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wenty-four years have passed since the artist painted what must be assumed to be a symbol of himself
as a boy on his way toward his roots in the village of Ring (Loeb collection, Road with Boy). Now his
brother and mother are both dead, his paintings are selling, he has traveled in France and Italy, and since
 he has been happily married and become the father of three children.
But restlessness and melancholy still mark him and often make an impression on his work. He sees and
paints the world around him with photographic precision and almost corrosive clarity, along with an idiosyncratic, apparently clumsy compositional technique that almost always turns out to add an extra enigmatic dimension to his works.
An example is this street scene from the village of Baldersbrønde near Hedehusene to the west of
Copenhagen, where he moved with his family in . It is an icy cold day in early spring. There is no sign
of any living being. The viewer’s gaze is drawn centrifugally into the picture via the muddy road, straight
behind the thatched, whitewashed farm building, and is then taken diagonally upward toward the clouds.
The light is glaring; a sapphire sky is reﬂected in the village pond and takes the farm with it.
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