This Hidden World

You’re standing on the shore of a manmade pond off of Cedar Cross Road, Dubuque, Iowa. Home is just up the street, not even a mile, but at the moment, you may forget that home is there and begin to think of it as here, and your entire world is limited to the rocky edges and smooth ripples of the pond in front of you. The mechanized fountain in the center sprouts water in every direction, a faint mist and soft sound emitting from 100 feet away. Groundwater and rainwater merge together and swirl in tandem. The flaming orange sun sits on the horizon, the light glimmering on the surface of the water. You peer into the murky depth to see small minnows dart up and over and around the large rocks lodged into the banks, the water insects perched atop the glass-like surface. Further down, you might see into a world of diverse plant life, such as various types of grass, moss, and other vegetation. Even deeper, you’ll find catfish, deposited from the nearby Mississippi River, gliding along the muddy pond bed. Welcome to the hidden world.
Topside, a Canadian goose honks brashly at your intrusion, five little goslings trailing right behind her. The rest of her flock stand guard on the opposite shore, several of them venturing out into the pond, past the fake, plastic swans, to investigate the source of distress. They shake their heads, ruffle their feathers, puff themselves up in a way that tells you “I am not afraid. I am not afraid of you,” except you know that they are. You take a step back, catching your heel in an old rabbit den, soft dirt making its way through the top of your shoe and settling in the bottom of your sock. The geese, seemingly set on ignoring you for the time being, skate along the top of the pond, ducking their heads below water in search of a meal, demonstrating to their children that this is the way the world works. They poke their beaks through their offspring’s soft, satiny down feathers, showing them how to behave, how to exist, almost as if they are saying “We are geese. We honk brashly at intruders. We stand guard on the shore. We venture into the water to discover. We shake our heads, we ruffle our feathers, we say that we are not afraid, but we are.” 
Nobody is afraid on the other side of the pond. A loud crash echoes through the field behind you, dust swirling up and down in the cool spring air. Metal scrapes against metal, the wind kicks over a brightly colored hardhat, and the construction workers begin their day. Copycat houses line the paved street stretching past the pond, the grass that once surrounded them either dead or dying, packaged sand and packaged dirt lying in stacks next to the grey paneled walls. A sharp decline, a snake-riddled field of dried-up tallgrass, a sparse collection of brittle trees at the bottom of the hill, on and on this nearly dead but not-quite landscape goes. The plastic swans sit in the middle of the lake.
This hidden world is becoming depressing. The minnows dart, the fountain kills them. The geese honk, chemical repellents litter their home. The catfish glide, the murky, artificial contents of the pond suffocate them slowly. What once seemed so beautiful is, in reality, a burning trashcan of greed, superciliousness, and disdainfulness for all things economically worthless. The rocky edges are bare of all diversity, simply cement and rock and broken off pieces of a plastic drain pipe. The smooth ripples come in cycles, the fountain constructed in the center pushing and pulling the water to and fro. 
You want to close your eyes. Dream of the hidden world you once thought existed here. Dream of a small construct in the center of the lake, hidden beneath the overhead current, keeping the water circulating. Dream of the minnows populating the small corners by the shore. Dream of catfish to feed on the bottom, crappie to eat the algae, and bluegill to provide food. Dream of cattails to help with erosion. Dream of duckweed and pond lilies for shade. Dream of pickerelweed to attract bees and butterflies. Dream of rainwater and groundwater and snowmelt supplying the source of water in turns. Dream of community cleanup of excess leaves, waste, and lawn clippings that may result in an unwanted chemical process that allows toxic cyanobacteria to enter the water. Dream of a thriving environment, of a balanced ecosystem. Dream that the animals that live there are allowed to be. Dream that the rabbit comes back to her den. Dream that the geese are brave.
Open your eyes. Make it happen.
