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    An Age Gap




     




    Events come along at the right time; not before or after. Perhaps this is a justified answer for the facts that are above our minds. Anyhow, God’s timing is not that of man.




    “What’s now?” asks Ernie, cleaning his greasy hands with a mop as he comes out from under the bridge.




    “The radiator got a leak under,” the woman says, watching him. Almost all the days of her agenda are spent at the garage. Her piece of junk, hardly on the road for more than a week, is a terrible headache.




    “I see.” He is the owner of the mechanic garage, and strangely drawn to Claire, a woman in her forties, separated from her husband for almost ten years, and raising two kids while working two shifts as a waitress in a cafeteria. “It’d be cheaper if you set it on fire.”




    “I haven’t another, so I’ve got to fix it,” she says.




    Nothing can be ruled out between a man and a woman.




    ***




     




    It is a cold and damp night, which makes it lonelier. Ernie parks his car, jumps out of it, and walks up to the trailer cafeteria. An annoying, shrilling breeze starts him up. Coming in, he sits at the counter.




    “Hi,” Claire says. “Don’t look in a good mood.”




    “Another battle in our private little war; my girlfriend and I,” he says tryingly.




    Pouring down coffee in a cup, she advises, “You should look for another one who really appreciates you.”




    “And you, for another car.” He grins.




    Life sometimes looks as if God created it uneasy, and then gets a little bit more complicated every day.




    “I need my car,” she says hopelessly.
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