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Wake up and dream 
I have heard about Oerol for 

years. That is was a festival fit 

for me. When people told me 

about Oerol, and shared their 

experiences with me, the 

festival and island spoke to my 

imagination and became such a 

beautiful place that I thought that it couldn’t translate to reality. So I never went and only had 

this idyllic image of Oerol. But this year, now that Oerol is imaginary, I would love to 

experience it in real life.  

Loved ones, how sorrowful that this year you can’t travel the Waddenzee to Terschelling to 

become overwhelmed by the beauty of theater and music and art in the dunes, on the beach, 

in the villages. But how wonderful that Oerol can still sail through your thoughts. This year, 

you will not only visit one island but all of them. You won’t visit one festival, but all festivals.  

Once I was in a small cell in Iraq. Like now, I was not a hero. But the cells were more popular 

than Airbnbs in Amsterdam before corona, and above all they were free to occupy. Hundreds 

of thousands before me had stayed in that cell. The cell was small and dark. I thought that I 

would never leave it, and if I did it would’ve been because I got crazy or in a body bag. The 

cell numbed my soul and body. Nothing could save me from it, not the literature that I had 

read, nor the art I had seen, the music I had heard, not the God I had prayed to. No, it was 

the hole in the wall that saved me and let me escape.  

I couldn’t see anything the first hours in that cell. I didn’t know if time had passed and I forgot 

my eyes. But suddenly I saw something. A thread of light. Like a spider’s web. At first we 

didn’t converse, because I hadn’t seen her like she wanted to be seen, but day after day I got 



to learn to understand her. I felt safe in her presence. My hand was a door for her. When I 

heard their footsteps, I hid her. When the footsteps disappeared, I opened the door to my 

cold, dark world to her. We talked the whole day. At night she left. I thought of the vast 

distances she travelled daily from the warm fields of the sun, where her home was, to keep 

me company in dark times. In the morning twilight she was cold and slow, as if she was 

yawning. In the middle of the day she was strong and during sunset soft and sleepy. I saw 

her much clearer. I felt her. I felt the knocking of the planets she had passed on her way, the 

heavens she soared through. I knew her fight with the dust of the universe, the meteors, the 

smoke eluding from wars that tried to stop her. The birds and kites that flee their way to the 

blue sky. She opened the door of my cell. She showed me seasons. I saw the spring and her 

madness, the birds, the nests, the green. I felt the presence of summer, in its warmth and her 

date trees, shadow, rivers, the fresh water making its way down from mountains. I saw the 

falling leaves in autumn, and winter with its patience.  

One day I felt something grow. A seed, that might have come in with the food I was given to 

extend my wait, had sprouted. From this moment on I wasn’t alone in the night anymore. I 

didn’t know her name, but knew she waited eagerly for the thread of light, just as I did. It 

made me calm. If I wanted to sleep I curled up next to her carefully, not hurting her. As I woke 

I would gently touch her with my fingers and count her leaves. First there was one. Then two. 

Then three. Small and soft. With that touch I reclaimed my fingers. Slowly she grew towards 

the sun, until one day they met. The difficult times in the dark had made her leaves yellow. It 

surprised me that she didn’t grow upwards, but downwards following the light, knowing she 

would never grow taller. Like a snake around a magic staff of light towards the ground she 

grew. As time passed her leaves turned green and her scent arose. It might have been her 

secret language with light. The scent of a woman in a river. I brought my nose to her and 

smelled. She was like the dawn. Like the land.  

After I left the cell people told me I looked calm. “You look good”, they said, “weren’t you 

jailed in a cell?” they would ask in surprise.  

I would answer “No, I was on the longest journey on earth and the furthest journey through 

the universe.” 

Since that little hole and plant in the cell I have believed that the world needs me as that hole 

and seed, to connect to the universe outside. If I manage to connect, I will no longer be 

dependent of my past or my future. I won’t be mortal and finite. I will be free. Because the 

universe is out there waiting to wander in cells through holes.  



Oerol might be more beautiful than ever this year, because the physical is absent and only 

the imaginary remains. The real Oerol becomes something that we want to achieve and isn’t 

the dream we live. It makes me think of the title of an Admiral Freebee CD: Wake up and 

dream. I hope that this year, while we dream about an island filled with music and theatre, we 

awake and dream on. It might be the only future we have: a dream becoming reality and 

reality a dream. 

To excuse this article, I would like to end with a poem I wrote not too long ago in this unique 

and bizarre time:  

When Man was a meter and a half away, 

spring awakened.  

The cherry tree visited me through my window.  

‘Write my poems’, she said.  

‘I just survived 

the toughest time 

and spend every minute 

making kilos of cherries 

for the coming summer.’ 

I listened and thought: this lady 

has talked with me for years 

but just now 

did I hear her.  
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