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A Walk on the Edge: Where Winter Meets Water

The winter sun hangs low on the horizon as I make my way to Victoria Park. This daily
ritual of walking along the shore at dusk has become my way of understanding island life in
Prince Edward Island. Coming from Hong Kong, I’'m drawn to this liminal hour when day
surrenders to night, when the frozen harbor takes on the colors of sunset. Today, as the
temperature drops and shadows lengthen, I set out to explore these edges—both the physical
boundary where land meets ice-bound sea, and the temporal threshold where winter holds us

suspended between years.
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To walk the winter shore of Prince Edward Island at sunset is to experience a kind of
edge-dwelling unknown in my hometown of Hong Kong. The frozen harbor before me marks
more than just the edge of land—it defines a new understanding of islandness. In Hong Kong,
our waters remain perpetually fluid, our winters brief interludes of mild chill. But here in
Victoria Park, where the path traces the water’s edge, winter transforms both landscape and

identity as day edges into night.
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A crow perches on a weathered trunk, dark against the dimming harbor waters. Like the
bird, we islanders are both separated and connected by the water that surrounds us. In Hong
Kong, the surrounding sea remains a constant highway, but here, winter creates a different
relationship with our borders. The frozen water paradoxically brings the community closer as we

gather to witness each day’s end.
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The setting sun illuminates the ice-locked harbor, turning it into a vast plain of gold. This
transformation of water into solid ground shifts my whole understanding of islandness. Unlike
Hong Kong’s year-round liquid boundaries, PEI’s winter edges become crossable, though no less
defining. Standing here, I realize that being an islander is as much about adapting to change as it

is about geography. Each sunset becomes a lesson in transformation.
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Along the boardwalk, couples and families gather for the evening spectacle. The snow-
covered rocks that armor our shore speak to a defensive nature of island life I never knew in
Hong Kong’s perpetual summer. Each stone, each drift of snow, marks the line where we’ve
chosen to meet the sea on our own terms. This is winter’s gift—the quiet moments at day’s end

to contemplate our relationship with our boundaries.
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As darkness approaches, the city’s lights begin to twinkle along the shore. The church
spires and historic buildings of Charlottetown huddle together against the cold, their windows
glowing with warmth. Unlike Hong Kong’s vertical sprawl, this horizontal spread of lights
reminds me that winter shapes not just our landscape but our ways of coming together. We build
differently here, our communities arranged to weather the edge seasons that mark the year’s

transitions.
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The day’s final moments bring a spectacular display of clouds striped across the sky like
fish scales. Here at the edge of winter, unlike Hong Kong’s subtle seasonal shifts, nature writes
clear promises of change across the sky. “If Winter comes, can Spring be far behind?”” Shelley’s
words take on new meaning here, where winter’s edge sharpens our appreciation for the cycle of

s€asons.
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In winter, Victoria Park becomes a gallery of edges, each one a lesson in the art of
transition. The frozen harbor teaches us that boundaries are permeable, that what divides can also
connect. The snow-laden path shows us how edges guide us even as they constrain us. And the
winter light, painting everything in shades of dawn and dusk, reminds us that edges are not

endings but spaces of transformation, where one state of being flows seamlessly into another.
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Winter in PEI has taught me that edges are spaces of promise. The frozen harbor is both
barrier and bridge, the snow-covered shore both boundary and gathering place. At this temporal
edge between years, winter’s intensity makes us peculiarly attuned to the hope of renewal. Each
frozen sunset carries within it the promise of tomorrow’s light, each shortened day holds the seed
of summer’s return. This cycle of transformation, so much more dramatic than Hong Kong’s
subtle seasons, has reshaped my understanding of what it means to dwell at the edge. This is
what it means to walk the edge in winter: to witness the confluence of elements, to feel the pulse
of the island even in its quietest season, and to understand that edges are not where things end,

but where they begin to change.
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To be an islander in PEI’s winter is to understand that edges are not endings but
beginnings. Each sunset over the ice-bound harbor reminds us that our identity is defined not by
limitation but by anticipation. We stand at the edge of winter, knowing spring waits within its
depths. The water’s edge, whether liquid or solid, marks not where our world stops, but where
our capacity for renewal begins. This is what winter on an island teaches: that at every edge—of

land, of season, of year—we find not just an ending, but the promise of transformation.
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