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OF THE WORLD

By Robert L. Pincus
ART CRITIC
irk de Bruycker is an old-fashioned abstract painter. This
label isn’t meant as criticism or praise. It's merely descrip-
tive, a point of departure for looking at recent canvases
brought together in his solo exhibition titled “Morpho.”
The Latinate title of the show refers not to some classi
figure or deity but to a butterfly — the blue morpho. The
painter, who came of age in Belgium, divides his time be-
tween Santa Fe, N.M., and Granada, Nicaragua. It was in
Nicaragua that he came upon a dead blue morpho on the floor
of his studio. The specimen was being eaten by ants.
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