








MUSEUM

(DISPLACED ARTEFACT, ENTOMBED ARTEFACT)

I exited the previous world by stating that museum displays are similar to
forgeries in that they cannot generate new histories. For example, the
Caryatides. Six Caryatides have been displaced from the Erechteion and moved
to museums - five are on display in Athens, in the Acropolis Museum, and one
is in the British Museum. None of the Caryatides holding up the entablature on
the Acropolis are originals. They are fakes ensuring an authentic tourist
experience.

The paradox is that through this permutation, the copies of the Caryatides

on the Acropolis are able to seamlessly replace the originsl in the continuous
narrative of the site. On the other hand, the museum Caryatides freeze in time,
devoid of narrative.

One Caryatide is displayed in the British Museum, which, as we all know, is a
colonial version of the Ancient World, with altered geology and geography. A
huge Greece, a tiny Europe...

It is in this starange, condensed world that I move my alternate historical

¥ artefacts of the Carceri.

| By displaying the Carceri Plate, the lion skeleton and and four paviments, I
achieve two things. The existence of the Carceri room in the museum confirms
the reality of the Carceri in Rome.

The plinth both authenticates them but also mumifies them, cutting their
narrative short.

Museum artefacts go through a ritual - they are displaced from the original site
and entombed on plinths.

I will transform the building into an artefact by following the same ritual -
uprooting, displaceming, disappearing.

I will force onto the museum what it forces onto the artefcat!

It will be disected and analysed! It will be weighed and balanced! It will be ex-
tracted and excavated!

I will strap it to a frame, a plinth, and lift it into the stratosphere by a glorious
column of 8 million balloons!



The uprooting is the key moment when the museum ceases to be building and
becomes artefact, just like its displays inside.

It will float on air currents, reaching its peak at 50 000m above the earth!

The museum has undergone an act of violence, veiled by the genleness of the
vloating. The colonial collector, violently dismembering and displacing artefcats,
becomes the colonial pinata, shedding over land and sea.




MUSEUM - SITE

(ARTEFACT AS WASTE, THE TABULA PLENA)

Walter Benjamin said that we experience history not when we are engaged in
the dynamic process of change, but when we see the remainder, the waste of our
culture being retaken by nature. A ghost is the generator of a nascent future. It
is the annihilation of the past and the prophesy of a new, more relevant future.
Without the ghost, the new cannot exist.

By lifting the museum I dispose of the artefact, leaving a gaping hole in its place,
the begining of a tabula rasa. It is a sanitized and sterile gash, incapable of gen-
erating new futures since it is missing the remainder of the past.

I embark on the last lag of my journey with the aim of creating a vertile ground,
a site whose matter is the waste of the precedent. I transform artefacts into the

£ N substance of the site for a new architecture. A series of ghosts of built spaces
ﬁr will pass through a transformative process and ultimately be reduced to a fertile
desrt.

My architectural ghosts are almost metaphysical in their material quality. They
are made from heliogel, a monolithic derivate of aerogel.

Aerogel is an incredibly light weigh material which starts off as a gel whose
water particles are replaced by air. Heliogel, a material specifically invented for
the production of these architectural ghosts, is a self-floating material that is
96% helium.

Its monolithic structure is cast into the buildings, which become super scaled
drying chambers.

The underground spaces store and transport helium, silica, water and other
chemicals.

Piles of silica are hydrated by vapor, forming a gel that will then dry to become
heliogel.

To release the heliogel cast, the building is dismembered, peeled away to reveal
its immaterial ghost. What was once air, the space of architecture, is now a solid.




The ghosts float above the city, a strange cloud formation of architecture past.
Their airy structure filters the ligh and squeak in the breeze.

Underneath our very feet, for 20 or so meters, a new kind of geology has been
forming - the geology of urban layers. The city of today is the rubble of
tomorrow and the artefact of the day after tomorrow. The city exists on the ruins
of its past. Aerogel slowly absorbs the debree of the city, replacing its gases with
solids. The weighed down ghosts crash in slow motion to the ground, the end of
an almost biological cycle.

Casting, releasing, floating, absorbing, crashing, dispersing. After they have
crashed, the ghosts are reduced to their basic component, silica.

I have followed the artefact through three scales, each of them seemingly
destructive.

I entombed the Carceri in the British Museum, I uprooted and

disappeared the museum itself and I ultimately reduced the city to the white
desert.

We have gone from site to museum only to return to the site. But this site that
we have returned to has nothing in common with the originl site, it is entirely
constructed from the matter of past precedents.

What might seem a tabula rasa is in fact the very opposite, a Tabula Plena. It is
formed from the waste of an overspilling, layered history. From this white desert
can erupt the new.

to add to conclusion:
forgery and original observation, bring it back to architect



