
! Bar Etiquette!

! He shouldn’t have agreed to meet her in a bar. Girls were always getting picked 

up in the bars. Well, he supposed, guys were always trying to pick up girls in a bar.!

! Ethan didn’t want to be one of those guys, bouncing around from girl-to-girl trying 

to score. Like a penis in a pinball machine. That’s why he resorted to online dating. He 

could be anybody on the net but, most importantly, he could be himself.!

! Ashley’s profile picture was taken from a distance at what looked like a lake, but 

he supposed it could have been a big river. He hadn’t seen very many big rivers in his 

lifetime. His parents referred to their local river as a “legend” but in truth it was more like 

a creek — the remnants of a once mighty body that the non-civilized probably 

worshipped. She wore a flattering bikini and her long blonde hair, slung over one 

shoulder, dripped across heart-shaped sunglasses.!

! Of the girls in the bar, most were blonde. That’s the thing about bar-chicks. Most 

of them are blonde. !

! The snow coated the ledges of the window, putting a sparkly white frame around 

the sunset. He found himself hoping that Ashley liked girly drinks, vodka mixed with 

extract of sweet and sugar or something-like-that. Beer girls knew more about their 

namesake than their male counterparts, and that sullen superiority embarrassed Ethan. 

He didn’t even drink beer, but he knew that a girl who drank beer was far less likely to 

take him to a very big river than a girl who enjoyed a Vodka-Cranberry.!

! It was a quarter-to-eight and he kept looking down at her picture on his phone, 

trying to observe some qualities about her that he could use to discern her from the rest 



of the bar girls. He regretted scheduling on a January evening - but he couldn’t change 

the season. If only he’d not picked a bar.!

! When he walked in minutes ago, the bartender asked him what he’d like to drink. 

He didn’t want to look like he was alone, so he ordered a Long Island Ice Tea. But now 

he caught himself wondering if Ashley saw him drinking alone, and she’d certainly know 

he was alone, he wondered if she’d think he was an alcoholic. Or maybe just 

depressing. And he was kinda depressing. But he didn’t want her to know it. And he 

wasn’t an alcoholic. So he placed the half-empty glass on the table next to him and 

diverted his eyes like a school-age child making eye-contact with his crush.!

! The waitress came by, slightly confused that the table that’s been empty for an 

hour had a half-full glass on it. She offered Ethan a water, to which he respectfully 

declined. She walked away and he wondered to himself why he said no. A glass of 

water clearly gave the impression that he was waiting for somebody. Water was a 

waiter’s drink. But he missed his chance, so he sat in his seat, glancing between the 

clock and the front door at intervals that, to him, seemed totally normal.!

! A brunette haired girl walked into the bar. She relinquished her grey peacoat from 

her shoulders and glanced about the room. It hadn’t occurred to Ethan, until that exact 

moment, that the bikini-clad blonde bombshell that he’d somehow convinced into a date 

could have, during the interim where one exchanges swim for snow wear, dyed her hair. !

! He sat up, a smile coalescing from check to cheek, called over to her and all his 

doubts came flooding back.


