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Roan Oak, August 1931. It´s nightfall and Faulkner goes out to the porch to talk with 
his wife. Estelle contemplates the light of dusk stooped over some bushes. “Don´t you 
think that the sunlight in August is different from that of any other season of the year?” 
she asks. “That´s it!” exclaims Faulkner, getting up from his seat and going back to his 
workroom. He takes the first page of his last manuscript, crosses out the title and 
writes: Light in August. Moments like this, when daily events become bizarre, are the 
ones that Mariana Laín seems to capture in her paintings: The essence, the birth of a 
creation, under a light which is different from that of any other season of the year; 
moments when love and art are born.  Instants that Mariana is able to capture like only 
the big authors have known how to do. Flashes of involuntary memory when all of a 
sudden a remembrance, a smell, a taste, a light, a word arises. However, to 
experience these flashes, it is not enough to throw a bare branch into a salt mine, to 
dunk a piece of Madeleine in the tea, or to sink an oar in the water. You need to wait 
for months, even for years, so that specific piece of wood gets covered in diamonds, so 
that fugitive feeling, that taste, gives us back a corner of our childhood, so that Mariana 
can give us a splendid group of rowers or a line-up of magnificent naked bodies. It is a 
constant search, often fruitless, in seldom occasions, happy.  "The aim of every artist", 
said Faulkner, "is to arrest motion, which is life, by artificial means, and hold it fixed so 
that a hundred years later, when a stranger looks at it, it moves again." This is what 
Mariana does, she stops movement and thus, life in her paintings, and she does it with 
an August sunlight, in grey and blue tones. Light in August in the North. Different from 
that of any other season. Different from that of any other artist.   

 


