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After a four-hour haul of my grandmother driving, I sat in the backseat staring out of the window watching the same highway, surrounded by the same pine trees with the occasional overlook of water. Suddenly, my grandmother reached a turn which led to a dirt road with no end in sight. Our GPS read thirty minutes left in our drive, but the only destination I could see was darkness. The longer we drove, the further disconnected I felt from civilization. The headlights of her blue minivan were like two people lost in a forest with flashlights. That was until I saw a distant light, at which my grandmother began driving faster, thinking there might be an end in sight. The light turned out to be a lit-up sign which read “Agner’s Garage,” although the only car there was a white rusted Volkswagen beetle. Our GPS told us to turn left past Agner’s Garage, and there were ten minutes left in our drive. We turned into yet another dark street, and all I could see were deer about to cross and signs that said, “SLOW DOWN”. As we approached our destination, we passed homes of all different sizes and colors, from beat up trailers with one wheel to massive white homes with gates and ponds in their front yards. My focus out of the window was suddenly interrupted by a voice saying, “You have arrived.” The GPS led us to a three-story brick house with a single driveway and a discolored wood porch, with a lake in the backyard. 
Stepping into my grandmother’s brick lake house for the first time, the floors appeared to be a bright grassy green color, standing in stark contrast to the Pepto Bismol colored walls all throughout the house. Even though the house was full of color, it felt grey to me. With no furniture to be seen, the space felt empty and lonely. It was 2006, right before the summer air turned into fall, and I was seven years old. 
My parents went out of town one weekend when I was about to turn eight, so my grandmother was watching me. She was living at the brick lake house, but no one would have guessed it was inhabited by its state. It was guts. Exposed walls, no rooms. Just open guts. Still, I had never seen the house in the light. I walked down a barren hallway of drywall and saw two reclining lawn chairs made of PVC pipes, made visible only by the room’s singular light, a matching outdoor white lamp post sitting in what had formerly been a pink kitchen. Awestruck, I asked my grandmother where we were sleeping, and she pointed to the lawn chairs. My heart sank to my stomach. We left the house and went to a nearby campsite, brushed our teeth, washed our faces, and used the restroom. We drove back to the brick house and went to sleep. Since there was no power in the middle of August, my grandmother decided we should take our lawn chairs and sleep in the backyard for some fresh air. We were scared. The only light we had was the moon reflecting off of the lake. Our only form of protection was a lovable brown dog named Hershey. As the night went on, I tossed and turned, seeking comfort on the lawn chair; right when I found the perfect spot I heard a low, guttural noise.
 I immediately sprung up and saw Hershey growling at something in the distance. Since it was only my grandmother and I on the property, we felt uneasy. If we were to scream for help, the fish would be the only ones to hear our cries. It was us and the darkness. My grandmother found a flashlight and shined it onto the yard. All we could see was the water. She moved her flashlight to the left and saw the biggest masked bandit -- a raccoon staring straight back at us, up on its hind legs. I had never been so scared in my life. We rushed toward the house, trying the nearest door we could find. It was locked. We feared we wouldn’t make it inside. We snuck past the raccoon with Hershey’s help and ran upstairs and inside. We left our lawn chairs behind, fearing if we were to return for them, the raccoon would have us cornered. It was still hot inside, and we didn’t know what to do. We found some ripped up moving blankets and laid them on the back porch. We spent the whole night attempting to ward off bugs. When I woke up the next morning, I had an irritating sensation all over my body. Every movement iched. I was covered in ant bites. My whole body looked like a teenager going through puberty. My skin was red, covered in bumps, and itchy. My grandmother rushed me to the campsite and made me take an hour-long, hot shower. By the time I finished, my fingertips looked like old prunes, but at least the itching had subsided. My parents picked me up later that morning. I never told them what happened because, oddly enough, I knew the brick lake house would soon become my safe haven.
	Thirty minutes left in my drive, now in the driver’s seat, I approach a dirt road I know all too well. It is August 2021, with warm air filtering through the cracked windows and my best friend beside me in the passenger seat. I see the now familiar glow of light in the near distance.  “Agner’s Garage,” the sign reads, with the now fully-rusted Volkswagen still by its lonesome. I turn to my friend to say, “We are ten minutes away,” knowing exactly what turn I need to make. We turn into a freshly paved double-driveway and see a three-story brick lake house. I turn to my friend and say, “We are here”. My friend’s eyes lit up in awe due to the beauty of the house. My grandmother warmly greets us outside and leads us into the house. Beautiful hardwood floors cover the home and pictures of smiling faces surround us. The home is filled with the aroma of fresh linens and a home-cooked meal fresh out of the oven. This smell is now very familiar to me. So are the smiling faces. My friend and I walk down a beautifully painted hallway and into the kitchen where I once slept. I am distracted by a huge open window, full of views of the now alluring backyard, seemingly forgetting the traumatic events of that first night. Our eyes are memorized by the glistening lake water moving with the wind. Acres of green grass surround us with a heavenly pool demanding our attention. A brick fire pit faces the lake,  taunting us with the crackles of wood that we hear from the kitchen window. I give my friend a tour that I know far too well. I grow eager as I show my friend the best part of the home -- the pictures adorning each room of grass floors and Pepto Bismol walls. These photos serve to remind me of all the hard work my grandmother has done to turn this brick lake house into a home: my safe haven. 


