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"In horror literature, a house is more than a building and less than a world, 
though it may resemble a building from without and an entire world from 
within. From without, it may seem self-contained and finite; from within, it 
may well extend forever, both spatially and temporally. Any horror house 
conforms to at least some of the following range of descriptions: it is bigger 
on the inside than on the outside; it contains or is a labyrinth; it is a library 
or a map; it is a microcosm of the world; it is a portal; it is coextensive with 
the underworld and/or the heavens above; it is the world tree; it occupies 
simultaneously the past, the present, and the future; it is alive; it tends to 
undergo a metamorphosis, which may have been hinted at throughout; it 
contains enigmatic, animated or undead objects; it makes mysterious 
sounds; it represents suppressed realities; it is coextensive with the minds 
of its inhabitant; in it, a hidden world reveals itself to the inhabitants and 
this world looks back at them; in it, occult and superhuman powers are at 
work that confront human thinking with the horizon of its possibilities; it 
drives its inhabitants mad and/or kills them in the course of the story. I—
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[1]The curator could never finish the text, at this point his pencil broke in half. He 
shuddered, his hand trembling. Why was he shuddering? Why these silly goose bumps? 
After all, it was unusually hot in the city, the office was pleasantly tempered. The curator 
thought, "Goosebumps are the first aesthetic image. Aesthetic experience is to be defined 
as the capacity to shudder. The increasing autonomy of artworks, their objectivation by 
human beings, presents the shudder as something unmollified and unprecedented, 
epiphanies of the strangeness of the world. The shudder is a super power of art, it's revenge 
on humans thirsting for knowledge, where they should be starving for understanding." 
 He roamed the gallery where he was responsible for an exhibition these days. It 
had recently moved to these spaces which previously also housed art dealers. It is said that 
the whole city is built on old galleries. Anyway, he looked at the artworks and was pleased 
with his work when one of the gallery owners 
 
      

 
 
 
 
 
 
entered. "Holy cow, it's hot outside, My shoes are sweat-soaked, puddles have formed, it is 
awkward and I feel uncomfortable in my skin." Exit gallerist. 
 As the end of the world had begun around that time, the curator mused, "Life in the 
Anthropocene implies that we are no longer at home and that our home is no longer 
comfortable, it feels as though our house has conspired against us. We become aware that 
the world has dimensions beyond our senses, that reality consists of depths that are beyond 
our comprehension. And also, our bodies are no longer what they used to be, our home. And 
in these dark corridors we came to realise only now that we ourselves are the moronic 
house spirits." It made sense, he continued, "Nature is a haunted house—but Art—is a house 
that tries to be haunted. Horror speaks of this understanding that we live on a planet and not 
in a world, that the world is mortal, that the past is deeper than we can conceive and that the 
future is going to rip us apart. Horror vibrates to the planet. It is the planetary form of story, it 
is the revenge on the inhabitants, it turns the possessor into the possessed. " 
 He continued to study the works and he shuddered again: "These are truly dark 
media, they show something where there should be nothing, and nothing where there should 
be something. There is a window that swallows the light, there is a door that leads nowhere, 
like a mirror without a reflection. I see the ectoplasm, the undead media, the ghosts in the 
devices, the grainy images, the spectral whispers of the tapes, the echoes of the past, 
the ghostly static on the radio, the possessed computers, and the webcams of the dead." 
Recalling reading something about this, he quoted and quivered, "These media convey that 
the world is never completely at our disposal and inaccessible to our senses, showing that all 
mediation harbors within itself a blind spot, that pulls us in like a black hole. To not 
understand is to know all too well. This art reveals an  ontological horror, it is a world-for-us 
and also the world-without-us." 
 Upon these fateful thoughts the curator collapsed. His whole body jittering and 
shaking, his lips mouthed these final words: "My heart it widens, my brain's a black hole. A 
condition of horror is taking control. I’m one with this house and beyond i shall go. I vibrate 
with the planet—darkness and cold.” 
 — 
 Sources: Theodor W. Adorno, David Berman, John Clute, Mark Z. Danielewski, 
Emily Dickinson, Mark Fisher, Eugene Thacker 
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