
TRANSCRIPT 

 

WELCOME 

 

Welcome to Trap Museum, an artwork in the exhibition ‘Carpeted Stares’ at AMP Gallery 

Peckham, from 16-20 July 2022. 

 

This artwork describes a series of imaginary objects, that could be, but are not, in the room 

with you. These objects form the collection of the fictitious Trap Museum, which we will 

enter together now.  

 

Please play the next track on your device to enter the museum. 

 

 

RING 

 

I now invite you to imagine the first artwork.  

 

Entering the room, almost immediately to your right, there is a metal stand about hip height. 

It resembles something used to display jewellery in a shop or a museum. The bottom two-

thirds is a narrow black plinth, topped with a transparent plastic rod which rises to the full 

height of the stand. The end of this rod forks, creating two branches at a right angle to the 

plinth’s main body, both of which turn up again at the ends to create a kind of cradle. Within 

this cradle sits a ring. 

 

The ring is a plain band of light grey metal. Its surface has been polished to a slight shine, so 

that although you cannot see your face or the room reflected in it, a beam of light bounces off 

the outside of the ring. 

 

The ring has been placed in the cradle so that it is perpendicular to the floor, so the hole in the 

centre faces forward toward the viewer. A light is positioned above and behind the plinth, 

angled downwards so that the ring produces a crisp circular shadow. The plastic rod also 

produces a shadow, but this is fainter and vaguely blurry. From the shadow it looks almost as 

though the ring is floating above the plinth. 

 

About two foot before the plinth, just about where the ring’s shadow falls, there is a pool of 

water. The pool is irregular in shape, as though someone has just emptied a glass of water 

onto the ground. The water is barely noticeable, only the pool’s bevelled outline gives its 

presence away. 

 

Imagine that the very edge of the water touches the shadow of the ring. The two do not 

substantially overlap, but even this hairline contact is enough to distort the perfect shapes on 

the ground: the shadow and surface tension flattening each other’s rounded sides where they 

connect. 

 

This almost invisible moment, a short straight line formed by two curves, is the artwork’s 

centre of gravity. You feel drawn towards it and its fragility. You understand that because of 

this it could never be realised: the unnatural stillness it relies upon requires this artwork to 

remain a dream. 

 



 

CHAIN LINK FENCE 

 

Turning to your left, you see that running across the centre of the room is a chain-link fence. 

You estimate according to your own height that the fence must be about six foot tall. The 

sizes of the square holes are more difficult to calculate. 

 

The wire that makes up the links is thin and silver. It is clean, new-looking, with no sign of 

rust on its galvanised surface. The material and form are familiarly industrial, however, the 

fence is clearly not factory made. The twists where one wire wraps around another are 

irregular: some tighter, some looser. This gives the fence an unexpected aura of craft: a 

human mimicry of an industrial process. 

 

Inspecting the fence, you see above you and to the left, there is a silver ring about the same 

size as a pound coin. It hangs on the other side of the fence to you, just to the side of one of 

the twists that forms the corner of one of the links. It is a thinner and less flexible metal than 

that which composes the fence. The ring is a single length of a slightly flattened metal rod 

curled around to create a rigid double circle. As well as enclosing the fence, the ring has been 

fitted through a hole in a silver key. 

 

The head of the key is round, and on the side facing you, beneath the hole and the ring is an 

engraved image of a single flame. The image is stylised, rather cartoonish, with three tongues 

curling upwards in unison from an open base. This shape is repeated several times inside the 

original, almost as though the fire is receding inside itself. 

 

You consider taking the key off the ring, which would be the only way to remove it from the 

fence, but you do not know what, if anything, it opens. 

 

 

GINGER 

 

Moving beyond the fence, you approach the far corner of the room, where there is a cut glass 

container filled with a light-coloured liquid.  

 

Depending on your height, and the height of the object, you can see the curved line of the 

bowl’s rim. From another position this line would appear flat like a horizon, and you try 

shifting your body and head to find this viewpoint. 

 

From your new vantage the liquid is only visible through the bowl’s cut glass sides, which 

after a small curl toward the base rise straight up to the rim. The swooping, geometric 

incisions filter the light in different intensities and angles, and this varied access alters the 

colour of the liquid inside. 

 

This liquid is as thin as water, but it is very weakly coloured. It has a slight pinkish cast, like 

the colour of a white wall after staring at a hot light. The aroma of ginger also rises from the 

bowl, leading you to believe this is an infusion of sorts. 

 

You move closer until you are standing above the bowl. Looking down, you see an object 

sitting and soaking in the liquid. The object is a soft, dun-coloured mass formed of loosely 

shingled strands. The curls are arranged in a small spread, floating just under the surface of 



the liquid. You can see the individual fibres following each other into little loops: it looks 

very soft and heavy with the liquid.  

 

You have the feeling that the mass is not the source of the fragrant infusion, but that 

nevertheless, it is leeching something invisible into the bowl. A gentle and mutual extraction 

is taking place: the fibres staining and being fragranced, the liquid fragrancing and being 

stained. 

 

 

MERCURY 

 

Across the doorway to the left of you hangs a beaded curtain. Long oval beads are strung 

close together giving the impression of an uninterrupted sheet. Moving closer, you see that 

the beads do not in fact touch, but a few millimetres of fishing wire or some similar invisible 

string has been left in between them – about the same distance as the spaces between the 

vertical strings, meaning that the curtain marks out a grid. 

 

The beads are made of glass. They are cylindrical with a rounded base and a small peaked 

top. The wire has been threaded through a tiny hole at the top of the bead, and tied neatly 

near the bottom, so that each hangs absolutely vertical. The glass is transparent, but the 

bottom half of each bead is a bright liquid silver. This metallic sheen resides inside the 

capsule, and as your breath gently moves the curtain and the beads swing, this substance 

remains level with the floor. 

 

The material and craft alerts you to the extraordinary expense involved in producing such an 

object, were it to be realised outside of your imagination. This would require resources which 

the artist does not have access to at the present moment. 

 

 

GOOD MORNING 

 

Behind the curtain is a much smaller room. On the far wall there is a photograph. You move 

towards it and realise it is a screenshot of a tweet. At a distance, the white background cut 

from the feed is almost indistinguishable from the wall, but now you can clearly see the few 

words and the icons that surround the central image and betray its origin. 

 

The tweet itself consists of two words and one old-fashioned emoticon. The words ‘Good 

morning’ are followed by a smile formed of a semi-colon and an end bracket. Beneath this 

greeting is a photograph of a person. You understand that this is likely the same person who 

authored this tweet and the owner of the account from the resemblance to the smaller round 

picture at the top left of the screenshot. 

 

The larger image is in a portrait format with rounded corners. It shows the corner of a beige-

tiled interior, possibly a bathroom or shower. The tiles are similar in colour to the skin of the 

person in the photograph. They are naked, and so the picture is almost monochrome.  

 

This person takes up about half of the photo’s surface area. They are leaning against the 

righthand side of the image. Their left elbow touches the top right corner of the frame, their 

upper arm slides down the vertical edge below. Their torso creates an almost perfect 

diagonal, with the top of their right thigh at the image’s bottom left corner.  



 

One hand is wrapped around the back of their head, the other forms a ‘v’ on their hip, their 

thumb pointing down towards the pubis, the other fingers angled down their leg. Their hand 

is wet, as is the short dark hair that curls over their forehead. In between these two points is 

their strident torso. The person has pushed their upper body slightly forward to accentuate 

their small breasts and the stacked ‘w’ of their ribs. Light enters the image from in front of 

the person and slightly to their right, so that if you stood about two feet away from wall, just 

beyond the left edge of the frame, you would be in position of light source. 

 

The light lands on the inner curve of their right breast, illuminating a silver nipple bar. Aside 

from this piercing and its pair, the person wears a medium-weight snake chain and a single 

silver earring in their left ear. You cannot see if this piercing also has a counterpart. 

 

Three tattoos are also visible on their wet, white body: a girlish horse lying just over the dark 

mouth of their navel; a band of barbed wire around their left bicep; and an intelligible conical 

shape above their left breast. Looking closely at their right forearm where it wraps around 

their waist, you can also see some lines which might be more tattoos. 

 

These lines are too dark to be hairs, and the person’s body is in fact largely hairless. A whisp 

settles in their open armpit, stuck flat against the skin in a thin twist. The pubis is in shadow. 

Just gracing the base of the image, it is ambiguously naked, and whether the darker tone is 

because of the presence of hair or absence of light is unclear. 

 

 

 

TEXAS 

 

Turning to pass back through the curtain, you spot something you hadn’t noticed on the way 

in. A clear plastic basket, of the kind used to hold leaflets or magazines, is stuck to the wall to 

the left of you at eye level. Inside, there is a sheaf of papers: a single, multi-page document, 

held together by a paperclip at the top left corner.  

 

At the top and aligned to the centre of the document’s first page, is a round logo. Two circles 

enclose a star and a wreath of two tied branches, one oak and one olive. In between the outer 

and inner circle the words ‘THE STATE OF TEXAS’ and ‘GOVERNOR’ occupy the top 

and bottom halves respectively. Below this logo, and in all caps, the name ‘GOVERNOR 

GREG ABBOTT’ has been printed in a weighty, serif font, with exaggerated kerning spacing 

the letters further out than those in the body of the text. 

 

The document is a letter. Below the Governor’s name, and aligned to the left-hand margin of 

the page reads the following text: 

 

‘February 22, 2022 

 

The Honorable Jaime Masters 

Commissioner 

Texas Department of Family and Protective Services 

701 West 51st Street 

Austin, Texas 78751 

 



Dear Commissioner Masters:’ 

 

The document is a letter from Governor Greg Abbott to Commissioner Masters with respect 

to a recent enclosed opinion from the Office of the Attorney General. This first page 

summarises on the contents of the opinion as follows: ‘that a number of so-called “sex 

change” procedures constitute child abuse under existing Texas law.’ The purpose of the 

letter appears to be a directive offered by Governor Abbott to Commissioner Masters as a 

result of this opinion. In the first paragraph, Abbott writes: ‘I hereby direct your agency to 

conduct a prompt and thorough investigation of any reported instances of these abusive 

procedures in the State of Texas’. 

 

The letter’s second paragraph lays out reporting requirements imposed upon all professionals 

who come into contact with children whose circumstances might match those in the opinion. 

Members of the public are also said to be subject to similar requirements and criminal 

penalties should they fail to report such children.  

 

The third paragraph reaffirms the duty of the Texas Department of Family and Protective 

Services to investigate parents and professionals who are connected to these children and 

confirms the attached opinion as Texas law. 

 

Beneath this final paragraph is printed the following closing: 

 

‘Sincerely, 

 

Gregg Abbott 

Governor’ 

 

A space several lines deep has been left between the sign-off and the Governor’s name. This 

space is occupied by a thick, loopy signature. It is hard to tell if the letter has been signed 

electronically, or by hand and then scanned: the strokes look faintly pixelated. The 

penmanship is fluid and confident, except for a small hesitation on the ‘r’ and tail of the final 

‘g’. 

 

At the very bottom of the page, aligned to the centre, in heavy densely-kerned black capitals 

is a return address: 

 

‘POST OFFICE BOX 12428 AUSTIN, TEXAS 78711 512-463-2000 (VOICE) DIAL 7-1-1 

FOR RELAY SERVICES’ 

 

 


