Agnes Schulz-Bongert, Germany

Monobloc Chair

Cultural Heritage in Venice

In the photo there is a man standing in the middle of
nowhere in a desert in Iraq. In his next surrounding there
are some objects. A few plastic bottles filled with a yellowish
liquid lined up on two stones, an orange colored container,
a box with more filled plastic bottles and an orange
monobloc chair with a blue blanket on it. A little further
away there is a white pick-up coming right up to the man
and his belongings. This last information leads me to the
presumption that the yellowish liquid in the man’s plastic
bottles is gasoline that he sells to people with cars that
are passing by his location in this desert. To complete his
own minimalistic gas station he has his monobloc chair that
offers him a place to rest during the long hours of waiting
for another customer. Minutes before this picture was taken
the man was probably still sitting on the blanket on his
monobloc chair but now he sees the upcoming car he goes
to his gas filled plastic bottles to sell them to the person.

The scene in the photo I chose takes place on the Piazza
San Marco in Venice probably in the 1950s. There are three
men; one of them seems to be a waiter of the Caffè Florian
that is located just some steps out of the right frame of the
photograph. He wears a white jacket with a black bow tie and
black trousers. Further- more he holds a tray with coffee and
a carafe of water to serve to the two men that are standing
in front of him. One of them is already enjoying his coffee
whilst the other one is waiting for his cup with his hands on
his hips. The whole scene seems quiet natural for Venice but
if you have a closer look where exactly the men are standing
you can see that there is something fundamentally different
to this scene. The ones who are being served are standing
on a canoe while the waiter serves them from the terrace of
the café that is located a little higher. The whole Piazza San
Marco is flooded by the high tide so the only possibility of
going places without getting sopping wet is by boat.
I chose that picture because firstly Piazza San Marco is
one of the most famous cultural heritages in Venice and
it is in this picture shown in an exceptional situation. And
secondly because I think this picture shows an immaterial
cultural heritage of Venice. The transportation by boat is
very common in Venice and is even adaptable to exceptional
circumstances as we can see in that picture. Especially the
naturalness regarding the boating, that is conceived in this
picture quiet clearly, combined with the pure elegance and
the appearance of an everyday scene, makes the act of
boating very special for Venice.

https://designbote.com/monobloc-sitzgeraet-aus-einem-guss-erobert-diewelt/

https://twitter.com/archheritage3/status/734326379014172672

Anna Konstantopoulou, Greece

Monobloc Chair: The Greek Feast Hero

See Everything At One Ride

Greek Easter, a time to celebrate the resurrection of Christ,
the most important celebration of the Greek Orthodox
Church. For my family, and many others, Easter celebration is
more than that. Each year we gather all together at a house
we have outside of the city. It is one of the rare occasions
when we get to be all together, because everyone lives in a
different part of the world. In the last day of the Holy Week,
Easter Sunday, the tradition has it that the families cook
lunch together and have a feast after weeks of fasting. The
festive table is set for the whole extended family and some
more friends that we have invited. That makes a total of
about 25 or 30 people sitting around the table plus some
extra room left for the neighbours that usually stop by and
get some treats. Of course, there are never enough chairs for
everyone. And that is the time when the Monobloc chair is
the most important furniture in every house. Easy to store,
every house has some plastic chairs waiting for this kind of
events to save the situation. It is the chair that nobody likes
to have in their houses in a regular basis, but everyone has
plenty of them. For Greeks, the Monobloc chair is connected
with having a big feast.

The gondola is the traditional flat-bottomed Venetian boat.
For many centuries the gondola has been the main means
of transport in the Venetian canals and there are many
types of gondola boats. Its design has changed through
the years and the one that we see today was designed in
the 19th century by the boat maker Tramontin. Little did he
know that he was not only designing a practical boat, but
also the ultimate means of sightseeing in Venice. Tourists
hiring a gondola have the chance to roam around the canals
with the gondolier as their guide. They can view all the
attractions of the city and also discover many hidden places
just by sitting in the gondola and enjoying the ride. Some
might say it is the equivalent of a red bus but it is more
than that. Tourists who come to Venice want to see the
gondolas just as much they want to visit all the other points
of interest. It is a moving part of the cultural heritage of
Venice. It is extremely interesting to think that you can see
all the historic places and points of interest of Venice that
are static while being inside one of them that is moving.

https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Gondola
photographic library of Shaun Bowden

Asbjørn Christian Carstens, Denmark

Monobloc Chair

Cultural Heritage in Venice

I grabbed a plastic chair and walked towards the fire, placing
it on the ground beside the others, making sure it stood
firmly on the grass before sitting down. It was a gathering of
familiar faces. We had known one another for the past three
years as we toiled away at schoolwork and assignments, and
had come to grow fond of each other’s company.
I looked around at them, before settling my gaze upon the
fire, observing the black and slightly silvery surface of a
charred wooden log as the flames slowly engulfed it. I let
my hands wander up and down the legs and armrests of my
plastic chair. How many times had we sat here, the same
people in the same old stackable chairs gathered around
a fire?
It was, as if everything outside of the circle formed by the
arrangement of chairs was of no importance to any of us.
None of us spoke, and yet we were fully aware of each
other’s presence. The lack of words seemed to make us stop
and think of each other, not as fellow students, not even as
friends, but as individuals. People with lives, thoughts and
hopes of their own, who so happen to have been brought
together on this otherwise unassuming saturday evening.
But something was indeed different.
We sat there in silence, with the only audible noise coming
from the embers of the fire and an occasional rustle from
the leaves as the wind blew through the nearby trees,
knowing full well, that this might be the last time we were
all gathered like this. The future lay before us, and the end
of the summer would bring about new pursuits for each of
us. For some of us it would be further education, for others
a steady job and for a third group some-thing yet entirely
different. But this summer’s evening belonged to all of us.

Sun drenched piazzas, espressos and gently rocking
gondolas all along the canals of ”La Serenissima”. It had all
the trappings of lived-in city. At one point in time a centre
of commerce, but now even more so a centre of culture.
Centuries old buildings and people going about their
daily routines, paying little to no attention to the chaos of
tourists. You could wander the streets and happen upon
shops and stalls with all kinds of exotic goods, places small
or grand for worship or a quaint little café tucked away in
some corner of a piazza.
It was the sort of place you would go if you wanted to
forget about the world. In a sense, it was escapism in its
purest form. A city of many faces, not entirely unlike the
masquerades so widely associated with Venice. What would
one more face in the crowd even matter?
At the same time, it was a hub of impressions and sensations,
as much a getaway from the triviality of everyday-life as a
gateway to new entirely new experiences. There was always
another reason to venture outside, and something to look
for or at.
Having wandered aimlessly, almost as if drifting, I found
myself outside the Church of San Simeone Profeta. The
small square was filled with the last couple of sunrays of a
setting sun. The day was waning, but time moved differently
here, and sundown didn’t quite mark the end of day. Come
tomorrow, the city of water would enthral me all over again.
That was the allure of Venice. At first you would get lost in
the city. But the longer you stayed, the more you would lose
yourself in the city.

Blaise Korpnik, Slovenia

Monobloc Destruction by Bert Löschner

The Crypt of Saint Marc in Venice

It is hard to believe that an item, that is so common and universal
as the monobloc, can offer so much potential for artistic
expression. A common white stacking chair, that everyone has at
home, becomes in the creative mind of Bert Löschner an artistic
medium in which the artist explores the chairs expressive
potential. The chosen monobloc for the essay is in the form of a
sketch, depicting two monoblocs facing each other and holding
dry blowers at each other by the above-mentioned artist.
The image brings up many contemporary issues, from plastic
waste in the oceans to the complex human relationships.
Löschner endows his chairs with a certain degree of humanity
and I think the chosen image, on a symbolic level, perfectly
depicts the relationships we humans like to foster between
us. The heat is damaging to the material integrity of the chair,
since the chairs are made of plastic, and plastic starts to melt
when heated. Both chairs are thus harming one another or are
threatening to do so. And so it is within the human world. As
one-party damages another, the damage is often returned. We
completely forget that we live in a world where everything is
connected and one action triggers another. So even though
harm is done on the other side of the world, and we feel secure
that the damage will also stay there, but it will not. Instead it
will creep back to us, affecting us on the same level.
This can be perfectly summed up by the proverb “what goes
around, comes around”. And in my opinion Lörschers drawing
neatly symbolizes these close-minded destructive side of
human nature.

There are numerous places in Venice that are interesting and
rich in history. And choosing one is a daunting task, especially
for an art historian. But for the sake of the essay, decisions have
to be made. Therefore, I have decided that the crypt of Saint
Marc shall be the protagonist of the essay.
Despite the fact that the crypt is located in one of the most
visited churches in Venice, namely the basilica of Saint Marc, it is
often overlooked. It seems that visitors are more intaised by the
rich mosaic decorations, that they completely forget that there is
a chamber beneath their feet, that used to house the supposed
remains of Saint Marc himself. Yet they are partly forgiven, since
the crypt is seldom open to the public and the path leading to it
is obscure and difficult to spot.
The chamber is located beneath the Presbyterian of the basilica
and has a rectangular ground plan. The space is occupied by
marble columns topped with richly decorated capitals. They
support a vaulted ceiling made out of bricks. The interior of
the crypt is not as richly decorated as the basilica, yet the rich
sculptural decoration makes up for it. The decoration is confined
to the capitals and the altar. Its surfaces are decorated with
Christian motives.
The crypt was built following the construction of the present-day
basilica of Saint Marc in 1063. Parts of the previous churches, the
church of Saint Theodoro and the old church of Saint Marc, both
from the 9th century, were incorporated in to the new basilica.
A chapel that was part of the 9th century church complex, was
converted in to the present-day crypt. In 1094 following the
completion of the basilica, the body of Saint Marc was placed in
it. But because of the water that kept flooding the interior, the
Saints body was relocated to a safer location and in 1604 the
crypt was closed for good. It remained closed until 1811, when
they restored the interior and in 1889 the crypt was reopened.
Today the crypt is accessible to the public, although only on
special occasions. But nonetheless it is a treasure of Venice and
art history.

https://assets.yellowtrace.com.au/wp-content/uploads/2013/02/monoblocdeconstruction-by-Bert-Loeschner-yellowtrace.jpg (Access: 10. 8. 2019).

https://commons.wikimedia.org/wiki/Category:Interior_of_St._Mark%27sBasilica
?uselang=it#/media/File:Venice_0O3A9701_(10247145414).jpg (Access: 20. 7. 2019).

César Ripoll Dono, Spain

Monobloc Chair and its Environment

The Tourism and its Regulation

Monobloc chair is a reminiscent of the Panton chair, (1958-1968),
designed by Verner Panton. It is the first chair manufactured in a
single piece and with a variety of finishes. Its natural evolution
is Bonfinger chair (1964-1968), designed by Helmut Bätzner, and
Selene chair (1961-1968), designed by Vico Magistretti.
In 1972, the French engineer and industrial designer, named
Henry Massonnet, created the Fauteuil 300 chairs, manufactured
using an injection of polypropylene resin, with unique and
advanced properties, cheap, stackable, light, with a variety of
colours, serial manufacturing and resistant to the course of
time; its problem is its fragility, but in that way, the chair is more
profitable.
The chair is a furniture created as a place where to sit, a straight
chair, generally with four legs; this product is intended to be
used by one person, manufactured with different shapes, scales
and materials; Its development since the first Egyptian dynasty,
Near East, Greek art and Roman World. An object to rest or to
relax, has been present since its early inceptions until now. Its
position, its representation, its materials and its shapes, what
give the chair a specific added valued from Ancient Times,
through Modern Times up to the Contemporary Time. The chair
changes with the society. Mono-bloc chair model. Polypropylene
resin. 85 x 56 x 54 cm.
Its ubication is a key factor as well as very representative of this
furniture, a straight chair with armrests, functional, installed in
open spaces as well as in enclosed spaces, as a package or one
by one, creating specific forms and, the most important, being a
furniture that can work one by one or as a packaged with other
pieces.
In this occasion, the mono-bloc chair is located in an open and
public environment, where each person can make an action
with it (sit down, look, observe, take pictures…). Being an
everyday object, the mono-bloc chair doesn´t seem to have a
specific fortune: always uncertain, open and dependent on each
imagination.

Venice is a unique city in the World. Its geography and its
urban planning give Venice an extraordinary attractive, with a
historical centre declared a UNESCO Heritage, that could be lost
due to the massive arrivals of tourists. Formed by 118 islands
and with more than 445 bridges that communicates the spaces
of every capital with more than thousand marvels. Without
rolling movement, the city is a very special space for walking,
where pedestrians can use a collective form of navigation
across the canals. Canals can break up any time and because of
that, it is needed a global regulation too. With a population of
50.000 and more people who live nearly of the city centre, the
population works moved by the tourism, leaving empty houses
that are airconditioned to the visitors to very high prices that
not allow to live in its to the Venetians.
Different activities are promoted by venetian associations: in
2009, the Venice funeral, carrying caskets by gondolas. Oneyear after that event, for example, were delivered to the tourist
maps of Venice land, like a theme park. In 2016, was simulated a
collective recoloration with suitcases. In May of 2018, the council
installed lathes to regulate access flows in front of the Calatrava
bridge as well as in the Descalzos bridge: these systems were
installed less of one hour, because they were plucked up without
consideration. In 2019 was be imposed a new fee for people
who not sleep in Venice, could this fee be effective?
This context sends us to a theme park inside of an extraordinary
city with an important historical and artistic legacy, that has
been colonised step by step by tourism; it is needed to stop in
order to see, to consider and to contemplate this situation, we
need to look alter the most optical solution: could we does it sit
in a mono-bloc chair?

https://blogs.elpais.com/eco-lab/2012/03/historia-de-una-silla-blanca-monobloc.html
https://www.vitra.com/en-us/product/panton-chair-classic

Christina Theofanidi, Greece

The One-Way Monobloc

The Wrapped Monobloc

Monobloc is a fully ergonomic, comfortable and easy to make and
use chair there are not many chairs that are so lightweight and be
stacked by dozens. It is fair to say that Monobloc’s mass production,
as well as its rapid spread everywhere were foreseen.
Perhaps, however, that was also the reason why Monobloc was not
appreciated as it should. Initially designed as a chair with modern
aesthetics and as a part of the high-end design and the “plasticfantastic” lifestyle of the 60s, Monobloc ends up being a parasite to
all middle-class households, without any exception.
The question that concerns me is weather its construction material,
which makes it so practical and necessary, was at the same time
the reason for the Monobloc to be considered old fashioned and
unwanted.
Plastic was in fashion and at its full height back then. But no more.
When it began to be widely used and plastic’s cost dropped, the
Monobloc was next tolose its value. Because ofits fully plastic
appearance, it becomes the chair of the mass, something that
everybody owns but does not really want to have.
Owning the Monobloc means doing what everybody else does,
being what everybodyt else is, without any differentiation. Nobody
wants to identify with thischair, because everyone uses it. The ease
ofuse overrides the chair’s social status. “This is the degeneracy of
high design.”
The reality is that the Monobloc chair is a well-designed chair for
the human. “It does not pretend to be the chair of the chairs.” It
turns into anintegral part of the household and that is why when
it breaks, they fix it or change its use – but nobody gets rid of the
Monobloc right away, even if they know that at some point they
will.
After excessive use, the Monobloc ends decayed, damaged, broken
in the neighborhood’s trash bin. It has made its way over and its
replacement is waiting at the local sailsman’s warehouse in the
next block. “It is not made to live, but cheap to be replaced.”

The Monobloc, although being part ofthe mass culture rather than a
point of reference for high-end design and aesthetics, continued to
exist in every household around the world. Usability overpowered
taste and functionality defeated the chair’s social status.
Christo and Jeanne-Claude use smaller to acres of fabric to wrap
objects, monuments or landscapes. The purpose of their art is to
create an image that is aesthetically better than it used to be.
When anobject is wrapped with the fabric, a suspicion ofa shape
that changes unpredictably and costantly is born, because of the
fluid materiality of the fabric.
There is a “revelation through hiding” happening.
The Monobloc’s plastic material will be hidden from the visitor’s
eye. At the same time, its shape will be kindly and gradually
revealed behind the folds of the fabric flowing over it. The chair’s
only –most probably- defect (its construction material) will be
eliminated. The Monobloc, although disguised, is now part of a
highly aesthetic space. As the place of the scenery, Venice’s most
central point and one ofthe world famous squares of historic
importance is picked– the San Marco Piazza.
A mass of damaged and declining Monoblocs, hastily stacked next
to the nearest trash can under different circumstances that nobody
would pay attention to, is now wrapped in fabric and turned into
a small exhibition in Venice’s most known spot. Monobloc’s shape
is underlined underneath the fabric, reminiscent of something
familiar. The former Monobloc user who if they were not covered
by the fabric- would assume they are garbage, now -and probably
for the first time- observes Monobloc’s design through a filter. The
same filter which acts as anelement that forces subconsciously the
observer to explore the protagonist ofthis exhibition further.
Monobloc’s destination remains the same. Like the fabric used by
Christo and JeanneClaude in their work is transient and destined to
disappear rather than remain, in the same way Monobloc continues
being a chair not made to live. It is a case of creating things whose
disappearance is deliberated.

Cort Widlowski, United States

Sun Shade

Life Goes On

On a hot summer day, one of the best feelings is to get off
one’s feet, relax, and seek relief from the sun. In the above
photo, the subject was perhaps not satisfied sitting upright
in their chair and instead decided to lay down in the grass,
an arguably more comfortable position, and use the chair as
a sun shade from the intense summer sun. I like to think the
subject is studying the simplicity of the chair design, but in
reality, the subject is probably sleeping, enjoying the
simulated dappled light created by the thin openings of the
chair seat.
The “enjoyment” of this relaxed position should be partially
attributed to the lightweight construction of the chair. Had
the chair been constructed of a more traditional furniture
material such as metal or wood, the chair would be too
heavy and possibly even too hot to rest over one’s face,
disturbing the tranquil afternoon.

Flooding in the city has almost become tradition during the
spring months of Venice. Each year the water of The Adriatic
Sea attempts to claim the city but that does not stop tourists
from visiting. It is increasingly common to see people
donning tall rubber boots to tread through the questionably
clean waters of Venice all in order to photograph the tourist
destinations that make the city so famous. For locals this is
common, but for some tourists, this is just another reason
to visit this Italian city, adding even more demand to an
already burdened city.
The rising waters of Venice bring to question economic,
political, and social issues, all of which are constantly being
debated across the world. Whose responsibility is it to
resolve the rising water: the city, the country, or society as a
whole? How long can Venice and its inhabitants withstand
the constant barrage of not only tourism but also climatic
destruction?

Photo: @sfg.stgallen (https://www.instagram.com/p/B06BeMwKc5Y/)

Photo: AP Photo/Luigi Costantini (https://news.yahoo.com/high-tide-floodsvenice-tourists-don-boots-122147460.html)

Daniela Gomes, Portugal
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Monobloc Chair

ST MARK’S BASILICA

The monobloc chair is considerated one of the most
successful designs ever created. It’s a clear reference of
what design means to me, and it highlights the technology
as a pivotal component of the design piece. Since the first
monobloc made-up by Joe Combo, this piece has been
reproduced and explored by another designers who have
valued the piece. Therefore, the family of monobloc has
grown year by year and currently we can see a huge variety.
A few years ago I have had half a dozen of those plastic
chairs at home, but as a teenager it didn’t mean much to
me. And currently, for majority of the population around me,
I know that chairs means the same that meant to me a few
years, just because they are simple, cheap and very vulgar.
Today I’m much more sensitive to that artefact, because I
found out that this is what I want to do too, design. Call
“vulgar” to this chair is really a compliment, and people
don’t know that. This can not be the preferred and the
most luxurious piece, but it is confortable, accessible and
timeless. It’s a good example of “less is more” and that’s
why we can see it everywhere. A few days ago at a summer
party, I’ve been sitting on a big monobloc chair. That is really
different than the others that I’ve got at home, these are
on the same material, but with a completely different form
and consequently ergonomically different. The monobloc
universe is currently really measureless but it still has a lot
to explore.

The place that i chose to these essay is st mark’s basilica
because for me, since I’ve never been in Venice, is one of
the most emblematic places in the city. By the way I’m really
excited to visit it. I love to see religious heritage, particulary
churches and basilicas, not for the spiritual significance, but
for the beauty of detail that the ancestors placed in that
building. I really want to be able to feel that grand golden
detailed walls of the basilica are real. I’m always in love with
domes too. Like this and other monuments in Venice, I think
they will surprise me because Italy for centuries has been an
aesthetic reference for Europe. This aspect, combined with
the particularity of the venetian territory, seems to offer an
incredible experience. I have read that st. mark’s square is
one of the lower areas of the city and when the water level
rises this area including st Mark’s basilica are the first to
flood. But even so it’s possible to visit it, through structures
as if it were a catwalk. I found it even more amazing. Venice
is a very distinct city, I can’t wait to visit and enjoy the
experience that the city can offer me.

photo and draw by Míu http://a-cacadora-de-desenhos.blogspot.com

Devvrat Chowdhary, India

slowing closing in. Phone was dead, I was lost and famished. Trying to find my way back to the main
street, I was aggressively stopped by the smell of fresh bread and garlic. As I turned to my right, the
scene was breath-taking.
It was a site, ramshackle and elegant simultaneously. A narrow corridor just beside the canal with
seating for dining to the left leaving a passage to the right. One’s gaze is initially held by the tasteful
décor of the tables and the wooden chairs, which have a sophisticated quality. The setting however is
dilapidated, but something resonated with me. With a bit of contemplation, I realised. It was the
honesty which struck me. The building wore its imperfections like battle scars of a warrior after its
skirmishes with the forces of nature. This seating wouldn’t have caught my eye in Piazza San Marco.
The two dichotomies have a complimentary relationship. The setting accentuated the elegance of the
seating and the seating makes the veracity of the setting more pronounced.
After all this I was compelled to sit and enjoy a meal there. As I was visually peeling the stratifications
of my surrounding, the server brought the menu. Seeing the prices, my pupils dilated, I came back to
reality and left. I couldn’t find the restaurant again, but its memory will be with me for quite some
time.

Source: Author

LIFE & _____

THE SPACE BETWEEN CONTRADICTIONS

It came into this world white and bright, along with a million of
its friends. All were eager to see what experiences this peculiar
country will hold. It wasn’t long before it found its way into a
garden of a house in Delhi. From here, its journey began.
The garden was an active place. Its first interaction with a little
human, who came near it and said “Nan-di E-x-por-t-s”, It had
a name now! Nandi usually would be helping an elder human,
who used to tell stories to the little human, she found these
moments quite captivating. Nandi and the little human with
their respective friends used to play a game called ‘musical
chairs’, her little human usually won, she was proud. Her first
experience of an Indian wedding was quite exciting. A tall and
skinny human kept running around with her, putting her near
old humans, they needed her help the most. She heard a lot of
gossip from the old ladies. Later she would be staked with her
friends in a tower and she chuckled as some little humans tried
to climb it and failed. Life was good in the garden, but her story
was about to take an unfortunate turn.
Nandi was in her usual place; the little human with the elder
human, were playing the unusual game called ‘cricket’. The
little human trying to catch the round object, fell on her and
one of her legs broke. She hoped the little human, who she was
quite found of, was ok. Soon, she found herself in a big smelly
box, she missed the garden. Next, she was in another box, but
this one was moving. To her disappointment she found herself
in a massive pile of pungent sludge, there were mountains of
it, stretching for miles. She yearned to be back in the garden
near the little human. Time passed; she saw objects around her
wither away to nothing. Nandi accepted her fate and waited. She
came into this world white and bright, along with a million of
its friends, now she could not wait to leave it. The end however,
never came.

It was a warm September afternoon. Being a wide-eyed
architecture student in Venice, I didn’t feel my sweat drenched
shirt. All my consciousness was flooded with the sadness,
nostalgia, triumph, opulence, compromise and romance
emanating from the towering cathedral to the miniscule moss
growing on the edges of the canal. While lost in the labyrinth of
the old city, I would sit in a plaza, hearing the children chuckle,
listing the myriad of languages of the tourists and enjoying the
occasional cool breeze, which this time, also brought with it the
smell of delicious food. This fragrance slapped me in the face
and made me realise I was starving!
Navigating one’s way through the major street full of people, in
search of food proved unintuitive so I took a detour. Taking me
deeper into the island. The sound of people progressively faded,
walls were slowing closing in. Phone was dead, I was lost and
famished. Trying to find my way back to the main street, I was
aggressively stopped by the smell of fresh bread and garlic. As I
turned to my right, the scene was breath-taking.
It was a site, ramshackle and elegant simultaneously. A narrow
corridor just beside the canal with seating for dining to the left
leaving a passage to the right. One’s gaze is initially held by
the tasteful décor of the tables and the wooden chairs, which
have a sophisticated quality. The setting however is dilapidated,
but something resonated with me. With a bit of contemplation,
I realised. It was the honesty which struck me. The building
wore its imperfections like battle scars of a warrior after its
skirmishes with the forces of nature. This seating wouldn’t
have caught my eye in Piazza San Marco. The two dichotomies
have a complimentary relationship. The setting accentuated the
elegance of the seating and the seating makes the veracity of
the setting more pronounced.
After all this I was compelled to sit and enjoy a meal there. As
I was visually peeling the stratifications of my surrounding, the
server brought the menu. Seeing the prices, my pupils dilated, I
came back to reality and left. I couldn’t find the restaurant again,
but its memory will be with me for quite some time.

Source : sommerhuslivet.dk (edited by author)

Source: Author

Even Årsland Anderssen, Norway

Current Status

The Two Streets of Venice

A MESSAGE FROM EARTH TO ANYONE OUT THERE: this is
us, this is where we are, how far along are you? When the
question “what can we send as a symbol of human race´s
technological evolution, esthetical taste and coherence?”
appeared, the answer was obvious.
So, there it was, launched into space as a celebration of
the 50th anniversary of the moon-landing, like Armstrong
and Aldrin, only this time with no plans of return. The white
plastic chair from your grandmother´s balcony, your uncle´s
workshop and the grand majority of gardens all over the
world. The Monobloc. A chair, which carries an ability no
other human-made matter, nor natural phenomena’s like
plants, fruits and animals do; it doesn´t belong anywhere
– _yet it belongs everywhere. It is the most non-contextual
lump of atoms on this planet.
A chair, which origins are dating back even further than
the moon-landing, yet representing a milestone in human
design evolution. It´s lightweight, stackable, cheap, and
even easy to produce. We don´t know how to push it further,
which leaves the somewhat sad question; is this the very
end of human design technology? A chair worth 5 euros?
I guess, it also symbolizes our relationship to our planet.
Mass pollution caused by mass production, leading to mass
littering. All of this moulded by a collective mentality to the
relationship between us and everyday objects: short lifetime
and low value. The blue planet is turning white.
A gift and symbol, a statement and a cry for help, to anyone
out there in the infinite dark. At least, there is one less chunk
of white plastic on our beloved earth.

For each official street in Venice, there are 1500 “callis”*
and 150 canals**. It is an innovation infrastructure based
on boats, bridges and good shoes. Buzzing with tourists and
locals, the callis offers an intense adventure.
Even the locals get lost in the endless corridors of bricks,
tile, cracked wood, stone, laundry and plants. Should I go left,
should I go right? Maybe there is a canal at the end of this
maze? Each step simulates a portal into a new atmosphere.
Having walked these alleys for what seems like a lifetime,
the everchanging surfaces still amuses and invites for stops.
Wearing a coat this hot day could be an overestimation in
the damp Venetian weather, but the tall surroundings offers
pleasant shades, while the ever-present water cools down
the air. What a fine day for a walk in yellow. Strolling away
from the St. Mark’s square and realizing there are no-one
else around, the feeling of isolation grows, only vaguely
hearing the hum from the thousands of tourists – _who
might enjoy the real Venice for the last time.
How can the world treat such an artistic city with that
much disrespect? It really is hypocritical. Paint is for art and
creativity, not bricks and plaster. While creating a bubble of
detachment and an exciting feeling of being lost for both
inhabitants and visitors, the callis and canals also offers
plenty of privacy for vandals to leave their marks. Compared
to other cities, the relation between the number of streets
and graffiti in Venice is remarkable. Due to the fact that
there are only two streets in Venice, this record may be kept
forever.
Even after the infrastructure has been uniquely marked
and scarred, the maze of alleys we call Venice still offers an
impressing amount of lovely confusion.

*Venice Box, 2018. Calli and campielli of Venice. [online] Available at: <https://
venice-box.com/en/calli-and-campielli-of-venice/> [accessed: 09.08.19]

**Goparoo,nd . Canals of Venice. [online] Available at: <https://www.goparoo.com/
europe/italy/veneto/venice/attractions/canals/ [accessed: 10.08.19]

ww.vice.com/en_us/article/bn5e4m/white-plastic-chairs-are-taking-over-the-world-128
ww.design-museum.de/en/exhibitions/detailpages/monobloc-a-chair-for-the-world.html
exhibit.com/marker/the-history-of-monobloc-plastic-chairs-on-view-at-vitra-shaudepot/
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Guilherme Oliveira, Portugal

Monobloc Chair
Since the chair is entirely made of a single material (plastic) it
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Since the chair is entirely made of a single material (plastic)
it allows to deform a little bit if the user exercise a certain
pressure pushing it backwords, providing the users body to
adapt to the shape of the chair giving us a sense of confort
witch is good because for me the chair is na extension of
our bodies and his main purpose is to allows us to seat
confortably. To sump up, this chair presented on both
pictures is cheap and supremely functional and is also
stackable, that can increase the available space when it’s
not being used. The monobloc chair is in my opinion a good
exemple of a eternal and simple object design, as in the
words of Charles Eames:

Venice Gondola
The gondolas are one of the most iconic images in the world
as they go through the canals of Venice. They represent
a symbol of history, tradition and romance. This object is
considered a ﬂat-bottomed, wooden boat, with 11 meters
long and it’s handmade in special workshops, called squeri.
A gondola can be compared to luxury car due to is fancy
ornaments that decorate the boat and in some cases their
stuffed confortable seats. The tip of this boats besides
keeping the balance of the structure as a special meaning, it
represents the 6 sestieri, city stops as well the Rialto bridge.
Despite not being a chair, gondolas have wooden benches
(some stuffed with foam and other materials) but both
objects have the same purpose, to provide a confortable
place so the user can seat and enjoy the view or moment.
The picture I choosed is the main structure of a gondola
that’s being built in the squeri because I think that a good
object must have a solid structure that can (in this case)
support the users, allowing them to navigate in Venice
canals, but most important keep the balance and avoid
ﬂipping or sinking. In the words of Dieter Rams:
“GOOD DESIGN MAKES A PRODUCT USEFUL.”

“TO GET THE MOST OF THE BEST TO THE MOST FOR THE
LEAST.”

https://www.vivovenetia.com/the-construction-of-the-gondola-in-venice-acenturies-old-tradition/

https://www.myveniceapartment.com/5-things-to-know-about-a-gondola/
https://evenice.it/venezia/storie-tradizioni/gli-squeri-veneziani

Hana Čeferin, Slovenia

The Monobloc Chair

The Old and the New Venice

There are few people who, in the course of their lives, haven’t
come into contact with the monobloc chair. It represents
perhaps the world’s most democratic design, relating both to
price and authorship – the chair, without a designer’s name
behind it, is open to constant artistic reinterpretation. But, in
all honesty, how many of us have sat on one of these chairs
and wondered about its contextual background? It’s almost
as if this unattractive piece of furniture is asking us not to
dissect its origin or aesthetic value, representing in fact the
exact opposite to luxury furniture design – the stackable
chair in its plastic ugliness is the antithesis of elegance
and beauty. I associate the chair with the environment I
saw it in most frequently: the small-town barbeque parties,
characterized by cheap beer and offensive jokes. I can
almost see the give of the plastic as an overweight neighbor
slumps their weight onto it, the sad outward movement of
the chair’s legs as it tries to carry the burden. It smells like
burnt meat and tastes like knock-off Coca Cola, the kind
you can only buy in countries south of Austria. The white of
its plastic frame is begging to be stained and dirtied, as if
wanting to show off the hundreds of backsides that have sat
down on it, but saying at the same time »I’ll be here forever,
more disgusting each year but persistent as ever«. Perhaps
I’m being unfair to the chair – but perhaps this is its true
purpose, its democracy of design allowing each individual
to project their own memories and associations onto it. And
in this way – allowing the furniture piece to become one’s
own – the chair is as successful a design as can be.

Every year for the past six of my studies as an art historian,
I visit the Venice Biennale. I always enjoy it but am always
left slightly disgruntled at contemporary art as a whole,
feeling somehow cheated by incomprehensible conceptual
projects that turn art elitist and distance it from the
»uneducated« public – through image as well as text (think
for example Charrière’s project at Viva Arte Viva, described
as »his intrinsic need to physically measure himself against
the elements«). But the mass of contemporary art, good as
well as bad, is always made far more digestible because it
is located in Venice. Any art lover disappointed by the halls
of Arsenale needs only look at the domed ceilings of St.
Mark’s Basilica to feel the immediate relief of art devoid
of 21th century cynicism, sincere in its expression and
straightforward in its message.

Source: https://sobotainfo.com/novica/pomurska-scena/noro-dobro-veselica-zmambo-kings/73373

Column of Palazzo Ducale.
Source: taken by the author.

I find, it is the cultural heritage of ancient architecture in
Venice that makes it the only appropriate setting for hosting
such a large collection of contemporary art. New art, often
superficial and empty, is only verified through the comfort
of old art, tried and true, its meaning and value confirmed
by experts in the field. Do we need the homey embrace
of medieval palaces and churches to feel that new art is
deserving as well? Upon looking at medieval architecture
in Venice, there is relief in knowing that art is important,
that has been there forever and is worth respecting and
protecting. For me, especially during the Biennale, that
special place of contemplation is the Palazzo Ducale with
its majestic Gothic columns, their capitals full of symbolic
meanings. It reassures us – good or bad art, new or old, it is
and has always been humanity’s important companion, and
the contemporary-art-induced doubts can fall away.

João Martins, Portugal

Essay A - Monobloc Benchchair

Essay B - Painting Burano

Benchchair, designed by Thomas Schnur

Painting Burano, photography by Just Ard

Monobloc Benchchair
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the armrest. The elongated side of the bench is waxed and
scraped, because skaters and BMX riders tend to grind on
the edge of the seat, making the coolest tricks.

Painting Burano
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compact and light, so it can be carried effortless around
the city. The man on the left is even sitting on the floor, in
João Martins - University of Aveiro, Portugal
full contact with the environment. I bet that ten or twenty
years from now, when he opens his sketchbook and sees
this painting, he’ll remember that place, the people, the
weather, the smells. Because he stood there, sitting on the
floor, appreciating the beauty of the island.

Katarina Bogataj, Slovenia

Once Upon a Time a Chair Under the Alps

(No) Sitting on the Bridges Of Venice!

Hiking is a tradition that has always been a part of my family.
It is a common custom, contingent upon living in the village
under the Slovenian Alps, home of mountaineering and
frequent socializing. From a young age, my father is a sworn
sportsman, now a football veteran and mountaineer. Every
weekend, in sun or rain, he goes on a hike to a lower local
hill and has even lured my otherwise music-oriented mother
into it. In summer, when the goals are set even higher,
the extended family of brothers, sisters, children (myself
included) and nephews joins them.
Ever since elementary school, I have been participating in
these classic hikes, which usually last 2 days - with the first
stop in the mountain hut at an altitude of 1534m, where we
sleep the night, and the next day reaching the goal of 2132m.
After breathing in the fresh air and seeing the highland
landscape, we return to the lowlands where Grandma used
to have lunch already waiting for us.
My dad’s mom was a great cook. Her home was simple, but
she tried her best to provide her two sons with everything
she could. I remember the gatherings on the terrace in front
of her house, which we often went to when she was still
alive. At the wide white plastic table, with monoblocs being
disposed around, she always served homemade cakes and
beer (in the old Union packaging at the time). After the
summer mountain hikes, at lunch at that table, in those
chairs, a wider family met, filling the space with pleasant
fatigue, laughter and carefreeness. Even though monobloc
is an ubiquitous item with no specific context, I see it as an
object to which my specific memories are attached. Although
I have come across this chair almost everywhere I have ever
travelled, the smell of summer, roast, and mash potatoes for
me still lingers in the background.

Ever since the 17th century, Venice has been one of the places
on the Grand tour list for members of the upper class to learn
about Europe’s civilizational and cultural achievements.
More recently, a trip to the city of water was considered a
kind of luxury and status symbol, which eventually became a
bit self-evident (despite the excessive pricing). The number
of tourists is increasing year by year, even to the point where
the number of visitors far exceeds the original population,
which makes the panoramic view of the crowd, sitting all
around the area, a part of the urban landscape.
I visited Venice twice, the last time returning home even
more excited than the first time. The narrow streets which
I quickly became familiar with, led me to a myriad of sights
that I had learned in detail and mystified during my studies,
especially the bridges where a whole lot of things were
happening at the same time - curious people leaning on the
fence and watching the traffic on the Grand Canal, vendors
of knickknacks and whatnot, children who tried to earn some
money by dancing and singing, and a bunch of people resting
on the stairs in groups, taking selfies or eating a quick snack.
Even though the picturesque activity stimulated my already
idealizing perception of Venice, it was very difficult to
get from point A to point B because of the streets being
overcrowded. Unfortunately, in these situations it is precisely
the seated people who are blocking thoroughfares, which
has led the authorities to impose restrictive measures,
making sitting (and similar lingering in one place) no longer
treated as innocent activity. The redirection of people is not
always effective, as others soon replace them. In spite of all
the constraints, individuals who test the boundaries of local
authorities still appear, and from time to time, we hear about
bizarre cases, such as this year’s two German tourists making
coffee on a camping stove on the steps of the Rialto Bridge.

https://www.faces.ch/stories/monobloc/

http://www.thesarcasticblonde.com/2015/11/italy-travel-diary-venice.html

Katarina Richter, Slovenia

The Rehearsing Pianist

The Chalices of Romanos

The Monobloc is probably the world’s most widespread
chair and an object so common that it becomes easy to
overlook. My grandmother used to have one in her garden.
Its dark blue colour was the odd reason that made the chair
noticeable because the majority of these chairs are white.
The accompanying image presents us the Monobloc in a
situation that is quite the opposite from a countryside
garden context. Interestingly, it is placed in an urban context
together with a pianist and a grand piano surrounded by the
ancient stones of the Teatro di Marcello. The white plastic
chair is surely quite the opposite of a concert and the strong
Roman building made of stone.
What makes the Monobloc fascinating is its ability of
infiltrating almost any particular context and not looking
amiss because it has become such an everyday object and
even a sort of an icon by accident. The chair is so common
that it is completely devoid of context and content. When
placed in any specific situation, it gives nothing away,
provides no extra information and does not stand out or
define its own surroundings. This is so because the chair
was intended to be a practical and affordable stackable
chair, not a designer piece. Its sales and mass production
go on all around the world and the chair is not commonly
associated with a specific manufacturer or country of origin.
However, I have never been a fan of this chair. I imagine
that it may be quite an eyesore for other environmentally
conscious people as well. This timeless, decades old
design comes from an era when the use of plastic was on
the rise and gaining popularity while in today’s world, it
unintentionally hints at the problem of plastic waste.

Venice is quite a phenomenon and so unlike any other Italian
city. We are not referring solely to the fact that the city floats
on water or its former glory, the splendour of which can
still be imagined while looking at its palazzos. One of the
aspects that makes this city unique is its Byzantine heritage.
The Basilica is the most visible reminder of the city’s
Byzantine legacy. Under the domes of St Mark’s, there is
much to be marvelled at: the famous mosaics, the inlaid
marble floor, the famous rood-screen and, of course, the
tomb of the apostle. There is also a door in the south transept
that leads to a room full of treasures, intricately made in a
long-ago time and place. These treasures were plundered
by Venetians in the aftermath of the fall of Constantinople
in 1204 and brought to the city of St Mark.
Among these precious objects are two chalices. The quality
of their craftmanship suggests that they were commissions
of the highest rank and made for the Byzantine court. One
of them has handles while the other has none. Besides their
common high-quality craftsmanship, the name Romanos
is written on both of them. They are usually ascribed to
emperor Romanos II., an important patron of the arts from
the 10th century.
These two objects and many others that surround them
still connect the cities of Constantinople and Venice today.
They are a reminder of the affluence, the splendour and the
glorious past of both cities and at the same time, a testimony
of what awaited both of them. The joy that accompanied
the presence of these captivating objects in one of the two
cities marked the beginning of the end for the other one of
them.

https://commons.wikimedia.org/wiki/File:A_young_female_pianist_
rehearsing,_Rome_-_2036.jpg

https://commons.wikimedia.org/wiki/Venezia#/media/File:Markusdom_
Kuppeln.jpg

Lele Ramphele, South Africa

Sitting on a narrow pier, stretching out into the canal there is a traffic officer. He cares most about
ensuring the safety of all who use the canals as a means of transportation. The number one rule
of the water is, seven kilometres per hour and 11 for public transport. The officer worries for the
slow-moving gondola, transporting a tightly packed group of old couples with cameras across the
wide canal. There cannot be too much speed because it means waves, waves mean instability and
too much instability could capsize the flat-bottom, sleek boats.
Sometimes there is not much the officer can do, when a small red boat branded ‘VIGILI DEL FUOCO’
goes past in what seems to be a necessary rush or when the big white vaporetto comes past full of
new faces. Every time he tries to imagine where some of the passengers are from- it allows for him
to escape the same canal he faces everyday but often a loud “Ahoy!” from one of the men in striped
shirts, steering the gondolas, brings him back to the canal.
A while ago, he noticed a small white boat going what seemed to be about 15 kilometres per hour,
he got up from his seat to check the camera and it read 16. He looked at who was in the boat and
it was a very familiar woman, looking around at Venice while the man she was with smoked a thick
cigar under his wide brimmed hat. They were being driven around by a water taxi. By the time he tried
to call for them to stop they had gone past his pier, he called for the closest police officer and very
quickly a man on a blue jet ski flied past in pursuit of the them. The officer sat back down and made
sure everything was back to normal.

THE CANAL OFFICER

FAMILY WEDDINGS

Sitting on a narrow pier, stretching out into the canal there
is a traffic officer. He cares most about ensuring the safety
of all who use the canals as a means of transportation. The
number one rule of the water is, seven kilometres per hour
and 11 for public transport. The officer worries for the slowmoving gondola, transporting a tightly packed group of old
couples with cameras across the wide canal. There cannot
be too much speed because it means waves, waves mean
instability and too much instability could capsize the flatbottom, sleek boats.
Sometimes there is not much the officer can do, when a
small red boat branded ‘VIGILI DEL FUOCO’ goes past in
what seems to be a necessary rush or when the big white
vaporetto comes past full of new faces. Every time he tries
to imagine where some of the passengers are from- it allows
for him to escape the same canal he faces everyday but
often a loud “Ahoy!” from one of the men in striped shirts,
steering the gondolas, brings him back to the canal.
A while ago, he noticed a small white boat going what
seemed to be about 15 kilometres per hour, he got up from
his seat to check the camera and it read 16. He looked at who
was in the boat and it was a very familiar woman, looking
around at Venice while the man she was with smoked a
thick cigar under his wide brimmed hat. They were being
driven around by a water taxi. By the time he tried to call for
them to stop they had gone past his pier, he called for the
closest police officer and very quickly a man on a blue jet ski
flied past in pursuit of the them. The officer sat back down
and made sure everything was back to normal.

In my family we have weddings that span over 3 days. The
actual ceremonies only last for a day but the whole event
will usual require three days. The first day is a preparation
and family gathering day; day two, the wedding ceremony
starting at the church, formal clothing and atmosphere
and then ending at the home of the wife with traditional
clothing and a lot of dancing; day three is a relaxed day
of eating all that’s left and spending time with the whole
family.
During the whole event there seems to be an unwritten
register of everyone’s role in the proceedings. The old men
sit in the yard of the home where most of the preparations
will take place and seem to talk about family matters for
the whole day, the older women will be doing the same in a
room of the home- When you arrive they are the first people
you have to greet. The middle-aged aunts and uncles are
in charge of all logistics, the tent has been hired, the chairs
have been collected, the food is being cooked- vegetables
usually in the back yard close to the kitchen door and
the meat being slaughtered and barbecued, in a peculiar
location. The older cousins oversee driving around the city
transporting anything and everything from home to home
or from the supermarket, often also more invested in the
couple being married as they probably grew up together.
The younger cousins, set-up the tent under which speeches
and meals will be had, and this consists of moving around
many monobloc chairs. While moving the chairs back and
forth you are sometimes interrupted and told to bring a
chair for an uncle who has just arrived. While performing
all these tasks everyone is catching-up on each other’s lives
and joking around, these are the moments that a family
which is seemingly unending becomes tangible.

Léonard Jaboulay, France

MONOBLOC CHAIR

DAILY BALLET

Wikipedia: “lightweight stackable polypropylene chair,
usually white in colour, often described as
the world’s most common plastic chair.”

Every morning, when the bars and restaurants open, their
staffs start to colonize the large space of the Campo Santa
Margherita, quickly covered by widespread terraces. Each
bar got its delimitation and it’s a fantasy of colours shapes
and design revealing their positions. So clear that we could
believe the rule of law is in use on the Campo. All day long,
this strict organization only slightly suffers from the desires
of customers. At least, until dusk when the real curtain-rise
before the ballet.
Obscurity unleashes the beasts. From this point, one can
observe a true dance of chairs (and tables). From the
remains of the campanile, to the sides of the Scuola dei
Varotari, chairs are dancing over heads, flying, four feets
towards stars. Those migrations only answer to a growing
demand on the Campo. Empty chairs become epicentres
of polite asks, bargains attempt and rude thefts. It could
happen to be the worst, ugliest, broken chair... empty, on the
Campo Margherita it is valued as gold.
The Moon is already high when, for the very first time of a
long series of prayers, customers are kindly asked to free
the space. The rules of the game change between customers
who seek to make the most of the last drop seated and hurry
waiters, eager to finish their night. Hopefully, clients always
end losing the battle and have to watch, flurried, the staff
building high and sophisticated watchtower.
Nevertheless, the ex-clients promptly spread in the district,
abandoning Campo Santa Margherita for docks, walls, stairs,
bridges, anything as seats and continue their party sparse
all around.
Campo Santa Margherita, empty and clean as this morning,
is ready to resume its immemorial ballet.

You saw it in your neighbours’ barbecue party you are spying
on, half-melted on terraces in summer, charged with snow
in winter, or arranged in rows for the fanciest post-wedding
receptions.
In short, every physical space you came, come and will come
across in your life has had to deal, at least once, with the
monobloc chair. Some may pick the alarming word ‘invasion’
but I would rather explain you why you should change your
look on the monobloc chair.
Those non-so-cheap chairs are now victims of their success.
Easy to build, easy to buy, but also easy to throw away,
monobloc chairs have lost the respect of their owners. The
first months display clean and slim objects, eager to serve,
but promptly their appeal vanishes through seasons of life.
Rain makes them turn grey, without any cleaning products
being able to do anything about it. Whether it starts with
the armrests or the feet, monobloc chairs are famous for the
dislocating process they are typically going through.
Tape to hold a fragile leg, wire maintaining a broken arm,
or parts merely disappearing to leave disturbing holes. Our
inseparable friends quickly find themselves adorned with
tattoos or life’s scars. The more they decline, the more we
are hard on them. They become just good for dirty tasks:
covered of paint and dust on construction sites, covered of
mud and moss in the back of gardens. Every time dirtier and
more destroyed, every day getting closer to the street or
the dumpster, unrecognizable, rejected by their owners who
will just buy a new chair, clean and slim, eager to serve and
ignorant of its future state of waste.

Mercedes Menéndez González, Spain
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Looking for a Seat
in Venice





Who has not battled a fleeting shudder, a secret dread
and anxiety upon boarding a Venetian gondola for the
first time or after a prolonged absence? That strange
conveyance, coming down to us unaltered from the days of
the ballads and so distinctively black, black as only coffins
can be—it conjures up hush-hush criminal adventures in
the rippling night and, even more, death itself: the bier, the
obscure obsequies, the final, silent journey. And has anyone
observed that the seat in such a boat, that armchair
lacquered coffinblack with its dull black upholstery, is the
softest, most soothing, most voluptuous seat in the world?
Aschenbach grew aware of this after settling down at the
gondolier’s feet opposite his luggage, which lay neatly
assembled in the prow. The rowers were still squabbling,
raucous and unintelligible, gesturing menacingly, but the
strange silence of this city of water seemed to absorb their
voices gently, disembody them, and scatter them over the
sea. It was warm here in the harbor. Lulled by the tepid
breath of the sirocco, lolling on the cushions over the
pliant element, the traveler closed his eyes and yielded to
a lassitude as unwonted as it was sweet. “The ride will be
brief,” he thought. “Could it but last forever.”

ͲͳǤͲሺͲͳǤͲሻǦ  

Thomas Mann Death in Venice , 19121

Translated by Michael Henry Heim (Harper Perennial, 2005), 36-37: https://epdf.
pub/death-in-venice7004e7fafa02b77e9731f1fc325ad03417326.html
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Just what is it that makes today’s places so equals, so
affordable?

SOLUTIONS:
monobloc chair, paradoxes, lightweight, stackable,
democratic, cheap, design for all, revolutionary, Panton, Vico
Magistretti, all over the world, ubiquitous, non-context,
great solutions, fast manufacturing, mass consumption,
overproduction, throw, non recyclable, unsustainable,
plastic ocean, interesting times.

Mikolaj Bialasik, Poland

Monobloc Chair

Cultural Heritage in Venice

Once there was a monobloc plastic chair which seemed
to be not useful anymore for its owner. As he was not a
law-abiding person he used to get rid of things by throwing
them into the local basin. So, he did also this time. This
blameworthy act was actually the new opening for this the
most common piece of furniture. Now monobloc could be
taken anywhere. As the water is actually global continuous,
never-ending system of transportation chair could be taken
to the any place around the world.
But by some lucky twist of fate chair finally reached a coast
of south-east Asia. The new owner of the chair found it right
on a sandy beach of Vietnam’s coast. The recycling had just
happened. Old unwanted item had been just given a new
purpose.
The item which could became a trash had been given with a
new life. The new life as a part of local street food restaurant
furniture. It was set with other monobloc chairs and tables
and became inseparable element of the Vietnamese street.
The element so strong that it became one of the most
recognizable icon of Vietnamese street food culture. From
zero to hero.

Venice is an age-old city with long traditions, history and
so on. Old city means also old problems. Its long existence
had been marked by many flooding, but one among them
became city’s tradition.
Aqua alto is a regularly happening flooding related with
city’s location. Usually reaching height of more or less onemeter Aqua Alta becoming a new point of reference for
all those who are touched by this extraordinary event. It
changes also ordinary elements of the city which cannot be
used in a way which seems to be typical for them.
It relates with chairs especially because they are the most
ordinary furniture of a public space of Venice. Almost every
restaurant has its own cafe terrace which is full of chairs.
Chairs which can became a completely different items if
they are under certain conditions of a flooding. In case of
Aqua Alta chairs lose their previous function in favour of
being a new raised level of a ground. Chairs are organised
into paths and streets above water level. They are not for
seating anymore, but turn into portable and multi-element
system of pedestrian transportation. They are a rescue for
all those who were not prepared enough for flooding. One
could ever imagine that ordinary chair can become a saviour
for the city under the water.

Moritz Götze, Germany

MONOBLOC

EVERYWHERE

ARSENALE DI VENEZIA

The white plastic chair is probably the most widely used
piece of furniture in the world. It can be found wherever
cheap seating is required. Whether it’s the garden-party in
your neighborhood, a beach-café on Hawaii, on the streets
of Bangkok or even in front of the ‘Wailing Wall’ in Jerusalem
which is shown on the picture. In this case the chairs are
spread all around the place for people to rest in front of
the wall. At the end of the day they are all collected and
stacked above each other. Even this pile invites the man
to sit on it and take a short brake. Sometimes the plastic
chair is described as the ugliest chair in the world but nearly
everyone has a story or an emotion with it. Like for example
the sweaty skin in summertime sticking onto the plastic, the
strange noise which appears when you pull the chair over
the patio or the visit of your favorite restaurant. The chair is
easy to stack, nearly indestructible, easy to clean and costs
almost nothing. ‘Cheap’ as the most common describing
attribute is probably a result of the fact that it costs nearly
the same as it weighs. Nowadays in Europe it is mostly seen
with a kind of decadence. But on a closer look the chair
typifies the complexity of our consumer society in a specific
way. For us it is just a disposable mass merchandise but for
other countries this chair is a valuable piece of furniture
which is rather repaired than thrown away. At the end, ‘the
monobloc is a basic, like a white shirt’.

Once the heart and soul of the venetian maritime power the
area of the ‘Arsenale di Venezia’ becomes a new center for
culture and exhibitions. The program called ‘From industrial
issue to creative impulse’ gives a second chance to the old
shipyard. In the golden years the Arsenale was like a city
within a city. More the 16.000 workers used to produce
ships in a mass production to dominate the Mediterranean
Sea. In this time, it was one of the most important areas
of venetian republic. Nowadays it could be seen as one of
the less frequented areas of Venice. With the renovation
of the ‘Torre di Porta Nuova’ the Arsenale complex became
a landmark. Some parts of the area are still not open for
public visitors. Others contain a marine research center
and a museum for old boat types. The most famous use
is probably the exhibition of the Venice Biennale. During
this time the space is floated by people. Whether it’s the
small café where visitors enjoy their coffee in the sun,
walking through the old fabrication halls or just sitting at
the water basin next to the huge crane. The hole outdoor
space becomes a place to rest between all the different
impressions. It doesn’t matter how you explore the area, it
is an impressive location which connects cultural heritage
with contemporary art and architecture.

https://media1.faz.net/ppmedia/aktuell/29957833/1.4999945/
width610x580/klagemauer-in-der-altstadt-von.jpg

Picture: Moritz Götze

Nikolaj Weberg Rahbek, Denmark

The Flight

Erosion

Splash! The bright yellow plastic ball lands in the farright corner of the pool with a shallow impact. Within
milliseconds the sound gets absorbed by the enthusiastic
yelling of the sender. Water flies everywhere as he punches
through the air in euphoria. I take a deep breath; our lead
has succumbed. Within a second a cloud suddenly gives way
to the sun, and as the rays hit the rippling water the caustics
dance upon us all.
Now it is my turn to serve. My heart starts racing, everything
around my starts to seize my attention all at once. I try to
collect my thoughts as the slight wind sends the improvised
net in a tiny swinging motion to the sound of two lazy wasps
circling the pool ladder. As I look forward the reflected light
from the newly exposed sun highlight the white plastic of
the makeshift goalposts, I cover my eyes. Everything gets
dark.
Focus.
I open my eyes and look directly at my opponents which
stands ready in a square formation in front of me. I tip the
ball up in the air, and in a swift instinctive movement, I jab
it into its flight path. For a split second everything appears
in slow motion. The ball veers from the planned path and
strike the net two millimetres too low. A squealing sound
appears as the two makeshift goalposts gets pulled towards
the pool. The disappointment erupts in my body as the ball
disappears from my awareness. The net in front of me falls
out of the sky as the two chairs gradually lean towards each
other. Splash!

Its early morning. I find myself on the narrow edge between
the inhabited paved world and the green waterways. A
breeze embraces me. Constantly it is changing ever so
slightly, and by each gust of wind and each direction change
a new taste is brought through the air; freshly toasted coffee
beans, two stroke motor oil, mouldy basement, tobacco from
a Toscanello cigar.
Below me the water canvas tells a different story with
each ripple. A delayed notification about a garbage barge,
a straws overnight journey from a distant canal-side café,
a leaf’s final destiny. All happening on top of the seaweed’s
sedate underwater ballet.
I close my eyes. Around me is a constant buzzing of the early
morning traffic on the canal. The meditative sound slowly
and assuredly becomes spiced by distant voices. I look up
and see the first tourists; an elderly German couple dressed
in beige with bucket hats, waist bags and sandals.
My observation gets interrupted as the sun ascends over the
opposite buildings and radiates directly onto my forehead.
As I feel the warmth of the spring arriving, I look onto the
building on my right. Just then the direct sunlight licks the
façade and reveals the weathered depth of the buildingskin. The colourful plaster sits as a layer of frosting on the
upper floors. But then, almost as if a paper was torn in half,
the plaster stops and reveals the porous brickwork. Slowly
and unquestionably the emerald green life ore of this
antique city is eating through the building in front of me.
The temperature starts climbing. Suddenly the dusty rugged
surface beneath me starts to make me ache, and with a
deep breath I curl my legs towards me, push my hand in
the ground, and get up to become part of this symphony of
dynamic forces.

Image taken by me: Nikolaj Weberg Rahbek

Image taken by me: Nikolaj Weberg Rahbek

Noelia Fernandez Garcia, Spain

Monobloc Chair

Cultural Heritage in Venice

It is certainly true that Monobloc chair is one of the most
widely used pieces of furniture all over the world. It can be
found in public spaces, terraces or even in our own houses.
However, have we ever thought about all the meanings it
might have beyond its everyday convenience?
Monobloc chair may be understood as a common and cheap
item to rest whenever people want to, but it can also provide
us with a comfortable seat ahead its practical use.
The photograph which illustrates this essay could have
different interpretations, such as lonesomeness, the power
of natural immensity or it may entail a metaphor of how
human beings have introduced mass consumer products in
a former unspoilt but now exploited region, as the road and
the village at the background prove.
Nevertheless, as long as there is nobody seated on the
chair in the photograph, the issue of the seen could also be
representing a Monobloc chair as the tool that offers the
possibility of creating a placid environment for someone
who wants to enjoy their surroundings and the views of a
breath-taking landscape. In a world where immediacy has
turned into one of the most common way of living, people
need a place to stop and reflect, to take their vital thoughts
into consideration or just to stay calm and be away from the
stress caused by our rushing circumstances.
Overall, people feel the need to connect to themselves
through Nature, we do not take into account how design
could ease this action. The image in the photograph shows
the perfect conjunction of a manmade product and a natural
environment. It implies the balance that people from the
21st century search for when trying to feel comfortable not
only with the world but also with themselves.

Monument preservation and restoration, or even rebuilding,
have been a constant worry for professionals in this field
since the 19th century in Europe, and the main reason for
this is the understanding of monuments as part of our
Cultural heritage.
Cultural heritage is one of the keys of mankind identity
since it is one of the results of the history of our civilisation
and people embrace it so strongly that its loss might be
unbearable for us.
But, when speaking about ‘our’ cultural heritage, we are
speaking not only about the monuments in our countries but
also Cultural heritage all over the world. And Venice stands
out as one of the clearest evidences in Western Europe.
The photograph above shows the situation in the city after
Saint Mark’s Campanile collapsed in 1902. The destruction
of this structure supposed the temporary loss of one of the
most iconic architectural highlights in the city.
The immediate shock and consequent trauma caused by this
situation, shown in this picture where everybody is standing
up and looking at the disaster, led to an urgent rebuilding,
which lasted from 1902 to 1922, to recover the construction
and the relevant image of the campanile not only for Venice
but also worldwide.
If it has not been for the restorations and rebuilding carried
out in the last two centuries, mankind would have lost a lot
of important monuments in symbolic terms. In fact, it must
be outlined that Saint Mark’s basilica and Venice skyline
would not be the same nowadays with a missing campanile
and, of course, this image deeply installed in everybody’s
minds could have been completely different.

Source: https://www.design-museum.de/en/exhibitions/detailpages/
monobloc-a-chair-for-the-world.html

Source: Istituto di ricovero e di educazione di Venezia, Tomaso Filippi Photo
Register.

Radoslaw Mazgaj, Poland

Monobloc Chair

Cultural Heritage in Venice

Do You know the story about The Magic Chair? No?
The huge storm knocked down enormous, old oak - The
Magic Tree. People cut them into smaller pieces and made
everyday items. When they were placed in the stores,
amazing things happen all over the world. One day, three
children - Tosia, Filip and Kuki - found a wooden chair that
fulfils wishes. From that moment unbelievable things began
to happen in their lives. Their poor parents got a job, the
hated aunt changed in a little girl and their home started
to fly.
This is the magic of handmade wooden craft. The magic of
our childhood. Let’s look at how the story would sound when
the main character would be our monobloc chair.
The huge storm destroyed a big, mysterious factory of
plastic. The hot material left the factory causes an ecological
disaster. However, some of the waste has been used and in a
magical way started to change the world around…
Of course, the second story is colourized, but still... can you
feel the difference? I would say, that new materials give us
much more opportunities, allow production for the larger
scale. But it can never place real craft, our natural love to
organic materials and handmade unique things.

It was in 2016, after the matura exam. Me and my friends
had just begun the crazy trip around Italy.
The first city on our map was Venice - one of a kind, the city
on the water. The first and the last night there we supposed
to spend in the cheapest hostel in the town - Archie’s House.
Archie’s House is a small, family-run hostel in a 19thcentury tenement. The old couple greeted us at the
entrance. Probably they hadn’t enough health to take care
of the hostel, which was almost collapsing. We asked about
warm water and Wi-Fi access and something unexpected
happened then. They told us that we have to wake up their
son, who is responsible for the hostel. 27 years old Ari was
sleeping as a child in one open room in the middle of the day.
Apparently, the family business wasn’t the most important
thing for him. He was really angry that we stopped his siesta
rest. As it turned out later he was moving out from Venice
in some days. He hated Venice for tourists, for crowded
streets, for water, for everything. Parents wanted him to stay
in charge of the family business, but he was thinking only
about escape. As the parents asked, we - tourists- supposed
to be those ones who can convince him to stay.
From the 1970s, in just a few decades the number of
residents has dropped from 120 000 to 55 000. Real Venice
is in a dying process. With native inhabitants moves also
their habits, special professions, traditional way of life, the
soul of the city. This is cultural a heritage what we are not
able to recreate.

Ramin Dorri, Iran

Monobloc Chair

Cultural Heritage in Venice

What’s the world’s most famous chair? The Super Leggera
by Gio Ponti? Mies van der Röhe’s elegant Barcelona chair?
Fabio Novembre sexy chair? None of them but the cheap
plastic chairs, you can see it almost everywhere. It is
that familiar that we barely see them around, but almost
everyone has seen and sat on one of them. Millions of them
have been made since their debut in the early 1980s. in
schools, bars, hospitals, parks, beaches, sports stadiums and
homes. I found many photos of it all over the world, Seating
thousands of people at Cuban political rallies, Floating
in the debris of the tsunami and Hurricane Katrina. in the
evidences of the murder of Detlev Rohwedder! It is not hard
to understand why they’re so popular. They’re cheap, light,
portable, waterproof, stackable and easy to use. The main
reason that an object gets attention could be the versatility.
Over the time, the chair has many new directions in design:
from the development of new materials and technologies,
to the popularity of different colors and design and getting
criticized for environmental issues. There is a “love it / Hate
it” attitude by the artists to the Monobloc! Which is going
back to the chair’s starring role in design history. Some tried
to cover the chair, melding it with other chairs, rendering it
in different material. Others trying to stop discrimination
against cheap furniture, like Martí Guixé’s Statement Chair.
There is an art book “220C Virus Monobloc” which mentions
“it’s an object worthy of a book-length study as well as a
virus, reproducing itself around the world and crowing
out other designs for chairs.” Apart from all of these, what
makes Monobloc interesting to me is that Monobloc is a
context-free object.

It’s impossible to think about Venice and not think about
Gondola (a practical boat for the romantic Venice.) This
ancient row boat, has evolved over the last 1000 years to
become the shape you see today. In a letter from a Venetian
republic official, mentioned a boat called gondola in 1904
for the first time. Carpaccio and Bellini were started to paint
the Gondola in 1490s. in these paintings the row shape
which is characteristic design of Gondola can be seen.
Gondolas are designed in Baroque period during 1500s with
fanciful ironwork that comes with increase in rocker at the
boat’s bottom, which makes its position better in the water
and also the gondolier’s steering position. Gondola has
been used into battel on the Adriatic Sea. Gondola becomes
popular during 1600s, and almost 10,000 Gondolas were
around Venice. A naval artist drew an architectural drawing
of a Gondola in 1768, in which we can see the Gondola
from 18th century had almost the same dimensions and
the Gondola today. Asymmetry started to use In Gondola
design, that makes the boat perfect for the gondoliers.
However, steam powered boats came to Venice at the same
time. Which could be a competitor for Gondola.
John Kerschbaum brought his first authentic gondola to the
waters of Stillwater,
Minnesota in 2000. And soon after in 2001, Romantic
gondola started to row lovers along
St. Croix river in Stillwater. And from that time to now, the
romantic and historic gondola
rides continue to be the most used to row in Venice waters.
Due to traditions Gondolier must be a man, but Alex Hai first
openly transgender person to
be a gondolier in Venice.

Sara Tacchella, Italy

Seats of (no) power

Il Bacaro

Muammar al-Gaddafi, the former leader of Libya, was one
of the most powerful men in Africa also famous for his
luxurious style. At a meeting with the Tanzanian President
at the African Union summit in Uganda in 2010, he was
offered only a plastic chair.
The Doge of Venice (derived from Latin dūx, “military
leader”), sometimes translated as Duke (compare the Italian
Duca), was the chief magistrate and leader of the Republic
of Venice between 726 and 1797.

The bacaro (pron. Bàcaro) is a type of Venetian tavern of a
popular character, where there is a wide selection of wines
by the glass (ónbre or biancheti) and small foods and snacks
(cichéti), characterized by few seats.
The name bacaro is derived from Bacchus, god of wine.
According to another theory, it would derive from “far
bàcara”, a Venetian expression to “celebrate”
“Bacari” was the ancient name given to winemakers and
winemakers who came to Venice with a barrel of wine to
sell in Piazza San Marco together with small snacks.
The city is dotted with them: hidden among the narrow
channels of the lagoon capital, the cheap price of wine
glasses and of the snacks make them the most popular and
democratic act of meeting of the community. In the picture,
three venetian men, one of whom probably is the host, are
talking in front of a bacaro. The host is holding a cart, most
probably used to move some boxes of wine bottle just
brought by the man on the boat. The elegant man on the
left is probably waiting for his glass of “ombra”.

In the original paint, Doge Antonio Grimani is shown seated
on the luxurious ducal throne, wearing his robes of state
and the ‘corno’ (ducal hat), which was worn over a linen cap.
The seascape seen through the window alludes to Venice as
an empire of the sea and her naval capabilities.
In the collage, the Doge seats in one of the neatly arranged
Monobloc chairs, the white or red or green plastic chair
spotted at popular community gatherings in any part
of the world, generally seen as cheap and ordinary, the
quintessential example of a mass consumer product, an
affordable and democratic piece of furniture.

(Photo of the chairs: TransferImage; Photo of the Doge paint: National Trust
Collection)

(Photo: Bacaro Tour Venezia)

Zhi Min Goh, Malaysia

The Malaysian breakfast scene
By GOH ZHI MIN

Source: Say.com

The Malaysian breakfast scene

Squat, boxy and unglamorous, but decidedly practical, the one-piece stacking plastic
monobloc chair has become an integral part of the breakfast scene in Malaysia since
Squat, boxy and unglamorous, but decidedly practical, the
its introduction in the 1980’s, replacing the antique wood crafted chairs. Standing
one-piece stacking plastic monobloc chair has become
alone, the monobloc is an independent object, like a blank canvas, universally
an integral
partandoftime.
theYetbreakfast
sceneto in
since
adaptable
to its place
I find it most familiar
the Malaysia
breakfast scene
that I
grew
with – at the ‘kopitiam’
its up
introduction
in the 1980’s, replacing the antique

wood crafted chairs. Standing alone, the monobloc is
an independent object, like a blank canvas, universally
adaptable to its place and time. Yet I find it most familiar to
the breakfast scene that I grew up with – at the ‘kopitiam’
The ‘kopitiam’ - traditional coffee houses are a deluge on the
senses. Large fans blast across the room, working against
the sweltering heat, and workers shout orders to one
another over clamorous chatter. People perch on cheaply
made plastic chairs, drinking sticky, sweetened coffee out of
green-patterned ceramic cups with matching saucers. Amid
the intense bustle, a lone man usually stands in the rear
of the shop, straining dark coffee through a cloth filter and
letting it spatter into multiple mugs at once.
Kopitiam is more than just a coffee house and that single
piece of molded plastic is more than just a cheaply produce
furniture. The kopitiam and the monobloc have played
and still plays a big part in social cohesion in Malaysian
culture. With the place and the chair comes an opportunity
to gather, to interact, to gossip, to meet, to catch up, to have
your morning boost of freshly brew Hainanese coffee before
work and after all of that to say goodbyes till the next day.
A place for daily interaction between people from all walks
of life, creates the sense of belonging, a come together of
people from different ethnicity and religions, like facebook
the monobloc gives people space to connects. To connect a
community, a district, a region, a country and eventually a
world in the most inexpensive way possible.

Source: Say.com

Encountering in Venice
They sat, they met, and they interacted
The act of seating can give opportunities for interacting,
it is through this instinctive act that the opportunities of
encountering one another starts. Seating is spontaneous,
everywhere and anywhere is an opportunity to sit and rest.
Venice has long been a place / space for commerce, culture
and knowledge, the meeting of people of diverse regions
and culture. It is a place to stop and stay a little longer, so
that one could understand and admire. As Marco Polo said
to Kublai Kahn: “Every time I describe a city, I am saying
something about Venice. – Invisible Cities (Italo Calvino).
The storyteller has the chance to tell the tales through the
act of encountering. Encountering gives us a chance a know
a little more, to understand and to admire.
Seating on the waterfront of the Church of San Giorgio
Maggiore, a mundane scene of interaction was captured in
the backdrop of the Venetian Island. Strangers of different
cultures and parts of the world having the chance to
encounter because they were prompted to seat on wherever
possible to rest, unwind and take in the view of this beautiful
city - Venice
However, with the high influx of tourist into the islands, free
space to seat and rest, that provide the unspoken wishes
of strangers will become scarcer. The high rate of mobility
of tourist has reduce the environment of interaction and
encountering. It is only under a condition of non-chaos that
meaningful encounters can prosper. Seating in a restaurant,
we meet with people that we are familiar with (private
sitting), but seating on a public bench / in a free space
(public sitting) it will allow the opportunity for unexpected
encounters and interaction. It is therefore important that
free space for chances of encountering is not invaded so
that the traveler’s stories can be passed on.

Source: Goh Zhi Min
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