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So I went on a date last night. It was…unique to say the least. I swiped right 
on him over lunch and by quitting time we had agreed to meet for drinks. It was 
supposed to be casual. A little flirting, a good beer, and maybe a kiss for the ride 
home. What I got was…

When I got to the bar it wasn’t what I expected. He chose the place and what 
casual meant to him was white table clothes, a maître d’, and suit coats. All the 
suit coats. It was the perfect place for a little black dress. Unfortunately I came 
straight from work and my blue jeans were kind of out of place. The doorman 
gave me the side eye as I strode past him. When I told the maître d’ who I was 
with he gave me the once over. I could feel his gaze lingering over my hoodie 
and jeans. I flashed him one of those smiles, my charmer, “I’ve got my suit on 
underneath.” He seemed unimpressed. 

When I was finally shown to the table, it was a little corner booth with a view 
of the city skyline. It was an amazing view and, with the budding sunset, I knew 
it would be one of the most beautiful I had ever seen. My date was almost as 
gorgeous. He had the blond hair with the perfect white smile, a dimple that gave 
him just enough of a flaw to seem human but not enough to actually look like a 
blemish, and those pricing blue eyes. He was dressed to the nines like everyone 
else in the place and looking straight at me. 

“You must be Sam,” he said in a low sensual tone.
“And you must not know the meaning of the word casual.” 
His laugh was pitch perfect. The absolute definition of joyous without any 

intention to offend. “You should have seen where I ate last night. Please sit,” he 
said as he rose and pulled out my chair. “Vhzantrel makes a really good martini.” 
He waved his hand and within seconds there were two drinks before us. We 
each took our glass. He took along pull on his, letting his eyes wander over the 
city below us. “I love New York,” he said. “It always makes me feel the ease of 
humanity.”

I snorted. “You can’t have spent much time in the City then.”
“No,” he laughed. “I am not what you might call a New Yorker—“
“I don’t know if I could even call you a tourist.”
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“Fair. But I do love New York at sunset. Something about it washes away all 
the filth of the day. Especially from up here, you can’t see the tired, the poor, 
huddled masses. All you can see is the beauty.”

He stared out over the city as the clouds turned orange. The people all 
around us were facing the same way. All dolled up in their formal ware (or 
maybe it was their casual ware) I couldn’t help but feel like I entered a different 
world. All of the women wore expensive dresses, vivid colors that matched their 
jewelry just so. Their faces were so made-up that I was sure that none of them 
had actually seen their real skin in years. Each of them was this shining jewel 
amongst us and yet, all together in one place they seemed banal. Boring. Clones. 
They were each replication of the other. And the men were worse. All in black 
suits and ties with white undershirts. A flock of penguins running around with 
these beautiful dull gems. My eyes turned back to my date and he was exactly 
the same. The perfect hair and teeth and dimple was mirrored on all of the 
others. Nothing about him was actually original.

As if on cue the sun sank behind the skyline and my date turned back to me. 
“So where to now,” he asked draining his drink. “If we leave now we can catch 
the meteor shower in Bari.”

“Where?” I asked. “Is that like somewhere upstate.”
“It’s a city. Bari, Italy. The Basilica di San Nicola, Teatro Petruzzeli, Castello 

Svevo…No?”
“No,” I shook my head wondering what I had stumbled into.
“It was invaded by the British in World War II, the balkans used it as an 

airbase? Still nothing? The only site of chemical warfare during the war?”
“Like weird mutant people with humps and things?”
He laughed again, “No but if you want to see that I do know a place.”
I just stared at him.
“Meteor shower or mutants? You decide.” He started to rise from the table. 

At the same time everyone else stood and started to move towards the windows.
I stayed in my chair and shook my head, “I think I’ll just go home now.”
“Are you sure?” He asked backpedaling toward the window with the others. 
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It was as if they were all being drawn by a magnet. “The night is full of wonders. 
Let me show you some.”

I just kept shaking my head. “I’ll just stay here.”
“If you’re sure. I’ll look you up next time I’m in New York. It was been a 

truly wonderful evening Sam.”
With that the the penguin-like men and the vibrantly dull women slipped 

through the glass as if it were water and a bright light dragged them up into the 
sky. 

I stood, shaking a little. The maître d’ came with my coat.
“Thank you,”  I said. “Can I ask you…who were they?”
“Future politicians,” he said in a bored voice. “We get them in here around 

election years.”


