
Reflection Two - Meanwhile


It’s mid-November and in a month I’m going to present a work in Sittard city centre. The route 
from the station to the Market, from the Market to the station—how many times have I walked it in 
my life? Often. It’s strange to walk this route without actually wanting to reach the station or the 
Market. Some things are incredibly similar: the people in the clothes store on the Steenweg that I 
used to have to visit, the bookshop and the rolls of packing paper, the street musician and the 
songs he plays, the guy who sells waffles and the thick, icing sugar-coated vanilla waffles, the 
dialect I don’t (really) speak, the chiming of the church clock, my primary school friends. And 
some things are incredibly different: ‘Venezia’ where I ate so much ice cream and was going to 
work ‘later’, is a health food shop, the department store where we’d arrange to meet is now a 
pop-up outlet, the kiosk on the Market Square we used to climb on has gone, water flows through 
the canal, a new neighbourhood has been added to the city, there are lots of garishly lit 
smartphone repair shops and, most noticeably, so many shops have simply vanished. The city’s 
full of empty buildings. Premises that were occupied once and might be again. Things change. At 
different sluggish tempos and sometimes at breakneck speed. I walk to the house where I grew 
up, where the grass and our ‘cow tree’ have made way for a tiled-over yard with a white-painted 
wall. The melancholy. I walk to the graveyard right behind the house, to an improvised grave. The 
tragedy. It makes me think of a song by Bram Vermeulen, a song my parents sometimes played 
and which I haven’t heard in years. “I’m not really gone. I won’t die until you forget me.”


With Out 
I’d like to invite you to join me in looking at the emptiness and everything that you can see there. 


16/17 December, in Sittard.



