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Diary of Walking Along the Reclaimed Green Belt

I spent the entire afternoon walking along the regenerated green belt in the
eastern wasteland. The light-mist barrier projected by the weather towers formed a
transparent dome above me, shielding unstable wind and sand. The air still carried a
faint earthy scent, but compared to decades ago, it was a tremendous improvement.
When I inhaled deeply, a refreshing sensation spread from my lungs—something I

hadn’ t felt in years.

The soil under my feet was artificially reconstructed, yet real life had begun to
take root. Grass species once considered extinct were revived from the genetic
archives and now stretched across the pale-brown ground. I knelt to touch one of the

leaves; its coarse fibers felt warm and real against my fingers. It struck me then
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that humanity wasn’ t “controlling” nature—we were apologizing in the only clumsy

way we knew.

Along the way, I encountered an ecological recorder robot. Its slender metal
limbs shimmered under the sunlight. It paused when it saw me and greeted me with a
simple electronic tone. I’ve never thought of these robots as cold tools; they feel
like a new species quietly documenting the Earth’s breathing patterns. The robot
reported that the soil moisture had increased by eight percent since

yesterday—thanks to three consecutive days of cloud-modulation experiments.

From the midpoint of the belt, the western side revealed the still-untouched
wasteland, a gray landscape like the belly of a sleeping giant. Standing at the
boundary stirred something indescribable in me. That desolate region had once
swallowed countless lives and forced entire cities to migrate. In the old archives,
people spoke of the future with near hopelessness, as if every effort merely delayed

the inevitable.

But now, standing on this newborn green belt with the grass swaying gently
beneath the wind, I realized humanity might not be as fragile as we thought. We
falter, we err, but we still move forward. Technology doesn’ t walk for us—it simply

helps us retrieve the possibilities we once lost.

On my way back, I placed a hand on my chest, listening to my heartbeat blend with
the breeze across the grasses, the emptiness of the wasteland, and the soft clicks of
robotic joints. Together, they formed a strangely comforting rhythm. Maybe the future
isn’ t a destination but a long corridor we walk through—fixing, learning, and

continuing.

And today, I was just one ordinary traveler on that path.
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