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Lecture III: Time Practice – Part I
• Lived Time Practice
• How to embrace uncertainty in research processes?
• The Joy of (not)knowing  



(Smithson, 1972, p. 370) 



Lived Time

“the human experience of time is all-pervasive, intimate, and immediate” 

(Fraser, 2003, p. xi). 



(Till, 2009, p. 96) 

96 Time, Space, and Lo- Fi Architecture

a complete reversal of the normal emphasis on space in architecture. Any 
notions of time’s conquest of space or of space’s of time prove to be Pyrrhic 
victories, because the two cannot be separated, and so the triumph of one 
over the other is the vanquishing of something stripped of its fullness.10 So 
when I suggest time as the primary context for architecture, it is not to reas-
sert the modernist myth of the conquest of space through time, but rather 
to establish the principle of bringing time to space. Or, to put it another way, 
to think of temporalized space—space full of time—rather than spatialized 
time—the latter of which, as we saw with Giedion, inevitably leads in its 
reifi cation and aestheticization to a completely emasculated version of time. 
If, as Lefebvre suggests, “with the advent of modernity, time has vanished 
from social space,”11 then we need to fi nd ways of reintroducing it. The fore-
grounding of space tends toward its abstraction; against this, by positing 
time as the key context for architecture, space becomes active, social, and is 
released from the hold of static formalism.

“We must acknowledge,” writes Steven Groák, “that in reality buildings 
have to be understood in terms of several di=erent timescales over which 
they change, in terms of moving images and ideas in fl ux.”12 And if time 
is the primary context for architecture, and if the context of time is one of 
contingency and uncertainty, then it is the fi rst context out of which we can 
begin to develop notions of how to deal with that contingency: to under-
stand architecture as a contingent discipline, one must grapple with an 
understanding of time. I use the word grapple knowingly; great, great minds 
have wrestled with the slippery beast of time, so where should we mere 
mortals start? Aristotle, St. Augustine, Kant, Einstein, Heidegger, Bergson, 
Whitehead, or Ricoeur? My advice is none of these; they become black holes 
in which, quite literally, one can lose a lot of time. Start with what you know, 
what you see, what you experience; start with the everyday; start with Smith-
son’s “temporal surfaces,” which are there waiting to be found if one just 
puts on the time- based spectacles; put aside your clock and look for all those 
other aspects of time as lived which I have hinted at above: the linear, the 
cyclical, the instant, the memory, the event, the ritual. Lived time: you will 
fi nd it in the streets, you will fi nd it in the everyday. You will fi nd the best 
understanding of lived time in your own, human, experience of it. Most 
poignantly, you will fi nd it in novels; share your time with their time.13 Most 
explicitly, you will fi nd lived time in James Joyce, in Ulysses.

It is Joyce more than any philosopher who most acutely describes time 
as lived, and so indicates the impossibility of placing it into a neat set of cat-
egories. In Ulysses, he weaves threads of epic time (the time of the Homeric 



How to 

move 

beyond 
the pressure of linear/chronological time that imprisons research?

How to embrace uncertainty in research processes?



Practice For  
Seeking (not)knowing



my garden 
Bunhill Fields 
I found this garden by chance in the beginning of September 2009. On that particular 
day, I picked up Bus 43 from Highgate to Old Street Station to go to the Barbican. The 
bus stop is just beside the main entrance of Bunhill Fields at City Road St. I walked in. I 
always returned to this garden while I lived in London (author’s research journal, 
London, between 12 August 2009 and April 2011). 



my photo 
While researching William Blake on 
the Internet on Sunday 28 October 
2010, I encountered this image by 
chance. Because of the name 
coincidence, the image captured 
me as it pictures gleaners, not the 
common agricultural activity but an 
industrial one. While reading the 
caption, written by the author in the 
photo, I realized it was in 
Staffordshire, the earth-place of 
Potteries Thinkbelt, which I was 
studying for my PhD.  
It was a happy chance, one that 
opened a glimpse to the lived time 
of this place, an absence in Cedric 
Price’s project, triggering a chance 
to look beyond abstraction and 
technology, a deepness into in situ 
ground and people. (author’s research 
journal, 28 October 2010)

my photo



my Thinkbelt 
In August 2012, I went to the 
Canadien Centre for 
Architecture to find Cedric 
Price’s archive. While seeking 
Potteries Thinkbelt (1963-67) 
I was guided to gather all the 
time scraps of this material 
place, the soil, the trees.  
William Blakes‘ series on this 
polluted landscape were 
there too, although no 
reference was made to the 
author. This guidance would 
never have existed if it had 
not been for “my photo” as 
found in February 28, 2010. 
(author’s research Journal, 
August, 2012) 



my poem-poet 
One particular time, I can’t remember when, I was 
seated in my garden and I read this inscription: 
“Nearby lie the remains of the poet-painter William 
Blake 1757–1827 and his wife Catherine Sophia.” 
I think it was on this day that this garden became 
“my garden,” a space where I belonged. 
William Blake’s commemorative stone, William 
Blake’s poem, being here, just being, doing 
NOthing, just breathing and dreaming, the 
experiential bond of being not alone. 
On the following day, I was walking in Waterloo 
Park and shared my previous day’s precious 
finding. These strange strangers were suspicious, 
“You said William Blake?
“Expect poison from standing waters” (Blake, 
1790-1793, in The Marriage of Heaven and Hell “
I needed to find out more about “my garden.” I 
did. The story... indigents were buried in this 
place...the destruction caused by the war, the 
scars of the war, the opportunity to make 
something. “My garden” and “my “photo” have 
something in common beyond a name. Maybe 
they are the ones who for some reason are the 
scraps of society who are whispering to me. 
I found out Peter Shepheard designed Bunhill 
Fields.
(author’s research journal,  4 January, 2011)



my statement 
I had never heard of Peter Shepheard. 
Who was he? In RIBA’s library I found 
RIBA’s Presidential Address of 1969 by 
Peter Shepheard. Maybe my 
“expanded field” explains in a complex 
way this simple statement:  
“I see architecture, landscape and 
town planning as one operation.”  
Any student of architecture should read 
this amenities chart. The gleaned is the 
essential extract:  
“So the architect, my ideal architect, 
must be a man who loves the earth as 
it is, not, I hasten to add, the way we 
run it, but the way the sunlight comes 
to the eyes, the air to the lungs, and 
the food to the mouth.” 
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https://onbeingwithit.lab2pt.net/en/home#



https://books.google.de/books?
id=xNMBEAAAQBAJ&pg=PT1&dq=pedag
ogical+experiences+on+territory+at+eaum
&hl=pt-
PT&sa=X&ved=2ahUKEwilmsrZ7fn2AhVG
z4UKHejrCFAQ6AF6BAgIEAI#v=onepage
&q=pedagogical%20experiences%20on%2
0territory%20at%20eaum&f=false

https://repositorium.sdum.uminho.pt/
handle/1822/49366

https://repositorium.sdum.uminho.pt/
handle/1822/52607



https://repositorium.sdum.uminho.pt/handle/1822/71485

https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=uWF3cisDA3A 
 



















only Joy is the door for knowing
Baruch Spinoza


