
Tuesday 3rd of September 2019 (7:30am) 

 

The train is packed already. No one makes eye contact. The only contact is hand to phone and eyes to 

screen. People on my morning train compute look like zombies, phone zombies. Including me. What 

was this I had become? It feels almost strange to sit here without my phone in hand. Where would I 

look? What if I looked at someone? What if they think I'm being weird? I suppose that would be 

unlikely as they are too busy looking at their screens. Maybe that's why I'm typing this now, in some 

sort of plot to avoid eye contact. I don't like my morning commute. It gives me a sore head and is 

beginning to make me anxious.  

How did I get here back here? I was far from this. I had been somewhere else, somewhere better, 

somewhere deep inside that also happened at the other side of the globe. Maybe this felt so bad 

because I knew there was something else. Sometimes I wonder If I would be better of not knowing.  

I believe the place I dream of wasn't really about the place itself, but the place it took me inside. I 

could breathe there, I was free. I didn't need to avoid eye contact on a packed train. I didn't need to 

aimlessly scroll through Instagram, then jump to Facebook, then Google mailbox. I didn't need to 

clamber my way through advertisements trying to get me to buy stuff.  

“You don't look like this airbrushed model, but you really should you know. SO BUY THIS!”  

I didn't need to clock in and clock out. I didn't need to be stuck in the same room for nine hours each 

day for five days a week. I didn't need to go weeks without seeing a bit of green land.  Shit, I really 

miss nature. I miss the sound of the shimmering trees. I miss the blue haze over the mountains. I miss 

the sea and glittering warm sand beneath my feet. I miss lying contently on a hillside and watching the 

clouds pass by like a theatre show above my head. I miss having time for this. I miss having time for 

life. Busy modern city living was taking its toll, my mind knew it, and my body knew it. Something 

deep inside was resisting this. This was supposed to be progress, this was supposed to be a success. So 

why does it feel so wrong?  

Five years ago, I left the UK and backpacked solo to the pacific coast of South America. This was the 

start of something I can only describe as a shift of my perception. The constraints of my UK 

contemporary life had fallen to the ground, broken into a million tiny little pieces and crumbled into 

dust. The UK didn't exist anymore. Who I had become didn't exist anymore. I was reborn, reshaped, 

awakened into something new. Or maybe it wasn't something new, perhaps it was exactly who I was, 

who I had always been. 

Where would the rising sun take me today? I could climb to the top of a tall mountain. Or perhaps 

meander through a colourful market. Maybe I would volunteer for something meaningful. Or spend 

the afternoon exploring local artwork. I could end the day peacefully watching the sunset over the 

sleepy sand dunes.  

When travelling things were different, people were different. Everyone was the rawest and purest 

versions of themselves. Strangers spoke together deeply and laughed into the night. Flimsy small talk 

didn't exist. The person in the bunk bellow was now a new best friend. We were all out there for the 

same reason. To find a connection that had gotten lost.  

My first solo trip has resulted in many more throughout the years. Every spare penny was saved. 

Unnecessary items were sacrificed. I was continually searching for that freedom to be me again. But 

as with every trip I had to come home, and with every time I came back, the feeling of discontent 

grew stronger.     

I have to go now. The next stop is mine. I will write again tomorrow. 

 


