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in a tumful of craft brew, so I ordered up a skewer of steak tips (medium rare, with rice, 
please) and a Jordan Pond IPA.  The barkeep was Jill, a very pretty young thang with 
long silky blonde hair and memorable cleavage – soft, smooth, deep and so inviting.  
Yet somehow it was understated, not flaunty.  Just natural and peaceful and a 
comfortable place to rest your eyes – or head. 

Jill’s attention was appropriately devoted to her other five patrons, so this late-
arriving loner guy in a shabby t-shirt was getting the casual overlook.  The 3-sided bar 
accommodated about a dozen people in all; this place was definitely more about the 
dining experience than the bar dwellers.   

After a few minutes, one of the other boozers, who looked more like my ilk, 
commented on my shirt, and I became the focus.  Everyone seemed moderately 
interested, but Jill suddenly lit up.  “You have to go to Atlantic for the Bar-B-Que!”  Her 
boyfriend worked at Atlantic Brewery, and she was so excited that she could send me 
there.  I didn’t tell her that it was on my list anyway; I let her gush on about how good 
the BBQ was and how many coolo brews they had.  It was fun having her marvelous 
cleavage facing me – and just me -- as she talked. 

When I recounted the places I had been so far, she gave me a stern look:  “You 
mean you didn’t go to Liberal Cup?  You went right past it!”  She filled me in on where it 
was and how to find it.  Jill was turning out to be a very good source.  And she did have 
wonderful cleavage.  Have I mentioned that? 

Dinner was done – steak tips were good, just not quite enough of them (there 
never are) – so I chose a Precipice Pale Ale for desert.  It was yumm, but the Jordan 
Pond IPA was a bit yummer.   

You’ll notice that there are no photos in this chapter.  I guess I kinda snoozed on 
that one.  It was night, but I could’ve used a flash for an outside look.  And inside, I 
couldn’t have taken any photos without getting right in someone’s face about it.  I 
thought about having Jill pose for a smiley snapshot – then you could have seen her 
inspiring cleavage – but I fogged on that too.  I was blinded by sublime cleavage, I 
reckon. 

Oh, yeah, Jill had nice eyes too.  Kinda blue, or brown, or something. 
 
 

  


