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They say it's better to regret something you did than something you didn't do. Whoever came up with the idea first, I guarantee they didn't test it in practice. It seems they left that to us, the gullible ones who fell for the trick. And me among them. Gullible as fuck, obviously. So stupid and crazy, that now I can only eat my own heart out, every moment I breathe. And somehow, it all started with a bite. One juicy, springy bite.

Near the fence in the garden of the tavern, there's a fig tree. Lavish and leafy. I stood barefoot next to it that May evening. Nothing feels better to me than standing barefoot in the grass, even for a second. The sun had just set behind the hills, it was still rosy across the sky. A clear sky, finally. It's only been a couple of days without rain. Whenever there's not too many guests, I sneak out of the kitchen and give myself a minute of peace and respite. Right there by the fig tree. I look across the street, there's a garden that I expand every year. Over time, I've planted all sorts of spices and vegetables, and I've found something to soothe and ease my pain. And people love it, let me tell you. You sit down at the table, glance over and see where your salad was picked from. It's like you're in your own home, so to speak. I guess that's why mostly really nice people have been coming to us for ages. Even though we're a tavern, you somehow come here if you need a spot for peace and a top-notch meal. Not to brag, our menu isn't very extensive, but whatever I prepare for you, you've never tasted better. I can bet my life on it. 

I didn't even hear her walk in. A figure slowly passes right in front of the fig leaves, walking slowly towards the door. Alone. A brown leather jacket and long blonde hair all over it. She clutches a folder with her arms crossed, pauses and stares at something, then opens the door. It's funny now that I think about it, at first I thought it was some new sanitary inspector. And I, hunched over there under the fig tree, exactly as if I were hiding from someone, god forbid. In all these years at the tavern, it's hardly happened more than a few times that a woman herself has dropped by. Especially an unknown one.

"Louie, you're wanted. A girl came to see you about the job."

Bob, the waiter, is peeking out the front door, and this girl is glancing out from behind him. Like an idiot, I quickly put on my Crocs and tighten my apron, then head for the door. I'm suddenly relieved, and only after a few steps do I wonder to myself how I forgot we had put up the ad. She's still nervously clutching that folder across her chest with her left hand. She extends her hand and nods politely. Helena. I offer her a seat at a free table, over there by the window. I don't really have a proper office, this is just a small tavern, after all. Her nails tap lightly on the tablecloth, calming down in an instant only when she catches me looking at them.

"The ad said that someone with no experience would do, so I decided to apply...even though...I mean, I really like and know my way around the kitchen..."

A nervous smile, then silence. She's probably waiting for me to ask something, the poor little thing has no idea that this is my first job interview, too. My whole crew has been here since day one and we all started this together. If there's one thing I'm proud of in my life, it would be that. A few more years, and my good old Bobby will earn his retirement.

"First of all, I need some kind of an assistant. So it's not a big deal if you've never worked in the kitchen. But, thank god, the business is doing good. You have to really put in the effort sometimes. And there's no goofing around."
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