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General Fiction, by Linda L. Rigsbee

At first, it seemed like a good idea. I love to cook and there were six neighbor children who loved to eat. It all got started when I had the bright idea of baking cookies to give out to trick-or-treaters on Halloween.

I had been thinking about going back to work after my husband died. I retired to take care of him, but now I had way too much time on my hands to think about his absence.

Then, along came six cute little neighborhood girls – all between the ages of eight and ten. I studied on my idea until I had it worked out in my mind and then I talked to their parents to make sure they were okay with it. That was when I discovered a few things that made my idea sound even better.

The fact that all the girls lived in different houses didn’t trouble me. Not at first. After all, what difference could it make if I fed six children from different families, or one family? I figured it couldn’t be any more work to cook for six girls than one. How much could they possibly eat?

I cleared it with their parents first. When I say parents, I mean each girl had one parent – single working parents. I felt sorry for them. The odds that each girl was an only child had to be phenomenal, but three of the parents were mothers and three were fathers. I figured it had to be some sign from God or something that this was a job for me.

These six sweet little girls who were so close needed me and I could sure use the exercise. There were other people who needed those jobs. I should leave the jobs for people who needed them, right?

Yeah. Well, I think I was so focused on the odds that I didn’t give the whole picture enough thought.

Monday evening, I didn’t have things timed right for my eggplant casserole and I got there after their parents had come home from work. So, I gave two of the meals to each family. Then I rushed home and cooked more for the other three. They were all delighted and loved the food.

Lesson learned. Either get the food ready earlier or make enough for twelve people. I decided to make enough for twelve people and wait until later in the evening. That way, the parents would be able to eat with their children. It didn’t take any longer to make two big casseroles than one.

Tuesday evening, I cooked a large potato and cheese casserole and split it up into twelve meals. Now, here’s the part where I hadn’t thought it out far enough. I had to carry 6 meals one direction and deliver them, then go back home to get the other six to deliver them in the other direction. By the time I got home, I was exhausted. Of course, part of my intent was to get exercise, but I didn’t want to kill myself the first week. I could have put the meals in the car and delivered them – which I would have to do in inclement weather anyway. Still, I figured there had to be a better way. I didn’t have a wagon anymore, but I did have a folding grocery cart on wheels. I got that out and cleaned it up. Then I lined it with a small throw to insulate and protect the food from dust.

On Wednesday, I delivered the Broccoli and Cheddar soup in the little cart. I spilled a little, but the worst of it is, it wasn’t hot when I got it to the last person. The weather would be getting cold soon and it would be impossible to deliver hot food in one trip – even with a cart. At least they could warm it up.

That was when the parents put their heads together and Rene’s mother presented me with a different approach. They wanted to pay me. I didn’t need the money, but it would help with the groceries and let them retain their pride. Still, it was the second idea that I found most appealing and I wondered why I hadn’t thought of it before. The girls got home before their parents, so why not let them pick up the food? That way, they could all have a hot meal as a family.

I agreed and told her about the exercise issue.

She looked uncomfortable, like maybe she was afraid to say what was on her mind. I lifted my brows in invitation.
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