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Grace

I first met her in a bar called Romi’s, not
so surprising given I am there at least twice a week, generally.
The real surprise was learning more about her story.

Taking the only empty stool in the early
evening rush, I ordered a dirty martini, one of those kinds of days
for half fun, half serious drinking. The woman next to me looked
over, nodded approvingly. We struck up pleasantries, bar greetings.
My neighbor was cute, beautiful really, though something was not
quite right. She seemed almost plain, but it felt a little put on,
like she was holding back or playing a part. Beyond the straight
forward expression her smile was more sly, laugh a bit more
knowing. But I was really just in for a quick drink or two tonight,
not an adventure. The woman was quick with conversation, easy to
talk to, with an undertone of shy - again, kind of an odd
combination.

Marlin, the very gay, very cute bartender,
also my friend and some-time wing man, stopped by to say loud
enough for her to hear, “your new friend is cute. Great hair.”

“She’s beautiful,” I nodded. Pretty features,
smooth pearl skin that offsets long dark wavy auburn hair, a
removed kind of beauty with mild, flat red lipstick and olivey
green eyes. Could be out of a Hardy or Hugo novel.

As he walked away she said calmly, “thank
you, but I’m straight. And I’m meeting someone in a few
minutes.”

“You’re welcome,” I offered, “but I wasn’t
hitting on you. Just calls em like I sees em. And you do have great
hair, unique color.”

Smiling and raising her glass in toast, “fair
enough.” After a beat, she turned serious eyes my way, “why?”

“Why wasn’t I hitting on you?” Nod, eyes now
curious. “I’m in for a couple drinks, strong liquid relaxation to
decompress from my day. That’s it.”

Her cool green eyes studied me. “But can you
predict that? What if this is YOUR night, and the perfect thing for
you is in this room? You’d have your drinks and walk out
anyway?”

As I wondered what she was up to – drawing a
line in the sand ‘oh I’m straight, oh I’m waiting for someone,’ but
wanting to play 20 questions – a big oaf in a nice suit, though he
was awkward in it, stepped between us. Seemed muscular, but his
face was oddly doughy – sports guy, maybe? Turned out to be her
date, and not at all what I would have pictured for her. She was
smallish, but solid, probably a yoga kind of girl. Very smart,
quick, seemed no-nonsense. The loose-fitting flower and paisley
print dress didn’t reveal much, but I guessed she had a nice body
under there. They said their good evenings and were off to a table.
Letting out a breath, shaking my head, I looked around the bar,
ready to finish my drinks and move on.

Marlin had poured a third martini while we
were chatting. I was working my way through it when a whiff of
something dark with a little grape or musky flower caught my
attention. Auburn was back, extending a hand “I am Grace, by the
way, maybe we’ll see each other again.” It felt as though her touch
lingered a second longer than necessary for a polite handshake -
which was also not necessary. Her smile was warm and pretty. I felt
I was being marked, began to wonder if she was maybe concerned
about her date, making sure she had a connection with someone in
the bar, just in case?

“Sure,” I nodded. With a quick squeeze of my
hand she was off on her way, to the restroom maybe.

The next time I noticed, she and the man were
gone. A good date moving on, or a bad date concluded. I finished my
drink and made my escape from the odd evening.






Two days later I walk by Romi’s to meet my
mother. Her financial advisor wants to talk about possible updates
to her portfolio. Yes, she has one of those. She is always telling
me I need to pay attention as it will be mine one day. I have
finally decided to tag along, see what’s what, which will hopefully
get her to back off for a minute. She and I don’t see eye to eye on
a lot of things, but I am not anxious to lose her either. Talking
about my potential responsibilities when she dies is a bit morbid,
and not something I am excited to think about, but seems to be
frequently on her mind.

“You sister and brother are not suitable.”
Looking me up and down with a mixed expression, rolling her eyes at
my jeans and designer tshirt, loafers, “what is all this – lesbian
chic?”

“Come on!” I half joke, “this is a Dior
tshirt!” pointing to the pattern - which, of course, was a gift, I
would so never buy anything like this, but I did wear for exactly
this purpose.

My mother looks closer, reaches behind my
neck to verify the label, “hm, looks real.” She eyes me one more
time then says, “you have the brains, even if you don’t always
choose to employ them. And live that bohemian, tragically hip life
of yours!”

It is something of a complement, maybe? She
said I’m smart – which is a lot coming from her. But she also said
I don’t really act it. Typical for us, what the right hand gives,
the left hand takes away. “Thanks, I think.” She smiles despite
herself – at least she thinks I’m funny, that’s something too.

OEBPS/cover.jpg





