not of these waters

Filling creases with 

Lolling

Spears of thunder.

I wait at the 

Bar for a drink

As a girl beside me

Fidgets a bottle of Naya water

Like a flashlight in a cave.

Swarms of human beings

Going around the darkened club of luckless hopes and

Short-term love.

I wait for some time

To order as

2 bartenders

race around to feed the never-ending thirst of a generation

stuck between here and there.

The girl next to me then says,

“Be patient – she’ll come and get you a drink soon.”

I look at her,

Then swivel to a friend behind me

For some good talk.

I wait longer,

They finally get my “meat ticket” number

And 

As I call for a Miller Light.

At this,

The young gal next to me rears up

Wither her tiny mouth and balled-rim glasses

Saying,

“After all this time, you’re just going 

to order a Miller Light?”

“Should I have ordered a Drambowie?”

I ask.

“What?”

she asks.

“A drambowie .. would that

have been a tastier choice?”

I say again.

“What’s a drambowie?”

she asks.

“My point exactly, sister.

My point exactly.”

I continue.

As the beer comes my way,

She mutters again .. 

“I can’t believe you ordered a Miller Light!”

“Your fucking sipping on a bottled water

in a bar. Now, who made the fucking wrong call?”

I conclude.

Walking away,

I muse,

These humans.

How do they come about?

Certainly not of these waters.

