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In an open-air passageway on Rue Demanet, we are invited to share the worldview of Flor Van
der Vinnen, a well-known offbeat character from the neighbourhood’s past. The text and the ri-
tual in which the artist invites us to take part complement those of The Refuge of Dreams, but
they stem from a different thought process: here, the dreams that we are invited to recall are to
be addressed to someone other than ourselves. Echoing this, a shining star flickers as if expres-
sing the time we have allowed ourselves to spend before leaving our contribution for all to enjoy.

Géci/e itots



Requiem for a Star

Texte-légende imprimé sur plaque de lave émaillée fixée sur le mur de pierre a proximité de I’arche

In o{ays of old, this neighéou’zhooc[ was covered with /a’tge matshes. This street was then
called Faddenstraat, Toad Street. Vot so [ong ago, just a few steps ﬁom hete, these amp/til;ians
could be heard c’zoaking theit heads oﬂ in the porw[ o][ a small fa’Lm whete Tlovimond, a man
unlike any othet, used to lve. His lg[esty/e was considered simp[e [)y some, but he was ptouc{ of
it. Having come ﬁom Bruges in 1908, his patents settled in the neig/té:ouz/loocl to grow ﬂowe’zs
which wete veuy sougllt afte’t Ey the pe’zfume inc[ust&y. Wiater was plenti ul hete and t/tey became
very successfu[. Flor, as he was known, was an unusual child who had created a very pe’zsonal
unweise fo’z /Limsel/. Even as an adult, he could oﬁen been seen t’zave/[ing in his t/zougltts.

Ohne a{ay, his neig/zéou’z inte’z’zuptec[ him while he was ga’zc[ening, émnc{is/ling a newspaper :
“f/ey Tlor, listen to this t/zoug/zt, it makes me think of you : “The saéé‘a{y man thinks alone
and creates new valles /62 the commundy 0% j-[o’c busst out /aug/ting, stoked his moustac/le
and said : * Thank you, you have understood me well fm 9 have a[ways had many mote

dreams fo’z the would and fo’c others than ][o’z myseb{ :

l}/]owac[ays, this star doesnt shine like any of the othets : its heart beats to the ’t/zyt/tm of
dreams which passe’zs[)y entust it with. It veminds us that even heve, it is poss[é[e to o/f[e’z o
unique dream to the would and to others. The stax will then take care to pass it on fo’z the here

anc[ now.
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