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I never knew anyone who'd grown up in Jackson without
being afraid of Mrs. Calloway, our librarian. She ran the Library
absolutely by hersclf, from the desk where she sat with her back
to the books and facing the stairs, her dragon eye on the front
door, where who knew what kind of person might come in
from the public? SILENCE in big black letters was on signs
tacked up everywhere. She herself spoke in her normally com-
manding voice; every word could be heard all over the Library
above a steady seething sound coming from her electric fan; it
was the only fan in the Library and stood on her desk, turned
directly onto her streaming face.

As you came in from the bright ourside, if you were a girl,
she sent her strong cyes down the stairway to test you; if she
could see through your skirt she sent you straight back home:
you could just put on another petticoat if you wanted a book
that badly from the public library. I was willing; I would do
anything to read.

My mother was not afraid of Mrs. Calloway. She wished
me to have my own library card to check out books for myself.
She took me in to introduce me and I saw I had met a witch.
“Eudora is ninc years old and has my permission to read any
book she wants from the shelves, children or adult,” Mother
said. “With the exception of Elsie Dinsmore,” she added. Later
she explained to me that she'd made this rule because Elsie the
heroine, being made by her father to practice too long and hard
ac the piano, fainted and fell off the piano stool. “You're too
impressionable, dear,” she told me. “You'd read that and che
very first thing you'd do, you'd fall off the piano stool.” “Im-
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pressionable” was a new word. I never hear it yet without the
image ehiat comes with it of falling straight off the piano stool.

Mss. Calloway made her own rules about books. You
could not take back a book to the Library on the same day you'd
taken it out; it made no difference to her that you'd read every
word in it and needed another to start. You could take out two
books at a time and two only; this applied as long as you were a
child and also for the rest of your life, to my mother as severely
as to me. So two by two, I read library books as fast as I could
go, rushing them home in the basket of my bicycle. From the
minute I reached our house, I started to read. Every book I
scized on, from Bunny Broun and His Sister Sue at Camp Rest-a-
While to Twenty Thousand Leagues under the Sea, stood for the
devouring wish to read being instantly granted. I knew this
was bliss, knew it at the time. Taste isn’c nearly so important; it
comes in its own time. I wanted to read smmediately. The only
fear was that of books coming to an end.

My mother was very sharing of this feeling of insatiability.
Now, I think of her as reading so much of the time while
doing something else. In my mind’s eye The Origin of Species is
lying on the shelf in the pantry under a light dusting of
flour—my mother was a bread maker; she'd pick it up, sit by
the kitchen window and find her place, with one eye on the
oven. I remember her picking up The Man in Lower Ten while
my hair got dry enough to unroll from a load of kid curlers
trying to make me like my idol, Mary Pickford. A generation
later, when my brother Walter was away in the Navy and his
two litle girls often spent the day in our house, I remember
Mother reading the new issue of Time magazine while taking
the part of the Wolf in a game of “Lictle Red Riding Hood”
with the children. She'd just look up at the right time, long
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Children Tend to Learn Determination
From Father

By Rick Nauert PhD Last updated: 8 Aug 2018
Associate News Editor ~1MINREAD

Today's world is not an easy adjustment
for young adults. A key skill set for
success is persistence, a trait
researchers say is heavily influenced by
fathers.

Researchers from Brigham Young
University discovered fathers are in a
unique position to help their adolescent
children learn tenacity.

BYU professors Laura Padilla-Walker and
Randal Day arrived at these findings after
following 325 families over several years.
And over time, the persistence gained
through fathers led to higher engagement in school and lower rates of
delinquency.

“In our research we ask ‘Can your child stick with a task? Can they finish a
project? Can they make a goal and complete it?” Day said. “Learing to
stick with it sets a foundation for kids to flourish and to cope with the
stress and pressures of life.”

“There are relatively few studies that highlight the unique role of fathers,”
Padilla-Walker said. “This research also helps to establish that traits such
as persistence — which can be taught - are key to a child's life success.”
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A Puppy for Poppy
by RV Staff Writer J.C.

“I'm going to miss you so much, Poppy.” said the tall, gangly teenager. He bent
down to hug his old golden retriever farewell. He stood up, hugged his parents, and
smiled, trying not to let his emotions get the better of him.

His parents were not quite able to keep theirs under control. They had driven their
son several hours out of town to the university where he would soon be living and
studying. It was time to say goodbye for now at least. His mother sniffled loudly into
her tissue, and his father had a lump in his throat that felt like he'd swallowed a
bullfrog. The family hugged and smiled through misty eyes and then laughed.

The boy, now nearly a man, hoisted the last bag onto his shoulder, and grinned. *I
guess this is it.” he said. “Il see you back home in a month, okay?”

His parents nodded, and they watched as he walked out of sight into the crowds of
hundreds of students and parents, all enacting the same farewell scenes around
them. The boy’s mother turned to the dog. “Okay, Poppy, time to go back home.”

The house seemed quiet as a tomb without the boy living there. All that week,
Poppy didn't seem interested in her dinner, her favorite toy, or even in her daily
walk. Her owners were sad oo, but they knew their son would be back to visit.
Poppy didn't.

They offered the dog some of her favorite peanut butter treats. They rubbed her
belly. They even let her sit on the sofa, but the old girl just wasn’t her usual cheerful
self. Her owners started to get worried. Poppy was an older dog, so slowing down
and taking longer naps was normal, but this seemed different.

“What should we do to cheer Poppy up?” asked Dad. “We've tried everything.”
“I have an idea, but it might be a little crazy,” smiled Mom. “Without anybody left in
the house but us, this place could use a bit of fun. Maybe we need the pitter-patter

of little paws around here.”

“You're a genius,” he said.




