
   

Gray 

You were born in record time. Maybe not like a woman who gives birth in her husband’s Chevy, 

but you arrived quickly. Labor began right after X-Files finished on Friday; it was just after 

11:00pm when I felt the first pains. You arrived at 6:14am on Saturday morning. As you know, 

you were the second, but you were my sweet girl from second one. I remember holding you for 

the first time, thinking, “You’re my little blank slate. What will I write on you? What will the 

world write?” Your brother’s labor was an arduous 20 hours. Comparatively speaking, yours was 

elementary. A theme was set in the delivery room that day; it spoke to your personality – easy.  

When you were born, I naturally assumed I would do all the teaching. First, I would teach you to 

talk and then walk. There would be lessons about drinking from a cup, how to pick up Cheerios, 

and then how to use a fork and spoon. While you grew and learned to eat, you would learn 

manners; don’t reach across the table, but ask “please” and say “thank you.”  

However, as time passed, you began to teach me. You stopped me to look at the puppies while I 

was rushing through the mall. I would watch you, my little imp, be-bopping around the 

backyard, not a care in the world. Your brother had a plan for everything, and you just followed. 

Whatever he was up to, you wanted to be part of it. He told you to scramble and you did.  

Your approach to tackling new challenges spoke volumes to me. You would try and fail but 

never complained. Your patience – astounding.  

My absolute favorite memory of you is when you began to play Soccer. You were so happy to 

get your uniform; you were part of a team. For the first game, I braided your flaxen hair into two 

pigtails that sat high atop your head and finished them with blue ribbons to match your jersey. 



   

When we arrived at the field, you ran straight to the sidelines and sat down. You were going to 

be an athlete. 

I opened my camp chair and sat on the opposite sideline of that dusty, rag-tag field featuring 

pristine chalk lines. You didn’t start the game, and I was disappointed. Eventually, you joined 

your team with a look of determination on your face. I was thrilled as I watched; you clearly had 

my killer instinct.  

I jokingly call this level of soccer “swarm ball.” Essentially, all the players on the field crowd 

around the ball, magically transporting it from one end of the field to the other. I contend that all 

the wildly flailing feet work together, and the force of their kinetic energy opens a wrinkle in the 

atmosphere, forming a levitation field around the ball, wondrously moving it free from direct 

strike by any player. Thus, willing it to move. Occasionally, the force is broken by one 

exceptional player who connects with the floating orb and it enters the goal.  

I watched you with such intensity that day, but you never broke from the swarm. I willed you 

with all my power, but you never advanced on the ball. You were caught up in it, and I secretly 

began to get frustrated. I had a black and white mentality, try and do not fail; you should too.   

I stewed for a moment, and then I saw your face. There it was, the most brilliant smile; it 

radiated from your eyes and cheeks and filled your face. In that moment, I knew you were 

immersed in joy. Then I felt something bubble in me; a new understanding. You were out there 

in the swarm, and I watched those blue ribbons on flaxen hair bobbing up and down, and realized 

you were engaged in sport for the pleasure of it. When you tried to strike the ball, there was a 

fraction of a second when your face would screw up in a determined little gaze. The instant you 

missed, you’d giggle and begin to migrate again with the swarm.  



   

Tears sprang to my eyes as I watched your little face. I laughed when I caught site of your 

fleeting determination. I think my Grinchy heart grew two sizes that day. It welled with pride in 

being your mom. Without knowing it that day, you infused my black and white world with gray. 

Play is half the fun.    


