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How To Pack a Box of Books

Tom Triumph


 

Typically, a box of books will move five times before it is
unpacked.  Her books will move twice.

Boxes must be small enough so that the carrier can wrap her
skinny arms around it, gripping the far bottom corners with pale,
skeletal fingers that poke out of the collar of the red rugby shirt
you gave her last birthday.  This will enable a firm hug for
control.  Still, Sarah wants a swift retreat—the decision has
been made, a new lease signed—so too small a box only makes for
many unnecessary trips.  Remember moving in, and the
end-of-evening weary climbs that followed since, ending in your
questioning the wisdom of this third floor apartment?
 Predictably, Sarah’ll try and carry too many—they look so
small—and one will slip from her grasp half way down the
stairs but she won’t ask for help but she won’t know what to do for
a moment, standing in your familiar landing with one box in her
grip and one at her feet.

Liquor boxes are a mixed blessing.  Their cut-out handles
are illusions; designed for fingers to fill the space above the
necks of a case of bottles, a well packed box of books leaves no
room.  With liquor, the box top is often slashed open with a
box cutter and discarded in the dumpster; to over pack becomes
alluring.  Exposed, books slide from the top with each step to
the car, pothole or sharp turn taken to her new home.  Still,
they are the correct size.  Stick with beer, if you can. 
These boxes are uniform; they stack nicely.  Be choosy, as the
label telegraphs to new neighbors your social class.

Laying flat on the bottom of the box, stack books so that their
spines alternate.  They are pillars that keep the forces on
top of the box from crushing their way to the bottom, destroying
the contents in-between.  Refrain from alternating and the
signatures and cases, stiff with glue, will push against each other
until they crack.  A corner of the box will crumple.  It
is the body of the book—the flyleaves and covers—that must receive
the relentless weight of the move.  Temptation begs to slip a
book vertically between stacks—do not give in.  Remember,
there are no shortcuts.

Each box weighs an average of forty pounds.  In the back of
a truck, four to ten boxes might weigh some four hundred
pounds.  In the hatchback of her Impreza, books will only
suffer the force of two or three boxes hastily crammed between
duffle bags and loose kitchenware.  Still, this is a city of
potholes.  Sarah is looking at twenty trips, minimum, you
think as you look out the window and see her struggle to fit it
neatly in the summer heat.

Paperbacks make for good packing material.  After stacking
the hard cover bestsellers you could each afford once you’d settled
in your careers—quirky women’s tales you  dismissed;
remember to alternative the spines!—you can fill the space
between it and the side of the box with those paperbacks you read
for college classes when you dreamed of doing something other than
what you’re doing now.  At twenty, Indonesian culture seemed
important as you sat in a rural Massachusetts lecture hall. 
You realize, packing them for her, that when, as a couple, you both
culled out the duplicates it was your personal copies that
went.  Hers had notes, and her name and date was neatly
written on the half title page.  At the time it didn’t seem
the matter, because this was a love that lasts forever, but now
someone somewhere is reading your copy of The Stranger and
you’ll never know who.

You did know that she would come with too few boxes—new white
boxes once filled with copy paper from work that were not broken
down and are too large for her to carry when full—and so you came
back from the liquor store with twenty Finlandia and Coors boxes
that will make her new neighbors think she’s too poor or cheap to
go to Staples for boxes.  We never drank Cutty Sark,
you think, looking at the box.  From work, you took a tape gun
and three new rolls of packing tape and left it on the table—now
your table—with a cutting blade while you give her space and go to
the bookstore to price out replacements.

When you come back, having bought nothing but a coffee, all of
the boxes are not sealed on the bottom, but instead flaps are
folded over each other corkscrew.  You can tell because they
won’t sit flat, even under all of that weight.  And you know
that, on the second landing, she’ll have that box against the wall
while the right knee of her jeans pushes up on the corner of a
picture book that pokes out of that near bursting bottom.  She
wouldn’t listen, you think at first, angry (why?) and then
you note that the packing gun has the tape roll fitted backwards
and the sticky side is stuck to itself.

You begin to unpack the boxes.  To repack them—to tape the
bottoms and alternate the spines and do everything you learned when
you worked your way through college at the bookstore.  And
then you stop.  She’s taking her books and problems and the
bad advice of her friends with her, and you are going to let her do
it.

Remember: Packing a box of books is unlike opening one.  No
matter how much you like them, these books are not for you. 
Someone else will enjoy them.








About the Author

 

Tom Triumph grew up in northeastern Massachusetts. A graduate of
the University of Massachusetts at Amherst and SUNY Cortland he
lived in New York City for four years before leaving for
Vermont.

He wrote the dark comedy one-act play "The Best Roommate in the
World" which was produced at Clark University in Worcester, MA. It
was chosen to be revived the following fall for incoming freshmen.
He has since written a play and various prose works.

While in the big city, he worked for several publishers,
including William Morrow, George Braziller, and for the notorious
Barney Rossett. Before leaving New York, he began writing and
editing articles for a retail-consulting firm.

As a freelance writer, he has published in several retailing
journals, including Women’s Wear Daily, Home Furnishing
News, and Footwear News. In addition, his book
reviews and commentaries have appeared in the Southern Vermont
Review. Other articles have appeared in Rugby Magazine,
the Mountain Villager, Vamlegram, Edutopia, and one of his
cartoons has graced the pages of Seven Days, the local
Vermont arts magazine.  Many of his writing is available on
his blog Tom Darling Writes! linked below.

 

Readers can explore his prose at www.thenightlibrarian.com

 

 







From the same author on
Feedbooks


	The Attic
Notebooks: A Fiction (2010)
Agnes Jackson goes from one numbed-down class to the next.
Following freshman year, she naively feeds her school’s
anti-intellectual mood by hosting book burning party. Originally a
fund raiser, by junior year it is a dark spectacle that ends in
tragedy and with Agnes coming to an act of civil disobedience that
destroys the heart of her school and puts her on the run.

Another great Tom Triumph story!



	


We
Could Hear the Howls of the ADHD Boys: A Fiction
(2010)
A group of survivors in post-apocalyptic New England go from
town to town scavenging for pharmaceuticals in order to stay alive.
One man in the tribe searches for seizure meds for his son, while a
gang of ADHD boys ravage the towns ahead of them. A reflection on
what one would do for their child.

Another great Tom Triumph story!



	


Woodshop: A
Fiction (2011)
The gruff Mr. Ellis teaches Woodshop in a forgotten end of the
school with cannibalized machines to an apathetic student body.

As the factories close down and jobs leave forever, students at
Devon schools are still taking Woodshop. Perhaps a remnant of the
old industrial age, Woodshop also speaks to the soul of those who
need something more. While Lenore dreams of something more, she and
her fellow lost souls appreciate the haven for misfits that Mr.
Ellis provides.



	


Motherhood
During the Plague: A Fiction (2011)
Six months after a worldwide plague leaves them alone in a small
New England town, Sarah attempts to keep her two boys alive.
Clinging to a way of life that might be gone forever--libraries and
Legos and plans for college--she struggles to keep their innocence
while scrounging for food and supplies in the remains.

Another great Tom Triumph story!
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and Wilde: A Fiction (2011)
Oscar Wilde and H.G. Wells, young writers on the verge of fame,
accept an invitation to dinner from a scientist with a time
machine. On a lark the two climb in and find themselves in modern
day, to humorous results. A comedic short story.
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