
The Wedding Ring

If you’ve ever wondered if you’ll see your loved ones again once they’ve passed
away, I hope this true story will give you hope.

My parents were married in Cape Town, South Africa, in 1956. He, a dashing
ex-RAF fighter pilot, and she, a divorcée with three children who was a scandalous
six years older than he. She was a red-headed pistol, and the character on whom
my War Serenade heroine, Iris, was modeled.

I was the product of their love.

My mom was enigmatic. She loved people, and they loved her. She was popular,
loyal, spoke with her hands while bangles jingled, and she never, ever judged.
People were always given the benefit of the doubt, until they wronged her, then she
magically made them invisible and they disappeared.

Though I can never recall a public exhibition of it, mother’s red-headed wrath was
something we, her family, feared. China could fly and busy wooden spoons
covered in gravy could be used as weapons at any time, especially when your
mouth got the better of you.

My dad—with his tall frame, rugged good looks and deliciously dry sense of
humor—could charm anybody, but he never did or said anything that wasn’t
authentic. He was very demonstrative and never in a creepy way. If Peter liked
you, it was no secret.

At my ripe age, I’m allowed to examine my parents’ relationship objectively.

My mom—with her distinct disadvantages: age and baggage—needed to keep her
man interested. So, she wisely treated my dad differently to everyone else. Her
public persona was witty, amusing, musical, flirtatious with men and woman,
spunky and fun. My father couldn’t take his eyes off her.

Behind closed doors my mother became mysterious, unpredictable, and enigmatic.
My father never knew which Iris he’d find in the kitchen or the bedroom.



Intrigue, like cement shoes, kept my father rooted.

She loved to say—in earshot of my dad—“Never let the left hand know what the
right hand is doing.” It warned of her mystique; it shrouded her in mystery. And
this untamed, unpredictable being that was my father’s wife never let him know
how much she loved him.

He lived to woo her. To make her laugh. To dazzle her. Iris was Peter’s mortal
challenge, and he rose to meet it every day, or at least gave it his best try.

You see, for Iris to let Peter succeed, would be for her to lose her magic sauce.

Their love song was “La Vie En Rose.” Whether it blasted from the radio, the
record player, or my dad just hummed a bar to two, he’d find her in the house and
no matter her mood, he’d envelope her into his arms … and she’d let him.

Together, they’d move as one and our bright house became the wet streets of
Argentina at midnight. Cloaked in heat and magic, they’d turn quickly, STOP …
then suddenly lunge in a tango. Then came the grand finale. He’d dip her so that
her red hair swept the floor, then his head swooped down to kiss her—a kiss so
deep and passionate, I had to look away.

When we lost my dad suddenly, shockingly at age 54, although she never said so, I
knew my mom felt deep regret that she never allowed my dad to know how much
she loved him. I say that because my once undemonstrative mother became the
loving mom I’d always longed for.

She hung on to this life without him, for the equal number of years they were
married. Her modest silver and gold wedding ring remained on her finger, a
testament to the man of her dreams who never knew it.

I was there when she took her last breath. She awoke from her comatose state,
opened her eyes, and said, “Peter says hello” and then she slipped away, to join
him again, at last.

Images of my dad holding out his big, dry hand for his beloved to help her to the
other side sustained me though my heart was broken.



I brought my mom’s wedding ring home—a token of their unity—and wanted so
much to wear it, but it was too small.

I hunted high and low for a delicate gold and silver chain to wear mom’s ring
around my neck – no luck in one jewelry store after another, over months and
months. I kept the ring in my purse, always close.

I was in Walmart looking for something mundane like butter or curlers when the
jewelry counter seemed to appear before me. I halfheartedly glanced into the glass
case …

… And there it was! The very chain I needed.

The bored clerk took it from the case and handed it to me. I fished the ring from
my purse and hung it on the chain.

As I reached both hands behind my head to link the clasp, “La Vie en Rose” blared
over the loudspeakers.

“La Vie en Rose” in Walmart?

My heart flushed with abundant joy that must have spread to my face and tears of
joy became wet projectiles. The emotionless clerk said, “I see you’ll take it.”

What better way to temper a child’s broken heart than to demonstrate, through the
inimitable bars of their favorite song—the tune that joined them no matter
what—being played in the most unlikely of places?

Firmly clasped, their band of promise hung around my neck, and I knew this with
as much certainty as my love for them was absolute:

My mom and dad were together again, dancing and dipping on high.
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