
A Continent of Home  
 
The smell of ripe mangos and petrified guano is invading the air.  When the wind blows this 
way, I can distinguish some sunscreen being washed by the rain.  The millions of hairs of the 
algae around me makes me feel welcome to the dark endless cold of this water.  I can’t 
distinguish between sound and silence. There’s nothing beneath me.  Dark blue.  Dark red.  Dark 
yellow.  Surrounds me.  The gravity pulls me in and pushes me away.  I know there is no end to 
this pond, there’s not shallow water, but deep to the west, 
 
there is a groundhog rummaging through the grass.  The dog does what he was bred for, the 
product of hundreds of years of human interference, and takes off after it, setting off a cacophony 
of Basset brays and Marmot hissing.  Around them all seems relatively still, but this is only an 
illusion.  Bees are flitting back and forth.  Birds are building.  Flowers release their sickly sweet 
aroma, always the consummate marketing masters of nature.  Everything hums along in the 
spring.  The dog returns, having lost the woodchuck to its warren, and we walk together, 
contributing the crunching of the gravel beneath our feet to the low-grade thrumming of the 
wooded hill.  Just to the west of us, beyond the valley and over the next ridge is 
 
the ravine at the end of my yard where the descent began.  Slowly, the trees staggered down the 
valley until their tips continued the hairless plain they came from. At the base of the valley is the 
river I wasn’t allowed near.  I still have never been in her or on her but I did dip a dry strip in her 
once in high school to test her Ph balance.  Someone built a bridge over her before I was born 
and I used that to leave.  Far to the south 
 
is a field. A long rectangle bordered by spruce and oak, wet in the center.  A season of flowering:  
two apple trees that remember the past, when this clearing was for farming, not viewing.  White 
blossoms in spring scattered in wind, then lupines, pink, purple and white followed by Indian 
paintbrush. then Queen Anne’s lace and the scent of wild carrot.  Milkweed seeds float.  Just past 
the dark spruce, a small dump and the eternal discovery of the treasures of childhood, glass 
bottles, old coins and a few buckets rusting away.  To the west,  
 
is a meadow of wild grasses where I arrive in darkness, crickets chirping a later summer song.  
My footsteps calculate…. Ten steps forward past a large granite boulder, nine more before a 
tired board can greet the familiar smooth trunk of a red maple.  Just north 
 
is the only house with a side yard on the block.  The worn cedar and steel gate to the right looks 
modern from the outside and medieval from the inside.  Eight feet tall and pointy on the top, you 
wouldn’t consider climbing over it from the street.  It hides a narrow passage of that rough 
pebbly concrete that requires very vigorous sweeping.  You get all sweaty and dusty and the sun 
makes these narrow shafts through the gaps between the board, making your frenzied movement 
that much more irrelevant.  Just beyond the gate is 
 
the safety of my small, steel mill town in the rolling hills of Pennsylvania.  The river always 
drew me to its banks.  My grandmother would warn “Watch Out! There’s a river under the river 
and it will suck you under forever,” but somehow that only fueled my imagination and pulled me 
ever closer to its muddy shore.  From the playground, the trail headed northwest towards 



a snow drift.  It stops the car.  We feel protected as we trek through the waist-high snow towards 
the house.  Opening the door, it smells the same as that first cottage opening in May…except 
silent.  The waves along the shore have ceased.  Looking west, across the frozen lake, 
 
there is a narrow wood, small even, the kind of wooded area you enter from a neighborhood 
street.  You know the way in and walk with sue footing over layers of brown needles and packed 
sodden leaves, a cozy wood too sparse and too small to get lost in, but just enough to suggest 
infinitude.  Thin rickety trees with cracked, calloused bark, darkened with damp.  The sound of 
blue jays and crows, a woodpecker, the wind.  Rustling of dried leaves or rasping of branch 
against branch.  And just to the north is 
 
the ground, soft.  Every shade green is visible.  The smell of smoke seeps into both my nose and 
my clothing.  The sound of water puts me to sleep.  Our bodies are overlapping to contain the 
heat.  The sound of a zipper is the signal to a new day, in a place where coffee has never tasted 
so good.  To the north is 
 
Williams boat landing, always empty and full.  It’s empty of people, except one or two, even 
though it’s in the heart of a township.  The people prefer flying around in their ATVs to walking 
the landing to the river.  It’s full of everything else, cycles of bloom and decay acting 
simultaneously, all shades of heat and degrees of color, all fragments of light that react with 
smell and refract in my memory’s eye: inward glowing of blood caused by brushing against 
brambles, mixed with deep red from the blackberry juice in my hand and the heavy scent of 
autumn that rises from the surface of the water straight to my face as it pushes through the sun 
and the forest reflected on the river.  And to the west where its rays disappear 
 
a soft breeze touches me and silently welcomes the ocean.  Soft branches and the mosses dancing 
with the rocks.  Gray, khaki, brown, yellow brown, yellow green to dark green but then, 
ultramarine flowers are drawn into the palette of the nature.  At the end, soft breezes absorbed 
into the wave of the ocean.  Awakened and re-awakened by the treasures of nature, and to the 
north 
 
is Shaughnessey Road, where my neighbor with the angry black dog and eight cats lived on one 
side and on the other, a meadow and a cornfield.  Deer grazed there, and coyotes lived in the 
marsh beyond.  A black bear, too, I think, and it was a road that ran through the domestic and the 
wild.  To the south, 
 
the grass is cool and prickly on my legs, and the sun shines in through a hollow in a bush.  
Enclosed by trees and hidden from sight, I feel warm and safe.  The air is thick and everything 
seems to move in slow motion.  Just behind me are 
 
these trees that would have been saplings when you first arrived here.  Now, they’re a strong 
circle standing guard.  Inside, it’s different.  The air is cooler, cleaner.  The sound of the city 
disappears.  Who were you?  How were you connected?  The names I can find are different from 
each other.  But so much has been washed away.  The center, the key, apparently the most 
important, has decayed the most, leaving nothing but a scab with a marble heart in its center.  



You must have been important to hold such an important spot, but now its stones and moss and 
these sheltering trees.  I think you’d like it this way.  And to the north is 
 
an old schoolhouse.  Some of the children who learned their letters here marched off to the Civil 
War. Some came home.  Some married, raised families, farmed, fished.  Some timbered and built 
whale ships.  One of the ships, the Acushnet, carried young Herman Melville to the Pacific.  
Now it’s just a house, home to us and two cats.  It’s a short walk to the harbor which reaches out 
to the bay and then to the Atlantic.  The harbor goes from rolled steel to hurricane frenzy.  We 
love it in all seasons.  It calls to us and to the spirits of the children who one studied in this place 
we call home.  Just to the south lies 
 
a farm.  Facing the south, the open barn doors receive glorious rays of sun from morning to dusk.  
Fresh cut hay is transformed into perfect rectangles that fit the field stretching to the horizon.  
Flies buzz lazily in the warm late August heat who occasionally skit across my bucket of water.  
Saddles and bridles lay about, waiting to have leather oil worked into them, giving them a new 
luster.  To the east 
 
is a hill. A soft breeze touches my skin.  Looking towards the horizon, I see the many colors of 
the fields.  I taste the sweetness of deep purple grapes on my tongue.  A falcon is circling up high 
in the sky.  The sense of freedom overcomes me.  A moment of peace—until Lilly, my golden 
dog comes rushing out of the vineyards, brushing by my legs, signaling that she wants to 
continue walking.  And just to the east 
 
there is a place between two mountains.  They are sisters.  In the high plateau between them, the 
wind is howling and brutal, the landscape black and white.  How could anything live here?  But 
I’m here.  And when the morning comes, the wind whispers.  The glacial fields glow bright with 
sun, melting into a dozen trickling brooks.  The life floats into them, lining their cold waters with 
a vivid green.  Dots of red and blue.  I come, too, for a much needed drink, crisp and clear.  A 
chipmunk follows me, hopping along the rocks.  Here, in this wilderness, I am not alone.  And 
down the valley to the east 
 
is the farm.  Poison water that we drink anyway, atrazine, tritium, ammonia.  They plague my 
thoughts but do not justify plastic jugs.  Poppies, sugar maples, black locust.  The sound of diesel 
engines and redwing blackbirds heard from the porch swing.  My father will stand in the field 
and wave as you roll by in the Amtrak.  Abandoned hog stalls, cracked cement on the west edge 
and to the east, 
 
the ocean keeps a slow pace in the change of seasons.  The extremes and washed and blurred in a 
mild smooth mixture that makes the time pass softly.  Through my ears, body and skin blows a 
wind loud and deafening that gives to my mind a silent space.  Fast moving clouds brushing a 
light blue sky, the horizon is far and my eyes travel wide.  The crash of the waves constantly 
sweep the shore, a refreshing and cleansing sound recalls the forgiveness of the water. And just 
to the east 
 
a thick wall of cedar trees sits. barricading a world tucked in behind, not visible or known to the 
outside world.  It is secret.  It is hidden, it is home.  A welcoming boom of laughter, dogs 



barking and hooves pounding indicating arrival—the commotion caused by return.  Beyond, a 
succession of intersecting trails map out the streams, meadows, caves, dunes.  A spring emerges 
and from it a creek trickles through the thick forest marking a trail of its own.  And to the south, 
 
inside the shade, I feel the subtle breeze on my back, turning upward an arc of bright draws my 
gaze forward.  Everything is cool, damp, and tired here. Green nuzzles my face as I turn to find 
the comfortable orientation.  My body pushes against here except for one side, I am pressed and 
protected with only the line of light above.  I can’t move, it doesn’t matter, I am free. The 
glowing thread widens.  Just to the west 
 
a meadowlark spelled differently at each end of the road.  Historically housing many creatures 
and lives; dredged in a past that always simmered up to the surface, regardless of all the 
patching.  Escape to the brook or the condo field, go far enough and you’ll reach the farms.  Now 
the sinking house is overgrown as if asking to be returned to its original state.  It faces the north 
where 
 
a jetty is surrounded with the splashes of isolation.  Where thoughts are forgotten and salt erases 
the pungence of worry.  The view of sand gives thought of another life that feels so foreign.  
With a thrilling sensation of rising and falling, the jetty remains still. Time is only marked by 
soreness and saturation of skin. A single purpose drives every action unifying a community.  
Beyond the sand is 
 
the street outside my house that links to a market jammed and crowded with merchants selling 
meat and vegetables.  When I go shopping for food with my mother, the pungent smell of raw 
meat, fish, and their blood flooded my sense and the noisy sound of people bargaining the price 
of goods pierces my ears.  And I passed through the market place helping my mother carry 
whatever she bought with a sense of disconnectedness as an attempt to protect myself from the 
chaos, the heat, the rowdiness of the place.  And to the south 
 
the walking path follows the pond’s edge. Here is where you see your neighbors, your 
community, the people that make up this urban city.  The path divides the bustle of the street, 
movement of passing cars from the walker’s thoughts, reflections, ruminations projecting over 
the pond’s surface.  It’s a place of refuge, a place of life.  A place that slows down the rush.  The 
path continues to the north 
 
where, circling above the river, a lost parakeet and parrot use the river road to find their way to 
new homes by this peninsula that is bound on one side by the river, on the other side by the 
ocean.  Once the farmland, then summer communities, then mcMansions, fragmenting and 
dislocating the deer, coyote, fox.  They hide in the marsh grass, under porches, and in vacant 
lots, waiting for twilight and dawn to venture forth.  In the quiet reverence of morning light, 
hundreds of spider webs, woven in marsh grass catch the light, the sand under your feet, the 
brine in the air.  Your eye follows the river to the east. 


