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Five Minutes 

Bump looked up from the newspaper he’d been studying into the green-gray eyes of the red haired waitress standing staring expectantly at perfectly cut auburn hair did nothing to disguise she was older than she wanted to be.  The oval patch over the sagging left breast of her white uniform blouse read Thelma.  He assumed this was her designation. 

Bump considered it sad that in his line of work the only women he met had to work past their expiry date and were usually damaged goods.  His was a rotten business and sometimes he really hated it. But this particular job meant he had to locate another type of woman. A woman with a deadly agenda. 

Only he hoped the woman he’d been paid to find wasn’t as world weary as this one.  If she were then she wouldn’t care about her life or anyone else’s. These type of targets were the scariest kind.  He really hated those jobs, but a guy had to make a living didn’t he? 

“What’ll it be?” she said her voice rough from too many smoke breaks. 

Sometimes he’d forget how many people smoked in the twentieth century.  In his day no one smoked. Smoking had been banned long ago. 

Too bad he hadn’t time before he left to have dummy tobacco sticks made up. 

He’d have to say he didn’t smoke which would put his cover in jeopardy each time he said it.  His recollection from his college history class about the middle of the twentieth was everyone smoked. Children as young as five or six started smoking, then they were hooked until they died of smokers cough.  At least that was how he remembered it.  But he could be mistaken; he wasn’t much of a student Regardless, his plan was he’d be out of here before he had to tell anyone he didn’t smoke. 

“How ‘bout your phone number?”  He hoped she didn’t say yes because he’d never used a telephone and he had no idea right now how long he’d be in this time. 

Her gray eyes narrowed and her mouth formed a sneer.  “’Aint on the menu, buster.”  She stuffed her pad and pencil into the pocket in the front of her apron tied Five	
  Minutes	
  

around her waist.  She turned around and retrieved a white coffee cup from a stack on a counter under the stainless steel pass bar that separated the cook from the waitress. 

On the other side of the open pass bar was the white haired cook in a white cotton undershirt. He sported two missing teeth and hadn’t shaved in a couple of days evidenced by the uneven gray stubble on his street weary face.  An angry scar ran across his chin and up the left side of his face. 

Thelma cocked an eyebrow at him.  “Coffee?” 

Bump smiled.  "Yeah. Sure. Thanks.” 

She snorted as she turned her back to him.  “Don’t be thanking me until you’ve tasted this mud.” 

“You watch yor mouth, T,” said the cook gruffly from the kitchen. 

The coffee shop was empty at this time of day.  Evidently no one fancied greasy spoon food at three in the morning. 

Thelma smirked and selected a white porcelain cup from a stack next to the large steel coffee percolator on the counter then held the cup under a spigot and filled the cup with black coffee.  She set the full cup in front of him.  His nose wrinkled at the smell of over cooked beans cut with too much chicory. 

He recognized the smell from his days in the marines when he was stationed in the outer worlds.  They used to cheap out the military in those days.  The days before the second Great War.  A buddy who’d stayed in sent him an e-note once telling him how jarheads ate steak every night and drank gourmet coffee. 

Bump never heard from the guy again so he assumed he’d become fodder in the seemingly endless war to end all wars.  At least he left on a full stomach topped off with some decent coffee.  Not like this foul swill was sure to taste. 

He folded the newspaper in half and laid it on the coffee counter and searched the counter for the sugar and salt and peppershakers.  There were none in evidence. 

“Sugar?” 

“You’re kiddin’ right?” 

He remembered now. Milk, sugar, flour and salt were rationed but he didn’t remember why.  And he couldn’t recall at the moment that the enemy in this war had been.  He glanced at the headline on the folded newspaper.  Duhhh.  Nazi’s.  Of course. 
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“Do you have any milk?” he said politely as possible A sardonic smile played across her lips and she went to a large refrigerator standing at the end of the counter shoved against a wall next to the swinging door to the back.  She came back with a glass bottle half filled with milk. 

She tipped it and whitened his coffee.  He smiled at her. “Thanks.” 

‘Where you from, mister?” Thelma said when she came back from putting the milk bottle away. 

Oh, oh.  Now what? “Why would you think I’m not from around here?” he said keeping his voice as even as possible. 

She eyed him suspiciously. “You talk funny and your clothes are wrong.” 

Bump sat back against the back of the chair and chuckled.  “Well, well how ‘bout that.  Nothing gets past you does it, Thelma?” 

She scowled at him and looked about to leap across the counter at him.  He’d insulted her.  He’d never been skilled at sarcasm. Not good.  She’d soon begin to think he was a Nazi too. 
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