Japanese Kimono

“I must look perfect for tonight,” she says as she stares at her reflection in the mirror.  The silk kimono drapes off her sun-kissed shoulder as she places her grandmother’s golden barrette into her hair.  Will I be accepted someday?  Have I made a mistake?  These words race through her head.  She runs her hand over the smooth gold band around her neck, and it makes her wish her mother were here.  Two months ago she never would have imagines she would be where she stood today.


The well fortuned daughter of a Portugal banker grew up in all luxury.  Her desires were no more than spoken when she received them.  Eleanor, however, wanted more than her fancy car or foot massages; she wanted a person to share real true living with her.  Her father, portrayed as more of a political figure in their home, had arranged for Eleanor to be married to someone whom he considered from their social standards. 


This man was Eric, a prosperous lawyer and public official.  He was tall, with crystal blue eyes and ash brown hair.  His manner was gentle, and everything Eleanor’s father thought she should want.  Eric loved Eleanor very much, but for Eleanor, it was not mutual. 


I mid-July the soon to be married couple went to Beijing for a business trip.  While there, Eleanor traveled to a small, yet substantial neighborhood to an apartment she had visited many times before.  Her childhood friend Angolo lived just at the top of the third flight of stairs. Their mysterious romance had begun two years ago.


Now standing in this same four room apartment, Eleanor critiqued herself in the mirror one last time.  She was about to betray her complete family heritage with just two words.  Though Angolo’s family did not practice Chinese traditions, she felt a certain acceptance by her blue flowered kimono.  As she stood in the living room of the tiny apartment, hand in hand with Angolo, she finally felt a peace shiver through her body.  A knock at the door ended the ceremony.  As a tall man stepped in the door with a shotgun in his hand, a bolt of sound ran through the room. 

Eleanor sits on a cold, damp slab of concrete near her old elementary school.  It has been three months since that dreadful day that she lost Angolo.  Her feeling of despair is shattered by her angry actions.  How could she go home after what she had done to her family?  She had betrayed whatever heritage she felt she had by agreeing to marry Angolo.  Now, homeless and finally back in her home town, she was at a loss of what to do.  In her eyes, her only chance for life was to accept Eric’s proposal for marriage.  But walking into the white mansion would take all that was in her.  Surprisingly, her mother greeted her with open eyes.  Her father, on the other hand, was less forgiving.  However, with some coercing from Eleanor’s mother, her father agreed to let her come home.  

On the wedding day, fresh red roses were placed throughout the chapel.  Hundreds of people lined the pews, and Eleanor’s elaborate white dress sparkled against the stained glass windows.  Just when Eleanor grasped Eric’s hand, the light from the front wooden doors of the chapel flickered, and the whole room gasped.  It was Angolo.
