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OASIS VERDANT ARCADE

INTEGRAL DEVELOPMENT DESIGN, SUMMER 2023
COLUMBIA UNIVERSITY
INSTRUCTOR: ANUPAMA KUNDOO
GROUP WORK, MOST DONE BY MYSELF: HE MA, TIANYU LYU

Inspired by Auroville's principles of collective
living and sustainable resource management,
our project redefines ownership, emphasizing a
symbiatic relationship between humanity and land.
It envisions a self-sufficient utopian community
that respects nature and promaotes a sustainable
lifestyle. This eco-community, integrated into
the landscape with adaptive architecture and
terraced designs, maximizes natural light and
scenic views while minimizing environmental
impact. Utilizing local materials and green
technolagies, it blends into its surraundings,
embaodying environmentally respansible living. The
community focuses an shared spaces for communal
activities, advocating collective land ownership
for a maore equitable, intercannected existence.

Special attention is given to harnessing natural
wind for cooling and ventilation, reducing reliance
on artificial systems. A comprehensive water
management system, including rainwater harvesting
and wastewater recycling, supports irrigation
and non-paotable water needs, further reducing
environmental footprint. Solar panels and renewable
energy sources ensure energy self-sufficiency,
creating a cycle of natural resource utilization that
promotes sustainability and ecological balance.
This utopian community demanstrates that through
innavative design and technology, it's possible to
live harmaoniously with nature.
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"But the sun, it is every moment is the sunset is also the
rising sun. When it goes out and walks down the mountain
to collect all the pale and residual light, it is burning on
the other side to climb up the mountain top to spread the
intense sunshine.

On that day, | too will walk down the mountain in silence,
holding my walking stick. And one day, somewhere in a
hollow, there is bound to be a bouncing child, clutching his
toys.

Of course, it wasn't me.

But wasn't it me?"

Tiesheng Shi - ‘Me and the Earth’
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Sunset by the sea is a grand farewell ceremony, a moment of
homage to the passing day. That last ray of sunlight, like a final
warmth, continues the splendor of the day until it finally drowns
below the sea horizon. In that moment, the sharp edges of reality
begin to blur, the world seems to be covered by a soft veil, and all
the sharpness and roughness is transformed into a tranquil dream.

It was a calm homecoming, like a sponge absorbing all the loud
noises, leaving behind only the infinite darkness of night and
unspeakable space. This moment of magic is the gift that the
sunset gives me - a peace that transcends reality. This may also
explain why | am more fascinated by sunsets than sunrises;
although sunrises bring light, they also bring the uncovered reality
and suffering of life, all clear and true.
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An isolated island constructed of cement.

A delicate balance between freedom and bondage.

This island, hard and timeless, is a bastion of the free spirit.
Indomitable vitality and a desire for pure existence.

Not entirely isolated, it is tightly surrounded by countless, these strips
of cloth, light and fragile, yet with their number and entanglement they
constitute an inescapable force.

A record of suffering, desire, dreams and failure. They surround the
concrete island, both binding it and justifying its existence.

"Freedom is not being free from chains, but being tied to what I love."
Freedom and bondage.

The complexity and diversity of life.

Resilience and eternity.

Inescapable suffering and strife.
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The finale hides behind the curtain, where does the end lie?
"Waiting," echoes on the desolate stage.

"What comes after?" Another question seeks the future.

No sequel, no continuation, waiting forms its own tableau.
"What about the fruit of waiting?" Puzzlement prevails.
Waiting itself is the answer within.

"“Isn't it a tragedy?" A thorny question is posed.

Not a tragedy, but autumn, serene and enduring.
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In my perceptual world, "distortion" is not just a word, but my
innate visual reality. | suffer from micropsia, a neurological disorder
that triggers a vertical stretching of my vision when | am extremely
stressed. This visual distortion resonates deeply with Giacometti's
artwork, which | have been fascinated by since childhood.

"From a distance, the place looks like a jumble of weeds. Against
the wall is a statue of the Virgin Mary, guarding everything around
it. When | move back, it moves forward; the farther | go, the closer
it comes. This little statue at my feet is like a passerby seen in the
rearview mirror of a car: it is disappearing. | walk toward it in vain,
and it distances itself from me. This long-distance detachment
deters the viewer from crossing the long distances of the hall, the
lawn or the forest clearing. They exhibit a certain peculiar stasis
that comes from Giacometti's attitude when he sees his own kind.
He is not cynical. This numbness is the result of terror, admiration or

-Jean I. Paul, "Modern Times," 1954

"Diego seated" - Alberto Giacometti 1949 - 1950



"The Tree" - Alberto Giacometti 1950
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When we cannot choose our future, we cherish our right
to choose our past. What is so moving about memories
is that they can be re-chosen, that they can be put back
together with those unrelated past events, thus gaining
a whole new past. It is just like people always feel
happiness at the moment when they are infinitely close
to it. Perhaps | think this is what makes human nature so
despicable, and so I've learned to focus on each moment
of what will soon be eternity in the present. There seems
to be no happiness or misfortune in life, all the emotions
make up the living us, life is just living, living quietly with

passionate emotions.
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In this world, | am like a drifting leaf, lying quietly in the river of
time, unwilling to be blown up by the wind or floated away by
the water. My past, like the stones on the riverbed, is heavy and
hard, and each piece is carved with a different story, but | am not
willing to touch them, much less pick them up and show them

to others. Perhaps, for me, the past is the past, it has already
happened, cannot be changed, and does not need to be brought

up again.

I am not a person who likes to talk about the past, not because
I am afraid of what others will think of me if they hear my story,
but | think that everyone has a silent place inside themselves,
where our truest selves are hidden. | don't want to seek others'
sympathy or understanding by telling the past, because | believe
that those who really understand me will hear my voice and feel

my existence in my silence.

| want others to see me as | am now, not as | was in the past or
as | will be in the future. | want others to accept the real me,
whether good or bad. Because in this complex and changing
world, it is already a rare courage to be able to be true to oneself

and others.
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In this space, dead wood and paper, simply and silently
juxtaposed, together they form a picture of the contrast
between life and death. Dead wood, bare branches and trunks
reaching into the air, every inch of cracks are recorded traces
of time, they stand quietly, as if they have left the clamor of
life. And the paper, gently wrapped around these dead trees, its
presence seems to be a kind of comfort to the dead trees, but
also a kind of contrast - the fragility of life and the eternity of
death.

This contrast is not to show the tenacity of life, but to explore
life and death itself more deeply. Dead wood, representing
death, is the end, the stillness, an irreversible state. Paper, on
the other hand, though fragile, carries the possibility of life, and

its existence reminds us that even the ultimate end has its own

value and meaning.
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“Life is a process, a process of transcending one's
limitations. This is destiny, and it is the same for
all of us, in which we encounter pain, transcend

limitations, and feel happiness."

Tiesheng Shi -- Me and the Temple of Earth
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During those long days of isolation, | began to reflect
deeply on my life. In the past, | had always dwelled

on the memories that brought me sadness and
ignored the moments that comforted me. But isolation
gave me a numbness that transcended loneliness

and boredom - a profound sense of powerlessness,

a despair at the loss of all expectations for the future.
Yet it was in this despair that | suddenly realized

the only person who could save me was myself.

Life is about much more than simple happiness and
sadness; it is about how to face these emotions and
how to tap into your strength in the face of adversity. |
realized that the real fear is not the difficulty itself, but
the numbness that comes from losing enthusiasm for
life and no longer having hope for the future.
"Extreme sadness is just like extreme happiness;

they are both emotions, and having emotions is

a very valuable thing. | used to worry a lot about

my indifference to the vast majority of things, that |
would become the walking dead, and this paralyzing
emotion was not because | didn't deserve the
emotional turmoil in the grand scheme of things, but

because of quite simply not caring, or, rather, being

numb."
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When | think of plastic, the first thing that comes to mind is
its transparency, as if it were a window of clear vision that
could penetrate the material and go straight to the essence.
This transparency triggered me to think deeply about my own
emotional expression, why do | attach so much importance

to the emotional truth of being able to see and be seen? As
with my love of watching so many movies, someone once said
that cinema is a great invention, that by watching a movie, it
is as if you are experiencing a triple life in the same amount
of time, feeling other people's lives, other people's joys,
sadnesses, jealousies and triumphs. It is extremely fascinating
to contemplate the roots of these emotions. This in-depth
exploration of emotions, like transparent plastic, allows one to

see the truth, and allows me to reflect and come to understand

where my preoccupation with these vivid emotions stems from.
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BEST WISHES TO YOU ALL.



THANK YOU
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