When I was young I lived in a city
that was mean and hard and ugly.

Its streets were dry as dust,

= cracked by heat and cold,
%‘5“ and never blessed with rain.
v: . A gritty, yellow wind blew constantly,
scratching round the buildings
o
like a hungry dog.
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)eople had grown as mean and hard and ugly as their city, ‘ Ilived by stealing from those who had almost as little as I did.

Nothing grew. Everything was broken. No one ever smiled. and I was mean and hard and ugly too. My heart was as shrivelled as the dead trees in the park.

‘What did she mean? I didn’t know ox care,

sfthe food and money in her bag.
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by train tracks, tramlines and traffic lights,
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inabandoned parks
and gardens laced with broken glass,
behind factories and shopping malls,

@ at bus stops, cafés, blocks of flats.

1 pushed aside the mean and hard and ugly

and I planted, planted, planted.
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then everywhere.

People came onto the streets to see.

They touched the leaves in wonder,

TREES!

First here
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and they smiled.

They took tea together
and there,

by the tiny trees.

They talked and laughed ...
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and pretty soon they were planting too. Trees and flowers, §  fruit and vegetables, in parks and gardens, on balconies and rooftops




Green spread through the city like a song,

breathing to the sky, drawing down the rain like a blessing.




And last night, in a lonely alley,

a young thief fought me for my sack of acorns.
I smiled and made the old bargain,
knowing how a heart can change,

knowing that my planting will go on...

and another.




