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As told by Christoph Bull
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As you meet new neighbours,
discover your favourite local
shops, clubs and societies, or

when you’ve been given a
great recommendation, fill this
space to keep track of how your

own community grows.
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Ebbsfleet fridge magnets designed by local families







Ebbsfleet homes by local residents
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Alison Hillman
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This must be the place where the sky shows us everything it knows 
about how a city’s systems of empathy can live even in its darkest 
corners and its wooden benches are sitting places of convivial
oases. 

This must be the place where there are no dead streets of life
hidden away. This is the gentle place where every door knows your
name and you can look your neighbour in the eye through your own
window.

This must be the welcome place, built for people not pomp, for the
soft, small things that come in twos like one hand helping the
other, a true place where smiles and handshakes across the divide
lead with the heart.    

This must be the place where the blank canvas of a new city’s
symmetry is not left to chance and full of gaps like a teeth missing
in a mouth, a metropolis that is still your home even outside the
four walls of your house. 

This must be the playful place where the laughter of children
bounces sunlight off the luminous ripples of Blue Lake, skims and
wraps itself around the avenues like a soulful song of community and
neighbourhood.

This must be a place where trees breathe their lungs into greener,
wilder future spaces, a place where birds wing their flight paths on
the curves of dreams and hedgehogs get to play in solar powered
mazes.

This Must Be the Place



This is the place where dreams glitter like sequins conjured in the
halo of dawn  and the Dartford Crossing on the horizon feels like our
bridge for the taking to a place whose libraries shelf its stories,
whose streets are all the home we need.  

This must be the place we ask for
This must be the place we make together
This must be the place where life is well lived
and exactly the place where we need to be. 

Poem by 
Dzifa Benson, 
commissioned by
Cement Fields for 
This Must Be the
Place programme in
Ebbsfleet

This must be the new place, a call and response between the
generations, cut from the spine of chalk that still remembers the
bare bones of its history like that straight-tusked elephant that
returns your stare in the train station.

This must be the built place whose theatre of living - its pillars,
arches, squares and gardens, its architectural visions and feats of
engineering - flows with the landscapes of our bodies like the
Thames Estuary winds through its marshland.







































Cement-based print
works by Steve Mace



“Some say that a Man of Kent is a term of high honour
while a Kentish Man denotes but an ordinary person.

Others contend that men born in Kent east of the River
Medway are Men of Kent while those born west of the

river are Kentish Men.”




















