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      The waves crash outside my window as the autumn morning sun streams onto my face. Stretching under the covers, I smile to myself. The move took me out of my comfort zone, but leaving my tiny village in Vermont for the Town of Sea Glass was the smartest thing I have ever done. Bigger, but not too big, than my hometown. It has felt like the ultimate adventure living here. And living across the ocean is nothing to sneeze at, either.

      Crawling out of the warmth of my bed, I walk over to my open window. I peer down to the sidewalk and take in the bright colors of the red oaks that line the road in front of my condo. Looking up and across the street, the morning sun almost blinds me as I squint to view the waves crashing onto the beach. Looks like it is high tide.

      Sea Glass is like storybook-living, in my not-so-humble opinion. Which is perfect for a nerdy book gal like me.

      After my morning shower and coffee, I head to my job at the Town of Sea Glass Library. When I sent my resume over the summer, I honestly did not expect there to be a position available. My plan was to move here anyway and figure it out job-wise, but the stars aligned and now I work in the quaint town library. And, also, in the children’s section, which is my favorite population to work with.

      I tie up my auburn hair into a tight bun and throw on fun rainbow earrings that also sport the words “read banned books.” Walking into the kitchen to grab a breakfast bar, my cats remind me I still need to feed them.

      “Sorry, sorry,” I say, pouring their kibble into the food dishes on the floor and freshening their waters. Cocoa and Whisper rub along my ankles as a thank you before diving into their breakfasts.

      My commute to work is under ten minutes, but an absolutely gorgeous drive this time of year with the bright autumn leaves decorating the sidewalks. I blast Tori Amos and sing at the top of my lungs until I pull into the library’s staff lot. Hopping out of my car, I see my fellow librarian, Jasmine, arrive as well.

      “Morning!”

      “Hey, Reed, those are cute earrings.”

      “Thanks!”

      Marge, the head librarian and our boss, is already inside, but otherwise, the library is dead quiet. After clocking in on the computer, I head over to my desk in the children’s section to prepare for the day. Today is typically the busiest weekday morning for me at work because of our incredibly popular drag queen story-time. I started that up at the end of August as my first project when coming on board. This morning, Mother Goose will read to the children. Last week was Pippi Longstocking and next week will be a new drag artist dressed at Little Bo Peep.

      Dan, today’s drag queen performer, emailed me the three books he will read to the children. I grab them off the shelf as I prepare for opening. Marge comes over, laughing.

      “You already have a line of children outside.”

      “Seriously? The story time isn’t even until 10:00.”

      “I’m betting they want to get the best seats on the rug.”

      My boss is right. As soon as the door opens, several families rush in and linger around the story area, clearly ready to pounce on a colored rug square when they feel it's time. When Mother Goose arrives, the entire children’s section breaks into cheers with me and the parents shushing the kids to quiet down. But I can see Dan loves the reaction, with his eyes lighting up behind his dark, long falsies.

      “Good morning, children!” Mother Goose says, motioning the kids to come and sit by her storyteller throne.

      She starts off with an Eric Carle classic and then reads one of my favorite Jan Brett books. Marge comes over with her camera, taking photos for our library website. More than once she has told me these new story-times have revitalized the children’s section and library patron visits have doubled since I started.

      “Ms. Hasse?” A father of one of the regulars comes up to me. “Do you happen to know if Mother Goose here does birthday parties? My wife and I were thinking of a story-themed party for our youngest.”

      “What a great idea for a party. I love it! And I do believe she does. I can introduce you after story-time.”

      “Thank you, I would love that.”

      As Mother Goose starts her last book, which is a collection of nursery rhymes, I notice the mailman coming into the front. He walks up to Jasmine at the customer relations desk to drop off today’s packages and mail. Marge takes one more photo and heads over to review what he delivered.

      Once Mother Goose says, “The End,” the children burst into loud applause and run to the grinning drag queen, attacking her with hugs.

      “I love you, Mother Goose!” One adorable blond girl shouts over the cacophony.

      Once I introduce the father to Dan to discuss birthday parties, I walk over to my desk to prepare for checking out books, which is the usual following story-time. When I sit down, I look up to see Marge walking over to me with a concerned look in her eyes. She hands me a piece of paper covered in cut-out magazine letters and I can’t help but gasp.
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