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Thinking it might calm
Reuben to see that I can't
draw folds either, I grab a pen
and a piece of scratch paper
and clear a place among the
pictures strewn across the

kitchen table. A flicker of
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- hope crosses his teary face as
l I begin, but sure enough,
;~. what I end up making is shirts
By LisA BRAVER MOSS | scension. “I ruin every- | and the T-shirt—you know | with lines on them, curtains Freeees
1117 For the last half | thing. I am a really bad | how a T-shirt isn’t all flat?” | with lines on them, blankets EfEiiiz
J I dll 50d hour, Reuben | artist for a 6-year-old!” “Do you mean how the | with lines on them. FOI'tl:l- =i 10y
1 bad artistl” and his older | I put my arms around | fabric wrinkles up?” nately, Reuben finds my fail- ireEais
46 | * brother, Evan, | Reuben, stroking his soft | “Yeah,” Reuben nods, re- | ure amusing, and we giggle 1 4vares
| have been engaged in | hair. At the age of 4, after | lief spreading across his | together with Evan. ~  Z35
their favorite after-dinner | deciding he wanted to play | face at being understood “I know what,” I say. “We 3
activity: drawing decapi- | the guitar, he was annoyed right away. “Yeah, the wrin- | can look in books for fabric srasiis

tated, dismembex:ed beings | when we offered him a | kles. I was trying to draw | folds to COpy oOr trace.”
with blood gushing out of | ukulele. At 5, he denounced | those and”—his voice rises | Soon we find 2 picture of

every wound. Now Reuben’s | cartoons as dumb, pointing | again—“I wrecked my | curtains, and another one of
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voice 1s cracking with | out that animals don’t really | whole picture!” a little girl’s dress. Z::f:;"
fI‘llStI'at'IOIl, and I hear pa- | talk. This is a child who re- [ hold Reuben, murmur- Copying what I see—tiny SEEREEL,
Pe(‘i bl::mg crumpled up fu§Fs to be patronized. ing, “You must be very up- | horizontal lines at the edges sedifi::
2:11 ! ;Orrown on the kitch- dravih?t alze T)ﬁ;)u trﬂ)lfing to | set.” I'm stalling. How am | of the fabric to create shad-

: Sh w¢” I ask. Then, though I | I going to show him how ow, plus vertical lines to gi

Everything I try doesn’t | have no artistic talent: | to draw folds in fabric? I : s

a drapery effect—I am im-

;1;1111 gg:ﬁeRISUbkeq Wiss Ma Jochcan I,ldp | can barely make a stick fig- | pressed with the results. But SRIIiiir
o ack into the You can’t,” Reuben | ure. I glance over at Evan’s

. ; says. “I'm trying to draw | work, hoping to get
Reuben,” 9-yearold Evan | the T-shirt of a bloody | clue, but hlé hags drav%n aﬁ

says. “You are a really eood | : P : :
L y 800 punk-rock guitar player, | his clothing flat.

year-old.”

“No, I'm nop!”
Reuben is all
the more en-
raged by what
he perceives as
brotherly conde-
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The obvious
answer to
an adult is
often the ,
Wwrong one =%

for a child. AT ELEy
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] | look confused. It is an
50|Iltl|-m$ abstract desigq, nothing
G [ could recognize as fab-
ric folds—it looks like a

rubbing done over d

envisions wrinkles. 1 | randomly l?l;lqmp}t’.béllr
have succeeded in calm- face—and “3 - endliru n)lf
ing him down, but I'| 1n crayon, a(rinc i
haven't helped him ac- | long since disdaine

for some reason, this

Simply pop one in. They’re so simple to

use...you can even do it with one hand.
What could be easier?
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complish what he has | our household in favor

in mind. I am relieved
when he moves on to his
next bloody creation.
But I like to follow up
on my children’s pur-
suits, and a few days lat-
er, when we visit my fa-
ther, a talented artist, |
ask him in front of
Reuben if he knows
how to draw folds in
fabric. Reuben seems
pleased that I have re-
membered, and my fa-
ther is happy to be con-
sulted. But when he
pulls out his charcoal
pencils to demonstrate a
few techniques, Reuben
is more interested in
starting his own draw-
ing—one that does not
include fabric—than in
any kind of tutorial.
Months go by and
wrinkle drawing is for-
gotten. Soon it is time
for Reuben to start
first grade, with the
same terrific teacher
Evan had. “You'll love
Mrs. Morrison,” I tell
Reuben. “You’ll be do-
ing a lot of writing and
math. And Mrs. Morri-
son is an artist, so I'm
sure you’'ll do some
great art projects.” He
breaks into a wide grin.
A couple of weeks
into the school year,
when [ go to pick
Reuben up at dismissal
time, my greeting is in-
terrupted by his breath-
less announcement:
“Guess what, Mom?”
“What is it, honey?”
He pulls a drawing

out of his backpack and
hands it to me. “I got to

draw the wrinkles!”
“Great!” I reply, ex-

amining his master-

piece and trying not to
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of fine-tipped markers.
Thinking the other side
might have the real
drawing on it, I flip the
paper over, but the
back is blank. I return
to the front, where reds
blend with oranges and
purples in an irregular,
though not unpleasing,
arrangement.

“Wow!” I smile. “Did
Mrs. Morrison show

| you how to draw these

folds?”

“Nope,” he chirps. "I
figured it out myself.”

“How did you do it?”

“Easy. I just turned
the crayon sideways
and drew with it that
way. See? Folds.”

My son smiles confi-
dently. I think of the
stash of crayons at the
back of the kitchen
drawer, and how much
grief it might have
saved Reuben if I had
thought to pull them
out that evening many
months ago. But then I
realize the fallacy of
this hindsight. We can-
not presume to solve
our children’s prob-
lems, nor to predict
their solutions.

What will become of
the wrinkle picture?
Judging from the uncer-
emonious way Reuben
dumps it out of his
backpack when we get
home, it is no longer a
treasure to him. It is up
to me to fish it out and

put it on the kitchen
bulletin board, if not to
remind Reuben, then to
remind myself. i}
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