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When viewed from above, the country of the Netherlands
reveals itself first and foremost as a delta: alandscape of
waterlines, reclaimed ground and careful divisions between
the land and the sea. But what may seem orderly from a
distance is in fact the result of constant negotiation. Low
and open, exposed to the elements, it carries the marks

of both geography and design. And yet, as Gosse Bouma
discovered while travelling throughout the country, another
layer of depth emerges in the way the light briefly gathers

and then dissolves again.

After immersing himself in Amsterdam, with its canals
and 18th-century splendour, Bouma began to feel a certain
restlessness. The city had offered him intimacy — mist
gathering along the quays, a lone figure pausing by the
River IJ — but gradually a question emerged. What would
happen if he widened his field of vision? Could the same
atmosphere be found beyond the capital? Could an entire

country be approached in the same way?

What began as an open-ended exploration slowly took on
amore defined shape. From Ameland to Zeeland, from

the Veluwe to the Wadden coast, Bouma travelled to places
often regarded as familiar, perhaps even unremarkable.

He did not set out to map the Netherlands in an exhaustive
sense. Instead, he searched for cohesion — for a way to
bring together places that, at first glance, seem to oppose
one another. “How do you combine Ameland and Almere in
one book?” he reflects. “How do you present the Posbank sit
alongside Rotterdam without things feeling disjointed —

without it becoming just a collection of places instead of

something that holds together really well?” The answer,

as before, lay not in the places themselves, but in the
conditions under which they were seen. He worked in the
early hours, when the landscape was still unsettled and
nothing had quite taken shape. Often there was very little
to hold onto. And then, briefly, something aligned. “Those
moments don’tlast,” he says. “You can wait for hours, and
then everything comes together for a brief moment — and

five minutes later it’'s completely different again.”

That meant paying close attention to the weather. Mist,
lowlight, a particular stillness in the air — no guarantees,
but fleeting possibilities to be anticipated and seized.
There were mornings when the mist lifted too quickly or
never came at all, or when the landscape remained flat,
closed, unresponsive. But when the circumstances were
just right, places that seemed unrelated started to draw
closer together. The openness of Friesland, the measured
geometry of Flevoland, the marshes of Oisterwijk — in the

same light, they could begin to resemble one another.

That cohesion extended beyond the landscape alone. Cities,
too, entered Bouma’s work — not as a separate category, but
as part of the same visual language. In Rotterdam, he turned
his lens towards high-rise buildings and the sharp lines of

a city shaped by modern architecture. Eindhoven brought

a more industrial atmosphere. Almere and Lelystad, like

the whole of Flevoland, carried the marks of deliberate
planning. Even The Hague, with its mixture of government
buildings and newer developments, became part of this

more contemporary register.
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Set against this were the older city centres — Haarlem,
Zutphen, Dordrecht — where, not unlike Amsterdam,
historical layers remain visible in facades and street
patterns. Together, these places form a kind of progression:
from older urban cores to newer, constructed cities, from
inherited forms to designed environments. Seen this

way, the book traces not only a geography, but a passage
through time — one that unfolds amongst the existing rural

landscapes.

Similarly, moving through these environments required a
different kind of attention. Open land radiates differently
than a city at dawn — less enclosed, more exposed. The
idea that the Netherlands is flat, uneventful even, did not
resonate with Gosse. “There’s so much variation in terms
of landscape and nature, especially in the light — in how

it falls, how it reflects, how it changes the whole scene for
just a short moment,” he says. Take a young tree catching
the firstlight in an otherwise gloomy woodland, its leaves
briefly turning gold, for example, or a bird rising from dark

water. Not dramatic, but enough.

In Friesland, that awareness took on a more personal
dimension. Born and raised there, Bouma had once felt the
urge to leave — to seek the buzz and magnitude of a city. “At
that time, I experienced it as calm, boring even, because I
was looking for movement, for distraction,” he recalls. For
this book, he found himself returning not just to the region,
but to the very land his father was born on — a place that,

over time, had begun to carry a different weight.

Returning now with a camera, he encountered the
landscape differently. The clay soil, the wide skies, the
restrained character of the villages that once felt limiting
appeared steadier, more grounded. “It’s strange how

your view of a place can change,” he says. “What once felt

uneventful — that stillness, that openness — is exactly what

I've come to value most.”

“There is nothing flat about the Frisian landscape,” he adds.
“I grew up in a small village, had a very safe childhood. The
history there isn’t in grand canal houses, like in Amsterdam,
but in the people, in the clay, in the language.” The province
becomes less a subject and more a point of origin — not
foregrounded, but present throughout. This is not an
objective survey of the Netherlands. It is, unmistakably,

Bouma’s Netherlands.

Flevoland drew his attention in a way he had not expected. A
province not often associated with beauty, it carries the clear
marks of its own making — land reclaimed from water, once
part of the Zuiderzee (formerly a shallow bay of the North
Sea that was enclosed and drained to become habitable
ground). Straight roads, sharply defined fields, towns that
seem to have been planned rather than to have grown
naturally. However, places like the older fishing community
of Urk resist that logic. The two aspects sit side by side: new
land and older histories, held together within the same
frame. “It’s beautiful and uncomfortable at the same time,”
Bouma notes. “You can see how it was made, almost too

clearly — and yet that’s also what makes it compelling.”

“It’s beautiful and
uncomfortable at the
same time.”

In Flevoland, the Dutch relationship to water is not abstract
or historical, but immediate — visible in the land itself. Tt

is here that the story of the Netherlands becomes most
tangible, and where Bouma found an unexpected anchor for
the book: a place where a new light could reveal not only the

current landscape, but also how it came to be.
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Seeing the landscape so clearly as ‘something made’ also
begins to shape how it is perceived. In Amsterdam, he

often described himself as a nature photographer working
within a city, waiting for light and atmosphere to settle over
an urban environment. Here, that relationship shifts, and
the landscape begins to behave more like a constructed
scene. Trees form structures, almost architectural in their
placement, while paths and canals organise the frame. In
places like the Oisterwijk marshes, those structures are
echoed in the water — trees reflected in its smooth surface,
doubling their presence and enclosing the space — so that
when something moves, a bird lifting or a figure crossing, it

briefly takes on the clarity of an event.

That same attention to structure continues in urban
environments, albeit in a different form. Instead of water,
other surfaces — windows, glass facades, polished
materials — reflect and rearrange what is already there.
Fragments of the surroundings are caught and repeated: a
building becomes a pattern of light and shadows, a
passer-by appears momentarily as a silhouette within it.
These reflections introduce a more graphic quality into the
work, flattening space while also extending it, and inviting a
way of seeing that doesn’t necessarily add to the scene but

rather reframes it.

Across these different settings — open land, water,

urbanity — a consistent approach emerges. Bouma does not
treat these places as untouched nature, but as environments
that are shaped, organised and used, and it is precisely this
interaction that holds his attention. A canal cutting through
afield, a row of trees framing an opening, a cyclist passing
at the right moment: these gestures are enough. There is,
inevitably, an element of chance as well — a turn taken
because something catches his eye, a brief alignment like

the moon hovering above a church tower in Scherpenzeel,

a suggestion leading to a place that might otherwise
have been missed. Intention and accident are not easily

separated; one blends into the other.

As his work circulates, his way of seeing has begun to fan out
as well. What started in Amsterdam as what people came

to call ‘a Gosse Bouma kind of morning’, inspiring early
risers to head out with cameras, drawn by mist, has spread
beyond that city. The phrase has come to describe not just

a moment, but an approach — a shared attentiveness that
others have begun to recognise and adopt in their own
surroundings, often accompanied by a sense of gratitude for

what had previously gone unnoticed.

Bouma remains modest about this. “I don’t have a grand
theory,” he says. “I just have a camera. Ilook, I wait — and

I try to be aware of what’s happening, because often the
image is already there if you pay attention.” What his

work suggests is a simple shift: that looking closely, and
repeatedly, begins to change what becomes visible — less in

the landscape itself, and more in the way it is perceived.

Seen through his lens, the Netherlands does notlack
presence; it simply unfolds elsewhere. It emerges in the
meeting of light and land, in the precision with which it has
been shaped, in the traces of human effort that run through
it. There is a sense of continuity here, built over time. A
landscape that has been made, maintained and lived in,
over generations. The more time Bouma spent within it, the

harder it became to overlook.
A country often described as ‘small’ unfolds here differently.
Scale recedes and time swells; what matters is how light

moves across the land, how it briefly gathers and shifts.

The Netherlands, seen anew.
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