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HABITAT
A photographic essay committed to the delicate balance between human
beings and their natural environment.
I wonder what place we occupy in this complex and
amazing ecological system, and whether we are
able to do it in such a way that we don’t make our
presence impossible.
There is no unequivocal answer to that.
I think the image we form of reality is only part of
the story. It is always from the human perspective,
and the accompanying idea, that we have a
responsibility that may be greater than we can
bear.

Of course it is impossible for me as a human to
escape that perspective. Still, I want to give it a try,
because I think that curiosity about the unknown is
an essential source of inspiration. I don’t have to go
far to search for that unknown, I just have to shake
up the world I know. With the rearranged images
that this produces, I try to show the magic of the
world we live in.

IT HAPPENED, AGAIN 2018 100/100cm

COMPONENTS 2019 50/70cm

For me, photography is more than capturing the perfect moment. Every time
I try to capture my astonishment with a single photo, I am disappointed. This
was not what I want to see and feel. It is larger, more complex, more diffuse.
I have to bring all those fragments together. In compositions in which they
together tell a story that transcends my understanding. So, that every time I
look at it, I can be surprised again.
All the photographic technology that we have to capture our world in images
may give us the idea that we really “see” it. But nothing gives me more liberty
than letting go of this straight way of observing, in order to experience the
shortest route to wonder, and the love that follows from it. I use modern
technology to find a visual language that exceeds the photographic moment,
so that there is sufficient room for the complexity of what we call reality.

CONTROL 2020 50/50cm

#ORIGIN

PLEASE STAY CLOSE 2018 72/100cm

HOME 2019 80/80cm

I am the soil
that feeds me
The water I drink
The air I breath
Every step is
my way home

MORE #1 2018 80/80cm

Thinking of origin, I imagine something pure, pristine, a kind of first start
from scratch, with no dirt in it, no dissonance.
But that is probably an incorrect idea. I turn it around. Origin as a chaotic
soup of interacting forces, in which by coincidence something emerges
that chooses a certain direction and grows. That is fascinating, because
every chaos I see would be one of origin, where something can arise at any
time. Then origin is not a kind of pure source that should not be tainted,
but a state of dirty and unrecognizable gunk.
That is not too difficult to find in daily life. I look in the gutter, the floor
drain, the rubbish dump, the rotting soup in a ditch, the stinking goo in the
green waste bin. All origins. There are also all kinds of things that come to
life. Insects eggs thrive in it, bacteria, viruses, it is all going well.
While mankind works every day to prevent chaos, new life emerges in the
chaotic origin, in a different order from ours. The question arises whether
our idea of order is smart enough. If at any time and in any place on this
earth, new life originates with its own structures, our human conception of
order might ultimately prove to be a lost battle. So a study of the floor drain
can provide insights into how we can adapt our order to the constantly
innovative circumstances.
I think biologists and virologists love drains.
I am fascinated by the different forms of order that arise out of chaos,
which I may not understand, but from which I derive the confidence that
everything will work out.
It reassures me, it is a comfort.

DATA 2018 100/100cm

Of all moral conditions, innocence
seems easily the best and most
desirable, for it means the complete
absence of error and regret and all
the anxieties that go with these—
anxieties about avoiding guilt
and making amends for instance.
Against the background of guilt
and traffic with wrong, innocence
is indisputably better, just as
something clean is better than
something soiled, something fresh
better than something stale.
Wolgast, E. (1993). Innocence. Philosophy, 68(265),
297-307. doi:10.1017/S0031819100041231

I HOPE MY CHILDHOOD NEVER ENDS 2019 53/70cm

ELEMENTS 2019 50/50cm

MORE #2 2018 80/120cm

The abundant presence of color emerging from the dark
makes me stutter and call it beauty.
A fading moment, and a fruitless effort to catch it in a dream.
I know it is there, hidden in unsuspected places, revealing
itself in instants.

ABUNDANCE 2020 70/70cm

And every day, my memories slowly emerge.
Until then, I float in the comfort of the unknown. It is
in the moment of transition, that I fall. I fall asleep, as
well as I fall awake.
In these particular moments, there is no control. In
those split seconds I feel part of the universe.

AS I REMEMEBER #1 2019 20/30cm

It was not here
nor there
It was only who,
That was what
you felt so clearly

AS I REMEMEBER #2 2019 30/30cm

AS I REMEMEBER #3 2019 30/30cm

AS I REMEMEBER #24 2019 20/30cm

AS I REMEMEBER #5 2019 30/30cm

AS I REMEMEBER #6 2019 30/30cm

A DAY IN THE FIELD 2018 56/85cm

AS I REMEMBER #7 2019 45/45cm

MOTHER 2018 63/63cm

CHILD 2016 40/50cm

#TRANSFORMATION
One day, I managed to put two stones on top of eachother. The next day, I used a stick
to reach out, to hit something. A stick to burn, a stick to build a roof. A stick to decorate. I
realized my world was changing.
I could not ever imagine a world as transformed as ours.
And tomorrow’s world will not look familiar to me.

TRANSFORMERS #1 2020 70/70cm

Listen
The sound of wind
The rhythm of numbers
The beats of machines
The music we make

GARDEN OF EDEN #4 2019 59/59cm

BOTANIC ENGINE #1 2020 70/70cm

BOTANIC ENGINE #2 2020 70/70cm

BOTANIC ENGINE #3 2020 70/70cm

BOTANIC ENGINE #4 2020 70/70cm

When lost
I Look close
Closer

WHEN LOST 2019 30/30cm

To know what comes next has been
perhaps the dominant aim of materially
complex societies. Yet, having achieved
it, or almost achieved it, we have been
rewarded with a new collection of
unmet needs. We have privileged safety
over experience; gained much in doing
so, and lost much.
George Monbiot, Feral: Searching
for Enchantment on the Frontiers of
Rewilding

RETURN FROM PARADISE 2020 100/100cm

I MUST HAVE LOST IT ON THE WAY 2020 60/90cm

#SHELTER
The long grass in a field, the shelter of a tree, the endless motion of waves. These places
are older than me, more familiar with their role in this world. They know. I don’t.
It feels like an older brother taking care of you.

GARDEN OF EDEN 2018 70/100cm

SHELTER #1/left 2019 50/50cm

SHELTER #1/right 2019 50/50cm

#SHELTER

MI CASA ES SU CASA 2019 50/120cm

Please let me be safe
In this precious air
Let me be a welcome guest
Within this perfect wilderness

FLOW 2019 50/120cm

SHELTER #2/left 2019 50/50cm

SHELTER #2/right 2019 50/50cm

SHELTER #3 2019 58/87cm

GALACTIC PICNIC 2014 90/150cm

The endless looking around and wondering. That wall, a tree, a
branch, a bird.
No coherence that leads to understanding, or some form of insight.

beautiful image I could ever make, if I had it in my hands now, I
wouldn’t be able to do anything with it. There is no connection here
with anyone to share it.

All I can see is that there is no comprehensive logic that can be
formulated, that puts everything in a framework.

And that is nice. That pointlessness. I wonder if I were to create an
image in these strange circumstances, and share it online, whether
some of that space-giving meaninglessness would come across, or at
least evoke the longing for it.

And then confusion remains. And the longing for the warmth of
a place where you feel more or less at home. Even though there
is a constant dissatisfaction that makes you think you should be
somewhere else. There where the secret lies, where it will reveal itself
to you, through which you find an entrance to inspiration and can
turn that into something that allows you to pass that inspiration on
to others. And why? Because you may suspect that others follow that
same quest and you want to meet them.
That mysterious place that you would like to find but that you erase
with the ZEN-like idea that the place is not important but how you
experience it.
Still. Now that I am sitting here, in a parking lot of a nature reserve,
in a slowly cooling car, with the tapping of the rain on the roof, I feel
different from what I just felt at home. There is no one here who wants
anything from me, or looks at me, there is nothing here that refers to
the demands of a family, there is just a tapping on the roof and the
question when I will get cold.
I don’t have the urge to search online for the filling of the idle. There is
something reassuring about this emptiness here, I don’t seem to need
anything here. A small cocoon in a wet cold world, I sit in it and type
my words.
And all kinds of things are suddenly pointless here too. The most

But I don’t feel any inspiration for that. I find writing words easier at
the moment. Making an image raises a barrier: it must be good, have
something to say, stand out above the average, in short, a whole
arsenal of requirements that exhaust me just thinking about it.
And then comes the moment when I have also finished talking in
words. Then there is the chance that I will pick up that sketchbook
and make yet another drawing of a landscape, a body, a composition
in which both find their place. A repetition, and at the same time a
confirmation of a desire. Let me find peace, let me feel connected to
that incomprehensible world, let me stop wondering, stop looking for
answers, and grow like a blade of grass just because that’s my nature.

HABITAT
www.casslagboom.nl/habitat

WORMHOLE 2014 50/50cm

