






Whatever it is, the WTC rooftop is a semi-public space, hence a restricted area. As I don’t have the 
right documents, I’m stopped at the foyer. 

I move into my rooms at the former 
convent in the Zuidas. I decide to 
visit the office building area at  
different hours every day, looking 
for my Way In this project and serve 
my curiosity with specific subjects. 
Immediately impressed by the cold, 
detached working atmosphere, 
I choose to invest in the ‘social 
space’, the people, and the way 
they ‘work’ with the architectural 
surroundings. 
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Sitting in the foyer of the big WTC building, waiting for the guard to release me, I notice a prominent 
sound: silence, broken only by the high heel shoes on the marble fl oor and the occasional laughter 
of people on their mobile phones. A dominant, specifi c hollow silence, as if it is an empty aquarium, 
or a container for documents, signed and un-signed, transferred from fl oor to fl oor, in a regulated 
manner, systematized. 
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I try to grab onto something, but I fi nd 
no human traces to cling to, nothing old, 
no past to hold onto. Everything is new, 
immediately created in its fi nal form: from 
the paper to the ground, very designed, 
complete, perfect. Very big in terms of 
human scale – vast, transparent and at the 
same time invisible, unapproachable – 
limited access, hierarchical, impressive, 
computerized. This is the future centre 
of the city, the brochure says, and it’s 
developing very differently than the 
organic urban growth we are familiar with, 
leaving nothing to the private individual, 
no leftovers of someone’s presence. In 
other city centres, graffi ti artists write their 
‘word’ on the walls for people to see; they 
appeal to what seems to be a responsive 
world. In the Zuidas, though it is crowded 
at times, no anonymous rebellion is to be 
seen. No one is interested, and even I, 
with all my private superwoman fantasies, 
gradually transform into a ‘production 
robot’ in order to realize my ideas, from 
the moment I enter the place, at 6,7,8,9 am 
in the morning, until I supposedly leave at 
6,7,8,9,10,11 pm at night.



Devoted to my work, I keep on 
searching for The Way In. I decide to 
tackle the office building area;
I will go there at night. 



M
aybe the shadow

y, deserted dark offices w
ill scare m

e so m
uch 

I w
ill get inspired. I go there several tim

es betw
een 10 pm

 and 
m

idnight, but no m
atter w

hen I visit, it is never dangerous and 
I’m

 never alone. T
he place is alw

ays full of light and people. 
It m

akes m
e w

onder about their w
orking habits; don’t they ever 

go hom
e? It also m

akes m
e w

onder about m
y w

orking habits, as 
I am

 w
orking at the sam

e m
idnight as w

ell. I decide to peep on 
people’s w

orking habits – in the m
orning.

I start shooting people in their 
offices, from the outside through 
the glass. Peeping on them in a 
polite way, not intrusive. Keeping 
the imagined separation between us. 
At the same time I collect info in 
relation to working habits, from 
the Internet, from books and from 
people I meet during this time.



Watching them, I’m struck by a surprising similarity of movement and timing; they are all rushing to 
the offi ce in the same tempo. I’m intrigued by, and jealous of, their concerned faces as well – so
focused and targeted, as if they are already living in the next minute, maybe even closing the big deal 
that will bring them to the stars. There is a sense of deliverance in the air, as if ‘something is happe-
ning here but you don’t know what it is’ (Bob Dylan). The ‘unifi ed’ behaviour looks like a designed 
performance, like a dance. I will make it my stage.

I fi nd m
yself caught up in the obvious race to ‘m

ake it’, to succeed and achieve som
ething. M

y 
background in dram

a (theatre actress) dem
ands an audience – a large quantity of people present at 

a certain tim
e in one place. I play a gam

e w
ith the Z

uidas rules (as I read them
). I choose a daily 

routine: every m
orning from

 08:20 till 09:00, I m
eet m

y ‘colleagues’ on the exit bridge from
 the 

W
T

C
 train station to the offi ces in the buildings around there. 

As the people I politely peep on enter my 
world, my memory, my experiences and 
perception of reality, I have an urge to get 
hold of them. Comparing myself to the 
people I watch, I’m curious to observe 
their souls. But I don’t want to judge or 
expose them. I decide to accomplish this 
by an action: I draw their faces from 
memory and try to represent their identities 
from my point of view. 



From 08:20 till 09:00 in the morning of April 27, 2007, I am walking on a home trainer, positioned 
on this bridge. Listening to a compilation of songs that expand upon the subject of ‘Way’ and make 
me feel good while I’m walking.

Dramaturgy: Erwin Jans and Marion Tränkle, artistic advice and inspiration: Martin Siewert,
video and editing: Ben Buchenbacher, big thanks to Meinke Horn and Jeanette Groenendaal for 
great help and support.


