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I went back outside eventually. I was warm through so back for more.

It was 10:30 a.m.  There were a few flakes of snow.

I took my sign back and the woman who had been standing in my place said she had to go teach a Community College class but could come back at around 12:30.  I said “Perfect, I have to leave at 1!”  

More voters, more greeting them, more pacing, more talking. I got to know everyone there.  Except the Clark supporters. They came and went and stood on the driveway so voters had to honk to get them to move. They jumped up and down with enthusiasm.  They stood where the voters who wanted to avoid sign-holders accessed the Church Hall

and were quite annoyed.

I started dancing – tap-dancing again – after half an hour. My feet were freezing again. Jan drove up and got out with freshly made sandwiches and coffee.  The Firefighter for Kerry looked surprised and envious.  Jan asked us first and then asked the other campaigners if they wanted some hot coffee and food. They shook their heads slowly and said, “No thanks.”  But they were cold. 

The selection was egg salad or ham and mustard. I chose ham. I only ate

egg salad when I needed to: when my checkbook balance was negative.

There were potato chips and cookies, too. I was hungry and grateful.

Ron said he was cold – he talked on the cell phone.  Jan literally gave him the parka off her back and it fit him. He did up the snaps and ate some food. Jan said she had another jacket at home and he could keep it for the day. She drove off to the next polling place group with a wave.

Dean supporters were loyal,  good providers. I hoped we would not be disappointed that night. Much.  

I went into the Church to the Women’s Room and took the hand-warmers out of my gloves and put them into my boots. I broke open new hand warmer chemical seals and put them in my gloves. I felt like a junkie shooting up in a bathroom. No I didn’t. I felt tired.  And I just wanted to drive home!
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The woman working for Kerry had to leave at noon. At five to noon

We all counted down with her. Her glasses were all fogged up and her 

eyes red. We shouted ,“Noon!”, and she left with a wave.  That left the firefighter from Watertown.  

 I pointed at the cardboard box with the carafes, “Sure you don’t want some coffee? It’s just going to get cold?” I smiled.

He looked around – there was one voter getting out of a car, a Buick. He smiled and squatted on the asphalt as I rummaged in the box for some insulated cups. “Here they are,” he said, and unstacked two white polystyrene units.

I held out mine while he unscrewed Jan’s Thermos® and poured a portion for me. Then I held his cup while he repeated the task.

“There’s no creamer….”

“Oh, I take it black,” he said and rose back up to his full height. I on the pavement, replacing the lid, admired his strength and fitness. He was

doing something, believing in something, and in the prime of his life. Healthy, strong, handsome, smiling -  brave, probably. I’d never know.

He was, like me, holding a sign. Just holding a sign, on the coldest, windiest Primary Day ever.
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