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LEONARDO DREW 

Text  by Ivana Porcini

Like a web that expands continuously from whatever angle we look at it, Leonardo Drew’s work expands in front of our eyes to encompass increasingly broad horizons.

His materials are diverse, collected as they are from nature and the debris of progress. Leonardo revels in them. They include tree trunks, roots, ropes, paper, wood, cotton, and the debris of the city and human existences. 
But this is only the beginning.
Having gathered his material, he goes into his studio and works hard. He corrodes, strips, shapes, shrinks, and rusts each item, manipulating and mortifying it until it becomes transfigured and begins a new life. He works with passion and energy, letting himself be guided by the orgiastic vitality of his materials, abandoning himself to the unbridled rhythm of an erotic ritual where the senses are all that count and words become numbers, since each of his works is simply titled with a number.

Drew patiently processes his materials to create new equilibriums and chromatic effects – in line with Dubuffet’s precept that “there are no colors… just coloring materials” –, in a perpetual struggle between the object that clings to its identity and the artist’s remodeling action.

Burri, Tapies, Rauschenberg, Kiefer appear to be his most overwhelming influences, as they have broken beyond the confines of matter, stating the importance of the artist’s action for the very continuity of the life of matter, “as God’s mouth…and the beginning and the end…and the beginning again”, as Leonardo stresses.

Confronted with such impetus, the eye is never satiated and the mind is drawn along a path where the creator becomes the spectator as well.

Is this a polemic against capitalist civilization? A statement of Afro-American identity? A denunciation of social, cultural and political degradation through a metaphoric recovering of waste? 
Drew’s intent possibly includes all this, but his main objective lies elsewhere. 
If we leave aside desktop theories and critical post-interpretations and look at his works with uncluttered minds, we are drawn in a whole other direction. 
Drew aspires to transcendence. His life-weary matter evokes his own life and the lives of all of us. 
Through works that remain beautiful in spite of their state of ruins, he reenacts the cycle of nature and the contradiction of our time, which progresses at a giant’s pace but loses something along the way every day. 
And Naples fits snugly, with the lacerated beauty of a cracked diamond, in Drew’s works, so fragile and poetic that they look like lost splinters of the universe.

