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Edna Simmons walked into the kitchen, looking closely at the calendar. The auction was only days away, and she had been waiting impatiently for the day to arrive. "Gertie!" she yelled, addressing her wife who had been in the other room with a newspaper curled up in her lap, snoring. "Gertie!" The other woman didn't answer, and though she knew that she should just go into the other room and wake her up, her legs were tired, and her body needed a rest. Therefore, she decided to sit down in her chair and relax and continue to address the other woman until she answered. 

"Whaat?" Gertie yelled back, clearly annoyed. 

Edna heard the newspaper fall off her wife's lap and onto the floor and smiled, knowing that she had successfully gotten Gertie's attention. 

"What do you want?" Gertie asked, coming into the kitchen, her hair standing up on one side. 

"I wanted to ask you about my jewelry," Edna replied, batting her eyelashes at the other woman. "Why the temper?"

"I don't know," Gertie replied. "Maybe, it's because every time I go to take a nap, I hear a constant squawking in my ear.”

"You know, you should really get that checked out," Edna said, smiling. "Maybe, we can go to the ear doctor with some of the money that we get when I sell my jewelry at the auction." 

"Maybe, I can get a boat and get far away from here with that money," Gertie told her. "That way, I don't have to hear your constant nagging." 

"You know that you would miss me," Edna smiled. "Now, can you get my jewelry. I want to look at it again." 

"Why do you spend so much time looking at something that isn't going to be here very soon?" Gertie asked with an eyebrow raised. "It's not like you are going to add more value to it. You're probably devaluing it by touching it all of the time." 

"I just want to make sure that everything is the way that I left it," Edna retorted. "I want everything to be in tip-top shape, and if one piece looks unpolished, it might lose some of its value." 

"I think that you're obsessed with it," Gertie said. "Why don't you just find something to watch on television or something like a normal person? Or better yet get out those binoculars and have a hay day watching the neighbors. Just leave me be for a moment so I can regain some of my energy."

"You're such a grump," Edna replied, getting out of her chair. "I'll just get it myself. Where did you leave it?" 

"In the study," Gertie said, slowly walking back to her chair. "Where it has always been."

"Fine," Edna said, prancing past her wife and down the hall. She wasn't going to have her excitement ruined by Gertie's lack of sleep. She knew that she needed to make sure that her jewelry was appealing to the eye, and one spot of gunk could ruin the value for the consumer. Edna remembered the first time that she had brought every item. She had gotten her diamond necklace the first time that Gertie and she had gone out on a date, and she had bought the ruby bracelet when she had her first child. The jewelry was sentimental to her in a way, but she knew that her children wouldn't wear it, and none of them were good at maintaining keepsakes, so she decided that the best thing to do for her family was to sell the jewelry, keeping some of the money for her and her wife and giving the rest to her children so that they could establish themselves. 

Edna walked into the study, pulling back the computer chair so that she could look under the large desk. Gertie usually tucked the suitcase with the jewelry down there so that it wasn't in plain sight, but as she looked closer, she noticed that the suitcase was gone. "Dag nabbit," she exclaimed, trying to get up from her hunched over position. "Gertie! The suitcase isn't here!"

"What are you talking about?" Gertie exclaimed from down the hall. "I told you, it's in the same place that it always has been!"

"Well, why don't you come and look?" Edna replied. "Because I don't see it."

"You're as blind as a bat," the other woman said, her footsteps sounding down the long hall. Gertie appeared in the doorway and scrunched down to look under the desk. "Where is it?" Gertie inquired. "Is this some kind of game, Edna? Because if this is what the kids are calling foreplay today, I'm not really into it." 

"No, you old bittie," Edna retorted. "This isn't a game. Where's my briefcase? Where's my jewelry?" 

"Well, it's got to be around her somewhere," Gertie said, looking around the room. "Are you sure that you didn't move it? Where was the last place that you had it?"

"I did take it with us to the general store the other day," Edna said. "Remember, I wanted to show Bonnie the pearl earrings. She just loves pearls." 

"No, I don't remember that," Gertie replied. "Why would I agree to taking our expensive jewelry out into the public to show to people? You know there are thieves, Edna."

"Be more trusting," Edna said. "We've known Bonnie forever, and it's called advertising."

"Advertising, huh?" Gertie smirked. "Well, who else did you 'advertise' to?" 

"Well, I went to the clubhouse to advertise the ruby bracelet to a couple of the men that golf there," Edna stated. "I thought that one of them might want to buy it for their wife. Then, I went to the library, because I had to return that book that I got two weeks ago. I didn't want to leave the briefcase in the car, because I thought that someone might steal it, so I brought it in with me, or did I have it at all? I don't quite remember. Maybe, I did leave the briefcase at the clubhouse."

"Well did you or did you not have the briefcase, Edna?" Gertie asked. "And why don't I remember any of this?" 

Edna thought for a moment. The events were muddled in her brain, but with all of the pressure of trying to remember her day, the details didn't quite make sense. "Oh, I remember now," Edna said. "You wanted to stay home to watch that police show that day, so I went by myself." 

"So, you don't even remember if I was there or not," Gertie replied. "Wow, Edna, this is really helpful."

"And maybe I went to the store after the clubhouse or was it the other way?" Edna asked aloud. "I don't quite remember. Maybe, it wasn't the clubhouse at all. Maybe, it was the restaurant down the street. Betty likes rubies too." 

"Edna, focus," Gertie said, somewhat annoyed. "We are never going to find the briefcase at this rate. "I need to know where you went. We can retrace your route step-by-step and maybe, we can find out who took the briefcase."

"Oh, Gertie," Edna smiled. "I'm sure that no one 'took' our briefcase. They know it's ours. Why would anyone do something like that? We practically know everyone in this town." 

"Edna," Gertie said, a serious expression on her face. "I worry about you sometimes. You are too trusting. Now, get your shoes on. We need to get this briefcase back before the news comes on." 
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Gertie rolled down the street, trying to ignore the constant snap in the passenger seat as her wife cut her toenails. "Do you have to do that while I drive?" she asked, avoiding a stray nail that sprung at her like a foreign missile.

"Well, I want to look presentable," Edna replied, continuing her annoying task. 

Gertie shook her head. She wondered what went on in Edna's head sometimes. "No one in their right mind is going to be looking at your toenails, Edna," Gertie said, looking over at the other woman. "You're seventy something years old."

"You never know," Edna smiled, Gertie's words doing no harm to Edna's unfailing confidence. "I do get some looks when I go to the grocery store. I just don't brag about it because I am afraid, I'll make you jealous." 

"They're looking at you because you never stop talking, Edna," Gertie retorted. "They aren't looking at your toenails. They're probably wondering when you are going to close your mouth so that they can wait on the next person." 

"Looks like I already did make you jealous," Edna smirked, looking back at her toes. "Sorry, babe, I still got it." 

Gertie had no words. Edna was clearly delusional, and there was only so much that a person could do to shine the light on the truth, so she kept driving. As she neared the center of town, she heard her truck make a noise and felt her heart drop to the floor. "Edna, did you forget to put gas in this guzzler?" she asked, recognizing the familiar noise. 

Edna sat there and thought for a moment, suddenly sitting up a little straighter as she remembered her last jaunt in the truck. "I think that I did," she responded unphased. "And you know what the funny thing is?"

"What's that?" Gertie replied clearly unamused. 

"That was one of the main reasons that I went out the other day," Edna laughed. "Isn't it funny how you go out to do one thing, and then completely forget about the main reason that you went out?"

"So funny," Gertie said, pulling into the nearest gas station. She wasn't willing to risk having to walk up the road to get gas, especially after not getting her afternoon nap, and she certainly didn't want to be stuck listening to one of Edna's long-winded stories the whole walk up there. 

"Oh, I was just going to tell you that you should get gas," Edna commented as they pulled up to a pump. "I'm glad that you thought of it. I certainly wouldn't want to run out." 

"Is that right?" Gertie inquired, looking hard at her wife, but Edna just smiled, averting her attention to the beautiful scenery outside of the windows. 

Gertie got out of the truck and walked into the gas station. She remembered the days when she could just pump her gas and pay for it after the tank was full, but the world had changed, and now she
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