
 

 

The Amethyst Ring  

 

     Charlotte Frampton 

 

The smell of a variety of perfumes from all my friends and family filled the unrecognizable 

function room that had been dressed and draped with all things American; flags, figurines in 

the form of Uncle Sam, particularly the fruity smell of Chanel No. 5, a scent my Nan is 

renowned for wearing. As she approached me wearing a scarlet red dress, a tear began to 

emerge in the corner of her eye, and I could feel myself welling up also.  

 

“‘Gather ye rosebuds while ye may / Old time is still a- flying; / And this same flower that 

smiles today / Tomorrow will be dying.’ Carpe Diem.” Struggling to comprise these 

sentences from one of my favourite poems “To the Virgins, to Make Much of Time” by 

Robert Herrick, my Nan pulled me into her body and cradled me, like I was a new-born who 

had just entered the world. She handed me a pink envelope that almost sliced my finger as I 

opened it with anticipation. I expected to find a wad of cash neatly folded inside, although 

what I found instead left me speechless. 

 

The amethyst jewel ring that some people would call a family heirloom fell into the now-

sweaty palm of my hand. This was not just any ring from anyone: this was a ring that had 

been in my family for three generations, originally purchased as a gift for my great 

grandmother from my great grandfather on their first anniversary. The ring was then handed 

down to my Nan on her first anniversary, and then to my mum who refused the ring because 

the colour did not suit her complexion. It is clear that I received this ring via non- traditional 

circumstances because I was leaving my home country, England, for four years. Becoming 

the sole owner of the ring also came with immense responsibility. I remember thinking, What 

if I ever lost the ring? Fair enough to say it is only a material possession, although something 

with this much sentimental value could never be replaced.  

 

The leaving party was a huge success as many people came to support me, giving me wise 

words of encouragement. When I arrived home I remember setting down all my gifts in front 

of me and going through them one by one: first a silver guardian angel necklace from my 

great aunt, second another necklace in the shape of a moon with the caption ‘believe in your 

dreams and they will come true’ engraved on the back. Handling all of this precious jewellery 

immediately turned my thoughts to the amethyst ring. A sense of panic persistently pumped 

through me as I started tipping out all of my gift bags frantically trying to find it. A sickness 

began surging through my body. I traced my steps all the way along the rough, worn down 

cobble stones on Oxford Street looking in every crack, crevice, and filthy drain determined to 

find the ring. I walked so fast that my feet were almost on fire in order to reach the function 

room before closing but to my disappointment, there was still no sign of the ring. At the 

function room, I plucked up the courage and rang my Nan to tell her what had happened. 

 

 “Hello my beautiful granddaughter,” she said with enthusiasm.  

I began to break down, “He-ll-o,” barely able to string one word together.   

“O Charlotte! What’s wrong?”  

“Don’t be mad Nan, but I’ve lost the ring. I don’t know where it’s gone. I’ve retraced 

 my steps, and I’ve looked in every crack, crevice, and drain but still no luck.”  

 



For some reason my Nan always knows how to keep me calm; these next six words she 

brought me back to reality and filled my head with hope again. 

 

 “Have you checked the rubbish bins?” 

“No. I guess I could but there are too many.”  

“Where are you?” She asked.  

I sniffled, “At the function room.”   

“You hang on, darling. I’ll be there in five.” She was gone. 

 

Rather than shouting at me, my Nan drove all the way to the venue helped me pile 20 garbage 

bags in the boot of her car and drove me and the rubbish home so that we could continue the 

search. A sickening smell punctured the air around us, like a carton of milk that had been left 

out in the sun all day. However, determined to find the ring I ignored the harsh stench and 

began filtering through the garbage bags like a mad woman. Discarded chicken bones, empty 

cups filled with leftover sticky substances, and used tissues containing a variety of mushy 

objects that I couldn’t even identify if I wanted to were beginning to pile up beside me. After 

looking through two bags I started to lose hope, but in the third bag, wrapped up within a 

dirty napkin covered with creamy egg mayonnaise and left over tuna from sandwiches, was 

the amethyst jewel ring. A rush of relief ran through my body. No words could describe how 

happy I was. From then, I made a vow to myself that I would never remove the ring except 

during shower times and for bed. I have not lost the ring since. 

 

The ring is one of the most beautiful pieces of jewellery I have ever seen, but the comfort it 

provides surpasses its beauty. The gem glistens every time it is enclosed with light. White 

gold cradles the stone, protecting it from cracking if dropped on the floor. The ring reminds 

me of my Nan; amethyst is her favourite stone. And once, Nan referred to me as the amethyst 

stone within the ring and she as the white gold, promising that no matter where I went or how 

far we are from each other, if I take one glance at the ring I will know that she will always be 

with me. 

 


