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A new role and recognition.

The installation is a monument to the creation of this building and its 
fate; a testiment to the contruction process by which it was built.
The installation rises from the darkness, standing as a memorial to the 
inflation that inevitably forms when big dreams are manufactured.

 Everybody pitches in,
 the structure rises,
 the device is put in motion.

We can see the castle of dreams as a mirage and, for a short period of 
time, we are safe while the smoke drifts from the factory chimney. But 
smoke like old dreams, cools down and armature building makes 
shadow images in the landscape. 

There is a certain beauty to empty structures whose purpose is lost. 
As upsidedown pyramids, where the magic is in the spirit of 
construction, the power of possibility.

From the ruins rises a new power. 







“I will take a steam boiler and pump it full 
of sea water. I will heat it up to 35 degrees 
and blend it with the concrete. 
This will heat the concrete to around 20 
degrees celcius. 

After being fixed in the molds I will cover 
it. By using this method the concrete will 
be sufficiently hard to be taken out of the 
molds before the severe frost gets to it”

From the memoirs of Helgi Eyólfsson, struc-
tural engineer of the Factory, where he de-
scribes his methods of mixing 
concrete in the harsh weather conditions 
of the winter of 1929.



















“I had dreamt that I was in a hospital and there were nurses 
all around. When I woke up I felt terrible as if something 
bad might happen. But I discarded it and went to work, 
shortly after this feeling kind of passed, as if all was alright. 
So I went on with my work. Shortly after.. this happened.. 
I got into an accident and lost two fingers.”

“There was something or someone warning me..
that´s clear”

“If I .. if I had stopped.. well.. I didn´t listen to these 
feelings, and then this happened. But then you never know..
 
if I had listened then maybe nothing would have happened.”

Hreggviður Friðbergsson a fisherman of 42 years





“I could tell exactly how much we would fish, if the 
dark brown one would come to me we would get more 
than six tons. Then there was this man that I dreamt 
of. We were always talking in the dreams. I had never 
seen him but I knew his name. This man would tell 
me where to sail. The captain was really superstitious 
and followed my dreams and he was famous for 
fishing a lot.”

“I still think a lot about my dreams and it meant a lot 
to me that the captain followed my dreams.”

Ölver, a retired fisherman







In the midnight sun the darkness proves to be 
too much. An overwhelming contrast. 
To massive and cold. To navigate through it 
one must rely on instincts and dulled senses. 

A flickering blue light might show you the way.











Walking around this empty castle I have a peculiar 
feeling that I have to be quiet. The echo of my feet 
stepping down on the sandy concrete surrounds me 
and startles me. I have a strange respect for this 
space.

I get a flashback.

I am in a temple in South east Asia and I have to take 
off my shoes before entering. There is no sand on the 
floor, just a shiny marble that gives an odd squeak 
when I step down with my sweaty toes. I have a 
difficult time breathing after walking up hundreds of 
steps in this humid jungle.









The religion that occupies the space is not 
mine, still I feel a similar respectfulness, the 
mass and the spirit are not in contrast to 
one another.
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