
Non-essential Information for the appreciation of the drawings and paintings by Pat Harris and 
Vincent Geyskens exhibited at the Valerie Traan gallery in Antwerp from 9 December 2023 to 20 
January 2024.  
The gallery text is a genre in its own right, its form depends on the context of the exhibition. At its best, it is the result of the adaptation 
of the author’s style and thoughts regarding the content of the exhibited works and their physical characteristics. 
 
The text you have in your hands is not the eulogy I had initially envisaged, in which I would have expressed my personal attraction to 
the transient fragility of Pat Harris’s floral compositions or to the plutonism of Vincent Geyskens’s still lifes. Better to keep the 
declaration of love away from the exhibitionism of the commercial space. 
 
And also, the insulting letter I wrote to the two artists (but which has since disappeared...), expressing my frustration at the quiet 
strength of their approach, which is supposedly reflected in the exhibition’s gleefully nihilistic, provocative and uninhibited title (a Google 
search revealed that Ungatz means ‘NOTHING’ in slang... or, to quote Vincent Geyskens on the subject: ‘Nothing! Death! Bollocks! 
Nichts! Nonsense! The emptiness! The emptiness! 
 
Ultimately, this text is simply an attempt to pass on information about works produced between 2020 and 2023, a period marked in its 
early stages by the more or less forced isolation of each individual. Pat Harris and Vincent Geyskens have known each other for over 
thirty years. If Pat Harris now presents his recent work alongside that of his student of the Antwerp Academy from 1990 to 1994, it is at 
Geyskens’ invitation. 
 
It is not uncommon for certain practices and sensibilities to bring people together over time, amplifying complications while respecting 
the development of their individuality. As painters, Geyskens and Harris have always shared the solitude and seclusion of the studio 
(bathed in electric light in Geyskens’ case, in diffuse daylight in Harris’) For some years now, it has been the practice of drawing in the 
open air, during long walks (in the Sonian Forest for Geyskens, along the Irish coast for Harris), that brings their paths together. 
 
Far from the incessant noise of local and international news and the maelstrom of the media, the paintings and drawings shown today 
are the result of a desired contact and intense observation of simple elements of reality: fruit, flowers, trees, rocks, the sea, the sky. 
Although these motifs are central to the compositions, they do not necessarily constitute their essence. On closer inspection, they seem 
no more than the ideal tools for a determined quest to let go. 
 
As a static manifestation, each painting appears to the viewer as an event. However, it is also, and even primarily, a sequence of 
events. One need only approach the surface of Geyskens and Harris’ still lifes and landscapes to see this obvious fact. For those who 
know how to look, the surface of the coloured relief re-enacts the spectacle of creation. The episodes of the artistic drama are 
reconstructed as we discover the stratigraphy of the painting, confronted with the epiphany of repentance. The painter never knows 
exactly what he is looking for or wants to see, but rather what he would rather not see. And just as a director can sometimes make 
certain characters disappear when editing a film, it would be a mistake to deprive himself of his own talents as a magician. 
 
If the paintings by Geyskens and Harris appear to be similar in terms of the process of their conception, it is quite a different matter 
when it comes to their drawing. Vincent Geyskens’ drawings, first copied from sadly mutilated notebooks, stand in stark contrast to 
Harris’ compositions on free paper, the fruit of several hours’ work in succession, faced with the auratic aura of the rock mass, in their 
multiplicity (hundreds, maybe even thousands) and the speed of their execution (these fleeting, almost automatic notes, sometimes 
carried out blindly, while walking). In both cases, however, it is the freeing of the hand’s movement from the eye and its gaze on reality 
that guides their steps. 
 
Ungatz. Really ? 
Simon Delobel 

 


