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What is Utopia? It is a question that will be answered differently by each person you  
ask. 

The original meaning in Greek for Utopia is a place that doesn’t exist.  It is an 
unreachable destination that is idealised by societies as a goal to be aspired by.  The 

literal translation in Greek is “non-place”; this is because a perfect haven like Utopia is 
unreachable.  For the Russian constructivists, Utopia was the foundation upon which the 
ideology of the movement was born; it was the reason why their creativity was driven.  

 
 

4.3 Km is the distance between you and Utopia Junction.  It’s so close that you can sense 
it.  You get on the train. The door closes and you sit down. Utopia is bliss.  It comes from 
hard work and determination. The train moves along, stopping at every stop but not 
getting nearer. It’s a destination that’s so close but so far, you can brush it with the top of 
your fingertips but not reach hold. But it’s worth it, you stay on the train hoping and 
praying that you’ll get to Utopia and with hard work one day you will. In our lives 
everyone tries to get on the train, you’re lucky that you have a seat. You’re on the right 
track. You only got the ticket to Utopia Junction because you fought for your dreams.   
 
She waits at the ticket office. Blank faces all around shake their heads.  The breeze of the 
underground pulls her forward.  The queue of people pushes her back. They rush through 
to the platform while others are sent away back to monotonous life, giving up on their 
dreams without their tickets.   She inches forward slowly in the line, step by step, 
thinking of her Utopia, a better life that’s waiting for her at the end of the journey. The 
girl believed in her heart that she would get a ticket; there was no possibility in her mind 
she wouldn’t get one. She imagined her new life full of happiness, love and security at the 
other side of the track.  Hands push the girl out of the line, in a second she was at the 
back of the queue again. The hustle of people around her huddle together all focused on 
getting through and getting the tickets that they feel that they deserve. They are reckless. 
All fighting for what they believe that they have earned.  The girl persevered, staying 
strong in the queue. A little boy a few lines in front was pushed over too strong. She ran 
to his side and comforted him. 
She was the only one who helped him. Everyone else was ignoring to his cries. The girl 
helped him to his feet and told him:  
“Everything will be okay. I know, it will” 
The little boy looked in her eyes and held her tight.  A glow came from him and a flash of 
light and in his place stood the wind. She was the only one who appeared to of noticed. 
“Thank you for your help” it breathed sending chills down her spine.    
She nodded stepping back. The wind reached forward and grabbed her hand placing a 
silver ticket with name emblazoned in gold: 



 

UTOPIA JUNCTION ONE WAY. 
 
Use it wisely, you’ll only be given one”.  The wind disappeared with these words. 
The girl clutched at the ticket tightly, pride swelling in her heart. She was nearly at her 
new life. She proudly strode to the front of the line, past the clambering crowds who 
moaned at her pace. Hands grabbed out at her but she walked on, knowing she deserved 
it. At the front of the queue, a faceless man took her ticket and ripped it. He let her 
through the gate and she felt relief wash over her. 
The platform was crowded with people, anticipation built up in the air. 
She wait for the train on the station, people around her were excited about the journey, 
because no one knows how it will look like and what is waiting for them on the other 
side of truck.  
The train arrived, people clambered in. It was an old steam train and cloud filled the 
station. She coughed pushed forward and the train packed full. She managed to find a 
booth with two passengers. 
They didn’t stir as she entered. They were breathing but covered in dust, spider webs 
lined there eyelashes.  She curiously stood in front of one of them, an elderly woman 
dressed in an Victorian dress. 
A small smile appeared on the woman’s lips. 
“Only 4.3 miles to go to Utopia Junction”-  she smiled… 
 
 
 
 
 
 


