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The Place of Man

Jeremiah J. Hindman

ABSTRACT

This is a long building comprised of a series of five rooms set in a field and open to the sky and the 
surrounding landscape in varying degrees. It is a building that makes a place that encourages man’s 
contemplation of the world and the role he and his works play within it. I believe there is no one correct 
reading of, or meaning to, the work, just as there is no one correct answer to such a broad and complex issue 
on which individual perspectives can often be very personal and given to unanticipated changes. After all, the
world is a very fluid place and the ambiguities of meaning are many. Because of this complexity as well as 
my own personal desire to make work that can support a number of different readings, the elements of the 
building have been abstracted to their essential characteristics and identities in order to free up their 
symbolic  potentials. The architectural elements are open an vessel into which one can pour their own 
thoughts and feelings and questions on the matter. I have done my best to communicate my own thoughts on
the work, as both they and it stand now, in the text to follow. 



Table of Contents

Context     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .    1

 Earth, Sky, Man, World, Mystery
 Making Landscape, Making Architecture
 Restraint                                                                                            
 Full Circle
 Space, Surface, Space+Surface
 Reading, Meaning

Inkwashes      .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .    2 

 Vessels
 Horizons
 Squares

Drawings  .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .   6

 Overview
 Plans
 Roof Plans
 Sections

3 Details    .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .  22

 Threshold
 Landing
  Pool

iii



iv

List of Images

Melting No. 1
Emptiness
Fullness
Horizon No. 2
Untitled Wash Series No. 1
Untitled Wash Series No. 2
Untitled No. 5
Untitled No. 6
Overview
Plan of the Upper Room
The Sky Basin
Facade of the Upper Room
Plan of the Upper Colonnade
Looking Down the Upper Colonnade
Looking Up the Upper Colonnade
Plan of the Middle Room
Looking Toward the Upper Colonnade
The Entrance
Looking Toward the Lower Colonnade
Plan of the Lower Colonnade
Looking Down the Lower Colonnade
Looking Up the Lower Colonnade
Plan of the Lower Room
The Entrance to the Lower Room
The Falling Away
Roof Plan of the Upper Room
Roof Plan of the Upper Colonnade
Roof Plan of the Middle Room
Roof Plan of the Lower Colonnade
Roof Plan of the Lower Room
Section of the Upper Room
Section of the Upper Colonnade
Section of the Middle Room
Section of the Lower Colonnade
Section of the Lower Room
Threshold
Landing
Pool

All images by the author.

1
2
2
3
4
4
5
5
6
7
7
7
8
8
8
9
9
9
9
10
10
10
11
11
11
12
13
14
15
16
17
18
19
20
21
22
23
24



Earth, Sky, Man, World, Mystery

Here we are now. Here, now, now, and now, here as we have been in the past and as we will be in the future, persisting through space and time between the earth and the sky and the horizon all around us. What are these things? What are the natures of these things,  sky and earth and horizon? What is the nature 
of man, here in this place? Here we are on the only hospitable planet that we know of in our solar system or elsewhere in the universe. Here we have all the necessary elements for life. Here we are close enough to the Sun as to not be burned, yet far enough away as to keep from being frozen, and at the appropriate 
distance from the center of our galaxy as to keep from being irradiated. Here we live out our lives in this fortunate place of man. 

Here we are in the sweet spot, our own private Goldilocks zone, the fortunate ones, where all kinds of things happen. We make love, we make war, we make works of art and we make mountains of garbage, speaking both literally and figuratively. We are active participants in the creation of our world, of our 
reality. But what is our world? What constitutes a world? Each one of us carries it with us, and yet doesn’t. Each man carries a world within him through the world without. We are bounded by the horizon of our senses, of our consciousness of our relation to the physical proximities of the world around us. All that I 
can see, hear, taste, smell, and feel as I sit here and write this constitutes a part of my present, current world, it’s physical horizon. 

But there are other things that I carry with me that constitute a different kind of world, one with a different kind of horizon, one full of things I can’t sense at all but none the less know intimately to be equally real, to be equally a part of me, my world, and the world at large. My own interior world consists of 
so many things, like my memories of Delaware, it’s smells and sounds, the crops in the fields, the bays, and the tidal marshes, all playing out in time to the movements of the sun and the moon; walking through that vineyard in Austria; that plaza just off of Plaza Mariana Piñeda in Granada who’s name I still don’t 
know but could find with my eyes closed; kissing the Blarney Stone; the smell of horses and rain and that doublewide in South Carolina; swimming in the ocean at night; Goya’s “Saturn Devouring His Son”; “The Invisible Pyramid” by Loren Eiseley; my brother, my mother, my father and so on, anything else I may 
have seen or read or experienced and forgotten to be remembered again. These mysterious worlds that we carry within each of us, each one an individual, overlap to map out a larger, interconnected network of interior worlds that as a whole is vaster even than the world without. This is the world we live in, at once a 
world within and one without. Our interior worlds are at once singular, yet also part and parcel of a vast plenitude of worlds. Me and you and him and her and them, all our lives and minds and hearts, all happening at once, colliding with each other, overlapping, merging, or glancing off into something else. World 
upon world upon world upon world, all coming together, somehow, as one, a full realm of interior worlds, cultural, personal, political, intellectual, emotional, all overlaid on an exterior one like an ever shifting, ever changing, Jeffersonian Grid of the human psyche spread out all over the land. 

This place of man is an incredibly complex and mysterious place full of things, the potential for things, and nameless things and mysteries. There are around us every day 100,000 things without name or measure. Would you measure the leaves on a tree? A drop of dew on the petal of a rose? The flight of a bird 
or the beat of it’s heart? The color of the sky it flies in or the shape of the earth below? The rise and fall of the crops or the tides? The thickness, breadth, shape, number, size, space and time of these things could be measured, as man likes to do, but to know them in this way would really tell you nothing of importance 
about them. In fact, it might just rob them of their poetry, their magic, their true meaning, their mystery. Of course there are also those other, bigger mysteries, the ones to do with origins and destinations. Do you know where we come from and where we go? How it all works? What happens at the back of beyond? 
What goes on around the bend? What waits for you in the clearing at the end of the path? There are things we know, things we don’t know, and things we can’t know. Perhaps there are also things we shouldn’t know. Secrets, mysteries, the known unknown and the flat out unfathomable are things that give us and our 
lives special meaning here in this place. Here we are now.

Making Landscape, Making Architecture

In the beginning man had to go out into the wilderness and clear a space for himself and his family. He would fell trees, clear the trunks, clear the larger stones, make room, make a room, make space, make a world bit by bit. Trees were made into timbers and stones into blocks. At once the land was cleared 
and the materials for the house made available. The beginnings of landscape and architecture were both there together from the beginning.

Both processes are interconnected, like two trees growing side by side from the same unseen roots. Ground is cleared, prepared, dug into, and something grows up out of it. Seeds are planted, the crop grows, is harvested, and rotated, first through the seasons, and then through the years, in a cyclical process that 
repeats and repeats and repeats. Sunup, sundown, day in, day out, year in, year out, the cycle continues for generations upon generations and landscapes are created, maintained, changed. In what way is this really all that different from architecture, from what we do as architects? We set our minds to a thing, go out 
and take the raw materials from the earth, move them to a place where they are shaped and processed, move them somewhere else, and make from them something new. First we dig into and then raise up out of the earth. The process of making architecture may be more elaborate than that of making what might be 
considered a more traditional form of landscape, but they’re not so very different. Man makes the world from the earth, under the sky and the sun and the moon and the stars. Everything he makes, be it landscape, or architecture, or anything else, contributes to the making of the world, to the shaping of reality and 
our perception of it.

Restraint

The world is a very busy place these days, and increasingly full. Information, data, “facts” are whirling all around us in the air, accessible instantly and at the tips of our fingers. Want to know the results of last night’s baseball game, the story of Hatshepsut, why Bodhidarma has no beard, the weather forecast 
for tomorrow, or how to tie a bow tie? Yeah, we have that. There’s probably an app for that, if you want it. We’ve got it all, some of it good, some of it not, some useful, some not. What do we do in the face of this onslaught of the all-at-once nature of the hyperconnected modern world? What can we do about this as 
human beings and architects?

We can espouse the opposite of everything at once: just enough to be something, and slowly. We can try to design slow, silent, still spaces, havens, worlds within the world, places of refuge and contemplation. These places, often enough it seems, are places with a simple, restrained material and formal palate. 
It is exactly because such places do not challenge us to regard them with the eye of the intellect that we find ourselves capable of looking through and beyond them to considering the larger mysteries of life, rather than becoming grounded by our consciousness of our immediate surroundings. These are places that 
allow us the time and space to just breathe, be still, to live and think freely and without distraction. This is their power. Achieving this power is where the difficulty, and promise, of making such a place lies; in achieving character, subtlety, power and beauty in their proper measure, rather than just ending up with 
something bland and sterile.

Full Circle

Origins are murky things. At the origin of the work there were half-formed ideas and intuitions, artistic themes and sensibilities, and material tendencies and desires. These were investigated, developed, judged, and clarified through the making of inkwashes. Ideas surrounding vessels, emptiness, fullness, 
the horizon, the sky, and the earth (to name a few), as well as techniques like doubling, inversion, transition, and reflection that have the ability to confuse and even collapse originally clear distinctions of identities and roles were developed. These continued to influence the architecture all the way through to the     
completion of the project. Then, at the end, comes the return to the beginning as details of the architecture are abstracted and rendered in the manner of the original inkwashes. The mind is opened again to the original mode of thought and work. The work comes full circle. A circle has neither a beginning nor an 
ending.

Space, Surface, Space+Surface 

I have been asked of this work whether it is about the spaces or the surfaces created, as if you could have one without the other. Certainly, the spatial qualities are important, as are the surface qualities of the materials, but the fact of the matter is that the two are really no more separable than the earth and 
the sky. To have one is to automatically have the other and it is simply not the case, as such a question seems to imply, that where one ends the other just begins unceremoniously. The world is composed of both solid and air. Without both of these things there could be no world at all. There has to be space left on the 
page in order to read what’s written there. Show me anything solid that doesn’t have space on the other side of it. Show me a without without a within. When you get down to such simple, primordial elements you cannot help but explain the one by naming the other for the existence of the one necessarily implies the 
existence of the other. Our world is not one of individual, discrete things, but one of related, connected things, things that make up an all encompassing unity, not just a kit of parts arranged in an arbitrary configuration.

In the case of the surface-space relation, there is a comingling of the material and the immaterial there where the surface and the space come together, and it is the nature of their coming together, the how of it, that makes their union unique, and also where architectural quality happens. The space and the 
surface work together to make a whole whose existence denies the existence of it’s individual components as separate things. Change the finish of one surface, or the shape or scale of one spatial volume, and you get a different result. One plus two makes three. One plus three does not. This is the truth about it that, 
once stated, seems so obvious and simple it seems like it’s hardly worth mentioning, but to attempt to read the work in terms of one without the other is to make only a partial reading. 
 There is one more thing that must be mentioned with respect to space and surface, and that is the light and the dark. They fill the space, thickening it with light and shadow, and reveal the surfaces by showing their textures and depths. Without the light and the dark neither space nor surface would be worth 
a dime. Without the light and the dark there is nothing.

Reading, Meaning

How is it that architecture can have meaning? That it can be symbolic? How is it that stacks of stone can give us insight into the spirits and minds of men thousands of years distant from us? That something material can even evoke something so immaterial and complex as a memory, an emotion, an idea, a 
question, a meaning, is absolutely amazing to me…and yet it happens so frequently and simply and naturally that we often fail to notice it, day in and day out. Interpreting signs and deciphering meanings has become as natural to us as human beings as swimming in water is to a fish. Perhaps even more amazing is 
that sometimes the same object is potentially capable of soliciting as many meanings as there are people in the room reading it.

This needs to be addressed somehow because the process of making and interpreting meaning is at the difficult and complex heart of what we do as architects. To read a work of architecture, especially one confined to the page and which exists solely as a potential, as an incomplete symbol of some physical 
thing to come, is as delicate and tenuous a process as the act of it’s original making. To come to an understanding of the work the reader must spend time with the drawings and images, must become comfortable with them, must come to understand them well enough so that he can put himself into the building. To 
read such a work is an act that is at once a rational and imaginative collaboration between the work and the reader alone, without the maker present to influence the process.

So, in the end, I leave it in your hands. Words are only valuable to a point and so now I quit them. A work of architecture is not a work of words. It is at best a kind of thickening of the philosophy and theory and ideas that may have inspired it. It is the flickering shadow on the wall. Read it as you will.
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To my family,
To my friends,
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