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ABOVE & BELOW: Birds, Portchmouth and Russum, Theatre, Lifeboat Station, Marina and Amusement Arcade ‘Shrimps’ designs for Morecambe Bay, with
Morecambe Seafront in the centre




THE LUCINDA LAMBTON DIARY

The Shrimps at Morecambe Bay

When a child, | was spun into a fever of excitement every Thursday morning with the arrival of two comics, Rainbow
and Playbox. | can still see them now, two tantalisingly folded and brilliantly coloured broadsheets, lying waiting to be
devoured after breakfast. Today | am revved up to that self same excitement every Wednesday morning, this time with
the longing to guzzle up Jonathan Glancey's architectural pages in The Independent. Never predictable or preten-
tious and always free of gobbeldy gook, they are unfailingly interesting and enthusiastically eclectic. Jonathan
Glancey has just heaped justified praise on three London office developments, small in scale but all of them heading
in the important direction of good modest Modernism and away from pastiche ‘window dressing’ with ‘gaily coloured
plastic pediments, marble lobbies and the seemingly statutory atrium'. Stripped of all this fancy dress, they sleekly
streak in all directions, undoubtedly inspired as Glancey says, ‘by the early heroic era of Modernism'. Nevertheless
they are very much buildings that could only have bloomed today. With a trick here and a curve there, lessons have
been learnt both as to how to lighten the Modernist miseries and to build innovatively once again.

So it is three cheers, hip-hip hurray for fresh, clean and clear lines, providing, that is, that they are first-rate.
Whereas the second rate Modernist deals the dankest of deathblows the second-rate Post-Modernist can get away
with a multitude of murders. | would rather ten thousand plastic porticos, pillars and podiums than one ill-designed
and slime stained concrete slab. How soothed | have just been in Slough by little gables prancing along one office
development and by giant porticos soaring out of the stone of another, albeit with the thinnest of cladding; and what
a laugh it was to peer through plastic sash windows into a fluorescent lit typing pool the size of an aircraft hanger.
There is a bonanza of glitz Classicism in ‘lemon’ yellow and white to be enjoyed at The Watermere ‘All Suite’ Hotel,
outside Aylesbury, with a parody of every Palladian detail. Better surely to laugh or to leer at such foibles than to be
drained of all feeling with the drabness of ill-constructed Modernism. Long may popular Post-Modernism survive,
providing a most cheerful backdrop for first-rate Modernist and Post-Modernist buildings alike.

Raising their heads above such mundane musings are the ‘Shrimps' of Morecambe Bay:; four brilliant crustacean-
like buildings that were designed by Birds, Portchmouth and Russum for the RIBA competition to enliven the seafront

of this Lancashire town. They did not win and a chance has been missed, not only to transform Morecambe's fortunes
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but to transform the ever fading fortunes of seaside life throughout the British Isles. Morecambe owes its existence to
the holiday maker; the railway brought them in droves from 1848, and the ‘Shrimps’ would have brought them back in
droves once again today. With buildings of such hair-raising originality, the world and his wife would have flocked to
them for a good frolic in the amusement arcade, the Marina and the theatre, marvelling all the while at the fourth
building — a life-boat station with sprouting antennae.

Six-storey high slinky ‘Shrimps’ on the shoreline, weaving away in every contour and curve that both nature and
architecture will allow, would surely have cocked a superior snook at leisure developments world-wide. Only Frank
Gehry's restaurant in Japan, in the shape of a giant fish, would have been able to claim proud kinship although rearing
up into the sky next to a motorway in Tokyo, it would have compared ill with the shrimp-like delights proposed for
Morecambe Bay. Between the ‘Shrimps’ rising out of the breakwater and along some 200 yards of the seafront, Birds
Portchmouth and Russum had designed an oak paved promenade. Dotted with festively striped booths and
deckchairs and screened from cobbled car parks by weaving walls enclosing luxuriantly planted beds of shrubs and
full-grown trees, it would have been like a great necklace linking up the ‘Shrimps’ as they soared out to sea. They have
missed a trick at Morecambe with the poor old shrimps having the direst of deals twice over. Soon after the Lancaster
City Council had denounced the ‘Shrimps’ architecturally, the European Community chose to ban the famous
Morecambe Bay potted shrimp gastronomically, on the ground that boiling the delicacy in sea water was insanitary.

Poor old Morecambe: the double victim of bureaucratic folly, both at home and abroad.

The Craft of Modern Memorials

300 miles to see a single slate headstone. That was my mission to Minehead, and it was a mission of monumental
importance in every sense of the word. Spinning along the Somerset roads in brilliant sunshine, past quantities of
distinguished 18th-century village houses and past great church towers soaring into the blue sky | was about to nose
out a beautiful modern memorial, an almost unheard of combination that could set a catalystic example all over the
land. For the last 50 years great tracts of the British Isles have been prey to what can only be described as a
grotesque Modernistic world in miniature, a world that has been creeping and crawling into every church yard,
cemetery and crematorium throughout the country. Rules and regulations as to the size, height and material of
memorials have resulted in the grimmest uniformity, restraining all but the most determined from producing any works
of originality. Democracy has become a dictatorship in death, with every one of us forced to suffer a Ceaucescu-like

regimentation of marble and stone blocks marching roughshod over our remains. Even the most architecturally aware




now end their days under a blighting block on the landscape.

The graveyards of the past were intended as morally uplifting oases, reflecting the tastes, the dreams and the
ideals of the age. What in heaven's name do today's sterile stumps, relieved only by grisly green marble chippings,
reflect of our dreams and ideals today?

In the 19th century you would parade through the great Necropolis' as through the pages of the richest architectural
pattern book. Rather than a battle, there is the most festive ball of styles to be found in Kensal Green alone, with
double-life-size caryatids, obelisks, gothic pinnacles, Classical canopies, columns and porticos. Some of them are
adorned with urns, swords, anchors, helmets or beasts; others have been carved into the shapes of those they
commemorate: life-size stone soldiers, women and children. One, a little girl, stands in a ‘lace’ dress with her boots
‘buttoned’ to her knees. Most outlandish of all is the Egyptian temple to Andrew Ducrow, who dressed as a Roman
statue in an elasticated ‘marble’ ensemble, riding seven horses at once to entertain Queen Victoria. His hat and
gloves, elaborately carved in stone, lie at the entrance to his fantastical Egyptian mausoleum.

The 15th, 16th, 17th and 18th centuries all produced the finest memorials with letters that swirl off into unimaginably
beautiful directions. Just as every variety of architecture can be found in the necropolis, so can every intricacy of
calligraphy be found in the graveyard. With a heritage like this, how can funerary art have sunk as low as it has, with
such dire and devastating consequences. The great improvements that have swept through the architectural world in
the last ten years have bypassed this miniature branch of structural design. Visiting most cemeteries and
churchyards today is like being in the saddest developments of the 60s, with one hideous difference: that they are still
being built, hand over fist, with the same blinkered fervour of the post-war years.

There has always been a thin core of 20th-century craftsmen, producing memorials of the highest quality, with
sculptors and letter cutters largely working under the influence of Eric Gill. But they have been few and far between;
lone stones swamped by the great seas of banality around them. At long, long last though, the tide seems to be
turning and this is due in no small measure to a single figure, Harriet Frazer with ‘Memorials by Artists’, an organisation
that she has set up at Snape in Suffolk. She has gathered together the names of all the craftsmen; the carvers and
sculptors, the letter writers, designers and the stonemasons and whatever your request for a memorial, will advise
and arrange for it to be made. If your schemes should not be approved of by the local authorities she will apply for the
equivalent of planning permission. Her success has been spectacular with, thanks to her, a new and vibrant crop of
sculpture and artwork sprouting out of churchyards throughout the land. Suddenly in the midst of modern graveyard

misery, you spot her influence. Like St Giles Cripplegate stranded in the concrete wasteland of The Barbican







Development, these memorials appear as masterpieces surrounded by mediocrity, with a brilliant bonus: that they are
brand spanking new! As wonderful a discovery is that they stand in happy harmony with their distinguished forbears
- the 16th and the 20th century complementing each other and the churchyards around them. | found the perfect
example of this, having battled to beat the sun, later in the day at Long Sutton, with the chest tomb to Margaret Louise
Bramble inscribed ‘Ever Staunch and Generous Minded!". ‘Memorials by Artists’ has been responsible for the finest
tombs, headstones and memorial plaques, all incised with letters of striking stylishness, as well as sundials, benches
and engraved and stained glass. Their contribution however modest in scale, will be monumental in its importance
throughout the land. You too can contribute by sending for their elegant booklet, from Snape Priory, Saxmundham,

Snape, Suffolk. Telephone: 0728 888934 and by hollering out a hymn of praise to Harriet Frazer.

The Oldest Tree House in the World, Pitchford Hall

It is sad news that the vast 16th-century pile of Pitchford Hall in Shropshire is to be sold for the first time in its history.
The same family who bought the land in 1473 still own it today. It was here that | learnt that ox blood was the stain used
to darken the wood of timber framed buildings, which of course would never have given them their violent ‘black and
white' appearance that so screeches out of the countryside today.

In the garden at Pitchford stands the oldest tree house in the world, the most curious of 17th-century dwellings
which has survived for over 300 years, perching in the branches of the same lime tree. A painting on wood by John
Boiven, dated 1714, shows the little house on stilts with the newly planted sapling beneath it. In the 18th century the
tree house was classicised with cornerstones and gothicised with a frenziedly festive plaster interior-flying bows tie
up the arches on the coved cornice, cluster columns crowd into each corner, ogee arches wave over the windows
and doors and a mask surrounded by sun rays beams down from the ceiling. After meticulous work in the 1970s, the
little building was restored to its original timber framed exterior, whilst keeping all its interior gothicism, with a grand
opening by The Lord Mayor of London in 1980.

In the first half of the century it was to enjoy the startling occupancy of Lady Sibyl Grant who, unable to bear the
sound of the river flowing past Pitchford Hall, had left her husband and moved into this branch bound home.
Permanently dressed in royal blue and vivid orange to match her orange hair and lipstick, she would practice away at
gentle witchcraft, wielding rabbits' feet tied with blue bows. According to James Lees Milne in his diaries she
appeared as ‘a clairvoyant preserved in ectoplasm’, she had chosen the perfect abode. It is said that she and her
husband would meet only occasionally, for coffee on the lawn between their two homes.

OPPOSITE: ‘Memorials by Artists’ memorial at Long Sutton Churchyard, Langport, Somerset, and the tree house, Pitchford Hall
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\ series of computer constructed drawings showing
progressively the ourside of St Paul’s and various insides
of the dome, above and on the followinge pages. Computer
graphics by David McLeod




J'ACCUSE
St PAUL'S

BY

MAXWELL
HUTCHINSON

In the following article, based on his television presentation on the Channel Four series Without Walls
- J'Accuse by Fulmer TV, Maxwell Hutchinson offers a highly personal view of St Paul's Cathedral.
Famous for his controversial views and statements, the ex-president of the RIBA provides a tightly
argued critique of this - now - much loved building.

R Ewing may control the Dallas of today but he does not own a monopoly on its mythology. As the
Ewing clan strut across our TV screens, the majority of those who qualify as viewing statistics miss
the all-important Dallas trigger

Remember this, the Ewing's massive TV ranch, Southfork, is nothing more than a screen builders' stage set
The backdrop for an endless puerile soap drama is a less than good setting for an under-budget English
National Opera blue-jeans Puccini.

Strange how places' names and buildings, like Dallas, slip into popular mythology without most of us
knowing or understanding when or why. Chuck Berry gave us Memphis Tennessee and endless country
music crooners hark back to Galveston, Phoenix Arizona and Tulsa - wherever they are. These real places
have been turned into colloquial objects of popular mythology

As for Dallas, there is a great deal more to it than Ewing, a pair of cowboy boots and a ten-gallon hat. It won
its spurs, as Oliver Stone has recently reminded us through movie force-feeding, on 22nd November 1963

The grassy knoll beside the expressway to the Dallas Trade Mart was at least real, unlike Ewing's canvas
ranch, when the volley of shots rang out from whence and from whom we still do not really know. As if it really
matters. The martyrdom remains regardless of method or motive

But, we all knew where we were, what we had for lunch, what we were wearing on that fateful day when JFK
slumped the remainder of his skull into Jackie's arms and the darling of the liberal west - who had stood up to
Khrushchev's convoy of missiles to Cuba; resisted the temptation to win martial bouquets in Vietnam; invented

the two-button suit and besported the prototype-yuppy wife - having sacrificed exposure, ambition and




The West front and the roof from

where "the game is really given away’

transparency to whichever gun you believe packed the guilty bullet in Dallas that day. | remember
Anyone over the age of 40 will surely remember. That patch downtown is as potentin today's history as is
the window of Inigo Jones' Banqueting House in Whitehall out of which the Cavalier King Charles |
walked. at the hands of his civil war Roundhead opponents, to his martyrdom

Just as Kennedy remains the most potent symbol of the emancipation of the fledgling, promiscuous
60s so Winston Churchill is still (as we see him in the ambiguous and ill-considered statue in Parliament

Square) the Godfather of the West's successful struggle against the tidal wave of 20th- century fascism

lhe world marks the passage of time with the funerals of the famous (in my lifetime, Khrushchev, Stalin,
Churchill, John Lennon and Gandhi come quickly to mind) but the one popular cult figure whose untimely
death we can all remember is the gauche, naively pompous Kennedy. However, if the British people are
to single out one recent death which transcends mortality then it must surely be the siren suited Churchill
He died at the age of 89, in 1965. His funeral was a massive national pageant

His vast cadaver lay in state at Westminster Hall for as long as it took for millions of loyal British subjects
to file past. The military mounted a 24-hour guard. Geometric guardsmen stood fixed at each corner of
the sarcophagus, until it was committed to the ceremonial gun carriage for its long agonising journey
from Westminster to the City

His remains were conveyed in state to St Paul's in the City of London. The ageing lyricism of Father
Dimbleby's voice still triggers memories in all but an adolescent mind

This funeral finally ratified Churchill's role in establishing the Cathedral, not as a work of architecture
but as an icon of British nationalism and independence. It seemed then that he alone had been
responsible for the Cathedral's escape from the Blitz, the Nazis and all that threatened the salad days
stability of the diminishing British Empire. He, we know, was no lover of architecture. Politicians anc
military strategists seldom are. At the height of the Blitz, in the incendiary intensity of the Battle of Britain,
Churchill's propaganda machine had determined to make St Paul's, probably one of the largest
buildings in Blitz-torn London, a symbol of British pride and independence. It took the Nazis' equivalent
of the Great Fire to install St Paul's firmly in the attention of the British public. Even |, a post-war ration-
book baby, remember the public relation's image of the dome rising mysteriously above the flames and
smoke of the Blitz. Hitler's war machine succeeded where St Paul's architect, Sir Christopher Wren, had
failed. The flames and smoke of the Blitz transformed an unloved hulk into a potent symbol of nationalism

and resistar

Sir Christopher Wren was a true Restoration Renaissance man. He was born on the 20th October 1632
at East Knoyle in Wiltshire. His father, the Reverend Christopher, was Rector of Knoyle, Fellow of St
John's College, Oxford and subsequently Dean of Windsor. Both his father and his uncle were pillars of
the conservative High Church bringing up young Christopher in the canon of their faith and
churchmanship. After Westminster School, Wren went up to Wadham College, Oxford, as a gentleman
commoner

The Wren family suffered more than their fair share of turmoil and problems during the Civil War
Cromwell and the Roundheads took particular pleasure in the degradation of the Cavalier supporters of
King Charles and the destruction of all the Popery of the Catholic wing of the Church of England. Things
grew even worse following the martyrdom of King Charles | on the 30th January 1649 and the
establishment of Cromwell's Commonwealth

Meanwhile, at Oxford, Wren developed an early interest in anatomy working closely with Doctor
Charles Scarborough, an eminent anatomist and mathematician. The detailed study of the human body
was the perfect muse for a fledgling Renaissance man. It taught Wren to work with his hands, his pencil
and his eye. Like Leonardo, his studies of skeleton, muscles and the organs taught Wren structure, form
function and even enclosure. The accounts of Wren's career at Oxford mention an early interest in
dialling' - the design and science of sundials, in the wake of which came astronomy and his designs for
complicated apparatus to show the relationship of the sun, the moon and the earth On the 18th March

1650, at the age of 18, he graduated with a BA. His early scientific achievements were legion: Fellow of




All Souls; Professor of Astronomy at Gresham Colle ge, London; Savilian Professor of Astronomy at
Oxford and most notably, a founder of the Royal Society

fhen came architecture, the missing ingredient in the Renaissance cocklail. It was comparatively
simple to apply mathematics and draughtsmanship, through the craft skills of the mason, to the art of
architecture. Wren supplied the logic and the learning, the stone masons knew how to put it all together
and round it off with all the latest detailing

He attracted the very best patrons with the plum commissions - family background and the obvious

achievements of his other 'careers' launched one of the most prolific portfolios in all English architecture

Early buildings, including the Sheldonian Theatre at Oxford and the Chapel at Pembroke Coll¢

Cambridge, exhibited considerable imagination and consolidated the early English Baroque tradition
which found its fulfilment in the naval buildings at Greenwich, the work at Hampton Court and numerous
city churches; not to mention St Paul's - the work by which he is most readily associated and most often
judged

Although he enjoyed an unusually long, prolific and healthy life tor the times, was lauded, enjoyed the

patronage of the Court and was knighted, he ended his days an outcast of society. In his twilight years

the disillusioned Wren would sit unnoticed and unrecognised in the nave of his unfinished cathedral. He

had been unceremoniously sacked in 1718 at the age of 86. He died in 1723 and left his memorial
nscribed on a circular brass plate on the cathedral floor at the centre of the dome: Si Monumentum requirs
Circumspice - 'lf a monument is required: Look around'
What we see today, years later, is not what it seems, not what we think and not what it ought to
be. Tuesday 14th January 1992 J'Accuse
The wedding of the Prince and Princess of Wales was one of the nation's biggest shows this

entury. of Hollywood proportions with a theatrical setting to match. St Paul's Cathedral, the
‘masterpiece’ of this country's most famous architect, the natural choice and the predictable
setting. But its inflated reputation is seriously damaging this country's architectural health

Itis my belief that St Paul's is no more an architectural wonder of the world than, let us say, Big

Ben or the National Gallery. It may be a building of which we have become fond but itis, in truth

second-rate architecture. It simply does not belong in the first rank of British buildings and is not
even worth a mention in the world catalogue of great architecture

Itis a sad fact that some of our most influential people sincerely admire St Paul's, now. | am not
prepared to dismiss that simply as an eccentricity of taste, like for example admiring the music of
John Cage or the novels of Melvyn Bragg. | know that many people of this country revere St Paul's
as great architecture, and that really worries me - for architecture speaks more loudly than any

other art about the character and self-confidence of a people

My case against St Paul's is twofold. Firstly it is dishonest architecture and a medieval botct
masquerading as genuine Classicism. Great architecture has integrity, and St Paul's has about
as much architectural integrity as the castles of Disneyland or a set for Grand Opera. Secondly
am much concerned about the way in which St Paul's has become a rallying point for those who
want to hold Britain back in a sterile museum culture

The present St Paul's rose from the ashes of the Great Fire of 1666 which dest >d much of the

medieval city of London. The fire also put paid to the old gothic cathedral of St Paul's which had
stood high on Ludgate Hill since 1087. Before the fire, Christopher Wren had produced a bizarre
scheme for the refurbishment of the old cathedral. After the fire Charles Il invited Wren to design
the replacement cathedral, for no apparently good reason other than Royal Prerogative (which
we all understand so well today)

The famous Great Model, made of solid English oak, shows what Wren hoped and believed
would be his final design for the cathedral. It still includes the original Greek cross plan with the

dome sitting over a much more acceptable classical form. But Wren was forced to moderate this

ke a traditional Latin cross plan. The rejection of

ign and extend the nave to be much more

L/

The outer dome stripped away
revealing the inner dome and the
medieval spire’
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The West front showing the "two-
storey entrance’

'for the first
200 years of
its life, this
Cathedral
was ignored,
despised and
consistently
treated with
disrespect.’
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the Greek cross and the Great Model designs threw Wren back to the drawing board. His next
plan was a most extraordinary design, with a dome and a spire, which attempted to
accommodate all the interested parties: the clergy, the King and even Wren himself. An
unworkable compromise which unfortunately formed the template for the building as finally
completed 35 years later.

Wren was determined that his dome would dominate London's skyline as had the spire of the
old Gothic cathedral. It had to be tall enough to be seen from miles around. But a dome of the
scale and shape of his design clearly would not carry the weight of the lantern on top, so this plan
involved a series of deceptions. On the outside there is the familiar, huge, ballooning dome,
covered in lead and apparently supporting the lantern. But beneath the skin things are not what
they seem. The lead dome is carried on a false timber structure, rather like a stage set, making
the dome pure theatre.

Inside that there is yet another dome which is actually much more like a medieval spire, it is
made out of brickwork and stone lashed together with chains, all to carry 700 tons of the lantern
above. This second inner dome is not even the one you see down below in the cathedral and the
fakery gets worse still.

A spire with a dome on the outside had to be botched on the inside as well. Yet another dome,
equally contrived and equally false, to cover up the structural necessity of the medieval masonry
spire. What an incredible disappointment. Wren's great dome ended up as a lead-clad timber
frame on the outside and visual trickery-pokery on the inside to fool the eye into believing that the
inside was the outside, when the outside was not even the real thing and that was not the end to
the dilemma of the dome

Wren had to reconcile the irreconcilable - a dome over a Latin cross. Of course it did not work
properly - there should have been eight equal arches around the crossing of the nave, the choir
and the north and south transepts. He could not achieve this, so there are fallen arches on
diagonally opposite corners which are uncomfortable to look at and create a geometry and a
Classical language that is unfamiliar. The loads do not come down in the right places and all in all
this crossing is less than it should be.

The West front, the principal public face of the cathedral, is no less disappointing. There
should have been a grand Classical portico and a magnificent pediment, more or less like the
Great Model design. But what do we get? A two-storey entrance that sadly exemplifies Wren's
failure to meet the challenges of thorough Classicism.

The gameisreally given away up on the roof. The walls down either side of the nave are entirely
false. They are there just as a screen, a facade, to hide the real building, which is a medieval
building complete with flying buttresses. Of course many great buildings involve visual trickery
and optical deception for good architectural purposes. Like, for example Bernini's Colonnaded
Grand Piazza in front of St Peter's in Rome. But Wren did not use architectural devices of subtlety
and integrity - he merely dressed up his medieval building in 'Classical drag'. Atleast Wren can
be excused for most of the internal decoration, which is a dreadful mish-mash of insincere
Victorian-rhinestone Ravenna mosaics

It is fascinating to see just how St Paul's has become a symbol of resistance to modern
architecture - and | would argue, the modern world as a whole. For His Royal Highness the
Prince of Wales and his advisers, St Paul's is a Rorke's Drift - a last stand against Modernism. Yet
significantly for the first 200 years of its life, this Cathedral church was ignored, despised and
consistently treated with disrespect. The Victorians cared so little about the building that they
crashed an iron girder bridge across the foot of Ludgate Hill. They thumbed the industrial
revolution's nose at the least respected cathedral in the Queen Empress' realm. Symbolically at
least, the Blitz changed St Paul's reputation.

Around the time of Churchill's funeral in 1965 the symbolism of St Paul's underwent a subtle




change. The post-war hopes of the new Elizabethans had begun to fade and the war-hero
Cathedral had become a pathetic casualty of peace

St Paul's may be a building with which we have grown affectionately familiar but that in itself
does not make it great architecture. As is so often the case, we British in our architectural naivety
confuse sentimental affection with architectural excellence. We can all be justly proud of James

Gibbs' enduring monument, the church of St Martin-in-the-Fields on the corner of Trafalgar

Square, (built at the same time as St Paul's Cathedral), or for that matter, the confident Cla
mannerism of St George's Bloomsbury by Nicholas Hawksmoor, a pupil of Wren

The world stands in awe of the staggering innovation of the Lloyds building by Richard Rogers
the subtle massing of Denys Lasdun's National Theatre, the delicate grace of the Lords' stands
by Michael Hopkins and the ingenuity of the Sainsbury Centre at Norwich by Norman Foster. We
fail to appreciate the strength of our native architectural talent. Yet we rally behind the appalling
architectural hypocrisy of a 1980's vision of Britain rooted simply and worryingly in our back-to-
the-past culture. The school of reactionary 'Little Englandism' has grave implications for our
architectural future

But does all this really matter? Of course it does. A very great deal. Quality architecture of world
stature, has become the international coinage of national self-confidence and identity. President
Mitterrand and the Mayor of Paris, Jacques Chirac, both reinforced the stature of their capital city
but also stands four-square as a symbol of France's commitment to cultural growth and
development. As long as we in Britain pin our flags to the West towers of St Paul's we will become

the leaders of nothing more than the architectural third world

)

Television is architecture's new debating chamber. Television which goes beyond the agonisingly over-
long, self-conscious panning shots of squeaky-clean modern masterpieces (set to the synthesiser
doodling of the Jean-Michel Jarre School) or, on the other hand, the kitchen sink gloom and doom of the

sio-epic, lambasting all Britain's architects for all our post war ills. Row after row of rain-sodden tower

blocks, urban flotsam and 80's street urchins set to the slow movement of one of Schinberg's most
challenging quartets
The architectural television of the 90s will enquire within, explain and debate significantly more than

just the appearance of our built environment. The ever-developing medium of television looks

backwards as well as forwards and prompts our personal recollections of Kennedy, Churchill and the
Royal Wedding. The same knowing eye of the camera is a powerful tool at the service of a new era of
architectural debate and inquisition. A camera that will go behind the two-dimensional Southfork set, into

the credibility gap between Wren's domes and right to the heart of the matter
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MARTINE DE MAESENEER AND DIRK VAN DEN BRANDE

REM KOOLHAAS
Sea Trade Centre at Zeebrugge: A Working Babel

Since March this year we have been acquainted with the
winning entry in the competition to design a terminal for
the port of Zeebrugge in Belgium. From the select group
of invited architects — Aldo Rossi, Fumihiko Maki, Rem
Koolhaas, Bob Van Reeth and Charles Vandehove — the
jury chose Rem Koolhaas as the laureate.

The not inconsiderable size of the project, the near
uniqueness in Belgium of a commission obtained from a
limited competition, and the high quality of the entries
have meant that the competition's progress has been
subject to extensive coverage by the (architectural)
press. Moreover, the laureate, Koolhaas (with his Office
for Metropolitan Architecture or OMA), is tremendously
popular in architectural circles in the Low Countries. The
Sea Trade Centre at Zeebrugge will be his first built work
in Belgium and at the same time the spring-board for a
full-scale European offensive. Thus it is natural that the
project should be subjected to a more thorough scrutiny.

In the text accompanying Koolhaas' plan one quote
stands out in particular, namely that its design shuns the
immediately recognisable and consequently elicits a
chain reaction of associations. Images such as a boulder
washed ashore, a bollard, or a hot-air balloon are
responses as much justified as they are spontaneous.
These maintain, however, a subjective independence,
from the beginning leading a life of their own. Such
images like these are often shots that ricochet off the
curved surface of the design, without penetrating the
deeper stratification of its spherical shape.

Metaphor, for that matter, is often dangerously mis-
leading, as is evident in the image evoked by Aldo Rossi
as support for his own entry to the Zeebrugge competition.
Rossi loses no time in associating the towers of Flanders
with those of Manhattan, as a sign of the rich legacy that
Flanders bequeathed to America. Such a statement is
proof, however, that Rossi has understood nothing of
Koolhaas' now celebrated analysis of the Manhattan
skyscrapers, namely that Delirious New York (Koolhaas'
cult book about the Manhattan skyscrapers, 1978) is the
ultimate reaction to the revival predominant since the 70s
of historicism in architecture - Rossi's monuments, for
instance. A Babylonian confusion of tongues indeed!

The principal issue in this essay concerns basing one's
understanding of Koolhaas' design for the Sea Trade
Centre on a well defined continuity in his oeuvre. What is
at first sight startling, but on closer inspection not so after
all, is that the project can be analysed entirely in terms of
towers — Manhattan towers.

The Needle-Globe Pendulum Movement
In Delirious New York Latting’s Observation Tower — part

of The Great Exhibition in Briants Park (1853) - is typified
as the first skyscraper in the world, if we leave aside the
tower of Babel. Koolhaas' argument rests on the following
comparison. |f Babel is the symbol of chaos, linguistic
confusion and ultimate powerlessness, then Latting's
Observation Tower — trendsetter for an entire generation
of towers conceived solely as a fairground attraction — is
the prototype of the illusion of historicism, of the parody
on towers marked as monuments or data banks.

The archetype with which Koolhaas identifies Latting's
Observation Tower is the needle. Characterised by the
complete inability to house facilities, as a structure
occupying the least space, with no interior and with a
maximum physical impact, the needle proliferated in the
year 1900 in Luna Park (on the legendary Coney Island)
into a total spectacle of exuberant shapes: a dream town
for the amusement of the proletariat.

But the embryonic Observation Tower of Latting forms
only one facet of the bipartite formula introduced at The
Great Exhibition in Briants Park. In those days technology
was an attraction in itself: a steam-lift which Latting's
tower was just able to accommodate (up to a platform
with a panoramic view of the then recently colonised New
York) was only the beginning of a stream of technological
gadgetry, which would all be gathered and subjected to
exhaustive experimentation in one colossal cage, a
Pandora’s box - Crystal Palace.

The expansion of Luna Park with Dreamland brought
with it analogous mechanically operated attractions.
There were simulated earthquakes and cataclysms, and
their heroic suppression. There were gravity-defying
attractions, such as the ‘barrels of love', in which two
drums, one containing women, the other men, and
sharing the same axis but rotating in opposite directions,
would pair off couples haphazardly: the individual became
atomised. These were all atiractions engineered to light-
heartedly prepare the provincial citizen for a cosmopoli-
tan existence.

Koolhaas is quick to stress the superlative essence of
fairground amusement: the voluntary (weekly) exodus
from the half-hearted orthodox urbanisation of New York,
to surrender to the superiority of the artificial over the
natural, is loaded with a heavy social potential.

Moreover, in the fact that each Dreamland attraction
was systematically enclosed, creating the greatest pos-
sible compression and maximum contrast, Koolhaas
sees confirmation of a social stratification manifest in a
second archetype: the globe, which rounds off the foetal
stage of the Manhattan doctrine. Typifying the globe is a
minimum of exterior with an absolute maximum of interior.
According to Samuel Friede, genius and inventor of the
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Latting Observatory, The Great
Exhibition, New York, 1853
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‘globe tower' (in about 1906), the globe has, through a
simple internal layered structure, a seemingly unlimited
capacity to absorb and congest objects, people, icons
and so forth. The act of simply bringing together things
and people is sufficient to allow them, as an innate quality
of the globe, to coexist.

Globe and needle, Koolhaas decided, are two com-
plementary values. They form the positive and negative,
the beginning and the end of Manhattanism. The conse-
quence is a constant pendulum movement: the needle
that endeavours to become a globe, and at times vice
versa, and what in a succession of reincarnations has
crossed over from The Great Exhibition at Briants Park to
the amusement parks of Coney Island and finally, owing
to the tremendous population increase, to Manhattan.

As aresult, the picture that Koolhaas paints of Manhattan
(cf ‘The City of the Captive Globe') is that of an all-in
spectacle of idealist, highly individualistically inspired
delusions of the great (modern) architects who through
their extroverted constructions (needles) are in a state of
constant rivalry. It is in this connection that Koolhaas also
uses the term negative congestion, or congestion of
envy.

The breakthrough, however, is that this very ultimate
inability to communicate with one another, expressed on
the surface by the monotony of the New York street
pattern, contains the greatest potential for switching into
the summit of the globe (a positive congestion turned
inwards). Koolhaas endorses this view: '‘By thinking
feverishly in terms of towers the globe swells and the
internal temperature rises’. Striking in this revelation is
the omnipresence of the second law of thermodynamics:
when a given system has completely used up the
differentiation created by its initial values (in this case
based on orthodox imperatives such as hierarchy, com-
position and harmony ) — or if ‘in a negative sense’ all
interactions have been smoothed out to a state of
maximum uniformity, or, if preferred, to one of maximum
complexity — this then creates in the opposite, positive
sense a theoretical framework which holds that the
probability of a new type of behaviour arising is at its
greatest.

Zeebrugge: a Friedian Globe Tower
With the Zeebrugge design, on the other side of the
Atlantic Ocean, Koolhaas is now a complete oeuvre away
from Delirious New York. Since then there have been
designs for Dublin, Arnhem, The Hague, Paris, Berlin and
elsewhere, during which the needle-globe pendulum
movement has been in considerable evidence, at least it
would seem so from the pregnant shape of the Zeebrugge
terminal (a globe tower — literally a globe above a cone).
Kooclhaas puts it plainly: the Zeebrugge terminal is a
‘working babel'. The image of Latting's observation tower
is far behind us, and at once our hopes for a dense social
stratification are suitably high

It is certain that we need not investigate this stratifica-
tion in a compository or structural sense. The only
compository constants we are able to distinguish in the
Zeebrugge design are the 'scissors' that never cease to
fragment further all substrata (a piece of hotel, a piece of

tower block) and the ‘curve’ which reversely holds
together the totality of fragments. Here a statement by
Koolhaas brings solace: 'a building constitutes a whole
only insofar as all its components are different’. Perpen-
dicular to this Deconstruction formulation stands the
near-continuous recycling, reassessment and accumulation
of a repertoire of images cutting right across Koolhaas'
oeuvre, as diverse as television channels, all linked to the
same transmitter: Delirious New York.

It is from this continuous pattern of values that we are
given insight into the terminal’s social stratification.

Panopticism

Panopticism as a concept derives from the prison world.
It has become an archetype with which - particularly in a
broader social context, from a central position, with only
the apparatus of architecture and geometry, and its
psychological effect — to exercise control over and
enforce discipline in, say, communities of learning or
work. In principle panopticon means a circular prison
(introduced by Jeremy Bentham in the 18th century)
containing cells on different levels, all facing the centre.
In this centre is an observation tower, an eye that sees
and analyses everything. Essential to the smooth functioning
of the prison is that entry to the observation tower is via a
system of underground passages, so that access to and
presence at the observation tower remain fully screened
from the prisoners. Thus it requires only the sporadic and
minimal presence there of warders and yet functions
optimally. Uncertainty as to whether the post is occupied
exerts sufficient psychological pressure in itself to keep
the prisoners in a submissive state. Michel Foucault
views it thus: ‘The prisoner is subjected to a system of
control and hierarchy of which he himself is the bearer'.

When Koolhaas was invited in 1979 to sketch out a
plan for the renovation of the panopticon at Arnhem the
result left little to the imagination. His most decisive
architectural step was to eliminate by intersecting the
central point, the observation tower, with a grid of streets
(in terms of the Manhattan doctrine an empty, anti-
hierarchic principle) which in turn had to promote better
relations with the outside world, among other things by
coupling the grid to public functions such as entertainment,
shopping and visitor facilities. On a more subtle level, it
transpired that by deconstructing the observation post
and inserting the grid Koolhaas had created an architectural
vacuum, exactly at the boundary between the inner area
(the prisoners in the panopticon) and the outside world
(the average citizen). In doing so he had wilfully embroi-
dered on the association with the natal Coney Island (the
incubation zone of Manhattan). The Luna Park and
Dreamland attractions there were themselves developed
on the borderline between two previous functions which
divided the island: a Victorian health resort of 19th-
century decency on one side, and a refuge for fugitives,
criminals and illegal immigrants on the other — an unsta-
ble social situation indeed.

In imitation of the Manhattan laboratory the Arnhem
prison, too, emerged as a high-pressure area in which
the inmates who have become ‘voluntary’ prisoners of the
architecture (as an inherent consequence of the demo-




cratic inversion of the panopticon structure, by eliminat-
ing the tower and introducing the grid) can devote
themselves to intoxicating games.

In the Zeebrugge terminal the hotel guests are the
‘voluntary prisoners’ of the architecture. In the curved
hotel building we can clearly recognise part of the
Arnhem panopticon, though the central observation post
of the prison has here made way for a panoramic screen,
set up for the projection of, as Koolhaas foresees,
architectural images.

The story is thus complete. In Arnhem Koolhaas intro-
duced the grid (eliminating the observation tower), an
extract from Manhattanism which through its uniformity of
layout, its anti-urbanist, anti-hierarchic and anti-historic
structure — in short through its intrinsic emptiness - is,
firstly tailor-made for emasculating the panopticon doctrine
and, secondly, able to act as a perfect medium for the
cultivation of needles. In Zeebrugge Koolhaas introduces
as a spin-off his latest needle: the panoramic projection
screen which through its minimum of interior and maximum
of exterior and physical impact refers in turn to the
embryonic Luna Park, to its subversive social impact,
where the panoramic view of exuberant towers seemed
to have been the superior outlet for inhabitants of the
original, hierarchically condensed New York.

‘Panorama’ is Koolhaas' retort to ‘hierarchy’.

Piranesianism

A separate concept attached to the needle-globe pendulum
movement is ‘circulation’. Here the machine is at the
centre, if only because according to the Manhattan
doctrine the lift (the steam-engine of Latting's Observa-
tion Tower) makes the initial distinction between a state of
general linguistic confusion and inability to communicate
expressed by an all too envious needle-cultivation on the
horizontal plan of the grid, and the towering social
interaction emanating from a vertical stratification under
one single roof: the globe.

Moreover, and this is important, the machine has
already been the pace-maker for the Modern Movement,
when the principal issue was to apply the almighty
(Newtonian) Laws of Motion (along the basis of attempts
to treat integrally the functioning of the machine) to the
field of architecture. The promenade theme, dynamic
modulations based on the Golden Section and the
pinwheel are clear reflections of the tendency towards a
‘dynamic’ plan. An interesting effect is that every social
resonance within (Modern) architecture was preoccu-
pied with the creating of trajectories and relationships: in
short with purely spatial interactions (set out in a horizontal
plan) in which composition, perspective and hierarchy
prevailed as the principal exponents. Surely, the grid
constitutes the ultimate deconstruction of this mechanical
model.

The image of the machine conjured up by the second
law of thermodynamics is essentially different. Whereas
the Newtonian way of thinking focused on systems in
which transformations of movements were the central
issue (eg a windmill), inspiration now came from ma-
chines driven by a heat source (eg the steam-lift of
Latting's Observation Tower). Such a machine presup-

poses an awareness of the loss of motion through friction,
of the machine's imperfection and eventual cessation of
movement, and of the forgetting of initial conditions.
Understanding such a machine (above all in an architectural
context) can be achieved no longer by calculating
relationships and transformations among the elements
involved (as applied to the Newtonian machine), but only
through parameters such as pressure, temperature and
boundary conditions.

Of all machines the steam-lift is probably the perfect
prototype of the thermodynamic model. The property of
working against gravity — breaking free of the horizontal
plan — can immediately be interpreted as a deviation from
the Newtonian ideal, as a sign of instability in the
‘machine’. Yet this very imperfection opens up a totally
new view of the world: that of non-linear systems (for
which we may propose as a norm the needle-globe
pendulum movement).

In recognising the imperfection of the machine, life,
death and therefore also the concept of duration make
their entrance into architecture, while the former Classical
to Modern streams relied on a purely spatial continuum
only.

Circulation in such pendulum systems — where pres-
sure, temperature and consequently duration play a
major part — is expressed in architecture only with
difficulty. It is therefore feasible that the lift (in its role of
unstable machine) is not truly the deus ex machina which
with a press of the button activates the social stratification
inside the globe, but merely prefaces a more complex
structure, this being 'Piranesian space’. Piranesian space
is in the first place a mental structure based on the
premise that in non-linear systems the problem of circu-
lation has absolutely no need of an explicit solution. Put
another way, what is both genial and fatal about pendu-
lum systems is that such formulations of problems can
always be solved indirectly: the globe will only begin to
expand and the internal pressure and temperature (typi-
cally thermodynamic references) to rise when we feverishly
think in terms of towers. By way of analogy, it therefore
suffices to keep deconstructing traditional circulation into
the emptinesss of the grid and the instability of the lift
(itself a needle — the globe itself remaining for the time
being a metaphysical concept in which communication
and circulation stay undefined and the potential of a new
society remains safeguarded). It is Piranesian space
which accumulates all these so-called non- or post-
architectural qualities. By avoiding single-level intersec-
tions, hierarchic relationships are further dismantled
while the panorama widens, in other words psychological
barriers (interfaces) are minimised, and visual contact
maximised.

The tangential status which circulation thus achieves -
associated as it is with Piranesian space - is that of a
calalytic system (in contrast to the control system with
which orthodox relational circulation remains linked). In
this system, by thermodynamic definition, a catalyst
should be understood as a medium: a necessary additional
value which takes part in the congestion and which,
subject to the parameters of pressure and temperature,
activates the needle-globe pendulum movement without
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itself being consumed in the process.

Koolhaas first experimented with Piranesian space in
the design for an international business centre at Lille in
France (1989), a design directly preceding the Zeebrugge
terminal. In Lille Piranesian space is identified with a
spiral construction in conjunction with several escalators,
which according to Koolhaas must ensure vertical cohe-
sion between all types of traffic present on the site.

This same spiral construction can be found in the
Zeebrugge terminal, analogously described as a machine
for sorting incoming and outgoing pedestrians, cars and
heavy traffic, the major gain being that all movement
takes place without the need for intersections.

The Guggenheim Inclination

An improvement on the Lille spiral is the cone shape of its
Zeebrugge counterpart. This generates a series of images,
in the first place that of an inverted, upturned Tower of
Babel (after Brueghel's painting). It is a sign that Piranesian
space aspires to the role of a working Babel. On a more
suggestive level the conical spiral also reminds us of the
Guggenheim Museum in New York. This museum, as it
happens, can be found along with Pompeii, the Manhat-
tan Grid, Broadacre City (Frank Lloyd Wright), Central
Park and others on Koolhaas' list of ‘empty structures’.
This ‘emptiness’ is expressed best if we divide the
Guggenheim into horizontal segments. If we look from
each segment across the central void to the ramp
opposite, we are faced with a fan-shaped panorama that
mathematically counterbalances the natural reduction of
our visual faculties with distance. The psychological
effect arising in such non-perspective circumstances we
call ‘foreshortening’, meaning more or less that visual
depth — in absentia - leads to spiritual depth. Frank Lloyd
Wright introduced this effect to allow each art work to be
contemplated as a feature in itself, rather than in ‘relation’
to other art works as is the case with traditional, rational
Renaissance inspired art galleries. In Wright's foreshort-
ening concept we can recognise a clear parallel with
Koolhaas' pendulum models. Both are aimed at
deconstructing existing hierarchic systems (perspective
in the case of Guggenheim) in order to catalyse in the
emptiness thus created a heightened psychological or
social activity.

Koolhaas' theory of congestion conseguently operates
at least on a level where needles repeatedly and with
increasing frequency attract other needles. Striking in
this respect is the inevitability with which ‘foreshortening’
has found its way into Koolhaas' vocabulary, even though
it is an idea introduced in the spiral configuration by
Wright. Striking too is the combination of circumstances
that preceded this condensation. The Guggenheim is
situated in New York, the arena of Koolhaas’ Delirious New
York. The Guggenheim spiral was originally conceived
by Wright as a multi-storey car park (for Pittsburgh), while
Koolhaas by coincidence adopts the same construction
for a car park serving the Zeebrugge terminal.

Such ideas typify the transcendent essence of congestion,
namely a lumping together of reactionary images (needles),
without concrete relations being forged to this end in the
space-time continuum.

Two thermodynamic outlooks suggest themselves. The
first is a theoretical model in which the ‘great emptiness’
is held to be attractor state, in accordance with the idea
that each system (left to itself and no matter what its
basic premise) will inevitably reach a state of maximum
uniformity (also termed maximum complexity or maximum
equilibrium), and which creates the theoretical framework
for the ever-increasing probability that a new type of
behaviour will arise. The condensing of empty structures
is quickly grasped in this consensus of attraction. For that
matter the probability principle is only feasible within
large-scale systems with many participating elements. In
reality, however, unlike the theoretical model, the chance
that a new architectural language will arise (let alone a
new type of behaviour) is extremely specific, and would
takes place far removed from a state of maximum
uniformity, or maximum emptiness — the latter wherein the
prospect of a spontaneously amplifying structure (and
the necessary minimum of cohesion this requires) is lost
for good.

In reality therefore innovation demands a situation
exhibiting both utterly unstable and utterly improbable
behaviour (in contrast to the theoretical probability prin-
ciple), but for this very reason is sensitive in the extreme
to the influence of pressure, boundary conditions, catalysts
and suchlike.

A situation like this is best comparable in the Manhat-
tan doctrine with the seeming improbability and sponta-
neity of towers that call forth towers. Separate from the
theoretical framework advocated by the Manhattan doc-
trine and closer to reality, this spontaneous influx — the
autocatalysis of (subversive) images in a holistic, vision-
ary atmosphere (holism is a concept which is fully
contained by thermodynamic processes found in ‘far-
from-emptiness-conditions') — forms the true creative
impulse; the effectively working Babel, and the summit of
Manhattanitis. The story that follows about the floating
swimming pool agrees with this hypothesis — the swimming
pool also marks the final couplet of our analysis of the
Sea Trade Centre.

The Story of the Swimming Pool
Koolhaas relates:
The floating swimming pool was designed in the
Moscow of the 20s. Which student was responsi-
ble is not known, nor does it matter. The idea was
just in the air as the climax of a (Constructivist)
period in which other students came up with flying
cities and artificial planets. The floating swimming
pool formed the first modest step in a radical
programme that had to make the world a better
place. Through its absence of volume and its
transparency the floating swimming pool bore
every resemblance to the needle: a Manhattan
skyscraper designed in Moscow and which would
inevitably reach its logical destination, ‘New York'’
— and how! The construction and launching of a
prototype immediately brought to light the fact that
when the swimmers/architects began swimming
in formation, the swimming pool itself began mov-
ing slowly but surely in the opposite direction. By




swimming in the direction of the Stalinist Kremlin,
bastion of centralised power, the pool slid furtively
in the opposite direction — on towards the freedom
of Manhattan
Again, the story constitutes an allusion to the concept of
‘emptiness’ (the needle), with a subversive social poten-
tial (the globe), and to the totality of ambivalent attrac-
tions once united on Coney Island. But above all Koolhaas
alludes in this swimming pool saga to a part-critical, part-
visionary combination of circumstances. Between the
lines the story goes that the arrival of the swimming pool
in New York (in the year 1976, at the very moment when
Rem Koolhaas himself alighted in that city, and in a
sudden influx of hysteria and instability - related to the
act of mooring) would inflate anew the Manhattan doc-
trine: through reincarnation in the book Delirious New York.
In Zeebrugge the swimming pool is once more present,

as a reinterpretation, however, of the original floating
example. We come across it on the roof of the administra-
tive tower (thus the needle has rightfully doubled). He
who looks closer will recognise in the interface of the
tower with the south-western (landward-facing) outer
wall, the blades of a water wheel. In the opposite
direction the water wheel is aimed straight at New York
The suggestion is therefore clear that the swimmers/
architects (now with Rem Koolhaas at the helm) have by
analogy set the wheel in motion, this time by swimming in
formation towards New York, by which they, moving in
the opposite direction, have once more made the great
crossing to reach the Old World on the eve of European
unification. With the construction of the Sea Trade Centre
at Zeebrugge as the first in a series of great international
realisations by OMA (Paris, Frankfurt, etc) the Manhattan
doctrine seems to have arrived in the nick of time.

OMA, The Panopticon, Arnhem,
1979-80
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QUINLAN TERRY

ARCHITECTURE AND THEOLOGY

My subject is architecture and theology or —if you like — art
and faith.

| thought that it would be a simple matter to talk on these
subjects. | now see that this not the case. Any fool can talk
about architecture or religion; but this fool will try to talk
about where they touch each other

| have read the two great authorities on this subject from
the last century: Pugin, who designed the Houses of
Parliament, and Ruskin, the celebrated artist and writer;
both of whom started their lives as devout Christians, and
ended their days . . . in a mental asylum. Perhaps this is a
warning to tread carefully and not expect too much fromart.

It might help if we think of these two subjects: art, music,
architecture — all the fine arts on the one hand; and
theology and Christian doctrine on the other; as like two
great rivers springing from different sources, meandering
through similar territory, sometimes flowing along the
same course, sometimes flowing in opposite directions,
and then running out to different seas. As we travel this
course, | hope the subject will become a little clearer.

| have divided the subject into four chronological
periods: firstly, we shall look at the relevance of architec-
ture to religion in the Old Testament; secondly, we shall
look atthe relevance - and the irrelevance - of architecture
to religion in New Testament times; thirdly, | will make a
potted history of the way these two themes recur from New
Testament times to the beginning of this century; finally, |
shall attempt to understand the situation today.

Let us start with the Old Testament pattern when the fine
arts formed an integral part of worship.

The plan of the Tabernacle in the Wilderness is recorded
in great detail in the Book of Exodus. You will remember
that when Moses went up Mount Sinai and received the
commandments, he also received a specification of the
Tabernacle, complete with its dimensions, its division into
outer court, the holy place and the holy of holies. He was
also given precise information about the furniture, the
priesthood and their vestments, even a recipe for the
incense to be used in their services; details about sacrifice
and a calendar of special days for feasts throughout the
year.

Ifyoutry to reconstruct this building from the dimensions
given, you will be able to draw a similar plan, but you will
not be able to reconstruct the appearance accurately
I like to think that in this Tabernacle were the original and
primitive form of the three Classical orders — what we now
call Doric, lonic and Corinthian. It would seem appropriate
that a simple Doric order was used for the outer court: the
lonic for the five pillars at the front of the Tabernacle — lonic
with its curved volutes like rams' horns to symbolise

sacrifice; and Corinthian for the columns overlaid with
gold, which divide the holy place from the holy of holies

Let us think for a moment on the importance of this small
but highly ornate ancient building. It was initiated and
commissioned by God. The design and construction were
entrusted to Moses; but the art work was carried out by two
of the greatest artists the world has ever known, whose
names are given as Bezaleel and Aholiab. These two men
must have been a sort of Raphael and Michelangelo to the
ancientworld. And it is significant that the first reference to
a man being filled with the Spirit of God, is to these two
artists: ‘God has filled them with the Spirit of God in
wisdom, in understanding, in knowledge, and in all
manner of workmanship; to devise curious works, to work
in gold and in silver and in brass and in the cutting of
stones, to set them, and in carving of wood, to make all
manner of cunning work. ' (Exodus 35/31-33)

This verse is terribly important. It says that artistic ability
is a gift of the Holy spirit — a creative gift given by God the
Creator.

An artist cannot produce beauty apart from nature; he
must take his inspiration from the natural world. We can
see something of God in his works: the trees, the animals,
the sea, the dry land. We acknowledge his majesty, his
power, and that he is the supreme architect. Unless we
have some degree of humility and reverence for the
Creator, we cannot produce creative work which is easy
on the human eye. These two artists of the Tabernacle had
these gifts in abundance.

At that time this architecture was the visual image of
worship. They were inseparable. The two rivulets were
running along the same course.

If we move forward 500 years to the Temple of Solomon
in Jerusalem we see the same plan, but a much larger
building in stone. Anidealised version taken from Ezekiel's
prophecy should give some idea of its scale and design. It
was the envy of the ancient world and copied by the
surrounding nations. It was destroyed and rebuilt again
and again. Itwas so firmly fixed in the mind of the Jews that
the condition of their Temple mirrored the state of the
nation, that when the Temple was destroyed, the people
felt all hope had gone; and when the Temple was rebuilt
the nation was revised. It was inconceivable to them that
God could speak to his people outside the framework of
this building - this architecture. The rivulets of faith and art
were stillindissolubly connected, but the river is now wider
and deeper

But before we leave this Old Testament history, we must
briefly look at a few islands that began to appear in this
wide river. Islands of protest and dissent against the force
of the current. Chief among these was King Solomon




himself. Even atthe dedication of the Temple, he says: ‘But
will God indeed dwell on the earth? Behold, the heaven
and heaven of heaven cannot contain thee; how much less
this house that | have builded.’ (1 Kings 8/27)

In those early days, even Solomon realised that there
was much that was imperfect about the most magnificent
building and this must have encouraged him to think that
there would be, one day, a clearer and better way.

Another island of protest was the prophets, who spoke
up when they saw the moral state of those who were most
zealous for this architecturally-orientated worship. For all
its art and architecture and music, for all its priesthood and
liturgy and sacrifices, these visual aids could not satisfy
the conscience or answer the deeper longings of an
enlightened soul

We now come to my second point, New Testament times:
where the truths that lay concealed in the Old Testament
were revealed in the New, where, it seems, the two rivers
divide and run in opposite directions.

It is hard for us, brought up in a Christian culture, nearly
2000 years after the event, to realise the extent of the
change: the mental readjustment required by the work and
words of this carpenter of Nazareth. The things he said
were so completely against the spirit of the times because
he took materialism out of temple religion, and replaced it
with metaphor. Until he came, the whole concept of
worship was neatly confined to particular people. All this
he seemed to turn upside down, when he said those
memorable words: 'l will destroy this Temple, and build it
again in three days'

Such was the devotion of the priests to the temple, that
this statement was quoted at his trial and accepted as
sufficient evidence to have him condemned to death.
Could we argue, | wonder, that the misguided love of
architecture was the justification for the crucifixion?
Certainly it shows how close architecture and worship can
become and how dangerous it can be

It was left to the Apostles to reveal the full extent of this
destruction and rebuilding; to reform in the mind an image
of the temple from worship surrounded by the dead stones
of a physical building; to worship in spirit and truth

surrounded by the living stones of like-minded people.
This metaphor was repeated again and again by the
Apostles, and | give but two examples: ‘Know ye not that ye
are the Temple of Godand that the Spirit of God dwelleth in
you. If a man defile the Temple of God, him shall God de-
stroy; for the Temple of God is holy, which Temple ye are’
(1 Cor 3/16). This word Temple repeated no less than four
times in this one verse is used each time as metaphor.

The Apostle Peter also has a long section about temple
building when he says: 'Ye also as lively stones are built up
a Spiritual House, a Holy Priesthood, to offer up Spiritual
sacrifices, acceptable to God by Jesus Christ' (1 Peter 2/
5). Peter is not thinking of rebuilding the temple in
Jerusalem made of thousands of dead stones but of re-
erecting a temple made of thousands of believers.

Time would fail us if we were to start on the Letter to the
Hebrews which explains in unanswerable terms how all
the old temple worship was a type of Christ; as the great
archetype has come, all the shadows must fade away.

Anyone who seriously and without prejudice studies
these apostolic letters, will come to the conclusion that
physical buildings played no part in the New Testament
Church.

We have further evidence from our knowledge of
language. The Greek word used in the New Testament for
‘Church’ is €ékkAnota, from which we have our word
‘ecclesiastic’. It comes from two words € k meaning ‘out of'
and ekdAnoa meaning ‘called’. It therefore describes a
gathering of ‘called out’ people. The word is use 109 times
in the New Testament, but never does it refer to a physical
building.

Also, the word 'edify’ comes from the Latin ‘aedificare’,
meaning 'to build'. Itis used 20 times in the New Testament
and always means building up in knowledge, not building
a structure. Our rivers are now running in opposite
directions.

You might well ask at this point, ‘Has the art of
architecture ceased now it has lost its spiritual meaning?'
Not at all! The gospel was now spreading without the shell
of architecture; and similarly, temple architecture was
spreading to all types of building — markets, sports stadia,
government buildings, private houses, without the strait-
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A primitive enclosure of canvas
stretched on ropes supported between
posts driven into the ground and held
upright by guy ropes

The enclosure formalised by the
inspired artist in the Court of the
Tabernacle. The hangings are sup-
ported from hooks on rails supported
from silver capitals with hooks and
fillets on columns of acacia wood set in
brass bases

The colonnade around the Temple
Court. A stone colonnade supporting
cedar wood architrave under the beanis
bracing principal rafters. plates.
common rafters and tilting fillet
supporting a tile roof
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A green branch of a palm tree cut off
and driven into the ground to act as a
post for a canvas enclosure. It will
sprout leaves which press up and curl
under the square top forming volutes

The inspired artists formalise the
natural shape into rams' horns made in
acacia wood overlaid with gold and
placed at the door of the Tabernacle.
These remind the worshippers of the
nature of sacrifice

The same forms adapted with many
variations by Solomon at the entrance
to the Temple in Jerusalem and
constructed in stone
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jacket of religion. To the Christian all secular work is holy;
all service to man is service to Christ; and all buildings
should honour the Lord.

The earth is the Lord's and the fullness thereof.

We now come to the third section, dealing with the history
up to the beginning of this century, in which we see a
recurrence of Old and New Testament attitudes: between
worship centred on a building, and worship where the
building has no significance.

Inthe age of the Church's greatest growth, up to the time
of Constantine, b330, there were no official church build-
ings at all. Thereafter, with toleration, buildings were
erected called churches, for the preaching of the Word
and administration of the Sacraments. Some were little
more than sheds to keep out wind and weather; some were
converted pagan temples with second-hand columns
from other buildings - the Early Christian and Byzantine
epoch. But in time this simple worship, requiring a high
degree of knowledge and understanding, gave way to
more tangible and visible forms, and buildings became
gradually more complicated as the gospel became less
clear.

By an1500, all over Christendom there were large and
impressive religious buildings erected on the Old Testa-
ment pattern that were almost identical in function to the
temple. There were the daily sacrifices at the altar; the
priesthood in all its hierarchy complete with vestments,
incense, choirs, music, art and Holy days. The rivers were
running together again. But whereas in Old Testament
times this type of worship had divine sanction, now, with
the coming of Christ, it had none. It was therefore re-cre-
ating a temple which Christ had destroyed; reintroducing
a priesthood and a sacrifice that Christ had superseded,
all as if Christ had not yet come.

This went on until the Reformation when the New
Testament was rediscovered. But the architecture was
slow to change because it was easy to convert these
buildings to a simple service; although later the preaching
box plan of the Wren churches evolved a very different
type of architecture to the Middle Ages.

But after the Reformation came the Counter Reformation

in Europe and in England the 19th-century Oxford Move-
ment pulled architecture back to the Old Testament form.

All this is clearly demonstrated by Dedham Parish
Church (the venue for this lecture). Almost certainly there
would have been a simple brick or wooden church on this
spot before 1492 (Wycliffe and his Lollards were active up
and down the country and in East Anglia). But with the
power of the medieval church and the riches of the wool
merchants it must have been decided to erect this
impressive stone building with nave, aisles and chancel; it
would have had a rood-screen across the chancel steps to
separate the laity from the priests who would be up at the
east end near a stone altar. In the roof structure were
corbels carved with angels' heads, and you may have
noticed, on the large entrance door, the intricately carved
panels with saints in niches. The image of God was no
longer engraved in the hearts of the faithful meditating
upon the Bible, but carved in wood and stone for an easier,
less cerebral, but highly visual adoration.

During the Puritan era the stone altar was replaced with
a wooden table; the Ten Commandments, Lord's Prayer
and Apostles' Creed were clearly painted at the east end
A wooden pulpit was placed in the middle surrounded by
box pews. There was clear glass in the windows and any
human form which could cause idolatry was removed
Thus the English Parish Church was brought to its familiar
17th-century form

It is important to add that although the Puritans cleared
the building of these things, they did not destroy it, or move
the congregation to a shed. This building was part of their
culture; it reminded them of the divine attributes of order
and privilege and raised their spirits as only art can do. So
long as the building was not regarded as a means of grace
it was harmless to their souls.

But history moved on, and in the last century, ‘the saints
that went out of the door at the Reformation came in at the
windows'. Numerous images in stained glass, the concept
of the altar replaced, the Ten Commandments covered by
damask curtains and surrounded by a stone reredos with
more images of angels, a choir vestry added in high Gothic
design. The visual effect of Cranmers' simple Anglican
service was cathedralised for a surpliced choir to process
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behind a brass cross. No wonder the thinking world is
confused by what it sees.

I shall end this talk with some thought on this 20th-century
position. It seems that our river is nearing the end of its
course and has become a wide delta of confusion.

| believe we are now involved in the final crisis that
confronts the world and which is leaving a devastating
effect on our minds and hearts.

Throughout the long history we have been surveying, up
to 100 years ago, everything carried on more or less as it
had since the creation. The horse pulled the cart and
ploughed the field; the wind filled the sails of the boats that
transported our goods, there was a modestuse of the earth's
resources and all waste was naturally recycled. Whether
he liked it or not mankind hadto live close to his maker.

But now everythinghas changed. We are the victims of a
voracious technology, ruthlessly consuming the resources
of the earth. As we watch this opening of Pandora's box
which no-one can close we begin to see that for all these
benefits, these things will bring about huge collective
disasters; and as we watch the march of progress we
observe the gentler and rarer species of animal and plant
crushed to extinction beneath its feet.

But the gentlest and rarest species, it seems to me, are
the creative gift of art and the fear of the Creator, both of
which, speaking generally, have disappeared. ‘The fear of
the Lord is the beginning of wisdom'; we have lost this fear,
and so we have become foolish

| do not know how to explain this phenomenon, except
by relating this lack of creative gift to the Creator. We no-
ticed earlier in the building of the Tabernacle that when
mankind rejects the belief in the Creator, then this creative
ability disappears. | would suggest that never before in the
history of the world has man been able to reject God so
completely and successfully

Even the Ancient Roman at his most evil had a fear of
God which we have discarded. He realised that his life
depended on the one who gives rain and sunshine. If there
was famine he prayed to Ceres, the god of Corn; if he was
sick he brought libations to Aesculapius, the God of
healing; when they were childless they prayed to the God

of fertility; and they acknowledged their dependence on
the goddess Fortuna for good luck. But the pride of
technological man has no limits, and is infinitely greater
than his Roman counterpart.

Whereas the heathen feared the Creator and bowed
down to wood and stone, modern man fears no god and
has no hope beyond technology. Ancient man harnessed
nature and expressed this in his art; modern man, finds
himself, tragically, opposed to nature and has expressed
this defiance in his art, and thus the creative-artistic gift
must disappear.

| will show you how this happened in architecture. In the
past, we were confined to the disciplines of natural
materials - brick, stone, timber, slate and stucco. Dedham,
as a village, is a good example of this. The height was
controlled by our ability to climb stairs and the depth was
controlled by natural light and air. In our cities, the same
disciplines applied. But now steel, glass, concrete and
plastics, electric lifts, artificial light and air, have given us
an unbridled and unlimited freedom which we are able to
control. In fact, cheap, temporary construction and maxi-
mum profit have become our gods. In the 18th century
Canaletto painted a view of the city of London from
Somerset House; it was a beautiful city with St Paul's
dominating the skyline. Today the same view shows St
Paul's dwarfed by the new Temples of Mammon: the
Banks, who live off usury; and the insurance companies
who fix their stakes on our misfortunes. In the old days
people's approach to building was like that of the Radcliffe
Camera in Oxford; notable for its proportion, its use of the
Classical orders, its natural materials, its scale, its har-
mony, and how it fits in with its surroundings. Today our
approach to building is more like that of the buildings
around St Paul's. They display no natural materials, no
sense of proportion, no harmony or grace. They cannot be
compared with the buildings of our forefathers. The ability
to design and build beautiful buildings, generally speak-
ing, has ceased.

In the old days artists could paint like Andrea Mantegna
whose work was notable for its form, anatomy, colour,
perspective and composition. Such art lifts the soul and
makes us feel good.

A green palm branch with a lower rope
that allows another layer of leaves to
sprout and curl under the square top

The inspired artists formalise the
natural shapes in gold and place them
either side of the entrance to the Holy
of Holies in the Tabernacle where they
support the veil

Solomon refines and overrides rhis
capital in The Temple. It has a belly
and basketwork as described in | Kings
VIl 16-20. There are also festoons
hanging from the rosettes in the abaci
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Today we paint like Sir Francis Bacon with neither
beauty, anatomy, perspective nor grace - all is an insult to
the human form —or more like Mark Rothko whose pictures
are just harsh, brutal and ugly. It is the expression of an
age without a soul. It cannot compare with the work of our
forefathers. The ability to paint, speaking generally, has
ceased. An image of Yves Klein's, perhaps, is the final
statement of nihilism, a blue rectangle selling for a vast
sum -£57,000. But who is taken in by these emperor's new
clothes? Perhaps not insignificant country people, like
myself, but go to the big cities, talk to the ones who run the
galleries, the institutions, the academies, the schools and
the media, and you will discover that this is regarded as
great art, and not for what it is: the expression of an age
which is morally and spiritually bankrupt — a world that
knows not what to do, nor where to turn.

So is our position today without hope? Are we of all men
the most miserable? By no means! As in theology, so in
architecture, there is always a remnant whose sights are
fixed on another world. And as we toil below through this
short uncertain earthly life, we can at least attempt to re-
create something of his creation. The opportunities are
few, butthey are at least possible, and here | acknowledge
that | owe this good fortune to my clients, whose courage in
commissioning and financing these schemes has kept the
lamp of traditional architecture flickering. It may be private
houses for families of means, who regard their home as the
centre of an orderly world. And here again, as in theology,
so in architecture, there is nothing new worth having. As
Solomon said 'the thing that hath been is that which shall
be, and that which is done is that which shall be done and
there is no new thing (worth having) under the sun. Is there
anything whereof it may be said “See this new?” It hath

Fyeh il

already been before us in old times' (Ecc 1/9). Another
opportunity may only be a new organ case inanold church
where the vicar wants the craftsman’s art to correspond to
music’'s measure.

It may be a Cambridge college which is committed to
Classicism since its foundation and sees no good reason
to change course in spite of all the ridicule it receives from
the media. And here again, as in theology so in architec-
ture one has to put up with all the ridicule and scorn that are
heaped upon us by the high priests of the establishment. It
may be a major project on the banks of the Thames where
the developer believes, as in theology, so in architecture,
that traditional building is right for yesterday, today and
forever. Butitmay be a tiny commission, just an overmantel
to a fireplace, or a garden temple, or a memorial scarcely
two feet square

But each can give an opportunity for the working man to
practise the skill he was born to use; to create with his
hands the thing that is good whether he works in stone
carving the profiles of a cornice, or casting a Doric capital
froma mould, or working in iron forming scrolls or twisting a
wrought iron bar, or carving in wood the time honoured
Corinthian capital, all these raise a man to the exalted level
of the creative artist; the craftsman, of whom Kipling wrote:
Who lest all thought of Eden fade
Bring'st Eden to the Craftsmen's brain
Godlike to muse o'er his own trade
And manlike to stand with God again.

This article is based on a lecture given at the Dedham
Ecclesiastical Lectureship Trust.

Ezekiel's Temple
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CHRISTOPHER MARTIN
MEDIATED INNOVATIONS

American television is not famous for its coverage of the arts. Nonetheless there is, embedded in the schedules of
public service television, more going on than it sometimes gets credit for. There is a not dishonourable tradition of
portraits of modern architects — mostly made by New York producer Michael Blackwood - which have painstakingly
documented the work of such architects as Frank Gehry, Robert Venturi and Denise Scott Brown, Michael Graves and
Robert Stern. These films are sometimes bought for British television and, somewhat grudgingly, shown on one of the
arts slots. The lack of enthusiasm with which they are transmitted is because they are thought to be worthy but dull.
Blackwood gets the big names but the films plod a bit.

British television has anyway rather gone off the profile. Artists who have kept themselves to themselves over the
years and have thus acquired rarity value may be honoured by an invitation to the full treatment but both Channel 4
and the BBC look for what they regard as more exciting formats.

Channel 4 in particular has been so anxious to break the bonds of expectancy that its arts programming swirls in
and out of recognisability as being concerned with the arts at all. The price of failure in this respect is marginalisation
- programmes being seen as of interest or no concern to anyone least of all that constituency which like art and likes
to see programmes about it. The rewards for those responsible for planning and scheduling a programme like the one
that featured an ‘obituary’ of Spike Milligan are a certain amount of morbid press attention and the satisfaction of
having cocked a snook at bourgeois expectations of what programmes about the arts should be like.

In fact the whole idea of a shockable, middle-brow audience out there is almost poignantly out of date nowadays.
Such members of the British public as remain who feel offended or disturbed by horrid sights, four letter words or
vulgar presentation are — unless they have enlisted in the army of Mary Whitehouse — unlikely to be watching the
programme anyway or will be sufficiently wise about the ways of the media, to know their letters of anguish and protest
are exactly what the programme makers most hope for. The cries of indignation are proof of the producer’s vitality, the
letters to the press (and these are what the producer and director are really praying for) are evidence of the
programme being ‘controversial’, 'news worthy', an ‘event’, not just a boring show setting out to be entertaining or
interesting or generally informative. ‘Interesting’ is one of the great put down words in television. If the purpose of art
is to shock, destabilise, and - in a favourite word at the moment - ‘subvert’, so too must be television programmes
about it.

For some years there have been very few programmes on any channel which have dealt with what might be called
the ‘traditional’ arts and none about the crafts. The crafts have become ensnared in their image of thatched-cottagey
folk art, an element in the dreadfully - to the media — unfashionable world of ‘heritage’ and conservation. To say that
these subjects are unfashionable is to underestimate the deep disdain in which they are held by most television
professionals. Art, and architecture so they believe, should be ‘progressive’. In television, if nowhere else, the idea of
an ‘avant-garde’ out there in front, challenging, changing things, ‘subverting’, still holds firm.

True, there has been some recognition in recent months that whole areas of the arts — those areas indeed which
most people like best and instinctively believe to be important - have been actively banished from the schedules for
about eight years. But if TV condescends to make a film about, say, Mantegna now it is unlikely that Mantegna will
emerge from the experience unscathed. The item will be shot in a mannered and self-regarding way. Emphasis will be

laid on 'style’ — and will mobilise such a multiplicity of views and opinions about the artist that the viewer is unlikely to




be able to remember a single point made by the frenzied legion of experts whose 30 second apergus constituted whatever
argument or narrative the film may have had. Similarly a recent film about London enlisted on oddly assorted équipe
of commentators and pundits rather than follow an argument or give time for a single point of view to develop. Single
points of view are, one must assume, deeply unfashionable too because few of them now are allowed on television.
The reason for this is that they are thought to be authoritarian and undemocratic. Besides, the film-maker can have
much more fun playing various points of view off against each other rather than collaborating with — and being thus
obliged to bend his film-making talents to — another, possibly weightier author than himself. No director can read
without pain the words 'X's film about Y’ when he or she knows very well that it was his or her film and that X, the front
man, was bone idle and didn't even write his own commentary. Modest anonymity is no way to acquiring the
reputation of being the Ken Russell of the 90s and — more pressing — contracts may not be renewed for those whose
lustre is seen to be shining only fitfully.

Television has never been a place for strong, silent men.

For television, contemporary art is ‘'modern’ art — art smiled upon by the Arts Council, endorsed by the Tate Gallery,
traded in by West End dealers, and written about by the critics. It is within the area defined by what is in fact quite a
small area of taste that such ‘discourse’ as there is about art in this country is conducted. Any other kind of art,
however popular, is treated as if it simply didn't exist. It is very rarely actually attacked because its very presence is
unacknowledged. To acknowledge it would be to confer on it a faint echo, but an echo nonetheless, of Russia in the
30s when disagreeable elements in the culture were mentally eradicated from the picture so that the final victory of
what was officially approved could be guaranteed.

The sterility and impenetrability of so much approved, modern art has presented something of a problem to the
media. If ‘acceptable’ art is so unyielding and unpromising it is scarcely surprising that art has become less and less
a subject in itself and more and more regarded as a kind of metaphor for something else - something to be used -
something of social, political and psychological significance if not much else. And from art as a branch of social
studies it is but a short step for subjects which had hitherto been seen as the footnotes to art being promoted above
art because they provide the means with which to delve even more clearly and entertainingly into the national
psychology.

Producer Nicholas Barker scored a hit a year or so ago with his series ‘Washes Whiter’, a history of television
advertising. The films were not interested at all in the products — whether they were any good or whether indeed the
campaigns, so nostalgically disinterred, succeeded. What the commercials showed was what in the 50s and 60s, we
had thought about women, men, homes, mothers, etc . . . 'Signs of the Times', Nicholas Barker's latest series,
scrutinised with a mordant eye the anguish and the conflicts engendered within the home by such things as the
choice of chairs or of sitting-room curtains. It was horribly entertaining. But it arrived on the screen after a belated —
but by no means unimportant — debate broke out about how such programmes were taking the place of proper ‘arts’
programmes in the schedules.

It was easier, it was pointed out by Patrick Wright in The Guardian, to find a programme about Coke bottles or
training shoes on television than one about, say, Keats. Certainly Keats was thought to have been eclipsed in
television's pantheon by the likes of Bob Dylan. So much so that the new Head of Music and Arts at the BBC, Michael
Jackson — at first sight an unlikely wearer of the mantle of Matthew Arnold — felt moved to pronounce fearlessly that
Keats was more important than Dylan. This unexpected 'fiat’ for Keats ran like wildfire through the world of television
arts programme makers. What did it mean? It was examined like a Papal Bull not only for what it said but what,
between the lines, it may have meant.

Was the BBC's Arts Department embarking on the greatest U-turn since John Berger's ‘Ways of Seeing’ followed
Lord Clarke's ‘Civilisation'?

Patrick Wright's original Guardian article provoked letters and follow-up articles which indicated that there were a

number of viewers who had watched with irritation at what they saw as the standard late evening talk and
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condescending manner of ‘The Late Show'. The programme, much praised within the corporation, had, it seemed,
been almost more than some Guardian readers could bear. Not least it was too metropolitan — if it wasn't about
London it was about New York and it certainly never took an away-day ticket to cover what was going on in
Manchester or Sheffield. It is true that striving to make what used to be called ‘broadly-based’ programmes having
roots in general, public affection has not, for a long time, been a top priority of arts producers. The traditional
constituency for such programmes has been ignored or insulted by the tone of voice adopted by producers anxious
lest any ‘bourgeoisie’ out there derive any scrap of comfort, solace, reassurance from anything on the show.

This puts them in good odour with the energetic coterie of writers who patrol the media — many of whom seem to
have derived their philosophy of life from Time Out when students in the 70s and base their moral vision from a
knowing, world-weary nihilism.

For them, arts programmes are a kind of moral and political battleground and for them, Channel 4 isn’t winning.
BBC2 is. /tis ‘innovative', a word much favoured by the coterie. According to media mythology, ‘innovation' was one
of the principle elements in Channel 4's heroic birth and early life. Now, despite the frenzied attempts of
Commissioning Editor of the Arts to be so, he is thought to have failed in the fight to be innovative.

The minorities for whom all the alternative, ‘innovative’ programming are designed, are not of course those
minorities who are interested in the crafts, ‘heritage', conservation, etc. The minorities have come to be the
practitioners rather than the audience. There is an anxious multitude of independent producers anxious to get their
stuff on the air and who vie with each other in political correctness and right-on artistic and cultural values which make
them indistinguishable from each other — (insofar as they appear to stand for anything).

It is originality of technique, boldness with the TV language, an often reckless enthusiasm for new technologies, a
paranoid distrust of the ordinary and the day to day which usually manifests itself by an obsession with ‘style’ for its
own sake at the expense of subjects that are seen as being the main justification for the minority channels. Not the
satisfaction of viewers' tastes and expectations.

It is not likely that Keats will feature generously in this year's programming but, as though to silence criticism, the
BBC put on a whole range of programmes about an archetypal old master — Rembrandt. There is even talk of the
return of major TV series with authoritative front persons giving their personal and weighty views.

The BBC is thus trying to recapture lost high ground. Is its heart in the assault? Or is it an attempt to annexe an area
of art before the opposition wakes up to the fact that what is at stake is far more important than curtains, training shoes
and Spike Milligan. When charters are renewed and licenses allocated Rembrandt reassures that hearts are in the
right place and will weigh in the balance impressively.

Channel 4, on the other hand, was left looking cheap with its J'accuse programme about St Paul's Cathedral. In it
the past President of the RIBA said what a rotten building it was and how pernicious its current influence. Country Life
discovered a publication of only a year before which Max Hutchinson had said what a masterpiece St Paul's was.

The media's obsession with ‘innovation’ put it at something of a disadvantage when it came to reacting to The
Prince of Wales' Institute for Architecture. The Prince’s ambitions to start a new school whose purpose is no less than
to change the whole culture of building, not only in Britain but beyond, could hardly be called unambitious. It might
even be called ‘innovative’. There was not much for the tender-skinned to take offence at in the Prince’s inaugural
speech at St James' Palace with which he launched the enterprise. It was hard to object to his call for a return to an
‘architecture of the heart and the spirit’ even though some commentators were uneasy about the methods by which
this goal was to be achieved. Some confessed themselves baffled by how such high moral sentiments. as well as an
enthusiasm for 'traditional wisdoms', were to be integrated into the computer aided, and technologically obsessed
world of modern architecture.

Some looked wistfully towards the RIBA hoping for some squashing fatwah or at least a disapproving word or two.
But the RIBA seems happy enough to welcome the Institute and sufficient staff-work had been carried out by the

Institute's Director Brian Hanson for the established schools of architecture and design not to feel put out or



threatened by an organisation which Prince and Director were at pains to say was a compliment, not a rival, to what
was already available. In fact so virtuous did the project seem that it was difficult for some papers to get a ‘story’ out
of it at all. The best some could manage was to write about Keith Critchlow's expertise in sacred geometry as if it was
some kind of weird obsession with the occult. Dr Critchlow is a key figure in the new Institute and is Head of Visual and
lraditional Islamic Art at the Royal College of Art (which probably sounds odd enough for some of the press to have
a snigger). This, one suspects, puts him rather outside the mainstream of Royal College thinking. But used as he is to
incomprehension and criticism he was shocked by the ignorance and the venom of the press as they tried to discredit
the Institute through trying to discredit him

A moment to relish at the morning press conference at which the Institute was launched was Christopher
Alexander's reply to a reporter who suggested that behind all the diplomatic language the Institute was in fact to be a
centre for the great anti-Modernist crusade. What, he asked hopefully, didn't they like about Modern architecture?
Which architects was it which, in particular, they didn't like? Alexander referred him to Descartes. Most of what was
wrong wilh our age, lel alone our architecture had its roots in the 17th century. Modern architects were the victims of
an ancient malaise - a vain belief in ‘progress’ which stemmed from the Enlightenment rather than bold perpetrators
of a new offence

Another obvious PR move had been to invite the supposedly hostile members of the architectural press to the
Palace to hear the Prince for themselves. They may not have fully accepted the spiritual message but the sincerity and
commitment of the messenger could not be denied. What some had billed as another round in the battle between
Modernists and traditionalists, between the corrosive polarities of current architectural opinion, turned out to be
something much more muted, much more subtle and much more important and, indeed, truly innovative

LEFT TO RIGHT: Leon Krier, Alan Baxter, Demetri Porphyrios, George Smith and Brian Hanson of The Prince of Wales™ Institute of
\rchitecture
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