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The outskirts of Brussels. An extremely complex area where residential, recreational and 
commercial functions clash harshly with one another. A densely-branched network of 
motorways, a series of interminable, straight main roads and an airport give access to the 
region and structure the landscape: they are the axes around which these functions are 
arranged. And there, right through the middle of it all, an imposing old forest that stretches 
out across a large part of the area.

In her exploration of this area, Stephanie Kiwitt opts not for a connecting horizontal view, but 
for a vertical cross-section. Not for the broad juxtaposition that offers an explanation, but for 
the narrow, isolating incision. The detached approach that aims mainly for an overview is 
here replaced by a direct, almost physical contact. She does not concentrate on the question 
of spatial cluttering, but records how her body reacts to these indefinable places. The rigid 
frame of the erect image refers to the verticality of the pedestrian, while the broad overview 
of the horizontal image corresponds to what the driver sees through his windscreen. The one 
experiences the landscape as an accumulation of incongruous (but also intriguing) fragments, 
while the other comprehends it pragmatically as a space through which one just has to pass. 
The one looks at his surroundings with curiosity, while the other navigates through it with a 
purpose (and above all as fast as possible). 

The outskirts of the city are an in-between zone through which one passes on the way into 
or out of the city. But these photos are at odds with this dynamic. They do not keep to the 
vanishing point of the straight main roads, but stubbornly turn away from the traffic, focus on 
blank walls, on fences, on obstacles, on the pavement, on a roller shutter. They turn obstinately 
towards what only the pedestrian can notice. And just as the pedestrian’s attention is focused 
on what immediately surrounds him, these pictures come strikingly close to their subjects. 
With no appreciable depth, but with plenty of concrete and brick, little sky and almost always 
lacking a liberating horizon, they advance an obtrusive proximity.

A rigid frame, an insistent directness, barely any room to move, and yet they are not 
claustrophobic pictures. The viewer never feels jammed into a hermetically sealed space. 
This is the consequence of two strategies. Firstly a deliberate intervention in the formal 
construction of the image. A clever interplay of repetition and variation makes sure that the 
elements of the image are positioned in an exciting relationship with each other. Secondly: 
use of a highly mobile camera, swishing from side to side and sometimes even leaning over 
frightfully to the left or right. This unstable, oblique view suggests a fleeting touch rather than 
any desire to pin down what has been seen. Both strategies confirm the refusal to make any 
imperative statements about this landscape. These are not topographic positions, but playful 
and adventurous rearrangements of planes, lines and colours to form a new and previously 
unseen landscape.
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