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Butterfly charmer Thomas Renwart (°1995) whirled 
vig orously from the starting blocks with colorful, 
majestic tapestries, but his recent oeuvre is sur
prisingly more extensive. *1 The exhibition GOLDEN 
HOUR FADED BLACK reads like a portal into his 
layered universe, where his beloved butterflies, 
snowdrops, and daffodils tempt you to an afternoon 
tea party with a shadowy side. Five new artworks 
spread out from KIOSK’s garden and can be ex
perienced as one installation or as the remnants of 
a performance. As inspiration Renwart cites the 
poem Daffodils or I Wandered Lonely as a Cloud by 
William Wordsworth (1770 – 1850). The images the 
artist creates are often intertwined with language. 
Erudite, multilingual, and greedy, he does not shy 
away from any genre and intuitively generates 
beautiful patterns from atmospheres and pathos. 
Fragments of pop music and literature find each 
other, occasionally spiced up with a wellmeant 
“fuck” or “shit.” It is not only the typically English 
naturelyricism about the intimate happiness of 
loneliness that touches him in Wordsworth’s poem, 
but also the underlying facts. After the tragic death 
of the poet’s daughter Dora, Wordsworth, his wife, 
and their gardener planted hundreds of daffodils in 
remembrance of her. For GOLDEN HOUR FADED 
BLACK, the artist literally laid out a garden and 
planted 120 daffodil bulbs on a rainy day. Flags 
with images of Dora’s Field float through the field 
of flowers, subtitled with quotes from a fictional 
inquiry into how regret manifests itself in life. 

Gardening is an integral part of Renwart’s art practice. 
He meticulously grows various types of flowers in 
his studio, then dries, documents, and catalogues 
them. Souvenirs d’un jardinier (2021–22) is an inti
mate look at this process, which normally serves as 
the basic material for his textile designs. Now the 
gardener takes a place in the foreground. Although 
Renwart refers to the gardener as an alter ego, it 
offers a raw and personal glimpse into his mind. 
“You only see what your eyes want to see,” *2 he 
notes, a good song for weeding—and then his heart 
with pleasure fills, and dances with the daffodils. 
The artist examines the garden as a monument and 
“memory as the perfume of the soul.” *3  

Is planting an act of nostalgia here? A suffering, full 
of longing for what is never to come back? The textile 
work I’d plant a thousand daffodils if that would 
bring you back to me (2022) dramatically drapes this 
message in layers of fabric. In the middle, Sacred 
moments (2022) smiles with hope, its printed chiffon 
hiding a reverse time lapse from bloom to growth. 
The transparency of the fabric and the handsewn 
pleats ripple to the rhythm of fading and rising, each 
time revealing a new image, a possibility, a shoot. 
“Gardening situates you in a different kind of time. 
Time becomes circular, not chronological. The gar
dener is not immune to attrition and los but is daily 
confronted by the ongoing good news of fecundity.” *4 
Renwart does not cultivate sorrow but creates spring 
and consolation in his garden of loss. Fading the gol
den hour to black, he invites us to color the contours 
with our own souvenirs. “People think that memory 
brings sadness, but the opposite is true. Grief comes 
with forgetting.” *5

When Thomas Renwart invites visual artist and architect 
by training Bert De Geyter (1984) be his companion 
in this art project, their collaboration happens at the 
intersection of their practices. De Geyter has lived 
the sorrow that Wordsworth knew, as well as the 
transforming power of letting go. The core idea of 
his intense drawings and paintings, “There is more 
what we call ‘death’ in the cosmos than what we call 
‘life’”, is about the wisdom and courage of daring 
to lose. When his twins, Coco and Mingus, were 
born and died on the same day, the artist understood 
that “they are the closest and purest to the essence 
of the primal force of what we call life, from which 
everything begins and to which everything returns. 
We however call it death”. 
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LIST OF WORKS

Thomas Renwart 

Souvenirs d’un jardinier no. 1 – no. 30
2022, A4 frame, kraftpaper, Instax Fujifilm, 
pressed daffodils, tape and pencil

The Pressed Crown Jewels #1
2022, frame, one Daffodil, Instax Fujifilm, tape, 
cardboard, wooden panel, tape, pencil

I’d plant a million daffodils if that would bring 
you back to me
2022, printed ecosilk, Vichy cotton

Sacred Memories
2022, wooden pine frame, printed chiffon

Daffodil Garden 
KIOSK edition 2022, hundred and twenty daffodil 
bulbs of different varieties: Narcissus Poeticus, 
Winter Walzer, Oxford Gold, Papillon Blanc, 
Triandus Thalia, Golden Harvest, Follies Mix

Bert De Geyter

The tears we cry tomorrow’s paths
2022, black impregnated pine

Have you ever really, truly, 
wholeheartedly visited a garden?

Do you believe in life after love?

I’ll let you in, if you promise to do 
the same?

With support of:

EXHIBITS 
Thomas Renwart 
GOLDEN HOUR FADED 
BLACK 
 26.02 – 30.04
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*1 “Butterfly charmer” is how journalist AnneFrançoise Moyson refers to Renwart in his 
monography Comme si de rien n’était (MER. Borgerhoff & Lamberigts, 2021).

*2 From the song Frozen (1998) by Madonna.
*3 George Sand, “Le parfum de l’âme, c’est le souvenir” from Lettres d’un voyageur (1837).

*4 Olivia Laing, Funny Weather: Art in an Emergency (W. W. Norton & Company, 2020).
*5 Arthur Japin, De zwarte met het witte hart (De Arbeiderspers, 1997).



Transcript ‘Souvenirs d’un jardinier’:

December 2021
I. My destiny is to never forget
II. There are no certainties in life, except the return of spring
III. NARCISSUS POETICUS: the victors, they sing to 
the songs of the wind, silence has never been so beautiful, 
so precious
IV. Ne partez pas sans moi: it was the first song of Celine 
Dion, not bad, I think it is a good song to remove the weeds

January 2022
V. The very first flower, was born this morning. I have tears 
in my eyes.
VI. When the heart is heavy, the presence of the first foil age 
is like light through a grey sky.
VII. Happy! Happy!
VIII. Hope, there, in front of you.
IX. The miniatures, petticoat daffodil, Narcissus 
Bulbocodium, as if seeing a former lover again.
X. Sweet dreams are made of this.
XI. Domestic moments
XII. Julia Jane, after the unseen mist and fog of the last 
weeks, they feel like a ray of sunshine
XIII. Even if it’s a prefab, she’s beautiful. And I didn’t 
smoke too much today! TOP!
XIV. Albert Heijn; little tradition, waiting for the ‘real thing’, 
€1,99/ a bunch
XV. There, on my window sill, between the cigarette butts 
and the sand from the renovations; a little paradise is being 
prepared.
XVI. I am proud, after the rain, the tenderness, they whisper 
the end of winter.
XVII. CORAZON, Smile!
XVIII. And—The pièce de resistance is on its way, old friend!
XIX. OI! OI! Wait, my lovers! Time is already passing so 
quickly, stay still! Carpe diem.

February 2022
XX. February too mild, spring wrath.
XXI. Flowerpot filled with ecstasy, if only it were eternal.
XXII. Little rain, big wind (Corrie<)
XXIII. One for life, one for heaven, one for us.
XXIV. My thoughts and my heart, fill with love at first sight.
XXV. Moon, I have learned nothing, neither of death, nor 
of life, nor of infinite sadness.
XXVI. On Mardi Gras, Winter takes its leave.

These ones arrive when the first daffodils 
will bloom:

XXVII.
XXVIII.
XXIX.
XXX.

N.B. I will keep on working on the Souvenirs d’un jardinier 
until the end of the season, somewhere in April.
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I. II. III. IV. V. VI. VII. VIII. IX. X.

XI. XII. XIII. XIV. XV. XVI. XVII. XVIII. XIX. XX.

XXI. XXII. XXIII. XXIV. XXV. XXVI. XXVII. XXVIII. XXIX. XXX.


