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At seven-fifteen no other campaigns had shown up. I wondered if I would have the place to myself. “Joe Lieberman” was still stuck in the snow at intervals. And one “Clark” sign at an angle. 

A man drove up in a green pick-up truck and glared at me. He came right over and said, into my face, “Where do you work?”

I replied. “Where do I work?” I hesitated and he leaned over me,

Intimidating in manner.

“I’m self-employed,” I said after a few seconds. His face slackened and he drew himself up without a word and stomped off into the polling

place. What was that all about? I asked myself. Well, this was New Hampshire with it’s own code; I didn’t have to know. All I know was that he was very disappointed he could call a boss and have me fired. Was “Dean for America” so inflammatory? He went right past me on the way back to his truck and drove off with engine screaming, ice chips flying.

About 7:30 a.m., two Kerry supporters arrived ; a short

dark-haired woman in black , like me, with a bright red scarf

and a tall handsome man with a “Firefighters for Kerry” sign.

She was shivering. He had no hat – just a sweatshirt and gloves. I commiserated with them about the cold. There was nodding of heads.

At 7:45, a van pulled up and a woman got out and opened up the side door of the car. She smiled and carried over to me a box.  She put it on the ground and said, “How are you doing? Would you like some coffee?

Or there’s hot chocolate here too – Ghiradelli.”

I nodded, to the envy of my small audience  of Kerry supporters, and Jan, the volunteer, poured me a coffee in an insulated cup. 

“Oh, dear, “ she said, “I forgot the creamer…”

I told her black was okay.

She unwrapped a paper plate covered in foil. “There’s homemade cinnamon buns, too. Take one! “

I did! Mmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmm.

“How long have you been here?” she asked. 
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I told her pre-dawn. She shook her head. “Do you want some hand-warmers?”

I started to shake my head but then realized my fingers were definitely on the way to frostbite. “OK”

She reached into her pocket and drew out separable small plastic packets, drew off two and opened them with her teeth. She looked at the grey, swift clouds as she did so, one eye squinting. She gave me the small pouches of chemicals and told me how to squeeze them and then put them into my gloves. “They won’t start to warm up for ten minutes but them they will be hot. It says not to expose them to skin for too long…I wonder what that means.”

“I guess I’ll find out,” I said, eagerly and slipped them into my hand-protectors. Of course there was no warmth yet but I felt a glow – the glow of kindness, the warmth of camaraderie; working for the same team, the same values, the same Candidate. Change the World, standing here in the cold? 

What better place; a freezing backwater of the first primary in the Nation.  Nouveau-Hampshire; the decade of the Democrat, the nova of new fortunes for the non-Republicans.

Funny, “Republican” – sounds like a Tavern-owner in England reopening his business….I smile to myself at my weak joke. Jan leaves me as another van drives up at 8 a.m. This time it’s Wesley Clarke’s

Youth Brigade.  And immediately after that, a third van out of which jettisons six people: a Dean Captain, two UAW workers in orange wool hats (or is that rayon?), a woman all in black from Somerville with a beret studded with union picket-line pins, and two young people – teenagers? – under-dressed for the extreme weather.  The latter two, it turns out, were “fresh” from Iowa and very determined. All six were suffering from lack of sleep. One Union worker adds, and all we got yesterday was a hamburger at ten o’clock at night!”

But he seems proud, if disillusioned. Their faces are taut with exhaustion; they tell of being here for five days, sleeping in hotel rooms and people’s houses, lack of regular meals, bitter cold and away from their families.                                          
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The two Union men are dressed in camouflage jumpsuits and insulated gloves.  In the Berkshires or the White Mountains they would be mistaken for deerhunters, I said.

“Ice fishing,” the taller of the two replies, “I like to fish this time of year.” The older man pulls out a cigarette and lights it. As though on signal, the Ice-fisher draws one out also and they pace. Their natural 

exercise is that of determined strike workers.  I ask them what trade they are in, in the Union. “Was a die-maker,” one said, “But now I’m a ‘Rep’.”  This is a semi-pinnacle of aspirations for the two of them. The older man draws deep on his tobacco, and the other seems to flick is ashes more than smoke. The cigarette is the mini-brazier of the Union

Guy; you can’t carry a blazing oil drum around.

The Kerry people leave on a break to McDonald’s® and leave their signs in the snow.  Jan arrives again with one more person who wants to

give me a break and hold my sign.  She says she’ll go vote first.  I say 

okay. My fingers were stiff. Toes could not be felt.

Meanwhile, the younger Union Rep. moseys over to the “Kerry “ signs and throws them down, laughing. All of us shake our heads and tell him that isn’t good – put it back.  He doesn’t want to but he sheepishly returns them to upright and lights a cigarette. His friend rolls back and forth on his feet, in steel-toed boots, and tells me he’s a diabetic.  

Soon the Kerry people return and the Union workers decide to go over to McDonald’s for breakfast. My relief came from voting and I went into the Church. A coordinator named Ron was sitting in the reception area for the Church office and talking into his cell phone. The young lady on our team came in bleating ,“They said to come in again”, and she took a chair. 

 I asked her if she was going to go to any other States and she took her gloves off and said, “No, I have to go back to school.”

“College?”

“Yeah, but we’ll see how it goes.” She rubbed her hands and stared at them, her knit gloves on her lap. “It’s cold, “ she stated.

                                                                                                  (continued)

Day for Dean 

Page 8

I looked at her white lips and red fingers and the purple tip of her nose.

Someone’s daughter far from home, and no one to say “Put your hat on,

it’s cold outside”.  Her mother…. Her Father….Someone.  I thought about my son – you wouldn’t catch him out in the cold under-dressed.

Unless it was a hot news story and he was crewing for his TV station

back in Newton. Then he’d forget his hat.  I sighed. And get a scoop

but get pneumonia…yes…if the motivation was there.

“Yes, “ I said, smiling. “It’s cold.” And I spread out my fingers and wiggled them on my knees.
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