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Derelict

Jeremy Nova was always rushing and never really had
to; he had an hour before his train left. He entered Union Station
at the Canal Street entrance, pushing everyone in his path
aggressively out of the way. Heading down the stairs to the Great
Hall, he answered a call, handsfree as his Apple earbuds were
planted securely in his ears.

“Jeremy?” the voice on the other end
said.

“What?”

“You sound stressed man.”

“I’m trying to catch a train.”

“What time?”

“Eight.”

“It’s not even seven man, chill.”

Jeremy looked at his Apple watch: 6:54pm.

“I just want to be ready.”

“Ready for what? It’s Friday.”

“I’m busy.”

“Let that shit go until Monday.”

Jeremy took notice to all the women watching
him, and the men too. He knew he looked good in his tight, designer
suit. He was thin, but muscular and made sure his suits revealed
it. It was the only thing that made him smile at the moment as he
walked the Great Hall.

“Did you hear me man? You there?”

“What Ken?!”

“Let that work shit go until Monday.”

“You don’t get it,” Jeremy said, scoping out
benches in the Great Hall to sit at and get on his laptop. People
were all over them. He didn’t like the way they looked; old men and
ladies and a derelict looking man that seemed to be coming toward
him. He’s gross! Jeremy quickly detoured, thinking about the
food court upstairs.

“What don’t I get?” Ken said.

“If you had an important job like me you’d
know.”

“Oh I see,” Ken said. “I’m just a lowly
construction worker and you’re a tech company nerd.”

“Whatever,” Jeremy said.

“You need to drink something to chill man.
I’ll call you in a bit, after you’ve had a few sips, got something
to tell you.”

The call ended. Jeremy was on his way toward
the escalator to the food court until he saw Final Call, the Great
Hall bar and grill. There were seats open at the small bar. He
decided to go there instead and have a drink like Ken suggested. He
walked toward it, but felt something. It was behind him. The hairs
on his neck stood up. He turned around quickly and jumped, startled
by the spaced out, crazed yellow eyes he saw staring at him.

“Gotta dolla?”

Jeremy turned around and took off, almost
running into Final Call. The few people sitting around the bar
looked at him, including the bartender. Jeremy composed himself and
sat down on one of the backless stools. He looked back at the
entrance. He didn’t see the man. It was the same derelict he saw
out by the benches in the Great Hall. What did he want? He
stinks! Damn bum!

The bartender approached him, an older guy,
big with broad shoulders and dirty blonde hair that was graying. He
had on black pants and a big white shirt with a name tag that read:
Doug.

“What’ll it be?” Doug said.

Jeremy looked at the beers on tap behind the
bar suspiciously. “Craft beer?”

“Cans only for that.”

“What?”

“Cans only.”

“Would it be a stretch to ask for Daisy
Cutter?”

“Anti Hero.”

“Sold!”

Doug produced a can quickly, cracked it and
slid it to him. He was about to move away until Jeremy stopped
him.

“Can I get a mug please, clean?”

Doug gave him an extra stare, “Clean mug it
is!”

Jeremy half smiled while sitting his laptop
on the bar, opening it. Doug slid a mug to him and walked away.

• • •

Doug stood a few feet away, wiping down the bar
where a customer had left. He took a short glance at the man with
the Anti Hero beer, and then grabbed an empty wine glass and put it
below. He looked up and saw a woman approaching him. She was a dark
brown-skinned African American woman with two big cornrows going
neatly back. She smiled at him. He knew her, but she was wearing
her street clothes; tight jeans and matching denim jacket. He found
her attractive out of uniform.

“Well, well,” Doug said. He opened a can of
Dos Equis and slid it in front of her. She immediately took a
swig.

“How was your day in this castle?”

“No old ass couples fuckin’ in the ladies
room if that’s what you mean.”

Doug laughed, “That is what I mean.”

“Man!”

“Doris you eating? About to close the
kitchen.”

“No Dougie, thank you.”

He smiled. Doris looked down at her phone.
She frowned, took another swig of beer and answered, “What is
it?!”

Doug heard a man screaming on the other end
of her phone. She got up quickly and walked away from the bar.

• • •

Jeremy was revising his proposal. He took a swig of
beer from the mug, about to change a few words until he felt his
phone vibrating. He looked at his watch. It was Ken. He
answered.

“What Ken?”

“I love you too man.”

“I’m working on this proposal.”

“You got all weekend to do that.”

“This is serious,” Jeremy said, checking the
time: 7:20pm. Train leaves in 40 minutes.

“How much?” Ken said.

“A lot.”

“Come over,” Ken said.

“What?!”

“Drink some beer and have a shot. April is
coming over and bringing her friend, think you met her,
Stephanie.”

“Please, she’s fat!”

“Stephanie ain’t fat man!”

“Yes she is,” Jeremy said. “Too fat for me.
I’m too fit to deal with a fat ass, even to fuck!”

“You’re an asshole!”

“Bye Ken!”

Jeremy hung up on him and went back to his
proposal. It had to be perfect if he was going to land this client.
The commission check would be his biggest yet and the deal would
cement him with the firm as the top consultant. He wanted to swap
out a few ineffective words, but all of a sudden felt his
surroundings changing, but he kept on writing without looking up.
He figured someone had just walked into the bar and was about to
invade his space. Fuck! He felt someone standing near him,
but refused to look up from the screen. Soon his nose caught an
unpleasant odor that turned into a stench within seconds.
Damnit! He looked up from his laptop and saw a man standing
next to him on the left. Fuck this! It was the same beggar
he’d seen in the Great Hall twice before.

Jeremy looked around the bar. Nobody seemed
to notice. The bartender was serving another customer and the woman
that had recently sat down a few stools to his right was texting
angrily into her phone.

“This seat taken?” the man said uncertainly.
His hoarse and cracking voice sounded just as disheveled and
unkempt as his appearance.

“Yes someone is sitting there!” Jeremy
said.

The man just stood there, looking almost like
he needed a seat before he’d collapse. Jeremy huffed, and then
moved his laptop further away from the man. He looked around the
bar for another seat, but more people walked in and took up what
was left. Jeremy couldn’t believe nobody was concerned about a
smelly bum standing at the bar. He was even more surprised when the
bartender looked over at the man like he was a regular customer and
walked toward him. What the fuck?!

“Hey sir how are you?” Doug said
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