out girls and boys looking through the adjacent windows.
Their status keeps them from entering. I wish they
could be updated and I wish I could make out with them.

Another wish: put wielded hammers into their
small hands so they can break their entry through the
thickening glass, the vanguard that parts us. An unspoiled
monster recalls: Toot toot.

Twist after twist. Into a couple of different chapters.
Parts are repeated. You get up and say it is willed
to be remembered. You get up and ask, who told you,
you fool?

I only smacked my lips on account of —

In consideration of my pleasure.

Some other unspoiled monster recalls. You say, she
has a certain technique. But she is not an artist. I beg to
differ. Protest. She is—

I use tones chilled as Alpine slopes as I say, she is a
bit limited. But. She is a very great artist. Would you
frown upon her limitations? Who’d dare to define them on
a ladder of nonsensical hierarchy? Like opposites
facing each other at a dinner table. Tied to silence like at
a Zoroastrian dinner ceremony. I have to say it again,
dualities only exist in self-saving video games and resur-
rected TV series.

Truly.

Truth as Illusion. And Illusion as truth? The first.
The second is another proposition. (As truth
is nonexistent, it can never be anything but illusion —
but illusion, the by-product of revealing artifice,
can reach the summits nearer the unobtainable peak of
Perfect Truth. For example, female impersonators.

The impersonator is in fact a man (truth), until he
re-creates himself as a woman (illusion) —and of the two,
illusion is truer.) I’d like to be a true girl.

And you the humming boy. On a swing. On Aiora day.

Spread sweet poison and you will be left dangling.
Spread them like feathers. Seductive. Narcotic.

Wonder. Really, Wonder. Darling. I manipulate
with care. I unplug my finger from your mouth. It’s got
a sour taste to it. Probably because you’re Asian.

Lack of soul owns its own citric value.

I try to be simple. Yes, I’'m saying simple, alas, not

prosy. Say nothing is more complex than the barbaric state.

At last, the humming continues swimmingly...
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conceived in the museum or gallery context, space 1s
treated as time: the duration of a piece of music and
the movement of a gallery goer in space are exchangeable
experiences. The work uses space to develop itself
through the time spent there. Sound serves as material.
However visually appealing, details such as speakers
and curtains are there as bare necessities for the
transmission of sound and absorption of reverberations.
Any work by Weinberger is less site-specific than

the term would suggest. While a given space shapes the
concept, the work is not so much shaped by the site as
by the behavior of the visitor therein.

While she was working on her first solo exhibition
at Kunsthalle Basel, “When You Leave, Walk Out
Backwards, So I’ll Think You’re Walking In,” I noted in the
accompanying brochure that the essential mode of
her practice and production had been that of collaboration
and participation. But after being part of her recent
performance, “Concerto locale” at the Swiss Institute
in Milan, this reading now seems incomplete. Participation
is indeed an important aspect of the creation of her
work. In her show in Milan, there were around forty people
actively involved in the production of the final work
which was then turned into an exhibition. For the opening,
forty individuals each created their own hour-long mixed
track in real time, by using a pre-installed sound
program on their computers. The forty channels of sound
were installed as one unit and then played simultaneously
in a loop. It was the first time that a performative
act generated and activated Weinberger’s work. The result
of the performance will remain on view for several
weeks in the form of the deserted performance setup,
devoid of everything save for the computer speakers, each
playing its one hour track on a loop.

Although this may sound like a collaborative work,
being among this group and participating in the production
felt more like being part of an assembly line in a factory
or software enterprise. But here, the product was unique —
produced by a mass, not mass-produced. Each participant
worked on his or her own track, fending off distraction
by the others, to find a certain rhythm, so as to create his
or her own composition. For an hour, each participant
became a composer — trained musicians next to artists and
people from all kinds of professional backgrounds.

They engaged, in that moment, in the production of sounds
limited by the possibilities of the software Weinberger
asked them to use. From a distance, the forty people seated

at tables, all with open laptops, looked uniform, each
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