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Det ligner rod. Men gemmer pa bade sk

Det minder umiddelbart om et kaotisk
rod pa linje med dit loftrum. Men ser du
neermere efter; gemmer udstillingen pa
veerker, der ser ud, som om de er trukket
op af en brgnd fuld af fortrengninger.
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Catbhie Pilkington. Rag and Bone. Brandts.
Til 6. april 2026.
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MATHIAS KRYGER

et er efter en uge med min fa-
milie i et lejet sommerhus pa
Mols, at jeg ankommer til

Brandts i Odense. Her er det
Mols med de af svedent lyng  enkelte vaerk
lugtende bakker ved Trehgje. Med de  jyke leengere
gradige krat, hvis grene med umod- et singulzert
ne hind- og brombaer er tunge af det g
kommende udbytte. udsagn

Med jorden brolagt med kokasser
pa vindblaeste Kalg Slotsruin, dette
detdanske Ile Saint-Louis.

Alt i den pulterkammerlignende
udstilling med den britiske kunstner
Cathie Pilkington (f. 1968) minder
mig om det blpde landskab, jeg lige
har forladt.

Vi befinder os pa gverste etage i
museumskomplekset. Oppe under
loftet. Oppe pa loftet. Med fritlagte
bjalker og kig til kip. Pulterkamme-
ret...

Her treeder du ind i det, man pd
kunstsprog nok vil kalde en totalin-
stallation. Noget, der ligner rod. Men
som, hvis du investerer din tid, giver
sarigeligt tilbage.

Her hanger blpde lag af tekstiler -
nogle bemalede med noget, der kun-
ne vere belger eller blgde bakker, og
andre med den form, som er gen-
nemgadende for udstillingen: en stili-
seret hest eller et dadyr eller en ged.

Det er nok forskellige dyr. Men de
er i familie med hinanden.

Nogle dyr i gips, andre syet i stof Det hele )
som blgde puder, der er kollapset pa  trakker vejret
gulvet ved siden af afpillede grantree- Sammen, som
er, der engang var nogens juletreer. om det er et
Disse ved siden af et metalstativ, der
barer pd en samling af fodbolde :')anr,llistksaabn?f?ﬂ:j
sammensyet af pentagoner af farvet
leder. udenomen

by uden om
Censur eller beskyttelse? dig og mig

Materialerne er akkumuleret i en
slags uendelig rumlig kollage.

Her og der med et fikspunkt, der
griber opmerksomheden, som et
omkvad i en popsang, du hanger dit
gre fast pa: En skulptur af en ugle,
men med et fint dukkeansigt. @jne,
der kigger tilbage pa dig.

En tyk stak grdmelerede spejder-
tepper er foldet hen over et mgbel

som et geologisk mgde mellem ma-
terialer, der laegger sig i lag og folder
sig efter hinanden.

Bag tynde vagge af afdaeknings-
plast: En gruppe skulpturer af surrea-
le dukkelignende danserinder som
erotiske hilsener til Edgar Degas’
danserinder. ‘Degas’ Dolls’ hedder
de.
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De danser hovedet af led. Ikke

umiddelbart klassisk ballet.

Er den semitransparente veg af
plast en beskyttelse? Eller en censu-
rering? Beskytter den de danserin-
der, som i Degas’ univers blot var sma
piger?

Her og der er en skulptur lant ind
fra Brandts’ samling, som Axel Poul-

B Den britiske kunstner Cathie
Pilkington har placeret sin skulptur
af en bjernelignende skikkelse og en
vraengende baby hgjt pa en reol i sin
pulterkammeragtige udstilling pa
Brandts i Odense. Foto: Graham
Chalifour
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I 'Degas’ Dolls' hedder Cathie Pilkingtons vidunderligt surrealistiske
skulpturer af kvinder, der maske nok danser, men ikke pa den klassiske
ballet-made. Foto: Perou

sens gmme ‘Den forste keerlighed’
(1912-13), en skulptur af en ung mand
og en ung kvinde, kyssende, her pla-
ceret bag et disco-gardin af flimren-
de, iriserende lametta.

Igen som en afskarmning, en cen-
surering. En scene eller en beskyttel-
se.

Men sa ogsa Pilkingtons anti-gm-
me og liderlige skulptur af kopule-
rende mennesker med dyrehoveder.

Og som afsked en smasket bjorn i
sort Klister, der holder et vreengende
barn ind til sig. En voldsakt?

Pilkingtons skulpturer fremstar,
som var de trukket op af dybe brgnde
fulde af fortreengninger.

Ingen ophgjede mestervaerker
Det er en sveer udstilling, der kreever
sitaf den, som besgger den.

Og det blandt andet fordi Pilking-
ton tvinger vaerk-heden ud af sine
objekter, sa de ikke - som vi er vant til
- star pa deres sokler eller i et rum
som akterer fjernet fra resten af ver-
dens krimskrams.

Her er ingen hgjtidelige veerkskilte
med titler eller ophgjede mesterveer-
ker, men derimod dele, som er uad-
skillelige fra alle de andre dele: Kunst
og alt det ragelse og skrot, som ud-

stillingens titel, ‘Rag and Bone’, hen-
viser til, eksisterer samtidigt. Afhaen-
gigtafhinanden.

Her er det enkelte vaerk ikke lenge-
re et singulert udsagn.

Det hele traekker vejret sammen,
som om det er et landskab uden om
et samfund uden om en by uden om
dig og mig.

Det var méske det, som mindede
mig om de blode bjerge pa Mols og
om dette, at vandre rundt og trakke
vejret i en verden, som ogsa traekker
vejret. Fuld af rod.

Med summende insekter, en hare
over vejen, en rovfugl pad himlen og
skyerne, der treekker sammen og bli-
ver til regn.
mathias.kryger@pol.dk

Men sé ogsa Pilkingtons
anti-smme og liderlige
skulptur af kepulerende
mennesker med
dyrehoveder
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It looks like a mess. But it hides both beauty and horror

It immediately reminds you of a chaotic mess in line with your attic. But if you look closer, the exhibition

hides works that look as if they were pulled up from a well full of repressions

Mathias Kryger

Cathie Pilkington. Rag and Bone. Brandts. Until April 6, 2026.

It is after a week with my family in a rented summer house in
Mols that I arrive at Brandts in Odense.

Mols with the hills at Trehoje smelling of sweaty heather. With
the greedy bushes, whose branches with unripe cranberries and
blackberries are heavy with the coming harvest.

With the ground paved with cow boxes on the windswept Kalo
Castle ruin, this is the Danish Ile Saint-Louis.

Everything in the storage room-like exhibition by British artist
Cathie Pilkington (b. 1968) reminds me of the soft landscape I
have just left.

We are on the top floor of the museum complex. Up in the attic.
Up in the attic. With exposed beams and a view to the ceiling.
The storage room ...

Here you enter what in artistic terms would probably be called
a total installation. Something that looks like a mess. But which,
if you invest your time, gives so much in return.

Here hang soft layers of textiles — some painted with something
that could be waves or soft hills, and others with the shape that
is common to the exhibition: a stylized horse or a fallow deer or
a goat.

These are probably different animals. But they are related to
each other.

Some animals in plaster, others sewn from fabric like soft
pillows that have collapsed on the floor next to peeled fir trees
that were once someone's Christmas trees. These next to a
metal stand that supports a collection of footballs sewn
together from pentagons of colored leather.

Censorship or protection?

The materials are accumulated in a kind of infinite spatial
collage.

Here and there with a fixed point that grabs your attention, like
a chorus in a pop song that you hang your ear on: A sculpture of
an owl, but with a delicate doll face. Eyes that look back at you.
A thick stack of gray-mottled scout blankets is folded over a
piece of furniture like a geological meeting between materials
that layer and fold one after another.

Behind thin walls of covering plastic: A group of sculptures of
surreal doll-like dancers as erotic greetings to Edgar Degas'
dancers. 'Degas' Dolls' they are called.

They dance with their heads out of joint. Not immediately
classical ballet.

Is the semi-transparent wall of plastic a protection? Or a
censorship? Does it protect the dancers who in Degas’s
universe were just little girls?

Here and there is a sculpture borrowed from Brandts’
collection, like Axel Poulsen’s tender ‘First Love’ (1912-13), a
sculpture of a young man and a young woman, kissing, here
placed behind a disco curtain of shimmering, iridescent tinsel.
Again as a shielding, a censorship. A stage or a protection.

But then also Pilkington’s anti-tender and lustful sculpture of
copulating people with animal heads.

And as a farewell, a smashed bear in black glue, holding a
writhing child close to it. An act of violence?

Pilkington’s sculptures appear as if they were pulled up from
deep wells full of repression.

No sublime masterpieces

It is a difficult exhibition that demands its share of the visitor.
And this is partly because Pilkington forces the work-ness out
of his objects, so that they do not — as we are used to - stand on
their pedestals or in a room as actors removed from the rest of
the world's junk.

Here there are no solemn work signs with titles or exalted
masterpieces, but rather parts that are inseparable from all the
other parts: Art and all the rags and scrap that the exhibition
title, Rag and Bone', refers to, exist simultaneously. Dependent
on each other.

Here the individual work is no longer a singular statement.
It all breathes together, as if it were a lancape outside a society
outside a city outside you and me.

Perhaps that was what reminded me of the soft mountains on
Mols and of this, of wandering around and breathing in a world
that also breathes. Full of clutter.

With buzzing insects, a hare across the road, a bird of prey in the
sky and the clouds that gather and turn into rain.



