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1. Black Noise ― Allen-Golder Carpenter 
Have you ever dreamt about an interface?

I discovered Allen-Golder Carpenter through his Instagram account, like many other 
artists and filmmakers featured here. Black Noise (2025) was the first film of his that I 
watched, thanks to a beautiful selection of works he is currently curating for Tick Tack 
in Antwerp, where he recently had a solo show. I watched Black Noise in bed, on my 
iPhone screen, and I fell in love with it immediately.

In the film, the viewer is placed in the position of a user watching music videos 
by rappers from the Washington, DC scene (just like the artist) on YouTube. He’s 
probably in his bedroom, in silence—he only sound blending with the music is the 
loud roar of a jet seeming to fly right over the viewer’s head, creating a strange 
sense of danger and, at the same time, alienation.

Auditory overstimulation is a cornerstone of contemporary online culture. No one 
turns down the volume while scrolling through TikTok, even in public spaces. The 
separation between YouTube and sound immediately immerses us in an unusual 
spectator situation: as in any interpassive language, whether a desktop film or 
a gameplay, we watch someone else’s screen without being able to interact, 
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witnessing another person’s media experience as they operate the interface in 
our place. In Black Noise, the roar of aircraft engines is so overwhelming that it 
overshadows the music, creating a kind of détournement of the YouTube interface, 
seemingly activated to compete with the deafening noise.

Reading the text accompanying the work, we learn that Carpenter comes from 
Prince George’s County, Maryland, and grew up in the parts of the county bordering 
“DC’s 5th and 7th wards, an area situated between two major airports, a military 
base, multiple highway junctions, and hospital centers.” Here, air traffic is constant, 
and noise is a common presence. The film thus reconstructs a real experience of the 
artist, but there’s much more than that.

Carpenter’s (who, in my view, shares with his namesake an extraordinary ability to 
work with moving images to create unease) work often explores the physical (and 
social) impossibility of performing certain actions. In the installation Same Things 
Make Us Laugh, Make Us Cry, the artist intervenes on two joysticks meant for 
playing GTA V: on one, he removes the button used to “attack”; on the other, he 
removes all buttons but that one. Like the video-game protagonist in the installation, 
the ghostly protagonist of Black Noise must cope with an imposition from above, (this 
time, literally) which is progressively wearing him down—the artist is aware of the 
long-term health effects of prolonged exposure to jet engine noise. But both the main 
characters of Same Things and Black Noise cannot overcome it, because their lives 
have been programmed that way.

The impossibility of acting against the deafening noise is dotted with a wonderful 
final moment: a clip the director filmed during a show by DC-area artists Goonew 
and Lil Gray, who continue performing after someone has set off the fire alarm. 
That deafening, jarring noise, reminiscent of the jet engine, is now diluted in the 
crowd that cheers around the two rappers. This time, the insistent external force is 
absorbed by the music, which adopts its relentless rhythm, almost turning it into part 
of the sonic composition—and reducing its impact, even if only for a moment.


