
It was spring, and the return of the sun brought a photochemical smog which 

smothered the city in a baleful ochre hue, which was made more protuberant by the 

descending darkness of the evening sky. The scent of molten plastic steamed from the 

extraction of the recycling plant, and lingered in the air, held there by the density 

of the day-long dusk.

The streets, once lit with festivals of fire and ebullient celebrations of freedom, 

had become narrowed by the proliferating mass of moving parts. Concrete barricades 

forced a confluence upon the streams of expressionless people, who cascaded their 

way through remnants of military checkpoints at the bottom of the central streets, 

as they hurried to get home before nightfall. Some postulated that the blocks 

had been left there as a reminder; monolithic masses symbolic of the unshakeable 

strength of the governing force, and the lengths they were willing to go to to 

maintain control.

The outside world, or ‘the grey‘ as it had come to be called, was a chaotic miscellany 

of mastery and necessity; an amalgam of epochs, each telling tale of their part in the 

production of time, like players on a stage, eager to outperform their predecessor, 

clambering to unravel the perpetual plot.

Ancient architectural displays of stature melded with illuminated imagery, and 

bungled interventions which responded to exigency echoed the dwindling resolution 

of their creators. Residential tower blocks constructed in the forties loomed over 

Victorian terraces propped up by a trelliswork of steel support beams and cladded 

panels, absorbing the immemorial landscape, and adding a darkness to the dusting of 

decay which shrouded the metropolis.

Things didn‘t happen out in the grey anymore. The divide between system and soul was 

immeasurable, and hostility was rife. Fragility whispered beneath the silent surface 

of disconnection, and it anchored the people to the shores of despondency that they 

had come to call home.

 

A group of more than two could be considered an organised gathering, arrested under 

a legion of laws and acts and detained for a time which could only be measured by 

one recurring rule; the more often you were taken in, the longer they kept you. The 

privatisation of prisons was accompanied by an upswing of corruption; it was well 

known that police were paid a commission for any inmate imprisoned for more than 

a month.

Daily commerce was continuous; the ceaseless ache to fill the ever-growing void of 

consumption was facilitated at every turn. Swarms of delivery bots locomoted la-

ser-lit lanes, and packing factories occupied any sizable space they could. 

Straddling shuttles that connected the conurbations to the nucleus snaked above 

the main strip, and the maglev made it possible to reach Brighthelm in little over a 

minute.

20542054
2054 is a narrative based design project in the style of a graphic novel, where an 
inhospitable future responds to the current state of condition and the crises within, 
and informs the design of an exploitative hub in the heart of a city. 

The centre entices users in under the premise of earning energy tokens with their 
heartbeats, yet programmed distractions make for a futile fight and players are 
pulled back in at any attempt to leave.

The project playfully uses comic style drawings to highlight some of the issues we 
face as a society; such as the current energy crisis, while being reflective of the 
insidious lure of social media platforms’ and their ceaseless capitalisation of our 
neurochemicals, which, by design drive surges of dopamine to the brain to keep us 
coming back again and again; a state of being which research shows to be similar 
to that of gambling or using drugs.

The intention of the project was to paint a vivid picture of what life in a future city 
may be like, considering surveillance, consumerism, overpopulation, pollution, and 
lack of connection – both interpersonally and spatially; purposefully projecting an 
extreme, yet not unimaginable futurity, in hope of cultivating deeper self-awareness 
in the now.

https://www.instagram.com/reel/CtX-
KZMGIhje/?utm_source=ig_web_copy_
link&igshid=MzRlODBiNWFlZA==



The motion of the populace amid the monotony of constraint, moving between transport docks and what remained of the third places, wove intricate webs of 
interrelation; the last surviving strands of connection that tied one human to another splayed out across the cityscape like a nexus of neuropathways, all linked 
and alive. And here, at the core of the cerebrum amid the bustle of its busiest intersection, stood Pulse House.

The singular structure, which was 
originally built as a transporta-
tion terminus, had been recast as a 
different entity entirely a hundred 
years after its construction. Yet 
still, it fulfilled its role as a node 
in a network of connection; a clear 
interchange amongst a convolution of 
circuitry, processing user input and 
signalling the desired destination like 
a switchboard. If the city were an en-
cephalon, this would be its amygdala.

Amygdala
[uh-mig-duh-uh]

of the limbic system, 
interprets sensory input and 
assigns positive or negative 
value to stimuli.

Delving deeper into the ‘strands of connection’ by through a physical exploration with form

The map highlights noise pollution surrounding site, expanding upon information taken from ‘extrium.co.uk - England noise and air quality viewer’



As the dust of the of the dead winter began to disperse, society 
started to see the emergence of heart harvesting. Sold as means 
to generate one‘s own energy, unlimited use of the facilities 
followed an in-house surgical procedure where a beat counter 
was implanted on the heart; more beats - more heat. The 
insidious centres soon became hubs that held the residuum of a 
people; prisons dressed as freedom, which distracted them from 
the realities they lived, and kept them from rattling the cages 
that they were confined to.

The building was alluring yet unfeeling, intriguing yet desolate; unembellished and 
empty with little beyond necessity yet abound with unrest. Latticed luminaires 
impersonated daylight incessantly, baffling the biorhythms of its callers. It was a 
bilaterian beast by design, but parasitic in its nature, depending wholly on its hosts 
to exist.

Finely perforated aluminium rhombuses which sealed a secondary framework like a shell encasing the delicate flesh of its carrier, tessellated across 
its surfaces and enveloped it completely as they swept around its sides, baffling the blaring wall of noise, enticing users in by offering respite from 
the devitalising cacophony of the surrounding city, replacing malaise and disquietude with comfort and ease.



Inner wall panels: 
30mm precast glass 
fibre reinforced con-
crete.

Covered walkway: 
100mm precast GFRC

Flooring: 114mm pre-
cast GFRC, dyed with 
black pigment

Glass fibre reinforced 
concrete, or GFRC 
chosen for durability 
and soundproofing 
qualities, with a 10mm 
sheet reducing sound 
by upto 30dB Additional insulation: 

50mm acoustic slab

Original brick wall - 
280mm

30 x 60 mm box section with 
10mm fixing plates, allowing 
framework to be fixed to wall 
(via 20mm acoustic plate 
backer) whilst providing a gap 
to prevent sound / vibrations 
enetring

60 x 20mm aluminium 
framework

Bolts fixing framework to brick 
walls / ground

Fixing plates on either side of 
framework

2575 x 875mm frames made 
up from 30 x 60mm aluminium 
box, which attach together to 
make grid

Sound barrier plates comprised 
of 875 x 1288mm, and 437.5 x 
644mm aluminium rhombuses, 
perforated with 0.5mm holes, 
fixed to subframe

Rhombus 
fixings: clips 
are bolted 
to subframe 
and ready to 
receive positive 
counterpart, 
which are at-
tached to inner 
side of shape

Wall fixed uplighters: 
precast GFRC, dyed 
with black pigment

Steel railings made from 60 x 30mm box section, 
and spindels made using 50 x 20mm H section, 
finished in matt black powder coat

38mm LED strips 
inserted into box 
section
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Neurochemicals had been weaponised and used to mould the mindsets 
of the masses, sending surges of synthetic catecholamines to the 
system through the conjunctiva, keeping body and brain alert and in 
a state of enhanced anticipation. Even when they managed to escape 
the chase of the programme, they were pulled back in by the lure 
of the vending stations that lined the landings. It was a dance that 
never ended; and so they stayed, and they played, locked in under the 
premise of progression, paralysed by their own biology.

and The loss of tactility to cyber-spatiality gave way to a numbness of their neurological systems, 

whilst the gaps they yearned to fill metastasised within them...

THANK YOU


