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The Quote
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This Romance Tale will not delve too far into grammar rules. And, it really has little to do with grammar. It really has to do with how we see the world and with true romance.

Nevertheless, let me provide a few words of explanation before we get into the story with Chapter One.

According to Wikipedia, Zipf’s Law states: Given some corpus of natural language utterances, the frequency of any word is inversely proportional to its rank in the frequency table.

Whatever that means.

You can find various versions of Zipf’s Law on the Internet:

The half-life of an irregular verb scales as the square root of its usage frequency.

The half-life of irregular verbs is proportional to the square root of their frequency.

The version I use in this story is:

The half-life of an irregular verb is inversely proportional to the square root of its usage frequency.

I heard it quoted this way on NPR.

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Some Particles of Speech
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Simply put:

A Verb is an action word.

An Irregular Verb is one that doesn’t follow the normal rules when forming the past tenses of the Verb. 

Move, Moved, Had Moved is a regular Verb.

Any Verb which doesn’t simply add d or ed to the end to make the past tenses is an irregular Verb.

Sing, Sang, Had Sung is an irregular Verb.

Bring, Brought, Had Brought is an irregular Verb.

Is, Was, Had Been is an irregular Verb.

––––––––
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NOUNS ARE OBJECTS. Even though cars move, Car is still a Noun. Move is the Verb.

Adjectives are words which modify Nouns. Pretty is an Adjective. Lavender is another.

Adverbs are words which modify Verbs, Adjectives, and Adverbs. Adverbs often end in ly – gently. 

Gerunds turn verbs into Nouns, usually by adding ing – asking.

There’s also a reference in this story to Perfect Tense. Past Perfect Tense is Had Done. Present Perfect Tense is Have Done. Future Perfect Tense is Will Have Done.

That’s enough of that!
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Lavender Chlorophyll Blog
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The main character in this story is writing a blog which he has titled Lavender Chlorophyll.

That’s rather strange given that the blog has nothing to do with Biology or colors or flowers or herbs. We’re not too sure what his blog is about, other than his current thoughts.

It’s also rather strange since Chlorophyll is green.

When creating a website or blogsite, you want to use a name that is unique and eye catching. 

No doubt the main character wanted to call his blogsite something dot-com. But most website names which end in dot-com are already taken. He would have had a much easier time of finding a name if he’d called it something dot-blog.

Lavender does have Chlorophyll, but titling something Lavender Chlorophyll definitely causes you to stop and say, Wait a minute! That’s not right! And then you read the blog to find out what it’s about, and possibly to correct whoever created the blog. Hopefully not too many of his readers make note of the fact that the blog has nothing to do with either Lavender or Chlorophyll.
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Chapter One – Messages Within Water
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The email was signed:

The half-life of an irregular verb is inversely proportional to the square root of its usage frequency.

The Professor

The Professor’s email was in response to his latest blog post. The email was a very encouraging letter, telling him he was on the right path. But then it ended with that very intriguing, but very weird signature. 

While he appreciated the encouragement, he was baffled by the signature, especially since he had no idea who The Professor was.

So, he decided to forget about it. He was busy doing a million other things today, so forgetting about it should not be a problem. Yet throughout the day, he found his mind going back to the email (especially to the signature line) and to his blog post.



Lavender Chlorophyll Blog

Messages Within Water

I went inside a drop of water. It was hard to stay inside the drop of water, but this was what I needed to do – experience life inside a drop of water. 

I’ve been surrounded by water in the ocean and in a pool, and perhaps when I was much younger and smaller in the tub, but never by just one drop of water. 

Once I was inside the drop of water, I had trouble breathing, but only when I thought about it. 

Finally I was inside, but where was I going? Noooooooo, not down the drain. But yes, I was going down the drain. Then I was on my way out, by way of a river, down to the ocean. 



Now I was both within a drop of water, and surrounded by a body of water. This was quite an interesting experience – to be individual, yet part of the whole. 



Finally, the drop of water came to shore. The sun shone on me and dried me. And I was no longer surrounded with water. I looked up the hill, and saw all of my friends. She was in the lead, waving to me to join them.



May Possums Bring You Blossoms


The half-life of an irregular verb 

Half-life meant it was dying. 

Is inversely proportional to its usage frequency 

Meaning, the less often an irregular verb is used, the shorter its life. Or, the more often it is used, the longer its life. 

Then he understood – Use it or lose it. 

And he was quick to respond, You so-and-so! Use it or lose it indeed! What does The Professor think I’m doing? Thanks. Thanks a Lot! Thanks a Lot FOR NOTHING!!!

He went to bed peeved, and not in a good mood on top of that.
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Chapter Two – The Fairy-Tale Ferry-Tale
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He couldn’t help thinking that the signature line had been pointed directly at him. He was spending a lot of time worrying about what some person, who called himself The Professor thought. 

Who cared? In the end, what difference did it make? Yet, he couldn’t stop thinking about it. 

That signature line had a power over him, kept drawing him to itself. Why did it have this power? Why did he let it have this power? 

Thinking about it left him exhausted, but he couldn’t help it. He was powerless to stop thinking about it.

Why did he think it was personal? Perhaps it was because he was, perhaps, an irregular verb. He and she were irregular verbs. Yes, they were just a couple of irregular verbs, awash in a sea of regular verbs. Regular verbs who were swimming downstream, while they were swimming upstream against these regular verbs. He and she were not making much headway, he might add. 

They were a couple of irregular verbs reduced to half-lives while all the regular verbs around them were granted full-lives carte blanche. 

But that was how they chose to live, living a-la-carte, organic, home-grown lives, rather than full-entrée frozen-dinner fairy tales. Yet, he wouldn’t mind if their lives were more like fairy tales from time to time.



Lavender Chlorophyll Blog

The Fairy-Tale Ferry-Tale

This week-end we took the Ferry over to Lopez Island, the smallest island on the San Juan Island ferry route where there was lodging. Yes, we could have camped on Shaw Island, but not in November. It was still Indian Summer, or should that be Native-American Summer, or Summer-Come-Again, in the San Juans. 



The rainy-prognosticated weekend was clear and sunny. We hit all the beaches, had great hikes and walks, and enjoyed great food and met great people. 



It was an idyllic time idling away our time in the Idylls of the Strait of Juan de Fuca.



May Possums Bring You Blossoms
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