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			TWENTY ABOVE ZERO

			1981-2001

			 

			20 years foundation Kunst en Complex

			 

			HOW to describe an artist community and its history? To find an answer to this question, the authors of ‘Twenty above Zero’ gathered round the stove. In both senses of the word: besides a series of photographs of studio stoves, this edition contains contributions that, though situated further from the stove, are just as warm.

		

	
		
			PREFACE 

			Hans Walgenbach 

			Director Historisch Museum Rotterdam

			 

			ROTTERDAM knows many myths. A very well-known one is the myth on Rigardus Rijnhout, ‘the Giant of Rotterdam’. His overall can still be seen in the Schielandshuis. Following the war, Social Services officials in Rotterdam checked to see if the two meter and thirty seven centimeter tall (7 feet and 10 inches) giant really ate as much food as was being said.

			A less known myth (but one that is still developing) is the one about the Rotterdam artist initiatives. According to some policy makers, their rise in the eighties was a sign for the attraction the city started to build for visual artists. Artists even began remaining in Rotterdam after finishing art school here. But in actuality, the objects they felt affinity for were the vacant buildings, potential studio spaces by the old harbour docks.

			At that time, punk and squatting were in vogue. In spring 1981, for example, students of the Rotterdam Art Academy squatted vacant stores and offices on the St. Jobsweg number 20. They founded Stichting Kunst en Complex and so our city’s first studio community of young artists became an established fact. Other artist initiatives followed, though many disappeared. In 1988, Kunst en Complex moved from the St. Jobsweg to a new accommodation on the Keileweg. The artists made alterations in the old building to create twenty-two studio spaces entirely by themselves. 

			The power of Kunst en Complex is that it manages to convert a vision directly into practice. This ability manifests itself in almost every activity carried out and is visible in this booklet, which has been published for the occasion of twenty years of Kunst en Complex.

			There are many remarkable things to see on a visit to Kunst en Complex, but absolutely unique are the stoves. They are fascinating sculptures that have warmed up the studio spaces throughout the years. As monuments of sheer practical usage, they create their own sculpture route within the building. It is therefore not simply a coincidence that the editors of this publication picked exactly these stoves to serve as metaphors for the Foundations’ anniversary. Moreover, with a little good will, a stove can be interpreted as a symbol of intimate coziness like the womb, according to a well-known Austrian. I cannot imagine something of greater security.

			Participation in an artist collective is also a strategy to survive as an individual artist. The relationship this has with the security offered by the environment is evident. In that respect, Kunst en Complex has proven itself strong over the past twenty years as well.

			 

			Hans Walgenbach lead the Rotterdam Centre for Visual Arts from 1980 to 2000. In that capacity he followed the development of Foundation Kunst en Complex right from the start.

		

	
		
			ESSAY

			Mohammed Sheriff

			 

			I HAD difficulties relating to the subject ‘The chimney needs to smoke’, as my residencies occurred during periods of mild weather. The element I noticed in the guest studio, while constructing canvas stretchers, was an echo. Like smoke, an echo is the ephemeral evidence of an ephemeral event.

			The echo, by sustaining an instant beyond its being, positions the instance for attention. Appropriating Martin Heidegger’s theory of equipment: while wielded, an implement is disregarded by its user until it malfunctions. The tool’s unexpected malaise opens it up for contemplation. The sound of my movements, suspended from their accompanying action in the echo, was the disorder delivering deliberation.

			However, the echo was not only a consequence of my building activity, it was also an activity of the building. The sound fleeing its origin was reverberated back by the studio’s walls. Similarly, an anniversary is a barrier returning disregarded history to its author.

			The formation of Kunst en Complex was an event comprised of individual acts of banding with others. Composed of individuals, the foundation’s sound existence is contingent upon its members’ will to remain together. Laid by a coalition of wills, the foundation’s future harmony becomes unpredictable. Therefore, an anniversary brings to attention past instances because its recurrence is always uncertain. For the founding members, the anniversary is a time for retrospection and introspection, both replete with echo’s from history.

			 

			Mohammed Sheriff is a visual artist from Guyana. In 1997 and again in 1998/99 he was a guest of Kunst en Complex.

		

	
		
			OUT OF SIGHT

			Jozef van Rossum

			 

			MANY of those who experienced the Liberation following the Second World War will contend that Canadian airplanes dropped bread, Swedish white bread. A few of them will claim that they dropped ready-made cheese sandwiches that fell down on Dutch soil in large parcels. Sandwiches they can still remember the taste of without a doubt. In fact, neither loaves of bread nor sandwiches came falling out of the sky, but bales of flour. Does this fact make any difference? The most important thing is that these people had something to eat.

			 

			Another fact is this photograph I keep in my hand, out of sight. The photograph shows men, women and children lined up on a quay. This group photo did not come falling out of the sky like those bales of flour. It was taken from an archive in an old factory building in the harbour. That’s where the group lives and works. Harbour, old factory, group. With these ingredients I will now step out of the frame of this photograph. I hope for good weather.

			 

			A tree trunk lies in a factory courtyard. People sit on it while talking to each other. It looks as if a workers’ shift is taking lunch; they all wear overalls. But when you get closer, you can hear them talk about the Saint Matthew Passion, not the typical kind of blue collar topic. “I think the Matthew is something to listen to throughout the year”, a pale young man says. He gazes and strikes his imaginary pointed beard. “Nonsense”, another replies as he digs up a gun tacker from his pocket. He positions it on the bark of the trunk, ready to shoot. The argumentation for his premise that the Saint Matthew Passion should not be played all year round drowns out in a sudden yell from the factory’s flat topped roof.

			The group gets up and walks to the main entrance. They form a line running from inside the building to the middle of the yard. Those in front pass on an object to the next one in line: it’s a stovepipe; there are more to follow. The pieces are piled up outside in an orderly fashion and put together to build a gigantic pipe. From the roof, a yell sounds for the second time. With united forces, the pipe is brought to a diagonal position. Like an Alphorn it reaches down from the eaves to the ground below. On the roof another group of people crowds around the far end of the pipe. Among them several children. Then, through the pipe it sounds: “H-a-a-a-rbour...”, sung in close harmony. 

			“Haaarbour”, the boy with the tacker repeats. “Three a’s ! I say yeaaah to the haaarbour. Haaarbour is the womb for poems from remote worlds ...hold on, I’ll sing you one...” The boy looks around and puts his hands to his mouth: “Get down, get down from that roof, down, down, off of that roof ...!”

			The pale guy joins the singer and puts his hand on his shoulder, “I don’t agree with you about the Matthew, but I do where the roof is concerned: It’s far too delicate to hold a group of singers and furthermore, who will hear us? The harbour touring boat?”

			 

			From the distance you can hear the squealing sound of iron grinding against iron. A locomotive approaches on the factory’s railway track (it’s well known that all railway lines are globally connected). The loc stops in front of the factory grounds, a woman in her mid thirties climbs off of the iron giant. The gate that separates the premises from the outside world swings open. The woman is a guest of the group. The crowd walks up to meet her and leads her into the factory. For half a year she will adopt the communal perspective, the ‘haaarbourperspective’ or just the harbour, as desired.

			 

			Evening, the smell of burning from a nearby smokehouse mingles with a low lying haze. The yard with the trunk is illuminated by orange gaslight. A group of shadows approaches and knocks eight times on the gate’s lock. They must be familiar with this place. The shadows are old hands, they swapped factory life for something else. In most cases they joined the digital philharmonic. Tonight they return to their former shop floor to witness a ritual in honour of the new guest. A serious affair.

			The guest is expected to show pictures of her work and homeland and give a detailed explanation on the matter. One of the shadows carries a plastic bag showing the contour of its round contents: a liver sausage. Tonight, by way of a ritual, the sausage will be hung around the guest’s neck. The sausage symbolises her admission to the communal food chain. In the past, voices raised against this custom because not every guest might appreciate it; they could be rabid vegetarians or opposed to cheap meat but, after all, symbolism has managed to conquer these protests.

			Meanwhile, everyone is gathered in one of the bigger spaces of the factory which for this occasion has been changed into a lecture room. With great interest the group listens to the survey given by the yet unknown guest. In a practised manner she speaks about her work, her past and later, up-tempo, about her hobbies and pets, all human, wonderful things.

			The group applauds her, puts her in a chair in the middle of the space and makes a wild ring-dance. The chain is closed. 

			Early in the morning, those present line up on the quay. A photograph will be taken. After all, around the harbour, the human factor is only important as a multiple.

		

	
		
			THE CHIMNEY NEEDS TO SMOKE

			Arnold Schalks

			 

			A personal reflection on the twentieth anniversary of a studio community in view of its means for producing smoke.

			 

			FROM 1989 on, the chimney at the entrance to the factory grounds was a useful beacon for travellers to the Kunst en Complex building on the Keileweg. A raised forefinger of approximately forty meters long. Its tapering silhouette was visible from miles around. An arrangement of white stones formed man-sized capitals at its eroded brick-red north east side. The letters were losely tracked between the steel belts that restrained the column’s mass. I-N-V-E-R-P-A-K it read vertically. It had once been the mouthpiece of the factory for packing materials of the same name, though when the link between smoke channel and furnace was removed, the chimney became a relic, an empty gesture against a horizon that was levelled by the hand of the demolition contractors, a non-smoker. 

			The chimney had been out of order for some years when we started renovating the abandoned factory building in 1988. Several initiatives were taken for the revaluation of the monolith. On the basis of an experience from the past, we decided not to strive for Full Rehabilitation; our previous studio complex at the Müllerpier had a similar but smaller chimney. We once stuffed the mouth of its smoke channel with refuse and scrap material to solve an acute waste problem. A dash of gasoline and a match made the combustion process irreversible. From the column’s tip, a caterpillar of lead-gray smoke was pumped into the azure. It was impossible to extinguish the blaze. Upset, the Port Authority’s police intervened because a dense smoke screen obstructed the view of the ships on the Nieuwe Maas river. 

			A ‘careful’ step towards reusing  the chimney was made in 1990 by a KenC-member who upgraded it into a one-legged camera stand. To provide an overall picture of the studio complex, he climbed the series of rusty rungs twice in a row. The first time he arrived at the conclusion that the range of his camera was not wide enough for a long shot. The second time, he gave it another try with his wide angle lens.*

			Another plan dates back to 1995 when the adjacent street prostitution zone was officially opened. As part of a larger project, we proposed to use the chimney as a launching facility for the opening fireworks. A pink spotlight at the bottom of its shaft would illuminate the rising smoke from beneath. The inscription of the factory’s former name INVERPAK would be changed into the more appropriate word INTERPIK (interprick) by substituting two letters. The project was cancelled because of lack of political support.

			Meanwhile, the pylon made itself useful in a less spectacular way. Its pedestal hosted a black rabbit for a considerable time. One day the animal decided to swap its draughty hole at a vacant lot opposite for the sooty vault at the mouth of the chimney’s flue. The eviction order was received on the morning when the first rubble came crashing down the shaft.

			Higher levels had already provided strong evidence of the decline of our logo. The bolts of its steel belts rusted away and cracked. A heavy metal strip folded itself over the Foundations’ gate after a free fall of about thirty meters, just missing a parked car. The chimney transformed from an upright gesture into a down-right danger. The spontaneous descent of steel was the decisive factor for the local authorities to issue a demolition permit. 

			One bright spring morning in 1996, a van and a crane-loaded truck from demolition contractor Van der Linde drove up the Keileweg. The convoy pulled over at the foot of the chimney. A steel cage filled with personnel was hooked up to the tackle and lifted to the top of the pipe. A long hose supplied the compressed air. A helmeted figure placed his pneumatic chisel at the joints of the upper brickwork. Enclosed by a cloud of grit, he crushed the stone circle in a downward spiral. The smoke channel changed into a chute. After a month, the struggle for the longest breath was won by the compressor. That’s how a remarkable dot was wiped off the map of the New Mathenesse district.

			The base on which the pipe once rested is now paved. Trailers are parked, children swing here. Now and then a barbecue smokes. So in a sense the tradition is maintained on a smaller scale. Except for an incidental whirlwind that draws up dry leaves into a spinning column, there’s nothing which reminds us of the mighty updraft of the structure that once towered here. 

			Future wayfarers to the KenC-building are kindly requested to orient themselves on the 125 meter measuring chimney of the nearby Galilei Street powerplant. 

			 

			Meanwhile, the heavy smoking continued in the vicinity, especially at seats of fire without proper exhaust systems. To the north, greedy flames ate their way through Van Berkel’s scale factory. To the east, a conflagration in Berco Bulk’s warehouse got under control at the very last moment. To the south of us, a chemical inferno at Container Master International reduced its stores to ashes. And recently, a black cloud against the western sky pointed out that there was something wrong in a furniture depot close by. We, located at point zero of the coordinate system, sounded the alarm, watched well heated. Each time, our building was saved because of the favourable wind direction.

			As part of the port’s reorganisation, high risk industries were banned to the outskirts of the city. Almost all the new warehouses around the Keilehaven are reserved for the storage or transfer of fruit. Hardly inflammable goods (have you ever seen a banana catch fire?). We wouldn’t have to count on additional external heat sources in the near future. Our attention was diverted to interior matters.

			From the beginning of autumn to the end of spring the falling temperature and rising humidity level inside the complex call for an efficient heating policy (thermocratorship). In order to meet the individual needs of the users, the thermic management was decentralized. The typical communal brick chimney was relieved by a comprehensive system of thin walled metal stove-pipes. All around silver tubes extended from the building like the sprouts of a plant that force their way up through window panes and bitumen covered roofs. The galvanized tubes last up to three heating seasons. Slowly, they melt away from the acid breath produced by the multi-burners. At irregular intervals KenC-members gear up like cat burglars to replace parts of the respiratory system.

			 

			In 1995, a cold wind appeared to rise over the KenC-community. Outside sources whispered of the inflation of the term ‘studio community’. In the meantime, the idiom of the alternative circuit had been extended with more solid terms like ‘artist collective’ and ‘artist initiative’. Because of the status related financial prospects, doubt was raised about the foundation’s position.

			The motive for the rise of the studio community (SC) was the acute need for studio spaces. The artist collective (AC) developed because of a desire for a collective exhibition policy. Both organisations acted more or less out of self-interest. The artist initiative (AI), on the other hand, is a cooperation of artists that run their own venue. Artist initiatives distinguish themselves by creating a platform for the presentation of ‘outside’ artists.

			Was KenC an SC, an AC or an AI? Domestic consultation provided an answer of diplomatic elegance: Kunst en Complex is a mix of all three. The foundation is a collective of artists hosted in a studio community which counts as many initiatives as there are artists. Relieved, the foundation signed up for membership in the Union of Artist Initiatives. The meter inspector can deduce the number of initiatives in the building by the number of smoking stove-pipes.

			 

			The twenty-four studio spaces of the permanent members are kept in a workable temperature by a colourful army of stoves. They live on wood, oil or coal. Some speak by means of a grey plume, others by a sweltering haze. Who taught them how to speak? Who brings them to life? Who handles the woodblock, petrol can or briquette? And, finally, how can the intricate trade of heating within these factory walls be reflected? The question for the right framing occurred. Inspired by the proverb ‘A dog reflects its owner’, we decided to represent each heater by a picture of his or her means for producing smoke. We chose a manageable optic for the fieldwork: the view finder of a reflex camera. Its tilted single eye enframes your view behind the scenes of the opposition against the local thermic regime. For a while the smoke screen was lifted. I invite you to button up your coat, turn the next two pages and enter the Thermo-dynamic photo-gallery.

			 

			[image: 05.%20schoorsteen.jpg] 

			 

			* ‘What I remember of my climb is that - contrary to what one want us to believe - it is better to look down than to look up. When you look down, you see the ground, which gives you a pleasant feeling of orientation. But when you look up, then the same thing happens like when you look up along a church tower: Through the movement of the clouds, you appear to be falling over. It’s the upward look that makes you dizzy. So, be sure not to look up!’ Peter Lindhout, September 1988.

		

	
		
			THERMO-DYNAMIC PHOTOGALLERY 

			The stove behind the artist 

			 

			Ludo Hoes, Jozef van Rossum, Marianne Fontein
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			MARGRIET ESSINK en TOM MOSMAN

			fabrikant/manufacturer: Hoenson

			brandstof/fuel: petroleum
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			RONALD GLASBERGEN

			fabrikant/manufacturer: Glasbergen

			brandstof/fuel: hout/wood
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			ERIK HOMBRINK en HANS WEEMERING

			fabrikant/manufacturer: Taiwan Parlor Stove

			brandstof/fuel: hout/wood
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			STEFAN GROß

			fabrikant/manufacturer: Rola

			brandstof/fuel: hout/wood
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			WILCO KWERREVELD

			fabrikant/manufacturer: Essink/Mosman

			brandstof/fuel: hout/wood
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			OLAF MOOIJ

			fabrikant/manufacturer: Mooij

			brandstof/fuel: hout/wood
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			ELLEN DIJKSTRA

			fabrikant/manufacturer: Forbel Quaker-Bell

			brandstof/fuel: hout/wood
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			JOEP VAN LIESHOUT

			fabrikant/manufacturer: Faber

			brandstof/fuel: petroleum
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			MIA VAN DER BURG

			fabrikant/manufacturer: SUN

			brandstof/fuel: hout/wood
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			HENK SPRONK

			fabrikant/manufacturer: Spronk

			brandstof/fuel: hout/wood
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			HERMAN HELLE

			fabrikant/manufacturer: Mooij

			brandstof/fuel: hout/wood
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			JEANNETTE EPHRAÏM

			fabrikant/manufacturer: Ephraïm

			brandstof/fuel: hout/wood
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			RIEMKE DE JONG

			fabrikant/manufacturer: de Jong

			brandstof/fuel: hout/wood
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			JAN GROSFELD

			fabrikant/manufacturer: Lindhout

			brandstof/fuel: hout/wood
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			JOANNES HOES

			fabrikant/manufacturer: Lindhout

			brandstof/fuel: hout/wood

			[image: Hotel%20Modern.jpg] 

			PAULINE KALKER en ARLÈNE HOORNWEG

			fabrikant/manufacturer: Mooij

			brandstof/fuel: hout/wood
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			CHARLOTTE SCHLEIFFERT

			fabrikant/manufacturer: Mooij

			brandstof/fuel: hout/wood
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			LOES DIJKMAN

			fabrikant/manufacturer: Hoenson

			brandstof/fuel: petroleum
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			ARNOLD SCHALKS

			fabrikant/manufacturer: Coleman

			brandstof/fuel: petroleum
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			JOZEF VAN ROSSUM

			fabrikant/manufacturer: van Rossum

			brandstof/fuel: hout/wood
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			ROP DE GRAAF

			fabrikant/manufacturer: Mooij

			brandstof/fuel: hout/wood
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			MARIANNE FONTEIN

			fabrikant/manufacturer: Ephraïm

			brandstof/fuel: hout/wood
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			LUDO HOES

			fabrikant/manufacturer: Faber

			brandstof/fuel: petroleum

		

	
		
			MOTHER OF ALL COMPLEXES?

			Joannes Hoes

			 

			A specimen of combustio spontanea under trivial circumstances.

			 

			A GROUP of hairy humanoids in the dusk are drawn around a flaming fire, magnetized, staring at the flames. This type of image was not produced before 1871. It is the modern representation of the discovery of fire. One may conclude that the consequences of Darwin’s ‘Descent of man’ began to be understood by the general public. The images show fire in its essential form, one that was disappearing from common reality. By this time the West, penetrating every last corner, also completed its physical and scientific investigation into world geography. This had resulted in an endless stream of fascinating stories, spiced with suggestive hints towards magical powers that were still ruling somewhere way off. In them, the campfires of American and African savage tribes became the intriguing counter-image of modern impersonal life in the metropolis. Towards the end of the nineteenth century the first radiators of central heating were already being installed in Paris and London. The flickering lights of torches and candles are contained and tempered inside oil- and gaslights. Near the turn of the century the wiring of the European electricity-net was already on its way. The immediate experience of open fire became a rarity. 

			These images of prehistoric man may also be seen as a kind of pornography for the pyrophile instinct put on rations.

			Actually the picture does not show the discovery but rather the control over fire. It is the image of the emerging pyrotechnology that in the nineteenth century was going to start the engines of the industrial revolution. A technique that made the exploitation of gas, oil, and coal reserves profitable and which released the forces of steam turbines, steel mills, and the combustion engine.

			The acceptance of Darwin’s evolution theory had bigger effects than the adjustment of representations of early man. The idea that the contemporary man could have evolved from a lower, more primitive form of existence meant a swing over in understanding the world. It was a turn of 180 degrees in the story of the descent of man. Optimism about a future on earth suddenly became a possibility. The earlier image, of the first people as being more beautiful and happier than their current descendants, was about to be replaced. Before Darwin, the idea that our ancestors were superior to us made sense. After all, they were closer to the origin, to the divine act of creation. The classics called this early period the Golden Age. The Christian mythology knew the story of the original harmony between man and nature in the Garden of Eden. Thanks to the nineteenth century’s change of course, the lost paradise, in one single sweep, lay ahead and now some rowing had to be done.

			 

			There have always been plenty of speculations on the possible location of the earthly paradise. The fertile area between the rivers Euphrates and the Tigris, once known as Mesopotamia, is traditionally considered to be a good candidate for the cradle of mankind. Today this region belongs to the state of Iraq. For thirty years now its population suffers under the cruelty of a diabolic master. Saddam Hussein. The Byzantine divinisation of his person, that can’t be overlooked thanks to his omnipresent towering portrait, is considered a bad omen to the average citizen in the West. With his luring, dark stare under his heavy eyelids and his thick black moustache Saddam has all the looks of an archetypical, sinister, oriental brute. Although an element of xenophobia clings to the status of the despot, no one can suggest that the unfavourable reputation which Saddam has held for many years is entirely without justification.
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			In 1990, Iraq grabbed hold of the oil reserves in Kuwait. Beneath the desert sand of this emirate lies a kind of fossilized Garden of Eden. At the start of the following year the Iraqis were shelled homeward overnight by the allied forces of the world. Operation Desert Storm. As a megalomanic sign of frustrated lust for power and biblical vengeance, Saddam had his fleeing troops set the Kuwaiti oil wells alight. For months, an immense smoke screen that badly deranged the weather on the larger part of the globe obscured the sun.

			Back in Baghdad, the amazingly resilient tyrant swore that his defeat would become ‘the mother of all wars’. At this point, the florid oracular language of the dictator only provoked a fit of Homeric laughter among the allies. His part on the stage of the world had been reduced to that of a tolerated sulker between two degrees of latitudes.

			 

			‘Kunst en Complex: the mother of all complexes!’

			 

			Ten years after the Gulf War the promise of Saddam still resonated in this cry of triumph that concluded the tug of war matches between teams of all the Rotterdam studio-communities. It met with a roaring reception in the dimly lit hall where the trial of muscles had taken place at midnight. Steaming with sweat, the team leader accepted the first prize, a giant bottle of Smyrnoff-vodka. He dandled it fatherly in his arms for a moment and started to pour out its contents around him. It may have only been the vodka, but the victory of the shopkeepers union, (as the Stichting had recently but soberly been qualified by a civil servant passing by), appeared to create an internal glow.

			How can this confusing experience be put into words? Was it a fit of improper club pride? Was it self-mockery or complacency? Or was it nothing but the spontaneous combustion of jumbled trivialities?

			It must have been something trivial like that. Think of town planners who unvaryingly underestimate the enthusiasm for small, badly lit quarters in old lower-class neighbourhoods or the improbable out-bursts of passion for keeping post-war apartment buildings whenever they are listed to be demolished. Overt chauvinism brings little standing to free artists but the camouflage of Operation Desert Storm offers a hilarious disguise.

			Compared with the heroic terminology of the allies and the Iraqis, the name Kunst en Complex makes a rather pale impression. Even twenty years ago it must have lacked a sparkle. A name like this bears the mark of a difficult delivery on the threshold of the notary’s office. But accidentally it succeeds to communicate the design of those days strikingly well, the fruit of a pragmatic match between inspiration and problems of daily life. The Stichting is an institutional tool to lift a door out of its hinges. It is a fine example of practical poetry.

			Kunst en Complex is more the kind of name that serves as a tarpaulin, hastily flung across a job lot. At best to be interpreted as a sloppy declaration of intentions, to be deciphered in the shrill light of its background which formed the culture of the art academies during the early eighties. The ruling image at the time was dominated by the anarchistic punk-style, the movement of the New Primitives and the urban-nomad subculture. Indeed, the staggering youngsters who gave birth to the Stichting did not fail to engage in grim battle for 24 hours to launch themselves under a bizarre, colourful, Stürmerisch or bloodthirsty slogan. The result, ‘the fittest of the struggle’, appeared to be a neutral name like a white flag waving over a torn up battlefield. But in spite of this tightly fitting name, here and there the bonds remained galling. Again, ‘the mother of all complexes’.

			 

			In hindsight, the neutral name of the Stichting has been prophetic. After all, it has been more or less identified with the complex in which the artist-community has been residing for the last thirteen years. Freed through the years from the once adjoining buildings and the superfluous smokestack, the bold outlines of the double-winged factory building can be openly appreciated from the frontal axis. Only insiders know how much art and cunning behind the scenes are required to keep up this stalwart appearance from day to day, and with how much embarrassment the ruinous rear-end is kept from public display.

			The building is voluminous. More energy may already have become invested in it than there could ever be released. From the first day it has been climbed, patted, touched, smeared, patched, cut and underpinned, anchored or perforated, lined with plastics, plastered and plated with rustproof steel. Siliconkit tears have sealed the glass windowpanes. The joints, chapped like the fissures in a workman’s-hand, have been retouched with devotion. Meanwhile, trees rooted in the fundaments and ivy climb up the drain. With drill hammer and blowtorch in hand, the demolishing embrace of time is obstinately averted. Here the crew has to pull the oars not to be washed out of paradise.

			 

			Of course this 82 foot high all-weather bulwark is considered to be accommodation rather than a goal in life. But all the same this demanding immobile structure has all the qualities of a hypnotizing campfire that knows how to tie up a company. Here stands a concrete aspiration to control weather at least locally and periodically. This is a post-industrial fortress to host a comfortable climate. Fuel arrives from all directions, from the oil wells of Kuwait, the Wallonic coal fields and the Vlaardingian propane depots. Cartloads of worn pallets from the harbour area and alps of firewood from the surrounding polder have been dumped at the threshold of the premises and dragged inside for further distribution.

			In the end, all of this is performed to continue the glow of paradise, that every now and then, can be elicited from the matter under a certain angle of perception. In this light the Stichting presents itself as a mirage simultaneously held up. It is a warm halo, perceptible, when after an exhausting voyage abroad or a strenuous cycling tour from the southern quarters of the city, the gates and the main entrance effortlessly give way for the entry of the studio owner. At that very same instance, in the background, a heron, soundless and elegant like Olympic diver Edwin Jongejans, throws himself into the thermals above the harbour. At a time like this, in summer, the chiffchaff for instance, whistles high up in the flowering vine to set the sun down in Schiedam. At the foot of the building a couple of young brown rats skate on the galvanized partition fence with the street prostitution zone. Rustling rains refreshingly flow from the patched bituminous roofs like water from a greased leather cap. Seasonal storms jump like cocker spaniels round her grubby flanks. Singing clear as a soprano the mini grinder shaves a burred cut. The pile-driving scows, elevators, slow hovering helicopters and the choir of hookerslane mingle into a multicoloured audio backdrop around this territorial oasis.

			It is a glow one can almost touch in winter when the fire is firmly poked in the studios. Within 20 inch thick walls the battle to overcome undercooling and stiffening is fought with dedication. The right climate is achieved day in and day out. Rumbling is the characteristic sound in this artist colony. Wholesome rumbling. The dull syncope of the cleaving axe support the rattling of the jigsaw in preparing the heavy logs for the oven. Filled with untempered optimism, the protagonist feeds the yawning mouth and sublimates his glowing pyrophile impulses.

			 

			Post Scriptum

			Now I know why a vague feeling of unease came over me when you brought up the intimate relation between man and his heater. These kinds of totemistic relations eat into you. Are you familiar with the sixteenth century prints that investigate the correspondence between human and animal appearances and their relevance to one’s character? This is what keeps running around in my head. Which standard of measurement is applied here? Timidly I look at my heater. She has only been with me for a year or so; a big, straight-up presence with a tight cylindrical body, oxide-red patine from top to base and with a generous mouth. She can handle the biggest logs. Greedy she is as well. If I could have named her, it would have been Gargantuella, the Fiery. I never doubted the strong personality of my studio heater, but who am I, granted to perspire in her scorching shadow.

			Inside of me misgivings stir when I think of how I obtained her. Of course I wanted to have her. I wanted her spirited and heated-up. I wanted to poke her red-hot till all the cold disappeared from my weary bones. I don’t deny that. But something adulterous taints this possession. It tells me very clearly how much the sighs and sweat, soaked into cinderblocks, tar or brick, the supply and drainage pipes, have to justify my existence here.

			Let’s not beat around the bush anymore. I bought her. Another man, who auctioned her off when he gave up his studio here, built her. Now I exorcize him out of her and expel the frost out of my studio.

			My previous heater, which helped me through more than ten winters, is in a remote corner of my studio, broken down and burned out. In her last year she served me with a steel cable round her cast-iron body. Her side panels with scenes of reindeer, wolves and woodcutters were chapped with light-grey cracks. Her inner linings hung curled at their studs, exhausted. The heat of the hard wooden logs was fatal to them. She was a real Jøtul; a Norwegian of standing. She had noble antecedents in the circles of multi-burners, emphasized by the poem on her face.

			Through the years I’ve made numerous translations of it while I cruelly fed her the heavy food, which in the end extinguished her fires forever. In the mornings I translated while I harvested the pale blue burned tenpenny nails from the ashes with every now and then the spindle of a doorknob. How many trees and tie beams have we cut up together? Would she remember that year when I, equipped with chainsaw and pneumatic wedge, changed 10 cubic meters of trunk into stacks and my pecks paid the price for months, as strings of a marionette discarded after the performance. Never did I allow a Norwegian to break the language-seal.

			Her gibberish was the fuel for my imagination. Her enigmatic proverbs comprehended the dispensation of my fate. Now that the game is over you force me to admit to this matrimony. Did she speak Nynorsk or Bokmål when I lit her or not?

			 

			Eg grev ned min eld 

			Sent om kveld 

			Na dagen er slut 

			Gud gje min eld 

			Alder slokna ut

		

	
		
			THE ARM OF VAN DE WAL

			Joannes Hoes

			 

			[image: 08.%20Wal.jpg] 

			Willem van de Wal is a retired English teacher who lives nearby Rotterdam. He now has twenty years experience in handling firewood. He drove up scrapwood from every imaginable outpost. For the last ten years, van de Wal has managed to cut up the astronomic quantity of 600 cubic meters of firewood for Kunst en Complex only. To give you an idea of his production: It equals the total weight of four Mir space stations. Willem van de Wal has succeeded to preserve his good condition and excellent spirits in happy symbiosis with his shivering clients.

			 

			Master cutter van de Wal advises:[image: advies_01.jpg] 

			 

			[image: advies_02.jpg] 

		

	
		
			THE OILMAN

			Arnold Schalks

			 

			HOW do you warm up an industrial mastodon? Because of the high charges for connecting and installing natural gas- or propane systems, these fuels were not suitable for the heating of the factory building on the Keileweg. The winter of 1988, which set in earlier than expected, forced the KenC-members to reinstall the woodburning- and coal stoves that they had moved with them from their previous studio’s on the Müllerpier. After all, the next season would offer enough time to look for other kinds of fuel. For those who were fed up dragging coal or dissecting pallets, oil-heating offered an attractive alternative. But where do small-scale users, living a stone’s throw from the refineries get their oil from? Whole-saler Sint Maartensdijk stated that it wasn’t worth the trouble to come and fill up the handful of 200-liter barrels with petroleum. They passed on the telephone number of Oil and Gas Dealer Van der Zouwen.

			A few moments later, Oilwoman Henny entered our address for the first time in the Great Oilbook. In the thirteen years to come, at least three times a month we dialed the number of the Oilmen: Peter and Anton van der Zouwen

			No matter what the weather was like, even at ungodly hours you could count on father and son van der Zouwen. Once when son Peter was suffering from a serious case of flu, he refused to stay at home to recover properly. A customer who happened to be a doctor, examined and treated the chattering son on the tank truck driver’s seat, while father Anton filled up the barrels. Reliablity is the motto of this extinct branch of family business.

			After many detours, the company that started to sell petroleum in Schiedam on May 13, 1923, settled within the industrial zone ‘t Scheur in the city of Vlaardingen. Father Anton makes coffee in the office and offers a guided tour through the company’s building: the gas depot, the fleet of trucks, the stockroom and the attic. Among the antique oil appliances it appeared for a moment that time was brought to a standstill. Between old jerrycans and dented receptacles I discovered a classical telephone with a dial. Could that be the device through which the foundation ordered its first delivery in the autumn of 1989? 

			Time doesn’t pass over blocks of granite: father Anton reached the retirement age on August 11, 2000. On january 1st, Oil and Gas Dealer Van der Zouwen merged with the company Hatek from the city of Wateringen. Since then, son Peter may call himself co-director of the association. He will shortly have to engage a truck driver and sign his first employment contract with someone from outside of the family circle. But for now, hierarchy is a dirty word in this house. The entire family is gathered around the boardroom’s hardwooden desk to drink coffee. Orders trickle through on the cellular phone. The 6-Volt version of the local football team’s anthem sounds regularly from the breast pocket of Anton’s bright blue overall. He then jumps up and makes a few dance steps before switching to the talk-mode. His bass scrapes: “Van der Zouwen...” (two bars rest) “helps you heat throughout the winter!” Due to the cold north east wind, many customers were running out of oil early. He slowly dictates the orders to his wife Henny.

			It’s time to make the Family Portrait. Ill at ease, the Oilfamily takes position in front of the tank truck with the firm’s logo. Oilwoman Henny steps out of line after only one photograph was taken to give her Oilmen full credit. I will name and celebrate the Family as Purveyor of foundation Kunst en Complex. As I pass the premises’ threshold on my way out, I break into a bold variation on the Dutch National Anthem and sing ‘Wilhelmus van der Zouwen’ instead of ‘Wilhelmus van Nassouwe’. I will call back soon.

			 

			[image: 09.%20Olieman.jpg] 

		

	
		
			THE STUDIO COMMUNITY 1980 - 2001

			List of artists who once joined Kunst en Complex and the year of entry

			 

			 

			SLAAK

			former domestic science school 

			 

			1980

			Ludo Hoes, Harm Verbeek, Peter Dijkshoorn, Hans Booij, Gina Kranendonk, Jan-Willem Croonen, Hendrik-Jan van Herwijnen, Angelika Oei, Robert Smit, Theo ten Have, Joke de Boer, Joke Mulder, Albert van der Stolpe, Henk Maurer, Olaf Mooij, Ellen Dijkstra, Linda Heijman, Anneke Koper, Arnold Schalks, Paul Henning, Marcos Carrasquer, Pjotr Jurtschenko, Bob van Holten, Ernst-Jan Smits, Roger Twyford and Marja van Lankeren (Bunker)

			 

			MÜLLERPIER

			vacant stores and offices 

			 

			1981

			Ronald Glasbergen, Riemke de Jong, Henk Spronk, Roos Wisse, Marion Schouten, Josefien Broekhuizen, Karin de Jong, Norma Holm, Liesbeth Boot, Maria Berkhout, Frederique Spigt, Paul Fugers, Raymond Campfens, Kie Ellens

			 

			1982

			Joep van Lieshout, Tom Mosman, Margriet Essink, Lizan Freijsen,  Paul Kolbrink, Rop de Graaf, Rita Haverkamp, Bert Mulder, Michel van Oeveren, Anneke de Jong, Paula van Akkeren, Jan Krommenhoek

			 

			1983 - 1985

			Mia van der Burg, Marianne Fontein, Jeanette Ephraïm, Peter Lindhout, Loes Dijkman, Lidy Jacobs, Jan Schollaart, Ada van Dijk, Maria Berkhout, Rens Sliedrecht, Joleen Doeleman

			 

			KEILEWEG

			former packing materials factory

			 

			1988

			Joannes Hoes

			 

			1991

			Maik Mager, Jozef van Rossum

			 

			1992

			Jan Grosfeld

			 

			1994

			Herman Helle

			 

			1996

			Black rabbit

			 

			1998

			Wilco Kwerreveld

			 

			1999

			Cora Schmeiser, Stefan Groß, Charlotte Schleiffert, Hans Weemering, Erik Hombrink, Arlène Hoornweg and Pauline Kalker (Hotel Modern)

		

	
		
			COLOPHON

			translations: Joannes Hoes, Jozef van Rossum, Arnold Schalks, Saskia Gunst 

			 

			final English editor: Betsy M. Blan

			 

			final Dutch editor: Cyriel van Rossum

			 

			researcher: Ludo Hoes

			 

			illustrations: Joannes Hoes

			 

			design: Jozef van Rossum, Arnold Schalks 

			 

			darkroom: Marianne Fontein 

			 

			photography: AP-Reuter, Ludo Hoes, Joannes Hoes, Peter Lindhout, Jozef van Rossum

			 

			print: Drukkerij Sparta, Leiden
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			information: stichting Kunst en Complex
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			3029 BT Rotterdam (NL)
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			The 2001 copy edition of this free publication was issued in Rotterdam on April 7, 2001 for the occasion of the 20th anniversary of foundation Kunst en Complex. No contents may be reproduced without sole permission of the participating authors.
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