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ANNA CHROMY
The materialization of dreams

Her passion is the human being: This poor being hidden behind a mask in a vain
attempt to cheat death; this great being, too, capable of flying and projecting
himself above the universe. Men, women, centaurs, nymphs, myths, mythologies ...
pretexts for making us arrive at the knowledge of a world devastated by the Great
War, the world in which Anna opened her eyes in her childhood. The realm of
dreams, that of the unconscious, symbolism and surrealism, transported only
through the magic of her hands. Figures which dissolve into backgrounds and
backgrounds which emerge until they are transformed into figures. Mystery, spell,
smoke, clouds, ghostly colours with which Anna leads us on a mystical - pictorial
adventure.

The soul of Anna Chromy is there, inspiring each stroke of the brush. It is revealed
on the canvas. She knows it, she feels modest. But she has no other formula to
leave her mark, and she leaves it full of unrepressed emotion which takes hold of
her to search all that is hidden by the walls of the canvas, because all is there, it is
only necessary announce it with the caresses of her brushes. Thus, as it was done in
the wonderful mural pictures of her beloved Krumau Castle. “I seek everywhere
a little opening in the wall, an overlooked slit of a door through which
I can discover new possibilities, surprises and new points of view for
my work”.

The traces which we leave are the traces which life leaves on us. In Anna’s life there
remains engraved her farewells to Krumau, the goodbye to the cherry tree, the
castle and its inhabitants, rising above its walls and without blinking an eyelid at the
sound of bombs. These inhabitants with whom Anna used to speak when she was
hardly four years old and to whom she said a sad final farewell because she already
saw them with white beards, too old for them to be able to expect to see her return.






