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I will reflect on a location that symbolizes a period of my life, and that is the early stages 

of adolescence. Pelham Bay Park, one of the largest Parks in the Bronx, is nothing spectacular at 

glance. But, it was not the landscape that made this Park memorable, it is what is at the far end of 

the park. After the dog park, the shrubs, and the endless scent of horse manure, there lies the 

shore. The shore is surrounded by nothing else but rocks, which separate the restricted zones of 

land from the open body of water. Secret passages hidden beneath the tides, and only reveal 

themselves depending on the face of the Moon. 

I associate solitude and community with the shore. The shore was not my secret place, it 

was the usual getaway spot for the student’s on a warm day. Most of my visits were assisted by 

my best friend, and at this place, no matter the rain, snow, or heat; we would travel there and 

appreciate the silence in unity. Conversations never were an issue, because at this place we 

breathed in sync and hummed the same tune. A familiar tune that was shared between us no 

matter the distance that separated us. We both knew that this Shore was a symbol of our past self 

and the dreams we hoped to accomplish.  

 

Do you remember? 

If not, let us take a trip down memory lane 
The place we’d visit when we needed each other 
The place we would go when we wanted to escape 
 
Clear your mind and watch the tides pull in 
And the breeze brush your face 
It doesn’t need to be a summer day 
Let the rain pour on and on 



 
There was no need to worry 
It was just you and me living out our youth 
But when we went home, that place instilled more pain 
And the trauma was in no way washed away 
 
Step by step, we left it there for us to forget 
Hey, you yell, But I let my fun take over 
It burdened me for days 
Till we were able to share our breaths 


