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I would like to live inside Mariana´s paintings: to fish in golden 
ponds; to be that figure that lies under the sun wearing 
sunglasses; to run through the meadows; to read in a hammock 
wearing a red bathing suit... To live in a world so idyllic that it 
seems impossible. However, everything is absolutely real; they 
are normal people (not heroes, not aliens) doing normal things 
(they are not flying, nor are they crawling) and living in normal 
landscapes (with trees, with rivers). 
Only she is capable of reflecting, in a delicious manner, those 
moments which are so real and so unimportant that when we 
experience them in our own life, they seem even boring, and we 
never imagine they can be this pretty. Here we can understand 
what Giorgio de Chirico used to say: “Art is the fatal net which 
catches these strange moments on the wing like mysterious 
butterflies that flee the innocence and distraction of common 
men". 

The spectator sees her paintings with a feeling of déjà-vu, like 
something familiar, because they are situations already lived in the 
past, or at least, dreamt upon. Mariana simply makes us stop and 
look at this reality with no hurry, so that we can enjoy the moments. 
Because painting has the power to freeze, in time and space, any 
unrepeatable instant: the power to make the ephemeral, eternal. 
Here there is no confrontation between the fantasy of “what is 
pretty” with the reality of “truth”, but everything is rather contained in 
the same world.  
As any other reality, this is also burdened with spirituality and the 
mission of the painter is to be able to transmit that spirituality to the 
spectator, by using the painting as a means and the glance as an 
excuse. Mariana´s world is real, but her glance is much more than 
real: is pretty. 
In these paintings nothing extraordinary happens, nothing heroic; 
what’s more, nothing at all happens. Neither are any of the big 
enigmas of humanity being solved in them; it is just painting. Typical 
painting of a “landscape with figure”, but a painting where everything 
is perfectly well integrated: the figure and the landscape. One 
cannot tell where the latter begins and the former ends. All the 
elements are treated with the same care, whether they are stones, 
faces or skies.  
This concept of nature as an extension of what is human and vice 
versa (the human as an extension of the nature that surrounds it) is 



very much marked by the tradition of Nordic painting (her ancestors 
are revealing themselves). In fact, those cozy environments from 
Larsson (children, homes...) or Zorn´s light (lakes, landscapes...) are 
also present in her paintings. To those of us who are not Nordic, that 
atmosphere appears as something rather foreign to our cultural 
memory, different from what we know, but (because of the unknown) 
also very attractive.   
Her painting is also universal because it reflects reality (a reality 
where we all converge) in a language very close to impressionism, 
to its intimate topics of “daily things” and its decomposition of light, 
although it also has something of the American painting of the 50's... 
just a bit. But her way of doing things is fundamentally serving to the 
soul: sometimes it is vital (with brilliant and contrasted colors which 
push us to the painting without meaning to do so), and some other 
times terribly melancholic (with paintings which are almost 
monochromatic in sepias or oranges, representing a time that went 
by without having touched anything or anyone). 
It is very easy to identify with these paintings... they quickly let 
themselves be loved. They seem too pretty to be true and too daily 
routine-like to be real, but in the end, they prevent the world from 
being too boring.  
Because Mariana paints life through rose color glasses ... but using 
every color.  
 
 


