Coming Home

By Kimberly L. Poe


As I neared the end of my 3,000-mile journey, I knew what lay around the next bend would be what remained of my glorious childhood summers.  My heart quickened, as did my pace.  As I reached the bend and turned, I stood motionless.  The aroma of dead leaves, which I had smelled all morning, now intensified as it mixed with the pungent scent of stagnant pond water.  There before me stood the tiny wooden cabin silhouetted against the black water of the still pond, layers of velvety green moss embracing its rocky foundation.  


The once fledgling birch trees lining the path to the cabin’s front door were now fully grown, tall but already barren of their leaves, while the many surrounding oaks and maples still supported a few patches here and there clinging desperately against the inevitable.


The cabin’s stone porch still jutted out carelessly over the water.  Its metal fencing now rusted and creaking, no longer safekeeping against the water.  On the porch still stood the ghostly figures of the once brightly painted Adirondack chairs, one red, one green and one yellow, now weathered and splintered with age.  Mounds of decaying leaves piled about their unsteady legs.


A few yards away, my old rowboat rested peacefully under two feet of water.  Having given away to dry rot years ago, it now succumbed to the gentle lapping of the water, its bow just a figment left to one’s imagination.


My eyes continued to search the familiar surroundings where I once played as a child; my mind carefully playing out the memories from so long ago.


The soothing late afternoon sun fell across the dark, tepid pond until its long rays disappeared into the thickness of the pines on the far side and leaving behind a brilliant burnt orange sky.  The only sign of life about the quiet, still water was a lone kingfisher every now and then darting across the water, intent on finding a fish, and the chatter of two squirrels in the oak limb hovering above me.

After thirty years, I had finally returned to be what I had always wanted to be…a writer.

