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      My Mother-In-Law on the Moon


My husband and I planned on spending our honeymoon at the Mayan Riviera beach resort where we exchanged vows. After five hectic days with guests, I was looking forward to quiet, romantic time alone with Alex.  I sat in the hammock and let the tropical scene drift into my line of vision: a Capuchin monkey scurrying about, birds of paradise in the palms, my mother-in-law heading to breakfast…

Mother-in-law?
That’s right; I think I must be the only bride in history to have her mother-in-law present on the most romantic week of her life.  Ladies, if I’m wrong, e-mail me immediately--we’ll start a support group
Many fiancées get mother-in-law jitters.  I had an extreme case. My mother-in-law was a platinum-blond Austrian diva, a Stepford divorcée, her blue eyes accentuated by even bluer mascara.  She was six one and even taller in the open toed stilettos she wore to the pool.

 I’m 5’2 and brunette, with stubbornly chubby thighs and no idea how to apply makeup. Romance was my raison d’etre.  The only men she let into her life were Louis Vuitton – and Alex, her only child; their bond was eerily reminiscent of Trey and Bunny’s on Sex and the City.  He knew I was intimidated by her, but assured me most people were.  

She stole the show at the reception with her speech. 
 “I’m so proud of my son and his momentary wife,” she said.

“Don’t worry,” Alex whispered as the room erupted in stifled titters. “It’s her German. She means new wife.  Lost in translation.”
What was really lost in translation was the mix-up that resulted in her presence on the honeymoon, waving to us in the breakfast room and strolling along the beach like a watchful ghost. 

“When is she leaving?” I asked Alex, who arranged her ticket.
“Same day we are,” he replied, his tone apologetic.

I sat up in my chaise lounge.  “But this is our honeymoon.”

“I’m so sorry, sweetie,” he said.  “I gave the travel agent the wrong return date for her.”

“But that’s absurd!” I shouted.  Had he done it on purpose? Was I marrying his mother, too?
“It was an accident,” he promised.  “I was rushing to make reservations at work at mixed up her dates with ours.  Hopefully she’ll leave us alone.”  

Instead, I watched in horror as she dragged a lounge chair into the space between mine and Alex’s, stretching out her toned hourglass figure to tan in her white bikini and 
Jackie-O sunglasses.  She lectured me in her German-accented English: “If the home becomes messy, so will the marriage.”  When Alex went swimming, she muttered, “You must make my son lose some weight.”  I loved his love handles, but instead of coming to his defense I muttered “I’ll try.” She waved to Alex.  “Shpatzal!” She called out her pet name for him, German for “sparrow.”
I wanted to tell her to fly off; the sparrow had left her nest.  But I couldn’t.  My desire for her to like me did battle with anger that she didn’t seem to realize she was interrupting a honeymoon, or was pretending not to because she couldn’t relinquish her role as the central woman in her son’s life.

When we arrived at the restaurant for dinner, she was already there, sipping Chardonnay.  “Come sit with me.”

I was about to pull out a chair, but after smiling through housekeeping and weight loss chats, I knew I had to save my honeymoon before it was sabotaged.  If I didn’t protest, I would resent it forever.

“It is our honeymoon,” I said as politely as possible.  “We should probably be alone.”  I had never stood up to her before, and wasn’t sure what to expect.

“Okay then, I’ll see you when I see you,” she snapped.  I felt guilty, but thanked her for understanding.  I feared Alex would be angry I’d spoken to his mother this way, but as we ate mahi-mahi by candlelight in town, he suggested a second sojourn, just the two of us. I’m thinking Tibet or hiking the Appalachian Trail, or anywhere else a person couldn’t go in heels.  

The next morning, Alex and I fled on a day trip to a nearby island, where we learned to scuba dive.  It was a skill we perfected throughout the week.   By the time our final afternoon rolled around, I’d spent four relaxing days with my husband.  When I saw my mother-in-law, I smiled and waved her over. I ordered three Coco Locos and told her I couldn’t wait for our annual family holiday vacation in Austria.  She smiled and whispered, “Make sure he loses those ten pounds by then, yes?”   

Some things never change.  But on my honeymoon, I learned how I dealt with them could.

