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Silent. Dark and vacant. Belonging to 
another century. A curiosity. Maybe so, but 
how empty can an interior ever be, even as 
we enter it and see--what? Apparently 
nothing? The installation of Rudolf Stingel 
and Felix Gonzalez-Torres plays in 
deference to the extravagance of the Palais 
Herberstein. Don't attitudes and 
aspirations remain extant through the 
device of art and architecture, through 
style and ornamentation? Isn't any 
construction of space evidence of the 
plethora of human relations that were at 
one time transmuted into material form, 
which informed and were, in turn, 
informed by interiors that reflected the life 
that glossed its chambers and passed 
through its corridors. That which reflects. 
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Doesn't it also absorb, and radiate in 
perpetuity? Every touch that once made 
contact with these surfaces, every nuance 
of gesture that once found shelter in these 
galleries, every eye that once traced the 
filigree of the decorative relief--are those 
bodies not yet partially present, furnishing 
this place with a haunting half-life; this 
place, still animate with the inaudible hum 
of all the voices and movements ever 
known to it. And to that infinitesimally 
expiring and recumbent residue of 
humanity now comes the luster of our own 
voices and bodies, which will remain long 
after we have gone, committed to enter the 
legion layered and labyrinthine memories 
possessed by this castle, much as dust 
continually enters and settles into 












