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Lies Kraal’s studio doesn’t have windows, but the door is a transparent glass letting arugola and bamboo's be part of the inner landscape. As the day goes through the room, uncountable fluctuations of light and mood merge the room and human presence in the room into evanescent contacts with the table, the walls, the paintings on the walls, the inside and outside view. And one cannot help feeling looked at by the paintings as if they were impenetrable presence, compressed volumes underneath a smooth, regular surface that doesn’t speak human language -- silence of the matter is disconnected from any psychological temptation.





	 “Letting no trace”: Kraal’s touch on the canvas is made with hundreds of layers, always the same color which is made of many, it doesn’t matter in the end it looks monochrome, it’s impure dominance of one color over the others. The physical impression of a thickness has the same undetermined quality of the unwritten book we hold inside, a transparent page after another, on which a tint is put by marks slightly impressed in our mind by the transient perception of things around us; colors and shapes not really needing to be sewed in names, so movable is the quality of attention one turns on them, usually thinking of something else. 





Thickness one grasps in these paintings is an absorbing power, endless giving and receiving between the artists and her materials, the art piece and its environment. Each painting an impersonal presence -- the ultimate purpose--  rather than the tool for the artist to reveal her own self.  Yet it is also an individual form becoming a painting through a sacred dance that doesn’t take from humans any anthropomorphic similitude or naturalistic analogies. These conceptual railway wagons do not share much with making contemporary art. And its a truism, today, that mind’s or nature’s forms do not exist separately from somebody else’s sensory life.





	Always in the same room, the yellow painting has become almost green at the sunset, and the blue component of the pink one is taking over the colored surface as it looked like only a few minutes before. The black tryptic relishes green and red, each section mutated by new refraction. Like Donald Judd’s sculptural pieces, Lies Kraal’s paintings aren’t at all objects in an empty space. They are volumes holding a dynamic focus between the quality of the matter, a surrounding space, human execution. Without making any too precise thought about them- it could blow that mysterious balance up- one could read in this art a constant taking form, the painting adapting itself to inevitable alterations, and the artists expanding her relation to nature not repeating or imitating, neither abandoning her essential matrix. Nothing vanishes on the painting’s surface, not even a single particle of color. Things appear or disappear in time, suspended in the viewer’s eyes. 





In front of the viewer the matter itself -pigment, graphite, ink, acrylic-  carries the birth of a neutral being whose identity is painted space. The final flatness, sometimes interrupted by segments of lines leaning out almost unnoticeable, like deadened waves at the end of their rush, doesn’t hide the discrete nature of such surface. And never the painting reflects and contains what’s around, as looking glasses do. It’s impermeable. 





I don’t know whether Lies Kraal ever felt, like Yves Klein, that all the figures generated by lines: outlines, perspective, forms, composition, create precisely a prison window’s grid, so that she immersed herself in colors, making her paintings pregnant of life, for the art’s sake and freedom.  “For a long time I looked for a fixing medium, in order to fix exactly the pigment’s particles that are such a shining mass of powder in the merchants’ drawers. Mixed to oil, for instance, it’s not bright anymore, it loses its own life.” Yves Klein, Conférence de la Sorbonne, June 3, 1959. The pictorial difficulty served as challenge for Klein’s thoughts. “Money -he concluded- is the fixing medium for everybody who lives in a society, and money mummifies them, creating separation while driving them toward a surplus of quantity. It leaves them free, though, to be responsible of their imagination -- their contentment in a search for quality.”  





This touch of thinking about capitalism’s spirit brings Lies Kraal’s paintings back to Lies’ Dutch origins, she is from Rotterdam.  Mental and psychological grids were already taken away from the Sixteenth and Seventeenth Century Dutch paintings. But quantity and quality, in those times, had to be also visually balanced: each painting -never a big size-  fills the flatness of the surface with an almost three-dimensional scene barely light, deprived of perspective, stiffened by the absence of feelings, overloaded with a magnificent cumulative work. Whatever the landscape - often a room, or a table covered with fruits and flowers- every data is countable, detailed like an inventory. Not a photographic spirit was there, rather an artificial, inclusive space absorbing visual information as the side of a sphere owned by the artist’s mind; the other side belongs to real life,  multiple layers of events, a whole story rather than an image. The artist doesn’t reproduce anything, she just tells the story in her own way. Suppose the sphere is made by two hands of the same person, and you will touch maybe how Lies Kraal holds her stories with care, painted in abstraction.
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