
 

Perched on the rocky shoreline of Northville Beach, our house has been a constant in my life for as long as 
I can remember. My parents bought it a year before I was born in search of a "traditional summer home” 
and from the very beginning it has become much more than just a summer home. It has been the place 
where I have learned what community means and made memories that will stick with me forever. Over the 
years, our family, friends, and neighbors have created something rare and lasting along this stretch of 
beach that has brought joy to us all. Every summer that I return, I am reminded that while the houses, sand 
dunes, and even staircases may shift or change, the feeling of community here remains unwavering. 

Growing up in New York City, I have always known what it means to stay alert. However, this is a sharp 
contrast to Northville Beach where everything slows down; the calmness of walking barefoot on the rocks 
and sand, looking for sea glass, or painting shells we’ve found on the beach with friends. Even the simple 
act of reading in a beach chair becomes something more when surrounded by the sound of waves. It’s here 
that I have learned the meaning of belonging. 

One summer, while our house was being rebuilt, I had to spend the season away in Cutchogue with my 
grandparents. Even though Cutchogue is only a few towns over, it felt worlds apart. I missed the unique 
rhythm of Northville Beach – walks on the beach, playing with friends, watching the most beautiful 
picturesque sunsets, and most important the sense that everyone knew and looked out for one another. 
When I finally returned, even with a new house and storm-altered shoreline, it was as if nothing had 
changed. My friends welcomed me back without hesitation, neighbors invited us over, and I felt that deep 
sense of connection stronger than ever. 

Of course, not every memory in Northville Beach is quiet or planned. During one September storm our 
beach stairs were swept away. My brother and I ended up wading them back a mile through the cold and 
wet water with a smile on our faces the whole time. That is many times what life at Northville Beach is 
like: surprising and sometimes chaotic, but always full of heart and happiness. 

Even as I grow older and my summers on Northville Beach grow shorter, my connection doesn’t fade. 
Each time I turn onto Sound Shore Road, I feel the same sense of returning and coming home, not just to a 
house, but to a community and memories that have shaped who I am. 


