
	  
	  
	  
	  
	  
	  
	  
	  
	  
	  
	  
	  
	  
	  
	  
 
 
 
 
 
She that comes from the green forest, on a Tuesday. 
 
 
 
 
 
Silvia Martes 
	  
	  
	  
	  
	  
	  
	  
	  
	  
	  
	  
	  
	  
	  
	  
	  
	  
	  
	  
	  
	  
	  

	  



Letter 1 – The ox and the dragon 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



My dearly beloved, 
 
 
 
 
I’ve been meaning to write you this letter  
for quite some time. 
Time is passing by  
as we are entering the season of Autumn. 
The leaves of the elm trees are dressed  
in hues of greens, reds and yellows,  
scattered over the grey pavements of my beloved Amsterdam. 
Woollen garments are retrieved  
from the depths of the closets. 
The little boats drifting apart on the golden canals. 
One by one, the proud summer owners are disappearing. 
At any given moment the sky transforms from a calm blue 
to an angry grey bucket full of water. 
 
 
Have you ever been to Amsterdam?  
One of my favourite places is a path in the Vondelpark. 
A path where the high elm trees  
are growing towards each other in a bow. 
As if they are saying, ‘I do’. 
And I most certainly don’t object. 
I like to make long walks along the canals. 
Drink black coffee. 
Smoke cigarettes. 
Often I find myself wishing for the power of invisibility. 
To disappear in the interior of the city. 
Even tough I pay attention to the details of my exterior. 
 
 
Amsterdam is a façade.  
The exterior of the houses scream of rich dom. 
Wealth acquired from the backs of the exotic continents. 
Amsterdam used to be mainly water. 
A number of houses are barely able to hold themselves up.  
They are built on wooden poles, which makes them tilt.  
The one more than the other.  
 
 
I have an apartment in the centre. I live by myself. 
I have six plants.  
Jesus, without his cross, rests on a pastel pink wall. 
My windows looks out on a concrete wall.  
It seems there used to be a window there as well. 
Now concealed with red bricks.  
As if I am looking out on a grave. 
 



In the summer, one branch of ivy grows upwards. 
I call them the hanging gardens of Babylon. 
My water cooker turns on without any reason. 
The wooden floor is crooked. My closet is slightly tilted. 
The doors open some times. 
It’s ok. I don’t believe in ghosts. 
 
Let me introduce myself in a proper manner. 
My name is Silvia Martes. It means: 
‘She that comes from the green forest, on a Tuesday.’ 
My big black round eyes, saw the light of day, on the 9th of 
May in 1985.I’m an Ox in the Chinese astrology. 
I’m a Taurus in the Western astrology. I’m a bull. Twice. 
 
The legend of the Chinese astrology states the 12 animals  
of the Chinese Zodiac were chosen by Buddha. When Buddha was 
near death he invited all the animals to visit him. Only 
twelve came: the rat, ox, tiger, rabbit, dragon, snake, 
horse, goat, monkey, rooster, dog and pig. 
For visiting him, Buddha honoured each by using them to  
represent the 12 phases of the Zodiac. 
 
According to my combined zodiac, I am stubborn, jealous,  
strong, motivated, sensual, patient, stable, logical,  
innovative, uncontrollable and reserved.  
You were born on the 21th of May, 1844, which makes you a  
Gemini and a Dragon. Supposibly you are angry, superficial,  
successful, healthy, distrustful, unsatisfied, , strong 
brave, sentimental. And you tend to fall in love quickly.  
 
“The Dragon and the Ox can make a great connection as long  
as they have similar goals in mind. The Dragon appreciates the 
Ox’s honourable nature, however, and being a fearless, 
courageous sign, won’t be turned off by the Ox’s judgmental or 
dogmatic demeanour. Where the Dragon is an idealist, an 
ambitious and  pioneering spirit, the Ox is more stubborn,  
conservative and methodical. The Ox avoids arguments and is 
slow to anger, but when these two fight, it will be epic.  
They would do well to learn to appreciate one another’s  
rhythms and motivations.” 
 
You lived in Paris. I’ve been there a couple of times. 
The last time, 8 years ago. When I was 17, I spoke French 
fluently. ‘C’est ne pas vrai.’ was my favourite sentence. 
I will visit you one of these days. It is merely a matter of 
time and space. I will drink black coffee. Smoke cigarettes. 
Sit on the stairs of Le Sacre Coeur.  
Visit the Louvre. Disappear in the artworks of great masters,  
I sincerely admire. You being the one I admire the most.  
 
 



In 2011, at the Kunstmuseum, in Basel Switzerland,  
there was an exhibition of Max Beckmann, which did not 
arouse me. Art is as well a matter of taste. 
When I was making my way to the exit, to buy myself an  
overpriced coffee, I stopped.  
 
A blue cloudy sky hiding behind a curtain of dark trees. 
The leaves in hundreds hues of greens. A well dressed man with 
big round pupils and a fairly big nose. A white feather in his 
one hand in the other a roll of white paper. A woman in a long 
blue dress with big round pupils and a fairly big nose. 
His eyes fixed on the gesture she is making, with her pink 
finger and thumb. Her arm rests on his back. Their feet are 
blocked from our vision, by a row of red pink and white 
flowers. 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 



Finally. It was about time. Encountering a work of you, 
outside of the art history books. “The muse and his poet.”  
You’ve always wanted to be a painter.  
Your parents did not have sufficient money to send you to  
an art school. You worked as a tax collector, in your spare  
time you painted. You visited the botanical gardens  
and the place where they stuff the animals. 
During your life, you were scrutinized as being a childish  
painter, primitive, naïve. You proceeded. You continued. 
But then, you cut yourself by accident. By the time a friend 
took you to the hospital, the infection already became fatal.  
They buried you in a mass grave, among with indigents at the 
Bagneux Cemetery. The year after they made a memorial 
exhibition, in your name at the Salon des Independants.  
It brought you the popular acclaim that had eluded you in life 
and your remains were reinterred in an individual grave. Your 
tombstone was placed in 1913, with Guilliamo Apollinaire's 
poem. 
 
 
 
We salute you Gentile Rousseau you can hear us 
Delaunay his wife Monsieur Queval and myself 
Let our luggage pass duty free through the gates of heaven 
We will bring you brushes paints and canvas 
That you may spend your sacred leisure 
in the light of truth 
Painting as you once did my portrait 
Facing the stars 
 
 
 
You painted Appolinaire and his wife in 1909, a year before  
you passed away.I read about Guilliamo Appolinaire. How he 
always believed in you. Were you two best friends? 
I did not know of the poet but now we have Internet,  
which makes it very easy to find information on anything. 
Internet resemblances a big encyclopaedia, filled with 
information about everything. And with everything, I mean 
everything. We have devices, machines, called computers.  
Almost every computer has internet. Because of Internet, I 
realised that the first painting I saw of you, was one of the 
last paintings you made. 
You are most likely wondering by now, why are you receiving 
this letter. Well, as I mentioned earlier, you are the artist  
that moves me the most of them all. 
As you are most likely residing in a calm place now, 
I figured, you would have plenty of time to read. 
 
 
 



I will write six more letters to you. 
I will tell you about the perfect synthesis. 
I will give you a tree. 
I will reveal a dream. 
I will let the poet write. 
I will describe the colour black. 
I will speak of my courageous friends. 
 
 
My dear Henri, I know you will not write back. 
 
 
Until next time, 
 
 
 
 
Silvia 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



Letter 2 – The film maker 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



My dear Henri, 
 
 
 
 
Let me be more concrete about what I’m studying. 
I’m in my end exam year, department Audio-visual at the  
Gerrit Rietveld Academy in Amsterdam. Gerrit Rietveld  
(1888 - 1964) was a Dutch architect, graphic designer,  
furniture maker and designed the main building of our  
school. The academy has grey floors and grey walls. 
 
The focus of my department lies on the development of ideas, 
expressive capacity and the ability to think conceptually.  
I think the Audio-visual department gives students a high 
amount of freedom and one is forced to think for themselves 
and to learn how to deal with their time.  I do receive advice 
from my teachers and tutors from the workshops but I have to 
be able to practice it by myself.  
 
I like to say that nobody is going to give you the information 
freely but if you ask for it, there are many  
people willing to help. They carry knowledge you can  
benefit from. I have the freedom to make the kind of art do  
whatever I wish to make, from sculptures, to installations,   
to painting, as long as I do it with my whole being. 
The department consists out of 14/15 teachers, all with an  
art background, such as film, photography, sculpture,  
performance, theory and many other disciplines, which we  
can talk to privately on a weekly basis, for a  
half-hour. There are lists hanging on the hallway of our  
department and you can inscribe yourself for a talk. 
I feel privileged to be able to talk to them as they have  
their own specific views. Which makes me more aware of my  
own views. My own standpoints.  
 
A year ago, during one of my first talks with a certain  
teacher, the sweat was dripping from my back and my  
armpits. She is highly critical. She tells the truth. 
She firmly believes in her own truth. She has been to  
places and wishes to share. She dresses very nicely.  
She understands the importance of the exterior. 
 
A year later, she is my mentor and I could not be more  
happy. The other day I missed an appointment with her.  
I was supposed to talk to her but I forgot to write it down  
in my agenda. While I was writing a letter to you an  
unknown number called. It was her.  
Her voice, angry and disappointed. She was very upset  
and I completely understand.  
Time is valuable. I apologized.  



An hour later she called me back to tell me she wrote my  
name down on her next list. If I would to miss that  
appointment, she wishes not to talk to me anymore. 
Even tough, her voice was calm and very sweet. 
The type of person I am attracted to.  
 
During one of our latest talks, she asked me the question  
of how I want to be perceived as an artist when I graduate. 
What type of artist will I be?  
How do I want people to remember me?  
I was stunned as I was not ready to define myself in words.  
Should I define myself as a painter, a sculptor, a dancer,  
a musician, a poet, or an architect? 
I tried to find words to express myself as an artist but I  
was numb. Could it be that I’m a film - maker? 
 
Do you even know what film is, my dear Henri?  
A film, also called a movie or motion picture,  
is a series of still or moving images.  
It is produced by recording photographic images with  
cameras, or by creating images using animation techniques 
or visual effects. The process of filmmaking has developed  
into an art form and industry. 
Some might claim that film is the art form of the 21st  
century.  The visual input, the motion of images and the  
speed of representation, is being communicated to us on a  
very high level, an extended amount of information, thus by  
images often accompanied by sound, is therefore created to  
capture the viewers attention.   
 
Film has no boundaries and is not hold back by cultural  
differences. It speaks a universal language, as everybody  
is able to film. We all basically understand the mechanical  
process. 
 
Have you heard about the German philosopher, Georg Wilhelm  
Friedrich Hegel? He categorizes in ‘Lectures on Aesthetics, 
the main fine arts as, Sculpture, Architecture, Painting, 
Music and Poetry. Film, was coined by the Italian film 
theoretician Ricciotto Canudo((1879–1923 as the sixth art 
form. A synthesis of the five ancient arts. 
Canudo later added Dance as the sixth fine art, making  
Film, the seventh art. 
 
In his manifesto The Birth of the Sixth Art,  
published in 1911, he argued that Film was a new art form. 
 “It is surprising to find how everyone has, either by fate  
or some universal telepathy, the same aesthetic conception  
of the natural environment. From the most ancient people of  
the east to those more recently discovered by our  
geographical heroes, we can find all peoples the same  



manifestations of the aesthetic sense; Music, with its  
complimentary art, Poetry; and Agriculture with it’s own  
two compliments, Sculpture and Painting. The whole  
aesthetic life of the world developed itself in these five  
expressions of Art. Assuredly, a sixth artistic  
manifestation seems to us now absurd and even unthinkable;  
for thousands of years, in fact, no people have been  
capable of conceiving it.  
But we are witnessing the birth of such a sixth art.”  
 
Film has been adopted as the 7th art form because it passed  
all the former ones. I was struggling to find one word to  
define myself because a filmmaker touches upon all the  
other disciplines. Film is the creation of the overlapping  
areas between all the other art forms, different  
disciplines. A filmmaker, according to my opinion has to  
have at least a basic knowledge of all the other art forms.  
 
Each art form has it’s own identity and possesses  
similarities and contradictions with the other art forms. 
Discovering what the possibilities are in those specific  
fields thus applying the gained knowledge into  
one created synthesis. The synthesis of film. 
 
You know as well, that in Painting, it is colour above all  
that is the medium of expression. The purpose of Painting is 
to show us what human figures can look like, the possibilities 
of the manifestation to the eye.  By the use of colour in 
film, a three- dimensional aspect is given, and adds details,  
identification, specificities and information to the  
characters and spaces. Colour can communicate emotional  
information. I believe that one single frame of a film can  
speak, in the same way a painting speaks. 
 
One of my favourite film makers is Wes Anderson. (1-5- 
1969), also a Taurus. 
He is an American director and his films to me seem like  
series of realistic paintings. 
Every single frame is colourful, symmetrical. Perfectly  
aligned objects and characters in gracious harmony with  
their surroundings while being believable. He uses colour  
extensively to communicate emotional information, mostly  
referring to the difficult relationships between  
family members. 
 
I wish to control every single object apparent in my work. 
For one of my scenes, settings, compositions,  
I am making a chair out of a tree trunk. The chair is not a  
chair. It is an object. An object that can stand on itself. 
An object I am able to use in the setting for a film but  



also being able to depict the object outside of the film and 
placing it in a different setting in which it will  
evoke a mystery, the sense of being more than what is,  
while at the same time not lying about it’s true nature. 
Let’s name the chair a sculpture. 
 
A film maker that works within the art form of  
Sculpture, is Michel Gondry,(8-5-1963,) also a Taurus. 
He is a French commercial director, music video director,  
and a screenwriter. He is noted for his inventive visual  
style and manipulation of mise en scène. 
His film, The Science of Sleep, made in 2006, is a film  
about a young man, living in between his dreams, fantasy  
and reality and falls in love head over heels with a  
girl and feels he can show her his world. 
In September 2006, Gondry made his debut as an installation  
artist at Deitch Projects in New York City's SoHo gallery  
district. The show, called “ The Science of Sleep; an  
exhibition of sculpture and creepy pathological little  
gifts.” The exhibition featured props from his film, as  
well as film clips and a selection of gifts that the  
artist had given to women he was interested in. 
The movie sets were presented and elaborated on as to  
allow their more concerted consideration as sculpture.  
A walk through the exhibition immersed the viewer in the  
sculptural experience of the movie in three dimensions. 
 
Architecture in film gives us the possibility to move in  
between spaces, surroundings and situations. To travel to  
distant countries, to move from a white living room to  
smoky café within a matter of a few seconds.  
Architecture, gives matter an abstract, inorganic,  
artificially and artfully shaped surrounding created  
by human understanding, strict rules, symmetry and  
harmony.  
 
The American film maker, Stanley Kubrick (26-7-1928 – 7-3-
1999), made the film “ The Shining” in 1980. 
The Shining is a psychological horror film, about a family  
heading to an isolated hotel for the winter where an evil  
and spiritual presence influences the father into  
violence, while his psychic son sees horrific forebodings  
from the past and of the future.  
The Shining is the most terrifying film I have ever seen.  
 
Stanley Kubrick works with the power of tension. Turning up 
the viewers anxiety till such an extent, it feels as if you  
are trapped and locked without any way of escaping the  
Overlook Hotel. The hotel itself is built on the site of a  
Native American burial ground and becomes completely  
snowed in during the long winters. 



The set for the Overlook Hotel was then the largest ever  
built, including a full re-creation of the exterior of the  
hotel. Stanley Kubrick says: “ We wanted the hotel to look  
authentic rather than like a traditionally spooky movie 
hotel. The hotel's labyrinth layout and huge rooms, I  
believed would alone provide an eerie enough atmosphere.” 
By researching the spatial awareness of the film, it turns  
out the hotel is full of impossible and delusionary designs  
used by Kubrick to disorientate the viewer and to 
communicate the illusionary nature of the hotel. 
 
The family arrives at the hotel on closing day and is given  
a tour. The African-American chef Dick Hallorann surprises 
Danny by telepathically offering him ice cream. He explains 
to Danny that he and his grandmother shared this telepathic 
ability, which he calls "shining". Danny asks if there is 
anything to be afraid of in the hotel, particularly Room 237. 
Hallorann tells Danny that the hotel itself has a "shine" to 
it along with many memories, not all of which are good. He 
also tells Danny to stay out of Room 237. 
 

 
 
The hallway leading to room 237. Each of the doors are a  
few meters away, this does not leave much room for spatial  
apartments and yet when we do eventually see room 237’s  
interior we find the entrance leads into a large living  
room, which then leads into a large bed room and then a  
large bedroom. The apartment overlaps the position where  
the next apartment should be. The neighbour door of 237  
should also lead to an apartment but we can see at the end  



of the wall, that there is another set of doors leading to  
a stairway. This stairway exists in a way that it would  
extend any overlapping apartment.  
The doors on both side of room 237 don’t lead anywhere.  
They are illusionary.  
The long wall facing room 237 runs parallel to the Colorado  
lounge and from the end of the hall we see the whole wall  
of roughly two meters thick, yet if features five doorways  
to apartments. Apartments that spatially can’t exist. 
 
Music has the ability to drop the dimensions of space  
altogether. It is not bound by walls.  
As soon as a tone is produced it disappears and travels  
further. One of my favourite film makers that made an art  
of the usage of Music in Film is Quentin Tarantino (27-3-  
 
1963). He made several movies, my favourite being Pulp 
Fiction. Pulp Fiction is seen as one of the best movies ever 
made.Quentin Tarantino redefined the role of music in movies,  
bringing music from the past into a radically new framework  
of sex and violence with healthy doses of horror and  
humour. Through rhythm, harmony and melody music allows the 
soul to hear its own inner movement and to be moved by what it  
hears and in this case to what the eye perceives. 
First we connect our inner movement to the visual image,  
which afterwards can be separated to enjoy on  
the so called soundtracks. The feeling a particular scene  
of a film evokes through the combination of the both art  
forms can be recreated when the visual image is no longer 
there. Music provides a frame to deal with emotional  
identity. What kind of music did you listen to?  
As we are living in a century where music can be made with  
a computer, the choice of music is over whelming. It does  
not mean that the quality get’s better.  
 
Poetry in film, to me, relates to the power of text.  
Script writing. Story telling. Poetry is capable of showing  
an inner monologue or outer dialogue as actions in  
space and time. It could be that Poetry is the most  
unrestricted form of the ancient arts. 
 
Requiem for a Dream (2000) is a drama film directed by 
Darren Aronofsky(2-2-1969). He is an American film maker. 
The film depicts different forms of addiction,  
leading to the characters’ imprisonment in a world of  
delusion and reckless desperation that is subsequently  
overtaken by reality. “The idea that the same inner  
monologue goes through a person's head when they're trying  
to quit drugs, as with cigarettes, as when they're trying  
to not eat food so they can lose 20 pounds, was really  
fascinating to me, says Aronofsky.  



“I thought it was an idea that we hadn't seen on film and I 
wanted to bring it up on the screen.” One of the most heart 
breaking, powerful, beautiful usage of Poetry in Film, is  
the monologue of the character Sara Goldfarb in Requiem for  
a Dream. She plays an elderly widow and spends her  
time watching television. After a phone call announces  
that she will be invited to be a participant on a game  
show, she becomes obsessed with regaining the youthful  
appearance she possesses in a photograph from Harry's  
graduation, her proudest moment. In order to fit into her  
old red dress, the favourite of her deceased husband 
Seymour, she begins taking a regimen of prescription  
weight-loss amphetamine pills throughout the day and a  
sedative at night. Harry is her son. 
 
Sara: I'm somebody now, Harry. Everybody likes me. Soon, 
millions of people will see me and they'll all like me.  
I'll tell them about you, and your father, how good he was to 
us. Remember? It's a reason to get up in the morning.  
It's a reason to lose weight, to fit in the red dress.  
It's a reason to smile. It makes tomorrow all right.  
What have I got Harry? Why should I even make the bed, or wash 
the dishes? I do them, but why should I? I'm alone.  
Your father's gone, you're gone. I got no one to care for. 
What have I got, Harry? I'm lonely. I'm old.  
Harry: You got friends, Ma.  
Sara: Ah, it's not the same. They don't need me. I like the 
way I feel. I like thinking about the red dress and the 
television and you and your father. Now when I get the sun, I 
smile. 
 
  

 
 



Film and Dance are the only two art forms, which evolved  
out of the principal of movement. They are meant for each  
other. The camera has the ability to put emphasis on the  
movement of characters. The structure of what happens can  
be created by editing the choreography while filming or  
after filming. When Music is added upon the two art forms,  
the body’s answer is movement. 
 
Pina Bausch is a legendary dancer and choreographer who  
died in 2009. Her unique creations transformed the language  
of dance and offer a visual experience like no other. 
Wim Wenders (14-8-1945), a German film-maker, made a  
documentary “Pina” as a tribute to Pina Bausch and her  
dance company Tanztheater Wuppertal. A documentary  
constitute a broad category of nonfictional motion 
pictures intended to document some aspect of reality.  
The reality of dance.  
 

 
 
Wim Wenders uses 3-D technology to take audiences inside  
the world of Pina Bausch. A 3D or 3-D film or S3D is a motion 
picture that enhances the illusion of depth perception. A 
regular motion picture camera system is used to record the 
images as seen from two perspectives and special projection 
hardware and/or eyewear are used to provide the illusion of 
depth when viewing the film as the artist’s universe.  
 
 
 
 



It’s an intense experience that at moments makes viewers  
feel as if they were dancing too. I went to the cinema  
twice in three days time as it was touching my inner 
movement on a high level. I cried several times. 
The dances in “Pina” take place on traditional stages and  
also on city sidewalks and tram cars (in Wuppertal, the  
north-western German city where Bausch’s company is based)  
and in forests and fields. The dancers enact drama’s of  
desire sexual violence and the passage of time. 
 
My dear Henri, this is a very informational and  
quite theoretical letter, but how else could I explain  
about the 7th art form? Some things just need more time. 
The film makers I’ve mentioned I see as true artists. 
Could it be therefore so that the synthesis of Sculpture,  
Painting, Architecture, Music, Poetry and Dance come 
together in one profession? Not the one of a filmmaker but the 
one of a true artist? 
 
 
Yours faithfully, 
 
 
 
Silvia 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



Letter 3 – The tree 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 



My beloved, 
 
 
 
When I finish my study I will have a degree in Fine Arts.  
Due to financial reasons, you were not able to attend art 
school. You struggled. You managed. You developed unusual 
techniques of painting. What strikes me the most, what moves 
me the most, is the determination. Proceeding, continuing. 
Even tough the odds may seem against one. Even tough you were 
scrutinized. You still followed your heart. 
 
They laughed. They pointed. Look, who is laughing now? 
You kept on painting, supporting yourself by playing the 
violin, on the streets.  
I would give my all, for hearing you play the violin.  
I call myself autodidact, till a certain extent. 
I am forced to think for myself and learn how to deal with my 
own precious time.  
 
Logic, that is how life is like, outside and after the 
academy. When I receive my degree, I am not self-thought any 
longer. The majority of society demands a degree.  
They wish to see a valid paper, which certifies gained 
knowledge. You proofed otherwise. Along with others.  
One of them is Serge Onnen. Serge is completely autodidact. 
I interviewed him. As I thought it would be interesting,  
for you to read, as well.  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



Me :   
Tell me something about your art. 
 
Serge :  
First I was a painter. And at a certain moment,  
I thought painting didn’t suit me anymore. Because of many 
reasons I quit panting, but drawing was something, that was 
very close to me. I drew since I was small, continuously, 
always. And drawing I taught myself. By not going to an 
academy, it has developed into something, which is completely 
mine. 
At a certain moment I made a few drawings and I thought it 
would be interesting to see them come to life. I started to do 
animation. That was an enormous eye-opener.  
Then I developed further in animation and searched for things 
in it. You look for simple ways to make animations and thus I 
came to shadows. You transform something that comes to life.  
And every time another medium, adds itself to the former.  
What I like about drawing, is that it’s not fixed in the fine 
arts. Drawings comes forth, in a lot of different forms,  
which are also very interesting. Drawing is a basic for 
architecture, fashion. All those things start with drawing 
and then it becomes something else. I thought painting was 
limiting. A painting is always an artwork. There are no 
paintings, who don’t have the pretence, of not being an 
artwork. Even when you have an empty canvas, a statement is 
being made. It was suffocating.  
Painting always has to do with a value. With a drawing, it’s 
less. You can see a drawing on the toilet and still be moved.  
Or a tattoo. All those different forms of drawing, I found 
interesting. These processes of researching different mediums 
and going from the one to other took me years. 
 
Me : What kind of education did you have? 
 
Serge : When you told me you wanted to interview me, I thought 
about that particular question. It has to do with two things. 
First of all, in that time, it was the era of punk.  
An attitude of do it yourself.  
You don’t need education. You grab a guitar and you start a 
band. I loved that attitude and I still do.  
The drive, the energy, but I wasn’t focussed on music back 
then. That came later. 
 
Me : You are also a musician? 
 
Serge : Yes I am. The other thing is that I visited my mother 
often, who lived in Spain in a village with a lot of artists,  
friends of her. There was one artist, I found very inspiring, 
interesting. He was autodidact. When I told him, I wanted to 
become an artist, he told me to make millions of drawings.  



Millions. He told me, I should search for the energy  
and the motivation within myself. From that moment on I 
started drawing in a very disciplined manner. Sometimes that 
was difficult. I was eighteen, nineteen, living in a squatted 
house, in the cold, drawing day in and out. 
  
Me : What was the motivation for you to continue? 
 
Serge : The profession of art is not easy; it’s something,  
that has to come from yourself. You have to push yourself to 
make art. And not an institute or a teacher.  
By yourself you have to make it work, to manage. I thought I 
would try it that way. I didn’t want to go to an academy. It 
worked out very well. When I would show my works, people would 
be enthusiastic, I had exhibitions. At a certain moment I got 
stuck.  
With myself. I thought: ‘Am I going to do this for the rest of 
my life?’ I became a bit sad. Then I applied for the 
Rijksacademie, by that time I knew much more about art and I 
got in. I was accepted as an autodidact. They found it very 
unique and nice. From then on, the stimulant from that place, 
was very nice. From a squatted, sinister place, to a place 
where everybody was very serious. I got the feeling it was 
important. And that is the feeling you need to have. That it 
actually matters. “ 
 
 
I am very pleased to say that he made a drawing for you. 
It’s beautiful.  
 
 
Sincerely yours, 
 
 
 
Silvia 
	  

 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 



Letter 4 - The dream 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



My beloved Henri, 
 
 
 
Last night, I was in a forest and there was a path.  
I was accompanied by a group of people when a young man passed  
by. A young good-looking farmer. He said to me; ‘ I’m a 
farmer, I was born to be one.’ I replied; ‘ I’m a farmer too.’  
He was dressed in cream coloured tight clothes  
and he continued his walk. He had a shovel in his right hand  
which he shoved into the ground.  
As if he was looking for clues in Mother Earth.  
After a few seconds, I decided to walk with him  
to perform the same action.  
 
Every fifty meters I would force the shovel into the brown 
soil.  Not even with force because the soil was fertile and  
soft. At one moment the farmer gave me directions to check the  
soil near a big tilting tree. He told me to be careful. 
The roots of the immense tree were revealing them selves to  
me. My shovel barely made contact with the ground as the tree  
started to move and the farmer screamed: ‘ Run, Silvia! Get 
out of the way!’ He grabbed my hand and we both started to  
fly, trying to avoid the big trunk which was flying as well.  
We barely escaped the log while we landed in the brown water,  
still holding hands.  
 
We started to laugh very hard as we swam to the shore. 
By now I’ve smoked a few cigarettes, I made myself a strong  
coffee and I can state that I am awake. Am I really awake?  
I am quite sure that the letters that are forming in front of  
my eyes are a product of my conscious thoughts.  
 
But what does conscious entail in this specific case? 
What about the chair that I am making from the tree trunk,  
which is drying in the wood workshop at the moment? 
I know a tree stands for eternity, wisdom, strength.  
But why would I say that I am a farmer too? Why did I decide  
to follow the farmer? Do visible roots of a tree mean death?  
Why did I fly together with the farmer? And why didn’t the  
three kill us?  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



Often people regard dreams as rubbish, they see it merely as a  
night time process of our daily activities while others  
devote their entire career to the interpretation of dreams.  
In the Greek and Roman times, it was believed that dreams were   
messages from the gods. Dreams were seen as sources of  
knowledge, providing information about the dreamer's present  
situation and future prospects. Dreams never quite belonged  
to their dreamers, since the hidden meaning was not  
immediately accessible. One needed the help of an interpreter   
or prior training in the art of deciphering. Only then would   
the dream yield its secret message. But could it not be so  
that we can find the answer ourselves to our dreams? Aside  
from the dream theory books and help from dream coaches?  
Aren’t the connections the value we give to dreams? 
 
You most likely don’t know my dear Henri,  
but there is an entire art movement that was based upon dream  
theories. The dream theories of Sigmund Freud (1856-1939), an 
Austrian neurologist, psychiatrist, psychologist,  
psychotherapist and psychoanalasist. They call themselves the 
‘Surrealists’. I think you will be very pleased to read that 
you are seen as the forerunner of the surrealist movement. 
 
Your friend, Guilliamo Appolinaire, who you painted in 1909,  
‘The muse and his poet’, was the one who coined the term  
‘surrealist’, in 1903, to describe a new sort of drama for his  
play; ‘The breasts of Tiresias.’ The play based upon the Greek  
myth of the blind prophet of Thebes, who is famous for his  
clairvoyance and for being transformed into a woman for seven  
years. But Appolinaire inverted the myth and produced a  
provocative play.  Therese, a woman who is transformed into a  
man, fights for equality between the sexes. Surrealism was 
the perfect name to describe the play, as the provocative  
subject could not have been depicted as reality. At least not  
in that period. I think Guilliamo would be very interested to  
see in what kind of period I live in now, as men can be  
actually transformed into women and women into men by  
chirurgical methods. Society labels them as trans genders. 
trans genders. I name them, a man or a woman. 
 
Surrealism originated in the late 1910s and early '20s as a  
literary movement that experimented with a new way of  
expression such as automatic writing, automatism, which  
attempted to release the unconstrained imagination of the  
subconscious. The movement was made official by the poet and  
critic André Breton (1896–1966), with the publication of the  
‘Manifesto of Surrealism’ in 1924 in Paris. 
 
 
 
 



“The mind of the man who dreams is fully satisfied by what  
happens to him. The agonizing question of possibility is no  
longer pertinent. Kill, fly faster, love to your heart's  
content. And if you should die, are you not certain of  
reawaking among the dead? Let yourself be carried along,  
events will not tolerate your interference. You are nameless.  
The ease of everything is priceless.” 
 
Freud stated, when a desire can not be represented 
consciously, it will take on the form of some absurdity.  
Two objects that could never be placed in reality come  
together in the dream. They are condensed into one, as a way  
of disguising desire. Could this mean that my desire is to 
meet  
a young man I could see myself with? Having the same goals and  
resemblances? But coming to a moment where life tends to  
become dangerous? Barely avoiding a big mistake but laughing  
all the way towards the end, while holding hands? 
 
Surrealism became an international intellectual and political  
movement, using Freudian methods of free association,  
to produce, surprising, unexpected imagery, with drawn from 
the private world, of the mind, which was at first restricted  
by reason, logic and social limitations. Using the mechanics  
of the dream work, the ways desire slips through the nets of  
censorship to make art. Surrealist poets were at first 
reluctant to place themselves with visual artists because 
they believed that the processes of painting, drawing, and 
sculpting were in conflict with the spontaneity of loose 
expression. However, Breton and his followers did not 
altogether ignore visual art. 
 
One of the first visual artists who worked with Surrealist  
techniques and imagery was the German Max Ernst (1891–1976).  
I’ve seen a few paintings of Max Ernst at the Beyeler  
Foundation in, Basel, Switzerland, in the same exhibition  
where I encountered your wonderful painting ‘The hungry lion  
throws itself on the antelope.’ 
In the paintings of Ernst figures are often depicted as 
incomplete or fragmented. Solid objects are made to be  
appeared hollowed out or very flat like cut outs. The painting  
that shook me to the core the most, which I can vividly recall  
is : ‘The antipope.’ Made in 1942. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 



Five female figures. 
A delicate horse-human figure on the right, who is being  
fondled by a woman, in a pink tunic and depicted in a  
relatively naturalistic way. A third figure, in a green  
dress, lays her angelic face to rest on the blond hair of the  
woman caressing the blue horse woman. 
A fourth horse-headed female, with two faces looking at the  
group of three at the right. She is dressed in a red gown,  
revealing one breast and her stomach. Her jealous eyes make  
contact with the dark blue horse woman. Even tough she is  
clearly uninvited in the feast of the three, she appears to be 
the strongest figure of them all. The fifth figure stands in  
the middle, with her back towards me, with only her cheek and  
jaw visible, gazing into the grim lagoon, like a pensive  
subject. 
 
The painting was a reflection of his love life at that  
particular moment. An autobiographical work about his  
marriage to Peggy Guggenheim and his relationship with  
Leonora Carrington. With Leonora he would spent hours riding  
horses. The painting is very surrealistic and symbolic,  
as human female horse figures do not exist,  
at least not when we have both of our eyes open.  
I see this work as a perfect harmony of the inner and the  
outer. Beautiful dreams and the harsh reality come together  
as one complete synthesis of objectivity and subjectivity. 
‘The dream’, was the last painting you made in 1910, before 
you passed away. Jadwiga, your polish mistress from your 
youth, lying on a red brown divan, with her gaze facing the 
green landscape jungle, filled with lotus flowers, birds, 
monkeys, an elephant, a lion and l lioness, a snake and it’s 
charmer. You wrote a poem to accompany the painting for those 
who can not understand the mystery. For those who  
try to look for symbolic meanings to save themselves from the  
void. For those who sense the mystery but wish to get rid of  
it. My dear Henri, for those you wrote a beautiful poem. 
 
Yadwigha in a beautiful dream   
Having fallen gently to sleep 
Heard the sounds of a reed instrument 
Played by a well-intentioned snake charmer. 
As the moon reflected 
On the rivers (or flowers), the verdant trees, 
The wild snakes lend an ear 
To the joyous tunes of the instrument. 
 
 
 
 
 
 



Henri, maybe seeing means to have one eye open,  
fixed on reality, observing what is happening around us,  
seeing where we are headed for, one wishes not to tremble and 
fall. The other eye is closed, it’s function is to look into 
our inner. Our immortal soul. Dreams are the perfect 
synthesis of both eyes, they are waiting for us to seek them.  
They lie still on their white sheets, waiting to be revealed, 
explained. We are able to wander far, far, away, as long as we 
remember, to have one eye open and one eye closed. 
Able to drift away in green jungles with snake charmers,  
or carried by tidal waves on a sea of letters.  
We are able to let the letters form loose words, to let the 
loose words form thoughts, to let the thoughts form sentences  
the sentences a story, and to let a story return to the origin 
of a single letter. A letter to you, my beloved. 
 
 
Yours till the crow flies and the flies crow, 
 
 
 
 
Silvia 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



Letter 5 – The poet 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



My beloved Rousseau, 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Why is my tenderness a canvas  
 
of ugly things. And my love 
 
unfinished in so many actions, 
 
unspoken in all my attention. 
 
 
 
 
Thus I see in the years what I will become, 
 
thus I sound simultaneously with the beatings, 
 
of my disrupted lives, because to every 
 
new love attached are the deeds 
 
 
 
 
of another. They say: ‘you were my butterfly,’ 
 
and ‘you were all I had, but you did 
 
not let me live.’ And I see my ugliness. 
 
 
 
 
But my canvas reveals a beautiful canvas 
 
of tenderness. I eventually create something new: 
 
that I invisibly loved. That I can love. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Rogi Wieg 



Letter 6 – The black roots 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



My dear Henri, 
 
 
 
I am black.  
I did not tell you yet because I don’t think it matters in  
how we communicate. Even tough I have the feeling 
this will be the longest letter so far. It is simply so I  
have many things I want to share with you. 
You know I live in Amsterdam. A very international city,  
with about 177 nationalities. I was born in Eindhoven,  
a city in the south of the Netherlands.   
I’m originally from Curacao. Have you ever heard about  
Curacao? It is a tiny island in the Caribbean sea in front 
of the coast of Venezuela. An island with a sad history.  
 
The original inhabitants of Curacao were the Arawak  
Amerindians. Occupied by the Spanish in the 1499, passed  
through the hands of the French and English, to eventually  
become owned by the Dutch. Curacao was made a centre for  
the Atlantic slave trade in  1662. The language we speak in  
Curacao is Papiamentu. It’s a creole language thought to  
have evolved to facilitate communication among slaves from  
different parts of Africa. I also wonder sometimes where I  
actually come from. I think Cote D’Ivoire because I simply  
like the way it sounds. Despite the sad history it is a  
paradise on earth. You would love it.  
 
we could go together, please 
let us go together, build a home  
paint me, I will pose for you  
with honour 
the green jungle behind me  
the clear sky above you  
make cocktails  
smoke cigarettes, long walks  
along the Northern coastline 
show you  
the houses of the slave masters  
detest them  
curse them all to hell  
where they now most likely reside 
lie on the beach at night  
look at the dead stars  
laugh, silly jokes  
compliment the dark colour of my skin  
admire the lightness of yours 
celebrate our contrast 
 
 
 



Off course, it does not matter if I’m black.  
It also should not matter but I experience racism  
sometimes. And I want to write you how it makes me feel. 
I can feel discrimination in the eyes of some people.  
Especially when I start to speak.  
I speak Dutch fluently as I was born here.  
You should see the look on some peoples faces, 
as if it can’t be true that a black person can speak any  
language fluently. As if a black person does not know how  
to dress properly. But not only from white people. 
Once a young black man said to me, I shouldn’t speak so  
posh. According to him, I hung out with white people too  
much. 
 
If I look around in my art school,  
there are maybe five to six black students.  
And off course, I wonder why. Why shouldn’t I? 
I think it has to do with the fact that upon the black  
culture a stigma is laid upon, of having to work hard in a   
field of physical labour, to obtain a certain income to be  
able to survive. Working to live instead of living to work.  
Or we are made to believe that we fit perfectly into the 
field of entertainment. 
 
Henry Ossawa Turner (1859 – 1937) was the first African  
American painter to gain international acclaim. 
Although many artists refused to accept an African- 
American apprentice, in 1879, Tanner enrolled at the 
Pennsylvania Academy of the Fine Arts in Philadelphia,  
becoming the only black student. 
He was best known for his style of painting.  
Tanner is often regarded as a realist painter,  
focusing on accurate depictions of subjects.  
He gained confidence as an artist and began to sell his  
work, but racism was still alive in Philadelphia. 
Although painting became a therapeutic source of release  
for him, the lack of acceptance was painful. 
 
In his autobiography The Story of an Artist’s Life, Tanner 
describes the burden of race: 
‘I was extremely timid and to be made to feel that I was  
not wanted, although in a place where I had every right to  
be, even months afterwards caused me sometimes weeks of  
pain. Every time any one of these disagreeable incidents  
came into my mind, my heart sank, and I was anew tortured by 
the thought of what I had endured, almost as much as the 
incident itself.’ 
 
 
 
 



There are a lot of differences compared to the era when  
you lived. Times are changing fast at a slow pace. 
People travel and settle in different continents.  
We are mixing nationalities. I can walk hand in hand with a 
white man and it is completely accepted. At least, in most 
parts of the world. But I wonder, as there are so many 
possibilities now for everybody, why aren’t they being seized 
to the fullest? 
 
You should see how the majority of black people are treated  
these days. I believe that the majority of the international 
community, not only black people, are kept in their pour 
places, so the richer can become richer and  
richer. I as well think, in a big part of the afro-ethnic  
culture, art is not being seen as a profession a black  
person could be able to do.  
This also makes me wonder, why is it that when a black  
person makes art, it is often labelled beforehand as being  
black art, ethnic art, African-American art, 
Caribbean art. Why can’t it just be art?  
When a white person makes art, I don’t call it white art,  
we don’t call it white art.  
 
Let me tell you about Malcolm X.  
Malcolm X was a Muslim minister and human rights  
activist. He was an advocate for the rights of black  
people, a man who indicted white America in the most honest  
terms for its crimes against black Americans. They accused  
him of preaching racism, black supremacy, and violence.  
He has been called one of the greatest and most influential  
African Americans in history. In 1965, Malcolm X was  
assassinated and right after a movement arose,  
The Black Arts movement.  
 
The Black Arts movement was one of the most important times  
in the African-American literature.  
It inspired black people to establish their own publishing  
houses, magazines, journals and art institutions.  
It led to the creation of African-American Studies programs  
within universities.  
Black theatres served as the focus of poetry, dance, and  
music performances in addition to formal and ritual drama.  
As the movement grew, ideological conflicts arose and  
eventually became too great for the movement to continue to  
exist as a large, coherent collective. 
 
 
 
 
 
 



And then, there was Jean Michel Basquiat (1960 – 1988) 
He was part of the neo-expressionism movement.  
The characteristics of the Neo-expressionists were the  
portraying of recognizable objects, such as the human body  
in a rough and violently emotional way using vivid color’s  
and banal color harmonies. 
 
 

 
 
 
Jean Michel Basquiat was active as a graffiti artist but  
was taken into the white art-circuit and concurred a  
prominent position. It did not mean he changed his work.  
It stayed recognizably black. Basquiats work has a playful, 
often humoristic exterior but the theme is everything except 
happy and cheerful.  
Often it deals with the way the black is being colonized.  
The black body as possession, as object of entertainment.  
In conjunction it gives attention to the isolation of the  
black people.  
           
What is it then about the word ‘black’? 
I found several explanations of the word black.  
Black stands for all that is awful.  
Yet, I think that everybody has experienced at least a few  
of these states of mind, situations.  
That could mean that there is a black person in every one  
of us. I think it deserves a single page. 



Black: 
 

-‐ of the very darkest colour; the opposite of white  
 

-‐ due to the absence of or complete absorption of light 
 

-‐ completely dark due to non-visibility of the sun,  
 

moon, or stars,  
 

-‐ deeply stained with dirt  
 

-‐ coffee or tea served without milk or cream 
 

-‐ of the highest level of difficulty 
 

-‐ relating to black people : black culture 
 

-‐ a black period of time or black situation 
 

-‐ full of gloom or misery; very depressed  
 

-‐ presenting tragic situations in comic terms  
 

-‐ full of anger or hatred 
 

-‐ archaic very evil or wicked  
 

-‐ black clothes often worn as a sign of mourning  
 

-‐ darkness, of night or an overcast sky 
 

-‐ a member of dark-skinned people 
 

-‐ the black pieces in chess. 
 

-‐ black someone's eye  
 

-‐ in the black : not owing any money 
 

-‐ to black out 
 

-‐ to black something out 
 

-‐ look on the black side; informal view a situation  
 

pessimistically. 
 

 
 
	  



You painted several black figures.  
Who were they and why did you paint them?  
Why did you paint them in a jungle?  
Did you only see black figures in books?  
Or did you also see them walking around in Paris? 
Or did you think the only place, black people belonged, was  
the green jungle?  
 
 
 

 
        The sleeping gypsy - 1897
             
 
 
Well, let me tell you more about a ‘black’ work that I  
made. It’s a documentary called ‘Black Roots’ and it deals  
with the phenomena of fake hair in black culture. 
I will try to explain in such a manner you will understand. 
Most people try to understand, but they can not comprehend  
the immense industry. 
Historically speaking, Afro hair cuts were made to show  
status, identity, wealth, social ranking, religion,  
fertility and even death. Because of the Trans-Atlantic  
slavery, the majority of the slaves lost the abilities to  
take proper care of their hair. 
Once the hair cuts being worn with proud and now forced to  
drastically change their appearance. 
 
 
 



At the slave market a lighter skinned slave was more  
expensive than a darker slave. The darker the colour of your 
skin, the cheaper you were. 
Thus this image of the lighter, the better, was internalized 
by the slaves. The more European the look, the better your 
chances were, thus the more respect was given. 
Bizarre methods were invented to straighten the afro hair, 
The use of goose fat and kerosene as a conditioner were  
manifested. In New Orleans, in 1850, it was illegal to walk  
around on the streets with visible afro hair. 
It had to be covered and hidden. 
Now, in the 21th century, a billion dollar industry  
has been formed around the chemical alteration of the  
natural afro hair. 
 
At first instance, the starting point of ‘Black Roots’ was  
me. Since the age of ten, I’ve been wearing fake hair. 
The last few years I’ve been accepting my afro hair the way  
it was meant to grow out of my head. I am an artist. The 
questions I ask myself are directly linked to my work. I 
started a research project. 
 
Why do I hate the hair that grows from the top of my head? 
Do other black women deal with the same questions? 
If the majority of black women choose to cover their  
natural being, what is her identity? How is her self-image 
created? If identity is formed by reflection, to whom does she 
reflect herself? Does she respect herself if she chooses to 
undertake a painful procedure before she dares to go on the 
streets? What does it mean when a black woman decided not to 
choose for fake hair? What is the difference with an Islamic 
woman who covers the hair for religious purposes? Is there a 
difference with a white woman who blonds her hair? 
 
Fundamental questions which are answered in the form of a 
documentary and a book. I am not the first one to research  
the beauty and the taboos of the afro hair and luckily,  
I will not be the last. By interviewing afro ethnic women  
and asking them the same questions I have dealt with I  
strived to answer what the black female identity entails in  
the 21st century. With my documentary, Black Roots, I tried to 
transform fundamental personal questions and experiences into 
collective questions and experiences, communicate actuality 
and the historical underlying  
factors. 
 
I think one of the biggest reasons why we hide our natural  
hair is that we as black women want to be perceived as  
equal to white women. The more black we look, the bigger the 
chance of us encountering racism,not only from other races 
but even from our own brothers and sisters. 



By opening up a book about this phenomena, I slightly feel as 
if I’m betraying my fellow sisters. Because we have found the 
most beautiful and intricate ways to make our surroundings 
believe that what we have on our heads is real. We have our 
valid reasons. But I’m not a trader. I want to fight for equal 
rights. That one day we will be able to be ourselves. From 
head to toe. That one day I will have a beautiful daughter 
with a head full of hair and that she will not cry but that 
she will look at her reflection and be proud. Proud. Just like 
her mother. It took me some time to get here but I could not 
be any prouder of my black skin. My black hair and my black 
eyes. Luckily, I am able to study and seize every opportunity 
that arises in my path. No man on this earth will tell me what 
I can or can not to based upon the colour of my skin. 

I will fall asleep at any moment now.  
With any luck I will see you in a matter of minutes. 

 

Power to the people, 

 

Silvia 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



Letter 7 – The fear 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



My beloved Henri, 
 
 
 
 
Yesterday I had my own store at an art space called W139.  
The name of my store is Ym Ko Het,  
which I derived from the word ‘inchoate’  
which means the thing which is in development.  
The beginning. The store was open for one afternoon and it was 
amazing. I have a talent in finding items and reselling them.  
I’m not the type of person that can work in a store  
or in a café. I have to earn the money myself and not have 
somebody bossing me around as if I’m a dog.  
 
Dreams come true my dear Henri. They most certainly do.  
Somebody asked me yesterday if my store was an artwork,  
and I said it was not. It’s not an artwork because it’s not 
necessarily me. The store did derive from an artwork, 
actually. I used to collect many clothes and shoes.  
I saw potential in them. A kind of potential.  
A dream. A vision. But as I was living in a small space I 
figured, what if I document the items? Would that be 
sufficient? And the answer was yes.  
 
Over the last three years, I photographed about 800 items.   
From the photographs of the items I will make a book. 
Since a half year I stopped documenting the garments  
because I’m not buying them anymore for myself but with the  
purpose to re-sell them again.  
 
I see my store as a way of being able to make my own  
art. That’s how I see my future.  
To have my own store, where people come in and buy nice  
items, chat with each other while having a good cup of  
coffee, sitting in a corner on a chair I designed, reading  
a book one of my friends wrote, listening to music produced  
by International Sex. A nice place to just be. 
 
I don’t recall mentioning I’m in a performance group?  
We are International Sex. International Sex came from the  
fact that we are all from different countries. Taiwan, Aruba,  
The Netherlands, Norway, Turkey and the United States. 
We are all in the same class, we are multidisciplinary,  
and eager to perform. A collaboration wasn’t obvious at  
first sight but it came very natural.  
 
Now we are very close friends and I love them.  
I love them because they are strong willed,  
they are caring, they are open minded. When I’m with them I 
feel as if they are my friends from my childhood, I never had.   



     

 
 
I made friends for life.  
And wherever they are or where I am, I have them close.  
Just because we can’t see the moon, it doesn’t mean she is  
not there. It happens to be full moon tonight, my love.  
And who knows? Maybe we will all stay in Amsterdam and  
share a studio together. That would be truly amazing. 
Sometimes I am afraid of what the future might bring,  
terrified even.  
 
These days, my dear Henri, artists are able to get support  
from the government or special art funds.  
One can apply for money for individual projects or one can  
receive a monthly income to be able to create art  
independently. But as we are living in a financially  
difficult period, many art funds disappeared.  
Many art institutes are closing their doors, simply because 
the government does not wish to support them any longer.  
The first place they decided to cut back on is the Arts &  
Culture. They make a mockery out of the artist profession. 
No wonder why art students and artists are afraid.  
I’m not the only one dealing with the question of being  
afraid. It is the most frequently asked question often in the  
minds of art students and artists. 
Afraid of what the future might bring. If they will be able to 
do what they want to and that is to keep on creating. 
I asked my friends, the members of International Sex, 
one question. If they are afraid (as well). 



Dawson Chiang, 28 years old, born in Taiwan 
 
 
 
 
Yes, I would say. I am afraid most of the time. 
 
But I think that is also the fuel to keep me going.  
 
You are afraid or scared because you care.  
 
And when you care, in general it’s a good thing.  
 
This idea is probably cliché but if you don’t have the  
 
sense of pain, then you are numb.  
 
Then a lot of things don’t mean that much anymore.  
 
I think the key point is to make peace with it,  
 
instead of becoming a fearless person or  
 
have a painless life that you want to live because  
 
it’s impossible. It doesn’t have to be two sides that are  
 
opposite of each other.  
 
Like the two sides of a coin. It’s still one thing.  
 
And you have to go from the one to the other.  
 
And then try to keep your balance,  
 
instead of losing or clinging too much to one side.  
 
It’s a scary idea to be a totally happy person or a totally  
 
sad person. In that sense I would say I’m scared  
 
but I’m trying to make peace with the fear that I have.  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



Jessica Tucker Dill, 24 years old, Bellingham, Washington  
 
 
 
 
Yes. I think you have to be but I trust myself.  
 
In that sense I’m not afraid because I have trust.  
 
And whatever happens, I will be okay.  
 
One should be doing things  
 
that give you a certain amount of nervousness.  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



Ask Holmen, 24, Norway 
 
 
 
 
Sometimes, but I try not be afraid, 
 
rather than to face the fear but always face them 
 
with confidence. 
 
Overcome those fears, otherwise you are holding back. 
 
Sometimes you can’t prepare,  
 
Find a solution for the situation. 
 
Working under stress, calm yourself down.  
 
Try to think, realistic, rational. 
 
Maybe the fear is not as big as you think it is. 
 
Trying to push, test your limits. 
 
I don’t know what else. I’m super afraid of balloons. 
 
If they are going to pop, the bang. 
 
Exploding in my ear. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



Kevin Schuit, 21, Aruba 
 
 
 
 
No. No. 
 
I am not afraid. 
 
I have quite an open view of the future, 
 
about myself. 
 
When the one path leads to a dead end, 
 
when I have made a wrong choice,  
 
I will make a new decision. 
 
I am flexible. 
 
I adapt to my surroundings, 
 
to my situations. 
 
There is so much to see, 
 
I am too occupied to be afraid. 
 
And it’s fairly useless, to be afraid. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



Sinan Guven, 26, Turkey 
 
 
 
 
Yes. 
 
Off course I’m afraid of what the future might bring. 
 
I’m Turkish.  
 
The problems of money, the army. 
 
International Sex, is life. 
 
It gives me hope. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



My dear Henri, I am afraid as well. Sometimes. 
But I am here, breathing and experiencing life with all it’s  
beauties and struggles. Everything will be all right. 
I firmly believe that a true artist will find a way to  
survive. We proceed, we continue, we develop, we adapt.  
There is no other choice than the will to create.  
Let them take away all the support. 
We will find a way to hold ourselves up. 
Even if it means to play the violin on the streets. 
I’m afraid I will be alone for the rest of my life. 
Afraid of not finding love. Then I think about what I do have. 
I have myself. And even tough it’s difficult sometimes to live  
with myself, I have to say I’m doing a good job. 
It’s a matter of proceeding. Continuing. Developing.  
Adapting. Having faith in what is yet to come. 
Making sure that whatever life hits you, you are able to keep  
on moving. Except for death off course. When that day comes,  
it is over. And no, I am no longer afraid of death. 
 
 
My dear Rousseau, even tough I knew it was one way  
communication from the start, your presence has kept me  
company. 
 
 
Godspeed, 
 
 
She that comes from the green forest, on a Tuesday. 


