The story of an encounter

This story unfolds as an attempt to communicate with a
building. Since a dialogue can’t be established with words, the
protagonist immerses herself in the reality of the building.
She seeks to feel and see with the building in order to
understand its existence.




Act 1 — the hall




A red door opens up and closes this hidden world.
Do you dare to step inside?

I find myself in the middle of the agglomeration of
halls. Already far away from the red door, having
crossed various structures. I stop. I look around.
I'm standing in front of a wall. Behind me,
seemingly endless expanses. Fragile beams cross the
massive steel supports. I can see far into the
forest of columns, but the wall in front of me
doesn't allow any insight. Bricks between steel
supports form a massive, impenetrable structure.

An almost threatening atmosphere, something spooky
is in the air. The corrugated iron sheets creak in
the wind. Water drips onto the metal, and it
echoes. Birds chirp from time to time. In the
distance, cars whizz along the road. I am alone
here, but I have the eerie feeling that I am not
completely alone. The old metal beams crackle.
Every little sound echoes endlessly through the
emptiness.

Are those footsteps? Or is it just the wind? I step
on broken glass. Knix, knax. I am jumpy. A feeling
of familiarity mixes with the unease that every new
trace triggers in me. Traces of human activity show
me that there has been life since my last visit.
There was movement. Movement amidst the rigid
landscape of columns. A yellow piece of pipe lies
on the ground. Yellow pipes reach up into the sky.
A yellow pipe juts down as if it wants to say
something. Like a microphone, it waits for the
voice that gives it a hearing.
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Petroleum Zuid into the new Bluegate business
park.The Depanage 2000, how cars come and go every
day, parked in the car racks.

I try to see. To feel. The noise of the cars is
omnipresent. It is the only connection to the
outside world. I only see the sky.

The walls have always been denied a view into the
production halls. No windows on this side, only the
sky. That could be what the wall I saw from the
halls was protecting. Separating these worlds from
each other.

A being inside the wall.

The glass eyes have been closed for a few years
now. Now there 1isn only a view of the interior and
the sky.

I am inside the wall. Being inside the glass wall,
the glass of which is closed. Somehow paradoxical.
The lightness and freedom that this building used
to radiate have become so threatening and closed
off due to its vacancy.

Sketch of perception length/width

The rhythm of the beams on the ceiling. Rusted by
the water coming in through the open skylights.

Lightweight walls whose insulating material is
spread across the floor indicate the former
division into smaller office units. I imagine how
the workers traversed the endless space. Was the
mood relaxed, or did the daily production routine
take over? People in the canteen. This place as a
break, as a little time-out away from the hot
ovens.



Act 3 —in dialogue
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Act 4 — the junction




The 1ift shaft forms the centre of this room,
dividing it into two halves. Width and narrowness.
The curved corner gives me a sense of security. A
play between expansiveness towards the public and
narrowness towards the rear. A wooden door provides
an insight into another world. Warm brown-reddish
wood evokes a sense of comfort. This is a strong
contrast to the otherwise cool materials, the
brick, concrete, steel and glass that dominate
here. Almost out of place or as if from another
age, this door signals a change. A leap in time and
also in place. When you step through it, a white,
high and once again long room awaits the visitor.
The walls are plastered, albeit mouldy, and the
paint is falling off. Paint and plaster are falling
off everywhere: the ceiling, the walls and columns.
The tiles on the floor are broken.

A thin wall, made of the same warm wood as the
door, frames the end of the room. It endows the
room with warmth and elegance.

The big windows on both sides are open, shattered
glass, flooding the room with light.

An enfilade of white plastered thin columns frames
the space for visitors to move around. White
painted beams under the ceiling follow the rhythm
of the windows and bear the load of the roof.
Turning to the left, the windows are facing a wall,
a view against the hall. Again, no insight. The
hall leaves a narrow space in between. A small no
man's land that has been claimed by nature. Its
sole purpose was to generate a separation. The
Halls and the building. From the street, one is
covering the other. To experience this perspective,
I head outside.
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through these works of art. They are the voices of
local artists from the Blikfabriek. An attempt to
create quality out of necessity. What would the
building say if it could paint one itself? — Save
me!?

I think of a cemetery, every closed window is a
gravestone. Mourning the past. Rubbish is dumped 1in
front of this sacred place. Therefore, the cemetery
is turned into a junkyard. The unwanted was
deposited here in front of the unwanted building.
Who still wants you? A sad sight. A feeling of
helplessness.

The building shows its face. The corner uncovers:
steel behind brick. A moment of reveal. This 1is the
structure. Steel and not brick like its old
neighbour. The protection of the steel supports is
falling away. Rust and decay are revealed. Its
steel skeleton is now exposed to wind and weather.
And yet the attempt to match it, to fit in.
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Act 6 — Confrontation

How do I explain to the building: I see who you
are, I value you. But also, we need to talk about
change!

To survive, you need a new purpose. To fulfil this
purpose, we have to transform you.

I will be respectful.

You need a new structural system that would take
off the load of your rusty steel skeleton.

You need a new function that ensures your
liveliness and the fulfilment of a purpose:

une raison d’étre.

tbc.
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