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							And I see him at work and in trouble


							And I meet him there.


							-Annie Dillard, Mornings Like This





Greg Edwards' studio, in Oakland, is overloaded by the last paintings, heavily lying over one another like slices of mind that have escaped the skull, and released to canvas the visible signs of complex feelings or inarticulate visions: the unspoken part of our human self. A feeling of awe holds me, the eyes slowly and repeatedly browsing the canvases, not because of their size. The overall picture is a sort of non-seeing, as much an illusion as the horizon that we perceive as a straight line, not really understanding it. It is only letting the mind go through threads and nuances of colors brought to life by the painting action that you can see what's there: the living space where feelings and thoughts have not split, not yet.





	"Do you have a title for this square piece?" (a painting from 1997), I ask Greg. He answers, "I don't have words for what I do; art comes from a place before words." You feel as a  fish, staring, trying to focus your mind with useless patterns made by sewing images and words with a common thread. Now, in our present, that thread is broken. "Hello! White man sleeps, remember?" Musician Kevin Volan, from South Africa, knocks at my mind. And I am a white woman, I'll sew the page with pins. 





	Paintings like these are what we call abstractions, using a definition that leads towards intangible pathways of the mind rather than drawings and paintings, and their outspoken materialization. As we take apart the word itself, 





ab- the particle that alerts: there is a  place  from which art is extracted;


-sss- a phonetic breath between t and b, indispensable;


-traction: the act of pulling something over a surface,





we describe the tangible process of painting  -no more than technique,  not the art piece. 





	Greg Edwards works on the paintings as a sculptor who models a flat surface. He brings to the surface the silent conversation that connects colors and calligraphic action; he puts down some movements, after a while he washes out the whole surface with a hose. The artist purifies his gesture from any temptation to fix a preconceived shape. While he repeats the same action, one layer over the other, he is aware that the previous appearance is gone forever, though "It is there, it does not matter that you do not see it." 





	Creation's time seems to happen twice, on the artist's as well as on the painting's side. Time flows for both, covering the dialogue between the painter, who asks his soul to be chained to the canvas, and the painting responding through its own physical transformation, until they come to an end which can be acceptance or refusal, or both. The painting stands in front of the artist and says, "This is me."


	So Greg Edwards's paintings do not have a shape. They are bodies, living in time, offering to viewers the oldest mystery of the art of painting --whatever the technique, the kind of images, rigid structure or openness. In one of the last big pieces colors do not dare to darken, like a green season not yet come to age. Yet the movements are dancing their score in a classical way. Freshness recalling something else, déjà vu. Memory can suddenly bring back limbs, clothes, hair, branches dancing in the spring of Botticelli's Birth of Venus. Forget the commercial reproduction, art always recreates what nature destroys, and human forgetfulness erases.





	Greg Edwards' drawings, apparently humble on paper, aren't different from his paintings; they are only a different spelling of the same stories. The drawings are human stories told by the graphic version of real chains. To transform these chains you need the action of an active, open soul. When we expand our action, our being is still contained.  But another space can appear,  growing artificially on a bed of time. If geometry can't be escaped, it can at least be related to a calligraphic gesture, and dissolved in erased layers of painting.





	Time is the soul of any action. It covers feelings with colors and decisions with something we call form; we do not know exactly what form is, whether a suggestion from a piece of matter or a pattern from our mind. Greg Edwards expands his pieces erasing borders, repetitions, letting the unexpected appear. You can only erase almost everything -as Alberto Giacometti did in his figures- when you want to activate that secret place, invisible, from which a human adventure can spring, that is free from measurement and seldom shows its face. It is hard to distinguish, on the final painted surface, the last touch from the first. With Robert Raushenberg, Greg could say, "I come to terms with my materials. They know and I know that we're going to try something. Sometimes it works and sometimes it doesn't, but I would substitute anything for preconceptions or deliberateness. If that moment can't be as fresh, strange and unpredictable as what's going on around you, then it's false." 
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