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VIDEQ STILLS

! ng-point is a café called Spelt on the
- Nieuwe Spiegelstraat in Amsterdam. It is a narrow
m:ghudly lit by windows at the back
fror are the only customer. You have been
invited to a project called Miniature. You
up for a specific date and a specific time in a
1. It was not easy to understand this whole
m\;zl are here, « A rather nervous
u A coffee. Yﬂﬁ] stﬁl to rinlii. wm]e watch-
in passia;-by ing-by on the ieuwe Spiegelstraat. A
yo man enters, She walks straight towards you and
calls you by your name. You leave the café together. The.
name is Noha. You walk towards the building of
It's just a few 30 meters down the street. Here's
o dl has the key for the building, She
! enter together. Then she closes the
you. The place seems abandoned. Noha asks
1 have had no trouble finding the meeting point. No
ﬂq[, ‘ou came with a taxi from Central Station
you were afraid to be late for the appointment,
taxi city can be contra-productive but
s time it went very smoothly. You wonder what Kind
of Pu'ﬁ:rmnrﬁ this will be or whether this is already the
serformance.Noha calls the elevator. She is talking about
her day before coming here. You came by train from
another city. You had a few things to'do in Amster-
~dam. One of them was to attend this performance. You
elevator. Parts of its roof have either fallen
left their initial position. You feel too close
s tiny space. You are talking to each other.
on the top floor, You step out, followed

rn to the right and pass a
hand:side. Thespac

down. She is from Australia but she was born in Cairo. She
came to Amsterdam four years ago to study choreography.
Now she is graduating and wants to stay. She likes it here,
You've been in Australia some time ago and share some
thoughts with her about that country. You feel a little
Jisturbed by the dynamic

I‘g'etfl:’&edyna::uu: wist of the handrail Eloﬂ% the
The lower you get, the darker it becomes. You

hear the i:le_vatm‘ arrivi

LEFTOVERS

continue talking, The staircase seems to narrow. You have
to pass one behind the other. You want to stop in frontofa
door. You turn around and ask, whether you should enter,
Noha nods. You enter into a small room, It is neon lit

and painted inan electric green color. This used to be the
library. You remember now. The green used to be partly
hidden by the shelves, Now they have been removed. [Lis
almost a pain to be here, You can see the entrance. You are
on the first floor, It is nice to have some orientation again.
You walk side-by-sice in the former exhibition rooms. You
Kknow these rooms. You've been here before. You enter a
wide darker space. A ray of light shines through a small
opening in the false cciring. You now enter a very white
space with large windows towards the garden, You are

still talking about Australia, about the people you met
there and about the landscape. You pass through a serics
of rather wide spaces. Apparently there has been a party
here some time ago - colored paper-streamer-rests and a
few confetti. They all merge into a heap of dust that seems
to have been left behind. These traces, you think, area
nice image for this building, slowly starting to forget what
it used to be, Vanishing.You like that thought and share

it with Noha. You turn around the corner and reach the
main staircase leading to the second floor. Noha leads
you to the second floor.You notice an ashtray on one of
the radiators next to a window and you wonder silentl
whether it was forgotten there during the remaval of the
institution or whether it has been placed there purposely
for the present event. Noha is now telling the story of

the grandmother of a friend of hers who was an opera
singer somewhere in Eastern Europe. She used to sing all
day long with the windows of her apartment wide open.
People would hear her from the street and come to visit
her and just listen. That's how she met her last husband
when she was more than 70 years old.You don't know why
Noha is telling you that. Your own grandmother died a
long time ago. You have met her as a child, but you don'’t
have clear memories. She was not a singer. You are now
walking through two similar rooms facing the street. You
recognize 4 few folding chairs leaning on the wall - in

De Appel they used to be everywhere in the building for
visitors to sit on. You pass through a heavy glass door.
The elevator again. You stop talking for a moment and
g;}t is the noise of a rather tired

Gruu see the sign on its door:

“Great!” You enter the elevator
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have been the « ifices of De Appel, You feel that the smell
of bad machine-coffee must have impregnated the walls,

There is a small kitchen on your left side. You enter a dark

room, all in wood. You suddenly remember, having read
somewhere that this building used to be some kind of
bank. You are touching the wooden surfaces around you

intimate and more representative at the same time. It must

to get a more tactile impression of the place. You want

to verify its materiality. You almost fall over a chair. You
are little annoyed as Noha keeps on talking, You are not
listening. You would like to concentrate. You pass to the
next room, It is similar, a little less spectacular, maybe,
You wonder, what all these hidden doors, walls and panels
might have been hiding, You leave the room. You are back
in the corridor. Noha steps in frontand you follow her
She leads you to the library again. You sce the extinguish-
er. There 15 a heavy chain beside it on the floor, You did
ot notice it when you passed there for the first time. And
the room has a very strange form anyway! You take the
spiral staircase again, following Noha one Ilnurlup_ Itisa
very dark room,You notice a ¢ hair. Noha doesn't give you
the time to get used to another change of laminosity. She
asks you to sit.

There is a videobeamer beside the chair. It is project-
ing a small dark image onto a corner of the room. You
have the impression fo be in a fold of the building, You
have arrived. Noha: “Ok! This is the end of our walk.

It was pleasure to meet you and to talk with you. Now,
you will see a movie. It will last for around ten minutes.
When it will be finished; you can find your way out.”
She walks towards a column, There is a computer. She
presses 4 button, “Bye”, she says. You answer: “Good bye!”
She leaves and shuts the door behind her. You hear her
walking down the staircase and then the sound of the
door of the groundfloor at the end of the staircase. You
hear another door very far. You are alone now. ...

You watch the movie.

You wait for a moment. The silence is very intense now.
You need a while until you decide to bre;\fz it with your
own movements, leaving the chair, You know how to

get out of this building: through the same spiral stairs
and then down to the exit. You could decide to stay here
or wander around the building a little longer. But you
suspect your freedom of action to be mere%y conceptual.
You decide not to test this. You walk down. You arrive
downstairs. You pass the reception for the third time
today. You are in front of the main glass-door. You see the
tr:lfig]cz oaitsideE You dtxi'ly o :a]s:n the Sour It opens.You feel
aslight t and hear the outside-noises clearl in.
Ywmomu;?dz- You close the door behin s
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