





_ jtwas ¥ my third time
house-hunting. i visited
countless places, sat thro-
ugh endless interviews, yet
luck never seemed
1o be on my side




alliwanted
was a space S
where i could &
feel safe,
inspired
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and then, i found it
my dear home in the east -
a room facing the streets
trams gliding past

== and rows of iconic

dutch red-brick facades

just a minute from the most
eautiful park

astin my humble and
E:a(gr‘ﬁpletely biased opinion)
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nonfunky bars, each
- € an invitation to
ome an extension
of my living room

ipassfaces——each =

unique, each lostin =
their own rhythm—
some rushing, others \

simply sunbathingin . - ..

quiet contentmen




there is so much life
in this small island

of east that i could
explore it for years
ihope i will...

in a world o
where everything is
uncertain

i feel like i have
found

at least one truth:
i'm crazy about yoy,
dear east




amsterdam, oost




