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An underestimated feature of architectural photography, the field
in which Filip Dujardin was a highly accomplished practitioner long
before his Fictions series came to light, is the degree to which we
count on it to instill confidence. We need to know that society has
built bulwarks against entropy. We strive to see an order that
continues our ambition through the thickets of uncertain life. We're
comforted to recognize that what can be referred to as aesthetics,
artistic gesture, style, “good design”, is in essence the result of an
adult human’s expression of fun, institutionalized.
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Filip Dujardin’s constructions each derive
from a model. On completing it he locates
and photographs commonplace elements
among the fields and buildings of his native
Ghent.

As we look to the sky to tell us the time of day, we look to
architectural photography to inform us about how a body travels
across a space. Though we may never get to the Taj Mahal, we can
look at a photograph and envision our face in its reflecting pool.
Though precious few humans will ascend to the top of the Burj
Khalifa, the tallest structure in our world, we can look at a photo and
the sensory impulse will make its way to part of our brain where will
bloom the image of endless stretches of embattled sand that
separate us and the relatively puny edifices that surround us from
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His intimate knowledge of architecture enables the artist to focus
on those gestures the ordinary viewer counts on for a sense of
normalcy. Details that we scan and process without deep
consideration Mr. Dujardin directs just to the point that we’re
convinced these most unreasonable structures could exist, before
thinking better.
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the next nearest accumulation of social interaction in the distance.

Filip Dujardin fulfills this promise in his art and his craft. He is
represented, in what one might amusingly think of as his “day job”,
by the Office for Word and Image (OWI), a Belgium-based service
that manages a stunning trove of global architectural imagery and
writing. So what impulse is he responding to when he puts before us
the views we see here, these architectural provocations, this
external world of his devising? From what psychological recess does
this discourse arise? Could he be the ultimate architectural
“confidence man” — the one who offers the emotional tautology of
appealing to our trust because he sets out advising us he’s not to be
trusted?

His method is refreshingly rigorous in an age of slapdash and
random computer-aided pastiche. First, nearly all of the built things
in the Fictions are those he passes daily in and around Ghent. So
there is walking, and one imagines lots of it, even if only to traverse
the vast projected sites he'll depict in order to judge how light
strikes them from end to end. Then Mr. Dujardin builds a maquette,
either in cardboard or digitally. The model is his proposal, in the way
that Picasso’s Demoiselles d’Avignon proposes to view the traditional
nude through the filter of his own sometimes humorous, sometimes

71997 Fodv Ty AV hRETRES
Y, XiiEzHst, HRARENEEAREN S+
L+ 74 FDEREBA—L - F=514Hf—DF77=
ANTLRY Y b aBl-th, I, D 747
avEE, 0 Y —XFHREETRELREE
AT, http://www.filipdujardin.be

Mr. Dujardin’s elegant and revealing architectural
photography, in the main, conforms to our
expectations for that discipline. But the artist has
admitted in interviews that he actually wants “...to
play at being an architect, instead of only
recording the buildings of others.”

threatening pictorial idiom. What remains is to photograph the
individual built elements that will comprise the spaces and volumes
the model describes, and the rest of the work is done digitally.

Where Filip Dujardin’s Fictions play on our vulnerability is in their
incessant realism. He photographs repetitious forms where we
expect to see them, but arranges them in a hypertrophied version of
that repetition. A broken window looks dejected, rows and columns
of them, we want to think, signal some kind of intentional order. He
retains the dinginess and decay, the mundane and dreary marks of
the original buildings, and places them judiciously and seamlessly in
the final work. By doing this he makes us look — for equilibrium and
assurance that we're not witnessing a repudiation of the laws of
physics, for a sort of comfort - to the things that usually disappoint
us most in the urban environment.

Filip Dujardin asks us to consider what modernist architecture
declared it had learned to avoid. It's “Form Defies Function”, and
though conventional wisdom dictates that should unnerve us,
perhaps it’s because the artist puts us so at ease with subversion of
tiresome orthodoxy that we can’t peel our eyes away. &
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