
Bells

….Four years earlier, I sold my small home on the border of Middletown and Middlefield to move
to Portland, near family and friends. The house, which was too big for me, was a “fixer-upper,”
and I was naive in underestimating the toll that would take on me as a single homeowner.
.…Perhaps fans of Poe’s “The Fall of House of Usher” will appreciate the “chicken and egg”
contemplation of “was it the house that affected my well-being?” or,  “did I imbue the house with
my own sense of despair?”

After yet another trip to the doctor’s office in tears, I was met with the suggestion that I just “sell
the house.” I’m not sure if I said it, or just thought it. “Are you crazy? I just put in granite
countertops!” As my life now revolved around home improvements, and each became the lens
through which I processed everything, it was, I suppose, an understandable reaction.

In the midst of this physical and emotional exhaustion, I had some respite in a dream which had
me living in a small house near a church, and from my back door, I could see people walking in
and out of the sanctuary, as the bells within the steeple rang. It was a small white church, but
that tiny building, and the complementary pealing of its bells, exuded such a powerful sense of
comfort, that I woke up calm for the first time in months.

The longing had begun.

“If I could live like that, I would never feel this sense of despair again.”

There is more to the story of course. People deal with the challenges of home renovation on a
daily basis, but suffice it to say that, as with the final stage of grief, I moved into acceptance of
that which was suggested by my doctor, and reluctantly, I agreed to put the house on the
market. With the help of a dear neighbor, I found a realtor I could trust.

The house sold in two weeks, and I, with an aging dog, and too much stuff, had little time to find
my next house.

In panic, I pleaded to my realtor, “Just find me a tiny ranch somewhere.” Having worked in
Durham for over ten years, I was enamored of the idea of living there, but I followed up with
reality.

“I would love to live in Durham, but I know there are no tiny ranches there.”

Enter prophecy. No sooner had I said it than a small ranch came onto the market, less than half
a mile from my school. It was small, but I could make a cash offer, and be in with my dog in time
to sell my home.



On my second visit to the property, I spotted a potential neighbor outside, and asked if she could
share her thoughts on living on the street.

“It's a great place,” she offered, “but we are between two churches, which means you will hear
church bells all the time.”

Oddly enough, Poe also wrote a piece called “The Bells,” in which one stanza momentarily
suggests a brighter future than that facing Roderick and Madeline Usher.  (“What a world of
happiness their harmony foretells!”)

One could hope.

I moved in a few weeks later, and I became a member of the church about which I had dreamt.
It’s one of those two churches which lies diagonally from my home. I can hear the bells from my
house, and when it is winter, and the trees are bare, the church is visible from my back yard.

My home isn’t fancy. It’s tiny, and very modest, but I have never once missed those granite
countertops.

I have church bells instead.


