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Received: one child, with blanket

M y daughtar, like a lot of littls
chiildreny, bins o blankot. ALG,
shi's digereot about It, but its still there
whin it noods b be.

It arrived with no particular ritual.
AL her birth il wan just another Jittle
Fm. a thoughtful gesture from distant

ricls of my in-lows, 1L wos really
nothing specinl. No embroidered fnnoy-
wark, no intrieals erocheting, no im-
ported Scottlah wool. Just nstorebought
epuriltod aynthetic. Tn blue

But it hod a nice feel to it, cool and

tla, like the pleasant carens on your
ner: when you burrow into o fresh pil-
lowenas, So | decided to get invalved
with this hlanket. I'd wwaddle my new,
firat baby in It It seemod a safe and
appropriste thing for n father to do,

The bianket, Amy and I becamo in-
valvrel the firsd week of ber life, Nee-
voualy, we all got asquainted. Whan
this sirange, Liny ereature coome home
from the hospital, | swnddled her, Actu-
ally, T meticulounly tucked the blonket
mround ber, in the manner of sameone
wrapping aborrowied pleee ol Watorfond
erystal,

It was awkoward, | wasn't sure what
todowith theblanket. Actually, | wasn't
e what Lo do with the little creature,

Maturally, the blue synthetic wasn't
a hig hit right off, Ita utility wnos quos:
tionable. | found out, na new parents do
inn the sarliost hours, that this won-
drous nlien clearly praferred the warmth
of iy clisst ns sl prrowedd ngninsd me
in the night's stillness. And, ns new
parents plearantly discover, the bundle
radinted baclk.

To this, & blanket ir superfluous.

Still, | pusbed it. 1t wns something |
undirstond. Tta intended fanetion woas
clear: warmth first, security second.

Blankats are good for childeen, This

Elslmlltr.'l‘. could give her warmith. [t could

Sprotect her. It would comfort her, Tt

gwoild make her feel safe, secure. It
woiild be her talisman, hor ahicld
ngninst il the horrors and uncertain-

Athen of a world thot | wns at o loss

2‘-!:':|!fni:|1. | wnnted her to take to that
blanket. I nesded her to, beenuse [ hd.
With time, Amy and the blanket

Blankets are good for children.
This blanket would give her
warmth. It would protect her . . .

becama inseparnble. She swaddiod her-
welf in it She balled it up Into a pillow,
savared its coolineas, 1t was the suiteass
that bundled her belongings for jour-
neva to imaginable lands. It was her
royal clook, worn for ruling obedient
subjocts - or her cape, sssantial to the
nupernnturnl powers she nesded to
thrash terrible villaina.

Moo important, it wos Uhero, pross-
ing against her face, to sonk up the
tonrs of hurt that on older person is
helplasa to lessen or, semetimes, oven
Lo urlerstand,

With age, the blanket startoed to woar,
AL lirst they tnttored aress wers core-
fully sewn by hand. As it threatenad to
shireed mgnin, | patelved and ro-guilbed it

with n sowing machine. Finally to stop
it from complatel dlimus'uﬂn;. 1
werwedd o now Sinm yl-'l'm in] over one
hole side of the grodually dissppearing
ariginal,

To rellef, Amy found the new
malerinl necoptoble. An tatiors from
thi old blanket unraveled from the new
}mhim]'_. | Jll.:'q'lﬂ t]'ul}:lu up like rare
rmil els, storing them in a strong
bene Ir?;: for waluable photographic
negntives, | told Amy moybe somedny
we wonild sew them all back together,
nnd [ nskod her to give mo owm the
amallest remnant for safekesping.

The blanket, now affectionntely
dubbed "HRaggy,” stopped being carried
to hier doy-enm contor laat your, This

, i Kindergarten began, the blan-
{:llrﬁ-nytd homie while Princoss Loia,
Strawbarry Shorteaka or, lntely, Annle
munde the trip instenad.

On the one hand, I'm glad, because
na long s it's hame, the blanket won't
ba lost s this creature becomes in-
ervamingly morn difficull to enrry islenp
tobad. Un the other hand, her leasening
neesd for Uhe blunked mnkes ne uneom-
fortable . . . a little sad . . , and even at
momonits, afraid.

But mnmﬁ'ﬂunknl.luherl. Itis
thore, wniting, whn she comes homae
in the afterncon. I Amy lics down on
the eouch, blanket under her hend, ns
shie gently and quietly rubs the fabric
bebween hor finger, you realize oven a
B-yenr-ald ean have a tough dsy out
thiore,

Wa share the blanket at 6:30, aitting
together on the couch walching the TV
newn, (Lately, as we watch the report
on the doay's enrnnge, she boas inereas-

y boen naking, “Why?

AL night, she hugn it closcly and
drifts ofl to aleep.

I bt shie looven tho blanked for me
whian ahe goes off to colloge.
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