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narrow driveway running up to a one-car garage, and a patch of backyard.
The house was yellow. I looked on the back for a date or a name, but neither
was there. There was no need for discussion. I knew what she was trying to
tell me, for it was something I had often felt. She was not adrift, alone,
anonymous, although her bags and her raincoat with the grime shadowing
its creases had made me believe she was. She had a house, or at least once
upon a time had had one. Inside were curtains, a couch, a stove, potholders.
You are where you live. She was somebody.

I've never been very good at looking at the big picture, taking the global
view, and I've always been a person with an overactive sense of place, the
legacy of an Irish grandfather. So it is natural that the thing cthat seems
most wrong with the world to me right now is that there are so many
people with no homes. 'm not simply talking about shelter from the ele-
ments, or three square meals a day, or a mailing address to which the
welfare people can send the check — although I know that all these are
important for survival. ’'m talking about a home, about precisely those
kinds of feelingsithat have wound up in cross-stitch and French knots on
samplers over the years.

Home is where the heart is. There’s no ;
place like it. I love my home with a ferocity = "'It-is where I live.
totally out of proportion to its appearance | What more can you
or location. I lovi dumb things about it: the Say about & place
hot-water heater, the plastic rack you drain
dishes in, the roof over my head, which occa- than that? Tha.t &
sionally leaks. And yet it is precisely those everything.
dumb things that make it whatitis —a place
of certainty, stability, predictability, privacy,
for me and for my family. It is where I live.

What more can you say about a place than that? That is everything.

Yet it is something that we have been edging away from gradually dur-
ing my lifetime and the lifetimes of my parents and grandparents. There
was a time when where you lived often was where you worked and where
you grew the food you ate and even where you were buried. When that era
passed, where you lived at least was where your parents had lived and where
you would live with your children when you became enfeebled. Then, sud-
denly, where you lived was where you lived for three years, until you could
move on to somerthing else and somerhing else again.

And so we have come to something else again, to children who do not
understand what it means to go to their rooms because they have never had
aroom, to men and women whose fantasy is a wall they can paint a color of
their own choosing, to old people reduced to sitting on molded plastic
chairs, their skin blue-white in the lights of a bus station, who pull pictures
of houses out of their bags. Homes have stopped being homes. Now they
are real estate.

People find it curious that those without homes would rather sleep sit-
ting up on benches or huddled in doorways than go to shelters. Certainly
some prefer to do so because they are emotionally ill, because they have



