
“The Architect is responsible to create the spirit 

of  a thought. And to translate through whatever 

medium is available a sense of  place, whether it be 

in a text, in a drawing, in a model, in a building, 

in a photograph, or in a film. The Architect 

concerns himself/herself, with the mysteries of  

space and of  form, and is also obligated to invent 

new programs. It is essential that the Architect 

creates works that are thought provoking, sense 

provoking, and ultimately life provoking. Or more 

precisely, life giving, to what appears to be at first 

inanimate materials. The Architect enters into the 

social contract in the deepest sense. To search 

for qualities and human values which give spirit.” 

-John Hejduk, Berlin Night 
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A candle in the thighs

Warms youth and seed and burns the seeds of  age;

Where no seed stirs,

The fruit of  man unwrinkles in the stars,

Bright as a fig;

Where no wax is, the candle shows its hairs.

1





New London, 2045



Good 
Morning

Dispensing 
water

Dispensing 
soap



Departing
now







You 
yourselves 

are working 
to enlighten 
the present 
and future 
citizens of 
New London. 

You will 
become its 
guardians 
and save it 
from the 
whims of 

individuals.



We are 
working 
Towards a 
brighter 
future.















































Arrival in 5 minutes

Arrival in 4 minutes

Arrival in 3 minutes

Arrival in 5 minutes

Arrival in 4 minutes

Arrival in 3 minutes



Arrival in 2 minutes

Arrival in 1 minute

Arrival in 2 minutes

Arrival in 1 minute



Due to an accident 
citizens must proceed 
by foot to their homes















Light breaks where no sun shines;

Where no sea runs, the waters of  the heart

Push in their tides;

And, broken ghosts with glow-worms in their heads,

The things of  light

File through the flesh where no flesh decks the bones.
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New London, 2045













London, 1945

















Dawn breaks behind the eyes;

From poles of  skull and toe the windy blood

Slides like a sea;

Nor fenced, nor staked, the gushers of  the sky

Spout to the rod

Divining in a smile the oil of  tears.
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New London, 2045









Every day the future is looking 
brighter and brighter. your hard 
work has allowed the future plans 

for New London to come together as 
planned. New London is becoming the 
vision of function and order that we 

as a society have dreamed of. Keep 
working Hard. Goodbye and remember:

We are 
working 
towards a 
Brighter, 
radiant 
Future.





















































Night in the sockets rounds,

Like some pitch moon, the limit of  the globes;

Day lights the bone;

Where no cold is, the skinning gales unpin

The winter’s robes;

The film of  spring is hanging from the lids.
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New London, 2045



The bombing has 
ended! Citizens of 
london may return 

to their homes.

London, 1945















Light breaks on secret lots, 

On tips of  thought where thoughts smell in the rain;

When logics dies,

The secret of  the soil grows through the eye,

And blood jumps in the sun;

Above the waste allotments the dawn halts.
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I was in another lifetime one of  toil and blood

When blackness was a virtue and the road was full of  

mud

I came in from the wilderness a creature void of  form

“Come in” she said

“I’ll give you shelter from the storm”.


