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      Today was an ordinary day.  Waking up by a bundle of sunshine passed through the curtain, I 

felt like I was bathing in the warm and shimmering light. I slowly opened my eyelids and took a 

big yawn. As I peered through the curtain, I noticed that it was a perfect day to go to the. Being 

pushed by an intangible force, I decided to have a walk in the park. The old trees bordering the 

fields acted like guards, muffling the sound of the busy city around them and creating a peaceful 

haven for the creatures and humans that wandered in. Away from my worn-out, pungent-

smelling apartment, I discovered a whole new world. Having an early walk in the park could 

always refresh my mind. The first beam of sun light flashed across the sky. Meanwhile, the sky 

quickly turned into light orange. The grassland looked like a green ocean. I could feel the 

softness of it like touching a blanket. I closed my eyes and took a long, deep breath. Fresh air 

tasted like mint went into my nose and filled my lungs. People called trees not only the residents, 

but also the guardians of park. The autumn turned some of the leaves into the color of dusk. 

While looking at the branches, I noticed a leaf falls in front of me like a flying butterfly. When it 

stopped, it died. No matter how hard it struggled, it still couldn’t escape the inevitable, just like 

human. Fallen leaves piled up under trees. They formed various patterns like the mysterious 

pictures we saw in dreams. Mother Nature showed her masterpieces to us. Human might treat 

withered leaves as litter but for trees, they treasured them as invaluable since fallen leaves 

supplied the indispensable nutrients.  



      The trail brought me to a harmonious resting place. Alongside the tortuous trail, the moon 

tower suddenly snubbed out. Glancing at the sky, the sun has already risen. An empty, wooden 

bench came into sight. Opposite to the empty bench, an old couple sat on another bench. The 

gentleman wore a milky white jacket and sky blue trousers with two black stripes on both sides. 

He had tanned skin and white hair like the snow in December and a golden retriever to his left. I 

saw a glow on his face, wrinkled by a life time of suffering, which inspired one with a feeling of 

unshakable optimism. The old lady dressed in the same way of her husband. Not a single word   

was spitted from their mouth, but they both wore smiles like the new moon.  

     Beyond the rest area I found a fountain, the ripple of water and the song of birds formed a 

peaceful symphony in the park. Several birds flew through the branches of trees. Jets of water 

danced gracefully in the fountain and added vitality to this tiny world. Appreciating little things 

in daily life could always let us reflect ourselves. I run, sweat, and breathe in the fresh air. I can 

hear my heart pound and pound as I run around and in Zilker park. I’m progressing my pace but 

then I am interrupted by small creatures. “Bark Bark” I hear from a creature who want to be pet 

and loved.  

   So many activities here to entertain anyone or animal for a whole day. I lose track of time and 

easily spent a half-day exploring the area. Hiking, running and bike riding trails are scenic and 

mostly flat. I watch as dogs walk their humans and the relationship they share is pure love. It is 

the love you can see and experience from a far. It is that love that fills the park with joy and 

peace. Thousands of memories are formed in this park and told to others everyday. The park 

witness’s growth from a child to an adolescent. All of these evoked my childhood memories in 

this park, which was full of laughter and joy. The park is a dog and humans favorite place to go 

for amusement. When we felt exhausted after playing for so long, we used to lie down on the 



ground for a nap or share our snacks together. I can hear all the sounds that go around me but at 

the same time, the silence still speaks to me. I close my eyes for a minute and take it all in and 

the laughter of children and barks of a dog pulled me back to the reality. My ordinary day turned 

into an extraordinary day. 

   

 


