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The (almost) Eternal Spring 
of the Star-Spangled Bed 

My husband and I met a young woman at Ihe boat launch on Big Averill 
Lake while we were on vaca1ion at our family 's cabin in Norton, Vermont. 
We were just coming to sit on the dock and watch the sun go down as she 
was bringing her kayak in. Somehow we struck up a conversation. She was 
a local but had been away for a while and was S-OOn leaving for Europe. We 
talked about our admiration for the natural beauty of the area as well as the 
simplicity of it. 

"Not much has changed around here in the past sixty years," she said 

We agreed with her and for a few minutes the three of us reminisced 
about our experiences with the timelessness of the Northeast Kingdom. 
Then she went on her way. f"ve often reflected on her comment. She was 
talking about the fact that the town seemed to have adopted many modem 
conveniences after the rest of the country. The area has remained natural, 
not built up. Such comments can seem nostalgic To some they may sound 
critical, but slow change is the reason the area's been able to maintain peace 
and quiet. It's the reason we go there on vacation--to "get away from it all." 
The comment also applies to some homes, and certainly my in-law's cabin. 
Some things really haven't changed there smce they built the cabin thirty 
years ago. Sure, they installed electricity, indoor plumbing. and even wi-fi 
in due time, but somethings are original. 

Progress can be slow on the mountain. It can also be downright hilarious. 
This summer was a fine example. My in-laws, Darry and Jan, finally got a 
new bed for their cabin. At first, I didn't understand why my father-in-law, 
who usually doesn't get very excited, was so thrilled about getting a new 
bed. Then he told me the story of the star-spangled bed. 

It all started in l 957. 

Darry 's grandparents had a double bed that was getting on in years. 
They themselves were aging and decided to purchase two twin beds. Very 
much en vogue at the time, the beds had white plastic headboards with gold 
stylized stars. The beds served them well. 

In I 963, Darry 's grandfather died. Since it was only six years old, his 
mattress was pristine when it was no longer needed. Darry ·s grandmother, 
on the other hand (or on the other bed, as the case may be), lived until she 
was ninety-eight. That was in 1986, the same year Darry and Jan purchased 
the property in Norton. 

Darry and Jan and the family were sorting through the contents of hts 
grandparents' house in I 987, the year they built the cabin on the Nonon 
property. They decided to furnish the cabin's loft bedroom with his 
grandparents' beds. The plastic star-spangled headboards didn't quite match 
the style of the knotty pine walls and woodland quilt, but the price was 
right. The beds sufficed. After all, this wasn' t the Hilton It was camp. 



Over the years. they filled the cabin with their stuff and their style. 
Although most of the furniture came to them second-hand from friends and 
relatives, it took on new life in a new home, especially when Jan added 
handmade afghans and pillows donning pictures of moose and bear. In 
came the antique kitchen utensils and a hand pump for the sink. Jan's sister 
made heavy curtains of woodsy colors for the bedroom. Inspired by his 
surroundings, Darry chopped some birch trees and brought the forest inside. 
building a bookcase framed in birch, a table made of birch, cabinets framed 
in birch. and even fashioned a birch frame for the Vermont map hanging on 
the wall. 

With the cabin bedecked in rustic nonhwoods decor, the star-spangled 
beds really clashed. Out they went. Darry fashioned two log beds of birch 
for the old mattresses to replace the starry plastic ones. After a shon while, 
the happy couple pushed the two beds together. That was fine. It kept them 
close, but on summer afternoons when their grandson retreated to the 
deceptively big bed and situated himself in the very center to play on his 
Gameboy, he would fall through the crack where the two mattresses met. To 
solve this issue and hopefully make things more comfonable, they placed a 
queen sized foam piece over the top, uniting the two beds. 

Reminiscent of the princess in Hans Christian Andersen's The Princess 
and the Pea, Jan was still uncomfonable. And who could blame her? Her 
sixty-two year old mattress was far more broken-in than her mates. In fact, 
even with the foam topper, she could feel the springs popping through. They 
were constantly turning the mattress over, but after a while even that was 
ineffective. 

This summer. over the Fourth of July, everything changed. 

The neighbor down the road had recently purchased a new king-sized 
Memory Foam mattress. It was too firm for him so he was buying another 
one. He was looking for a good home for the firmer mattress. Darry jumped 
at the chance to change out the sixty-two year old twins. Quick as a wink. 
those elderly mattresses were lifted from the log beds and thrown onto the 
porch. The problem, of course, was getting the very large new mattress up 
the narrow wooden railed staircase and around the stone chimney. 

They had never attempted to maneuver anything so big up the stairs. 
Ideally, you want the large flat rectangle to bend around the chimney and 
then right itself once around the comer. But mattresses, even foam ones, 
rarely cooperate. It took three men - Darry and neighbors Bill and Jim - and 
a whole lot of wrangling and even more determination. 

Bill went up the stairs first to navigate. The three guys got the mattress as 
far up the L-shaped staircase as it would go before it took some manipulating. 

Darry stood at the bottom of the stairs, his back pushing on that thing with 
all his might. "Tell me when." 

Seeing the futility of the task at hand, Bill jokingly asked, "Can you guys 
sleep on it right here?" 

Thin, wiry, young Jim worked the middle of the mattress, checking top 
and bottom, giving a little nudge here, a little tug there. 

"I betcha we could bend it enough so you could. I feel like a skit from 
Saturday Night live or something." 

They pushed and they shoved. 

Bill said, "There we go. We're coming'" 

Jim responded, "We're coming, but I'm stuck 1" 

"I tell ya, ya got nothing to get a hold of." 

Bill was right. Why don't they put handles on mattresses? 

Jan and a friend were trapped upstairs while the drama played out. Jan 
was telling another mattress story about hoisting a mattress over a railing. 
She would soon have one more cumbersome mattress story. 

The mattress got hooked on the railing below. It was up to Jim to find the 
issue and make the adjustment. Space was a·commodity. "You' re lucky I'm 
a small guy." 

Darry couldn't see a thing from the bottom of the stairs. "Say when'" 

With Bill's navigation, Jim got where he needed to be and they made 
progress. 

"Holy cow'" Darry said. 
From the bedroom above, Jan encouraged them as if she were in the 

delivery room witnessing a binh. "We're almost there. You're gettin' it. 
You' re gettin' it 1" 

The problem was the chimney was still in the way. Jim offered a solution. 
"Hey, move the chimney, will ya?" 

Darry was still waiting for hi s cue. "Say when.·• 

In unison they counted. "One, two, three .. . " as they gave it an almost 
final shove. One of the wooden planks on the landing (which was only three 
steps up from the floor) slipped out and fell to the floor below. It didn' t 
break; it was never nailed in. but Jim almost fell through before he caught 
himself. 

"Whoa' I almost went down the hole'" 

A final shove and a one, two, three, and it cleared the chimney. After that 
it was smooth sailing. They fitted it on the bed, and everyone breathed a 
collective sigh of relief. 

My teenage daughter video-recorded the whole ordeal on her phone, 
adding her own giggles. We replayed it several times, laughing so hard we 
had to catch our breath. 

They will remain in our memory, but the plastic starry headboard and the 
mattress with the popping-up springs are gone. The only stars that remain 
are those on our flag and those that spill across the sky at night. 

I think if that gal from the dock were there, she would agree. Things are 
finally staning to change on the mountain. 

Amy Nicholson 
Nonhfield, Connecticut 


