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Fire  Escape  for  a  Rainy  Day

The  ground  level  store  has  been  selling  
nothing  for  a  number  of  years  now.
Cars  only  stop  on  red  to  leave  dust  
on  the  faded  sticker-­sign  spelling  
out  the  store’s  area  of  expertise:  
Tobacco  and  fruit.
There  used  to  be  a  carriage  wheel
standing  in  one  of  the  windows,
and  I  was  sure  you  could  trust  
those  things  to  stay  on  a  dead-­end  route,
but  it  has  moved  on,  disappeared,
like  a  ghost  escaping  everything  it  feared.

Inside  the  front-­door,  below  the  postboxes  
of  the  former  residents,

the  miles  of  perfect,  red  tape  
that  has  snaked  its  way  through  
all  the  necessary  systems    
to  point  out  how  turning  blue
is  not  something  they  offer  protection  against.
Around  here  you  can  pull  your  bootstraps  
until  your  feet  go  numb,
and  you  still  won’t  be  able  to  match  the  sum    
of  all  the  broken  parts  gathered  for  this  collapse.

is  a  one-­way  kind  of  deal,
and  there’s  no  need  to  break  into  kneel
beneath  the  stained  glass  windows  to  pray,
if  you’re  sure  that  it  can’t  get  any  worse.
And  if  the  writing  on  the  wall  is  in  your  hand,
why  didn’t  you  write  blessing,  instead  of  curse?
Even  though  saviours  don’t  deliver  
mail  in  this  part  of  town,
there  are  ways  to  escape  the  thorny  crown,
there  are  ways  to  live,
ways  to  take  it  all,  and  still  have  more  to  give.  



The  apartments  repeat  like  soulless  songs  
with  varying  melodies  and  identical  refrains;
there  are  kitchens,  rooms  for  living,
showers  and  sinks  with  permanent  stains.
Light  enters  from  a  world  
it’s  hard  to  escape,  and  harder  still

as  dust  bunnies  gather  in  the  corners  like  doubt.
They  thrive  on  silence  and  common  decay,
and  if  they  could  author  a  will,
it  would  probably  end  as  a  tale  about
the  ancient  fear  of  what  others  might  say.

There  are  numerous  ways  to  reveal  the  truth.
Some  had  tried  to  uncover  it  by  cleaning,

while  waiting  patiently  for  a  stroke  
of  second-­hand  luck
to  give  them  legroom  to  be  comfortably  stuck.
They  were  all  pulled  like  the  last  rotten  tooth
in  a  broken  mouth  that  has  little  to  say
when  it  comes  to  escaping  matters  of  fact
outlined  in  a  language  that  can’t  be  cracked.

Towards  the  top,  notices  hang  on  every  door  
that  hasn’t  been  removed  or  kicked  in,
and  I  try  my  very  best  to  pin

farthest  from  the  ground.
In  this  shell  that  held  people  wanting  to  be  found  
by  anything  but  what  found  them,
there  isn’t  much  to  cling  to,
and  there  isn’t  much  to  do,

ready  for  a  rainy  day,  and  simply
stop  on  red,  and  go  on  green.

Espen  Stokke,  2013



prehistorical and geological perspectives, the less than three hundred years of the industrial era is surely 
less than a nano-instant. Today, arguably, the human species is still !nding its feet a"er this !rst wrench 
away from tens of thousands years of familiarity. Industrialisation’s initial acceleration begun by the 
steam engine, only continues, and is accelerating. So much so, that some contend that this accelerative 
process is moving human over another new threshold. Yet, so far, these changes only marginally impinge 
on the rest of life-world. Cows do not live lives faster, nor plants, nor has geological time changed; a 
striking contrast to the technosphere, made and shaped by human intervention. While new media 2.0 
is likely seriously passé to readers of Wired by now, in the late nineties Escape Velocity was a serious 
metaphor for the acceleration of a part of the made, human-mediated, new media world. Sure, what 
we do ripples out into the natural world, but that is at the edges. We do not e#ect the rate of change of 
a mountain, the geological shi"s of a mountain happens at the pace a mountain. $e cat lying next to 
me, who has now woken up and is cleaning himself, is doing his cattish thing. One day – and not too far 
away some cats may well be genetically modi!ed, but without mediation, they will remain cat-like. Cat 
nature is not human nature. Nor for that matter, cow nature. When was the last time you were able to 
herd kittens, as easily as herding calves?

For the human creature, the histories, time in and out of mind, collective and individual memory is 
extended by our umbilical connections with other parts of the ‘natural world’. Biologically, the human 
species is of nature as we are also culture, and if separate in many respects also connected on the spectrum 
between, a part of and also apart from nature. $e immediate tangible connection is to the human-
made, which remains, if not fully other to ourselves, a dividing line. On one side of this boundary is the 
complete (if unrecordable) record of all matter, all that has undergone change of one sort of another, 
through the application of energy (direct human energy - digging with a spade, say - or indirect – 
digging with a mechanical digger) and on the other is that which hasn’t. Both are subject to the physics 
of matter, both comprised of atoms, and together both make up the physical world. But only one is the 
result of myriad raw, or via a scalable !eld of mediating processes, transformation, the result of human 
imagination, ingenuity, and invention. $is world of actions, of produced things coming from the human 
mind/body, are the more easily documentable, recorded, and ordered, a signi!cant contribution to the 
intangible book of history, and to longer time periodicities, as much as to memory; they are of our kinds 
world. Human’s and the human imagination came up with the plough, the water-wheel, the space rocket, 
the ironing board. Hey professor! When was the ironing board invented? Who by? $ere’ll surely be a 
learned cultural and technical periodical with academic papers on the evolution of ironing technologies, 
if not conferences and grant applications, to attend said conferences to discuss the evolution of ironing 
technologies evolution, perhaps being progressed through a great chain of bureaucracy, as I write. 

$e other side of the dividing line is a world, of that which remains, at least as far as humans energetic 
transformation is concerned, untouched. From mountains to forests, prairies to deserts, animals, birds, 
sea creatures, %ora and fauna, Lineaus’ complete classi!catory system of the ‘natural world,’ this is a 
separate world doing what it does, independent of the human dimension. Dividing the world of human 
agency from that of the natural world is a boundary line. How porous and indistinct is this boundary? 
Where is the line? you may ask. At smaller scale the line is identi!able, but scale up – the entire Taiga 
forest biome, for instance – and it would be impossible to say, if not to think, where exactly that line is 



Drawing a line in the road: Entropy and the future-fabric of the E6 interstate.

I 

Where does the past meet the future? Simple, yet critical, this question.

‘In the present,’ people instinctively respond. Yet, of course, the ‘present,’ is always changing, comprising 
of an in!nity of present moments. How soon is now? "e Smiths once sang. Whether you sign up to 
times arrow, or to circular cyclical time without beginning or end, of time circumscribed within the 
eternal present, the shape of time is intimately part of the present moment. 

Part of the past is known as ‘History’, carefully ring-fenced and delineated. History, as discipline, and at 
the popular and amateur level, helps in the venture of steadying and bringing some kind of semblance of 
order to our rear view mirror of what has gone before, on the past. It stands alongside the vast enterprise 
of the maintenance of records, archives, documentation. “History is an Angel being blown backwards by 
a storm, the storm is coming from Paradise, and this storm is called Progress” wrote Walter Benjamin.

"rough documentation, archives, the Babel of libraries, history is accessible in ways that the pre-
historical period isn’t. Prehistory, that far greater time before the technologies of writing and literacy, 
from the Gutenberg printing press to Word-Press, emerged, is comparatively inaccessible. We know 
something of a thousand years ago, a medieval period, and what ‘our kind’ were up to. Push back another 
thousand years and the record, despite the marvels of scienti!c investigation, becomes hazier. Push the 
envelope back 10 000 years and the orders of knowledge are radically diminished, to faint, faint outlines, 
an almost disappeared set of contours. "e past is a vast tapestry, then, though also a blink of the eye. 

I was walking this summer in the Swiss Alps, and at one point along the mountain path, looked up to see 
these four oddly, non-archetypal mountain peaks rising, apparently close to each other, straight ahead 
– known as the Glarus "rust, a tectonic adventure where time is the wrong way round. "e peaks are 
250 million years old. Underneath, clearly striated, was another geological layer, this time 50 million 
years old. "is feat of time-reversal illustrates the cosmic stretches of deep time, while washing away the 
pretensions of the puny, human blink of an eye time-frames, lengths that are co-equal yet di#erent to 
evolutionary time. Less dramatically, beside me, as I hit these letters on the keyboard, is a sleeping cat, 
ten years old, by human counting, though living in his own time-age reality. If I stand up and look out 
of the window, there are trees, plants, the $ora and fauna of the immediate biota I co-inhabit, though, 
living in their own time/age zones. 

Pace is another relevant boundary-line, marking out time. For the human creature, pace of life was 
considerably more constant up to the dawn of industrialisation – a human couldn’t go faster than a horse 
could muster. "e compact with industrialisation instituted a new relationship with change, breaking 
what had been the rhythms of tens of thousands of years. Changes in time-regimes which mark the 
beginning of the industrial era, are underlined in diverse works such as the Annales School historian, 
Marc LeFebvre’s "e Production of Space, or wild land-eulogist Jay Gri%th’s Pip Pip. From tboth 



to be made. One is le& with speculative possibilities of boundaries; the terrain of the counter-factual, of 
virtual history, of ‘what if….?’ 

"at’s one scenario. Now consider another scenario. What if the evolutionary, and historical, pathways 
had been played out otherwise, what sort of evolutionary outcomes might have emerged?  If, for instance, 
the human factor were absent, would it likely be a world where very much less energetic transformation 
had occurred. How might ecologies, eco-systems, biologies, climax ecologies and evolutionary !tness 
landscapes have unfolded without any human intervention? Is this not an entirely di#erent world, which, 
despite only existing as counter-factual thought-experiment, when acknowledged, o#ers a radically 
di#erent perspective, one in which each side of the boundary line casts light on the other. 

Return now to the world within the human pale. Fold, funnel or drop the whole built environment 
into such a schema. "e built environment of every single building, structure, every brick, all the iron, 
steel ever melted, every timber beam sawn into shape, all the quarried sand and limestone ever used. A 
portion of this totality makes up today’s buildings, structures, the extractive sources of the entire urban 
and rural fabric. Dig down and back and you get to the sources of this totality, and the dividing line 
before and a&er transformation of what is called, ‘resources’, which in becoming resources cross from 
one to the other side of the boundary line. Include time and the present day’s built environment could 
be seen in di#erent, more total and inclusive forms. Include the transformations of matter and new ways 
to speak of time open up.  Include time and matters transformation and the boundary line between non-
human nature – the remaining untransformed part of natural world - and all that has been in$uenced 
– transformed – by the human-mediated world becomes clearer. It is also a way by which the external 
environment makes us its witness. 

II

"inking on the phrase Constant/Decay, two words placed side-by-side, evoking category error, not 
belonging together, though also two worlds. "e one is never changing, a line, a sound, a consistency, in 
continuous/eternal self-sameness. "e other is characterised by change, though also directionality, and 
if considering this earth, the transformations of the laws of thermodynamics, that lead to the eventual 
entropic heat death of our local star. "e one is past in future, future in past, the other only knows the 
past, so far.

Follow the two words; Constant/Decay, and you arrive at, at least following this interpretation, shared, 
overlapping, though also wholly separate worlds, de!ned by the boundary line of energy and the 
transformations energy provides.  Frame energy around human activity, and, bound it within a choice 
of time-frame, and you can get to interesting speculative thought-spaces. "e !rst part of this short 
essay outlined one such space. It sets out a starting point for an obvious if oddly ignored trail, of how to 
apprehend energy and environment in forms far from, yet, I would suggest, more fundamental than the 
conventional approaches used to map and understand the built environment.



It may also the transformed side of the boundary line more completely accessible. In ways that the four 
peaks of the Glarus "rust, a mere 50 million years old this year, are not. We do not move mountains, 
not yet. Even if a few dream of doing so. Mountains remain the other side of the boundary line, a part 
of the ‘resources’ of the natural world, still in a state of the pre-transformed. By comparison the old 
Stave church, the new elevated expressways of Shanghai, or the recently introduced composite textile 
technology on the Boeing Dreamliner, are on the closer, human in$ected, side of the transformative 
boundary. "e imperceptible yet fast growth of bamboo is not. All the ink used on every Norwegian 
passport in the last !&y years lies on one side, the number, seemingly - though rationally clearly not - 
in!nite of Norwegian mosquitoes that are alive this summer on the other.

While we might never know how many mosquitoes have been born in Northern Norway – or to remove 
human geographical boundaries, a speci!c part of trundra biome - nor is there a complete tally of bricks 
baked by methods ancient or modern, there are languages emerging, which can make a kind of crude 
sense of these !elds; a descriptive lexicon with its own vocabulary and style. "e language is increasingly 
part of our daily conversation, and you’ll certainly know about its edges if you’re an architect. But 
only the edges, as it is less than likely that you’ll have bothered yourself with thinking about, to pick a 
random example out of the sky, how many I-Beams were used in Brazil over a ten year period, and then 
committed this revelatory information to some form of cloud data. But it is coming. "e rudiments of 
this language can be said to have been !rst applied in the environmental sector; and many of you will 
have heard of some of their key terms: Life Cycle Analysis, Ecological Footprint, Cradle to Cradle, the 
list goes on.

"ese are not particularly sonorous sounding words to the ear, and the language owes much more to 
process and systems thinking than to poetry and song. It could yet change, grow, inviting poetry and 
song into its backyard midst. Let me try and suggest some paths of doing so. You can !nd this poetry in 
cities all over the world. In fact you can !nd it within any building site, which means of course, you can 
!nd it in Trondheim.

III

When I was last in Trondheim, in September 2012, the city, particularly parts of it, seemed to have been 
o#ered up to the Gods of construction renewal. Roadworks and construction site frenzy seemed all-
pervasive, the de!ning structural condition, never at rest. 

During the brief stopover I visited the Rake Gallery, a bright young woman driving me crosstown, before 
pulling up near-by and walked to the Gallery. I loved the simplicity of the idea and the ideas and lines of 
thought it played with in the mind; the many windows on the world, art-world or otherwise. It was of a 
recognisable school, of this time; you could see some Alexander Brodsky, some so& recyclism crossed with 
warm-hearted materials anarchism. Reverie interrupted, and a moment of technical enquiry impressed 
itself on me; light wasn’t a problem but how about the heating, the ventilation, warmth, coolth? Words 
ran a small riot in my head, the techy stardust architects, engineers and the construction industry love 



to impress upon the unsuspecting, spicing ditchwater dullness with the mystique of authority. "ough 
also, that measurements and statistics were retrievable from the right Excel spread-sheet programme.

It was a temporary structure, though. One day, in all likelihood, the window frames, the glass in the 
windows, the cobbled wooden $oor would go on a next step journey, moving into another life, either 
through recycling, upcycling, or to a refuse centre, or to be burnt, or broken up. Which is happening 
to all the materials, either becoming, being, or becoming something other, which could involve a phase 
transition; glass melting into $uid, wood burning in !res, these a part of the whole for those that believe 
that all that is solid melts into air.

Temporary and permanent come in endless variations. "e youthful energies of the Rake gallery stand in a 
part of the city owned by the city municipality, and another appointment with the frenzy of construction 
is, apparently, not far o#. "e next door building, aged from the Jugendstil, has existed for decades in a 
limbo between permanent and temporary. "ere had been, I was told, earlier plans to raze this part of 
town, start again, but they had come to naught. Now, however, the Jugendstil building’s previous life of 
permanence was running on borrowed time. "e hundred year or so, old building is about to disappear. 
Whilst moving to di#erent time cycles to the gallery, it was also an essay in the temporary.

"e few thousand square metres is to become a gleaming academic quarter devoted to the Biological 
Sciences. Already, possibly, the sand and silicon needed for the glass windows, which will eventually 
arrive in Trondheim, for this new quarter, had been mined. A science city is to spill across the road, 
the main road southwards out of the city. You could see the logic; the university was near, up the hill 
on the eastern side. Announcing something of the intention, a student residential building along the 
same section of road has recently opened. Somewhere, a planner had typed the document outlining the 
boundaries to the type of development that was permissible here. Probably not so long ago. Soon, the 
Jugendstil building shall be gone, soon this will be the past. All that is solid along this part of the road, 
will have melted into air.

"ere is to be, I am told, a new super-bus, running the length of this pedagogical-cum-science quarter 
into and out of Trondheim’s city centre. Some will be delighted, some will mourn the changes, the 
passing of the Jugendstil building, the dismantling of Rake’s concatenation of window frames. Speeches 
will be made, the lexicon of launches invoked, repeating key marketing terms as if they were weighted in 
truth. ‘Extraordinary’, ‘innovative’, ‘the future’. "e new buildings, if and as they come, will be discussed 
in and on disparate media, di#erent constituencies staking out certain positions. "e buses, though, and 
the new roads, their new surfaces, their cambers, and drainage systems, the new tra%c lighting, their 
!bre-optic connections, the signage explaining the way out of town, ‘all other routes’, ‘city centre tra%c,’ 
- this ubiquity of semi-seen, semi-invisible, modernity would receive perhaps a degree of attention. 
But not much more. In the building and architectural culture pecking order hierarchy of the material 
environment, a road surface cannot possibly out-compete a buildings $oor-surface. Why?



IV

I was walking out of town. "ere were road works again, but the pavement was clear. Out of the corner 
of my eye I saw the sign, E6, and remembered that I’d seen the same letter-number combination a day 
or two earlier, in Hamar. Later I would ask someone, who would say, “yes, it is the main road between 
Trondheim and Oslo.” But they would not mention that it was also one of, and well, chronologically at 
least, the sixth trans-European routes, which continued into and onto other countries. Not so far with 
the E6. To Malmo, the most southerly reach of Northern Scandinavia in fact. 

"ere are these road snakes, quilting the continent. "e E5, is nowhere near the E6, but begins or ends 
outside Glasgow and if you follow it, you’ll eventually !nd yourself south of Seville, in Algeciras, Spain. 
Unless that is you’re traveling in the other direction. Many may know of these, others not. "ere are 
speed and time cultures that characterise these intra-national motorways. You will not !nd so many 
people on these roads crawling on their stomachs along them. You will not !nd so many walking along 
these roads. "ey are made for those who use them to arrive a certain distance within a certain time. 
"ey are made for a commonly agreed upon pace.

I thought of comparisons and measurement again. Of the years taken to construct the road. "e tarmac 
laid down. How much? In weight? In square meterage? Comprised of what? And where the materials for 
each square metre had come from? Each person (man?) who had worked on the road, and how many 
pieces of work clothing they had worn, divided by days, weeks, years? "e washing of that clothing - how 
much washing powder had been used? Where had the chemicals for making the washing powder came 
from? Industrial ports with aluminium chimneys began to summon in my mind, before being quickly 
replaced by all of these, and other, categories of the things of the world, being lined up in a row alongside 
each other. "e tarmac beside the workers beside the clothing beside the washing powder. And on.

What sort of picture would that be? How many times larger would the tarmac be to the workers, the 
clothing to the washing powder? Would the tarmac reach up into the sky, piled upon itself and make a 
mountain? If so, what was its size. And also, might one shape the tarmac mountain in ways to resemble 
one of Norway’s more famous mountains, Tyin, for instance, or Ronde? Which could then be moved to 
a museum perhaps, and safely preserved. Or used to compare to some other fallen city.

Or to other routes. "e European E5 or E6 doesn’t only refer to the transcontinental motorway network, 
but also to another trans-continental route network. Another E5 begins or ends in Pointe de Raz, 
France, and at its other end is Verona, Italy. Another E6 runs from Kilpisjärvi, in Lapland (or Finland) to 
Alexandroupolous, Greece. "ese two E routes, however, are part of the European Long Distance Paths 
network. At present there are eleven in all. "ey have arrived in the world of organisational man, as slow 
paths, if not routes to crawl along. And not for vehicles, slow or fast. Again, the pregnant associations 
of one form of E5 laid upon another E5, felt, at least to me, fecund with play, explorative potentiality of 
a suite of di#erent sorts of relational understanding, easily created out of such overlaying of one E route 
on the other.



"ese words, these tangential, associative threads and disparate connections I have peppered these 
paragraphs with, between one apparently disconnected line of enquiry and another, are there to suggest 
how thin the separation is between the disciplines, the threads, between subjects. How thin the line. 
How illusionary the divisions are. As with the six degrees of separation that humans like to entertain 
exists between our nearer and further kin, so in the made world seemingly endless webs of connections 
exist beyond the gossamer !lm of di#erence determined by human borne convention. "e material 
environment can be understood as one. Just as the human world appears to yearn for the certainty of 
interconnectedness, so this interconnectedness is con!rmed within the material, made world. Accepting 
this, if you do, a next question is, what might be done with it? 

V

In the West, and other parts of the planet, the signi!cance of ‘place’ has intensi!ed as a present day 
concern and focus. Globalisation has been the nemesis of place, though also its unlikely revitaliser. And 
one arena for place’s revitalised presence is, unsurprisingly, the architectural and the built environment. 
"is renewal of place is accompanied by new associative currencies; including ‘anyplace’ and French 
anthropologist Marc Auge’s ‘Non-Places.’ Time, is again relevant here; the promise of the future as 
generic rationale for the erasure of the past in the present. In Trondheim, as elsewhere, the calculus of 
future weighted against past, as I found out while walking the city, is being played out, As elsewhere, 
such calculus also includes the less remarked; the energetic moment when buildings, structures and on, 
their combined body weight is distributed to the wind, a next step in the cumulative materials entropic 
journey. As such, the prospective energetic transformation along the Rake Gallery/Jugenstil hundred 
metres of the E5 is one minute, in!matesimal example, local and speci!c, repeated to the nth degree and 
with ever-greater intensity across the planet. But almost completely any debate that happens or is already 
taking place, will likely focus on a speci!c loss; a memorable building, a small part of a city-scape, its 
sensibility, atmosphere, feel. 

What if instead of limiting the response to this one !eld, the boundary lines were re-ordered, with 
sensibility, atmosphere and feel jumping categories, across the boundary-lines, re-ordering the 
conventions and upending hierarchies? One example: What if the materials and/or sensibility of the 
Jugendstil building were incorporated into the soon to arrive super-bus? An improbable retro-futurist 
gesture that is likely impossible, but serves as the beginning of a thought-experiment. Perhaps it would 
end up something like British designer "omas Heatherwick’s, retro-futurist remake of the London 
Routemaster bus. 

How might we come to think about the made, built and constructed environment if instead of hunkering 
down one side or another of discipline silos, these arti!cial boundaries were opened, becoming more 
permeable and porous, more crossable? Not between and within building styles, but across the material 
environment’s discipline enforced red lines. How might this happen? Here’s one example. Take the 
popular if disputatious example of the vernacular. It, vernacular, is an important word in building 
culture, snuggling back into the past. It’s a word not much used in other contexts, although its linguistic 



root described the ‘vernacular’, rather than classical Latin, languages of Roman times. But think of the 
rise of ‘world cuisine’, and of ‘world music.’ "ese are taste cultures which invoke speci!c ‘place.’ Music 
and food have origins, they come out of particular sources. So it is not really too di%cult to re$ect 
on vernacular food or vernacular music. Or, also perhaps, vernacular transport, or vernacular routes 
and transportation infrastructure. Trickier, yes, as unlike buildings and structures, moving objects 
are neither permanently in one point, nor !xed to the ground of a place. "ey either move, or are 
arterial conveyances from one to another place, or from many to many places. So how might vernacular 
buses or trains, or planes be conceived? Likely the past gives clues. "e old, whether steam-engines or 
double-winged, propeller-engined planes, engages sentiment in ways that the new train or plane is not. 
Or bicycles, currently witnessing a lively rebound in Britain, with all sorts of small artisan companies 
starting up, some with claims of being linked with particular older models from particular places. "is 
is history, this is the past in the present. And these are clues towards a vernacular of transport. And this 
is an instance of jumping the familiar, and conventional category boundaries.

By crossing the line, a vernacular of transport, also o#ers a speci!c example of how the material world 
can begin to be seen as one, a snapshot of the whole. "is has been enhanced by the new technical 
sciences of materials. Cradle to Cradle and Life Cycle Analysis each imply beginnings (though are 
vaguer about endings,) and work technically from the o#, from the source of raw materials, tying down 
such arcana as the Material Input per Service Unit (MIP’s) or exchanging technicality for drama, ‘the 
gateway’ – the point where the materials $ows cross a boundary line from one discipline to another, for 
instance, those of the extraction industries to the construction sector. It does not take great imagination 
to envisage an understanding, which encompasses the material world, rather than speci!c parts of it. To 
apprehend the material $ows from origin to their entropic end of life, along with the energies required 
for the various degrees of transformation that happen along the way.

Something of this is also beginning amidst the languages and iconography of the carbon and energy 
imagery. Artists, at times acting as organic connection-seeking machines, are particularly adept 
at seeing connections, odd, quirky, and usually thought-invoking connections. O&en, though not 
necessarily, the source of these artist originated work is to illustrate aspects of sustainability, to vividly 
convey and communicate the carbon footprint of x, y or z, and to do so dramatically so that attention 
ensured. "ere can be through new media, with its in!nitude of big and meta-data to prospectively 
draw on, but it needn’t be. In Helsinki during the summer of 2012, those served with food in a number 
of restaurants would also be brought an outline of the meals journey, the materials miles required to 
transport the ingredients to its eventual Nordic destination, and the energy usage to prepare the meal. 
With new media, the emphasis is on presentation, with connections serving as vivid illustration of the 
shocking amount of carbon (or/and energy) being used. In Britain, one engaging example is the work 
of information and data artist, Adam Nieman and Bristol based Carbon Visuals, provide graphic (and 
scary) examples of many carbon emissions scenarios. New York City is the subject of one Carbon Visuals 
projects, a city which over a single day in 2010 is estimated to have emitted 149, 903 metric tonnes of 
carbon. "e graphic translation of this !gure images a cityscape beset by thousands of large carbon 
carrying bubbles, making their own carbon mountain in downtown Manhattan. 



"is is one vector of data and information art. Others are inevitably beckoning. If there is global reach to 
climate change and energy related work, it is also equally as pertinent at the small scale. On being forced 
to keep her French window curtains open by her young rook companion, Esther Woolf, mulls over a 
thought many have likely had.  “I think of the warmth, this small representation of the sum of the world’s 
resources being depleted through the windows and French door of the room but none the less open the 
curtain and tie them back.” What multitude of directions that simple !rst act could trigger. 

If carbon and energy are where such language is being most visibly expressed, there are no obvious 
limits, beyond that of the material world and its transformations. "e example above of place, and the 
category lines that can be explored, potentially to useful, if initially disorienting, e#ect, is only that an 
example. 

"e Jugendstil and Rake gallery can be included. And also the road works, the new pavements, the 
super-bus, the tarmac, the road builders work clothes washing machine powders. And on. Along any 
simple or smart pathway. Or, for that matter, any other example, undergoing transformational change. 
By deciding the usual, accepted boundary lines of disciplines are not needed, by looking at the whole of 
the material realm, and making the boundaries ones own, all sorts of possibilities open up, some richer, 
though perhaps also, some poorer.

"e recent emergence of technical sciences such as Life Cycle Analysis, Carbon Footprinting, and 
food miles, contribute to the vocabulary used for the basis of ecological literacy. "e beginning of an 
understanding that we are part of an earthbound interconnected energetic system has – quite arguably 
inadvertently - been precipitated by technical environmental sciences such as Life Cycle Analysis. 
Bound up with the calculational capacities of new media, these overlapping !elds have become the 
accepted forms by which energy and carbon are discussed. We are at ease talking of low energy or 
zero carbon buildings. We pay an extra amount to subsidise the carbon footprint of an activity, when 
buying a ticket on the Internet, whether for a journey or a !lm.  "ese are the current lingua franca by 
which sustainability is taught and pedagogically transmitted, in classrooms, and in buildings designed 
as teaching and learning tools. 

Yet, is this not an impoverished, atomised approach to apprehending the energetic and its transformations. 
I can’t help wonder at a need for a broader approach, an approach which begins with the marking of a 
boundary line, the decision on what is to be encompassed; the divisible and indivisible. Where is the 
line? 

Constant/Decay – two words ill at ease with each other. But, none the less, beside each other. Providing 
an oblique strategy for arriving at the line, and making the move. "ere are many others.  By doing so, I’d 
suggest, it is possible to arrive at a slant on energetic spaces, which is usually beyond consideration. "ere 
needs to be a wider frame, and I have tried to draw out some examples, both from some hours I spent 
in Trondheim, and through further scattershot connections.  Buildings and the built environment in the 
larger container of their speci!c materials origins, and materials in life times, can be one focus. It can be 
replayed in so many ways. By doing so, what is uncovered is an open, holistic and non-atomised world, 



a world without arti!cial boundaries, and closer, I feel and sense, to the ever-present transformations of 
the worlds around us.

Oliver Lowenstein, 2013



«Studenterhjemmet» – ord om levd liv og falmet skjønnhet

Den falmede jugendskjønnheten Elgeseter gate 30B har fått lov til å vise seg fram en aller siste gang før 
det er ugjenkallelig slutt. Så skal den vike plassen for en gateutvidelse som har hengt over gården som 
en dødsdom siden 1950. Når Elgeseter Boulevard ser dagens lys, blir det dessverre uten gatas vakreste 
bygård. Den har stått midt i det planlagte gateløpet i 63 år og har bare kommunal sendrektighet å takke 
for at den fremdeles står. Med seg i graven tar den historier om yrende gateliv, om ei tid før biltra!kken, 
om gullgraverliv i Sør-Afrika, om forfall og om kjærlighet til en bygård.  Og ikke minst tar den med seg 
et uoppfylt lø&e om en bydel vi aldri !kk. Kanskje kan man håpe at gårdens endelikt i det minste skal 
bane vei for noe nytt og bedre. 

Fanget mellom to epoker

Fram til 1882 var det vi i dag kjenner som Elgeseter gate traséen Størenbanen fulgte inn mot Trondheim 
og dens endestasjon på Kalvskinnet. Da jernbanelinja ble lagt over Marienborg, åpnet det nye muligheter 
for bymessig ekspansjon sørover. 

Mange av de gamle !re etasjers murgårdene i området ble oppført i løpet av en forholdsvis kort periode, 
om lag tjue år. I 1906 !kk Trondheim en bygningslov som tillot høyere bebyggelse enn i praksis tre 
etasjers bygninger. Kombinert med murtvang fra 1899 og stigende tomtepriser banet det veien for 
mer kompakt og høyere bebyggelse enn de to etasjers bygningene i tre som byen som var vanlige i 
Trondheim fram til da. I løpet av noen få år begynte en ny bydel å ta form på Elgeseter, med !re etasjers 
murgårder i lukket karré etter europeisk mønster, $ere av dem i samtidas populære jugendstil, og med 
forretningsdri& i første etasje. 

Av disse bygårdene var Elgeseter gate 30B kanskje den som i størst grad kom til å prege gata. Tegnet av 
arkitekt Peter O. Digre i samtidas populære jugendstil, oppført i 1911 med spir og med arkitektoniske 
detaljer som fremdeles, etter mer enn femti års forfall, gir bygningen en helt særlig karakter. I tillegg stod 
den lenge som Trondheims synlige velkomst for tilreisende fra sør. Dermed har gården i hele sin levetid 
spilt en dominant rolle for Elgeseters estetiske uttrykk.

Elgeseter gate var den gang gruslagt, og trikken gikk fram til 1920 bare til Magnus den Godes gate, 
akkurat der hvor Elgeseter gate 30B står. Seinere ble traseen forlenget, og bidrog til å gi grunnlaget for ei 
levende gate, med butikker i førsteetasje og folkerike familier i leilighetene. Elgeseter gate var i ferd med 
å ta form som en sammenhengende og levende bydel.
Men kriseåra i 1920-åra skulle sette en stopper for den urbane bydelen. Den hektiske byggevirksomheten 
stoppet opp, og det skulle ta mange år før den tiltok igjen. Hjørnegården 30B ble stående med naken 
gavl. Karréen forble ufullført, og innen noen nådde å tenke på fullførelse, besluttet kommunen i 1950 
at gatebredden på 18 meter var for smal for å takle den økende bilismen inn mot Midtbyen. Men ny 
gatebredde på 34 meter havnet Elgeseter gate 30B med ett på lista over gårder som stod for langt ut i den 
planlagte boulevarden, og måtte rives. 



Beslutningen !kk store konsekvenser. Ikke bare for Studenterhjemmet og de som bodde der, men for 
hele området vest for Elgeseter. Mange tregårder er for lengst revet. I dag er det tre murgårder som 
fortsatt står på dødsgangen: Foruten nr. 30B, skal også gårdene i nr. 4 og 6 rives for å gi plass til det 
nye gateløpet. Utvidelsen ødela samtidig for den sammenhengende karrébebyggelsen på Elgeseter. 
All seinere bebyggelse – som det tietasjes DDR-slottet ved siden av 30B – ligger trygt tilbaketrukket 
innenfor 34-metersgrensa, men er oppført på måter som gjør den vanskelig å gi området det helhetlige 
uttrykket som Elgeseter gate 30B en gang gav lø&e om. 

«Studenterhjemmet»

Dette er bakgrunnen for at den gården vi trer inn i i dag, er preget av mange tiår med forfall. Borte 
er familien Skjervold, som kanskje er den familien som i størst grad har satt preg på huset. Borte er 
studentene som bodde her, barnefamiliene, frukt- og tobakksforretningen, tekstilbutikken og alle 
beboerne som bodde her i de over femti åra kommunen eide bygget i påvente av rivning. 
Av arkitekt Digres tegninger ser vi at det var to forretningslokaler i første etasje, og leiligheter i de 
øvrige. Men allerede fra begynnelsen var det også tegnet inn pensjonat i tredje og 'erde etasje. I hele 
gårdens storhetstid var den først og fremst kjent som «Studenterhjemmet», drevet av den myndige og 
omtenksomme fru Al(ild Skjervold. 

Fru Skjervolds mann, Peder Skjervold, kjøpte gården i 1917, ikke mange år etter at det var oppført. 
Pensjonatet hadde da vært drevet siden 1911. Først av Haakon Høyer, som seinere skulle bli kjent som 
direktør ved Fjellseter Turisthotell i Bymarka. Turisthotellet brant i 1946, men det er hans direktørbolig 
som er ”Freidighytta” i dag. Peder Røstad drev hjemmet fra 1915 til Skjervold kjøpte det. Skjervold var 
født på Værnes i 1885, hadde ifølge familien oppholdt seg en periode som gullgraver i Sør-Afrika, og 
satte i gang en rekke prosjekter etter hjemkomsten til Trøndelag. 

Peder Skjervold var blant annet den første som kjørte bilrute mellom Hell og Selbu. Skjervold søkte 
om slik tillatelse i 1913, men !kk avslag fra kommunestyret i Selbu, som skulle ha seg «frabedt slikt 
hestskremsel på veiene», forteller Ingar Lien, som sitter i styret i Rutebilhistorisk forening avd. Trøndelag. 
Han forteller at i tillegg fryktet bøndene i området å miste den lukrative sideinntekten det var med 
losskjørsel med hest og kjerre. Sakspapirene viser også at det ikke var ønskelig at en «utabygding» skulle 
innføre slik konkurranse. Men Skjervold søkte på nytt året etter, og i noen år kjørte han bussrute mellom 
Hell og Selbu. Han kjøpte et lite hotell i Trondhjems «nedre bydel» som het St. Olav. Hvorvidt han 
faktisk drev Studenterhjemmet selv, vites ikke. Han kjøpte gården, og under alle omstendigheter satte 
spanskesyken i 1918 en stopper for den geskje&ige Peder. I september døde han, knapt 33 år gammel. 
Tilbake satt hans gravide kone Al(ild, og to sønner på !re og to.



Matriarken i familien

Al(ild Lucie Skjervold, f. Abelsen (1880-1973) var den som i størst grad kom til å sette preg på det indre 
liv i Elgeseter gate 30B.  Al(ild overtok dri&en av Studenterhjemmet, og i mer enn førti år skulle hun 
være dets myndige bestyrerske. 

-Hun var egentlig lærerinne, forteller barnebarnet Al(ild Lie. Fru Skjervold og mannen Peder var typiske 
inn$yttere til Trondheim på begynnelsen av 1900-tallet. Han fra Nord-Trøndelag, hun fra Myrdal i 
Hadsel i Vesterålen. Men det var i Elgeseter gate hun kom til å ha livet sitt. Sammen med sønnene Leif 
og Per Marius, og Arne Peder – som ble født etter at faren var død. 

–Studentene var jo stresset til eksamen, men «Mor» var der for dem. Hun hadde jo tre sønner selv og 
kjente deres behov. Mange studenter !kk støtte i vanskelige tider. Hun var en veldig bra dame, forteller 
Lie. – Flotteste dama jeg noen gang har tru#et, pleide min mann å si om a’ Mor. Vi kalte henne det selv 
om hun var bestemor. Hun var på en måte matriarken i familien. 

Hver dag serverte hushjelpa middag til studentene og de øvrige beboerne i Studenterhjemmet. For det 
meste studenter, men også andre losjerende, som dosent Sandve. Fru Skjervold laget maten, og tilbragte 
det meste av dagen på kjøkkenet, hvor det hang ei lystavle på veggen som lyste hvis en av studentene 
trengte noe. 

Selv bodde hun i en leilighet i nærheten av Studenterhjemmet i tredje etasje, mens sønnen Leif med 
familie noen år i en innredet leilighet på lo&et ut mot Elgeseter gate, før de $yttet inn i leiligheten i første 
etasje bak butikken. Leif drev L. Skjervold Frukt og Tobakk i første etasje. Etter farens tidlige død i 1960 
drev Al(ilds mor Leikny forretningen videre.  I tillegg hadde tantene Alice og Inga «Brødr. Skjervold 
Manufaktur», en trikotasjeforretning med salg av garn- og ullvarer, i lokalet ved siden av. Og ved siden 
av Elgeseter gate 30B, i et beskjedent trebygg, var det !skeriutsalg drevet av først Olga, seinere Svein 
Olav Aasø.

Til tross for vedtaket om gateutvidelsen i 1950 hadde familien håpet å kunne fortsette sine liv i Elgeseter 
gate 30B. Men i 1961 var det slutt. Trondheim kommune eksproprierte bygningen for 300 000 kroner, 
jugendmøblementet fulgte med for 25 000, forteller Al(ild Lie. Den 82 år gamle bestyrerinna Al(ild 
Skjervold var fremdeles i full vigør, men måtte legge ned dri&en og $yttet ut av huset. Dermed var husets 
storhetstid over. Medlemmer av Skjervold-familien kom fortsatt til en viss grad å prege huset. Al(ild 
Lies mor Leikny fortsatte dri&en av tobakksforretningen i mange år, og $yttet også tilbake til huset på 
sine eldre dager etter at det ble pusset opp av kommunen. 

Tida etter Skjervolds

-Faren min ville ski&e ut vinduene, men viseverten sa at han ikke burde legge for mye innsats i dette, for 
bygget skulle rives allikevel. Det var vel i 1965-66. Det forteller Rolf Andersen, som bodde i andre etasje 



sammen med familien sin fra begynnelsen av sekstitallet. 52 år etter eksproprieringa står Elgeseter gate 
30B fremdeles. Huset bærer preg av å ha vært uten framtid halvdelen av sin levetid. 

Etter kommunens ekspropriering forble bygningen leiegård. Huset for øvrig var bebodd av barnefamilier, 
og Elgeseter gate var full av liv, med trikk og butikker i annethvert hus bortetter gata. På motsatt side av 
Elgeseter gate var det både melkeutsalg og kolonialbutikk, forteller Andersen. Men huset var allerede 
den gang preget av alder og slitasje. –Det var trekkfulle hus, vinduene var vel fra da huset ble bygd tenker 
jeg.

«Trondheim Hospits» hadde også sine lokaler i bygningen en stund, men i 1979-1981 ble de øvre etasjene 
ombygd til $ere mindre leiligheter. To store leiligheter ble til !re mindre. I april 2001 ble en leilighet i 
tredje etasje totalskadet i brann. 

Gråt da hun !yttet

-Hadde jeg vunnet millioner skulle jeg ha kjøpt gården og pussa den opp. Det var drømmen min, det. 
Men sånne drømmer går jo sjelden i oppfyllelse, sier den eldre damen som var en av de siste som $yttet 
ut. Hun $yttet inn for 23 år siden, og !kk treårskontrakt i begynnelsen, fordi huset skulle rives.  –Men 
det ble 23, og jeg trodde at jeg skulle få bo her til jeg måtte $ytte lenger bort i gata, sier hun. 

Hun forteller at hun bodde på Flatåsen, men mistrivdes. «Den gamle rønna» sa folk til henne da hun 
$yttet inn i Elgeseter gate 30B. – Men Elgeseter gate 30B er det !neste stedet jeg har bodd. På nyttårsa&en 
pleide jeg å gå opp på toppen og se ut fra vinduet. Og jeg pleide å gå rundt og vaske og gjøre reint for at 
gården skulle se !n ut, sier hun.
 
Nå bor hun i en annen av Trondheims forsteder. Elgeseter 30B er fremdeles yndlingsplassen hennes. 
-Det var !nt å bo her. Jeg trivdes og hadde det så koselig. Det var aldri noe rot med ungdommene som 
bodde her. Og det vil jeg si: Ungdommene som bodde her var stille, rolige, hø$ige og greie. Jeg vil ikke 
høre snakk om noe annet! Og de fra kommunen var greie, skvære og menneskelige.

-Jeg gråt den dagen jeg $yttet. Det gjorde jeg. Og jeg kommer ikke til å gå forbi når de river gården. Det 
er det styggeste de gjør det, å rive den gården. Ungene mine ler bare når jeg sier det. – Du har jo fått det 
mye !nere det du har fått, sier de, moderne òg. Men de skjønner ikke hva dette handler om!

Trond Åm, 2013



Skisse av «Elgeseter Boulevard» fra 1930, av arkitekt Sverre Pedersen.
Sketch of «Elgeseter Boulevard» from the 1930s, by architect Sverre Pedersen.





Elgeseter gate 30B, bildet er fra 1949
Elgeseter gate 30B, picture from 1949.





Peder Skjervold (1885-1918)





Leikny Skjervold









Leif og Leikny Skjervold utenfor butikken.
Leif and Leikny Skjervold outside the store.









Barnebarna til Al(ild Skjervold.
!e grand children of Al"ild Skjervold.





Al(ild Skjervold (1880-1973) bildet er tatt på kjøkkenet til studenterhjemmet.
Al"ild Skjervold (1880-1973) in the kitchen of the student home.





Fra innsiden av «Brødr. Skjervold Manufaktur».
Inside the little shop: «Brødr. Skjervold Manufaktur».







Miljøpakken skal fornye Elgeseter gate

I Elgeseter gate gikk byens første jernbane. Den ble gate i 1882, og har siden vært den viktigste adkomsten 
til Midtbyen. Men den er også en urban og viktig boliggate med mange beboere. Etter krigen har bilene 
og bussene overtatt og gjort gata til en av de mest støy- og støvplagede i landet. Tra!kken er en stor 
barriere for de som bor og ferdes i gata til fots eller med sykkel. Butikker har gradvis forsvunnet, og 
gårdeiere har hatt få grunner til å pusse opp fasadene.
 
Nå skal Elgeseter gate forandres – fornyes og forbedres.

Det har i lang tid vært arbeidet med planer for tiltak som kan redusere miljøproblemene og gi folk 
en verdig og $ott adkomst til byen. Mange løsninger er utredet opp gjennom årene, men kun mindre 
tiltak er gjennomført. Nå skjer det noe. De første viktige grepene ble tatt da to bilfelt i Elgeseter gate ble 
omgjort til kollektivfelt og biltra!kken gik ned med 15 prosent over natta. 

Det innledet starten på en satsing på miljøvennlig transport i Trondheim. Miljøpakken er et 
samarbeidsprosjekt mellom Statens vegvesen, Sør-Trøndelag fylkeskommune og Trondheim kommune. 
Gjennom bompenge!nansiering og o#entlige tilskudd skal nesten 10 milliarder kroner !nansiere 
bærekra&ige transporttiltak. Hovedmålet er å få $ere til å gå, sykle og kjøre buss, og at byen skal bli enda 
tryggere og hyggeligere og bo og bevege seg i.

Ett av de viktige tiltakene er å gjøre Elgeseter gate til en trivelig gate med et moderne og attraktivt 
kollektivsystem, et sted der et urbant gateliv med småbutikker og caféer kan blomstre. Gata går gjennom 
et av Norges mest produktive og innovative campusområder.  Det gir en unik mulighet og drivkra& for 
den videre utvikling.

Miljøpakkens del II ble vedtatt av Stortinget i sommer. Her er det avsatt 300 millioner kroner til Elgeseter 
gate og i tillegg åpnet for ytterligere !nansiering. Nøyaktig hvordan gata blir vet vi ikke ennå, men ett 
aktuelt grep er å føre mye av tra!kken i kulvert under bakken. Det skal bli enklere å krysse Elgeseter gate 
for syklende og gående, og gateløpet skal bli grønnere. 

Reguleringsarbeidet er i gang. Planprogrammet, som beskriver blant annet mål og premisser for 
reguleringsarbeidet, ble fastsatt i mai i år. Vi lager nå forskjellige konsepter for hvordan gateløpet kan 
bli. Vi tar sikte på at det fysiske arbeidet med gata kan starte i 2015. Da innledes en ny epoke for Elgeseter 
gate.

Henning Lervåg, 2013
Leder av Miljøpakken for transport i Trondheim







Constant. Decay.
Elgesetergate 30B, 7030 Trondheim
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