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Dreams Do Come True by Idalia Rosa Martinez 

	It’s May 18, 2023 and I don’t know why the visualization of this moment in the past, almost 33 years ago, came to mind instantly at Patricia’s visualization exercise suggestion.
	The place was like new to me. I had only seen it one other time when we paid the deposit. But it was new like never before today. There was my chosen and favorite colors of lavender and silver everywhere.  I was in a new dress. A dress I would wear on this one time event at the age of 34. I felt happy and scared at the same time. It was like living out a fantasy I thought would never be in my bio. 
	We floated across the room to the song, Ribbons in the Sky. The tears almost fell but I wanted to keep my composure of strength and in control so I sucked them in. I opened my mouth and sang a verse or two with Stevie Wonder. It was a magical wonder of a moment after all. My white dress swirled in the air at my spin. We both moved in lock step to the music. That had been a great wish of mine when I prayed for a spouse. Please let him be dark, tall and handsome and let him know how to dance. I loved dancing. And here we were dancing our first dance on our wedding day. And he was tall, dark and handsome. I savored his face. 
	I felt so special. Special in a way I felt I did’t deserve. What had I ever done to be so happy. Only for an instant did I question what some might say seeing me wed in a white dress. Some guests had lived out my dark past. But this was a new day in a new way. The pastor that counseled us before marriage made that clear to my heart. I was a new creation in my faith and  I would walk down that church aisle October 7,1990 a new woman. 
	The time ran so quickly. But I savored the moments of taking pictures inside and outside the venue. A memory stamped on my heart, Mom’s proud look.  I wasn’t marrying out of need to be but want to be. This new man loved me. He loved me. That was a frightening but exciting thought. I shivered a little thinking he didn’t really know who I was and would knowing of my past have stopped him from electing to put that golden ring on my finger today? 
	That thought soon got lost in the live band rhythms everyone enjoyed. Who would have thought that a known Grammy Award flutist, Dave Valentine, would play at our wedding. But I didn’t make it happen. It was my piano teacher of that time that contacted his buddy Dave . I was ecstatic with the jam packed dance floor and all celebrating family Salsa music style. I was raised dancing and tonight mom was on the floor the most. That brought much happiness to the moment. Raising feet in a 1 2 3 & 567 Salsa mambo count swayed everyone across that dance floor for hours. 
	The only sadness of the day was my missing so many more family members. For financial reasons we were limited to fifty people. I did’t know where to put my face and probably lost a lot of friends when they didn’t receive that invite. I didn’t know how to honestly communicate my dilemma at that time. So in my embarrassment, I avoided many people for years after. 
	The unexpected event the Friday before our Sunday wedding gave way to another 50 people. We enjoyed cake and coffee. And the icing on the cake was a pastoral blessing of the soon to be couple and our two children. This Friday event happened last minute when our pastor announced her speaking engagement would keep her from officiating our Sunday wedding. Her inconvenience gave a remedy to my financial stress. The gifted trio ensemble made it feel like I was in heaven. 
	I’ve since commented how God knew the desires of my heart to have all the family and friends present at my wedding but not being able to afford the cost of making it happen. The unbelievable way things came about that wedding weekend amaze me even to today. It’s one of those times when you can say that dreams do come true.  

