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I See an Angel

By Ranjeet Khaira

I have always been fascinated by wind chimes. When I was little, I
thought they were clever, for they made the wind visible by dancing along with
it. More recently, I have come to realize there are things in life just as real as
the wind that we can see only with our hearts.

At my home near Kuala Lumpur, I stop what I am doing to listen as my
favorite chime creates tones like distant church bells. My mind wanders back
to the day in June 1996 when I suspected I was pregnant. I }Tad bought a
home pregnancy test kit and was carefully following the instructions. “Dear
Lord, "I prayed, “please let it be positive. "The results seemed to be taking a
long time. Then, with the magical suddenness of a rainbow, the pink line
materialized.

As11 t_the positive test result, my joy was intertwined with fear
“Please let me have this baby, "I prayed. Seth and I, married for seven years,
were childless. I'd conceived several times, but the pregnancies had ended in

miscarriage. With each loss, my world would turn upside down.

Over the years numerous gynecologists reassured me that the miscar-

— riages happened because the fen;llztecl(ewere just not good enough. It was

j‘ nature’s way of making sure that only the most healthy ones made it, the

% doctors said.

A

4 After my gynecologist confirmed that I was pregnant again, Seth and I put
]

up a new wind chime in our home to celebrate our gift of life. The chime was

ordinary, with its long, hollow shafts and wooden pendulum, but the music it

made was divine.
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As the dangerous first 12 weeks passed, my joy increased. At prenatal

checkups,I watched my baby’s growth on the ultrasound monitor.

In the fifth month, T asked the doctor if he could determine the gender,
but he said the baby was being mischievous by lying on his side. I felt sure it
was going to be a boy. He would look like his father, whom I loved with all my
heart.

Then, in my 29th week, my water broke and the baby started moving
frantically. At the medical cehter the doctor told me there was a high proba-
bility that I would go into early labor. If the baby was born, he would need a
ventilator to survive.

My world had suddenly become gray and cold. Somehow I knew the worst
had just begun.

I went to a Catholic miésionary hospital, which had a ventilator avail-
able. Slowly my contractions lessened and the baby’s heartbeat seemed to be-
come stronger. After 12 days, 1 returned home under strict orders to confine
myself to complete bed rest.

On the first night of the 36th week, labor set in and we rushed to the
hospital. As my doctor examined me he said nothing, but the sorrow in his eyes
told me all I needed to know. He took my hand and said he could not hear the
baby’s heartbeat. My baby was dead.

Not wanting to risk complications from a Caesarean, he recommended
that I deliver naturally. The next nine hours were the longest of my life. As the
contractions grew closer together, I begged God for a miracle.

Finally, at 12: 33 p. m. on February 18, I gave birth to our son. Unlike
other deliveries, there was no baby’s cry, the doctor did not congratulate the
parents, and the nurses did not coo over the newborn. Instead, the doctor tried

to spare me by keeping the baby aside and consoling me that the ordeal was

over.
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But it was not over for rﬁe. I insisted that my baby be brought to
me. When I saw him, I laughed and cried at the same time. He was so beau-
tiful, the spitting image of his father. His mouth was curled. His nose was both
rounded and pointed. He had long black hair, thick eyelashes and
almond-shaped eyes. He looked as if he had a million gurgles inside him, but
he made no sound.

We named our son Joshua and gave him the best we could—the finest
clothes, fresh yellow roses and ultimately the most beautiful baby-blue urn we
could find for his ashes. Seth and I held the urn as the boat took us out to
sea. When the boat stopped, I didn’t want to let go. After many tears, the urn
was placed into the receiving arms of the gentle azure waves.

When I went for my postnatal checkup, a month after the delivery, I felt
so incomplete. All the other mothers had newhorns in their arms.

At home, Joshua’s wind chime reminded me of my loss. Many times I
thought about taking it down, but I couldn’t. It was my remaining symbol of joy
and hope.

Sometimes I feit as if I were going to spend the rest of my life in
pain. But as the days passed, I began to realize that my brief time with Joshua
was itself a blessing. If my pregnancy had ended earlier, like the others, 1
would never have had the chance to feel him growing inside me, to see his
beautiful face and to touch him.

My memories were a balm to the hurt. In time, my darkness lifted.

There are moments when my heart still aches, and then I pause to watch
the chime in its gentle dance with the wind. And my spirit lifts as, once again,

I see my angel Joshua.
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Early in their marriage, a mistake was made, and a divorce separated
them for over half a century, yet throunghout those long, painful years, they

nourished- -+

Love Flower that Never Fading

Their story began in 1929, with the Depression just around the cor-
ner. One day, Fred McCoy, owner of an electric shop in Pine Bluff, Ark,
drove 40 miles to check on a malfunctioning refrigerator that belonged to
Beity (Mrs. Horace) Bell in Little Rock. “Betty had such beautiful blue
eyes. Fred recalls. “So when she said she had a sister in Pine Bluff, I said
I wanted to meet her. Betty gave me the number. ~

Fred was 30. He had served aboard the battleship Oklahoma in
World War I, sailed to South America while in the merchant marine and
now was looking to settle down. Betty’s sister. Henrietta, was 19 and in
training to be a nurse.

On a Saturday in January 1929. Henrietta wore a blue-linen dress to
flatter her big, blue eyes. Fred, trim, with curly blondish hair, wore a dark
suit and a cocksure smile when he came calling. He asked her to the

—~j movies. Henrietta said no. She didn’t want to go out with someone she
j}t didn’t know. “But we sat and talked, and I fell in love with his smile and
A kind words. ”

& Three months later, they married. The rle\wljleds lived in a brick

b duplex on Harding Avenue in Pine Bluff. They joined the bridge

2. club. They twirled at Shriners’dances. Henrietta proudly wore her platinum

d




PR AISR RN AR ARS T, S0 FHBEAZE, FA
SR EY, B2 AE——

A NRAFAEBIRZIE

Rz %k

M RAETE 1929 4, RHERHAMEIR . —X,RBAH BR—FKE
WRIERZRABEE - BB FRE 40 BISMODNER, AN - UK
KBk U AR TR M IR T RS AL, " 3 B EIZE . BT it
ULt MRIRFE TR BATRLR AT, AR B Wt DA T Rk k
HHEESH, "

BEWEMNTLZE, — KR S 7R FTRA D5 R 253k
5 R RBERMA LI B R, IR T REW TR EHFo NFNREKT
WRIE I AE 19 %, IEFE PR Z I,

1929 LA K—NEBHA, BEERBTHERE, th—HBE65H
W, Wk e RBIL, Fetnle EHEE B ENES; T, —NAEK
KRBT CQTREOHETBREBAERIA, hEEEFHLESR
BT o AR BARBER NS R BRATE —RRSRF L,
RPN RERET , PR EH S BIBERT . 7

ZTRE, ABALRER. MRENFRREERBARRBT
REM—E_HKAAEE . MITMATHEBESES; EEASETELE
RAOTTRIRIESEN S . FIRIEE T~ AR, IF— R




cove
FLOWER
NEVER
v FADING
Y
wedding ring with a one-carat diamond.
“We were happy every day, ” Henrietta said of the next six years, ‘until
the last. ”
Her voice still burning with surprise and indignation now half a century
old, she whispers, “He did something no married man should ever do. I told

him he could even commit murder...but no that! He was...unfaithful. With a

friend of mine. ”

Henrietta divorced Fred in 1935, Soon after, she met Stewart Rosen-
planter, nine years her senior and a salesman for a large meat company. “I was
married to this man for thirty years, but didn’t love him, ”she says. “I married
just for spite. ”

Fred didn’t give up hope. “I wrote love letters trying to get her back. ~

The letters, now yellowed with age, are full of longing. “Darling Henry. i
Fred wrote on October 9, 1936, “I think of you continually and I believe my
life will never amount to anything without you.

In 1937, two years after their divorce, Henrietta remembers: “Fred called
and told me he was getting married to someone else if I didn’t come back to
him. T said I was sorry. But it just hurt too much. So he married Phoebe. ”

Henrietta and her new husband moved to Mobile, to Orlando, Jack-

————— . sonville, St. Louis, Chicago, and finally to Fort Lauderdale in 1952.

4;] “After Stewart passed away in 1965, " Henrietta says, “I‘lived a very
# lonely life. I never went out on a single date. I wasn’t interested. [ loved Fred. |
.é; thought of him every day. ”

% She managed a sports shop on Fort Lauderdale beach. She visited her

2 sisters in Little Rock dozens of times, hoping to run into Fred. She never
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did. She kept three of his love letters for half a century in a bank vault, and

later in a hiding place she will not reveal. She kept them in a yellow envelope,
and wrote on the outside: “I really loved him all my life. "Often, she says, “I'd
read them and have a good cry. ”

Fred and Phoebe were married 47 years. Fred built up his own business
in Little Rock, selling audio equipment. They had a daughter. But Phoebe had
been ill most of her life, and finally she died in December 1984.

Shortly afterward, Fred phoned Betty Bell, who had given him Henrietta’s
phone number in 1929. Fred asked for her phone number again.

“1 still loved her, "Fred says, “and 1 was very lonesome. ”

One afternoon last February, Henrietta was playing bridge with the ladies
in her card club when the phone rang,

“Darling”, the voice on the other end said.

She knew immediately who it was. “Hello, darling”, she said.

Henrietta hung up the phone a few minutes later, her hands trembling.
“He told me that he had lost his wife. He said he was going to visit his sister
in California. The next day he called and said. “Can I come and visit you in a
while?””

For three months before that visit, they called or wrote every day. “To my
Darling Sweetheart. ” Fred wrote, “only 13 more days I will be without you—
and then, forever and ever. "And just before he arrived : “I love, I love you, I
love you, Fred. ”

He went to Fort Lauderdale in early May. They spent 19 days together.

Fred and Henrietta remarried at St. Andrew’s United Methodist Church
in Fort Lauderdale, 50 years after the divorce that each said was the mistake of
their lives. Henrietta wore the platinum wedding ring that Fred gavé her in

1929. “I hid it all those years, "she says, “and kept looking at it to make sure




