' o :
When I was a young ‘boy, I pvl'gy'ed
lwith .sand. The bdys frci;n" my class
Wlere playing a game I ¢ouldn’t un-

.,ﬁt%ndr:l“‘ck explainled that it didn’t mat-
ter to him how I’'d do it, but*that it]
was very important to our friendship}

In our current multicultural community, the English language

. . s s . .
éersténd—Something to' 8o with lines that I’'d eat the Bionicle. To digest it} domlélsg%es. Méi(liy don tﬂgﬁt %)O u.tlh.se their mother tonﬁue . e
of chalk’ on the ground and Bionicle completely. It didn’t matter how longw‘ona ally, weekly, monthly basis - HETe1s ok
Figures, standing on places where the it'd take me. B an opportunity to let out the words and thoughts that sit in »
a varc N

chalk lines would intersect. I liked hose languages, because translation is not always the answer.

[to grab fistfuls of white sand and let
it run steadily!through my fingers
as I was walking, creating lines
of sand on the pavement. The boys
wouldn’t have any of it—once they
saw me (accidentally) pouring sand
on the green Bionicle, they formed
la group around me, forced me to the
ground and beat me. I got bruises on
my arms, neck and chest. When I got
hote, I t®ld my mom exactly what hap-
pened. She talked with the school'’s
principal and the boys got two weeks
of detention.,:  * 1

?Henlhe said, “I'm watching you” and he
walked awayi,with'a menacing look k ,1\
4

Curated by Marite Kuus, TXT

I could not disobey. The next day, I

took apart the Bionicle, first swallowji

ing some of the smaller pieces wholea

with a glass of orange juice. I broke'j

up the bigger ‘pieées and ground the

into rough powder with my father’s man-'f

ual coffee bean grinder. I put the LEGQ |}

dust on sandwiches, with extra peanut ‘ g

Sttt LAl sl Un vase est un objet ambigu. Artefact de Iarti-

all in secret but I did document the§ fice humain, sa foncti | ) .
process, proof to show to Hendrick andy ’ ction remplace notre action:

the other boys. , i tgmr une flel}r ouun bouquet de plantes circon-
. ‘ B cises de leurs racines. Le plus souvent ornemen-
- e RA- LR CE L S LEC IS LR tal, e vase est un objet qui rarement satisfait
the “green Bionicle. I was supreme i sa fonction. Deviennent alors vase d’autres
e Bty S A C L B AT GLE L SRl récipients qui n’étaient pas destinés 4 cette fonc-
A A S e RSl tion, mais la remplissent admirablement
while jumping from tree t¢ tree. My jaxe :
effortlessly sliced through trees' and jEQEECREEIIE T tiT) object. Artefact of human ar-
vines ag I climbed through my jungle b tifice, its function replaces our action: to hold a flow-
around Kanae Bay.+'I préfefred to inhal | er or a bouquet of plants circumcised of their roots.
R S DI LELRECIR S EEIE LRt Often ornemental, the vase is an object that rarely
SEELEV LI E D CR LRI s SRR scrves its purpose. Become then vase other vessels
woke up in a cold sweat. !, who weren’t meant to be, yet do so admirably.

I felt nauseous for weeks. I did not"‘
L Sle) N B D EUEL LR TR i o Vb Ol Gersande Schellinx, TXT
iety or by the green plastic in my ¢

blood stream. But in a way, I had mor

strength than before. I knew, élldeepd'

! down, that I was no longer a scrawnyﬁ

“Eat | {t. The iBionicle I 'hean. Dutch boy. I had become TO4 LEWA, TOA § q,aplﬁ nmql,z 4* (POLYPHON'C)
ou could return my apology by eat- OF AIR. I knew that the othe h’voys.,werey IREMR nqu 4 (MEHPST’MM‘ )

"_!Lng the Bionicle.” Hendrick seemed very proud of me.
Diskriminierung im Jobcenter Weil Sie

|very serious.

think it is right to improve others. Because denken es sei richtig, andere zu verbessern.
The world overwhelms us and the future is taken Weil Die Welt uns tiberfordert und Kindern
away from the children. die Zukunft genommen wird. :

A few days later Hgnglmick, one of the
bhoys, came up to .e.

|“Hey, I'm sof}y for what you had to
[go through. What we did was very vi-
lolent and mean. I’'ve been thinking a
lot dmrding detention. I just wanna
say I’m:sorry. I want to make it up
to you.”, he said.

fHendrick ceremoniously handed me the
tgreen Bionicle.

j“You can have it. I don’t need it
pnymoﬁé. Take it as a symbol of me
Peing sorry. ¥ou could do me a favor
land' eat it.” !

:WFhanks, uh, what?""I replied.
| +

. '

{7 said I didn’t understand. Teun Grondman, Discrimination in the job center Because They

HETp ")

EXCERPT
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I believe that I fall faster

o=

‘Wer sind denn eigentlich die anderen?

Die anderen, das sind wir. Und was ist mit denen,
die langer leben? “Damit das mal ein Ende hat!”
“Mal sehen... wohin das alles hinfiihrt.”

Vho are the others? The others, that’s us.
And what about those who live longer?

Hartz 4 sollte man abschaffen und es sollte
Schluss sein mit der Diskriminierung!
‘Woanders gibt es gar kein Hartz 4!? Stimmt‘s?

because I'm tall
‘Wir kommen mit unseren nschen einfach

i Hauy he die Politiker machen

l. Es kann jedenfalls
‘ hen. Biirgergeld is
Hartz 4 ist besser als Biirgergeld wegen der
Krankenversicherung usw... Trotzdem
diskriminierend! Mir fehlen die ¥
um seid ihr s hlos? Ist ein
? Kommt

When I lay down I wonder how much

? my lungs expand when breathing in

h our wishes
ians a

I can’t stop noticing when I'm breathing

i Niti : f o raall ‘ A N
in the same rhythm as someone else  this. Citizen benefit is more real! Hartz 4 is better

than citizen benefit because of health insurance
ete. Still discriminatory! I'm lost for words. Why

} are you speechless? Is a job better? It depends on
how it is designed. LOL Definitely... More money!

When I talk I sometimes realise
how my tongue moves

I think I touch my ears way more

often than I think I do —_— .
unemployment benefi

of unemployment.

Mara-Luna Brandt Corstius,
Image and Language

GE Projekt

io _’_1‘\7» e j[ e - L T .
grlerm unemploye Eugen Georg, Alumni Dogtime, 2013

are you...

.ope
cal

o T

We're

anticipating coe a cube for all

your art media artist to

powers in start their own
Saarbrucken/ show.

Germany .

, mail.com
| curious? &, @g

contact us here:

A

Victoria Hoogstoel, GD

So many people seem 1o be going through a rough period this
year and a complaint I hear a lot is that people feel a lack of
connection and emotion at the moment. So have dinner, invite
someone you don’t know well, get to know them. Talk about
something other than school and art and open up. Cooking is
the best way to show someone you care and food is the best
way to bring people together. When you have this hypothetical
dinner, try making this dish, it’s not complicated but it looks
impressive. The addition of pomegranate always impresses people
and it adds some brightness.

gruben grapen
krihen Jagen
radau erfillt den vollen betrag
ein piepton
drei eingekauft
ein schliisselbund
bunte kreide
schneidet
zugwind vom fahrrad
schrott zu kunst
angstropfen
ein paralleluniversum schrumpft N - T
vor deinen augen q ’ 1
eine spirale ertinkt im sumpf
eine ode an alle bekannten \ ) ‘ } : hSh NA‘SSANDE
ein versessenes stiick kreide bleibt zuriick e B : 10 a1 €
ich stopfe meinen mund ¥ ’ Liﬁg%g u%ljlé ;1150

und atme mbé dans un trou
s le plancher d’un

TBTNMEESCRINCHTE 55 G
Ll e (I GUDIDIURY o
N RIE 0 I ERY

In der Kiiche auf der Fensterbank: Random Ablage oder
hiibsche Sammlung? Beides irgendwie. Wenn schon

die Aussicht nicht tiberzeugt, tun’s vielleicht die bun-
ten Fermente. Téglich ein priifender Blick aufdie blub-
bernden Substanzen, oft der erste Akt am Morgen.

Curated by Natalia Ruhe, GD

Liksin sdpradega jooma.
Plaanisin juua kolm dlut.
J&in kolmkiimmend dlut.
Enammaijoo

=)

Ra.m—Re Reimann, GD

. ‘/
Anna Sieberns, Basic Year

- Do you kn
] ow
fgsg ﬁzsgg in Amsierdgﬁsre
Mendation ia
KUSAUGUSTINAS@GMAIL.SC(‘)/!;a
.Augustinas Milkus

ase send

email to MIL

Il me semble que
je m’en sortais,
peu de temps apres,
avecrien d’au

. qu’une malédiction,
une petite peur
et un genou douloureux
Ensuite je suis 2
allé a une féte, ! <
jusqu’a tot le matin 1

r Basic Year

FOR 4 PEOPLE

Das Regal, voll mit eingelegten Experimenten, defini-
tiv ein Schmuckstiick. In bester Gesellschaft neben an-
deren Glésern, ein erster Blickfang fiir alle Géste.

1 kg potatoes
1 medium egg

More flour in hand 1o help
you during the process
FOR 2 PEOPLE
half of everything
1 full egg

Bio flour always works, if you
want to include whole wheat
use ratio 1 part of whole wheat
+ 2 parts of normal flour

PROCESS

Boil potatoes til tender

In der einzig freien Ecke: Der Inkubator. Eine alte Et je suis rentré
Styroporkiste, oder: Perfektes Zuhause fiir Rhizopus oli- chez moi sur
gosporus. 48 Stunden standige Observation. Besondere ¥ ma trottinette
Bediirfnisse erfordern besondere Zuwendung. Verhéltnis Enr .

. . : n route je v
am Ende dieser Beziehung: fest zusammengewachsen.

L . une bande vidéo
Ein eingeschworenes Team aus Zerdriickten und Erhofften. R Y
_sur une place pas loin

E de la Gare du Nord

CHAPTER 1, THE CUTLERY
. A dialogue between a fork and o knife :

Manche brauchen weniger Zuneigung. Eine dunk-
le Kammer wére ihnen wohl am liebsten, mit einer
Ecke im Flur scheinen sie jedoch auch zufrieden.
Ungestort transformiert es sich nun mal am besten.

La bande entourait
4 arbres qui formaient les

¢ 4 coins d’un carré
1 .

imis la trottinette
ntre un lampadaire
= et commencgais a

. dérouler la bande

The fork, sweer: I wish I could
‘touch the food

The knife, crying: Can you please st
- penetrating the food with your tooth
FOLLOW THE INSTRUCTIONS ON THE JRITSETS N i L
PACKAGE OR JUST GRAB A FORK AND . .

. The k :

CHECK IF YOU CAN SMOOTHLY BREAK SN Sl
THROUGH THE POTATOES. ALWAYS SRRUNSISILEULENN el-Ueg
CHECK THE BIGGER ONE. The knife: fcwhcekw

‘Wenn der Platz langsam ausgeht, wird’s ganz intim,
wer am wenigsten miiffelt, darf einziehen. Zwischen
Biichern und schlaflosen Nachten, ein Ort am
Bettrand wird gewihrt. Denn auch die ganz langsa-
men Kandidaten, verblenden allméhlich, ehe man sich
versieht, zum dauerhaften Interieur meiner Welt.

= Je me suis arrété

)

. ; The -fork: $
Joanna Czekajlo, TXT exchange’®? . “Pendant ce temps-14, (X Drain the potatoes and ‘ e .fOI krakakakakaaka TSSHIOUUU

f- un passant volait peel them. i Im dead ,

. ma trottinette eee Smash the potatoes. Take The spoon enters the stagey

whatever has multiple holes in

the kitchen, or a flat end of a

metal spoon. Take your time, enjoy ¥
Jelui ai encore the arms workout!

g, couru El}erltlore, ; . Dispose the mountain of

g 113@13(:etalt‘troptard flour on a clean surface (a bowl
J7ai dt prendre is also good, if it is high enough
un taxi pour rentrer to work in it).

oo Press the tip of the moun-

tain with the palm of your hand.

The volcano is ready 1o be filled.

eee Place the egg in the hole,
take a fork and stir the egg well.

e e e e Add smashed WARM potatoes.

// COLD POTATOES MIGHT BE DRIER
AND HARDER TO MIX BY HAND. //

o Well, you know that now you
e nuit-la apres ma chute, have 10 minutes fo massage your
vraiment sorti du trou? dough properly.
- ’ ALWAYS HAVE SOME FLOUR IN HANDS.

T4 .
L

E-=Quand je m’en rendis compte
il était déja loin

The spoon:.twe &¥ing W srd

Enzo De-Tandt, -Fashion

Je crois que
souviens

* était-il le mém
le son de I’art

oo Dough tfonic and cover with
flour: ready to be cut.

/ . Take a piece from the dough and
make a sausage. 3-4cm wide is good.

Cut them into small pillows.

eee Use a fork, tfape multiple
teeth together, use the rough sur-
face to give shape to your gnocchi.
(] Boil water and splash them in.
(X} When they are floating up they -.
are ready to be plated. T

I RECOMMEND TO DISPOSE THE GNOCCHI
DIRECTLY ON THE PLATE OR BOWL, ADD
SAUCE AFTERWARDS.

\ LE SON DE L'ART a
b SA NAISSANCE,
¢TAIT-1L LE MéME
QUE LE SON DE
L'ART
AUJOURD'HUIL ?

Harold

Thom van Hoek, Alumni Temporary program
"
VAV guest teacher

Materialisation Sandberg Institute, 2017

Elena Braida, TXT




The ohjective of the Black Student Union (USB) is to
develop and maintain a students’ association for the
African and Caribbean diaspora within the Gerrit
Rietveld Academie and the Sandberg Instituut.

Curated by Senakirfa Abraham, TXT

A PICTURE OF
MARLENE
DRINKING WATER

Qi Looks Fuwwy)
Gt 15 27 FeiAD)

ooty

n 1976 New York, a sculpture is laken off a gal-

lery space and leaves stains of hair grease on
the wall. A mix of scalp oil and other (at that was
oozing from the artworks during the show. The art
piece is LADY wWiTH BONES, composed of lines
of hair glued to brown paper bags meticulously
soaked in grease. Its creator is David Hammons.
‘The location Just Above Midiown Gallery (AW

When Hammons started his Greasy Bags and Bones |
series in the early 70's, he was in a research of ma
terials which, as opposed (o his previous commer i
cial success body prints series, would be ephem &E?fi zzznm;:ﬁfiogzzlIoztlef,ar;}s/ \
eral and not likely to be sold. ,Many of these picces T N——. by someone? Family, .
stank and lefi (races of hair grease on the museum R g RS PR E T BN PV Tt I,
of gallery walls. No wonder almost no one wanicd SRR CIEESITI LTI,
to buy the works when they were shown*, wriies § ed;. e adeSti,ng myself §
Kellie Jones about Hammons' work in The siructure iﬁfﬁﬁi”‘%h; °di“§1§ZreIn§“ Ciiizz:
of myth and the polency of Magic, David Hammons: iters T .become... Are they me? I'm
Rousing the Rubble, 1991. not me. I’'ve never been me.
The Greasy Bags and Bones series also marks o [ESICCRESSEEC I S TSR TP = T
transition in Hammons works in the way it from | igeamoier;filrfo’m m:h?e I;o;]i(i)liﬁ; i
then on becomes composition 0.[’ material elements So(futzon for discovery? I need :
belonging to an African American version of’ ox - | NN P
istence in cities like New York, aiming to address SEIRTSIT BE PSP SRR BRI S
and comment on this very experience.
Barbecue lefiovers like ribs bones, or wrapping R A

. I need the yous as I need me..

papers, empty whiskey bottles collecied in (rains, kRt R i N AR IR 1D .
and retrieved hair from barber shops, are as many RIS PERISIEIEECU IEELEY
maicrials dense with embedded information used PRttt
by Hammons T e Leaa e and o o
“The ephemeral nature of these materials was ,all my doubts insi.de my body),
maltched by their implicative gesture’ (...) the BiNREER I A
bones, the missing;consumed barbecue, type of [ENESE IR RCTRIEEYRES TR
hair and grease, all things known (0 and used by [ Sttt
African American, were employed by Hammons ‘;Imnsétwgzaszeiizdnzztowgzsmiief, '«
specifically as intimate and personal comments on |} do own me. Whoever. has pow-'T¥
the culture’. er over my feelings owns me.
By inserting clements, mostly lefiovers and traces
of a black experience in the art space, Hammons

I walk around looking for ac- #%

ceptance in people’s eyes and
Pais.cs questions around the ’visibil.ily of these ex- § ;,e c,]::f;ke ias cgtiizciir pil;?,t tlllé
periences. He does so by celebraling as much as ybest role. Role, it’s all a
he troubles references (o Blackness. The malerial- BRI T RIS AR TR L AR
ity of these elements is calling into question which § one, tomorrow another one, for |
kind of substances could eventually legitimatcly @Rt
represent Blackness within the coniext of art. | te many other, ones. b
A (accidental?) slain of hair grease is not IQilell Here we are again.. the many me. )
to essentialize and define a condition, it is more It S

P v 1Pe @ p Al , . . many me? I speak to myself a
a gesture suggesling a quality of Being that slips lotyabout thepmany e iut yet
belween oniologies. '

'I don"t know what it means to|
Somewhere in the Caribbean discourse, Marti- B9 ‘Maybe right now I don’t
nique poet and philosopher Edouard Glissant {alks [Rsteiuiiciels Wi SiNCcEY RIS L= T
aboul the name ‘African’ as being the pan-conti- mf?aﬁing th, it. Mfaybem w.hcl’(hI im
nental name given lo (our) slaves ancestors when | TLght now hias no tear or . R
arriving on the American costs from the slave | ijﬁieozh;t‘é ‘2£nlin:gb:1e l:mz ﬁgr
ship: ‘they became african when they stopped S EEES TR more powerful
being it”. A haunting thought Hammons scems (o (Etlis CREICt N IO ITEL - o3
be familiar with, and which we should always [l Sttt S
have in mind when irying to enclose our selves in | Sl,le has me. “Shall I come?” .
stable identitics. 1'm gone- :

2

LY

Clémence, Fine Arts

Gl NE G

WIS ) O )\0

Once a week, usually in the weekends, an unusual
customer came into the shop. He was easy to spot
because of his huge build and his shiny bald head.
The first time we met each other he kept going on
about my Chinese star sign. He said that our star
signs were supposed to get along great.

Our conversations became a tradition. Every time
he would come shopping we would have a chat.
Sometimes these chats got a bit dragged out mainly
because he couldn’t stop talking. The topic of our
conversations would be varied but he was usually
the one to initiate the topic. Thinking back, he
was mainly the one talking.

It was hard to get on with my work when he was in
the shop so occasionally I would sit in the office
checking the camera footage waiting for him to
leave. This never worked since he started to know
what days I would work and he would hang around until
I had no other choice but to leave my hiding spot.

We would talk about many things like; money, his
crazy holidays to Thailand, sexy women, about his
kids, the time he spent in prison, but mainly
about powerlifting. It is peculiar he thought that
powerlifting would interest me in any way since I
couldn’t look less like a powerlifter.

He used to be a powerlifter which is why he was so
obsessed with his diet and did organic shopping.
Not only was he obsessed with lifting weights, he
was also infatuated with the water he drank. He
only drank one kind of water which we sold in big
two liter bottles which came from an Icelandic
glacier. He would buy two six-packs of water each
time and he made sure to tell me every week that
all other water was disgusting.

I knew the water thing was a big deal but I didn’t
realise how big of a deal it was for him until the
bottles were out of stock. Instead of spending
an hour doing his shopping, to my relief he left
within seconds. No talk about crazy holidays,
nothing about the kids and how much money they
cost him and mainly no more fucking powerlifting.

The bottles never came back in stock. It had
something to do with the glacier melting away and
global warming. My colleagues thought it would be
best if I brought the bad news. Which I did and
it wasn’t easy. He said it was the only reason he
came to our overpriced shop and that he couldn’t
believe it, in fact he didn’t even believe in
global warming. But I do and I love it.

Joe Eshuis, VAV

| 01l paintings and charcoal drawings based on stills from
reality shows about how to raise children.
about the garden variety of trauma caused by an inherently
unequal power dynamic in the parent/child relationship.

The series is

 and constricting.

A collection of thesis excerpts from graduating
students from both the Rietveld .4cademie and
the Sandberg Instituut.

Curated by Renée van Zadelhoff, VAV &
Poppy Paulus-Nicolas, Alumni VAV, 2019

FREE IMMeRsion noTES

ON THE DISIOINTED, YNCANNY

AND AFFECTIVE ELEMENTS OF A

NETWORKED € xPERIENCE

1 take a deep breath and pull myself forward and down-
ward—head first. Using the top half of my body as a
weight, lifting the bottom half above water, kicking to
push myself down. The momentum gained from this
movement can take me all the way down to the sea
floor—T just need to maintain it.

The stone secured on my wrist weighs me down deeper
and deeper. It breaks past the first layer of the earth. 1

pinch my nose and blow gently, gradually depressurising

my ears, as I sink through Jisaste]
m Displacing gravel and minerals on the way.

Magma immediately refills the gaps, creating new stone
skies to gaze up towards, during my descent. I almost

go to apnoea as 1 get closer and closer to the nucleus of

iron and nickel. My ears ring from the perennial rock
vibrations, myv eves mist from the sulphur-dust JOFISN
ater or

shaping around me.

Here the division of shapes and negative space is more
arbitrary than on the exterior. More temporary, because
1 p e ple h 1

I internal skies are hard and solid, the earth a sticky
olue, moving in whirlpools and pullulating with gassy

tarted from

1 let my diving-stone drop and
sink deeper once more.

Tlose the tip of my right ring-finger along the way, when
it gets pressed between two moving tectonic plates. I'm
told to let the broken bone heal before getting the wound

truding from the bandage. Pink and yellow keep oozing
out of it, concentrating like slizme and drying around
the knuckle.

A few months pass. The stone sky surrounding me has
hugid> clouds wherever concen-

rations of chromium and magnesium collect paiEGEEG

nger-tissue has turned black and hard, like volcanic
rock. The bone has healed but the nail-bed is irreparably
damaged. 1 get the metal wire pulled out, the necrotic
tissue-shell scrapped off and the excess bone ground —
so that the remaining skin can be stitched around the ex-
posed flesh. T continue my descent, with a shorter, softer
‘and nail-less ring-finger.

QW Solidilled Deg

ather chan
leaden rain Wlataed
he hollows of the spongy rock IRl UL RTRZ) -
1 e ith g Zzioza0 of fame Rather, of
lithering down a mineral vein{(eyssRdsd
comfort of the porous cave, 1 am observing the colours
and textures, adjusting my senses to the atmospheric vi-
brations. Ears popping and blocking. Pupils dilating

o

Myrto Vratsanou, Fine Arts l

Ssandberg Institute

SRSV hailstorm of zinc and
nothing to do but to e <IN

€
>
S

1 blink.

W here to now?

ON ,AS\AN Woman™t AnD THE FERPY
OF FEMINIZED GWOSTS N AGIA

One night, rubbing the greasy fingers from the meat
pies to the side of the jeans, we wondered: “Why
would so many women die in the movies? 4nd so
often? .4nd why do they keep on coming back?” One
boy in the group answered: “IWell’ that’s because...
the body of the women are more beautiful, and they
attract more attention?” With the wide smile on
his face, he’d mimic the curves of the woman with
two hands in the air. Me and my fellow girlfriends
shared a look and kept our mouth shut. However, 1
must admit that what he said that night never left
my mind afterwards. When 1 climbed back the dark
hills up that day, to go back home alone, 1 thought
if T die tonight by some unfortunate coincidence, 1
will be the ghost who wanders around the hills, try-
ing to find out what killed me and what 1 did wrong.
In the meantime, 1 also thought whether I am wear-
ing a nice outfit that when I am found dead, people
won't talk shit about me - but it should not be too
nice that people would talk shit about how I have
brought the problems or have attracted the danger. 1
had to climb that hill every morning and night, for
another three years of my high school.

Dickhead.

This account that you are holding right now
is my attempt to reach out to the fellow Jsian
female ghosts by studying the existing rep-
resentation of them in different cultures over
East and South East 4sia, and how the his-
tory, political situation, and media-film and
literature mostly- has played its role in shap-
ing them as such.

Juni Mun, VAV

| Ave x/ovb

-

) INTELLIGENCE AND SEX

i1 theught about sex being a state of mind, about the 3

many ways my body could experience-.sex without |
stitched. A small metal wire is drilled into it, its tip pro- | v Ways 1y bocy, < peret L °

C 14 y b
| the presence of someone elde. Y

At a cohi;érszltion\‘\vifh a ferhale friend of gzzitiie"; we §
discussed what our own first sexual arousal was like. |
She felt attracted to lubrication and sliminess since a |
very young age, while my first memory'of something |
that tan be labelled as arousal, or sexual energy, was!
a fight with a plant. When 1'was 4 my family used
to hqve a'small garden where ivy would grow wild. |

[

W hen playing alone, 'd throw myself intoithe plant, §

 let the branches surround me and try to escape them,

ﬁghting"it. I'd run away from the plant. and then 1
throw myself back to it@again. During this act T felt, §

isome sort of energy,that now 'd characterize as se;

ual, like sexual attraction to this act. Back then 1 felt

some sort of uneasiness in myself because 1'couldn’t
putrthis energy into words

came a friustration*o me. W hilévrezﬁembering ’chi§

b moment with her, 1 thought about how this energy |

 is pushed (by social media, TV, family, school) to be

ized into heterosexuality. .4nd as you grow up

a fgmale, it is canalized into being penetrated and

| finding pleasure in it, and into being passive. W hat
) if sex robots; if artificial intelligence wouldn’t be a
'asubs‘titute for human contact, but instead‘an ihcen-
L tive to open, up our desire to other ways and practices
with other human beii‘lgs? W hat if they could act as

ediators? Hew'plausible is that? ,

CPR ) ¥. 1 .
ness, sensitivity defies the norm and reigns suprem

ON CONSENT ARTIFICIAL 4

sconcrete goal. Tt be-

y=7)

o O\SPLAYS OF EMoTIiOond

FEMALE WYSTERIA AND TEARS

1 Today, Tam in fortune—the prime spot is all mine. Once

again, and not for the last time, Lsjt on the dirty tiles of

the toilet and religiously wait for my face toturn back
i tp its.deflated proportions. Trying to hydrate my eyes
b and my temper, 1 already hear the girls lining up to pee.
{ Under the.pressure of the surrounding, and the end of
the lunch break, 1 give myself one last look in the mirro f

Still red, still swol- len. In times of performative tough-

Al lakhyérdya‘n , GD

BIMBODIZAMES
p 1§ 3993"3133

ON BIMBOFICATION,FORNOGRAmY
AND BIMBO PERFORMANICE™

Imagine this: 1t’s a warm summer day in the park.
The sun is shining bright and you are thirsty.
A kind stranger offers you a beverage and you thank
him and begin to drink. But something is not right:
your body is changing! Blonde locks grow from your
head and your lips swell. Your t-shirt rips apart as your
tits expand. Your ass grows so big that your denim
shorts simply disappear between your cheeks. Suddenly
your brain goes blank. You forget where you are. You

want to please. You. Need. To. Fuck
o, .

This narrative of a “normal” girl developing into a
bimbo is similar to that of most bimbofication por-
nography. Bimbofication can be enjoyed in different
media—written erotica, animations, transformation
blogs etc.—but most popularly as illustrated timeline
sequences, in which a cartoon character becomes in-

creasingly bimbofied.

Based on both bimbofication cartoons and pop-cul-
ture phenomenons from my 2000s youth, 1 have con-
structed the following definition of a True Bimbo:

The True Bimbo was born to be a bimbo—
she is helplessly unaware, ditzy, but often kind-heart-
ed, easily dominated and eager to please (men). She is
white, blonde and fuckable. She is called bimbo by oth-
ers, not by herself.

1 would like to propose an alternative
to the True Bimbo:

‘The Recontextualized Bimbo who is reflective. She per-
forms bimbo in order to position herself in a specific
way or to achieve something (politically, economically
or personally). She comes in all shapes, sizes, and co-
lours. She calls herself bimbo.

For most bimbo-identifiers, bimbo is a costume you
dress up in, rather than a character trait or an inborn
female identity. It’s a set of recognisable accessories
(hair-extensions, long nails, high heels) that can be put
on and taken off again as desired. Presenting yourself
as a bimbo becomes a way of performing rather than a
way of being. A performance based on an idealised ver-
sion of a woman, a performance that imitates norma-
tive notions of hyper-fernininity and exaggerates these
traits to the extreme. By simultaneously embodying the
bimbo in a way that is loving, absurd, frivolous, ex-
aggerated, campy, bimbo-identifiers gently dismantle
and denaturalise the illusion of a bimbo as female or of
feminine nature. Perhaps bimbofication is not actually
humiliating to women; perhaps it is mocking the pa-
triarchal idea of the True Bimbo, of every woman being
born part bimbo.

Bimbo-identifiers are determined to redefine, recon-
textualize and reclaim the bimbo, but their work is
not done yet. Wouldn't it be a relief to wave a magic

» wand and dispose of the derogatory use of bimbo—

“Bimbo-di Bambe-di Boobs*—and instead respect,

. enjoy or even worship bimbos as empowered and liber-

ated characters and performers?

Feline Hjermind, VAV

i

Biking down Singel in the winter,
I pass the rows of coffee shops
where tourists sit dead-eyed and
slack-jawed, foregrounding the
cloudy sky like depressing busts.
They move slowly, lighting up
their conically shaped joints.
The cool January air makes the
smoke even thicker. They in- and
exhale theatrically.

The wind is fierce. I bike into it
while I think about nothing, about
very few things. The weed-smoking
tourists recede behind me along
with their white-boy dreadlocks
and cheap sunglasses.

My friend told me he finally stopped
smoking because he had the reali-
sation that he was never really a
smoker to begin with. I gave him
a puzzled look, and he elaborat-
ed. He had never been a smoker,
but had always liked smokers very
much. This caused him to inadver-
tently spend a lot of time around
smokers and, since smoking is a
social activity, he began smoking
too. Also, it was cool. But now
he is older and has found that
smoking is not really his thing.
I nodded my head in recognition
and took a drag of my cigarette.
He took out the rolling tobacco
from his pocket.

“People who are addicted

o cigarettes and just dumb
and weak,”
my other friend said.

“We smoked a cigarette
together yesterday,”
I said to him.

“Yeah, but I'm not addicted,”
he clarified.

lloh , ”n
I say.

The three of us sit together in
the brown bar, cigarette smoke
whirling above our heads.

*

* *

Now, I don’t know where y’all
would get the idea to associ-
ate me with such morally de-
crepit behaviour! I will have
y’all know that since January
third, two-thousand and twen-
ty, I am smoke free, yes lord,
not a single puff from a ciga-
rette, a blunt, spliff or doobie,
four-twenty blaze it (makes sign
of the cross), has passed these
blessed lips!

And let it be known, before the
Lord, that I do not intend on
starting again, no ma’am! I pray
to God that he may give me the
strength to cast away this dis-
ease and lead me into the light!
I pray that when I am tempted by
the devil to pick up that damned
cancer-stick again, He, as in
God, not the devil, will give me
the strength to throw it into the
toilet where it belongs! I have
faith that if I do give in to the
devil, he will forgive my weak-
ness as long as I repent. And
he shall give me the strength to
forsake this curse once again,
to quit, goddammit, quit! With
the Lord behind me, I will never
lose hope. He knows of the purity
of my motivation and he forgives
me when I fail. Even if I fail
one thousand times and smoke one
thousand cigarettes, he knows
that it is not because I want to,
but simply because I am weak. So
(dramatic pause), let it be known
to all (another pause) that when
I start smoking again, it will
not be my intention!

Isabel Pontoppidan, VAV



Peck a Little
Chlorinated,
Gravy fated.

Stock villain
Stogk still
Stuck in the mud
e A stick.y
 Stuffed with Stuff
' Served with $puds )
Fat ‘fléshy pink 'raw ' - |
Slit' my belly
Snap my bones
Slapimef§o’I’m tender
- Ssitting on a platter
- * Can’'t stand ! 3
ggan’t stand the stamping‘
: ;of the stupid p
_V;Stupid s?upid'stupid " 3 S Open Sesame. Only a few
Me? in su}ts N S may know the secret of
R They . ' N entering treasure caves.
Won’t change their Even just the treasure of
un@erwegr communicating in the same
thel;‘sp9ts_ language. A password that
,PI thglr minds. a lot of us seem to be
Start ‘to meiild, searching for.
Get stinky
3 old
' Haunted
v Hunted v
. Stunted
. Little frunts.
Cunts.
STOP! .

Eva van der Zand,
The Large Glass

Anti-Collectivist Anti-Essentialist

=
oof“""'-' FrROM
O AROVE.

Everyone is just heads,
Seen from above,

N\
\

\\
L]
¢

Anti-Formalist Anti-Populist

Anti-Absolutist Anti-Authority

-_—
Christophe Synak,
Alumni GD, 2017

aHyperindividualist ‘Please.
- . . . e 3 \
Community of Social Elitism Shifra Osorjo hewell, va
oy i b T
e d }l > o S H

artis an anaesthetic— -
o ’ U S¥-REAcH

\*—_

radical openness TUST REAGH OuT To MiM} Like quarters thrown J
; into a wishi ~
ICONOCLASM vishing well, (]
ICONOCLASTIC L underwater, \
‘ Fish pass me by, I ¢
CLASSIC Above me there’s [
. ) a blue sk
’ Anaesthetic Fantastic § Opened up like Z,fridge '\ \
Aesthetic Ascetic Acidic \ when you're hungry, \‘
) Lo ) . ‘ screaming intensely Rolling around
our em archis A
[ otlonsandpm anarchisms and get yourself in the sand, J
are the most important. someone who is nice and reliable Everyone is just grains, {/ 4
. : _ ; On a breezy beach, i{ ¢
Process ina paratextual ocean Madeleine Peccoux, : |
Image and Language ‘ - The one I was when ‘
On thelast day on Earth, v they liked me, )
We throwa ball. as dlsappeared like I
a line on a []
we the living, we the damned; tale;, aitt ,as paalrlty' \\
P WE WILL TAKE CARE OF OURSELVES seagulls in the sky, |
Green grass of spring \

tickling my chin,

AND WE WILL DESTROY OURSELVES \
Everyone is just dots, )
{/

WE WILL NOT REPEAT THE MISTAKES
OF THE COLLECTIVISTS ANDITS

RACISMS, WE WILL BE SELF LIBERATED

Self-Liberation!

)

N\It’'s all I see nowadays,
\\ But I love the sky (/€
‘ and the clouds, i
% And the birds |
| in the morning, /] 8
It all makes for a [/
Qood cup of coffee, {

Noé Cottencin,
Resolution/Sandberg Institute

We will 9 i X
7 celebrate & A 2 > i iy g 7
OUR SADNESS ‘ & S R A : ” ) . 4 iy ) 'é COYbOY iodeo’ d \\\
- A N eople get on an

OUBBROI}ENHEARTS e aee, }

OUR DISEASES AND ILLNESSES nd the night swallows AJ

OUR MENTAL DISASTERS AND the train, i,/ |

ish you were an oyster, v Watcha doin’ \

OURTRASHEDNHNDS- penh 'you and take-the bug you H;;; insidt"‘ with your life,
AND SCARRED MEMORIES \ S 2s in a video.call, to opeh the mollusk
OURLOST FUTURES Rivg N : : i .  ; sffi agdﬂtransfer the body that.it houseifw

OURLOST PASTS You are my amulet
I keep you in the chest

BEAUTIFUL SHIPWRECKS
Smelling flowers \\
on a green hill, \)
Or dinner being 1

cooked in the distance, l'

\

\

AN

My thoughts are

OUR LOST PRESENTS between -the br#:Znd the skin. ust pill \
OUR GREAT MAGNIFICENT JEALOUSIES You take'm S ke o e \
N ) e from unknown places They make me wanna |
OUR BODIES IN CONFLICT po.familiar ones, .. jump off bridges, ‘, 3
OUR SEXUALITIES IN DISARRAY From time to t&me I Teel on”the other side But iflilm ?ii careful, [
- ’ R e ! spl
OUR BODY AND MIND ;but I remember: I always.end up-lon;the shore. all over é;e c;ing;at :
. . : LT : A | !
are cast as under lﬁ?all stone yrobot ' And fall asleep, |
4 If I could, I would.give you legs But my jaw always \A
And we will Dance and Create aniai:d 2&22& d = gets so clenched, \
3 . - ’ and ears ‘ . - [
as the world falls back into the sky, maybe"that‘y way you feel N € il [/ 3 And my nails so bitten, J
2 : ; ; . - - - d 4
Artas a means to Survive. ’ - the #& oo gazes A Julian Hill, Basic year ,"
e Karen Dolev, Fine Arts ©Xchange®’V’ 7 - ST )
—"‘J“"

Tobias Mud, Basic Year Jimena Casas, VAV
mena Casas, VAV

Unlegit writing reviews and observes all the forms of
writing as sufficient and legitimate. Cross-languages,
cross-stylistics, extra-plagiarism, non-readable, non-
poetic, misreading, Copy—pasted, poetic of dyslexia,
boring to death and all the other possible forms of
writing are encouraged and eventually published. Unlegit
writing welcomes all the undefined categories and writing
experimentations which might not fit or usually be tolerated. . ___

curated by Morgane Billuart, VAV

(Unlegit writing is a mash-up, a collaboration, an assemblage of _
different writings. Neither the grammar, nor the punctuation,
nor the logical sense of it have been transformed) & 4

My overly excited fingers hover above the keyboard ready to reveal the truth
I've been touching and afraid to harm the sensitivity of the connection.
maybe thats not a good start. or maybe it is So I keep some parts of myself \
MYSTERY MY MASS TERY(?) mastery!
ah yes, I get it.
as if the unknown presence
grounds me to the floor

while the sky is getting even more distanced away

Its like if confrontation disabled me to touch it right

(I think when your cerebrality finally ives way to some subconscious sensuality
you channel power from everyone youve fucked. and 1 really think that. i1 do not

believe that, but I often think that)

consciousness

Séund waves emanatiﬁg from an Other or the pure
playing with itself? WHO THE FUCK KNOWS RIGHTN\?
B U T N O OOO0OOOOOOO0OO0OO0OO0OO0O0

I did write this and I won't delete it.

We can drink the cocktails before we leave the store. It's fine we can check out
in the piano. Play me a sweet pop tune and I'll lie under the pialDoNoPolooool.

But then how to live right? Well i wont go into that because I can only negotiate

that in my terms and would in no way o
want to promise any successful guidance?’w mﬂ){k/\w J\_) Z:/

N/
to anyone. Only because I struggled a ?
A cat logt itg head

lot with this sort of moralist guidance
philosophy type. It's like the horse[})
’ [ don't remember and two I don’t understand hal# [
Indtha g 0 lame: the things I am told 4
CAN 4
"1 1 %

instructor. And its not easy to be a
good horse instructor. I wont be one. [
(€
G y - o
an y¢ '  And nystified eithen
Lﬁ And I think of fir g4

a rider.
. / N
» qz.@ g 0 B et i But that’s already invented
S jc’A Ne Leh QG the ri \)2 now, I don't have the right to ask this, but i

youre a gaming person who enjoys roleplaying and A
! ale P emo §, ! exploring the limits of real-world role-playing
ghe's looking/for her/n

fyjqﬂﬂ, Nk
S \
\ [ nevel undgfstood why

~

wanna be "

don’t even get me ther e

that’s quite special by itsel (K
4

I taste yes cigarettes and spit from two mornings ago]/t\

\ Y

Leaning against, something which is
not. We must cleanse the mess, open
the flow, cleanse the order, build,
like play. a bUILDING THAT AIMAYS
results in something other than

that cannot be

¢
b
elr dan ang

\,

{
Flowers viewed face front, a relationship
with respect. Times are dark, so the
lightbulb is overworked.

Funny how fast the truth I've been )S ) )
touching eroded into the confused or you enjoy working with cards, why should you'lily
self degradation party again. And leave that behind to become a lawyer?

our Separate

f
I didn't eat yet today so goodbye, h W e share
you. 0O SNeE ; ‘ loneliness intellectually
. . \ 11
1 hite gold heck one P
= e y Y So, preferably alone Print the current directory,

Smoke and the gme]l of it
feast of the new
the scent revolution has in my mind
with you I will dance into improbable futures
hahahahahhahahaha komik biraz
komik bias

as a .pst and call with the correct path argumen
if desired.

“If you could get a tooth chip that could move
naked)

acmizy N

js nd. hernos
ot tolyour

\,Sz/%t/i_)\_/ \Vj,_/“-\,-—, - ‘/

with the city. with the participation of

it’d be brilliant,” Dr. Heft said

(and we start
(naked is not old nor new)

; This could be a typical
But it’s ten degrees colder

sssssss sive ve selale
anew

)nd the nec
used google traduction to translate some ' DU ff(] /]
sentences i wrote on my notebook 1n ,

basic year je me suis déposée sur le (j \

sol, javais tellement froid javais méme
plus de sensation dans les doigts - le
soucis cest que ya rien qui me vient la
tout de suite alors j'invente

To sum up, we can declare: “We don't
fleeing the own
the thing

Enough I'm gonna blame it on someone
else now.I am focused on one sharp the one
point And I dissolve into the bench.

The passing of a running man.

Beyla, [11.06.19 10:05]

hungry and 1 HAVE
front of my lob. I

I am
A Headache,

this

evervthing around me has been teasing the headache to come sit its big ass . .
y g & 8 Eve Boontje & Anna Sieberns, Basic Year

associate

on my head. City lights, computer lights. There is something about the shared Eoma Lou Burkel. Fashion

headache versus the one thats just there. Sidsel Lehn Mehlsen, VAV
Enslaved material stolen from it's family at a young age now does its job well. Leyla Cehan, Fine Arts
EVERYTHING SHALL SERVE ME AS I AM HUMAN —constant shouting results from Cemre Eraslan, Fine Arts
my urban existence. Where are our roots that can grow so long into unspeakable Larizza Beyla, Basic Yea
wisdom in multimillion relations. NOW: EVERYTHING IS NEW: The sole root Anonymous
connecting us is the Leash. I imagine your touch opening the groun 1
my back, through white curtains darkness of nothing.
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 PARTVING LATER 19

I LIKE OATS
BLOATED TUMMY COFFEE YUMMY
EMPTY STOMACH NO MORE RAIN
ALBERT HEIJUN I'M IN PAIN
OUT OF STOCK
FIFTY CENTS
WHERE ARETH THOU MY LOVETH ; -
MAN YOU MADE COFFEE TOO HOT -"4‘;;" 'y
IS THERE ANYTHING W T el
YOU CAN DO RIGHT?! i

ENTERING THE GATES I FEEL LIKE - INGREDIENTS

Due to the Covid-19 crisis, the Rietveld Journ;]_.
had to adjust its program in 2.020. }Jsualk]{y E;l @
duced at the Rietveld Academie, with the P ‘
of Joos Wiersinga in the offset and Lettleipalzieiz  /
i ition of the Journa

workshop, the third edi 2

i i Newspaper Club bas [
relocate its production to e Y
i i t the current socia ¢
in London, 1in order to respec :

i i lace in Amsterdam.
distancing measures taking p -
Newspaper Club assures that they follow t.he :E_
propriate measures to ensure alsafe working

i ithi i duction.
vironment within their pro 3 .
while encountering a lot of sp(aitlzl arcmldr]e.ig:;ik
i we managed to adapt an
tle o e This is possible thanks to

I SMELL OLD THINGS ‘ 1 cauliflower Ehe T ?eigs‘student Council, obstinate
THERE SHE IS COLLECTING 1 half grated T half roasted onion vtv};iksggpzrli c1:\1‘.etv:1d Journal team 'memZeJ;sf (a)gi
DUST ON HER EYEBROW g advisors, as well as the Constall, TV ves for
READY ON THE FLAT SURFACE a bunch Of parSIeY, mini’ (c:g;;fl;?.:;ogrsmd m’rrf:heiliovie of support and warmt?.
] tarragon or cilantro ; i £ fusion and physical )% -4 / . . . . . . .
JIIGGCLAYN RSE'?E WTAHIR’T(;ETSH FTQ"?ATME f half ga pomegranate O g ae might not stand beside each other | | . Alumni Now is a series of interviews with Rietveld

in body, but we do in mind. ' AL T -y ‘ graduates, some ounly just finished, others a long

I’VE BEEN THROUGH WORSE .
while ago. Scattered across the world, alumni &

REFINED SUGAR 1/4 cup of lightly toasted

pistachios or you could Soon after its birth in 2019, on the bridge of a new vom all deparin e paid a visit in their cur
BLU BOOTS DANCING HIGH HEELS E: also use almonds decade, the Rietveld Journal got to experience a lot from all departments ave paid a visit in their cur-
RED NIGHT STANDING : lemon juice and zest of changes. rent workspace; whether it is a resin splattered

ENGAGE THE FLAVORED STEAM 1 ) ) ) ) ) ) 3
PIERCE THROUGH A WET SURFACE 1 za’atayr @ middle eastern spice blend After two publications of delightful, yet intense la- §

LIGHT BENDS SHIMMERING { cumin bour, Irene de Gelder, co-founder of the Rietveld
SILVER REFLECTION 3 olive oil Jopufnal passed on her jacket to two new faces
GRAB THE SPOON YOU FOOL! joining the ranks of the Head of Editorial: Marite 3 , 4
PROCESS Kuus and Karolina Wisniewska. We'd like to 4 TETS A -4  STORAGE
thank her for all her hard work and the build up of j : —— 1 ; o
strong foundations that made it possible to con- ’ ] Y : o A 3 > o
tinue this project in 2020. . g gl 1 ] Curated by Bieneke Bennekers, K :
Public Rietveld

‘ - g individual florets of the first half This lastyear has beenrich innew experiences: 4 : 2 ) i : : 1 \ \ 7/ ‘ . .
and put them in a roasting pan. Drizzle the Rietveld Journal T(ree)eam has grown into a . - a : =" AN : B i 2 / )
some olive oil, salt, pepper and a beautiful network from the inside towards the . b ~ s 3 \ 3 THE ual!f‘ - -— \ -

studio, a garden shed, their own kitchen table, or
a cubicle on the 8th floor of a high-rise. Look-§ : :
ing back on their studies, they contemplate the “Matyi’, Photographic series, visual poetry 2019/20
unforeseen effects the Rietveld may have had on Claire Bamplekou,

their life, their work, their values, and viewpoinis. Alumni The Large Glass, 2016

Robstolk and Raddraaier have donated the hookbinding
workshop their leftover paperstock.

(] Start by preheating the oven on
180 degrees celsius. Then start cut-
ting the cauliflower in half. Cut the

Mabel Ranselli, Pre-course

sprinkle of za’atar.Put it in the pre- outside. It has travelled the world from our hands
\ l heated oven for around 30 to 40 minutes toyours, from your hands back to ours. Youfedus
19 .._Jr< until it’s golden. as much as we tried to feed you, and we would like 0 ‘
oo Meanwhile grate the other half to thank you for that. : — : it ] \
s of the cauliflower and place in a bowl. “We felt the need to fill in the "gaping hole" to ex- e : : L ) . s He who always deeply desired to live
' Slice the onion into very thin rounds. press ourselves in a textual manner. We as ana- § S : . B “['m not a chef, this is not my table, and I don’t by the sea - immensely dragged by its
Take a skillet and cover the base of logue enthusiasts created a printed platform for i :';:;‘:I:";"_:l':'ﬂ::f;:::"_':&“:;ﬁ‘!‘:ﬂ‘:’:;‘:":_e . WL A R A 1112136 AV T (A e T MO 2 ATl  smell anytime he took a train to the ' .
AN |/ _ l the skillet with olive oil. Turn the all students, alumni and employees of the Gerrit ¥ nrimrunslolnunl‘gcali‘lll:ls.l:romea;d ask:m!'ls;zlgm;s - gests. AR SRR RGN RTNIEM beach on holidays: how the sun heat-
- < gas on fo high and let fhe oil heat Rklletvelt?lAcaderr;e an_?hthebSangberg Ibnl_stltléut to g and explain your project to us. We can see what we R T (Yo R ) T R R TR e O L € and eventually dried up the salty )
/l up. Then put the onions in the skil- share their works with a broader public. Even 3 might have to offer. First come, first serve! . . : ) N e water on his bathed, bronze-glazed Tertu had painted the wooden walls of
let and add some salt. It’s always su- though the Rietveld Journal is and will remain > - ]az‘lf)nslzzp between me and uy guess. lee).fgwe R skin, how the reflection of the azure her kitchen green, the kind of shade of
| per important to salf vegetables while mainly a textual platform, we are accepting all . : 5.4 their trust, [ give {11@171 UL Tl le SN 1ight from the modest waves tingled green that grows onto ropes when they
L  they are cooking instead of at the end. sorts of contributions that have their place in a § 1 Z i N B VX T T A T R oee) L AN R T S AN M in his eyes or how the quiet buzz have been submerged in water for a long

e Fry the onions until they furn gold- paper landscape, such as comics, illustrations W Ne e (GL " gy | 4 , fluid ecosystem in which everyone has their own of the island made him rapturous- time. She was getting the pan hot to fry
\’, a - en brown, around ten minutes. Roughly and collages.” This has been our motto since the 4 ' = : ole and ‘] : ly calm, when he could spend hours some slices of seal fat.
. i ' chop the parsley, mint and tarragon beginning of this project and still is. 4 roie and place. : ) and hours merely surrendering him- o

' and place in the bowl with the grated L. i1ic third issue of the Rietveld Journal we ‘ This is thf’ atmosphel’e [ try to c‘z‘ear? (LU .1t to the ambience, just lying on She was sitting at her desk, at the far
caulif]_.ower. Chop the pi§Iachios and . lcome you in an old fashioned-like designlénd— : : il : ’ BTy e N Y e O R L M WA TI® e warm rocks clasped by the holy €nd of the second floor of their house,
place in the bowl along with the seeds  _..,o oUr new Graphic Design team, Ran-Re § ‘ o g R Y e A A AL OR IO voter—twenty-five years later, the PY the window that faced out onto the

; . . ; - 4 , S R : sea, when she heard her husband come in
of half a pomegIarTaIe. Reimann and bukasz Matuszewski of first year - ; : / W lours. It’s not really a restaurant, it’s a journey iaytaf]i(:erl]}_leh sold all hlsd"?luii’ through the front door downstairs. She
®ee Once the onions and roasted cau-  Graphic Design, have dived and explored 80's HANKS TG E e - S W hrough different ideas that manifest themselves in S ort o e 29% O atons.  put her hand onto the nape of her neck
liflower have cooled off, put them in ublication design and printing methods. As are- ¥ e il . . bought and renovated a small stone- -

h - . p . g b € ms : Y L A I e [ ) T T N VXY i Mo/ M7 | .<c on the shore, went for his first @nd ran her hand up through her thick
the bowl with the other ingredients. sult of their research, all hands in, they stepped i g : = » - . . . . L : hair and stood up to face the stairs
Drizzle some olive oil on top, along away from digital methods to physical ones, dis— E e : e e ¥ woz'lf of‘al'r, a social elpel’}me"m‘... The impor- W elevated and intoxicated by Sust as ho was coming up them. She sat
with the zest and juice of half a lemon. mantled and foldedback together the Journal, ren- 4 ; : / R rant N N TG ) R IR Y gl the achievement of this long devot- on the bed and asked about his day while
Sprinkle some salt, pepper, cumin and dering a new kind of facade for the Rietveld } e & oy L R means 10 them.” g cd goal, swam restlessly oblivious- = . cced and put his clothes into
za’atar on top. i i i i . " ‘ . T # i 1y away from the small stone house, p ¢

o] Journal. Welcome to their collaged inspirations [k é ~ £ th X d the cupboard. She watched his broad back
. . . . F i awa rom € warm rocks an awa *
Natalia Ruhe, GD and discoveries. Have anice journey! Bookbinding Workshop is open fon the hest ofdays) on [EESCMUELSED ‘a_pproagh ?1110"(\1’5 Ola tol ogfer het O T quite buzz; S0 oy and his scruffy hair from behind as he
r ™ o o .
All the best from your editors, i Monday, Tuesday, WONmaagigisThursday and Friday. On guests an experience designed to stretch the taste . . told her about the gossip he heard at
‘ Y threel! various occasions we also do Monday, Tuesday, 5 hy that the inevitable threat of the : °

buds and, correspondipgly, the brain. Her CNSCEIN  cat open sea welcomed him entire- Work. She laughed and he came over to
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