
Overalls Overalls 
  by Chelsey Clammer

 In the grainy video, I sit on our front stoop. French braids, red 
and blue-dotted white shirt, loose jeans, my feet stretched out in front of  
me, roller skates affixed. White boots. Blue straps. Four wheels to match. 
Red rubber stoppers on each rollerskates’ toe. This was when roller skates 
had bulky wheels, the ones that were unphased by runaway pebbles and 
canyons in the concrete sidewalks. At this moment, in this 1986 homemade 
movie there is a good view of  those chunky rubber wheels as my legs 
extend in front of  me. I continue to sit on the stoop and do not look up 
at the camera when my father says my name. I am too busy studying my 
injured index finger. He says my name again. Again, I do not look up. I 
still do not look up when seconds later my mother comes out of  the house 
holding a hydrogen peroxide-soaked cotton ball in one hand, a Band Aid 
in the other. This could be the moment when I look at the camera, at her, 
at anything besides myself  and say “Ow, mommy.” I don’t. My mother 
says the sentiment for me.
 “Chelsey has a boo-boo,” mom says into the camera. Her thirty-
five year old face is framed by her permed blonde hair. Exorbitant kinks. 
Also, baggy white-washed denim overalls parachute around her body. 
Keds tennis shoes. White. Again, 1986.
 “Look how huge my ass is,” my mother will always say, much later, 
when I’m almost as old as she was in the video, and we are recalling one of  
the few times my father did something with a smile—video tape his family. 
This was in Laramie, Wyoming. Old Settler’s Day Parade. It was raining, 
but our family played in our front yard after the parade anyway. Eventually, 
the rain let up and I put on my rollerskates. The video continued to record.

The video recorder was borrowed from my dad’s co-worker. It will 
be the only family video we have. My mother and I watch it yearly, on 
average. Whenever the urge to hear dad’s smile rises, we watch. Hear that 
smile, yes, not see, but hear. Because Dad was the cameraman, only a 
voice heard with which to recognize him, a lilt in his laugh. His body 
unseen. He’s dead now. Three piles of  ash.

At some point my father will hand the camera over to his own 
father so he can come into view and hold his daughter’s hand (not mine—

my sister’s). As he emerges onto the screen, the viewer sees he has on a 
brown cowboy hat with a brown leather jacket to match, fringe hanging 
from the arms. 

Now, in 2014, his body is in those three piles of  ash—one in 
Denver and on my mantel, one in Texas with my sister, and the rest in 
a tub in my mother’s basement soon to be spread in Glenwood Springs. 
It’s the purple tub that also contains our family’s one homemade video. 
The video stays there, silent, waiting, possibly brooding until it is taken 
out that one time each year in order to remember.
 “Look how huge my ass is,” my mother says, yearly.
 This is not about my mother’s ass.
 This is about my boo-boo.
 Though not that one. 

In the video, the end of  my French 
braids have red ribbons bowtied onto them. 
The braids slither around my shoulder and red 
ribbons rest on the left side of  my three-year-old 
chest. Before my father enters into the picture, 
my roller-skated feet are still in front of  me. My 
small left hand is still squeezing the index finger 
that has a cut. 

Mom walks up behind me from the front 
door. “Chelsey has a boo-boo.” She stands next to me, her white-washed 
overalls the brightest thing on the screen. Yes, overalls. Yes white-washed. 
Proof, again, of  1986. As she squats down to my level, her overalls 
marshmallowing her body, she makes a meticulous and steady series 
of  movements. Open the Band Aid. Wrap it around my finger. Ball up 
the bit of  Band Aid trash. Put it in her pocket. Then, once my finger is 
doctored up, she kisses it.
 As if  lips could make everything better. As if  my mother’s mouth 
could heal me.
 I wish.
 Later, her motherly mouth will not be here to help me heal. July 
20, 2008 I walked home from a bar alone that night. You can imagine 
what happened next.
 This is the boo-boo I’m talking about.

Clammer Clammer

After the 
assault I followed 
her body and 
promptly stopped 
eating.
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She might not have known how to address the ensuing panic, how 
to tenderly touch the pain to recognize it, how to massage the depression 
and anxiety out of  me. And so she did nothing. Forget touch, I would have 
settled for even just a small collection of  her soothing words. 

Because there was a man who ran up behind me. He was a man 
who touched me. After the fact of  his hands finally released themselves 
from my body I became a hollowed-out me, a me who could no longer 
remember how to feel solid. 
 Owe, mommy.
 Next day, on the phone with my mother. I tell her about the man, 

his hands. She doesn’t say much. Doesn’t do 
anything. I hear her breathing, also the sound 
of  her mind scrambling to find a way to switch 
the subject. No Band Aid can fix this. She seeks 
out unrelated words as I wonder if  she’s trying 
to ignore or is it avoid her maternal instincts 
to tend to her hurting daughter. Perhaps it is 
all just too much. Regardless, I still yearned to 
hear something resembling comfort—just an I’m 
sorry. Just a How are you doing? Just an I’m here for 
you. None of  these phrases formed in her mouth. 

My violated body needed a balm only my mother could provide.
 But she wasn’t there to kiss it.
 A few years later, I confront my mother about not coming to care 
for the broken, assaulted me. She has her reasons.
 Chelsey, I thought you could just get through it. You’re so strong.
 A compliment, perhaps?
 Chelsey, I didn’t think it was that big of  a deal.
 A delusion, perhaps?
 Either way, a mother nowhere near.
 So I told myself  to just keep going. So I told myself  to continue on 
without a mother’s touch. I went off  on my own into this healing journey, 
a bit wobbly.

 Overall, her care was there. It just never came to me.
 About her overalls.
 Her ass does look big in that video. The overalls further adding 
to her backside plump pillow. Though my mother no longer looks like 
this. Almost thirty years later she’s just 100 pounds—has been for years. 
After the assault I followed her body and promptly stopped eating. My 
ass should have been the size of  hers in that video. Healthy. Fleshy. But 
instead of  resembling my mother’s past form, I trimmed my body down 
to match her present one. Starved my body because I didn’t know what 
else to do with all of  the anxiety. PTSD. My body became tangible proof  
that the assault was more than not a big deal, was something I couldn’t just 
get through.
 And about my boo-boo.

In the video she finishes up the final touches of  her Band Aid 
operation, then kisses my bandaged finger. I stand up still not saying 
anything, still not looking her way. I plunk my roller skates through the 
wet front lawn, past the gate and then roll along. My father captures me 
on video going off  on my own, wobbling. Think: fawn. 

Back down the sidewalk, over the canyons in the concrete, past the 
runaway pebbles.

Away from her perm and white-washed overalls.

Forget touch, I 
would have settled 
for even just a small 
collection of  her 
soothing words.
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