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It is Monday the 27th of February. A sunny but at the same time a windy day. There are just a 

few clouds in the sky. Perfect day for our planned walk. Where to start from, what things am I 

looking for, what is worth paying attention to?  

 

Let it go as it is. I will be looking at everything trying to spot anything that will catch my eye. 

My camera has a full battery ready to take as many photographs as needed of anything curious 

happening around me. It is hanging around my neck. My sketchbook and sharpened pencils are 

ready to sketch anything that will seem interesting, and that is why I will always be carrying 

them in my hands. Okay, let it begin.  

 

9 am. I am starting my route at Canal Street. It is crowded. People are running back and forward; 

cars are beeping so loudly that I can hardly hear anything else. Traffic is terrible, drivers are 

swearing at each other, surprisingly avoiding accidents. I see intense faces of people passing by. 

Each of them has his or her own story, each of them is in a hurry. How curious it would be to 

know where each of them is going to. One of the passerby with a long-edged black hat in a dark 

coat and a Starbucks coffee in his hands with a huge bag across his shoulder notices my camera 

lens pointing at him. He looks at me in an angry manner but does not waste his time to yell at 

me. I capture this chaos with my camera. I feel like I want to escape from this narrow crowded 

street.  



 

Turning right I am in the China Town. With the same feeling of rush, people are trying to make 

their way through the crowd. I can feel a strong smell of seafood. There is all kind of it on the 

tightly packed shelves to my left: octopus, mussels, oysters, trout, dorado, salmon and other 

kinds of seafood that I see for the first time. The smell is so strong that I can hardly stand it. Now 

I'm passing by a store of fruits and vegetables that are put on the counters outside of it attracting 

the passerby by their bright colors. A car parked nearby is being unloaded by two porters that 

carry boxes full of exotic fruits one after another. A Chinese dressed in an official gray suit with 

a yellow jacket on top of it comes out of an entrance. I take a photograph of him trying not to 

make it too obvious. Chinese writing, stores, pharmacies, people; am I in one of the residential 

parts of the Chinese city? I check if I am going to the right direction. Yes, I am moving towards 

the Williamsburg Bridge.  

 

I am trying to pick something remarkable around me. Landscapes of the neighborhoods start to 

change and instead of crowded and noisy streets of “China” I am now in a quieter residential part 

of the town. There is a kindergarten located to my right. I see a lot of parents in front of it 

standing with their children. Their high-pitched voices drown out noise from neighboring streets. 

I hear a scratching sound of plastic on the asphalt. These are two young skateboarders 

performing various tricks moving down the curb of the stairs. Click; the moment is captured.  

 

I am here, looking for a pedestrian part of the Williamsburg Bridge. Following the signs, I am 

trying to cross the busy road safely. Surprisingly I see a lot of Jewish people. They look 

identical. They wear their traditional clothes. These characters might be a nice addition to my set 



of photographs. Coming closer and crossing the road I step on a pedestrian line and go up the 

small hill trying not to touch a passing by bicyclist, who I managed to see in the last minute. A 

few people wearing a sports kit are jugging. So many sporty people out here. The busy and noisy 

road is on the left-hand side. I go up higher and higher and the noise of the road gets quite as the 

pedestrian line is underneath it. I look on the right and I hold my breath. There is an incredible 

view of the city. I can see the Manhattan bridge looking as a ghost in the sunlight as well as the 

picks of skyscrapers of Financial District reflecting bright rays of the sun. It is worth sketching. I 

spend five minutes picturing this incredible landscape. One of the passers-by took a glance at my 

sketchbook and commented it. I continue my route. Coming to the end of the bridge I am on the 

Brooklyn side of New York City. I am going down the stairs to step on the road and come to the 

point where we agreed to meet with my partner.  

 

I go along East River. It looks like a completely different world. It is quiet, with small residential 

buildings. From this side of the city, New York looks even more magnificent, like from those old 

photographs or movies. There a lot of people taking photographs of the Manhattan part. I can say 

that some of them are tourists by the way they curiously look around. My partner, Anastasia, sits 

on a bench by the very edge of a seafront facing the majestic part of Manhattan where the tops of 

skyscrapers are lost in the fog and bright sunlight. 

 

 

	

	

	



	


