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   New York was underwater. I drifted in my little 
rowboat down what used to be a street. I caught 
my oar on a street sign that barely stuck out of the 
water’s surface and stopped, looking up at some of the 
windows above me.
   I could see my window, the one I had always gazed 
out of, as I looked down at the street. Once upon a 
time, bright lights blinked back up at me, making me 
feel less alone. 
   I pulled a rope out of the bottom of the boat and 
slipped it around the sign, tying one knot around the 
post and another around the boat. Then, I pulled out a 
ladder. I unfolded it and propped it up against the side 
of the building so the top was positioned just below 
my old window.
  I put my bag on my back and began 
to climb, but as I did so, the ladder 
trembled. I hoped fervently that it 
wouldn’t fall, dropping me into the 
freezing water below. Luckily, my 
window was only a floor up from 
water level—it used to be the third.
   After a few minutes of climbing up the shaking 
ladder—a process slower than it should have been 
because of my efforts not to fall—I reached the 
window to my old bedroom. I opened the window 
slowly, trying not to knock myself off of the ladder.
   I finally got the window open and climbed inside. 
Then, I hauled the ladder up into the room so I 
wouldn’t lose it. I stopped and looked around. My 
bedroom looked exactly like it had two months ago 
when I fled out of the same window I had just come in 
through.
   I took off my bag and put it down on my bed. On my 
bedside table, there was a picture of my parents and 
me in this very room. It was the day I moved in three 
years ago; I had just finished college and had gotten a 
job at a small business downtown. I was so proud to 
have a job. I had been so proud of my new apartment 
with its tiny two rooms.
   Now, of course, I had no job. That business was 
underwater, my apartment was only accessible by 
window, and I had to live with my parents in the 
upstate.
   

I picked up the picture and put it in my bag. Then, I 
went over to the closet and grabbed a few of the things 
I had accidentally left behind that day I first climbed 
out of the window. My college sweatshirt, my winter 
coat, and my favorite dress.
   Next to those, I placed my favorite charm bracelet; 
I had been adding charms to it since my parents first 
gave it to me when I was ten. Now, it held so many 
memories that I couldn’t believe I had forgotten it.
   I crossed to the door and went through into the 
room that had served as the kitchen and the living 
room. As I looked around, I realized that I no longer 
needed any of my carefully chosen silverware or 
dishes. I no longer needed my couch throw pillows 
or the pieces of artwork I had hung on the walls. I no 

longer had my own home to put 
them in; everything would have 
to stay here until I did.
   The day water began to flood 
the streets was odd. It was sunny 
one minute, and the next it was 
pouring rain. And the rain didn’t 

stop. The ocean was too high—it couldn’t handle the 
rain, not with the rising sea levels. Waves crashed into 
the city; the beaches completely washed away. I had to 
climb out of my window with only a rain jacket and 
two bags of luggage down into a rescue boat. I had 
cried as the boat drove away, but I couldn’t feel my 
tears because my face had been so wet from the rain.
   Now, I grabbed a few books and movies from the 
shelves in the living room and looked around the 
kitchen one last time before crossing back into my 
bedroom. Looking out the window, I could see dark 
clouds. But there was none of the constant motion, 
none of the lights, none of the people I used to see.
   I put the books and movies into my bag and slung it 
back over my shoulder; it was heavier than it had been 
before. I opened the window and climbed back down 
the ladder, my hands freezing on the cold metal. I 
slowly made my way back to the little rowboat, folded 
the ladder into the bottom, and untied the knots.And I 
looked back up at the window one last time.
   As I rowed away, it began to rain.
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Now it held so many 
memories that I 

couldn’t believe I had 
forgotten it.


