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I often wonder how philosophers come up with their ideas. Do 
they just sit and think like I’m sitting and thinking right now?

Written for myself
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I often walk, and walk, even though I am aware I severely dislike 
walking. I have been on vacation by myself various times. I do 
not embark on these travels all by myself with particular reason, 
they just simply spring from a desire to be alone, perhaps even 
to be lonely. On these trips, I go to destinations lacking any 
sort of intention. I get off the train when the impulse is there, 
maybe because I’m tired of sitting on the train, maybe because 
I like what I see outside the train window or maybe because I’m 
feeling slightly hungry. 

I often feel like a robot during these travels, I just move 
on impulse, I do not have much of a sensitivity for my surround-
ings. It is in fact the environment itself I can perceive as rather 
numbing, how alien everything can feel when you step out of a 
train without clear intention. Transported to a place you do not 
have any expectations of or references to. Furthermore, I barely 
interact with my surroundings, most of the time because I’m too 
scared to or too overwhelmed by the sheer randomness of my 
environment and my complete lack of control over it. So I gener-
ally try to avoid talking to people, the language barriers con-
tribute to this as well of course. This “potential for everything to 

Vacationness
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happen” is terrifying to me because it is unknowable, but for me 
this is also a form of pure awareness of your surroundings.

This paradox of detachment and awareness can become 
quite interesting. Linguistically for example; I can’t tie meaning 
to road signs, maps, restaurant menus and so on. I don’t know 
any architectural historical background of the buildings I am 
surrounded with, I know nothing of the people walking past me, 
I am only capable of assuming a thing or two. However, I am 
very aware of all the visual aspects of my surroundings. Every-
thing becomes decorative. I become a visitor to someone’s 
interior. Buildings become shells, people become masses.

I feel like an alien to a town I do not contribute anything 
to, an outsider to the machine. From which I can see all the 
cogs turning, steam pumping and valves blowing. A machine 
I am too scared to interrupt from running, only seeing specific 
parts of the machine but never the machine in its full working 
state. The looming anxiety of a potential chain reaction, if I talk 
to someone maybe something else will happen I can’t control 
or expect.

The feeling of lacking control is one of the thrills during 
these travels. I often do not particularly amuse myself when 
travelling, as a matter of fact I frequently find myself quite bored 
and unstimulated. This is for me a state of nothingness, I feel 
like I don’t have any significant worth in the system I am tem-
porarily inhabiting. However this condition is something that 
makes me feel very much alive; it confronts me with the minis-
cule of my existence and how little I know of my own future. 

I am wiser than this man, for neither of us really knows 
anything fine and good, but he thinks he knows some-
thing when he does not, whereas I, as I do not know, do 
not think I know.1 
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I often find myself lost in a world I barely comprehend and most 
certainly never will; this is applicable to my life in general, but 
also to interpreting art and making art. Acknowledging this 
force of non-comprehension is often a point of departure. A 
feeling is a feeling for a reason. When one understands a feel-
ing it transforms itself into a thought, it is no longer a sensation 
but it has entered the thinking realm. 

This tension between the non-understood and under-
stood, is what makes me essentially human. God knows all, an 
object knows nothing. Humans find themselves stuck in be-
tween.

I find myself confronted again and again with my, inher-
ently human, desire to claim superiority over my surroundings. 
I find myself trapped in an intellectual hierarchy, trapped in the 
illusion that knowledge equals power and importance. I tend to 
forget, however, I lack an essential piece of knowledge, and that 
is the fact that I am human and one I will never know all there is 
to know. Artmaking is a tool that allows me to free myself from 
these structures; it is not a tool to explain or to master, it is a 
tool to channel or embody my state of non-understanding. To 
express a feeling without the need of comprehension, to allow 
a feeling to remain a feeling. 

Of course I am aware that writing about the unknown, 
void, non-understanding, etc. is paradoxical in itself. The idea 
of the void, that is much philosophically pondered upon, is not 
something I feel capable enough to be academically sucked 
into. Therefore I try not to define this state of non-understand-
ing, but to articulate the space around it. I am more interested 
in roaming in and around this non-comprehension than map-
ping it.
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Architect of My Own Demise.

It can. When the north pole comes so close as to touch 
the south pole, the earth disappears and man finds him-
self in a void that makes his head spin and beckons him 
to fall. If rejection and privilege are one and the same, 
if there is no difference between the sublime and the 
paltry, if the Son of God can undergo judgment for shit, 
then human existence loses its dimensions and becomes 
unbearably light.2

Kundera states that our reality is shaped by opposites, that we 
perceive the world by either good or bad, joyfulness or woe, 
ugly or beautiful. If these opposites were to collapse into one 
another, beautiful and ugly, genuine and pretence, fantasy and 
reality, would be perceived as one and the same, supposedly 
nothing would remain of our perceiving of reality. Or as Kundera 
puts it: “Human existence loses its dimensions and becomes 
unbearably light.”3 Reality could be perceived on a base of axes 
with an infinite possibility of adjectives opposed to each other; 
“When the north comes so close as to touch the south pole.”4 as 
Kundera states. The axes twist and turn, our way of comprehen-
sion renders useless. Everything becomes nothing, the meaning 
of existence becomes unbearably light.

The slow cancellation of the future has been accompa-
nied by a deflation of expectations. [...] The feeling of 
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belatedness, of living after the gold rush, is as omnipres-
ent as it is disavowed. Compare the fallow terrain of the 
current moment with the fecundity of previous periods 
and you will quickly be accused of ‘nostalgia’. But the 
reliance of current artists on styles that were established 
long ago suggests that the current moment is in the grip 
of a formal nostalgia….5

Mark Fisher proposes that contemporary culture feeds on this 
formal nostalgia. Cultural time has become inert, frozen in time 
it soothes us with the potential of the past, by endlessly refer-
encing form without its original context. An example of this is 
found in the fashion industry. For the past two decades, it has 
been said that trends generally resurface every twenty years. 
Illustrating that the past subsumes and haunts the present. 
Symbols of the past endlessly recycled to feed the consumer’s 
insatiable desire for nostalgia. Yet inevitably the symbols orig-
inal meaning gradually erodes over time, from citation to rec-
itation. The formality of what once was leaves us in this fallow 
landscape of the present, where the ghosts of past times dwell.

Kitsch is the absolute denial of shit, in both literal and 
figurative senses of the word; kitsch excludes everything 
from its purview which is essentially unacceptable in hu-
man existence.6

While “kitsch” is often used solely to refer to the qualities of 
objects that are considered to be in poor taste due to their 
sentimental or superficial nature. Kundera’s definition widens 
this scope. He applies it to experience itself, revealing the 
term’s existential weight: kitsch is the facade that hides us from 
the “shit” of our existence. This deeply resonates with the 21st 
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century’s “slow cancellation of the future”7 that Fisher proposes. 
Late capitalist culture denies its decay, it excludes the unac-
ceptable fact that we have been walking in circles. Its products 
are presented as something novel while they are merely a 
recirculation of the past.

Discrepancies in texture — the results of modern studio 
and recording techniques — mean that they belong nei-
ther to the present nor to the past but to some implied 
‘timeless’ era, an eternal 1960s or an eternal 80s. The 
‘classic’ sound, its elements now serenely liberated from 
the pressures of historical becoming, can now be periodi-
cally buffed up by new technology.8

Fisher’s example of the anachronic quality of the Arctic Mon-
keys demonstrates that as consumers we have become inca-
pable of perceiving we are stuck in the past. Convinced we live 
in the future, we deny the absolute shit of the present: the fact 
that our culture has stagnated and is merely recirculating the 
debris of the past.

Hauntological kitsch however differs from Kundera’s 
kitsch. Fisher argues we do not simply deny the shit, but that we 
are haunted by it. As rapid technological development obscures 
cultural stagnation we cannot help but have the feeling that 
something is wrong. The Arctic Monkeys illustrate that it is clear 
technology is no longer a tool for new cultural innovation, but 
that it has become a tool for masking the absence of the new 
through the formal perfection of the old. Unable to mourn what 
we lost, we use technology to infinitely reincarnate mutations 
of the past. Or as Kundera says: “Kitsch is the folding screen 
set up to conceal death”9. The folding screen in our situation is 
technology.
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In this landscape genuine intent is subsumed by financial 
intent, making the two impossible to distinguish from each oth-
er. Opposites become one, “the sublime becomes the paltry”10.

Referencing references reference referential references; 
can this be understood as a loss of meaning or a process we 
can call natural? Having built the framework of our existence 
so high up in the sky, we have become unable to see its foun-
dations. Never will we be able to see the megastructure we’ve 
been building for centuries in its entirety from the outside. We 
have become unable because we inhabit it. We are locked 
within, since our very understanding of existence relies on it 
making it impossible for us to ever leave its premises. What lies 
behind the boundaries of this framework lies behind our means 
of understanding. Is this un-comprehensibility the so-called 
void I feel so drawn to? It is likely. This is also what fascinates 
me about Fisher’s “Lost Futures”.

What’s at stake in 21st century hauntology is not the 
disappearance of a particular object. What has vanished is a 
tendency, a virtual trajectory.11

According to Fisher we do not actually mourn the future. 
However we do mourn something that is impossible to lose, 
something that never existed. We mourn possible trajectories 
killed by the present. The possible trajectories for the future are 
like architectural expansion plans that we never realised onto 
our megastructure, because other plans seemed more urgent. 
That walk-in closet we could have built, now remains to be 
“empty space”, an idea in our heads that never seems to take 
physical form, making us unable to understand how it actually 
feels to hang your own clothes in a specially designated room. 
We have a vague expectation of how it might feel, but we’re de-
prived of the possibility of ever experiencing it. Endlessly aware 
of the void that remains, though always remaining beyond our 
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comprehension. 
Floor plans that we are never able to fully understand, 

endless hallways not knowing what lies behind the next door, 
spaces forever expanding. This infinite possibility poses a 
lightness. If everything can possibly exist, what is the value of 
it? However this posed infinity is theoretical. I lack overview, 
so I will never know if the framework of our existence is truly 
infinite, just like I am incapable of comprehending the true size 
of the universe, the world or that which is outside the room I am 
sitting in right now. Me, the architect of my own demise.
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Punk, a subculture that once was anti-systemic and anarchistic 
by heart, is now boiled down to a mere aesthetic. As its ideas 
are highly commodified, the hope for the future it promised has 
completely dissolved, while the system it once stood so firmly 
against now ridicules its aesthetics, through its commodified 
alterations like pop punk and emo. 

Rage music is the latest reincarnation of what once was 
perceived as punk. Musically it’s a mix between noise, trap and 
punk music. Highly saturated and compressed, it resembles 90s 
and late 80s 8-bit video game music, 2010 compressed EDM 
synths and high energy trap rhythms. Aesthetically, it wields 
strong references to punk. Rage, however, does not have a 
clear ideological messaging. Rage as an emotion stands for an 
immediate feeling of undirected anger. In contradiction to the 
directed anger of the punk in the 70s towards various systems 
of oppression and constructs of power. Rage stands for an 
immediate feeling of undirected anger. A lingering desire to 
change the status quo reduced to a single emotion — rage.

Playboi Carti is at the forefront of the rage genre. It is ev-
ident that he is influenced by 70s punk, as we find Sid Vicious, 
bass player of the Sex Pistols, engraved on his left underarm. Vi-

RAGE

Fig. 1. Sid Vicious tattooed on Playboi Carti’s left underarm, c. 2021-2022.
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cious was the nihilist poster boy of punk, who was notorious for 
not playing bass well, being recruited instead for his looks and 
energy. This nihilistic side of punk is what must resonate with 
Carti as he once described himself as being: “I’m a rock star, 
but I don’t play guitar. I’m just a punk. I’m just a rebel. I don’t 
care about nothing, I just do what I want. It’s about the look, the 
feel, the energy.”12  This shows how Carti shares a similar nihilist 
nature as vicious. 

Such subcultural nihilism is symptomatic of the “decline 
of the future”13 Fisher proposes. Pop has become ultimately 
nihilistic and meaningless, this was already apparent of pop 
music in the 2000s. This lack of meaning was obscured through 
inflated glossy high quality music production. Rage’s musical 
production pushes these qualities to an extreme where its 
artificiality becomes undeniable. It features a highly digitally 
distorted sound which is heavily processed, drowned in vocal 
effects, and bass heavy, leaving the listener wondering: “To 
what extent can this go until just nothing but noise is left?”. This 
is what must resonate so much with the generations that grew 
up in the pop cultural landscape of the 21st century. The empti-
ness that haunts the generations born after the 90s, has been a 
part of their lives long enough for it inevitably to become part of 
their shared identity. 

Genuine anger is an ever-present emotion, which is very 
much part of the human condition, and ideally results in desire 
for change or desire for action. However punk’s original prom-
ises and ways of action have been completely gutted by its 
various cultural mutations, it leaves the youth and its potential 
for subversion impotent. The cultural connection merely offers 
an emotional outlet, where once there was a virtual trajectory 
towards actual change. 

This once harmonic relation between collective ideology 
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and aesthetic that punk once promised and now dissonantly 
echoes through society. The established system found a way to 
separate aesthetics and ideologies, through commodifying sub-
versiveness. Once defiance is commodified, made purchasable, 
it ceases being defiance. Contemporary subcultural aesthetics 
have become a cage disguised as freedom. Any rebellious 
aesthetic is welcomed, as long as it remains a mere aesthetic. 
simple emotional desire overshadowed the powerful potential 
of being in touch with one’s emotions. The 70s punk evolved 
into its complete opposite, throwing all its ideologies out the 
window, its ideology boiled down to the idea of rage, leaving 
merely its surface, beauty and aesthetic unchanged. 
Past ideologies haunt us in the form of aesthetics. By serving 
nostalgia as a soothing substitute for genuine novelty and ideo-
logical risk contemporary pop culture has been rendered kitsch. 
Everything becomes unbearably light, opposites cease to exist, 
punk becomes pop. Contemporary society traps us in the void; 
however, the void is not pitch black, it is neon, it is punk, it is 
wearing spikes, it is Pokémon cards, it is anime swords, it is 
American diners and it is cowboys. In the absence of nothing, 
nothing has become everything. 
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Rockmusic

Punk, a subculture that once was antisystemic and 
anarchistic by heart, is now boiled down to a mere 
aesthetic. As its ideas are highly commodified, the hope 
for the future it promised has completely dissolved, while 
the system it once stood so firmly against now ridicules 
its aesthetics, through its commodified alterations like 
pop punk and emo. 14

What Hebdige is essentially saying is that subcultures formed 
as a reaction to hegemonic struggle, a reaction of the subordi-
nate, an expression of rebellion. Using style, through the sub-
version of ever day objects, symbols, and spaces, to symbolical-
ly distance themselves from mass culture and assert alternative 
identities. Such rebellion was often met with backlash from the 
majority from which they were trying to separate themselves. 
This backlash would then again enforce the subculture’s auton-
omy and significance. These cultural dynamics, however, can be 
seen as rather dated. 

Identifying with the alien — not so much speaking for the 
alien as letting the alien speak through you — was what 
gave the 20th century popular music much of its political 
charge. Identification with the alien meant the possibility 
of an escape from identity, into other subjectivities, other 
worlds.15

Fisher uses the 20th century identification with the alien 
to display the escapist nature of subcultures. In the beginning 
of the 2000s this escapist tendency, which was already present 
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in early subcultures, gradually started playing a more central 
role in the form and meaning of later subcultures. Resulting 
in them becoming overly aesthetic and fantasy based, think 
of cybergoth, steampunk, furries and weebs. Cybergoth, for 
instance, is highly referential to the dystopian side of science 
fiction. When one ventures into their cybergoth reality it is often 
temporary, it is often approached as a form of dress-up and 
cosplay instead of permanent choice of identity and lifestyle. 
Fashion becomes theatrical, clothes become costumes, their 
form directly reflecting the desire to escape. The most probable 
cause for this is that the hope for a better future has dissolved. 
The hope to change the status quo has degraded, communal 
ideology has been rendered useless. Resulting in the feasibility 
for a different reality once imagined has ceased to exist. When 
futures become preclu ed, futures become fictional. 

The rapid digitalisation of the 21st century has been one 
of the biggest influences on our relation to reality and means of 
escaping it. For example a camera being widely available for the 
masses, resulting in more processed and saturated colours in 
photos. This then resulted in the subcultures’ symbolisms, style 
and aesthetics becoming more and more saturated. Society 
becomes more dependent on consumer technologies and with 
that subcultures do as well; smartphones, computers, cameras, 
microwave hamburgers, energy drinks, fashion accessories, etc. 
etc. Products of mass production become symbols for modern 
subcultures — emos having furbies, half a liter cans of monster 
energy, Egirls and Eboys wielding vapes and Juuls — We have 
reached a cultural era where symbols lose their power and 
significance, the masses have become the iconoclasts of the 
21st century. Depriving symbols of resistance of their meaning 
turning them into commodified brainless goods.

This novel temporary escape through form makes sense 
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in comparison to the pre-2000s more ideological approach to 
subcultures. The ideological confronts one with reality and its 
conditions, and the need for action to change these conditions, 
instead of providing escape from it. Form however can take 
any shape, and can provide easily digestible alternate realities 
without needing to take actual action to change the current 
status quo one lives in.
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For the original iconoclast, the destruction of symbols is para-
mount. This destruction was often a politically or religiously mo-
tivated means of oppressing rival movements. The iconoclast 
believed that through the physical destruction of an icon, its 
meaning would also be expelled. In the past, this was actually 
very effective. However with the advent of mechanical repro-
duction, the symbol became infinitely reproducible, rendering 
its physical destruction nearly useless.

In the light of this change in the reproducibility of the 
symbol, modern iconoclasm now manoeuvres in a significantly 
more cunning way. It found a way to eliminate memory through 
loss of attachment to surroundings, the modern individual has 
little connection to the objects around them. We, for example, 
exchanged brooms for completely autonomous robotic vac-
uum cleaners, slowly eliminating the connection we had with 
the object. Historically, we can trace this erosion of connection 
through the broom’s evolution: from a handmade household 
tool to a product of local craftsmanship, eventually shifting to 
regional factory production, and finally being outsourced to the 
global periphery. Ultimately what we called an object trans-
formed into a product. Such a system of production allows for 
technological innovation, optimizing the broom’s design as a 

Technoclasms
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reaction to demand; until in an almost magical fashion a few 
twigs on a wooden stick transformed into a battery powered 
hockey puck shaped vacuum cleaner. Removing the last and 
the most essential connection we had with the object, the ritual 
of the brooming itself. Industrialization is inherently
iconoclastic, its reproduction capabilities destroyed the
metaphysical in a way the original iconoclast never could. The 
man-made object has become infinitely abundant and with that 
our memories of and connection to them expendable.

I’m not nostalgic about the death of artisanal labour, I am 
grateful I have a vacuum cleaner in my housekeeping reper-
toire. The fate of the broom, however, resonates rather well with 
my being. A product with little agency over its surroundings, my 
functionality constantly mutating as response to cultural and 
technological demand. I do not mean to say that that is inher-
ently bad, I do not lose connection with my surroundings, it is 
just that my surroundings change. I connect with the artificial, 
technology has become an inexpendable extension of my 
reality.
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Haim Steinbach’s work displays how reality is shaped by the 
objects we find ourselves surrounded by. He questions the 
rituals connected to the display of objects through the interven-
tion of the shelf. In doing so Steinbach tries to connect with the 
surroundings he has become alienated from, by collecting and 
rearranging the produced goods that form his surroundings. 
This rearranging allows him to internalise meaning. In Black 
Lagoon (Fig. 2) objects exercise their meaning onto one anoth-
er, constructing a visual language that expresses a form of new 
poetics. This allows the viewer to enter an ambivalent state in 
which they perceive both  theprojected meaning and original 
meaning: the black dog toy all of a sudden gains subhuman 
mutant qualities, while a sand scooper suddenly resembles a 
turtle’s shell.

The idea of a desire for a “cultural object as commodity,” 
something which “exists outside,” intrigues me because I 

Fig. 2. Haim Steinbach, Black Lagoon, 2010, plastic laminated wood shelf, rubber dog 
chew, resin and coir boot scraper, plastic “Creature from the Black Lagoon” figure, plastic 
sand scooper.
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believe that what exists outside eventually comes inside. 
A “commodity object,” once acquired, becomes internal-
ized. What I think you are getting at here is an idea of an 
alienated desire.16

It is evident that desire for the everyday product is central to 
Steinbach’s work. His work displays the ambivalence between 
desire and aversion these commodified goods produce. This 
ambivalence stems from our inability to know whether the 
desire for an object is genuinely ours or pressed upon us by 
its produced meaning. The work plays with this tension that is 
inherent to the object, making us aware of the metaphysical 
fragility of our surroundings, whose meaning is fragilely con-
structed and easily altered.

Steinbach displays the iconoclastic nature of our inherent 
mode of production, by simply holding up a mirror he confronts 
us with the artificiality of our surroundings and our fragile con-
nection to them. Ultimately, it is not Steinbach who destroys the 
produced meaning of the object, it is the observer who realizes 
that the meaning was never inherent, but merely a projection of 
their own desire.
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Swords Are Meant for Slaying

As a kid, one of my dearest wishes was to be transported to the 
world compiled in my windows vista computer. How desperate-
ly I wished to become a genuine Pokémon trainer, how badly I 
wanted the music of the Lego Star Wars cantina band to graze 
my ears, I envisioned myself chopping down pixelated trees 
with my bare hands. The shivers I had going down my spine 
upon seeing a square shaped sun slowly disappearing behind 
the horizon, subwoofer lullaby playing in the background. I 
often relisten Minecraft’s original score, somehow this music 
still seems to trigger an everpresent nostalgia within me. A 
certain nostalgia that no other piece of music was ever able to 
evoke. This nostalgia is not bound to real world memory, but to 
memories entrenched in a virtual world where I spent countless 
hours in.

I remember one evening at my grandparents place 
during middle school summer vacation. My parents were off 
together to some country without me. I, on the other hand, had 
managed to download a cracked version of Minecraft on my 
grandmother’s windows vista desktop PC. I remember playing 
that night in my underwear. It was relatively warm. I sat in a 
sweaty faux leather office chair for a couple hours, as mosqui-
toes were buzzing against the mesh screen. They probably were 
attracted to the torches that lit up my screen when I walked past 
them. I placed them there in a mineshaft to prevent monsters 
from spawning, which at the time made me severely anxious. 
The everpresent potential of a creeper creeping up behind you 
and detonating itself was a very real fear I held back then. After 
mining and sweating for a couple hours, I remember seeing a 
bright yellow ore behind the stone block I just dug out. Curious-
ly I mine it. It breaks, peacefully rotating and floating just above 



20

the floor a miniature version of the ore block had appeared 
where its fullsized version once was. I approach the floating 
miniature item in order to pick it up, it disappears with a small 
high pitched *pop* and it appears in one of my inventory slots. 
I hover my cursor over it telling me the name of the block I just 
had obtained: “gold ore”. I remember the sheer excitement I 
felt so vividly. This was a very valuable memory throughout my 
childhood. It kept reminding me that happiness and excitement 
is not necessarily bound to the physical world.

I often find myself realising again and again that I’ve 
experienced a vast part of my life through the eyes of someone 
else. These memories, however, are vivid as any other. I have 
experienced my memories through the perception of a charac-
ter, a bunch of code and variables, in a world completely resting 
on different logic than ours, a world where virtually anything 
seems possible.

A big part of my generation grew up in this virtual world, 
where we all shared these experiences. . These digital worlds 
haunt us, which might be why this generation is deeply mel-
ancholic. While growing up, I was promised these alternate 
realities, realities I could shape entirely by myself, realities I 
had a certain control over. As a child my lack of responsibilities 
allowed me to be fully consumed by theseworlds. I experienced 
a freedom the physical world could not offer me. However, 
responsibilities grew and hereby my ability to immerse myself 
into these worlds shrunk, making them less and less real and 
more and more artificial. Eventually I will only be able to relate 
to the memories I have of these worlds, and their symbols. The 
loft I owned in GTA V online, Minecraft’s music, the football 
team I managed in Fifa 16.

Videogames allow for the perception of inhabiting 
digital space. It is a new way of inhabiting space, which blurs 
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lines between the author and reader, creator and player. Stories 
are not linearly shaped by a writer, the player controls his own 
story, within certain parameters. If we were to approach a video 
game as an art form, interpretation would die, when the linear 
narrative dies. A game of pong has no direct intended narrative, 
it is only set by certain parameters and conditions. The narrative 
is shaped through the interplay between its player and its coun-
terplayer. One can propose a game of pong as a work of art, but 
one could do the same for the game pong itself, since the ritual 
of play is captured in a device that makes it presentable. Which 
does not adhere to linear time like presenting a game would. 
This is not only applicable to videogames though.

Humans are drawn to play, because it implies the adop-
tion and recognition of a logic that forms an analogous form of 
reasoning. You create certain conditions you can inhabit and 
in which you can move around. This provides a certain free-
dom delivered by these conditions. A boundary is needed for a 
human to free itself, if there is no boundary thereis no freedom. 
Physical games are influenced by the parameters and condi-
tions of physical reality. Gravity for example conditions a sport 
like football, while the attributes of water condition various 
techniques for swimming. These natural parameters are essen-
tial for the games we shape around them. The rules of football 
are formed as a response to our world, our anatomy and our 
psyche. Examples of this conditioning might be the length of a 
game and the time we generally get tired after intensive exer-
cise, the size of our feet compared to the ball and size of the 
goal compared to our body length. It all relies on the logic of 
the physical world.

Video games however are not bound by the logic of 
physical reality thus making, when one does not consider 
computing, virtually anything possible. We have the power to 
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set the parameters ourselves. We determine the gravity of our 
worlds, we can fly, we make our personas stunningly beautiful, 
we play as a dragon. The fantastical realities they allow for is 
why videogames form a way of escape. They are spectres of our 
own reality. Synthesizing worlds out of the future and the past. 
We might find the spectres of the world in videogames through, 
characters that resemble the anatomy of humans, the applica-
tion of normal gravity, trees that exist to be cut down in order 
to obtain wood, swords remain meant for slaying. They mirror 
the logics of reality, which all media does to a certain extent, 
like fiction, image, movies. These however served as windows 
through which we took on the role of a spectator within the 
reality presented by these mediums, videogames on the other 
hand serve as portals. 

Not architecture alone but all technology is, at certain 
stages, evidence of a collective dream17

Walter Benjamin concludes in his reflection on the Parisian 
arcades that were being built in the end of the 19th century. 
They were big indoor shopping complexes which would fully 
immerse the consumer, precursors to the modern mall. The 
collective desire discussed by Benjamin that is inherent to 
technology, retains its relevance to this day. Videogames are a 
testament to this collective desire, as their technology allows us 
to create a virtual reality over which we have complete agency. 
By allowing ourselves to be immersed even more in the media 
we produce, we become actors. We keep inventing new devices 
like VRheadsets, haptic suits and 360 monitors to exponentially 
increase our immersion into these worlds. However, the real 
world will forever haunt what we produce, which shows that 
there is no realisable escape from reality, no matter how hard 
we try to immerse ourselves in these fantastical worlds.
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Mon 22 JAN 2031 13:12:18 +0100
Sunfish waiting in the sea, underwater explorations 
through my phone screen. Deepsea oddities, alienlike 
creatures discovered in the salted depths of the pacific 
ocean. Sitting against a white wall, behind a white wall, 
behind a white wall, behind a white wall, behind a white 
wall, behind a white wall, behind a white, behind a white 
wall, behind a white wall, behind a white wall, behind 
a white wall, behind a white wall. Thinking about the 
possibility of my presence in a blue ocean world. Penetrate 
the skin of the sea, and become submerged in a world with 
its few visitor critters. The idea of chewing on my salted 
hair, I make a guess for the amount of concrete walls 
between me and the ocean, 41039.

23 JAN 2031 16:18:34 +0100
Cleaning the dishes today.

24 JAN 2031 14:31:12 +0100
The archaeological findings in my windowless gloomy 
apartment fascinate me. I find mouldy newspapers with 
war glooming on the frontpage, packaging of food items 
belonging to a certain fastfood chain that has been 
bankrupt for a coupleyears now and composting flower 
bouquets of the time where I still knew what love was. I 
sit identityless on a mountain of my identity, books I once 
read, packaging of food I loved to eat. A constant sadness 
hovers over me most of the time, my GoPro scuba diver, 
gokart racing POV infused dreams, still promise me futures 
I could have and can live.

43
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Lonesome No More

What if we may actually find ourselves in this proposed void? I 
often find myself imprisoned by my own existential doubt, stuck 
between my own naivety and my own cynicism; stuck between 
my desire for freedom or need for comfort. My interpretation of 
kitsch and camp is very similar to this inbetween state. On first 
impression it could be considered solely beautiful, but not ful-
filling any other purpose; beautiful yet shallow. But then when 
you consider this a bit more thoroughly a paradox appears, a 
deep sadness reveals itself, a sadness springing from the ob-
ject’s selfawareness. As Susan Sontag puts it in Notes on Camp: 
“Camp sees everything in quotation marks. It’s not a lamp, but 
a “lamp”; not a woman, but a “woman.”18 Our existential doubt 
and desperation for meaning become this same selfconscious 
performance. Beautiful and freeing in its artifice, but isolating 
at the same time, because all we ever truly have is our own 
quoted, stylized perception of ourselves.

The object is aware that it is merely beautiful, which I 
find similar to the human condition. Our existential doubt and 
desperation for meaning, the desperation to understand one’s 
life, one’s environment. It is a constant tension between com-
prehension and noncomprehension. While finally all there is left 
to understand is your own reflection. All that essentially matters 
is your own perception, which can bebeautiful and freeing, but 
deeply lonely and depressing. The only person who you will 
ever truly understand is yourself.
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Concordia, Concordia (Fig. 3) by Thomas Hirschhorn depicts the 
famous cruise ship right after it was wrecked. It is in a state of 
uncertainty, all that once had a destined place now finds itself 
scattered across the floor. The ship has tilted, its sides becom-
ing up and down, up and down becoming left and right. It is 
unclear if the chaos is erupting as we speak or it is depicting the 
scene in the aftermath of the chaos. 

Hirschhorn embraces this chaos, and sees a certain 
beauty in it. Also, the chaos allows him to get away with his 
lack of choice, what is important is the general chaos in the 
scene. He does not have to make any compositional choices. 
For example, the placement of various plates would not have 
mattered, the scene would still have transferred the same kind 
of chaos.

The void can be virtually everything, the option to carry 
anything, like an empty canvas still has the unlimited potential 
to carry any image imaginable. Like an empty paperstill has the 
potential for any drawing, but also the possibility to be empty. 

Fig. 3. Thomas Hirschhorn, Concordia, Concordia, 2012
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It is a state of ambivalence and uncertainty, the notknowing 
what the future holds. It is neither meaningful or meaningless, 
it floats in between and it has the potential to be either, the 
potential for nothing or everything to happen. Hirschhorn’s 
work embodies this state of the inbetween. A neatly decorated 
ship interior can be tossed and turned around, when presented 
it becomes something entirely different that stands on itself. 
There’s always the possibility for a disaster to unfold, to stir 
everything up. Hirschhorn proposes that anything can possibly 
unfold at any given moment and that these events or nonevents 
can be as disastrous as beautiful.

I’ve been fascinated with Richter’s seascapes for a while now, 
they do resonate with me in a strange way. I was especially 

Fig. 4. Gerhard Richter, Seestück (leicht bewölkt), 1969
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captured after seeing them in his retrospective exhibition in the 
Louis Vuitton Foundation in Paris. The retrospective allowed me 
to see the full body of Richter’s melancholic landscapes. The 
flatness of Seestück (leicht bewölkt) (Fig. 3) especially pulled 
me in. What I find so interesting about Richter’s landscapes is 
that they make you aware of their existential qualities. In the 
historical context in which Richter was operating, what was 
for him the relevance of painting a photorealistic landscape? 
A certain expression that could be rendered quite dated and 
unexciting at the time. Especially with the birth of the camera, 
and modernist painters having moved away from photorealistic 
landscapes for a while now, because painting them was ren-
dered useless in their eyes..

Richter however paints these seascapes, which can 
even be considered slightly unexciting in comparison to, for 
example, the seascapes of some of the Romantic painters in 
the 18th century. A relatively visually plain scene is depicted. 
The image could resemble a picture that an amateur photogra-
pher could have taken on a walk on the beach. It is not an epic 
scene of boats clashing and imposing waves crashing down the 
romanticist used to depict. However, that void is conceptually 
important for this painting, it evokes the thought of the death of 
the more classical idea of the sublime, the seascape becoming 
something still and grey, instead of something epic and dramat-
ic. The painting carries its own sadness or melancholia, as if it 
will never be able to reach the epic or drama again. It is sorrow-
ful and I can see it thinking: 
“The sublime is dead, painting is dead, and I will never be able 
to genuinely express what my great grandfather expressed in 
the 18th century, the only thing left is nothing , and I’ve found 
my peace within it.”

This state of nothingness for me is very important. 
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Often paintings that try to depict nothing fail in doing so. When 
I am made aware that I am looking at nothing, Yves Klein’s 
Blue for example, nothing is not nothing anymore. Nothingness 
becomes a graspable concept, it becomes somethingness. 
Richter’s seascapes are more successful at portraying this noth-
ingness. A natural landscape is already quite close to depicting 
nothingness, considering that a still image of nature is nothing, 
since it is not man made. This could be questioned of course, 
but I would like to look at it from a more art critical perspective, 
as seeing that which is manmade as something containing hu-
man gesture and intention and that which is natural as a differ-
ent unconscious force. But then a seascape comes even closer 
to this for me. When I watch the sea from the beach I often get 
lost in a trance. Just the idea that there is nothing in reach to 
spot on the horizon, and the potential for the landscape to just 
infinitely go on and on. It proposes a world full of nothing.

The landscape painting also has the potential to be 
purely decorative; deprived of meaning, it hangs on the walls 
of dining rooms and hallways. Seestück (leicht bewölkt) (Fig. 
3) simplifies landscape painting by depicting only its essential 
elements: the sea and the sky. It questions our perception of 
beauty by displaying the ease of creating something’beau-
tiful’—where two rectangles filled with blue, white, and grey 
gradients have the ability to depict a seascape. 

Our sensibility to images has completely transformed 
over the past centuries. Before postmodernism one would only 
paint only scenes of significant historical relevance, beauty or 
grandeur, there was a desperation to depict the sublime. How-
ever Richter paints these moments that feel rather common and 
everyday. The digital camera is a relevant device in this process. 
The ease of capturing images through a simple click of a button 
made us conscious that an image has the potential to be 
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relatively irrelevant and common, to be virtually anything, to be 
vague and distorted. These captured images that depict so little 
become extremely relevant and bear heavy existentialist weight 
in a postmodern age. It confronts us with the disappearance of 
the sublime or grandeur in which we used to believe, like God 
or even a Rembrandt. But also our belief in the grand gestures 
of the modernists or the satire of the pop artist, which explore 
the conceptual capabilities of the capitalistic system. Richter 
is long aware of capitalism’s destructive nature, he is aware of 
its widespread influence on everything in his life. Capitalism 
has become an allencompassing part of our reality. This lack of 
agency is of great importance in his work, it depicts something 
that stagnated, that is obscured of its meaning.
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85 Seconds to Apocalypse
Time and meaning are inherent to each other. When I was little, 
for my birthday, my parents would hang up birthday flags in 
the living room. However due to them being preoccupied with 
work it would take months for them to take the flags down. The 
birthday flags that originally had the visual intention of cele-
bration. Now became a part of a whole, the very much familiar 
interior of my parental home. Something that originally evoked 
feelings of celebration and joy, now had  become something 
purely decorative.

This shows that all that remains unchanged becomes 
meaningless over a certain duration of time, as if it was always 
there. We, as the perceiver, forget to question it because it 
becomes a part of our life. But somehow, I believe these flags 
do not render themselves meaningless over time. Because they 
emit a certain sadness. I suppose a sadness that springs from 
the fact that it is no longer your birthday, you probably don’t 
have anything else to celebrate, the sudden awareness of time 
passing, evoking a certain melancholy and longing for the past. 
The same melancholy I experience when I see postapocalyptic 
images, of places once being cared for now withering away.

I highly sympathize with these retired birthday flags, 
slowly withering away in its environment through a lack of 
care over time. Something that was once so meaningful, now 
rendered absolutely dull by its environment and lack of care. I 
am not entirely sure how but I deeply resonate with these flags. 
I see some kind of hopefulness or longing in theirsadness, 
which I find incredibly compelling. It shows that objects, things 
and stuff don’t necessarily need a human to project some kind 
of context onto them but that they can stand on their own, left 
in peace with their own naivety and unconsciousness. Allowing 
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themselves to hang still in my parents kitchen in peace.
So grace returns after knowledge has gone through the world 
of infinite, in that it appears to best advantage in that human 
bodily structure that has no consciousness at all — or has 
infinite consciousness — that is, in the mechanical puppet, or in 
the God.19

The idea of a human becoming an object, freeing ourselves 
from our liminal consciousness which we find ourselves stuck 
in. Depleted of freedom in our never knowing nothing and nev-
er knowing everything, our only option is to become a mario-
nette of ourselves, deficit of thinking. Unable to become a god, 
a desire which humanity often finds itself captured in. Driven by 
these godlike aspirations, people become captured by their de-
sire for personal gain, subconsciously becoming a marionette of 
their own desires. So in the end I would like to willingly become 
a marionette, and let myself be controlled by more than my own 
personal gain, more than internal desires and feel the vibration 
of exterior forces in the filaments that hold my body on the floor 
I stand on.

This is a dominant aspiration of artmaking, the desire to 
capture one’s unconscious mind. Take Pollock as a simple ex-
ample, the action painter’s paintbrush becomes the puppet, the 
canvas a way of capturing the elegance of these movements. 
The elegance stems from its spontaneity, its lack of conscious 
thinking. Paint becomes something more than just paint in this 
instance, it becomes a gesture, something deeply human. For 
me the importance of art is capturing that human condition, 
that struggle between the unconscious and conscious. Captur-
ing what we don’t necessarily control or understand, but we 
know is everpresent. 

In Jan Švankmajer’s surrealist 1994 film Faust, an ordinary 
man in modern Prague is lured by a map into a puppet theatre. 
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Drawn by promises of unlimited knowledge and indulgence, he 
signs a blood contract with Mephistopheles (acting on behalf 
of Lucifer) exchanging his soul for 24 years of service from the 
demon, granting him worldly powers and pleasures. As the 
story unfolds in a blend of live action, stopmotion animation, 
and marionette performances, the protagonist becomes in-
creasingly entangled in the puppet world, literally transforming 
into a controlled figure jerked by strings of his own unchecked 
desires and demonic influences. This descent strips him of his 
autonomy, turning him into a tragic marionette oblivious to his 
surroundings. Yet, the film’s profound irony emerges here: in 
losing his consciousness to these forces, he fails to perceive the 
potential beauty in such objecthood, the serene grace of being 
moved by external rhythms, free from the burdens ofselfdriven 
ambition, if only it were embraced voluntarily rather than as a 
Faustian trap of greed.
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I Am Robot
Fisher historicizes what I tend to see as structural. He treats this 
sense of nothingness as a historically specific condition, pro-
duced by late capitalism’s colonization of image and culture. 
From this, he diagnoses collective numbness and a rise in hedo-
nism, as though these were new symptoms of a degraded era. As 
Fisher writes in Ghosts of my Life:

Berardi’s phrase ‘the slow cancellation of the future’ is so 
apt because it captures the gradual yet relentless way in 
which the future has been eroded over the last 30 years. 
[…] The slow cancellation of the future has been accom-
panied by a deflation of expectations. While 20thcentu-
ry experimental culture was seized by a recombinatorial 
delirium, which made it feel as if newness was infinitely 
available, the 21st century is oppressed by a crushing 
sense of finitude and exhaustion. We remain trapped in 
the 20th century.20

But hedonism is nothing new. The desire to exceed our biological 
condition, to transcend the given, has always defined us. We have 
always been driven to become more than what we are, culture 
being the main tool to do so. The void Fisher identifies is not a re-
cent development, nor a byproduct of contemporary capitalism. It 
is a constant. It is constitutiveof the human condition itself. What 
has changed is not the existence of the void, but our relation to it.

Fisher approaches the past with a certain melancholic 
attachment. His account often carries the tone of loss, as if 
something substantial has been drained away. He reads the 
void as a symptom, as evidence of cultural decline. But the void 
has always been there. It is the structural absence around which 
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human meaning organizes itself.
As our world becomes increasingly artificial, we are 

confronted more directly with this emptiness. The artificial does 
not create the void; it exposes it. The more constructed our 
environment becomes, the less it can conceal the fact that it is 
constructed. Fisher diagnoses the change in furniture but fails 
to recognize the room. Letting nostalgia become melancholia. 
Where he sees an increase in nothingness as a curse, I see it 
as something inevitable. The void is not simply a deficit. It is a 
space of separation, a reminder that I am not fully absorbed 
into yet detached from the artificial systems that surround 
me. The void serves as a tool to navigate artificiality without it 
collapsing.

The marionette begins to dance not when it cuts its 
strings, but when it stops resisting them.

Turn me into wood, paint and string.
.
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Conclusion, I Am the Questions I Ask…
I hereby declare that reality can be rather confusing, its 
meaninglessness is forever present. Writing this thesis drained 
me of my meaning. There is no answer to my existential doubt, 
every possible answer I can give you would be rendered kitsch, 
due to language’s expressive constraints. Kitsch, because 
that what is expressed will become an abbreviation of reality 
itself, denying those unexplainable qualities of existence. I 
am dependent on technology, devices of communication, 
telescopes, satellites, air fryers, telephones. I am the questions 
I ask. Is expression communication? Has language become 
our only way of expression? Is expression a direct translation 
of feeling? Is there such a thing as a true expression when it 
takes? Do artists do nothing else then try? Is art technology? 
Is desire a delusion? Was anyone ever authentic? Is dreaming 
wishing? How do I take over the world? Can I remember a 
feeling? Will I ever fall in love again? Is there such a thing 
as true love? Do I want to get drunk tonight? Red or blue? 
Everything or nothing? Perhaps the final kitsch is the belief that 
these questions demand answers at all.

How lucky the calendar companies must be, that a year is never 
the same.

.
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Date: Mon, 2 DEC 2030 11:17:36 +0100
Money, money, money, money, money, money, money 
how do I get some more of it. Slowly I’m reaching the 
bottom of what I thought to be an endless well of my dad’s 
inheritance. Today is also the 10th year since he passed, 
never have I ever commemorated him since. I feel like now 
will be the day to honour his short existence. I vaguely 
remember his name, and I also have never bothered to 
write it down, with the idea I’d never probably forget it. 
But 10 years since he passed I think I finally managed to 
forget, what remains is a vague scramble of letters. At 
first I felt a bit ashamed, but who am I to care in the end. 
Nonetheless I celebrated as best as I could.

Date: Mon, 4 DEC 2030 11:01:25 +0100
A national shortage of denim has hit the news today, 
denim supplies have been depleted and drastic 
regulations will take place. I feel a cultural storm unfolding 
itself over the country today. The youth desperately 
scramble, looking for other ways of expression other than 
the sizing of their jeans.

Date: Mon, 7 DEC 12 2030 11:00:00 +0100

Inventory:
2 radios, Satellite dish, Modem, Desktop computer, 
MacBook, Variety of books, Paper and pencil

I woke up at 11:00 central European time. I opened a new 
pack of coffee the first thing I came out of bed, it was 
still in the cardboard box it came shipped in. I ordered it 
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two weeks ago knowing that I was slowly running out of 
my supply. During my unboxing I noticed that the coffee 
brand had decided to change its packaging, the coffee 
beans were now vacuumed in a beige offwhite minimalist 
packaging, just listing its ingredients on the front; 90% 
arabica, 10% robusta. After I made my coffee I decided to 
dive into my radio archive. I listened to commercial breaks 
from 1992 on 5 December. for an hour. I catalogued all the 
products and prices mentioned in its destined folder. Then I 
turned on and watched  YouTube for 3 hours straight. Today 
I had planned to map the south of Eindhoven as detailed 
as possible. Since it’s a city close to Maastricht it seemed 
somewhat relevant to have a bit of an idea of what it looks 
like. At some point it was lunchtime, I’ve been following a 
new trend where I place my coffee cup on tricky places 
with a falling hazard. Supposedly it makes you more 
selfaware in your body. Well today was the day I had to pay 
for my new aspirations, since the coffee cup spilled all 
over my December 1993 gossip magazine archive.

23 DEC 2031 12:44:23 +0100
It’s never a good day for breakups, but when my past 
ceases to
exist, I …

25 DEC 2025 13:01:29 +0100
Ransacking through endless candy wrappers I am, the 
designated room now filled to the brim with the plastic 
packaging, slowly starts overflowing into my bedroom 
area. Something that once started with a quickly fleeting 
desire, makes me now sick, it makes me think of the 
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endless network of cables my computer is connected to. It 
fills my head with a swarm of buzzing bees beating around. 
Violently severing the connections between my neurons 
located in my cortex. How I wish I could be truly alone.  
The walls will always be there to surround me entirely.

`

30 DEC 2025 09:34:29 +0100
Since I have imagined a little too much the past few days, 
today the detox of my fantasy will stand central today. I will 
refrain myself from using my imagination, in any sense. 
Yesterday I looked at my walls for a time sufficiently long 
enough to make the neurons in my brain paint it PURPLE. 
Big steps for myself of course, but steps backward from 
reality. That’s why I think it’s useful to have these cleansing 
days, so I do not get completely consumed by the freedom 
of my mind. I forget I have to familiarise myself with these 
walls that surround me. Just to make sure these walls 
don’t become very much a part of me, which they already 
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are of my existence. My existence is determined by these 
couple of walls that form my room. But then there’s a whole 
exterior to imagine. You know these boxes or vague rooms, 
that you look upon from the outside, and you wonder what’s 
inside… Well I am, and imagine you outside that box 
thinking what’s inside my room.

“When world borders are determined by the 
walls that surround me, the horizon. Your interior 
becomes a projection of what you think lays beyond 
those wall” - me & myself, 30 DEC 2025

29 DEC 2030 22:50:23 +0100
Yesterday, on my deimagination day. I was also struck by 
the epiphany that there’s no such thing as destiny, that 
everyone just moves from this existential motor, I was 
looking into this amateur radio enthusiast online. His name 
is Lance Collister, or , his radio callsign, which he prefers 
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to go by. He’s a fanatic moonbouncer, which means one 
sends a signal not to earth but straight into space. After 
travelling in the void of space for a while it crashes into 
the moon, and bounces back on the moon’s surface, 
back to earth. Which then can be transceived again by 
another person on the other part of theworld. Allowing you 
to communicate over the longest possible distance as a 
radio amateur.

Thinking about sending a signal straight into the 
moon seems very purposeful or determined. Then its 
reflection bouncing back seems also very directed. But 
still there’s this idea of talking to the void present, sending 
your signal out of space. Well this Lance Collister is a very 
ambitious radio amateur, in the radio amateur world there’s 
this notion called activating. Which means you broadcast 
from a territory naked to directed radio signals. It was 
Lance who travelled to various islands on the pacific to 
broadcast and receive from, and radio activate these 
territories. He reminds me of me and the room I live in.

Mon 31 DEC 2030 13:40:28 +0100
COFFEE break COFFEE break COffee bREAK Coffee BREAK, 
COFFEE break COFFEE break COffee bREAK Coffee 
BREAK,COFFEE break COFFEE break COffee bREAK Coffee 
BREAK,COFFEE break COFFEE break COffee bREAK Coffee 
BREAK,COFFEE break COFFEE COFFEE break COffee 
bREAK Coffee BREAK,COFFEE break COFFEE break COffee 
bREAK Coffee BREAK,COFFEE break COFFEE break COffee 
bREAK Coffee BREAK,COFFEE break COFFEE break COffee 
bREAK Coffee BREAK,COFFEE break COFFEE break bREAK 
Coffee BREAK,COFFEE break COFFEE break COffee bREAK 
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Coffee BREAK,COFFEE break COFFEE break COffee bREAK 
Coffee BREAK,COFFEEbreak COFFEE break COffee bREAK 
CoffeeBREAK,COFFEE break COFFEE break COffee bREAK 
Coffee COFFeeBREAK,

Coffee Break  
Break 
Break 
Break
Break 15 MAR 2031 22:00:06 +0100

A snow shovelling primate finds itself stuck in the 
PlayStation home screen, infinitely shovelling to the waves 
of sound. A landscape of snow, nightly at home.

Thai dinners for extensive periods of time, losing 
close contact with the potential future. The PlayStation 
controller keeps on glowing, appreciative of the tender 
snow shovelling hands. Warmed by me.
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