
Eccentric dipsters tipple blue water. 
Standing waist-deep and still,
I’m the temporary axis
of swallows.

Over the turquoise,
Indian twins
in saffron bathers
splash left,
laugh right;
I can’t tell
starboard 
from port-girl.

The surface of the pool is unrippled
except minutely
by the bass notes
from the band in tropical shirts.
Isn’t it sad how a revolutionary song
like Guantanamera
becomes the soundtrack
for a bored office party.
Will anyone fall in/fall out?
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