


Whoa! Kids 
running 

toward me 
already! I 

barely woke 
up!

Play never 
waits, young 

one.

I can feel footsteps—stones, 
sand, bricks vibrating! Another 

busy day.

It’s good. 
That means 
the space is 

working… and 
our recycled 
bodies are, 

too.
Morning light 

spreads across 
the park. The 

objects slowly 
wake as people 
start entering.



Funny how people 
sit on me without 

knowing I’m recycled 
concrete.

Hey, I am here too

 Hey, I’m 
recycled 
precast 

concrete 
and tiles! 

Kids 
basically 
play on 

upcycled 
waste.  Rubber mulch 

under me used 
to be tyres too. 
Safe for elders, 

safe for the 
planet.

Recycled MS rods here. 
Strong, efficient, low-carbon.

 I do the heavy logic.

 And I was 
rubble once. 

Now I’m a 
peaceful 
garden.



“HOW WE 
AFFECT THE 

PARK”

 I bring the energy! My recycled 
precast concrete save material and 

give soft landings.

 My slope seating keeps 
families together.

 Shade + breeze = natural 
welcoming.

sightlines 
are open 
so no one 
feels lost.

 My textures guide movement.
wooden log say “walk,” sand says 

“slow,” bricks say “turn.”



 Access 
matters 

too.
 I’m low, 
curved, 

universal—
everyone 
rests here.

 And I 
connect 

the whole 
park.

 No one 
gets lost 

when 
pathways 

speak 
through 
texture.

 Clarity 
matters. 
My lines 

guide 
people, 
prevent 

confusion, 
prevent 

accidents.

“Enough, my 
friends.”

 I’m all about 
safety nonslip 
handles, shock 

asorbing flooring.
 Seniors trust this 

space.

“We were all created from recycled materials for one purpose—to make this park sustainable, welcoming, safe, 
clear, and accessible.”

“Look at the people 
around you. The chil-
dren running down 

the slide… 
The elders stretching 

at the gym… 
Families resting under 

the banyan tree… 
Visitors touching the 

sensory path… 
And those seeking 

quiet in the rock gar-
den.”



 Without 
structure, 

design 
collapses.

 “Our recycled bodies create a sustainable park— welcoming, safe, 
clear, and accessible for everyone.”

 Clarity 
matters. My 
lines guide 

people, 
prevent 

confusion, 
prevent 

accidents.

banyan tree 
with slope 

seating
 Without 

comfort and 
shade, fun 

won’t last long.

Without 
welcoming 
space, no 
one stays.

Without 
clarity, 
no one 
moves 
safely.

Without 
access, 
no one 

can 
use the 
space 

equally.

Without 
calm zones, 

the park 
exhausts 
people.

 Looks 
like… all 

of us 
matter.






















