
An Urban Journey 
 

Amid the vast patch-work canvas of the city lies a lone bastion of nature; a secluded 
real marking a spot of colour, life and vibrance on a canvas dominated by the muted 
greys and browns of the great stone and steel monuments of humanity. To reach this 
haven is no easy task, for the winding expanse of the city streets must first be 
navigated. There is no set path to this wild land, and a scant few road signs marking its 
existence, yet it seems that sooner or later, all who call this city home make their way to 
the park, enticed by its irresistible call to undertake a journey of humble means and yet 
lasting impact. 
 
It is at the beginning of such a journey that we now find ourselves. Our pilgrim is a man, 
unremarkable in all things but the mission he now finds himself upon. It was the wind 
that did it, you see, carrying the scent of leaves, of grass, of dew; through the veneer of 
the stenches characteristic of a city, and waking a longing in his breast, a desire for a 
place he remembers only in his oldest memories; long faded by the years passed. And 
so it was that a resolution was made; a journey planned, a course set. The city took on 
a new clarity, sharpened by his senses, themselves raised to new heights by that 
wafting promise. 
 
As he navigated his way through the vast shifting maze of people lining the streets his 
focus was singularly present, his mind drinking in the particulars of his environment. He, 
for the first time, truly took note of his home. His gaze lingered on the mosaic of 
abandoned cigarette butts and chewing gum embedded in the asphalt of every footpath, 
compressed and immortalised in the pavement by millions of falling feet. As he came to 
a crossing of rows upon rows of traffic he shrank back, suddenly aware of the 
maelstrom of great steel giants that roared by him each second and repelled by the 
acrid odor of their passing. 
 
The man was broken from his reverie by the blinking of a crossroads light, signalling a 
brief reprieve from the torrent of passing cars. As he crossed the junction he felt his 
eyes wander over the stream of people walking towards him. He wondered at their lives, 
their passions, their hopes. He took in their faces, their expressions, their clothes, and 
wondered had he ever crossed their paths before. He felt a strange sense of dizziness 
as he realised that each of the nameless faces he stared out at were individuals as 
complex and faceted as himself and lived their lives in pursuit of their own individual 
goals and purposes. The man marvelled at the millions of lives that bustled about the 



city, entirely absorbed in their own existence, completely isolated from the sea of people 
they shared the streets with. 
 
After a few short minutes of journeying, the man began to notice a gradual recession of 
the grey palette of the heart of the city, towering pillars of steel and glass turning into 
more colorful, vibrant reds and browns of houses and the streets themselves became 
spotted with trees and flowers, as if nature had began a campaign of reclamation for the 
land taken from it. The scent on the wind became stronger, the rich sweetness of 
flowering life now greeting the man’s nose. As he moved deeper into the outskirts of the 
city the rumbling of vehicles and the meaningless murmur of the crowds began to be 
replaced by the harmonious songs of birds and the rustling of tree branches and growth. 
These sights and smells brought the man back to his youth and this idyllic suburb made 
him feel uniquely comforted. 
 
Presently he came to a stop before a simple unordained sign, dumped unceremoniously 
upon a short, iron fence : “Park”. No elucidation or further elaboration was needed. The 
man was in no doubt that he had reached his destination. Though he could see a 
glimmer of the park through the railing and the scent had been growing ever stronger as 
he had approached, he was still not prepared for the wash of sensation that assailed 
him as he stepped through the un-ornate gateway. 
 
The land blossomed with color and with life. The grass was a brilliant green carpet, the 
morning dew scintillating like stars in the low sun, making the scene appear to be awash 
with silver light. A lazy breeze stirred the blades heads of the grass and they shifted 
rhythmically, like grand green ripples upon a lake’s surface. His gaze went next to the 
great oaks maintaining a perimeter around this hidden enclave of nature. Their great 
arms hung heavy with the weight of hundreds of brilliant jade leaves, each in turn 
sloped downwards in an effort to relieve themselves of the last of the morning’s vapor. 
They cast the edges of the park in a deep impenetrable cloak of shadow, further 
amplifying the surreality of the scene. Brilliant reds of poppies and a myriad of other 
wildlife poked through the blanket of grass, shining like uncut gemstones in the light. 
 
It was the scent that the man noticed next. He breathed in the unmistakable earthen 
scent of wet soil and the rich perfume of the poppy. The air was heavy with the sweet 
and addictive aromas of nature. The silence was absolute. Eve the songbirds had fallen 
silent as if in reverence of the majesty they bore witness to. Gone was the beat of the 
city’s heart and in its place was peace; tranquility. 
 



Surrounded by the embrace of nature the man felt satisfied at last. The stresses of the 
urban world were carried away on the back of that great green wave and the welcoming 
aroma soothed his being. A great peace came over him and the man remained rooted 
to the spot, enthralled by his surroundings and he stood there for a time; content. 


