Bo Drury

                                                               “The Dream”
A funny thing happened…I went to bed early last night so here I am awake at 4:30 in the morning. I’ve had my 6 ½ hrs of sleep and I had a dream just before I woke up…Odd thing was it was totally disconnected from me and my life, it would make a good story …I don’t know where I am going with it but maybe I have something…maybe not…the dream…
     I walk into a café in a bus depot in Amarillo, Texas. Its early morning…there are few people in there…three people in one booth, two men and a woman and a single sitting at another table, a man reading the paper and drinking coffee. There is a cook in the kitchen and a waitress/manager busy behind the counter. No one pays any attention to me when I come in. Seeing the manager is busy I went to the counter and asked for a cup of coffee, then go to a booth next to the window and sit down. I can’t help noticing how much attention the gal in the next booth is getting from her two companions. Makes me uncomfortable with how alone I am. The guy reading the paper keeps looking up from the news and watching the three. They are laughing a lot and whispering part of the time. She is a real flirt. Guess that is one of the things that make me feel like I do as I am not adept at flirting, never could figure out how, I guess, or never had the opportunity, one or the other. They get up to leave, lay money on the table, call out to the blonde waitress and go out the door together. The man with the paper watches them go then buries himself in the morning news. The blonde goes back to her paper work and it is dead in there. For some reason I get up and go clear off the dirty dishes from the booth and carry them to the kitchen. Blondie looks up in surprise, smiles and says “Thanks”. I just grin back and get a dish cloth and wipe down the table like I had been doing it all the time. In the seat of the booth is a mans billfold. I pick it up along with the tip left lying there and bring it to Blondie and put it next to her paperwork. She looks inside the wallet and says, ”Joe’s, he’ll be back for it when he can tear his-self away from that little gal.” I go sit back down and think about how hungry I am and about how much fun those three seemed to be having. Again it made me think how alone I was. I thought about my looks. I wasn’t bad looking but there was nothing outstanding about me that would draw attention. My hair was shoulder length dishwater blonde, thick, in loose curls, which is the style. I have an olive complexion, oval shaped face and big brown eyes. I have a good figure and good-looking legs. I have on a navy blue shirtwaist dress and a short jacket. I am 5ft 5 inches tall and have on high heeled navy pumps that made me seem taller. I always stand tall with my shoulders back and feel like I am looking down on everyone, maybe that was it, I don’t put off a friendly aura. I’m slim and don’t have much in the bosom area but no one could tell that with my clothes on and I’m not planning on taking them off. I don’t know why I’m there at that time. It began to get daylight out, the man reading the paper got up, laid money on the table, folded the paper and left it for the next guy to read and called out “See ya, Flo.” Blondie just waved her hand and continued to work her pencil on the paper before her. There was just me sitting there with my empty cup. I just shrunk up, I didn’t have anyplace to go. Blondie finally looked up and noticed I was still there. She got the coffee pot and walked over to me, “You waiting on the bus?” she asked as she poured coffee into my cup.
   “No.”

   She really looked me over then and went to the counter and got herself a cup and came back and slid into the booth seat across from me.

    “You okay?” She had friendly blue eyes and a nice smile. Her hair was pulled back and piled loose on her head. She was tired and it showed. It had been a long night and she was ready to go home.
   “I’m okay,” I answered, “A little lost right now.”

   “Wanta talk about it?”

    I shook my head, I had a knot as big as a fist in my throat, if I said anything I was afraid I would start crying. Stupid!

    “Think I’ll have a little breakfast, join me?” not waiting for an answer she called out,     ”Mac, fix us up two scrambled egg and bacon plates.” she turned back to me,
   “You need a job? You looked like you had some experience. I could use some help.” I knew it was an offer. I needed a job. I didn’t have any money and no place to stay.
   “The only experience I have is cooking and cleaning at home.” 

   “I bet you would catch on quick. Can you work nights?”

   “Look, I’ll be honest with you, I am broke, no money, no place to stay, no luggage, clothes, not nothing.”

   “How did this happen?”

   “I just walked out.”

   “Is anyone looking for you?”

   “Honestly, I don’t think any one cares or will miss me for a while. At least not until all the clothes get dirty and the groceries run out…then someone might wonder where the cook is.” I said with a trace of bitterness.
    “Well, I leave here at seven. You can come home with me. We can get you a place to stay there.”
    I felt so grateful I really wanted to cry and hug her around the neck. We ate our breakfast. She didn’t ask any more questions.

   Before we left Joe came back to retrieve his bill fold…for some reason I was hoping he would notice me. He didn’t.

   When we left she led me to a little ford coupe. “Nice.” I said. We made our way over to Amarillo Boulevard and turned east toward the air base. Shortly she pulled across the early morning traffic into an old tourist court.
   “This is it…home sweet home. We can get you a room here. It has a kitchenette. I know the folks that run the place they are real nice. The one next to me is empty; they rent them out by the week or month.” She pulled into the covered parking and got out, 

   ”Come on in.”
   I got out and looked around. It was pretty shabby looking. I had to remind myself, beggars can’t be choosey. We went in side. Flo’s place was frilly with lots of do-dads and nick-knacks. Not my style at all, but then what the heck, it was clean and smelled good and there was a big easy chair to curl up in and that’s what I did right away.
     I woke up and threw the covers back. What a night. I tossed and turned all night long…dream after dream... I looked at the clock. Better get a move on …I reached over and shook Joe, better get up now…I’ll put breakfast on while you shower…It’s my day to drive to school…sometime car-pooling can be a pain in the neck…breakfast done…girls in school…laundry on…grocery list made out…I start to wipe off the table and I remember the dream…wiping down the booth…the laughter of the girl…the man reading the paper…Flo, the blonde waitress…it was so real…what was I doing there?...oh yes…I just walked out…walked out on a boring, monotonous, thankless, job... Think I’ll just drop by the bus station, just check it out…I hesitated at the entrance, then pushed the door open …There was Flo at the counter doing her paper work…there was the man reading the paper…and the girl and the two men, they stood up, laid money on the table and called out to Flo…the man reading the paper watched them go, then buried himself in the news…”Hello, Flo.” I said…was… this…a… dream…
