
South California, 5th September 2007 

 
“There was this unrest I felt every time I looked out of a window and saw a forest or 

mountains, fields, even trees at a particular point. I knew I had to do something about, I 
realised I couldn’t just sit here and let it go over.” 

Diary of Brandon Green 
 
Brandon walked over to the corner shop and entered, the bell rang and he heard a female 
voice: “I will be out in a minute!” Brandon knew what he needed, he headed right for the tins 
and grabbed three, soups. Then he took a pack of rolls. On the way to the counter he 
stopped at the board full of sweets, mainly chocolate. When was the last time he had eaten 
chocolate, Brandon wondered, did he had eaten any since he had decided to leave his 
home. No he thought, I didn’t had the money for it since I decide to leave New York. He 
continued to the counter and paid the woman, cash as always. He had no bank accounts, not 
anymore, no credit cards no phone. He put everything in his backpack and left the store. 
“Have a nice day!”, the woman called after him. “You too,” he answered before the door 
closed behind him. 
As he walked over to the tracks he wondered why he hadn’t been more friendly to her. Ever 
since he had been on the road he had increasingly stopped talking with people. Not entirely 
of course but there had been a time when he had enjoyed socializing, at the beginning of his 
trip into the unknown he had talked with a lot of others who were searching for something, 
just like he did. 
When he arrived at the tracks he sat down and opened the bag, he eat a roll, slowly chewing 
it to mimic to his body that he was eating enough. He had picked a spot from which he could 
see the train from a distance. It would be slow because it was heavily loaded, perfect to hop 
on. But Brandon wasn’t in a hurry he slowly packed the rolls back into the backpack put it on 
and adjusted it. He walked down and waited in a two meter distance to the tracks. Train 
hopping was dangerous, if you couldn’t hold up or jumped in the wrong moment it got ugly, 
he himself had bruises and scars from both, hopping on and off the train. The train came and 
Brandon speeded up he ran along an open wagon and jumped, he grabbed a bar and swung 
himself in the wagon. He robbed into a corner from which he had a good view out of the open 
door. The wide fields of south California were flashing by, it was harvest season and people 
were on all the fields. In the afternoon he saw the first signs for Las Vegas. He didn’t want to 
go into the city; he had left this long behind him. Brandon was more interested in what was 
north of the city, he walked to the door threw out his backpack and followed. He rolled off. 
While he walked back to his backpack he beat the dust out of his clothes. Not that it changed 
a lot, they were old, his trousers had holes, the jacket was slowly falling apart. None of my 
friends would recognise me like this, Brandon thought. He had studied in New York at the 
Law School; his father always wanted his youngest son to get a lawyer. A doctor, an 
architect and a lawyer, Clive Green’s dream hadn’t been fulfilled. Dad always dreamed far 
too high for us, neither Jake nor Victoria ever wanted to study medicine and architecture; 
they only did it for him. I got out of it just fine. 
He lifted the backpack up and followed the street signs. In the evening he arrived at a small 
gathering of houses, he walked past them and into the forest. In the last light of the sun he 
prepared for the night. He didn’t had a tent, the West was hot in the summer. He only lay on 
his sleeping bag not in it, since San Francisco. He sat down and leaned against a tree. The 
sunlight was falling through the trees and Brandon decided to read before the light was gone. 
He took one of the books in his backpack, Leaves of Grass, Walt Whitman.  

 
“Not I, nor anyone else can travel that road for you. 

You must travel it by yourself. 
It is not far. It is within reach. 

Perhaps you have been on it since you were born, and did not know.  
Perhaps it is everywhere - on water and land.”  

 Walt Whitman, Leaves of Grass 



Zion National Park, 20th of September 2007 
 

“It is not the mountain we conquer, but ourselves.” 
Sir Edmund Hillary 

 
It was hot and only in the shadow of the trees, Brandon was able to walk in his usual pace. 
The backpack was heavier. He had worked on a small ranch in St. George and earned 
enough money to buy used climbing equipment, clothes and a tent. From Las Vegas he had 
hitch hiked up into the North.  
Now he was close to the Zion National Park, he had seen signs for North Guardian Angel 
and decided to climb up there.  
This was the idea about following the Call, just going anywhere he felt like it.  
I have entirely lost my mind, Brandon told himself while walking up to the entrance of the 
National Park.  
He paid the fee and got a map to the closest campsite and information about access to North 
Guardian Angel. 
“Good Luck!” the Ranger shouted after him. “Thank you! Have a nice day!” Brandon shouted 
back, and then he turned around and faced the road he was walking up.  
He arrived at the campsite and built up his tent away from everyone else. He explored the 
surroundings and settled at a stream flowing close by the site. He lay down and looked up 
into the sky, while it turned dark. Out here every star was visible, not like in the cities, were it 
was never dark. A whole new universe opened up to Brandon while he was lying there on the 
ground.  
After a few hours he went back to his tent had tea and lay down. In the morning the sun 
woke him up, he hadn’t closed the entrance and the bright sun was blinding his eyes. 
Brandon saw it as a sign, someone, something wanted him to go there, today, now. He left 
the tent and his sleeping bag; he had a feeling like he wouldn’t need it anymore.  
He ate breakfast and put on his new hiking clothes. At the washhouse he filled up his water 
bottles and brushed his teeth.  
Peace had come over him in a way it had never been before. He was close, he felt it. With 
the backpack over his shoulders he started walking.  
Minutes, Hours, days could have passed but Brandon, didn’t care he just walked. Sometimes 
he stopped to drink or eat but apart from this he walked. He arrived at the Trail when the sun 
had completely risen. No one else was on the trail. In the beginning it was only hiking, the 
path wasn’t walked often, sometimes non-existent but not steep. Water was running down in 
small streams from time to time and the sound was calming.  
An eagle was wheeling over the path. 
Brandon got the feeling he was following him, or was he guiding? 
The path slowly changed more stones and steeper slopes. Soon it would be time to climb.  
Brandon took a break at the foot of the steeper part of the way. It was hard for him to hold on 
and sit down, now. If he could he would have run up the mountain this instance. But he 
needed a break; he had to eat and drink and to rest. After 20 minutes, longer he couldn’t wait 
he started to set his equipment. 
Then he started to climb. It wasn’t an extremely hard route, but he was thankful for the 
climbing lessons during his adolescence. 
The eagle was gone and Brandon started to feel lonely. He climbed further and further. Cold 
breezes made him shiver. Was this really the right way to go? 
 
Suddenly Brandon slipped; he fell a few metres and hammered against the stone. For a 
moment he thought the fall would never stop. 
 
Then the rope caught him. For over a minute Brandon didn’t dare to move, he was just 
hanging there, slightly supported by his legs on the wall. Without looking he could tell were 
the bruises were, they hurt extremely.  
But Brandon knew he had to get up there, so he ignored the pain and the blood dripping from 
his elbow.  



Slowly he made up the fall, every move caused him pain.  
Brandon forced himself to climb higher and higher. Hours passed before he reached the top. 
He sat down, his head was throbbing. Brandon touched the back of his head and felt 
something warm. 
There was blood on his hand. He hadn’t even realised that he hit his head, this whole time he 
had been bleeding. 
Brandon stood up and stumbling he walked to the edge of the very top. The valley lay under 
him, trees, and the wilderness. He stepped closer to the edge with insecure steps. 
“It is beautiful” he whispered and made a further step.  
 

“We must not cease from exploration. And the end of all our exploring will be to arrive where 
we began and to know the place for the first time.” 

T. S. Eliot 
 


