
The body blossoms in the house (or an equivalent, a spring, a 
grove). Now, what deþnes the house are sections, that is to say, 
the pieces of differently oriented planes that provide ÿesh with 
its framework ... These sections are walls but also ÿoors, doors, 
windows, French windows, and mirrors, which give sensation 
the power to stand on its own within autonomous frames... The 
house takes part in an entire becoming. It is life, the ònonorganic 
life of thingsó é Everything begins with Houses.1

Dream houses of the collective: arcades, winter gardens, 
panoramas, factories, wax museums, casinos, railroad stationsé 
Arcades are houses or passages having no outsideñlike the 
dream.2

The words ecology and economy share the Greek root oikos, 
òhouse.ó This museum exhibition is a little city that collects 
some interconnected examples of homes, atmospheres, 
greenhouses, nests, wombs, and commodities that surround 
and preserve the development of sensations and life forms. 
Each display has its own address, conveniently numbered 
below. Some are ònatural,ó created by ecological agents 
like animals, plants, and microbes. Others are òartiþcialóñ
economic artifacts ranging from air conditioning machines 
to doll houses. And still others are ònaturecultural,ó existing 
only through relationships between all kinds of earthlings, 
like Ephemerata Gardens, where the òHouseó exhibition 
takes place.
Economies and ecologies are nested in scalar arrays inside 

the biggest house of allñEarth, the biosphere, a fantastical 
superworld that contains all others, or more correctly has been 
made to contain them with maps, climate models, and photos 
from space. A house doubles as a world or cosmos, depending 
on the scale you experience it from, and losing your house can 
be the end of the world. Sometimes destructive whirlwinds 
whip through the cosmos and carry houses away. But most of 
the time the world preserves these mortal forms. 
Worlds, houses, and bodies are all so fragile. Houses build 

and destroy other houses and worlds in order to come into 
existence. Peopleõs houses and cities cause habitat destruction, 

but also generate habitats like bird, bat, bug, and plant houses, 
by design or accident. The difference between individual houses 
and worlds like the sky, soil, water, or language is that we live 
and breathe worlds. These worlds precede our inhabitationñ
whereas houses are things built to mark off parts of worlds as 
ours for living in. They are tentative, sketchy propositions. They 
are thrown together, and require care and repair to survive. 
Lived experiences of housing surge with dynamic feelings 

ranging from cozy to bored to overwhelmed with daily chores; 
from the happiness of belonging to the sadness or fear of losing 
the home. Habits, hopes, and memories become sedimented 
and layered in the windows and walls. The house is a fantasy 
bubble that seems to ÿoat without an outside; this ÿoating is 
only made possible by all the power and water and organisms 
feeding into its sealed form. Catastrophes and bad economies 
resulting in homelessness and housing crises remind us of the 
private sphereõs vulnerability. Like it or not, housing is always 
permeable and ephemeral. The most private and intimate realm 
is also open to a collectivization as animals or dreams move in 
and make improvisational uses of the house. How we feel about 
these surprise relationships folds back into the form of the home 
itself and the atmosphere it frames. 
In this exhibition there is no more outside to our collective 

house, no more nature and no more mortal enemy. There is life, 
and a collective world in tentative formation. Maybe we can all 
live here together?

1. Mini MenagerieñStray animals seem drawn to Ephemerata 
Gardens. We adopted mother bunny Diamond when the 
neighbors emancipated her in the alley. She cohabitates with 
two hens, Sal and Mango, and their þve adoptable chicks 
in this two-story coop/hutch duplex.  Every day animal 
chores include changing the water, offering varieties of food, 
monitoring the chicks and hens when they are out so the 
rogue roosters donõt badger them, and gathering the eggs. 
Every few months we haul out around þfty pounds of dirt 
and poop to throw in the compost. Diamondõs albino baby, 
Alby, escaped but stays in our yard; he or she peacefully 
coexists with the backyard cats, hollowing out a home 
under the green wooden bench. We kept Alby because we 
envisioned her in a museum animal act, but s/he proved to 
be too antisocial. However, Alby is actually getting tamer 
now that s/he is òwild,ó coming out to greet us for fresh 
green chard from the garden. Meanwhile, a baby possum 
with one blind eye has moved in above Diamondõs hutch. 

2. Hoarder HomeñPhotos by Jason Pine. òDrew lives in a 
collapsing trailer just outside the central Missouri town of 
Iberia, population 138. When I asked him if I could look 
at his extravagant display of objects, he said toothlessly, 
ôAnythingõs for sale except my tools.õ Drew moved to this 
large lot in the early 2000s after getting out of prison ôfor 
cocaine.õ Then he disappeared into his dark, cramped trailer 
and re-emerged with an aluminum saucepan of runny gray 
soup. Drew uses meth and he knows how to make it. ôAll 
the ingredients you need are right here,õ he said, gesturing 
to the wide litter of charmed objects.  He stirred the soup 
with an old wooden spoon. ôI gotta feed my dog,õ he said, 
walking off to the medium sized mutt chained to a distant 
tree, next to a rusted tractor. ôIõm from down south near 
the border with Arkansas, from the Ozarks,õ he said when 

he walked back to where I waited, next to a tableau-like 
arrangement of familiar yet arcane materials. Then he 
pulled out a tiny twisted piece of plastic wrap containing 
meth and laid out a shaky line with his blackened greasy 
þngers inside the case of an absent musical instrument. 
ôMeth is good and itõs bad,õ he said, feeling deeply what he 
was saying. He snorted the line then paused. His eyes were 
wide. ôI cry like a baby every night. I cry for my momma,õ 
he murmured.ó Hive Project Sketchup ModelñThanks 
to Adam Rice. This shade structure will be constructed at 
Burning Flipside 2012 by a crew comprised of Adam and 
Gwen Rice, Joe Peterson, Bill Hawker, Treg Taylor, Rufus 
Martin, Marie Carmel, Dave Mix, Karen Pittman, Stephen 
Huffmeyer, Susan Kirr, Shiree Schade, Joshua Lockwood, 
and Jeff Mayoff. 

3. Ordinary DomesticanañBroom, paint brush, and other 
bric-a-brac of inhabiting and cleaning our house. House 
surfaces evidence a slow layering of paint and dust that 
conjure sensations of cleanliness and dirtiness. Our endless 
chores try to keep the house new looking and dust- and pest- 
free. In dust, parts of our bodies join traces of decomposition 
from other beings and objects. Like pets, houses need care 
and learn routines of nurturing.  

4. Peep HoleñDo Not Look!  All houses contain a room, 
closet, or drawers that become uninhabitable or useless by 
accumulating collections of objects you just canõt throw away. 
These hoarder scenes of plastic bags, boxes, layers of extra 
furniture, or things you might need or be able to sell some 
day are collections loaded with future potential. Some of 
them are sentimental treasures, or things you canõt deal with 
yet emotionally because of the memories they crystallize. But 
thermodynamics can set in as the piles and heaps begin to 
mix, or silverþsh and cockroaches move in. Maybe even a cat, 
or a possum or two. Peacock & Cat Mummy that Weathered 
Hurricane KatrinañOn loan from Angeliska Polacheck. 
The peacock was half buried in rubble after the hurricane 
tore the roof off and the plaster ceiling caved in. It became 
a sodden, moldy mess after Rita blew through. Angeliska 
decided to leave it, then heard stories that it surfaced in a 
coffee shop where people coated it in blue spray paint. A few 
months ago a friend sent her a photo of the peacock in a New 
Orleans antique store. Angeliska contacted them and asked 
for its repatriation, despite her antipathy to its moldiness: 
òItõs gross, but itõs mine.ó Her cat mummy also survived and 
reminds her of the hurricane, which taught her òthat houses 
are not as sturdy and reliable for shelter as they might seem. 
Seeing my house literally turned inside out had a deep and 
lasting effect on me.ó In the days of witch trials, cats were 
buried in walls to ward off witches and evil spirits, like those 
found mummiþed in houses at Pendle Hill in Lancashire 
County, England, and the Carlyle House in Alexandria, 
Virginia. Angeliskaõs cat hung proudly on her wall for years 
before the hurricane, but had been stuffed in a cabinet on 
her front porch since she moved back to Austin from New 
Orleans after Katrina. The tomcat died in an ofþce garage 
construction site and became preserved by being covered in 
red mud, washed off by rain, and covered by mud, over and 
over again. 

5. Belly CastingñMade when Austinõs Littlest Curator, Kai, 
was still in the womb of Jen Webel.  The cast was made just 

two days before his birth.
6. Volcanic NautilusñòThe massive June 1991 volcanic 
eruption of Mount Pinatubo blasted the Philippines with 
over 30 billion tons of magma and ash. It was the second 
largest eruption of the 20th century. Hundreds of homes and 
villages on the island were destroyed. Now, twenty years 
later, the people of the Philippines are able to create volcanic 
ash stone d®cor from the remains of the very disaster that 
once wrecked their environment.ó Nautilidae are living 
fossils. Their shell homes are submarines with multiple 
internal chambers that allow them to regulate internal 
pressure and dive to great depths.  This piece of home 
d®cor resonates with a melancholic Victorian domesticity 
that divided homes into òliving roomsó for entertainment 
and òparlorsó for viewing the dead before burial. As a 
catastrophic trace, the knickknack also ties into pop culture 
disaster spectacles like the Galveston Flood display at the 
1904 St. Louis Worldõs Fair, or recent movies like Volcano 
(1997) and 2012 (2009).

7. HousecatsñWhen we bought the Museum a house in 2005, 
it came with a colony of backyard cats in need of care. Living 
with 7 indoor and over 8 outdoor felines, our house became 
an arena of interdomestication that immersed us in new 
sensations and political ecologies. Loving cats exposes us 
to and makes us responsible for their many forms of litter: 
litters of feral kittens, litter beds, litter boxes, and in the end, 
the sad litter of dead cats. While we domesticate cats with 
collars, microchips, and sterilization, the felines are busy 
making our house their own with aesthetic patterns like 
spray, purrs, and claw marks. These non-symbolic forms of 
sensory writing directly alter bodies and houses to fashion 
new relationships between interdomesticated beings.

8. Dollhouse Diorama: Fetal Pig and PlacentañStill connected 
by the umbilical cord. Cocoon and MothsñOn loan from 
Dave Chang.  Dave discovered a hissing pupa on his porch 
in Austin and decided to raise his own moth. After the adult 
successfully eclosed from its cocoon, Dave found several 
more moths in the yard. òI am so proud of my moths.ó  
House Fire Video CassetteñOn loan from Jonathan 
Dankenbring. Jonathan unearthed this debris from a 
house þre in his front yard. The cassette is a horror B-movie 
titled òDead and Rotting.ó Bricks/Archival HousingñOn 
loan from Jennifer LaSuprema. Jenniferõs growing brick 
collection includes pieces of òthe Robie House (Chicago, 
Frank Lloyd Wright), STAX Records (Memphis), a cool old 
motor court on Guadalupe (where Zen Sushi is now) where 
my husband lived before we were married, and Tacoland 
(San Antonio bar, home of both punk rockers and Mexican 
biker-types).ó Mobile Home for a Sea Creature, Two 
Skeleton Keys, & Antique Disposable RazorsñOn loan 
from Shannon Roberts. The razors òwere found as a huge, 
sharp heap inside the wall of my 1950õs home. With some 
googling, I found out that back in the day, medicine cabinets 
used to have a slit in the back of them so that people could 
ôdisposeõ their razors into the recess of the wall. It made the 
home a sort of garbage dump, where the unwanted waste 
would go out of site, out of mind, waiting to be a dangerous 
discovery 60 years later.ó Santa MugñOn loan from Cindy 
Miller. òA relic from my childhood on Arapahoe Ranch 
near Thermopolis, Wyoming, and then my own childrenõs.  
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