The young man thought about it and understood that the bird
was right.

"I 'am sorry, wise bird, you have made me realize the mistake |
have made all my life” the young man said with regret.

The bird looked at him and added:

“"Remember what | have told you. My wish and that fox’s wish
is that you stop hunting them.”

The bird then turned the same colors as the clouds of the
beautiful dawn, became one with the splendid sky and
vanished.
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Piwkeyeeyu, te llevo en el
corazon

Por Audrymar del Valle Acosta Rivera

Lajoven Eugenia visitaba la Plaza de Armas todos los viernes en
la tarde. Se sentia cautivada por el monumento a Hernando de
Magallanes, llamandole particularmente la atenciéon la figura
del Indio Patagdn, que por su tamano y belleza, la hipnotizaba.
Y asi pasaban los dias, sintiendo muchas emociones encontradas
hacia la silueta de este personaje. Era como si una fuerza la
obligara a continuar visitando ese lugar.

Uno de esos tantos viernes en donde el viento arreciaba mas
fuerte de lo normal y las rafagas golpeaban sus fragiles huesos,
con esfuerzo logro llegar hasta una de las bancas de la plaza y
recosto su cuerpo en ella. Sintié que el cansancio la vencia y sus
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Piwkeyeeyu, | Carry You in
My Heart

By Audrymar del Valle Acosta Rivera

Young Eugenia visited the Main Square every Friday afternoon.
She was captivated by the monument to Hernando de
Magallanes, particularly by the figure of the Patagonian Indian,
whose size and beauty hypnotized her. Days went by, feeling
many mixed emotions towards the silhouette of this character.
It was as if a force compelled her to continue visiting the place.

One of those many Fridays when the wind was stronger than
usual and the gusts hit her fragile bones, she managed to
reach one of the benches in the square and laid her body on it.
She felt tiredness overcome her and her eyelids slowly closed,
as she sank into a deep sleep. The hours passed, night fell,



parpados se cerraron lentamente, sumergiéndose en un sueflo
profundo. Las horas transcurrieron, la noche caia y Eugenia
desperto aterida de frio. Posé su mirada en el indio y se acercod
a despedirse antes de regresar a casa.

En el momento en que su mano tocé el pie del indio, su mente
fue invadida por recuerdos que sobrepasan los limites del
tiempo y la logica. Sintié nostalgia por un paisaje desolado y
sin fronteras: la pampa. Emergi6 de su memoria la imagen de
un joven alto, de ojos negros, cabello oscuro, contextura robusta
y cubierto de pieles de guanaco que la mira con gran dulzura.
Al igual que ese recuerdo, vio montones mas en donde siempre
estaba acompafiada de este chico tan peculiar.

Eugenia sentia que con cada memoria que veia, su cuerpo se
acercaba cada vez mas al monumento y tenia la sensacion de
que se fusionaba a él.

Asi, en la ciudad de Punta Arenas, un viernes de 1990, dos
almas que una vez fueron separadas por las circunstancias
y el destino, ahora vagan juntas dentro de este emblematico
monumento con la posibilidad de amarse una vez mas.

34

and Eugenia awoke frozen cold. She looked at the Indian and
approached him to say goodbye before returning home.

The moment her hand touched the Indian’s foot, her mind
was invaded by memories that surpassed the limits of time
and logic. She felt nostalgia for a desolate landscape without
borders, the pampas. The image of a tall young man, with
black eyes, dark hair, robustly build and covered in guanaco
skins emerged from her memory, looking at her with great
gentleness. Just like that memory, she saw many more where
she was always accompanied by this peculiar young man.

Eugenia felt that with each memory her body got closer and
closer to the monument, and she felt like she was merging
with it.

That is how in the city of Punta Arenas, on a Friday in 1990, two
souls that were once separated by circumstances and destiny,
wandered together inside this emblematic monument, loving
each other once again.

35

= o —

ustracion/Ilustration: Ignacia Paz Banados Escobar



Tlustracion/Illustration: Sofia Josefina Luarte Tranamil

El pincel extraviado

Por Diego Andrés Espinoza Uribe

Dicen que hace mucho tiempo, en nuestra ciudad habia una
joven que poseia un pincel que podia arreglar todo mal. Muchos
codiciaron aquel pincel. Pasaron los afios, transcurrieron
muchos crudos inviernos y en algunas casas se contaba esta
historia, aunque ya nadie creia en ella.

Pero el joven de quien les contaré ahora, si. Pongan atencion:

Se encaminé a la orilla del Estrecho de Magallanes. Bajo
desde lo alto de la ciudad y cruzé una avenida, luego otra y
no divisé habitante alguno. Llegd a su destino. Se tendi6 en la
orilla, pens6 y lloro, sus lagrimas brotaban sin poder detenerlas.
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The Lost Brush

By Diego Andrés Espinoza Uribe

They say that a long time ago, in our city there was a young
woman who had a brush that could fix anything. Many coveted
that brush. Years went by, many harsh winters passed, and in
some homes they still told this story, although no one truly
believed it.

But the young man | will tell you about did. Pay attention:

He made his way to the shore of the Strait of Magellan. He
descended from the top of the city and crossed one avenue,
then another, and did not see anyone. He reached his
destination. He lay down on the shore, thought for a moment



De pronto escuchoé las melodias de un piano que sonaba a lo
lejos. Venia desde las profundidades del agua. En ese instante,
emergié una joven de cabello largo color rojo. El nadé hacia
ella y solo encontr6 flotando en el agua una hoja que contenia
una partitura. La tomo y sali6 del agua.

Estaba extenuado y no se dio cuenta de que se quedd dormido.
Se desperté con la voz de su bisabuela que tarareaba una
cancion, lo arropaba y le susurraba:

—Geabriel, observa la hoja que encontraste y tendras una sefial.

Debia seguir y reencontrarse con la joven pelirroja. Emprendié
su andar y vio florecillas en el aire que guiaban su camino.
Fue asi como llegd a las cercanias de los restos de un velero
abandonado a su suerte. Oy6 un extrafio ruido y sintid una leve
brisa fria. Tomo el poco valor que le quedaba y con su celular
en la mano comenzo a registrar esos restos desgastados por el
tiempo que yacian abandonados.

Habia agua bajo sus pies y escuch6 unos sonidos de engranajes.
Atemorizado, iluminé a su alrededor con la linterna del celular
y, de la nada, apareci6 un cofre dorado, ligeramente abierto.
Rapidamente lo cogié y vio lo que andaba buscando.

Gabriel recogi6 el pincel y se dirigié a su casa. Alli, tomé las
viejas fotos de su bisabuela y comenz6 a pintarlas. Una luz
que se desprendia del pincel iba iluminandolo todo. Lleno de
emocion, hizo un boceto de la ciudad y de las personas que
transitaban libremente. Sali6 a la calle y vio lo que deseaba:
personas que se saludaban entre si y risas infantiles por doquier.
Regresé al velero y ley6é un letrero perdido en lo alto: Lord
Lonsdale.
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and cried, his tears running down his cheeks uncontrollably.
Suddenly he heard the sound of a piano playing in the distance.
It was coming from the depths of the water. At that instant, a
young girl with long red hair emerged. He swam towards her
and only found sheet music floating in the water. He took it and
got out of the water.

He was exhausted and did not realize when he fell asleep. He
awoke to the voice of his great-grandmother humming a song,
tucking him in, and whispering:

"Gabriel, look at the sheet music you found, and you will have
a sign.”

He had to go and find the young red-haired girl again. He
started walking and saw little flowers in the air that guided his
way. That was how he arrived near the remains of a sailboat
abandoned to its fate. He heard a strange noise and felt a slight
cold breeze. He took what little courage he had left and with
his cell phone he began to capture the time-worn wreckage.

There was water under his feet, and he heard some sounds of
gears. Frightened, he shone his cell phone flashlight around
him and, out of nowhere, a golden chest appeared, slightly
open. He quickly picked it up and saw what he was looking for.

Gabriel picked up the brush and headed home. There, he
took the old pictures of his great-grandmother and began to
paint them. A light coming from the brush was illuminating
everything. Filled with emotion, he drew the city and people
walking freely. He went out into the street and saw what he
was hoping for: people greeting each other and children
laughing everywhere. He returned to the sailboat and read a
sign overhead: Lord Lonsdale.
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Paseo inolvidable

Por Luis Ignacio Delgado Maldonado

Les voy a contar una historia de vida del tradicional paseo y
algunas cosas que haciamos con toda mi familia cuando mi
abuelito Sergio estaba con vida.

Todos los septiembres de cada afio viajdbamos en auto y
cruzabamos el Estrecho de Magallanes en barcaza hacia
la ciudad de mi nifez, Porvenir, en Tierra del Fuego, para
dirigirnos a la parcela de mi abuelito. El siempre nos estaba
esperando con muchas ansias y con su buen asado al palo.
Ahora solo quedan los lindos recuerdos de todo lo feliz que me
sentia junto a él.
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Unforgettable Trip

By Luis Ignacio Delgado Maldonado

| am going to tell you the story of a traditional trip and some of
the things we used to do with my family when my grandfather
Sergio was alive.

Each September of every year we would travel by car and cross
the Strait of Magellan by ferry to the city of my childhood,
Porvenir, in Tierra del Fuego, to go to my grandfather’s house.
He was always waiting for us very excited and with a good spit
roasted lamb. Now all that remains are the beautiful memories
of how happy | felt with him.
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