
Princess and the Pea
I came up with the idea of naming our daughter Vanessa. I liked the actress Vanessa 

Redgrave and my wife liked the meaning of the word. In Latin Vanessa means butterfly. Of
course my wife was closer to the mark; Vanessa flits from flower to flower. I often wonder if
I should have put forward Ceasarea because she did capture our ears and conquered our 
hearts. I remember when she started to explore the world. I would follow her from a 
distance ready to step in to rescue. She had her own trails through the brush around the 
cabin. I could see the tips of her ribbons, but would have to crawl to find her. This was her 
world where adults seldom trod. I wanted to keep her free and her curiosity a fresh 
constant friend. 

She was good kid full of questions some for knowledge others to distract her father 
from the matters at hand. Maybe that curiosity was the power behind the question, “What 
is that lump?” The Princess and the Pea with her mile high mattresses she tried to smother 
the obvious worldly imperfections. Hans Christian Anderson’s princess had no name. Like 
that princess she was always digging at the world unfolding the smooth to find the rough, 
the irritating sand in the pearl.

When Vanessa first reported that her new room was cold, I knew enough to try and 
nip things in the bud. I was still building and at first there was just vapour barrier over 
insulation. I added an inch of Styrofoam over that and then added drywall. Confident, I 
taped and painted, but she was still cold. I added a ceramic heater to the installed 
baseboard heater, but as the days added up so did the heat sources. I added hot-water 
bottles, a heating pad and three comforters and still she was cold.

We were still building and defining our home as modestly as we could. Trips to 
Toronto for fifty minute hours with a psychiatrist were just not possible. Other than this 
she seemed happy and content. We looked at each other for what this all meant, but our 
budget dictated that we would have to wait and maybe she would grow out of it. Maybe she
was just looking for ways to control her world. We, for the time being, had to live with the 
bedtime ritual.

Time went on, it became part of our everyday life, as such we grew use to it. My wife
continued with her work at school and I grabbed odd jobs and finished the never-ending 
job of finishing our place in the country. We gardened and harvested and lived our lives.

Part of country life is the Fall Fair where locals show-off their giant pumpkins and 
drought-horses. The kids are drawn to the carnival rides and the old school house where 
their paintings are displayed. When you have young children your arms grow longer as 
they tug you here and there. My six year old tugged me to all the tables of the hawkers. I 
am very distrustful of these sales-people especially at country fairs. I knew I could buy the 
same things myself at novelty stores in Toronto at half the price. Now she pulled me in a 
new direction, a huge chunk of rose quartz and a pair of unlikely sale-people. They looked 
like raccoons caught in the headlights sitting there while the boss bent the ear of an 
unwilling customer. The sign promoted the powers of minerals added to soils. I was 
interested in minerals and knew my sandy soil needed a lot of help, but sometimes when 



you are on a budget it is easier to walk away. Vanessa would have none of that and tugged 
me back to the rose quartz. By that time Alan was free to promote his product to me. The 
two unwilling sales people were his sister and brother-in-law. We agree to meet later in the 
week at his farm to see more of his product.

I phoned him after the weekend and said I was too busy to come over and he offered
to drop by the next day for quick chat.

Back in those days there was nothing quick about Alan’s chats. He was so enthused 
and zealous about his products that the chat was turning into a couple of hours. I was in 
over my head, he obviously knew far more than I learned from reading “The Secret Life of 
Plants”. At one point as I fished around in my brain for an intelligent question, I 
remembered Vanessa’s room.

I described the nightly ritual and our concerns and asked if he could help bring 
some perspective to the problem. He calmly took out his dousing rods and walked around 
inside the cabin. After a few minutes he said that there was an underground river passing 
under the cabin and corner that Vanessa’s bedroom was over. The energy from the river 
was attracted to the metal bed-springs in Vanessa’s bed and that was the problem. I told 
him I could take the bed-springs out and replace them with plywood. He then told me that 
that was not necessary. He placed a crystal outside the cabin under Vanessa’s window and 
told me that would take care of the whole issue.

I have seen a lot of strange things in my time, I wanted to believe, but was still 
skeptical. I thanked him very much and agreed to stay in touch. That night when my wife 
and Vanessa came home from school I did not mention Alan’s visit at all. I fixed dinner and
we went about our usual activities. We got Vanessa ready for bed and went through our 
normal abnormal routine. I switched on the ceramic heater, turned up the base-board 
heater, filled the hot-water bottles, and plugged in the heating pad. I piled the three 
comforters on her and read a bedtime story. She drifted off to sleep and I joined my wife in 
the next room to watch TV. We had been watching TV for about an hour when we heard 
moaning coming from Vanessa’s room. When we opened the door she had kicked all the 
covers of the bed. The bed was so drench in sweat that we had to change the sheets. We 
never had problems with Vanessa being cold in her room again. The princess had been 
appeased. Now was not that a young lady of exquisite feeling.

I love my kids, if you do something to help my kids I am forever in your debt. This 
was the mercurial start of a lifelong friendship.
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