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				The Ring	
			Linda Monnahan Peterson	
     It’s just a ring. A plain quarter inch gold band with a half-carat diamond setting.
 But what a ring! Arthur had purchased it more than one hundred years ago for his sweet 
Alvina. They had met a year before this purchase at a neighborhood barn dance. 
     After their chance meeting, they had spent night after magical night, dancing the night 
away in each other’s arms.
      He had to make her his.
      Though his parents’ farm had been his passion, he stole hours away from it, taking a 
job with a new company, J.R. McNess. Working between chore times on the farm, he 
worked as a door-to-door salesman, selling the company’s varied line of household 
products. With the proceeds from this job, he purchased this ring for his one and only.
     But just as his dream was coming into view, Uncle Sam came calling. Arthur was a 
healthy young man, twenty-four years of age. 
    The year was 1918. America needed young men to answer the call as “Dough Boys” in 
the war effort in Europe.
    Arthur’s own dear older brother, Gilbert was serving in France with the Army Engineers 
to stave off the Central Powers in their march across Europe.
     Now it was his turn to leave not only the farm he loved, but Alvina as well.
    What would become of her should he fall victim to the war, either by bullet or disease? 
Would she forever be her father’s hired hand? Would she always be forced to help the 
stepmother who detested her to raise her half-siblings?
      No. He had to make sure, no matter what happened to him, that Alvina would have a 
life away from the drudgery of her family.
      In letters to Gilbert, Arthur implored him, if he didn’t make it home from the war, 
Gilbert would take Alvina as his bride, building a home with and for her.
· * *
      Before the war, Gilbert, having no interest in the family farm, had sought, and 
completed an education in masonry. He’d had just enough taste of it to set his dreams in 
motion. Many bridges and other structures in the area bore witness to his craftsmanship.
     When he got home, he would travel far and wide, honing his craft, enjoying a drink 
when it pleased him, and a lady now and then when it hit his fancy. 
     But he loved his brother.
To set his mind at ease before he set off to war, Gilbert would promise him anything.
 Yes, he would promise to take care of  Alvina. What were the chances he’d have to fulfill 
that vow?

    And so, with peace of mind, when the time came to answer the nation’s call, Arthur 
kissed the tearful Alvina good-bye. He promised to come home to make her his bride.
    But it was not to be. The Spanish flu was raging through not only the country, but the 
rest of the world as well. 
    After basic training, Arthur boarded a crowded troop ship bound for Europe. Within 
hours he began to feel the dreaded fever and aches, portending the onset of the terrible 
disease.
      He didn’t live long enough to get out of port. 
     When word of Arthur’s death reached Gilbert, he struggled with what to do next. 
Crumpling the letter from his  mother, he cried, “No! No! No!”
    How could this be? Arthur was the younger brother, just beginning his service to his 
country. Gilbert had only a few months until he would complete his duty to the same and 
go home to resume his life.
   He was honor bound to ask for Alvina’s hand.
 Not that she was an unattractive woman. But marriage would thwart his career plans, 
limiting his opportunities to travel and develop his craft.
      Then, there was the damn land. The old man had made no secret of the fact that Arthur 
had been selected to assume the responsibilities of the third-generation farm. With all its 
entanglements, that would also fall to him.
    He could taste the gall rising in his throat as he considered what was expected of him.
Feeling the need for a drink, he headed to the PX. This was going to take some getting used 
to.
· * *

       Arriving home safe, Gilbert felt almost guilty. Why couldn’t it have been him who 
died in the war? Unlike his younger brother, he had no one waiting for him at home.
       Or did he? He needed to talk to Alvina. He may as well get this done.
      Ruminating over what he had to tell her, he made his way over the twelve miles 
between farms. As he neared her home farm, he found her and her father picking corn, 
hearing the thud as  each ear  hitting the  buckboard.
       Dressed for this task Alvina bore little resemblance to the woman he had seen in his 
brother’s arms. Gilbert nearly choked on the memories and the words that needed to be 
said.
       At the sight of him, she stopped short. His coming here this time of day or at all could 
mean only one thing. Arthur was not coming home to her. 
    She stepped away from the horse-drawn wagon into which she had been throwing the 
corn ears. One look into Gilbert’s eyes told her all she needed to know.
       
       “Alvina,” Gilbert choked as she fell into his arms, beating on his chest, sobbing 
Arthur’s name, over and over.
        Through their shared grief and memories of Arthur, they found feelings for each other 
stirring. Could they learn to care for each other enough to make a life together?
        They were married February 4,1920 at the Silver Lake parsonage, with Gilbert’s 
cousins serving as witnesses.
      The ring Gilbert placed on Alvina’s hand spoke of the promise of their future.



         Following the ceremony, the couple traveled the short distance to the Peterson farm, 
where they were to begin married life by sharing the farm home with his parents.
        Differences in housekeeping styles, and the fact that Gilbert wished to be anywhere 
than where he was, caused increasing friction between the couples.
         While the elder Mrs. Peterson loved her house cats, Alvina couldn’t stand the thought of animals in the house.
No sooner would the senior couple leave the farm on a visit for the day, or an errand, than 
Alvina would open the farmhouse door, grab a cat by its tail, and fling it as far as she could.
                    Through many trials, the ring never left Alvina’s hand for over seventy years.. Not 
          through the birth and raising of sixteen children. Not through much in-law interference. Not 
          with the premature death of her husband. 
                     Not until the closing of her coffin when she was ninety-three years old. But that was 
not the end of the story.

