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Places | The Museum of Everything

In my quest to relentiessly €xpose us 1o an (in the hopes that t wil imorove our persons n the guet and dfficut to
quantfy way that ant has), | dragged my husband to the Museum of Everything on 14 Boulevard Raspail one cold and
rainy Paris aftemoon in earty February.

He came with me because less than two minutes down Boulevard Raspal there is an electronics and wine discount
store. (Cheap electron'cs with your dscount wine? | love France.) Pieme was interested in the electronics - he s in the
midst of purchasing a new computer - and he wanted to check cut the PCs and ther prices. He tends to go Apoie, but
ne's been leaning towards a PC in part for gaming purposes (Skyrm). Wnatever he buys, he usualy puls it apart and
nstalis anew all the Dits he wants, S0 we both insist he buy dscount.

After the prerequiste hour of wanderng around the electronics store while he inspected items of interest, we headed
pack o the museum entrance. "The Museum of Everything is the word’s only travelling museum for the undscovered,
unintentional and untrained artists of the 18th, 20th and 21st Centuries, with over 300,000 visitors since its creation in
2009." | found out about it through a frend on Faceboox who folows Goop, Geaynetnh Paitrow's City guide newsetter.

The museum, as advertsed, features an ever-changng hodgepodge of beautfuly cumted art that hais from the far
comers of North America, Eurcpe, Japan, China, and mest recently (accordng to what we read on the walis of the
museum during our excurson) Russia. Run by a group caled the Chalet Society, a project conceived and drected by
the independent curator Marc-Olivier Wah'er, the former Director of the Palais de Toxyo, the goal of the museum (and
the Chalet Scciety in general) S 10 tear cown e walls between high and 'ow culture. Apparenty, this is the hallmarx of
work by Mr. Wahler.

The current incamation of the museum is at the end of a long arched stene halway, a bt ike a caste straight out of the
Mdde Ages except that everything is stiped in red and white Ike at a circus (a low art meets high art reference, |
guess) and the museum at the end of the comdor temporarnly occupes a tenement buidng n the mdde of busting
Paris.

After you vat in ine and buy a teket for fve euros, you have to Sgn a guest book. The emo / hpster type art student
gudes (who reminded me a lot of the type of guides you get when you ook at student art in Savannah, Georga) tel
you that you needn’t Sign your real name, as ths is a sort of regstry required oy the Govemment, and it's best t1© avod
that sort of attention. Most peopie hadn't signed their real name, ether. The enties in the guest book were sot of a
work of at themselves - lots of "Student’, 'Artiste’, and "SDF' and other acronyms best left to the Frankophone
magnaton. I'm always amused by ths sont of anonymity. I've gotten mamed and apoied for a VISA in France - there S
no way the French govemment is organised enough (or interested enough in me) to track my museum vists. | actually
sgned my real name.

As you ascend the snuous fire escape to enter the museum itself, there are several read and white sgns that tell you
‘camen = death’. Once you get nside, you find out the use of a camera realy results in a 1000 euro fine. The frst
exhibt was a seres of bzame pantngs and artisticaly scrabbled books by a super-Catholic docoman in Chicago who
was sexualy abused whie a young orphan in @ religious insttution, He worked out his intemal angst via some amazngly
compicated mura's that any psychotherapst would have a feld day anayzing.



To see the rest of the an, you siowly descend through five rickety wooden ficors and wander in and out of easonadly
crowded spaces displaying stange 'treasures’ composed of paper, pant, wre, wood, metal and whatever e'se
untained artsts generaly hoard prior to being struck Dy the creatve fire. The stories behind the artists are sometmes
more interestng than ther work (and often, both story and works are fascinatng.)

Tnere are a 1ot of works Dy relgous freaks (er.. fenvent folowers anxous 1o tum you Into an equaly fevent folowes) from
the Southeast in the USA, includng a blues player who tumed his whole tiny studo apartment inte a church by pantng
nimseif a captive congregaton on the wals,

Then there are just the freaks (and | use that word fondly - some of my best friends are freaks) A creative couple,
Cawvin and Ruby Black, carved a collection featuring 80 life-size female wocden dols. Onginaly they used these do's to
found the faux American cty 'Possum Trot' located in the Mojave Desert. Calvin even made up personalities for the
dols, faked their voices, and wired loudspeaxers to their necks so his gids could share Calvin's wisdom with any poor
human guests that hapoened upon Possum Trot.

My favorite ant work proved 10 e a series of fantastic tiny structures made up of the painted cast-off bis of typewrnters,
clocks and rados. My second favorite was the peculiar Healing Machne made by a Nebraska farmer convinced that
vhen he stopped making the Machine in his bam, he would de - and he dd in fact de two days after he finished,

My favorite back story was by a cuator who described his chidheod gowing up in a town in Germany where a menta
nsttuton ‘et patents wander freely among the amenable townspeopie. The curator explaned how ths upoIngng
taught him to tolerate dfference and see the artist in the odd.

Al n a al, a lovely Saturday aftemoon. The cafe was very nice 100, but crowded - probaby because the ran
dscouraged anyone from headng outsde too soon.
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