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The following statements were collected over a period 
of eighteen months, during which time the committee 
interviewed the employees with a view to gaining insight 
into how they related to the objects and the rooms in 
which they were placed. It was our wish by means of 
these unprejudiced recordings to gain knowledge of 
local workflows and to investigate possible impacts of 
the objects, as well as the ways those impacts, or perhaps 
relationships, might give rise to permanent deviations in 
the individual employee, and moreover to assess to what 
degree they might be said to precipitate reduction or 
enhancement of performance, task-related understanding, 
and the acquisition of new knowledge and skills, thereby 
illuminating their specific consequences for production.
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STAT E M E N T 0 0 4

It’s not hard to clean them. The big one, I think, sends 
out a kind of a hum, or is it just something I imagine? 
Maybe that’s not what you mean? I’m not sure, but 
isn’t it female? The cords are long, spun from blue and 
silver fibres. They keep her up with a strap made out of 
calf-coloured leather with prominent white stitching. 
What colour is a calf, actually? I’ve never seen one. From 
her abdomen runs this long, pink, cord-like thing. What 
do you call it? Like the fibrous shoot of a plant. It takes 
longer to clean than the others. I normally use a little 
brush. One day she’d laid an egg. If I’m allowed to say 
something here, I don’t think you should have her hung 
up all the time. The egg had cracked when it dropped. 
The egg mass was on the floor underneath her and the 
thready end of the shoot was stuck in the egg mass. 
I ended up removing it. I haven’t told anyone before 
now. Maybe that was a mistake. The next day there was 
a hum. Louder than that, like an electric rumble. And the 
day after that she was quiet. She hasn’t made a sound 
since then. Is there some kind of sadness there? I always 
use both hands. I couldn’t say if the others have heard 
anything or not. Mostly I go there when everyone’s asleep. 
It’s no problem keeping the place clean. I’ve made it into 
my own little world. I talk to her while she rests. It might 
not look like much. There are only two rooms. You’d 
probably say it was a small world, but not if you have 
to clean it.
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STAT E M E N T 0 1 2

I don’t like to go in there. The three on the floor seem 
especially hostile, or maybe it’s indifference. As if by 
being so deeply indifferent they want to hurt me. I 
can’t understand why I feel I’ve got to touch them. Two 
of them are always cold, one is warm. You never know 
which is going to be the warm one. It’s as if somehow 
they recharge each other, or take turns to exchange 
their energy. Sometimes I’m not sure if they’re all one 
or if they’re three separate ones. Three individual units 
attuned to one another. I’ve seen intimacy between them. 
It frightens me, I hate it. I’ve known many more like them. 
It’s as if, at any time, one of them can always be the others. 
As if they don’t actually exist on their own, but only in the 
idea of one another. They can multiply whenever they 
like, in bunches and clusters. On the hillsides they can 
resemble a kind of eczema. But as I said, I don’t like to go 
in there. They make me touch them, even if I don’t want 
to. They’ve got a language that breaks me down when I 
go in. The language is that they’re many, that they’re not 
one, that one of them is the reiteration of all of them.


