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1. A. Oosterlinck, 1931
(reversed), 2026
Fiberglass-reinforced
concrete, stainless steel, 
lime, cement, copper 
sulfate,  ammonium chloride

2. Propped P. Lippens,
date unknown, 2026
Cast iron, galvanised 
steel, epoxy

3. A. Colin, 1927/1929,
on Altered Proxy,
2025–2026
Patinated bronze, cast 
aluminum, wood and 
aluminum stretchers, 
stainless steel, copper 
sulfate, ammonium chloride

4. A. Aubry, 1874, 2026
Patinated bronze

5. A. Oosterlinck, 1931, 2024
Patinated bronze, plaster, 
pigments

6. Draped C. Wynants, date
unknown, on Showboat
Sawhorse, 2025
Patinated bronze, red oak

7. Ceramic evaporator, electric 
heating component, aqua, 
ethanol, stand oil, dammar 
resin, cedar-vetiver extract, 
glycerin, polysorbate 20

1

6

4

7

C O
N

V E N
T

Simon Bultynck� EN
A. Aubry,
A. Colin,
P. Lippens,
A. Oosterlinck,
C. Wynants

25.09—25.10.2026

2

7



Dear Simon,

In your recent series, you make sculptural 
reproductions of existing paintings, and I have been 
wondering for quite some time now what that means. 
For years I have been fascinated and bewildered 
by the role assigned to images, the status we grant 
them, and what images themselves might be capable 
of producing.

Your work restores attention to partially forgotten 
paintings by not-yet-entirely-forgotten painters. 
In the same gesture, you also perform a violent act: 
the images, which in themselves have never been able 
to move or speak, petrify into metal sculptures in your 
works. It is not yet entirely clear to me what exactly it 
is you take away from them. Figuration? In that sense, 
your reiterations might just as well constitute a great 
liberation, one that frees them or allows them, at last, 
real expression. The paint reveals itself as defiant, and 
you render them even more distinctive. It is precisely 
here that the images begin to speak again, maybe 
more expressively than ever. 

At the same time, they are works of art, thoroughly 
determined by their authors: in this form, by you, and 
in their original form, by the signatures of others. 
It is as if you make the original works take place anew, 
in another guise. I find I can read them both as tender 
homages and as radical iconoclasm. I’m  curious 
how  you see it.

Perhaps more fundamentally, it seems to me that 
you are proposing a récit autorisé, an authorized 
performance from your own authorial position, 
superimposed onto the existing paintings. When, and 
how, does a painting take place? When it lies carelessly 
resting on a trestle in a workshop?—a nonchalance 
that you also thoroughly destroy and monumentalise 
through the precision and polish of the trestle.

This question of where and how a painting takes 
place also enters the exhibition itself. The trestle 
and the easel refer to precedents such as those 
of Carlo Scarpa, but above all evoke a surreal 
studio situation. The acids with which you treated 
the fragments of Colin's works leave traces 
on the easel and on the floor. It is somewhat as 
though they were made here, as though this were 
a temporary studio. At the same time—and this has 
always characterized your work—we, the audience, 
immediately recognize that these traces are staged. 

This scenographic game is pushed further still in this 
exhibition. The paradox is heightened by the smell 
of oil paint that fills the room, yet seems to come 
from nowhere. It brings to mind the painter's studio: 
its smells, colours, clutter, studies, painting materials. 
The sculptural brushstrokes now seem to hold the 
fragrant traces of the mythical space where the 
paintings once came into being.

Fascinated as ever,

Louis De Mey

26.03.2026 / 15.09.2026


