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The Bhut Jolokia Caper

The Good Diner smelled of greasy meat, burnt
eggs, and stale coffee. The counters looked like the last time
they'd been cleaned was the Great Depression. You didn't ask for
lemon in your water because of the moldy murk that emanated from
the peel. The waitress was definitely not “overeasy”, she had the
manner of a grumpy hedgehog. The whole establishment took the
phrase “greasy spoon”, laughed, and asked “What spoon?” But they
sold coffee, steak, and eggs for five dollars.

“I'm not sure this is steak,” muttered
Thumbs.

“It's steak,” declared Locks, “Didn't you read
the menu?”

“It bears a striking resemblance to the
hindquarters of that dog I saw outside last week.”

“It says steak on the menu.”

“I think I just heard it whimper,” Thumbs
grimaced.

“How does it taste?”

“Pretty damn good, actually,” Thumbs took
another bite.

“See,” Locks sipped his coffee, “It's
steak.”

“Here comes Fuzz,” Thumbs poked his fork in the
door's direction.

“He's looking chipper this morning,” Locks
twisted to see.

The waitress glared at the newcomer. People
seemed to think that she enjoyed waiting on them. Just because she
was a waitress. The nerve of them.

“Looking chipper this morning, Fuzz,” Thumbs
grinned as his friend sat down.

“Meh,” said Fuzz.

“Were you the early bird who got the worm and
thought, worm again, what a lousy way to start the day?” nudged
Locks.

“Meh,” said Fuzz.

“Your order,” snapped the waitress.

Fuzz cringed a little away from her, “Coffee
while I look at the menu.”

“I only ask once,” the waitress scowled,
“Hun.”

“Uh.”

“He'll have the steak and eggs,” Locks
interjected helpfully.

The waitress pursed her lips, scribbled on her
pad, and stalked off.

“Dog and eggs, more like,” Thumbs said
brightly.

“Dog? Did you say dog?” Fuzz sputtered.

“Don't worry,” grinned Thumbs, “It's a tender
young mutt.”

The waitress clapped down a fork and a mug of
coffee, then stalked back to her perch by the counter.

“You guys come here every morning?” Fuzz asked
with apparent disbelief.

“Yes,” Locks said, “Starts the day off right,
you know.”

“Yep,” Thumbs agreed, “Can't get worse, you
see.”

“Optimists,” Fuzz sipped his coffee and
grimaced.

“I wouldn't ask for cream or sugar,” advised
Locks.

“Yeah, not a good idea.”

“Why,” Fuzz put his hand down.

“A new guy did that once,” said Locks.

“Nice guy, very friendly. We tried to stop him,”
Thumbs added.

“He chatted with us a bit, then started feeling
ill and left,” Locks continued.

“He was telling us about his time dealing
seconds in Nashville,” Thumbs said.

“Saw his obituary in the paper next day,” Locks
shook his head.

“He was quite the gentleman too, terrible
shame,” Thumbs looked down mournfully.

“I guess I'll keep it black then,” Fuzz grimaced
through another sip.

The waitress slapped a platter of scrambled eggs
and burnt bacon on the table, then charged back to her perch.

“This isn't...”

“Don't complain,” Locks and Thumbs broke in
simultaneously.

“Ok,” Fuzz poked cautiously at his food.

“So, what did you want to talk to us about,”
asked Locks.

“I'm a little curious too,” admitted Thumbs.

“It's this guy at work,” Fuzz put down his fork,
“He's driving me nuts!”

“Really? How?”

“We've been trying to do that for years,”
mumbled Thumbs.

“He makes cherry flavored coffee every morning,”
Fuzz paused dramatically.

Thumbs and Locks looked at him. Then at each
other for a minute, then back at him.

“So?”

“It's nauseating. Cherries are great. I love
coffee! But together? It's disgusting!,” exclaimed Fuzz, “He
fumigates the entire building with this awful odor for the whole
morning. Every day is a constant struggle not to taste my breakfast
twice.”

“I don't think you mean fumigate,” interrupted
Thumbs.

“What?” Fuzz looked at his friend in
surprise.

“Fumigate. The word means to flood an area with
a noxious gas with the intent to annihilate life from the said
area,” Thumbs recited, “Websters' words, not mine.”

Fuzz stared at Thumbs, speechless.

“He's been reading the dictionary and practicing
his impersonation of you,” explained Locks.

“Oh,” Fuzz faked a laugh, “Hahaha, very funny.
That's a big help.”

“We thought so,” replied Locks.

“Are you guys going to help me or not?” Fuzz
said loudly, then lowered his voice as other customers looked at
them, “Please, I can't take it anymore.”

“You're the one wanted to go off and join the
respectable workforce, Mr Bigshot,” Thumbs scoffed, “Now shush,
he's got an idea.”

“I'm going to need more details,” said Locks,
“Where does he keep the coffee? His mug? How much coffee does he
make? Which desk is his? Things like that.”

“Some serious stalker shit, right there,” Thumbs
muttered through a mouthful of maybe steak.

“Well, I think,” Fuzz started but Locks
interrupted.

“I need to know, not think I know.”

“I'll do up a diagram or something on
Monday.”

“Do that. You can text me a picture of it. We'll
go from there,” Locks ordered, “Thumbs, do you still know that
guy?”

“Which guy? I know a lotta guys,” Thumbs looked
at Fuzz, “Not biblically, sicko.”

“The funny guy,” Locks said, “Runs with that
gang. The three guys that do videos.”

“Oh! That guy!” Thumbs nodded, “Yeah, I still
know Boogey. Why?”

“Tell him we need something hot,” Locks grinned,
“I mean, hot as in nuclear.”

“I get it,” Thumbs chuckled, “I'll let him
know.”

“Who's this Boogey character?” frowned Fuzz.

“Thumb's friend.”

“That doesn't speak highly of him. Is he
trustworthy? With a name like Boogey?”

“Seriously, man?” Thumbs looked at Fuzz, “Your
name is Fuzz! Don't you worry none about Boogey. Boogey is down.
Boogey is cool.”

“Text me that picture and call me Monday,” Locks
stood up, “Right when you get off work.”

“Where are you guys going?” Fuzz asked as Thumbs
joined Locks.

“We gotta go to work,” said Thumbs, “Eat your
breakfast, it's getting cold.”

“I wouldn't let it get cold,” advised Locks,
“Laters.”

They sidled out of the diner and Fuzz regarded
his plate dubiously. Cooling had congealed the contents into a mass
of grayish greasy matter. Fuzz poked at it with a fork, sighed, and
pushed the plate away. He dropped a five on the table and went
home, telling himself that Monday would be the last day of cherry
coffee.

#

“What about her?” Locks asked over the roar of
the bar. The live band seemed to think that unless they drowned out
every other sound no one would listen to them. Granted, the quality
of their playing seemed to bear out that theory.

“She's pretty,” Thumbs stole a glance at the
passing beauty.

“No-one with her,” Locks observed, “Bet she'd
appreciate a guy buying her a drink.”

“She looks expensive,” Thumbs looked around,
“Now that one looks more to my taste.”

“The one with the tat's all over her arms?”

“Looks fun, don't she?”

“Looks like you'll wind up a human
sacrifice!”

“Naw, she's just expressing her
personality.”

“Yeah, and it is expressly telling me she wants
to steal my heart in a very literal sense!”

A new undercurrent of sound struggled underneath
the flood of rocky roll. It might have been Beethoven's Fifth
symphony but it was impossible to tell.

“Is that your phone?”


“Yeah,” Locks pulled it out and studied it,”
It's Fuzz.”

“Funny, I could have sworn it was Beethoven,”
Thumbs shook his head, “I'm going to go audition for the part of
human sacrifice.”

Lock's gave him a thumbs up and answered the
phone. He could hear Fuzz squawking on the other end but couldn't
really make him out.

“Hang on a second Fuzz,” he said and, grabbing
his napkin and beer, he stepped onto the patio of the bar, where
the noise of the band was muted. He could see his breath.

“Ok, what's up?”

“Where are you? At a bar?”

“Yeah, I was just starting my evening out. How
about you? I thought I said to call sooner?”

“Well, I got held up a bit, Locks,” Fuzz
complained, “You would not believe the traffic around here!”

“Sure, sure, that's why I walk everywhere. Plus
it keeps the pounds off,” Locks dug out a pencil, “What have you
got?”

Fuzz chattered for a couple minutes about coffee
mugs, filters, the actual coffee, where they were kept, what time
the guy got to the office, where his desk was, in short,
everything. Locks copied down the important stuff, sketched a rough
diagram of the office, and then told Fuzz the plan. Fuzz protested,
then thought, then chuckled.

“Do you really think it will work?”

“I don't see why not. You can tell us this
weekend at the diner.”

“Ok. Wait. The diner? Do we really have to meet
there?”

“Well, you don't have to come but I think you
will. We'll be there. Laters Fuzz,” Locks hung up and went back
inside.

He tried to get Thumb's attention, but his
friend was deep in conversation with Tats, as Locks privately had
dubbed her, and steadily
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