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W H A T  I  L I V E  F O R  

I live for those who love me, for those who 
know me true; 

For the heaven that smiles above me, and 
awaits my spirit too; 

For the cause that lacks assistance, for the 
wrong that needs resistance, 

For the future in the distance, and the good 
that I can do. 

GEORGE LINNAEUS BANKS 



Thesis Statement 

"I don't talk of things, sir, 
I talk of the meanings of things. 
I stand here and know that I'm alive." 

This thesis is to search out the meanings of my perception 

of space, and through an inductive approach with literature 

as a reference point, develop a nonrepresentational 

condition as the theme and arena for the expressions of a 

new understanding. 



Introduction 



Beginnings 

The perception of space does not merely deal with 
mental stimulation through the collection and interpretation 
of sensory data. Beyond this there lies the ability of the mind 
to create its own reality through manipulation of this data 
as collected through the senses. By this method, the mind 
is able to put the designer into any portion of this imaginary 
world, even to the extent that the known laws of the universe 
are defied. Thus the perception of space is greatly enhanced 
as the designer comes into a more thorough understanding 
of what it is that his mind has just created. This transformation 
of known things to things not yet known leads the designer 
to implementation of the essence of an architectural 
condition, not merely to manipulation of his environment. 

"We must not enter the land as a biologist, 
as one must not enter a book as a grammarian, 
or a building as an architect. We must enter 
each as a participant in its creation, in the 
sordid myth of its existence, in the language 
of its conception. We must try to enter into 
a thing as a poet, as one who attempts to 
willfully correspond the idea and story."2 



Literature 

Architecture is one foot falling in front of the other, now 
voluntarily, now involuntarily, in a succession of experiences 
colored by the senses. Patterns of going to and coming from, 
and passing through and up and down add tempo as well 
as time to the journey. 

Literature is architecture without boundaries. Place is 
obtained without actual physical form and the movement 
of consciousness and unconsciousness allows time to slip 
in and out of and around space. 

Each is a journey. And when the two merge such that 
the Literature of Architecture becomes a Journey through 
spaces in a very metaphysical sense, then by faith one's own 
understanding of perception can be placed under a lens and 
examined. 

"Faith is the substance of things hoped for, the evidence 
of things not seen."3 

In light of this I do not enter literature in my search as 
anything but a child, a child with a desire to learn and faith 
that understanding will be the reward. 



"Space that is seized by the imagination 
cannot remain indifferent space subject to the 
measures and estimates of the surveyor."4 

Gaston Bachelard 

We humans have two primary modes of communication: 
visual and verbal. It is the combination of these two which 
makes up the reality and the perceptual shapes of the spaces 
we inhabit. As language and image compliment each other, 
the former is looked at first in this process to lead to the latter, 
and finally to a three-dimensional reality. I have categorized 
my readings on the perception of space into four fields. 

To History 

"The 19th Century was the century of history. 
Museums were flooded to the point of 
overflowing with products created by all kinds 
of human endeavor, by all peoples of all 
periods. Thus was initiated a great idolatry of 
the past, a counterbalance to a certain 
compliance toward the present, a present that 
passed like a moment, in the accelerated race 
toward the future, the perspectives of which 
were nightmarish."5 

I propose not an idolatry of the past, nor idolatry of any 
kind, but thoughtful understanding of the importance and 
place of the past. A nonrepresentational condition requires 
an understanding of the perception of space in history. The 
situation is a journey which, by ushering people through a 
symphony of spaces, will allow them to suspend time and 
enter illo tempore, and in reflecting upon their own history, 
which is a small part contained within the whole, they may 



gain a more accurate perspective and better understand its 
importance. 

To Psychology 

This field points to the development of the perception 
of space. This is its primary concern because there are basics 
to understand about psychology, but it is not possible to 
structuralize human behavior. 

To Philosophy 

The goal is to discover the poetics and meanings of 
things. These two combine to form an understanding of the 
difference between sacred space and profane space. 

To Literature 

As a vehicle for expression of space, writing can create 
and develop entire worlds not restrictive of time or of space. 
In this sense it is the most elusive field to study; a fox leading 
you quietly into a non-existing world which had not existed 
before the first word was read. 

My investigation into the perception of space in this 
manner has enabled me to clearly develop certain 
conditions; conditions which emerge from the literary word, 
according to my ontology and becoming manifest as a series 
of two-dimensional abstract expressions. 



Literature to Art 

"At the base of everything is the individual man. 
It is he who must be integrated — integrated in his 
inner nature, without being brutalized, so that his 
emotional and intellectual outlets will no longer be 
kept apart by an insuperable difference of level. 
To bring this fact into consciousness and to try to 
overcome it is closely connected with the 
outstanding task of our period: to reabsorb 
emotionally what has been created by the spirit. 
All talk about organizing and planning is in vain 
unless we first created again the whole man, 
unfractured in his methods of thinking and 
feeling."6 

The investigation into literature must be a personal one. 
As Giedion expresses in the above statment, both the 
emotional and intellectual outlets of a man must be allowed 
to intermingle freely so that he may be integrated in 
everything. A communication is set up between the reader 
and the authors. An emotional situation takes place in which 
the subjectivity of the reader extracts certain portions of what 
is on the page. However, it is not the literature itself which 
structuralizes the emotions, but the complex sensibilities of 
the reader. 

It has been said that sensibilities are directly related to 
the imagination. I submit that imagination is not restricted 
to an emotional reponse, but an intellectual response as well. 
Giedion, in part, responds to this: 



"The sciences and the arts are activities which, by 
exploring the unknown in the human mind, 
directly enlarge man's consciousness. Every 
scientist, every artist, is a part of a long line of 
tradition. However, only a creative spirit can go 
forward, beyond the limits of that tradition, to 
explore what until then no one has known, no one 
has seen, no one has felt. By means of intuition, 
imagination, mystical impulse — what you will — 
he is able to open up new spheres of the 
unconscious. These spheres are distinguished from 
the outer world in that their essential development 
takes place directly, personally, without 
interference from any external power. They 
develop only in liberty, for no command can open 
the way to the unexplored."7 

The following quotations are literary representations of 
spacial perceptions. They have been gathered to form 
thirteen conditions — which are each paired by a two-
dimensional visual condition. They are an interpretation, an 
abstraction of literature into art, guided by my sensibilities. 
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Art to Architecture 

The crux of this thesis is to search the translation of the 
world to literature, the transformation of literature to art, and 
finally the manifestation of perceptions in a non 
representational situation of architecture. 

The sketches took on the attitude of looking at the 
ordinary and abstracting it slightly out of chord so that these 
ordinary things (the quotations) may be more readily thought 
about. The collation of this visual and formal data becomes 
a non-rational view in designing space, employing positivities 
and specificities. The result is a kind of collage, an 
orchestrated symphony, conducted by my hand as a 
designer, in conjunction with the previous dialogue with 
various authors. As such, both the site and the pieces of the 
design have been generated from a focus on my 
ideomorphic function as a philosopher, an artist, and an 
architect. 

The Site 

A wilderness of bizarre proportions and a cataclysmic 
undercurrent, providing the necessary framework by which 
to begin to construct this ontology. 

The Cliff 

A single rift in the universe, the ruptured edge of time. 
It is ellusive; captured and gone. It is the autonomous detail. 



The Line 

The line is a process providing organization for the 
spaces. The line weaves in and out of itself, while running 
straight toward the cliff edge. 

The Drawings 

"There is a tendency to leave this apocryphal 
determinant alone...best not to cross over...yet we 
have been netted. Shards of memory lie 
everywere...exposed...dare we pick them up? 
Those fragments can cut deep...they have an 
internality. Perhaps they be the acupunctures to 
the soul?"8 

For this reason, an artifact from my past is used as a 
generating device to develop a useful grammar. As it exists, 
it is a visual abstract condition, much related to the sketches. 
In a way it has transcended already the bridge between 
world and literature to art. As to the abstraction of this 
artifact, Biro writes: 

"Now space perception begins with the exploding 
of the scenographic system of space, allowing the 
value of the fragment to be realized: the concept 
of plastic composition is transferred from the whole 
to the part, while our sensitivity to details directs 
attention toward fragments and structures."9 



And Daniel Libeskind elaborates: 

"It is concerned with the art of architecture and 
its continuity in history through the exploration of 
the logic of imagination and the poetics of 
form."'0 

The apocryphal determinant John Hedjuk talks about is 
this drawing's relationship to my thesis. Both the drawing 
and the sketches have come from myself, albeit at different 
times and under different circumstances. But is this not 
merely visual communication as the literature was 
communication of written language? The essence of this 
concept is captured by Daniel Libeskin in From Zero to 
Infinity: 

"The transformation of object into operation 
imposes a temporal dimension on this process: a 
process whose meaning is not arbitrary and yet is 
not predetermined either."" 

















The Journey 



Forward 

At this point the circle must be completed. The 
beginnings were embraced by literature, and interim and 
apex were conditions of art and architecture, and now the 
expression of this new perception must be of a literary 
nature. This story is not meant to become a great literary 
artifact, it is merely using the immaterial quality of language 
and literature to express the sequence of spaces experienced 
as one makes their way toward the edge. 



Filling the air came a dull murmur from their Saab Turbo 
which mingled with the morning dew and made everything 
seem like molasses. Knife-edged peaks and ridges were all 
around them, in fact one of the ridges ran with them all the 
way up, to where they had no clue, but it was up they were 
going, that was for sure. 

Lo and behold, will you look at that! to the left of the 
roadway, on the other side of their friend the ridge, was 
emerging an immense black thing. A...an almost crystaline 
structure, which rose (in a relative sense because they were 
the ones who were rising), as a flower bud. And it was 
opening, and it rose, revealing a big silver ball. All of this 
was happening very quickly, especially since it was quite 
difficult to drive and keep ones eyes on the road, and all 
of a sudden the dark earth swallowed them. 

There were a lot of Saabs, all lined up in neat little rows, 
and each with its own lamp to read by. Wait — there's a 
plaque on the lamppost. It read: 

"Whatever you came here for, forget. 
Whatever you brought with you, leave. 
Enter as a child, 
And at the end you may understand. 

But the brochure... 
Something about this place was eerie, time seemed so 

irrelevant now, inside the earth, even though they could see 
filtered sunlight. They took their watches off and left them 
on the dash of their Saab. 

Rounding a corner they were confronted by an immense 
stone table, with one small person behind it. They were each 
handed a ticket, which read 'Admit One Child.' There was 
a door, a round door with no handles. And it opened, ever 



so slowly, revealing a long glass tunnel with a black line 
running the length of it. And there it was, the crystal thing 
with the sphere straight ahead. You couldn't see it all 
because we were already halfway up, and it seemed to have 
grown from the lake below. A long ways below. How did 
we get so far up, and without climbing any stairs? I guess 
we did our climbing in the Saab. 

Stepping onto a moving path is a unique experience. 
Time seemed to be gone before, but now it seems to be all 
around us, when really it's space we are going through, and 
not time. It's so confusing — it must just all be relative. 

By now the sphere loomed overhead as a giant 
soothsayer, or something wise anyhow. And we passed 
through the walls of the crystal. Darkness again, but this time 
with movement, upward, I think. How far, to the center of 
the sphere of course, for where else could one go but to 
the center of the sphere. I could only guess at the time, but 
space seemed to be ticking by. 

We all seemed so alone now, each of us facing outward 
from the center in our own directions. Perhaps this is how 
it has to be... 

What ensued was incredible. Such a range of light, 
motion, speed, and emotion. We were both exhausted and 
relaxed, I wasn't sure yet which. But to the center again, 
and this time down. Down a long ways! I think. Or maybe 
someone was playing around with the time again. We left 
with thunderous music in the sphere, which by now was 
all but gone, and soon it disappeared, covered over by a 
trickle of water on the inside of the black crystal. Light was 
as I've never seen it before. Splashing patterns on the wa... 
that's it! We must have descended to the bottom of the lake 
- to the place where the crystal originated! And of course 



two more circular black doors opened, revealing another 
glass tube, with another black line running the length of it. 
Only this time we were able to walk on our own. Now time 
had something to stand on, only it didn't move of its own 
accord, though we did. Curious... 

The trickle of water was in front of us now. And it seemed 
like quite a large trickle. The sound came from that hole in 
the side of the lake. In the side of the bottom of the lake 
more specifically. Only one thing could exist down here and 
that was a cave. 

It was nice to feel stone again, in this kind of earth shelter 
which acted as an amplifier for sound. The path had 
changed. It was no longer a black line but a line of stone. 
Good stone, but not polished too well. Now come the steps. 
Fourteen or 15 of them I think, and columns, huge columns, 
emerging on either side of the path, like gigantic sentinels. 
The path went assuredly straight through the middle of them, 
as if directed by them, or were they there because of the 
path? And around the whole kind of sacred feeling we had, 
coursed a black serpent. Not an evil serpent, though it was 
black, because it seemed to play with the sentinels. Not 
disturbing them from their roots, but sometimes 
disappearing, and then reappearing on a different course. 
The path leading from the top of the stairs slowly ascended 
to a wall at the far end of the cave, where the largest sentinels 
stood before a doorway, and that furtive black serpent 
disappeared into the wall. 

Through this doorway and on the right wall were 
some prints. Thirteen spaced evenly on the wall which lead 
straight with the cave path and ran smack dab into a large 
black stone. The whole path seemed to be sucked into the 
corner on the left of this corridor gallery. But another black 
line, suspended, suggested to us that the way took a turn, 
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a dramatic pivot to the right. And on the left was water below 
the line, the line diminished to a point, but we could cross 
through the line, just before it closed, and step onto the other 
side. This all seemd to be a small chaotic gallery, with 
thirteen more objects on display, which we stopped to 
ponder, some of which I had recognized. And the path took 
another turn, to another set of stairs, but not before we 
discovered one last small pool of water hidden behind a 
small black stone. 

Now the path had changed so many times that we 
weren't sure which direction we were headed. But at the 
same time we were sure we weren't lost, just had to stay 
on this path, and the floor level at the top of the steps was 
just above our heads. 

"And one day we will stand, and be questioned 
about life." 

I was beginning to understand. The place in which the 
Saab was parked, the absence of time pieces, the black 
crystal and its sphere, the lake and the tube at the bottom 
of the lake, spewing space out into the cave, and the cave, 
with its sentinels and serpent, and then the 13 images, 
appearing as dreams in the gallery where our path found 
its way as a spinning top comes to rest. I was beginning to 
understand that the answer was not the important thing, but 
it was the question which was important. 

I stood at the center of the sphere, well it was actually 
a dome with a reflective floor and a reflective surface on 
the walls of the dome. Surprisingly, it was not difficult to 
find the center, because the pattern on the walls acted as 
a magnet, a kind of visual magnet, that if one observed it 
closely, it drew you to a state of equilibrium. So I stood at 
the center. And I though about life, not with answers in 
mind, but with questions. And there came a torrent of them; 



each appearing as little pinpoints of light aimed at my feet. 
These turned out to be a pattern reflected on the shiny 
surfaces of the dome and floor. It seemed to be some kind 
of web, but I wasn't sure whether I was in it, or it was in 
me. And then the walls darkened, as if the pinponts of light 
were now from the night sky. But a bright light shone 
overhead, splashing light at my feet so that slowly the 
pinpoints disappeared, and the dome space became like 
morning. And I could hear the sound of birds and of rushing 
water. I looked slightly to my left and saw an opening in 
the side of the dome. A tunnel with a single band of morning 
sky ran its length and spilled out onto the rocks and the 
water. To breath the fresh air, to feel the sunshine, was 
welcome. In front of me stood a very tall black tower, and 
it seemed that after I passed over a glass bridge which 
allowed the river to pass beneath it, the path ended. So 
where was I to go? The river took a terrible path, coursing 
off to the left and cascading down to a cataclysmic end: I 
could both hear it and see the mist, somewhere down the 
deep chasm, in the bottom of which, the river and I stood. 
My eyes lifted themselves up the rock walls of the chasm 
to an opening in the black tower obstacle. 

I crossed the river, looking down just once to experience 
an incredible rush of possibilities, and stepped onto a 
platform which immediately began to rise, lifting me to the 
opening. 

It framed a chaotic scene. But a kind of serene chaos, 
with lines becoming forms and lines remaining just lines. 
This must be the museum. To the left stood a single sentinel, 
tall, with lines pointing to a place in the sky. And farther 
left a line and a plane vanished into the distance, I wondered 
what had become of them. I proceeded past the sentinel 



and through a glass door. The path spilled out onto a floor, 
being held back by a great glass wall. Uncertain of its origin, 
I walked slowly toward it, until I could see the rock below, 
where the river tumbled. And the lines of the rock became 
glass. Spinning around I could feel the presence of others. 
There were rooms. A succession of rooms containing the 
artifacts of the day — already obsolete, but important still 
because they raised another set of questions. Some were 
not clear though; perhaps another day. I spent time in the 
rooms on the first floor, then on the second floor, where 
the space seemed to flow up and down and around. It all 
seemed like one space, but with different 'rooms.' Back 
down on the first level, at the bottom of the stairs, I was 
confronted by a line of water which seemed to point 
somewhere to the right of me. I looked under the stairs and 
beheld a wonderful sight. So this is what the line and plane 
at the entry had disappeared to! A single plane, shooting 
straight out into space, between the receeding sun and 
mountains just cresting over its surface. I wanted to rush 
through the last glass wall separating me from the plane, but 
under the stairs there was a plaque which read: 

"For this too is part of the process: to discover, 
to forget, and then to rediscover that what is 
enough can only be measured against what is too 
much — and thus to catch ourselves before we fall, 
as in walking..." 

Consider Then, The Future of Life'2 

I stood at the farthest-most point of the path and 
projected myself forward, across the line, to who knows 
where, but greatness. 
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Epilogue 

Just as the sun was receeding in the distance, I stood 
on a thin line, between lapping waves of sand and an 
inverted sky, and I wanted to leap across to the other side, 
and peer into one of the sun's rays... 
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