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Lisa Laughlin

Ephrata, Washington

A long time ago,  a flood swept 

through this place. It left grooves in 

the bedrock of the canyon walls, ancient 

markings from glaciers scraping rock. 

But today, Ephrata is defined by its lack 

of water. It is dry and dusty, sprinkled 

with rabbitbrush and greasewood, wild 

onions and lupine. The thin-legged mule 

deer and fidgety sage sparrow make their 

homes here, as do yellow-bellied marmots 

and pygmy rabbits. They meander from 

nooks and crevices with the seasons, pick-

ing at the dry land for sustenance.

My great-grandfather claimed our 

plot under the Homestead Act, and while 

he never tamed it, he fashioned it into 

something a farmer could call his own. 

He farmed in a combine without a cab, 

the fourteen-plus-hour days turning his 

forearms a leathery brown. Days melted 

to weeks as he sailed over hills of wheat, 

and weeks faded to years. The dust settled, 

muddled, sifted, packed, and blew with 

the seasons. He tried to maintain order 

with a rusting plow.

Eventually, my father joined him, and 

so my early memories are framed by rows 

of golden wheat; the faint crackle of the 

steel telephone lines that rim our field 

is their background noise. A warm day 

will bring back the familiar scent of bak-

ing grain, dry dust, and sagebrush. It will 

bring back the feeling of my bare feet on 

the hand-poured cement outside my fa-

ther’s shop. 

On a calm day, you can hear the woosh 

from the sparrows as they plunge from 

the eggshell sky, zipping low and snatch-

ing up bugs. I can pretend this land will 

stretch forever. I can pretend my father 

won’t sell our farm when he retires in a 

few years. I can imagine staying.

Grace Talusan

Bonifacio Global City,
Republic of the 
Philippines

Bonifacio Global City,  or BGC, 

is an urban district within the city of 

Taguig. It is also part of the  megalopolis 

of metropolitan Manila (population over 

10 million) — which itself is within the ar-

chipelago nation of the Philippines. I was 

born on this island, but left as a toddler. 

Now I am back as a foreigner, an Ameri-

kano, a returner, or balikbayan.

In BGC, the sidewalks are wide and 

clean, connecting with crosswalks at every 

corner. The buildings are white, gleam-

ing teeth that bite the clouds. Overhead, 

cranes pierce the sky and there is the con-

stant metallic noise of new construction. 

The poor live on the other side of a wall, 

where it’s difficult to see children haul-

ing rocks and garbage unless you stand 

on tiptoe. 

Orion readers write about their homeground
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Angela Douglas

Milton, Wisconsin



Sometimes I forget I’m in the Philip-

pines. I feel as if I could be anywhere in 

the States, where people need specialty 

shops for things like coffee, wine, running 

shoes, and organic food. Except that uni-

formed men with guns stand in the door-

ways of every bank, condominium, and 

restaurant. The armed guards promise se-

curity, yet I’ve never felt so aware of what 

I could lose: a wallet, an iPhone, the exact 

amount of tissue and blood displaced by 

a bullet.

In fact, this place used to be Ameri-

can. It was called Fort McKinley when the 

Philippines was a U.S. colony, and then it 

became Fort Bonifacio, named after the 

Filipino revolutionary Andrés Bonifacio. 

But things change quickly here: in a fancy 

restaurant on High Street, a journalist told 

me that, in the 1980s, he was detained in 

solitary confinement for taking photo-

graphs of a protest. He waved his hand in 

the air to indicate that the prison used to 

stand across the street, in the vicinity of 

what is now a Starbucks restaurant and a 

Lamborghini dealer.

Susan Imhoff Bird 

Salt Lake City, Utah 

My tires are narrow,  less than 

an inch wide, and there are two. 

I’ve been told to keep the rubber side 

down, always wear a helmet, and keep an 

eye on cars and trucks. I’ve never been 

hit, but I’ve crashed twice in the past five 

years, breaking ribs, collarbone, scapula, 

and puncturing a lung. But I keep cycling, 

because it’s the best way I’ve found to be 

part of our canyons, something that fuels 

my heart and grounds me solidly — even 

if through rubber — to earth.

Five canyons branch off the northeast-

ern foothills of Salt Lake City, and on their 

roads I spend hundreds of hours each 

year, slowly climbing, swooping down, 

inhaling sage and pine and loamy soil, 

listening as creeks burble and crash over 

Melisa Holman

Asheville, North Carolina

I was not  born here. At the peak of 

my young-adult frenzy, I belonged 

to the outrageous mountain-meets-sea-

scape of the Pacific Northwest. In my 

childhood, muddy rivers and midwest-

ern prairies fringed my suburban exis-

tence. But now, in adulthood, the Blue 

Ridge Mountains are my home.

In winter, the undulating surface of 

these endless hills is visible for miles 

through the bare trees. The sun battles 

the gray, and the occasional cardinal 

provides a blur of color. But in time, 

the sound of peepers announces the 

season of beginnings: peach-fuzz buds 

and hyper-green leaves arrive with 

speed. Rhododendrons, some older 

than me, defy gravity as their blooms 

challenge winter’s hold.

The first fireflies offer a hint of 

summer, and, soon, they share the 

night with crazed cicadas and katydids. 

Craggy balds teem with berries tangled 

in the scrub, and butterflies alight 

on towering purple racemes. Rolling 

knolls fade into the hazy blue. Thun-

derheads threaten overhead.

It is my third year in the Blue Ridge 

Mountains, and I am building new 

memories to crowd out the old ones, 

delighted to be among many who have 

grown old here.

granite rocks. Four of them dead-end: two 

at ski resorts, two at hiking trails. The re-

maining canyon reaches a high pass and 

continues down the other side into fields 

and farmland. 

That canyon, called Emigration Can-

yon, is part of the route traveled by the 

Donner Party and Mormon pioneers, and 

its sprawling hills are now dotted with 

homes. Somehow, though, it has enticed 

to its flanks a coyote.

 One early morning he crossed the 

road before me, sat in the grass off to the 

side, and howled. A wide grin split my 

face. The sound he made was long and 

heart-stirring, and it rang out over the 

valley spread wide and open below him. 

The reverberations seemed to tremble 

the blades of grass and the air itself, until 

the whole canyon went quiet.

Visit www.orionmagazine.org/place to see 

more contributions and to tell us about the 

place where you live, or simply write to us.
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