
The mouth is obviously the gr, 
specifically the morning/lunch 

coffee sessions that can feel like 

a black hole that swallows your 

whole day. And it is of course a 

mystical creature that is rarely 

found. BFM feels very 
unique in that sense.

 The kraken: 

All the 

tentacles 

representing 

all the 

different 

things going 

on in the 

house. (...)

“For some reason, it works, but 

no one really knows how.  

(...) it follows the second 

law of thermodynamics.: 

Everything tends toward 

chaos (or entropy), but that 

chaos is what keeps things 

moving forward. The house 

doesn’t follow strict rules or 

a fixed system. things evolve 

naturally, adapting to 

changes over time.”

“I like that these spaces have 

their own personalities. (...) The 

house is kind of an unpredictable 

shapeshifter. .”

Partly because 

of the everchanging 

                people that        

                  live in 

                       it

LARISA’S ROOM was like no other, tucked 
under sloping ceilings and blanketed in light that spilled through 

the wall of  windows. This was her “cocoon,” and though she 
and her 3 rabbits lived there alone, she considered the house a 

“roommate” itself  as her room was filled with its 
presence. It was An old and knowing spirit, one that felt 
like “one of  them”.  And with over 7,5 years of  living with its soul, 
Larisa had unlocked a secret way of  communicating, a language 
even older than the walls themselves. She’d done countless readings 
in this house before, she read for herself, for her friends and her 
housemates. And so, when the house needed her, or when she 
needed it, she would sit in her room, tarot in hand, and let the cards 
speak for themselves. 

 “what’s on your mind, old friend?” she spoke, as the 
building sighed. A long silence followed, and the birds outside 
stopped chirping. The building was thinking. Then, in response, the 
wooden floor softly started trembling and the first card shimmied 
out of  the pack. Larisa turned it and smiled as she held The Four 
of  Swords, depicting a figure seated in a peaceful pose, surrounded 
by a quiet, sacred space. “I see,” she said softly. “my room.” She 
looked around, it seemed big for one person alone, but it was 
exactly the right size for someone with so much personality. It had 

multiple “hidden” corners and in each one you’d find little 
trinkets, a porcelain piglet holding a pencil,  a broken chandelier, a 
salt lamp, dreamcatchers and windchimes hanging from the beams, 
and a bunch of  burned out candles sticked in old wine bottles with 
their wax dripping on a wooden nightstand. Every inch of  every 
wall was filled with paintings she made and little notes or postcards 
she received. And wherever you looked you’d find evidence of  her 
bunnies mischief. There were gnawing marks on the table legs, the 
corners of  the walls, and wooden beams... As if  they too were trying 

to leave their mark and make it their 
own. This was her safe space, and simply looking around her 
room could keep her entertained for hours. She sat there, on two 
round pillows on the floor waving a few pieces of  hay from her 
carpet.  “I could just stay up here forever” she mumbled. 

Then, the lights flickered shortly, as if  the spirit was trying to wake 
her up. Larisa’s mind could easily get distracted, “What is it?” she 
said “What are you trying to say?”Suddenly, the branches of  the 
tree outside pushed her windows open and a gust of  wind swept 
through the room flipping the card on its other side. The Reversed 
Hermit appeared.  

The light streamed through the all-around windows casting shadows 
on the old wooden floor. Beyond the glass, the treetops stretched out 
rustling in the wind. She could see the colors of  the leaves change 
from green to red. Vita slid open the door to the small balcony in 
the back that she shared with her neighboring castle mates. This was 

their private little secret, hidden away from 
the rest of the world. Through this “back door” 
connecting their spaces, she heard her neighbors shuffling around. 
There was something oddly comforting about knowing that their towers 

weren’t just their own but softly intertwined. And 
that whenever they needed, their private spaces could morph together 
into shared ones. 

In the castle, nothing was ever truly fixed; everything, from 
the objects to the walls and floors, was in a constant state of  

transformation. Like now, as from her window, she 
looked onto the roof, which seemed like nothing more than a flat 
surface. However, as summer shifted into early fall and the chill of  the 
season creeped into the air below, the roof  would boil up its black sticky 
coating until the air around it turned hot. With her tower now turning 
into a shield blocking the wind, vita watched her other castle mates 
open the windows facing the roof, transforming them into doors. One 
by one, they climbed through, stepping into the new microcosmos the 
castle had created. 

Vita watched them, stretching out their towels, sipping coffee in short 
sleeved shirts. As she sat there slightly shivering with her blanket wrapped 
around her, knowing she could climb out to join them anytime, or just 

simply stay there, content in the closeness 
of it all…

Every once in a while, the castle revealed something new to 
its inhabitants: a hidden basement, a forgotten attic, ceilings with wood 
carved flowers and swans concealed beneath panels, blue and white tiles 
lying underneath linoleum floors and layer upon layer of  paint colouring 
the thick stone walls. With every detail she uncovered, it felt as though 

the castle’s personality unfolded before her...  

She had always believed that it held some kind of  magic, a heart locked 
up in basement she hadn’t yet found keeping it alive. She wandered 
those hallways for over 6 years looking for something like a heavy 
golden key, with sharp teeth with thin engravings, but she had never 
found it.

Yet, the castle kept transforming as she lived through its various 
“eras.” There was the spring when everyone gathered in the garden, 
sharing pizza on scattered chairs. And then two summers later, the 
dinner tables were set by a new pool in the front, with the back left 
to the bunnies and cats. The shed, once filled with bikes, became a 
lounge and then a place for ping pong tournaments. The platform in the 
common area shifted from tea room to game room to television lounge. 

The upstairs common space kept rearranging desks and 
chairs creating workspaces, then shifted into an extra Livingroom during 
the pandemic, to be transformed back into a studyroom... The kitchen, 
once dismissed as a broken mess, was now Aske’s pride and joy. And 
the BSK downstairs, always in flux, morphed from party space to gym, 
movie room, yoga studio, and back. This way, with every arrangement 
and set up, the castle was constantly in movement. 

That day, as the others called Vita out to join them on the roof, she 
finally decided to go. She slid through her window-turned-door, and 
jumped onto the warm black surface. Someone handed her a glass of  
wine, and another spread out a blanket beside her. As they sat together, 
watching the sun behind the trees, she noticed how the roof  felt less 

like a Space and more like a moment they had built together. 

Something... intangible...

And then,  it struck her. The key she had been searching for wasn’t 
hidden in the basement or buried under  the ceiling, but it was all around. 

It was the hidden potential in every corner. 
It wasn’t something that physically revealed itself  to everyone, nor was 
it a magic spell cast over the place. It was just there waiting for those 

who were willing to look beyond the surface, 
sometimes even literally. 

the key... was in their initiative and care, that could make any place be

reborn, repurposed and reloved.....

 “I know I know...” she mumbled to the house.  It was not the first time 
she and the spirit had this discussion about her isolation and withdrawal. 
The house then pulled out a card from her deck and dropped it upside 
down on the stairs in front of  her, the Chariot. “exactly…” she 

responded… She remembered this from a conversation 
years ago.  The house had then responded with a shiver and a sudden 
shift in the air pressure. Until then she’d always needed excuses to head 
down: a mug to wash, a book to leave behind... but Larisa felt the tug 
towards the stairs forcing her down the steps. The descend felt like a 
small battle. Two flights of  stairs, carrying her closer to a room filled 

with voices, unfamiliar faces, and the invisible wall of  her 
own social anxiety.

Once down, she stood in front of  a glass wall, peeping in. The 
hallways were dark, but inside she could see a warm orange light on 
a wooden kitchen table and the faces of  the people around them. She 

stepped inside and quietly took place on the corner of  the 

couch. From this spot, she could see who was coming and 
going in front of  her through the glass door. And behind her, 

the glass wall looked onto the hallway. This gave her a subtle 
connection to her housemates’ schedules and lives. She 

could sense their routines just by watching the light sensor 
flicker on in the hallway and trying to guess who might be coming 
through. It were these small things, the little connections in the space, 
that made her feel at ease. The room offered more than just a place to 
sit; it gave her a way to connect without the pressure of  interaction. 
And sitting there in the corner, conversations started bubbling like the 
boiling tea they made her, and slowly and carefully, Larisa began to 
sip. After the long quest downstairs, the thought of  climbing all the 
way back up made her linger longer, leaning further into conversations, 
letting the warmth of  the space and her earl grey allow her to step 
out of  her comfort-zone. The distance of  her room strangely made 
her connect more deeply and the common Livingroom became the 
place where she would end up spending most of  her daily life. Sipping 
tea, and absorbing stories as the spirit guided her through countless 

challenges to overcome.
She snapped out of  this memory when she heard the dishes in 
her sink clinking as the house shook the kitchen counters in her room. 
Dishes she wasn’t supposed to have, and belonged to the common 
kitchen downstairs. “Seriously?’ She spoke to the spirit, rolling her eyes 
“please, don’t start with me”, she said laughing. “You know, I don’t 
need a “reason” to head down anymore, old friend” she said. “I’ve been 
wanting to get tea anyway”. The light in her room shone a little brighter, 
as if  the spirit smiled. At the top of  the stairs, before heading down, she 
then took out the last card herself: The World.

“For me this house feels like it’s ‘one of us’, 

a wise wise housemate who evolves with 

us while we are in constant contact with 

it. Similar to having an old friend who you 

can learn from, this house also allowed 

me to learn a lot of things that I will defi-

nitely take with me when I move out (...) It 

has the same soul as it did decades ago (...) 

and I can say that it helped shape who I am 
today.”

“For me this house feels like it’s ‘one of us’, 

a wise wise housemate who evolves with 

us while we are in constant contact with 

it. Similar to having an old friend who you 

can learn from, this house also allowed 

me to learn a lot of things that I will defi-

nitely take with me when I move out (...) It 

has the same soul as it did decades ago (...) 

and I can say that it helped shape who I am 
today.”
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a sense of freedom to do what you want, when you want it. You can do anything your parents wouldn’t let you do when you were a child. (...) At bfm I can build random things in the garden, eat pancakes and candy at midnight and skateboard in the house whenever I want.

         VITA SAT
 cross-legged on the wide wooden 

windowsill in her tower, a book resting 
in her lap, with the soft creak of  the castle 

she lived in shifting beneath her. Her flowers 
lined the windowsill interspersed with candles, a 

few framed photos, and, like always, her cat, who had 
claimed this spot since the day she got adopted. Vita felt like 

a cat up here too, perched high in her tower, calm and content. 

As Romain climbed out of  bed, he noticed something 
strange, the steps of  the ladder leading to his wooden platform seemed 
to have moved slightly further apart. He climbed down, skipped the 
last few steps and landed with a thud on the floor in his tiny room. 
Despite its size, the high ceiling made it feel much bigger than it actually 
was. . “Did it expand overnight? He asked himself... “Or did I shrink”... 
He laughed at this nonsensical thought. “Get het a grip” he mumbled, 
“you’re a PHD”.
 
Shaking off  the thought, he walked to the sink by the door. Just as he 
reached for the rusty tap, he realized the mirror only reflected the top 
of  his head. Confused, he grabbed a skateboard he hadn’t used in years 
to boost himself  up. And there, staring back at him, was a young boy 
around the age of  10. For a moment, they stared each other in the eyes, 
and then it hit him. The boy in front of  him... was in fact, him! His hand 
shot to his face. “My mustache!” he squeaked in a now much higher 
voice. “It’s gone!”. He then touched his afro, now tied into two messy 
braids sticking out like the handlebars of  his yellow racingbike. He closed 
his eyes thinking about all the important stuff  he had to do today... All 
those things that people needed from him and people asked him for.... 
Big presentations, work meetings and other adult responsibilities. 

“IMPOSSIBLE!” He screamed, “I’m a kid again!”. 

After a few minutes of  sheer panic he calmed himself  down... He 
opened his eyes and took in the room. His room had transformed into a 
treehouse and the window overlooking the garden now looked out on a 

dense forest. And as this view made him forget he lived 
in the middle of  a city, he slowly started forgetting the obligations he 
was faced with....

Outside, a group of  children waved at him. Romain threw open the 
window, jumped onto the roof  to the left, climbed down the wobbly 
ladder, and landed on the grass. He then saw how the garden had 
become a jungle and the overgrown plants brushed his legs as he 

explored. 

He followed a trail of  Buckets of  paint, and pieces of  wood, to in 
between the bushes where he found a bunch of  kids hammering pallets 

together. ... It was a collection of  coloured planks with 
cracks along the sides , “Sauna” it said in handwritten letters on a piece 

of  wood... Though the patchwork structure 
made it more of  a glorified shed than anything close to a sauna. Still, 
they all seemed occupied, as they poked their heads through the holes 

and painted over it in red yellow and green. The idea was clearly 

more relevant than the reality, 

When Aske first arrived, the maze was a world of  its 

own, a labyrinth of spaces. It was complicated and 

utterly disorienting. Each corridor twisted unpredictably, 
every room felt as though it led to another. And the constant hum of  
voices in the background, left Aske feeling unsettled. 

For a while, he wandered through the lower levels, where he eventually 
found an enclave nestled closest to the heart of  the labyrinth. The heart, 
however, was a cacophony of  overstimulating sounds and chaotic energy, 

and a stark contrast to the calm Aske had known in the 
rural villages where he had grown up. Therefore, he would never really 
leave his private space, nor was it a space he could ever fully escape to.
 
But then, one day, the maze led him further than usual. As he stepped 
beyond his familiar space, he followed the well-worn path—turning 
right and climbing four steps. To his left, the heart of  the labyrinth was 
now filled with people he didn’t know. He paused, feeling the desire to 
stray from the path. For the first time, he ignored the old route, stepping 

forward into the unknown.

He descended four steps, where the path split at a T-junction. The 
entrance lay to his right, but to the left, a long corridor stretched out 
in front of  him. His curiosity won out, and he turned toward it. At the 
end stood a glass door, and he pushed it open. Inside he stumbled upon 
an enormous wooden staircase, one he’d never encountered before. It 
looked somewhat intimidating, but something drove him to continue. 
And now the route got even more complex. Halfway up, another door 
appeared, and behind it, he found a spiral staircase twisting to the left. 
He followed it, but the door at the top was locked. A strange frustration 
gripped him, and he retraced his steps halfway down, then turned right, 
climbing once more. Finally, at the top, the path turned left, and there 
three steps led him down into a small, hidden corner of  the maze. 
Tucked away all the way in the back, he found a tiny, free standing white 
square box...

It was simple, unremarkable even, but that was also part of  the appeal. 
Inside, he opened the drapes. The pale light was filtering through the 
window, soft and detached, offering a view of  nothing in particular: 
a patch of  sky and an empty wall... There was no noise, no people 
passing by, no streets and no gardens just absolute privacy. Hidden 

in the periphery of  the maze, Aske found what he 
needed. And even though it was small and minimalistic it felt 
like a place he could truly make his own. The roof, with its green view, 

became a ritual in his mornings, reminding him of  home.

and in that moment that was all that seemed to matter... and so the act 

of  creating became more important than 
the outcome. 

Romain then passed the path along the bamboo as he looked up. On 

every balcony  at the neighbours, he saw adult-children 
in hammocks, playing Ping-Pong, or chasing each other with 
water guns. 

As he walked inside, the playground continued. He found children 
balancing on ladders who were painting strokes on the walls while 
music blared in the background. In the livingroom next to it a boy was 
sawing planks in half, building a platform attached to a random hole 
in the wall making it into an entrance of  a tiny inside treehouse. Not 
because it was a necessity, or anyone asked for it, but just because they 

could and wanted to... 

Romain then entered a giant room in the back, it was spooky and dark, 
as he turned on the light the room revealed hundreds of  half  finished 

projects. “This place has no rules” Romain 
thought... You didn’t seem to need a strict plan of  official permission, 
having the idea was often enough to make it happen, or... well... half  
happen... As he looked through paint buckets, brushes and rope that 
were stored in the cabinets he found a set of  dusty tools hanging on the 
wall, the exact ones his dad ones had forbid him from using...

He hesitated for a moment...The thought of  being allowed to do 
whatever he wanted, like his parents once promised he could do when 

as soon as he was older, was liberating. But the actual 
experience of  it, no rules, no expectations, that was something he even 
as an adult didn’t know... 

He realized he'd lost touch with that sense of  unrestrained 
possibility as an adult.. That expectations and rules could now 
not just be demanded his parents but by anyone outside... Yet somehow 
this place, with all it’s surprises, had made him into his younger self  

again: the kid that craved the to explore, create and 
play, and who here still had the freedom to do so!

Over time, Aske 
expanded his world. The box 
he now lived him was much smaller than the luxurious enclave from 
before, forcing him to step out of  it. When he needed to take a shower 
for example, he first had to first cross three steps up, a door into a 
quiet yet crowded space (studyroom), three steps down, through a 
kitchen passing a window to the roof  filled with people if  he wanted 
to reach the shower...  Wrapped in his towel, the intimacy of  being 

in such close quarters with strangers is awkward at first 
but there was no turning back. He had to get to the shower, and this 

was the only way. But there was something about this “forced 
intimacy”, passing through these spaces filled with people, 
sharing these brief  moments, that began to break down the distance 
he’d once kept.

As he grew more familiar with the maze, he learned its 
paths. Each day, he became more at ease, the feeling of  otherness 
fading. He began to engage with others in the study room, faces 
becoming less foreign. What was were a spaces to pass through became 

bridges between his private world 
and the shared one. 

 The isolation had made him curious; the more the maze had 
allowed him to venture into solitude, the more he was looking for 
connection. He started walking those paths with intention, often even 

choosing the chaos of  the heart over the calm of  his private 

space, realizing that in this maze, with some curiosity and 
patience,

anyone could find their way.

a sense of freedom to do what you want, when you want it. You can do anything your parents wouldn’t let you do when you were a child. (...) At bfm I can build random things in the garden, eat pancakes and candy at midnight and skateboard in the house whenever I want.

“For the first long time it felt super chaotic and 

like a maze. I so clearly remember when I first 

got here and was shown around and how I had 

no sense of place. Now it very much feels like a 

home, that feeling of ‘otherness’ has completely 

left. (...) like that person you wouldn’t expect to 

like or become friends with because they

at first-sight seem a bit off 

and maybe even crazy but 

then you end up loving 

them exactly for their 

idiosyncrasies.”

When Isa first stepped inside, the Beast barely noticed him. 
It seemed like a being too extraordinary to care for a single person. It 
wasn’t that Isa didn’t belong; it was simply that the Beast didn’t know him 
yet and needed to be sure of who this strange newcomer was before it 

could trust him in its ecosystem.

For weeks, Isa felt like a trespasser in its territory. It was a mystical creature, 
with long uneven tentacles. Everyday he could feel it loom over him. It 
was always lively but distant. The tentacles that stretched through the halls 
seemed to recoil when he walked by, unsure of who he was. So, in those 
early days, he kept to himself, quietly slipping through the corridors to 
quickly hide into his room. 

He watched the others with curiosity—how they moved with confidence, 
unafraid of angering this giant creature. They seemed to know 

its rhythms, its language, and its 
unpredictable moods. Isa wondered if he’d ever feel 

at home with a Beast so vast and complex.

But the Beast was patient. It didn’t demand loyalty right away. 

Instead, it carefully guided Isa to a small, solitary space in the garden. At 
first, Isa thought he was being pushed out of its territory, but over time, 

he began to see it as a test. The smaller room made him rely on 
the common spaces much more, forcing him to venture out and interact 
with the Beast’s other inhabitants. It was as if the Beast was testing his 
willingness to make the journey back to its heart.

Tentatively, Isa began to make a plan to tame it. He left small offerings, 
like a jacket at its entrance for the Beast to grow accustomed to his scent. 
He purposefully abandoned a coffee cup near its tongue, giving himself a 

reason to return and learn its language over shared rituals. 

He carved marks into its skin, like the others did yearly, leaving behind his 
presence. Slowly, he expanded his territory, signaling to the Beast—and 

himself—that this place belonged to him, too.

By the second year, Isa began to understand the Beast’s language. It didn’t 
speak in words but in sounds. Froglike creaks signaled it 
was waking, as did the growling of the coffee machine. The thump of 
footsteps on the narrow staircases meant it was anticipating a guest. Isa 
attuned himself to these subtle cues, learning to read its moods.

By the third year, he could anticipate its needs. The Beast would 
cry through its roof when it wasn’t cared for, dripping water into buckets 
placed carefully beneath the leaks. Isa responded, patching its wounds and 

understanding its demands. The once-distant 
creature began to let him in, and Isa noticed how he had changed, too.

By the fourth year, it no longer kept Isa at a distance; instead, it slowly 
started copying him. Each tentacle seemed to reflect his moods, and its 
skin absorbed pieces of him. Furniture he brought in, colors he painted 
on its walls, and the music he played all became part of it.

And so, the Beast’s day-to-day life became more of a 
shared experience than a one sided one. Mornings 
began with the familiar creaks and groans of the Beast waking, the hum 
of brewing coffee blending with quiet footsteps and greetings in the 
shared kitchens as the music softly started playing. At lunch hey’d gather 
again, this time somewhat louder pumping people in and out of the space 

in a continuous loop,  By evening, Isa felt himself becoming part 
of its rhythm, with them growing tighter every day. 

And so, the fifth year, its tentacles didn’t merely stretch into rooms; 

they stretched into lives. They wrapped around friendships, 

arguments, binding everyone together into a single, breathing entity. Isa 
realized, the beast had consumed him. 

By the sixth year, Isa could no longer tell where the beast ended and he 
began. He now lived closest to its heart, and from there, he could look it 
directly in the eye. He didn’t mind the lack of privacy; though he valued 
moments of solitude, he cherished the way the Beast swallowed his days, 
immersing him in its presence.

It was a creature whose survival depended on the people who lived 
within it and who, in turn, found themselves deeply connected to it. Isa 

and the others were part of its bloodstream, 
circulating through its halls and giving 
it life. With its heart in the centre pumiping them around, day in day out, 
connecting everyone to its beat... 

The mouth is obviously the gr, 
specifically the morning/lunch 
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unique in that sense.
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Alessio sat hunched over his desk, his wild curly hair 
hanging over his head. He was surrounded by piles of papers and the 
hum of his old computer. It had been weeks since he had last made any 
significant progress in his work. As a professor of thermodynamics, he 
was used to complex equations and theories. But now, the numbers on 

the page blurred together, refusing to make any 
sense.... 

He had been looking for evidence! Evidence of... well, he wasn’t sure of 

what exactly... Of something that gave his work purpose? Perhaps, 

it was something that could only be experienced. 
But for that, his calculations and theories were not providing the 
breakthrough he is was looking for. The more he dug into the data, the 
more hopeless it seemed, until finally... he gave up.

He sat down on the step under the large skylight in his room listening 
to the rain patting on the glass. It filled the space with a quiet energy, a 
feeling he had long grown accustomed to. But now, it somehow struck him 
differently... as if the raindrops revealed a connection between his house 

and the forces of nature... “If it weren’t raining”, he 
thought, “I’d climb onto the roof”. In moments like these he had always 
gone there looking for peace and to clear his mind. He was annoyed, that 
his place of order was now inaccessible. He stared at the notebook in 
his hand, with thousands of energy-equations he scribbled on the paper, 
and as he listened to the rain above, a new thought came to him. Peace 
and clarity weren’t just there on the roof by default. They too came from 
energy, the physical energy it took to climb upon the ladder, the mental 
energy to focus and breathe. Without that effort, the roof was just a roof, 

subject to disorder like everything else. 

Alessio stood up and slowly walked towards the window as something 
in him shifted. The garden in front of his room, he thought, acted 
similarly... He had always seen it thrive in summer: The trees and flowers 
and laughter of housemates lounging beneath the warm sun. But as the 

seasons changed, it naturally began to fade. 
The plants drooped, and as everyone retreated inside, the garden retreated 
into itself. Next, in middle of the garden, he found himself staring at the 
old inside of a washing machine that had once broken down but now 
served as make-shifted fire pit. He remembered how yesterday, despite it 
being the coldest and darkest evening in winter, the fire had temporarily 
made the garden warm and lovable again... 

Alessio was onto something here, he could feel it. He quickly walked the 
path along the bamboo. They were unruly, shooting up in every direction, 
threatening to overrun the entire garden if not taken care of. The landlord 
had tried to get rid of them multiple times but, as bamboo naturally does, 
it had rooted itself so deeply that it would inevitably grow back overtime. 

Fighting against it was pointless. 

      

       I sit  at my desk in front of the window, 

              my lens to the outside world, framing     
             the canal like a moving painting. In front of    
               me, stacks of paper, photos, and documents
                 archival fragments of the building’s past. “How do 
                     I ever find that core narrative, the thread that ties it 
                         alltogether?”  I think to myself, hands in my hair, with my
                            head hanging down.without anyone realizing. Well, except for the building perhaps... 

And as I sit there, wondering if the window remembers 
every face that’s passed by, every hand raised in greeting, the 
scene in front of me slowly begins to shift. It’s sublte at first... But then, 

more and more rapid and random, like an erratic time-warp.  
The frame of my window captures two nurses walking by in white 
uniforms. A man in bell-bottoms and a knitted shirt leans against the 
doorframe, lighting a cigar while waiting for his girlfriend to step out of 
the door. A group of punks with spiky mohawks and leather jackets step 
outside, children playing in front of my room being called back in by a 
mothers voice, doctors in uniform, nuns, groups of students, old friends, 
friends of friends... and within what feels like only a minute I observe 
hundreds of people tied to this building move in and out, with a glance, 
a smile, and a wave. 

The building has its own way of stringing lives 
together. Sometimes, it’s visible—on the walls, ceilings, 

or tiled floors. Sometimes invisible, in daily moments that go 
unnoticed, —the sounds, the smells, the gestures, and other fleeting or 
intangible qualities... 

It makes space into more than just a structure: it transforms into a living 
archive. It holds not just the objects and traces we leave behind, but the 

memories, rituals, movements, and 
connections that make us human. It doesn’t just hold the 
past; it carries it forward.

Watching from behind the glass, from my own point of view, 
I realize that searching for a single, defining story was never the point. The 
essence of this place isn’t found in one narrative but in the layers of it— 

in the multitude of stories, perspectives 

and fleeting moments that continue to overlap 
and intertwine. 
So maybe, this is a story without a beginning or 
an end, but a sequence, that we continue to add to...

On the other side Alessio passed the wall with the 
broken rain pipe. Rainwater was gushing out like a waterfall 
creating a puddle too broad to jump across. 

The only wayor him to move forward, was to step into it. So he 
waded himself through the water in his slippers. 
For a moment, he felt daunted. A heavy fire burned in his chest. “Are 

we just constantly fighting against chaos?” He 
thought “And for what? Wouldn’t we all be better off if everything 
around us made to avoid the mess altogether?” But just as he was ready 
to retreat into frustration again, he heard something. Curiously, he 
stepped inside through the backdoor following the sound in the dark 
hallway towards the communal Livingroom. He then stopped next 
to the glass wall on the left, that framed the Livingroom like a stage. 
Alessio paused, observing the scene within. At the kitchen table, between 
cluttered dished and left over coffee-cups, he saw a girl of about 20, on 

the verge of a breakdown. Around her, life carried on. 
Someone was making lunch, another scrolling through their phone, a 
third flipping through the newspaper. For a moment, no one noticed. 
Until finally, she broke. 

Almost instinctively, the people around her began to gather. One 
placed an arm around her shoulders, another made her tea, and even 
those who had just walked in paused to join, forming a close huddle 

around the table. Alessio looked at this tight group amidst the 
mess, amidst the clutter of plates and the emotional chaos familiar 

to young lives trying to find their place in the world. Disorder 
followed by order, chaos followed 
by care...

The realization struck him with the force of a revelation. It had all 

been more than a law of physics; it was a law of life. A 
washing machine breaking down, a Garden growing cold, overgrown 
bamboo, cluttered dishes, or crying friends. They weren’t flaws, they 

were invitations to create, engage and, 
reconnect with our surroundings: Things need to break down, 
or fall into disorder to remind us that we care... Preventing disorder 
means removing the very force that drives us to engage, to restore, and 
to grow. 

On the last page of his notebook, after years of work, he scribbled his 
conclusion: Energy, whether from the sun, a firepit, or human presence, is 

the force that kept things in balance, that keeps them from falling 
apart.  But in turn, the very fact that things fall apart, is exactly 

what makes them move forward. 

Instead of feeling 
a sense of finality, he 
felt a surprising sense of 

wholeness. Because 
there, on the floor in front of him the 
glass had fractured into three. The charts 
projected each of the universes next to one 
another, creating a complete image of who he was. 

And in that moment, Gabriel understood that just like the house had shown 

him over all this time, it wasn’t about keeping these lives separate 
but about letting them coexist. 

Each version of himself—the carefree student, the loving partner, the 
responsible adult—had evolved, blending together in this one building, 
instead of remaining separate. 

The house of mirrors had helped him navigate these 
transitions, living alongside both students and professionals, 

singles and couples, young ones and adults. It blurred the 
lines between life stages, making them as easy as stepping 

into another room!

And suddenly Gabriel felt ready for what came next as he and Alessio 
walked out of the house, carrying the charts in his pocket. He stepped out 
of the front door, took a seat on his bike, with Alessio sitting on the back 
as they both looked to the window to the girl on the right, glanced, smiled 
and waved 

And then they took off!

“For some reason, it works, but 

no one really knows how.  

(...) it follows the second 

law of thermodynamics.: 

Everything tends toward 

chaos (or entropy), but that 

chaos is what keeps things 

moving forward. The house 

doesn’t follow strict rules or 

a fixed system. things evolve 

naturally, adapting to 

changes over time.”

BGBGBG

COMMON CLUSTER I
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COMMON CLUSTER II

SCRIPTEDGROUND FLOOR (1:100)

 Gabriel lived not just one life, but three. In the     
      House of mirrors, each one of his rooms was like a portal into an   

        alternate universe. The house, built from reflections   
     of himself, held  these three parts of him, existing in  
             parallel timelines. As he moved  between rooms, he stepped into 
            different versions of himself, like a time traveller crossing     
             between universes. 

            In one universe, Gabriel was a student, living alone. The room 

            reflected the open-ended nature of his life—
         free and adaptable. The wooden beam in the centre transformed    
       with every new moment. It hosted pull-up challenges with    
  

 housemates, became a perch for cats, served as a drying rack for laundry in 
the draft of open doors, and a place to relax with a hammock for reading. 

The room reflected a place where his life could still shift in any 
direction.

In the second universe, Gabriel had moved in with his boyfriend, Alessio. 

Their shared space was small but intimate, reflecting the 
growing connection between them. They were 
still students, navigating the rhythms of a life lived together yet separate, 

learning to balance their individual needs with the 
compromises of living as a couple. The room had shared furniture, 
plants, and moments of quiet, like watching rain drip down the windows. It 
was a place where Gabriel’s identity slightly intertwined with Alessio’s but 

with enough room for them both to evolve.

In the third universe, Gabriel had graduated and they lived in a spacious 
room at the back of the house, complete with a garden. Here, work and 
personal life intersected, and the mirrors reflected his maturity, showing him 
as someone carving out a stable future. The room was a place of focus, where 
he could balance his professional and personal life. 

But as time passed, the house of mirrors began to fracture. And 

Gabriel realized he would have to descide which version of himself to take 

with him into the future. He was left with a choice: to 

stay forever young, to remain in the starting- stage of his relationship, or to 
embrace the stability and security of adulthood. It seemed like an impossible 
choice to make... and in a moment of sheer frustration, Gabriel threw his 
coffee mug against the wall, finally breaking the mirror into pieces. 
As he stood there, overwhelmed, Gabriel watched the multiple fractured 
versions of himself, begins to blend and shift. He watches as the younger 
version of him, the one who lived alone, begins to merge with the more 
mature version that had grown alongside Ale, and then with the focused, 
adult version from his work-life room..

“I like that these spaces have 

their own personalities. (...) The 

house is kind of an unpredictable 

shapeshifter. .”

Partly because 

of the everchanging 

                people that        

                  live in 

                       it

From this position of desperation I glance down at the 

tiles on my floor, the same ones that have been here for 
over a century, in times when my room 
served as the administration desk of the hospital. 

Their floral patterns stretch across the ground, interrupted 

where they’ve been chipped or broken. A housemate once told me about a 
former resident who, years ago, noticed a tear in the linoleum that covered 

them for decades. Struck by a feverish curiosity, he grabbed 

some tools and started STripping it away. Layer by 
layer, he uncovered a hidden chapter of 

the building’s history. It took him a week of ripping and sanding, scraping 
cement had been poured over the tiles that had to be drilled of at some parts. 
Inevitably it broke some tiles in the process, which made him unintentionally 
leave his own mark in the process. As I’m looking at the cracked tiles beneath 

my feet, Its like I have a memories of things, that I wasn’t even there 

for, yet somehow have been made part of...

The sound of the front door opening directly next to my window pulls me 
back. I look outside, as Gabriel steps onto the street, holding the handlebars 
of his bike while Alessio hops on the back. He slips on his gloves, glances 
right, and our eyes meet. He smiles, waves, and rides off.
10 minutes later I see Vita step outside wrapping her coat around her, 
she checks her reflection in my window, then sees me, laughs, waves and 
continues. Then I see Isa, coming back from the market, who sees me, smiles 
and waves, next to Larisa, who does the same and over the span of an hour 

I see as many as 28 housemates come and go, repeating the 
same pattern: a glance at my window, a smile and a wave.  

As small and insignificant as that split-second action may seem to those 

outside, this window, strings them all together. 
And what seems like a fleeting moment, suddenly becomes part 

of  something bigger. A sequence.  Making 

individual acts, into something shared

“For some reason, it works, but 

no one really knows how.  

(...) it follows the second 

law of thermodynamics.: 

Everything tends toward 

chaos (or entropy), but that 

chaos is what keeps things 

moving forward. The house 

doesn’t follow strict rules or 

a fixed system. things evolve 

naturally, adapting to 

changes over time.”

“I like that these spaces have 

their own personalities. (...) The 

house is kind of an unpredictable 

shapeshifter. .”

Partly because 

of the everchanging 

                people that        

                  live in 

                       it

Alessio sat hunched over his desk, his wild curly hair 
hanging over his head. He was surrounded by piles of papers and the 
hum of his old computer. It had been weeks since he had last made any 
significant progress in his work. As a professor of thermodynamics, he 
was used to complex equations and theories. But now, the numbers on 

the page blurred together, refusing to make any 
sense.... 

He had been looking for evidence! Evidence of... well, he wasn’t sure 

of what exactly... Of something that gave his work purpose? 
Perhaps, it was something that could only be 
experienced. But for that, his calculations and theories were 
not providing the breakthrough he is was looking for. The more he dug 
into the data, the more hopeless it seemed, until finally... he gave up.

He sat down on the step under the large skylight in his room listening to 
the rain patting on the glass. It filled the space with a quiet energy, a feeling 
he had long grown accustomed to. But now, it somehow struck him 
differently... as if the raindrops revealed a connection between his house 

and the forces of nature... “If it weren’t raining”, he 
thought, “I’d climb onto the roof”. In moments like these he had always 
gone there looking for peace and to clear his mind. He was annoyed, that 
his place of order was now inaccessible. He stared at the notebook in 
his hand, with thousands of energy-equations he scribbled on the paper, 
and as he listened to the rain above, a new thought came to him. Peace 
and clarity weren’t just there on the roof by default. They too came from 
energy, the physical energy it took to climb upon the ladder, the mental 
energy to focus and breathe. Without that effort, the roof was just a roof, 

subject to disorder like everything else. 

Alessio stood up and slowly walked towards the window as something 
in him shifted. The garden in front of his room, he thought, acted 
similarly... He had always seen it thrive in summer: The trees and flowers 
and laughter of housemates lounging beneath the warm sun. But as the 

seasons changed, it naturally began to fade. 
The plants drooped, and as everyone retreated inside, the garden retreated 
into itself. Next, in middle of the garden, he found himself staring at the 
old inside of a washing machine that had once broken down but now 
served as make-shifted fire pit. He remembered how yesterday, despite it 
being the coldest and darkest evening in winter, the fire had temporarily 
made the garden warm and lovable again... 

Alessio was onto something here, he could feel it. He quickly walked the 
path along the bamboo. They were unruly, shooting up in every direction, 
threatening to overrun the entire garden if not taken care of. The landlord 
had tried to get rid of them multiple times but, as bamboo naturally does, 
it had rooted itself so deeply that it would inevitably grow back overtime. 

Fighting against it was pointless. 

On the other side Alessio passed the wall with the 
broken rain pipe. Rainwater was gushing out like a waterfall 
creating a puddle too broad to jump across. 

The only wayor him to move forward, was to step into it. So he 
waded himself through the water in his slippers. 
For a moment, he felt daunted. A heavy fire burned in his chest. “Are 

we just constantly fighting against chaos?” He 
thought “And for what? Wouldn’t we all be better off if everything 
around us made to avoid the mess altogether?” But just as he was ready 
to retreat into frustration again, he heard something. Curiously, he 
stepped inside through the backdoor following the sound in the dark 
hallway towards the communal Livingroom. He then stopped next 
to the glass wall on the left, that framed the Livingroom like a stage. 
Alessio paused, observing the scene within. At the kitchen table, between 
cluttered dished and left over coffee-cups, he saw a girl of about 20, on 

the verge of a breakdown. Around her, life carried on. 
Someone was making lunch, another scrolling through their phone, a 
third flipping through the newspaper. For a moment, no one noticed. 
Until finally, she broke. 

Almost instinctively, the people around her began to gather. One 
placed an arm around her shoulders, another made her tea, and even 
those who had just walked in paused to join, forming a close huddle 

around the table. Alessio looked at this tight group amidst the 
mess, amidst the clutter of plates and the emotional chaos familiar 

to young lives trying to find their place in the world. Disorder 
followed by order, chaos followed 
by care...

The realization struck him with the force of a revelation. It had all 

been more than a law of physics; it was a law of life. A 
washing machine breaking down, a Garden growing cold, overgrown 
bamboo, cluttered dishes, or crying friends. They weren’t flaws, they 

were invitations to create, engage 
and, reconnect with our surroundings: Things need to 
break down, or fall into disorder to remind us that we care... Preventing 
disorder means removing the very force that drives us to engage, to 
restore, and to grow. 

On the last page of his notebook, after years of work, he scribbled 
his conclusion: Energy, whether from the sun, a firepit, or human 
presence, is the force that kept things in balance, that keeps them 

from falling apart.  But in turn, the very fact that 

things fall apart, is exactly what makes them move 
forward. 

Instead of feeling 
a sense of finality, he 
felt a surprising sense of 

wholeness. Because 
there, on the floor in front of him the 
glass had fractured into three. The charts 
projected each of the universes next to one 
another, creating a complete image of who he was. 

And in that moment, Gabriel understood that just like the house had shown 

him over all this time, it wasn’t about keeping these lives separate 
but about letting them coexist. 

Each version of himself—the carefree student, the loving partner, the 
responsible adult—had evolved, blending together in this one building, 
instead of remaining separate. 

The house of mirrors had helped him navigate these 
transitions, living alongside both students and professionals, 

singles and couples, young ones and adults. It blurred the 
lines between life stages, making them as easy as stepping 
into another room!

And suddenly Gabriel felt ready for what came next as he and Alessio 
walked out of the house, carrying the charts in his pocket. He stepped 
out of the front door, took a seat on his bike, with Alessio sitting on the 
back as they both looked to the window to the girl on the right, glanced, 
smiled and waved 

And then they took off!

“For some reason, it works, but 

no one really knows how.  

(...) it follows the second 

law of thermodynamics.: 

Everything tends toward 

chaos (or entropy), but that 

chaos is what keeps things 

moving forward. The house 

doesn’t follow strict rules or 

a fixed system. things evolve 

naturally, adapting to 

changes over time.”

 Gabriel lived not just one life, but three. In the     
      House of mirrors, each one of his rooms was like a portal into an   

        alternate universe. The house, built from reflections   
     of himself, held  these three parts of him, existing in  
             parallel timelines. As he moved  between rooms, he stepped into 
            different versions of himself, like a time traveller crossing     
             between universes. 

            In one universe, Gabriel was a student, living alone. The room 

            reflected the open-ended nature of his life—
         free and adaptable. The wooden beam in the centre transformed    
       with every new moment. It hosted pull-up challenges with    
  

 housemates, became a perch for cats, served as a drying rack for laundry in 
the draft of open doors, and a place to relax with a hammock for reading. 

The room reflected a place where his life could still shift in any 
direction.

In the second universe, Gabriel had moved in with his boyfriend, Alessio. 

Their shared space was small but intimate, reflecting the 
growing connection between them. They were 
still students, navigating the rhythms of a life lived together yet separate, 

learning to balance their individual needs with the 
compromises of living as a couple. The room had shared 
furniture, plants, and moments of quiet, like watching rain drip down the 
windows. It was a place where Gabriel’s identity slightly intertwined with 

Alessio’s but with enough room for them both to evolve.

In the third universe, Gabriel had graduated and they lived in a spacious 
room at the back of the house, complete with a garden. Here, work and 
personal life intersected, and the mirrors reflected his maturity, showing him 
as someone carving out a stable future. The room was a place of focus, where 
he could balance his professional and personal life. 

But as time passed, the house of mirrors began to fracture. And 
Gabriel realized he would have to descide which version of himself to take 

with him into the future. He was left with a choice: to stay 
forever young, to remain in the starting- stage of his relationship, or to 
embrace the stability and security of adulthood. It seemed like an impossible 
choice to make... and in a moment of sheer frustration, Gabriel threw his 
coffee mug against the wall, finally breaking the mirror into pieces. 
As he stood there, overwhelmed, Gabriel watched the multiple fractured 
versions of himself, begins to blend and shift. He watches as the younger 
version of him, the one who lived alone, begins to merge with the more 
mature version that had grown alongside Ale, and then with the focused, 
adult version from his work-life room..

“I like that these spaces have 

their own personalities. (...) The 

house is kind of an unpredictable 

shapeshifter. .”

Partly because 

of the everchanging 

                people that        

                  live in 

                       it
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Alessio sat hunched over his desk, his wild curly hair 
hanging over his head. He was surrounded by piles of papers and the 
hum of his old computer. It had been weeks since he had last made any 
significant progress in his work. As a professor of thermodynamics, he 
was used to complex equations and theories. But now, the numbers on 

the page blurred together, refusing to make any 
sense.... 

He had been looking for evidence! Evidence of... well, he wasn’t sure 

of what exactly... Of something that gave his work purpose? 
Perhaps, it was something that could only be 
experienced. But for that, his calculations and theories were 
not providing the breakthrough he is was looking for. The more he dug 
into the data, the more hopeless it seemed, until finally... he gave up.

He sat down on the step under the large skylight in his room listening to 
the rain patting on the glass. It filled the space with a quiet energy, a feeling 
he had long grown accustomed to. But now, it somehow struck him 
differently... as if the raindrops revealed a connection between his house 

and the forces of nature... “If it weren’t raining”, he 
thought, “I’d climb onto the roof”. In moments like these he had always 
gone there looking for peace and to clear his mind. He was annoyed, that 
his place of order was now inaccessible. He stared at the notebook in 
his hand, with thousands of energy-equations he scribbled on the paper, 
and as he listened to the rain above, a new thought came to him. Peace 
and clarity weren’t just there on the roof by default. They too came from 
energy, the physical energy it took to climb upon the ladder, the mental 
energy to focus and breathe. Without that effort, the roof was just a roof, 

subject to disorder like everything else. 

Alessio stood up and slowly walked towards the window as something 
in him shifted. The garden in front of his room, he thought, acted 
similarly... He had always seen it thrive in summer: The trees and flowers 
and laughter of housemates lounging beneath the warm sun. But as the 

seasons changed, it naturally began to fade. 
The plants drooped, and as everyone retreated inside, the garden retreated 
into itself. Next, in middle of the garden, he found himself staring at the 
old inside of a washing machine that had once broken down but now 
served as make-shifted fire pit. He remembered how yesterday, despite it 
being the coldest and darkest evening in winter, the fire had temporarily 
made the garden warm and lovable again... 

Alessio was onto something here, he could feel it. He quickly walked the 
path along the bamboo. They were unruly, shooting up in every direction, 
threatening to overrun the entire garden if not taken care of. The landlord 
had tried to get rid of them multiple times but, as bamboo naturally does, 
it had rooted itself so deeply that it would inevitably grow back overtime. 

Fighting against it was pointless. 

On the other side Alessio passed the wall with the 
broken rain pipe. Rainwater was gushing out like a waterfall 
creating a puddle too broad to jump across. 

The only wayor him to move forward, was to step into it. So he 
waded himself through the water in his slippers. 
For a moment, he felt daunted. A heavy fire burned in his chest. “Are 

we just constantly fighting against chaos?” He 
thought “And for what? Wouldn’t we all be better off if everything 
around us made to avoid the mess altogether?” But just as he was ready 
to retreat into frustration again, he heard something. Curiously, he 
stepped inside through the backdoor following the sound in the dark 
hallway towards the communal Livingroom. He then stopped next 
to the glass wall on the left, that framed the Livingroom like a stage. 
Alessio paused, observing the scene within. At the kitchen table, between 
cluttered dished and left over coffee-cups, he saw a girl of about 20, on 

the verge of a breakdown. Around her, life carried on. 
Someone was making lunch, another scrolling through their phone, a 
third flipping through the newspaper. For a moment, no one noticed. 
Until finally, she broke. 

Almost instinctively, the people around her began to gather. One 
placed an arm around her shoulders, another made her tea, and even 
those who had just walked in paused to join, forming a close huddle 

around the table. Alessio looked at this tight group amidst the 
mess, amidst the clutter of plates and the emotional chaos familiar 

to young lives trying to find their place in the world. Disorder 
followed by order, chaos followed 
by care...

The realization struck him with the force of a revelation. It had all 

been more than a law of physics; it was a law of life. A 
washing machine breaking down, a Garden growing cold, overgrown 
bamboo, cluttered dishes, or crying friends. They weren’t flaws, they 

were invitations to create, engage 
and, reconnect with our surroundings: Things need to 
break down, or fall into disorder to remind us that we care... Preventing 
disorder means removing the very force that drives us to engage, to 
restore, and to grow. 

On the last page of his notebook, after years of work, he scribbled 
his conclusion: Energy, whether from the sun, a firepit, or human 
presence, is the force that kept things in balance, that keeps them 

from falling apart.  But in turn, the very fact that 

things fall apart, is exactly what makes them move 
forward. 

Instead of feeling 
a sense of finality, he 
felt a surprising sense of 

wholeness. Because 
there, on the floor in front of him the 
glass had fractured into three. The charts 
projected each of the universes next to one 
another, creating a complete image of who he was. 

And in that moment, Gabriel understood that just like the house had shown 

him over all this time, it wasn’t about keeping these lives separate 
but about letting them coexist. 

Each version of himself—the carefree student, the loving partner, the 
responsible adult—had evolved, blending together in this one building, 
instead of remaining separate. 

The house of mirrors had helped him navigate these 
transitions, living alongside both students and professionals, 

singles and couples, young ones and adults. It blurred the 
lines between life stages, making them as easy as stepping 
into another room!

And suddenly Gabriel felt ready for what came next as he and Alessio 
walked out of the house, carrying the charts in his pocket. He stepped 
out of the front door, took a seat on his bike, with Alessio sitting on the 
back as they both looked to the window to the girl on the right, glanced, 
smiled and waved 

And then they took off!
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(...) it follows the second 
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        alternate universe. The house, built from reflections   
     of himself, held  these three parts of him, existing in  
             parallel timelines. As he moved  between rooms, he stepped into 
            different versions of himself, like a time traveller crossing     
             between universes. 

            In one universe, Gabriel was a student, living alone. The room 

            reflected the open-ended nature of his life—
         free and adaptable. The wooden beam in the centre transformed    
       with every new moment. It hosted pull-up challenges with    
  

 housemates, became a perch for cats, served as a drying rack for laundry in 
the draft of open doors, and a place to relax with a hammock for reading. 

The room reflected a place where his life could still shift in any 
direction.

In the second universe, Gabriel had moved in with his boyfriend, Alessio. 

Their shared space was small but intimate, reflecting the 
growing connection between them. They were 
still students, navigating the rhythms of a life lived together yet separate, 

learning to balance their individual needs with the 
compromises of living as a couple. The room had shared 
furniture, plants, and moments of quiet, like watching rain drip down the 
windows. It was a place where Gabriel’s identity slightly intertwined with 

Alessio’s but with enough room for them both to evolve.

In the third universe, Gabriel had graduated and they lived in a spacious 
room at the back of the house, complete with a garden. Here, work and 
personal life intersected, and the mirrors reflected his maturity, showing him 
as someone carving out a stable future. The room was a place of focus, where 
he could balance his professional and personal life. 

But as time passed, the house of mirrors began to fracture. And 
Gabriel realized he would have to descide which version of himself to take 

with him into the future. He was left with a choice: to stay 
forever young, to remain in the starting- stage of his relationship, or to 
embrace the stability and security of adulthood. It seemed like an impossible 
choice to make... and in a moment of sheer frustration, Gabriel threw his 
coffee mug against the wall, finally breaking the mirror into pieces. 
As he stood there, overwhelmed, Gabriel watched the multiple fractured 
versions of himself, begins to blend and shift. He watches as the younger 
version of him, the one who lived alone, begins to merge with the more 
mature version that had grown alongside Ale, and then with the focused, 
adult version from his work-life room..
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of the everchanging 

                people that        

                  live in 

                       it

When Isa first stepped inside, the Beast barely noticed him. 
It seemed like a being too extraordinary to care for a single person. It 
wasn’t that Isa didn’t belong; it was simply that the Beast didn’t know him 
yet and needed to be sure of who this strange newcomer was before it 

could trust him in its ecosystem.

For weeks, Isa felt like a trespasser in its territory. It was a mystical creature, 
with long uneven tentacles. Everyday he could feel it loom over him. It 
was always lively but distant. The tentacles that stretched through the halls 
seemed to recoil when he walked by, unsure of who he was. So, in those 
early days, he kept to himself, quietly slipping through the corridors to 
quickly hide into his room. 

He watched the others with curiosity—how they moved with confidence, 
unafraid of angering this giant creature. They seemed to know 

its rhythms, its language, and its 
unpredictable moods. Isa wondered if he’d ever feel 
at home with a Beast so vast and complex.

But the Beast was patient. It didn’t demand loyalty right away. 
Instead, it carefully guided Isa to a small, solitary space in the garden. At 
first, Isa thought he was being pushed out of its territory, but over time, 

he began to see it as a test. The smaller room made him rely on 
the common spaces much more, forcing him to venture out and interact 
with the Beast’s other inhabitants. It was as if the Beast was testing his 
willingness to make the journey back to its heart.

Tentatively, Isa began to make a plan to tame it. He left small offerings, 
like a jacket at its entrance for the Beast to grow accustomed to his scent. 
He purposefully abandoned a coffee cup near its tongue, giving himself a 

reason to return and learn its language over shared rituals. 
He carved marks into its skin, like the others did yearly, leaving behind his 
presence. Slowly, he expanded his territory, signaling to the Beast—and 

himself—that this place belonged to him, too.

By the second year, Isa began to understand the Beast’s language. It didn’t 
speak in words but in sounds. Froglike creaks signaled it 
was waking, as did the growling of the coffee machine. The thump of 
footsteps on the narrow staircases meant it was anticipating a guest. Isa 
attuned himself to these subtle cues, learning to read its moods.

By the third year, he could anticipate its needs. The Beast would 
cry through its roof when it wasn’t cared for, dripping water into buckets 
placed carefully beneath the leaks. Isa responded, patching its wounds and 

understanding its demands. The once-distant 
creature began to let him in, and Isa noticed how he had changed, too.

By the fourth year, it no longer kept Isa at a distance; instead, it slowly 
started copying him. Each tentacle seemed to reflect his moods, and its 
skin absorbed pieces of him. Furniture he brought in, colors he painted 
on its walls, and the music he played all became part of it.

And so, the Beast’s day-to-day life became more of a 
shared experience than a one sided one. Mornings 
began with the familiar creaks and groans of the Beast waking, the hum 
of brewing coffee blending with quiet footsteps and greetings in the 
shared kitchens as the music softly started playing. At lunch hey’d gather 
again, this time somewhat louder pumping people in and out of the space 

in a continuous loop,  By evening, Isa felt himself becoming part 
of its rhythm, with them growing tighter every day. 

And so, the fifth year, its tentacles didn’t merely stretch into rooms; 

they stretched into lives. They wrapped around friendships, 
arguments, binding everyone together into a single, breathing entity. Isa 
realized, the beast had consumed him. 

By the sixth year, Isa could no longer tell where the beast ended and he 
began. He now lived closest to its heart, and from there, he could look it 
directly in the eye. He didn’t mind the lack of privacy; though he valued 
moments of solitude, he cherished the way the Beast swallowed his days, 
immersing him in its presence.

It was a creature whose survival depended on the people who lived 
within it and who, in turn, found themselves deeply connected to it. 

Isa and the others were part of its bloodstream, 
circulating through its halls and giving it 
life. With its heart in the centre pumiping them around, day in day out, 
connecting everyone to its beat... 

      

       I sit  at my desk in front of the window, 

              my lens to the outside world, framing     
             the canal like a moving painting. In front of    
               me, stacks of paper, photos, and documents
                 archival fragments of the building’s past. “How do 
                     I ever find that core narrative, the thread that ties it 
                         alltogether?”  I think to myself, hands in my hair, with my
                            head hanging down.without anyone realizing. Well, except for the building perhaps... 

And as I sit there, wondering if the window remembers 
every face that’s passed by, every hand raised in greeting, the 
scene in front of me slowly begins to shift. It’s sublte at first... But then, 

more and more rapid and random, like an erratic time-warp.  
The frame of my window captures two nurses walking by in white 
uniforms. A man in bell-bottoms and a knitted shirt leans against the 
doorframe, lighting a cigar while waiting for his girlfriend to step out of 
the door. A group of punks with spiky mohawks and leather jackets step 
outside, children playing in front of my room being called back in by a 
mothers voice, doctors in uniform, nuns, groups of students, old friends, 
friends of friends... and within what feels like only a minute I observe 
hundreds of people tied to this building move in and out, with a glance, 
a smile, and a wave. 

The building has its own way of stringing lives 
together. Sometimes, it’s visible—on the walls, ceilings, 

or tiled floors. Sometimes invisible, in daily moments that go 
unnoticed, —the sounds, the smells, the gestures, and other fleeting or 
intangible qualities... 

It makes space into more than just a structure: it transforms into a living 
archive. It holds not just the objects and traces we leave behind, but the 

memories, rituals, movements, and 
connections that make us human. It doesn’t just hold the 
past; it carries it forward.

Watching from behind the glass, from my own point of view, 
I realize that searching for a single, defining story was never the point. The 
essence of this place isn’t found in one narrative but in the layers of it— 

in the multitude of stories, perspectives 

and fleeting moments that continue to overlap 
and intertwine. 
So maybe, this is a story without a beginning or 
an end, but a sequence, that we continue to add to...

From this position of desperation I glance down at the 

tiles on my floor, the same ones that have been here for 
over a century, in times when my room 
served as the administration desk of the hospital. 

Their floral patterns stretch across the ground, interrupted 
where they’ve been chipped or broken. A housemate once told me about a 
former resident who, years ago, noticed a tear in the linoleum that covered 

them for decades. Struck by a feverish curiosity, he grabbed 

some tools and started STripping it away. Layer by 
layer, he uncovered a hidden chapter of 
the building’s history. It took him a week of ripping and sanding, scraping 
cement had been poured over the tiles that had to be drilled of at some parts. 
Inevitably it broke some tiles in the process, which made him unintentionally 
leave his own mark in the process. As I’m looking at the cracked tiles beneath 

my feet, Its like I have a memories of things, that I wasn’t even there 

for, yet somehow have been made part of...

The sound of the front door opening directly next to my window pulls me 
back. I look outside, as Gabriel steps onto the street, holding the handlebars 
of his bike while Alessio hops on the back. He slips on his gloves, glances 
right, and our eyes meet. He smiles, waves, and rides off.
10 minutes later I see Vita step outside wrapping her coat around her, 
she checks her reflection in my window, then sees me, laughs, waves and 
continues. Then I see Isa, coming back from the market, who sees me, smiles 
and waves, next to Larisa, who does the same and over the span of an hour 

I see as many as 28 housemates come and go, repeating the 
same pattern: a glance at my window, a smile and a wave.  

As small and insignificant as that split-second action may seem to those 

outside, this window, strings them all together. 
And what seems like a fleeting moment, suddenly becomes part 

of  something bigger. A sequence.  Making 

individual acts, into something shared

I  live in a community of 30 in a formerly 
squatted hospital (Bagijnhof Delft). 
Over 50 years, 270+ people passed 
through, leaving behind +5500 
traces in a collective basement 
archive that preserved thousands 
of stories.  A community formed not 
through design but through countless 
interactions. 

In a  building   never   intended   for 
living, leaking roofs, awkward 
staircases, and narrow hallways 
turned out to be “effectively 
inefficient”: imperfections that 
unintendedly triggered social 
interactions. It suggests that what 
architects are trained to “correct” or 
“resolve” can be the very thing that 
gives space its social intelligence. 

Therefore this project doesn’t aim to re-
design but to re-read. Here, seemingly 
inefficient architectural details are 
not interpreted as “flawed” technical 
junctions but as succesful social ones. 

Through a non-linear, foldable 
storybook/map the building’s human 
and architectural “voices” unfold 
through scale and interconnect in all 
directions without a set beginning or 
end. This way, each fragment stands 
on its own, but (through folding out) 
always in relation to the bigger whole. 
Not as a fixed format or static object 
but,  like the building itself, as a layered 
and living network  of human stories.

Understanding space through social 
life expands the boundaries of what 
architectural education considers 
valuable and opens new ways of 
seeing, practicing, and representing 
architecture. 


