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  In Search of the Perfect Cup




  




   




  Trevor Watkins sat prone in front of his Mac his fingers poised over the keyboard staring at the empty page. The gray cursor at the left side of the screen flashed intermittently as if to urge his long, narrow fingers to write. Something anything. Instead, it reminded him of his failure. His advance was nearing depletion and he had nothing to show for it. At least very little his publisher would appreciate.




  The only thing interrupting the silence in his study came from his extra large tumbler of cola. It popped and fizzed to its own drummer oblivious to his frustration. The air was filled with the odor of sweet cola.




  In conducting his research, Trevor had traveled to every country and city on Earth to find the perfect cup.




  Not in the Paris café’s or the Istanbul coffee houses or the London bistro’s or the finest New York restaurants or even in the Mall of America. It seemed nowhere on God’s blue Earth was the perfect cup to be found. He’d drunk so much swill that he was certain his blood had been replaced by black ooze. He was also sure he’d die of a coffee overdose before he finished. Either that or his editor would kill him. Of the two options open to him right now he preferred the latter. Wally would kill him for sure.




  The editor of the largest publishing house in De Moines last e-mail had made Wally’s intent plain. “Write or die” was as clear as anyone ever got about such things. And if he knew Wally Vesper as well as he did, he meant what he said.




  You’d think after three successful coffee table books he should be able to write this one with ease. But he was stymied. And after all the project’s he’d completed this one should be the easiest yet. It fulfilled his life-long dream. This was the reason he’d become a writer in the first place.




  His hands dropped to his side then he leaned forward to rest his elbows on his pine work desk and eyed the screen as if it were his sworn enemy. Damn it, he’d interviewed thousands of people from every walk-of-life. Their eyes were lit by an inner passion when they told him where to find the perfect cup of the black elixir he called coffee. Busmen, waiters, construction workers, office workers, celebrities, coffee company executives, CEO’s, dishwashers, they all said the same thing, “It was the best cup I ever tasted.” Unfortunately, none measured up.




  Maybe what he’s sought for so long didn’t exist? But how could that be? He’d had one, once. The most perfect cup he’d ever tasted had been only the once.




  It was so long ago he could just barely recall that heavenly flavor. Even today, when he closed his eyes he swore he could still taste the aromatic flavor of it when the coffee mingled with cream and sugar and danced over his taste buds.




  It was the time when he was a kid that his Mom had made him what was to be her last cup of coffee. At the tender age of thirteen she’d said he was finally old enough to have his first cup. She died in her sleep that night and her coffee recipe died with her. He’d never a tasted a cup like it since.




  Trevor was a junkie. Hooked on the bean, his wife Charlotte told her friends at the local beauty parlor. He agreed with her. Why deny it? He was hopelessly addicted, but there were worse things in life.




  When he’d approached Wally with the idea he thought the cynical publisher would never buy it. To his surprise, he loved the idea. Trevor recalled at the time how happy he’d been. He’d managed to blend his obsession with his work. What could be the more perfect match? Except, it hadn’t worked out quite like he'd expected, had it?




  With his eyes closed he hung his head, his long, gray-flecked hair covered his thin face. He buried his face in his hands shuddered then sat up and straightened himself in his chair. He needed to shake this mood off to get back to work. I’m a pro, he thought. Act like one.




  His red-rimmed eyes focused on the screen in front of him. He wrinkled his nose. Ugh, he thought, I even smell bad to me. He paused to take a generous sip of the cola. The bubbles tickled his nose as the sweet soda went down his throat where it cooled his tongue and the inside of his mouth as it disappeared into his digestive tract.




  Trevor pressed the button that would link him to the net. “Might as well,” he muttered, “nothing else to do.”




  As usual the Internet opened up and took him to his own website. The flashy advertising of Starbucks and Coffee Express gyrated on the edges of his vision. The screen was now filled with the map that recorded his worldwide quest.




  He glanced down and noted the tracker at the bottom right corner of the screen now showed over one hundred thousand hits. Not great but not bad either.




  He consoled himself with the thought that if he ever managed to complete the book some of the people who took time to follow his travels might even buy it.




  Something caught his eye. He stared in awe as his jaw hung loose. There. On the Oregon Coast…there’s something different. He moved the cursor over the pacific coast and drilled down using the spyglass feature until he was at street level.




  He focused on the area south of Lincoln City. Odd. There’s a new dot on the map. Very tiny. Almost too small to see with the naked eye. It’s a town he’d never seen before at that location. Between Nelscott and Taft. A place called Almost. Almost, Oregon?




  A shiver of excitement ran through his body. Maybe it’s a sign? He opened his favorites list and Googled the name. Almost Oregon. The list showed ten billion hits. The first site listed was the town’s website. He moved the cursor over the website and clicked it.




  There wasn’t much. Population six. Located on Highway 101 between Nelscott and Taft. Total area ten acres. One business. ”Hmmm…Le Petite Café…The Little Café?” Trevor rubbed his gray streaked goatee absently with his long fingers as he studied the screen.




  A sudden shiver ran up his spine as realization struck him like a wave from the cold pacific. “This might be it.”
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