Beginnings

Hairs, Sandra Cisneros

Everybody in our family has different hair.  My Papa’s hair is like a broom, all up in the air.  And me, my hair is lazy.  It never obeys barrettes or bands.  Carlos’ hair is thick and straight.  He doesn’t need to comb it.  Nenny’s hair is slippery (slides out of your hand.  And Kiki, who is the youngest, has hair like fur.

When the Relatives Came, Cynthia Rylant

It was the summer of the year when the relatives came.  They came up from Virginia.  They left when their grapes were nearly purple enough to pick, but not quite.

Mama Had a Dancing Heart, (poem, Libba Moore Gray)

My mama had a dancing heart

and she shared that heart with me.

With a grin and a giggle,

a hug and a whistle,

we’d slap our knees 

and Mama would say:

“Bless the world

it feels like

a tip-tapping

song-singing

finger-snapping

kind of day.

“Let’s celebrate!”

And so we did.

Flying, Reeve Lindbergh

When I was your age, I was flying.  I wasn’t flying all the time, of course, and I didn’t fly by myself, but there I was, nonetheless, on Saturday afternoons in the 1950’s, several thousand feet in the air over the state of Connecticut, which is where I grew up.  

Why I Never Ran Away from Home, Katherine Patterson

“Guess what?”  That’s all my nine-year-old sister Lizzie had to say to get me excited.


“What?”

“You’ll never guess,” Lizzie said.  And I wouldn’t.  Lizzie was too smart for me. 

Food from Outside, Rita Williams-Garcia

My sister, brother, and I didn’t have a dog, but we sure could have used one around dinnertime.  Our dog would never have had to beg for table scraps, for we promised sincerely in our mealtime prayers always to feed Rover the main course.  It wouldn’t have been so much for love of dog, but for survival.

Endings

Hairs, Sandra Cisneros
But my mother’s hair, my mother’s hair, like little rosettes, like little candy circles all curly and pretty because she pinned it in pincurls all day, sweet to put your nose into when she is holding you, holding you and you feel safe, is the warm smell of bread before you bake it, is the smell when she makes room for you on her side of the bad still warm with her skin, and you sleep near her, the rain outside falling and Papa snoring.  The snoring, the rain, and Mama’s hair that smells like bread.

When the Relatives Came, Cynthia Rylant
But they thought about us, too.  Missing them.  And they missed us.  And when they were finally home in Virginia, they crawled into their silent, soft beds and dreamed about the next summer.

Speech Class (poem, Jim Daniels)

but the first time you left class without me

I felt that punch in the gut (
I felt like a deserter

and  wanted you

to have my voice.

Flying, Reeve Lindbergh

[My father] was persuading and coaxing and willing the plane to do what he wanted; he was leaning that airplane, like a bobsled, right down to where it could safely land.  He could feel its every movement, just as if it were part of his own body.  My father wasn’t flying the airplane, he was being the airplane.  That’s how he did it.  That’s how he had always done it.  Now I knew.

Waiting for Midnight, Karen Hesse

The rest of that night I slept sweetly, peacefully, for the first time in I couldn’t remember how long.  I slept deeper than the voice of Howard Bruce’s father, a sleep that might have come all the way from Heaven.

Learning to Swim, Kyoto Mori

Swimming now in the clear-water lakes of Wisconsin, where I live, I sometimes imagine my mother riding the waves of the sea, cresting over the top and falling gently without ever hitting the bottom, laughing her easy musical laugh.  She could be right next to me: we are separated only by glimmering water.

In the Blink of an Eye, Norma Fox Mayer

It is from that moment that I stop crying.  Although I don’t know it then, sitting in that chair in our living room, I have passed over a line (the invisible line between childhood and whatever it is that comes next.  Not adulthood, not that quickly, but the beginning of the long, long walk into another world.
