
s- of a broom he's doused in water, the equiv­
a alent ofa dial on a modern-day oven), "they 

5p are from my parents' house in the Midwest. 
ve lowe this to them. I could not have done 
:t? this without what my parents left me:' Roun­
ns tree's dream. Their legacy. He honors both. 
ng "I tired ofsociety pushing us to go faster." 

So he put a stop to it. He stopped time, then 
n." cranked it back to when hands, and hands 

alone, were the silent, predictable tools. 
The lack of machinery creates a silence 

ke with which I am unfamiliar. No hum of a 
computer or beep ofa phone. The only sound 

. to is of bread rising. And just try to hear that. 
ipe Tomorrow will be a farmers market in 

Salem. "My wife will go to sell the bread." 
I tell him I'll be there. I point to a candle 

in a wrought-iron cradle hanging over the 
oven. "For the god of the hearth?" 

''Yes.'' And he means it. 
The first thing I notice the next morning 

in the village of Salem is the sign in the 
beauty salon window. "Will trade haircut 
for two chickens and a goat. Or $11." I wish 
I had the required livestock. I could walk 
in with my goat on a leash and a chicken 
under each arm, and say, "slightly layered, 
shorter bangs, no blow dry." 

The farmers market consists of Roun­
tree's wife, Nancy, selling bread; farmers 
on either side of her, selling tomatoes and 
corn; a purveyor of local maple syrup; and 
some craftspeople selling their wares . 
There is more gossip than produce. 

And more produce than teeth in the 
mouth of the farmer who warns me against 
the goat-cheese snitch, should I go to the 
Cambridge Farmers Market. Turns out the 
snitch put his friend out of business. 

I'm new in these parts. What will I hear 
if! stick around for a while? 

He calls out to a woman passing by, "Hey, 
Ginny. I got them big kernels Dan likes." 

Another farmer calls out, "Poor old... ," he 
names a local. "Frost got his peppers." 

"That guy's tighter'n the bark on a tree!' 
I leave rich in lingo and tomatoes. 
I head back, to Shushan's post office. It's 

bill-paying time. I resent that I can't forgo 
all cares when I hit the road. John Stein­
beck had his wife, Elaine, to tend to them. 

Inside the depot there's a sign on the 
counter, "Jack or Rosie." A good-looking 
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man approaches. "What can I do for you?" 
''You're not Rosie, so you must be Jack." 
"Or Rosie." 
I stare. Maybe I need a translator here. 
The silence is broken by one of three guys 

in muddy work boots who've gathered to 
chat. He nods toward Rosie/Jack. "Every­
body calls him Rosie." Well, all right then. 

Rosie says to one of the guys, "Isn't it time 
to go home? Your wife'll be lookin' for you." 

"Come over later," he responds. "It's gin 
night." I'm included in the invitation. 

I inquire, "As in a card game?" 
Laughter. "As in," he holds his hand up 

and mimics emptying a bottle. "House up 
on the left. Rocking chairs on the porch." 

He leaves. An elderly woman enters, lean­
ing over her cane. She is greeted warmly. 
"Mail's not in yet," Rosie tells her. "If you 
get anything interesting, I'll give you a call." 

He asks the next visitor, ''Your wife away? 
Her movies stopped being sent." 

"Went to help her sister move." 
This is the local news center. Until the 

afternoon, "When everyone moves over to 
Yushak's," says Rosie. 

I can't for the life of me remember why 
I came in here, But now I want to stay 
awhile. And so I do. 
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