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STEALING SPACE - NOMADIC FORM
Ettore Sottsass

A cluster of black dots mark maps of ‘Central Asia” where these sort 
of places are to be found. These black dots stand for one the planet’s 
most terrifying, most hostile deserts, the desert of Takla-Nakan in 
eastern Turkestan, a plateau nestled on the incredibly high mountain 
range of Pamir, Indu-Kush, Kun-Sun and north of Tien-Shan…

Between the never-ending desert and the ice-capped mountain 
barriers, lie green oases, thanks to the water that flows from the 
rocky heights; there, along the oases, along that stretch of green, 
those barren lands, round hilltops, frozen rivers, dark lakes and rocky 
paths, both south and north of the desert, where routes for the silk 
trade developed, joining west in Kashgar, then Balkh and through 
Nerv reaching the Caspian Sea and the cities of Baghdad, Damascus 
and Antioch.

For centuries, long merchant caravans laden with treasures and 
misery took to these roads, as did missionary priests, preachers 
of various faiths, explorers, story-tellers, savage gangs of bandits.  
Princesses soon to be sold as wives to the foreign rulers passed 
with their caravans; hordes of bloodthirsty armies passed along with 
these roads, with dreams of conquering the world, ready to steal and 
devastate anything in their path…

For seven, maybe eight centuries, innumerable tribes, unlinked 
among themselves, would often travel over this vast stretch of land 
with its blades of short grass.  In the spring they reached higher 
places in search of greener pastures; in autumn they descended 
to avoid the snowdrifts, and this pattern of life was repeated again 
and again.  Men and women and children were constantly on the go, 
carrying tents, carpets, cookware, blankets, food, herbs, dry flowers, 
chasing their herds of sheep, crying out to their sheepdogs; a richer 
member would perhaps travel on horseback kicking the poor animals 
as he rode on…When the people stopped along the way on some 
pastureland full of fresh water, tents would go up, sheep would be 
shorn, wool would be spun, animals would be milked and from their 
milk cheese, yogurt and butter would be made by shaking the cream 
in jars of stiffened sheep skin.  With the merchants they encountered 
on the way, cheeses were traded for primitive grains and wild oats 
and sheepskins for shiny knives from faraway lands…

Nomadic tribes of shepherds once lived and still live today lives of 





hardships, extreme hardships; cold temperatures were fatal, the heat 
unbearable; winds were sandy, the water sometimes undrinkable; 
the fasts were foul-smelling, illness and disease were incurable; the 
sun was blinding and the dark nights frightening; good times did not 
last long, bad times did…

The world – what we call our gracious Nature – came down to their 
people with a forceful vengeance, in unpredictable and at times 
unexplainable ways, showing the impassive side of its eternal, the 
shadow of a perverted grin on its countenance, both seductive and 
murderous…

For these shepherd tribes that roamed from the steppes to the 
inaccessible mountaintops, from China to Baghdad, few were the 
ways out, as a means of respite from the suffocating claustrophobia 
of the conditions imposed on them by heavenly Nature: some long, 
mumbled prayers, a few special magic words, a twist or turn of a 
raised foot, the rhythms of a drum, a trumpet of two, hands raised to 
seek mercy, or hands joined while poles were planted in the ground, 
signaling awareness of a fundamental knowledge: the cosmos was 
made of sky, earth and underground… perhaps there were songs and 
clumsy dances for entertainment, a few hours’ distraction from that 
beastly, hard life, as if it never really existed. 

Above all, in order to escape heaven’s impassivity and to convince 
oneself that Nature, the Unknown, is out there and that Mankind, the 
nomadic shepherd, is here, over the years those people left totally on 
their own secretly, gradually and secretly, got an idea and started to 
behave insolently, to offer insolence for insolence.  They decided to 
steal from Nature, from the Unknown, whatever they could get their 
hands on…

(We, in fact, are still being insolent: we are still stealing whatever 
we can.)

With the passing of many seasons, those forsaken people, those 
people who roamed here and there looking for something to eat, had 
started to steal the wilderness of animals, by domesticating sheep, 
dogs, horses and falcons…had started stealing the wilderness 
of plants by cultivating grains, berries, fruits and flowers, their 
fragrances and trees , too…had started to steal sounds by inventing 
flutes, bells, guitars and drums…

… had started to steal shapes by drawing on stone of hunting scenes 
and battle scenes, female bodies, fleeing animals, the wings of birds, 
by painting skulls in red tints…had started to steal something of the 
dark side of the heavenly apparition; in other words, that part of the 
general plan – obscure as it was – that could have been considered 





thought, an occasion to know, to design, the ultimate reason for 
feeling one’s existence, for feeling alive…

There had been an attempt to steal the entire design from the Great 
Unknown: thought had been given to what it would look like, to know 
how it should be stolen; at least, how to reproduce the Great Unknown 
to some extent, how to keep some memory of it, as a guideline for 
one’s own course of action.
……………………………………………………………………………………………......
Stolen things are always very precious, by virtue of the fact that 
theft calls for a hazardous act, almost heroic.  It is contempt on the 
part of those who do not have of those who do, those who have too 
much.  In ancient times, theft was protected by the gods…

Space stolen from the impassive heavens, the tent’s space, space 
that becomes the sole possession of the nomadic shepherd is 
precious.  It is sacred.

Stolen space, passing from the unfathomable depths of the cosmos, 
from the impenetrable darkness, into the humble hands of mankind, 
cannot escape from the permanent presence of the gigantic ghost 
of he who was wronged…that precious stolen space is, however, a 
quintessential element for depicting human identity, human nature.  
Yet, human nature does not seem ever able to depict itself, thus 
avoiding subjugation to the heavenly darkness; the ground inside the 
tent, the wooden pole that supports its center; the hole on top that 
allows for smoke to rise and reach they sky and from which heavenly 
protection was hoped to descend on those below and within, are 
nothing but humble, caring and living reproductions of what has 
been revealed of the cosmos, of what can be sought after from the 
extraordinary cosmic epiphany; like a plea for pardon extended to 
the gigantic ghost of the wronged…
………………………………………………………………………………………………...
In order to identify with the stolen space, to become memory of 
cosmic space – intermediate space between the upper and lower 
worlds – the tent’s ground, shapeless, indefinite, temporary, gathers 
together, within the limits of human dimensions, not only shreds of 
cosmic epiphany, but the tale of quests, hopes, fears, angers, joys 
and emotional excesses tied to human adventures…

The unceasing  impulse to talk about, maintain and know what efforts 
are involved in being men, men who are at once with, separated from 
and against heavenly destinies, was handed down by the nomad 
tribes into signs, shapes, symbols and colors in the patient art of 
weaving cloths and carpets, supports that are transportable, flexible, 
soft and resistant and, for the way they are made, expressive.

In ancient carpets, the representation of a fragile and dubious 





mankind that has resisted the foes of the Unknown is both alluring 
and moving.  In those earliest of ancient carpets are the visible signs 
of the simple, intense, and profoundly resonant shapes, devised by a 
people of newly established self-awareness; the history of a people 
has been designed, people whose presence on this earth testify 
to their full awareness of the conditions they are living in and will 
continue to live in…

Their colors are those stolen from cosmic performances: the colors of 
sharp, cold lights of the mountain heights, the colors of short, gloomy 
dawns, of nocturnal sunsets, the colors, too, of sacrificial animals 
and killed men, the colors of frost-bitten plants and of trembling, tiny 
apparitions of flowers, the blacks of rocks gleaming from the ice, the 
deepen greens of the lakes, standing out like precious stones on the 
sand, the colors of the tents lit by lanterns…For sure, they are not 
the colors brought by the Buddhist preachers passing through from 
India: whites, pinks, light blues and golds. Nor are they the colors of 
the paradises dreamed by the Islamic hordes that were, one day, to 
arrive.
………………………………………………………………………………………………...
The colors used by the ancient nomads were not imagined to stand 
a confrontation with religion, of any denomination, of any faith or 
hope whether in this world or beyond.  There is no hope in the colors 
of Asian nomads, not even the slightest hint of hope, or comfort, 
no pacts with the heavenly darkness. Instead, there is the deep 
understanding of the imbalance between cosmic destinies and 
human destinies; in what is life’s insurmountable injustice.

Over the centuries, this harsh statement has not undergone 
modifications – the colors used in Asian nomadic carpets have 
remained safe and unchanged.  The people’s radically unaltered way 
of life may perhaps have changed, is certainly going to change, but 
the perplexity apparent on their faces is like a permanent shadow…
sometimes, it so happens that their perplexity, that shadow, passes 
onto our faces.  Sometimes, we ask ourselves not so much “where 
is the origin” but where is the original state of our relationship 
with the heavenly darkness, the recognizable state of our human 
nature, so vastly hidden by endless layers of enticements and virtual 
distractions.

Perhaps for this reason, we can recognize in carpets of ancient Asian 
tradition the plaintive expression bestowed on that area of human 
fragility that still concerns us…

That concerns us very much.
……………………………………………………………………………………………......
English translation and text by Jennifer Celani, Florence.





STEALING
 Photographs: Sebastian Zimmerman

I felt the urge welling up, when I walked towards the Duane Reade. 
I hadn’t felt it in a while. I started fighting with myself: “Should I do 
it, or shouldn’t I do it?” It was a real struggle. But then, - I just did 
it. I took a Tylenol PM, an Alleve and a Triple C bottle.  I didn’t really 
need them. Couldn’t resist the urge. – You’re asking why did I do it? 
Because of the rush! And the craziest thing is, I knew I would get 
caught, because I saw the guard watching me. I started stealing 
from my mother in 8th grade. It became a habit. You know, you 
get really sick of always having to be good. One day, I remember 
opening a drawer of my mom’s night table. There was a note in it 
from her, “There is nothing in here for you.”  It made me cry. 
Later, I was diagnosed a kleptomaniac. I was told it’s an impulse 
control disorder. My psychiatrist tells me there is a space in my 
brain called the orbito-frontal cortex, the OFC.  My OFC gets 
overactive when I’m anxious, it simply overheats. So I guess, my 
OFC made me take these OTC’s (over the counter) medications. 





Hans Kollhoff builds more again in the netherlands
Or: The Circleville squaring Company strikes again

By Thomas Wensing

Once one of the founders and major proponents of the formation of the European Union, 
the Netherlands now seems to fear losing its identity within an overpowering European 
super state. After the events of 9/11 (which  has become a cliché to justify almost any 
fear-based policy measure across the globe) and the shock of two political murders over 
the past six years, the Netherlands has seen a steady regression towards political and 
cultural isolation. While the government has grown dull and uninspired politically, 
formerly stimulating cultural policies have also been reversed, dampening the theatre, 
the movie industry and indeed architecture. The Netherlands are now facing an identity 
crisis  and Post-Modernist architects such as Kollhoff and Krier, in spite of protests from 
both architects and architectural critics, claim to have a solution. What these architects 
are offering raises many questions concerning authenticity, (Dutch) identity, history, 
context, time, power, and the absence of critical awareness of Dutch institutions. These 
issues have already been addressed thoroughly by others, and I would have hoped some 
of these questions had been put to rest.

Recently however, two lectures by Hans Kollhoff at two different Dutch Universities 
revealed in full clarity the continued sorry state of architectural debate in the Netherlands. 
Beginning at Delft University, Kollhoff showed slides of the former Post Office in 
Dordrecht, a 60s Brutalist building which now will be re-faced with a neo-classical façade 
resembling a Hamburg warehouse. This kind of historical perversion has already been 
applied by Kollhoff to what was once an admittedly generic, modernist office building in 
the Lilienstraβe in Hamburg in 2003, transforming it into a ‘building with belle epoque 
allure.’ On Kollhoff’s website this type of project is apparently enjoying increasing 
popularity, and is described by the firm as: “the strengthening of functionalist office- 
and commercial buildings into attractive European inner-city locations.” Ironically, this 
‘strengthening of the character of a place’ was accompanied by a deluge of slides of 





Dutch canal houses, a building type which happens to have been ridiculed by the same 
architect by means of his designs both in Maastricht and Rotterdam. What to think of an 
eighteen storey high apartment block rendered as a blown-up version of a canal house? 
I think Bofill will be proud.

If Kollhoff were to truly delve into the history of Dordrecht, he would have found a 
Dutch woman writer by the name of Top Naeff (1878-1953), who lived and worked on 
the very street on which the former Post Office stands. Naeff’s  novels often argue against 
the limiting societal customs and norms of the fin-de-siècle period, the period to which 
Kollhoff�s architecture continues to allude. The attitude of keeping up appearances, 
either in bourgeois society, or in architecture (Fassadenarchitektur), was judged by Top 
Naeff for what it really was: stifling. Even though Kollhoff would claim the innocence of 
architecture as his defense, one could then retort that functionalism is equally innocent. 
Both are not.

Secondly, and more alarmingly, was Kollhoff’s presentation of the soon to be built new 
ministry for the interior and justice in the Hague.  In a city in which buildings by Richard 
Meier and Koolhaas sit next to those of Krier, Pelli, Graves and now Kollhoff, it would be 
possible to think one has arrived in a society of equality and pluriformity, a true model 
democracy. Closer to the truth is that the people in the Netherlands are wary of multi-
million euro building projects, suspicious of government bureaucracies and indifferent 
as to whether these bureaucracies are housed in either International Style modernist 
atrium buildings or Chicago Style skyscrapers. Both are equally alien to the culture. 

Kollhoff, always on the look-out for opportunities to re-establish architecture’s continuity 
with the past, presented his scheme of three high-rises with the catch-phrase ‘Chicago 
aan de Turfmarkt’, which would translate as ‘Chicago at the Peat Market’. For those 
unfamiliar with this material, peat is decaying plant matter that covers large portions of 
the western provinces of the Netherlands. Historically, peat moss was dug up, purchased, 
and consumed by the poor in order to heat their overcrowded houses. Peat grounds 
themselves are soggy and instable, and are one of the  primary reasons for a lack of a 
high-rise tradition in the Netherlands.

Obviously, in spite of his extensive contextual and historical investigations, the irony of 
linking his skyscraper with a destabilizing substance traditionally utilized by the poor,  
eluded Kollhoff (and perhaps his audience of civil dignitaries as well). And yet I think 
a more fitting address for the pretentious new ministry for the interior and its extensive 
bureaucracy cannot be imagined.

In this manner, the Dutch government bureaucracies have occupied themselves by 





building postmodern testimonies to their importance, and have chosen this particular 
building style as a means to make these acts of megalomania more palpable to the public. 
However, what truly signifies the end of an era of enlightened government sponsorship 
of modern architecture is not what is getting build, but what is lost in the process. A 
controversial social housing block not yet thirty years old and built by that enfant terrible 
of Dutch architecture, Carel Weeber, is appropriately named ‘De Zwarte Madonna’ (The 
Black Madonna). This building faces demolition to make way for this Chicago Style 
bureaucratic and commercial fantasy, and I would like to think this Black Madonna has 
been a Black Widow after all.





A Letter from Karl Chu

Hello All, 

I’d like to share with you an interesting and funny 
thought. While working on sentences for an article 
to be logged, archived and stacked away onto the 
shelves of the eternal library, I was, as most writers 
do, driven and motivated by an arduous but futile 
desire not to be dislodged by the tyranny of time. 
Suddenly, I 
was reminded of a long and lingering sentence that 
still manages to haunt me on occasion since my 
college days. 

Some of you may already be familiar with the 
sentence but nonetheless just to share a humorous 
and thought-provoking sequence of letters whose 
line of flight will most likely not fail to intrigue you 
with an uncanny sense of deja vu, here’s the link to 
the beginning fragment of the sentence, part of a 
long book-length sentence (if I recall correctly) from 
the book titled “The Sentence” by the late Donald 
Barthelme Jr.,who gained notoriety as a post-modern 
writer, and whose father, at the age of 80 at the 
time and who was still driving an immaculate and 
vibrant 1967Corvette Stingray with the passion and 
vitality befitting an all-too-eager freshman student 
that I was, was incidentally my very first teacher 
of architecture in the first year of college at the 
University of Houston. 

On the first day of class right after he came into the 
auditorium, he gave us,  not without a 



certain exuberance, the first assignment devoid of 
explanation: to scream a primal scream right there 
in the auditorium where the class met (mind you, 
this was in the early seventies before the massive 
onslaught of globalization that impinges its density 
on our consciousness). There were about 120 
freshman students and we were awe-struck and 
fittingly confused by the assignment. Nevertheless, 
after a few feeble attempts by all of us, who were 
rather timid to say the least especially at the time 
when we were still strangers to each other, the room 
finally thundered as if every single air particle in the 
space vibrated with an intense cosmic agitation: the 
state of maximum sonic entropy as it were! He then 
said architecture has its source in and from that 
space ... and to be able to laugh at the end of the 
day, and most significantly, appreciate the obscure 
sweetness of wine and roses. A provocative but 
beautiful experience,  

I thought. Perhaps resonating with the distant echo 
discharged by the big bang of a primal scream, 
here’s part of The Sentence by his son, Jr., who 
unfortunately had already passed away as if he was, 
among other things, sentenced by his own work, an 
ambivalent and sardonic if not a beautiful and ironic 
work of American 
 
The best to all of you,
 
Karl 



T H E  s E n T E n C E
by Donald barthelme Jr.

Or a long sentence moving at a certain pace down the page aiming for 
the bottom-if not the bottom of this page then some other page-where it 
can rest, or stop for a moment to think out the questions raised by its 
own (temporary) existence, which ends when the page is turned, or the 
sentence falls out of the mind that holds it (temporarily) in some kind of 
embrace, not necessarily an ardent one, but more perhaps the kind of 
embrace enjoyed (or endured), by a wife who has just waked up and is 
on her way to the bathroom in the morning to wash her hair, and is 
bumped into by her husband, who has been lounging at the breakfast 
table reading the newspaper, and doesn’t see her coming out of the 
bedroom, but, when he bumps into her, or is bumped into by her, raises 
his hands to embrace her lightly, transiently, because he knows that if he 
gives her a real embrace so early in the morning, before she has properly 
shaken the dreams out of her head, and got her duds on, she won’t 
respond, and may even become slightly angry, and say something 
wounding, and so the husband invests in this embrace not so much 
physical or emotional pressure as he might, because he doesn’t want to 
waste anything-with this sort of feeling, then, the sentence passes 
through the mind more or less, and there is another way of describing 
the situation too, which is to say that the sentence crawls through the 
mind like something someone says to you while you are listening very 
hard to the FM radio, some rock group there, with its thrilling sound, and 
so, with your attention or the major part of it at least already rewarded, 
there is not much mind room you can give to the remark, especially 
considering that you have probably just quarreled with that person, the 
maker of the remark, over the radio being too loud, or something like 
that, and the view you take, of the remark, is that you’d really rather not 
hear it, but if you have to hear it, you want to listen to it for the smallest 
possible length of time, and during a commercial, because immediately 
after the commercial they’re going to play a new rock song by your 
favorite group, a cut that has never been aired before, and you want to 





hear it and respond to it in a new way, a way that accords with whatever 
you’re feeling at the moment, or might feel, if the threat of new 
experience could be (temporarily) overbalanced by the promise of 
possible positive benefits, or what the mind construes as such, 
remembering that these are often, really, disguised defeats (not that 
such defeats are not, at times, good for your character, teaching you that 
it is not by success alone that one surmounts life, but that setbacks, too, 
contribute to that roughening of the personality that, by providing a 
textured surface to place against that of life, enables you to leave slight 
traces, or smudges, on the face of human history-your mark) and after 
all, benefit-seeking always has something of the smell of raw vanity 
about it, as if you wished to decorate your own brow with laurel, or wear 
your medals to a cookout, when the invitation had said nothing about 
them, and although the ego is always hungry (we are told) it is well to 
remember that ongoing success is nearly as meaningless as ongoing lack 
of success, which can make you sick, and that it is good to leave a few 
crumbs on the table for the rest of your brethren, not to sweep it all into 
the little beaded purse of your soul but to allow others, too, part of the 
gratification, and if you share in this way you will find the clouds smiling 
on you, and the postman bringing you letters, and bicycles available 
when you want to rent them, and many other signs, however guarded 
and limited, of the community’s (temporary) approval of you, or at least 
of it’s willingness to let you believe (temporarily) that it finds you not so 
lacking in commendable virtues as it had previously allowed you to think, 
from its scorn of your merits, as it might be put, or anyway its consistent 
refusal to recognize your basic humanness and its secret blackball of the 
project of your remaining alive, made in executive session by its ruling 
bodies, which, as everyone knows, carry out concealed programs of 
reward and punishment, under the rose, causing faint alterations of the 
status quo, behind your back, at various points along the periphery of 
community life, together with other enterprises not dissimilar in tone, 
such as producing films that have special qualities, or attributes, such as 
a film where the second half of it is a holy mystery, and girls and women 
are not permitted to see it, or writing novels in which the final chapter is 
a plastic bag filled with water, which you can touch, but not drink: in this 
way, or ways, the underground mental life of the collectivity is botched, 
or denied, or turned into something else never imagined by the planners, 
who, returning from the latest seminar in crisis management and being 
asked what they have learned, say they have learned how to throw up 





their hands; the sentence meanwhile, although not insensible of these 
considerations, has a festering conscience of its own, which persuades it 
to follow its star, and to move with all deliberate speed from one place to 
another, without losing any of the “riders” it may have picked up just 
being there, on the page, and turning this way and that, to see what is 
over there, under that oddly-shaped tree, or over there, reflected in the 
rain barrel of the imagination, even though it is true that in our young 
manhood we were taught that short, punchy sentences were best (but 
what did he mean? doesn’t “punchy” mean punch-drunk? I think he 
probably intended to say “short, punching sentences,” meaning sentences 
that lashed out at you, bloodying your brain if possible, and looking up 
the word just now I came across the nearby “punkah,” which is a large 
fan suspended from the ceiling in India, operated by an attendant pulling 
a rope-that is what I want for my sentence, to keep it cool!) we are 
mature enough now to stand the shock of learning that much of what we 
were taught in our youth was wrong, or improperly understood by those 
who were teaching it, or perhaps shaded a bit, the shading resulting from 
the personal needs of the teachers, who as human beings had a tendency 
to introduce some of their heart’s blood into their work, and sometimes 
this may not have been of the first water, this heart’s blood, and even if 
they thought they were moving the “knowledge” out, as the Board of 
Education had mandated, they could have noticed that their sentences 
weren’t having the knockdown power of the new weapons whose bullets 
tumble end-over-end (but it is true that we didn’t have these weapons at 
that time) and they might have taken into account the fundamental 
dubiousness of their project (but all the intelligently conceived projects 
have been eaten up already, like the moon and the stars) leaving us, in 
our best clothes, with only things to do like conducting vigorous wars of 
attrition against our wives, who have now thoroughly come awake, and 
slipped into their striped bells, and pulled sweaters over their torsi, and 
adamantly refused to wear any bras under the sweaters, carefully 
explaining the political significance of this refusal to anyone who will 
listen, or look, but not touch, because that has nothing to do with it, so 
they say; leaving us, as it were, with only things to do like floating sheets 
of Reynolds Wrap around the room, trying to find out how many we can 
keep in the air at the same time, which at least gives us a sense of 
participation, as though we were Buddha, looking down at the mystery of 
your smile, which needs to be investigated, and I think I’ll do that right 
now, while there’s still enough light, if you’ll sit down over there, in the 



best chair, and take off all your clothes, and put your feet in that electric 
toe caddy (which prevents pneumonia) and slip into this permanent press 
hospital gown, to cover your nakedness-why, if you do all that, we’ll be 
ready to begin! after I wash my hands, because you pick up an amazing 
amount of exuviae in this city, just by walking around in the open air, and 
nodding to acquaintances, and speaking to friends, and copulating with 
lovers, in the ordinary course (and death to our enemies! by and by)-but 
I’m getting a little uptight, just about washing my hands, because I can’t 
find the soap, which somebody has used and not put back in the soap 
dish, all of which is extremely irritating, if you have a beautiful patient 
sitting in the examining room, naked inside her gown, and peering at her 
moles in the mirror, with her immense brown eyes following your every 
movement (when they are not watching the moles, expecting them, as in 
a Disney nature film, to exfoliate) and her immense brown head 
wondering what you’re going to do to her, the pierced places in the head 
letting that question leak out, while the therapist decides just to wash his 
hands in plain water, and hang the soap! and does so, and then looks 
around for a towel, but all the towels have been collected by the towel 
service, and are not there, so he wipes his hands on his pants, in the 
back (so as to avoid suspicious stains on the front) thinking: what must 
she think of me? and, all this is very unprofessional and at-sea looking! 
trying to visualize the contretemps from her point of view, if she has one 
(but how can she? she is not in the washroom) and then stopping, 
because it is finally his own point of view that he cares about and not 
hers, and with this firmly in mind, and a light, confident step, such as 
you might find in the works of Bulwer-Lytton, he enters the space she 
occupies so prettily and, taking her by the hand, proceeds to tear off the 
stiff white hospital gown (but no, we cannot have that kind of 
pornographic merde in this majestic and high-minded sentence, which 
will probably end up in the Library of Congress) (that was just something 
that took place inside his consciousness, as he looked at her, and since 
we know that consciousness is always consciousness of something, she is 
not entirely without responsibility in the matter) so, then, taking her by 
the hand, he falls into the stupendous white puree of her abyss, no, I 
mean rather that he asks her how long it has been since her last visit, 
and she says a fortnight, and he shudders, and tells her that with a 
condition like hers (she is an immensely popular soldier, and her troops 
win all their battles by pretending to be forests, the enemy discovering, 
at the last moment, that those trees they have eaten their lunch under 



have eyes and swords) (which reminds me of the performance, in 1845, 
of Robert-Houdin, called The Fantastic Orange Tree, wherein Robert-
Houdin borrowed a lady’s handkerchief, rubbed it between his hands and 
passed it into the center of an egg, after which he passed the egg into 
the center of a lemon, after which he passed the lemon into the center of 
an orange, then pressed the orange between his hands, making it smaller 
and smaller, until only a powder remained, whereupon he asked for a 
small potted orange tree and sprinkled the powder thereupon, upon 
which the tree burst into blossom, the blossoms turning into oranges, the 
oranges turning into butterflies, and the butterflies turning into beautiful 
young ladies, who then married members of the audience), a condition 
so damaging to real-time social intercourse of any kind, the best thing 
she can do is give up, and lay down her arms, and he will lie down in 
them, and together they will permit themselves a bit of the old slap and 
tickle, she wearing only her Mr. Christopher medal, on its silver chain, 
and he (for such is the latitude granted the professional classes) worrying 
about the sentence, about its thin wires of dramatic tension, which have 
been omitted, about whether we should write down some natural events 
occurring in the sky (birds, lightning bolts), and about a possible coup 
d’etat within the sentence, whereby its chief verb would be-but at this 
moment a messenger rushes into the sentence, bleeding from a hat of 
thorns he’s wearing, and cries out: “You don’t know what you’re doing! 
Stop making this sentence, and begin instead to make Moholy-Nagy 
cocktails, for those are what we really need, on the frontiers of bad 
behavior!” and then he falls to the floor, and a trap door opens under 
him, and he falls through that, into a damp pit where a blue narwhal 
waits, its horn poised (but maybe the weight of the messenger, falling 
from such a height, will break off the horn)-thus, considering everything 
very carefully, in the sweet light of the ceremonial axes, in the run-mad 
skimble-skamble of information sickness, we must make a decision as to 
whether we should proceed, or go back, in the latter case enjoying the 
pathos of eradication, in which the former case reading an erotic 
advertisement which begins, How to Make Your Mouth a Blowtorch of 
Excitement (but wouldn’t that overtax our mouthwashes?) attempting, 
during the pause, while our burned mouths are being smeared with fat, 
to imagine a better sentence, worthier, more meaningful, like those in the 
Declaration of Independence, or a bank statement showing that you have 
seven thousand kroner more than you thought you had-a statement 
summing up the unreasonable demands that you make on life, and one 



that also asks the question, if you can imagine these demands, why are 
they not routinely met, tall fool? but of course it is not that query that 
this infected sentence has set out to answer (and hello! to our girl friend, 
Rosetta Stone, who has stuck by us through thick and thin) but some 
other query that we shall some day discover the nature of, and here 
comes Ludwig, the expert on sentence construction we have borrowed 
from the Bauhaus, who will-”Guten Tag, Ludwig!”-probably find a way to 
cure the sentence’s sprawl, by using the improved way of thinking 
developed in Weimer-”I am sorry to inform you that the Bauhaus no 
longer exists, that all of the great masters who formerly thought there 
are either dead or retired, and that I myself have been reduced to 
constructing books on how to pass the examination for police sergeant”-
and Ludwig falls through the Tugendhat House into the history of man-
made objects; a disappointment, to be sure, but it reminds us that the 
sentence itself is a man-made object, not the one we wanted of course, 
but still a construction of man, a structure to be treasured for its 
weakness, as opposed to the strength of stones.



PAINT                Erika Wastrom
      
It hangs above the extension cord
that runs parallel to the main water line
and at some points the gas line
which splits
one running ovsr one running under
access is minimal after that
though the grass has been torn up three times
most receafly for the new pavement
and a stone edged sidewalk
north to the brick wall and running south to the cable transformers
which are carried over the road to the tower
then grounded behind the locked steel door
made from the same steel sheet that was divided to build
both the door and the stall door inside
which was first painted yellow then blue then finally black
to deter graffiti
which adds contrast to the reflection of the viewer
in the mirror on the wall
across from the door that was once part of the locked grounding box 
structure
that accesses the major power supply that otherwise runs above the 
roof
to the south while to the north a concrete sidewalk and road protect 
it and the other building
amenities from human traffic which is directed up and inside the 
building
following under the pipeline
to the controlled space
to obsenre these things
expected to be seen
both pipes
both painted
both there
both imagined to be
both containing the cord above the cord.



News from Jakarta, 2006 ,Erika Wastrom, Oil and acrylic on panel, 36 x 48 inches

Images are courtesy of Lohin Geduld Gallery, New York.



note  on the Developer and the painter
Erika Wastrom

In my recent paintings I am exploring the relationship between painter 
and developer. I play the role of developer in reality and imaginatively by 
deconstructing and rebuilding institutional and public spaces such as the 
gym and the computer lab throug the process of painting. The painting 
becomes a place where concrete structures can bend, fracture, and
reconfigure with the impulses of my imagination. Wires hang detached from 
forms and architectural support is erased. Functionality is lost in irrational 
connections and drifting odd objects. The painting grows out of the residue of 
marks, expanding in and out of the open neutral areas that operate as surface 
as well as deep space. Beyond my own control at points, teetering between 
reason and absurdity, these paintings help reveal a state of development that 
is outside human direction and constantlv in flux.

Untitled, 2006, Erika Wastrom, Oil and acrylic on panel, 18 x 24 inches
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Gymnos, 2006,  Erika Wastrom , Oil and acrylic on panel





THE INSTITUTE FOR FIGURING

TO FIGURE:         ?
Through the simple drawing of a circle in sand we open the door 
to a realm where figures disport themselves in play. Dividing this 
circle by a cross we begin to invoke the relations inherent in its 
form. From such beginnings emerges the game of mathematics. 

If mathematics is a language of pattern its structures may be 
seen as the verses of a formal, yet fantastical poetics. Across the 
globe people have delighted in the harmonies of this language 
and the patterns discovered therein. These are the songs that 
figures sing amongst themselves. 
 
Mathematical forms are but one kind of figure. There are 
many others. Long before the development of algebra, Indian 
culture anticipated fractals in paisley patterns while Islamic 
mosaicists explored the symmetries inherent in a plane with 
their unparalleled command of tiling. Throughout history humans 
have developed a vast variety of methods for investigating 
and constructing different types of figures - what we might 
term figurative technologies - from weaving, knotting and 
“string figuring,” to origami, tiling, perspectival drawing, and 
holography. 

Nature too inclines towards a figurative poetics, materializing 
throughout its domain exquisite formal structures - from 
Fibonacci numbers found in the pattern of a pineapple’s scales, to 
the miniature geodesic spheres of carbon “buckyball” molecules, 
and the logarithmic spirals in a galaxy’s rotating arms. Likewise, 
culture abounds with structured forms. In myths and mandalas 
we find relations described by projective geometry, which some 
philosophers also ascribe to structures of the human mind. 

By classifying such figures and recognizing their diverse 
manifestations hitherto unsuspected correspondences are 
revealed.

The Institute For Figuring is an educational organization 
dedicated to enhancing the public understanding of figures and 
figuring techniques. From the physics of snowflakes and the 
hyperbolic geometry of sea slugs, to the mathematics of paper 
folding and graphical models of the human mind, the Institute 
takes as its purview a complex ecology of figuring. 



ANSwERS TO 
QuESTIONS ThAT 

YOu CAN ONLY 
IMAGINE

By Claudia hart
www.claudiahart.com

A.
I make contemporary fairy tales with virtual reality software, because I 
believe it has the possibility to convey a magical relationship between 
the real and the unreal.  This creates 3D animated installations and 
photographic prints that integrate 3D virtual characters.  I have been 
working on this for about ten years.  

Earlier, I made ludic fairy tales that took the form of faked children’s 
books but intended for grown ups.  

Also I painted giant watercolors, about six feet tall, which were eventually 
published as catalogs and then trade books, distributed commercially.  
One of these “A Child’s Machiavelli,” originally published by Penguin and 
now out of print, has become a collectors’ item and is actively traded on 
the Internet, so I’ve been approached about doing a new series which I’m 
working on that right now.  

The earlier works were more ironic and funny than the more romantic 
images I make now. But both bodies of work are equally perverse fairy tales 
for adults.





B.
In my VR world, I work with one female character. her name is e: for Eve 
but also for electricity. She constantly morphs and has many identities, 
though I consider her to be one expanded character and not many 
characters.  Digital technology and bio-technology permits the human 
form to be mutable, so a digital being like e  must be ultimately fluid, 
changing as my interests change.  

In e’s first version, she was a glamorous android - a kind of virtual 
supermodel meant to mutate her body and her face, adapting it to 
coordinate with her environment. e01 was beautiful but she was still the 
ultimate fashion victim: her face was so transitory that its transformations 
rendered her ultimately faceless. She represented the convergence of the 
potential of cosmetic surgery and bioengineering with the consumer reality 
of endless marketing cycles. 

e constantly morphs between woman as source code and as consumer 
product.  She is also an emotionally sensitive digital blow-up doll, but 
meant to elicit your empathy.  e  is mean to cross from our historical 
construction of woman as ideal nature to the technocratic reality of a near 
but science-fiction world in which the artificial has uneasily crosses a 
boundary into the real.
 

C.
I rebuilt e two years ago.  In the e02 version, I built an artificial mother 
nature. I was interested in that idea as a paradoxical construction, but 
also in showing the natural as being replaced by the virtual.  I studied 
all kinds of archetypal mother-nature types: Renaissance paintings of the 
Madonna by Raphael and, particularly fascinating, the Baroque painter 
Peter Paul Rubens luscious paintings of his plump and sexy wife.  

e’s present incarnation, in which she is represented nude, was largely 
inspired by Ruben’s wife, who was somewhat odd looking, almost bug-eyed.  
I like using her as a source, because this woman wasn’t so perfect.  I want 
e to seem very human but still within a technological/digital style. She 
should seem both artificial and fake, like a piece of sculpture, but still 
eerily human at the same time. She is Pygmalion to our human Galatea.  I 
want her to be a little bit creepy and unsettling.  She is a genie in a bottle 
that may or may not be dangerous – just like real genies!



D.
I became interested in representing the female form mainly because my 
first teaching experiences were at vocational schools, as they were the only 
schools that offered courses in 3D animation.  These are schools oriented 
towards training future workers in the film and game industries.  

Many of my students were lascivious young men who were very interested 
in the kind of pornographic representations of women typically used in the 
commercial game industry.  I wondered how these kids would react to 3D 
characters that were sensual and erotic in a human way rather than in a 
pornographic way, so I began to make them to use as in-class demos!  

Of course those students were totally freaked out by my characters!!!  An 
hour-glass shaped bimbo in an armored bikini with a couple of machine 
guns in hand was fine, but if the character was erotic and somehow human, 
they were shocked. I felt this was a fantastic response, so my project 
developed from there.

E.
with the e project, I’m trying to express a few things.  One is to insert the 
human - and a particularly earthy, emotional, female kind of humanness 
- into the digital realm. This doesn’t usually happen.  The digital realm is 
usually very cold and geeky.  So in this way, I’m trying to nourish it or fix 
it.  Another, is to make people think about the metamorphosizing of the 
human within our contemporary technological landscape.  I’m also trying 
to show something about technological simulation and representation - 
about the possibility of representing the uncanny with a new technology.  
My work is about the possibility of technology to make the unreal real, to 
make dreams real.  This also means making nightmares real!

The question I ask myself is, what exactly is this technologically exploding 
world that we inhabit? The more deeply I am involved in techno-culture, 
the more I feel that we live in a technocracy in which citizens have been 
replaced by consumers, frighteningly controlled by what’s become a 
military-entertainment complex. I think it’s important to have a digital 
artistic practice but at the same time feel critically about technology – many 
of my peers seem to take on the role of accidental corporate cheerleaders. 
I would like to get people to think about, and perhaps to share, my 
ambivalence about our technological world, but at the same time to master 
it rather than being mastered by it.











BIOSCLEAVE HOUSE

Note by Shaumyika Sharma

And we went in the freezing cold
To a playground of light and color
We climbed over the mountainous terrain to get to our beds
And the heart received the light
Where the fire will be
Fifty-seven colors?
All ugly and beautiful at the same time
And the skin hid the secret of the heart and the flesh
And we had to work to enjoy it
And the light and color played dominatrix 
To the dark and the shadows
We delighted in the sensuous playground
As we moved we made crumbs
And then we stood outside
The trees were the ones that made the shadows
And we went without knowing, reading or understanding
But we found our way through the enclosed landscape
There we found green, but no grass
Rooms, no doors
We found both floors and seats
Sometimes we were scared
Tentative, even
But we couldn’t stop
Until we had seen it all
We found ourselves
Inside a painting
So we gave it scale
Our figures made it real
Without these I couldn’t have believed it was real
It could have been a dream, a film
But I didn’t create it in my dream
They made it in life
One to one
And how?      

Photographs by Pepe Perez-Griffo Viqueira









There is a new house in the world.  It is unlike any other house – 
perhaps anywhere in this world.  It is called the Bioscleave House 
II.  It is made by Arakawa and Gins and their Architectural 
Body Research Foundation.  Arakawa was a painter, Gins was 
a poet. Now they write and make books and buildings. The first 
Bioscleave House was built in a public park they designed in 
Yoro, Japan. It was the first house to attempt to reverse destiny. 
This is the second house determined to extend life so that we do 
not die – at least now. Just the title of the house is a mouthful. 
You can chew on what this may mean, read the packed books 
also made by Arakawa and Gins, or you can just go see the house 
for yourself. But before you do that, Madeline Gins will implore 
you to read their “Instructions for Use” - which are reprinted 
here.  We read them in their book “Making Dying Illegal.” Then 
we went out last weekend. Our Egg City Studio from Columbia 
was the first group to see it (almost) finished after seven years 
of on and off construction. It is a new wing - an  extension to a 
small, existing 1950’s pre-fab, wood A-frame summer cottage on 
the north side of the Town of East Hampton, Long Island. The 
extension is a large 3,000 square foot open space with four rooms 
rotating around a central ramped earth room. The kitchen, the 
fire, is in the middle of the space.  Word has it that early on it was 
conceived as a camp around a campfire – simple, practical and 
pure. “Bioscleave” is not a word - It is not in the dictionary. It is 
a sign. The word “scleave” is not either, it also is not a word.  The 
word ‘cleave’ is in the dictionary. 
Below is the extended definition quoted from the Oxford English 
Dictionary. 



 
 
` 



   TO CLEaVE mEans
Definition: Cleave

Cleave

Verb
1. Separate or cut with a tool, such as a sharp instrument; “cleave the 
bone”.
2. Make by cutting into; “The water is going to cleave a channel into the 
rock”.
3. Come or be in close contact with; “The dress clings to her body”; “The 
label stuck to the box”.

Source: WordNet 1.7.1 Copyright © 2001 by Princeton University. All rights reserved. 
 

Date “cleave” was first used in popular English literature: sometime before 
1010. (references)

Specialty Definitions: Cleave
Domain Definitions
Information 
Technology

A double-stranded cut in DNA with a restriction endonuclease. 
Source: European Union. (references)

Literature Cleave Either to stick to or to part from. A man “shall cleave to his 
wife” (Matt. xix. 5). As one that “cleaveth wood” (Psalm cxli. 7). 
The former is the Anglo-Saxon clf-an, to stick to, and the latter is 
cleof-an, to split. Source: Brewer’s Dictionary. 

Mining To split a crystalline substance, such as a diamond, along a 
cleavageplane. (references)

Slang in 1811 CLOVEN, CLEAVE, or CLEFT. A term used for a woman who 
passes for a maid, but is not one. Source: 1811 Dictionary of the 

Vulgar Tongue. 
Source: compiled by the editor from various references; see credits.





  

Synonyms: Cleave
Synonyms: adhere (v), cling (v), cohere (v), rive (v), split (v), stick (v). 
(additional references)

  

Synonyms within Context: Cleave

Context Synonyms within Context (source: adapted from Roget’s 

Thesaurus).
bisection Verb: bisect, halve, divide, split, cut in two, cleave dimidiate, 

dichotomize.
Coherence Verb: cohere, adhere, stick, cling, cleave, hold, take hold of, hold 

fast, close with, clasp, hug; grow together, hang together; twine 
round; (join).

Disjunction Sunder, divide, subdivide, sever, dissever, abscind; circumcise; 
cut; incide, incise; saw, snip, nib, nip, cleave, rive, rend, slit, split, 
splinter, chip, crack, snap, break, tear, burst; rend; rend asunder, 
rend in twain; wrench, rupture, shatter, shiver, cranch, crunch, 
craunch, chop; cut up, rip up; hack, hew, slash; whittle; haggle, 
hackle, discind, lacerate, scamble, mangle, gash, hash, slice.

Wonder Surprise, astonish, amaze, astound; dumfound, dumfounder; 
startle, dazzle; daze; strike, strike with wonder, strike with awe; 
electrify; stun, stupefy, petrify, confound, bewilder, flabbergast, 
stagger, throw on one’s beam ends, fascinate, turn the head, take 
away one’s breath, strike dumb; make one’s hair stand on end, 
make one’s tongue cleave to the roof of one’s mouth; make one 
stare.

Source: adapted from Roget’s Thesaurus.

    





Modern Usage: Cleave
Domain Usage

Lyrics
You Cannot Cleave It (In the Closet; performing artist: Michael 

Jackson; writing credit: Michael Jackson and Teddy Riley)
Source: compiled by the editor from various references; see credits.

Commercial Usage: Cleave
Domain Title
Books •	 Cleave : a novel (reference)

•	 Mary Cleave Astronaut (reference)
(more book examples)

Source: compiled by the editor from various references; see credits.

    

Photo Album: Cleave
Thumbnail Description & Credit

James Wallace Van Cleave, three-quarters length portrait, 
facing slightly right, seated. Credit: Library of Congress.

Source: pictures compiled by the editor from various references; see picture credits.





Sounds Captioned with “Cleave”.
Play Caption

Cut; chop; axe; cleave; clip; 
cube; dice; divide; fell; fragment; 
hack; hackle; hash; hew; lop; 
mangle; mince; sever; shear; slash; 
truncate; whack.

Source: compiled by the editor from various 

references; see credits. 

  

Familiar Quotations: Cleave
Author Quotation

Marcus Aurelius 
Antoninus

Search men’s governing principles, and consider the wise, 
what they shun and what they cleave to.

Source: compiled by the editor from various references.

    

Historic Usage: Cleave
Author Date Quotation

John Locke
1690 The father’s empire then ceases, and he can from thence 

forwards no more dispose of the liberty of his son, 
than that of any other man: and it must be far from an 
absolute or perpetual jurisdiction, from which a man 
may withdraw himself, having license from divine 
authority to leave father and mother, and cleave to his 
wife. (Second Treatise of Government)

Source: compiled by the editor from various references.

  





Use in Literature: Cleave
Title Author Quote
Les Miserables Hugo, Victor

He appeared ready either to cleave this skull, or to 
kiss this hand.

Source: compiled by the editor from various references.

 

Non-Fiction Usage: Cleave
Subject Topic Quote
Health This disorder is due to a deficiency of a lipid breakdown 

enzyme known as ceramidetrihexosidase, also called 
alpha-galactosidase A. Its function is to cleave to a 
molecule of galactose from a lipid that arises primarily 
from old red blood cells. (references)
Its parent protein, APP, protrudes through the neuron 
membrane, part inside and part outside the cell. There 
only for a moment, it is continually replaced by new 
APP molecules manufactured in the cell. While it is 
embedded in the membrane, enzymes called proteases 
snip or cleave it in two, creating the beta amyloid 
fragment. (references)
For example, in a study conducted by a team from 
Massachusetts General Hospital and Harvard Medical 
School, researchers showed that the genes for the 
protease known as beta-secretase map to chromosome 
11 (BACE1) and the Down’s region of chromosome 21 
(BACE2) (Saunders et al., 1999). The beta-secretases 
cleave the amyloid precursor protein to produce beta-
amyloid in the brains of patients with AD and Down’s 
syndrome, and they represent powerful new targets for 
drugs to treat these disorders. (references)

Source: compiled by the editor from ICON Group International, Inc.; see credits.





Usage Frequency: Cleave
“Cleave” is generally used as a lexical verb (infinitive) -- approximately 67.57% 
of the time. “Cleave” is used about 37 times out of a sample of 100 million 
words spoken or written in English. Its rank is based on over 700,000 words 
used in the English language. Some parts-of-speech are not covered due to the 
samples used by the British National Corpus. (note: percents less than one-
hundredth of one percent have been omitted)

Parts of Speech Percent

Usage per 
100 

Million 
Words

Rank in 
English

Lexical Verb (infinitive) 67.57% 25 69,787 
Noun (proper) 18.92% 7 133,076 
Lexical Verb (base form) 13.51% 5 157,705 
                    Total 100.00% 37 N/A

Source: compiled by the editor from several corpora; see credits.

   

Expressions: Cleave
Expressions using “cleave”: cleave dimidiate ♦ cleave in twain ♦ cleave one’s 
way through the crowd ♦ cleave through the waves ♦ cleave to ♦ cleave together 
♦ make one’s tongue cleave to the roof of one’s mouth. Additional references.

Source: compiled by the editor from various references; see credits.

    

Frequency of Internet Keywords: 
Cleave

The following statistics estimate the number of searches per day across the major 
English-language search engines as identified by various trade publications. 
Hyperlinks lead to commercial use of the expression at Amazon.com. 
 





Expression
Frequency 

per Day
cleave gag 30
cleave gagged 21
cleave 9
chair cleave gag 6
cleave gagged woman 5
cleave kent van 4
cleave gag her mouth 3
chair cleave gagged tied 3
cleave motor salvage 2
van cleave 2
cleave gag gagged girl 2
Source: compiled by the editor from various 

references; see credits.

  

Ancestral Language Translations: 
Cleave

Language Period Translations
Latin 500 BCE-

Modern
adhaero, confidere, confidimus, confidit, 
dividere, findit, findunt, fissuras. (various 

references)
Old English 450-1100 toslifan. (various references)

Source: compiled by the editor from various references.

   

Bible Trace: Cleave
Language Date Source Mark Chapter 10, Verse 7
Greek 
(transliterated)

250 
BC

Septuagint Eneken toutou kataleiyei anqrwpoV 
ton patera autou kai thn mhtera kai 
proskollhqhsetai proV thn gunaika autou 

Latin 405 Vulgate Propter hoc relinquet homo patrem suum et 
matrem et adherebit ad uxorem suam 





Middle 
English

1395 Wyclif And seide, For this thing a man schal leeue 
his fadir and modir,

Renaissance 
English

1526 Tyndale And for this thinges sake shall ma leve his 
father and mother and bide by his wyfe

Jacobean 
English

1611 King James For this cause shall a man leave his father and 
mother, and cleave to his wife;

Victorian 
English

1833 Webster For this cause shall a man leave his father and 
mother, and cleave to his wife; 

Basic English 1964 Ogden For this cause will a man go away from his 
father and mother, and be joined to his wife; 

Source: compiled by the editor from various references; see credits.

     

   

Derivations & Misspellings: Cleave
Derivations

Words beginning with “cleave”: cleaved, cleaver, cleavers, cleaves. 
(additional references)

 
Misspellings

“Cleave” is suggested in spellcheckers for the following: aleave, Bleaval, 
ceavet, ceive, Cgegae, clamavi, clauve, Clavet, clavi, cleaage, cleaf, cleane, 
clease, Cleavon, cleavre, cleeve, clev, clevage, cleve, clevee, cloave, 
Killeavey, Killeavy, klave, Kleve, Mcalevey, Mccleave, Mcgleave, Mclevey. 
(additional references)

Source: compiled by the editor, based on several corpora (additional references).

   





Rhyming with “Cleave”
# of 
Phoneme 
Matches Pronunciation

Word(s) rhyming with “cleave” (pronounced 
klē”v)

3 -l ē” v believe, disbelieve, Interleave, leave, relieve, sleeve.
Source: compiled by the editor (additional references); see credits.

Anagrams: Cleave
Scrabble® Enable2K-Verified Anagrams

Words within the letters “a-c-e-e-l-v”
-1 letter: calve, clave, leave.
-2 letters: alec, alee, cave, eave, lace, lave, leva, vale, veal, vela.
-3 letters: ace, ale, ave, cee, cel, eel, eve, lac, lav, lea, lee, lev, vac, vee.
-4 letters: ae, al, el, la.

 Words containing the letters “a-c-e-e-l-v”
 +1 letter: cleaved, cleaver, cleaves, enclave, exclave, valence.
 +2 letters: cavelike, cervelas, cervelat, chevalet, clavered, cleavage, 

cleavers, crevalle, enclaves, evocable, exclaves, valences, vernacle.

 

+3 letters: cervelats, champleve, chevalets, chevalier, cleavable, 
cleavages, covalence, coverable, covetable, crevalles, evangelic, 
overclean, overclear, overscale, relevance, relevancy, revocable, 
valencies, vernacles, vesiculae, viceregal.

 

+4 letters: achievable, cantilever, cavaliered, cervelases, champleves, 
chevaliers, cloverleaf, convalesce, covalences, coveralled, creatively, 
deceivable, decemviral, devocalize, everyplace, lacerative, overbleach, 
overcalled, overcleans, overclears, overfacile, overscaled, prevalence, 
reactively, receivable, relevances, ulcerative, valleculae, varicocele, 
vesiculate.
Source: compiled by the editor from various references; see credits. 

 
SCRABBLE® is a registered trademark. All intellectual property rights in and to the game are owned in the U.S.A and Canada by 
Hasbro Inc., and throughout the rest of the world by J.W. Spear & Sons Limited of Maidenhead, Berkshire, England, a subsidiary 

of Mattel Inc. Mattel and Spear are not affiliated with Hasbro.





Alternative Orthography: Cleave
 
Hexadecimal (or equivalents, 770AD-1900s) (references) 

43 6C 65 61 76 65
Leonardo da Vinci (1452-1519; backwards) (references) 

American Sign Language (origins from 1620-1817 in Italy and, 
especially, France) (references) 

Semaphore (1791, in France) (references) 

Braille (1829, in France) (references) 

Morse Code (1836) (references) 

-.-.    .-..    .    .-    ...-    .
Dancing Men (Sir Arthur Conan Doyle, 1903) (references) 





Binary Code (1918-1938, probably earlier) (references) 

01000011 01101100 01100101 01100001 01110110 01100101
HTML Code (1990) (references) 

&#67 &#108 &#101 &#97 &#118 &#101
ISO 10646 (1991-1993) (references) 

0043 006C 0065 0061 0076 0065
British Sign Language (Fingerspelling, BSL; 1992, British Deaf 
Association Dictionary of British Sign Language) (references) 

Encryption (beginner’s substitution cypher): (references) 

377871678871





sWEET 
CrUDE 

amEriCan 
DrEam

Project by Andrei Molodkin

Regardless of the nature of our pursuits, we are always on stage, and 
it would be naïve to think that aesthetic practices are any exception.  
The difference between different (or, should I say heterogenic?) 
regimes of spectacle, peculiar to part and present, lies  in the fact that 
today (through electronic media) we are already moving swiftly, if not 
instantaneously, from one theater to another – and, moreover, that the 
arena for spectularization is first and foremost our own consciousness.  
It is in fact structuring itself in the likeness of the theater.  Stephane 
Mallarmes phrase “theater of the mind” best captures the present state 
of affairs.





Andrei Molodkin’s context is a political spectacle fueled by imperial 
ambitions of power brokers whose dream is to monitor the whole world 
from the top of the oil rig.  The latter is the 21st Century’s Mount Olympus 
– the theatrical lodge, from which politicians and corporate executives 
enjoy watching battle scenes, executions, and other horrors inflicted 
by them upon people’s lives.  Bordering on this theme, Molodkin’s 
installation Sweet Crude American Dream exposes not only the shocking 
theatricality of score settling (murdering on murder), but also the ways 
in which our “innocent” addiction to oil plays part in it.

Irrespective of time span, death converts organic life into oil.  Death’s 
“exhibitability” (Golgotha, mass funerals, laying in state, public 
executions, etc.) is a well known phenomenon: its oil related nature 
does not discriminate between those who prey and those who fall prey, 
thereby turning us all into connected vessels, linked by oil hosepipes – 
whether symbolic or real.  Death by hangings evokes Lenin’s portrayal 
of a “typical” capitalist who – in order to make a profit – supplies his 
executioners with a rope while knowing it will be used to hang him.  
Ironically, this low-tech execution is no longer compatible with the 
American Dream: in the States we have long entered the new age – the 
era of high-tech death.  “No one has a right to deprive a man of his death,” 
– said Sartre.  Perhaps, we have taken this statement too literally.

By Victor Tupitsyn





Clamp City
Project by Tiago Barros

Clamp city is a compressed city, with no glue. A 
city with perfect horizontal builders but with no 
experience whatsoever in adding floors one on 
top of the other. And clamp city is born where 
huge clamps tie these perfect pre-fabricated 
horizontal blocks called “floors”. The clamps 
co-exist with the floors forming buildings. 
Never seen enormous structures placed 
somewhere in space, unmovable because of 
its weight, authentic skyscrapers in its height 
and form, seen for miles and miles away. It’s 
a construction site, continuous, where nothing 
is actually finished/done. Everything looks as if 
it was “in progress”, and it is. It’s the beginning 
of materiality, the formality of thought, the pre-
Architecture of Architecture, the continuous 
building of a building, of masses of buildings, 
its clamp city.





TUrTLEs DOn’ T CLimb TrEEs
Clarifying the protest motto:

“Venezuela, Eroticism and Luck” 
   

by miguel acosta, Caracas

1. Heated opinions of rejection as well as sympathy between friends and 
peers have come up around the email announcing recent motto formed 
during “the celebration of the protest.” The email contained a counter-
slogan   “Venezuela, Eroticism and Luck” as a student opposition to 
the official state motto “Country, Socialism or Death.” It was framed 
on the last week of street protests led by university students against 
the confiscation by President Chavez of the only liberal, free television 
station left in the country.

This email and new slogan generated so many contradictory reactions 
which expressed so many contrasting attitudes sparking enormous 
difference and argument among the student protestors in Caracas.

Every term of the Protest Motto  is explained by its logic of sequence: 
Venezuela – because she is one of the best countries in the world; Eroticism 
– because it is the a main source of beauty and wealth;  and Luck - 
because those who trust in God may have chance, luck, and grace.
………………………………………………………………………………
2.  Considering the Eros concept which in its Greek sense means life 
and love, we notice that it is the opposite to thanatos - which means 
death and hate. It is possible that the rejection of term eroticism comes 
from the same rejection that we have about the idea of death. But both 
concepts hover on the same side of the coin. But when used in aggressive 
slogans they are always out of place and exclusionary by nature. When 
someone says “morrocoy no sube palo” (turtles don’t climb trees), it 









excludes and brings out of context the possibility that the convex animal 
could be lifted and fulfill its task out of water by some other external 
phenomenon. When someone says “Venezuela, Eroticism and Luck,” 
however, something seems to be missing. 
………………………………………………………………………………
3.  i believe that from the three terms in the slogan Eroticism pops up 
foremost when it’s related to the country we live in.  On Luck: we could 
say that is that percentage of attention focused upon the unexpected that 
we always assume in our lives to be “just in case” and, in this case, this 
helps most the believer that trusts the unprecedented and impossible 
in its eternal energy that after all, in the end, is addressed to “a Dios 
rogando y con el mazo dando” (“God helps those who help themselves”) 
- if we are talking about proverbs as slogans.
………………………………………………………………………………
4.  For Venezuela, we give up our lives, which is very different than 
expecting to die for it, but at the end of the day, it brings us back again 
to the complementary opposition between life and death of Eros and 
Thanathos. 
………………………………………………………………………………
5.  If we use and live by just one of above definitions, we are left 
incomplete. 
The motto “Venezuela, Eroticism and Luck” summarizes the inalienable 
desire of Eros’s triumph over our present condition. Eros loves rascality 
and humor – before life’s life-threatening trap of human cynicism. 

So if eroticism and socialism are confronted by protest, we will get such 
discordance that the only way to save us would be by verbal juggling: 
eroticism is not a  form of government way; but this current Venezuelan 
government is missing some rascality, the same rascality of governments 
that invert the erotic sense of people which just doesn’t exist any more 
in inversion than strangely passionate dictator’s speeches. Inverted 
Eroticism like Romantic Terrorism has ways of effective expression that 
go beyond mass media control by government elected or not.
 ………………………………………………………………………………
6.  if we juxtapose Venezuela with the idea of Country we will end by 
disconnecting us from the patriotic “pater”, imported and uni-sexuated, 
and we will misunderstand the notion of a Country  which name means 
“citadel on water” - with the resultant incorporation of multiple notions 
that gather the feminine and masculine Eros in terms stored in our mind 



which becomes humiliated and abused by machos rules.  Between Luck 
and Death of the alienated, I prefer the first one, Luck because of the 
security that doubt as much as chaos offers so that both are understood 
as sources of knowledge with God’s help.
………………………………………………………………………………
7.  notes on the Celebration of the protest

The concept of celebration – festa – in its Latin translation is “religious or 
civic solemnity in commemoration of an important fact” (Larousse). For this 
occasion it meant the fact of being able to share in the streets all together the 
events that caused the recent student protests.  A celebration is an occasion 
to see each other closer, without chains, weapons, inhibitions.

A carnival celebration was what contributed to the manifestations of the young 
people of 1928. There’s nothing less solemn than a celebration in vulgar 
terms.  In celebrations cum protests, we can say and do things that would be 
impossible to imagine under normal protest as oppositional circumstances. 
I believe that the recent manifestations qualify us to consider as genuine 
celebrations as objectionist activism.  So let’s not wait until next May 2008 
to celebrate one year of protests and continue to make celebrations as a kind 
of urban theater calling for open speech, open television, press, and radio, 
open schools and universities, and an open minded governance for an open 
country.
………………………………………………………………………………

8. Let’s celebrate for once and all that the students are in the 
streets. We don’t need whistles nor beer for being happy for 
what is happening. The fundamental thing about all this is to see 
if from now on we can recognize which of our activist spaces 
in the city of Caracas which engaged this recent protest can be 
transformed into  proposals and projects for a possible, constant 
and everlasting urban occupation for free speech within a 
repressive government. These considerations may not overthrow 
government nor re-establish freedom of expression, but I do 
think that recognizing them may settle in our conscience like 
water drops penetrating stones or like rain refreshes the air.

………………………………………………………………………………





Instantiation: Drawings Transposed to Photographs, Andrew MacNair, 
Egg City, 2008



Like an impossible scaffolding  standing in the middle 
of a field in Odessa, , like a fantastic structure defying 
gravity, the remains of a floating bunker, used for 
the overload of mineral fertilizers won’t rise again 
in Ukraine, it was dismantled last May, and will only 
remain as an oniric image in our memories.

Ignacio Nieto de la Cal
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Photograph Outside the Nstantute in Midtown by Yutaka Takiura, 2008.



Lilas 
Tents
Serpentine Gallery, London



The installation is designed as an open air space, 
5.5 meters in height that consists of three identical 
fabric structures or parasols arrayed around a central 
point. Each parasol develops sculpturally from a small 
articulated base to a large cantilevered diamond shape. 
Taking inspiration from complex natural geometries 
such as flower petals and leaves the three parasols 
overlap to create the installation’s main conceptual 
feature: complex symmetry, interweaving all-the-
while without touching, allowing air, light and sound 
to travel through narrow gaps in a state that is both 
open and likewise tending toward closure. Raised on a 
low platform located within an open field flanked by a 
row of trees just South of the Serpentine Gallery, the 
installation is free standing and accessible from all sides.



WEaVinG aLL THE WHiLE WiTHOUT TOUCHinG
The installation is designed as an open air space, 5.5 meters in height that 
consists of three identical fabric structures or parasols arrayed around a 
central point. Each parasol develops sculpturally from a small articulated 
base to a large cantilevered diamond shape. Taking inspiration from complex 
natural geometries such as flower petals and leaves the three parasols overlap 
to create the installation’s main conceptual feature: complex symmetry, 
interweaving all-the-while without touching, allowing air, light and sound to 
travel through narrow gaps in a state that is both open and likewise tending 
toward closure. Raised on a low platform located within an open field flanked 
by a row of trees just South of the Serpentine Gallery, the installation is free 
standing and accessible from all sides.









The materials of Tensile 
architecture

A coated structural fabric consists of a woven base cloth stabilized and protected by 
a coating on both sides. The base cloth consists of warp threads running the 
length of the roll and weft threads running across the width. A mesh fabric is 
a coated cloth with spacing between the thread bundles. With some meshes 
for interiors use the threads are coated before weaving. A typical structural 
fabric would have a tensile strength of 10 tons in the warp and weft direction. 
A factor of safety of 6 on maximum design loads is used to select a cloth 
although this may be reduced if the circumstances are well understood. i.e. if 
the Maximum Strength of the membrane is 10 tons/linear meter the Maximum 
Permissible Load would be 1.7 tons/meters, and the typical Prestress Load 
would be 150- 350kg/meter All fabrics will stretch under load although some 
exhibit different characteristics as a function of time. A structural fabric 
would not creep under load once it has reached full pretension. Each roll of 
fabric is tested in a biaxial rig to measure the stretch in both thread directions 
at load ratios derived from the form generation computer model. These 
figures would then be used as compensation percentages to be factored into 
the patterning software. The canopy is manufactured undersize so that when 
installed to its final dimensions it tensions out correctly. 

By © Architen Landrell Associates Limited, Station Road, Chepstow, 
Monmouthshire, NP16 5PF
www.architen.com
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FORTHCOMING
Shanghai Passenger Ship Terminal

And Park
Frank Repas Architect
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