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I drove along the access road and headed South-west.  Merrimack was a huge expanse of land yet undeveloped. But it will be, I thought.  Shame.

The woods would soon disappear. It was the fastest growing County in

New Hampshire; possibly New England.  Flatlanders migrating to the Land of No Personal Income Tax.  And finding that there was no “New Hampshire “ left to glimpse between the shopping malls and parking lots.

I saw the Church of St. John in front of me – behind the McDonald’s which glowed in white, yellow and red in the pre-dawn.  I drove into the Church parking lot and parked in front of a “Joe Lieberman” sign stuck high in the push snowbank.  I had the heater on half-blast.  A car or two of the clerks for the polls raced into the drive and behind the building. The large glass cupola of the modern nave caught the watery sun as it broke over the horizon.  It looked cold. It was cold. I sighed. I said I’d be here at 6:45 a.m. And I was.

I decided to at least get my folding chair out and pick a choice spot right at the crosswalk to the portico. My battle-experience from the Autumn elections working for my brother was an advantage this morning.  I was comfortable in my mind as I trudged to the spot, unbagged and unfolded the blue canvas chair like an exotic flower in the gray and white of Northern January Dawn.  I was the only soul except for the commuters racing with their coffee to their cars across the way in the fluorescence of fast food franchises.

I went back to the car, hid my pocketbook under the seat (it held three one dollar bills) and took up my “The Doctor is In – Dean for America”

sign.  His campaign colors of cobalt blue with touches of mustard yellow and white were thrust into the snow like a mountaineer claiming some high peak. I put on my gloves, adjusted my shawl.  I had the following body “armor”; bicycle shorts, spandex camisole, white calf-length gym 
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socks (handed down from my son), a thick turtleneck jersey, insulated rayon ski pants (which kept unsnapping at the waist), rubber and goretex® winter boots with foam insulation inserts, a water-resistant 

thigh-length ski jacket, a wool hat with a brim, a long  winding black 

shawl and thinsulate® ski gloves with velcro® straps.  Was I the fashion

plate of the electorate? Hardly, but I was all black and gray and warm. Warm was essential.  I picked up the sign-on-a-stick and held it out like a flag.

A car drove up – it was 6:50 am.  A woman rolled down her window : 

“When do the polls open?” I answered ,“I think 7 – they asked me to be here at quarter to 7…” 

“Oh, thanks, “ she said and headed towards the glaring red roof for

a hit of hot beverage. I envied her. The instant coffee I’d had a half-hour before was not fulfilling its promise. I prayed that the “comfort person” would be there soon with a thermos. Hope springs eternal.

After five minutes two cars arrived and parked next to each other in the empty parking lot. The drivers sat in their cars with the headlights on and engines running.  Soon another small group of automobiles came 

along the dark access road like a funeral procession. Five cars, and then, at each turn of the light, more cars. Soon there were a few dozen – all waiting to vote and then go on with their lives.  I felt, standing there 

at the front of the pack, a lone figure, like a preacher  or a drive-in movie screen. I kept holding out my sign, steadfastly.

At a silent signal, people started leaving their cars. The doors opened and slammed and, in masse, the voters trudged over snapping snow to

where I was standing. 

“Good Morning”, I said over the edge of my shawl. 

Some answered, some grunted. One woman smiled and said “We wondered which campaign would be down here…”  I smiled back without opening my lips. It was seven a.m. and my feet and fingers were already chilled.   Oooohhhhhhhhhhhh! Frozen smile!
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