He lifted the cup to his lips. But rather
than sip the tea that was in it, he raised it
higher, to the level of his nose. He then
sniffed in the aroma, savouring the appeal of
its flavour. Thereafter, he brought the cup
back to his lips and sipped in its liquid
contents.

On his table was a plate of sandwich and
some paper towels.

As he lowered the cup, a waitress came
over with a tray. On it were two plates of
sandwich and some items of cutlery.

“I have brought you two more plates of
sandwich, just as you requested,” she said as
she dropped them on the table.

He adjusted the pair of plain glasses on
his face and looked up with a smile. “That is
very nice of you. And it is good, too, that
you took the liberty of covering them up
well. My friends are not yet here. But I am
sure they will soon be around.”

The waitress shrugged. “You are sure they
will soon be here? I would have thought that
i*d be more appropriate to serve them
whenever they arrived. I can still take them
back and keep them in the fridge, you
know?”

He looked at the watch on his wrist. “No,
never mind. They will soon be here. I am
quite sure of it.”

“Okay then. Enjoy your meal, sir,” she
said, and walked away with her tray.

After she left, he took another sip of his
tea. He then opened his own plate and
began to eat.

“Sorry we’re late, boss,” someone said
close to him.

He looked up at the three faces in front
of him. They were all dressed in blue jeans
and coloured t-shirts. Unlike him, they
looked much younger in age. He allowed his
eyes to gaze over at his three new visitors as
if he was making an assessment of artefacts
in a museum.

Ele levantou a xicara até os labios Mas ao
invés de sorver o cha, levantou mais alto, até
a altura de seu nariz. Entao cheirou o aroma,
saboreando o apelo de seu sabor. Depois
disso, levou a xicara novamente aos labios e
sorveu o seu conteudo.

Em sua mesa, havia um prato com
sanduiche e algumas toalhas de papel.

Assim que desceu a xicara, uma garconete
veilo com uma bandeja. Nela, havia dois
pratos de sanduiche e alguns talheres.

"Trouxe-lhe mais dois pratos de
sanduiche como pediu," disse enquanto
deixava-os sobre a mesa.

Ele arrumou os 6culos em seu rosto e
olhou para cima com um sorriso. "E muito
gentil da sua parte. E é bom que tenha
tomado a liberdade de cobri-los também.
Meus amigos ainda ndo estdo aqui. Mas
tenho certeza de que logo estardo por aqui."

A garconete deu de ombros. "Tem certeza
de que logo estardo aqui? Pensei que seria
mais  apropriado  servi-los  quando
chegassem. Eu posso leva-los de volta e
manté-los na geladeira, saber"

Ele olhou o relégio em seu pulso. "Nao,
nao tem problema. Eles logo estario aqui.
Tenho quase certeza disso."

"Certo, entdo. Bom apetite, senhor," disse
ela e foi embora com sua bandeja.

Depois que ela foi, tomou mais um gole
de cha. Entao, abriu seu prato e comegou a
comet.

"Desculpe, estamos atrasados, chefe,"
disse alguém proximo a ele.

Olhou para cima para os trés rostos na
sua frente. Todos eles vestiam jeans azul e
camisetas coloridas. Ao contriario dele,
pareciam muito mais jovens. Permitiu-se
olhar fixamente para os trés novos visitantes
como se estivesse fazendo uma avaliacao de
artefatos em um museu.



