Just Right

By Robert Ginnaven

I’ve got this old pillow that my daughter steals from me on all occasions but bedtime, when she ceremoniously and regularly returns it to my custody.  Let’s say she’s better with the pillow, than with the television remote.  And it almost pains me to take it back from her because she’s confessed to me that the reason she loves my pillow is because it smells like me.  I suddenly smelled smells I hadn’t smelled for a long time, like the whiff of my grandmother’s lavender, or was that her favorite color?  No matter.  It all came rushing back when my daughter confessed to me what I might imagine to be her fondest memory of me some day.  My smell.  

But is it the smell, or the pillow itself?  I began to wonder.

Upon my nightly recovery, I take the pillow along with whatever else I feel responsible enough to carry to the bedroom, and slip under the covers in the usual position.  The position that if I stop to think about it, I’m not sure which one it is, but the one that in the end feels just right.  

I think, for me anyway, that it’s the pillow.  It is uniquely worn out and has lost its form but is subject to every kind of manipulation that a new pillow cannot provide to fill those odd gaps that separate my head from the bed.  When I forget to take it with me for an overnight away from home, I always wake up tired.  But I can wake up on the cold ground of my tent and cuddle myself awake as if I’d slept on a cloud, and look forward to stoking the fire and getting the pot to perking on the coals of my campground hearth.      

Speaking of coffee, my standard morning brew may be plain, taken like a shot or a pill in a daily routine that requires efficiency, but in the evening after a good meal, or over a campfire, when time has slowed to allow a savory moment, a little cream and a lot of sugar tastes just right.  Building on one of my recurring themes, there are so many things I do to get through the day, most of which have become a habit worthy of little note.  For example, when I step into the shower my hands automatically proceed in mirror action working in the soap and shampoo to fill in all the blanks, my body turning here and there with a precision that allows the spray to uniformly rid me of the lather that has barely escaped into the whirlpool at my feet before the toweling has begun.  But on those rare occasions when I forego the routine, I simply sit on the convenient built-in seat and allow the steaming stream to wash away my worries, and it feels just right.  

I fear that many of us become consumed with our routines, and confuse efficiency with success.  But, what is the success in just getting by, and why do we become so depressed when we feel like we’re falling behind?  Must we be spend each day like the other in a tireless circle that turns our lives into a maze with no way out?  What if tomorrow is one of those blue bird days that we will be seeing more of as Spring bounces our way, and instead of jumping onto the daily conveyor belt of life, I cuddled myself awake, took a seat in the shower and sat there until sufficiently pickled, before shuffling to the kitchen to add a little cream and a lot of sugar to my cup, on my way outside to expose myself to the warmth of the sunrise to cook up a scheme that may cause me to fall a little behind in the race, but may allow me to find a shortcut out of the maze.  The way out might be found in a smell, or a feel, or a taste, and it may sound irresponsible, but I don’t think I’m going to even wait until tomorrow.  Now, for me, seems to be about just right.

