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The montage brings together various authors, the artist’s own review of school time, and 
histories related to genocide and commemoration in the city of Amsterdam. As a performative 
essay, and later the video, the work combines projected still images and readings (or 
testimonies) taken to the walk through the school architecture.

Subsequently, this “essay-walk” is converted into a series of soundtracks that accompany 
chalkboard drawings and various small prints installed throughout the space.

Co-performing during the first series of walks was Abla elBahrawy, architect and visual artist.
Furthermore, the montage includes references, or homage to (nostalgia), a short film by Hollis
Frampton, and Artist at Work, series of photographs by Mladen Stilinović.

The video documentation of the “a-b-c walk”: https://vimeo.com/267313602

INSTALLATION DETAILS

11 soundtrack texts, 12 chalkboard drawings & 6 prints, various sizes 

https://vimeo.com/267313602


soundtrack text

a
Memories of school days: a total nightmare. Not coping with authorities or discipline, 
and not being interested to play or to study with other school kids neither. 

Now, back to the school infrastructure, I have invited some of my colleagues to join me.
Among other post-school activities, I am also sleeping in one of the classrooms here, 
high on a loft bed above the door.

What I want to tell here is most certainly no autobiography. For autobiography is 
concerned with time, with succession, and with life's continual flow. 
Here, I speak of a space, of moments, and what is discontinuous.
...
Although the past come into view, it is in the certain configuration... 
This strange configuration is never the stuff from which it has been made,
the stuff of life, (1a)

... the blik of an eye,
a gateway where past and future colide, 
the image of the eternal recurrence,
infinite coming back to the mind... (1b)

la, la, la...







soundtrack text

b
The dreams are narratives produced in the state of resting. The body is seemingly at 
peace and relaxed at familiar, or relatively save sleeping nest. 

There are various states of sleep and various sleeping disorders. For instance, sometimes
the body is paralysed by sleep, while its mind is awake. My eyes are then open, and 
projecting a dream, or some of its leftovers, into the surrounding space. 

So, I see things interacting with space. 

Once sleeping in a similar state I have noticed a group of children, squatting next to my 
bed. They were attentively observing me.

In all similar situations of seeing things (that I am not supposed to see) I am utterly horrified. 
Usually, in this condition, my body is paralysed by sleep mechanisms. But this time I have 
jumped out of my sleep and switched on the light. As a result, I have erased this curious 
scene, a bunch of children observing me. Their faces were gone before any details had the 
chance to enter my vision. 





soundtrack text

c
Usually the school memories are neither nostalgic longing nor terror. It is a horizon, a 
point of departure, a set of co-ordinates. To remember is to conjure up, or to project the 
irrevocable: things that were and now are no longer. (3)

Pay attention!

We hear the command to 'Pay attention!', and the years drop away as we are returned 
to our desks at school. (2)





soundtrack text

d
The school memories:

The first is the haziest: it takes in the school basement. We're shoving and pushing. 
We're being made to try on gas masks: a sickening smell of rubber.

The second is more persistent: I am running – not exactly running: at each stride I do a 
hop on the foot that is forward; it's a running style, halway between proper running and
hopping, which is very common among children, but I don't know any specific term for 
it... (4)

Recently I have encountered the series of individual school portraits of the Dutch 
children. At first, I was curious about the background, geographic maps, battles on the 
sea (representing the Netherlands as the Navy nation), images of flora and fauna, or just 
a pot of flowers.







soundtrack text

e
I do not know whether I have anything to say about these series of images. 
I know that I am saying not much; I do not know if what I might have to say is unsaid 
because it is unsayable... (5) 

The face burns with happiness.

...those eyes, those lips, those cheek bones, that skin unlike others, all that distinguishes 
him and remind one that there is someone there.

The difference in that face reveals what any face should reveal to a careful glance...

… the secret manner in which we face the world, stare into all our faces, even in the 
most familial, the most tightly knit communities. (6) 

The face burns with happiness. 





soundtrack text

f
The flood of memory, little of which remains with me now, began with my recalling a 
Friday morning some years ago when I was suddenly struck by the paroxysm of pain I 
had never experienced before. I had simply bent down to the cat, and as I straightened 
up the tissue tore...

At that moment, all I knew was that I mustn't move even a fraction of an inch, that my 
whole life had shrunk to that one tiny point of absolute pain, and that even breathing in 
made everything go black. Until the evening I was rooted in one place in a semi-erect 
position...

All I now recall is that I stood at that wall all night long with my forehead against the 
damp, musty plaster, that it grew colder and colder, that the tears ran down my face, 
that I began to mutter nonsense...

I also remember that the crooked position I was forced to stand in reminded me, even in
my pain, of a photograph my father had taken of me in the second form at school, bent 
over my writing. (7)
 











soundtrack text 

g
Did you see the film in which sequence of photographs one after another gradually 
burn? At the same time the voice tells a story in the first person about something that is 
absent in the burning photo? A bit later you realise that the voice is delayed, and each 
time it tells the story of the photograph yet to come. 

 The disappearance of the image here is not chemical or electro magnetic process. Nor is
a metaphor of chalk drawing being erazed. 

The chalk does not disturbe the calming green of the board, or the purity of idea, or a 
genetic uniform. 

Poetic, or pathetic, or... 
My voice unclean and embarrassing.

Any other - borrowed - voice will not ease this embarrasment neither. 







soundtrack text

h
According to the filmmaker - the one that filmed burning of personal photographs - 
autobiography is a manipulation, a remastering of one's past. 

But then, every single testimony is manipulation too... 

I guess, the task here is not to avoid manipulation, but to understand how it operates, 
and to take it into account. 

* 

Did you see the film in which sequence of photographs one after another gradually 
burn? The voice tells a story in the first person about something that is absent.

I did not make this photographs, nor do I know who did. (8) 





soundtrack text

i
Most commonly we think of children as sensitive, or afraid of something... or playful 
and careless. Of course, children are sometimes cruel. 

Children who visited me were quiet, lined up next to my bed. 

...

The other night I opened my eyes. In front of me is a face. It is very proximate to my 
face. This intruding face is also an abstract drawing. 
So I realise that I stare into the flower pattern of the bed sheets.





soundtrack text

j
... perhaps it is our dim sensing of these moments, 
these sites, 
which, more than anything else, endows the memories of childhood 
with whatever makes them so difficult to grasp
and
at the same time, as painful as half-forgotten dreams.

For childhood, which knows no preconceived opinion, has no such opinion of life either.
The child approaches the realm of the dead... with 
just as much precious fellow-feeling 
as it meets life itself.
How for a child is able to reach back into the past 
is hard to know 
and depends on many things - the era, the milieu, temperament, and upbringing. (9) 









soundtrack text

k
Not long ago I was leafing through a book nearby the botanical park. The book 
contained thousands of photographs from the mid-thirties, or the early forties, mainly 
images of Amsterdam children in various everyday situations. There was the list of 
names too...

... and the words hospitality and hostility.

These words seem to be exchanging: hospitality is becoming hostility, and hostility is 
turning into hospitality. So that history appears to be looping too: apparitions in a 
landscape, escaping, border crossings, 
over and over again. 

Or history is just narrowing: farther we get into future, the closer we see the past. Or we
don't see it when sneaks in through a side door, through the periphery of vision - to 
surprise us later, 
once again.





soundtrack text

l
... the foreigner is ready to flee. No obstacle stops him, and all suffering, all insults, all 
rejections are indifferent to him as he seeks that invisible and promised territory, that 
country that does not exist but that he bears in his dreams, and that must indeed be 
called a beyond. 

The foreigner, thus, has lost his mother... (10)

On the 4th of May, the Netherlands commemorates the dead fallen during the last 
occupation of its territories. 
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