
Lee Devine 
Dominant Impression 
6-6-11   English 1010-50 

1 | P a g e  
 

Memories and Things 

As I walk into this room I notice that it is a normal bedroom. It contains the normal 

things a bed, a dresser, a bench, a chest of drawers, a desk, and a TV stand.  However these are 

not just normal things, each thing has a story, a history. The first thing you see as you walk in 

room is the dresser.  The dresser is ancient, and in places you can count the layers of paint that 

have covered its surface, licorice black being the most recent addition. It stands rugged and 

sturdy, reminiscent of the maple tree from which it was made from.  The dove tailed drawers 

slide smoothly out on the worn runners. The fragrance of French lavender sachets permeates the 

wood tickling your nose.   Getting them back in straight is a challenge the worn sides stick when 

uneven pressure is applied.  My wife acquired this dresser from her aunt Hilma, when she was 

almost 10 years old. A hand me down to most, but a treasure to a little girl that didn’t have much. 

On top of this old dresser sits several items of note amongst the clutter.  A smiling Buddha 

bought during an Asian decorating phase. A remnant of a grand plan seen on a design show 

never completed.  A rectangular mirror faux painted with pewter and black glaze with copper 

wire decorations on the scroll work at the top and bottom.  An odd looking piece one that is out 

of place on the antique. Just past the bathroom door sits a relatively new acquisition the cherry 

desk.  It too is old the scratches and thin finish attest to years of homework and budgets written 

on its surface.  Bought at a yard sale to replace a smaller desk it’s a refinishing project waiting to 

happen.  The overstuffed burgundy office chair that seems to fit perfectly in the space under the 

top is a little out of place with the desk.  New and old sitting together like two generations of 

family.  The desk is cluttered with papers, folders, the laptop computer, and other things that 

seem to come and go like the seasons, here today and gone tomorrow.  The bed takes up the 
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majority of the space in the room, a queen sized piece of foam that is a foot thick covered with 

chocolate covers jumbled with sheets of sky waiting for night to fall.   The frame sits up off the 

floor supported by posts of midnight that are just tall enough so that boxes can be stored 

underneath.   The headboard is hand-made, another project learned from watching HGTV.  It is a 

natural alder wood with brown glaze that seems to pool in the edges and corners. The grain of 

the wood showing through the glaze gives it an almost alive quality. It is tall made from side 

panels used in cabinetry making.  Hooked together using plywood and topped with four inch 

crown molding and a rope accent.   To see it you would think that it was expensive, but all 

together we only spent ten dollars on it.  At the foot of the bed is a bench, but it is also a storage 

container.  It started out as a modern version of a toy chest, a place to store treasures. As my wife 

got the HGTV bug it turned into an upholstered bench with a shiny black finish and a faux 

leather top.  On the other side of the bed from the desk is a strange piece of furniture to be in a 

bedroom, a kitchen set of drawers. My wife found this beautiful set of hickory drawers at Lowes 

and just had to have it.  I was a steal at 50 dollars, regular price was 350, and we had grand plans 

for it.  We were going to shorten it by cutting off the toe kick top it with a handmade granite tile 

top to make it look more like a piece of bedroom furniture.  Unfortunately we started to use it 

prior to fixing it.  Procrastination reared its ugly head and there it sits, one more thing, on a long 

list of almost finished projects.  We put a piece of board on top and laid the tile in place just so 

we could have a top on it.  It is the resting place for my late mothers’ favorite jewelry box, a gift 

from my father upon her passing.  The only other piece of furniture in this room is a modern 

entertainment stand made of glass and tubing. It is neither round nor rectangular but a mixture of 

both forming what can only be described as a rounded-triangular- rectangle. It has several glass 

shelves between two thick black plastic pieces on the top and bottom.  On the top sits the 
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television, the old kind that is big and clunky.  On the next shelf is the Direct TV box, sleek and 

modern with only one light to tell you that the power is on. On top of that sits two ceramic 

figurines, one is a cat that she got for her 7
th

 Christmas present and a dog that reminded her of 

her first pet that went to “live on the farm”.  The next shelf down contains some of her family 

mementoes.  A coffee mug that bears the picture of her nephew and niece when they were 

younger. A bright blue and white ceramic set of Dutch twins kissing. A ceramic bell which 

reminds her of her mother who collected such items.  A golden bell that is a souvenir from her 

trip to New York, and a sound machine that helps lull her to sleep. On the shelf below there is a 

smoky glass car bottle made by the Avon Corporation that held after-shave from her father. The 

tire on the back is the cap. Two plates received for her 21
st
 birthday. One with the “Child born on 

the day of the week poem”, and the other displays scenes from Seaside, Oregon.  

The two auxiliary rooms off the bedroom also hold treasures from her past, tucked away 

waiting the day that someone will ask to see them. Not that anyone ever will, her family seems to 

only want the new things.  They have lost interest in family history.   The closet which even with 

the light on is dark and mysterious holds the normal clothes and shoes, but on some of the 

shelves are treasures of times gone by.  There is a doll on the lower shelf when you walk in the 

door that was given to my wife by her grandmother. Over a couple of feet tall the doll has the 

most perfect features.  Just a little too perfect if you ask me.  It is just a little creepy as it is one of 

those porcelain dolls that have the eyes that follow the observer.  Maybe it is just an illusion but 

it is still creepy. There is the treasured photo box, in this box are hundreds of photos of her 

family history, along with old bank statements, insurance papers from the early 1900’s, letter 

announcing the birth of her great-grand parents, and other little morsels of information about her 

ancestry.  Then there are the jewelry boxes, filled to the brim with costume jewelry from the 
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70’s, 80’s, and 90’s. An earring in so many shapes that it is easier to find what is not there than 

what is there. Necklaces of all sizes and shapes, rings beyond counting and pins galore.  Then 

there are the precious things kept in a small box tucked away for safe keeping, the wedding ring 

that is too small now, the ruby necklace that my father bought her and other precious memories 

rarely worn.  The other room is the bathroom, it is your normal bathroom, nothing special, except 

that on the vanity are two turquoise and white Fenton hobnail glass bottles, one for creams, and 

one for perfume. Little glass porcupines sitting on the counter daring you to touch them.  These 

bottles were given to her mother when my wife was very little; she grew up watching her mother 

use them daily.  When her mother passed away, the bottles came to her, she doesn’t use them, 

and they just sit there and gather dust.  She cleans them every week back to their gleaming 

brightness; they are treasures that hold memories.   


