
My Haarlem is not the Haarlem of the jolly yearly 
flower parade... It is something different, more 
serious. A town where the weight of centuries of 
history bears down on its citizens and its 
architecture. It is not an unfriendly town 
though..., more like your old granddad telling you 
stories of the hardships and joys of past life. Of 
long forgotten stories and family ties. 

A town where doors slam tight with the resonance 
of 5 cm thick oak, crafted from ancient trees 
harvested in still unspoilt forests. Where walls 
still speak of the love and hate, the famine and 
exuberance, the war and peace as endured by its 
citizens throughout its long history.

It is not a town of ghosts though, although if the 
walls could truly speak, the town would be 
buzzing with whispered stories. Stories that can 
still be read from the walls, and in the play of 
shadow and light as witnessed during night time.

Most people consider the night a kind of refuge. A 
place and a time that hides the true nature of our 
existence and state of being. I think it is just the 
opposite, only at night time, the cracks and 
crevices of the bricks, walls, sculpted arches and 
wooden beams that form the core structures of 
our architecture, and that have withstood time 
for so long as to seam almost eternal, start to 
reveal the true nature of our surroundings.

Surroundings that are so familiar to us, that we 
no longer take notice, nor hear the murmured 
past...

Marco Boeringa, 2009

All photos are for sale!
Price indications upon request, contact artist for more information:

Marco Boeringa
marco@boeringa.demon.nl
+31-(0)6-23683524
http://www.boeringa.demon.nlH
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