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I have lived by water almost all of my life, and spent many years 
wrapped up in the fog of the San Francisco Bay. The fog in Astoria 

is different, it does not roll in with heavy intention and squat like a 
spoiled child, unwilling to budge. The fog here seems to prefer to 
remain on the Columbia, where it obscures the hills of Washington 
and calls forth the warning horns. It dissipates suddenly, as if 
remembering a late appointment and the need to hurry.
 Each day I cross the Young’s Bay Bridge, the Columbia 
River to the west and the bay to the east. The approach of this 
bridge demarcates an arbitrary line between river and bay, 
slicing a path through the natural confluence of waters.
Often the river side, so affected by the ocean currents of the 
mouth of the Columbia, chops and bangs about, contrasting 
with the calmer, stiller waters of the bay. Most days the differ-
ences are distinctive, occurring with greater frequency than 
when the two bodies of water are similar in motion and col-
or. High tides bring colors of sapphire to both river and bay, 
while storms beget gold on the Columbia, as the river-bottom 
mud churns through the rough waves.
 One morning last year, not long after my brother died, 
I headed south to work as always.  I crossed the bridge and 
beheld a wall of fog, perhaps a mile ahead at the end of the 
southern approach. The town of Warrenton (whose low-lying 
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lands see more fog than Astoria) appeared shrouded in white. 
Off to the west, however, the Columbia River was bathed in 
sunlight. The river reflected the cornflower blue of the cloud-
less sky, a remarkable contrast that had me struggling to pay 
attention to the road, when all I wanted to do was look up and 
around and away. 
 A few hundred yards to my right, on the Columbia 
side, I saw a vertical demarcation of the fog line, so straight 
and sharp and tall it looked like the corner of a white sky-
scraper, manmade lines of geometry and scale. My notions of 
fog were upended, for I had always imagined that fog began 
as wispy air, those fingers-of-fog images so commonly over-
stated. What I was witnessing felt miraculous, the contrast so 
distinctive and clear. The fog was here, but not here.  
 These divisions of nature affect me. The fog was thick, 
clean, white. It obscured the shoreline, the waters, the bridge 
in front of me – until it ended, until it wasn’t.  But the same 
could be said of the blue sky, so bright and clear and joyous 
to behold – until it ended, until it wasn’t. To see that division 
was somehow grace personified, for in their stark contrast I 
beheld the beauty of both boundaries.
 Last year I held my brother at the moment of his death, 
and I felt his leaving. He was here, then not here. I held my 
brother at the moment of his death and felt him step over the 
fog line.


