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Cedar Hill Rail Yard was formerly the largest railroad 
classification yard on the East Coast and one of the 
largest in America. During its peak during World War II, 
this yard handled more than 5,000 railroad cars per day.

The New York, New Haven and Hartford Railroad filed 
for Bankruptcy in 1961, closing many of the tracks and 
facilities. Much of Cedar Hill Rail Yard exists today in 
ruin, slowly decaying by the effect of natural forces. 
In viewing and exploring such a site, we are forced to 
reconcile with the past and present. We are confronted 
with both the conflict and confluence of past and present. 
A sense of presense is induced within absence; the 
potential for life out of ruin.
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“The ruin of the building, however, means that where the 
work of the art is dying, other forces and forms, those of 
nature, have grown; and that out of what of art still lives 
in the ruin of what of nature already lives in it, there has 
emerged a new whole, a characteristic unity”.

- Georg Simmel, The Ruin
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“Ruins are monuments, but while intentional monuments 
articulate desire for permanence, even mortality, ruins 
memorialize the fleeting nature of all things and the 
limited powers of humankind. ‘Decay can be halted, but 
only briefly, and then it resumes. It is the negative image 
of history,’ wrote landscape historian J.B. Jackson. It is 
the negative image of history and a necessary aspect of 
it. To erase decay or consciousness of decay, decline, 
entropy, and ruin is to erase the understanding of the 
unfolding relation between all things, of darkness to light, 
of age to youth, of fall to rise. Rise and fall go together; 
they presume each other”.

- Rebeca Solnit, Ruins of Memory




