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Hannah Black, Ed Fornieles, Matt Goerzen

OBJECTIVES
AIMS and OBJECTIVES

Establish and foster a community of workers 

Open a discourse about their relationship to work 
Use insights and materials derived from their practice
as the basis for a new series of art work 
Track the user's response to The Work Place
environment and adjust it to their needs 

The project aims to: provide a co-working space that is free
and open to anyone, and in doing so establish and foster a
community of workers who will interact in the course of
office life, entering into a discourse about their relationship
to labor, on both personal and professional levels, with the
understanding that this content will be used in the production
of a new series of art work.
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Los Angeles is

a magnet city,
pulling people in from all over
America. It is not uncommon to
move here expecting to spend
some time on the streets. The
influx of homeless people to
the west can be traced back
to Ronald Reagan's presidency:
Federal housing assistance was
cut in half, and many mental
health facilities were closed.
Most of the homeless live in
LA’s downtown area, specifically
skid row, which has a transitory
population of 3000-6000 people,
50°/° of which are African
American and 31°/° Latino.

SECURITY
SECURITY Stickers

Visible security systems have two functions: to make "insiders"
feel safe and to make "outsiders" think twice. Stickers like

this function as "security theatre", performing these functions
virtually, by drawing attention to the existence of supposed
security protocols. The "relational security" system Goerzen
designed for The Work Place seeks to disrupt this conventional
securitization, drawing attention to itself not as effective, but
rather as theatre, to make both "insiders" and "outsiders" feel
uncomfortable and aware of their vulnerability. An announced,
agonistic, "unsafe space", divergent from the frictionless, feelgood Silicon Valley startup vibe currently being cultivated by
workplaces the world over.
Dozens of stickers from competing, foreign, Quebecois
security companies are placed on the gallery windows,
undermining their individual attempt to warn off wouldbe infiltrators. Inside the space, posters reproduced from a
variety of different workplaces jostle for attention, reminding
workers to wear hard hats, use strong encryption, be sensitive
to disabled co-workers, and practice good hygiene. In their
diversity, they aim to destabilize the idea that any single notion
of security or a worker’s needs is sufficient in The Work Place.
Rather than hardening distinctions between insiders and
outsiders, the relational security system seeks to decode and
weaken that which reinforces these boundaries. Shibboleths
of belonging are present, but they are made alien and mutable.
In plain English: absurdist or surrealist strategies are used
to make everyone a bit uncomfortable, a bit less capable of
exercising their invisible or unreflected upon endowments
of power. A minor insecurity invites all who would engage
with the space to be a bit more vulnerable, a bit more
uncomfortable, and perhaps a bit more open and responsive
to the others around them.
#security #confusion #destabilizing #uncertainty
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MOTIVATION
Motivational POSTERS

✏

During the initial stage of the show, a series of video and poster

works were created by Black, Goerzen, and Fornieles. These were
designed to affect visitors to the space as art and also the coworkers using the space as instrumentalized work place material.
Fornieles, for instance, assembled a collection of furniture and
posters designed to affect the tone and feel of the space. In the
opening week, he created a series of motivational posters which
emphasized the urgency of the moment and the agency the coworker possessed. These were meant to both uplift the viewer
and create an unease in the directness of their statement:
"the time is now". A second act of imagery, posted a couple of
weeks later, used humor and ironic distance to deal with the
stresses of work. After feedback from the users suggested that
the videos or the posters failed to function as anything more
than background, the strategy of the artists shifted from visual
broadcasting to more direct interpersonal forms of emotional and

#broadcast #security #support #seachange

structural support.

its like it starts and ur like
whatever and then its actually
this super-acute critique and
then at the end it gets folded
back into the self-entrepreneur
thing again but then that’s what
we r all chasing.
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❑

To further the aims of The Work Place’s "relational security"
system, a series of questionnaires were distributed to the

workers, inviting them to reflect on the security of themselves
and others in the space. This questionnaire functioned both
as an incubator for new ideas that could be incorporated into
the space, and also as a further priming device reminding the
workers that their actions at The Work Place were open to the
purposes of the artists involved in the project. It was hoped that
this reminder would prevent a wilful forgetting destined to end in
a possible disappointment or uncomfortable reality check upon
the project’s conclusion.
However, the ultimate response to these questionnaires
had the opposite effect: when the artists realized the
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themselves and the gallery, it was their own
ignorance that was disrupted. Artists subsequently
began to work with the coworkers towards the
goals they identified rather than the ones they had
laid out for themselves at the project’s onset.

Some of us

began the bulletproof diet: a high fat, low carb
diet designed to improve neurological performance. Grounded
in bulletproofexec.com, the diet caters to a new generation of techsavvy "exec", motivated to lifehack their way to greater productivity.
Dave Asprey, the former programmer who founded the diet, talks in
terms of “biohacking”: the body becomes hardware to upgrade, addon to, and boost. The diet seemed to chime with The Work Place:
both made me feel 1) a sense of agency and control, and 2) that I
was somehow contributing to a productive self who utilized value
wherever it could be identified. After a few days on the diet, I felt
boosted, more alert, and ready to engage. The bulletproof diet gave me
the energy I needed to respond to the stresses of The Work Place
and see it through to the end.
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WASTE
Coffee TABLES

❑

Fornieles developed a system for upcycling
the waste from The Work Place, using the
material runoff to produce a collection of
coffee tables that the gallery could sell as
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somewhere between furniture and art. The
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coffee tables marked a drive for efficiency
within the project; a belief that all material
and all data could potentially create value
as either art, knowledge, or capital. As the
project progressed, it became clear the
potential quantity of material that could be
collected was near infinite; a fact that could
be paralyzing if not for the uplifting sense of
productivity it provided.

#upcyle #efficiencydrive
#recycle #rebirth #waste

SUPPORT
FAN Buddy

❑

One of the first concerns expressed by workers in the space related to its
oppressiveness during the dog days of the relentless October heatwave. Fornieles
secured a number of small fans to mitigate the ill effects. One of these fans was
installed in a makeshift wooden frame, designed to lighten the issue even further by
resembling a sort of “buddy”. Left unpainted, the full ambition of the buddy system

I have come to define myself in relation to my work; the
question “so what do you do?” at a dinner party feels more
accurate than the “so who are you?” Any sense of enjoyment or
pleasure can only come layered on top of a hard day's work. The
value of partners, friends, and family is always seen in relation
to the value of work. I am colonized fully; even the notion of
downtime becomes a necessary part of a formula that will lead
to increased productivity. My image, my feelings, my thoughts
all become a commodity to be broadcast, tools to carve out a
space in a competitive landscape. Walks in the park, moments
with loved ones, and depression: all are just material without
which I would lose value. It is only at this point that life and
experiences become justifiable and necessary. It is at this point
I am permitted to begin living.

was never realised, but the fan did help to keep the heat away.
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DIVIDED
SPACE Dividers

✎

Black commissioned three space dividers for The Work Place. A local metal
worker named Rigo manufactured them. He had moved to Los Angeles from
Mexico twenty years prior and worked nearby. Working with Rigo’s frame,
Fornieles and Gabe Levitt mounted wooden panels and coated them with
brown silicone. In parts the silicone failed to set fully. As a result, it bubbled
in some places during the exhibition, producing a skin-like boil effect. As
room dividers they offered little protection.
The openness of the office space fostered both communication and
surveillance. But the space dividers did break lines of sight, effectively
shutting out the parts of the building that still functioned as Château Shatto
art gallery. Later they were moved around the watertank, where they provided

The project moves out, mushrooming as it goes.
It encompasses more things and people. There
is a risk it will bleed out and collapse under
its own weight. We spend hours talking
about everything-people, potential, security,
responsibility, privilege. Things at times become
cloudy and confused. Our roles become unclear;
Matt and I work for the people in the space
in a literal sense, but we are also becoming a
form of professional friend, getting to know
everyone, talking constantly about hopes and
anxieties. It is a balancing act that threatens
to lose its symmetry. I hope Matt is happy, I
hope Hannah is happy, I hope the workers are
happy, I hope the gallery makes money and more
importantly I hope everything is worthwhile.
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a small space of protection to workers making coffee or filling their cups; a
blind spot to both the Château Shatto gallery offices and the webcam that
constantly monitored The Work Place.
#protection #divided #dividing #black #brown #flesh

The balancing act is a
constant struggle, it requires
never ending attention, and
like the tightrope walker
there is the fear, of a shifting or tipping motion, that
may or may not be in your
control.
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✄

Oversized yellow Post-it note pads were stuck up around the co-working
space, allowing users to sketch out any ideas they might have in the course
of their work. The Post-it notes became the main intersection where the
co-workers work met the gallery space. Visitors geared towards reading
the project as an artwork examined them as if they were paintings, piecing
together clues about the people involved and the significance of their work.
The Post-it notes were also used by the artists to map out their own ideas
and intentions; collectively they soon filled up the gallery walls, becoming a
backdrop to the space.
#postit #saywhatyouthink #freethought #product

open mic at the shatto club
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FREETHOUGHT
LARGE Post-it NOTES

JUDGEMENTFREE ZONE

front of a crowd and maybe be funny. Although we offer the opportunity to make those
around you laugh it is by no means mandatory. Open mic is a chance to unburden
yourself, to talk about your anxieties and fears in a supportive environment, in a
basement with drinks and friends.

For Halloween this week’s theme will be fear, where you will get the chance to talk
about what scares you, what keeps you up at night.

Saturday, October 31
Doors Open at 8pm
Château Shatto:

106

406 W Pico Blvd, Los Angeles, California 90015

#openmic #grouptherapy #anxiety #security #fear #safezone

The evening will be a relaxed no judgment zone where you are invited to stand up in

Comedy night.
I only participated in one, and it was less
funny than I expected. It was the Halloween
edition, and people mostly talked about their
biggest fears. Jason discussed being black in a
roomful of almost only white people. Later he
told me this wasn't his biggest fear at all, but
one he felt the rest of us should know about.
I tried to say something meaningful about
how freedom and privilege itself filled me with
dread. In contrast, of course, it just must have
sounded rather trivial. It did to me at least.
It brought me back to a sense of worthlessness
tied to a lack of immanent need, a disconnect
from feeling. Too many options can make the
choices made feel arbitrary, and ultimately
like mistakes. But at least then you only have
yourself to blame. There might not be relief in
that, but there ought to at least be a sense of
where to go next.

AWARENESS
NETWORK Diagrams

✰

Over the course of time, it became apparent that one of the biggest security
challenges was not poised by physical risk but rather by psychological
insecurities inspired by largely immaterial forces. Artists collaborated with
co-workers to map out network diagrams of their respective spheres of
interaction, identifying the powerful nodes that constrained freedom of
action. In doing so, a sense of calming awareness was fostered, and the artists
learned where they might apply their own work in a way that might both help
the co-workers advance their personal goals and feel more secure in the space
as a result.
#openness #sharing #comparison #awareness #empathy #understanding
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We
step outside the gallery to smoke cigarettes. The
air is heavy but the light is super-light. I can’t shake
this cold. My body isn’t interesting, isn’t interesting.
Every time someone tells me they’re in love I feel like
I’m about to cry. For once it’s not a question of loss
or failure, it’s just a question of incapacities, the
worst question, the most domestic question. A group of
people, three men and one woman, all black, are hanging
out on the pavement/sidewalk near the gallery. They come
over to tell us that we should not be bothered by them.
I can instantly parse all the things that this means,
but I don’t know if I can describe it here. Or the
description would have the same heaviness as I feel in
my chest and throat because I can’t get rid of this cold.
It’s not even bad; it’s just that it keeps nagging at me.
“Don’t mind us, we’re old friends, we’re just talking.
I’ve lived here 35 years, I’ve lived here 40 years.” The
amount of time he has lived here keeps going up, and
if we stayed talking it would become apparent that
this man, who I would say is maximum 50 years old
(adding an extra few years to what seems self-evident
because black superficially doesn’t crack, although a
lot of compulsory not-breaking is packed into that
observation, superficially about skin; I already know this
sentence will have to be deleted to preserve some kind
of nauseating innocence) has lived here for 500 years
or since the dawn of time. Listen, art is the practice
of -redacted- don’t think I don’t know that.

THE FENCE
IS A NARROW PLACE
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