


It was the summer of 2019. We were very much in love. 
I told him my story. How I used to work for Ursula, how 
my interest in painting had sprung from a very specific 
preoccupation with the controversy of Venetian colour 
and Florentine design, to how I had a recently adapted  
a stronger interest in the contemporary field. 

I sure did fancy him. He fancied me too. I could tell by 
the way he smiled, when telling him some story about  
a gallerist being killed in Italy. He picked me up a few 
days later at the library. We chatted a bit, and felt the 
winds down by the canal. He told me that he had lost  
his credit card, and when a tax person called him, he  
had to leave. We talked a bit about money. He was kind 
of a spender, in my opinion. I asked him to come join  
me in the countryside at Ursula’s, where I spent a lot of 
time back then. I borrowed a shiny blue car to impress 
him, and drove him down there. 

The very first morning, I woke up and found the two of 
them in Ursula’s studio. They had hung their canvases 
next to each other and sat around the table sharing a cig-
arette. We all liked to talk about figuration, inspiration, 
literature, good manners, Sekt and sometimes Immen-
dorf. We had Germany as a common reference. Ursula 
was a native, Magnus went to school there, and so did I. 
In her late career, Ursula had lost her interest in detailed 
portraits. She read a lot of books, painted contours, sil-
houettes, threw paint and eggs at the canvas. Left it there 
to dry, before writing various hardcore statements upon 
them. Magnus on the other hand, could spend days on a 
face. He would send me all sorts of snaps, documenting 
the process, when eventually he got back to Berlin, being 
miles apart…None of them, neither Ursula nor Magnus, 
enjoyed painting very much. At least that is what they 
told me, when I outspokenly envied their abilities and 
skills. “Only amateurs do”, they said.

Never did they comment much on each other’s works. 
Only Ursula once said, “You’re gonna do good with your 
bad paintings, I’m sure”. 

I drove him down along the shore where J.P. Jacobsen 
had envisioned Marie Grubbe’s last ferry place. We read 
Mogens and Other Stories out loud, found the locations 
where the historic figures had actually lived, and made a 
pit stop at Marie Grubbes Vej. Magnus liked fantasizing 
about the 16th and the 17th century – and I – I began 
wearing dusty, peasant-looking clothes. We read J.P. 
Jacobsen’s novels all over again and fell into a parallel 
universe. Even Ursula kept calling Magnus, ‘Mogens’ … 
I began thinking about us as writers, and I began looking 
at Magnus’ paintings differently. 



In the new series of paintings Mogens and Other Stories 
there is no real meaningful interaction between the  
figures depicted. No real story-line. Poses are oddly 
staged. In comparison with earlier works, it seems like 
Andersen has put landscapes, perspectives and a broader 
interest in creating wider prospects to a side, focusing 
more on details occupying the attentions and needs of the 
depicted figures. A dish, a piece of writing, a highlighted 
dress, as well as more abstract matters like an invisible  
cigarette, an absent guitar or a comforting daydream.  

Zooming in, looking at one single painting, or viewing 
the series as a whole, Andersen’s work catches a specific 
playfulness. What is at stake is this – an almost teasing 
enquiry with the viewer, as if the painter behind the 
painting is asking: do you understand the connections  
of this odd compositional work?

There is a difference between looking at one single  
painting, and then looking at a series. Even so, I found  
it useful reading Linda Nochlin’s notes on Courbet’s  
The Artist’s Studio when approaching and trying to grasp 
the content and compositional messages in Mogens  
and Other Stories. Though Nochlin talks about only one 
painting, and we are here trying to unfold a selection of 
works, her descriptive parts are still adaptable to what 
we are currently looking at. In 1999, when interpreting 
Courbet’s famous painting, Nochlin wrote as follows:

 “…it offers the viewer no meaningful interaction 
among the figures, no story-producing give-and-take 
of gesture or attention. Poses are, with rare excep-
tions, apparently unmotivated: each figure seems 
frozen in the way children “freeze” into odd or hap-
hazard postures in the game of “Statues”; no figure 
is made to seem aware of or to pay attention to any 
other. This strange, frozen quality of the composition 
of The Painter’s Studio tells us that the key to its  
significance lies somewhere outside the perimeter  
of the painting itself, that there is information  
controlling the system of meaning to which we,  
the viewers, are not immediately privy.”

Just like in Courbet’s historic painting, Andersen’s work 
only gives confusing hints about its general intention. 
And it leaves the viewer puzzled. What is at hand?  
A story? A theatre play on pause? Staged compositions? 
Or portraits retrieved from everyday life? Am I witness-
ing complete casualness, or do I sense a note of intrinsic 
criticism, not easily put into words? What is there in front 
of me? For sure, no compositional hierarchy between 
the stuff depicted. Which discourses inform his work? 
A painterly and compositional one? Besides the thickly 
painted gestures and highlights, so typical for Andersen’s 
work, squeezed directly from the tube onto the canvas, 
his paintings, due to his painterly tactics of working  
without a centre, makes most of his paintings come 
across with a Manet-like sense of spatial flatness. 

The consequence of this stylistic choice – of course – is 
that the painting points as much towards the nature of 
painting itself as towards the figures depicted. These  
references are not just out of this century. They seem 
again relevant considering the world we live in, where 
navigation seems more problematic than just decades 
ago. The painterly style works in its own political  
narrative – the very primary thing in Andersen’s  
painting – leaving the immediate motives secondary  
as jolly coincidence.

As a viewer, I enjoyed the series, and as an art historian 
I would like to dig deeper into this figurative flatness and 
its meanings. Sometimes opacity becomes more relevant 
to explore than transparency. So, as Krauss puts it in 
the introductory quote; “the arts are wrapped up in their 
media.” For J.P. Jacobsen, the short story Mogens and 
Other Stories was less about Mogens, and more about 
developing a sensitive and full language through which 
to express the story. Likewise is the negotiation between 
space, paint and story-line the actual point of Andersen’s 
work. 

Text by Mai Dengsøe 

Artists do not, of course, invent mediums. Carving, painting, drawing were all in full flower before 
there was any socially distinguishable group to call itself artists. But mediums then individualize 
their practice; they intensify the skills associated with them; and, importantly, they acquire histories. 

Rosalind Krauss



2022
Reader interrupted (solbolle)
Pastel and acrylic on canvas,  
artist frame, 153 cm x 123 cm

2022
Garden scene,  
concrete tube (Toast Skagen) 
Pastel and acrylic on canvas, 
artist frame, 153 cm x 153 cm

2022
Eggs (guitar) 
Pastel and acrylic on canvas,  
artist frame, 123 cm x 153 cm

2022
Looking into jar (mortadella) 
Pastel and acrylic on canvas,  
artist frame, 83 cm x 103 cm

2022
Conference (cheddar)
Pastel and acrylic on canvas,  
artist frame, 83 cm x 103 cm 

2022
Writer’s window (tebirkes)
Pastel and acrylic on canvas,  
artist frame, 83 cm x 103 cm
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