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Blueprints for a better world:
Messages of hope

For Document’s F/W 2020 issue, Tao Lin,
Rhea Dillon, and Rachel Rabbit White reflect
on where we've been and where we're headed

For Document’s Fall/Winter 2020 issue, we invited a selection of the culture’s most
compelling creative minds to imagine a better way of living. Where will we live? What
will we wear? Could nightclubs be treated as cultural institutions? How can art and
poetry help render a radical alternative? The resulting portfolio isn’t a guide to
founding back-to-the-land communes or fully automated fantasy worlds; rather it’s a
call to reject authority, thrive in chaos, think freely, and go forward in a new direction.
We present this portfolio in three parts: imagining the future of community and the
preservation of liberty, proposals and manifestos, and reflections and messages of
hope. In our third installment, Issey Miyake’s Satoshi Kondo reflects on the relationship
between clothing and emotion, artist and writer Slava Mogutin provides some much-

needed encouragement, and novelist Tao Lin posits that the key to humanity’s survival

lies thousands of years in the past.



Rhea Dillon, artist and writer
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my consumption relies on my ancestors resumption
“we are the descendents

our ancestors wished for”

but,

all they wished for was an end to this cyclical
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all they wished for was for no more slain
so, well, but

all they wished for was death
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instead, it’s clear here
that broken waters must be fatal.
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