The Rainbow of the Vision
Norma Beasley

Sometimes you will never know the value of a moment until it becomes a memory-Theodor Seuss Geisel

It was a bright sunny spring day with puffy white clouds and blue sky overhead. One of the happiest days of her life. Graduation day at Pratt Institute in Brooklyn, New York. Pratt, one of the best art schools in the east, was a private university founded in 1887 by Charles Pratt, a wealthy businessman and oil tycoon. The main campus in the Clinton Hills district of Brooklyn, New York, was humming with humanity and activity. Its park-like atmosphere with blossoming white dogwood trees, shrubs, purple jacaranda, and meandering pathways, was a perfect paradise setting for the occasion. She took one long last look at the Romanesque Revival architecture that pervaded the grounds, most buildings erected before WWII. Such structures exemplified semi-circular arches, massive quality, thick walls, sturdy pillars, barrel vaults, decorative arcading, and large towers. The famous cannon icon, a large bronze Spanish replica from Seville, Spain, greeted students and guests as they entered the campus through the Wrought iron gates from Hall Street to celebrate the moment.

Gail Yap, Jim Moroney, and Norma gathered in a tucked away spot for picture taking. All were MFA candidates excited to receive the sheepskin and anxious to move forward with their lives. Their black hooded robes trimmed with antique gold distinguished them from the regular four-year graduates. Each smiling and feeling elated with a sense of achievement as family and friends gathered around them for hugs, hand shaking, and kisses on the cheek.

Norma, who had no family present, was filled with deep gratitude that she had made it through the rain. Her hopes and dreams realized. The sacrifice had been well worth it. Her special guest, Mrs. Rachel Webber, her Jewish widowed landlady, was delighted to attend the celebration with one of her favorite renters. Afterall, Mrs. Webber had provided a roof over her head, a peaceful and clean environment for Norma’s unfoldment and the compassion and love of a substitute mom.

One thought still lingered in Norma’s mind. Many years ago, when she was about to receive her bachelor’s degree from the University of West Virginia, her supervisor Sam Madia said, “Norma, if you ever have the chance to go to New York, register to attend the Pratt Institute in Brooklyn. You will do well there.” It seemed so prophetic now.

Observer’s Note: Norma arrived in the big apple as a country bumpkin on a Greyhound bus and would depart New York twenty years later as a city slicker on a Delta flight to Orlando, Florida, as a managing art director, but she didn’t know it then.




