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Forgotten

There was music playing. Somewhere beneath clinking glasses, women’s chatter and polite conversation, a husky voiced jazz singer spoke of love. Gina couldn’t make out the refrain. Around her men talked of things that she wasn’t meant to understand and young women shared false compliments. She absently turned her peach pearl necklace with two fingers while she thought of him.

He’s always got some excuse, some way to “make it up to me.” Her cheeks hurt from holding the expression too long, she no longer had to tell herself to smile. 

“Darling.” His voice surrounded her, drank in her oxygen. She stood and walked over to him. 

“You made it.” Her eyes contradicted her smile. 

“Only a little late,” he smiled at someone across the room, adjusted his tie between the dark folds of his jacket, “and I even brought you a present.” He pulled his hand from behind his back to show her the perfectly wrapped package. 

They wrapped it at the store. It didn’t matter where he bought it. They always wrap them at the store. It saves men the trouble of remembering to buy a gift ahead of time. She made pleased sounds, as nearby guests turned. “You shouldn’t have.” Her eyes focused on the contrast of red on white. 

“Oh, but I love surprising you, darling.” There were wrinkle lines by his eyes and on either side of his smile, they tempted him to withhold the show of emotion, just as the tiny white streaks in his hair dared him to try to hide his age. “Open it, love.” He pressed the package into her hands.

She shrugged slightly and lifted the lid. Inside, the leopard-print scarf laid, feigning harmlessness. Her heart stopped, and her thoughts raced back to the island, to their vacation together where he had left her alone in the condominium on the beach. She had felt lonely and unloved, and had spent the night drinking Kool-aide made with Vodka out of the paper cups the college students passed around. She pretended that she went to a small University in upstate New York, the one her brothers had all attended, and she danced barefoot in the waves with a tall young man, with curly hair and tan shoulders. She had been wearing a thin black slip dress, and draped herself in the scarf to add a dash of the exotic.

She remembered the moonlight, the feel of the sand between her toes, and the taste of the young man’s lips. She had lost the scarf that night, somewhere out there in the sand and betrayal. She had forgotten.

Without looking up at her husband, she pressed the fabric to her face. Did he know? Did he care? 

“I hoped you’d like it.” He seemed not to notice her reaction. 

Behind her, one of her husband’s business partners made a joke about wasting money on wives instead of mistresses. Her husband laughed. 

Forgotten, the song in the background faded away, leaving only silence. 

