My (Pretend) Roadburn Saturday begins
with Cloud Rat’s second set of the festival
in the Koepelhal Engine Room. Far
removed from their usual vicious grinding
chaos, they play their way experimental
songs with electronic hymns haunting the
room. While much of Do Not Let Me Off
the Cliff is aired, the crowd is in awe as
the band pull out and rework deep cuts
from their catalogue, culminating in a
stretched out and terrifying version of
their cover of Neil Young’s “The Needle
and the Damage Done,” with Neil himself
even showing up to join in. It’s a
devastating experience, the first of many
in a stacked day.

After, many stagger to the other section of
the Koepelhal, The Terminal, to witness
the emergence of BADA. While some
venture in out of devotion to the eclectic
works of Anna Von Hausswolff, just as
many wander in with the true adventurous
Roadburn spirit in their hearts and a
curiosity for something new. The
psychedelic drone transcends description,
but I’m sure I’m not the only one who
leaves the room unclear if I should feel

calmed or uneasy by what I’ve just
witnessed.

I enter the Hall of Fame to witness
another take on psych-drone from
Darsombra. The sweaty enthusiasm of the
crowd is apparent, but none of us moves.
It’s pure bliss. The band themselves seem
to be floating just above the ground, but
nobody takes note so I keep the
observation to myself. They start doing
yoga poses in the air, but I’m seated with
eyes shut, not tired but entirely zoned-out
along with a packed space of others. Not
quite a sweat lodge, but hypnotic and
meditative all the same.
Following a short breather to reunite with
the nonphysical part of myself set aflight
by Darsombra, I saunter back to the
Engine Room for Elizabeth Colour
Wheel, who teeter between elegant highs
and shrieking feedback with the poise and
precision of a ballet dancer. Their set ends
by freeing thousands of doves into the
venue, which somehow has a new
opening in the ceiling just large enough
for the birds to escape into the sunset.
Was it real? I need a break.

Over patio beers at a fine Weirdo Canyon
establishment, I find that not only do my
friends believe me, but they’ve all got
stories of their own. Flying this or that.
Transcendental vibes. Three or seven
crushed skulls. What new dimension of
madness has this (Pretend) Roadburn
wrought?

Time resumes at the very second they’d
gone on, which leaves me with the good
fortune to catch Algiers’s in the Green
Room set to end the day. Cuts from their
new record, There Is No Year, feel
especially poignant, yet here on (Pretend)
Planet Roadburn there’s a sense of
hopefulness that imbues these pieces with
an extra touch of magic.

It’s main stage in 013 for the rest of the
night. Red Sparowes are euphoric as they
offer up their crushing instrumentals as
part of Emma Ruth Rundle’s “Gilded
Cage” curation. Reformed, the band feels
so fresh. Is that a tease of something new?
It’s hard to say when even the old songs
have been given new life and such wild
reimaginings.

My compatriots and I make our way to a
decent vantage point ahead of Pazuzu,
who deliver their newest album, Mestarin
Kynsi. Something strange is at play. The
lighting in the room is different, with
something like aurora borealis undulating
above the stage. And while they play for
over an hour, my phone’s internal clock
doesn’t move a minute from when they
begin. I’m afraid of this fearsome magic,
but it’s comforting to know that this
moment is secured.

While their set goes by too quickly, the
night is far from over. Some of us find
our way downstairs to a special Bitches’
Brew DJ night with Neneh Cherry
accompanying Team Becky on the decks,
while others end up at a karaoke bar, and
still others tell us later of surprise sets at
The Little Devil. Regardless of where we
end up, sleep comes heavy when at last it
does.
- Ben Handelman

For 25 editions, Walter Hoeijmakers has
been the spiritual father of the Roadburn
festival. We catch up with the man
himself to find out how this edition is
different, and how he's handling the
always hectic days of the festival.

but luckily I figured out how to handle
this. Usually, we managed to hangout
and zoom in on the topics we need.
Sometimes there's discord, but I manage
that too.
This edition forced you to make a lot
of last-minute adjustments. How did
you pull that off?
Well, I kind of use the same method to
create the daily line-up every day, so
with this year’s hassle it's not much
different. I put all the names in a big hat,
shuffle and pull them out one by one.
And then I look at what works for me.
Like the friet/patat debate. You know
nobody’s gonna be able to take that on
after 15 Jupilers. For the rest, I just look
for the most devious schedule clashes.
It's become a bit of an art form, really.

Surprisingly, today he doesn't greet us in
the traditional 'Roadburn shirt', which
means we almost missed the man in the
Weirdo Canyon. He apologizes: "I felt
that Roadburn is my home, so why
shouldn't I just wear what I would wear
there?" His outfit of a bathrobe and pink,
fluffy slippers looks fitting. At least he's
wearing footwear. There's always this one
guy who doesn't. Anyways. Let's see what
the man has to say.
How are you enjoying this year's
festival, Walter?
To me, this has been one of the most
challenging editions. Connecting with the
bands has been notably different,

What is different for you this year?
Well, I mostly notice that my feet are less
crushed from all the running around. So
much more happens digitally now, which
makes my job a lot easier. Certainly,
things are hectic, and I have to check in
with a lot of people to see if all is going
according to plan.
Also, giving Becky's phone number to
artists when they ask for mine, has turned
out to be my best idea since I decided to
start organizing a little festival back in
1999. I have actually had time to enjoy a
full set this time around.

Where is Becky anyways?
I think she said something about Doom
Hags and Bitches Brew and then went to a
hangout that apparently has been going on
since Wednesday. Santos (Old Man
Gloom) apparently has done a surprise
show of cocktail preparation, which has
fueled that event for days. But I don't
know, I can't keep track of this festival at
times...

way. That being said, I have heard that
Une Misère is planning a show in the
Burger King bathroom and that Lingua
Ignota's Kirsten will burn effigies of all
Roman Emperors, not just Caligula,
later.

We all know you're always listening to
the community. Are there things you'll
do differently in 2021?
Well, some of the complaints have been
valid. People have been very distant this
year, but I think it's a phase and we'll
come together again.
Are there any surprises going to take
place still?
There's this big misconception about
Roadburn that we have a lot of these
surprise shows planned out. That we're
some sort of evil organization that wants to
torment its visitors with barely intelligible
announcements and mysterious voids in
the time table. Though a large part of that
may be true, the nature of chaos is such
that we are not entirely sure how that time
table fills itself. It's become sentient over
time and in some sense we do not know
what it will do next, but this has become
one of the things people love about
Roadburn and I wouldn't have it any other

Other complaints have made no sense at
all. Sometimes it's like we're all not even
in the same place, but that's also
Roadburn for you. It's a different plane
of existence in some ways.
Are there things you like?
Well, for me this is definitely a format
I'd like to work with again. Though I
don't think I could handle another
(Pretend) Roadburn, I'm glad about the
joy it brings even though it's (pretend).
- Guido Segers

Becky and I, our dedicated staff, and
countless others involved with Roadburn
are extremely overwhelmed by sense of
community shown over the last few days the Pretend Roadburn group has even been
a huge lifesaver in the middle of some of
the most uncertain times since WWII.
Paralyzed by the global pandemic, and the
loss of the actual festival, we didn’t even
know what to do with ourselves - like all
of you, we were heartbroken and stuck at
home, worrying about the new normal,
about our daily life, and the things and
people we love all so much. On a personal
level, I’m also worrying so much about all
the creatives, and their struggles to keep
going - it just hurts big time!
We weren’t even sure if it wouldn’t be
appropriate for us to bring you a few little
slivers of Roadburn spirit this weekend again, so much grief and fear. As
Roadburn’s our lifesblood, Becky started
to reach out to a few artists, discussing
ideas for a live session or two, a single
Q&A, and a daily playlist to keep things
humble. And then came along a group of
wiley Roadburners staging something of a
takeover to keep the festival going - we
simply couldn’t believe the outpouring of
love online, from Roadburn Radio coming
to you from Tilburg, or this glorious
Facebook group set up by Peter Huibers
and Jeriël van der Land - you all pulled off
such a miracle!
It ignited us to start relentlessly working
on the Weirdo Canyon Dispatch (thank
you JJ, Lee and the others as well), and
reaching out for more live sessions and
such (thank you Becky). Suddenly it was
like being at the festival, and engaging
with everyone in ways that we have never

felt or experienced before - the
connection was palpable even online.
You gave Roadburn such a new lease on
life over the last few days, letting us all
celebrate the pretend festival from our
homes, with so much passion, hope, and
love coming from our screens, and
oozing from our speakers. I’m still lost
for the proper words to express my
feelings and gratitude (the same goes for
Becky and everyone involved), though,
I’ll try.
As you might know, we won the award
for best festival earlier this year. Hereby,
I’d like to hand over the award to our
beloved community, as it’s you who kept
Roadburn going in such an inspirational
way during these trying times, and
pushed it into a new realm beyond our
wildest imagination. It’s something we
won’t forget for the rest of our lives, as
we’re all connected for life. The award is
yours forever!

Becky and Walter on behalf of the entire
Roadburn crew and the 013 venue.

Hi there, Let’s talk about reality for a
minute.
If your immediate reaction to that idea was
to stop reading, I empathize. It’s neither a
pleasant idea nor in the spirit of
parenthetical pretending in which we’ve
been indulging all weekend.

from Walter and it was like, “Hey so
this is how it is now and everybody’s
making their own Roadburn and so
we’re doing this how ‘bout you send
some copy?”
There wasn’t much to go around, but
we had the (real) Mizmor interview,
and we made the rest up. José Carlos
Santos set the tone with his fake
review, and we just ran with it.
Honestly, I wouldn’t be the least bit
disappointed if – should we be lucky
enough to do a (real) WCD again, if we
ran one or two fake interviews, just for
fun and to capture a little bit of the
spirit of what this (Pretend) Roadburn
turned out to be.
Because that’s the “something very
real” I’m talking about above. The
spirit of Roadburn.

But amidst all the manifold horrors of our
day – climate catastrophe in progress,
mass extinction in progress, Twitter, the
rise of nationalism, the lives and progress
already lost to the COVID-19 pandemic,
and the simple fact that the list keeps
growing with new ones all the time thrown
onto the pile – it’s important we step back
and take a look at what (Pretend)
Roadburn really represents. Because it’s
also something very real.
We didn’t plan to do a (Pretend) Weirdo
Canyon Dispatch. It just kind of happened.
I got an email on Wednesday or Thursday

How many music festivals do you
know get called off owing to a global
pandemic and the would’ve-been
attendees band together in a Facebook
group to laugh about people’s farts and
getting high at the campsite and post
pictures and pretend to be upset at the
schedule
clashes
while
they’re
watching one set and want to be seeing
three things at the same time? I can’t
think of that ever happening before.
Can you?
That only shows you how special
Roadburn is to so many of those who
take part in it. I know my 2020 is

Irrevocably changed by not actually
traveling to Tilburg this year, and while
I’ve been reading those posts with kind of
a bittersweet feeling, what they represent
is something beautiful.
Plus some of it was hilarious, and that
always helps.

No. I don’t think so either.
If you were a part of this, thank you.
Thanks to everyone who made this
(Pretend) Weirdo Canyon Dispatch happen,
most of all Lee Edwards and Walter
himself.
Every year, I leave Roadburn feeling
spiritually rejuvenated – before I go, I’ve
said on multiple occasions to my wife that
I’m heading off to get right with my gods.
And we never know year-to-year if we’ll be
able to bring back Weirdo Canyon Dispatch
as a part of Roadburn, but we always hope.
This year, it’s different. It is. But in light of
all this imagination and pretending, I can’t
help but feel a very special kind of hope for
the future of Roadburn. Doesn’t it feel like
things are just beginning?
Stay well. Sincerely,

And the festival’s efforts to still bring us
music and to answer back to that
Roadburn spirit with live streams, Q&As,
Walter’s pretending to moan about
dealing with tour managers that seem all
too grounded in his real experiences –
whatever it was, it brought to our lives a
chance to remember what this weekend
might’ve been for all of us. It would’ve
been Roadburn 2020. Instead, we got
(Pretend) Roadburn, or Homeburn, or
Ronaburn, or whatever other name it
might’ve picked up over the last few
days.
I’ll ask you this: In the history of
Roadburns, do you think this one that just
happened to transcend physical reality
will ever be forgotten?

JJ Koczan

Social distancing at play in the Main Stage © Niels Vinck

Surely this isn’t social distancing? © Paul Verhagen

Radio Roadburn
This weekend a collaboration between TELG collective and local radio-station OT
Radio will try to bring some solace to bruised hearts by dedicating a 3 day
programming of live-streaming online as well as on air. An ample array of DJ’s and
artists will attempt to pay rightful tribute to the diversity of wonders we as a city have
so abundantly been given over the past two decades.
From Tilburg with love; for Roadburners by Roadburners.

And don’t forget to join the Facebook group

‘A group where everyone is pretending to be at Roadburn 2020’
The virtual Roadburn where you can share your stories of the past, present and future

Here’s To Roadburn 2021!
See You All There
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The Spirit of Roadburn

Roadburn’s Richard Schouten magically captured the spirit of this year’s (pretend)
festival in acrylic and on canvas board (30 x 30cm).
Feast your eyes on his captivating art and paintings at:
www.facebook.com/richardschoutenart/
www.instagram.com/richardschouten_illustrator/

