Marissa Trowbridge
April 22, 2013
English 11
Vignettes
Constant
	The same smoky blue house. The same neighborhood. Faces leaving, others coming. Sections of land divided into yards. Only one side of the street with fences and a cul-du-sac at the back. This is my home.
	
	To my home’s immediate left is the house with the trees.  I don’t know the people, but I know they run a business. They have customers that come and go.  The cars litter the view in front of my house.  Retreating from my house via car is a nightmare because of this.

	The lighthouse across the street is a beacon to the Udink household. It releases its soft glow every night around nine.  A constant in a neighborhood constantly changing.

	Then there are the oriental neighbors. As long as I have lived in my house, Asians have lived next door.   They’re attracted to that house like moths to a light.  They always keep a pristine yard, and they are always willing to help.  Something I will never say no to.

	The landscaping may be different, but my house has stayed constant.  A place I can always come back to. I was raised here. I know here. I love here. A constant. Unchanging. 
