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New Orleans author Constance Adler knows
exaetly where she belong=. And it’s right on the
hanks of Bayou St. John.

In her first book, an evocative memoir titled
“My Bayou: New Orleans Through the Eyes
of a4 Lover,” her subjects range from voodoo to
pelicans, from the sweet mud of the bayou to the
eracked dirt that paved the city in 2005, from loyal
and personable dogs to somewhat-less-trustwor-
thy humans,

As a blogger devoted to the work of Emily
Dickinson (emilyeveryday.com), and a contributor
to national magazines, Adler has a sharp eye for
detail and a poetic voice. Here's how she responds
when two pelicans sail over the bayou while she is
cleaning up litter:

“They float low in the air, gliding on their huge
wingspans just inches above the water's surface,
It's a great gravitv-defving trick of acro-enginecy
ing that still looks like pure magic to me. The peli-
cans muke the ducks and her ind cormorants
look like they are still practicing tlight. These local
hirds, who appear just 4 ed and spent 4= the
people, seem to belong heve, pecking and paddling
around in this citified waterbed while the pelicans
make great sky cireles with their wings... The
pelicans offered an invitation to descend into this
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place. To deepen my relationship to my bayou and
the city it flowed through.”

Adler grew up on the water in southern New
Jersey, so the flow of the Creseent City feels right,
“IF T close my eyves and just listen and sniff, the
humid air along Bayou Saint John stirs me in a
place that can't be mapped. I may spend the whole
of my life navigating the horders where water laps
against my thoughts.”

Adler first moved to New Orleansin 1995, after
she tired of the freelance writing life in Manhat
tan. She went away for a year of graduate school,
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Constance Adler with her dog, Lance, at her
home near Bayou St. John.

A rainbow arches
above Faubourg St.
John and reflects off
the waters of Bayou
St. John. "If | close my
eyes and just listen
and sniff,’ Constance
Adler writes, ‘the hu-
mid air along Bayou
Saint John stirs me in
a place that can't be
mapped.’
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and returned to a house on Bayou St, John, where
=he’s been ever since. “1 had gone looking for a new
life. and 1 found it. In addition to offering her many
delights, this ¢ity also taught me that anything ut
all might rise up from the ehthonie (stet) ground of
being. New Orleans makes no guarantee of sweet
dreams only.”

While the book begins well hefore Hurricane
Katrina, more than half of it is devoted to evacu-
ation and homecoming. Adler memorably chroni-
cles those dire days. as she and her family sleep in
many beds offered by sympathetic hosts across the
country, watching TV coverage of their beloved
and drowning city as tears roll down their cheeks.

When she returns to the “honeymoon cottage,”
the sweet odor of wet dirt around the bayou segues
into the powerful smell left by Katrina mud.

“The scent summoned an instant visceral dis-
taste. marbled with panic, as= if I were being
smothered in despair. nailed into a coffin before
my time. Katrina smelled like wet dirt and mil-
dew, mixed with human dust that has been cook-
ing in late summer heat. a strangely fHorid and fer-
tile smell that suggested unwholesome life forms
brewing in i asmell that signaled penetrating
8 L destruction, Joss.”
ke her favorite body of water, Adler will
recover from trauma, helped by Lance (“a muddy
trickle of a dog™) and her own distinetive points
of view. "My Bayou™ vefleets a life open to experi-
ence, inspired by a beloved place.




