
lets see, imagination, caffeine, yeah.



[ Copyright by Jim M. Pierce, 2010. All Rights Reserved. ]



[ music background: hmmm. Just about anything 50ish would work, 

thats 1950ish. Maybe some 1950's Rock-A-Billy combined with some 

Tex-Mex. Accordian, pedal steel guitar, lead electric guitar,

acoustic bass guitar [ yes, I've seen one. No, it wasn't a bass

fiddle.], snare drums, 2 cornets, maybe a drunken oboe for the bad

guy. Hmmm. Or maybe a drunken oboe player playing an oboe drunkenly

for the bad guy. Maybe all played fast, like a Tarantella, or maybe

slow, like an old honky tonk waltz. Or, well, you decide. Oh,

sunglasses for the band... gottahave those.

Yeah, thats it. One-two-three ! ]



Now, there is a Diner,

its up on the surface,

shielded ya know, them meteor swarms...

like most all stores, etc. up on the surface,

It used-ta be called Ben's Diner,

but that had no, spark, no pizzaz,



Besides, Ben's been dead for over a hundred years now.

So, to continue.



I sit, I'm the Poet,

in the corner booth.

The Waitress is special,

she has blue plates,

she puts the food on.



The Cashier, we tease her,

and call her, Ayesha, from,

some old book written long ago.



We never explain much,

about our little jokes,

we serve food,

piping hot,

or freezing cold,

it varies by the menu,

and I wash the dishes.



But its early yet,

between shifts so to speak.



The rock miners,

Ayesha, the Cashier,

used to be one.



A rock miner that is,

then one day a dumb guy,

grabbed the controls,

he didn't like learning classes,

and cut off both legs,

of our Cashier,

so now she is no longer a rock miner,

but a Cashier,

in the Starlight Diner.



We hear, she still managed,

to reset his clock,

with her two fists,

and nobody ever brought charges...

against her anyways.



She's in a wheel-chair now,

no fancy computerized legs for her,

no money, and no starships handy,

to retune them weekly.



We don't have many seats,

nor eating utensils.



But we do just fine,

and not many give us a hard time.



Except that guy,

who didn't wanna pay,

for his Earth coffee.



For we say, Ben just stepped out !

Gee, is Ben huge !



But we don't tell anyone,

we are the owners,

The Waitress, The Cashier and The Poet. 



We just all smiled,

The Poet, the Waitress, and The Cashier.



Hard rock miners,

have been known to whimper and cry,

and pay up, when we all 3 smile.



They've heard the rumors,

from out beyond the Rim,

how we 3 saved a showboat,

fulla people,

when the main Marsport Canal wall,

gave way.



Ya remember that one,

a few cities almost went gurgle gurgle...

right down the drain,

to South Pole Icecap.



Well, it was just me,

and a power boat,

with an electric winch,

it did the trick, barely.



I now have a nice mechanical arm,

see ?

[click click]



Anyways, we do our best,

to provide food,

tasty, good, edible,

but the complaints we hear,

ya woulda think, we didn't.



Oh well.



Oh, what did we do,

to the rock miner, who didn't pay ?



Why, we sang a song,

rhymed his name with Greensleves we did,

in three-part harmony.



And banned him,

forever,

from the Starlight Diner.



No good food for him !

No smiling faces !

No, something different.



He wanted to get ugly,

really mean,

and smash us,

but we smiled,

and I did a triple-double-backed-flip,

over to the record player we shipped out from Earth,

bubble tubes and all,

I dropped a quarter in the slot,

and played an old song,

about Cheating Hearts,

and then the other rock miners,

tossed him down the stairs,

and posted his name all about.



Banned from the Starlight Diner,

forever more.



But thats not what I'm here to talk about.



What is what, is how this joint got its name.



The Starlight Diner.



The only one on Mars.



We are up on the surface.



Hevay Metal Shield covers all.



But on those nights,

when Phobos and Deimos are full,

and the Milky Way is shining down from up above.



The invited folks arrive,

social strata make no mind,

for this is The Starlight Diner,

the hatch to the passageway below,

is sealed tight,

thats in case of a blow out,

and the music is played,

the bubble tubes get going,

and the lights dim out,

the shield rolls back,

the moons shine down,

and we Dance the night away.



We sing a song,

of travel, or maybe,

someone left back Home,

or about someone and their ship,

that didn't make it back,

from where ever it was bound.



And then The Waitress,

who seldom speaks,

sings in a sweet sultry voice,

of the Green Green Trees and Lawns of Earth.



How its not like the green foliage,

of Fomalhaut 7,

nor of Vega 5,

and definately not,

like those bluish-green 'things',

on Betelguese 8.



And sometimes,

the 3 of us sing,

of El Dorado,

of a lucky gold strike,

for a lucky rock miner,

that gives them enough left over,

after paying off all they owe,

which usually isn't that much,

and buy them a passage,

not steerage,

back to their old home town.



Listen.



Do ya hear it ?



Its Dance Time !



Wont you come dance with us ?



The music is starting,

the stars are shining down,

2 moons in the sky,

to make ya loved swoon.



Wont you come dance with us ?

The Waitress, The Cashier and The Poet. 



[ exit dancing]



