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TeldrA

Of Latin origin, the word that titles t
Triennale is profoundly polysemic. Terra simultaneously means
the name of our planet, or its solid part as opposed to the sea.
In Portuguese, it also means a space or territory, as in a home
country — terra mae (motherland) - or one's birth town — terra
natal (homeland). In a denser or poetic understanding, it alludes
to a place or a community.
Terra is one of the four ¢

he 6™ edition of the Lisbon

lassic elements that make up nature

- fire, air, water, and earth (terra). More literally, it is the disaggre-
gated and loose layer of the terrestrial surface, where vegetation

is attached and grows to create essential ecosystems for life with
the living beings that dwell above and below it.

As a material, Terra has been fundamental to some of the most
sustainable building techniques developed by humans since
ancient times. Terra summons feelings of awareness 0Or security,
whether through the phrase con 0S pés assentes na terra (with
your feet on the ground), or even setting your feet on rerra firma
(solid ground).

Cycles is a reflection to coincide with the exhibition of the
same name curated by Pamela Prado and Pedro Ignacio Alonso.
It is co-produced with and presented at the CCB/Garagem Sul,
on the occasion of the Triennale 2022, chief curated by Cristina
Verissimo and Diogo Burnay.

In this edition, the Triennale seeks to research how we can
think, design, and build, and how regeneration can be fostered
to decisively contribute to environmental and social sustainability
and, ultimately, the survival of humanity and Earth itself.

José Mateus
Chairman of the Lisbon Architecture Triennale
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Chronicles

from exXtraction
to demolition

Ruinorama Collective

Architecture and its enormous civil
construction chain have profound
implications in the climate emergency
Process. The cycles of civil construction
revolve around extensive planetary
€xtraction and the disposal of the rubble
that is intended to be invisible.

Against the magical and illusionist
Perception that Infrastructures of moder-
nily promote, we present a set of chroni-
Cles with different perspectives (real,
tnctlonal. or speculative) on the descrip-

o of the cyclical process of extrac-
o-demolition in civil construction.
sim:‘: :hronicle is attentive to the
S :h dimension of our everyday life,
ong € smallest part of our experience
arth. In this minor sense, the
m:;::ii;le can re-establish a necessary
ang, gy ;I:I\ess of people and planet
’ € same time, elicit through

® Smaljegt
] things a full range of
P Wetary Problems.
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Capital
Wellington Cangado

A geological map of Brasilia, presenting a
complete panorama of mineral resources
of economic interest for the future of
Brazil, is being prepared by the National
Department of Mineral Production
Geology Division technicians. The first
geological interpretations of the terrain
indicated the occurrence of several
minerals, such as pyrolusite, talc, ilmen-
ite, bauxite and rock crystals, hyaline
- the last three representing a great find
'fmd signal the possibility of raising
lmpressive sums through their exporta-
tion. The collected samples, which are
rel'atively large, suggest that there might
exist €Conomically exploitable alluvial
dep(?s]ts of ilmenite in the region. Most of
g: ilmenite was found in the Alvorada
i ace Surroundings, an official presi-
Ntial residence.
of :,gi mqst modern machines, capable
. a;lctmg tonnes of the mineral daily,
i SOTEady beep purchased and are
their Wmewhere 1'n the Indian Ocean, on
Orgam:y.to Brazﬂ.'Cultural Heritage
againstaEOI}S, previously mobilised
entsg the installation of the mining
u“qu§r1§e In the backyard of this
m Stionable national (and world)

Ollument i
y Wer \Y
resi e convinced by the

gigant?cm’iin a private meeting, that the

mountaig , tilnd t.he steep tailings

Orizon of at will emerge on the

fand oy the C.errado will become
Scenic attractions in the flat

Mongy
Capitafnous landscape of the federal

Attractq eco“fing important tourist
impgy frs. This will certainly be an
hiStory 2; Work and will go down in
' Bragj); One of the largest interventions

1a since the Plano Piloto was

A
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built, reaffirming the pioneer vocation
and the exploratory nature of the
Brazilian people.

But Alvorada Mine, as the complex
will be renamed - the Palace will be
completely redecorated and adapted to
function as a tourist support centre and a
spectacular viewpoint for the pit - won't
become the capital’s largest mining
enterprise, despite its epic scale. Laterite
nodules already evolving into bauxite,
found in profusion in Parking Lot 4 of
Annex 3 of the National Congress,
stunned geologists and prompted expedi-
tions of transdisciplinary teams through-
out the Satellite Cities, with the first field
analyses reports and laboratory test
results proving what had been assumed
for decades: there are considerable
quantities of this ore, with high alumin-
ium content, in the outskirts of Brasflia.

The amount of reserves is of such
magnitude that, in the next few days, a
decree should be signed by the President
instituting the Campaign for the
Eradication of the Satellite Cities, which
foresees the mass expropriation of these
human agglomerations which were never
fully integrated to the Plano Piloto and
the “de-candanguisation” of the popula-
tion, in order to finally enable the return
of the so-called “candangos’, the people
who came from all states of Brazil to
build the capital, to their lands of origin.
Those who want to stay will be a
welcome workforce of Planalto Central’s
new development phase, but they will
have to find another place in which to
build their homes.

Another important mineral, hyaline
rock crystal - an indispensable raw
material in the optics’ field and used in
the manufacture of radar instruments
with a wide application in electronics
production - has been found in several



gravel pits dug to provide material for
road paving. Studies being carried out by
the engineers of the Geology Division in
the Paranod Lake region will continue
with greater intensity in the coming
weeks, and the survey should be
complete in 60 days. A memorandum
from the chief engineer released by the
Presidency’s Secretariat of
Communication on social networks last
week foresees unthinkable volumes of
hyaline crystal deposited at the bottom of
the lake, which would also explain the
colour, brightness, and clarity of that
immense water mirror (besides, of
course, its mystical character).

Also in the document, technicians
recommended the immediate emptying
of the reservoir and complete dredging of
the soil layers to a depth of three metres,
which was promptly accepted by an
Executive power who have now already
designated that the rafts and dredges
used by the Brazilian Army in the
mining of the former Indigenous
Territories in the Amazon should be
mobilised and moved to the Planalto
Central. A major war-style operation is
already being prepared to deal with the
urgency of extracting the Paranoa
crystals, which will contribute decisively
to the Brazilian trade balance surplus.

Meanwhile, right in the nerve centre
of the city, at the rodovidria (bus station),
where the urban axes that structure the
modern capital intersect, another impor-
tant mineral possibility is imposing its
pace. Given the complete scarcity of
cement in the world due to the validity of
the International Treaty for an Extractive
Moratorium signed in the UN last month
- not ratified by Brazil, though it makes
the exportation of primary cement by the
country unfeasible - the National
Cement Industry Union came out to the
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public to present the ambitious and
innovative program of reverse clinkerisation
that foresees the transformation of
buildings and concrete structures into
cement again. Taking advantage of the
credit lines and tax incentives created by
the Bank of Brazil in order to accelerate
the re-primarisation of the national
economy, a 100% Brazilian technology
of demolition, grinding, bagging, and
logistics for instant exportation is already
in the operational testing phase.

Brasilia, which during its construction
was accused of causing the “Cement
Crisis", now with the unilateral agree-
ment signed on the 9" of this month
between the consortium of the compa-
nies Caué, Ponte Alta, ltau, Barroso, and
Votorantim with the European Union,
will contribute to the production of
150,000 cement bags per month for the
construction of new buildings in the
Global North, without disorganising or
affecting the Brazilian internal market.
With a capacity that is higher than
40,000,000 tonnes per year, Brasilia is
certainly the Brazilian city which is best
equipped to offer concrete structures that,
once destroyed and milled, will be able
to satisfy the national exportation needs..
A great monument to cement and bituml-
nous modernity, the capital will actin:ly
contribute to the programme by provid-
ing emblematic buildings such as the bus
station, the TV tower, the Mané Garrincha
Stadium and most likely the National
Congress, whose domes have become
highly valued and coveted internation-
ally since the Treaty was signed.

As can be seen, Brazil has spared
no effort to ignite the pioneering soul
of its people, offering its own capital
as a laboratory of opportunities for .
entrepreneurship, driving a new wav
of progress.




2
Mining-city

Thiago Benucci

“Mining is all that is out there.” This is
how indigenous artist Daiara Tukano
associated the logic of mineral extraction
with the materiality of the metropolis of
Sio Paulo, seen from the forty-third floor
of a skyscraper in the city centre. Since
then, I started to look at cities and at “all
that is out there” in another way.

Devastating rivers and forests, digging
holes in the earth and eating whole
mountains, mineral extraction is a
condition for the construction of cities
and for the reproduction of the urban
way of life on the planet. In each city
that is built or rebuilt on a daily basis,
the monoculture of the urban shares the
same grammar of mineral matrix:
cement, sand, stone, and iron. In this
sense, if “cities are the real cradles of
monoculture”, as the philosopher
Emanuele Coccia suggests, it is because
they are essentially constituted as
mineral spaces, produced through the
“mineral fury of modern urbanism.”

All this mineral matter, however, does
not usually spring from within the city
limits. It will come from other places,
which in fact we barely know about. The
mineral extraction logic of the “earth
caters” ~ in the words of Davi Kopenawa
Yanomami, whose land is seriously
affected by illegal gold mining ~ not only
consumes this supposedly indistinct and
available outside, but also builds,
concretely, “all that is out there”.

This is how the mineral cycle works
—one place is eaten so another can be
made, The Earth becomes architecture
f"lnd the mountains become holes,
Inverted topographies in the Earth's
body. As the indigenous thinker
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Ailton Krenak points out, “it is necessary
to demolish a mountain to make a city”,
because “the city only grows by eating
the world around it.” Rivers do not
escape the furious mineral cycle either.
As in the case of the Rio Doce in Minas
Gerais ~ following the precise definition
of Krenak, who reside upon its banks

- which “was molded by mining mud to
produce cities”.

It is not uncommon for cities to
emerge or develop related, more or less
directly, to the history of mineral explo-
ration. The city of Sdo Paulo itself,
founded as a Jesuit mission, was also an
important region of gold extraction in
colonial Brazil, although it is now not
really known for it. In an illustrative
declaration in 1601, after a series of
political manoeuvres aimed at maintain-
ing the exploitation of slave labour in the
gold mines, Governor General Dom
Francisco de Souza recorded in the
Chamber’s General Registry that the
small village of Sdo Paulo: “With divine
favour, it shall be a city and its inhabit-
ants will have great privileges and
favours that I will seek with your majesty
because it was the first and main part
where through the favour of God I
discovered these mines.”

It must be said that the gold rush is
not over, nor is the exploratory fury
under the logic of the mining-city, with
history repeating itself more and more
sinisterly. In November 2021, a new gold
rush attracted attention to the municipal-
ity of Autazes, in Amazonas, aggravating
the situation of illegal mining on the
Madeira River that has been going on for
years. In the newspapers, headlines
denounced the construction of a city on
the waters of the mouth of the Madeira
River. A floating city, sudden and illegal,
emerged from a rumour, with more than




three hundred ferries equipped with
dredgers and lined up like houses in long
parallel streets. In this case, the city did
not grow by cating the world around it,
but by literally sucking the world from
under its own feet, with precarious
miners-divers searching for gold.

After an action by the Army and the
Federal Police, about one hundred and
thirty ferries of this new floating city
were set on fire, in an aftempt to demobi-
lise the structure of illegal mining in the
region. The others fled, sailing along the
river, probably founding new cities
elsewhere. Here, unlike cities founded
and maintained by the logic of extrac-
tion, the urban logic is liquid and the city
mobile. This city moves, and behind it
are the trails of destruction. In the other
case, however, the trail of destruction is
the city itself, a kind of monument to
mining and mineral extraction. In both,
the logic is the same: zoning waters,
mountains, and forests to extract “all
that is out there” and, with that, also
build “all that is out there”.

3

Who does this sand
belong to?
Cuilherme Paschoal

“Oops Doctor, there is no more sand
around here!” Despite not having taken
the Hippocratic oath, nor presenting an
extensive curriculum, I understood that
these words were directed at me. After a
long and fruitless discussion, I asked,
“Okay, how many bags can I buy?” Again,
“Doctor, sand is cheap! Buy about 30 bags
and it should be enough.” In this infor-
mality through which part of the planet
Earth is negotiated, there isn't even the
need for a simple arithmetic count.

The long construction shop
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warehouse corridor showed an unimagi-
nable variety of sandbags. Bags of various
sizes, colours, functions, and prices.
Despite the variety, all the packaging
refrained from announcing the grains’
origins. “Bagged and packed in such and
such place”, all the words used disguised
the fact that nobody knows for sure
where each grain comes from.
Generically, we can assume that they
come from the bottom of some river - but
even so, it is not enough. In the store, I
was bothered by how the shelves
displayed the sand, a stop in this chain of
matter exchange. Expatriates, without
knowing when they may return to their
origin, awaiting their destiny. Sad,
sadistic, catastrophic, global, local.

To whom does the sand belong? Which
body of water interacted with each micro
grain? At some point in our tragic
history, did anyone have the decency to
ask if it could be commercialised? I
believe they haven’t. Why is it so cheap?
How is its value attributed?

When entering the sand world, one
realises that there is a ridiculous
sequence of steps that doesn't justify the
low cost of such a beautiful material. An
obscene amount of sand is removed from
the bottom of rivers, and in order to do
this, large and inelegant dredgers are
used. They suck up the riverbeds and
store dunes on their decks, floating
deserts sailing for a few days until they
return to the pier from which they
departed. When they dock again, these
dunes are transferred to several trucks,
which, while burning diesel fuel, trans-
port the river depths to the interior of the
country. These inland sand-ports,
nowhere near the water, disorderly pile
up trillions of grains of sand of different
origins into a landscape resembling
immense confined deserts. With dunes




and mechanical conveyors working
non-stop, the trucks arrive and leave,
uninterrupted, unloading grains and
more grains. In this Hollywoodesque
apocalyptic scenario, the sand is sifted to
remove its impurities. Once sifted, they
are bagged and taken on carts to building
supplies stores where they await burial in
some construction bathroom. A fter such
an epic trajectory, it seems dishonest to
treat sand as something minor.

- Next!

- Good afternoon.

- It is one hundred and twenty-five
Reais and seventy cents. Credit or debit?
That's it. I was an accomplice in this
environmental crime scheme. I was part

of a huge club. Sand, such an unvalued
material, is in fact the second most used
material in the world, second only to
water. Ashamed of my actions, I decided
to research the subject. Computer chips,
glass, cell phones, asphalt, concrete
- sand’s omnipresence, though logical,
frightens me. This essential matter for
contemporary Western capitalist way of
life is still treated, apparently, as subordi-
nate. Louise Gallagher, researcher at the
Global Sand Observatory, has stated in a
CNBC interview that we are on the verge
of a major sand scarcity crisis for
construction, sirice too much sand is
extracted and no one knows where this
looting of the earth is taking place'. We
continue to treat sand as something else,
infinite, without value, without impor-
tance, without history, without memory
—and without origin.

Once, I came across a sand port in the
interior of Sdo Paulo, in Eldorado.

1.
CNBC (2021), Why The World Is Running Out
Of Sand. [online] www.youtube.com. Available

at: hitps://www.youtube.com/watch?v=6KzP-
tobpMU [Accessed 27 Jun, 2021].
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Porto 7 Praias, like most sand ports,
had this vast artificial desert. Built by
dredgers, trucks and mechanical convey-
ors, the huge dunes grew while the horizon
of those who walked there. I watched and
walked through this scenery that seemed
as if straight from Tarkovsky's imagination
- his Stalker zone here replicated in the
centre of Sdo Paulo, a surrealism that for
countless reasons dominated my
perceptions.

Today, 1 feel like I stepped on this
ruin, on something dislocated from its
time, a relic that shows itself for the last
time before being usurped. There,
dislocated from its origin, in this inver-
sion of Earth - what was once at the
bottom is now the surface - I admired
the grains not because of their construc-
tive possibilities, but for their simple
existence. What were once large and
imposing rocks, after millennia of
weathering, showed resistance. These
great dunes, where billions of grains
agglomerate, represent one last breath,
one last public presentation before
becoming part of some uniform mass
that will compose our necessary infra-
structure. They have resisted everything
for years, then we came and buried their
existence. Who allowed it? Did we ask
anyone if we could do that? Why does it
seem normal to take sand from the
bottom of the rivers, transport it, sift it,
then commercialise it? After all, who
does this sand belong to?

4.

Just one less wall
lazana Guizzo

As I write, I feel the wind on my skin in
a small apartment in Copacabana. I am
not on the balcony, the entire apartment
becomes a space that has great contact




with the outside. It wishes to be a hut,
Even the bed is suspended, enabling my
eyes to meet the treetops like a child’s
wish. The wind is windy now and the
desk situated in the middle of the apart-
ment is taken up with the skin and the
bustle of the forest.

There is no wall that separates me
from the Atlantic Forest as reforested 150
years ago by Dom Pedro II due to the
lack of water in the city. During the
apartment renovation, the back fagade’s
wall was torn down, undone, demol-
ished, or deconstructed. The name
doesn’t matter, what matters is the act of
being one less, of doing less. Thought
quickens with the sound of the leaves
swaying. It was a very daring renovation
and it cost me a lawsuit, but it gave my
body back to me. I smell, I hear the
forest, I see shadows in the vastness
outside, or am I just delirious? The rain
calms me deeply, the storm nourishes me,
the cold freezes me. Seeing the moon is a
rare event, but there is a time of the year,
when it is full, it places itself in the gap
between the hill and the building, its light
touching the edge of the apartment floor
in the middle of the night. I dream again.
At four o'clock in the morning, fireflies
rain. Yes, the forest is poetic. It is erotic.

After two years of little luck looking
for a place to live, I found it right when I
had given up, just as it happens in love
encounters. It was a possible apartment,
and not exactly as I had dreamed it. I
imagined a place with a wide view or
with ground contact to plant. The apart-
ment I found had neither one thing nor
the other, but it had a possibility of
transformation that allowed me to create
and make a double metamorphosis of it.
At the same time that the Space was
conceived, I myself became another, in a
becoming where landscape and character
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are made from experience.

At this point in my life, I already
designed architecture with a corporal
methodology, in a way to allow our
bodies to be populated by inhuman
agents, to escape from the prison of
consciousness, of colonialism, rational-
ism, patriarchy. Some say it is witchcraft,
I call it body, or better, the potency of a
body understood as earth. It was this way
of designing with the body that brought
down the wall, suspended the bed,
created the Gaudi-Suassuna guardrail
that is made of iron remnants and was
whispered in my ear by the Swords of
Sao Jorge at the foot of the trees. It is
fashionable to say that there is no
distinction between body and mind,
between subject and object, nature, and
culture. There is no distinction, but who
practices this inseparability?

As a learner, I have been cultivating
certain rites of mixing worlds for some
time. Indigenous people,
Afro-descendants, women, and their
eternal mismatches teach me how to
practice it. It is difficult to incorporate it
all into the demands of today’s life, but
daily, and against the tide, there is space
for cultivating it. I try to incorporate
these contrary flows when designing
- and also when living - because the
house is a body. The city also is, as is the
forest, the invisible, the cosmos. But they
like to put up barriers when I try to
introduce the invisible when designing.
How difficult it is to be taken seriously
when the body and affections guide
design.

At night, when all the interior lights
are off and the only thing separating the
apartment on the eighth floor from the
forest is a screen: magic does indeed
happen. The tree starts to glow. It
becomes neon, framed right in the































































