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H s regular as the phases of the moon, whenever | visitioned from nothing more than two wooden blocks of un-

my father, there are certain topics we discuss every

equal size, a nail, and a piece of twine to pull it; running

time: politics, the state of world affairs, sports, the status barefoot up and down the twisty, uneven paths, our feet

of house projects, the economy. And books. Always
books.

Both my folks have been avid readers and actively
involved with their community’s library for as far back as
| can remember. When | do a mental inventory of the
house we grew up in, the living room always includes a
tome resting on the overstuffed armchair my father fa-
vored, a neatly ripped wedge of the newspaper marking

knowing instinctively where to land amongst the rocks
and roots and where the cool damp patches contrasted
with the sun-warmed, bristly spots; and jumping in and
out of the crystal, spring-fed lake until our lips were as

purple as baby eggplants and our skin goosebumped like

a freshlyplucked hen’s.
And rainy days, those on which my mother—not
common sense—kept us from pursuing our fantastical

the point at which he had been called away for supper orworld outdoors? Oh, they were actually a source of great

to tend to a chore that required a man’s hands. After the
evening news and while we children were doing our
homework, he would retire to the quiet and comfort of
this end of our home, soon absorbed in the pages of his
volume.

As kids, our summers were spent in New Hampshire
in a cottage my folks built just before the last two of us

delight and treasure. Never did we chafe at being cot-
tagebound. Why would we, when there were worlds of

escapades and travel and mystery beckoning us? Yes, we

could spend the whole day readind A three-day soaker,
when we were socked in by mist and clouds that rolled
and bounced atop the lake like gray tumbleweeds and
rain that peppered the water like endless handfuls of

were born. With the blessed naiveté of children, we nevertossed pebbles, was ideal for curling up in front of the

noticed that there was no shower, no phone, no heating
other than the wood-burning stove, no modern appli-
ances. Coffee sputtered and burped in an old, dented
percolator on the burner of the ancient stove; a boxy
toaster with a cloth-wrapped cord warmed slabs of
homemade bread; an old radio whose rabbit ears tried
feebly to sense out a station from the other side of the
rolling hills, usually with no success, occasionally
brought music to the room, but most of the time it sat
mute as a stone, collecting dust and clutter. A television
was unnoticeably absent.

Days of July and August were spent catching (and
releasing) spotted salamanders; captaining barges fash-

fireplace with one of the many enticing library books
leaning in precarious towers in the corner.

The township near our lake was quaint and pictur-
esque, with a bandstand for Sunday afternoon concerts
and the quintessential New England white church,
school, and town hall (“faith, hope, and charity,” as they
were collectively known) clustered behind a large village
green. There were three commercial buildings in the tiny
town: the post office (which was actually a converted
room in Mrs. Tucker’s tidy white home, the front of
which was crowded with a riot of glorious perennials), a
small, familyrun general store, and a public library.

Every week, on Wednesday afternoon, my mother
piled her four girls into the old Willys jeep, us bickering

over who got to sit on the tailgate as we bounced over the

gravel road to town. This weekly trip “uptown” was the
sole occasion we could be coaxed, pried, or bribed away
from the lake and the woods: we got to go to the library

(the only time it was open) and were each given a dime to

spend on candy (the only time we bought confections).
Situated in a small, irregularly-shaped Victorian
brick building built in the 1880s, the library’s interior
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