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​The Man Who Wrote His Dreams on Shopping Receipts
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Every Thursday at 10:07 a.m., Mr Albert Trigg arrived at Green’s Supermarket. He walked with a steady but gentle shuffle, always wearing the same brown hat, a soft wool coat—no matter the season—and shoes polished with such care that they reflected the fluorescent lights of aisle five.

He carried a shopping list folded four times in his inside pocket. He never needed it, but he liked the ritual of unfolding it, glancing at it, and tucking it back inside as if to reassure himself that he was still the kind of man who remembered things.

He bought the same items every week:

– one pint of semi-skimmed milk

– two small tins of baked beans

– a loaf of sliced bread (white, medium-cut)

– one banana, slightly green

– and, if on offer, a packet of digestive biscuits

After paying—always in cash—he would take his receipt, fold it carefully, and sit on the bench just outside the store. There, with a black pen pulled from his coat pocket, he would write a short sentence on the back of the receipt. Something small. Something hopeful. Something that looked, at first glance, like nothing much at all.

Nobody took much notice.

Except Ellie.

Ellie had worked on checkout three for just over a year. She was twenty-four, wore her thick hair in a messy bun, and had a quiet way of watching the world. She had noticed Mr Trigg from her very first week.

She liked the way he greeted everyone the same: a soft “Good morning” and a gentle smile, whether the queue was long or short, the weather grey or bright. She noticed that he always thanked the cashier and the bagger, even when they weren’t paying attention.

But mostly, she noticed the receipts.

At first, she thought he was simply checking his change. Then one day, she went to eat her lunch on the same bench—only to find a crumpled receipt left behind. It had blown under the bench leg. She picked it up to throw it away.

On the back, in neat handwriting, it said:

“One day, I’ll walk barefoot through the sea again.”

Ellie paused. She turned it over. His usual list: milk, beans, bread.

But this? This was something else.

The next week, she waited.

At 10:06, she switched lanes with a colleague so she could be at checkout three. At 10:07, right on time, Mr Trigg arrived.

As always, he placed his five items gently on the belt.

“Good morning,” he said.

“Good morning,” Ellie replied. “Lovely day.”

He nodded, smiled. She handed him the receipt. He folded it. She watched him sit outside. She saw the pen come out.

That afternoon, she pretended to drop her locker key so she could go and “look” under the bench again.

“Maybe there is still time to learn Italian.”

From then on, she began to collect them. Not every one—some disappeared, carried off by wind or taken by curious pigeons. But most weeks, she’d find one folded and tucked between the slats of the bench. Sometimes tucked under the corner of a leaflet. Once, inside a crisp packet.

Each message was short. Hopeful. Dream-like.

“I wonder what it’s like to see snow fall in Kyoto.”

“Next spring, perhaps I’ll plant sunflowers.”

“I should call Peter. It's only been twenty years.”

Ellie started to write them down in a little notebook. Her flat was small and grey, her job often long and dull—but these sentences became bright pockets in her week.

She never told anyone.

Then one Thursday, he didn’t come.

She waited by checkout three. She even delayed her break in case he was late. But no sign of the brown hat, the shiny shoes, or the careful list.

She waited the next week too.

And the week after.

Nothing.

She checked the local paper nervously, the hospital notices. Nothing again.

Then, three weeks after his last visit, something changed.

Ellie went to sit on the bench during her break, feeling heavier than usual. She looked down out of habit—and there it was.

A folded receipt.

She opened it with trembling fingers.

“For the girl with the messy bun: Thank you for seeing me.”

She blinked. Looked around. The car park was quiet. No sign of anyone familiar. Just the pigeons, the wind, the long rows of shopping trolleys.

Mr Trigg never returned.

But Ellie kept the note. She stuck it on her fridge with a magnet shaped like a dolphin.

From time to time, she would pull out her little notebook and read through the dreams he had left behind. She read them slowly, like poems, like weather forecasts for the soul.

And every now and then, on her own shopping receipt, she would write something small on the back and leave it on the bench.

“One day, I’ll learn how to make my mother’s soup.”

“Maybe I will move by the sea.”

“I saw a cloud today shaped like a laughing cat.”

She never signed them.

But someone started taking them.

And that, she thought, would have made Mr Trigg smile.
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​L’uomo che scriveva i suoi sogni sugli scontrini della spesa
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Ogni giovedì alle 10:07, il signor Albert Trigg arrivava al supermercato Green’s. Camminava con un passo lento ma deciso, sempre con lo stesso cappello marrone, un morbido cappotto di lana — a prescindere dalla stagione — e scarpe lucidate con tanta cura da riflettere le luci al neon del corridoio cinque.

Portava una lista della spesa piegata quattro volte nella tasca interna del cappotto. Non ne aveva mai davvero bisogno, ma gli piaceva il rito di aprirla, dare un’occhiata e poi richiuderla come per rassicurarsi di essere ancora il tipo di uomo che ricorda le cose.
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