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In approaching the work of Lars Physant we should, perhaps, begin at the end with the completed work. The artist 
begins his creative act based on the possibilities that the concrete world of forms and colours offer him. The 
abstraction that attracts him is this world without defined qualities that presents him with an unknown: what 
exactly is that which surrounds him.  Working with these colours and forms obtained from his environment, he 
ends up realising that what he is composing from the outside coincides with what has emerged – and who knows 
how long it has lain there – from deep within himself.  Aristotle observed that there is nothing in the mind that 
has not previously been received via the senses; what the world offers us is what we find within us. However, we 
would consider nothing in the world to be ours if our inner self had not already accepted it as such. I am what I 
exteriorize; but what I can be is what my milieu offers me. Emotions, attachments and rejections exist, if my inner 
self harbours them; if what I am is considered part of me, always bearing in mind that my inner self is my creation 
and the world around me is that whose existence I have chosen to accept. Because that which I do not like I can 
wipe from memory, or, if not, use art to transmute it into whatever I choose, to do with what I will. 
 
Lars Physant’s painting follows this process.  As a youth he found himself faced with the world; meaning what is 
there.  However, he had an advantage over other human beings because he had the means and ability to draw, to 
capture through the artifice of his hands all of that which impressed him. He could possess it, not through 
recourse to words, but rather through dominating the very form and colour that whatever he faced presented him 
with. What was unveiled from his interior was a world of forms retained by lines and colours.  As each of us has 
our own identity, the world is a reflection of how one sees it.  Lars aspires to be conscious of what it is possible to 
express through the medium of painting. Thus, his working method embraces an improvisation involving a search 
embarked on, and emerging from, what the world itself offers the senses. To an extent, it entails shaping, 
developing and ordering, because improvising implies beginning in one place or another. It is not that attempting 
to take possession of an impression is a senseless action, its absolute sense is, definitively, the principle of the 
composition.  
 
Lars agrees with the logic behind Goethe’s theory of colour, which states that yellow and red represent darkened 
light, while blue is illuminated darkness; colour being produced in the encounter between light and darkness. 
Goethe’s is an interesting observation, because we would see nothing in dazzling light, nor in complete and utter 
darkness.  
 
For Lars, these reflections are held on to as realities through colour. Beginning with yellow, he drifts into orange 
and slides into red. Then he realises there is another colour, green, which triggers a breach at that precise point and 
which leads the search on to towards the unknown, but ever present, objective, through blue, violet and black. 
Through these colours he retains everything there was outside confronting his persona. In a similar way, Johannes 
Vermeer of Delft painted the alley facing his house from his studio. He did this because he was interested in the 
conjunction of brushstrokes that determined that reality. The assemblage of pictorial elements reflected in that 
visualization was filtered through his sensibility and his awareness of intimate, enigmatic combinations, 
materialized through long familiarisation with the scene, and which made of that public reality something 
absolutely personal. 
 
The same thing is true for Lars Physant. From the beginning his world has always been a continuum of copious 
forms that hinges on one moment or another, on one vision or another, on one state of mind or another, on 
previous experiences, as well as on whether the basic forms are of one kind or another. Then there are his colours. 
They are always torn from reality, but always at the most luminous moment, providing the artist with a certain 
framework for arranging those forms. Reality and abstraction become inseparable. This is not to say they become 
the same thing, because in the former there is always the need to appropriate for oneself something endowed with 



emotion, affability or rejection, while in abstraction there is only attraction and a desire for understanding, a 
craving to hold onto that which constantly slips through our fingers. Abstraction has no concepts and for this 
reason it cannot unleash emotion. However, it does sweep us along with it, because it leaves the senses and the 
mind with a sense of unease which cannot be retained by feelings. 
 
Obviously, the outcome obtained in Lars’ paintings are the consequences of an approach to art that has varied 
from an arrangement of proportioned and fragmented images that maintain a framework around a perspective, 
producing an unexpected visual impression, to clippings and the construction of shapes without any other point of 
reference except some hypothetical conglomerations of cloud effects, where emptiness combines with fullness and 
where both end up needing each other in order to suggest an association that seeks to bring about the fulfilment 
of an insatiable desire. The natural landscape and the urban setting have given him these new combinative forms. 
Experience abstracts from urban reality, with its groupings of irregular structures, or from the inadvertent reality 
of forms which, depending on our angle of vision, nature offers us, circumstances that have always inspired the 
artist. Whether it is an abstract perception of reality, pictorial works or the process of creation that painting 
represents, it is brought to conclusion in order to bring together that unknowable identity between what is outside 
a person and what appears to be within. Painting does not consist of representing a story; its objective is to 
discover, through the medium of paint, the sense that painting can give to the environment that surrounds and 
determines us.  
 
It is necessary to add that, for Lars Physant, the pleasure of creation, of painting and drawing, always gives him an 
immense satisfaction born of a feeling of being in sensual communication with his surroundings. Painting is visual, 
tactile and olfactory sensuality. However, this pleasure, emerging from integrally communing with reality, does not 
overwhelm him. In the culmination of his labours, in the conclusion of each creative act, he wishes to, wants to, 
indeed needs to, feel that what he has achieved coincides with what his innermost soul tells him he was seeking: a 
welcoming world alive, perhaps, with contrasting emotions but which fills him, which is aimed at his mind. For it 
is his mind which verifies and sanctions whether or not the concluded experience contains a dimension that fills 
and satisfies the soul.  He must feel satisfaction and a feeling that these actions, forging the pathway of his art, 
correspond to a fullness of being and help make sense of the world.    
 
In the world, it is necessary to steer clear of that unease which another Dane, named Kierkegaard, experienced.  A 
disquietude full of doubts as to whether the path he followed was the correct one, whether the mental effort he 
made was not only appropriate, but also, at the end of the day, would lead him to discover whether his impartial 
work had been accepted or rejected.  
 
The practice of art is also an effort towards perfectionism. It is not enough to simply carry on doing it; it is also 
crucial that what one produces should aid those without any   natural talent to follow the path of knowledge 
known as art, the world of forms and colours, also find a longed for answer. Painting involves  communicating 
with others, sharing with us, or aiding us to see, a vision of what that which surrounds us could be. To paint is to 
construct, to build a construction that makes sense of what we see. Painting captures that which is apparently 
fleeting, it allows us to retain instants in order to convert them through the medium of an image into something 
eternal. To paint is to go from abstraction to reality, because in painting we capture, or analyse, everything there is, 
until we achieve knowledge.  This moment of concurrence, where the indefinable and the concrete coincide and 
where we find our presence justified, is a magic moment for the artist.  We must not forget that every artistic 
expression represents the shaping of a wordless discourse. 
 
One of the virtues of art is that in our darkest hours it offers some consolation to our psyches.  Art allows us to 
see on the outside that which is within us and art also attests that our innermost beings are a reflection of the 
integrity and value of the external. 
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