
DIRECTIONS TO MY HOUSE

The lane up to the house 
—a long driveway, really— 
seems easy: a straight, not-too-steep 
rise. At a certain point, though, 
if you’re not paying attention, 
except perhaps to the evergreens crowding 
either side, you’ll run into a gate. 
Even if that’s open, the small meadow beyond 
is deceiving, boggier than it appears: 
heavy trucks and even pickups 
have gotten mired. Yet should the weather be 
especially dry, and you managed to cross 
this grassy stretch, you’d just confront 
a tangle of scrub maple and 
hazel. With no opening through it. 
Plus these trees are the outliers of 
a forested ridge: thick clusters of cedar, 
pine, and fir that ascend the slope beyond 
forming an impenetrable wall. 

       Instead, 
right before the gate, the drive 
turns abruptly—I won’t tell you 
which way. If you choose correctly, 
you’ll see above you my house: to reach it 
is still a climb, but the turn 
is where people get stuck 
in icy winter, or a wet spring, or deciding 
this is a good place to stop and look around 
before proceeding. If you do make it to the top, 
park beside the door. 
Chances are, when I hear you arrive, 
I’ll come out to welcome you. 
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