Objects We Keep: My Raggedy Ann Doll

We were home alone, me and my grandma. I don’t know where
everyone else was off to, but when you’re the youngest in a
family, sometimes you end up home being the only kid left at
home and babysat by someone. It happens.

My grandma, mom’s mom was tiny, easily under 5 feet. She is
the only person I know who truly had a twinkle in her eye all the
time. Grandma was quick to laugh. Seemed to me as a child that
she was always up to mischief and I loved that about her. My mom’s mom was always fun.

“Oh my gosh, she’s just ruined.” I wailed. “What will I do? Her arm has come off!” Somehow
in playing with my doll, her cloth arm had become pulled off from her body. I could feel the
disconnected arm underneath the doll’s dress.

My grandma didn’t hesitate, she pulled a towel from the linen closet and swaddled my cloth
Raggedy Ann doll with tenderness. “We just have to take her to the hospital,” my grandma
said.

“Really?” my eyes and my mouth and eyes both fully round.
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“Of course, come on.” She stepped into the bathroom, pulled the tall straw hamper into the
center of the room and a fresh towel down and then laid Raggedy Ann down carefully. The
hamper was just the right height. My grandmother took the doll’s clothes off. We both saw
her arm detached at the shoulder. A situation that had me wailing again.

“She’s ruined!” I cried.

“No, not at all,” said my grandma. “She just needs surgery. We can operate.”

“We can?”

“Let me get my kit,” she said as she left the bathroom.

Gosh grandma is magical.

She returned a moment later with a sewing kit.

“You can be the nurse, hold onto her other hand while the surgery takes place.” My grandma
said as she began stitching.
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In just a few moments, Raggedy Ann’s arm was attached again, and my grandma was dressing
my doll. When she handed the doll back
to me, she was swaddled in the towel.

“Now, she’ll need some extra care.
You’ll have to be her mother and her
nurse and take good care of her but I’m
sure she’ll be just fine.

I barely remember anything else of that
day or that time of being babysat. I
recall feeling lucky I was with grandma because it didn’t seem to me then and it doesn’t seem
to me even now that anyone else could have made such a tragic incident as soothing and
solvable as my grandma.

So, I own a very old Raggedy Ann doll that I played with as a child. Every now and then, I
peek at her stitched shoulder and recall in vivid detail that day, the doll surgery and my
grandma. While I don’t quite know what to do with the doll now, I can’t possibly get rid of
her. The doll holds a history, a story, a memory. My Raggedy Ann doll is more than an object,
she’s a living memory stored in my mind and in my heart. Objects hold things for us and those
things, memories and stories, reach far deeper than what can be seen.
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