
MADRID – MOSCÚ 
 
Last time Mariana Laín showed us her paintings was in the 1999 
edition of ARCO at the stand from the same gallery, BAT -Alberto 
Cornejo, which is now presenting this new individual exhibition. 
From that first exhibition I remember the maturity and assertiveness 
reached by Mariana in her paintings.  A maturity and assertiveness 
which, together with a more than assertive poetic instinct, offered us 
paintings so beautiful and intense as the ones titled "Facing away in 
the snow" o "Skating on the lake". In the same edition of ARCO'99 
and in one of those unending walks, more like journeys, we stopped 
next to the painter Sergio Sanz and the bookseller Manolo Gulliver 
at the stand of the German gallery GMURZYNSKA. We should now 
remember, as a sort of inventory, the list of painters and sculptors 
that were signing works at the exhibition: Robert y Sonia Delaunay, 
Deineka, Vera Mukhina, Pablo Picasso, David Shterenberg, Nikolai 
Suetin, Salomón Telingater, Joaquín Torres García and Joan Miró. 
There were also, though not listed in the catalog, drawings and 
sketches for posters from my always admired Gustav Klucis. 
Our excitement, at least mine, was tremendous. How could we 
forget the small blue china from Deineka? A Soviet tank from World 
War II with its corresponding soldier lying down on top of it. In 
addition to this, the possibility of contemplating the work of artists 
such as Suetin, Deineka, Klucis or Vera Mukhina is more than 
remote around here, although we must recognize that we have been 
able to enjoy some of them at the splendid exhibitions on the 
historical vanguard movement organized by the IVAM. 
 
It was the painter Sergio Sanz who, using his widely recognized 
instinct, realized the closeness and kinship of Mariana Laín´s 
painting with that of Alexander Alexandrovich Deineka (1899-1969). 
These points of likeness, these common and underground identities, 
are not infrequent in the universe of painters; and yet, their causes, 
their origins, are not easy to explain. They contain in their core, and 
above everything, or even better, below everything, a mystery that 
escapes every date and geography, as well as the chains of formal 
influences which are shown to us in an orderly and rigorous manner 
in History of Art manuals.  This mystery is even more obvious in 
cases like Mariana´s, who did not know anything about the life and 
work of Deineka. At any rate: Where does that Nordic, Slavic light 
which illuminates some of Mariana´s best paintings come from? Or 
also: What is happening in that peaceful and, at the same time, 
uneasy reunion of children at dusk, which announces the arrival of 



night and nightmares? What ships is that man, that unknown man 
who is facing away and looking at the sea, waiting for? Or:  What 
sense could be made out of the exercises done by those lonely 
athletes, athletes who are sometimes fragmented, who remind us so 
much of others also painted by Deineka in another time and place? 
There are no answers. Painting, good paintings, is always a mystery 
and paraphrasing RAMÓN, an astonishment. 
 
I´ve known Mariana Laín for a very long time, if my memory doesn’t 
betray me, since the mid 80s. We have shared studios (the tender 
and always remembered Olid 4) and also collective exhibitions like 
the ones organized in León and Valencia by the magazine "EI canto 
de la tripulación". I have followed very closely each and every one of 
her individual exhibitions, from the first and heroic ones at Red de 
Arte Joven, to those organized in bars and similar spaces never too 
appropriate for art exhibitions, to the most recent and more 
adequately conditioned ones organized by the Ynguanzo Gallery, or 
by this same house which is now hosting her.  Mariana Laín has 
sweated her T-shirt, she has come a long way, and in her effort, she 
has cleansed both her painting and her gaze to a point which is 
necessary for these images, sometimes as fragile as childhood 
dreams struggling not to be forgotten and yet inevitably fading away 
in our memory, resulting in contrasting emotions with similar 
proportions of pain and pleasure.  
 
Epilogue: 
On a forgotten day in December of 1939 José Laín stops in the 
lobby of the Muscovite metro station of "Maiakovskaia". We can 
learn the reason for this unplanned stop by following the direction of 
his gaze. He is puzzled; he does not remember having seen before 
the monumental mosaics decorating the spacious and crowded 
lobby. He looks at them carefully for a few minutes and then, we see 
him get closer to a poster that bears the title and name of the author 
of these mosaics.  
José Laín speaks and reads Russian with fluency. He learnt the 
language during his first exile in this city, from November 1934 to 
February 1936. It is at this time that, thanks to the victory of the 
Popular Front, he is able to go back to Madrid and resume his 
activities as a leader of the Unified Socialist Youths. Then the war 
started and José Laín lost it. At the last moment he was able to 
board at 'Le Havre,' a cargo ship with Soviet flag (was it the 
“Siberia”?, or the “María Uliánova”?) that travelled to Leningrad. 
From there José Laín moved to Moscow. Now he reads slowly the 



title of the mosaics “A day in the Soviet country” and then the name 
of its author: Alexander Alexandrovich Deineka. He will not forget 
this name, and it would be quite frequently that we would get to hear 
him speak about this artist during the long meetings that were 
carried out in any one of the rooms of the Hotel Lux, on Gorki street 
number 10, with his friends and fellow Spaniards, the sculptor 
Alberto Sánchez and the architects Manuel Sánchez Arcas and Luis 
Lacasa. The days José Laín spent in the Soviet country were long 
and, like for almost all of his fellow Spaniards, particularly hard and 
bitter. He returned to Spain on a ship from The Ukraine in 1957 and 
he lived in the dark working as a Russian translator for several 
magazines and publishing houses. When he died in 1972, among 
his numerous papers, he left some very interesting monographs 
from Soviet artists published in Moscow by the Institute of Foreign 
Languages. Among these papers, of course, there was one of 
Deineka, which now Mariana Laín is eagerly looking for. We are 
sure she will find it. 
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