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“Fucking people.  Ham sandwich!”  The homeless man yelled as Jake and his girlfriend Dunn walked past.  It startled Jake for a moment, and then he laughed a bit, shaking his head in mock disgust.
“Stupid hobo’s” he said and Dunn jabbed him in the ribs with her elbow.  He started to go on one of his tirades about how they could get a job, but stopped when she gave him a stern look.  He knew enough that going down this road would lead to a cold shoulder instead of nice little tussle under the covers, so he let it slide.
“You know, you could try to see it from their perspective.  You have the benefit of options this guy might not have had.”  Dunn was her nickname.  Her full first name was Dunsany, after the poet and fantasy Lord Dunsany.  This tidbit always seemed to fit in perfectly with how Jake viewed her; eclectic and bohemian with a touch of aristocracy.  She wore ancient cowboy boots, tight jeans and a neon pink see through blouse with pearl earrings that looked like they had been stolen from an ancient duchess.
“True.  I have the benefit of a firm little number on my arm and he doesn’t.” Jake reached in and grabbed Dunn around the waist and it caused her already tight neon pink blouse to hug closer, accentuating her very enjoyable features.
“ It might not be his fault that he’s homeless, AND you don’t need to be a jerk about him.  He isn’t harming anyone.”  She pulled away a little and stared into him with her bright green eyes.  He thought up a quick and easy promise that would make him sound good, but also allow him to weasel out of it later.
“Look, how about I take this guy out for coffee, tomorrow?  Ask him what’s what, maybe see if I can help.  But if I end up dead in an alleyway it’s your fault.”  She laughed at that, and then made him promise he would do it. 

He wasn’t going to even look at the guy.  But the lie bothered him, because it was a lie to someone he cared about.  Jakes father loomed at the back of his mind, his deeply lined face wreathed in the cigarette smoke from the Pal Mal’s that always seemed to be stuffed in one pocket or another.  Jake, he said, a man is only as good as his word.  You can be a deadbeat, or get into nightly fights at the bar and still be an okay guy.  Be a liar, and you aint worth shit to anyone.  So when he heard the homeless guy yelling at random people the war of indifference and lust from the previous night lost to parental conditioning.  Ten years in the grave and two thousand miles away, his father still corrected his life.
“Fish, fuck.”  As Jake got closer and actually looked he noticed that the guy was much younger than he thought.  The beard and dirty clothes made him seem older than Jakes twenty seven years, but under the grime Jake could see this kid wasn’t even in his twenties.
“Hey, uh…you want some coffee or something?”  Jake asked, the air at once filled with awkwardness.  The kid looked at him and yelled “Waffles!”  Jake took this as a no, and started to go on his way, but the kid piped up, “Were you going to get coffee anyway or not?”
“Yeah.  Probably a bagel or something, too.”  A small war seemed to fill the kid, and he twitched and shook his head until he came out with an “Okay, sure.”
“Fingernails!  Brioche” the kid yelled, slumping into his chair.  He stared at the cornucopia of pastries that he had ordered and Jake had paid for.  Jake lifted his cup of coffee at the kid and gave a little salute.  The kid did the same and they each began to nibble on their respective pastries, sipping the coffee intermittedly.  When enough time had passed Jake broke the silence and dove right into it.
“So, you seem pretty healthy, except for the quick bursts of yelling.  Do you have Tourette’s?  You know they fall over themselves to hire people like that.  Looks good on a company resume.”  Jake took a sip of his coffee.
“What is this, you going to convert me or something?  I don’t mind a conversation, it’s been a while, donut, and even a homeless guy like me can get lonely believe it or not.  But if you’re selling…”  Jake cut him off.
“”No, nothing like that.  If anything you’ll convert me.  My girlfriend said I should be nicer to people and if I get to know them she thinks maybe I won’t be so misanthropic.  What’s you’re name?”
“Lucas, sausage!”  He said.  Another café patron gave the two of them an odd look and walked past.  “Just Lucas.  And the homeless thing is kind of self inflicted.  Convert you, huh?”
Jake laughed.  He took another sip of his coffee, “See, I think that we have enough ways to get the homeless off the street and that if people want out they can.  So you haven’t changed my mind yet.”  Lucas gave him a sardonic glare, his grubby bearded face shifted and moved as he forced a large glazed donut into his mouth and chewed, his eyes never leaving Jake’s.
After all the donut had been chewed and a few muffled grunts of Tourette’s pumped out Lucas nodded and said “Heat death.”
“I’m sorry, is that another mouth fart or did you mean to say heat death?”
“Heat death.”  Lucas leaned in conspiratorially, “See, you probably have a clean room, right?  You spend time picking up your socks, washing them, folding them, and every time you do a little more energy is expended into the universe.  Eventually, over time, all that heat from that work just gets piled up not doing anything.  Scrambled eggs.  There will come a time when the universe will reach a kind of equilibrium, where all the energy will be even.  Combustion cars won’t be able to work because they require energy transfer, and if there’s no energy transfer, there’s no movement.  Get it?”
Jake had been nodding, but now he shook his head.  “No.  That doesn’t even sound right.”  Lucas shifted in his chair and tried again.
“Okay.  Ripples in a Lucky Charms, fuck, pond.  The pond starts off smooth.  You touch it and it ripples, all the ripples going back and forth, crossing over each other, toast, but after a while it all goes back to being smooth.  That’s what’s going to happen to the universe.  It’s all going to stop because no one will be able to start any ripples.  So I’m just conserving energy and slowing the inevitable.”
“Sure.  What’s the real reason?”  Jake arched an eyebrow.
“I’m psychic.”  Jake almost snorted his coffee.  He shrugged and started to tidy up his mess indicating that his part in this was coming to a close when he looked up at Lucas.  
The kid was in tears.  He let out a deep sigh and stuffed some more pastries into his mouth, grunting at the people walking past.
“Okay.  You’re psychic.  How’s that make you homeless?”  Jake pushed his heat death ensuring coffee aside and leaned in.  Lucas was rocking back and forth a little, and Jake could see he was working hard to say something and fighting over saying nothing.  Lucas pursed his lips and fought but eventually his story forced its way out.
“I can tell what the last thing a person ate is.”  Jake tried really hard not to laugh, but it poured out of him.
“Waffles.”  The kid said.  Jake began to slow down his laughing.  “Not just waffles, Eggo waffles.  With raspberry jam and cream cheese.  You made it into a sandwich.  A waffle sandwich.”
Jake stopped laughing.  That was precisely what he had for breakfast.  “See, now you’re thinking it’s impossible, bacon and eggs, or that I’m scamming you.  But as we go on, you’ll know I’m telling the truth.  None of this is part of my ability, it’s just what happens to soy butter on wheat germ toast! Everyone I know.  You’ll doubt, then believe, maybe think about how you or I can cash in on this ability.  Then you’ll start to worry.  You’ll worry that oatmeal maybe I can do more than that.  Like read your mind.  And you’ll start to get scared.  You’ll push me away.  Even though there are much more dangerous things out there than me telling you what you ate or even reading your mind.”
There was a long pause between them as Jake thought all of these things.
“Could you…not…say what people ate?” He asked.  He was still incredulous, couldn’t believe what this kid was saying, but the precise details of his breakfast was still throwing him off.  He imagined the lengths this kid would have to go through to find out what he had for breakfast in the off chance they would meet.
“No, I can’t.  I just blurt it out.  If I fight doing it, it just drives me crazy until I yell it.”
“Did my girlfriend put you up to this?”
Lucas sneered.  “No.  Brioche.”  It could have been a lucky guess, the woman behind him was taking the last bite of her brioche.  Jake saw that the food in front of Lucas was mostly uneaten.
“And you made me order all this so that you could yell out pastries and no one would pay too much attention.”
“Yeah, and people are always eating.  People.  All the time.  Just stuffing their faces.”  Lucas began to gather all the pastries and put them into a shopping bag he produced from his pocket.  “Thanks, man.  At least I gave you an interesting day, huh?”
He just up and walked away, giving the other café patrons a wide berth, and Jake suddenly became very uneasy.  There was something here he was missing, and he had the overwhelming urge to break up with his girlfriend.
