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Tea 

I sat in the darkened corner of the Latte Café, at first, just watching. Then waiting and anticipating. The black whicker table was small, and when I gently felt the sides with my index fingers, I discovered it was engraved. I’m not sure what the design of it was, but I imagined it was an elaborate rose, in the dim candle light I imagined that would look the best… and it would match the deep maroon walls of the café rather well.

The poet on the stage spoke with pride and hope, the small-populated room clinging to her lyrical words, some craving more and more as she continued, others secretly hoping for improvement in the verses, but were still utterly mesmerized by them. I tuned in and out to the poems, some I listened to ever closely, and taking in each word and each syllable as it warmed my soul. Her tone changed greatly in each poem, making some, the ones I liked best, match the warmness the café possessed.


Looking at my cup of Earl Grey tea in a black porcelain cup, I tried to deduce what it needed to make it perfect. The lemon wedge on the side was nearly squeezed, a droplet occasionally falling and rippling the surface of the water, just the way I liked it, but tasted strangely bitter today. To me, it was a nice bitter. Yet somehow, even here, in the place I feel the most at home, I felt unfulfilled.

It had been nearly a week since I quit my job as a home designer, over a small argument with Millie, my boss, about the design of a room. I guess I was tired of doing small projects for small wages, and if I truly was the best, like my coworkers always told me I was, I could make it by starting my own shop… at least I hoped so. 

I sipped my tea and smirked as it touched my lips. It warmed me rather quickly, and I loved it. Wishing I could come here every night, I finished it off rather quickly and headed for the door just as the poet was saying their last lines and taking a bow. I pushed the plain black door gently and exited, feeling upset my dear friend never showed up tonight, but still happy I got to come.

Passing through the door, I looked to my left, and began to head home, the city lights illuminating my way. The cool near-winter breeze chilled me, and as I walked, I missed the warmth of the café and my cup of hot Earl Grey tea, I wished I brought some with me. When I got home, I will have to call my friend, but until then it seemed loneliness consumed me.


As I walked by 3rd street and Park road, that’s the corner the public park is on,
I felt more of a chill. It no longer felt like near-winter as I zipped my jacket up and put on my burgundy fuzz-covered gloves from my right pocket. It wasn’t this cold when I left this morning, but I guess winter was here now, and I should get used to it, so long as it doesn’t snow.

I tried to hurry home from here, as it was rather cold, and didn’t see where I was going when I bumped into him. He had warm, brown eyes that flickered in the moonlight and wore a green sweater with black jeans, which made me wonder how he couldn’t be cold. It was very strange to see him here and not back at the café. 

“Need a ride home, Betty?” he smiled as I nodded, and we walked to his blue Honda, “You shouldn’t be walking this late at night.”

I wanted to say something like “You should show up at the café when you say your going to, Bob.” But I decided with my better judgment that I should just keep quite. I knew he would say he was sorry, and he probably was. Its okay, we could skip that tonight, it gets old after awhile. 

He clicked the door unlock with a loud beep, and I pulled the handle, letting myself in as Bob walked around to the driver’s side. I swished my dyed-red hair getting used to the heat of the car while it started up. 

The engine putted for a bit, and spurted a bit of smoke unexpectedly, causing Bob to swear under his breath, and make me cough. 

“I don’t know what’s with it,” he said after a moment, “It usually runs great… I guess it’s just one of those days. Hang on, I’ll go check out the engine.” And with that, he jumped around to the front of the vehicle, popping the hood. 
I looked around his car while he looked around the engine. His car always amazed me how clean it was, when I had my little Bug it was usually untidy. I also liked his car, because it had a new car smell air freshener hanging from the review mirror, of course, I couldn’t smell it over the smoke.  

Bob came back around, frowning. “I’m not sure what it is… maybe a spark plug… I think I’m gonna have to take it to a shop to fix it.”

I sighed. “Would you like me to wait with you for the tow?”

“Naw, that’s okay, you probably want to get home, I understand. I mean, I’d like you to and all…”

“Thanks anyway, hope nothing is too wrong with your car,” I said with a reassuring grin as I stepped out. “I guess I’ll see you when I see you.”
I continued to walk, this time more rapidly then before, mainly to escape the new cold. It’s a good thing my apartment is only a few blocks from here, but still, it annoyed me to walk again. I hope nothing is too bad with Bob’s car, it wasn’t that old, but he drove it all over the place, making pointless road trips and delivering pizzas part time when he was in school. He didn’t know much about his car, but he did love it.
The brisk air across my face got colder and colder as I continued to walk and the breeze picked up. I started to feel a bit nauseous as I approached 7th avenue and Vine street, but was comfortable knowing my apartment was just around the corner. Too bad I never did make it there. The street began to blur as I realized the tea had been poisonous, it had to be that tea, it tasted funny but I drank it anyway, and now I’m sick… hopefully, next time I will use my head, not my taste buds.

