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HOME
An exhibition by Ariane Roesch

Rising Stars Residency
Till Richter Museum
2015

N
Till Richter Museum
Schloss Buggenhagen,
Germany

From August 2015 to January 2016, German-American artist Ariane
Roesch was featured in the Till Richter Museum with a solo show entitled
HOME. This catalog attempts to document the almost 4,000 square feet
this exhibition covered across 8 separate rooms.
Intrigued by the human drive to constantly better oneself, Roesch’s work
questions the physical and psychological structures that our life consists
of. For this exhibition, she is interested in what defines home - is it just an
address,a place to settle down and grow roots, or ultimately also a search
for a better life?
As an artist who has grown up in one country and moved to another at the
age of 11, the experience of two different cultures and countries makes
this an area worthy of exploration. In a time of voluntary or forced mobility, where boundaries and front lines are redrawn as much by
politics as by social and economic developments, the concepts of “Home”
are diverse and complex.
Roesch decided to make Houston her home by purchasing a plot of
undeveloped land to build a house with her husband. This exhibition is
inspired by the trials and tribulations of the now two-year process to
break ground. Just as people headed west to conquer the American
Frontier in search of a better life, it’s a tale of risk, boundaries, shipping
containers, and donkeys that evokes the question, “how much do you
really need to be happy?” The exhibition translated and transplanted this
experience in various ways. Roesch filled the Museums rooms and
hallways with drawings, objects, photographs and installations raising questions about such seemingly simple things as place, origin and
belonging. Materiality and process relate as much to social as to
personal structures and offer a myriad of connection points for a
reflection on what home and happiness means.

The Till Richter Museum, housed in the 19th Century Castle Schloss
Buggenhagen by the Baltic Sea, is an institution dedicated to exhibiting,
collecting, and archiving international contemporary art.
www.tillrichtermuseum.org

Home is where the Heart is, 2015
Adhesive vinyl
Size variable
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I don’t want to share my driveway anymore.
I don’t want to share walls with my neighbors.
I don’t want to have overbearing landlords.
I don’t want to have giant cockroaches in my kitchen.
I don’t want doors that just kind of work and windows that can’t
open because they are painted shut…
So we are moving to a cabin in the woods. Not really the woods,
or really a cabin… but a 20 foot shipping container on our own
property under a tree canopy surrounded by wild Texas spring
onions. The house is in process - things are moving but no ground
has been broken…but we are getting there. In the meantime we
will live in our 160 square feet on half an acre of land with no
electricity, no plumbing, no sewage, no running water. Together
with water jugs, solar generators, gas generator, propane, batteries, and a solar shower we will completely remove all of societies
comforts and live humbly.
It is kind of scary and almost completely nuts. I feel excited and
nervous but in a strange way also elated - we have two tickets to
paradise.

-Ariane Roesch(May 2013)

Paradise is perseverance.
It is that brief moment of an adrenaline rush upon reaching your goal.
It becomes a continuous high when following your path despite the dead
ends and detours that happen along the way. Paradise is for everyone –
we can all strive to become the best we can be.
But nobody said it was easy.
Looking to create equity and have independence from rising rental prices,
my partner Zak Miano and I embarked on a journey to build a house
in 2013. We found half an acre of land sandwiched between a thriving
urban city center and suburban sprawl. It is rurban - a little bit country,
a little bit rock n roll – where cowboy traditions still thrive and communities are dotted with undisturbed patches of woods. Before 1967, Acres
Homes was considered the largest unincorporated African American
community in the Southern US. Land was sold by the acre to keep farm
animals and gardens. To this day, families own large areas of land that
have been passed down from generations.
Our land has never been developed. It was virgin soil covered with
untouched large mature trees – hackberries, oaks, pines, etc. - towering
60 – 80 feet above you. Weeds grow wild as do spring onions, morning
glories, and blackberries. An assortment of birds traverse the sky and it
seems that the natural ecosystem is still in good order. There, on Lovers
Lane, we had found our place.
Now that we had the land, we had to finalize the plan and file for permits. But we also had a place of our own. Instead of continuing to rent
(and in part also inspired by the growing Tiny House movement) we
decided to move into a converted shipping container. We called, they
delivered, and the container was plopped down towards the back of the
property below a thick tree canopy. Within one month there were windows, a door, insulation, sheetrock and a small kitchen with room for a
bed and small dining area but not much else. 2 years later, we are still
living with two dogs in 164 square feet.
The central piece in the exhibition Home at the Till Richter Museum is a
floor quilt that is an exact replica of this container’s floor plan, sized 20 x
8 feet. With the invitation of 2 pairs of handmade felt slippers, the viewer

can put on the house shoes and walk the floor plan to get a sense of the
dimensions. Quilts are traditionally made to commemorate major life
events so the medium seemed to fit the message. The piece is titled “Two
Tickets to Paradise”, a nod to Eddie Money’s song of the same title. He
sings
“Got a surprise especially for you
Something that both of us have always wanted to do
We’ve waited so long, waited so long”
During the opening, I sang my version of this song standing on the quilt
with a ukulele.
“Two tickets to Paradise” suggests a sense of hope – tickets to something
are always a good thing. It also denotes a destination – Paradise – which
invokes images of the Caribbean, sitting in a hammock on a beach sipping a cocktail decorated with a tiny umbrella and fresh fruit.
We all want Paradise. And sometimes a stop along the road to Paradise
means downsizing and living in a container for 2 years with no running
water or electricity. Although us humans are naturally risk averse, I think
we are all pioneers lusting after unchartered territory to look for something better. Our house is moving along and we will be moved in by the
end of 2016. Over the last few years, we’ve gone from nothing to something. We’ve stripped our lives of all comforts and gradually regained
them one by one - electricity, water, sewer…Forced to downsize, we’ve
learned what is really important. We’ve gained from this experience exactly what we set out for: independence.
Although it’s not much at 164 square feet, the container has allowed us
follow our path. We’ve been enjoying our moments of Paradise with an
iced down cocktail in hand.
And then on to the next challenge.

Ariane Roesch
May 2016

Two Tickets to Paradise, 2015
Fabric, thread, batting, bed sheets
Size 20 x 8 feet

Fences make good neighbors, 2015
chainlink fence, nails, and masonry thread.
Installation variable

Deadliest Climbs, 2014 - 2015
pastel chalk on felt
size 5’x6’ feet

Mt. Everest
With upwards of 700 people a year now reaching the summit of
Everest, Stephen Venables, the mountaineer, recently told Telegraph Travel that mass tourism had “devalued” the world’s largest
peak. Nevertheless, reaching the top remains a dangerous undertaking. More than 200 have died on its slopes, and hundreds more
attempts to climb it have failed.

Mt. Fuji
Sometimes you don’t have to be a tall mountain to be a lethal
one. Take Mt. Fuji, for example. At its base sits the Sea of Trees,
a large expanse of cedar, pine, and boxwood trees that was the
only area not overrun by lava and ash during a massive eruption
in 1707. This forest, know as Aokigahara, has attained cult status
among Japanese as the perfect place to die. Rumors about the
woods abound: locals speak of magnetic fields that disorient search
and rescue operations; the forest’s population is said to consist of
snakes, wild dogs, and the occasional demon.

Matterhorn
Found on the border between Switzerland and Italy, the 4,478-metre Matterhorn was one of the last great Alpine peaks to be
climbed. The first ascent, in 1865, ended in tragedy when four of
the party fell to their deaths on the way down. The north face is
considered one of the six “great north faces of the Alps”, along
with the Eiger, the Cima Grande di Lavaredo, the Grandes Jorasses, the Petit Dru, and the Piz Badile. The fatality rate is also among
the highest of all Alpine peaks, with technical difficulty and the
prevalence of rockfall and avalaches to blame.

Mt. Fitz Roy
Fitz Roy, also known as Cerro Chaltén, lies on the border between
Argentina and Chile. Perito Francisco Moreno named it Fitzroy
in 1877, after the Beagle‘s captain Robert FitzRoy, who explored
some of the area in 1834. It was first climbed in 1952 by French
alpinists Lionel Terray and Guido Magnone. The mountain has a
reputation of being “ultimate,” despite its average height, but because the sheer granite faces present long stretches of arduous technical climbing. In addition, the weather in the area is exceptionally
inclement and treacherous. Although it is the highest peak in the
Los Glaciares park, but it is less than half the Himalayan giants!
The mountain climb, however, remains extremely difficult and is
the preserve of very experienced climbers. Today, when a hundred
people may summit Mount Everest in a single day, Cerro Chaltén
may only be successfully ascended once a year.

Comfort Studies, 2013- 2015
pastel chalk on felt
size 3’ x 3’ feet

Stuck between a rock and a hard place, 2015
pastel chalk on felt
size 6’ x 5’ feet

Risk is a Four-Letter Word
“Do not always seek to avoid risk. It is where you are from and who you
are.”
-Lee Kendall (my grandfather) in a letter to his grandchildren
I moved a lot as a kid, 5 times before going to college. I have never spent
more than 3.5 consecutive years in one city after I left Colorado (where
I was born) at five years old (except, my mom reminds me when I ask
her to read this essay, Dallas, Texas for 6.5 years, but my forgetting that
and blocking out 4 years of middle school is another story all together). I
have moved house on average once a year since I went to college. Home
is a complex four-letter word. It morphs and changes depending on the
shapes of the walls and what surrounds and fills the space between—be
it people, objects, politics or ideas. All these named things are shifty and
unstable and home is made of attempts to balance each and all of them
in harmony with both comfort and risk.
When I moved into my most recent apartment in Los Angeles, my friend
commented on how boyfriend-move-in-ready the place was. I was struck
by her comment because I felt so relieved to be moving into a place by
myself, without the hazards of roommates and social negotiations. I
wasn’t dating anyone and wasn’t longing for a boyfriend. A relationship
like that felt too treacherous, too risky. I just wanted my own space to
organize and sleep in. The risk of living alone was one I was willing to
take for the comforts it provided. Yet, sometimes, when space becomes
open and available, unexpected or unplanned forces work in conjunction
to fill it. I wonder if my friend’s observations, spoken aloud, manifested
the desire of the space to be more full, to be a home for a three-legged
dog, my now fiancé and myself even though I signed a lease that did not
allow dogs or anyone else to live in the apartment beyond a three month
stay. What once felt like a hazard and a huge risk has become, over time,
the core comfort of home.
I own a green Toyota Tacoma truck. It is a two-seater and the third one
I have owned. It was my dream car when I graduated college. I have had
one ever since (the first perished in a car accident, the second was a bad
egg with transmission issues and the third is still running smoothly). It is
not too big or too small and I can carry almost anything. What it does not
carry well is a fiancé with longer legs than mine and a 40-pound,

3-legged dog. I did not plan for these things. These things were not in my
dreams.
In my first memory of my dream house it was covered in plants and had
a stream in the middle. To get to the second floor, you had to get in a
canoe and paddle across the stream to the elevator. In fifth grade I had an
assignment to write about my life in the future. I didn’t have a husband
in my future. I was a veterinarian who adopted her brother’s kid because
he couldn’t raise her - to the dismay of my then 9-year-old brother who
couldn’t understand why I would put him in that position. My current
self can only speculate that I didn’t expect to get married. Maybe it felt
like too big a risk, as if I would not be able to find a partner that was the
right balance of risk and comfort to feel like home.
My truck dream/dream truck is starting to fade as the lining on the original camper shell cracks, pulls and stretches and the back door no longer
has the strength to stay up without support from my arm. I have carried
my whole world in this truck many times moving house. I have basically
lived in this truck for weeks during long road trips. It has been more constant and stable than most of my “homes” over the last ten years. I never
planned to not want this truck. I am still in love with the hand crank
windows and the cassette player, but I need to risk a different space to fit
my growing family.
Some people look at a mountain and see climbing it as a risk and some
see comfort in that risk. Some people look at a family or a home and see
comfort and some see risk in that comfort. Success is intertwined with
both comfort and risk and what is true for both a mountain and a family
is the personal empowerment that comes with confronting risk. Once
confronted, risk can melt into comfort and balancing the two can begin.
My grandfather is an economist. He worked as a Vice President of the
New York Stock Exchange, where he met my grandmother who was the
NYSE President’s secretary. My grandfather was a widower with 5 children when he met my grandmother. He proposed to her after one official
date and she said yes before she even met the children. They have been
married for 51 years. Since the crash in 2008, my grandfather has been
writing letters to his grandchildren (there were 12 of us originally, now
add a few spouses and great-grand kids) and one such letter just after the
crash addressed risk directly. Writing in ALL CAPS he recounted tales

of my ancestors taking economic and personal risks to travel to America,
survive the great depression, create and keep family together, and ultimately thrive in their lives. He tells his story of being widowed, meeting,
and marrying my grandmother and the risks they took, separately and
together. He directly links taking risks to feeling alive and fulfilled and
directs us to take note and take risks of our own. Despite the spikiness
of risk, I think its edges are soft and porous and there is something warm
and powerful at stake behind the scenes, something that feels like comfort
and home.

Kate Kendall, artist
August 2016

On their way up, 2014 - 2015
soft sculptures and photographs

Flow, 2013
Wall installation, audio, and performance

Social Controls
There is no question that to survive
In a complex society
it is necessary to work
for external goals and to
postpone immediate gratification.
But a person doesn’t have to be a puppet
Jerked by social controls
The solution is to learn how to earn
Rewards under one’s own power.
Chorus:
The most important step is the ability
To find joy in each moment
If you learn to enjoy and find meaning
In the ongoing stream of experience
In the process of living itself
The Burden will fall from your shoulder
Power returns when its no longer
Relegated to outside sources
It is not necessary to struggle
For goals that recede into the future
To end each boring day with the hope
That tomorrow something good will happen.
[Chorus]
Instead of straining for a price
Dangling just out of reach
You begin to harvest the genuine
Qualities of living.
To free yourself from social controls
You must become independent
From the dictates of the body
And take charge of the mind
Pain and pleasure occur in consciousness
And exist only there.
[Chorus]

Flow

The C (See) Progression
Quality of Life does not depend
On what others think of us
Or what we own
The bottom line is how we feel
About ourselves
And what happens to us
To improve life one must
Improve the quality of experience
Don’t worry about making a
Million dollars
Don’t worry about how to make friends
And influence people
Or how to make it to the top
They are just symbols of happiness
But symbols can be deceptive.
Sometimes things aren’t what they are
And all that glitters is not gold
Quality of Life does not depend
On what others think of us
Or what we own
The bottom line is how we feel
About ourselves
And what happens to us
To improve life one must
Improve the quality of experience
To improve life one must
Improve the quality of experience

Flow
Flow
Seemingly effortless
Automatic
Fully engaged
Immersive
You keep on flowing
Flow
Flow
No mountains
No ladders
No final utopia
The goal is to keep moving
Flow
Flow
No doubts
No questions
Why am I doing this?
No self-scrutiny
No need to reflect
The actions carry us forward
Like magic
Like magic
Like magic
Like magic

Recycled Remnants, 2015
fabric rests, thread, Usedom sheep wool
various sizes

Proverbs, 2015
Embroidered vacuum bags
12” x 12” inches
A series of proverbs sourced by the Till Richter Museum staff and
embroidered on vacuum bags from the Museum.

SHARING IS CARING
GUTES PERSONAL IST DAS BESTE KAPITAL
IN DER RUHE LIEGT DIE KRAFT
WAS MOET DAT MOET
DER DROPS IST GELUTSCHT
LANGER ATEM MUSS MANN HABEN
DOPPELT HAELT BESSER

SHE (spiral heat exchanger), 2009
Vinyl fabric, poly stuffing, thread, electrical plugs
Each piece 20 feet long x 2” diameter

Smoke ‘em if you got ‘em, 2015
Chopped wood pieces and video

Installation variable
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