                                               A Day for Dean  

                                                          by Adrianne Balcom

I packed a bag of ski clothes, a toothbrush and my insulated boots.

This was not the Iditarod, but close to it; The New Hampshire Primary.

I checked my e-mail.  

My brother called from Merrimack, “Where are you?”

I told him I was just leaving.

I said goodbye to Ben, my son, wished him a good night at work and 

warmed up the car. It was cold. Very cold. 

The roads were slaked with the whiteness of rimey salt from storms past.  They looked bleached and frozen in the cool beams of my headlights. The temperature was 5 degrees. It was 7:15 p.m.

The highways eventually took me Northward.  There was heavy traffic

heading the same way; taillights red and steady in pairs, up through the construction zones of Route 3.  A well-known highway contractor’s

truck stayed next to me, in the fast lane, for a mile or two and then accelerated into the stream of commuters.  The speeding along among New Hampshire license plates reminded me, strangely, of the Christmas

passages in the New Testament: 

    “And it came to pass in those days, that there went out a decree

      from Caesar Augustus, that all the world should be taxed….

      And all went to be taxed, every one into his own city….”

I took Exit 7 for Merrimack, and topped off the tank at a Mobil

Station. People were staring at me, I thought, a Massachusetts license

plate? Did they think I was a journalist? A Muslim car-bomber? 

I was wearing a black wool shawl around my head and neck.

The next stop was the Supermarket for gum and cough drops for the cold weather the next day…would I be shouting my candidate’s name

until hoarse?  I bought some flowers for my sister-in-law.

I got to my brother’s condo at 8:30 – just as his wife’s piano student was leaving.  Nods and goodbyes and howareyas and dropping my luggage and reshifting my parking space and finally sitting down with a choice 

of “black, green or herbal “ and water boiling. Two cups set out and Jack was home with a flourish of jacket removing.
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Leaving a plea for Jack to wake me at 6 p.m. and an affirmative nod,

I descended into the basement for a shower and slumber interrupted by furnace blowers and lumps in the mattress of the ubiquitous

daybed. There was no need to toss and turn – no anxiety - but I did. 

I woke at 3:15, startled by my body knowing that it wasn’t where it wanted to be and disoriented in brain enough to panic. It knew that

the comforts of home, familiar and special, were denied.  I was “somewhere else” and subconsciously “nowhere else”.

I heard Jack’s shout from the top of the stairs and bolted upright.

My voice was clear in its reassuring reply and I went to the bathroom to see what changes my body had experienced during relaxation.

The session did not rejuvenate my aging face and my body had not suddenly regained it’s girl-like figure of yore. It was 6 a.m. on a Tuesday,

in forchrissakesnewhampshire and what was I doing trying to change “history” – one person bundled in ancient skiwear?

I got into my layers of clothes and went upstairs. Jack was reading the morning newspaper in his USNA T-shirt and reading glasses slid down to the very point of his nose. He looked up and commented on my candidate’s prospects in print and then directed me to a jar of instant

coffee. 

Soon I packed up all my belongings and threw them into the freezing interior of the car , sat listening to the motor warm and saw the first streaks of dawn filtering over the roof of the condos. What was I doing here in the darkness – “lighting one small candle”..?

Bah. Humbug. O sleep, where art thou? 

And then I thought about life as it was now. And then determinedly put in the clutch.  My twelve-year-old chariot, with twelve year old shocks,

bumped over the frozen ruts to a polling place.
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