NO MORE SHALL WE PART

Thank you for that kind introduction.

And “thank you all” for coming.

It is an honor and pleasure to be with you today and to speak here in the 

Canadian Center for Architecture. 

A TRULY EXTRODINARY PLACE

The Question of this conference is “Reconciling Ethics and Poetics”…

When I first began to think on this question I found myself wrestling with the word Reconciling…. 

I thought: 

“that is like Reconciling the Heart and the Lungs”… 

two conditions structurally bound to the extent that separation would be catastrophic. 

I mentioned this to a doctor friend, who agreed that separation of the heart and lungs 

would be catastrophic, but he pointed out that in certain instances the 

Heart and the Lungs do have inherent conflicts of interest. 

He went on to explain that certain pharmaceutical drugs that may help the heart can damage the lungs and vis versa, doctors must be careful in administering these drugs to insure that both organs will survive. There is little doubt that the survival of both organs is paramount, but the source of the ‘conflict of interest’ is still a question. 

To perceive the medical intervention as revealing an inherent conflict between the heart and lungs, within the metabolism of life itself, is to deny the role and impact of 

the actions of the doctor, Which would seem to be the cause of the conflict.

The inability to recognize the consequence of intervention is a familiar symptom of our time. We see this blind spot not only in medicine, but in politics where the disastrous consequences of violent interventions are regularly attributed to inherent conflicts of interest within a given region. We see this logic in global economics where 

gross inequities in resource distribution are attributed to the inability of half the world to accept the medicine of capital market reforms. 

It is quite possible that the conflict perceived to exist between ethics and poetics and the consequent desire to reconcile the two, suffers from just such a blind spot. 

Tens of centuries ago, rafts were constructed in order to cross the great seas.  Huge trees, cut, trimmed, and skinned of their bark were bound together using a fibrous rope.  

Knowing the relentless forces of the sea, the people building these rafts used a particular fibrous rope with a great strength.  Although strong, this rope was not often used near the sea.  Salt broke down its fiber; sea salt ate away its strength.  In these rafts it worked; the trees were bound in a way that the rolling motion of the sea dug the rope 

into the soft wood of the trees; the “particular knot and binding” of the rope allowed 

the “push and pull” of the sea to work the rope into deep grooves in the wood.   As the wood swelled in the water, the grooves closed around the rope, sealing and protecting it from the sea salt. These knots capture a wonderfully difficult enigma: 

the “strength of fragility”, “the fragility of strength”.

Ethics and Poetics are structurally bound deep within the metabolisms of the human condition. The promise of this knot lies at the core of individual and collective freedoms. 

Its fragile fibers are made of; language and memory, of imagination and empathy, 

of space, love and loss. It binds a deeply human reciprocity between 

the singular and the many. 

Perhaps the search for what binds freedom and the enigma of what so often causes 

freedom to break down into tyranny begins with the knot of Ethics and Poetics as root and source; A fragile ground providing structure, containing us, moving through us, including us, allowing the rolling motion of the human condition 

to work into our “life / space” and bind a social contract, 

bind freedom.

Empathy is the capacity to recognize and comprehend another’s 

“being and circumstance” in the world. This comprehension is always in space; 

it requires an exchange across space. The point of the ‘individual imagination’ 

becomes a line between ‘the self and the other’; empathy

this line becomes a plane ‘binding us all’; ethics, 

a constellation of ‘points, lines and planes’; a social contract. 

Our ‘interior thoughts’ holds the capacity 

to construct ‘literate spaces’; ‘spaces of participation’, inseparable from our memory and imagination, inseparable from our being. This participation is beautifully addressed by 

Dr Richard Selzer in this statement.

“I have often felt, while fighting in the middle of the night to keep drowning lungs afloat or to stanch a flow of blood, that the room about me was participating in the struggle, how more than once the walls gasped, then stood still at the instant of death”
      

END QOUTE

Space is a participant in our thoughts and actions, it opens up the reciprocal possibility of inhabitation as a ‘communicative exchange’ between our ‘inner being’ and the ‘spaces we inhabit’. These exchanges need not only occur in ‘struggles of mortal consequence’

or at the “instant of death”, our ‘communicative exchanges’ with space 

may also ‘speak in whispers’, ‘telling of our fragility’, embodying with great nuance 

the ‘material and spatial empathy of life’. 

One could say that the material of ‘empathy and ethics’ is space and consequently 

the articulation of space is intrinsically an ‘ethical question.’ 

It is quite possible that space is the other half of us, that space “completes us”, and allows us to understand ourselves and others. 

The  “incomplete nature” of being and the “exchange of life and space” 

is deeply implicated in language.”  We share words, they move between us. We all participate in an agreement of words, a word exchange that allows us to speak and write to one another. This consensus of language allows us to speak, not only to each other, but to ourselves. Inward speech, the constant self - telling and adjustment of our inner story, provides a means of navigation, a means of knowing  “where we are”,    “where we have been” quite possibly our inward speech is telling us ‘who’ we are. 

The consensus of words is an agreement that allows us to disagree, a simple expression of the fact that words at once require a “consensus of the many” and seek to express individual thought.   The poet Anne Carson says:

“For a poet’s despair is not just personal; he despairs of the word and that implicates all our hopes.” End qoute

Words have an “inside / outside” life of their own, moving between the singular and the many, positioning language as one of the possible foundations of 

our being and our civilization. 

At once, binding our individual thoughts and our collective freedom. 

Point, to line, to plane, the social contract is a form of “participation and contribution” 

among our fellow citizens, but it is also a contract with space itself, 

as the ‘other half’ of us.  A contract, to embody the widest, most nuanced spectrum of what it is to be human into our reciprocal spaces.  In “writing the architectural programs of our time”, architecture is manifesting human thought and action. 

It is constructing a world of significant space.

In this sense, architecture is a life sustaining discipline; 

an empathetic discipline with a life of it’s own, reciprocal to ours. 

This reciprocity includes, I believe, Silence; the limit and prefigure of language.

Could it be, that space contains a silence 

that touches a silence contained within us? 

A silence, forming an essential ground of humanity.

A silence which collapses time, gathering together past civilizations and present experience, offering glimpses of the vast horizons that en-frame the human condition.

I have often thought of the odd symmetry of the Sun (in the sky) being an enormous life giving fusion event, and fragments of the sun on earth (nuclear weapons) being the direct inverse, (enormous life taking fusion events). This vast arc contains a difficult paradox toward imagining the globes resources and a social contract that 

reaches beyond tyranny. 

To estimate the “total wealth” of the planet, economists must register the planet in its entirety as a closed system with no addition or removal of any resources into or out of the system with one detectable exception, ‘the energy of the sun’. 

This gigantic nuclear fusion event is ultimately the only ‘external input’ that continually adds to the ‘resources of the planet’. If the sun is thought of as a source. 

At the other end of the economy is debt, ‘allowing us to consume that which we don’t have’. The ‘cost of debt’ is not a source but a sink.  What I find remarkable is that, the ‘sum total’ of the ‘world’s debt’ is secured in a direct line by nuclear fusion devices. World trade, like many forms of consensus, contains agreements that are enforceable; this means that they are maintained by force. 

In a ‘chilling symmetry’ to the ‘gift of the sun’, these ‘technological fragments’ of the sun on earth are the collateral, at bottom, securing every loan.  The threat of total consumption is the anchor of the entire economy. 

At the entrance to a memorial in Hiroshima is a sign that says  

“ At 5000 Degrees Man Disappears”

The metabolism of the body and the metabolism of the globe are linked. Infact, they are inside of each other. Perhaps at a certain degree of “accelerated consumption” Architecture disappears.

Globally, the link between nuclear weapons and debt has had important spatial and political consequences; the weapon that ultimately brought about the collapse of the Berlin Wall was debt.  Debt, of course, created by the nuclear arms race.

The knot of: Walls, Weapons and Debt may be tracked at least back to the formation of the first modern Incorporations born of ships and navigation. Individual ship owners grouped together and “incorporated” the ownership of their ships allowing the predictable ‘burden of loss’ arising from the uncertainty of the long voyages to be distributed through the corporate structure. This structure of “risk distribution” reflects the structure of the ships themselves, which can be seen as the physical manifestation of the incorporation, each a set of promises made in “advance from the shore,” one in materials, one in words, “two expressions” of the same will to navigate uncertainty and conquer time. 

This early binding together of ownerships “contained the seeds” of a “vast calculus” of time promises all of which rest on the requirement of “continuous and expanding consumption.” 

These promises reverberate right up to our time;
We see the ships bringing slaves to the new world.

We see the slave ships stretched out 

to become the Mason Dixon line, 

the Mason Dixon line bend and twisted into the racist banking practice called ‘redlining’ that build the ghettos of American cities, 

Today, we see redlining in the walls of a racist U.S. prison system. 

In South Africa under apartied,the most openly racist country in the world, 

the black prison population was 850 per 100,000.

Currently, in the U.S. it is 4,850 per 100,000. 

African American males between the ages of 25-29 are at 12,800 per 100,000

That is 12.8% of that population

The tools of capital can repel violence and be violent, perhaps at the same time. 

Globally, We see the echoes of Walls, Weapons and Debt in the dams of India and China 

in the walls in Palestine, Baghdad, Cuba, in the levees of New Orleans and perhaps in the fences encircling the ‘free speech zones’ at demonstrations throughout the U.S.

The capacities of capital and technology as modes of ‘binding freedom’ are in serious doubt. 

The ‘navigational telescope of capital’ with its lens of ‘scientific reason’, has its origins in the desire to “objectively” view the world, to see the distance shore. This lens has transformed to become a laser, which is now cutting and shaping the world along lines of production and consumption. We are witnessing an expanded totalizing representation irrevocably altering the planet, containing all of the potentials for collapse into 

ecological, nuclear and human disasters. 

Perhaps the ships have expanded and are encompassing the globe. 

This is a quote from Werner Heisenberg

“With its seemingly unlimited growth of material power, mankind finds itself in the situation of a skipper who has his boat built of such a heavy concentration of iron and steel, that the boats compass points constantly at herself and not north. With a boat of that kind no destination can be reached; she will go around in a circle, exposed to the hazards of the winds and the waves”    END QOUTE

Remembering the possibility that “space is the “other half of us”

 and the impact of our “shared stories” on our “individual thoughts”

we begin to ask; Whose words are we speaking? 

What spaces are completing us? 

To ask: do we fit? 

Does the full spectrum of our humanity fit within the prism of capital? 

When space “breaks down” into barbarism 

this does not remain external, the “porosity of being” offers no such shelter, 

the plane of collective tyranny becomes 

a line “penetrating the individual”, manifesting 

an inner disregard of another’s humanity.

Perhaps the world is broken, fractured, fragmented, 

as much of the confusion, crisis and brutality 

of the 20th and now 21st century would seem to prove. 

Perhaps as much of late 20th century philosophy sought to prove we are destined to “forever drift” within fragmentary shards of meaning, leaving ethics and poetics 

“walled off”, trapped, abandoned in irreconcilable difference. 

Or perhaps, all of this will be eclipsed by an act of nature or an act of will.

Heinrich Heine once wrote, 

"every epoch is a sphinx which plunges into the abyss 

as soon as its riddle is solved."

I believe, the binding of ethics and poetics contains a riddle… contains “our best hope” against self-destruction,  “our best hope” of finding north…

The poetic imagination is perhaps the most pragmatic means of addressing our social and political lives, it affords a means of “comprehending this fragile globe”, and its people,         it produces oxygen within the fibers of our social contract,     

 Pockets of words within the collapsed structure  of capitals hegemonic language, 

the poetic imagination is a dimension of human life, 

a mode of insurgency, a language of empathy and difference that 

includes our ‘nuanced fragilities’, in our shared stories. 

In 1599 the year before 

Hamlet was performed, 

Shakespeare and his company decided 

to move the globe theatre to Bankside, 

a location on the other side of the Thames River, 

They quite literally moved the theater, 

they dismantled the Globe piece by piece 

and carried the entire structure 

across the river and reassembled it. 

The Globe Theatre was no small structure; 

it was a three story circular edifice 

that held an audience of 3000 people. 

The very next season 

the company performed Hamlet; 

it is quite likely that 

this Herculean task of moving the Globe 

occurred as Shakespeare was writing the play, 

that Shakespeare felt the 

weight of the roof beams 

in his forearms as he held his pen and crafted Hamlet. 

This can be heard 

when Hamlet says 

“ do the boys carry it away”  

and Rosencrantz responds 

“ Ay that they do, my lord, 

Hercules and his load too.”  

Hamlet at times addresses the audience 

and directly taunts Shakespeare; 

during the 1601 season 

Shakespeare himself played the ghost. 

This is from Harold Bloom. 

“The ghost exits, murmuring, “Remember me,” 

and we hear Hamlet reminding 

the Globe audience that he (Shakespeare) is one of them:     

 “thou poor ghost, whiles memory holds a seat in this distracted globe.”

END QOUTE

The audience, well aware of the double role of Shakespeare 

as author and actor as well as the fact that the theater, 

in which all of Shakespeare’s plays were performed, 

was named the Globe, must have acutely felt their own predicament, 

their own double role. They have been pulled into the play by Hamlet. 

This correspondence between the pen and the roof beams, 

between the language of the theatre and the edifice of the theatre 

is a crucial knot in the mystery of language and space. 

Shakespeare’s act of dismantling and reconstructing 

the Globe Theatre contributed to Hamlets act of 

dismantling and reconstructing the structure of theatre. 

It certainly prefigured it. Here we have an architectural act, 

prefiguring and contributing to a literary act. 

We have the roof held up by the “life within”.

This Raising of the roof beams 

may also have been grounded 

in the ‘nuanced fragilities’ of empathy. 

On August 11, 1596, 

A few short years prior to writing 

hamlet and moving the Globe, 

Shakespeare lost his “11 year old son”, 

named Hamnet. 

In writing himself into the role of the ghost 

speaking with his son 

in the world of the living, 

Shakespeare constructed an inverse perspective 

from which to address his loss. 

A literary act grounded 

in the empathy of a fathers longing.

I believe that Shakespeare carried the structure of The Globe Theater 

and the language of Hamlet, because he needed their space. 

For it is in space and only in space that Shakespeare himself could inhabit 

the odd symmetry between raising the roof beams 

and raising the ghost.

“Holding a seat in this “our” distracted globe” the precision of the poetic imagination offers an “inverse perspective” from which to “address our loss” from which to imagine a ‘just globe’, it introduces a “politics of slowing down”, 

of searching for: 

new modes of “concern for the other”, 

new promises for ‘distributing Risk and Resources’, 

new spaces of “empathy and ethics”, 

new words for rebinding freedom.

If we are to address our global crisis, perhaps we must begin in recognizing 

that the ‘ethical and poetic imagination’ are structurally bound, much like the heart and lungs, their ‘conflict of interest’ is a provisional illusion created within the traps, paradoxes and blinds spots of our current orthodoxies. 

Heard in their own proper beat and measure, 

the ‘fragile fibers’ of ethics and poetics offer 

a ‘deeply human sonnet’, 

‘empathetically calling us close to say’: 

‘and No More Shall We Part.’

I believe that exploratory, independent, uncontainable works of architecture will spark from the pragmatics of the poetic imagination in search of

the ethical dimensions of the discipline. 

Architecture must bear our globe as “hamlet did his”        

Must struggle to find a largeness of being that survives the prism of capital our world is becoming, a largeness that “embraces life” and articulates “a material XE "material"  imagination of the social contract” XE "social contract" .

Perhaps the greatest source of this “largeness of being” is found in the “fragility of being”. For in the act of recognizing fragility, ethics finds its meaning, 

and ethical practice becomes significant.                       Thank you.

� Richard Selzer, “The Exact Location Of the Soul”, Down from Troy, Part 1. (Picador, 2001), p.33
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