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Montevideo; 2022, oil pastels on cotton paper, 29.7 x 42.0 cm





      After the work series pre-
sented in her performance “Janta®” and in her solo show “Fruits 

of Labor”, in which the artist produced ceramics painted in 
popular food brands motifs, Larissa Fantini dedicates this series 

of drawings to her fascination with markets as anthropologic and 
affectionate spaces and the concept of the American dream.

by 

Marina Ramos
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Such drawings are like self-portraits or autobiographical reports, 
representing the various stores the artist used to attend in the cities 
she lived throughout her life. Born in Brazil, Larissa spent most of 
her existence outside her home country, moving from place to place 
because of her parents’ job. In Indonesia, the first country she lived in 
as a child, the artist recounts her family’s visit to the American 
military base in a rural area. Nearby, at a gas station, she discovered 
a new world “with streets paved with Lucky Charms cereal and rivers 
of high-fructose corn syrup1” - foods that appeared in the American 
movies and series she used to watch on cable TV. These were seen in 
almost every market she visited around the world.

The fascination and nostalgia for these elements are evident in her 
use of oil pastel and the varnish finish on paper. The crayon material 
gives an attractive, childlike and almost edible plastic element to the 
drawings, especially in the piece “Shelf portrait”. In this drawing she 
reproduces a supermarket shelf on a human scale where her most 
favorite and dearest foods are displayed for the viewer. In the conve-
nience store portraits, Larissa chose to reproduce the facades of dif-
ferent places she used to go throughout her life, in order to buy items 
for her need and desire. The varnish finishing and the image framing 
give a photographic element to the drawings, which are fond records 
in the artist’s memory, like a postcard.

The artworks in this exhibition show that both identities of the con-
temporary  individual and society are built based on the concept of 
desire. Commercial establishments and consumer goods, especially 
food, create relationships of affection (or aversion) in daily life. When 
we consume through our eyes and mouths - bodies, in general -, 
these elements surround us in ways which they infiltrate our memo-
ries, tastes and desires through palates, jingles and images. Larissa 
assumes this condition, and her artworks, in addition to talking 
about herself, draws a portrait of a society that consumes through its 
affections.

Marina Ramos

1 Fantini, Larissa. Let Me Tell You about the Places I’ve Gotten My Sweets and My 
Bitters and My Sours From. July 2022.
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       The deliciousness 
of color and culture they hold tell me more about a neighborhood, 
city, state, country than any history book or museum. 

artist statement by 

Larissa Barddal Fantini
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 Nothing feels quite like home than walking into your own lo-
cal and personal  favorite supermarket to grab only one thing (i.e. 
shampoo) and knowing exactly which aisle you must go to, surgi-
cally coming in and out in 2 minutes flat. 

 Nothing feels quite like adventure and the exploration of 
the unknown than entering a strange supermarket in an unknown 
place and having to try to decipher an unknown language to figure 
out which of the sanitary napkins will hopefully be the one you 
need. 

 Every item on a shelf has been designed: painted or sculpt-
ed to attract and make itself sold. Anonymous artists’ masterpiec-
es picked based on tradition or innovation or palatability or com-
fort or aspiration. In these ways supermarkets are the first (and 
for many, only) art gallery we visit. 

 Supermarkets have been spaces which have deeply trans-
formed and reinforced gendered and racial dynamics. In many 
ways they are the space of desire and aspiration, of autobiography 
and family history, they hold within them the idols of each place, 
the keys to cultural flavors or the signs of cultural shifts, trends, 
deaths, revolutions, dominations, hegemonies and consumption 
both by and of ourselves. 

 Don’t you want me babyyy? Is a series that is as affection-
ately autobiographical as it is documentarian. Some of my favorite 
supermarket facades, drawn from a mental collage mixing mem-
ory, found images, and glimpses from Google Maps’ street view. 
These sources blend into somewhat odd angles, sometimes skew-
ing the architecture to look like a moving train, other times flatten-
ing them into the stillness of a painted backdrop. The skewedness 
is further emphasized by the use of oil pastels— aesthetically 
reminiscent of childhood crayons but sprayed with so many layers 
of gloss varnish that they give off the glare of photographs— forc-
ing the viewer to tilt their heads so as to find the perfect angle for 
imagetic intake. 

In the center of the exhibition is a life-size drawing of a supermar-
ket shelf. 
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This shelf doesn’t contain the Brazilian, or Uruguayan, or French, 
or Chinese products one might have expected after glancing at the 
landscapes; rather, this still life is drawn from a different sort of 
collage—coming from images of “American Food” sections in non 
American supermarkets. The drawing is hung by a thread, playing 
with the translucent nature of the tracing paper, affording a bilat-
eral view: verse/inverse, right-way-round/wrong-way-around, mir-
rored/mirror. It is bright and playful. Its size makes it the perfect 
backdrop for a selfie. Depending on which angle you stand in, the 
paper’s straight edge bisects your field of vision, giving it a knife-
like ability to flatten and slice the exhibition space. 

As much as this, like most of my previous research, hinges on little 
games of irony and sarcasm, there’s no cynicism to it here. All of 
it, from the contained social commentary and possible critique, 
the biographically personal and routinely universal, the aestheti-
cally delicious and repulsively excessive…. It all exists because of 
a simple fact. 

I <3 supermarkets. 

 
Larissa Barddal Fantini

July 2022
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Shelf Portrait; 2022, oil pastels on tracing paper, 200 x 90 cm







Curitiba; 2022, oil pastels on cotton paper, 29.7 x 42.0 cm









       Ever since I was a 
child I have been utterly fascinated by two things: 

1.supermarkets

2. The concept of the American dream. 

...I’ve Gotten My Sweets and 
My Bitters and My Sours From.

by 

Larissa Barddal Fantini
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 Having been brought up in so many countries and amidst so 
many cultures, it always fascinated me how each broached both of 
these obsessions, as well as where they intersected: in the “Amer-
ican food” in specialty minimarts and the aisles of expensive 
supermarkets. 

 While living in rural Indonesia, our family once embarked on 
a five hour pilgrimage to the US army base. We were there to buy 
nothing, but just to look around due to my dad’s curiosity. Howev-
er, once there, tucked in the back of a TEXACO gas station, I found 
a new world with roads paved with Lucky Charms cereal and rivers 
flowing with high fructose corn syrup. I remember opening each 
refrigerator like a treasure box: admiring the gleam of the soda 
bottles and the endless rainbows of Gatorade. Each Jolly Rancher 
was a precious stone and each bag of Cracker Jack which “comes 
with a prize” contained a secret map to a promised land. 

-“It’s like in the movies!” I said to my dad. Being nine and having 
only lived in tiny forestry compounds in Brazil where everything 
revolved around eucalyptus and pine, with a mother who only 
allowed me three whole grain sandwich cookies once a week, this 
was a temple of perdition. I caressed the bags of Goldfish and the 
packs of Chips Ahoy remembering my dubbed Saturday morning 
cartoons and the bedtime stories my dad would tell me about the 
time he lived in Portland, Oregon for four months. 

I wanted it all. I left empty handed. 

Our tenure in Indonesia did not last very long, soon my father was 
transferred (to yet another small town) in China. By then I had 
learned how to speak English well enough to exchange my dubbed 
Nickelodeon shows and translated Princess Diaries books for their 
“original and unadultered” American English counterparts. 

 Despite the town being tiny (for Chinese standards) with 
only 60,000 people, I considered it to be an international megalop-
olis for the simple fact that for the first time in my life there were 
both a single McDonalds and KFC within 15 minutes of my house.
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 It was not however as international as I believed and in 
2005 in a tiny town in China it was incredibly difficult to find 
foods which had been such a huge part of our family’s Brazilian 
upbringing. We could find rice, beans and meat easily but dairy 
products were hard to come by. Once a month we would embark 
on the 300km drive to the province’s capital in order to buy our 
butter and our cheese. The American Minimart, as it was called, 
was a tiny store on the ground floor of a residential building. My 
parents would go directly to the counter and ask for the assorted 
milk byproducts they had reserved while my sister and I would 
peruse the aisles (there were only two to be exact) making up 
imagined Disney Channel Original Movies in our heads; we were 
the main characters and we woke up in the morning to a bowl of 
Cap’n Crunch and took Lunchables in brown paper bags to eat in 
the school cafeteria (we were homeschooled at the time and the 
simple concept of a noisy soundscape of other children’s voices 
was only that to us, a concept). But our dreams of clouds of spray 
cheese were always interrupted by our parents telling us to leave 
and the fact that the coveted snacks were too expensive for us to 
buy. 

 After three years we moved to a big city (by any country’s 
standard) in a different province. There, within the enclosed 
bubble of our international school, my Finnish best friend and I 
would use our breaks to choreograph dances to American hip hop 
songs, and our pocket money (and newly granted pre-teen free-
dom of riding the bus alone) to go to Starbucks to eat New York 
style cheesecakes and to “Western Shops” to buy snacks (recently 
while looking back she commented that it was funny how these 
so called western shops rarely had any delicacies from either of 
our “western” cultures, no Brazilian pacoquitas of Finnish Faz-
er chocolates; asides from the rare german cookies or english 
Heinz Baked Beans, the definition of western seemed to always be 
“American”). 

I’m words I still did not possess at 13, this hegemony became even 
more obvious upon moving to Uruguay. For the first time our inter-
national school specified “American” in its name. Fifty percent of 
the staff were from the USA. So were the students, most children 
of Mormon missionaries or people who worked at the American 
embassy. 
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In this new reality, a bartering system occurred; whenever our 
American friend would “go back to the States” for holidays and 
family reunions, us non Americans would patiently wait for their 
return as it inevitably meant bringing back with them a box of 
PopTarts or some LaffyTaffy. These goods would be exchanged—
around cafeteria tables, by the lockers, on the gym bleachers. In 
turn, we non Americans would offer Dutch Stroopwaffles, Brazilian 
Guaraná, Peruvian Inca Cola. An international teen trade agree-
ment fueled by sugar. 

It was around this time that my relationship with my mental health 
began to deteriorate and the external symptoms were manifest-
ed mostly through my relationship with food. Isnt it such an after 
school special cliché and to develop many eating disorders in your 
teens? 

During my Junior year of high school I applied for a painting com-
petition hosted by the Savannah College of Art and Design. The 
prize for the top 50 applicants were scholarships to attend the 
Rising Star summer program at the university. I placed 33rd. I was 
overjoyed at the news: I would be able to attend college level art 
classes! I would be in the United States of America by myself for 
five weeks! I would be able to buy my own PopTarts!!!!!!!

My time at SCAD was marked by charcoal and Bolex film cameras 
and culture shock. This wasn’t the hypothetical USA of my televi-
sion sitcoms or my school’s thanksgiving lunch. It was a bursting 
of a bubbly dream. It was a lot like the coming of age marked by 
a loss of innocence part of Campbell’s Hero Journey which I was 
studying in my SCAD film class, (though despite this, my time in 
the program did convince me I did need to pursue an education in 
art and I did buy my own PopTarts). 

Around this time my political ideas began to shift as did my poli-
tics. I became frustrated at the lack of focus on World, and espe-
cially Latin American history I was receiving at school. When I was 
eventually accepted and given a partial scholarship to attend art 
school in Paris, I had compartmentalized my fascination with the 
American Dream, dismissing it as a silly and naive part of 

24

let me tell you about the places...



childhood, not unsimilar to wanting ice cream for dinner or seeing 
your parents as your heroes. Kid stuff. 
 
However, once in France I was shocked at people’s perception 
of an aspect of myself which had once gone unnoticed to me: 
my accent. Europeans believe I was an American. When I spoke 
French I had an American accent. With each new interaction I had 
to persuade my interlocutor that I was in fact not American, that I 
had never lived in the USA, that my parents and citizenship were in 
fact Brazilian. To this day many of my university friends and pro-
fessors still forget this fact. 

I joined in conversations by French acquaintances about frustra-
tions at English words being incorporated into everyday French 
(which I barely even spoke). I agreed when they said that the 
American tourists were annoying and loud (though so was I), and 
that the USA lacked history and culture because it was such a 
young country (though so is Brazil). I vehemently agreed (and still 
do, because there’s nothing better in the world than French but-
ter) that French food was superior; however I often found myself 
going to have brunch at Breakfast in America or perusing the 
American foods shelves filled with desire. 
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Paris; 2022, oil pastels on cotton paper, 29.7 x 42.0 cm



Beihai; 2022, oil pastels on cotton paper, 29.7 x 42.0 cm
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Porto Seguro; 2022, oil pastels on cotton paper, 29.7 x 42.0 cm
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lives and works in Curitiba, Brazil

Education
2013-2017- Bachelor of Fine Arts, Paris College of Art; Paris, France
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2012- Rising Star summer program, Savannah College of art and Design; Savan-
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2009-2013- Oil painting specialization at Atelier Veronica Cestau, Montevideo, UY

Solo and two person shows
2022
 -DON’T YOU WANT ME BABYYY (Você não me quer beeebêêê?); curated by 
Marina Ramos, SOMA Galeria; Curitiba, Brazil
 -Fruits of Labor: Para o seu Prazer; curated by Renan Archer, 
SOMA Galeria; Curitiba, Brazil

2021
 -Super Bonder (sobre cadeira de fórmica); curated by Marina Ramos, 
Círculo Galeria; Curitiba, Brazil

2018
 -Janta® II; SOMA Galeria; Curitiba, Brazil
 -Janta® with Silvina Rodrigues; SOMA Galeria; Curitiba, Brazil
 -Selvática with Silvina Rodrigues; curated by Miguel.   Miguel.     Miguel, 
Casa Viva; São Paulo, Brazil
 
2015
 -Pillow; Konsthall C (Centrifug) with Elina Bergmark, Stockholm, Sweden
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Group shows (Selected)
2022 (upcoming)
 -yet to be titled; MuMA (Museu Metropolitano de Arte de Curitiba), 
 curated by Arte C
 -Sour Garden; SOMA Galeria
2021 -Meia Luz; apartment occupation and exhibition for 75m2
 -Penumbra; virtual exhibition for 75m2 
 -Silence; curated by Olivia Abando, virtual exhibition for      
 Grapevine Residency 
2020 -Três pedras n’água para um círculo perfeito, SESC Paço da Liberdade,   
 Curitiba, Brazil
 -Community; curated by Olivia Abando, virtual exhibition for Grapevine   
 Residency
2019  -Kaktai II; curated by Renata Mocellin, Galpão, Curitiba, Brasil
2018  -Leilao Somatico; curated by Malu Mayer, Coletiza, Curitiba, Brazil
 -Kaktai I; curated by Renata Mocellin, Galpão, Curitiba, Brazil
 -these here spilt voices; curated by Slanted House, Circle 1        Gallery,   
 Berlin, Germany
2017 -were speaking alone together; Galerie du Crous; Paris, França
2016 -Relational (Im)probability; Espace F15; Paris, France
2014 -Animals, hosted by Paris College of Art, Gallery 102; Paris, France
2012 -Screening of “desmascarada”, SCAD theater; Savannah, USA
 -Rising Star, SCAD gallery; Savannah, USA

Teaching
2022- Lecture and workshop at SESC Paço da Liberdade
2022- Guest lecturer for Art C Curitiba
2020- Virtual Workshop for the Escolas Municipais de Curitiba
2019- Lecture and workshop at Boiler Galeria
2018- Lecture and workshop at SOMA Galeria
Publications
2021-present-  Poetry Trapper Keeper; poetry project co-created with poet Kelly Mullins
2021- Coping, Sand Journal Issue 23 (cover image and inside spread) 
2019-  Slanted House Issue #3
2018-  Queer Surface(s) (Slanted House Issue #2)
2018-  PRAGAESCUTA; Publication resulting from the Núcleo de Artes Visuais do SESI PR
2018-  Slanted House Issue #1
Residencies, awards and grants
2020 and 2021- Grapevine Residency, London, UK 
2021- Um a Um; short film festival curated by Dani Agapito, Curitiba, Brazil
2019-2020-  Projeto Permanente de Desenvolvimento e Experimentação em Artes Visuais 
SESC Paço da Liberdade, granted by the special jury of the Paraná, hosted in Curitiba, Brazil
2018- Núcleo de Artes Visuais SESI/PR; selection by Ana Rocha & Beatriz Lemos, Curitiba, 
Brazil
2018-2019- Artist in Residence; SOMA Galeria 
2013-2017- Selected four times by jury for the PCA end of year exhibition; Paris, France
2013 - Rising Star finalist, Savannah College of art and Design; Savannah, USA
Collectives and projects
2021-present- Poetry Trapper Keeper – Co-created with poet Kelly Mullins
2020-present- 75m2 – Co-Created with curator Marina Ramos
2017-2019- The Slanted House Collective – queer artists’ and writers’ project based in
 Berlin, Germany and Paris, France
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