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 To Sweeten the
World







by
Rebecca Milton


The Cathedral
of St. Michael, the Arch Angel, is down the street from the bakery
where I work. The bakery that I am part owner of. I go there on my
lunch break, sit out front, have my lunch and then, I go inside and
light a candle. Whom I light the
candle for changes daily. Friends, family, and strangers I
have seen that day who have sorrow in their eyes, a stooped back
from carrying the weight of life.






Sometimes I
simply light a candle for hope. I never light them for myself; I was told you cannot or should not
do that. Being selfish is a sin and so, the candles I light
are for someone else. Always. When
I have eaten, lit the candle,
prayed, I take the long way back to the bakery. It’s not that I
don’t want to go back, that I
dislike the job; I just like to be
out and among the people. I like the faces, the voices. I like to
be with them as much as I can.






There are many
people who come into the bakery, but they seem to get quiet, they
hush as they look at the display case, the hundreds of pastries and
cakes, pies, cookies. The sweet delights that myself and my two
sisters, Eva and Gwen make every day. The name of the bakery is
Sisters Three, and we are the
sisters three. We have been baking, running this shop, together for
over fifteen years.






We all started
in grandma Salina’s kitchen. Sundays, the air filled with flour,
our faces covered with sugar and frosting, our hands always pink
scrubbed clean. Here we learned to make the perfect pie crusts, the
thinnest of filo dough. We made tarts and cakes, cookies and
breads. Grandma was a patient but very strict teacher. Her father
had been a baker in Italy, a shop called Dolce, and she had worked in Castilian’s, the largest and
best bakery in town.






She had her
own bakery which she wanted to hand down to us and, when she passed
away, we took it over, baking the
things she had, the way she had. Our eldest sister, Gwen, went to
pastry school in Florence, and she
brought new ideas, new tastes, and new creations to the shop when
she came home. Eva had gone to art school and learned to paint and
sculpt. She could create cakes that were almost too beautiful, too
stunning to eat.






Myself, I had
stayed by grandma’s side and learned every trick, every nuance she
had learned in her life. I didn’t do anything fancy, but I retained
the exact flavors, textures and delights that had made grandma’s
shop, La Luna, as popular and successful as it was.






When she died,
we closed the shop for a week and decided that, when we opened it
again, we should rename it. La Luna was grandma’s and even though
we were doing very much what she had done, we worried that Gwen’s
new creations and Eva’s cakes might upset some of the
traditionalists. People can be very particular about their baked
goods.






We didn’t want
to alienate any of the regular customers while we attempted to draw
new ones in. Grandma’s shop was very old world, we three decided to
spruce it up, bring in younger clientele. So, we closed, did some
slight remodeling and, we renamed the place The Sisters Three.






When we
reopened, the regulars were so happy to see that we hadn’t changed
too much. They could still find their favorites, just the way they
were made by grandma’s hands for over forty-five years. The more
adventurous could find new delights, new flavors crafted by Gwen. Our business
thrived.






We were
reviewed in the newspaper,
something grandma would never have
allowed. There were stories about us in the papers and on the news,
the old style bakery being infused with the new. The granddaughters are carrying on the age-old baking traditions and adding a modern twist. So we worked, Tuesday through
Sunday, five in the morning until four in the afternoon. We baked,
we displayed, we greeted the customers, we put out samples, we took orders for cakes. We sweetened the
world, as our grandma had always said.






“I do this,”
she told us when we asked why she loved to bake so much, “because
the world can be sour, bitter and sick. I bake to sweeten the
world.”






That’s why I
did it, because I too, wanted to sweeten the world.






***






A pie is
perfect before it is cut. It is a perfect combination of visual
delight, olfactory wonder and oral anticipation. The mouth waters,
wonders, fantasizes about the flavorful journey it is about to
embark on. The pie is perfect before it is cut. Once it is cut,
it’s still good, but its singular perfection is now marred and changed forever. Some of the filling
spills out, the crust cracks, the symmetry is gone.






I didn’t eat
pie for this reason. I loved to bake them, put them together, fill
them will a variety of wonders. But, once they were pulled from the
oven, and I gazed upon their
doomed perfection, I had no desire to eat one. I made excellent
pies. They were our best seller. I made thousands of them. I wish
to this day that I had eaten just
one.






***






In the first
fifteen years that my sisters and I ran the bakery, changes had taken place. Gwen had gone on
vacation, back to Europe, and met a man who was a professor of
literature at a university in
town. Many of his students would come into our shop on the way to
classes to get a Danish, a pastry, a donut for their breakfast.






They spent a
lovely two weeks together, when she returned he was all she talked
about. You would have thought Europe existed only in his eyes, his
thoughts, his words. We met him one Saturday morning. He came into
the shop to see her. He was kind, handsome, and it was obvious that he loved Gwen a great
deal.






Within
the year, they were married. Eva
made the cake, and they were
married at The Cathedral. Many customers came by the shop the few
days before to congratulate her, wish her well. They were happy.
Gwen found new joy in her work and created some of the most
incredible confections for the shop.






For a month or
so, I had noticed Eva was quiet, sullen, she didn’t have an
interest in the work. She still
did her job, did it well, but her joy was not there. I assumed she
was jealous of Gwen and wished she could find a man, a husband to
be with, to give her the same happiness. One Tuesday morning,
shortly after Gwen was married, Eva and I were alone in the shop
rolling pie crusts, and I decided
to speak to her about it.






“You will find
a nice man,” I said to her, “you will be as happy as Gwen.” She
said nothing, just continued to
roll and fold the dough. “It’s all right to be a little jealous,” I
went on, “I am, a little myself. It doesn’t mean you’re a bad person, and it doesn’t mean you don’t love Gwen and
aren’t happy for her. It’s normal.”






“I’m not
normal,” Eva shouted.






Then, she took
off her apron and ran out the back door. Gwen showed up soon
after, and we had to work very
hard to catch up. As it was, we closed early because we sold out of
what Gwen and I were able to make that morning. After we closed,
Lily, a girl who helped us out
working the register and cleaning up, swept the floors and closed
up the shop.






Gwen and I had
sat in the back wondering about Eva. We had called her, but she
didn’t answer the phone. She had been gone the entire day. I wiped
down the baking tables, set up for
the next morning’s work, and Gwen
went over a few ideas for things she wanted to try when Eva stepped
in the back door. She looked sad, tired and lost.






“I’m sorry,”
she said, “I sorry that I left you alone today.” I hugged her, sat
her down, and told her we were fine.






“What
happened, sweetie,” Gwen said, “is there something wrong?” Eva was
quiet for a long time. We said nothing, just let her take her time. Finally, she took a
deep breath and spoke.






“I have a
girlfriend,” she said, “I have been hiding her because I didn’t...
I didn’t know how you would feel. If you would be mad, if you
would... stop loving me. After Gwen got married, I felt awful that I didn’t bring her to the
wedding, that I have been hiding her. I just didn’t know what to
do.”






Gwen and I
took Eva in our arms, held her, kissed her, and assured her that we
would never stop loving her.






“Her name is
Matilda. I call her Matty and, I
love her.”






Gwen and I
were very happy for her, and we
demanded to meet her immediately. Eva called her, and Matty came to the shop. We opened some
wine and got to know her. She was
a lovely girl, a banker, and she
obviously loved our sister a great deal. Matty started working for
us on weekends. She would come in and work the register, arrange
the display cases. Basically, spend the day with Eva. The shop was
filled with love.






***






So, Gwen was
married, Eva was planning on being married, and I saw myself becoming a spinster. A woman
who baked pies, ran a shop and went home alone. I would eventually
gain three hundred pounds and die alone. I tried not to let my
sisters see my sadness. I worked hard, was always happy, cheery,
friendly. I loved Gwen’s husband and Matty.






At night,
however, I would walk home alone. Eat dinner alone, go to bed
alone. I would walk the long way back to the bakery after my lunch
so that I could be among the people. Take a humanity bath as I
called it. I was still alone but, it made me feel less lonely.






Then, I had
the dream.






I was by
myself in the shop, in the back, rolling out pie crust when the
door opened. A very fine looking man stepped in and looked about
confused. I asked him if he was lost, and he said he was. He had been looking for his new
home and thought this door was it. I told him he was wrong, it was a
bakery. He sat and chatted with me; he was charming and kind.






While we
talked he cut a figure out of the dough on the table. It was the
shape of a man, the shape of himself. I admired his handiwork, and he seemed pleased. Then, he
stepped to me, and he kissed me. A
long, slow kiss that I dreamed about even in dreams. He ran his
hands over my body, unbuttoned my blouse and kissed the tops of my
breasts.






After a while,
he told me he had to leave, but, he said, if I wanted to see him
again, he winked. He kissed me again and then slipped out the back
door. I woke, feeling very excited, very naughty.






In the shower
that morning, while I got ready for work, I recalled the
dream, and I slid my hands down my
body, over my breasts and between my legs. I thought of the kiss
while I rubbed my throbbing clit.






There in the
shower, thinking of my dream lover, I gave myself the most glorious
orgasm. It lasted quite some time and left me shaking, smiling and
ready for the day. When I got to the shop, I was unlocking the door
when Gwen showed up, she gave me a look.






“What,” I said
to her, “what are you looking at?” She smiled.






“What did you
do last night, you have a glow... A freshly fucked glow.” She
laughed, and I blushed. We went
inside. Eva and Matty showed up,
and Gwen kept giving me a hard time.






“I think our
dear sister got herself some last night,” she said. I denied it, of
course because it wasn’t true. I wasn’t going to tell them about
the dream or the shower. I just told them they were crazy.






“I had no
date,” I said, “and I certainly didn’t get any. I’m not getting
any, trust me.”






“Why not,”
Matty said, “you should be getting some. You know you’re beautiful,
right?” I looked at her, shocked. “Please,” she continued, “you
sisters are some of the most beautiful women I have ever met.
All of you. I mean, Eva is
obviously the most beautiful,” she laughed and hugged Eva, “but, you are all stunning.”






I never even
gave it a thought. I knew Gwen and Eva were lovely. I figured it
was because they had gone into the world, had adventures. I stayed
home, stayed by grandma’s side. I always thought of myself as
plain, unremarkable. Now, hearing Matty say this, I was a little
surprised.






I found myself
looking in the mirror in the bathroom while I washed my hands that
day. I really looked. I had lovely, round, buoyant breasts, fine,
delicate features, slender waist, and curvy hips. My eyes were a
pleasant blue. I wasn’t ugly, by any means, but, I never thought of
myself as beautiful.






“What does it
matter,” I told my reflection, “you have no idea how to meet a man,
you’ve never had a date... Stop being silly and go bake pies.”






It was true.
Twenty-six years old and I was a virgin. I had never been on a
date, never kissed a boy. I had baked. That’s all. Since I was in
high school, I had gone to school
and then gone to grandma’s shop and baked. Now, my sisters were in
relationships, and I was alone. I
didn’t even know how to meet a man.






“Three hundred
pounds, alone and dead,” I told my reflection, “that’s the future
for you.”






***






Two nights
later, I had the dream again. This time, he pushed me down on the
table; he lifted my skirt, and he put his mouth between my legs. I
could feel his tongue on me, touching me where I touched myself. It
was warm and soft. He licked me, pushed his fingers deep inside me.
I had never felt anything like that. I lay on the flour-covered table, my body arching to the
ceiling and I cried out in pleasure. After he was done, he told me that he liked my pie.
Smiled and left. I woke feeling spent, wet between my legs. I felt good.






“Are we doing
anything special for Valentine's Day,” Gwen asked when she came
into the shop one morning. “We
need to do something different.”






“Heart-shaped cookies, cakes, tarts, the usual
stuff,” Eva said, “they sell fine.”






“Boring,” Gwen
said, “you can get that stuff at Walmart, we need something
unique.”






Valentine's
Day was two weeks away, so we challenged each other to come up with
something new and unique for the shop. I agreed, but since I was
single, my heart was certainly not into it. We all agreed that,
in one week, we would meet in the
kitchen on the day off and present our ideas.






A week went by,
and I almost forgot about the challenge. I had to bring some idea
in. I got my grandma’s old cookbooks down from a shelf in the closet and poured
through them. Nothing interesting or out of the ordinary. I pulled
down a box of her old, hand-written recipes and in a sepia envelope, at the
bottom of the box, I found a
recipe for something called a love pie. The paper was hand written,
in Italian. The recipe was for a simple pie, nothing out of the
ordinary, it could be filled with anything, apple, cherries,
blueberries - a truly simple
pie.






Then, at the
bottom on the page it said from here, proceed with much care.
Turning the paper over I kept reading. The recipe said that before
the top crust was put on the pie, the baker was to write, with a
fine drizzle of chocolate, on a small piece of filo dough, the name
of the person who was loved. The filo dough was then placed in the
pie, covered and baked. When the pie was given to the person whose
name was drizzled on the dough, they would fall in love with
the person who gave them the
pie, and they would live happily
together forever.






“That is so
perfect,” Eva cried when I told them what I had found, “what a
great idea. We can write up the story on a board, put it in the window and take orders for Love
Pies to be picked up on Valentine's Day. What a great, fun,
idea.”






We all agreed
it was a unique idea and exactly what we had been looking for. So,
I had the story printed that
morning and placed in the window. By the end of the first day, we
had orders for thirty love pies. By mid-week, we had orders for one
hundred and sixty. Finally, four days before Valentine's Day, we
had over three hundred and fifty pie orders. We had to stop taking
orders so that we could make pies.






We closed the
shop two days before Valentine's Day, hung a sign in the window
that said: Quiet Please, Love Pies Being Baked. For two
whole days, the three of stayed in the kitchen and baked pies. With
each order, we took we asked for
the type of pie they wanted; apple, peach, blueberry or cherry and
the name of the person who the pie was going to be given to.






“Are we really
going to do the filo dough thing,” Gwen asked.






“Of course we
are,” Eva said, “that’s the whole point, the magic of the pie. We
can’t cut corners, not when love is on the line.” Gwen laughed,
agreed, and we set about making the love pies.






At six o’clock
in the morning on Valentines' Day all three hundred and fifty pies
were baked, boxed and sitting on shelves waiting to be picked up.
People were already waiting outside the shop when we opened our
doors. All the pies were collected, and we ended up baking three dozen more during the day. All in all, the love
pie was a stunning success.






“Well,” Gwen
said as we sat in the kitchen at the end of the day, “looks like a
tradition is born.” Gwen slipped the pie she had baked with her
husband’s named drizzled in chocolate on filo dough into a box. Eva
did the same for Matty. They stood looking at me.






“I don’t eat
pie,” I said to them, “you know this.” They said nothing but they
each hugged me, gave me a kiss and wished me happy Valentine's Day
just the same. They left to see their loves, and I closed up the shop. I went home alone, had
dinner alone and went to bed alone.






That night, in
the dream, we sat and drank wine
at the table in the shop. We talked about life, words, baking. He
pushed me down on the table
again; he put his lips on my pussy
again. He climbed on top of me,
and he slipped his lovely, hard cock inside me. I could feel it; it seemed so real. My legs
wrapped around his back, pulling him into me, sending him
deeper.






He moved his
hands down and under my bottom, holding me, driving himself into
me. I could feel all of it. His fingers digging into my ass, his
breath on my neck and, above all, his hard cock moving in and out
of me, filling me. I had orgasm
after orgasm and woke myself screaming with passion. I lay in my
bed, alone in the dark, my sheets drenched, my heart pounding. Who
was this man, why did he keep showing up in my dreams?






***






The Love Pies
had been a stunning success, not just in a remunerative sense but
in a romantic sense as well. One year later, as we prepared to
embark on the love pies again, Eva was still with Matty, Gwen was
ready to give birth to her first child and we had cards and letters
from about sixty people who said the pie had worked. So, we made a
new sign hung up some of the testimonies and took orders. Me, I was
still single and still having the dreams. They were more detailed,
lasting longer and still very real. Still in each dream, I never
asked him his name.






We had more
than five hundred orders this time around. The local news did
stories about us and the pies. People who had bought them last year
talked about how they actually worked. It was great publicity, and we were very busy. The pie story
attracted many new customers, and
we were selling everything not just love pies. We had to hire two new people to help us, we had become
so popular.






We closed for
three days so that we could bake all the pies. On Valentine's Day,
the people were lined up even before we opened. We sold all five
hundred pies plus twenty-seven more ordered during the day. It was
a wonderful day. Eva and Gwen made pies of their own again and I,
well, I didn’t eat pie.






That night,
after I closed up the shop, I went to the cathedral, and I lit a candle. I lit it for the man in my
dream. I prayed that he would continue to visit me. I thanked God
for the love that I had, even if it was simply a dream. That night,
I fell asleep on the couch. I was so exhausted from the week, I had two glasses of wine, then I just
slipped into dreams while I watched TV. He was there again. We
talked, we laughed, and I told him that I was happy to have him,
even if he was just a dream.






“I can be
more,” he said to me, “you know I can.” I didn’t understand, I
tried to get him to explain, but he made love to me instead, taking
me from behind, bending me over the table, pulling up my skirt,
slipping his cock into me. Grasping my hips and driving himself
deep into me.






I felt him
come inside me, felt the heat, the force of his orgasm. I lay
still; he kissed my back then
pulled my skirt down. I turned to him and kissed him. I tried to
ask his name, but the words would
not come out. He opened the door to the back of the shop and smiled
at me before he left, “You know,” he said again. But, I didn’t.






***






The next year,
we had so many orders for Love Pies we had to close for a
week, and we hired three women to
help us in the kitchen. Eva and Matty had gotten married, and they were looking into adopting a
child. Gwen had given birth to a lovely little boy they named
Keats. And I, well, I was still dreaming.






That
Valentine's Day, after the shop was closed, and everyone was gone, I sat in the kitchen and
accepted the fact that I would be alone. I thought that this love
pie tradition would be mine. I was the one who brought the idea. I
was the one who started it. I would look forward to it, giving as
many people in the world joy as I could.






“Look at me,
grandma,” I said to the silent shop, “I am making the world a
little more sweet.” I washed my hands in the bathroom, looked at
myself in the mirror, and wondered if I was still beautiful. I
laughed at my foolishness and went home.






The dream was
short that night. He came into the kitchen as usual, smiled, said
to me; “You know,” then he left. I woke with a start. Why did he
leave so quickly? What did I know? I thought for a while and then,
I got up and dressed. I went down to the shop. It was a Sunday
night, and we were closed on
Mondays. I went in the back door, into the kitchen and started to
work.






I made a pie
crust, rolled it out, put into a pan, and crimped the edges. I
filled it with apples; I made the
top crust. I looked at it; I
didn’t know what to do next. I sat and thought. Then, after an
hour, maybe more, I got filo dough. I cut the shape of a man out of
it. I drizzled the word “dream” on it, put it into the pie, put the
top crust on and slid the pie into the oven. I sat in silence,
thinking myself a complete fool. The pie was finished. I removed it from the oven and let it cool.






While it
cooled I began to feel silly. Finally, I put the pie in a box and
headed home. The sun was coming up, and I stopped by the cathedral. It was quiet and
still. I lit a candle for... for love. I know it was a silly thing
to light a candle for, but still. I sat in a pew for a moment and
gathered my thoughts, and when I
left, I left the pie on the pew.






That night, he
didn’t come. He didn’t come the next night or the next. In fact, he
never came again. He remained a memory, but he never visited my
dreams again. I was sad for several months, wishing he would
return. Finally, I gave up. I told myself it was never meant to
last, that I would be fine. I was.
Life was fine. Eventually, my heart didn’t hurt any longer. I
stopped wishing for him in my dreams. I lived my life, and all was well.






***






As the years
passed, the love pies remained
popular. We became world famous because of them. The month of
January we started taking orders for pies. We got orders from
people in other states. We had to hire help every year to help us fill orders and ship pies. Keats
grew up and graduated from culinary college.






Matty and Eva
adopted a baby girl, and she was
starting college. I remained single but happy. The years rolled by; Eva’s daughter spent her weekends with me
learning how to bake the way my grandmother did. She was gifted and
had great instincts. I was proud of her, but I told her to have a
life, go on dates, and see the world.






“The world is
more than the walls of a kitchen,”
I said to her one morning. “See
it, feel it, live in it. Fall in love, Make sure you’re happy.” I
think she understood. She came to the shop less and less. She
helped us on Valentine's Day, but she went to law school like her
mom and ended up going to Washington and working for the DA.






***






The sisters
three got older, slower, and softer. Keats turned out to be a
wonderful baker, and he slowly
took over the shop. We still worked but only three or four days a
week. He had a new crew, expanded the place, put in a coffee shop,
then a restaurant. It was
extremely popular and a critical favorite. Keats would travel to
Europe every year and find new creations to bring home. One year,
the Sisters three went with him.






We went to
Italy, saw the sites, ate, drank and had the most wonderful time.
One morning, very early, I walked the streets of Trieste and found
a little bakery called Dolce. I walked
in; the place smelled so good. Even though I had been a
baker all my life, this shop smelled different, unique. I had a
cappuccino and a sweet cream bun. I sat at a table outside,
watching the street come to life. At the
table next to me, a
handsome gentleman sat sipping coffee and munching a sweet bun as
well. I smiled at him, and he
toasted me with his coffee.






“This is
perfect,” I said to him in Italian and he perked up, smiled and
agreed.






“This is the
best bakery,” he said to me, “all my life I have come here. I have
only tasted better one time in my life.” We chatted about the
bakery, about life. I told him I was from the United States, and he told me he had visited there
once, years ago when he was young. I told him about my bakery, my
sisters. I called them, and they
came and joined us.






When we told
him about the love pies, he told us that we were angels and that we
had given much love to the world. We stayed for an hour or so and
then, my sisters, and I went off
to see the sights. The day before we were set to go home we
returned to Trieste. I walked to Dolce, as I stood at the counter
looking at the display it hit me.






“I don’t
suppose you knew Arturo Gortissa,”
I asked the older woman behind the counter. She smiled and nodded.
She disappeared in the back room and came back with a very old,
framed photograph. She came around the counter and stood beside me.
She pointed to a man in the picture.






“Arturo,” she
said, “he was my great grandfather’s best friend. This was great
grandfather’s shop.” I told her Arturo was my great grandfather, and we shared stories of our lives.
My sisters came, and they were
thrilled. We stayed and had coffee, shared recipes and laughed.






“So,” she said
to us, “you too have made the world a little sweeter.” My heart
sang, remembering what my grandma had said, seeing now where it
came from.






“Did you know
about the love pie,” I asked her.






“Of course,”
she said, “Arturo, he was the one who came up with the idea, my
grandfather told me, for Valentine's Day. But, the war came and,
they never did make them. A nice idea but … silly, you know. Love
in a pie.” We were all quiet for a moment. “But, it works, you say, back in the states, the
pie, it works?”






“It sells,” I
said, “who knows if it works.”






“It works,” a
voice behind us said, we turned,
and there was the old man we had met before, “this love pie, it
works.” He joined us at the counter.






“Does it
really,” Gwen said, “how do you know?” The old man leaned on the
counter, his eyes with a very
faraway look and he was still.






“I was without
love,” he started to speak, “all my life, I was without love. I had
a dream, a woman, in my mind. I saw her. I spoke to her. We met in
the kitchen in my dreams. We
talked, and we made love. It was
so... real. So perfect. All my
life I waited for this woman, but she never came. She stayed,
here,” he pointed to his head,
“but also here,” he pointed to his heart.






“I took a trip
to America, long ago. I went to many cities and saw many people. I
was looking for her, for my woman in my head. My dream. I didn’t
find her.” He sat down and took out his wallet, pulled a picture from it and put it on the table
in front of himself and smiled.






“The night
before I was to come home, I stopped at a beautiful cathedral, I
lit a candle, for love I did. Then I slid into a pew and prayed.
When I stood to leave, I saw a box sitting there alone. On the box
was printed, a love pie for you, happy Valentine’s Day from The
Sisters Three.” He touched the photograph and smiled again.






“I went back
to my hotel and, I ate that pie. I ate the whole thing. It was very
good. In the morning, I went to the airport, and my plane was over booked, they asked for
people to give up a seat. I wasn’t very eager to get back so, I
said, I would wait. The next day, I went back, and they gave me a seat on a flight back that
morning. A first-class seat, they
gave me. Well, I walked onto the plane, I sat in my first-class seat and next to me,” he pointed to the
photo, “she sat down.”






He looked at
the picture, touched it gently,
and his eyes got misty. “We talked. We laughed. We fell in love so
far in the air over the ocean. She was my dream woman, and she came to me, because of that pie.
I believe it.”






He put the
picture slowly back in his wallet as he talked, “We landed, went straight to the church, and we got married. She was my dream
woman, and we lived happily
together. She is gone now, she died last year, but she was my dream
girl. I found her because of the pie. They work, believe me. I bless the day I found that pie.” He
laughed and stood up. “You are the sisters three,” he said, “I
cannot thank you enough.” He hugged each of us, gave each of us a
kiss on the cheek and shuffled out of the shop.






“We should
have caught that story on video,” Eva said, “we could play that in
the shop and the sales would go through the roof.”






“It was a
sweet story,” Gwen said, “sales are fine, money is good, we don’t
need to exploit the old man’s story.” They thanked the shop woman
and stepped out of the shop. I couldn’t move. I was struck
dumb.






“Are you OK,”
the shopkeeper asked me, “you
don’t look good.” I looked at her and smiled.






“I’m OK,” I
said. “It was a lovely story, wasn’t it?”
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