Twelve Moments

Ahe Lite of tha hitist

; One At an early age my- sister Gretchen exhlblted a re-
markable talent for drawing and painting. Her Watercolors of
speckled mushrooms and bonneted girls were hung with
 pride in the family room, and her skill was encouraged with
_ private lessons and summer VVisits,t,o sketching camp. Born
with ,what my mother defined as an “artistic temperament,” ‘
Gretchen floated from blossom to'blossom in a blissful haze; »
 Staring dreamily up at the sky, she tripped over logs and
stepped out in front of speeding bicycles. When the casts
~ were placed on her arms and legs, she personahzed them
with Magic Marker daisies and fluffy clouds. Phys1ca11y she’d
been stitched up more times than the original flag, but men- .
tally nothing seemed to touch her. You could tell Gretchen

anythmg in strict conﬁdence knowmg that five minutes laterf o
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_ ME TALK PRETTY ONE DAY =

she Wouldreca]l “nothing but the play of shadows on your

face. It was like having a foreign- exchange student hvmg in
~ our house. Nothing we did or said made any sense to her, as
-~ she seemed to follow the rules and customs of some exotic,
' faraway nation where the citizens drilled the ground for oil
paint and picked pastels from the branches of stunted trees.
Wlthout copying anyone else she had mvented her own cu-
rious personahty, Whrch I envred even more than her arusuc
 ability. ' o ! B
‘When Gretchen’s talent was recogmzed by teachers, both
. my parents stepped forward to c1a1m responsibility. Asa child

"’my mother had shown a ‘tendency for drawmg and mud
- sculpture and could st111 ‘amuse us with her speedy re-
creations of a popular cartoon woodpecker Provmg his to be
alatent glﬁ my father bought himself a box of acrylic paints
~and set up his easel in front of the basement TV, turning out

: exact copies of Renorr cafés and Spamsh monks brooding be-

: : neath theu' hooded robes. He painted New York streetscapes

and stagecoaches riding 1nto ﬁery sunsets — and then, once
~ he'd filled the basement walls with his efforts, he stopped

' pamtmg as mystenously ashe'd begun. It seerned tome that

 if my father could be an artist, anyone ¢ could. Snatching up hrs

~ palette and brushes, I retreated to my bedroom, where, at the

age of fourteen, I began my long and disgraceful blue period.

: ,’TWO When pamtmg proved too difficult, T turned to trac:
mg cormc-book characters onto omonskm typing paper,
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