




Questions emerge:

Does a fence define separation
                              or shape spaces?
Does a border produce a sense of home 
		  and community?
Is a border permeable or even
                              or welcoming?
Are we inside 
		  or outside?
Do we take inspiration from outside the fence 
	                or do we focus just inside? 

Fence Design

Expo Transkultur Festival 2015
„Kulturfestival auf der  Brache Guggach“
26.9/27.9.15  Tram # 11 stop „Radiostudio“
           saturday  2 pm to 9 pm          
           sunday     2 pm to 8 pm

To become one community, we will jointly design 
and build a fence. The fence will not just be a jointly 
woven tapestry but also engage through its symbol 
of separation. The ornaments for the fence will sti-
mulate the interplay between the fence and people. 
We will work towards our common design goal, 
knotting together our expressions, thoughts and 
ideas. All our contributions will eventually become 
the surface of the fence. We will use common plastic 
bags taken from recycling collections. We will pro-
duce decorations in all shapes and sizes, from light 
to dense. The intent is to have the fence generate a 
cosy, joyful atmosphere.



 

As a textile designer and social worker, I like to play 
with design. 
I mix the well-proven with the unexpectedly na-
scent.
I integrate the conscious and deliberate with ran-
domness.
I enjoy simple methods to achieve surprising outco-
mes.
I strive to create new experiences using common 
household waste and recyclables such as noisy pla-
stic bags or pet bottle. With this fence design I want 
to join people from different walks of life to create 
something whole. My vision is to engender a cosy 
inside that invites others to enter. The work should 
relate to all the participating creators. The project 
strives to stimulate debate and reflection about bor-
ders and separation.

The building block techniques are simple repeti-
tions, because:
repetition makes patterns,
patterns decorate,
decoration becomes an ornament,
ornaments become the cultural DNA.

This century-old poem inspired me:

THE PICKET FENCE
Christian Morgenstern

Once there was a fence of teak
with gaps between, through which to peek.
An architect who saw all this
appeared one evening from the mist
He took the void between the planks
and built a house from all the blanks.
The fence looked dumb, the way it stood,
with less than nothing left but wood:
a vulgar sight: a drunken clown.
The city council tore it down.
Our friend, the architect, escaped
inside the house he built of space.
(Adapted by G.P. Skratz)

                   

isabelle Wackernagel
www.isabellewackernagel.ch

w w w . i s a b e l l e w a c k e r n a g e l . c h

i s a b e l l e @ w a c k e r n a g e l . i n f o


