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Forget-Me-Nots 
by Katherine Watson 

Unable to put it off any longer I drive to the supermarket and what do I bloody see? 

A giant billboard on the freeway with her face on it and a number to call. My vision 

blurs as I stare at it and I nearly careen into another lane. ‘HAVE YOU SEEN THIS 

WOMAN?’ it yells urgently at every passing car, day in, day out. Yes! Yes, I’ve seen 

her. More frequently since she disappeared. And it’s a punch in the gut every time, 

thanks a whole lot to the inescapable newspaper spreads and internet fundraisers 

and TV appeals.  

 

She was up on a screen when I went to get coffee at my usual place in another failed 

attempt to take my mind off things. It was a different photo than the one I just drove 

past.  On the freeway she looks neat and professional with her hair up, smiling in a 

restrained way that isn’t natural to her. I suppose they picked that to make sure 

everyone knows how respectable she is. To make sure they know she is good and 

decent and didn’t deserve to go missing. But it doesn’t look like her really. 

 

No, I was more used to the way she looked in the photo on the morning news. A 

yellow sundress, caught mid-laugh and holding tongs up like a trophy. God help me, 

I had been at that barbeque. None of us knew then what was coming.  

 

I remember she was laughing at the dog jumping to reach raw sausages on the table. 

I must have been standing just out of frame when that photo was taken. Probably 

laughing at her as she laughed at the dumb dog. Her happiness is so contagious: no 

one could resist her. Even seeing that photo made me forget for a second and smile 

despite myself. But abruptly it was gone and her parents were onscreen. They were 

too upset to talk so her older sister had to be the one to beg for information, beg for 

her safe return.  
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That last note of hope in her sister’s pleading as she stares down the barrel of the 

camera with tearstained cheeks? For her safe return? That’s what kills me. Because I 

know they’ll never find her. Not where I buried her.  

 


