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In contemporary Europe, around 70% of the population lives in urban areas, clearly indicating that the city is no longer an exception but the primary environment in which everyday life unfolds. Young people aged 15 to 29 make up approximately 16.3% of the total population of the European Union, and the majority of them are concentrated in cities. In practical terms, this means that most children today grow up in urban environments, surrounded by infrastructure, traffic, and overcrowding, all of which shape their understanding of the world from an early age.

Such an environment brings serious social and economic challenges. In recent years, around 10% of young people in Europe have been unemployed, while nearly 25% are at risk of poverty or social exclusion. In urban settings, these figures take on a concrete form through overcrowded neighborhoods, limited access to quality education, sports, and culture, as well as pronounced segregation between wealthier and poorer parts of the city. Although the city is full of opportunities, it does not distribute them equally.

Beyond material conditions, mental health has become an increasingly significant issue among young people. Estimates suggest that nearly one in two young individuals in Europe faces some form of psychological or emotional difficulty. The reasons are complex: constant pressure from education and the labor market, competition, uncertainty, and a sense of isolation that can arise even in densely populated environments. The city creates the illusion of community, but it does not guarantee closeness or understanding.

At the same time, the way young people use urban space is changing significantly. Research conducted in European cities such as Vienna, Milan, and Helsinki shows that public spaces still play a key role in shaping youth identity, but their use is evolving. Young people are spending less time in large groups on the streets, and their interaction with the city is becoming increasingly individual. The city is no longer just a place of gathering, but also a space to pass through, observe, and use in a personal way. Although urban environments offer greater opportunities for education, employment, and cultural development, they also deepen social inequalities among young people. Inequality becomes more visible and spatially defined, leading in some cities to clear segregation based on economic status and origin. As a result, parallel worlds emerge within the same city—those where opportunities are accessible and those where they are limited or entirely out of reach. For this reason, conclusions about children and teenagers in urban environments are often drawn by combining different data sets, since statistics rarely isolate this group specifically. Most often, they refer to the broader category of young people aged 15 to 29 or to the general population. Nevertheless, the trend is clear: childhood and youth in Europe today are largely shaped by urban space. Within this space, between statistics and everyday life, a generation is forming—one that grows up in the city not only as a place, but as a system that determines the rhythm, opportunities, and limits of their lives. According to estimates by the United Nations, more than half of the world’s population now lives in urban areas, and this percentage continues to rise. This means that millions of children are growing up surrounded by concrete, noise, pollution, and a fast-paced lifestyle that often leaves little room for healthy development. While exact figures vary depending on the source and year, the trend is clear: the city is becoming the primary setting for growing up. In such an environment, childhood takes on a completely new dimension. Space for play becomes a luxury, and nature becomes unfamiliar. Freedom of movement is replaced by rules, traffic, and new forms of danger. The challenges faced by children in urban environments are not always immediately visible. They are not only physical—such as polluted air, lack of green spaces, or overcrowding—but also psychological and social pressures. The city becomes a place of isolation despite the presence of many people. A lack of community emerges: the feeling of being surrounded by crowds, yet truly alone. The city offers opportunities, but it does not distribute them equally. Some children have access to education, art, and safe spaces. Others grow up on the margins, where walls are closer than opportunities. Where systems fail to reach, a need for expression emerges—raw, immediate, and often misunderstood. Graffiti arise precisely in such places. They are not merely paint on a wall. They are a reaction. A trace of existence. A cry that tries to say: “I am here.”

When a child has no space to express themselves, they find one. When they have no audience, they create their own. The wall becomes a witness, and the city walls become a canvas. For some people, graffiti are vandalism. For others, they are art. But for the children who create them, they are often something else—a way to survive in a society imposed upon them.

This book is dedicated to those children.
Children who grow up without the right to choose.
Children who learn the laws of the street before they learn to understand themselves.
Children who find colors where others see only gray. Their lives are not always “inhumane” in a literal sense, but they are often deprived of what makes childhood complete: space, time, attention, and opportunity. That is precisely why their marks on walls are not random. They are proof that the need for expression does not disappear—even under harsh conditions. Perhaps we cannot stop the growth of urban environments and megacities. Perhaps we cannot change all the conditions in which children grow up. But we can try to see them. To understand their needs. Not to erase the colors they leave behind, but to read their meaning. Because every graffiti is a thought—an expression of identity. Every color is a response to a world that never asked them anything.
And if we look closely, we may come to understand that the city should not be merely an urban environment in which children grow up, but a place worthy of living—a space that shapes them into individuals who have the right to a voice, to space, and to their own identity.
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This is a part of the city that does not try to please anyone. Everyone has heard of it, even if they have never set foot there, and they know it by one unforgettable name—Tokyo. Tokyo, because it is loud, overcrowded, and geometrically designed with the hope that everyone within it will find their place. With its tall residential towers, this neighborhood is urban and feels somewhat futuristic.

Tokyo is the complete opposite of the countryside, of green nature, of everything that fulfills the human soul. Above all, it is a place where people who longed to live in a big city found their corner—and in doing so, lost a part of themselves. 

Yet that corner, from the very first moment, was a place of grayness and hopelessness, a place on the other side of the rainbow, a place that leaves one yearning for a life in nature miles away.

Despite this, the neighborhood is full of people determined to turn what they call their home into a place worthy of living. Among them are the kids from Block 16.

The high-rise buildings stand one after another like tall, lifeless boxes. Their height and the distance between them seem to emphasize the almost empty space that lies in between. Although they appear soulless and abandoned from the outside, life inside them boils—evidenced by curtains that occasionally flutter or lights that flicker on. That seemingly endless space between the buildings appears even larger when one stands between them and observes. It is nothing but desolation and emptiness, a void in which there is almost nothing. The walkway, if it can even be called that, stretches like an endless strip of concrete, cracked by winter ice and summer heat. 

There is nowhere to find shade where a person could stand for more than a minute, despite the tall birch and hackberry trees. These tall trees are more witnesses of time, a failed reflection of goodwill to soften this faceless place, than spaces where one could hide from the heat. Their crowns are thin, almost transparent, as if they too refuse to remain here.

The sun has long since scorched the grass, giving it the color of dust and leaving it stiff and lifeless. Yellow and unkempt, the wind—having nothing here to hold it—occasionally tries to breathe life into it. But in vain. There is nothing it can move except discarded papers and plastic bags that cling to the edges of the path and the wire fence of the basketball court. The fountain in the center of the walkway looks more like a relic than a place of rest. Its water is green, stagnant, and devoid of any sign of life. No one approaches it anymore except pigeons, for whom it is the only source of water. The only sounds come from the basketball court, surrounded by a tall wire fence. 

The backboard is covered in graffiti and stickers, the red rim slightly bent, and the net long since worn out, with only ragged threads hanging from it. And yet, it seems the children from the neighborhood no longer notice. On the contrary, this is a place of their joy—they run across the red surface, bouncing the ball against it.

This is where all the children prefer to come after school—not because it is beautiful, but because they have nothing better. Not only those who enjoy basketball gather here, but also onlookers hoping to spend some of their free time. Perhaps the fast and energetic movements of the players, and the noise they create, briefly distract them from the monotony and grayness.

Here, everyone’s faces are serious—even when they laugh. And the laughter is brief, quickly turning into thoughtfulness and restlessness. Sometimes arguments can be heard, tense and heated, but they too quickly fade away. Life and human passions here have taken on an entirely new dimension—urban and cosmopolitan.
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On the benches sit older women and men, hunched and quiet. Their gazes are long and slow, as if measuring the passing of time. Some watch the children, searching for a spark of life in them, while others stare into emptiness. Conversations are short, more habit than necessity. Their hands rest in their laps or lean on walking sticks. Around them grow rose bushes that bloom despite the sterile environment—roses that seem like an optical illusion in this entire space.

People passing by greet them briefly. They walk quickly, shoulders lowered, as if carrying an invisible burden. There are few smiles or words, only short nods if someone recognizes another—which is rare. Most people do not even know all the residents within the same tower. While in a village everyone knows everyone, here, in a single building, many do not know who lives in the apartment next to theirs. Even though everyone swears it will not be like that when they move in, from the very first moment it becomes natural—a part of that strange urban life where alienation is expected.

Children, the elderly, and passersby all share the same air, that same faceless world in which everyone seems trapped. Especially in this neighborhood, which offers no beauty—only existence. And perhaps that is exactly why it feels surreal, cold, and somewhat harsh.

This is one of many blocks in the neighborhood called Tokyo—a place everyone knows by name: Block 16.

In front of one of the many buildings in Block 16, the one marked with the number 66, an older man kneels beside an open manhole. At first glance, he looks as though he has spent his entire life in these corridors, among faceless walls that have, over time, shaped the expression on his face. This gentle and always accommodating man was known to everyone by the name Markus.

He was the caretaker, responsible for all repairs, order, and discipline in the building numbered 66. He had spent countless years in that building and in the workshop on the ground floor, and it seemed as though he had become part of the building itself. 

His face was wrinkled, cracked like old concrete. The lines were not fine but deep, carved like fractures formed over years of pressure.

His eyes, hidden behind thick glasses, were heavy and tired, as if always seeing something others did not notice. His nose was reddish, his skin rough and weathered, worn down by time and the poor air of that same space. His mouth was constantly pressed shut, as if he had lost the habit of smiling—perhaps taught by the harsh environment long ago. He wore thin gray mustaches, somewhat unkempt—not because he did not care, but because he no longer had the strength for small things. His hair peeked out from under his cap, sparse and disheveled, white like the dust that settled across the floors of the endless, dim corridors of the building. The cap he never removed had become part of his uniform, part of an identity he had carried for decades.

As still as he appeared, his hands were lively and in constant motion—hardened, thickened, full of scratches and small scars, both fresh and long healed. The skin on them seemed tough, as if accustomed to constantly touching rough surfaces. His nails were short, darkened, and untidy—not from neglect, but from relentless work. He walked slightly hunched, like someone bent over time by life. Yet he did not seem fragile, but rather like a worn-out machine that still functions because it is expected to.

As he knelt over the manhole, he muttered curses under his breath, pulling out numerous rags from the dirty, foul-smelling water. His uniform was stained but not neglected, faded in places. Tools hung from the belt around his waist—tools without which he never went anywhere.

His entire presence carried a rough scent of reality. There was no romance or nostalgia in it—only the fact that he had been there for a long, too long time. He was a man who, after so many years of service, knew every sound of the building, every pipe’s whisper, every problem before it even occurred. He seemed like someone who never left. As if he belonged to that space more than anyone else.

“Markus, hold on! Just a little more and it’s done!” he muttered quietly to himself.

At that very moment, he managed to pull someone’s shirt out of the sewer with a thicker stick. Thick, yellowish-green water dripped from it, spreading a terrible stench. While everyone avoided the area in a wide circle, it seemed not to bother Markus. Perhaps he had grown used to it over time, his senses dulled.

A woman passed by and greeted him cheerfully: “Good morning, Markus! How are you? Counting down the days to retirement?” she asked, then remained standing, waiting for his reply.

He raised his head, his eyes briefly lighting up.
“Good morning, Marija!”
She was a resident from the third floor, herself long retired.

“Oh, I’m not counting anymore. Tomorrow is my last day!”

“What a shame! I’m sure many of us, including me, will regret your departure. There’s nothing your hands couldn’t fix. 
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Have you heard—have they found your replacement? Though I’m certain he won’t even be half as good as you. Today’s youth aren’t capable of even a fraction of what our generations could do,” the woman continued chatting.

Markus slowly stood up and wiped the sweat from his forehead. For a moment, he glanced at the scorched sky, then turned back to her.

“No one’s told me anything yet. I have no idea. I just hope that if they do find someone, they’ll send a person with strong nerves and endurance. After all these years, I have to admit—you need nerves like a horse to endure all this. It’s a wonder I even  lived to see retirement,” he said, his expression briefly darkening.

The woman shrugged.
“Oh, Markus, don’t take it to heart. After all, it’s all behind you now. Relax and enjoy your well-earned retirement. I wish you all the happiness in the world,” she said, then slowly walked away, carrying a shopping bag in each hand, filled with greens from the nearby market.
Meanwhile, seven children were outside in front of the building, under the blazing sun. Sara, Marko, Nina, and Lana were sitting on an old bench, already worn and covered with carved words and names. Stefan and Nikola sat on the grass, while Aleks circled around them on his skateboard. Marko’s BMX lay on the dry grass behind the bench—he almost never went anywhere without it. All of them were staring at the truck parked in front of the neighboring building.

“Who’s moving out?” Nikola asked, not letting the basketball slip from his hands.

“As far as I know, the Novak family is moving. They bought a house in a nicer part of the city. I heard it’s a small villa surrounded by greenery, near a lake,” Lana replied, without taking her eyes off the truck.

“Yeah, anyone who can gets out of here,” added Sara, the redhead.

At that moment, they all watched sadly as workers loaded furniture into the truck. 

Not only that—the faces of the family, who were helping with the move, radiated happiness. Every one of the children watched them with a certain mixture of envy and longing. But it was not the kind of envy that wished them ill—quite the opposite. It was the kind of envy where they wanted the same for themselves.

Even though they had grown up here and knew no other life, each of them dreamed of living in nature rather than being surrounded by gray concrete. They longed to play outside in real greenery and constantly talked about vacations by the sea, in the countryside, or in the mountains. No matter how much Block 16 was their home, they had always felt that something was missing. And how could it not be? The view around them was proof of everything that pressed down on them—nothing but grayness, concrete, and endless buildings as far as the eye could see.

“I’d move with them in a second,” Marko said quietly.

“Me too,” Stefan admitted, letting out a deep sigh.

“If only they had planted at least some trees that actually give shade,” Nina added bitterly.

At those words, they all looked at the hackberry trees in the distance. That was their neighborhood—trees that were there, yet useless, just like everything else the city had built or planted here. The entire landscape looked as if it belonged to another planet, not to Earth, a place known for its beauty and breathtaking nature. It felt as though even God had abandoned this place, giving up on it entirely.

The silence was broken by Aleks’ voice.
“It’s not like I wouldn’t want that too, but what would happen to us then? We’d never hang out again—not to mention we’d probably never even see each other. Maybe we should look at things from the better side. We have each other here, and that’s something, right? If we didn’t get lucky enough to live in some suburban house, then this is still okay... isn’t it?”
He looked at their faces, searching for an answer.

“Yeah, like you said—it’s okay,” Lana replied.

“Just okay? What do you mean by that?” Aleks asked, slightly irritated.

She wrinkled her nose and shrugged.
“Well... I mean it’s acceptable if it can’t be better. It’s not great, but it works.”
“That’s right! Who knows if we’d find friends like this somewhere else? Maybe we’d have a nice house and a garden—but maybe not friends like this,” Nina added.

They all agreed, feeling a certain relief. Their small group was the best excuse for the place they lived in.

After all, every one of them—not only living in the same building—were graffiti artists. A group they called CBS, short for Can’t Be Stopped. It was a reflection of their souls, a cry meant above all to convince themselves that nothing could stop them—that they would live their lives the way they wanted, not the way they were forced to. Their message was clear. Their graffiti were expressions of their thoughts and desires—their will that nothing could suppress. 
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That was why their logo had, over time, become their signature. There was no one in Block 16—or even in all of Tokyo—who didn’t know about them. And even if they didn’t, their graffiti could not be overlooked: on walls, pillars, walkways, benches—anything that could hold paint. All of them were skilled at drawing. While most people saw it as vandalism and disrespect for property, for them it was creativity—and above all, a cry for what they were missing in that gray world. After all, they were just children—teenagers, fourteen-year-olds—who wanted more from life than what they had been given.

While they were distracted by the moving truck, Markus had finally finished dealing with the clogged sewage that had been causing problems in the entire building for days. But he had long since gotten used to people throwing everything imaginable down the drains, despite the notices and posters hanging right at the entrance. As soon as he turned toward them, he noticed the wall covered in graffiti—even though he had repainted it just the day before. 

He let out a deep sigh and headed inside his workshop. Not long after, he returned with a bucket of gray paint and a roller on a long handle. As he passed by the group of children, he tried not to say anything. But as soon as they noticed him, they began shouting after him in protest.

“Oh, come on! You’re not going to paint over our drawings again, are you? You could at least leave them now. Besides, tomorrow’s your last working day! Once you leave, no one will be there to cover them anymore. It’s pointless!” Aleks called out.

Markus froze, then turned around.
“Tomorrow is tomorrow, and today is today. I’m still on duty. You’ll have to wait until I’m gone. Until then, my rules still apply. I won’t let my boss criticize me on my last day for not maintaining the building the way I’m supposed to. You could learn something about rules yourselves—it wouldn’t hurt you. Don’t get your hopes up too early that this place will be left without supervision. Someone else might come. Someone who won’t be as patient with you.”
“As if anyone even wants your job! There are plenty of better ones!” Stefan shot back.

At those words, the old caretaker went pale, waved his hand dismissively, and continued toward the graffitied wall. When he reached it, he set the heavy bucket down on the cracked concrete, where weeds and dandelions pushed through. With his right hand, he grabbed the brim of his cap, scratched his sweaty head, and sighed deeply.

It wasn’t even noon yet, and the temperature had already climbed past thirty degrees. Still, he comforted himself with the thought that he would somehow endure these last two days.

He slowly opened the lid, placed it on the dusty ground, and dipped the roller into the thick gray paint.

“Ugh, he’s so touchy... I really tried to make those flowers look nice,” Sara complained.

“Why are you upset? Starting tomorrow, we’ll draw as much as we want, and no one will be there to ruin it,” Marko reassured her.

His messy hair, streaked with blue and red, gave him a kind of chaotic energy. He always wore a confident, playful smile—slightly wild, slightly carefree. Even in the heat, he wore a red hoodie, torn jeans, and sneakers that had crossed these dusty paths countless times. He was a typical representative of Generation Alpha—children who had grown up digital, used to speed, multitasking, and impatience. Creative, confident, and rarely asking for permission. A generation that felt equal to adults in every way, one that had forgotten the forms of respect that had once been taken for granted.

Sara sat quietly. She was one of those stubborn people who didn’t need to raise their voice to be noticed. Her red hair, tied in a high ponytail, gave her energy and liveliness, even though her expression was serious, almost thoughtful—as if she were constantly analyzing something. Her large green eyes stared straight ahead, with a mix of challenge and curiosity. She dressed in a blend of childish and urban style—a red hoodie, ripped shorts, and flower tattoos from chewing gum wrappers. She seemed to stand somewhere between play and growing up. Almost always, she had gum in her mouth, blowing bubbles like a small shield—a sign of calm detachment and mild indifference to others’ opinions. At first glance, she seemed quiet, but she carried within her a strong character that did not yield easily and knew exactly where it belonged.

None of them took their eyes off the old caretaker as he slowly painted over their creations.

“It doesn’t matter. At least we’ll have a clean surface for new drawings,” Nikola whispered so Markus wouldn’t hear.

At that, cheers and clapping broke out. Laughter briefly echoed through the burning concrete emptiness, breaking the endless silence.

Markus paused for a moment, glanced back at them with an empty look, then shrugged and continued his work, quietly muttering to himself.
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Although it was still fairly early, everyone could tell at once that this would be yet another brutally hot day. It seemed that only Markus, the old caretaker of the building, did not mind. Knowing that today he only had to work until noon, he busied himself putting things where he thought they belonged, where the new caretaker would easily find them—if anyone crazy enough to come here even applied for the job.

“I can’t believe this day has finally come! Pah, what a lucky man I am! If someone had told me I’d live to see retirement!” he muttered into his beard as he sorted through a few old buckets.

A woman passed by with her three children and greeted him kindly.

“Good morning, Markus! Your last day and still working so hard? Why don’t you get some rest? You’ve earned it.”
“Ah, I’ll sing my way through this little bit that’s left. And after that, I’ll rest as much as I please!” he replied with a smile.

“And where will you go
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