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  For my children
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  And for the child I was




  Foreword



Time goes on, and your life is still there, and you have to live it. After a while you remember the good things more often than the bad. Then, gradually, the empty silent parts of you fill up with the sounds of talking and laughing again, and the jagged edges of sadness are softened by memories.

 

—Lois Lowry



 

 

THE NOVEL The Giver, A CLASSIC THAT HAS sold more than twelve million copies, has taken on a life of its own, the way all great books do. This brilliant novel about a world in which everyone must suppress his or her emotions and memories was begun when Lois Lowry realized that her own father was losing his memory. Would it be better not to remember the pain of loss? Or in losing memory would we lose our sense of both our history and ourselves? Would we lose who we are?

This charming book is also about memory. The moments and details and photographs within introduce us to an incredible woman who happens to also be an incredible writer. Lois Lowry is beloved by her readers and her friends, among whom I am honored to include myself. I knew her books before I knew her, and I was not disappointed to meet the author I already loved. Her forthrightness and honesty provide a moral center in a complex and confusing world, both for her readers and her friends. She writes the way she lives her life: with bravery and courage and a hugely generous heart. She is both the voice of reason and the voice of hope.

Share your history, and knowledge lives. That is the lesson of The Giver and the quiet message of this book as well. Lois Lowry is a survivor, one who has lived a life filled with wonderful gifts and terrible losses, most especially the loss of her son Grey. In snapshots, both visual and literary, the author shares her past, and in doing so she presents to us the life of a generous, gutsy, singular woman who reminds us that books and love and memory are all that matter.

 

Alice Hoffman



  How Do You Do


An Introduction

WHEN I WAS A CHILD—VERY SHY, VERY SELF-CONSCIOUS—I was sometimes taken by my mother to events at which I would be introduced to adults who swooped at me with toothy smiles and unanswerable questions. I had a tendency to look at the ground, scrunch the hem of my dress in my hand, chew on a strand of my own hair, and scuff one shoe against the other during those painful moments.

“Look up!” my mother used to tell me. “Hold your shoulders straight! Look people in the eye! Hold out your hand! Say, ‘Fine, thank you, how are you?’”

I tried, but it was excruciating. I wasn’t fine at all, holding out my nail-bitten hand for a stranger to shake. I was paralyzed, mute, and hoping for a trapdoor to open beneath me so that I could disappear with a whoosh into some dark cavern where I could curl up with a book until the grownups stopped their socializing.

I still don’t like introductions very much. Have you met my nephew, who once scored the winning touchdown for a college in the Midwest? I’d like you to meet Aunt Emma, who is visiting from Seattle, where she raises hybrid peonies. May I present Ogden Weatherbee, who invented the gyrating oscilloscope? I know you will enjoy making the acquaintance of Miss Smirkling, who does wonderful charcoal portraits of miniature poodles as a hobby. And here is Cousin Florence, with her triplets!

Trapdoor time!

But I am all grown up now, so I have learned to stand up straight and hold out my hand. Here I am, looking you right in the eye. I would like to introduce you to this book. It has no plot. It is about moments, memories, fragments, falsehoods, and fantasies. It is about things that happened, which caused other things to happen, so that eventually stories emerged.
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At Boston’s Logan Airport, in Terminal C, there is a kinetic sculpture: a sculpture that moves. Even though Terminal C has a food court, a seafood restaurant, a bookstore, and even a beauty parlor, it is the always-in-motion, pinging, dinging sculpture that commands the attention of everyone: travelers, toddlers, and trash collectors.

A ball sets off from the top (ding!) and makes its way through tubes, across intersections, down lifts and stairs and slides; along the way it bumps into another ball (chime!) and sets that one rolling around corners and along passages, and eventually it, too, collides (ping!) with another and sends it on its way.

Everything that happens causes something else to happen. Just like life.

A dog bites a mailman and the mailman drops his bag and scatters some letters on a lawn. One disappears under a bush and is lost. Maybe it was a love letter. Maybe the woman who failed to receive the letter decided the heck with it and went to law school—or to Australia—or to a therapist; and because of that, the man who sent the letter (but received no reply) decided to buy a dog to keep him company; and then he took the dog to obedience classes, where it met a dog who had bitten a mailman, and . . .

Well, you get the idea.

Stories don’t just appear out of nowhere. They need a ball that starts to roll.
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Kids ask me all the time: “How do you get ideas?”

When I try to answer in a general way, they zero right in. “Yes,” they say, “but how did you get the idea for—”

Here, in this book, I have tried to answer some of the questions. I looked back, in order to do so, through snapshots of my own past. Here are some of the balls—ping!—at the moment when they start their trip down that complicated passageway that is called life but that also, magically, becomes fiction along the way.

I have given them titles. Strange, evocative titles, some of them, such as “Looming Huge” and “Opening a Trunk.” They may make you look back and recapture memories of your own. From the memories may come stories. Tell them to your friends. To your family. Tell them to me, won’t you? Now that we’ve been properly introduced?

How do you do!


1
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  Back and Back



There’s much more. There’s all that goes beyond—all that is Elsewhere—and all that goes back, and back, and back.

 

—The Giver
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1910

I KNOW THE DATE BECAUSE IT IS WRITTEN ON the back of the photograph, which was taken, developed, and printed by my great-aunt Mary, who exposed her negatives to daylight in the back yard instead of using the more complex enlarger and darkroom that first my father and later I too would use.

I also knew the four-year-old girl with the hair ribbon in her curls. Her name was Katharine, though they called her Kate. She had a puppy at home, and a playroom where she played with her boisterous little brother. Two years later, as a six-year-old sitting on the front porch while her mother trimmed her hair, she turned her head quickly at a loud noise and got her earlobe snipped, for which her mother apologized. The loud noise that had startled her was her father, the bow-tied young banker in the photograph, driving toward home in his brand-new automobile, the first the child had ever seen.

Where were they going on this country lane, their lives still ahead of them as they walked past wildflowers, holding their parents’ hands? I can almost hear the birds that would have been singing in that Pennsylvania countryside, and the laughter of those children, and the soft voices of their parents.

Did the little girl ever think, then, about what lay ahead for her? Did she imagine that one day she would marry, and that she would have children?

The little girl’s mother, the slender woman in the long black skirt, was named Helen. Maybe the child Kate, skipping along that dusty path, kicking at pebbles, looked back and said to her mother, “When I grow up and have a little girl, I will name her Helen, for you!”

Her mother would have smiled.

Then Kate (who always yearned for a sister, whom she never had) might have said, “I will have two little girls when I grow up!”

Perhaps she was thinking about nothing more on that summer day than the lemonade and cookies that would be waiting at home, at the end of their walk. Perhaps she was thinking about the book that her mother had read to her and her brother the night before.

But I like to think that sometime, daydreaming, when she was small, Kate looked ahead and wished for her own little girls. Helen, named for her mother, first. And then the second little girl.

That one was me.


OPS/images/graphic.jpg





OPS/images/LookingBack_01.jpg





OPS/images/LookingBack_02.jpg





OPS/images/LookingBack_03.jpg





OPS/images/graphicbreak.jpg
X

X





OPS/toc.xhtml
Contents

		Title Page


		Contents


		Copyright


		Dedication


		Foreword


		How Do You Do


		Back and Back



		Staying Tied



		Wiggling and Waiting



		Looking Upward



		Coming to Words



		Reaching Across



		War



		Looming Huge



		Whispers



		Wet Ones



		Having the Thought Wrong



		Dogs



		Absolute Innocence



		Mortification



		Muffled Laughter



		Eyes, Knees, and Butts



		Big Gifts



		Opening a Trunk



		Vigil



		Book Writing



		Feeling Swishy



		Brothers



		Adolescence



		Naming



		Graduations



		Conversation at Eighteen



		Bonds



		More Dogs



		Literary Games



		Becoming a Hermit



		Places Imaginary and Real



		And Dogs One More Time



		Books and Butterflies



		Stories and Secrets



		Sadness



		Looking Back



		Giving



		Oh My! More Babies!



		Saying Goodbye



		Bony Parts



		The Cool Darkness of Barns



		Squeak!



		Soap in My Eyes



		Flat Hats



		Making Decisions



		Reading



		Surprise!



		Literature in My Life



		Read More from the Giver Quartet


		About the Author





OPS/images/cover.jpg
LOOKING BACK

A Book of Memories

By the author of The Giver

@A OWRY

Revised and Expandfd with a Foreword t 3% Alice Hoffman





OPS/images/titlepage.jpg
LOOKING BACK

A Book of Memories

LOIS LOWRY

Revised and Expanded, with a Foreword
by Alice Hoffman

HOUGHTON MIFFLIN HARCOURT

Boston | New York





