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Tom’s Farewell (Radio Edit) 
 
After all the unpleasantness that preceded it, divorce was surprisingly easy.  From late-fall 
through the chilly, Pacific-coast winter, a series of brown envelopes dropped perfunctorily 
into the mailbox.  I completed forms, signed on dotted lines and returned in the envelopes 
provided.  Tom’s legal address was Dane County, Wisconsin – I recalled birthday cards from 
a brother near the Great Lakes, not that I’d ever met him.  I had no way of knowing whether 
Tom was living there or not, and whilst proceedings continued, frankly did not care. 
 
Then suddenly, in early Spring when the daffodils showed yellow in backyards, it was 
finished and I was single again.  The days lengthened, light winds and fragile sunlight 
whispered to me of freedom.  There was no reason to stay in the poky loft apartment Tom 
had rented near the financial district, so I moved upstate to the second floor of an elegant 
clapboard mansion, where, standing on tiptoe by the bedroom window, I could almost 
glimpse the sea. 
 
There were of course, formalities.  I could afford to rent the new apartment on what I made as 
a librarian, the upfront deposit of three months’ rental was a different matter.  Interest rates 
were skyscraper high, any loan unaffordable.  A thin sharp rain fell, hatching the 
windowpanes with short oblique strokes.  Then I had an idea : I would sell the ring. 
 
The glitzy sapphire-and-diamond cluster Tom had slipped over my finger, repentant, after yet 
another drink-fuelled shouting match, was not to my taste.  Although we’d married shortly 
after, I’d never really known whether it was an engagement or an apology.  Either way I’d 
never liked it, and I hadn’t worn it for years.  So one Saturday in May I took the bus to 
Delaney & Jones, Jewellers of Distinction, just off Market and Union Square. 
 
I rarely ventured downtown these days, and Market felt hot and airless.  My navy shift dress, 
a thrift store find, twisted uncomfortably over my panty-hose, my arms pearled with sweat.  I 
wore a headscarf, large-framed sunglasses and completed the Jackie-O-look with white 
cotton gloves borrowed from the rare books section at work. 
 
Delaney & Jones was a lofty cathedral of sanded concrete and bulletproof glass, tall window 
displays of glittering, signature items brightly lit like stage sets.  I rang the bell and a latino 
salesclerk in cocktail dress appeared, incongruously producing keys from flounces of red 
chiffon.  Inside was hallowed ground, subdued lights and shiny surfaces.  My slingbacks 
caught in the thick pile carpet, somewhere in my peripheral vision the salesclerk flitted 
between glass cabinets like an expensive butterfly, and the door locked shut behind me. 
 
Mr Jones was the regular army recruit, blue-eyed, broad-shouldered, bullet-headed.  In his 
scratchy wool suit, white shirt and tie he looked more FBI agent than jeweller.  I retrieved the 
ring from my handbag, our white-cotton fingertips touched as I proffered it to him for 
inspection.  He peered at the stones through an eyeglass, the right side of his face all 
scrunched up.  Then, abruptly he vanished behind the scenes, taking the ring with him. 
 
I drifted along the counter, admiring slender golden bangles studded with tiny brilliants, 
timepieces of unusual alloys with brushed metal faces….. 
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Suddenly there was a shrieking of alarm bells, and bombproof shutters rattled across the 
windows.  I found my arms restrained by the latino butterfly and the bullet-head.  Jeez, what 
had I done? 
 
“Would you step this way please?” 
 
Mr Delaney looked every inch the bad guy in a gangster movie.  Swarthy, iron-haired and 
moustachio’d, I faced him across an expanse of dark wood desk. 
 
“So ya wanna sell your ring, Miss Uhh…..”  
 
“Dupont,” I replied, “Ruthie Dupont.” 
 
He sighed.  “See, this causes us a problem, Miss Dupont…..”  
 
 “Is it a fake?” I frowned.  After three years of marriage to Tom, two more clearing him out 
of my life, nothing would surprise me. 
 
Mr Delaney chuckled, “Is it a fake!” he repeated, “It’s worth over $100,000.” 
 
 “So what’s the problem?” 
 
Mr Delaney looked me straight in the eye, “The problem, Miss Dupont, is that it was stolen 
from here five years ago.” 
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