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Crazy people are needed...  

Crazy people are needed to fish angels with kites...  

In days of gentle breezes and bright sun...  

And crazy happy people; sad thought that the wind moans,  

Instead happy people hear the wind singing...  

Dr. Luis Claris Skoczdopole.  

 

On Saturday August 26th, the Angels had fished this crazy man ... which had multiple 

outstanding skills, not only in the construction and design of kites.  

 

 
I find it difficult to sort out ideas and thoughts, as arises in my mind the images of the 

moments sharing ideas and projects, some of them which came true. Being able to 



 

 

amalgamate their skills and mine, has been possible thanks to the shared vision that each 

was expressed in a wide open dialogue and frank.  

 

 
 

Clearly not all were "flowers", being Claris, a man with personality, beliefs and values rooted, 

passionate, professional, meticulous and perfectionist, creative, intuitive, original and 

constructive thinking, sensitive and emotional, realistic; learned features that give your 

image and personality like a bohemian.  

 

 
 

Inter alia I remember a dinner at home with Eduardo Lazzari: "Buenos Aires ´s Historian", in 

which we heard his thoughts and vision.  



 

 

To Claris, creativity and inspiration was what gave meaning to his life. Being and not stand, 

gave a distinct identity. He chose a path that few dare but, from my point of view is an 

example to imitate.  

At this point comes to my mind rout of Jean de la Fontaine: "Artisan is known from his work" 

and I would like to invite to visit this, links:  

• http://kitelife.com/events/lets-paint-the-sky-rosario-2012/ 

• http://kitelife.com/old-issues/issue-68-kite-poems/ 

• http://www.jardinjapones.org.ar/biografia/claris.skoczdopole.htm 

• http://www.batoco.org/novedades/2014/08/en-el-viento.htm 

 

 
I could say many things, it would mean a lot more, however I prefer to stay meditating in 

remembrance, reflection and the image of a great friend which I have learned many things; 

among other "trying to imitate fishing angels"  

 

My friend Polo Madueño remember as this:  

 
To continue playing with our flying toys, a few days ago, Luis Claris Skoczdopole became part 

of the wind.  

http://kitelife.com/events/lets-paint-the-sky-rosario-2012/
http://kitelife.com/old-issues/issue-68-kite-poems/
http://www.jardinjapones.org.ar/biografia/claris.skoczdopole.htm
http://www.batoco.org/novedades/2014/08/en-el-viento.htm


 

 

I met with Claris at kilter's dinner; was a few years ago in Buenos Aires, in a treat Dave 

Shattuck and John Barresi who were invited at Buenos Aires, so that night, there was no 

opportunity to talk.  

At the end on the desktop it showed me were "cordial greetings", a brief flash of what made 

each a data exchange contacts and the promise of a chatting for another time. I would say it 

was a "promise of social courtesy" because generally in these presentations, it is thought that 

a future meeting would not give.  

But it was not.  

Claris and I were not so young men, and curious doers from doing manually, with different 

backgrounds and professions, we were measuring ourselves in the wisdom of our abilities in 

the human and the reasons for them. The Miniature Kites and Origami.  

So post were like this: "look what I did, I put a coin so you can see the scale ..." and the 

answer was "this is folded with one paper no cuts or glue ...".  

It was like a challenge party. Small challenges for one to another ... but knowing that in that 

game there was no a winner. We ran different lifts, but united in a very eastern way of seeing 

and "doing".  

A origami Sensei, Akira Yoshizawa, says: "when the hands are occupied the heart is at peace," 

and that was our philosophy ...  

So we learned to recognize in our favorite hobby, we both marveled at "doing" each other. 

And in that exchange through the Internet, we created a friendship that allowed us to spend 

a day a bit grumpy and bitching if necessary, with confidence.  

One day I learned the international recognition of his work and asked him why he made an 

exhibition at Argentina ... He said, "I really do not know ..."  

I complained saying that we deserved Argentine exposure.  

And he said reluctantly: these miniatures had been his plastic surgeon strategy, to lighten the 

stress while adding further by training hands, now retired, was "lightening the pack" giving 

people many of his works in miniature.  

 

 



 

 

 

I insisted that recovery or repeat them again, and then asked me challenging: "When are you 

going to do an exhibition of your work?.  

And then I retorted "Let us together" putting more pressure and added, "I know a place 

where there are a good disposition."  

We argued for a while, because I said that theirs was displayed first and independently of 

mine.  First, because it was something different, something new for a special audience. 

Provoked him to encourage from Patriotism; because other public world can enjoy it but we 

cannot.  

I know I was not lazy, but fatigue, a weariness that come with time and experience that tells 

you: "do not waste gunpowder into an animal that does not eat." I think He needed an 

incentive to redo the gifted and build new, and that was a good incentive project. 

And we did with some origami´s artist friends and Gustavo Di Si.  

I'll never forget! of the three Japanese women, authorities of Buenos Aires Japanese Garden 

expressing spontaneously: ...Oooooh; Claris deployed a miniature butterfly and blew in front 

of them. The ladies had in their hands the decision whether or not exposure would ...  

...Yes! did not wait too long; performed with great energy and plastic sensibility, a special 

place for a special audience.  

Remember him as a good friend, doing hand experienced, grumpy at times, funny at others, 

culturally exquisite, a good human being ...  

I miss the posts  with wine colored letters, personal typography and Skype chats.  

"My friend Claris became part of the wind."  

Until we meet Claris, in a swirl of Buenos Aires or Patagonia  

POLO 

 


