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Guillaume Bijl
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An artist from Antwerp (BE) who as a young man worked in a bookshop to be able
to read books, and who as a self-taught artist became part of the anarchistic and anti-
authoritarian art world of the 1960s and 70s in Belgium. His work confronts ‘reality’ with
images from reality itself, and this undermines the self-evident normative function of the
image. Thus the museum changes into a carpet shop or a hairdresser’s salon, and in the
Open Air Museum for Sculpture Park Middelheim in Antwerp, an archaeological find
appears: a Roman road. We were friends and taught together at various art academies.

The work with the billiard ball in a sauce ladle, this is a small soup ladle, is a theatrical
gesture and refers to another work: his first Sorry work from 1987 — a bird’s nest
containing three billiard balls: one red and two white. I immediately understood the
pleasure of the surrealist short-circuit that occurs when his own work also becomes part
of the disruption.
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Sorry

2019

Metal, polyester resin
20 x5%x5cm




Louise Bourgeois
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The letter M stands for Mother and is print no. 4 from a series of 7, from a portfolio titled
La Réparation from 2003. Louise Bourgeois made spiders, which are also called mothers. It
is a theme in her work, but also in the work of many other artists. Her mother restored old
tapestries and was a weaver. Spiders are the master teachers for every weaver. The title of
the portfolio, La Réparation, refers to her mother’s profession.

Because the letter M is repeated many times, the work reminds me of the lines I had to
write as punishment at school: that meant that on Wednesday afternoons, when the other
children could play freely, I had to write one sentence — for example: I must not talk
during the lesson - two hundred times. Repetition can be a torture, but it can also put you
in a trance, like in prayer, and free you from daily worries. As if through repetition you
also repair something. The letter M has become a body through the many lines that touch
each other: an independent body.
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M is for Mother
2003

Drypoint print on paper
38 x 43 cm (image)




Christo and Jeanne-Claude
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In 1985, Irene, still my girlfriend at the time, came back from Paris with this piece of fabric
and gave it to me. It is a sample of the Parisian project to wrap the Pont Neuf, for two

weeks. Large wrapping projects by Christo have been carried out all over the world. Each

time, the history of a place, a building or a landscape is veiled, and precisely through this,
attention is directed towards what — temporarily — can no longer be seen. What exactly
is being veiled?

The Pont Neuf is the place where in May 1871 the Paris Commune, an uprising against
those in power, was brutally suppressed, resulting in more than 15,000 deaths. It was a
turning point and the final chapter in the long cycle of popular revolutions in France that
had begun in 1789. The painter Courbet, as a sympathiser and fellow protester of the Paris

Commune, fled to Switzerland and would never return.
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The Pont Neuf Wrapped, Paris, 1975-1985
1985

Piece of fabric

8x5cm




Come in, 2018
Woodcut print on paper
49 x 64 cm (frame)

Through Jan de Bie, I saw light that illuminates art.

This is how it happened: barely a month into art school, the students were asked to bring
three things for the following week: a piece of straw, a piece of string and a small twig. The
teacher was the young, bewildered-looking artist Pieter Holstein, who once also stood on
a table whistling for twenty minutes, to everyone’s amazement. He asked a student to come
forward and talk about the objects they had brought. A serious-looking young man came
forward and, after a short pause, began to speak slowly. This was Jan de Bie. He spoke about
the place where he had seen more twigs and why he had ultimately chosen this one, and
why not another stick; that it had been difficult for him to decide; whether a thread from an
old sweater would also be good, or whether the thread had to come from a rolled-up spool
because it hadn’t been used yet. He said that the piece of string could be wound around the

stick, but that the straw was too weak for that. And so on. He alternated his gaze between

the students and his attributes. Something was going on, but nobody knew what it was.

I understood that thinking is fluid, that associative thinking opens many paths, and that it all
comes down to what you want, where you want to go. All of this was a revelation, and I under-
stood that thinking was a great adventure of possibilities. This realisation has never left me.
The title of this woodcut is Come in. This title has a literary history and begins with the writer

James Joyce, the author of the book Ulysses, which describes the life of a man in Dublin over
the course of a single day. At James Joyce’s desk, another writer worked, Samuel Beckett; he
wrote down the texts that James dictated. During the work, there was a knock on the door
and James Joyce said “Come in.” Beckett noted the words because he thought it was part of
the text. James Joyce found it fitting and left the addition in the manuscript: Come in. With
the words, he simultaneously let the visitor into his room in his book. Come in — welcome.

It is important to take the freedom to mix life and art; ultimately, they cannot exist without

each other.
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Paul de Reus
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In the work of Paul de Reus — who besides drawings also makes children’s books and
sculptures — something unpleasant usually happens, while it is not expected. The
unexpected is unsettling because no preparation is possible. In his work, the awkwardness
of human behaviour is a constant. Looking at his work, one’s own shortcomings and secret
desires become clear, and we smile.

Paul de Reus studied at the Jan van Eyck Academy when I was a teacher there in the late
1980s, when conceptual thinking pushed the more craft-oriented practice of making into

the background. Workshops were abolished. Paul de Reus stayed on the path of realism

and, by showing everyday, recognisable situations, manages to raise existential questions.
Not why we do something, not who we are, is the theme, but what we do, counts: the daily
practice of life. People simply do strange things, and this is immediately recognised. His

work is far from surrealism because reality itself is central.
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Women’s World
2009

Pencil on paper

65 x40 cm




Rineke Dijkstra
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Titanic is the film that the neighbour girl of Rineke Dijkstra, Isabel, is watching on 28
December 1998 when this photo is taken, Rineke Dijkstra told me. I don’t know which
scene she is watching. I see the awakening adolescent child, full of wonder, frozen by
the drama of the sinking of a world full of fantasy and hubris, full of romance too, and
where delusion is the last stop before drowning death. Why are people so unprepared, so
intoxicated, and do they become blinded? Why do they not see the danger threatening
them? She cannot believe her eyes and therefore keeps watching. Because in looking, the
knowledge is not yet present to know what one thinks one sees.

We know that Peggy Guggenheim’s father was also on that ship and drowned. Later, Peggy

would use her family’s money to leave behind a world full of artworks.
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Isabel (watching Titanic), December 28, 1998
1998

C-print

37.5x27.5cm




Anke Doberauer
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Rose No. 18 from Roses
1987

Oil on canvas
36.5x27.5cm

In 1990, as a member of the jury of the Kunstverein Hannover, I encountered an
intriguing work. It depicted a man and a woman in bridal attire. The man has removed
one glove and turns toward the woman beside him, but his gaze goes unanswered: she
stares absentmindedly and, at the same time, helplessly — directly at me. With his right
foot, clad in a gleaming black shoe, he takes a step across the threshold, outward from the
painted space in which they are situated. The image exudes an indefinable tension: two
figures who fail to connect with one another yet, each in their own way, seek refuge in
stillness.

Despite my conviction of the work’s exceptional quality, I was unable to persuade my

fellow jury members. I decided to seek out the artist — who at the time was still studying
fine arts in Braunschweig.

A year later, in 1991, Chris Dercon invited me to curate an exhibition at the Kunstcentrum
Witte de With (now the Kunstinstituut Melly). Naturally, I invited Anke Doberauer as
well. There she exhibited the bridal couple; the exhibition was titled Facts and Rumours.

In the years that followed, Doberauer would evolve into the painter of the male pin-up.

By associating the pin-up with the male figure, she effectively reverses the traditional,
female-dominated pin-up genre. In this sense, the work is decidedly emancipatory. The
pose becomes an empty form: what is desired is someone’s absence. These are images of
farewell, steeped in longing and loss.

But before Doberauer embarked on this series of adored male figures, she painted a cycle
of twenty-seven roses. One of these — Rose No. 18 — is on view here. The foundation has

recently been privileged to receive a series of 27 oil paintings titled Roses (1987) as a gift.
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Jimmie Durham
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Camera

1993

Wood, metal, glass bottle
30x 18 x 16 cm

In 1993, I spent three weeks at the Museum van Hedendaagse Kunst — the current
S.M.A.K. — in Ghent, at the invitation of Jan Hoet, to help shape the exhibition Rendez(-)
Vous. Together with Jimmie Durham, Huang Yong Ping and Ilya Kabakov. The concept
was as simple as it was bold: residents of Ghent were invited to bring their most cherished
objects to the museum, after which the four artists would take care of the presentation.
They were unforgettable days; day after day, a motley and moving assortment of objects

streamed into the museum, each carrying its own story and its own weight.

Jimmie Durham could be found every day in Jan Hoet’s office, telling stories while
fabricating something. Sometimes he would leave for a moment and return with a small
plank, a large nail, or a hammer. I watched him carefully tie countless cigarettes with a red
thread to all kinds of objects — a small saint figurine, a shoe, a fountain pen, a bunch of
artificial flowers, someone’s diary. It was a token of gratitude to the owner; someone from
Ghent. He told stories about his mother, his father, about life in the Reservation as a native
inhabitant of America. He could also walk very calmly across a busy intersection, without
any anxiety or any sign of being “in danger” Later, he wrote a text about me and my work,
recounting all sorts of events from my life that fitted me perfectly and were certainly very
believable — but which I myself did not recognize. He who cannot play, cannot live.
During the exhibition in Ghent, the surveillance camera hung on the wall. The lens is the
bottom of a glass Coca-Cola bottle, and the mouthpiece is what you look through. The
heart of the security camera is a Coke bottle, the symbol of American power: through

which you look...
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This small woodcut, The Milkmaid, was a very everyday scene in the Dutch countryside.

A painter who can find and see so much silence in life, and who can then also show that
on canvas, is rare. He died young; although his work was recognised during his lifetime, it
became more widely known after his death.

As a child, I spent many summers on a farm near where he lived, but I only came to know
his work much later. I have seen the trees he saw. And the cows — they still stand just the
same in the meadow. I love ordinary daily life, which is not spectacular. The woodcut print

on Japanese paper brings everything to a standstill for a moment.
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Milkmaid

1927

Woodcut print on Japanese paper
20 x14 cm (image)




Mariko Matshushita
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The exhibition Dear Friends, Dear Colleagues is the second collaborative project with
Wako Works of Art. In 2024, the previous presentation focused on Palestinian artists and
poets suffering from the conflict in Gaza and was titled If I must die, you must live, after a
poem by Refaat Alareer, a Palestinian writer and poet who was killed in an Israeli airstrike
on 6 December 2023. I am particularly grateful for the support and commitment that
Kiyoshi Wako has shown towards the engagement of my foundation. This is also expressed
in the donation of a work by Mariko Matsushita to the foundation, a work now on view
here. It is a crowning achievement of our friendship and collaboration over the years.
Mariko Matsushita had a solo show “Human Animal” at Maruki Gallery for the Hiroshima
Panels in 2024. She has several friends in the West Bank and works with the poet Shindo
Matsushita to support them.
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Furnace (Women) 19.May.2023
B (7 B) 2023.5.19

2023

Oil on wood board

22.4x30cm




Xavier Noiret-Thomé
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It is the artist’s chair, the one he sits on for the long hours in his studio. A sagging and
worn-out chair. Without the chair, the painter’s studio is incomplete. Painters look at their
work for a long time, to make it their own, so that they can — must — take leave of it. It is
not the last brushstroke that perfects the work, but it is the artist’s final gaze that liberates
the artwork from its maker, who remains behind sitting in his chair. The artist stands up

and walks outside. The chair remains behind. I know this moment well myself too. This

painting brings me very close to the practice of the painter. The sculptor does not have a

chair; he walks around thoughtfully.
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My Chair
2019

Oil on canvas
90 x 70 cm




Victor Racatau
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The hidden has always occupied me. Every situation also holds a secret. But an artwork
always remains a mystery. It can never be fully known. Here it is explicit: someone stands

behind a closed gate. He walks away, and it seems as if he will never return. He leaves

behind a great and heavy silence.

It is by a Romanian painter. This work reminds me of the time I was in Romania. When
I was 22, I travelled to Romania to visit my eldest brother, who was staying there to study
dentistry — at a time when Romania was still communist. During the dictatorship of
Nicolae Ceausescu, it was punishable for Romanians to speak with foreigners, and they
therefore avoided the recognisable foreigner. I walked around there lonely. The people on

the streets were suspicious and fearful.
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The Sky Gate
2009

Oil on wood
15x 18 cm
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Dear, my love, Anti-Capitalist
2013

Pencil on paper on wooden structure
28 x 44 cm

Dear My Love — Anti capitalist
How have you been? The second winter after our parting has passed.
The last winter was very cold, like the winter before when we broke up because we had
no place to go.
I've thought about you a lot, and I bet you are just the same.
It is hard to imagine you trying to find a job, isn’t it?
Me ... the same as well. I've attempted to paint nowadays.
I've been pondering a lot. It doesn’t seem that we need much stuff in our lives.
Let’s meet again at the Han River.
I will provide you with warm sitting and comfortable lying.
We can read in a quiet place and kiss as well.

No one will see us when we are deeply embraced.

We do not know the name of the beloved. Or perhaps we do: it is the Anticapitalist. Here
the personal migrates to the social domain. Like a refugee at sea. As if it were nothing.
Personal love is at the same time a political statement. The handwritten letter is an authen-

tic document; all words have their rightful place. The letter has not been sent, but finds
its beloved always everywhere in the world — in every exhibition. The specific, personal
moment has merged into the great day of a long life and finds its future and efficacy there.

The first work I saw by Jewyo Rhii was titled Unidentified (En)Lightening Object during the
Open Studio Days at the Rijksakademie in Amsterdam in 2004, where she stayed in resi-
dence for two years. They were objects under a staircase, temporarily stored in a corner. A
little light was burning. It turned out to be the beginning of a remarkable oeuvre. Stichting

Huis Henk Visch has about ten works by Jewyo Rhii.

(Dear My Love — Anti-Capitalist (E33H%7c~ — REFRLEZEZ))
TRUILTOET D0 R DHINT5, ZEHDEZDWEEL Tz,
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In 1968, during the first months of my studies at the Royal Academy of Art and Design,
I traveled daily by train from Eindhoven to ‘s-Hertogenbosch. In every train carriage, an
aluminium frame was screwed to the wall containing a photo of an artwork. One painting
struck me particularly. It showed a hand with a finger that had been cut by a blade of grass,

bleeding. Every time I saw this work, I changed from a ‘young man on a train’ into an art

student with a new life full of surprises.

In 2018, his wife called me: “Henk, Co would very much like to create an exhibition with
you in our home. What do you think?” Co knew my work very well too, although we
had never met each other all those years. The watercolour from 2015 reminds me of a

wonderful human being and artist.

19684F, ENEMTFAY 7 HTI=CHIHOTEEH» ADE, FIEBHFIFIZEST,
TAVIR =T 2V DHANVI=AYRAZTB T\, ZNENDOEHDEETITLQ U THE
SENT T NI=Y LMOFEZ DY, T —MEMEHo T FESBSEo T\, FMXZDD
LD OEDITHDEOLNTVTz, HOETHEZYD, MEFRLTWEFERHNTIRT, 2
DOYESE B T: IEMIE b oTe DT o7z, [FIHICTESFH | 20 TESITMBTZH LA
ERBHIGDTEEA] AL,

20184, DT LB/REN Dol [~V 7, ans ., HUlt— I bORCTREE
KELIZVEE S TWRDRITE, EI0% 2], ZNETHEORSRILB UL ST
b6, TBIDIERTILEN T\, ZD2015EDKEHEE oL, BFELLWATHY,
EREOLWT =T A AT D ST HDOZEERVHIT,

Untitled

2015

‘Watercolour on paper
36 x 27 cm (frame)




HUIS HENK VISCH FOUNDATION

The Huis Henk Visch Foundation was established in 2016. It owns,
maintains and presents, in addition to his own work, the art collection of
the artist Henk Visch. The collection is the autobiography of an artist and,
in that sense, a testament to the encounters, conversations, reflections,

stories, dreams and ambitions of Henk Visch.

The foundation has an exhibition space called Art Space AUTO VITESSE,
where selections from the collection are shown four times a year. The
foundation collaborates with other art spaces, institutions and artists to
serve as a platform for cultural life. There is also an extensive library with

books on the work of artists included in the collection. An important part

of the library is the collection of books on international law, the laws of

war and legal philosophy, providing a basis for a broad cultural debate on

the very right of art to exist.

The foundation implicitly advocates that art functions socially at the

moment it is transmitted - to others and to future generations.
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