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NOTES

A Taste of Purple is one of those rare essays that has the 
unique ability to teach a universal lesson in diversity.  This se-
lection should be performed by a female and entered in Prose 
Interpretation.  Before rehearsing this selection, it would be 
advantageous for the performer to fully understand the at-
titudes and changes that were taking place in our country 
during the time of segregation.  The drama mask icons are 
simply visible to show the performer where to turn her pages 
in the manuscript.  There is subtle humor found throughout 
the selection.  Play that humor for its honesty.  Visualization 
is also an important part of this performance.  It is necessary 
for the performer to actually see and visualize the popsicle 
held by the other little girl in the selection.  We, the audience, 
should empathize with just how hot it is outside and under-
stand how tempting a purple popsicle would be on such a 
sweltering day.  The performer might choose to pantomime 
taking the popsicle from the other little girl and holding it in 
her hand toward the end of the selection.  This would allow 
for a nice, controlled gesture to enhance the physical aspects 
of the performance.  

Back when my only goal in life was to be tall enough to see over the 
kitchen counter, things were clearly defi ned.  

Good.  Bad.  Hot.  Cold.  Yes.  No.  

Shreveport was a sleepy cow-town back then, mired in red dirt, talk 
of cotton prices, the leathery smells of saddles in the hardware store 
and August that dragged by more slowly than a pregnant hog.

There were good, honest, Christian men, who worked and sweated 
hard for a living and sang “How Great Thou Art” in church on Sun-
days.

These were the white men.

The black men, even though most worked and sweated hard for a 
living, too, and went to church and had kids and everything that the 
white men did – well, they didn’t get quite the same credit.  

They were the lazy shiftless sort you couldn’t trust to do anything but 
not show up for work.  

That’s what the folks said anyway.  That was one more designation of 
my youth, and perhaps the most obvious.  Black and white.

There were black and white waiting rooms at the doctor’s offi ce.  
Black and white water fountains, black and white schools, black and 
white churches.  There would have been black and white swimming 
pools, but the city didn’t waste time building pools for Negroes, us-
ing the polite term.  “They’d tear the pool up in a year or two.  You 
know how they are.”  That’s what the folks said anyway.

Well, I didn’t think much of it, because that’s the world everybody 
else lived in back when I was fi ve or so years old.

Another part of my world, as the fi rst born child of a veterinarian, 
was the offi cial title of gate-opener down at the pasture when Dad 
was on call.

The phone call one Saturday morning couldn’t have come at a more 
unfortunate time, because Tom was just fi xing to knock Jerry to 
kingdom come and Bugs Bunny was coming on right after that.  And 
some stupid cow somewhere was sick, and I was going to miss it all.

I reluctantly got ready to go, dreading Dad’s dusty truck that didn’t 
have a proper place to sit and smelled so much like animal medicine 
that pretty soon you started tasting it, too.  We bounced along almost 
clear to the next little town, and I was mighty happy by then to get 
out and open the gate, when we fi nally did get there.

The black man who kept the land for whoever owned it came up to 
Daddy’s side of the truck and pointed way out to the pasture.  I’m 
not sure what he said, but whatever it was, it made Dad think twice 
about taking me with him.
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