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Melisa Holman

Asheville, North Carolina

We have depleted the sea as much as 

the land. Every year, fewer turtles make it 

to our beaches to nest. The dolphins and 

sharks that once roamed the ocean now 

live only in fishermen’s tales. We had par-

adise, and we replaced it with parking lots, 

yachts, pools, and cocktail umbrellas.

But if I look close, I can see another 

story. In my backyard, in the outskirts of 

town, there’s the occasional visit from 

a toucan, the clattering claws and high-

pitched voices of a family of coatis, the rare 

sighting of a fox, a deer, an ocelot. They re-

mind me that nature is still here, and that it 

will remain long after we are gone.

Gail Overstreet

Sierra National Forest, 
California

We live in the in-between zone: 

Not at 2,000 feet, among the boul-

dery bones of the Sierra foothills, and not 

at 7,000 feet, in the upper montane zone, 

spiked with lodgepole and ponderosa 

pine. We live just shy of 5,000 feet, at the 

snow line, off the four-lane road that starts 

in the foothills and rockets you up a wind-

ing 2,500 feet in seven minutes.

When it snows, it doesn’t stay for long; 

when the heat comes, it remains temper-

ate. Crowds of monarch butterflies flitter 

on purple pollinator bushes, the bitter-

sweet scent of sagebrush is sharp, and 

hawks coast on thermals that rise up late 

in the day. We are at a crossroads of Yo-

semite, Kings Canyon, and Sequoia Na-

tional Parks, in a meteorological sweet 

spot of “seeing” for astronomy nerds.

Joe, the Swiss man in his eighties who 

handbuilt our log home, lives the next 

ridge over. When my husband and I went 

back for a second-ever look at the house, 

Joe sped up the dirt driveway, snow-white 

hair flying, spitting up yellow dust with 

his ATV. A wide smile etched into his 

tanned skin, this master sheet-metal 

worker leapt off his bike and gave us an 
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built his little girl a house of logs.

This was my normal: finding nests of 

baby rabbits under the juniper bush; a 

scarecrow, clad in my father’s old blue-

plaid flannel shirt, guarding cherry 

tomatoes and zucchini; sitting on the 

front porch, watching thunderstorms 

roll in, an old dog lying at my feet; the 

screams of red-tailed hawks migrating 

above the Kittatinny Ridge; geese honk-

ing and the remains of cornstalks pok-

ing through a thin layer of snow.

Others will mock the Garden State, 

but I can show you the rich, dark soil 

that the glaciers left behind. I could 

sooner navigate the Delaware River 

than make my way to the Turnpike.

Jenna Gersie

Wantage, New Jersey

I almost didn’t  grow up in New 

Jersey. My parents had planned to 

buy land across the border in New York 

State. The logs of white pine were al-

ready en route from Canada, tied snug 

on the back of an 18-wheeler, when 

the deal fell through. The last-minute 

scramble led them to a one-acre plot, 

the final parcel on a dead-end dirt road 

in Northwest New Jersey. A log house 

would sit on the hill here, facing west 

and overlooking a ridge wrapped in oak 

forest where black bears, wild turkeys, 

and white-tailed deer make their homes.

When I was a girl, I read Little 

House on the Prairie. I didn’t call my 

dad “Pa,” but I thought every father 
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hour-long tour of the house, explaining it 

from the inside out. “We help each other 

here,” he said.


