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That Rehearsal Night, the Poem Grew Its Own Hands

Our homeroom teacher posted in the class group that the parent—-child recitation
list was due. I signed us up, then saw my daughter at the dining table, a composition

sheet spread out before her, the title written, crossed out, written again.

She said: Mom, we are reciting about watermelon, but the cutting part never
sounds like a poem no matter how I read it. I sat down and looked at her lines:
Watermelon round, cut in two with a knife, one half each, sweetness in the heart. She

thought it dry herself, the pen against her chin.

I said, stop writing, go fetch the melon from the fridge. She came back holding
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it. I took the knife, and she said to cut exactly where the poem reaches. Watermelon
round, she read, and the knife tip rested on the skin. Cut in two with a knife, and
with a crack the melon opened by itself, louder than her reading. Her eyes lit up:

Mom, it makes its own sound!

So that part became something she made up on the spot: The knife had not yet
pushed, the melon laughed first, its laugh is a crack, its sweetness is the echo. She
read this with her hand still on the melon, as if pressing something that had just

woken up.

We split the roles. She read the child lines, I read the adult lines. Her line,
One bite, and summer melts in the mouth, came out too fast, like hurrying through
homework. I made her bite real melon, slowly, juice dripping to her chin, and when
she looked up to read it, her voice slowed and softened by itself. My line, I keep
the sweetest piece for you, began too stiff, and she said I sounded like reading a

notice. I started over, lowering my voice the way I say goodnight when I tuck her
blanket, and she nodded.

The dividing part stalled halfway. She suddenly said: Mom, do not use your last
line, use what we said at breakfast. That morning she had taken melon to her
grandfather, and came back telling me his piece was the sweetest, because he had
thought of me first. I added it to the poem: The sweetest piece goes first to whoever
carries someone else in the heart. After that line she added one of her own: For

instance, it goes to mom first. My nose stung, and I made sure she did not see.

On the performance night she wore a white dress, I wore blue. When the announcer
read our title, her violin accompaniment did not sound, the technician had forgotten.
She glanced at me, and we simply recited a cappella. For the crack of the melon she
used her own mouth, the hall laughed, then applauded. Off stage she asked: Was that
line about giving it to mom first true? I said yes. She said good, a poem must not

lie.

On the way home she held my hand, her palm still damp. She said we would write
again, about autumn oranges, the kind you peel slowly. I said all right. The street
lamps stretched our shadows, and she walked murmuring that line: its laugh is a
crack, its sweetness is the echo. The poem had grown hands of its own, and led her

forward.

www. vv99. net



