
A Pink Dress and Muddy Shoes 
 
  
 Nanny cupped her wrinkled hands on Poppy’s face and pressed her tiny forehead 
against her unconscious husband. I couldn’t make out the exact words she whispered into his 
ear because the beeping monitors of the hospital dulled her voice. I saw the sun glistening off 
the tears slowly streaking the sides of her face. It left a visible path through her perfectly 
applied makeup, which showed how they dropped off her usually stiff jaw onto her shirt. The 
blue oxford shirt was speckled with her silent tear stains. When she could stand no more in the 
heels she always wore, Nanny sat down to be by her husband’s side. She scanned his thinning 
grey hair, moving strays that had escaped the comb, to the side once more. She straightened 
the hospital gown at the neckline and brushed off the mornings breakfast muffin crumbs from 
his chest. She unfurled a small turn of his sleeve and gave him a gentle pat on the arm.  
 She always did fuss over him, but never as one approaches a nagging daily task. Each 
morning of their marriage, Nanny woke to make grits, scrambled eggs, or pancakes, served with 
small glasses of orange juice-with pulp. She would carry it over to the long oak table where her 
husband sat wearing the Ralph Lauren shirts and khaki pants she’d picked out. They would 
exchange pleasant conversation surrounded by their wedding china rimmed in gold. After kisses 
to see Poppy off to work, she straightened, folded, cleaned and ironed. Extra starch for Poppy’s 
shirts of course, and no wrinkles in the sheets. After such tasks were completed, a shower, and 
then the transformative power of makeup.  
 “A woman must keep herself nicely for her husband and when you get to a certain age, 
you really mustn’t leave the house without a little rouge on your cheeks and lips.” 
 The IV fluid distributor creaked loudly which made Nanny finally look away from Poppy 
to assess the situation. Her sparkling green eyes always came back to him and gave away the 
light-hearted soul underneath the poised exterior she’d crafted from an early age. Poppy had 
seen through that calm exterior sixty-eight years back while attending Half Hollow Hills High 
School in Long Island. The mischievous trouble maker asked the sweet, shy girl on a date. With 
his cigarettes rolled up in his sleeve and dark hair slicked back, Poppy’s larger than average 6’2 
frame walked with uncertainty towards the beautiful girl he’d seen each day at school. She was 
always well groomed, slender with apple cheeks, piercing green eyes, and very short. Nanny 
barely passed for 5’2, but she was kind to those around her and self-assured. Poppy didn’t 
seem to notice her extra small stature.  
 “I’ll pick you up at 6pm,” he’d said to her.  
 Nanny went to the salon that afternoon to ensure her hair was perfectly quaffed and 
picked up her pink dress from the dry cleaners on her walk home. She wanted everything to be 
perfect as she put the finishing touches on her pouty pink lips. The dress came in at her small 
waist and flared to her knees. After putting the sheer pantyhose over her legs, careful not to let 
her manicured nails cause a run, she slipped her tiny feet into white heels. Only one inch, a 
kitten heel, so she looked smart, and not too sexy. She barely had enough time to smooth her 
dress over her body when the doorbell rang. She gracefully glided down the wooden steps and 
felt her nervous, sweaty hands as they slipped down the bannister.  
 The door opened and there he was, smiling, with that one eye tooth on the right side 
still longer than the others. His lips curled around his face and eyebrows raised when he saw 



her. He would one day share with his grandchildren that in this moment, he had fallen in love.  
She scanned him from head to toe in disbelief, seeing the light blue jean shirt tucked into a pair 
of old dark blue jeans. What was he wearing? She was mortified by her over-preparation, grew 
anxious about the impending evening, but gathered her dress and climbed into the tall truck. 
When she arrived at the stock car races, with mud sticking to the sides of her shoes, she was 
less than enthused. Poppy had not made a reservation for a fancy dinner, but took her to hang 
out with the guys and pal around at the races. Yet here she was now with one hand holding his 
and the other rubbing her thigh in a circle, a habit she always did when upset. How did this 
spirited man convince this controlled woman to let go and fall in love with him?  
 Perhaps it was the seven-days-a-week he worked, sometimes until 1 a.m., only to rise 
again that morning at 5. He was a partner, who never yelled, and whose only desire to was to 
give Nanny the life he believed she deserved. When all the hard work paid off, he made sure to 
keep her decorated with diamonds and always in a classic silver Mercedes. As Nanny stared at 
Poppy silently praying for him to wake up, I could see the strain on her face. She couldn’t hide 
her fear of being alone after the many enjoyable years they shared. Her big husband had been 
her protector, ever since he opened that car door sixty-eight years ago.  


