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pink polish in a purple universe
by Dusti “Sugar” Scovel


Photos of children surround my desk.  They are taped to the window frame, secured to the file cabinet with fridge magnets and tacked to the bulletin board behind me.  Some of the photos are our own children, some are our grandchildren but many are other people’s children who have blessed my life by passing through it.  

I look at the photos often.  On days when the telephone seems to have taken root in my ear and assignments and deadlines dominate my very existence, I sometimes look at the photographs and wonder how long I have.  My granddaughters are seven now but they were three in some of my favorite pictures. What happened to those four years?  What in the world did I find to do that was more important than spending time with these two?  

It is then I long for long, lazy summer days to sit on the porch with Codi and Johni (I know…boy’s names for little girls but they fit) painting our nails with outrageously pink polish and laughing at our own silliness.  Rather than dissect another piece of legislation for the company that is kindly paying me to do so, I could be, albeit for a moment, the center of my granddaughters’ little purple universe.  First because it’s my nail polish and second, because I have taken the time to answer all their important worldly questions. 

 “Sugar,” they ask (I know…it’s a condiment but it works for me) who made God?” Or, “did you know any cave people when you were a little girl?”  Or my personal favorite, “Are you old yet?” followed by stunned wide eyes of amazement when I tell them my age.  The shear thought of anyone being over fifty is mind blowing since they can’t count that high using all their fingers and toes . . . combined! 

I have found temporary soul mates in these two; since they believe absolutely everything I tell them and from all appearances seem to think I actually know what I’m talking about.  They are either considering taking my sage words of wisdom as fact or they’re better than their mothers were at faking that part.  


How long, I wonder, will they believe in casting a silent wish on the first star of a warm summer’s eve or giggle with delight at how icky the frog feels in the palm of their hand?  How long before they tire of spreading an old quilt on the night grass and watching for shooting stars or flying saucers.  How long will they listen intently to my stories and ask pointed questions that tell me they heard every word of what I said?  

The truth is, I don’t know how long I can keep them captivated. But I will keep sharing life stories with them for as long as they’ll listen, because someday, I may not remember the tales myself.  But I trust that my granddaughters will remember and perhaps on a porch somewhere, they will share the stories with their daughters.  And if dreams do come true, those little girls will visit a small but spirited old woman they call Sugar and know more about her than she can even remember herself.   
