From the time I was really little—maybe just a few months old—words were like sweet, liquid gifts, and I drank them like lemonade.  I could almost taste them.  They made my jumbled thoughts and feelings have substance.  My parents have always blanketed me with conversation.  They chattered and babbled.  They verbalized and vocalized.  My father sang to me.  My mother whispered her strength into my ear.

Every word my parents spoke to me or about me I absorbed and kept and remembered.  All of them.

I have no idea how I untangled the complicated process of words and thought, but it happened quickly and naturally.  By the time I was two, all my memories had words, and all my words had meanings.


I did absorb everything.  I began to recognize noises and smells and tastes.  The whump and whoosh of the furnace coming alive each morning.  The tangy odor of heated dust as the house warmed up.  The feel of a sneeze in the back of my throat.


And music.  Songs floated through me and stayed.  Lullabies, mixed with the soft smells of bedtime, slept with me.  Harmonies made me smile.  It’s like I’ve always had a painted musical sound track playing background music in my life.
When he could, Dad read to me.  Even though I know he had to be tired, he’d smile, pick out a book or two, and I’d get to go to Where the Wild Things Are, or to where The Cat in the Hat was making a mess.


I probably knew the words by heart before he did.  Goodnight, Moon.  Make Way for Ducklings.  Dozens more.  The words to every single book my father ever read to me are forever tucked inside.
--from out of my mind by Sharon Draper
