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THE MAGIC CHEST OF DRAWERS 
For Sasha, by Mom 
 
One bright morning, a busy mom was driving home from dropping her kids off at school 
when she saw a pile of furniture on someone’s front sidewalk with a big sign that said, 
“FREE TO A GOOD HOME!” 
 
Well, she’d heard of giving puppies and kittens away to good homes, but chairs and 
dressers? Why would it need to be a good home? Why not just any home? Or just the 
dump? So, in spite of the fact that she still had dozens of errands to run, she pulled over 
to see what was so special about this jumble of discarded debris. 
 
She began pulling bits and pieces off the mound. There, near the bottom, was a battered, 
splintered, sagging chest of drawers—nothing special by the looks of it, except perhaps 
for the brass knobs on each of the six long drawers. The mom stood back with her hands 
on her hips and considered it. “Maybe with a bit of polish…” 
 
So she heaved and levered and somehow wrestled the gigantic thing into the back of her 
car, shoving aside the swim bags and sneakers and overdue library books to make room. 
When she got it home, she put it in the garage and spent the rest of the morning stripping 
and sanding, finishing and polishing the old dresser until it seemed nearly new. The sag 
even seemed to straighten, as though it were proud of its new gleam. In fact, it took on a 
regal appearance, and when the mom moved it into the house, it seemed to brighten the 
entire room. 
 
She hadn’t needed a dresser, however, and so she didn’t know what to put into it. But it 
was so fine and elegant, she decided the room around it should be tidier. She grabbed all 
the toy guns and the decks of cards and the video game consoles and mini-DVD players 
and even the old alarm clock that the children liked to play with even though it was 
broken. Many of the toys were broken, in fact; played with and left strewn for someone 
else to pick up or fix. Under the couch, there were some dirty socks and a doll whose hair 
had been shorn almost to the scalp and so she tossed those in, too, just so everything 
would be off the floor. Then the mom stood back with her hands on her hips and 
surveyed the spruce room.  
 
That evening, after the kids were home and fed and had done their homework, they 
wanted to play in the living room with their toys. “Where is everything?” the youngest 
child asked.  
 
“I put everything that was out away in the new chest of drawers,” the mom said. “Check 
there.” 
 
And when they opened the middle drawer, it was like Christmas: everything that had 
been lying around and put inside was now lined up and shining. The toy guns were 
cleaned and loaded with fresh caps ; the deck of cards was in a stack, the missing Jacks 
and Jokers returned to their places in court; the DVD player that had said “LOADING” 



 
 

Chris Cander  2 

for the past several months was fully-charged and ready to play a repaired disc. The socks 
were clean and rolled, and the doll’s hair looked washed and styled. Even the old alarm 
clock was back together and set for 7:11 AM—the time they always left the house for 
school. 
 
Now you can imagine what happened. The children screamed with glee, which brought 
the mom and dad running, and as they scratched their heads, the children tossed in more 
paraphernalia: dirty dishes, dirty laundry, tangled earphones, half-done homework, green 
beans from the dinner table and the empty stick that had impaled a delicious but now-
eaten lollipop. 
 
And VOILÀ! 
 
The dishes were clean, the laundry was folded, the wires untangled, the homework done, 
the green beans gone and the lollipop stick stuck into a big, fat, unlicked lollipop. 
 
It wasn’t long, of course, before the neighbors heard about it and began hauling over their 
flotsam and jetsam, and demanding turns turning their undone into done. Then one day, a 
reporter from a TV station came and did a story, and soon people from across the state 
and then across the country were coming with their armloads of things that were dirty or 
broken, stained or ruined. One woman with infant triplets even brought three dozen dirty 
diapers. 
 
And that chest of drawers just took it all in without question, without complaint. But soon 
it started to show some signs of wear and tear. The slides were beginning to sag, the 
finish was scratched. Someone, in a burst of enthusiasm to retrieve his clean underwear, 
pulled one of those once-polished brass knobs right off.  
 
Finally, the mom, standing with her hands on her hips, said, “Now listen everybody. This 
chest of drawers, magic though it may be, deserves a day off.” And she stood in front of 
it like a guard with her arms crossed and the whole line of people holding all their funk 
and filth had to slink off back to their own homes to take care of their messes themselves. 
 
Do you want to know the surprising thing about that? Once there was no magic chest of 
drawers to do it for them, they learned how to clean and wash and sew and mend and 
detangle and sort and organize and fold. And, believe it or not, they actually LIKED it. 
 
The chest of drawers leaned against that wall all day long, while the mom emptied the 
drawers and oiled the slides and refinished the outside and screwed on a set of brand-new 
knobs. Once she was finished, she sat down in front of it, crossed her arms in case 
anybody got any lazy ideas, and closed her eyes, and they both had a nice, long, unbusy 
day of rest. 


