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John was a student. Lately he had been struggling to keep up. One evening and night,
after working at a side job of which his job contract would not be extended, he took it upon
himself to work through his backlog of assignments. He sat behind his desktop computer,
plugged in his headphones and put on Rinse FM: Lockdown Live. Hessle Audio and Ben
UFO were using the internet to pump electronic music into John’s ears. The first song they
played for him was techno, on the dark side, with a deep voice repeatedly saying “You’re not

— losing — your mind”.

John opened Microsoft Word. He noticed he had difficulties dividing his
concentration in such a way that allowed him to register the music as background noise to
work to. The music was too intense. John started to type anyway. As he typed, he noticed
with every increasing sentence that the words flowed easier. The style of the music had
shifted more towards ambient — but John hardly noticed it anymore. He had entered the zone

and was already typing.

As he typed, there were moments where the back of his mind was occupied with his
day at work. People had said things to him and he had said things to people. The language of
his country, Dutch, allowed for many double entendres. Was there something he was missing
from these conversations? Something that hinted at his behaviour? He had tried to be good at
work: Not stealing like he used to but instead returning the stolen goods, trying to look at
women’s eyes instead of their secondary sex characteristics. What did God want to signal to

him with the first song on Rinse? How did God signal things to him anyway?

His taskbar’s clock struck twelve. Fabian Groove replaced the previous DJs on Rinse.
A message in the honour of the late George Floyd and a voice advocating the Black Lives
Matter movement served as intermezzo on the radio. UK Garage followed. His favourite

genre.
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JUNIOR “I know. I have dated Dutch women for more than half of my life, you know.”

The woman returns from the kitchen with a plate of cassava cake. A sip of coffee.

SENIOR “What I’m saying is: Explore. Expand your boundaries. You can eat boerenkool all

your life or you can try adobo manok. Pangsit. Cassava cake. Yes.”

Two sips of coffee. No bite of cassava cake.

JUNIOR “Okay, okay, I get it. I’ll make plans. But finishing my studies is the first thing on my
list. After that, painting. I have already travelled a good deal, it’s not a priority anymore. I’d rather
explore what’s inside. By the way, talking about the inside, I liked Siddharta. Do you have any other

good books to lend to me?”

The men head to the bookshelf.

SENIOR “T have some by José Rizal, the great rebel. Noli me Tangere and El Filibusterismo.

Here. Return them the next time we see each other.”

The piece of cassava cake is split in three.
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CALLING OF THE MUSE

“Dear Muse,

I dreamt about you last night! I vividly dreamt that you were coming home from your long
travels and were walking up to my front door. I swung open the door and we kissed

passionately in the narrow hallway. I was laying very happily awake at 4AM.

EVENING

I had a good idea for a painting. It’s going to be painted with primary and secondary

colours and it’s inspired by last night’s dream.

Love,

Mark”

TO PAINT

Teacher Gerard was into graffiti-styled drawing. He drew his pupils’ names as an end-
of-year present for surviving his classes. Mine featured my name with shaded graffiti letters,
drawn on a picture of a train. I was so impressed by the way he had represented the 2000°s
(even though I didn’t see it that way until later) that I tried to copy his style. For the next year
I would draw my friend’s names on request, trying to apply shadows to the letters as well as

teacher Gerard had done. This drawing style persisted into halfway of my teens.

Teacher Trudy gave us an assignment: To draw a shoe as realistically as possible. All
we could use was standard printing paper and coloured pencils. Since a classmate of mine
had drawn a beautiful horse a few assignments ago, I took it upon myself to make my shoe

more beautiful and realistic than her shoe. In my mind grew a sense of healthy competition,
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Over the years, the activity itself hasn’t changed much: It’s still about applying paint,
ink or pencil to a surface. However, the reasons for painting have changed. Where it used to
be about prestige, sexual attraction, or status, the reason evolved into painting for wellbeing,
relaxation, and getting ahead in life. In March I had my first solo exposition at a bar. Fifty to
sixty hours of painting lead to friends deeply discussing the meaning behind and execution of

the paintings. It’s pretty cool to see that whatever your input is determines your outcome.

To paint is to combine work and play. Yes, you can make whatever you want, but to
make it in a way that’s satisfactory for you and the audience you have to put in real work.
With paint you can visualize dreams, express emotions, represent reality — and this is just a
fraction of what you can do with paint. It’s also a way to express ideas: Is a painted tobacco
pipe a tobacco pipe or is it just paint on a canvas? Since painting involves the discipline of

learning and the joy of playing the activity rarely exhausts itself.

The visual art path has taken me places and I think will continue to do so. To stay on
the path it is important to keep painting regularly and consistently. Input is output: Just keep
doing things. Where I should not allow myself to repeat old mistakes outside of painting —
such as smoking or promiscuity — I can allow myself to make mistakes within my paintings.
The difference between the two is that continuing to smoke doesn’t get you anywhere,
whereas if you make a mistake when working on an art piece you can learn from it and get
better. It feels exciting to know that you have an activity at hand that might open doors which

were not open to you before.

Currently I have arrangements for an exposition at a dentistry in my city. I got the
opportunity via the partner of a friend of mine, who works there. It is satisfying to know that

my work will be seen and thought of by people, real people, people who visit a dentist. But









So What

24






26

Works Cited

Barnes, J. England, England. Vintage, 2008.

Hesse, H. Siddharta. New Directions & Bantam, 1976

Hessle Audio feat. Ben UFO. Rinse FM. Rinse FM, 01-06-2020

Hill, N. Think and Grow Rich. Evolve, 2017

Holy Bible, New International Version. Biblica, 2011. Retrieved from
https://www.biblegateway.com/passage/?search=exodus+20%3A4&version=NIV and

https://www.biblegateway.com/passage/?search=genesis+9%3A12-17&version=NIV

King Krule. Easy Easy. From album ‘6 Feet Beneath the Moon’, True Panther Sounds & XL
Recordings, 7-08-2013, https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=hRzlbh4or3c, retrieved

22-06-2020

Rizal, J. Noli Me Tangere. Longman, 1961.

Rizal, J. El Filibusterismo. Longman, 1965.












