
The morning I peeked for the first time into Mariana Laín´s studio- 
me, being younger, she, barely reaching the haze of adolescence- I 
had a feeling of extraordinary familiarity, as though the canvasses 
had forgotten their hemp framework to take on a spectacular texture 
which reflected a representation of objects, faces and landscapes 
strangely familiar, maybe because I had kept them imagined in 
some deep recesses of my memory. The painting, which I was 
enthusiastically contemplating, was, without a doubt, a declaration 
of aesthetic principles, a wager on the substance of a palpable 
reality, which conveniently interpreted by the seemingly artless hand 
of Mariana was condensing in her pictures with extraordinary 
realness.  
That compendium of images which were close to me, both in taste 
and intention, quickly seduced me with the challenge of formal 
beauty, that irresistible cellophane wrapper that envelops art like a 
piece of candy.  
Ever since then, I have followed and hunted down her work, which 
has become increasingly stylish, increasingly matured by many lives 
and experiences, by instants disassembled in the scraping of brush 
strokes, work that galvanizes itself into very personal compositions, 
half lyrical, half carnal, recognizable worlds although liberally spread 
with the Northern mist of a pale aesthetic, like a frozen light.       
From the shores of some paintings which might even remind us of 
the textures and colors from Picabia´s "Femmes au bull-dog", "La 
brune et la blonde" or "Printemps" –one of the last paintings that 
announced the arrival of Pop Art- a very determined Mariana Laín  
started the nautical day of the figurative and applied herself to sail in 
her own way through the raw material of reality which was 
decomposing in turpentine; doing and undoing, jumping on the oil, 
riding the  color until it sweat, settling her pictorial planet, her 
nutritive style of creating.     
In the same way that the poet must submit his tribute of ink to the 
implacable whim of imagination, I understand that the painter has no 
other choice than to confront in some part of his work the challenge 
of narrating with decision the fiber of his time. For this, he needs to 
equip himself with a coherent language in order to interpret the 
images placed within his reach by the adventures of life.  
Mariana Laín, in her eagerness to delve in that narrative, something 
which in the end behooves us all, courageously filled the ink of her 
painting while doing a portrait, a genre that she practices with 
devotion, a genre from which she has descended to the very bone 
marrow of creation, that false place where art burns all the beauty of 
hell. That is why I never lie when I say that Mariana portraits 



everything she paints and vice versa, because when she paints, she 
portraits. You can see it. You can feel it. From that point on, 
everything is challenge and work, and getting to like oneself in the 
surprising juggling of technique, which she has mastered so well, 
that we, those who are not experts, don´t even see it.  
The exhibition which Mariana Laín gives us this fertile fall of 1996, is 
one more step over the certitude of the wire I´m talking about. Her 
paintings are once again signs of investigation, transfixion of her 
personal evolution into oil. 
In her paintings the canvass becomes a wound, and from this 
wound her compositions bleed tears, like flat virgins crying over their 
treasures; new shapes of matter that are old at the same time, in the 
same way that the salty flavor of blood runs under the raw flesh of 
the characters in her paintings, their flesh hanging from the liqueur 
of life, those warm chalices of the soul. 
Mariana Laín narrates and her art transpires in the narrative with the 
rich tenderness of the new born. There will be time enough to bury it 
in the dullness of museums. Until then, prowl around this liturgy of 
daily life which might become her painting and, if you feel like it, 
receive it like communion.  
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