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      Benjamin’s shoeshine station smelled like a perfume counter in a departments store due to the crowd of travelers departing and arriving during morning travel in Concourse B.

      His station was among the restaurants and eateries and news stands. The air was filled with the smell of cheap Teriyaki chicken and coffee. The carpet was a soothing blue with airplanes depicted throughout. The carpet cut down on the noise drummed up from feet walking up and down the concourse.

      His display held a voluminous selection of Kiwi brand shoe supplies like tins of shoeshine, shoe laces, cloths, and brushes. He thought the Kiwi shoe polish smelled kind of like gasoline. He also had sundries like bottled water, snacks, mints, combs, sunglasses, hair brushes, hair nets, and newspapers. His father had recommended keeping the cigars because they were a big seller, and Benjamin was glad he had listened to his old man. The visitors to the shoeshine stand liked cigars over bottled water.

      Down the concourse, towards the security gates, a cello and a piano were playing an upbeat tune. It carried well in the concourse and gave the place more of a museum feel than a travel hub.

      Benjamin had been shining shoes in the airport for two years, after taking over for his father when he retired. He felt it lacked the glamour and importance of office work, all those poor workers in their cubicles seeing the same old faces every day.

      Shining shoes didn’t pay much but it was a business handed to him by his old man. Although he dreamt of selling the business and pursuing something that interested him more, like using his college English and Humanities degrees to do something for the greater good.

      The truth was he didn’t know what that something might be. English degrees were notoriously known to be useless, except for getting into teaching. His old man laughed at Benjamin for taking on an English degree saying that was as useless as a buggy whip for an automobile. Benjamin didn’t like the thought of teaching, but he liked to keep an open mind.

      Physical labor jobs never much interested him. Jobs like construction, groundskeeping, and custodial. He’d rather use his head, to read and think. He saved the physical for his favorite activities like Tae Kwon Do and running.

      He hated the thought of restaurant or retail work because that would be dealing with the general public and that was fraught with assholes and jerks and other terrible people who wouldn’t give you the time of day. They’d rather step on you then get around you.

      Then here he was in a job that was not unlike retail. Because here he was dealing with the general public. He would give up this occupation at any time, but now this occupation was easy. It was a stopping point, like many of these airport travelers making a connecting flight. Just a stop before the journey continues.

      And Benjamin had two things going for him in this airport as a shoeshine man.

      One, it was exciting seeing people going somewhere and meeting world travelers, whether business men and women, or vagabonds seeing new and strange places. It wasn’t like serving people their rice and bean bowls in the Cafe Yumm down at the other end of the concourse. Here, at the shoeshine stand, the traveler can take a breather and just sit still. They’ve already committed to a shine, so there was no selling. It was in those quiet moments, when they were talkative—and honestly they were more talkative than not—Benjamin could draw them out through conversations, listen to what they say, and see what they were made of.

      The second thing, was a bigger thing. A strange thing. A thing nobody else was born with, it seemed, except for Benjamin. Some might call it a skill. Some might call it a curse. But what Benjamin had the knack to do was putting himself inside the shoes of anyone who needed a shine.

      One could call it a psychic talent because Benjamin did see things, sometimes as soon as a customer sat in one of the three chairs on a raised platform against the wall. Other times it didn’t happen until he touched the shoe.

      When he touched the shoe he saw their past. He saw their departure and their destination. Sometimes he could even save them with a warning. Perhaps by dispensing some unassuming wisdom.

      He never knew if he saved anyone. It might be unlikely, but he never liked to think so. There was a paradox to all this. If he could save them with a bit of a warning or wisdom, then he shouldn’t be seeing anything at all in his mind’s eye when they sit down.

      One time he had a vision (he didn’t like the adjective psychic) with a business man from New York, probably worked in Wall Street. In his mind’s eye Benjamin saw the man walking into an elevator, following a woman in a with long blond hair. It was just the two of them. She was staring up at the numbers above the door. He leered at her—he didn’t see his face because he saw everything from his point of view, and felt it—and then he placed his hands around her neck and squeezed. She lets out a quick startled breath, before being cut off.

      The image was so shocking and unexpected. He had no idea if it was in the past or future. Benjamin backed away from the man’s two thousand dollar Italian leather shoes.

      The man lowered The New York Times.

      “I can’t shine your shoes, sir,” Benjamin said.

      “Why?” the man asked.

      They stared at each other for a quiet moment, Benjamin a loss for words. Honesty might get him punched or the his father’s shoeshine stand might get a bad reputation—his son didn’t have the knack with customers, they would say.

      “Well?” the man asked, his brows curled low over his eyes and a scowl on his face.

      Benjamin pointed at the sign on above the man’s head. “We have the right to refuse service to anyone. I don’t have to tell you why.”

      The sign did give the proper disclosure.

      The man grumbled and picked up his things. Pulled the handle for his pull along luggage and said, “You should pay me for wasting my time.”

      Then she stepped into his shoeshine stand.

      She was traveling in a black dress that reached just above the knees. She was brunette with curls. On first impression, Benjamin assumed the woman was in her thirties, much older than he was and way out of his league. Brunette curls tumbled around her shoulders and down her back. Her shoulders and arms were bare and skin looked tanned to a healthy bronze.

      Most of Benjamin’s friends, the male ones, were surprised when they heard women stopped at his father’s shoeshine stand. It may not happen frequently, but women did on occasion, whether for a shine or to fix a shoe malfunction, like a heel or torn strap. And it wasn’t unheard of for a woman wanting a shine on their shoes.

      In fact, his old man had been savvy—because why lose a potential revenue stream—and was known for providing a safe, comfortable environment for women clientele
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