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Vocabulary 
Void - A framed, open space imbued with the 
psychic presence of a former mass and or the 
deadening siphon of unforgiving nothingness. 
Mass - An unmoving structure of human-scale or 
larger. 
Berm - A linear mound or bank of earth, used 
especially as a barrier. 
Anti-berm - A linear strip of earth that frames and 
directs one towards an adjacent site. 
Screen - A semi-permeable condition visually 
separating two adjacent sites. 
Vista - A wide and distant view compressing 
perception of the landscape from the perspective 
of a transcendent viewer. 
Pavement - A flat surface enabling horizontal 
transgression of a site. 
Pile - Broken pavement freely stacked vertical 
against the forces of gravity. 
Gate - A framed point of passage between two 
sites. 
Anti-Gate - An absurd framed point that suggests 
passage proving impossible. 
 
 

 
Intro 
Thank you all for joining me on the New Public Sites – Walking Tour – DC. Between a 
suburban strip mall and its urban surroundings there lies a poetic amalgam of spaces both epic 
and discrete. Situated within the disparate zone where the Trinidad neighborhood and the 
Atlas District overlap, the New Public Sites walking tour will investigate some of the invisible 
sites and overlooked features within our everyday environment. On the surface we will engage 
pavement, piles, gates and anti-gates. Through the terrain we will explore berms, screens, 
voids and vistas. The tour will last approximately thirty-five minutes and traverse a wandering 
path under one mile in length.  



 
Crosswalk Dissolution 
As we reach the other side of Bladensburg Road, 
take note of the crosswalk. This standard, crosswalk 
includes two heavy weight parallel lines and a 
pedestrian signal that guides us from one corner to 
the next around the Five Points intersection. As we 
reach the eastern side you will notice that the 
sidewalk begins to fray amidst a confection of 
dynamic construction, the first hint of what I call the 
Crosswalk Dissolution. 
 
Half a block north, we are faced with a second set of 
crosswalks, these a bit unfamiliar. Unlike the 
previous crosswalk, these narrow, spoke-like paths 
appear almost counterfeit in their lightweight wash. 
And by offering us two diagonal choices with no 
clear stopping point for motorists, the dissolving 
crosswalks breed a subtle uncertainty regarding our 
movement and safety. 
 
 

 
As we make our way across Morse Street, the Crosswalk Dissolution signals a significant shift 
in the demeanor of our surroundings. What is this shift you ask? A transition from urban to 
suburban, from massings to The Void. Behind us lies the orthogonal shapes of row homes and 
a towers. Ahead of us awaits a seemingly infinite vacuum, a void both physical and of 
headspace. 
 
 
 

Strip Mall Fortress 
Across Maryland Ave you can see 
the full realization of the Near 
Northeast’s contradictory transition 
from urban to suburban. Here we 
have Hechinger Mall, or what I call 
the Strip Mall Fortress. Carved out of 
the meeting point between the Atlas 
District and the Trinidad and Carver 
Langston neighborhoods, The Strip 
Mall Fortress counters pedestrianism 
with cars. An array of shops neatly 
organized into a homogenous, 
horizontal mass is protected from the 
bi-pedal by a moat of parking 
encased in an impressive berm. At 
its highest point the berm stands 



over one-story tall, more than doubling the overall height of the errant shopping center. From 
its south end heading north, the berm slopes downward as it approaches the mighty Safeway 
parking lot. Running diagonally upward, a new sidewalk counters the berm’s forceful stance, 
and the contradiction begins to be undone. 
 
 

Neal Street Bleed 
Further up Maryland Ave we find 
ourselves nearing the backside of 
the CVS. As the pharmacy parking 
lot gathers round, a rear crossroad 
seems to run by. At the Neal Street 
Bleed the transition from urban to 
suburban is further undefined. With 
no curbs, sidewalk or marking lines, 
we are left to wander unruddered 
through a smooth space of 
ambiguity. Where does the parking 
end and civic begin? Such a 
question can only be answered with 
action. 
 

 
 
 

Anti-berm 
Veering away from the blood, we 
confront an epic and seemingly 
unending void. Cattycorner the Strip 
Mall Fortress, the Unseen Field 
runs opposite but parallel. Here we 
stand within a continuation of the 
traditional setbacks from the more 
urban sections of Maryland Avenue. 
The wide strip of far-flung grass 
separating the field from the 
thoroughfare serves as a path and 
platform. However, unlike the 
defensive berm across the street, 
this anti-berm invites our viewing 
and enables comfortable ambling as 
we investigate what lies beyond. 

 
 
 
 
 
 



Unseen Field 
As we approach the fence along the 
Unseen Field, I invite you to join me 
as we take a lower, effacing point of 
view. Kneeling we can begin to feel 
the essence of this void. Clearly 
something was here, yet there is no 
end in sight. Moving eyes outward an 
offset grid of asphalt merges. Into a 
hidden cityscape horizon, escapes 
grass between cracks. Such 
pavement undone lays primed for 
piling. 
 
 
 

 
 

 
Piles 
Moving further down the anti-berm 
we discover the fractured pavement 
violently tossed into heavy piles of 
concrete, garbage, gravel and 
vegetation. The piles range in scale 
and context. In this instance the pile 
stands taller than man, surrounded 
by eddies of branches torn grey. 
Farther down the void, the piles 
become more modest in scale and 
reverse roles with their greener 
surroundings. Over here the piles 
serve as anchors for islands, 
protecting grass grown shaggy 
around weed groves soaring upward. 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



Leaning Enclosure 
By this point you may be wondering if 
we are ever going to enter this void. 
The answer is no. For as we reach 
this corner of the Unseen Field, we 
realize the chain-link is infinite. Yet 
even as the fence evokes frustration, 
I assure you such a condition is 
nothing to lament. For this grand void 
encompassing a terrain so varied, 
entry would only end its endless 
horizon. And here the terrain 
provides the perfect incline for us to 
see how this screen of chain-link 
ensures a wise distance. Join me as I 
recline against this supple, grassy 
elevation. Meeting head to pillow 

curb, our vista-position is complete. Against this screen of vine-entangled chain, our view 
moves on forever, past pavement and piles into the sky beyond.  
 

 
Upside Entry 
Crossing Maryland Avenue and 17th 
Street, we find a second void, beckoning 
us with gate-topped steps. At first glance 
the Upside Entry seems inviting, perched 
singular and high. But upon closer 
inspection the gate reveals itself as an 
other. This is not the moment of passage 
we were looking for, because we are in 
fact facing an anti-gate. Upside-down and 
chain-locked shut, any attempt to enter 
quickly proves absurd. Why would 
someone build such an anti-gate, inviting 
us up a stairway of inevitable denial? I do 
not know that answer to that question. So 
let us avoid the doormat of barbed wire, 
and find a true moment of entry. Follow me 
as I continue up Maryland Avenue, where 
a side entrance to the void opens for 
employees only. 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 



Parking Pole Ruins 
Unlike the Unseen Field, this 
second void is quite penetrable. 
Whereas chain-link had previously 
blocked, here it pardons passage. 
Slipping through an honest gate, 
unlocked, we move into the Parking 
Pole Ruins. 
Within this void cylindrical bases 
suggest a rhythm: one, two, three, 
four – one pole stands while 
another falls. The concrete beat 
punctuates the sky before rusted 
column flutes crash downward. 
Here you see a piece of movement 
removed. The separation turns us 
backwards. 

 
 
Seclusion Acres 
Moving in reverse, screens of green 
crowd around, enclosing us into an 
end of seclusion. From base to tree 
to basin to grove, a spiral of 
movement leads us inward. Deep in 
Seclusion Acres we find the source 
of rhythm freestanding, a patch of 
trees wrapped and over grown.  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
Here the anti-gate reappears, absurd not by how it’s hung, but 
rather by the internal thicket of nothingness that lies beyond. 
Why invite us into such an impenetrable grove? That is for you 
to decide. 
 
 
 
 
 



Invisible Passage 
But let us not dwell in the void for too long, as 
another, final one awaits. How do we leave 
you ask? Well, the answer is simple, as this 
void continues to contradict the one prior. 
Previously the screen marked distance, but 
here it hides connection. Behold the Invisible 
Passage, through which you are welcome to 
discretely follow. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
Lot of Grassy Rubble 
Having penetrated the 
screen, the Invisible 
Passage leads us down a 
berm unseen. Moving across 
Hechinger Street, we find 
ourselves in the Lot of 
Grassy Rubble. As you can 
see, the Lot of Grassy 
Rubble is filled with a lot of 
grassy rubble. In this third 
and final void, we are invited 
to transgress a shredded 
pavement of concrete, tar 
and brick. The piles return 
once again, only this time 
much smaller and concealed 
by shoots of green. Sitting 
among the grassy rubble, 

one can truly enjoy the scale of weeds. And from down here, souvenirs of the void are within 
reach. Each shard of site will ensure your memory of this place. I encourage you to take 
whatever you want. 
 



Hechinger Hill 
Moving down the alley-street the berm 
running parallel turns onto Seventeenth. 
Here we can scale a concluding point of 
view. From this vista we can see, 
everything within the liminal, voids of the 
Near Northeast: before us the Strip Mall 
Fortress, of yonder the Unseen Field, 
behind us the Park Pole Ruins fronting 
Seclusion Acres, and most recently a 
Lot of Grassy Rubble. Through our 
collective wandering, we made these 
invisible sites, undone more public and 
new. It’s been an honor and for 
everything, I humbly offer thanks, now 
the rest is forever up to you. 

 

 
 
 


