
The guest of forgotten gardens   
   
Where do the already-dreamt dreams go? Where do forgotten memories fall? 
Where does oblivion carelessly keep them? And memory — why does it so often 
lie to us when telling how it happened?  
  
Some days ago, slightly by chance, I found myself visiting a place where I had 
lived when I was a teenager. After so many years I was surprised to find that my 
old house was exactly as I remembered it. Just the new outer walls kept the sea 
out of sight — which used to be visible from the street.  
  
I didn’t know who the new occupants were, nor did I dare to knock on their door, 
but at least I was able to walk around the garden. And as I moved forward, 
surrounded by smells I thought I had forgotten, I found myself fascinated by the 
clarity of the memories turning up and naturally overlapping what I was seeing. 
In fact, there wouldn’t be anything special on it —this overlap between what we 
see and what we remember is always present in our daily life— if it wasn’t for 
how clearly those images, coming from various sources, differed from one 
another.   
  
On my walk around the garden I could see how the image-memory arose from a 
place I can only define as deep and unknown and, coming into contact with the 
light, in the air of the present time, gradually got reconciled with the images-
present, as in a sequence of snapshots in a fade. Images of a different nature 
merged into one only image, I said to myself, and I remembered the main 
character of The Invention of Morel, facing the mystery of some characters and 
images of an unknown nature.  
  
Following such thoughts, I decided to take a picture of that place from my past 
life, a one and only picture. Hoping that the developing process gave the paper 
some visibility, that picture would no longer be as much of an image 
safeguarding my memories —to keep them afloat before they felt again into 
oblivion— but precisely the rendering of that liaison with the past (first lived, then 
imagined) — the picture of the experience with images.   
  
The Invention of Morel tells us the fantastic history of a fugitive who arrives to an 
apparently inhabited island. Written as a diary, we travel with the main character 
around every single place in the island, where suddenly some odd visitants 
appear who seem not to notice the fugitive’s presence. Amongst them, there is 
Faustine, with whom our hero would hopelessly fall in love. The detailed 
description of the island might make us believe that everything is absolutely real 
— however, as the story proceeds and specially when we witness the 
appearance of two suns over the island, we are seized by doubt. The main 
character will then find out  
that an inventor called Morel has been experimenting with a machine which can 
generate absolutely credible three-dimensional images of people and objects. 
The island is, therefore, doubled. And the characters swarming around it are 
condemned to repeat time and time again the piece of their lives captured by 



Morel’s machine. The invention promises its subjects immortality, but it implies 
destroying the original. In order to stay with his beloved Faustine, the protagonist 
decides not only to live with the images but in them, thus including himself in 
Morel’s phantasmagoria.  
  
In Bioy Casares’s novel, the world empties to become image. Replicas end by 
occupying the place of the originals, which are thus replaced and forced to a 
phantom existence.  
  
Mayte Vieta’s work, and specially those in this exhibition, also refers to a 
particular relationship of freedom and dependence on the images. Her 
photographic works have something of a magic lantern and if we pay a bit of 
attention, we’ll soon discover that they are always fictitious — but we’ll find 
ourselves inside of them as soon as we drop our guard.   
  
Thanks to such fascination, the artist invites the audience to embark on a trip. 
Surrounded by her works, full of references to cinema and literature, of oneiric 
and enigmatic images, one starts to move towards the work, to fall into it as if 
falling into a deep sleep.  
  
A piece like “Al otro lado” [Into the other side] might create a certain feeling of 
vertigo —having nothing to do with the actual distance from where the image 
was taken. Then why there’s something telling us that we can fall into it? And I’m 
not meaning the sea, but the bottom of the image. This is where the spell of 
Mayte Vieta’s pieces over the spectator lies — a spell that awakens imagination, 
fantasy, poetry, and delirium and at the same time inhibits and lulls the ability of 
logical discernment. We are falling into the other side of what?  
  
Before her work “La noche” [The night], who didn’t feel the attraction and fear of 
get inside that dark road? One falls into Mayte Vieta’s works as in a state of 
hypnosis. 10, 9, 8… when I say zero you’ll get into a deep sleep… 5, 4, your 
eyes are closing, 3, 2… you’re already sleeping, 1, 0… now you are inside the 
image.   
  
From this time, out of the usual passing, one can get into the stage set up by the 
work and embark on the trip. Only from this dimension you can admit: I’ve been 
here before, though I can’t say how or when…  
  
The works by Mayte Vieta seem to have a centre of gravity, a fixed point from 
which one can momentarily withdraw from the passing of time,  
recover the intensity of feelings, stop the fleetingness of memories coming into 
and out of our mind. That need for firmness is provided by the sculptural and 
photographic element, the stoppage we need to take hold even for a moment. It 
might be that her works are visualizations of those lands one never returns to, 
one can only access in rare moments when a state between wakefulness and 
sleep allows us to get into an unsuspected place, as if we were entering a 
forgotten garden.  
  



Mayte Vieta is not interested in the renderable aspect of the photographic image, 
but its melancholy content — however it would be reductive to say that her work 
is only about past, its memories and melancholy. I believe that it really talks us 
about something more complex, more difficult to define — it’s about our 
relationship with images: the others’, ours, those we have dreamt of, those that 
are always with us, those who manage to slip through everything we see, those 
we ignore but always lie in wait. Being aware of how images —ours or someone 
else’s— determine what we see and subsequently what we live and understand 
is the experience that Mayte Vieta suggests to us.   
  
Someone inside us lives in a small house full of fissures, fragile. Things are not 
always as we see or remember them. Fragile, porous memory accompanying 
us.  
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