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When I saw it hanging on a rack in a suburban shopping strip in Athens all those 

years ago, it called out to me like the Sirens had called out to Odysseus, tantalizing 

and seducing him. He had the good sense to plug his ears with wax. When I tried it 

on, the faux fur black collar was perfect against my sun-soaked skin, the vivid red of 

the wool bringing out the green in my eyes. I swirled in front of the mirror and it 

billowed out, Marilyn Monroe style. I was seduced. Out came the credit card. 

 

Back in my wintry home weeks later, the islands and mountains of Greece far behind 

me, I still felt the sun within. The first time I wore it, my friend said, ‘people are 

staring at you’. I took it as a compliment. My coat and I were thriving, a bright red 

spark in a sea of black coats.  

 

Red is the colour of sluts and whores. So my father believed. He was too ashamed 

to say it to my face. The message was relayed through my mother, and in not so 

many words. The idea was to get me to take off my bright red stockings before we 

went to church.  I was only seven at the time, the same age that my daughter is now. 

I still remember the hushed tones, my outrage.  

 

But it didn’t deter me. I still love wearing red - red lipstick, red bags, red coats. I’ve 

always owned at least one pair of red shoes: from the first shiny patents; to the 

strappy number with the cork heel that saw me through young adulthood; to the 

more somber wine-colored ones I wear to work today. Maybe sluts and whores liked 

red because it’s the color of blood, of pulsing life, of irrepressible sexuality. No 

wonder my father found that confronting. 

 

I wore that red coat on the first date with my husband to be. I wore it all throughout 

our autumn courtship. Years later, I wore it to cover my pregnant belly. Then again 



around our baby who was snuggled in a sling, protecting her against the cold. And I 

even wore it to church, despite my father’s warnings – or perhaps because of them.  

 

At the start of winter this year, I pulled the coat out of my wardrobe. Despite its 

annual clean, I noticed for the first time the brown stains that wouldn’t come off, the 

tiny hole in the shoulder where the fabric had come apart. The sleeves looked 

ragged, the wool had faded. It was a bit like me– worn around the edges: stretch 

marks on my belly and wrinkles around the eyes; skin not so taut, eyes not so bright.  

 

No matter. I would find a new red coat. I felt that as soon as I saw the right one, I 

would know – just as I had all those years ago. I tried boutiques and bargain 

basements, shopping centres and strips. But nothing made my heart sing. 

 

Finally, I found a coat. It was a deep shade of red. It was tailored, the collar wide and 

flat. It was made from hardy wool. As soon as I tried it on, I knew it would have to do. 

I had by this time given up on hearing any Sirens calling.  

 

Even if it doesn’t excite me as much as the old one, I am beginning to resign myself 

to this new coat of mine. It has started to take on my shape, melding to my body. 

Soon it will just be part of my skin.  

 

And my daughter is happy that I have shed my old coat. It now lives in her dress-up 

box. She knows it is the coat that mummy was wearing when daddy fell in love with 

her, that red is my favorite color. When she wears it, she teams it with high heels and 

exotic accents. Her eyes are bright when she parades it around the kitchen, skirting 

me as I cook dinner.  

 

I laugh to think what my father would have thought. I don’t trouble her with these silly 

adult fears. I just let her rejoice in her new red coat, while I try to reconcile myself to 

mine. 

 
 

 


