Planks and Bricks

The essay (and hence also the journalistic column) is
amedium that abhors doubt. Like a public speech, it
wants to advance an argument, it wants to conclude.
The essay must come, a priori and by definition, to
apoint. Why am I asked to contribute a regular col-
‘umn? And why did I decide to comply? A newspaper
been left on my kitchen table. Visitors who knew
‘me before I moved here tend to leave their newspapers
‘behind, fearing that I will let myself otherwise sink
into ignorance. While munching the bread and the
" Comté cheese, my eye lights on a book review in that
left-behind newspaper. The book is by Pierre Michon
~and has just been published in a Dutch translation.
' Although the review portrays Michon as too heroic, I
" hecome intrigued. I try to find out more via the World
" Wide Web. The deviously commercial, ad-spewing
~ gsearch engine brings me to an article that Michon
- wrote together with the Mexican author Alberto
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e the same planks as those from which
ogether a coffin for Addie Bundren in
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Planks or bricks? It is a dilemma, an almost impos-

sible choice between a monument to transience and
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transience itself; between the gravestone and f
driftwood plank. Should I opt for the direct and e
tinuous confrontation of the plank, which shrinks a
cracks and chafes and fades, whose knots fall out ¢
which splits open around the nail holes? Or must I
for the prosaicness and slowness and internalizatior
brick, for the inward-looking, inner slowness of
which waits and waits for the sudden impact of
bullet, or which willingly bears the slow encrustat
of lichens or the creeping deposits of city air polluti

Yet could it be that this choice was made
ago? Planks for the private, personal house,
those specific lives, for the ever-ongoing confron
tion between the individual mind and mortality,
death-wish. The cracking of the wooden planks i
unremitting reminder. Planks nurture fear and un
tainty. Planks pose the question and sow doubt. Br
on the other hand, seems to be reserved for pu
buildings, for the abstract, instruction-giving autl
ity, with neither face nor spirit, for the ever-chan
streams of users. The brick wall stands patiently in
public space waiting till it gets shot at, so that i c
become the bearer of bullet scars; or waiting until i
pushed over by a bulldozer and crushed to make
base course of a road for cars.



Wim Cuyvers Teat On Teaxt was published (in Dutch and
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Voorkamer was curator of the exhibition ‘Beeld in Park 2003’
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of Lier.
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