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{lh‘:'i:} a working day by Chumpol Apisuk.

Inherent in his work, entitled
All in a working day, Chumpol
explains, is the concept of work as

‘- a repetitive process. “It's how™

people work everyday. A typist

types from morning to afternoon

and dishwashers only wash dish-
"

es.

So to illustrate this point, the
‘artist repeated his performance.
At the beginning, he climbed up
the ladder to open up the cage,
climbed into the cage and worked
with the newspapers while a tape
recording of engine sounds was
played to create a working atmo-
sphere.

- After he finished, he climbed up
the ladder again to take down the
cage, climbed down to light a can-
dle, and let it burn until the en-
gine sounds stopped. Then he be-
gan the whole process again.

An inquiring mind is required
to decipher the “codes” in Chum-
pol's work and understand its un-
derlyip? meaning. He says his
work also incorporates the con-
cept of social change from an agri-
cultural society to an industria-
lised one, using bai laan (dried
palm fronds used for writing in
the old days) and handmade can-
dles as symbols to create a stark
contrast with the modern images
of newspapers and rubber gloves.

“When we work, we sometimes
have a goal of our own, but it's not
that simple. Our work also con-
cerns others. We employ newspa-
pers as a means of communica-

‘tion, but with this kind of commu-
nication we distance ourselves in
a way." Chumpol also copied
arts of the headlines onto the bai
aan, with such’slogans as “Lead-
ership Problems” and “Don't Join
the Coup" visible. -

A similarly inquiring mind is
required to understand the works
of PuwadolChaikuna, who calls
his work, simply, “2.”

“I talk about the hazards in la-
bourers’ lives as a kind of risk,
like gambling. When 3a® worker
goes to his factory, his life is in
the hands of the'dealer in a card
game. And in most cases, the deal-
ersare tricky in order to make the
most of the situation, letting oth-
ers pay the price for their own

- benefits,” explains the 31-year-old

artist.

The ‘“‘price” referred to in his
performance-installation is illus-
trated through the various de-
grees of suffering and injury that
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X Below right: The
- International Fax-art event,
* running parallel to ToxiCity.
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The minimally-titled “?"’ by Puwadol Chaikuna.
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lubourers face.

On a small dining table Puwa-
dol placed cards and dice in glass-
es full of water. Hanging above
the table is a mobile of dried
pieces of pork pierced with nee-
dles and a syringe.

Puwadol also climbed up and
down the stairs carrying big box-
es of condoms until he perspired.
Then he used a card to curb out
his sweat, put it in ice-cube maker
with a dice and froze it before
putting the ice cube in the glass.

There are not many .clues to

help one decipher Paisal Plien-
bangchang’s performance, Where
are them dead? if one was not
there to witness his performance.
The remains of his work are four
pieces of white rectangular cloth
mixed with earth-tone colours of
brown and crimson.
. There is a piece of cloth placed
In each corner of the display
room, with a bowl filled with col-
oured water near the cloth and a
krathong (banana-leaf plate) with
some offerings on it.

The title of the work is not
grammatically correct, but the
writer-artist says he prefers to
have the word “they” in the form
of an object, the one who is al-
ways subjected to an action.

Paisal, who performed on the
second day of the event, explains
that each piece of cloth represents
tung, a northern-style flag dis-
played as a decoration in all
Northern ceremonies. y

“] walked to and from each tung
while reciting my poem, soaked
my feet and hands in the coloured

water, and stamped on the tung to
make the colours mix. It's sort of
abstract,” says Paisal, 33.

“Red represents death and loss;
and black stands for toxic waste
and pollution, while brown sym-
balises nature. All are mixed to-
gether, making the white cloth
dirty. It's like the problems and
disasters that happen again and
again. And no one can solve it.”
* Writer Jittima Pholsawaek con-
tributed to the event through
words. She typed what was hap-
pening as she sat at the exhibition

A part of Wherearg
them dead? by Paisarn
Plienbangchang.

from 1-7 p.m. on three pages of
paper. The result is an absur
stream-of-consciousness text In
which the writer puts anything
that pops into her mind on paper
— her feelings, people's conversa-
tion, and thoughts on the destruc-
tion of the environment and peo-
ple’s lives. ’

The fax documents received
from the publigc;will be gqmpl]ed
for distribution. to participating
organisations and artists, and a
copy will be given to the Labour
Museum.

0 ToxiCity is on view through to-
day. On May 8, the participants
will also join the activities com-
memorating the Kader incident. A
merit-making ceremony will be
held from 9-11 a.m. at the former
Kader factory site in Nakhon
Pathom.

On May 10 from 1-4 p.m., there
will be a seminar entitled “The
Anniversary of the Kader Trage-
dy: the Progress of Safely Mea-
sures in Thai Factories” at the
Royal Hotel on Ratchadamnoen
Road. The public is welcome.



lubourers face.

On a small dining table Puwa-
dol placed cards and dice in glass-
es full of water. Hanging above
the table is a mobile of dried
pieces of pork.pierced with nee-
dles and a syringe.

Puwadol also climbed up and
down the stairs carrying big box-
es of condoms until he perspired.
Then he used a card to curb out
his sweat, put itin ice-cube maker
with a dice and froze it before
putting the ice cube in the glass.

There are not many .clues to
help one decipher Paisal Plien-
bangchang’s performance, Where
are them dead? il one was not
there to witness his performance.
The remains of his work are four
pieces of white rectangular cloth
mixed with earth-tone colours of
brown and crimson.

There is g piece of eloth placed
in each corner of the display
room, with a bowl filled with col-
oured water near the cloth and a
krathong (banana-leaf plate) with
some offerings on it.

The title of the work is not
grammatically correct, but the
writer-artist says he prefers to
have the word “they” in the form
of an object, the one who is al-
ways subjected o an action.

Paisal, who performed on the
second day of the event, explains
that each piece of cloth represents
fung, a northern-style flag dis-
played as a decoration in all
Northern ceremonies. :

*I walked to and from each iung
while reciting my poem, soaked
my feet and hands in the coloured

water, and stamped on the lung to
make the colours mix. It's sort of
abstract,” says Paisal, 38.

“Red represents death and loss,
and black stands for toxic waste
and pollution, while brown sym-
bolises nature. All are mixed to-
gether, making the white cloth
dirty. It's like the problems and
disasters that happen again and
again. And no one can solve it.”

Writer Jittima Pholsawaek con-
tributed to the event through
words. She typed what wag hap-
pening as she sat at the exhibition

A part of Whare are
| them dead? by Paisarn
Plienbangchang.

from 1-7 p.m. on three pages of
paper. The result is an absurd
stream-of-consciousness text in
which the writer puts anything
that pops into her mind on paper
— her feelings, people’s conversa-

| tion, and thoughts on the destruc-
| tion of the environment and peo-
| ple's lives.

The fax documents received
from the publigswill be g:c_mp:}ed
for distrigution to participating
organisations and artists, and a
copy will be given to the Labour
Museum.

Q ToxiCity is on view through to-
day. On May 8, the participants
will also join the activities com-
memoraling the Kader incident. A
merit-making ceremony will be
held from 911 a.m. at the former
Kader factory site in Nakhon
Pathom.

On May 10 from I1-4 p.m., there
will be a seminar entitled “The
Anniversary of the Kader Trage-
dy: the Progress of Safety Mea-
sures in Thai Faclories' at the
Royal Hotel on Ralchadamnoen
Road. The public is welcome.



Inherent in his work, entitled
All in a woarking day, Chumpol
explains, is the concept of work as

" @ repetitive process. “It's how"

people work everyday. A typist
types from morning to afternoon
and dishwashers only wash dish-
es."”

So to illustrate this point, the
artist repeated his performance.
At the beginning, he climbed up
the ladder to open up the cage,
climbed into the cage and worked
with the newspapers while a tape
recording of engine sounds was
played to create a working atmo-
sphere.

After he finished, he climbed up
the ladder again to take down the
cage, climbed down to light a can-
dle, and let it burn until the en-
gine sounds stopped. Then he be-
gan the whole process again.

An inquiring mind is required
to decipher the “codes” in Chum-
pol’s work and understand its un-
derlying meaning, He says his
work also incorporates the con-
cept of social change from an agri-
cultural society to an industria-
lised one, using bai laan (dried
palm fronds used for writing in
the old days) and handmade can-
dles as symbols to create a stark
contrast with the modern images
of newspapers and rubber glaves.

“When we work, we sometimes
have a goal of our own, but it's not
that simple, Our work also con-
cerns others. We employ newspa-
pers as & means of communica-
-tion, but with this kind of commu-
nication we distance ourselves in
a way.” Chumpol also copied

arts of the headlines onto the bai
aan, with such slogans as “Lead-
ership Problems" and “Don't Join
the Coup” visible. »

A similarly inquiring mind is
required to understand the works
of Puwadol Chaikuna, who calls
his work, simply, *2.”

] talk about the hazards in la-
bourers’ lives as a ‘kind of risk,
like gambling. When'a worker
goes to his factory, his life is in
the hands of the dealer in a card
game. And in most cases, the deal-
ers are tricky in order to make the
most of the situation, letting oth-
ers pay the price for their own
bénefits,” explains the 81=year-old
artist.

The “price” referred to in his
performance-installation is 1llus-
trated through the various de-
grees of suffering and injury that
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The minimally-titled 7" by Puwadol Chaikuna.



