
Pretty Pink Ruffles...Jessie Eagles Kelly

After riding home from college that weekend with my father, I walked into the house and was
greeted by my mother who said “ I moved your brother (still in high school) into your old room
and redecorated his old room for you. I hope you like it!”

I stopped and looked into the middle bedroom, now mine, and stood for a moment, staring at the
walls, curtains and ruffled bedspread, all pale pink! Oh my...what could I say, what could I say in
a tactful way to my sweet mother, who had gone to such expense and trouble!  It was so beautiful
and so...not me.  I was in my “bohemian” phase, had been for several years (black turtleneck
sweaters, sunglasses, poetry book in hand throughout high school...was called “beatnik” by a
classmate).  Surely this was her idea of trying to make me more feminine.  I tried to sound
cheerful and said it looked great, already mourning the loss of my bedroom filled with my older
brother’s books (William Faulkner, J.D. Salinger, T.S. Eliot), classical music records
(Beethoven, Tchaikovsky), artwork (he had moved to California permanently).

In my old room, I had a view of the back woods, the hickory nut tree right outside, the yellow
jasmine on the fence, the chicken coop, heard the tree frogs.  In my new room, I saw the family
car parked outside the yard, late evening sun burning the white sand in the road, weeds in the
pasture on the other side. How could I endure?  Well, it was only for weekends and holidays now
that I was living in the college dormitory. There were no bookshelves in my “new” room. There
was no artwork on the walls.  All of the furniture matched! Today it would be worth something
on the antique market (oak veneer). Bed, chest of drawers and dresser...

I tried to sleep that night, restless, since it was much warmer than in the back bedroom. Being in
that room did not make me more “girlish”, just more frustrated at losing my “hiding place”, my
room of intellectual artifacts! My mother tried so hard to make my life easier and rarely did I ever
tell her how much that meant.  It has taken having children of my own and “turning into my
mother" that has caused me to reflect on this.

How I miss those years!  Now, only photographs, cassette tapes of family music with some of us
playing the piano, guitar, and french harp and most of us singing on a Sunday afternoon, letters, a
“crazy quilt” kimono style housecoat (that my mother made of two “fancy” dresses of mine sewn
by her in years past), and recipes connect me to those earlier times. 

Jessie Eagles Kelly    August 20, 2009
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