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Caring about Places: Lasting

The surroundings embed themselves
in eur minds. Without announce-
ment, they construct a pattern of
thinking, an expectation about how
things relate to cach other that is

a surreptitious accompaniment to
the acts and decisions of daily life.
The shape of things seeps into our
transactions. We live with the
memories that have made us who
we are, and they filter through the
actions of our hands into works.

To gain mastery over our works
requires close, continual attention.
Sketching—watching with the
hands—is one way of bringing

the dimly perceived into focus,
subjecting it to critical attention,
programming a set of attributes
into the hand muscles so that they
may be recalled when appropriate.
Tracing new relationships may
reorder and reconstruct our sense
of design possibilities even if the
specific lines being traced will never
be redrawn.

Sometimes it is also necessary to
break the traces, to confront pat-
terns in a new way. Close scrutiny
and evaluation may lead to insights
not available in the routine of our
lives. Routine takes many forms:
the habits of inhabitation, the
strictures of bureaucracy, the con-
ventional wisdoms of design pro-
cess. Routines give structure to the
world; some structures facilitate,
some enslave. Distinguishing the
one kind from the other requires
listening to many views and watch-
ing for patterns that may not be
described.
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Breaking with routine may require
recovering traces of memory as well
as experimenting with the unex-
pected. A poem that strikes beneath
the senses may resurface as the
impetus to string polyethylene
across the desert landscape. The
assembly of specific tools gives
shape to the imagined path. Simi-
larly, the vision of towers gleaming
in the sunshine may ride through
an entire career, leaving its trace

in specific landscapes across the
continent. By sheer stubborn insis-
tence, such towers gather unto
themselves associations never
imagined by their builders.

Tools—directed by the minds and
hands of those who care—make
places distinct. The range of tools
varies with the place and the task,
and their mastery is hard to come
by. Yet to build with these tools is
to make something that will last. To
make something that will last well
(in the mind or on the ground) is
the primary responsibility of those
concerned with places.

Despite the onslaught of hype and
the endless stockpiling of the apoca-
lypse, we can only hope that our
society will conclude that lasting

is an attribute we can afford.

Donlyn Lyndon



Imagining a Landscape

Richard Oliver

The accompanying article is based
on Richard Oliver’s lecture at a
conference sponsored by the
American Institute of Architects
Design Committee. Gerald Allen,
who organized the conference, has
edited this version from transcripts
of the talk. Richard’s insights have
helped us to understand better the
entwining of buildings, landscapes,
and the creative imagination. His
death in the spring of 1985 meant
the loss of a lucid voice. We are
grateful to Gerald Allen for helping
us to bear it once more.

llustrations from Whitaker, Charles Harris, Ed.,
Bertram Grosvenor Goodhue, Architect and Master
of Many Arts (New York: Da Capo Press, 1976;
First Edition, copyright 1925), except as noted.

There is a tradition in Southern
California of thinking of the place
as a promised land, an Eden, an
Arcadia, or—in the legend that
goes back to sixteenth-century
Spain—El Dorado, that fabled land
of fantastic beauty west of the
Indies. This tradition has resulted in
two Southern California landscapes
rather than one: the semiarid
desert, which is actually native to
the place, and the dreamed of land-
scape, willed into being by the
people and made possible by
modern technologies that bring
water down from the distant north
to keep the land green.

Because it is also surrounded by
high mountains and deserts to the
east and by the ocean to the west,
Southern California has also
seemed like an island. Helen Hunt
Jackson, who wrote Ramona, called
it that, and the label has stuck,
galvanizing the notion that this was
a special place, remote, desirable,
and difficult to reach from afar.

Because with water and care the
land can sustain vegetation of the
most extraordinary sorts, the early
impressions it made on East Coast
Americans was of an exotic world
of orange groves set against views of
distant mountain ranges. Some
early Yankee immigrants in the
1880s reveled in its lushness by
growing rose bushes so big they
would entirely cover the fronts of
their houses, making it unclear
whether what they were living in
was a house or just shrubbery.

Some of the biggest and earliest
planning gestures in California were

of a landscape, rather than an
architectural, nature. One of them
is Euclid Avenue, in which the
citizens of Ontario planted four
rows of trees in a straight line for
sixteen miles to the foothills. Today
the legacy of those early plantings is
found in the palm-lined boulevards
that grace many parts of San Diego,
Santa Barbara, and Los Angeles.

The 1880s witnessed the comple-
tion of the southern transcontinen-
tal railroad, which made it possible
for people from the east to come to
California in large numbers for the
first time. It was their first contact
with a truly exotic landscape, since
Florida was developed as a tourist
mecca somewhat later. The building
of the railroads often included the
building of grand resort hotels at
the end of the line as well, so
tourists who rode the trains would
actually have somewhere to go. The
Hotel del Coronado, which opened
for business in February 1888, is an
example. In its time, the Del was
not particularly special, for there
were equally wonderful hotels at
the end of railroad runs all over
America, particularly in the west
and later the south. Like them, the
Del was itself a kind of island in
the landscape. People came to
California to enjoy the exotic
landscape, but this they would do
during the daytime. At night they
preferred retiring safely to eastern-
style luxury. The Del was thus
patterned on East Coast models,
and its whole point was to be
familiar, reassuring, and filled with
all the conveniences East Coast
visitors would expect.
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Hotel del Coronado, illustration from
America’s Grand Resort Hotels (New York:
Pantheon Books, 1979).
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Very often resort hotels were meant
also to be anchors for surrounding
real estate developments. Thus the
completion of the Del in 1888
coincided with the first big real
estate boom in San Diego’s history,
a boom during which most of the
city, like the hotel, came to be made
up of buildings that looked like
they were from the East Coast.

The plan of the Hotel del Coronado
is remarkable in its utility and in its
lack of uniqueness: it worked in the
1880s, 1t works today, and in all
essential features the plan is like
that of any other resort hotel of its
time. The rooms are laid out
efficiently, in this case on three sides
of a courtyard one acre in size. Big
and imposing public rooms are on
the fourth side. Over time, many
aspects of the building have been
altered. There have been, for
example, all sorts of subtle changes
in the glazing; windows have
generally gotten bigger, and some
dormers have been taken away and
others added. Yet many things
remain the same, including the
imposing conical shape of the
ballroom, which is still almost a
symbol of the hotel. Through it all,
the building has survived in its
overall shape.

The courtyard at its center is a
constant, yet it keeps changing

too. Once it was almost wildly over-
grown with exotic plants, a minia-
ture version of that Californian
Arcadia. A decade ago it was
trimmer. Now it has a little
Victorian gazebo in the center
where weddings occur almost
hourly during weekends.



What Elijah Babcock, builder of the
hotel, wanted——and what James and
Merritt Reed, his architects, gave
him—was a building that was not
in any way provincial. It in no way
represented Coronado, but instead
it stood for the best in contempo-
rary architectural style, representing
everything that was both proper
and current therein.

But at the very moment the Hotel
del Coronado was being built, the
new immigrants from the east were
discovering—or in some cases
investing—the Indian and Spanish
pasts of Southern California. They

were also beginning to pay attention
to the few archaeological relics,
chiefly the twenty-one mission
churches that Father Junipero Serra
had helped establish. Among these,
the mission at Santa Barbara was
the grandest and the one at San
Juan Capistrano the most revered
and romantic. This rediscovery of
Southern California’s sometimes
real, sometimes imagined, and
always romanticized history was
very much helped along by the
publication, in 1884, of Ramona,
the work of an industrious woman
from Boston who tramped over
most of San Diego county looking

2 Hotel del Coronado with affiliated tent city,
illustration from America’s Grand Resort Hotels
(New York: Pantheon Books, 1979).
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for material for her book. Helen
Hunt Jackson was the first impor-
tant popularizer of the rustic
Spanish architecture that later
became the rage of the region.

In the aftermath of the publication
of Ramona, Californians became
determined that their buildings
should look like missions. The
railroad companies in particular
followed suit in their stations so
that tourists arriving from the east
would be alerted to the Southern
California milieu as soon as they
stepped off the train. At a more
domestic scale, talented architects
such as San Diego’s Irving Gill
looked to the missions more for
inspiration rather than as some-
thing to be copied directly, and the
results were wonderfully original
buildings, such as his La Jolla
Women’s Club of 1906.

The idea that California had a
Latin heritage was made to order
for San Diego’s Panama-California
Exposition of 1915 and 1916. The
decision to sponsor the fair was
made by a group of enlightened
citizens at a time when the city had
no more than 35,000 inhabitants
and led by men such as George
Morriston, who thought holding
an exposition to celebrate the
opening of the Panama Canal was
an obvious opportunity to boost
the city’s image. After all, San
Diego had the first American
harbor north of the canal, and it
was therefore a prime place for new
trade with the eastern United States
and the Orient.

There was considerable feeling that
[rving Gill, the local architect,

Places/ Volume 3, Number 1

should design the fair. In the end,
the commission went to the well-
known New York architect Bertram
Grosvenor Goodhue, in part be-
cause Goodhue wanted the commis-
sion so badly that he enlisted the
help of friends, who got him an
interview in which he succeeded in
charming the San Diego committee.

Goodhue was born in 1869 and
was therefore a member of what 1
like to call the “Class of 1870.”
This was a group of extraordinarily
talented architects who shared a
certain common purpose even
though they worked in widely
different styles and in widely
different places. Included among
them was Edwin Lutyens of England,
Frank Lloyd Wright of the United
States, Auguste Perret of France,
Peter Behrens of Germany, Josef
Hoffmann of Austria, and Eliel
Saarinen of Finland, all of them
born around 1870. In California,
the class of 1870 included the
brothers Greene and Irving Gill.

What they shared was a strong
individualism in their designs, and
this was developed, no doubt, in
response to the challenge laid down
by their elders. In America, this
challenge was epitomized by the
work of McKim, Mead & White,
which enforced architectural
discipline through the reintro-
duction of a fairly strict stylistic
discipline. Architects like McKim,
Mead, and White believed in copy-
ing the architecture of the past
rather accurately and somewhat
academically, adapting its patterns
as a way of making great architec-
ture for contemporary America.

Goodhue and his generation, by
contrast, though they were inclined
toward historical discipline in
buildings, were at the same time
anxious to move beyond the
canonical works of European
tradition toward something much
freer, and toward something more
personal as well.

Nowhere in Goodhue’s work do we
have a clearer clue to this attitude
than in his sketches of imaginary
places. The Church of St. Kavin in
Traumburg, Bohemia, drawn in
1896, shows an imaginary place
treated as though it were a real
travel sketch. Goodhue derived
much pleasure watching friends
pour unfruitfully over maps of
Bohemia trying to find it. A striking
thing about the church is that it
looks like a mountain, with a tall
tower rising out of it to stand high
above the Kavinsplatz. Similar
towers show up again and again in
Goodhue’s later work, such as at the
exposition buildings in San Diego
and in his last building, the
Nebraska State Capirtol. Another
imaginary project was his Villa
Fosca, set on an obscure isle in the
Adriatic, where it would vex Paris-
trained prizemen on their Rome
tour when they realized they had
missed visiting and studying it. This
kind of gesture helps suggest what
Goodhue thought of the Ecole and
its strict teaching methods, which,
on the whole, was not much. But in
his design for the Villa Fosca, with
its buildings and gardens each as
rich as the other, Goodhue was also
setting forth his ideas about an
architecture and a landscape that
merged one into the other, and he



was proposing something that he
later actually realized in Southern
California.

His first chance came in 1902.

He was asked by James Waldron
Gillespie to design a Mediterranean
villa—with Persian gardens— in
Montecito, near Santa Barbara. To
make sure the architect understood
what was wanted, Gillespie took
him on a trip to look at real Persian
gardens. Riding on horseback four
hundred miles from the Caspian
Sea to the Persian Gulf, Goodhue
and his patron visited a number of
gardens, then continued on an
around-the-world trek through
India, the Orient, and finally back
across the Pacific to the United
States. The house that resulted—to
say nothing of the images that were
stored in Goodhue’s mind for
abundant use later—perched at the
top of its site, with Persian terraces
and gardens spilling down a steep
ravine. It is probably more Mediter-
ranean than specifically Spanish,
butin 1903, when it was completed,
it was the first of its kind in
California.

Goodhue’s design for the San Diego
fair is most characteristically seen
from the great bridge——constructed
especially for the exposition—that
leaped across the ravine separating
the main approach road from the
actual site: a mesa topped with a
pile of buildings rising from the
surrounding vegetation. The
citizens of San Diego dubbed it
“Nueva Espana” and the “Garden
Fair.” Clarence Stein called it the
triumph of the romantic in city
planning,.

3 Transcept of St. Kavin’s, Traumburg,

Bohemia

Places/ Volume 3, Number 1



\\\

~‘\\\\ \\\ AR

TYHE SE SVEN TERBACES
t ¢ THE, BAGH/I/TAH;I

/ﬁ m\}{& w)»@m@f\m%

LZ

*‘v\\sw\\\w“\\“ e s,

At first glance, the plan of the fair
seems Beaux Arts in inspiration,
with a major axis (called “El
Prado”) and an important cross
axis that leads down from a central
plaza to the organ pavilion. But the
plan is nonetheless very different
from what McKim, Mead & White
and their graduates might have
drawn. Neither, in fact, is it much
like a city in Spain—its “Nueva
Espana” title notwithstanding—for
there is no irregularity in it. It isn’t
Mexican either, because Mexican
cities, following the Law of the

4 The Seven Terraces of the “Bagh-i-
Takht”’—Shiraz

5 House for J. Waldron Gillespie,
Montecito, California
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Indies, were laid out on grids. What
the plan of the fair really is is a
development of what Goodhue and
Ralph Adams Cram had been
working on in their earlier plan for
Rice University: balanced, rather
than actual, symmetry. The plan is
clearly about a processional route;
it is kinetic, and it has to do not
with cross axes but with the
movement of the body through
space and the provision of views of
buildings and gardens to the left, to
the right, and beyond. The plan is
relaxed and informal, held together
by the idea of the long processional
path.

The idea for the fair—a basically
romantic one—shows up clearly

in Goodhue’s earlier sketches of
imaginary places: in a watercolor
called “Dream Cities of the East”
and most particularly in a drawing
called “Xanadu,” which, if you
squint, seems almost to become the
San Diego fair. Goodhue’s idealized
city is a dreamlike mountain of
buildings, a place in which there
are shady places and sunny ones,
with passages between arcades that
connect plazas and gardens and

in which there is the spirit of a
Mediterranean city without all of
its details.

The city fathers of San Diego had
first assumed that the fair would be
in the rustic and quaint “mission”
style of California, and it was at this
point that Irving Gill had seemed a
logical choice as architect. Goodhue
convinced them that what was
really needed was something much
more festive, more theatrical, with
richer and more varied gestures.

6 Entrance approach, Panama-California
Exposition, San Diego, California

7 Topographical map, Panama- California
Exposition, San Diego, California
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8 “Xanadu”

9 California Building, Balboa Park, San
Diego, California. Bertram Grosvenor
Goodhue, architect. Photograph courtesy of
San Diego Historical Society—Title
Insurance & Trust Collection.

10 Central Library Building, Public Library,
Los Angeles, California
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All these things are present in the
major building of the fair, the
California Building. Its facade is
full of statues, and on the very top
is Father Junipero Serra himself,
rising above busts of Charles V and
Philip II, kings of Spain who ruled
during particularly significant
moments in California history.
Then there are statues of Juan
Rodriguez Cabrillo, the first white
man to set foot on the West Coast,
and the navigator Sebastin Vizcaino.
There is also California’s first holy
martyr. All these figures speak of
California’s history, and they stand
there as reminders of the purpose of
the fair, which was to connect the
city of San Diego with its past of
choice. On the dome of the Califor-
nia Building is a Latin inscription

from the Old Testament. It describes
the Holy Land, and in the process it
also describes California: “A land
of wheat and barley and vines and
fig trees and pomegranates, a land
of oil, olive trees, and honey.”

The California Building stated the
theme of the fair. Beyond it lay the
rest of the idealized Latin city,
stretching out along the Prado. All
of the buildings were painted a kind
of pearl gray (which they are not
painted today), and this provided a
uniform backdrop for the colors of
the plants and flowers, the awnings,
and the tiled domes and towers that
rose from various parts of the
grounds. Along the Prado were
arcades that were a unifying
element and guided the visitor from



one building and one garden to
another. Their surfaces had on
them a wonderfully dappled light,
constantly changing with the
moving sun. There was also a series
of secondary major spaces. The
most charming of them was the
lagoon, at one end of which stood
the botanical building, a structure
made of wood lath over a steel
frame that had originally been
designed as a train station but
somehow wound up here.

In designing this idealized Latin
city, Goodhue had intended that
what would remain after the end of
the two-year fair would be only the
bridge and the California quad-
rangle, including the California
Building, with its dome and tower.
Everything else would be demolished
and replaced by gardens, so that
the entire place—already richly
landscaped for the fair—would
become a 200-acre park, with the
bridge and California Building as
its gateway.

The people of San Diego did not
buy this idea. Instead they liked the
buildings so much that they refused
to let any of them be removed, and
they set about finding new uses for
them when the fair was over. Most
of the buildings had been built
cheaply and quickly of wooden
frames and plaster that was not
intended to last. Only the Califor-
nia Building was built of concrete.
Goodhue was naturally unhappy
that all the buildings remained

and that his original idea had failed
to catch on. Nonetheless, what
happened proved good for his
reputation, because his build-

ings came to stand as a potent

influence on subsequent California
architecture.

The fairgrounds have continued to
change over the years. Some build-
ings have been replaced by others.
The San Diego Art Museum, for
instance, was built in 1925 to
designs by William Templeton
Johnson. In 1925 a second fair
was held on the same site, and so
many of the original buildings
were altered then. This time there
was a “Spanish Village,” at more
miniature scale than the previous
Latin city but perhaps in keeping
with the 1930s quaint thinking
about California’s heritage. In the
1960s other buildings were con-
structed that have very little to do
with what was there. They are

troubling buildings, partly because
they seem evident strangers in this
place and partly because, being
smaller than the buildings they
replace, they allow more room for
gardens and are thus in keeping
with Goodhue’s original goals for
the park. Some of the original
buildings have recently been
reproduced in more permanent
materials, but inevitably with some
loss of romantic quality, their
details seeming somewhat hard and
fast, and the overall effect some-
what machine made.

The San Diego fair was a wild,
popular success. Visitors saw in its
fusion of an exotic landscape with
an equally exotic “Spanish” architec-
ture a vision of what California
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California Building, Balboa Park, San
Diego, California. Bertram Grosvenor
Goodhue, architect. Photography by Richard
Oliver.
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could be. They shared the vision,
and they set about making Califor-
nia itself “Spanish” in an idiom
sufficiently flexible to be interpreted
afresh by many kinds of people and
in almost every kind of building
type. Kevin Starr, in his book
California and the American
Dream, notes that the San Diego
fair, though it may not have actually
started California on its quest for a
Spanish image, nonetheless con-
firmed that that was what Califor-
nia should be—a place with an
architecture of simple line, drama of
mass, and in peace and harmony
with its lush landscape.

Many subsequent examples of the
dream exist, from sophisticated
buildings such as the Brice house
in Santa Barbara by the talented
and original architect George
Washington Smith to apartment
complexes such as the Andalucia in
Los Angeles, long a favorite of
movie producers. In the Los
Angeles Central Library, his last
work in California, Goodhue
shifted the dream back closer again
to Persia. Still the image of the San
Diego exposition’s California
Building, seen in all its evocative
power against a golden sunset,
remains in some ways the most
memorable of all. The gestures of its
tower, its dome—fundamental
architectural gestures rising above
the landscape of Californian
Arcady—give it the power to be
memorable. And these gestures have
worked their magic. The building
has become an icon deeply loved
by the citizens of San Diego. It is
the symbol of the city, just as its
progeny became symbols of the
state.



The Shape of Things

Arthur Allen

If perfection of landscape
can only be found in a

flat, square place, then
Saskatchewan is per-

fect. There are several
competitors for this honor.
Wyoming and Colorado are
closer to square, but they
are disqualified by their
extremely lumpy topography.
Egypt, North and South
Dakota, Kansas, Nebraska,
Utah, and some Australian
states try hard but are not
quite able to complete their
shapes to perfection. In spite
of one flaw—the surveyors
laying out the southern half
of Saskatchewan’s eastern
border had some trouble
finding the 102nd meridian
oflongitude—Saskatchewan’s
enormous, very flat, and very
regular shape is, for all
practical purposes, a perfect
shape. It is at least as perfect
as our globe will permit.

Considering reports that
architect-priests (sthapati) of
pre-Dravidian India laid out
cities and buildings in square
shapes on flat plains, there is
little wonder that a group

of architects in Regina,
Saskatchewan, in the 1950s
should have spent much time
arguing about the shape of
things. The sthapati believed
that Brahma and some lesser
dieties would only live with
men in cities, buildings, and
temples of perfect shape, that
is, in square, flat places, the
designs of which were based
on various mandalas. Thus it
was that the Regina archi-

tects, particularly the young I The garden of plenty.
ones passing through, Photograph courtesy of
wondered and endlessly Saskatchewan Government
debated the possibility that Photo Services.
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2 Paramasayika mandala.
After Andreas Volwahsen, Living
Architecture, India (London:
McDonald, 1969).

3 Harvest celebration at a
homestead with a sod house,
Redvers, Saskatchewan,
1900—1905(%).

4 Arthur, Stella, and the

children at the Cathedral of
Pinkie.
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the virtuous people of
Saskatchewan were perfect
simply because the place was
square and flat.

As I remember it, most of
us worked at one time

or another in the very
interesting architectural
office of Izumi, Arnott and
Sugiyama, and we were
traveling in one of two
directions. Canadians were
often from farms, small
villages, or the backwoods
and were almost invariably
on their way to Europe.
Europeans, particularly
Englishmen, were from
densely populated cities
and sometimes moved
romantically in search of a
remote and supposedly
natural life in Western
Canada.

I was headed from
Vancouver to Europe, via
Montreal, and stopped in
Regina to work for a year.
The day I arrived, a dust
storm blew up, and twenty
years later I left town during
a similar storm. I had just
finished architectural school
in Vancouver, had very high
hopes in a great profession,
and had lived all my life to
that date in the cool, green
mountains of Alberta and
British Columbia. The dust
was a brown blizzard that
choked and stung, and it was
so thick that the clock tower
of old Victoria School at
13th Avenue and Mclntyre
Street was invisible from two
blocks away. It loomed like a
huge three-story barn owl as
I approached in the wind.

My dismay deepened when
on my first assignment [ was
put to work on an alteration
project at the Saskatchewan
Mental Hospital in Weyburn,
a small city seventy miles
southeast of Regina. What a
trip that is! For flatness it is
utter perfection, and the
highway changes course only
once in the journey. The road
runs twenty-five miles due
south to the Corinne Corner,
then tacks smartly forty-five
degrees to the southeast,
continuing to Weyburn with
only minor loops to avoid
grain elevators along the
parallel railway.

We worked, and talked,

and drank beer instead of
Regina’s infamous water, and
argued, and worked some
more, and baked corn in clay
pits under charcoal fires, and
a few, very few, stayed to
become prairie dwellers. In
the middle of all this, during
an intense discussion of
architecture in the service of
politics, I met Stella. She

is one of those genuine
flatlanders who has a
number for a birthplace—
Sec. 28, Tp3, Rge4, W2nd,
Saskatchewan—simply
because she was born in the
family farmhouse, not in the
town hospital. Some day
those numbers will be of
great social importance to
her descendants, who will
claim her as a Saskatchewan
Blue-Blood, as would a New
England family with an
ancestor on the Mayflower
or an Australian family with
connections back to the
criminal lists of Botany Bay.



I never did reach Europe, or
Montreal for that matter,
and my mind was never
broadened. Instead, my
backside was flattened by
interminable travels with
Stella all over the endless
grid roads of Saskatchewan.
One day early in our career, |
asked Stella what we might
do on a fine Sunday. She
replied that she would love a
ride in the country, and we
spent four hours looking at
the back of the next field of
grain while she smiled or
frowned at the crops and
tested the soil for moisture.
We traveled in straight lines
and turned ninety-degree
corners all afternoon.
Sometime later, with our two
children, we invented the
Prairie Perfect Sunday
Morning Square Drive.

From the intersection of
Albert Street and 13th
Avenue, we would travel

due west through a quiet
residential district, past the
city limits, and westward
onto the flat and open
prairie. Miles out we would
stop briefly at the Cathedral
of Pinkie, a rust red
Saskatchewan Wheat Pool
Elevator. Standing in awe of
the huge icon, Stella would
recall her father’s tales

of early trading in
Saskatchewan wheat when
the elevator was a place

of greed and vicious
competition for loading
privileges rather than a
symbol of plenty and
cooperative grain marketing,.
Just past the elevator we
would turn ninety degrees
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s landscaped left and travel due south on a
outdoor area low dirt road, the wheat so
high and close on each side
that we couldn’t see over it in
bumper years. This passage
seemed uneventful to me, but
Stella, sometimes oblivious
to distant views, would
spend a delighted hour
looking down at her feet in
search of tiny wildflowers
and relics of early farm life
near an abandoned
farmhouse now alone in the
wind. I had not yet learned
to enjoy those things, and
once or twice I entertained
the children with a new
version of the creation story.
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According to this tale, God
wanted the whole world
to be perfect, like
, _ ) Saskatchewan, and He

Kyoshi lzumi, Architect . .
5 started just east of Winnipeg
with a huge bulldozer,
leveling the Great Plains as
He moved westward.
Unfortunately the *dozer
broke down just west of
Calgary, and He had to leave
western Alberta and all of
British Columbia in a
terrible mess of rock and
debris left over from the
work of prairie leveling. The
children’s first trip to the
Rocky Mountains was an
interesting experience.

Two or three miles due south
of Pinkie, we would make a
second ninety-degree left
turn onto the slick pave-
ment of the Trans-Canada
Highway and travel east with
occasional slalom turns along
the broken painted centerline
of the deserted highway.
Stella didn’t like this ma-
neuver. She worried that

5 Prototype design for a
mental hospital by Kyoshi
lzumi.
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sinuous curving of the car
might lead the children away
from the straight and narrow
and into heaven knows what
manner of sensuous, twisted
behavior in later years. The
excitement mounted,
however, because the last
corner, at the intersection of
the highway with Albert
Street, was a cloverleaf. The
children would nag and
worry, shouting “Daddy,
look out! Be careful! The
road curves! Watch out!”
Then we would spin, or
creep, around the two-
hundred-seventy-degree
curve of the cloverleaf,
heading sedately north into
the city, back to the corner of
Albert and 13th, on the east
leg of an almost square and
perfect drive.

Enough of these inventive
pastimes; work and
argument were the main
diversions in Regina. When
we weren’t working, we
visited and debated through
the long winter evenings.
Those of us in Izumi’s office
debated the emerging
collaboration of social
science and architecture.

In 1966 we heard Paul
Goodman’s CBC lectures on
the “Moral Ambiguity of
America” and tried to
connect Goodman’s ideas
with architecture. None of us
succeeded at that time.
During those years I met a
large number of traveling
architects and traded many
arguments with varying
degrees of interest.

The main source of
architectural ideas in the

office was Kyoshi lzumi’s
work on the design of a
prototype mental hospital
proposed for several

small cities throughout
Saskatchewan. “The
Saskatchewan Plan” called
for the eventual closure of
two huge mental hospitals,
including Weyburn, after
construction of six or eight
small, community-oriented
hospital facilities. In his
prototype design [zumi drew
a semicircular plan of one
story with a social lounge in
the center. Small parlors
ringed the lounge, and
individual patient bedrooms
occupied the periphery of the
circle. It was believed that
the shape of the thing would
facilitate easy movement
between private and public
spaces, thus aiding mentally
handicapped people who
experience difficulty in
making these transitions.
Only one of the small
regional hospitals was built,
and it was done with
rectangular cottages be-
cause the Department of
Psychiatric Services did not
wish to raise any eyebrows,
at least not with unusually
shaped buildings.

Many years later the
Saskatchewan Association of
Architects received a letter,
from the Canary Islands, |
believe, asking about

the shape of rooms in
Saskatchewan mental
hospitals. Apparently the
book Psychic Discoveries
Behind the Iron Curtain
states that trapezoidal rooms
in Saskatchewan hospitals
were developed as part of the

treatment of mental illness.
To my knowledge there was
no magic intended in lzumi’s
shapes and spaces, but who
knows. There were some
unusual and interesting
people working in the
Weyburn Hospital.

T. E. Weckowicz undertook
perceptual experiments with
patients in a long, narrow
room that we built for

him and established that
schizophrenia does distort
perception of distance,
leaving a victim unsure
about the space in which he
moves. This work reminds
me of some moments when
the vast space and empty
foreground of prairie scenes
created a landscape of
miniature architecture. In
winter, when snow obliter-
ates all traces of perspective
in the foreground, it really is
easy to believe that distant
farms and elevators are
miniatures and that freight
trucks are Dinky Toys sailing
a dry ocean.

Leonard Ghan was in and
about Weyburn in those
days and continues to use
rectangular diagrams in
explaining the principles of
Transactional Analysis. He
seems to be less comfortable
with recent spiral diagrams
(like Stella, he grew up on
straight prairie roads) and
forcibly reminds me that his
drawings are maps for
people lost in their own
minds. They are not
intended to be used to
develop plans for buildings
or other devices that restrain
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6 The four seated ladies of
Weyburn. Photograph courtesy
of Robert Sommer.
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people. Ghan’s work reminds
me of some fascinating
medieval diagrams used in
the explanation of religious
ideas. Various arboreal
diagrams, and some
architectural ones, are
beautifully illustrated in an
article by Michael Evans,
“The Geometry of the
Mind,” published in the
Architectural Association
Quarterly. In the article, the
biblical Tower of Wisdom
and its seven pillars give a
clearly architectural form to
the structure of an idea. The
Tree of Architecture, shown
as a frontal plate in Banister
Fletcher’s History of
Architecture, is a similar
device used as a dia-
grammatic aid to thought
and discussion.

Humphry Osmond was
director of the Weyburn
Hospital in the 1950s and
was a fountain of ideas. One
of my favorites at the

time concerned possible
disturbance to disoriented
people arising from the
ambiguous patterns and
images of traditional
architectural ornament. In
1957 Osmond wrote (in
Mental Hospitals, April
1957),

Gratuitous burdens are not
uncommon. A famous
British mental hospital
welcomes its new arrivals
in a richly painted and
gilded hall. Among the
intertwining leaves
covering the walls, goblin-
like creatures are
concealed. Sometimes a
whole head can be seen,



sometimes only an eye
gleams malevolently at the
new arrival.

The unintentional ambiguity
of decorative forms, and
possible il effects, poses a
question that has not been
tested so far as I know. It
may be of interest to post-
Modern designers who show
a renewed interest in
traditional architectural
forms and ornament.

My memory is uncertain, but
I think that my first meeting
with Robert Sommer
occurred while he and

Jack Cleland, another
psychologist, were attempt-
ing to estimate the number of
crows that could be placed at
regular intervals on the
telephone wires between
Weyburn and Regina.
Sommer had located a book,
Studies of the Psychology
and Behavior of Animals in
Zoos and Circuses, by Dr.

H. Hediger, a noted Swiss
zoologist, and was finding it
very useful in his research.
Some of Hediger’s observa-
tions apply literally to the
human species in and out of
mental hospitals, and some
zoological concepts are of
course applicable to human
behavior and therefore to
architecture.

Sommer became widely
known for his work,
establishing himself as a
leader in the environmental
design movement. His
research and his books are
close to direct architectural
application. His books

include Personal Space,
Tight Spaces, Design
Awareness, The End of
Imprisonment, and The
Mind’s Eye. I know that the
crows on the wire had
something to do with
Personal Space, but Tight
Spaces was prompted, |
suspect, by the story of
the four seated ladies of
Weyburn.

The events behind this story
took place before I arrived in
Weyburn but are recorded in
an article by Robert Sommer
published in Designing for
Human Behavior, edited by
Lang, Burnetre, Moleski, and
Vachon. Sommer reported
that early in his work in
Weyburn he noted that the
hospital wards chairs were
often grouped in rectangular
grids facing away from each
other, in straight rows back
to back, and occasionally on
each side of a square column,
facing the four points of

the compass. These
arrangements, preordained
by an architect-priest and
rigidly maintained for easy
cleaning and management by
hospital staff, frustrated
normal social interaction of
sitters. Sommer regrouped
the chairs and reported the
following:

The arrangement we se-
lected involved the chairs
being placed around small
tables in a good conversa-
tional arrangement.
Although it is hardly
surprising now to report
this, we found that this
more than doubled the
amount of conversation

between patients.
Magazine reading went up
twenty fold because the
tables now provided places
on which the magazines
could be stored.

A picture of the four seated
ladies from Designing for
Human Behavior (in this
case they are seated back ro
back) is a terribly sad
picture. In my opinion it
provides additional proof
that the shape of things does
matter.

The draughting of floor plans
for buildings sometimes pro-
duces drawings as intricate
and delightfully geometric as
the plan view of a snowflake.
This is true of many historic
styles of architecture where
symmetry and repetition play
major design roles. It is
especially true of the strict
axial and radial symmetries
of prison and military
structures. It is a social irony
that asylums, invented in the
optimism of nineteenth-
century reform, ultimately
became warehouses to some
degree, degrading in part to
the function of a waste
container for usually
harmless but eccentric and
inconvenient people. It is an
architectural irony that the
drawing of floor plans for
these structures can be such
pleasant work in spite of
some miserable purposes
involved in the use of these
buildings.

After meeting the four ladies
I continued for two years
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working on the hospital
renovations, meeting
regularly with Kyoshi Izumi,
Robert Sommer, and others
on various issues of mental
hospital function and design
and for broader talks about
architecture. My attitude
was usually black. I was
decidedly antigeometric and
looked upon the regular
prairie roads and farmsteads,
and upon all symmetrical
buildings, including the
Weyburn Hospital, as the
wark of devils who had
nothing better to do than
trap people in rigidly ordered
patterns of space and time.
My disillusionment was
severe, and architectural
debates with my friends in
Regina developed a sharper
tone when 1 asserted that
architects were demiurges,
Gnostic artificers of the
world, and the originators
of evil.

It was Stella and the Prairie
Perfect Square Drive that
first eased my mind to
laughter, and I began to
take a new interest in the
geometry of large things. |
asked about wrong angles
but found no one willing to
debate the morality of right
angles. The possibility that
rect-angles might have
some unrectified kin also
interested me, as it still does.

Our two growing children
completed my cautious
return to order when we
found that degrees of
discipline and geometry were
necessary in the shaping of

their lives. There are still
places in Saskatchewan
where they could lead their
lives with the relative
freedom of great Cree
hunters, but that will be
their choice, not mine.

Professionally I still worry
about the four seated ladies
of Weyburn and plan to
continue work on the
geometry of institutional
buildings. Prisons, for
example, generally use
geometric designs, with
minute and increasingly
electronic surveillance and
control of the activities of
inmates. In spite of apparent
improvements over ancient
practices, some prisoners
and critics have grave
reservations about the
totalitarian nature of modern
prisons and the effect of
these institutions on inmates
and staff. T am therefore
cautious about the extent to
which architects and other
caretakers are authorized to
impose order on the lives of
building occupants. In a
wide sense every building is,
or ought to be, an asylum, a
safe place, and I am now
ready to admit that there can
be a measure of goodness in
any building designed by an
architect of good intentions.
I am not at all sure just how
and when that goodness
might prevail, particularly
since architects usually leave
their works promptly after
turning the keys at opening
ceremonties. 1f the architect is
followed by occupants and
caretakers who care less,
then good intentions will fail.

When these thoughts become
dark, and serenity vanishes
for a while, the satisfaction
that I normally find in the
contemplation of architec-
ture remains, but it is not the
same as it was when [ was
young. At these moments I
remember that on many
occasions Stella and I were
successful in finding
rranquility in a high place.
Saskatchewan does have one
lump, a blemish, on its
otherwise flat and perfect
face. From a high point in
the Cypress Hills, in the
southwest corner of the
province, the plains can be
seen best at sunrise. The
farmlands and the grid roads
lie flat to the horizons, laid
out like a vast mandala to
walk upon. On the hills, in
the fresh and peaceful
morning, it no longer
disturbs me to wonder if the
sthapati were correct. | can
even chuckle, thanking
Kyoshi Izumi for introducing
me to social science and
Robert Sommer and for
sharing with me his own
unique view of this very
round world.



The River of the Desert

Jose de Prada

Original Project Proposal

The River of the Desert is an
extended spatial poem about life
and death spreading between
horizon and horizon. Structurally,
the work is a 900’ transparent
corridor set in a flat desert—a
corridor that begins and ends in
immensity—a transparent nothing
caught between infinities. The
structure is a visual parallel to a
fifteenth-century poem by Gorge
Manrique, “Coplas por la muerte
de su padre,” “Ode on the Death of
His Father.” This luminous tunnel
is a reversal of time: the beginning
of the poem is the end of the poem,
and vice versa.

The project concerns the translation
of language as words into language
as action. The integration of
thought and act in a daily ritual
may serve as a model for restructur-
ing new awarenesses of living. The
area of El Moro is a hinge cultural
areca. Spanish, several Indian tribes,
and the recently arrived Anglo-
Saxons. For this reason, we think it
is a symbolic place for a universal
poem impossible to translate into
words. The project may interest
people in the communications arts,
actio-poetry, and ones impressed by
the beauty of nothingness and the
universe.

I Photograph by Christopher Mead.
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Coplas por la muerte de su padre

Recuerde el alma dormida,
abive el seso y despierte,
contemplando
como se passa la vida,
cémo se viene la muerte
tan callando;

cudn presto se va el plazer,
cémo después de acordado,
da dolor,
cédmo, a nuestro parescer,
cualquiera tiempo passado
fué mejor.
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Ode on the Death of His Father

0, let the soul her slumbers break!

Let thought be quickened and awake,—
Awake to see

How soon this life is past and gone,

And death comes softly stealing on,—
How silently!

Swiftly our pleasures glide away:
Our hearts recall the distant day
With many sighs;
The moments that are speeding fast
We heed not; but the past—the past—
More highly prize.



Pues si vemos lo presente
c6mo en un punto se es ido
y acabado,
si juzgamos sabiamente,
daremos lo no venido
por passado.

No se engane nadie, no,
pensando que ha de durar
lo que espera
mds que duré lo que vio,
pues que todo ha de passar
por tal manera.

Nuestras vidas son los rios
que van a dar en la mar,
que es el morir:
alli van los senorios
derechos a se acabar
y consumir;

alli los rios caudales,
alli los otros medianos
y mas chicos,
allegados son iguales,
los que biven por sus manos
y los ricos.

Dexo las invocaciones

de los famosos poetas
y oradores;
no curo de sus ficciones,
que traen yervas secretas
sus sabores.

Aquel solo me encomiendo,
aquel solo invoco yo
de verdad,
que en este mundo biviendo,
el mundo no conoscio
su deidad.

Este mundo es el camino
para el otro, que es morada
sin pesar;
mas cumple tener buen tino
para andar esta jornada
sin errar.

2 Photograph by jose de Prada.

Onward its course the present keeps,

Onward the constant current sweeps,
Till life is done;

And did we judge of time aright,

The past and future in their flight
Would be as one.

Let no one fondly dream again

That Hope and all her shadowy train
Will not decay;

Fleeting as were the dreams of old,

Remembered like a tale that’s told,
They pass away.

Our lives are rivers gliding free

To that unfathomed, boundless sea,
The silent grave:

Thither all earthly pomp and boast

Roll to be swallowed up and lost
In one dark wave.

Thither the mighty torrents stray,

Thither the brook pursues its way,
And tinkling rill.

There all are equal. Side by side,

The poor man and the son of pride
Lie calm and still.

I will not here invoke the throng

Of orators and sons of song,
The deathless few;

Fiction entices and deceives,

And sprinkling o’er her fragrant leaves
Lies poisonous dew.

To One alone my thoughts arise,—
The Eternal Truth,—the Good and Wise:
To Him I cry,
Who shared on earth our common lot,
But the world comprehended not
His deity.

This world is but the rugged road

Which leads us to the bright abode
Of peace above;

So let us choose that narrow way

Which leads no traveller’s foot astray
From realms of love.
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Partimos cuando nascemos,
andamos mientra bivimos,
y Hegamos
al tiempo que fenescemos;
assi que cuando morimos
descansamos.

Este mundo bueno fué
si bien usassemos dél
como devemos,
porque, segln nuestra fe,
es para ganar aquel
que atendemos.
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Our cradle is the starting-place;
In life we run the onward race,
And reach the goal;
When, in the mansions of the blest,
Death leaves to its eternal rest
The weary soul.

Did we but use it as we ought,

This world would school each wandering thought
To its high state.

Faith wings the soul beyond the sky,

Up to the better world on high
For which we wait.



Unos, por poco valer,
ipor cuan baxos y abatidos
que los tienen!

Y otros, por no tener,
con oficios no devidos
se mantienen.

Los estados y riqueza,
que no dexan a desora,
¢quién lo duda?

No les pidamos firmeza
pues que son de una sefora
que se muda;

que bienes son de Fortuna
que rebuelve con su rueda
presurosa,

la cual no puede ser una

ni estar estable ni queda

en una cosa.

Pero digo que acompanen
y lleguen hasta la huessa
con su duefo:
por esso no nos enganen,
pues se va la vida apriessa
comosueno.

Y los deleites de aca
son, en que nos deleitamos,
temporales,
y los tormentos de alla,
que por ellos esperamos,
eternales.

Los plazeres y dulgores
desta vida trabajada
que tenemos,
¢qué son sino corredores,
y la muerte la celada
en que caemos?

Ten Centuries of Spanish Poetry

(Baltimore: Johns Hopkins University

Press, 1955), pp. 81-83.

3 Photograph by Jose de Prada.

Some, the degraded slaves of lust,

Prostrate and trampled in the dust,
Shall rise no more;

Others by guilt and crime maintain

The scutcheon that without a stain
Their fathers bore.

Wealth and the high estate of pride,
With what untimely speed they glide,
How soon depart!
Bid not the shadowy phantoms stay,—
The vassals of a mistress they,
Of fickle heart.

These gifts in Fortune’s hands are found;

Her swift-revolving wheel turns round,
And they are gone!

No rest the inconstant goddess knows,

But changing, and without repose,

Still hurries on.

Even could the hand of avarice save

Its gilded baubles, till the grave
Reclaimed its prey,

Let none on such poor hopes rely;

Life, like an empty dream flits by,
And where are they?

Earthly desires and sensual lust

Are passions springing from the dust,—
They fade and die;

But, in the life beyond the tomb,

They seal the immortal spirit’s doom
Eternally!

The pleasure and delights which mask

In treacherous smiles life’s serious task,
What are they all,

But the fleet coursers of the chase,—

And death an ambush in the race,
Wherein we fall?

Gorge Manrique
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Specific Material and Equipment
for the Piece

200 rebar arches (@ %i¢", length
217

56,800.0 sq. ft. polyethylene film
(1,000 g. width 21")

5,400 yds. nylon rope (& %16")
170,000.0 staples

8§ industrial hand staplers

400 rebar sticks, one end pointed
(& A", length 24")

7,000.0 yds. wire (& V52"

2 metric tapes (150)

650" rope (@ Y16") for
measurements

5 scissors

20 1bs. nails (& V4" x 6")

4 hammers

5 mazes

4 screw drivers

5 appliers

4 wrenches

2 shovels

3 ladders

4 Photograph by Jose de Prada.

5 Photograph by jose de Prada.
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A Sense of Place

Christopher Mead

Sense of place and its correlate,
regionalism, have preoccupied New
Mexican architects since the turn of
this century. Led by John Gaw
Meem, local architects have formu-
lated a stylistic idiom whose “flat
topped rectangular masses devoid
of ornament” ! supposedly evoke
the surrounding landscape by
mimicking the adobe forms of
traditional Pueblo and Spanish
buildings. Last summer, this
picturesque but limited interpreta-
tion of regional place was enlarged
when Jose de Prada, a Spanish
architect from Madrid, came to
New Mexico to participate along
with four other artists in a project
called Siteworks Southwest. At a
site near Inscription Rock in
western New Mexico, each artist
was to create a work that responded
to the landscape and its south-
western context. Jose de Prada’s
piece, called The River of the
Desert, captured the character of
its site without resorting to the
regionally orthodox, picturesque
solution.

The River of the Desert is a 900-
foot-long tunnel constructed out of
curved rebar, polythelene sheeting,
wire, and rope. Its title, and its
meaning, was inspired by a fifteenth-
century Spanish poem by Gorge
Manrique that reads in part,

Our lives are rivers gliding free
To that unfathomed, boundless
sea,
The silent grave:
Thither all earthly pomp and
boast
Roll to be swallowed up and lost
In one dark wave.

This world is but the rugged road
Which leads us to the bright
abode

Of peace above;
So let us chose that narrow way
Which leads no traveller’s foot
astray

From realms of love.?

Past and present thus merge
through Jose de Prada’s translation
of this poem into his contemporary
experience with building tensile,
lightweight structures in Spain.
Though he used a poem they might
have known, he did not build his
tunnel out of adobe like the
sixteenth-century Spaniards who
preceded him. At the same time,
Jose de Prada carefully studied and
interpreted his site. The tunnel,
aligned with the prevailing wind,
points down a valley toward a cleft
between two cliffs. Arched over
one rut of a cow path, it runs
alongside a barbed wire fence. Its
scale is equal to the landscape, and
as it shimmers in the changing light,
one comes indeed to look upon it as
a river, but one through which
man, not water, flows down its
single-file path. Forced to walk
alone, in a silence broken only by
erratic gusts of wind, one discovers
the temporal extension of a place:
the landscape that shifts by outside
the polyethelene-vaulted space takes
on a luminous intensity as one
paces the tunnel’s sun-heated
length.

The River of the Desert movingly
defines Jose de Prada’s sense of place
because he interpreted the site
according to his cultural heritage as

a Spaniard and his training as an
architect. He responded to the
landscape, both natural and cul-
tural, in which he built, but he did
so by ignoring the restrictive
criteria of New Mexican regional-
ism. How one responds should
depend on the specific landscape
one has chosen, because the
landscape changes; it should
depend upon one’s cultural heritage,
one’s architectural training, and
one’s age, because those also
change. Sense of place, like Jose de
Prada’s River of the Desert, is a
dynamic quality that must trans-
form itself repeatedly as individuals,
cultures, and places themselves
change.

NOTES

1 John Gaw Meem, “Old Forms for New
Buildings,” American Architect
(November 1934), pp. 10-21.

2 Gorge Manrique, “Coplas por la Muerte
de Su Padre,” in Eleanor L. Turnbill, ed.,
Ten Centuries of Spanish Poetry
(Baltimore: Johns Hopkins University
Press, 1955), pp. 81-83.
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The Egrets
Are Back

Lisa Heschong

In California, we don’t have
much to remind us of time’s
long stretch. There are

no ruins of an ancient
civilization, no medieval
town gates that we must
build around. Buildings that
are all of seventy or eighty
years old are set off with
floodlights and special status
to mark their rarity. There
isn’t much constructed
evidence that has the power
to pull our minds back in
time and help us sense the
roots of this place.

Animals, though, do have
that power. Driving into San
Francisco along the bay, keep
your eyes open for a bright
white egret posing in the
mudflats next to the freeway.
Walk down to the waterfront
to have a lunchtime con-
versation with a harbor seal
playing among the piers. Go
for a walk in the East Bay
hills at dawn or sunset to
greet the deer who casually
stroll the streets looking for
tender greens. In Marin
County, beware of
marauding wild boar.

The presence of these
animals in the midst of a
dense urban area is rather
extraordinary. Most cities
must be content with flocks
of pigeons and bands of
squirrels (or worse) to add a
natural dimension to their
resolutely built environ-
ments. Here, when the
pelicans cruise by in their
careful lines, when the
whales breach as they
migrate down the coast, they
make a link with a history
far grander than our few
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hundred years of effort. We
see only the faintest remnant
of the wildlife that was here
two centuries ago. The well-
traveled Spanish explorers
found the Bay area to be the
most wildly abundant place
they had ever encountered.
The great estuary served as a
crossroad for both migratory
birds traveling the length of
the Pacific coast from
tropical winters to arctic
summers and migratory fish
funneling in from the Pacific
Ocean up to all the streams
of the Sierra Nevada. These
vast populations would
blacken the skies and boil
the waters, providing a
bonanza for all the animals,
and the Indians, that preyed
on them. Now the grizzly
bear and the antelope are
gone, but the tracks of
coyote and mountain lion
are still occasionally spotted
in the East Bay hills. How
extraordinary it is that in
1985, amidst housing
developments and office
parks, a mountain lion can
still travel and find its prey.

The San Francisco Bay area
does have an unusual
physical setting, where the
waters of the bay and the
ridges of hills have set limits
for urban expansion and
allowed wild lands and
waters to interlock with
cities and freeways.
Geographic and historic
conditions encouraged large
tracts of land to be set aside
for military installations,
watersheds, salt ponds, and
agriculture. These tracts
remained undeveloped
islands, preserving wildlife

habitats within the urban
expansion. Yet, although the
Bay area may have been
fortunate with its physical
endowments, the continued
presence of wildlife can be
attributed to a long-standing
public resolve to preserve,
and more recently, to restore
their habitats.

Twenty-five years ago things
looked very grim for the
survival of almost any kind
of wildlife in the Bay area.
The urban areas of Cali-
fornia were growing at the
fastest rate in the nation, and
the pressure to develop new
land was mounting. The San
Francisco Bay was being
filled in at an alarming rate.
In 1960, only one-quarter of
the original marshland
remained. It was estimated
that, at the then current
filling rate of 3.6 square
miles per year, the bay would
be reduced to a river by the
year 2020." The city of
Berkeley had made a gran-
diose master plan to fill
2,000 acres of its tidelands,
essentially creating a second
city for industrial expansion.
There was the infamous
Reber Plan, approved in
concept by the voters of
California, to dam the entire
South Bay, solving problems
of sewage disposal, flood
control, smelly mudflats, etc.,
all through the creation of
one vast, freshwater lake.
The great estuary was well
on its way to becoming a
completely man-made en-
vironment of deepwater
ports, flood control gates,
industrial land reclamation,
concrete bulwarks, and

highway embankments. If the
mudflats and marshlands
were destroyed, it was
estimated that 70 percent of
the migratory shorebirds of
the entire Pacific coast flyway
would disappear also.?

Pollution was also becoming
more noticeable and noxious.
It was considered unsafe to
swim in the bay. Sewage
dumping was essentially
unregulated. DDT was
threatening the reproduction
of most of the large birds.
There appeared to be plenty
of pelicans around, but
someone finally noticed that
there were no juveniles. In
19635, there were no nesting
pairs of pelicans left in the
state.

Since those dismal days in
the early sixties, the trends
have at least been stalled and
in some cases even reversed.
The filling of the bay was
essentially halted with the
creation of the San Francisco
Bay Conservation and
Development Commission,
empowered to control all
development within 100 feet
of the hight tide shoreline.
Some marshlands and other
natural habitats have been
restored by the newly created
wildlife refuges. Perhaps
most dramatic is the return
of the egrets, pelicans, and
other large birds affected by
DDT. There are now over
75,000 nesting pairs of
brown pelicans in the state.
Although similar figures are
not available for egrets, it is
clear that they too are back
in increasing numbers—a



striking, yet poignant
presence.’

Saving the bay, and saving
wildlife habitats, has become
institutionalized through the
creation of new government
agencies. The official
statistics are dazzling, such
as the great acquisition of
parkland by regional, state,

legislature to create the first
regional park district in the
country. The park system is
now a key player in trying to
preserve the natural cor-
ridors that allow wildlife to
maintain a sufficient range.’

In 1961, the Save the San
Francisco Bay Association
was started by three women
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