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Entering the realm of a walkscape. To fully understand your surroundings while 

being influenced by the social behavior, interactions, and the presence of banal objects 

creating a visual stimuli that makes up a walk; creating a unique experience, all 

underneath the umbrella term of a walkscape.  

Un-familiarizing myself with the familiar was what I set out to accomplish as we 

were briefed about the destination of our walking practice. I had no expectation but to 

distance myself from what I already knew about the area, and the visual cues I tend to 

pick up on. I wanted to see the space with a fresh pair of eyes, through a different lens.  

As I initiated the walk I was just observing, noticing the breeze flowing 

seamlessly over my exposed arms. Nothing really captivated my interest from the first 

few steps of the walk. I was a bit overdressed, wearing too tight of pants with wool socks 

on this beautiful hot summer afternoon. The sun was beaming down, not a cloud in the 

sky. The sun was accenting the roads in a high profile light. As if the roads were of major 

importance. I began to just simply watch the roads. Take in how the roads work, function. 

I then began to examine the roads as 3-Dimensional space. The roads were much more 

than a linear line of transportation. Under every road there is some sort of foundation, a 

sewer system, a subway terminal. The road is not the bottom of the space we inhabit. 

There is another functioning parallel world just beneath the thin layer of asphalt and soil 

that’s hidden from the people. I began to situate myself in the space I was in as I reached 

for my phone to capture this interesting section of the street. The street edge was covered 



in a yellowish patchwork, outlined with a smooth matte black substance. It seemed 

rubbery, smooth to the touch, surprisingly hot from the rays of the sun. The roads were 

runways of heat and commotion. Absorbing energy from the sun, bubbling, melting away 

the intricate grid system of roads. The patchwork looked as if it were trying to fix the 

transportation route for safer conditions. I snapped the photo and realized how interesting 

the composition was and how foreign this site was, even though it’s an everyday day 

banal road that I pass almost everyday. I have noticed the markings before, but never 

took the time too look, observe, try to understand what this language was trying to say.  

My interest was stimulated as I became fascinated with intersections, crosswalks, 

passing lanes, the language of the road. There is a street language displayed all over the 

roads leading to the sidewalks. It’s so foreign, yet we are accustomed to seeing it 

everywhere underneath our feet and our speeding tires. But what does it all mean. Is this 

language speaking to the underground? Is it supposed to be seen from above? Arrows 

were pointing in different directions corresponding with a unique set of numbers and 

colors; a fascinating language that I became so fond of.  

I photographed every upcoming intersections and crosswalk to notice not one 

instance is the same. Unique markings of repair, code, tire tracks, dirt, create a unique 

composition every time. It became art, an ephemeral art piece that changed due to our 

interaction with it. The roads weren’t built with patches. We caused problems to the road; 

we activated the space and made the roads alive, in result, deterioration; to a unique 

transportation system, creating art at every stop. The city in which we live was not built 

to be alive, it was built for us to create, imagine, and disrupt the rigid exterior of the city 

of imagination. We create the life, like a drug running through the veins. Entering the 



blood stream of roads and seeping into the body (city) making us alert, alive. I notice I 

drift off connecting imagery with sphere of influence. This walk has become much more 

than a walk, it has become a unique experience, exposing the banal in a beautifully 

intriguing fashion.  

The roads seemed endless as I was constantly analyzing the construction and 

trying to figure out its unique code. I then tapped back in to roads as sculptural space as 

transportation outlets leading to destinations. I was trying to understand how the sewer 

systems were built, and if they were designed just like the road I’m walking on. Or is it 

more complex; are there certain spots were water runs down quicker in more quantities 

speeding up the sewage like changing speed limits? The system is capped off, accessible 

through manholes. These manholes acted as a gateway to an unknown world, so close to 

us. Running seamlessly beneath our feet, living simultaneously as its above ground 

neighbor, us. 

 The wear and tear of the road showed evolution of time. As time goes by, things 

deteriorate, especially when there is differentiating weights, disasters, people, and 

construction. Roads are unique and have a special quality to them. As over population 

begins to elevate, and roads become busier. Is there a solution to dealing with the 

increase in people and cars? To build atop of the road, to elevate the road to a height in 

which wont be too loud for the people? We are constantly building up, why wont roads 

do the same. Potentially creating quicker roadways, meandering around buildings, over 

top buildings, a new way to imagine the city, city full of networks. How would the roads 

be safer, could they be tunnels, reminiscent of the subways underneath the roads hidden 



to the light? Or would the roads benefit from the natural light, creating energy efficient 

transportation. 

A faster system of roads, a monorail, powered by solar energy could be the future 

of transportation in a city full of verticality and grid systems of New York.  A city of 

reimagining through a futuristic lens is where my mind drifted and prompted me for my 

second walk. A utopian way to approach a walk, considering the given and the possible, 

breaking the limitations of grid. 

 

Epicenter of observation     7:20 PM 

 

My second walk began as I cleared my head and approached it the same way as 

my first walk. Un-familiarizing myself with the familiar. I had an idea of re-imagining a 

city, urban planning and how the city is unique to all in which inhabit it. As we walk 

down the street we point out things that we can relate to, things we find intriguing, 

something we have an emotional outlook too, or something we have seen before. That is 

unique to our personal self. We act as our own epicenter of observation, sending out 

waves of observations mapping our surroundings.  

We usually can only think about what’s in front of us, and the impact of the 

visuals. But if you begin to question what is going on around us, for example in an 

apartment building on this street that someone calls home, and I find it a transportation 

outlet to point B, creates an interesting dialogue between human and their surroundings. 

We send out waves of information as every space we walk into, is changed by us entering 

that space. We map out our landscape and notice everything revolving around us. 



A person walking in the same space as myself, will change my perception of the space. 

Without people, we would mainly be influenced by the architecture, the colors, the smell 

and the weather. We would be engulfed by a complex structure of steel, wood, brick, 

glass, asphalt and paint.  

As I’m walking, I am mapping the walk with informational waves of knowledge. 

I have seen this building, this sign, I have walked down that street before. Even though I 

didn’t turn down a familiar street I had a sense of what it looked like without even 

turning my head. I built that space in my mind, through memories and observations. 

Images and feelings stay with us and we can easily tap into an emotional feeling toward 

an area or a significant experience we encountered, to better understand our surroundings. 

Each occurrence maps our truly unique city. Everyone maps, creates, and envisions what 

they want to see. 

The Home depot compound acts as a hub of information. Just outside the walls is 

an urban environment that is relaxed, busy, stressful, simple, just an everyday urban 

environment acting as a melting pot of experience from each direction. Just inside the 

walls is a whole new world; the exact opposite of its exterior. It seemed to be chaotic 

order. The cars were on a destination path, the workers were hauling supplies to and from 

cars. There was opportunity present for work. The constant eyes of the unemployed 

workers were staring and studying each car that pass, made this area seem full of high 

pressure. A thick air, which was juxtaposed with the open-air environment just outside 

the walls. Nothing was relaxed about entering the fortress of Home Depot.  

The boundary separates and hides the commotion from within. As I walk close to 

and around the tall walls of the home depot boundary some of my waves of observation 



can enter that space slightly because I have been there before. I can get a sense of what it 

is without seeing it with my own eyes. If I have seen this space from a different 

perspective I would understand it more, just like a map can show you where you are, but 

once you inhabit that space it feels foreign even though you have a sense where you are. 

As you walk you remember things, and as our waves send out information we can start to 

map our own unique city, pixel by pixel and inject new information from different 

learned perspectives. 

Seeing a space from a different perspective can change how we map and interpret 

it. We are limited to ground level and cannot see over the tress or over a building. So 

mapping a city from the street view is completely different from mapping a city from the 

11th floor of a building. Higher up the map would be more intricate more information 

could be designed. More buildings, more trees, you can get a real sense of depth. 

Compared to street view, mapping would consist of building looking more flat, closer in 

space. We cannot judge far away distance when they are on the same plane as us. I found 

this idea of mapping an creating a city through ones observation to be really interesting 

and got me excited about creating and thinking of a utopian community as I walk down 

the street. 

 We are very aware of our close surroundings, noticing boundaries all around us, 

and the further away things are the less information we can obtain. We can see it, but we 

don’t affect the space until we are close enough to inhabit its purpose. Walking down the 

streets with this new approach as we as an epicenter to our own observations really got 

me thinking deeper about my surroundings. A foreign person to the area could walk 

along side myself see what I see, hear what I hear, but have a totally different outlook at 



what is perceived. An emotional reaction to the space shapes their perspective of the city. 

Certain images will stick with them, colors, texture; sound will influence their 

impressions.  

As I was sending out these waves and trying to understand how others interact 

with the same space I began to notice light, and how the space was becoming altered. I 

started this walk much later than my first. I set out around sunset. Emotions flooded my 

system as I never felt before, when walking this route. 

 

 

Natural vs. Artificial      7:35 PM 

 

 Being a creative person I tend to be highly appreciative and aware of my 

surroundings and take inspiration from everything I encounter. I began noticing how my 

surroundings were significantly changing right before my eyes. The power of the sun was 

creating a familiar place unfamiliar. I didn’t have to try to make it unfamiliar it became it 

unwillingly.  

The sun was just settling now and the streetlights were beginning to come on, 

headlights glared on, glowing neon on the corner flickered on. The sidewalk became 

cold, dead to the night. Some places were highlighted with light but that was at the 

streets, the intersections. Creating a unique visual yet again at these instances. Deformed 

shadows’, reflecting light, was animating this cold space. I was approaching the home 

depot, as the sun was about gone now. I passed the street in which this ally always gives 



me weird vibes. I took a minute to just stand and observe. Just stand and listen. Nothing, 

absolutely no movement, no chatter, nothing.  

There was a hum from what sounded like and air conditioner from behind. There 

was one streetlight highlighting an overflowing garbage crate, some wires, and sparkling 

glass particles glimpsing my eyes interest. The space felt dead to the world, it stood out to 

me, became a point of interest. This banal corridor, hidden from the sun, just outside the 

hectic walls of Home Depot, had am interesting composition of light and materials. The 

artificial light from the street made this space far more peculiar then the natural sunlight.  

Space felt mush smaller with the falling sky. My sightlines never really went up 

to the sky. It was an overcast night so there was no visible moon. I became uncomfortable 

with my surroundings. Something that rarely happens in the daytime, unless I see or 

encounter a strange unplanned event. I began to realize that the use of artificial light was 

to represent what the daytime felt like. Not to highlight certain places but to capture the 

essence of natural light.  

The lights that were dispersed throughout the walk felt like checkpoints. My eyes 

were guided to all the lights, the window lights, car lights, bicycle lights, street lights. 

Lights were a way to notify us, to help and protect us. Although, some places were so 

dark, hiding in the night. An unsettling feeling came over me as my pace quickened when 

entering a void of darkness. I could see the next checkpoint ahead as my eyes followed a 

building skyward for the many lights being turned on. Lights capture attention in the 

night. During the day, light doesn’t have a significant power. Everything feels and looks 

the same. At night, space completely transforms and shapes what you want to see. 

Imperfections can hide, beauty can stand out. Unlike the daytime, everything is exposed. 



I didn’t need to encounter anything strange to feel emotion, just had to look and 

be in the space in that moment. The neighborhood in which was so familiar became a 

weird uncomfortable place that made me walk just a bit faster. Was this because of the 

dark? Or was their other social awareness kicking in. Crime is usually committed at night 

because there are fewer eyes on the street. My mind began to create scenarios furthering 

my discomfort. 

 Artificial light made the space feel like a set, a stage, under surveillance. It felt 

unnatural, eerie, that we are afraid of the dark and we depend on unnatural light to live, to 

safely inhabit a space. Being dependent on artificial light was something so overlooked in 

my eyes. In normal cases light makes things come alive; it takes on characteristics that 

can’t be achieved in the daytime. When there is inadequate lighting in an already peculiar 

space, that space feels harmful, untouched and dead. 

In this particular walk time seemed to slow down. There were few people 

walking. I was listening to the sounds of my shoes clashing on the pavement. I felt alone, 

aware, and anxious. I began tapping into myself as an epicenter and it was still in full 

effect. I had an idea what things looked around me. I was envisioning elevated streets 

over head, taking away the sunlight, resulting in more artificial light. It has a certain 

effect, an unsatisfying one when in relation to this walk. Walking down Manhattan with 

brightly lit streets is a different story. A feeling of energy, anticipation, overwhelms me 

when I walk down those streets, but here in Brooklyn in Bed-Stuy, Do or Die, is a 

different story. Do-or die, Night-day, natural-artificial. I was making connections 

between these concepts and my experiences of this walk. Do or Die kept playing over in 

my head as I was trying to figure out its meaning to this particular neighborhood. I have 



heard the term before but not for a neighborhood, I have applied and heard it through 

sports. I think it’s a way to express pride in the community. Live for your city and die for 

your city. I think it also could mean that do or die Bedstuy is trying to express how hard 

life can be in this area, because its easy to fall victim to your surroundings. So either rise 

above your surrounding with pride, or die with the city overcoming you.  

I started to make connections to this thinking and applied it to night and day. In a 

way its do or die as well. In the daytime we are never very nervous or afraid what might 

be around the corner. We are constantly doing and achieving tasks, traveling to our 

destinations, or just enjoying the day. At night, we tend not to hang out in the streets. We 

have a desired destination and think of the fastest ways possible to get there. Like the 

streets become an unknown territory of events. We are more alert and make smart 

decision for our safety. In the day those thoughts may not always flood our system. If we 

are not doing, we may die with the night or be consumed by it emotionally.  

 My walks started to become more of a practice. The banal objects started to 

become the pinpoint of interest from my walk. Capturing moments and subtle nuances 

through the lens of my second pair of eyes, my camera. Pictures are hard to capture an 

emotion if no people are involved; capturing a space, a specific detail enables me to 

remember fully that experience and moment in time. Stepping back and analyzing what I 

have observed and the conclusion I have come up with has opened my eyes to a future 

city and how a state of utopia could be a reality. Boundaries, limits, hospitality, all words 

that shape my interpretations of space, have opened my eyes to these terms in real life. 

Not just a glossary definition, but applying these words to everyday life and to see and 

think about them when walking. 



Imaging the city in 30 years is not easy to comprehend. Construction is becoming 

faster, new technology is developing so rapidly, and wild dreams can become a reality. 

Leaning to walk with an open mind, to observe the banal and take in very situation in the 

now moment has shaped the way is see this city. Future planning with the help of science 

will break the limits of the grid system and we will focus more on learning from nature. 

Nature is our biggest influence as we look into the future and sustainability. Walking can 

help us imagine how to improve hospitality, or create it. To be in touch with people, 

body, nature, language, architecture. To live harmoniously with our surroundings, 

limiting the social and economical boundaries. 

Walkscapes, the word makes more sense now. We are walking through the 

landscape, mapping out our observations, as an architect would design a building. 

Noticing the language in the community and the affect we have inhabiting a space; 

gathering information, situations and perspectives to create our own unique city. 

 

 

 

 
 


