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coins. Fiona wanted to watch, but I hurried her along, past the Virgin record store, the Disney store and the travel agent’s. We crossed over to Cornmarket square, stomping in the puddles among the cobblestones. “Let’s go to the candy shop in the Celtic shop really quick,” I Fiona begged. “Just for a wee minute.”


She rolled her eyes but followed me inside the shop devoted completely to my favorite football team. She hung around the door eyeing a group of teen girls while I inspected the latest new jerseys, long sleeved, short sleeved, and the rugby balls with players’ signatures on them. There was a girls’ section in the store, with all pink jerseys, but I didn’t bother with that. Baby stuff, that was. I always wore the real thing, as soon as my brothers grew out of theirs. I had two now that had been handed down to me and I wore them all the time.


“I’m going to look at the confectioner’s,” Fiona said while I was taking my time looking at the Celtic teddy bears. I hurried after her into the street, the mist starting to move through the square and making me shiver. The shopkeepers were starting to lock their doors and pull down the grates. It was getting late. “It’s going to close in a minute,” Fiona said. “Let’s go.”


We crossed over to the shop window and looked in. It was an absolutely brilliant confectioner’s, with far more than any of the little corner shops and loads of special foreign bits and bobs as well. I pressed my face right up against the window. Glass jars of sweets lined the shelves in the window, each labeled in shaky hand: red laces, sweety mice, jawbreakers, ginger rock. A single bulb burned from the ceiling underneath a ripped paper shade. It was the kind of shop that crammed a million things into twenty square feet of space: endless types of sweets (if you didn’t see what you wanted, just
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The man put the white paper sack of sweets on the bar. “Would you like one?’ he asked.

“Thank you, no,” she said, not looking up from her work. She walked to the far side of the room to collect the empty glasses. 

He pulled out one of the caramel creams, unwrapping it and tossing the paper down.


“What’s he doing?” Fiona gasped, but I poked her hard so she would shut up. I couldn’t believe my eyes. The sweets for his wife, going straight into his mouth. I stayed frozen to the spot, unable to move.


Why would he stop here and eat the sweets himself? I was so confused I couldn’t think straight. And then I understood. I understood and I was furious.

 I hardly ever got sad, not when Sean and Michael left me behind, not when Da was in a foul mood, not when Mum got into one of her states and cried. Nothing made me sad like this. And it hadn’t even been real. I’d been tricked. I ran a hand through my wet hair, sending droplets spraying onto the floor. The man popped another sweetie into his mouth, settling himself into the seat with his pint.

He’d actually made me feel sorry for him, and now Fiona had no umbrella. I’d been stupid as anything. Lying I had no problem with. But I hated to be lied to. Hated it more than anything. It wasn’t that I told the truth all the time. Certainly not. But I was a kid; it had to be expected for me to lie and try to get away with things. Why would a nice old man do such a thing? If he could lie, was anybody ever to be counted on to tell the truth?

I grabbed Fiona’s hand, ready to pull her out of there. But the man spoke again.
Need to set the confrontation right here.  Maybe have Fiona hold her back and tell her to calm down.  But she confronts him anyways and demands the candy and the umbrella back.  I would not resolve it so neatly like you have it.  Build a lot of drama.
“These were always my wife’s favorite,” the man said. “Today would have been her birthday. Died four years ago this night, so she did.” He reached into his pocket for his wallet. “This is her picture.”

My heart near stopped as my fingers closed around Fiona’s. 

“Ach, I’m sorry,” the barmaid said, stopped in her work. She leaned on the counter and looked at the man with sympathetic eyes. “She’s lovely, so she is.”

“I always gave her a bag of these on her birthday, so I make sure to get them each year on her anniversary.” His fingers fluttered over the bag, fumbling with the paper. “She was a fine woman, so she was. A fine woman.”

“Ach, I’m sure. I’m sure you were lovely to her,” the barmaid said kindly. 

He nodded silently, and reached out a shaky arm for his pint. 

All my anger was melted away and I felt hot all over. He hadn’t been lying. The poor man’s wife was dead and gone, and there he was with nothing but a bag of sweets. The sadness that had crept around the edges of my stomach had fully taken over now. Fiona caught my eye, and she looked just as stricken.

We said nothing, just breathed in and out, kneeling on the floor and dripping so that a wet puddle formed on the wood all round us. Rain pattered on the windows in a steady stream, and the man did not move from his place at the front. We watched to the rhythm of the raindrops as he sat there and worked away on his pint, eating the sweets one by one and leaving the pile of discarded wrappers on the bar. 

