Silk Chute Wedding
"We wanted to get married before the war started.  We had the date and place already rented.  The invitations were in the mail."  Mike Scarpa smiled as he walked into his den.  The walls were covered with pictures of his wife and children as well as WWII memorabilia.

"Two weeks before our wedding date, my wife, Amy, and I were on a subway headed for Brooklyn. The subway stopped and the driver announced that the U.S. had declared war.  We were shocked.  All army and military men were told to report immediately to the nearest base.  I knew that I had to go.  My wife turned and looked at me.  She suggested that we get married that day."


Mike Scarpa was 20 years old when World War II started.  He was an Army paratrooper who would be sent to Europe.  Mike didn't want to go, but knew that he had no other choice.  He received orders that he was leaving in three days.


"At first my wife didn't understand why I couldn't stay the two weeks.  She really wanted to get married.  I told her that it wouldn't be fair. I was going off to war; I may not return.  I didn't want her to be a widow.  She was much too beautiful for that."


Amy understood her future husband's frustrations.  Instead of a wedding, they held a party to celebrate their love for each other.


"We made a promise to each other that once I returned home, we would have our wedding.  I promised to bring her my parachute to make her a dress.  At that time the chutes were made out of silk."  Mike shifted his weight in the large brown leather chair.


Mike left for Germany knowing that he had to return home with his chute intact. During WWII, paratroopers were used as military backup.  They would be dropped out of planes to help other troops in need.  At times, they were even dropped behind enemy lines.


"Being a soldier during this time was very dangerous. We, my infantry, were young, and at times stupid. We never realized just how much danger we were in. After a while it became a game, and intense game."  Mike began to chuckle as he remembered the innocence that he once had.


"There were many close calls, many times that I thought that I wasn't going to make it.  Each time I kept thinking of Amy.  I pictured her sitting at home. At night I would dream of what our future would be like together.  I pictured our children.  It was these dreams that kept me going.  Without her I would have given up."  


Mike paused as he remembered one specific moment.  "I was stationed in Germany.  It was at the height of the war.  The Allied forces were winning, but the fighting was intense.  Americans were being killed left and right.  We had gotten orders that the next day we would be doing a drop behind enemy lines.  It was our job to set up an attack from the inside."  Once again Mike paused and looked away.  Recalling the memory seemed very difficult.


"That night I wrote to Amy, I told her about our orders.  I really thought that this was the end.  I told her I loved her and that I might never see her again."  He ran his fingers through what was left of his gray hair.  "I was prepared to die.  Before I jumped, I glanced at a picture of Amy.  It was taken a few days before I left.  Once I saw her smile, I knew that I had to return.  This was the girl I wanted to marry."  A slight tear formed in Mike's brown eyes.


"There were no enemy planes in the sky.  It was when we neared the ground that the trouble started.  The Germans were waiting for us; they knew we were coming.  They started firing."  Mike's husky voice began to quicken as he remembered the excitement of the moment.


"In training we were taught that in case of trouble, unhook your chute and supplies and run for cover.  I tried, but I couldn't do it.  I kept seeing Amy in her wedding dress.  I had made a promise."  Mike got quiet again.


 "Explosions were going off all around me.  I landed and with my chute behind me started running.  I believe that it was my chute that saved me.  It caused a distraction.  I made it safely to the woods where the Allied troops were waiting."


Mike's parachute made it out unscathed. A few months later, he was discharged.  Once home, Mike and Amy continued with their wedding plans.  The parachute became Amy's dress and head piece.


"It was the happiest day of my life; my dream had come true.  She looked so beautiful, like an angel.  I thought I was in heaven."  He stopped to remember the moment.


After a few minutes Mike continued, "We were married for fifty-one years.  They were the most joyful years of my life.  Although Amy is gone, I will never forget our wedding day.  Not a day goes by that I don't picture Amy in her pure white silk gown.  I never imagined that my parachute could represent the worst and best in my life at the same time, but in this case the memory of the good outweighs the bad.  Amy's beauty will live in my heart forever."

