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 Logan Airport: a world-class upgrade for the 21st century.
 - Late 20th-century billboard

 INTRODUCTION

 If space-junk is the human debris that litters the universe, junkspace is
 the residue mankind leaves on the planet. The built (more about that
 later) product of modernization is not modern architecture but junk¬
 space. Junkspace is what remains after modernization has run its course,
 or more precisely, what coagulates while modernization is taking place -
 its fallout. Modernization had a rational program: to share the blessings
 of science universally. Junkspace is its apotheosis, its meltdown.
 Although the individual parts of junkspace are hypertechnical, lucidly
 planned by human intelligence, imagination and infinite computation,
 and the outcome of brilliant inventions, their combination spells the end
 of the Enlightenment by its resurrection as farce, as low-grade purgato¬
 ry. Junkspace is the sum total of our current architecture. We have built
 as much as all previous histories put together, but our architectural regis¬
 ters of scale and production have changed. Junkspace is the product of
 the encounter between the escalator and air-conditioning, conceived in
 an incubator of sheetrock (all three are missing from history books).
 Junkspace is the body-double of space, a territory of impaired ambition,
 limited expectation, reduced earnestness. Junkspace is a Bermuda
 Triangle of concepts, a petri dish abandoned: it lowers immunity, cancels
 distinctions, undermines resolve, prefers intention to realization; it sub¬
 stitutes accumulation for hierarchy, addition for composition. More and
 more is more. Junkspace is overripe and undernourishing at the same
 time, a colossal security blanket that covers the earth, the product of all
 decisions not taken, issues not faced, choices not made, priorities left
 undefined, contradictions perpetuated, compromises embraced, corrup¬
 tion tolerated. Junkspace is like being condemned to a perpetual Jacuzzi
 with millions of your best friends. A fuzzy empire of blur, it fuses public
 and private, straight and bent, bloated and starved, high and low, offer¬
 ing a seamless patchwork of the permanently disjointed. Seemingly an
 apotheosis, spatially grandiose, the effect of its richness is terminal hol-
 lowness, a vicious parody that systematically erodes the credibility of
 architecture, possibly forever. OK, let's talk about space then. The beauty
 of airports, especially after each upgrade. The sparkle of renovations. The
 variety of shopping centers. Let's explore public space, discover casinos,
 investigate theme parks. Our concern for the people has made people's
 architecture invisible. It was a mistake to invent modern architecture for

 the 20th century; architecture disappeared in the 20th century. We have
 been reading a footnote under a microscope, hoping it would turn into a
 novel. Junkspace seems an aberration, but in essence, it is the main
 event. Junkspace looks as if a hurricane has rearranged a previously
 ordered condition, but this apparent disorder is misleading - it was never
 coherent and never aspired to be. When we think about space, we look
 only at its containers - all theory of the production of space is based on an
 obsessive preoccupation with its opposite: substance (i.e., architecture).
 Continuity is the essence of junkspace: it exploits any invention that
 enables expansion, enlists any device that promotes disorientation (mirror,
 polish, echo), and deploys an infrastructure of seamlessness (escalator,
 sprinkler, fireshutter, hot-air curtain, air-conditioning). Junkspace is
 sealed, held together not by structure but by skin, like a bubble. Gravity
 has remained constant, resisted by the same arsenal since the beginning
 of time. But air-conditioning, an invisible medium previously unrecorded,
 has truly revolutionized 20th-century architecture. Air-conditioning has
 launched the endless building. If architecture is what separates buildings,
 then air-conditioning is what unites them. Air-conditioning has dictated
 mutant regimes of organization and coexistence that architecture can no
 longer follow. Unlike the architectural monuments of the Middle Ages, a
 shopping center is now the outcome of a single year within a single gener¬
 ation. Air-conditioning makes or breaks our cathedrals. Because it is no
 longer free, conditioned space inevitably becomes conditional space.
 Sooner or later, however, all conditional space turns into junkspace.
 Junkspace is always interior, and so extensive that you rarely perceive
 limits. Its spaces are created by piling matter on top of matter, cemented
 together to form a new whole. Junkspace is additive, layered and light¬
 weight, quartered the way a carcass is torn apart by predators - chunks
 severed from a universal condition. Walls have ceased to exist, now only
 partitions subdivide, shimmering membranes frequently covered in gold.
 Structure groans invisibly underneath decoration, or worse, is decoration.
 Small, shiny space frames that support nominal loads. Junkspace is the
 domain of feigned, simulated geometries. Although strictly nonarchitec-
 tural, it tends to be vaulted like a dome. Sections seem to be devoted to
 utter inertness, while others appear frantically committed to articulation:
 the deadest next to the most hysterical. Themes cast a pall of arrested
 development over interiors as large as the Pantheon, spawning stillbirths
 in every corner. The aesthetic is Byzantine, splintered into thousands of
 shards, all visible at the same time to produce a dizzying panoptical pop¬
 ulism. Within this spiraling visibility, neon signifies both the new and the
 old. Wildly anachronistic, regressive and futuristic interiors simultane¬
 ously reference both the stone and space ages. Like the inactive virus in
 an inoculation, modern architecture remains essential, but only its most
 useless incarnations. For example, high-tech has been revived to cele¬
 brate the millennium (it seemed so dead only a decade ago). Its aesthetic
 is based on the foregrounding of what previous generations kept under
 wraps: molluscular forms with tautly stretched skins, emergency stairs
 suspended in unilateral trapeze, handcrafted members propping quasi-
 industrial plant rooms, acres of glass hung from spidery cables, probes
 thrusting into space to deliver laboriously what elsewhere happens unaided
 - free air. Transparency only reveals things with which you cannot inter¬
 act. At the sound of midnight, all of it may revert to Taiwanese Gothic, or
 in three years segue into Nigerian Contemporary. Murals used to show
 gods but junkspace's modules are scaled to carry brands. Myths can be
 inhabited, while brands husband aura at the mercy of focus groups.
 Junkspace is based on cooperation. There is no design but creative prolif¬
 eration. Three-dimensional graphics, transplanted emblems of franchise
 and sparkling infrastructures of light, LED's and video describe an
 authorless world beyond anyone's claim: utterly unique, totally unpre¬
 dictable, yet intensely familiar. Regurgitation instead of resuscitation.
 Junkspace sheds architectures like a reptile sheds skins. It reinvents
 itself every Monday morning. In classical space materiality was based on
 a final state that could only be modified at the expense of at least partial
 destruction. At the exact moment that regularity and repetition have
 been abandoned as repressive, building materials have become more and
 more modular, unitary and standardized, as if substance comes predigi-
 tized (the next level of abstraction). The module becomes smaller and
 smaller, to the point where it is transformed into one piece within an
 overarching mosaic. With enormous difficulty (argument, negotiation,
 sabotage), irregularity and uniqueness are constructed from identical
 elements. Instead of trying to wrest order from chaos, the picturesque is
 now wrested from the homogenized. All materialization is provisional:
 cutting, bending, tearing, coating. Like tailoring, construction has
 acquired a new softness. The joint is no longer problematic, because tran¬
 sitional moments in architecture are now defined by stapling and taping.
 Verbs previously alien to architectural history - clamp, stick, fold, dump,
 glue, double, fuse - have become indispensable. Each element performs
 its task in negotiated isolation. Where once detailing suggested the (pos¬
 sibly infinite) coming together of disparate materials, it is now a tran¬
 sient coupling, waiting to be undone, unscrewed, a temporary embrace
 that none of its constituent parts may survive. No longer the orchestrated
 encounter of difference, the detail has become a stalemate, an abrupt
 end to an established system. Only the blind, reading these faultlines
 with their fingertips, will understand junkspace's histories. Faceted like
 a formation of crystals, not by nature or design but by default, junkspace
 is like stained glass that has become three-dimensional, a buffer of color
 in front of fluorescent walls that generate additional heat to raise the
 temperature of junkspace to levels where you could cultivate orchids.
 Junkspace is hot space. There are two kinds of density in junkspace - the
 first optical, the second, informational. They compete. Junkspace always
 changes but it never evolves. The program of junkspace is escalation (like
 Ravel's Bolero). Assuming histories left and right, its contents are repeti¬
 tive and stable: they multiply by cloning more of the same. Sections no
 longer viable rot, and are connected to the flesh of the main body only via
 gangrenous passages. Junkspace is an ur-soup of deferment and consum¬
 mation, a new form of form follows function. Devoted to instant gratifi¬
 cation, junkspace accommodates seeds of future perfection. A language
 of apology is woven through its texture of basic euphoria: "Closed for
 your future entertainment," "pardon our appearance," or miniature yel¬
 low "sorry" billboards mark ongoing repairs or patches of wetness,
 announcing momentary closure in return for imminent sparkle - the
 allure of improvement. All surfaces are archaeological, superpositions of
 different "periods." (What would you call the moment a particular type
 of wall-to-wall carpet was current?) In theory, each megastructure
 spawns its own subsystem of compatible particles, which in turn tend to
 create a universe of rampant cohesion. In junkspace the tables are
 turned: it is subsystems only, without concept, orphaned particles in
 search of a plan or a pattern. Traditionally typology implies demarcation,
 the definition of a singular model that excludes other interpretations.
 Junkspace represents a reverse typology of cumulative, promiscuous
 identity, less about kind than about quantity. A typology of the formless
 is still a typology; absence of form is still form. For instance, the typology
 of the garbage dump, where successive trucks discharge their loads to
 form a heap, is whole in spite of its arbitrariness and fundamental incom¬
 pleteness, or that of the tent/envelope that assumes different shapes to
 accommodate variable interior volumes. Junkspace can either be
 absolutely chaotic or frighteningly sterile and perfect, indeterminate and
 overdetermined at the same time. Junkspace is like a liquid that could

 have condensed itself into

 any other form. Its specific
 configuration is as random as
 the geometry of a snowflake.
 But while patterns imply rep¬
 etition or ultimately decipher¬
 able rules, junkspace goes
 beyond geometry, beyond
 pattern. Because it cannot
 be grasped, junkspace can¬
 not be remembered. It is

 flamboyant yet unmemo-
 rable. Like a screensaver, it
 refuses to freeze while insur¬

 ing instant amnesia.

 CIRCULATION

 Junkspace is often described
 as a space of flows, but this
 is a misnomer because flows

 depend on disciplined move¬
 ment, on bodies that cohere.
 Although it is an architecture
 of masses, each trajectory
 within space flow is strictly
 unique. Junkspace, however,
 is like a web without a spider.
 Its anarchy is one of the last
 tangible ways in which we
 can measure our freedom. It

 is a space of collision, a con¬
 tainer of atoms. It is busy, not
 dense. There is a special way
 of moving in junkspace, one
 at the same time aimless and

 purposeful. It is an acquired
 culture. Sometimes an entire

 junkspace comes unstuck
 through the nonconformity
 of one of its members. A sin¬

 gle member of another cul¬
 ture (an Albanian peasant, a
 Portuguese mother) can hold
 up and destabilize an entire
 junkspace, leaving an invisible
 trail of obstruction in its wake,

 a deregulation eventually
 communicated to its furthest
 extremities. When movement

 becomes coordinated, it cur¬
 dles: on escalators, near exits,
 at parking machines and
 automated tellers. Some¬

 times, under duress, individ¬
 uals are corralled in a flow,
 pushed through a single door
 or forced to negotiate the
 gap between two temporary
 obstacles (an invalid's bleep¬
 ing electric wheelchair or an
 outstretched hand). The man¬
 ifest ill will such channeling
 provokes mocks the notion of
 flow. Flows in junkspace lead
 to disaster: dead bodies pil¬
 ing up in front of the locked
 emergency doors of a disco,
 department stores at the
 beginning of sales, the stam¬
 pedes of warring soccer fans -
 evidence of the misfit between

 the portals of junkspace and
 the mean calibrations of the

 rest of the world. Every
 architecture now embodies

 two conditions: one part per¬
 manent, the other tempo¬
 rary. Sections age, others are
 upgraded. Judging the built
 presumes a static condition,
 but junkspace is always in a
 state of becoming. For exam¬
 ple, imagine that an airport
 needs more space. In the
 past, new terminals would be
 added, each more or less
 characteristic of its own age,
 leaving the old ones as a
 readable record, a progres¬
 sion. Since passengers have
 amply demonstrated their
 infinite malleability, the idea
 of rebuilding on the spot has
 gained currency. Travelators
 are thrown in reverse. The
 concourse becomes indescrib¬

 able: former spaces of bland-
 ness suddenly turn into a kind
 of Casbah, offering vistas
 into a nether world of impro¬
 vised locker rooms, manual
 labor, smoking, coffee breaks,
 and real fires. Screens of

 taped sheetrock segregate
 two populations: one wet,
 one dry, one hard, one soft,
 one cold, one overheated,
 one male, one neutered. One
 shift creates new space, the
 other consumes old space. The
 ceiling is a crumpled Alpine
 plate - squares of unstable
 tiles alternate with mono-

 grammed sheets of black
 plastic, improbably punc¬
 tured by grids of crystal
 chandeliers. Metal ducts are

 replaced by breathing tex¬
 tiles. Gaping joints reveal vast
 ceiling voids (former canyons
 of asbestos), harsh beams,!
 ducts, rope, cable, insula¬
 tion, fireproofing, string.
 Tangled arrangements are
 suddenly exposed to day¬
 light, so impure, so tortured
 and complex that they exist
 only because they were never
 thought out. The floor is a
 patchwork of different tex¬
 tures: hairy, heavy, shiny,
 plastic, metallic, muddy, all
 struggling for dominance.
 The ground is no more. There
 are too many raw needs to be I
 realized only on one plane.
 The idea of a datum level,
 the absolute of the horizon¬

 tal, has been abandoned.
 Transparency has disap¬
 peared, replaced by a dense
 crust of preliminary occupa¬
 tion: kiosks, carts, strollers,
 palms, fountains, bars, sofas,
 trolleys. Corridors no longer
 simply link A to B but have
 become arcades, "destina¬
 tions" in themselves. Their
 tenant life tends to be short:

 the ugliest dresses, the most
 stagnant windows, the most
 inexplicable flowers. All per¬

 spective is gone, as in, a rain¬
 forest (itself disappearing).
 The straight is coiled into
 ever more labyrinthine con¬
 figurations. Only a kind of
 perverse modernist choreog- No_Text

 raphy can explain the twists
 and turns, the ascents and
 descents, the sudden reversals
 that constitute the typical
 path from check-in (a mis¬
 leading name) into the con¬
 temporary airport. Because
 we never question or recon¬
 struct the absurdity of our
 trajectories, we meekly sub¬
 mit to Dantesque journeys
 past perfume hazes, asylum
 seekers, underwear elastics,
 oyster shells, cell phones, and
 smoked salmon. These dis¬
 tractions induce incredible

 adventures for the brain, the
 eye, the nose, the tongue, the
 womb, the testicles. There
 was once an architectural

 polemic about the straight
 line but now the 90-degree
 angle has become one among
 many. In fact, remnants of
 former geometries create ever
 new havoc, offering forlorn
 nodes of resistance and pro¬
 ducing unstable eddies in

 i newly opportunistic flows.
 I Who would dare claim respon-
 I sibility for this sequence?
 r The idea that a profession

 once dictated, or at least pre¬
 sumed to predict, people's
 movements now seems laugh¬
 able, or worse, unthinkable.
 Instead of design, there is
 calculation: the more erratic

 the path the more eccentric
 the loops, the more efficient
 the exposure, the more
 inevitable the transaction.
 Postmodernism adds a crum-

 ple-zone of viral poché that
 fractures and multiplies the
 endless frontline of display,
 a peristaltic shrink-wrap
 crucial to all commercial

 exchange. Trajectories are
 launched as ramps, turn hori¬
 zontal without any warning,
 intersect, fold down, sudden¬
 ly emerge on a balcony above
 a large void. (Unknowingly, in
 these spaces you are always
 inhabiting a kind of sand-

 ! wich. Space is scooped out of
 junkspace as if from a block

 I of ice cream that has spent
 too long in the freezer: cone
 shaped, spherical, etc.) An
 escalator takes you to
 unknown destinations from
 sudden dead ends and then

 down along monumental
 granite staircases, bordered
 by temporary vistas of plas¬
 ter inspired by forgettable
 sources. Public toilets mutate

 into Disney stores then morph
 to become meditation cen¬
 ters. Successive transforma¬

 tions mock the word "plan."
 In this standoff between the
 redundant and the inevitable

 a plan would actually make
 matters worse, would drive
 you to instant despair. The
 plan here is a radar screen
 where individual pulses sur¬
 vive for unpredictable peri¬
 ods of time in a bacchanalian

 free-for-all. Only the diagram
 provides a bearable version.
 Junkspace is postexistential:
 it creates uncertainty as to
 where you are, obscures where
 you go, dismantles where you
 were. Who are you? You
 thought that you could ignore
 junkspace. Visit it surrepti¬
 tiously, greet it with conde¬
 scending contempt, or enjoy
 it vicariously. Because you
 could not understand it,
 you've thrown away the keys.
 But now your own architec¬
 ture is infected, has become
 equally smooth, all-inclusive,
 continuous, warped, busy.

 CONCENTRATION

 For the third millennium,
 junkspace assumes responsi¬
 bility for both entertainment
 and protection, exposure and
 intimacy, public and private.
 The chosen theater of mega¬
 lomania (the dictatorial) is no
 longer politics but entertain¬
 ment. Through junkspace,
 entertainment organizes her¬
 metic regimes that are based
 on the same notion of "con¬

 centration" that gave us the
 concentration camp: Concen¬
 tration Gambling, Concentra¬
 tion Golf, Concentration
 Convention Centers, Concen¬
 tration Movies, Concentra¬
 tion Culture, Concentration
 Holidays. Entertainment is
 like watching a once hot
 planet cool off. Its major
 innovations are now outmod¬

 ed: the moving image, the
 roller coaster, sound, car¬
 toons, clowns, dinosaurs,
 news, war. We have nothing
 to add except stars. We
 recombine. Corporate enter¬
 tainment is an empire of
 entropy, forced to go through

 Hhe motions by ruthless
 Lcopernican laws. The secret
 of corporate aesthetics was
 the power of elimination,
 the eradication of excess -

 abstraction as camouflage. On
 popular demand, Corporate
 Beauty has become humanist,
 inclusivist, arbitrary, poetic,
 and comfortable: water is

 pressured through very small
 holes then forced onto rigor¬
 ous hoops; straight palm
 trees are bent into grotesque
 poses; air becomes burdened
 with oxygen - as if only by
 forcing malleable substances
 into the most rigid behavior
 can control be maintained,
 satisfying the drive to exter¬
 minate surprise. Color has
 disappeared to dampen the
 resulting cacophony. United
 in sedation, junkspace is
 space as vacation.

 OFFICE

 There was once a relationship between leisure and work, a biblical dictate
 on opening and closure. Now we work harder, stuck in a permanent week¬
 end. The office is the next frontier of junkspace. Working from home, the
 office today aspires to the domestic, but because you still need a life, it
 also simulates the city. Junkspace features the office as the urban home: a
 meeting-boudoir, brave new desk sculptures, intimate downlights, monu¬
 mental partitions, kiosks, mini-Starbucks on interior plazas, "wired" to
 all the world's other junkspaces, real or imagined. The 21st century will
 bring "intelligent" junkspace. We will witness corporate agit-prop as the
 CEO's suite becomes a "leadership collective" (the oxymoron as vision).
 On vast digital murals will read sales information, CNN bulletins, New
 York Stock Exchange prices, presented in real time like a theory course at
 a motoring school. "Team memory," "information persistence" - futile
 hedges against the universal forgetting of the unmemorable. Intended for
 the interior, junkspace can easily engulf a whole city in the form of Public
 Space.™ First, it escapes from its containers/ephemera that needed hot¬
 house protection, emerging with surprising robustness, then the outside
 itself is converted: danger eliminated, the street paved more luxuriously,
 traffic calmed. Then junkspace spreads, consuming nature like a forest
 fire in California. Junkspace does not pretend to create perfection, only
 interest. It turns the existing (anything compromised) to its advantage
 into a new picturesque, even a new Gothic, generated by collisions
 between immutable objects and inchoate architectural energies, hybrids
 of forgetting and remembering. Its geometries are unimaginable, only
 doable. A new vegetal is corralled for its thematic efficiency. The outing of
 junkspace has enabled the professionalization of denaturing, a benign
 ecofacism that positions next to Versace a rare surviving Siberian tiger
 amid a forest of slot machines. Air, water, wood - everything is enhanced
 to produce a hyperecology™ sanctimoniously invoked for maximum
 return. "Rainforest" or Waiden Pond as farce. Outside, between the casi¬
 nos, fountains project entire Stalinist buildings of liquid, ejaculated in a
 split second, hovering momentarily, then withdrawn with an amnesiac
 competency that even junkspace cannot yet equal. Can the bland be
 amplified? Can the featureless be exaggerated?

 AIRPORT

 Through-height? Depth? Length? Variation? Repetition? Sometimes not
 overload but its opposite - an absolute absence of detail - generates junk¬
 space. A voided condition of frightening sparseness offers shocking proof
 that so much can be organized by so little. Airports, provisional accom¬
 modation for those going elsewhere and inhabited by assemblies united
 only by the imminence of their dissolution, have turned into consumption
 gulags, democratically distributed across the globe to give every citizen
 an equal chance of admission (to become inmates). Entire complexes are
 composed only of three elements, repeated ad infinitum: one kind of
 beam, one kind of brick, one kind of tile. All coated in the same color, but
 how should one describe it - Is it teal? Rust? Tabasco? - their symmetries
 inflated beyond any hope of recognition. Take DFW airport. In a wanton
 departure from the straight, the endless curve of its terminals forces its
 users to enact relativity theory in their quest for the gate. Its drop-off is
 the seemingly harmless beginning of a journey to the center of unmitigat¬
 ed nothingness, beyond animation by Pizza Hut, Dairy Queen, etc. Where
 culture was thinnest, will it be the first to run out? Is emptiness regional?
 Do wide-open spaces demand wide-open junkspace? Sunbelts: huge pop¬
 ulations where there was nothing; Indian motifs woven into wall-to-wall
 carpets at PHX; public art distributed across LAX: only that which is dead
 can be resurrected. Death can be caused by surfeit or the shortage of
 sterility - both conditions happen in junkspace (often simultaneously).
 Minimum is the ultimate ornament, the most self-righteous crime, the
 contemporary baroque. It does not signify beauty but guilt. Its demon¬
 strative earnestness drives whole cultures into the welcoming arms of
 camp and kitsch. Seemingly a relief from constant sensorial onslaught,
 minimum is maximum in drag, a stealth repression of luxury: the stricter
 the lines, the more irresistible the seductions. Its role is not to approxi¬
 mate the sublime but to minimize the shame of consumption, to drain
 embarrassment, to lower the higher. Minimum now exists in a state of
 parasitic co-dependency with overdose: to have and have not, to own and
 to crave, finally collapsed into a single emotion. Junkspace is like a womb
 that organizes the transition of endless quantities of the Real - stone,
 trees, goods, daylight, people - into the virtual.

 PLASTIC

 The constant threat of virtuality in junkspace is no longer served by plas¬
 tic, Formica, or vinyl - materials that only "cheapen." Entire mountains
 are dismembered to provide ever greater quantities of authenticity, sus¬
 pended on precarious brackets, polished to a blinding state of flash, that
 makes the intended realism instantly elusive. Stone only comes in flesh,
 light yellow, a soaplike green - the same colors as communist plastics
 from the 1950s. Wood is always pale. Maybe the origins of junkspace go
 back as far back as the first kindergartens. Color in the real world looks
 increasingly unreal, drained. Color in virtual space is luminous, and
 therefore irresistible. The typical Power Point presentation displays sud¬
 den bursts of Indian exuberance that junkspace has been the first to
 translate into reality,™ a simulation of virtual vigor. The already consider¬
 able vastness of junkspace is extended to infinity in virtual space.
 Conceptually, each monitor, each TV screen, is a substitute for a window.
 Real life is inside; cyberspace has become the great outdoors.

 POLITICAL

 Junkspace will be our tomb. Half of mankind pollutes to produce, the
 other pollutes to consume. The combined pollution of all third world cars,
 motorbikes, trucks, buses, and sweatshops, pales into insignificance
 compared to the heat generated by junkspace. Junkspace is political: it is
 dependent upon the central removal of the critical faculty in the name of
 comfort and pleasure. Entire miniature states now adopt junkspace as a
 political program, establish regimes of engineered disorientation, insti¬
 gate a politics of systematic disarray. Not exactly "anything goes." In
 fact, the secret of junkspace is that it is both promiscuous and repres¬
 sive: as the formless proliferates, the formal withers, and with it all rules,
 regulations, recourse. Junkspace knows all your emotions, all your
 desires. It is the interior of Big Brother's belly. It preempts people's sen¬
 sations. It comes with a soundtrack, smell, captions. It blatantly adver¬
 tises how it wants to be read: stunning, cool, huge, abstract, "minimal,"
 historical. Junkspace's inmates form a collective of brooding consumers
 in surly anticipation of their next spend, a mass of refractory periods
 caught in a thousand-year reign of razzmatazz. Junkspace pretends to
 unite but it actually splinters. It creates communities not of shared inter¬
 est or free association but of identical statistics, a mosaic of the common
 denominator. Ego is stripped of privacy and mystery, each man, woman,
 and child individually targeted, spied on, split off from the rest.
 Fragments come together at "security" levels only, where a grid of video
 screens disappointingly reassembles magical frames into a banalized,
 utilitarian cubism that reveals junkspace's overall coherence to the dis¬
 passionate glare of barely trained guards: video ethnography in its brute
 form. The shiniest surfaces in the history of mankind reflect humanity at
 its most casual. The more we inhabit the palatial, the more we dress
 down. As if the People suddenly accessed the private quarters of the
 Dictator, a stringent dress code or ultimate etiquette governs access to
 junkspace: shorts, sneakers, sandals, jeans, backpack, parka, shellsuit,
 fleece. Junkspace is best enjoyed in a state of postrevolutionary gawk¬
 ing. There is zero loyalty toward configuration, no "original" condition,
 architecture as turned into a sequence of video stills. The only certainty is
 continuous conversion, followed, in rare cases, by "restoration." This is
 the process that claims ever new sections of history as extensions of junk¬
 space. Just as junkspace is unstable, its actual ownership is forever being
 passed on in parallel disloyalty. As its scale mushrooms, rivals, and even
 exceeds that of the public, its economy becomes more inscrutable. Its
 financing is a deliberate haze, clouding opaque deals, dubious tax breaks,
 "surprising" incentives, tenuous ownership, transferred air rights,
 joined properties, special zoning districts, public-private complicities.
 Junkspace happens spontaneously through natural corporate exuberance
 (the unfettered play of the market) or is generated through the combined
 actions of temporary "czars" with past records of three-dimensional phi¬
 lanthropy: civil servants (often former leftists) that opportunistically sell
 off vast tracts of waterfront land, former hippodromes, abandoned air¬
 fields, and/or default preservation™ (the maintenance of historical com¬
 plexes that nobody wants but that somehow cannot be destroyed) to real
 estate agents that accommodate any deficit in a futuristic glow. Funded
 by lotteries, subsidies, charities, and grants, an erratic flow of dollars,
 euros, and yen creates financial envelopes as fragile as their interior con¬
 figurations. Because of a structural shortfall - a fundamental minus, a
 bearish bankruptcy - each square inch becomes a grasping, needy sur¬
 face dependent upon covert and overt support, compensation and fund-
 raising. For culture, "engraved donor bricks"; for everything else, cash,
 rentals, leases, chains, brands claiming "all the space that fits." Each
 attraction accumulates its own weaknesses. Because of its tenuous via¬

 bility, junkspace swallows more and more program. Soon we will be able
 to do anything anywhere. In junkspace old aura encounters new luster to
 spawn sudden commercial viability - Barcelona amalgamated with the
 Olympics, Bilbao with the Guggenheim, 42nd Street with Disney. Instead
 of public life you get Public Space™: that which remains once the unpre¬
 dictable has been removed. All junkspace prototypes are urban - the
 Roman forum, metropolis, the Future; only their synergy makes them
 suburban, simultaneously swollen and shrunk. Space is no longer related
 to density and intensification but to inflation and deflation. Junkspace
 expands with the economy: its footprint cannot become smaller, only big¬
 ger. When it is no longer needed, it is abandoned.

 Roland Barthes

 J'aime, je n'aime pas

 I like, I don't like

 I like: salad, cinnamon,

 cheese, pimento, marzipan,

 the smell of new-cut hay

 (why doesn't someone with

 a "nose" make such a

 perfume), roses, peonies,

 lavender, champagne,

 loosely held political con¬

 victions, Glenn Gould,

 too-cold beer, flat pillows,

 toast, Havana cigars,

 Handel, slow walks, pears,

 white peaches, cherries,

 colors, watches, all kinds

 of writing pens, desserts,

 unrefined salt, realistic

 novels, the piano, coffee,

 Pollock, Twombly, all

 romantic music, Sartre,

 Brecht, Verne, Fourier,

 Eisenstein, trains, Médoc

 wine, having change,

 Bouvard and Pécuchet,

 walking in sandals on

 the lanes of southwest

 France, the bend of the

 Adour seen from Doctor

 L.'s house, the Marx

 Brothers, the mountains

 at seven in the morning

 leaving Salamanca, etc.

 I don't like: white Pomer¬

 anians, women in slacks,

 geraniums, strawberries,

 the harpsichord, Miró,

 tautologies, animated car¬

 toons, Arthur Rubinstein,

 villas, the afternoon,

 Satie, Bartok, Vivaldi,

 telephoning, children's

 choruses, Chopin's concer¬

 tos, Burgundian branles

 and Renaissance dances,

 the organ, Marc-Antoine

 Charpentier, his trumpets

 and kettledrums, the

 politico-sexual, scenes,

 initiatives, fidelity, spon¬

 taneity, evenings with

 people I don't know, etc.

 I like, I don't like: this is

 of no importance to anyone;

 this, apparently, has no

 meaning. And yet all this

 means: my body is not

 the same as yours. Hence,

 in this anarchic foam of

 tastes and distastes, a kind

 of listless blur, gradually

 appears the figure of a

 bodily enigma, requiring

 complicity or irritation.

 From Roland Barthes,

 Barthes by Barthes

 (Berkeley: University of

 California Press, 1994),

 life 17.

 REM KOOLHAAS IS THE FOUNDING PRINCIPLE of the Office for Metropolitan Architecture in Rotterdam.

 His current work includes a concert hall in Porto, Portugal, and a student center for the Illinois Institute ofTechnology.
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