
    
      
        
          
        
      

    



    
        
          Oestermaan: Tweetalige Verhalen om Engels te Leren

        

        
        
          Iopeia English

        

        
          Published by Iopeia English, 2025.

        

    



  
    
    
      While every precaution has been taken in the preparation of this book, the publisher assumes no responsibility for errors or omissions, or for damages resulting from the use of the information contained herein.

    
    

    
      OESTERMAAN: TWEETALIGE VERHALEN OM ENGELS TE LEREN

    

    
      First edition. July 21, 2025.

      Copyright © 2025 Iopeia English.

    

    
    
      Written by Iopeia English.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


​The Marmalade Widow
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In the town of Trevellan, where the cliffs drop straight into the grey Atlantic and the wind tastes of salt, there lived a woman named Mags.

She lived alone in a stone cottage at the edge of the village, with a garden full of tangled herbs, a cat that rarely came when called, and a shelf of glass jars that caught the morning sun. Each jar held something golden, sticky, and bitter-sweet: marmalade.

But not just any marmalade. Mags's bitter-orange marmalade was famous. People said it tasted of sunshine and sorrow, of burnt sugar and secrets. Locals would whisper that no two batches ever tasted the same, though Mags insisted she always used the same recipe.

She had been selling jars at the Saturday market for twenty years, always wrapped in wax paper and tied with a ribbon the colour of flame. She never smiled when she handed them over, but she always said,

“Careful with that. It bites.”

Some laughed. Some looked confused. A few never came back.

One warm July morning, Mags stood behind her usual table, arranging her jars. The market was busy—tourists, mostly. They wore sandals and suncream, and some of them had already been caught out by the wind, their faces red like boiled lobsters.

Mags didn’t like tourists. They asked too many questions.

“What’s in it?”

“Why’s it so bitter?”

“Do you use Seville oranges or something else?”

She never answered. She let the marmalade speak for itself.

That day, a young man approached her stall. He had dark curly hair, a backpack with too many straps, and an accent she couldn’t place. He looked about twenty-five—barely more than a boy.

“Hi there,” he said, friendly. “I heard about your marmalade from the café lady. She said it’s the best in Cornwall.”

Mags said nothing.

“Can I buy a jar?”

She looked at him. His smile was open, not foolish. The kind that hadn’t yet learned when to keep quiet.

“You can,” she said, finally. “But it comes with a warning.”

He laughed. “Oh yeah? What’s the warning?”

“It tastes of truth,” she said, and handed him a jar.

He turned it in his hands, squinting at the hand-written label. “You’re serious.”

“As a confession.”

He paid in coins and walked off, whistling.

That night, Mags couldn't sleep.

She had had many buyers before. Most forgot her face. Some remembered the taste. But none of them ever asked her why it was bitter.

He hadn’t either. But there was something in his expression that reminded her of someone else. Someone who had also been curious once.

His name had been Richard.

Richard had arrived with the sea fog, many years ago. He wore a fisherman’s jumper, though he had never held a net. He claimed he was “just passing through”, but stayed for three years.

They had married after two months.

He had liked marmalade.

“Not too sweet,” he would say, dipping a spoon into the pan. “Bit of fire. Bit of bite.”

Mags had smiled back then. She had made it for him. Every week.

He had a way of talking that made her feel younger. But he also had a way of disappearing without warning—slipping out after dinner and coming home smelling of gin and regret.

By the third year, she had stopped asking questions.

And then, one morning in late March, he was gone. They found his coat at the top of the cliffs and nothing else.

There was an inquest. The police came. They asked about fights, money, travel plans.

Mags said very little.

The only thing she gave them was a half-eaten jar of marmalade.

Years passed. She kept making marmalade. It got darker. More bitter. Some said she had changed the recipe, but she hadn’t. She simply boiled it a little longer. Let it burn at the edges.

One winter, an old neighbour whispered,

“She poisoned him, you know.”

But no one ever proved anything.

And no one ever asked Mags.

Three days after the market, the young man came back.

Mags was in her garden, deadheading her roses.

“Excuse me?” he called from the gate. **“Miss? Mrs...? Mags?”

She looked up, frowning.

“You didn’t say it would do that,” he said, holding the empty jar.

“Do what?”

“Remind me of things. That marmalade... I remembered my grandmother’s kitchen. She used to make a mess of toast and sing old Irish songs. I hadn’t thought of her in years.”

Mags said nothing.

He looked embarrassed. “Anyway, I just wanted to say... thank you.”

He turned to leave.

She spoke. “You’re welcome.”

Then she paused.

“Come back next Saturday. I’ve got a new batch.”

He looked surprised, but nodded. “Sure. I’d like that.”

When he was gone, Mags sat down on the garden bench.

The sun was low, turning the sky the colour of old apricots.

She closed her eyes and thought, not of Richard, but of the first time she had made marmalade. Before the bitterness. Before the burn.

And for the first time in years, she smiled.



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


​De Marmelade Weduwe
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In het stadje Trevellan, waar de kliffen loodrecht in de grijze Atlantische Oceaan vallen en de wind naar zout smaakt, woonde een vrouw genaamd Mags.

Ze woonde alleen in een stenen huisje aan de rand van het dorp, met een tuin vol verwarde kruiden, een kat die zelden kwam wanneer ze geroepen werd, en een plank met glazen potten die het ochtendlicht opvingen. In elke pot zat iets goudkleurigs, plakkerigs en bitterzoets: marmelade.

Maar niet zomaar marmelade. Mags’ bitter-sinaasappel marmelade was beroemd. Mensen zeiden dat het smaakte naar zonneschijn en verdriet, naar verbrande suiker en geheimen. De dorpelingen fluisterden dat geen twee partijen ooit hetzelfde smaakten, hoewel Mags altijd beweerde dat ze hetzelfde recept gebruikte.

Al twintig jaar verkocht ze potten op de zaterdagmarkt, altijd verpakt in waspapier en dichtgebonden met een lint in de kleur van vuur. Ze glimlachte nooit als ze ze gaf, maar zei altijd,

“Pas op daarmee. Het bijt.”
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