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This essay first appeared on August 27, 1991, in Murray's weekly "Over 60" column in The Boston
Globe. The author, a Pulitzer Prize-winning journalist and Professor of English at the University of
New Hampshire, died in December 2006

The author in England, 1944.

I was never one to make a big deal over snaP-
shots; I never spent long evenings with the family
photograph album. Let's get on with the living. To
heck lvith yesterday, what are we going to do to-
morrow? But with the accumulation of yesterdays
and the possibility of shrinking tomorrows, I find
myself returning, as I suspect many over 60s do,
for a second glance and a third at family photos
that snatch a moment from time.

Lr looking at mine, I become aware that it is so re-
cent in the stretch of man's history that we have been
able to stop time in this way and hold still for reflec-
tion. Vermeer is one of my favorite painters because
of that sense of suspended time, with both clock and
calendar held so wonderfully, so terribly still.

The people in the snapshots are all strangers.
My parents young, caught before I arrived or as
they were when I saw them as towering grown-
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ups. They seemed so old then and so young now.
And I am, to me, the strangest of all.

There is a photograph of me on a tricycle
before the duplex on Grand View Avenue in
Wollaston I hardly remember; in another I am
dressed in a seersucker sailor suit when I was 5
and lived in a Cincinnati hotel. I cannot remem-
ber the suitbut even now studying the snapshot,
I am drunk on the memory of its peculiar odor
and time is erased.

In the snapshots I pass from chubby to skin-
ny and, unfortunately, ended up a chub. Look-
ing at the grown-ups in the snapshots I should
have known.

In other snapshots, I am cowboy, pilot, Indian
chief; I loved to dress up to become what I was
not, and suspect I still am a wearer of masks
and costumes.
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