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	 A bronzed trophy wife on a pedestal—her 
smile weathered verdigris—spits tea into pink 
and  yellow china bobbing on the water. Finger 
sandwiches float on lily pads: watercress for 
the turtle (her husband’s law partner), smoked 
salmon for the picky heron heiress. Salamander 
debutantes impress with shine and tiny appetites. 
Someone’s raccoon uncle washes his lecherous 
hands. Frogs—green bachelors vain about their 
shapely legs—breaststroke. Goldfish brats wrestle 
over macarons, madeleines circulating on silver 
bubbles as social media damselflies in sheer 
sundresses, fussing about the splash and the insult 
to the hostess, tweet to the great unwashed.
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