purple

recently took a much needed sabbatical from a fifieen

vear career in publishing to pursue my masters degree

in crearive writing. I didn't want to wake up at 40 and
realize that 1 hadn’t writren the grear American novel. (As
it so happens 1'll wake up 40 years old this January and will
nort have written the novel, bue I'll at least have a few chap-
ters under my belt.) My memoir professor tells me to ask of
myself: “What is the extraordinary reality thar we live, thar
being conscious of it is enough to write a memoir of it?”
My extraordinary reality includes a poet-in-residence—my
threc-vear-old daughter, Pascale,

I’M TEMPTED TO SUBMIT SOME OF MY
TODDLER’S WORDS AS MY OWN TO ONE
OF MY WRITING WORKSHOPS. I'D GET
COMMENTS LIKE, “ORIGINAL VOICE.”

Like most toddlers, Pascale is inquiring. She notices the
veins decoraring the leaves and the crow’s feer stamping a
pattern on my eyes, Her world is one of detecrion. 5cill, her
language skills arc not fully formed. T stalk Pascale with a pad
and pencil, carching snarches of roddler verse. I'm tempred
to submit some of her words as my own o one of my writing
waorkshops. I'd get comments like, "original voice.”

Milk goer after milk. But sometimes milk comes before
milk.

‘This Ginsherg-esque poem was uttered one day when
Pascale was helping her brather with his snack. It's pertect in
its simplicity and its cruth, If I can pactern my verse on such
straightforward observarions, 1 could make great movement
towards a simpler stvle.

Momny: What if T have four apples and you bave four
apples?

Pascale: If [ have four apples and you have four apples then
we will be bappy and we wit! love sach other,

Thank you, Walt Whirman junior.

It makes my stomach criombly and makes my stomach bum-
ffy Shades of E.E. Cummings here. The word bumbly is
gorgeous in its descriptive powers. It evokes grumpy old
men and bad haircuts, Pascale was being blunt, She did nor
wish 1o eat something, as it made her bumbly. This same
frankness is what leads the child ro publicly comment on
indelicare irems.

Moy, that woman just picked ber nose. You tell me not to
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pick my nose. I it okay for grown wps o pick their nose?

These candid comments are worth every moment of the
accompanying humiliation, As parents, we all have accounts
of our children's first mispronunciations. The words “purkle”
or “pupple” instead of purple seems to be an almost univer-
sal memory. A girlfricnd recently told me that her son waves
at the ocean waves, She beamed with pride. Are we making
fun of our kids and their ignorance? No, but maybe we're
feeling a mix of superiority and awe. I track my daughter
and record her poems nor because | wish to snicker ar her
mistakes, but because | know that one day her reality will he
mediated, and as such she will urter the sayings thar we all
utter. Her words will become homogenized. “Have a nice
day.” she will say.

Last night, when 1 asked if she wanted a snack before
dinner, she said, “No. thank vou. [ don't want to ruin my
appletype.”

My mother-in-law ells a story of my husband return-
ing form school crying. Hed been given an assignment
to paint a horse, and he painted it blue and purple. The
teacher scolded him and rold him thar horses were brown.
There was a painting of a carousel in my husband’s house
and the horses thar rraveled on it were shades of purple and
blue. My husband was devastated at the receprion his draw-
ing received, and my mother-in-law stomped down to thar
school, demanding ro know: “Is there no room in the world
tor purple horsest”

When playing in my off-limits room, my daugheer al-
most overturned a framed painting that hadn’t been secured
to the wall yer. She came o tell me abour it

Paseale: It almase felf over and brr me,

Mommy: That wouldrt bave been good, ub?

Pasealer No. Because we've not made for that,

Momweny: For whar?

Pascale: For breaking,

Nao. We are not made for breaking, Part of me delighes
in this poetry and part of me understands that my danghrer
will *learn to know better,” Her grammar will improve; her
waord chaoices will deepen with understanding, Regardless of
her future, [ hope Pascale’s “original voice” is one that will
never be silenced. My writing has improved immensely since
[ met my daughrer. Shes raught me to look at the world at
a slightly crooked angle, and 1o use my own words—gram-
marically exact or no—to tell the story of my world, my
extraordinary realicy. %




