
Epilogue

HOUSE AND ROOM

What are the house and room? How could we define them? Perhaps by 

explaining that in the assets column of each individual is  a house, at least 

one house, situated in heaven rather than hell. Whenever the word house 

comes up I always return to the same notion, forged in an unforgotten time, 

of  a  figure  that  stood  alone  yet  intact  before  the  world.  Completely 

untouchable.  A  whole,  rounded  figure.  That  was  the  place  where  we 

unequivocally understood that we could indeed live together. The room, on 

the other hand, is situated in the liabilities column, rooted in the present 

continuous.  Adulated  by  its  finite  condition,  a  captive  of  the 

uncompromising  emotions  of  everyday  events,  life  unfolds  within  like 

material in a workshop at the mercy of the hands that shape it. The hands 

of working men and women coming and going within its four walls whilst 

constantly dreaming of  a house. Because the liability of  a room holds a 

house within.     

In the case of the house of Tacubaya, work of the architect Luis Barragán, 

the object of this book and the meticulous and sensitive attention of  Cruz 

López Viso, these two nouns, house and room, could form part of a single 

salutary  lesson.  They  would  appear  to  be  inevitably  destined  to  always 

remain  together.  As  Cesare  Pavese  would  have  it,  house  and  room are 

sayings, once and for all. Each room is imbued with the dense atmosphere 

of the house, which in turn is occupied by a living thought, vigilant actions, 

carved out room by room.   Here one can sense the extent to which the 

dream of a house corresponds to each of the rooms which it needs in order 

to sustain its existence. How thrilling. The house is too  large and remote; 

yet the small, diligent rooms of the present, of this partial and burdensome 

present, seem for a moment to have acquired the right to reveal it as a 

dream linked to life.  
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