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Wedding Shoes 

 

     For an entire year, Erin, mother-of-the-bride and marathon event planner, dragged her 

daughter Megan, the bride-to-be, to dress fittings, cake-tastings, and venue viewings. Just the day 

before, Erin had made the final purchase—white, silk designer heels. 

     Now, Erin, and her husband, Tom, raced to the hospital. Megan’s call was cryptic. “My 

foot—not serious—glass everywhere.”  

     “Megan cannot hobble down the Walk to Remember.” Erin cried. Tom offered his  
 
handkerchief. 
      
     At the hospital, Erin yanked on the first curtain she saw. A startled nurse sloshed the contents  
 
of a bedpan. “Sorry.” 
      
     She pulled open the next curtain.  
 
     Megan turned. “Mom. Dad.” 
 
     Tom collapsed on the side of his daughter’s bed. Running after his wife got more difficult  
 
each year. 
      
      “How bad is it?” Erin addressed her daughter until she noticed a man in a white coat. “Her  
 
shoes . . . I just paid for her shoes . . . Doctor?” 
  
     “She’ll walk again, if that’s what you’re asking.” 
 
     Erin stomped her foot. “This is no laughing matter.”  
 
     “I’m not laughing. Don’t do much of that in the emergency room. I have a gunshot wound in  
 
the next room.” He turned. “Your daughter will be fine.” 
 
     Tom put his arm around Megan. “So, how—“ 
 
     “Tom! That doctor was a child.” 
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     “Everyone looks like a child to us these days.” He pointed to his crows  
 
feet and turned to Megan. 
 
     Erin stabbed a fingernail through the curtain. “I need details.” She charged out of the room. 
 
     Tom ignored his wife’s theatrics and embraced his daughter. “How did this happen?  
 
Where’s Jason?”  
 
     Megan began to sob, cupping her hands over her mouth. 
      
     Erin returned, as if walking onto a stage. “Sweetheart,” she made sweeping motions in the air,  
 
“you’ll be able to wear the shoes after all.” She looked around, possibly listening for applause. 
 
     “I can’t, Mom.” Void of makeup, Megan’s face was sprinkled with childhood freckles. 
 
     “But dear, the doctor says,” Erin patted her daughter lightly on her back, “the wound will heal  
 
in time.”  
     
     “Mother, listen.” Megan struggled to sit up. “Jason cheated on me.”   
 
     All color drained from Erin’s face except her green eye shadow that now looked clownish. 
     
     “Where is he?” said Tom. He crunched his knuckles then winced. 
      
     “Daddy, don’t make things worse. I’m not running back to him, again.” 
     
     “Again?” asked Erin.  
     
      Not meeting her mother’s gaze, Megan grabbed the crutches from beside the bed.  
 
“Take me home, please.” 
 
      Back at Megan’s apartment, the three stealthily walked over broken glass, bent picture 

frames, and torn photographs that covered the floor. Megan cursed. Tom headed for the broom 

closet.  

     “Oh, my,” Erin whispered. She thought of the day she and her husband took Jason under their 

wings when they thought he had no parents to support him.  
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     They had financed his college and even his sports car. His promising career as a lawyer and 

the hint of a home in a gated community for their daughter was a driving force in their 

involvement in the couple’s future. 

     Erin realized her battles to justify Jason’s past behaviors were like forcing the wrong pieces 

into a puzzle. After the engagement party, Jason was noticeably late to important meetings, 

uninterested in details of the nuptials, or absent from family dinners on several occasions. Had 

she purposely disregarded vital signs that her daughter’s relationship had begun to sour? 

    Erin handed Megan a glass of iced tea. “Surely, you can forgive Jason this one transgression.”  
 
Erin’s voice rose at the end of her sentence suggesting a question or a possible request. 
      
    Megan took a sip of her tea, “One—maybe.”  She glanced at her mother’s hopeful face then 
 
looked away.  
      
    Tom appeared. “I’ll get lunch.” He jingled his keys and left. 

    Erin sensed her husband’s helplessness. She slipped off her shoes and folded her legs on the 

couch. “What exactly do you mean when you say Jason cheated?” Erin arched her eyebrow. 

“Even your father’s not perfect.”  

   “Come on, Mom,” Megan dug her uninjured foot into the thick carpeting, “Dad has never done  
 
anything like this.” She reached for a tissue. “I’ve caught Jason more than once, with more than 
 
one girl,” Megan took a deep breath and exhaled, “in my bed.” 
 
     Erin’s long gasp allowed Megan to continue.  
      
     “You’ve done so much for Jason, Mom. You think of him as the son you never had. How 

could I tell you?” 

     Erin wondered if she had ever given Megan a chance to talk. Truly talk. She opened a box on  
 
the coffee table and stroked the white silk of the designer shoes.   
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     A key jangled in the lock. Jason entered the room juggling boxes and sporting designer 

sunglasses. He dropped his load when he saw the women.  

     Erin stood, then calmly placed the shoe on her daughter’s lap. She strode across the living 

room and stopped one inch from Jason’s face. Pointing to a bulge in his shirt pocket, Erin said, “I 

believe that’s mine.”  

     Jason fumbled with the buttons on his cell. 
     
     Erin grabbed the phone. “I pay the bill.” She popped it into her purse. “The apartment key,  
 
please.” Erin held out her hand like asking for a mint. “And the glasses.” 
      
     Jason put his hands up to his eyes. “But these were a gift. Tell her Megan.” 
 
     Still seated on the couch, Megan watched but didn’t move.   
  
    “Correction,” Erin smoothed her linen pants, “they were purchased with wedding  
 
gift money, that will be returned. 

    Jason slid off the glasses. 

    Bored with her own game, Erin sighed. “Now, the Prada’s.”  

    Jason’s eyes widened. “You told me to break them in!” 
 
    “That’s when I thought you’d be walking my daughter down the aisle.” 
      
    “You’re crazy.” Jason looked at his feet.  
 
     Erin tapped her foot. It crunched over a shard of glass. “Do you need Tom’s help?”  

     Jason quickly untied the laces by pulling on the bows instead of the ends, forming knots. 

Finally, flushed-faced, he dangled the $600 shoes from his fingertips. 

     Megan looked at the silk shoe in her hand, at her take-charge mother, then at Jason in his 

stocking feet.  

     Erin opened the door while keeping a firm hand on Jason’s back.  
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     “But . . . my stuff.”   

     Erin slammed the door so hard the wine glasses rattled in the kitchen. She turned. “Megan, 

that’s the last thing I’ll do on your behalf without consulting you first. I promise.” 

     “Mom, I’m happy for the time we spent together this past year.” Megan wiped  
 
her eyes with her sleeve. “But now I’m sad you won’t have the wedding of your dreams.”  

     Erin squeezed her daughter’s hand. “I made this my wedding, didn’t I?” Erin added, “How 

can I make it up to you?” 

     Megan didn’t hesitate. “Open the top desk drawer.”  
 
     Erin found two nonrefundable tickets for a cruise ship that sailed in a week.  
 
     “You missed out on the wedding,” Megan smiled for the first time that day, “but you and dad  
 
can still enjoy the honeymoon. Maybe even renew your vows.” 
 
     Erin kissed her daughter’s forehead.  
 
     “Luckily, we’re the same size.” Megan handed Erin the shoebox. 
 
     Tom walked in. “Who wants pepperoni?” 
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