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DON’T SAY YES

By RoseMary McDaniel

 

"Don't say yes!" was my panicked cry that echoed through the
nearly empty chapel. I sped down the aisle, manila envelope in
hand, skidding to a stop before my tall, dark and scruffy long-lost
love… the only man I'd ever pined for.

I'd seen his engagement announcement and notice of the nuptials
in the local paper yesterday, and now glancing over at the furious
face of his bride-to-be, assured myself that she was just as ugly
and disgusting in person, perhaps more so, than she was in the
photo accompanying the article.

"Sherry? Is that you," my love said in an annoyed voice,
recognizing me as I stood before him in my showgirl costume,
complete with feathers and sequins. 

"In the flesh," I replied.

"Obviously," said the ugly woman beside him, who sniffed in
disgust at me.

I pranced a little in my five inch heels, tending to tower over
both of them, and pouted. "Well, the afternoon show wasn’t over
until two, and I didn't have time to change. You should thank
me."

"Thank you? For God's sake, what for?" he asked me. "I've not
seen hide or hair of you - that is a lot less than I'm seeing now,
in nearly 12 years. What do you want?

"I want to save you…from that," I said reasonably, pointing at
his companion.

"What in the hell are you talking about?" he said, putting his
arm around the other woman.

"You can't marry her."

"And why not?" she found her voice and asked.

"Because he's already married," I said.

"That's ridiculous," he said.

By now, the preacher and the woman witness whom I presumed was
his wife, were getting a little nervous. I could see a little
lineup outside the window of this tiny cheap Las Vegas Wedding
Chapel. We were holding up the profit center parade,
apparently.

I decided to make it easy for them. I stuck out my left hand
with a diamond on the crucial finger. 

"So, what's that prove? I didn't give that to you." my beloved
protested.

I sighed. "Yes, you did. Twelve years ago when got married at
Midnight in one of these sleazy joints. Regardless of the fact that
you were drunk as a skunk, we went through with it, and here," I
said dramatically, whipping out a certificate from the envelope I’d
been clutching, “This is our marriage license. Signed, sealed and
certified.”

My beloved only stood in shocked silence, but the preacher took
the paper from my hand and putting glasses on his nose, examined it
closely.

"Looks legit," he pronounced.

"There you have it," I said. "So tell Ms. Horseface to scoot out
of her. You're already taken."

"I remember that first night we came out to Vegas," my beloved
said. "But you never told me we actually got married."

 

"Didn't see any reason too," I replied. "I was just making sure
that if you ever amounted to anything, I'd be in line for my
share." I pulled a copy of the engagement announcement from the low
cut front of my costume and fanned it in front of him.

"I see you've done really well, actually owning a joint right
here in Vegas. So, let's see, that's twelve years of shall we say,
marital bliss that I deserve to benefit from."

"But I never saw you after that next morning. You went off to
get us coffee and never came back; you even left all your
stuff."

"The diamond I didn't leave," I said. "You bought me that at a
real jewelry store, and though it's not worth much, I had it
appraised of course. I kept it as a souvenir of sorts."

"And all these years?" he asked.

"Oh, I've worked a lot of joints, different jobs, stripper,
dancer, or at the tables, and made a pretty good living. I was just
waiting for you to amount to something and find you again. And that
waiting obviously paid off."

"What do you want from me?" he said, not paying attention as the
bride-to-be plonked her bouquet in a trashcan and left. The
preacher and his wife were desperately trying to get his attention,
so we'd move out of the way and let the other candidates start
their own marriage merry-go-round.

"The usual," I replied. I took his arm and steered him away from
the altar. “But, we can talk about it over a Starbucks Latte."

He looked around and realized that the she-to-be had departed,
and another couple was already in place at the altar for their own
ceremony.

"Damn, Sherry," he sighed. "Why not. Sure you don't want to
change first?"

"Not ashamed to be seen with me?" I asked.

"Hell no, it’s Vegas," he replied, "I guess I always expected
you'd turn up sometime. Might as well be now."

As we left the chapel and walked toward the nearest Starbucks, I
looked across the street at the corner copy shop and gave a wink at
the guy at the counter. I folded up the certificate and tucked it
and the announcement and back in my bosom. What a helpful guy he
was. His store had had blank certificates for most anything and
sure could prepare and print one up in a jiffy. It was well worth
the twenty bucks I paid for it.

 

THE END
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