
 The children hollered and ran wild around the swimming area. I never understood that. Swimming 
Area - on a cruise ship. I mean, we're surrounded by "swimming areas." The sign should really read 
"Recommended Swimming Area - this one isn't full of fish that will kill and eat you."
 What did make sense were all of the parents, crowded around the pool in their "two sizes too 
small" swim attire of glory year's gone by calling upon the waitstaff for their variety of Piña-Coladas, 
Strawberry Daiquiris, and extra rum Mojitos. In these parents was the future, the dark void of missed 
opportunities, failed internships, and ugly marriages.
 Madelyn had a way of singing my name when she called out for me - like a woodpecker pecking 
to the beat of Little Drummer Boy on a sweaty August morning.
 Maybe I was too quick to judge the veteran alcoholics amongst the group.
 "Daaaaavid!"
 She swam out from the swim-up bar, two drinks in her hand, wearing her lovely pink and gold 
rhinestone sunglasses beneath her ten gallon straw hat. 
 
 "Put down the book, dear. The show's about to start. Whatever fiction you're reading can't 
possibly be better than this."
 "Really? What's the show?"
 "Fire jugglers. Or breathers. It's something to do with fire, I'm certain."
 "Fire? On a boat? Doesn't that seem a little ill-thought out?"
 "It's a ship, dear. You think they're so dumb to not think this all through?"
 Behind and beyond her, I spied a heavier set man, to put it lightly, flirting with the attractive 
cocktail waitress. She could clearly dish it as well as she could take it, but the cliche was still evident.
 "You're right, honey. I really ought to put more faith in the people around me."
      ***
  We took our seats between the elderly couple in the twilight of their years and a brother and sister 
here with their family.
 "I'mma grab another drink before it starts, wann anything?"
 "Another? Don't you think you've had enough already?"
 "Suit yourself," she got up and rushed away.
 ...What just happened?
 The show couldn't be far from starting as the entire cast of, whatever, flame-wielders approached 
the stage. I sat forward, eyeing each cast member, so I could remember who to blame when the ship 
caught fire and sank - then laugh when I tell them they can't fit on the door/floatation device I've found for 
myself.
 "Excited for the show," asked an unfamiliar masculine voice.



 "Incredibly."
 The lights began to dim and the clang and subsequent crash of glassware awoke the crowd.
 "Damn sea legs!"
 "She with you," responded the voice's sister.


