LETTER FROM MY HENYARD
by Sven-Ingvar Andersson

There really is nothing to speak of but eggs so
far. They won’t begin to cluck for two or three
years, and they probably will have to grow for
another five to six years before they are finis-
hed - with feathers and all. But then it will be a
really wonderful sight with all those beautiful
birds coming tearing down the hillside with
necks outstretched. The henyard isn’t finished
either, but so long as the chickensremainin their
eggs, it really doesn’t matter that the fence is
only ameter high and open. In time it will reach
four meter’s height and be completely impene-
trable to anything other than sparrows and
robins who may make their nests there.

This does not involve ordinary hens, you un-
derstand. They are made of plants - that is, they
are about to be made of plants. Of hawthorn,
clipped.

First into tight balls, so that the birds, in their
time, will not be bare-legged, then later, little
by little, into hens two to three meters high. The
fence will also be made of hawthorn. People
have told me that animals belong in an adven-
ture playground and that a man in my position
is expected to have his affairs in order. I don’t
visit my playground frequently enough to keep
living animals, so I have to make do with plant-
animals.

The henyard is part of a playground with a
differentiated plan. Not with respect to traffic,
but spatially. There are eleven rooms in all. The
hens have the largest of the seven, which is
enclosed by hawthorn hedges. In others there
are rabbits of boxwood, strawberries, compost,
and fire. One is set aside for a hammock and
one for people. And just as Winnie the Pooh
has “an empty pot for useful things,” in our
playground we have an empty garden room that
can be used for one thing or another.

Every man needs a nook, some corner where
he can make something that doesn’t have to add

up to anything. A possibility for some kind of
undertaking that doesn’t have to be evaluated, at
least not in connection with professional
advancement, livelihood, or status. Women and
children have the same need. This shouldn’t
necessarily be taken literally, this bit about the
nook. Making music, for example, gives one the
opportunity to stand back and recognize oneself,
which many consider essential. For most people
there seems to be a desire to mark their identity
visually, that is, to make something or other that
can be seen and that others can see. Children
build their own worlds of thoughts, which we
adults cannot see, but also of bricks, boxes, and
beer cases if they can. Women have always made
some kind of handicrafts over and above those
chores which have been seen as their particular

responsibility.

The result is that one way or another we decorate
our surroundings, and we enjoy it. In any case,
we grow grumpy when we aren’t allowed to
paint our door red or make psychedelic shop

windows.

All kinds of societies in all times have established
ways for limiting individual development. In our
society, there are rules for what one should eat
and how one should dress. When one builds a
house on the Fiji Islands, one must abide by
constraints set by material and technology, and
once people lived in igloos in Greenland. Many
rules are rooted in economic context, but there
is no lack of social considerations either.

One has to watch out that neither roof nor so-
cial status sticks up too far.

In primitive societies, one doesn’t just decorate
one’s environment, one makes it. One either
makes house and furnishings, tools and clothes

oneself or in close collaboration with a crafts-

man. People and environment become a strong

and simple whole under such conditions.
105



The conditions are completely different in our
society with its specialization and mass produc-
tion. We have great freedom and economic
opportunities to buy manufactured products, but
the possibilities for making something ourselves
are very few. Our potential for shaping is com-
pletely limited to combining finished things to
form new wholes.

The great quantity of things was something new
and exciting for our grandparents. So the bour-
geois home at the turn of the century became a
veritable storehouse of things. At first one
collected all those things factories could produce
and later all those things they couldn’t: exotic
things, conch shells, peacock feathers, and beach
pebbles.

A puritanical reaction was necessary and un-
avoidable. The many things were replaced by
the few, the wonderful by the modest, those rich
in association by the unambiguously simple -
the functional. Most important was that material,
construction, and form were authentic and an-
swered to a specific, legitimate need.

Say, “fake,” and that which is framed islost. The
white living room with two sophisticated, simple
chairs, placed side by side, a third of the way
along the longest wall of the room, has not lost
its grip upon the majority of architects. One finds
it particularly advisable that the common man
makes do with this pure clarity. Even though
architects, with their well-developed taste and
sense for the authentic may, of course, surround
themselves with Japanese handcrafts, painted
Mexican plaster figurines, and Balinese masks.
It has an inspirational effect on the work of giving
form! If one cannot trust the users to restrain
themselves and/or to have good taste, architects
ought to make sure that there are nice, neutral
curtains which can be pulled shut.

Now, we know that this is crazy, but the users
were the first to understand that this is a good
old double standard. Their opposition is, for the
most part, passive. During the work week they
hide their unaesthetic, thing-full, and inauthentic
display behind the curtains, but all who have
the opportunity parade it on the weekend an
appropriate distance from their regular home.
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Summer house and weekend shack are advent-
ure playgrounds for adults, places where we
have the nerve to decorate with our multiple
personalities, with all that we were brought up
to be ashamed of in the real, productive, week-
day world.

Therefore they flourish thatched roofs and
planted wheelbarrows, miniature forests and
wooden shacks, barbecue pits, and my hawthomn
hens.

Freud and others have attacked the Victorian
double standard, and slowly we bring oursel-
ves to accept the fact that humans, in spite of
everything, are animals. How then can w e justify
the aesthetic double standard which imprisons
the user behind a nice facade and prevents him
from the exuberant display and marking of place
that could be the true folklore of industrial
society?

I have a definite idea of how my henyard will
end, but what lies between now and then is an
open plan.

If I am so fortunate to live to a patriarchal age
and feeble senility, and if my henyard hasn’t
been torn down for a rocket launching pad or
some other useful thing, sometime near the turn
of the century, I will sit in a grove of hawthorns
with a blanket around my legs. Perhaps there is
a little clearing which lets the sun reach the
ground in a few places, but mainly all that I have
shaped has disintegrated now I no longer have
the strength to hold clippers or clamber up
ladders. My son-in-law has no interest for this
sort of thing, and folk cannot be hired for gar-
den work. Nonetheless, I am satisfied. The
hawthorns are grateful for the freedom to
develop alovely, healthy growth. In early sum-
mer all the branches are covered with masses
of yellow-white flowers, like whipped cream,
which later fall to the ground like a silent
snowfall, leaving the crooked stems standing
black against the white ground. In fall, the bran-
ches are weighed down by dark red fruits and
by all the birds that thrive in the sheltered world
of the thorn grove and enjoy its edible fall dress.



If I am truly fortunate, my great grandchild will
dig holes under the trees.

But a lot can happen before the henyard be-
comes a hawthorn grove. Except for the plants
that will be shaped into hens, all the hawthorns
are planted so that they form the sides of seven
rectangles. This fixes the main framework, which
can scarcely be altered. But there are many po-
tential variations still open.

How high should the hedges be? It’s hard to
clip them if they are over a meter and a half,
but I would like to enclose the henyard a bit
better, more for my own experience of the space
than the need to keep the hens shut in. A posi-
tion also has to be taken on whether the tops of
the hedges should follow the slope of the terrain
or lie in a horizontal plane. Or should the tops
lie in two or possibly three different horizontal
planes? This also depends upon the relations-
hip to the surrounding landscape. A plane at
the correctly-chosen level will yield a completely
enclosed space in the lower part of the garden,
and a view out over distant dales and ridges from
the upper hedge-room.

In the in-between spaces between the rectangles
lie many other possibilities. One immediately
experiences them as the garden’s negative parts,
as the separation between those parts which
mean something, as passages from the house out
to the attractions and activities. But it could also
be just the opposite: all the in-between spaces
could be made into enclosed leafy passages.
They could be filled with fine, shade-loving
plants or birdcages or moss-covered stones.
From the rectangles one could peek in at these
wonders through openings in the hedges.

And how consistent should I be? Shall I per-
haps use a bit of all the possibilities: positive
and negative space structure, different room
heights, open and closed spaces, spaces that
gather themselves around something which
happens on the ground plane or that open to
the clouds; passages that follow the district’s in-
between spaces and passages that wind through
the garden seemingly independent of the
primary structure? Shall I perhaps make my
playground into an illustration of “Complexity

and Contradiction in Architecture” or shall Ilet
form follow function in the hope that less is
more? There are many Intentions in Archi-
tecture to choose from, and to the ecological
requirements of the hawthorns, I can add my
own social needs.

The trees are planted, but my henyard is no-
where near finished. Despite the many possi-
bilities, I am not anxious about the result. And
even if it just becomes a big mess, it won’t be all
bad. My confidence stems not so much from a
sense of my own ability to manage the affair,
but from two facts: the simple pattern of the plan-
ting and the material, hawthorn.

If I always proceed with a respect for the place-
ment of the hawthorns and their existence as
living organisms, they will always form a clear
pattern that can adapt to whatever serendipitous
circumstances are introduced by myself and by
time. The hawthorns, on the other hand, per-
mit enormous variation, from the meter high,
closely-clipped to the freely-growing, five-me-
ter tree. But not beyond those limits which lie
in being a hawthorn, which means that every
single cell, whether it sits in the roots or in the
skin of the fruit, has a predetermined number
of chromosomes with a particular set of genes,
which can vary a little bit and give each plant
its unique individuality, yet still ensure simila-
rities in form and in mode of adapting to external

conditions.

In the discussion of the flexible and the fixed,
dynamic and static, open, functional plan and
closed, formal plan, some would say that the
conditions change so quickly that it is useless to
plan. It is more important to produce, they say,
and to produce so much so cheaply that we can
discard and make anew as needs and oppor-
tunities change. In the slightly more bounded
discussion about our need for an unfinished
environment, it would mean that one gives in
to the free play of forces and accepts chaos as
the aesthetic of our time. Then one forgets, I
believe, that humans, just like hawthorns, are
very adaptable, but still bound to their genetic
structure which is unchangeable. (Mutations are
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infrequent and most people would consider ma-
nipulating the laws of heredity inhumane.)
And I don’t think I am wrong if I believe that in
our genetically fixed pattern there is also a need
for stability in our physical surroundings, as well
as the need for freedom, diversity, and individual
development.

The task, then, is to find the balance.

Often we planners are so busy fixing all the
details, and, if our clients have exchanged
beargrass for red roses or bought solid lounge
chairs instead of the Kjeerholm-poem we recom-
mended, we think our work has been ruined,
and we have to move everything around before
we can photograph it.

In those places we study as precedents there are
also many fine details: the door handles of the
Kunstindustri Museum in Copenhagen, the
paper screens in Katsura, the fortifications in the
Generalife, etc. But there are also environments
that are exciting because they permit a brilliant
freedom against the background of a fixed fea-
ture in the landscape context or in the pattern
of the plan. I am thinking of such cities as
Portofino, which presses up against the city walls
in delightful irregularity. Of Dutch cities sub-
ordinated to the necessity of the canal pattern.
Of Lucca, where the construction around the
old amphitheater is both rigorously restrained
and unbounded, free. Of Paris, where Louis IV
and Napoleon III managed, with Le Nostre’s
and Hausmann’s help, to give a structure, which,
despite great opposition in implementation and
much critique by posterity, unified the richness
of variety and change with well-planned clarity.
(Unity and variety, as Le Nostre said.)

I also think about the fact that the only ideal
city planned in detail that still functions well is
the botanical garden at Padua. But, then, it is
plants that are concerned there.

What about a synthesis and a conclusion? I am
not up to it.

I can only see the problem from within the
closed world of my henyard. Others, who keep
pigeons, may be more fortunate.
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Den botaniske have i Padova.

Brev fra min hensegard

Af Sven-Ingvar Andersson

Der er i virkeligheden ikke tale om andet end =g end-
nu. Forst efter 2—3 ar vil de begynde at klakkes, og de
behever nok at vokse yderligere 5-6 ar, for de er fer-
dige med fjer og alt. Men til den tid bliver det rigtig
nok et dejligt syn med alle de flotte fugle, som kom-
mer farende nedad skrenten med strakte halse. Selve
hensegérden er heller ikke fierdig, men sd lenge kyl-
lingerne ligger i deres g, betyder det da ikke noget,
at hegnet kun er meterhejt og abent. Til sin tid bliver
det op mod fire meter hejt og helt uigennemtrange-

ligt for andre end spurvene og redhalsene, som skal
have lov til at have til huse dér.

De kan nok forsta, at det ikke drejer sig om alminde-
lige hener. De er lavet af planter — jeg mener, de
er ved at blive lavet af planter. Af tjorn, som skal
klippes.

Forst til tztte kugler for at fuglene til sin tid ikke
skal blive bare om benene og senere, lidt efter lidt,
til 2-3 m heje honer. Hegnet bliver ogsé lavet af tjorn.
Man har fortalt mig at der herer dyr til en skram-
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Hus og have.

mellegeplads og at det forventes af en mand i min
stilling, at han har sine ting i orden. Jeg besoger ikke
min legeplads sa hyppigt, at jeg kan holde levende
dyr, derfor ma jeg nejes med plantedyr.
Honsegérden herer til en legeplads med differen-
tieret plan. Ikke hvad det trafikale angar, men i det
rumlige. Den er delt i elleve rum. Honsene har det
storste af de syv, som er hegnede med tjernehzkke.
I andre findes der buksbomskaniner, jordbazr, kom-
post og brznde. Et er beregnet til hengekoje og et for
mennesker. Og ligesom Peter Plys har en empty pot
for useful things, s& har vi i vores skrammellegeplads
et tomt haverum, som kan bruges til et eller andet.

(o]

Til det, som en mand har brug for, herer en krog,
hvor han kan lave noget, som ikke behover at blive
til noget. En mulighed for en eller anden slags virk-
somhed, som ikke skal vurderes — i hvert fald ikke i
forbindelse med avancement, indtjening eller status.
Kvinder og bern trenger til det samme. Det behever
ikke nedvendigvis tages bogstaveligt, det med krogen.
At dyrke musik giver for eksempel en mulighed for
at traekke sig tilbage og erkende sig selv, som mange
oplever som uundverlig. For langt de fleste synes der
dog at vare en trang til at markere sin integritet ogsa
visuelt dvs. at lave et eller andet, som kan ses og som
andre kan se. Born bygger deres egen verden af tanker,
som vi voksne ikke kan folge, men ogsa af mursten,
kviste og elkasser, hvis det er muligt for dem. Kvin-
der har i alle tider dyrket en eller anden slags husflid

ved siden af det gentagelsesarbejde, som er blevet
betragtet som deres szrlige opgave.

Resultatet bliver, at vi pa en eller anden made kom-
mer til at prege vores omgivelser og at vi er glade
for det. I hvert fald bliver vi sure, nar vi ikke ma male
deren red eller gore butiksvinduerne psykedeliske.

o

Alle tider og alle slags samfund har haft nogen form
for begrensning af den individuelle udfoldelse. I
visse samfund findes der regler for hvad man skal spise
og hvordan man skal klede sig. P4 Fidji-eerne er man
nedt til at holde sig inden for de rammer, som mate-
rialet og teknikken giver, ndr man laver boliger, og en
gang levede man i iglos pdA Grenland. Mange regler
grunder sig pa ekonomiske forhold, men sociale hen-
syn mangler heller ikke.

Man ma se til, at hverken taget eller den sociale
status rager for hejt op. ‘

I primitive samfund er det alle regler til trods sa-
dan, at man ikke alene prager sit miljo, men laver det.
Boligen og udstyret, redskaberne og tejet har man
lavet selv eller i et nert samarbejde med en handver-
ker. Mennesket og dets omgivelser bliver under sa-
danne forhold til en stzrk og simpel helhed.

(e]

Forudsztningerne er helt anderledes i vores sam-
fund med specialisering og masseproduktion. Vi har
stor frihed og ekonomiske muligheder for at valge
imellem ferdige ting, men vores muligheder for at
lave noget selv er meget sma. Vores muligheder for
at skabe er i hovedsagen begransede til at kombinere
feerdige ting til nye helheder.

Den store mangde af ting var noget nyt og spenden-
de for vore bedsteforeldre. S4 blev ogsd adrhundred-
skiftets borgerhjem til veritable tingdepoter. Man sam-
lede omkring sig ferst alt det, som fabrikkerne kunne
frembringe og senere alt det, som de ikke kunne lave:
eksotiske ting, konkylier, pafuglefjer og strandsten.

En puristisk reaktion var pakrevet og uundgaelig.
De mange ting erstattedes med de f4, det pragtfulde
med det beskedne, det associationsrige med det en-
tydigt enkle — det funktionelle. Vigtigere blev det dog
at materiale, konstruktion og form var zgte og svarede
til et pracist, legitimt behov.

Sig ,forloren“, 0g den, der rammes, er fortabt. Den
hvide stue med to sofistikeret enkle stole ved siden
af hinanden i den ene langvegs tredjedelspunkt har
ikke mistet sit greb om arkitektstandens flertal. Man
finder det sarlig tilrddeligt at den jevne mand nejes
med denne rene klarhed. Selv kan arkitekten med sin
opevede smag og sin sans for det agte selvfolgelig
omgive sig med japanske husflidsprodukter, malede
mexikanske gipsfigurer og balinesiske dansemasker.
Det virker inspirerende i det skabende arbejde! Hvis
man ikke kan stole pd, at brugeren behersker sig og/
eller den gode smag, ber arkitekten serge for, at der
hznges smukke, neutrale gardiner op, som kan trak-
kes for.

67



‘ \1».

1

q*\' iy ‘
» n"‘h\'

5

l-&" "

Portofino, tegnet af lvor Kamlish.

Nu er vi godt klar over, at den er gal, men forbru-
gerne var de forste til at forstd, at dette er god gam-
mel dobbeltmoral. Deres modstand er i de fleste til-
felde passiv. I arbejdsugen skjuler de deres uastetiske,
tingfyldte og forlorne udfoldelse bag gardinerne, men
alle som har lejlighed til det, lufter den i weekenden
i passende afstand fra den faste bolig. Sommerboligen,
weekendhytten, bliver skrammellegepladsen for de
voksne, det milje, som vi drister os til at prage med
vores mangelfulde personlighed, med alt det, som vi
opdrages til at skamme os over i det rigtige, produk-
tive mandags-fredagsmilje.

Derfor trives stratagene og de tilplantede trillebere,
miniatureskovene og braddehytterne, havepejsene og
mine hener af tjorn.

o

Freud og andre har bekazmpet den victorianske
dobbeltmoral og langsomt vender vi os til at accep-
tere at mennesket trods alt ogsa er et dyr. Hvordan
angriber vi den astetiske dobbeltmoral, som giver
forbrugeren hzmninger bag den pzne facade og af-
holder ham fra den frodige udfoldelse og miljepreg-
ning, som ville kunne vare industrisamfundets zgte

folklore?
o

Jeg har en bestemt idé om, hvordan min hensegard

skal ende, men det som ligger mellem ru og tl sidst
er en aben plan.
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Hvis jeg er heldig at leve indtil jeg opnér patriar-
kalsk alder og senil skrebelighed og hvis min hense-
gard ikke bliver ryddet til brug for en raketstation
eller noget andet nyttigt, sd vil jeg engang ved ar-
hundredskiftet komme til at sidde i en tjernelund med
et teppe om benene. Maske er der enlille lysning, som
lader solen nd bunden enkelte steder, men i hoved-
sagen er alt det, som jeg har formet géet i oplesning,
fordi jeg ikke magter at holde i saksen mere og ikke
egner mig til at klatre pa stiger. Min svigersen inter-
esserer sig ikke for den slags og folk kan ikke lejes til
havearbejde. Alligevel er jeg helt tilfreds. Tjerneplan-
terne takker for friheden med at udfolde en dejlig
sund vakst. I forsommeren dakker de alle grene under
et vald af fledeskumsgullighvide blomster, som lidt
senere falder til jorden som et stille snefald og lader
de krogede stammer sta sorte pd en hvid bund. I
efterdret tynges grenene af meorkerede frugter og af
alle de fugle, som trives i tjernelundens beskyttede
verden og nyder dens spiselige efterdrsdragt. Hvis
jeg er rigtig heldig laver mine berneberns bern huler
under trzerne.

Men for hensegirden bliver tjernelund, kan der
ske meget. Undtagen de planter, som skal formes til
hener, er alle tjernene plantet sddan, at de danner
sider 1 syv rektangler. Det laser fast en hovedstruktur,
som der neppe kan @ndres pa. Men der er ogsd mange
variationsmuligheder dbne:

Hvor heje skal hekkene vare? Det er bekvemt at
klippe dem, hvis de ikke er over halvanden meter,
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men jeg kunne tenke mig at lukke hensegarden lidt
bedre — mere af hensyn til min oplevelse af rummet
end til behovet for at holde henerne lukket inde. Der
skal ogsa tages stilling til, om hzkkenes overkant skal
folge terrznets skranende bevagelse eller om den skal
ligge i et horisontalt plan. Eller skal overkanten ligge
i to, muligvis tre forskellige horisontale niveauer?
Det hanger igen sammen med forholdet til det om-
givende landskab. Et plan i det rigtigt valgte niveau
vil give helt lukkede rum i havens lavere del, men
fri udsigt over dalen og asen fra de hakkerum, som
ligger hejt.

I mellemrummet mellem rektanglerne ligger ogsa
forskellige muligheder. Umiddelbart erfarer man dem
som anleggets negative dele, som adskillelse mellem
de dele der betyder noget og som passager fra huset
ud til attraktionerne og aktiviteterne. Men det kunne
jo ogsa blive omvendt: Alle mellemrummene kunne
gores til lukkede levgange. De kunne fyldes med fine
skyggeplanter eller med fuglebure eller med sten med
mos pa. Fra rektanglerne ville man kunne kigge ind
pa herlighederne gennem abninger i hzkkene.

Og hvor konsekvent skal jeg vare? Skal jeg maske
bruge lidt af alle mulighederne: positive og negative
rumstrukturer, forskellige rumhgjder, abne og lukkede
rum, rum som samler sig om noget, som sker pa jord-
fladen og rum, som &bner sig mod skyerne; passager,
som felger kvartersmellemrummene og passager, som
snor sig gennem anlegget tilsyneladende uafhangigt
af den primare struktur? Skal jeg maske lave min
legeplads til en illustration af ,,Complexity and
Contradiction in Architecture® — eller skal jeg lade
form follow function i hdb om at less is more? Der er
mange Intensions in Architecture at valge imellem
og til tjernenes okologiske behov kan jeg legge mine
egne sociale.

Tjernene er plantede, men min hensegard er slet
ikke ferdig. Til trods for de mange muligheder er jeg
ikke bange for resultatet. Ogsa hvis det bliver et stort
roderi, sa tror jeg ikke at det kan blive helt darligt.
Det beror ikke pa den dejlige tiltro, som jeg har til
mine egne evner til at administrere affzeren, men til
de to bindinger, som stotter projektet: det simple
plantningsmenster og materialet, tjern.

Hvis jeg gar ud fra hele tiden at ville respektere
tjerneplanternes placering og deres eksistens som
biologiske individer, sa vil de altid danne et tydeligt
menster, som kan bzre de happenings og tilfgjelser,
som jeg og tiden giver. Tjernene vil pa den anden side
tillade en meget stor variation, alt fra det meterhgje,
tet klippede og til det frit voksende fem meter heje
tre. Dog ikke ud over den begrensning, som ligger i
at vare tjorn, hvilket betyder at hver eneste celle, hvad
enten den sidder i roden eller i frugtskallen har et
bestemt antal kromosomer med en bestemt opstning
af gener, som nok kan variere en lille smule og ger
hver plante til et unikt individ, men som i det hele
taget garanterer for store ligheder i form og i maden
at mede ydre vilkar pa.

o
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I diskussionen om fleksibelt og fastlagt, dynamisk
og statisk, aben funktionsplan og lukket formalplan
vil nogle sige, at forudsetningerne andrer sig sa hur-
tigt, at det ikke nytter noget at planlegge. Det er
vigtigere at producere, siger de, og at producere si
meget og sd billigt, at vi kan smide vak og lave nyt
i takt med at behov og muligheder @ndres. I den
lidt mere begrensede diskussion om vores behov af
et ikke feerdigt milje matte det betyde, at man giver
helt frit for magternes frie spil og accepterer kaos
som vor tids @stetik. Man glemmer da, tror jeg, at
mennesket paA samme made som tjernen nok er meget
tilpasningsduelig, men dog bundet til sin genetiske
struktur, som er uforanderlig. (Mutationer er sjzldne
og manipulationer med arvemassen vil de fleste synes
inhumane).

Og jeg tror ikke, at jeg tager meget fejl, hvis jeg
mener, at der i vores genetisk fastlagte menster fin-
des et behov for fasthed ogsd i vore fysiske omgivelser
ved siden af behovet for frihed, afveksling og indivi-
duel udfoldelse.

Opgaven bliver sé at finde balancen.

Ofte har vi planleggere valdigt travlt med at fast-
legge detaljerne, og hvis vores klient har byttet bjer-
negresset ud med rede roser eller kebt solide lene-
stole i stedet for de Kjerholm-poem, som vi anbefa-
lede, s& synes vi at vores arbejde er blevet edelagt,
og der skal flyttes rundt pd meget, for vi kan foto-
grafere det.

I de miljeer, vi studerer som forbillede findes da
ogsd mange fine enkeltheder — dergrebene i Kunst-
industrimuseet, papirskermene 1 Katsura, befestel-
serne i Generalife osv. Men der findes ogsd mil-
joer, som er spezndende ved at tillade en overlegen
frihed i udfoldelsen pa baggrund af en eller anden
fasthed i de landskabelige forudsatninger eller i plan-
legningsmensteret. Jeg tznker pd sidanne byer som
Portofino, der i dejlig uregelmessighed trykker sig op
ad bjergmuren. P4 hollandske byer, som underord-
ner sig kanalmensterets nedvendighed. Pa Lucca,
hvor bebyggelsen omkring det gamle amfiteater er
pa en gang rigoristisk bundet og ubegranset fri. Pa
Paris, hvor det lykkedes Ludvig XIV og Napoleon
IIT med Le Nostre’s og Hausmann’s hjzlp at give en
struktur, som trods stor modstand ved gennemforel-
sen og megen overlegen kritik af efterverdenen har
forenet mangfoldighedens og forandringens rigdom
med overskuelighedens klarhed. (Unité et Varieté,
comme il le dit, Le Nostre).

Jeg tenker ogsa pa, at den eneste i detaljer planlagte
idealby, som vedvarer at fungere godt, er den bota-
niske have i Padova. Men sa er det ogsd planter, det

gelder dér.
(o]

Hvad med sammenfatning og konklusion? Det mag-
ter jeg ikke.

Jeg kan kun se problemet fra min hensegards luk-
kede verden. Andre, som holder duer, m& veare hel-
digere.
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