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Redecorating the Room
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T he deputy  cam e to pick  Sheila 

up yesterday because she w as w ander

ing the streets again. The neighbors 

called  the deputy  and said she looked 

lost and she w as m oving her lips about 

som eth ing  they co u ld n ’t understand. 

L isa ’s g ray-haired , G od-fearing  m other 

w as old and sick.

L isa ’s fa ther died  in a  ca r  crash a 

year ago w hen she w as fifteen; she nev 

er saw  h er m o ther cry. She never saw 

any em otion  o f  anger o r  sadness on her 

face. T here w as alw ays a sm ile, a glow, 

som eth ing  alm ost angelic about her 

m other even on the day  o f  the funeral. 

All the people w ere gathered  together 

in the sm all church; cries exalted  from  

the pew s, handkerch iefs w ent from  eye 

to nose, nose to eye. Sheila greeted 

people  at the d oor to thank them  with 

handshakes and hugs for com ing  to 

her husb an d ’s going aw ay  party. She 

asked everyone to w ear w hite instead 

o f  black  and to bring  balloons instead 

o f  their sorrow. L isa sat on the front 

pew ; her  eyes on the floor and her tears 

dam pened  her dress. T he  preacher 

preached  no serm on but S heila  spoke 

w ith such jo y  the sun  sh ined  from  her 

mouth. “M y A be is go ing  to be with 

Jesus today; it’s a beautiful day.” O ne 

w eek  later, Sheila began a  new  project 

o f  redecorating  the house w ith  Jesus 

pictures, figurines, posters, o r  cards that 

had Je su s’ nam e on them . She pu t Jesus 

w allpaper in the room s, excep t for 

L isa ’s, and  spen t the day  kn itting  Jesus 

sw eaters. W hen  L isa asked  her w hy the 

feti.sh, she said “ It’s ju s t  m y w ay.”

Lisa saw a definite change in her 

m other; it w as alm ost frigh ten ing  and 

she d idn ’t know  w hat to do. T hree 

m onths after the redecorating  started, 

Sheila left ou t early  in the m orn ing  to 

get som e groceries and  retu rned  that 

even ing  w ith D eputy  B luke. W hen  L isa 

asked  w hat happened , B luke told L isa 

S heila  cam e into the office and said 

she d id n ’t know  how  to get back  hom e. 

Sheila  b lam ed  it on old age, sa id  there 

w ere too m any  streets, and  thought 

no th ing  o f  it. N oth ing  had  changed  

since the first incident.

“Lisa! C om e on girl ge t up! We 

got a lot o f  w ork to do and breakfast is 

on the table.” L isa rolled over on her 

stom ach and partially opened one eye 

to see the tim e on the clock, five-thirty. 

She rolled on her back again, sat up, 

pushed her long-brow n hair over her 

shoulder, and finally flung her feet over 

the side o f  the bed and stood erect on 

the f loor She felt around the floor with 

her toes looking for her slippers. “L isa!”

After breakfast L isa w rapped one 

o f  the handm ade scarves around her hair, 

slipped into a  white long sleeve shirt.

“Lisa if  you don’t mind, go and 

start packing up the figurines in the living 

room. 1 plan on decorating your father’s 

old study. 1 put out a few boxes for you.

Pick up a dust rag as you leave out.”

Each sm all sculpture w as differ

ent, in size, texture, and  the position 

Je sus w as in. For the first tim e L isa 

took  a  m om en t to notice the uniqueness 

o f  each one. Jesus w as w earing  a  w hite 

robe lined in gold  in one o f  the m odels.

In ano ther h is arm s w ere w ings and 

the little m odel o f  earth  w as positioned 

betw een  the tw o  w ings. T here w as so 

m any  different ones, Jesus m ade o f  

gold, sitting on a  throne, on the cross, 

com ing  out o f  a cave. T hen there was 

L isa ’s favorite, Jesus driv ing a  truck 

and  it read  on the bottom , “H ave any 

w orries? T hrow  them  in the truck. I ’ll 

take them  aw ay.” She laughed a little, 

w iped  it off, and  placed it in the box.

She picked up the first box to put it in 

the hallway and she heard tapping on the door

“Lisa!” Sheila called from the study.

1 got it. M om .” W hen she 

opened  the door D eputy  B luke was 

standing on the porch. O ne hand in his 

pocket and the o ther w as over his gun.

His eye brow ns turned inw ard  on his 

face, his cheeks were puffed out-full o f

pink bubblegum -, his sm all chest was 

poked out like a little bird, and his hat 

w as tilted tow ards the ground.

“M o m in ’ Lisa, can  I com e in?” 

L isa  folded her arm s across h e r  chest 

and leaned against the open door. “ Is 

your m am a hom e, L isa?”

“W hat do you w ant, Joe?”

“I want to talk to your mama.” He 

leaned up to open the screen door and Lisa 

locked it. “Lisa, 1 don't want any problems.” 

“Are you going to arrest for me 

locking my door?” Deputy Bluke spit out 

his wad o f  gum on the ground and wiped 

his mouth with the back of his hand.

“Lisa, I just wanna talk to your mama.” 

Sheila came around the comer with a big smile 

on her face and a sweatshirt in her hands.

“Deputy, I thought it was you. 

Well com e in.” He tugged on the screen 

and rolled his eyes tow ards Lisa. “Lisa, 

d o n ’t be rude, let h im  in .”

“Mama he’s coming to take you away” 

“O h no h e ’s not; the day I leave 

is the day the good L ord  will take m e 

away. N ow  go on, unlock the door.” 

L isa reached over, slow ly pushed the 

sw itch up, and pushed  open the  screen 

d oor h itting D eputy  B luke in the face. 

H e let out a slow  ouch and rubbed over

Lisa sat in the small, dreary waiting 

room. It was ten-thirty and she felt that 

her mother had been in with the doctors 

for hours. The walls were decorated with 

maroon paint with pink happy faces. 

There were two brown rocking chairs 

on each side o f  the pink love seat and a 

small auburn table beside the door with 

a black bible on top o f  it. She suddenly 

felt the urge to rip off the wall paper and 

tie-dye the color o f  the furniture.

L isa  w as sitting in one  o f  the 

rocking chairs and  B luke positioned 

h im se lf  on the loveseat; the opposite 

end o f  Lisa. H e w as already chew ing  

on ano ther w ad o f  p ink  gum .

“Lisa, your m other is gonna be 

fine.” She crossed  her legs and folded 

her arm s across her chest. “Lisa, you 

d o n ’t have  to  ta lk  to m e, bu t right now 

I ’m the only person that you have to 

talk to.” She rocked back and forth in 

the chair and stared  at the door. B luke 

let out a breath  and  scooted to the other 

end  o f  the seat. L isa quickly got up and 

sat in the o ther rocking chair.

B luke  stood  in front o f  L isa  and 

put his hands over his hips.
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his face. “L isa!” S heila  squeaked  out.

Lisa stepped back from the door 

and gave him room to walk in, unharmed. 

Sheila sat down in the recliner with 

the sweatshirt draped over the armrest. 

Deputy Bluke walked over to the recliner 
and squatted in front o f  her.

“M a ’am , I ’m  afraid I ’ve got som e 
bad new s.”

“W ell last tim e I heard  that, 

y ou r father stopped by to tell m e my 

husband  had  left this w orld .” H er smile 

broke the D ep u ty ’s heart and he patted 

her  hand. He spoke softer now, as if  

he w as talk ing  to  a  child. L isa stayed 

in the doorw ay  and felt the urge to ask 

h im  not to touch h er  m o th e r  She d id n ’t 
w ant h im  near h e r

“W e had  som e calls last night 

from  som e o f  the neighbors. T hey said 

they  caught you w alking  aim lessly 

last night up and dow n the road  again. 

T h e y ’re w orried  about you and L isa.” 

“Oh I w as ju s t praying; tha t’s 

all. C om e on Joe, you c a n ’t take m e in 
cause  I w as praying.”

Folks don’t think you’re praying.” 

H e patted  her hand again and L isa  let 

ou t a breath. “I told you last tim e if 

som ething like this happened  w e ’d 

have to take you in to ge t checked out.” 

You re not taking h e r ” Sheila put 

her hand over her chest. “M am a, w h a t’s 

w rong?” She shook her head swiftly. 

“Look w hat y o u ’re doing to her, Joe.” 

“Lisa, I ’m  try ing  to  he lp  h e r  

N ow  d o n ’t ge t you rse lf  in trouble.”

L isa w alked over to  her m other and 

snatched J o e ’s hand off  o f  hers. D eputy 

B luke slow ly stood straight and pu t one 
hand over his gun.

“O h stop acting  like y o u ’re big 

stuff, Joe ,” L isa said, “y o u ’re not tak 

ing her. Sheila g rabbed h er  d au g h te r’s 
hand and held it tig h tly

“I t ’s ok. L ittle Lisa. I ’ll go .”

“Lisa, why do you hate m e so 

m uch? I ’m ju s t  doing  w h a t’s best for 

your m am a.” H er eyes m et his.

“Sit dow n, Joe. A  docto r is gonna 

com e in here  and  tell m e that m y m am a 

is crazy and it’s y ou r fault.”

“O h com e on, Lisa. I w as ju s t 

doing m y job . Your neighbors are w or

ried; I m  w orried. I f  anyth ing  happens 

to y our m am a I ’ll m ake sure y o u ’re 
taken care  o f .”

“Oh now that you created the prob^ 

lem you think you can fix it by telling me 

everything is going to be ju st fine.”

“I didn’t create a problem! Your mama 

has a problem and I am trying to help her” 

“Oh every one wants to fix my 

mama’s problems.” Lisa lifted herself from 

the chair and stood in front o f Joe. “What 

about me? W ho’s gonna fix my problem.” 

The door opened and a short bald black 

man wearing a white jacket walked in 

“L isa  C hurch ill?” L isa shifted her 

eyes from  B luke and turned them  to the 

deep voice. “I ’m  D r  W hiteall; I w as 

ju s t  w ith your m other.”

“So is she crazy?” She put her hands 

on her hips and rested on her right leg.

Your m o ther is show ing  signs o f  
A lz h e im e r”

“So w hat now ?”

“I spoke to your m other and she 

told us that you tw o w ere the only ones 

living at hom e. I suggested  that w e put 

her in nursing hom e so she can be prop- 

eriy  taken care of. She said that D eputy  

B luke’s parents agreed to look after 

you i f  anything happened.” L isa ’s arm s 

dropped by h er  sides and she licked her 

lips. She w anted  to fall on the floor and 

cry, hold h er  stom ach and ciy.

B luke raised  h is hand  to  ru b  her 
back  and then  resisted.

“So w h o ’s g onna  pay  fo r  all th is?” 

“W e’ll w ork  som eth ing  ou t w ith 

paym ent, M s. Churchill. P lease d o n ’t

w orry ." T he do c to r  pa tted  her  arm.

“E veryone is te lling  m e n o t to 

w orry  but no  one is in m y  position . 

H ow  soon are you  all g o n n a  p lace  her  

in the nursing  hom e?

“Well, Wade Water nursing home 

could have her in a room within a couple 

of hours; or maybe even sooner than that.” 

“W here  is she?” L isa  inquired . 

“S h e ’s in room  105.”

L isa  though t abou t h e r  m other, 

liv ing  in a  tiny  room , w ith  bare  w alls, 

no figurines o r  flow ers. T h e  though t 

o f  h er  m o ther b e ing  taken  aw ay  from  

the house  she  spen t so m any  years 

redecora ting  b rough t tears to  h e r  eyes. 

She w iped  them  aw ay  qu ick ly  and 

licked  her  lips again.

“N o  one ever th inks abou t me. 

N one o f  the crazy  neighbors, o r  the 

stup id  deputy .” Tears began  to  fall from  

h er eyes rapidly, one  after one. “Y ou’re 

not tak ing  m y m o th e r”

“L isa, ca lm  d o w n ,” B luke sa id  as 

he reached  o u t to rub  her  back.

“N o !” S he sw iftly  tu rned  to face 

him . “M y  father is gone. I d o n ’t have 

any o ther fam ily  and you  are  n o t tak ing  

m y m o th e r” S he yanked  th e  d e p u ty ’s 

car keys o ff  h is clip- on key ring  and  

ran ou t o f  the room .

“L isa !’ B luke ran  o u t the d oor 

behind h e r  “L isa!” She ran to the 

e levator and  pushed  buttons.

“C om e on!” She fussed  at the 

elevator and  w atched  as the num bers 

slow ly  w ent dow n. T he doors opened  

and  before she could  w alk  in, tw o  arm s 

flung around h er and pu lled  h e r  back.

“Lisa, w hat are you do in g !” B luke  

held  her tight and  she strugg led  to 

break  free. “L isa, stop!”

“You c a n ’t take her; sh e ’s all I 

have .” She pushed  aw ay  one o f  h is arm  

and  took  a step tow ards the e le v a to r  

H e trapped  h er  in both  arm s again  and 
pu lled  h er  back.

“L isa, stop! Y ou’re  g onna  hurt 

yourself. Your m am a is sick and  she 

needs p ro p er care.”

“W hat about m e? W ho’s gonna 

take proper care o f  m e?” H er w ords were 

choppy and spoken through her tears.

She stopped  fighting, d ropped 

the keys on the floor, sh ifted  her  body 

w eigh t against B luke, and  cried. “ You 

c a n ’t take h e r ” She sobbed  again.

B lu k e ’s paren ts p icked  Sheila 

up from  the hospital and  took  her  to 

the nursing  h o m e w hile  L isa  ga thered  

h erse lf  in the w aiting  room . W hen  

B luke asked  h e r  w h at she w as try ing  to 

do, she said for a  second  she thought 

she cou ld  actually  g rab  h e r  m other; pu t 

her  in the  ca r  and  ju s t  drive. “I ’d still 

have  m other,” she said.

A  room  opened  at W ade W ater 

and the doctors thought it w ould  b e  a 

good  idea to get h e r  in by  noon. She 

and  B luke  d id n ’t speak as he  d rove  her  

ho m e to  p ick  up  a  few  o f  h er  m o th e r’s 
belongings.

W hen  they  pu lled  in the  d r iv e w a y  

L isa  o pened  the d o o r  to  get out, but 

B luke d id n ’t m ove.

“Joe , can  you com e help  m e carry 
her  s tu ff  to  the car?”

“Y ou’re no t g onna  slam  the door 

in m y face again , are yo u ?” H e teased. 

L isa  shook  h er head  no, expressionless, 

and  p roceeded  to  get out o f  the car.

T he house  w as em pty ; no th ing  

w as left b u t figurines, w all paper, 

clo thes, and  em pty  beds. L isa  d id n ’t 

w ant to  th ink  abou t the em ptiness or 

loneliness; she  w anted  to g e t m o th e r’s 

c lo thes and  leave. She saw  the box  o f  

figurines that she  h ad  started  pack ing  

eariier that m orning. I t ’s tim e to 

redecora te  child , she heard  h er  m o ther 

say in the b ack  o f  h e r  head.

She p ack ed  quickly. A  few  pairs 

o f  pants, under garm ents, he r  kn itted  

sw eaters, th row  blankets , and  a  few  
o ther necessities.

“Joe, you can  carry  the su itcase 

and 1 11 carry the b ox .” It w as a  large 

b row n  box sealed  w ith tape.

“W h a t’s in the  box , L isa?”

“S tu ff  fo r  m a m a ’s new  ro o m .”

S he lo o k ed  up  at Bluke and could

suddenly hear her mother’s voice in,he 
back o fher head, say “thank you. chi 

Thanks, Joe.” He nodded his
h ead  an d  w inked.

“I to ld  y o u  I ’d take care of you,”

W h en  they  arrived at the nursing 
ho m e It w as alm ost one and Lisa 

insis ted  she carry  the box inside and 

that Jo e  carry  the  suitcase; even thoush 

the b o x  w as h e a v ie r  She asked the 

nu rse  w h ich  room  her mother was in

“A re  y o u  h er  daughter"^” Lisa 

nod d ed . “O h  she has been talking 

ab o u t you  since  she got here. She’s in 

ro o m  107, w e  ju s t  go t her settled. Hey 
D ep u ty  B luke , how  are ya?”

“ Fine, ma’am.”  Lisa thanked the
nurse  an d  w alk ed  to the room. She 

co u ld  h ea r  h e r  m o ther laughing.

“H i M a m a.” L isa cheerfully said 
as sh e  w a lk ed  in the room.

“L isa, I w as ju s t  thanking Deputy 
B lu k e ’s p a ren ts  fo r  letting you stay 

w ith  th em  fo r  a  little  while. Oh this is 

all g o n n a  p ass ; i t ’s only temporary.” 

S he ila  w as sitting  in cushioned chair 
bes id e  the bed.

“M r  an d  M rs. Bluke, thank you 

fo r  d riv ing  m am a  over here.” Joe 

k issed  h is m o th e r ’s cheek and shook 

h ands w ith  h is  f a th e r

“We bought you some food, just a 

little chicken and macaroni from home. 

We d idn’t think you had eaten today.” Lisa 

partially smiled and stood beside Sheila.

“M ama made breakfast this morning.”! 

T h e  ro o m  w as still, every one was 

w aiting  fo r  th e  o th er  to say something; 

ev en  th e  w alls  w ere  hoping to echo a 

sound . L is a  h e ld  the box in her arms 

like a  baby. S he w o u ld n ’t put it down.

“H ey, I h a v e n ’t eaten  anything 

e ither,” B lu k e  finally said. “We’ll be 

b ack  in a  b it to  p ick  you up, Lisa.” Mr. 

an d  M rs. B lu k e  sa id  their goodbye’s 

to  S h e ila  an d  w alked  out o f  the room, 

B luke  b en t d o w n  in  front o f  Sheila and 

pa tted  h er  hand . “W e’ll take good care 

o f  her.” S h e ila  sm iled  and put her other 

han d  on  top  o f  h is. H e  stood up, looked 

a t L isa , an d  w alk ed  tow ards the door.

B e fo re  he  co u ld  get both feet out, 

L isa  g rab b ed  h is arm  and  he stopped.

“I ’m  sorry  I tried to steal your car 

and for that scratch  under your eye.” 

B luke sm iled, shook  his head with a 

short laugh, and  w alked out of the room.

“W ell, L isa , looks like you did 

g o o d  today. M a y b e  one  day you two 

co u ld  g e t m arried . G od  w orks in 

m y ste rio u s w ay s .” L isa  sa t the box 

do w n  o n  the b e d  an d  tore through the 

tape  w ith  a  se t o f  keys.

“Well, mama, that would surely be a 

mystery to me.” Sheila got up from the chair 

and put her arm around L isa’s shoulder?. 

“W h a t you  g o t here, Lisa.” 

“W ell, th is room  looks a little dry 

like I th o ugh t it w ould . So w e’re gonna 

fix it up  a  little .” S heila  pu t her hand to 

her  c h es t an d  the o th er  to  her mouth.

“O h  L isa ,” a  tea r  fell down her 

cheek , “y o u  d id n ’t hav e  to .”

“W ell, y o u  c a n ’t stop  living, can 

yo u ?  I t ’ll fee l like  h o m e  in  no time.” 

S he  p ick ed  up  th e  figurine with Jesus 

stand ing  o v e r  a  fam ily  o f  three; mother, 

fa ther  and  baby. “M a m a?”

“H m m ? ”
“WTiy d id  y o u  start redecorating 

every th ing  w ith  th e  im age  o f  Jesus?” 

“I t ’s m y  w ay .”

“Y our w ay  o f  do ing  what?”

“N o t w o rry in g ?  W orries get the 

bes t o f  everyone . P eo p le  worry about 

m oney, ab o u t c lo thes , abou t health, 

ab o u t m e, abou t you. Seeing the image 

o f  Je su s  an d  all H is g lo ry  reminded me 

no t to  w orry. I t ’s ju s t  m y  way, baby. 

L isa  k issed  h e r  m o th e r ’s cheek. She 

looked  at the figurine aga in  and smiled.

“W e can put this beside your bed. 

C om e on m am a, we go t lots to do.” 

Sheila laughed and  also found in the 

box: h er  needle, yam , thread, canvas, 

her b row n apron, and  her blue scarf. The 

one w ith Jesus L oves M e in bold red.


