
I. People
Zimoun

68

blereau
Typewritten Text

blereau
Typewritten Text

blereau
Typewritten Text
Scholz, Alexander. “Zimoun - Motor Cities”, Holo Magazine,  Holo 1, 2014, pp. 68 - 81.  

blereau
Typewritten Text

blereau
Typewritten Text

blereau
Typewritten Text

blereau
Typewritten Text

blereau
Typewritten Text

blereau
Typewritten Text

blereau
Typewritten Text

blereau
Typewritten Text

blereau
Typewritten Text

blereau
Typewritten Text

blereau
Typewritten Text



Visually, the Swiss artist 
Zimoun’s kinetic sculptures are 
architectural manifestations of 
the machine age: hundreds of 
simple, meticulously assembled 
and methodically distributed 
contraptions whir away in 
concert. Enter these pristine 
formations and their mechanical 
pulse reveals an unlikely pattern. 
Trickling rain, rustling leaves, 
babbling brooks—the lush 
soundscapes that swell within 
evoke the majesty of nature.

Motor Cities
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The meticulous 
organization of 
Zimoun’s studio 
matches the 
precision of his 
works. Sorted into 
an array of shelves, 
boxes, and plastic 
bags, his tools and 
assembly supplies 
are both in storage 
and on display. 
“For easy access 
and visual cues. 
Because you never 
know when 
inspiration hits.”
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An ongoing pet 
project of thirteen 
years, Zimoun’s 
prepared piano is 
part of the artist’s 
regular routine. 
“I’ve developed 
my own way of 
playing it—more 
like a drummer 
than a pianist—
and I do so every 
other day.”
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 “You should know that the Swiss aren’t exactly famous for their hospitality,” grins 
Zimoun after picking me up from the train station in his hometown of Bern. “Well, you’re 
certainly difficult to track down,” I reply with a smirk. It is a beautiful July day in  
Switzerland’s charming capital and we’re both in good spirits: me because this visit is 
happening after all, and Zimoun because his summer break has just begun. Every year, 
the artist takes a two-month hiatus from his hectic exhibition schedule in order to focus 
on new works in his studio. Since international interest in his kinetic sound sculptures 
skyrocketed several years ago, the wiry young gentleman now leading me through pic-
turesque alleys has spent more time on the road than at his workbench. Just back from 
solo shows in Norway and France, he shows no signs of exhaustion from his tireless 
assembly work. For me, the number of immaculate configurations he’s erected around 
the world is just as staggering as the myriad constituent parts that whir within.

Critical mass permeates Zimoun’s practice. Only when the artist has arranged 
enough components—identical, motorized units of unassuming industrial parts—into 
a uniform architecture can his precise sculptures and sonorous soundscapes be 
brought to life. The undulating motions within a wall-mounted curtain of 216 rotating 
filler wires installed at Ars Electronica in Linz fill the room with a fine, metallic rippling; 
a table of ninety-seven compressed air-infused rubber hoses at the Kunstmuseum 
Liechtenstein flail frantically to a pattering score; fixed to a towering wall of eighty 
cardboard boxes in Sarasota’s Ringling Museum of Art, motorized cotton balls drum up 
an avalanching rumble. Step into a room with one of Zimoun’s hardware store-supply 
formations and you’ll hear echoes of the great outdoors.

“I’m still perplexed at how simple, artificial systems can generate such lively, rich 
textures,” the artist says about his work as we pass over a bridge. “It’s not unlike the 
sound of this river.” He stops and we tune in to the torrent below. “At first, it just seems 
like noise. But listen closely and you’ll realise that the sound is infinitely complex and 
constantly changing.” It’s these micro-structures in constant flux that he’s looking to 
 create. “A sound that remains interesting, even though … nothing is happening.”

Matching nature’s complexity is a tall order in any domain. While I have difficul-
ties filtering the finer acoustics of the Aar river from Bern’s equivalent of rush hour 
traffic, I know that Zimoun’s analogy is spot on. There’s a similar sense of absence— 
direction, purpose, beginning, or end—in the repetition that determines both natural 
patterns and his works. What makes them interesting are the indefinite intangible  
irregularities that reign within. Caught between higher order and idiosyncrasy, all we 
can do is speculate. Italian design luminary Bruno Munari called the reductive mobiles 

he cobbled together from simple, everyday materials in the 
mid-twentieth century Useless Machines, because they didn’t 
produce goods or eliminate labour. ‘Useless’ in a Munari 
sense, Zimoun’s prepared motors don’t turn gears other than 
those within the mind.

Our stroll through the old town of Bern ends at the gap-
ing entrance to a grand neo-classical edifice. “Until an hour 
ago you couldn’t set foot in here,” Zimoun laughs as we enter 
unit 358: a spacious, light-filled third-floor workspace. High 
ceilings, a window front, and a panorama view over Bern. No 
trace of the aforementioned chaos. We’re in a former class-
room, I learn. Before it was claimed by local artists, this im-
posing building, now known as PROGR, was a school. A red-
dish-brown mutt, Zimoun’s companion of thirteen years, is 
clearly happy to see his master. “Good boy, Fuchs!” Zimoun 
says while patting his flank. Fuchs sniffs and then trots back 
to his spot, a blanket under Zimoun’s workbench.

Pro PROGR. Zimoun currently occupies three 
out of seventy units in Bern’s studio complex 
PROGR. A four-storey bastion built in 1885, the 
the former school’s recent history is the more 
interesting one. After educational use ended  
in 2004, ‘Proger’ (after Progymnasium) was 
given to artists for provisional use until 2009. 
Soon Proger became PROGR and blossomed 
into a hotspot of cultural activity. To determine 
the building’s post-2009 future, the city openly 
called architects and investors for proposals. 
When a Zurich real estate giant got the nod in 
2008, PROGR’s artists in residence put in a bid 
of their own. Within three months, they drafted 
a pitch, raised the requested twelve million 
Swiss Francs, and won over Bern’s people with 
a rousing ‘Pro PROGR’ campaign. Now home to 
more than 150 creatives, PROGR is here to stay: 
the current agreement with the city is granted 
until the year 2039.

The raw, 
simple 
window 
shutter 
motors fit 
perfectly 
with my 
work. I 
almost 
feel they 
were made 
for me.
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Loudspeakers have long been a fascination of 
Zimoun’s. In three works from 2007 he set up 
19 speakers in a cardboard box, 27 speakers in 
a suitcase, and 42 speakers in 6 drawers. Wired 
to a multi-channel mini SD-card player, they’d 
play a composition based on microscopic 
sound recordings of the object they inhabit.

75



An old filing cabinet stores some of Zimoun’s 
more precious components. While the fader 
motors (top left drawer) still wait to shine, the 
Styrofoam trays of solenoids (handled by the 
artist) have a history. Hundreds were part of  
a 2006 computer-controlled, wood-knocking 
Untitled Sound Object at Stadtgalerie Bern.

76I. People
Zimoun



The tour I get covers only a few metres, and yet it takes an hour. Past a piano, 
prepared beyond recognition (“I play it almost every day”), a few steps lead to a spot-
less desk area where computers and recording equipment reign. A turn and a few steps 
more is where the handiwork is done. A well-stocked, wall-filling workbench that would 
make any DIY enthusiast smile yields everything Zimoun needs for his craft. We pause 
in front of an old filing cabinet. Drawers open and Zimoun’s treasures come to light: 
loudspeakers of all sizes, extra-large industrial lightbulbs, mobile phone vibrators, 
Styro foam trays of solenoids. With the pride and fervour of a collector, he presents 
some highlights in detail. “Beautiful, right?” he swoons over a simple fader motor, and 
muses whether the engineer even considered its aesthetics. At the moment, Zimoun 
has no plans to use the component: “I just like to look at it.”

The unrivaled favourite within the repository is the signature type of DC motor 
that powers most of Zimoun’s works. “What an awesome little piece of machinery,” he 
beams and reaches for one from a collection of about twenty-five that sit on a shelf, 
lined up and ready to be deployed. “Actually, they’re meant for automatic window shut-
ters, but the raw, simple design fits so perfectly with my work that I almost feel like they 
were made for me.” Zimoun goes on to explain the motor’s exceptional range of 3 to 24 
Volts that allows for flexible rotation speeds in different installation set-ups, its un-
matched construction, and its resilience. “It’s virtually unbreakable and can run in in-
stallations for months on end.” Unfortunately for Zimoun, production of this particular 
motor was phased out years ago. With available alternatives being more costly and less 
robust, he soon began buying up remaining stock from a dealer. “Whenever I had some 
extra money lying around I invested it in these motors, always nervous that somebody 
might get in ahead of me.” Eventually, Zimoun bought all of the available stock with the 
aid of a bank loan. “Since then, I have been at peace,” he smiles. 

Inspecting a rejected prototype now relegated to the sidelines (“Useless! The 
wired wooden ball sounded much too aggressive on the cardboard.”), I ask Zimoun how 
he composes work from such basic parts. “For me, composition is all about the creation 
of space,” he says, indicating that the artistic process behind each ecstatic rustle or 
rumble is the same that organizes the sculpture generating it. “I like to think of my works 
as audible buildings that can be entered and explored as much with your ears as with 
your eyes.” While each of these ‘sound sites’ is unique and specific to its location, the 
materials and mechanics recur. This continuity is both deliberate and inherent. Rather 
than viewing his works separately (“I never start at zero.”), Zimoun speaks of an ongo-
ing research, and how each installation bears the idea for the next. Sticking to his (very 

Swiss) reductive principles, he recycles, revisits, and recom-
bines. “Once I have a single sound that I’m interested in I usu-
ally have a pretty good idea how multiplication will transform 
it,” he says. That’s also how the larger, more involved assem-
blies he can’t fully simulate in his studio come to be. A colos-
sal piece of 186 motorized cardboard boxes, for example, be-
gan as a behaviour study of twenty motors inside a single box. 
The number of components that shapes a new piece is care-
fully negotiated between the size of the individual parts, the 
properties of the venue, available budget, and manpower on 
site. Enough variables for the tinkerer to gradually expand his 
practice without repeating himself. On the contrary: whenev-
er you think you’ve got Zimoun’s method of iteration figured 
out, an unexpected sensation comes along. 

When, in May 2013, the artist installed 60 Medical Infu-
sion Sets, Water, Fire, Metal Sheets in the MeetFactory in 
Prague, the arrhythmic sizzles sounded strange, if not alien. 

Filling the void. CDs, DVDs, print, and sound 
objects—a total of seventy-eight works from 
fifty international artists and designers have 
appeared on Leerraum [ ] (translation: empty 
space), the art label and network Zimoun and 
graphic designer Marc Beekhuis founded in 
2003 for collaborative explorations of “reduc-  
tive principles.” On the cover of numerous 
audio releases: the haunting landscapes of Rolf 
Siegenthaler, the Bern-based photographer 
who shot Zimoun for this feature.

Big Oil. One of Zimoun’s earliest sound 
memories involves an old oil heater at his 
grandparents’ house. “A big machine that, for 
me, had its own personality.” When heating, an 
aggressive drone would fill the furnace room. 
While cooling, sequences of subtle clicks 
emerged, reverberating off the walls. “It was 
super beautiful!” the artist recalls.
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No strumming wires, no rumbling cardboard, no motor-powered balls. Instead, with 
each drop of water that fell from the array of suspended vessels and evaporated into 
tiny jets on the candle-heated metal sheets below, a new hiss. As corrosion slowly ate 
away at the plates, an ominous terrain of ‘hot springs’ formed. Knowing how hesitant-
ly Zimoun adds new materials to the mix, I can only imagine his thrill over this influx of 
new stimuli. I recall our first Skype conversation, shortly after cardboard made a debut. 
It was autumn 2010 and the artist had just returned from a solo show in Ghent, where 
he had assembled 186 sizable boxes, each equipped with a DC motor powering a cotton 
ball, into an unruly quarry of sound. Full of enthusiasm for the new material, he raved 
about cardboard’s distinct resonant characteristics, how he had long wanted to work 
with it, and that ultimately the size of the venue was the trigger. “The Vooruit in Ghent 
is a pretty big space,” he said. “Too big for my other materials to fill.” Eccentrically 
stacked into a jagged U-shaped façade, Zimoun’s prepared boxes were not only the 
“big sound objects” he was looking for, but emmitted a promising new thrum.

Over the next three years, the artist tried every possible cardboard configuration 
to unlock the material’s potential: ninety-six upright boxes scattered around as rum-
bling pedestals; 318 boxes assembled into a colossal walk-in bunker; 112 stacked to 
form a cascading wall. Cardboard was also used to construct compact sound objects, 
or coat whole rooms, wallpaper-like. Working against the material were motorized balls 
of cotton, cork, felt, or plastic, and isolated wires or cords of hemp, orchestrating am-
biences both soothing and majestic. And the versatility of cardboard is far from ex-
hausted: as I write this in late 2013, Zimoun installed 307 boxes at the Museum Les 
Champs Libres in Rennes, France—this time suspended to cover a 400 square metre 
ceiling and motorized to bump and grind against one another with dull clattering.

At the time of my visit, the diligent builder is just days 
from his last cardboard spectacle and the change of pace is 
slowly kicking in. “I am now at the limit of what is humanly 
possible,” Zimoun admits about his year-round schedule. I’m 
not surprised. It’s not unusual for five or more of his works to 
be on display in different parts of the world at any given time. 
Prior to the trip he just returned from, Zimoun opened in São 
Paolo, Moscow, Bern, and Kassel, where hundreds of motors 
are whirring away as we speak. The key to his workload, he 
says, is a good team and painstaking inventory management. 
“It may sound funny, but I use Excel spreadsheets to account 
for all of my motors,” Zimoun says, explaining how he careful-
ly lists every single unit along with the installation it is being 
used in or reserved for. The complexities, however, only begin 
with inventory. For assembly, a labour-intensive process that 
requires many hands, Zimoun coordinates assistants, collab-
orators, and hordes of volunteers both in his studio and on 
site—a routine so reliable, the artist can direct construction 
from afar. For example, the eight metre-high walk-in tower of 
425 motorized cardboard boxes, com mis sioned in May 2012 
for São Paulo’s NOVA Cultura Contemporânea Festival, was 
built by permanent assistant Florian Bürki and a local crew. If 
needed, the studio can also depend on a roster of specialists 
with whom Zimoun has worked over the years. A whole series 
of earlier Untitled Sound Objects was created with fellow 
Swiss artist Pe Lang; engineer and robot builder Daniel Im-
boden helped with Zimoun’s compressed air-driven pieces; 
Bern-based architect Hannes Zweifel co-produced some of 

Live. Zimoun was never quite comfortable with 
the ‘laptop on stage’ setup he occasionally 
performed his multi-channel compositions with 
in the early Leerraum [ ] days. In fact, to divert 
the unwanted attention (“With a laptop, there’s 
nothing to see!”) he’d play listening sessions  
in complete darkness. These days, he uses his 
installation inventory to play live. A quintet of 
five cardboard box covers with motorized 
ping-pong balls hooked up to an equalizer, for 
example, makes a fine instrument to generate 
frenetic physical soundscapes with. He doesn’t 
mind the audience watching either. “At least 
there’s something to see.”

Earworms. While technically a sidestep into  
the biological realm, 25 woodworms, wood, 
microphone, sound system, Zimoun’s 2009 
video recording of the subtle ticks emitted by 
larval beetle devouring a piece of wood, may 
be one of his most popular projects.

Motor boxes. While gradually growing the  
size, scope, and complexity of his works, Zimoun 
never stopped tinkering with a whole range of 
small-scale sound objects of unlikely few 
components. In late 2012, that number hit an 
all-time low: 1 prepared dc-motor, cotton ball, 
cardboard box 23x23x6cm was a single motor 
powering a single cotton ball against a single 
cardboard box. Inspired by a post-visit email 
exchange, the first edition of these ’Motor Boxes’ 
premiered in HOLO’s fundraising campaign.
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the artist’s more involved structures. The list of names attached to each of Zimoun’s 
projects is long and leaves little doubt: this studio runs like clockwork, and is constant-
ly optimized by the artist. “Efficiency is indeed an obsession of mine,” he admits, eyes 
aglow. “With the right tweaks I’m sure we could create even more!”

This well-oiled machine wasn’t assembled overnight, of course. When we come 
to speak of the past, we retrace a zig-zag pursuit of interests the autodidact has held 
since his youth. Born in 1977, Zimoun—a nickname teenage friends invented—played 
various instruments by the age of seven, and founded and joined numerous bands while 
always balancing his musical ambitions with drawing, animation, and photography (in 
2000 he received an Honorary Mention in the Swiss Youth Photo Award). Even his ear-
ly sound experiments, I learn, were determined by the properties of raw materials like 
wood, paper, aluminium, and foil. Published in limited editions by Leerraum [ ], the art 
label he founded with graphic designer Marc Beekhuis in 2003, his formalist recordings 
could have been a career trajectory. Zimoun, however, had other plans. “Instead of 
sounds that were first recorded and played back later, I wanted to create sound right 
in the room—in real time and with real materials,” he remembers. The first (undocu-
mented) work to do so was a container filled with 3,500 crumpled sheets of A4 paper, 
in which the tension of the material created a continuous, soft crackling. Unplugged 
and waiting for its next show under a plastic tarpaulin, I discover another early (well- 
documented) piece from 2005. In the compartments of a chrome vending machine, 
Zimoun installed speaker membranes and volume regulating light sensors. Open one 
of the twenty-four doors, and instead of chocolate, there is an audio loop from a con-
tributing sound artist. Up to three doors can be opened at the same time, allowing for 
a total of 728 different sonic combinations. While Zimoun deliberately simplified his 
work approach in subsequent years, ultimately abandoning microcontrollers, sensors, 
and multi-channel recordings, his thorough technical accounts employed in 24 sound 
contributions in an automat remained.

More than a Modernist schtick, Zimoun’s sober naming convention stems from 
a desire to foreground the mundane materiality of his works and a reluctance to inter-
fere with how they’re read. Every piece must speak for itself, the artist believes, and the 
less he says about it, the better. When he does comment on his practice in public—at 
festivals or universities—his immaculate documentation does (most of) the talking. 

The audience reactions at these lectures can be revealing as well. When one of 
Zimoun’s compressed air-powered polysiloxane hoses coiled and hissed across a giant 
screen at Belgrade’s Resonate New Media Festival in March 2013, it prompted a few 
giggles; I too had to grin at the slapstick struggle of the noodle brought to life. Stronger 
still was the resonance when Zimoun showed a swarm of prepared vibration motors 
from 2008. The hectic confusion uncannily resembled a bustling ant hill. When the  
artist explained that, during soldering, a few of the creatures “jumped out of the box 
and made a break for it,” the hall erupted in laughter. Things only quieted down again 
after it was revealed that each of these creatures had only three minutes to “live”: their 

batteries were low-capacity and soldered into place.
The simplicity of Zimoun’s works is a masterful setup: 

overwhelmed by a cacophony of identical moving parts, our 
minds run wild with associations. Programmed to make sense 
of the chaos, we look for familiar patterns to match (scientists 
call this effect ‘pareidolia’). We hear rain that does not fall, 
identify a rhythm that’s not there, and see creatures that don’t 
exist. The longer we dwell, the more eccentric individual com-
ponents seem to behave, as if eager to transcend uniformity 
and eventually break free. During a joint show in Quebec City 
as part of Mois Multi 2011 (which showed two of Zimoun’s 

I think, 
there’s  
a code 
embedded 
in my work 
that is 
universal, 
inherent, 
and that 
underlies 
many  
natural
patterns.
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works in interplay), one of 225 ping-pong balls had come loose and was now resting 
inside its cardboard cubicle while its peers rumbled along in theirs. “Look, there’s a lazy 
one!” a visitor chuckled before Zimoun could put it back to work. Natural grandeur or 
solitary struggle, Zimoun’s stripped-down matrices inspire our full capacity to imagine, 
project, and connect with even the simplest of things.

The artist knows about the evocative power of his works. “I think, there’s a code 
embedded in them that resonates with people,” he says. “This code is universal, inher-
ent, and underlies many natural patterns.” The simpler his kinetic system, the more 
readable this code, and hence stronger the response, he believes.

This interest in rule-based systems, complexity, and immersion is also the reason 
why Zimoun’s low-tech practice (“My installations could have been realized exactly like 
this fifty years ago.”) resonates particularly well within typically future-driven digital 
art circles. Here, it can be read against a trope of works that explore what Australian 
writer and educator Mitchell Whitelaw identifies as ‘array aesthetics.’ Similar to the way 
Daniel Rozin’s kinetic mirrors generate unlikely reflections from many moving parts, 
Zimoun invokes ‘post-screen’ mechanics to render improbable tapestries of sound. 
This synaesthesia of visual and audible patterns also channels the observations of an-
other Swiss. In his 1967 book Cymatics: A Study of Wave Phenomena (which ignited an 
entire field of research), physicist and natural scientist Hans Jenny first documented 
the effects of sound vibrations on fluids and powders, revealing emergent symmetries 
that were far from the suspected unregulated chaos. For Laura Blereau, director at New 
York’s bitforms gallery (which, along with Rozin, has also represented Zimoun since 
2009), the match with the gallery’s digital art mandate is obvious: “Zimoun’s work pro-
foundly deals with automation,” she writes. “Machines are only ever more present in 
our daily lives, and his work captures rhythmic behaviour of mechanically driven ges-
tures.” The curators of a long list of prominent festivals and venues within the milieu 
that have featured Zimoun’s work over the years—Ars Electronica, Transmediale, NODE, 
Eyebeam, Elektra, BIAN, and finally Resonate—would probably agree.

Undulating with the rhythm of festivals, art fairs, and exhibitions, Zimoun’s works 
are temporary anomalies in an unruly world. Even the spaces they’re installed in seem 
to grapple with their uncanny order. Be it footprints on the floor, subpar lighting above, 
or fellow visitors’ chatter, ‘reality’ seems eager to get into the frame. Since June 2013, 
one of these anomalies has persisted undisturbed. Hidden inside a decommissioned 
1951 toluene tank—Zimoun’s first permanent installation site—329 black motor-pow-
ered cotton balls tremble like a fine veil of black spots against the light-drenched white 
hull. The towering metal cylinder is one of several punctuating the periphery of a chem-
ical plant in the Swiss town of Dottikon, and its artistic conversion, another collabora-
tion with the architect Hannes Zweifel, was commissioned to commemorate the com-
pany’s centenary. “The CEO knew about the unique acoustics in these old tanks and 
invited me for a visit,” recalls Zimoun. “The moment I stepped into that tank I knew that 
this was an exceptional opportunity.” Indeed, at a height of nearly thirteen metres and 

a diameter of over nine, this voluminous echo chamber is prob-
ably Zimoun’s most ambitious installation to date. Close the 
tank’s heavy door behind you and the serenity is all-consuming. 
The unruly world: suspended, locked out.

I return to my own world the same night. My train leaves 
at four o’clock in the morning, back to Zurich, back to Berlin. 
To find my way to the station, I retrace the steps I took with 
Zimoun earlier that day: the cosy café we had coffee at, the 
PROGR building that houses his studio, the bridge that con-
nects to the old part of town. Below, now loud and clear, the 
Aar river rushes by—rich, vibrant, and infinitely complex. 

The 
moment  
I stepped 
into that 
toluene 
tank I knew 
that this 
was a very 
special 
acoustic 
opportu-
nity.

80I. People
Zimoun



(1)

(3)

(4)

(5)

(p.18) 236 prepared dc-motors, 
wire isolated, cardboard boxes 
41x41x41cm
2011 / installation, 4.8 x 3.5 m 
height / installed at: Ringling 
Museum of Art Sarasota (US)

(1) 25 prepared dc-motors, 
wire isolated 1.2mm 
2009 / installation  

(2) 216 prepared dc-motors, 
filler wire 1.0mm 
2009-10 / installation, 3.4 x 2.4 x 
2.9 m / selected exhibitions: Links 
Duflon & Racz Gallery Bern (CH) 
2009, Elektra Montréal (CA) 2010, 
Node10 Frankfurt (DE) 2010, rec-
ognition: Digital Music & Sound 
Art, Honorary Mention at Prix Ars 
Electronica, Linz (AT) 2010

(p.22) & (3) 361 prepared dc- 
motors, filler wire 1.0mm 
2010 / installation, 1.5 x 1.5 x 1.5 m / 
installed at: Ringling Museum of 
Art Sarasota (US)

(4) 80 prepared dc-motors, 
cotton balls, cardboard boxes 
71x71x71cm
2011 / installation, 3.5x 11.5 x 0.8m / 
installed at: Ringling Museum of 
Art Sarasota (US)

(p.4) & (5) 329 prepared dc-mo-
tors, cotton balls, toluene tank
2013 / permanent installation, 
9.4 m x 12.8 m height / location: 
Dottikon (CH) / collaborators: 
Hannes Zweifel (architecture 
and consulting), Davide Groppi 
(lighting) / Zimoun’s first perma-
nent installation transformed the 
interior of an abandoned indus-
trial tank into one of his signature 
soundscapes

(2)
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