A muted blue rag hangs from his arms. The receiving blanket has done its job. Remnants dangle from the arms of this eight-year-old boy as if sighing with weariness.  Eight years of keeping an active boy warm, comforted and happy have put dents into the once blanket toting images of 50 or more tiny train engines.  Each carries a heavy load. A guardian angel has fewer responsibilities. 
“It’s my favorite blanket,” he confides when I attempt to mend its corner allowing room for the engines to roam. “You can sew it with that red material though,” he allows. Two years ago the repairs were possible. Now, though, the blanket carries little weight.  The engines have difficulty threading their way up and down valley. Numerous washings has disrupted travel and taken thread count to the lowest form. Engine duty, however, has risen. An aging boy needs extreme comfort with each school day. Stress comes following the addition and subtraction of numbers, with the putting of the ABC’s together to form words, sentences. Tests take their toll. Blanket comfort helps erase a school stress day. 

The receiving blanket is made with a single cotton layer of a child’s image of train engines. The rim around the 34 inch by 34 inch cape or shield or escape portal is hemmed. No backing was applied allowing for a cool summer nights sleep. The now talisman was the choice of a grandson from three or four other comfort gifts when the infant came into this world of cotton. “Cover me with the trains,” he says when he can verbalize.

Eight years covers many nights of comfort while adding confidence.  Those tiny engines chug their magic wrapping around this second graders body while he grows into a basketball player. Shoes are discarded and new ones purchased when his soccer feet grew as fast as a newborns’ fingernails. The “Blankie” cannot be exchanged like a shirt that was too small when presented as a gift at a birthday party. His train blanket is infused with the scent of a new born babe regardless of the number of washings. It may someday only be a memory when the child merges retaining “you can do it” vibes emanated from his cotton world. This cotton comfort coverlet is second only to mom and dad arms when it comes to soothing away hurts. 

We all go to a favorite book, a special coffee beverage, a hot bath when confronted with conflict. So, too, does a child. Shutting down with a blanket is balm to a wound. We, as adults, have tossed a favorite blanket away, given a special stuffed animal to the memory trunk as we “grow-up”, only to exchange those items with acceptable other choices. We, after all, remain our parents’ child.

Having a favorite blanket, a special stuffed toy, is normal in our society. Perhaps, transferring comfort with material items allows us to leave our parents’ arms more readily when the time arrives. Specialists may know. What is known, though, is that there are a number of children gaining comfort from the touch of a blanket. 

Safe keeping favorite blanket bits in a treasure box can be special for a grown child to find and tap into a memory. In 40 years will this boy be thankful for the tattered talisman in the box or will he think that his 40-year-old item should have been buried like the coffee grounds from his parent’s favorite beverage? Rags now can become riches 40 years from now. That can be comforting.
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