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“When you have arrived at Phyllis, you rejoice in observing all the bridges over the canals, each different from the others: 

cambered, covered, on pillacs, on barges, suspended, with tracery balustrades. And what a variety of windows looks down on 

the streets: mullioned, Moorish, lancet, pointed, surmounted by lunettes or stained-glass roses; how many kinds of pavement 

cover the ground: cobbles, slabs, gravel, blue and white tiles. At every point the city offers surprises to your view: a caper 

bush jutting from the fortress’ walls, the statues of three queens on corbels, an onion dome with three smaller onions 

threaded on the spire. ‘Happy the man who has Phyllis before his eyes each day and who never ceases seeing the things it 

contains,’ you cry, with regret at having to leave the city when you can barely graze it with your glance.

But it so happens that, instead, you must stay in Phyllis and spend the rest of your days there. Soon the city fades before your 

eyes, the rose windows are expunged, the statues on the corbels, the domes. Like all of Phyllis’s inhabitants, you follow 

zigzag lines from one street to another, you distinguish the patches of sunlight from the patches of shade, a door here, a 

stairway there, a bench where you can put down your basket, a hole where your foot stumbles if you are not careful. All the 

rest of the city is invisible. Phyllis is a space in which routes are drawn between points suspended in the void: the shortest way 

to reach that certain merchant’s tent, avoiding that certain creditor’s window. Your footsteps follow not what is outside the 

eyes, but what is within, buried, erased. If, of two arcades, one continues to seem more joyous, it is because thirty years ago 

a girl went by there, with broad, embroidered sleeves, or else it is only because that arcade catches the light at a certain hour 

like that other arcade, you cannot recall where.

Millions of eyes look up at windows, bridges, capers, and they might be scanning a blank page. Many are the cities like 

Phyllis, which elude the gaze of all, except the man who catches them by surprise.”
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Thin Cities 5

“If you choose to believe me, good. Now I will tell how Octavia, the spider-web city, is made. There is a precipice between 

two steep mountains: the city is over the void, bound to the two crests with ropes and chains and catwalks. You walk on the 

little wooden ties, careful not to set your foot in the open spaces, or you cling to the hempen strands. Below there is nothing 

for hundreds and hundreds of feet: a few clouds glide past; farther down you can glimpse the chasm's bed. 

This is the foundation of the city: a net which serves as passage and as support. All the rest, instead of rising up, is hung 

below: rope ladders, hammocks, houses made like sacks, clothes hangers, terraces like gondolas, skins of water, gas jets, 

spits, baskets on strings, dumb-waiters, showers, trapezes and rings for children's games, cable cars, chandeliers, pots with 

trailing plants. 

Suspended over the abyss, the life of Octavia's inhabitants is less uncertain than in other cities. They know the net will last 

only so long.”
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“The man who is traveling and does not yet know the city awaiting him along his route wonders what the palace will be like, 

the barracks, the mill, the theater, the bazaar. In every city of the empire every building is different and set in a different order: 

but as soon as the stranger arrives at the unknown city and his eye penetrates the pine cone of pagodas and garrets and 

haymows, following the scrawl of canals, gardens, rubbish heaps, he immediately distinguishes which are the princes' 

palaces, the high priests' temples, the tavern, the prison, the slum. This—some say—confirms the hypothesis that each man 

bears in his mind a city made only of differences, a city without figures and without form, and the individual cities fill it up. 

This is not true of Zoe. In every point of this city you can, in turn, sleep, make tools, cook, accumulate gold, disrobe, reign, 

sell, question oracles. Anyone of its pyramid roofs could cover the leprosarium or the odalisques' baths. The traveler roams 

all around and has nothing but doubts: he is unable to distinguish the features of the city, the features he keeps distinct in his 

mind also mingle. He infers this: if existence in all its moments is all of itself, Zoe is the place of indivisible existence. But why, 

then, does the city exist? What line separates the inside from the outside, the rumble of wheels from the howl of wolves?”
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“The city of Sophronia is made up of two half-cities. In one there is the great roller coaster with its steep humps, the carousel 

with its chain spokes, the Ferris wheel of spinning cages, the death-ride with crouching motorcyclists, the big top with the 

clump of trapezes hanging in the middle. The other half-city is of stone and marble and cement, with the bank, the factories, 

the palaces, the slaughterhouse, the school, and all the rest. One of the half-cities is permanent, the other is temporary, and 

when the period of its sojourn is over, they uproot it, dismantle it, and take it off, transplanting it to the vacant lots of another 

half-city. And so every year the day comes when the workmen remove the marble pediments, lower the stone walls, the 

cement pylons, take down the Ministry, the monument, the docks, the petroleum refinery, the hospital, load them on trailers, 

to follow from stand to stand their annual itinerary. Here remains the half-Sophronia of the shooting-galleries and the 

carousels, the shout suspended from the cart of the headlong roller coaster, and it begins to count the months, the days it 

must wait before the caravan returns and a complete life can begin again.”



Things: A Story of Sixties by Georges Perec

“But the house was paradise on earth. Set in the midst of a great park sloping gently down to a fine sandy beach, it was an 

old building in the local idiom, not particularly large, all on one level, which had grown year by year and become the sun of a 

whole constellation of pavilions of all sizes, of arbours, shrines, bungalows with verandas on all four sides, dotted around the 

estate and connected to each other by lattice-walled walkways. There was an octagonal room with no openings other than a 

small door and two narrow slit windows, with its thick walls entirely lined with books, which was as shady and cool as a tomb; 

there were tiny rooms, whitewashed like monastic cells, with only two Saharan armchairs and a low table to furnish them; 

other rooms were long, low and narrow, with walls hung with thick mats, and yet others furnished in English country style, 

with inglenooks and massive fireplaces flanked by a pair of settees facing each other. In the grounds, white marble-paved 

paths meandered amongst the lemon trees, the orange trees and the almonds, lined with fragments of antique pillars. There 

were brooks and waterfalls, grottos and ponds covered with large white water-lilies between which you could sometimes see 

the silvery streak of fish. Peacocks paraded, uncaged, just as they had dreamed. Bowers overgrown with roses led to lush 

hideaways.”



Heidegger's Hut by Adam Sharr

Heidegger’s Relationship With the Hut

“Heidegger considered the hut to be small and basic. For him, it had resonant simplicity. The hut, as situated in the valley, 

was his “work-world.” It was a refuge of solitary concentration. To him, it was also a refuge against—but simultaneously 

with—the elements. Here, Heidegger felt himself in immediate contact with natural forces. For him, these forces stood for the 

power of creation and an impetus toward philosophy that he found inherent. The mountains’ tangible presence and seasonal 

movements prompted explorations of existence. Heidegger felt that Todtnauberg presented a challenge to “aloof” 

philosophical wordplay (such as definitions of “aesthetics” and “empathy”). He perceived greater authority in the bluntness 

of existence he found intensified by mountain terrain. For him, the very “nearness” of the mountain situation preceded 

interpretation. The material he needed to philosophize was already there laid out before him, although its immediacy belied 

the complex task of attempting to render its charge in words.”



Heidegger's Hut by Adam Sharr

The Bridge

“The bridge swings over the stream ‘with ease and power’. It does not just connect banks that are already there. The banks 

emerge as banks only as the bridge crosses the stream. The bridge expressly causes them to lie across from each other. One 

side is set off against the other by the bridge. Nor do the banks stretch along the stream as indifferent border strips of the 

dry land. With the banks, the bridge brings to the stream the one and the other expanse of the landscape [‘Uferlandschaft’; 

with both picturesque and technical connotations] lying beyond them. It brings stream and bank and land into each other’s 

neighbourhood. The bridge gathers the earth as landscape around the stream. Thus it guides and attends the stream 

through the meadows. Resting upright in the stream’s bed, the bridge-piers bear the swing of the arches that leave the 

stream’s waters to run their course. The waters may wander on quiet and gay, the sky’s floods from storm or thaw may shoot 

past the piers in torrential waves – the bridge is ready for the sky’s weather and its fickle nature. Even where the bridge covers 

[‘überdeckt’, ‘roofs over’] the stream, it holds its flow up to the sky by taking it for a moment under the vaulted gateway and 

then setting it free once more.

The bridge lets the stream run its course and at the same time grants mortals their way, so that they may come and go from 

shore to shore. Bridges initiate [‘geleiten’: ‘to accompany’ or ‘to escort’] in many ways [. . .] Always and ever differently the 

bridge initiates the lingering and hastening ways of men to and fro, so that they may get to other banks and in the end, as 

mortals, to the other side. Now in a high arch, now in a low, the bridge vaults over glen and stream – whether mortals keep in 

mind the vaulting of the bridge’s course or forget that they, always themselves on their way to the last bridge, are actually 

striving to surmount all that is common and unsound in them in order to bring themselves before the haleness of the 

divinities. The bridge gathers, as a passage that crosses [überschwingende Übergang], before the divinities – whether we 

explicitly think of and visibly give thanks for, their presence, as in the figure of the saint of the bridge, or whether that divine 

presence is obstructed or even pushed wholly aside. (Heidegger, 1971)”


