I Purty
(Translation  - I’m pretty)

The Southern dialect has been the object of many tales and the basis for countless jokes.  I believe the Southern accent to be simply part of the legendary Southern Charm. In order for you to understand the charming and endearing manner of my youngest child during her toddler years, anyone born on the other side of the Mason Dixon Line may have to ask a Southern friend for a translation here and there.  Specific to this story is the rural mountain manner of speaking.  Slow and with great feeling is the general rule of thumb.  The idea is to use no more energy to express one’s self than is absolutely necessary to make your meaning known.  The main rule to remember is, there are no one syllable words.  To our youngest daughter, southern gentility came natural.  Even at the age of two, that infamous southern charm oozed from every orifice.  Her smile, her eyes, her actions and her voice.  She was a beautiful baby and did not lose any of her looks as she entered the toddler years.  Black curly hair, black eyes that sparkled constantly and an olive complexion that people spend thousands of dollars a year to obtain in tanning beds.  She never tired of hearing people say how pretty she was.   


In order to increase her embarrassment over her proud mother gushing, I refer to her here, as Pooh.  This is the nickname her brother gave her when they were small.  Only her family and closest friends know who that is, at least until they read this story.  (In my mind, I can hear her groaning in teenage anticipation of embarrassment as I write this.)  I will explain it is simply part of the price she must pay for her beauty.  Then through muffled snickers and eventually utter hysterics, I will say “I’m sorry,” just before we both collapse into a pile of side-splitting laughter.  


At two years of age, Pooh was beginning to use a few simple words to communicate  her various desires and dissatisfactions.  She had not yet made any attempt to join two words together until one of our bi-monthly trips to the grocery store.  Alesia, Chris, Pooh and I were waiting in the check-out line.   People were doing as people do around babies.  Oooing and ahhing and causing four-year old Chris’s expression to reveal his feelings of complete disgust toward the methods being used by the folks who were carrying-on so over his little sister.  Pooh on the other hand was basking in the attention.  She was smiling and “cutting” her eyes.  Then to the amazement of a group of strangers, as well as our own, she uttered her first sentence.  

“I purty.” she said.  


Very clearly, with no chance that anyone might have misinterpreted her initial attempt at the English language.  Naturally they all laughed.  I just smiled.  It really was cute at that moment, but I could not get past a feeling of discomfort at having witnessed vanity in a child of two.  


Pooh was a smart child and learned very early on that her looks could get her anything she wanted.  She could charm her Grandfathers out of anything they had the power to give her and her Grandmothers were not far behind.  I, on the other hand, decided she was being told enough by others how pretty she was, and limited my references to her appearance.  


One afternoon, I came in from the barn to discover that she had found a tube of lipstick and was seriously enjoying the effortless manner with which it colored her world (her room).  I took her into the bathroom and washed her face, fussing at her the whole time about messing with things that weren’t hers.  I sat her down on the counter to face me and asked her what on earth possessed her to cover herself and a large majority of the things in her room with lipstick.  Obviously, in her mind, I had missed the point of the entire exercise.  Those big eyes filled with tears, one slipping out and sliding down her precious little cheek as she explained in all sincerity,


“But I purty, Mommy.”  That was her answer to everything.  I guess I’m a hypocrite and obviously the biggest sucker of any of her fans, but I couldn’t resist that.  I picked her up and gave her a big hug.  Then we sat down in the rocking chair and I explained to her that pretty wasn’t only an outside thing.  Being pretty had a lot to do with your insides as well.  The way she acted was a big part of being pretty.  Then I repeated to her the lesson I learned from her Amie.  Pretty is as pretty does.


Pooh took that lesson to heart.  Though she inherited her mother’s fiery temper, she grew a heart more beautiful than any I have ever seen. 


Having a big heart, has in later years caused her to be hurt more often than if her beauty was surface only.  I know I’m her Mom, so my opinions are a bit prejudiced, but I wouldn’t change a thing.  


At sixteen, Pooh is still “purty.”  Inside and out.  


I have no doubt she can become whatever she decides she wants to be.  She’s definitely a borderline feminist.  She never wants to be one of those helpless females that have to have a man at her side to define her.  She’s well on her way.


The only thing that concerns me now, is Mr. Cloudman showing his gun collection to every young man that comes to the house.  It doesn’t concern me that he’s doing that.  I’m all for it.  What bothers me is, that tactic doesn’t seem to be keeping them away any longer.  I’m thinking maybe we should get a meaner dog.

The Struggle Continues...

