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THE DIAMOND DINNER


Gertrud was in the kitchen, making coffee when she heard a loud shout of pain from the living room.


“Ouch… ow, that hurt,” Osvald roared. Who left a fork in the couch?”


“Oh,” Gertrud answered, “That’s not good. Are You okay, honey?”


“Yes, but… that hurt. Sitting on a fork isn’t nice.”


“Of curse not. But at least you weren’t injured… That’s the most important thing.


Osvald waltzed into the kitchen, holding the infamous fork in his hand.


“No, but it could’ve gone much worse. We can’t have kitchen utensils lying around in the furniture. I come home from work, mind my own business, throw myself onto the couch, and just like that, I’ve been forked.”


Gertrud stroked his cheek. “There, there, honey. Let me comfort you… and I’ll make sure it doesn’t happen again. The neighbor’s little boy was here for a few hours around noon. I agreed to watch him while his mom was out running an important errand. The kid isn’t very well-behaved; he went through all our things. And he abducted the fork that…”


“Why, I oughta…” Osvald interrupted in rage.


But Gertrud continued: “Let’s not dwell on it. Here, I have something to cheer you op. There you are. A cup of coffee and a reheated Danish pastry.


And it was exactly what Osvald needed. Nothing solves a crisis like coffee and warm pastries, whether an international scandal or an accident on your couch. He was enjoying himself, and before long, he had forgotten the painful event. Is there anything better than a home and a kind wife who serves coffee and warm snacks at the end of a long workday? In a sense, it made just that: sense. His chipper mood was restored.


Gertrud walked into the living room and sat down with her cup of coffee.


“I have something to tell you.”


“Yes, honey? What is it?”


“Well. Another kale plant has gone missing from the vegetable patch.”


Osvald looked at her with a mystified expression on his face.


“You don’t say. What makes a person go steal a couple of kale plants in the cover of night, only to disappear like the morning mist?”
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