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Ziggy ran his fingers through his curly black hair in frustration. He hadn’t planned this first weekend very well at all. 

He had the official opening of the new retail premises and all the paraphernalia that went with that, he had his very first commercial commission, and it was his turn to have his six-year-old son Abe as well. As if he didn’t have enough to worry about looking after the pathologically clumsy but adorable boy, everything was going wrong and Abe wanted to spend his whole time in the new shop – but what child wouldn’t want to be surrounded by chocolate? He kept on eating the display and every time his dad caught him, complete with tell-tale chocolate smudges all around his face, the little boy would declare, in all sincerity, “It wasn’t me.”

It was Saturday morning. The grand opening ceremony for the shop was 1pm. Ziggy had to get a chocolate fountain and two massive black forest gateaux to the engagement party venue by noon, and set the fountain up so that the happy couple could switch it on when they were ready. He’d also individually wrapped, in red and gold cellophane, sixty hand-made chocolates, pralines, truffles, toffees and so on.

But someone was stealing the favours.

“It wasn’t me,” assured Abe.

“How about a chocolate hunt?” suggested Ziggy at last, not knowing what else to do.

“Do I get to eat them?”

“Only if you find all of them and count them.”

Abraham put on what he thought was a grown-up puzzled face while he weighed the idea up.

“I can count to ten...” he said at last.

“You can count to a hundred, you little tinker. But I’ll hide just fifteen of them,” he said, wrapping some ‘rejects’ in blue cellophane. “When you find them all,” he reached up to get an empty plastic dish off a shelf, “I want you to put them in here.” He put the dish where Abe could reach it. “When you have all fifteen you can eat one—”

“One?” yelled the boy. He was learning some things far too quickly.

“Okay two – but only if you’re good and concentrate on the game. And you have to count to a hundred out loud while I hide them. With your eyes shut.”

Abraham closed his eyes tight and counted clearly, slowly and loudly while Ziggy hid some chocolates in relatively easy places and some in slightly more difficult ones. He made sure, though, that he could see his son all the time he was working. It took him slightly longer than he hoped, but the two-tier chocolate cake centrepiece for the window display was finally finished, and so were all the things he needed to take to the party.

“You can have a chocolate now,” Ziggy said, surprised but quite proud that his son had found all fifteen reasonably quickly. “So long as you didn’t peek.” Abe shook his head and crossed his heart. “Okay then, you can have another after we’ve swept up that cocoa powder you spilled.”

“It wasn’t me,” said Abraham.

The six-year-old helped his dad to pack everything for the party very carefully in open-topped cardboard boxes. Ziggy had also obtained some chocolate cosmos flowers to add a finishing flourish – he’d pinched some for his window display too. They locked the shop up and drove the new van the short distance to the assembly rooms. A bar had already been set up so Abraham was placed on a chair a safe distance from anything he could damage, with some chocolates and his Nintendo.

Jacqueline, the fiancée, was there to oversee and supervise everything. The party wasn’t due to start until much later in the evening so there was a relaxed atmosphere. Abe sat good as gold, sucking his chocolate in his mouth so that it lasted longer. But he wasn’t playing with his games console. He was too busy watching his dad demonstrate the chocolate fountain. Abe was fascinated and kept wandering over so he could stick his finger into the flowing chocolate.

“Abe,” said Ziggy, “if you promise not to touch, I’ll dip some marshmallows in so you can taste it, but you must let me finish setting up first.”

“Okay,” said the boy, returning to his seat. And that’s how he was the first to see the funny man at the door who wobbled a bit as he
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