
Alaska 
Shards of ice clung onto the dilapidated roof of the house, every so often, they would tap 
against each other, a delicate echo rippling through the landscape. Tentatively, I stepped out 
of the house, my eyes still focused on the icicles. If only the wind’s icy breath would stop 
whispering in my ear, maybe I would have the courage to venture out. 
 
I had imagined valleys of glistening pure snow, that awaited me, streams frozen in time as 
the winter pressed pause on their soft waves lapping. I could see the luminous snow tipped 
mountains looming tall and proud over their serene kingdom. Trees that shivered would 
provide warmth for the lone birds that roamed this idyllic landscape and house them when 
the cold became too much to bear. I liked to think of Alaska as a treasured secret; one which 
only I knew about. But the truth was, the Alaska I had imagined, was far from the one I was 
faced with.  
 
When I had first arrived, my daydreams of this life were still very much fresh and vivid in my 
mind. They had not yet become tainted by what my eyes were to see.The first day was still 
very optimistic, I hadn’t yet succumbed to a life lived in a perpetually perfunctory state, I 
moved all my meaningless belongings into the rickety wooden hut and tried to make things 
feel homely, desperate to make this work. Life where I had come from, seemed like a 
parallel universe in comparison to Alaska. Cities full of lights. Streets bursting with people. 
Roads that stretched for miles and above all, noise. How I craved noise! Prior to my arrival 
here, I felt consumed by the commercial life, but now it was all I yearned for. Time moved too 
fast back there, and here it didn’t ever seem to change. 
 
Maybe the problem was me, I thought. Maybe I had asked for too much. After all, how vould 
a product of the city  ever manage to survive in such a desolate, harsh, unforgiving 
landscape. But then I realised it wasn’t me. There was a reason why no one ever stayed in 
Alaska. 
 
I came to realise that Alaska wasn’t a place suitable for anyone. It seemed like there was a 
mystical force that would harass and distress the inhibitor until they left. Alaska wanted to be 
left untouched. My first experience of this was during my first week, when a sudden 
avalanche came crashing down, narrowly missing my little hut. Everything seemed destined 
to remove me from my location. Occasion after occasion the landscape would target me, the 
great forces of nature warning me to leave. I came to the realisation that man could not 
defeat all and sometimes things are better left as they are. I had arrived in Alaska thinking I 
would rule the landscape, it wasn’t long before I realised how insignificant I was.  
 
Forces greater than myself were in control, and this submerged me into disconsolation. I felt 
out of place and above all, scared. If only I could try again and feel at place here. If only. My 
eyes glanced away from the icicles and stared at an approaching mist. Another sign. 
Shaken, I retreated slowly back into my house. Maybe one day, Alaska will accept me and 
the comforting daydream would become a reality. But for now, I slumped into a chair beside 
the window, and watched the mist circulate around my house, once again taking control.  
 


