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  The Then Wives




  Dictionary of Betrayal










  Oh, sure. I remember that party, sure. The Sorensens. Weren’t they a pair. My wife at the time and I, I remember this, trying to get ready

  for that damned party. —Are you ready yet? Can we go? —I can’t decide, honey, this dress or that dress, the green with the neck or the blue with the glitter? I don’t know,

  does it matter? They’re both pretty dresses, aren’t they? Well, which, though? I don’t think it makes a difference. So you’re saying you don’t care what I look like at

  this party? It doesn’t matter to you? (You know how this happens, one misstep and you’re being told you don’t give a damn how she looks and never did, the thing snowballs, it

  avalanches, and before you know it you’re snowed in and snowed under, your mouth’s full of snow.) No, no, honey, of course it matters, all I’m saying is I’d like to

  go, you said twenty minutes ago you’d be ready in a minute, just give you one minute, and now it’s twenty minutes later and you’re saying you don’t even know which

  dress you’re wearing. You know, they’re both pretty dresses, sweetheart. You look terrific in both of them. —Yes but Lois (Sorensen this is), Lois I remember saying once that the

  green doesn’t bring out my best features, she said it made me look washed out, she said that at the Fords’ Christmas party last year, and she had me in tears, remember? Do you remember

  that? Well, I remember the tears, but I also remember that Lois was loaded at the time, as she generally is, and didn’t she also get Nancy into a state and I somehow even remember

  Victor’s young wife, the second wife (he was the only one with a second wife at that time, this was the early days, he beat the rest of us to it)—anyway, can’t remember her name

  but she was in tears too. Wasn’t she? Lois had said something bitchy to her, too. Poor cute little thing, I felt sorry for her. Lois was on the warpath that night, god knows why. —You

  remember all that? my then wife said to me—tenderly. I was still able to impress her at that time, I suppose. For brief moments anyway. I think she was surprised I’d paid that much

  attention, that I could remember the details, but the truth is, I remembered them because they were so horrific to me, all those women crying at what was supposed to be a party, a celebration for

  god’s sake. Christmas, for god’s sake, and I suppose even then a part of me was thinking Get me the hell out of here, these crying women, these parties, I was thinking that even

  then though I hadn’t yet met Sheila at the time and didn’t know the relief she’d bring, the pleasures ahead of me there, with her, then. I didn’t know her then.




  —Well, that’s why I don’t want to wear the green dress, I’ll spend the whole party wondering whether Lois is going to say something about it again, only this time

  I’ll think of something smart to say back, something about her dress, or about her drinking, or about Rob (the oldest boy, Sorensen boy) and all the trouble he’s been getting

  into at school, Nancy was telling me, do you know she said he almost got expelled last month, something involving a girl at the school, I mean he’s fifteen now, an adolescent, and very wild,

  I don’t know what he did to the girl but her family got involved and complained to the school and what can you do to control a teenaged boy, especially if you’re Lois? And that’s

  what I’ll say to her if she so much as breathes the word features to me tonight about this dress—
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