ROOM WITH A VIEW OR THE REALITY OF THE DREAM

We embark on a journey to never never land, where Captain Hook is synonymous to Father Time, where the winding yellow brick roads are substituted by the ongoing hallways and doors that lead us into voids of silence and such terrible truths.

Suspended in time by the artist’s paintbrush and imagination, we cross over to a new reality, unknown and unimagined by most, but very real and palpable to the recollections of the roads already traveled by my friend and colleague George Rodéz.

His paintings are windows that open onto the fragmentations of the episodes that took place during his childhood and carried over into adulthood. Trapped in this labyrinth of the unknown he draws our attention very carefully, almost hypnotically, until you are captured by the universal feeling of being lost, alone and in despair. Searching for answers and guaranteed none, he gently forces us to taste a bite out of his universe and the unwanted bad medicine so cruelly forced down his throat.

Before you criticize, analyze or speculate over his body of work, you must first be able to dissect the terrified child from the artist who challenges you to view his reality from a different perspective; ours is only a small glimpse into his private hell with the warranty of being able to walk away from his surreal landscape unharmed by his reality and converting it into an all too severely real nightmare. Before we can begin to believe ourselves capable of discussing his work, one must first examine in great detail the provenance of the work, the where’s, the why’s and because.

George Rodéz is self-taught. A true artist is born, not made! Born out of chaos, hope, despair, loneliness, injustice, abuse, negligence, sadness, madness, and love. Art is the true mother of man and woman, for it is she who picks up when we fall. It is she who comforts us in silence. She is the one who knows and guides us away from the clutches of insanity. Art is our discipline and disciple. Art is the key that unlocks the door to imagination, to worlds unheard of. Art is hope! Art is the vehicle that allows Rodéz to escape from the perilous landscapes of reality. Dreams, Nightmare, or all the above, Rodéz Art is a silent scream, a plea for mercy, justice and understanding.
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