
March 1, 2022

View in browser

The Prose Dispatch

Bringing you news from my author's desk and drawing table

New Moon in March

We are moving toward the vernal equinox and
will be at this twice-yearly celestial event of 
equal days and nights before we know it.

The world is going crazy again. I wish I could
send you all a tangerine. Feast your eyes
instead on this lovely color. 

I know many of you are still having snow and
ice and perhaps you are tired of winter. Here
in middle California we have had some
freezing nights, but also . . . citrus!

I keep my head down and go about my work. 

: :  Newly published in the Journal : :
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Being Public

I am publishing some excerpts from my
books, the one I've finished and the one in
progress. It is quite the metaphor that the
Publish button in my WordPress window is
paired with the "Move to Trash" command.

I have been publishing my words for years, so
really it’s just more of the same. But this time,
I am telling some deeply held secrets. Telling
my story. And my grandmother’s story too.
Coming out of the shadows.

So I have uploaded two excerpts from my
book, Mother Knot, and one from my work-in-
progress, An American Girl in Tehran.

Continue . . . 

A Good Book

I've often been asked what I've been reading. 

This month I've been engrossed in Elizabeth Strout's most recent
novel, Oh William! 

Elizabeth Strout won the Pulitzer Prize for her book Olive
Kitteridge in 2009. She is one of my favorite writers. This book is
the third book to tell the stories of Lucy Barton, beginning with the
book carrying that name. 

The main character is a writer, AND a mother. So the excerpt I'm
sharing with you below really sang my song. Strout's prose is
simply presented and yet disarmingly declarative. These paragraphs took my breath away. I had
the same experience during my college years, and attempted to put it into a poem called Side
Street. I wanted those children too, and had them, and have spent a lifetime balancing that choice
with my writing life. Maybe the definitive verbs here are "want" and "need."
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“
 . . . I would walk by a house on my way to school and I noticed that the woman of
this house had children, and I would see her through the windows, and she was
pretty—sort of, I think—and at holidays her dining room table would be filled with
food, and the children, almost grown, would be sitting around the table, and her
husband—I assumed it was her husband—would be sitting at one end of the table,
and I would walk by these windows and think, That is what I will be. This is what I
will have.

But I was a writer.

And that is a vocation. And I think how the only person who ever taught me
anything about writing said, “Stay out of debt and don’t have children.”

But I wanted those children more than I wanted my work. And I had them. But I
needed my work as well.  

”

Thank you for reading!

Cari Ferraro
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