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Blues Bar Valentine

 


She sat in the back corner of the smoky bar,
her once cold beer forgotten on the scarred wooden table in front
of her. She leaned back in her chair, resting her head against the
wall. The sultry notes of the saxophone mingled with the lazy curls
of smoke which drifted upwards from the glowing ends of cigars and
cigarettes until one was indistinguishable from the other. The
mellow notes washed over and engulfed her in their smooth sensual
rhythm.

 


The low notes of the blues guitar joined the
sax and every body in the room began to sway. The rough voice of
the guitarist began its slow lament of love lost and things done
wrong. The words hung suspended in the air for a brief moment
before they melted into the room's smoky haze.

 


Couples wove their way through the maze of
tables to the cleared space at the end of the bar. Here they began
a slow, sensual, swaying dance that lent the almost tangible notes
a concrete form.

Desire strong enough to draw the breath
from her lungs washed over her as she watched the couples through
half-closed eyes. Fool, she
chided herself and reached for her beer. She drank the last of the
warm amber liquid and ordered another from the scurrying waitress.
The drink was brought and the empty bottle whisked away with an
efficiency completely at odds with the lazy atmosphere of the
bar.

 


Fool to want him, fool to
wish him here, her mind chanted as she took a sip of
the icy drink. Her eyes slid back to the swaying couples.
Fool, she thought. But still, to be
held in those arms. The strong arms that had stopped her fall as
she slipped on the uneven cobblestones of Meeting Street. The
strong arms which had wrapped around her as they leaned on the cast
iron fence and watched the people as they hurried by. They had
laughed and tried to guess what deep, dark, sinister secrets lay
hidden beneath the ordinary faces that passed. The southern sun had
been warm on their skin and the tangy smell of the Atlantic lent
the air a life of its own. She took another sip of her
beer.

 


She closed her eyes, almost could she
smell him around her. Not the scent of his cologne, but the scent
of his skin. That musky, woodsy scent that made her knees weak and
her heart
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