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Dedication
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This book is dedicated to Nancy.

Thank you, Sweetheart, for reminding me 

that life is finite and to get on with my dreams. 

Love and miss you forever.
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CHAPTER ONE
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Tired but not wanting to go home yet after another long day at work, Jamaica Jones wandered over to O’Toole’s Tavern. She blinked several times before she could make out the tavern’s interior. Dark red, vinyl-covered booths lined the walls on three sides, the fourth side holding the wooden bar. Patrick O’Toole stood behind the bar, like a stereotypical bartender, wiping pilsner glasses dry before placing them on the sideboard.

Jamaica took a seat at the end of the bar.

“Cosmo, please, Pat,” she said when he walked over to wait on her.

“Coming up, sweetie.” He grabbed the shaker. “How’s your father doing these days?”

“Fairly well. Between me, the visiting nurses, and the home health aides, we manage to keep him out of trouble.” Jamaica watched as the man poured vodka, triple sec, cranberry juice, and lime juice into the shaker, added a few ice cubes, then flipped a glass over the top. He shook it vigorously before pouring the contents into a martini glass. With a flourish, he dropped a twist of lime rind on the rim. 

Patrick set the glass of frothy pink liquid in front of Jamaica. “Let it settle a few seconds. I shook it pretty hard.”

Jamaica didn’t wait. Gingerly taking the glass, she sipped the first inch of liquor from it, and closed her eyes. Ah, beautiful! Pat still knows how to make a great cosmo. He probably doesn’t receive many requests for one in Fulton River. The sweet and tart tastes lingered on her tongue pleasantly.

The chink of a cue hitting a ball came from the pool table in the back corner of the room. Clustered around the pool table were four men. Three of the men, Jamaica recognized from high school – Isaac Young, John Hampton, and Eric Shultz. The back of the fourth man looked familiar. Jamaica’s gut clenched even though she couldn’t see his face.

He turned around.

No. No, please don’t be Ronnie. Her gut clenched harder. She tried not to stare, tried to take another sip of her drink but the glass stayed suspended in midair, waiting for a brain signal to bring it to her lips.

The fourth man gestured toward her while speaking with the other three guys, set his cue down, then broke off from them and approached her.

Jamaica couldn’t move. It had been so long. Somehow, he looked nearly the same — the same sandy-blond hair, and the same blue-green eyes. Same scar just above his left eyebrow. There was no mistaking Ronald Caswell.

“Hey, Jam. How are you?” he asked, settling onto the seat beside her.

Finally, finally, she put the glass down and tried her best to smile. “Hey Ronnie. Welcome home.”

“Thanks. It’s been a long time,” he boldly looked her over.

Jamaica fingered the stem of her martini glass. “Yes, it has. Twelve years. How’s the police business?”

“Done. I’m out.” He signaled to Patrick for a beer.

“After what — ten years?”

“Eleven. I’m back home to stay now.” He looked down at his legs as if unwilling to meet her eyes.

“Good for you. Put in your time and you’re out. That’s great.” She sipped her cosmo.

Patrick placed the bottle in front of Ronnie and walked away.

Ronnie’s Adam’s apple bobbed, and he cleared his throat. “God, it’s great to see you again.”

Jamaica’s cheeks blushed warm. She cast her eyes down. He was still as handsome, maybe more so now, than he was the last time she had seen him at high school graduation. Raising her gaze, she glanced at his ring finger — still bare. A surge of electricity zipped along her spine. Not only had he been her first love, but he’d also been her only real love. Now here he was, gorgeous and still single. Could he possibly? Jamaica shook her head. Not that I would even consider it after what happened.

“It’s great to see you again too. It’s been a long time,” she said, then realized she had repeated him. Heat spread throughout her face. Duh!

Whistles from the other three guys made Ronnie look over toward the pool table. They wanted their fourth player back.

“I’ll call you.”

“Sure. It would be good to catch up,” she replied, already turning back toward the bar. “I’m usually at the Emporium. You can call me there.”

“The Ice Cream Emporium? You work for Mr. Nichol?” Ronnie asked, getting up off the bar stool and grabbing his beer bottle. 

“I own it now. Stop by sometime. Come see what I did to the shop.” She smiled at him, her head held high.

Ronnie’s smile dropped amid a background of harassment from his pool buddies echoing across the tavern. He backed away faster now. “I’ll see ya.”

***
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For Ronnie, seeing Jamaica Jones again was bittersweet and, as it turned out, a curse. When he moved back to town and considered opening his new store, it was with a niggling hope that he’d see Jamaica again. And here she was, all grown up into a beautiful, full-figured woman. She might have even grown a couple inches taller since the last time he’d seen her.

His mind tallied through all the dates and relationships he’d had over the years since high school. They had been sporadic and usually short-lived. Even so, he never got over Jamaica’s amber brown eyes and sharp wit. The memory of those eyes seemed to soften the hard chip on his shoulder every time he thought of them. And he had thought of them a lot over the years.

Hearing she owned old Mr. Nichol’s Ice Cream Emporium was not good news. It was probably the worst news he could have heard from her. He’d have rather heard she was married with six kids and pregnant with numbers seven and eight.

It was too late now. He’d signed the lease. He’d bought the equipment. It was already being delivered. Supplies he’d purchased were due any day now. And the candy and ice cream he would be selling was on hold for delivery until he finished refurbishing the store’s interior. Grandma and Grandpa Caswell’s old confections shop was going to be back in business.

Ronnie placed his beer on the side table and reached for his pool cue.

He didn’t want to see the look on Jamaica’s face when she realized he would be in direct competition with her shop. It was bad enough to be in competition with someone you knew, but to have it happen with someone you have history — strong history with, was entirely different. He rubbed his left thigh as he studied the pool table spread. The urge to flee, to be anywhere but here, surged through his bones.

“Come on, Caswell, shoot for God’s sake.” Eric slurred over the lip of his beer bottle.

Perhaps he should tell her outright before she found out. That might be the best course of action. Truth was, he was too chicken to do it. Somehow his tongue twisted up into tangles when he spoke with her, and to do so about such a subject might be the death of him. She wouldn’t believe him anyway. No, he couldn’t talk to her about it, couldn’t warn her of his plans. She was going to have to find out the hard way and hate him even more for it. Because this time, he intended to put the Emporium out of business as payback for bankrupting his grandparents’ store. 

***
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Jamaica Jones’ butt wasn’t in the chair two seconds before the bell on the front door tinkled again. Amber brown eyes rolling to heaven, she palm-slapped both hands on her desk, hefting herself to her feet and strode out to the front of the ice cream shop to wait on her customers. She chastised herself for being peeved about these patrons. They were what kept the store going financially and she needed every single one who walked through that door. Even so, she couldn’t help wishing, just once, she could finish her accounting statements and bookkeeping during business hours rather than have to work on them at home.

She walked through the white lattice and spindle framed archway into her ice cream parlor. Striding the length of the aisle behind the marble-topped counter, she glanced to her right to check her reflection in the hipped mirrors ringed with white lights on the wall behind the shelves of jars. Forty different jars holding everything from different types of nuts and seeds, four different types of sprinkles, and fourteen varieties of crushed cookies and candy pieces.

“Hey Jam, how’s it going today?” said a tall, wiry man with hair as orange as a carrot.

“Hey Kevin. Busy day. How about yourself?”

“Card shop’s been pretty quiet this week. Third week in a row.” He peered up at the list of thirty ice cream flavors available. Slowly, he walked the length of the white-paneled and marble-topped counter, one hand resting on the end of his chin, the index finger tapping his mouth. Once reaching the end of the counter, he turned, and came back to the beginning.

Jamaica waited patiently behind the counter, tying on her frilled Victorian style apron to keep her long red skirt and short-sleeved, white linen blouse clean. “Let’s see, today I’ll take two scoops of banana marshmallow on a sugar cone.”

“You got it.” Turning to face the two, ten-foot-long freezer cases of ice cream lining the wall below the shelves of jars, she picked up the nearest ice cream scoop and reached for a sugar cone.

She carefully scooped the sweet ice cream into, and on top of the fragile cone. As she tamped the scoops down lightly to prevent them from falling off, Jamaica spoke over her shoulder, “How’s that lovely wife of yours and those adorable children?”

“Oh, they’re doing fine. Sara lost her two front teeth this weekend. Looks cute as a bug. Zachary’s in trouble at school for stealing someone’s pencil.” Kevin leaned against the counter with one hand while his other hand fished his wallet out of his back pocket.

Jamaica turned back toward him and smiled as she presented the cone and a napkin to Kevin Dailey, in exchange for his five-dollar bill. “Enjoy.” She rang up the sale on the massive, Victorian era register, and tucked the bill into the cash drawer. After it clicked shut, she leaned forward against the counter to politely watch her latest customer leave.

“You bet.” Kevin walked to the front door and opened it. Before stepping outside, he halted in his tracks. “Whoa, will you look at that!” He stood transfixed in the open doorway, staring at something diagonally across the street.

“What is it?” Jamaica joined Kevin at the door.

He didn’t answer, his mouth and tongue busy trying to keep up with the dripping ice cream in the Vermont June heat. They both stood rooted in the doorway watching as a huge truck-mounted crane swung a massive crate from the back of a flatbed truck onto the sidewalk outside a vacant storefront.

“Wonder what’s going on, that storefront’s been empty for ages.” Kevin stared at the workmen, mesmerized. Then realizing his ice cream cone was dripping banana marshmallow down his fingers onto the floor, he rapidly licked all around the bulging, slippery mess. Stooping, he wiped up the drips on the polished black and white checkered tile floor with his napkin. Standing again, he resumed licking the melting mass of sugar and cream.

“Looks like we finally have a new neighbor.” Jamaica watched as the crew of four men set the crate down on the sidewalk and untied it from the crane. Her eyes swerved over to the store’s front windows. The large panes of glass were lined with paper from the inside. Had they always been like that? Wasn’t there a “FOR LEASE/RENT” sign there yesterday?

Kevin walked through the open door, stopping again to face Jamaica. “Looks like it. Let me see what I can find out. I’ll let you know.” Kevin disappeared into his card and gift store next door.

Curiosity kept Jamaica riveted to the spot in her doorway, her hands fidgeting with her apron, staring, as the four men struggled to uncrate a commercial refrigerator then carry it into the building.

Much like her own building and every other building on Main Street, it was made of aged red brick, having been built in the early 1900s. The street level held mercantile establishments, with large panes of glass for displaying goods, and narrow, wooden doors. The second floor held apartments, with tall, narrow windows. The decorative wood trims remained though few retained the bold paint schemes of their heyday. The original boardwalks had long since deteriorated and been replaced with higher wooden sidewalks.

When the workmen and the refrigerator disappeared into the depths of the storefront, Jamaica turned back into her own business. She walked down the aisle behind the counter, ascertaining that everything was still in proper order. Only the ice cream scoop needed straightening in its circulating water bath beside the ice cream case. Satisfied, she returned to the kitchen and, once more, sat her butt down at her desk to work on her bookkeeping.

Her cellphone rang the all too familiar theme song to the Harry Potter movie series. Jamaica sighed as she pulled the phone out of her skirt pocket and toggled it on.

“Hi, Daddy,” she answered, her voice lighter and brighter.

“How’s my girl, today?” he asked, his voice scratchy and breathy.

Same as I was hours ago when I was there making your breakfast. Jamaica’s nerves jangled that he had somehow forgotten that fact. “Good, how are you feeling?” She picked up her pencil and twiddled it between her thumb and index finger.

“Never better, Pumpkin. And how’s business today?”

“Great. Kevin Dailey from next door was just here ordering his daily ice cream cone.”

“Nice guy, Kevin. Is he married?”

Jamaica clicked her tongue in disapproval and huffed. She dropped the pencil on the desk top. “Yes, he’s married. Lovely wife and two super kids, Sara and Zachary. He was telling me Sara lost her two front teeth this weekend.”

“Oh, too bad.”

Jamaica knew he wasn’t commenting on the little girl’s teeth.

Silence filled the wireless connection.

“Is there something you wanted?” Jamaica fingered the pile of receipts on her desk as she spoke.

“I, um, was wondering if you’re still thinking you’ll be able to, um, you know, pay back the loan on time.”

Jamaica cringed, eyes shut tight as she said, “Yes, I will. Why do you ask?”

“Oh, I need to make plans. You know how it is for me, Pumpkin. Home healthcare aides for my diabetes are costing me an arm and a leg.”

“I’m sorry Dad, do you need some money now? I can give you what I’ve saved up so far,” she asked, trying not to choke on the round, hairy thing that had formed in her throat. She closed her eyes again, hoping he didn’t ask how much it was.

“No, no. I’m doing okay. I can wait until the date we agreed on. Just wanted to make sure it was still coming.”

Jamaica breathed a silent sigh of relief. “Yes, of course. I’ll have your money returned by December first, as we agreed.”

“Great, sweetheart.”

“Hey, someone came into the shop. Let me call you back,” Jamaica cringed at the little white lie.

“No need, no need, sweetheart. Have a good day and talk to you again soon.” His voice rattled before he hung up.

Jamaica trudged over to the front window pane to look out at the vacant storefront. A movement to her right caught her attention. The lean, handsome man had walked by her shop on the opposite side of the street. There was something familiar about his manner, his stride, and his profile as he walked. Then, he turned toward her and she caught a glimpse of his face. It’s Ronnie Caswell. Was he coming to check out my shop? 

Jamaica watched as he looked both ways, then crossed to her side of the street and disappeared around the corner at the intersection with Church Street. Maybe he’d looked in the window while I was in the kitchen. Why had he not come in to look around? A part of her was miffed she didn’t get a chance to show off her baby, while the rest of her was satisfied he had stayed away.

He was back in town, but he neglected to say why when she saw him at the bar. Maybe just to visit his parents. Maybe to visit his sister or brother? But he’d said it was for good. He certainly wasn’t here for her. Despite the quiver that went through her body at the sight of him, Jamaica had no qualms about that.
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CHAPTER TWO
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At the monthly meeting of the Downtown Merchants Association, speculation ran wild over the new occupant of the former Fulton’s Confections. It ran from fast food restaurant (not likely with the zoning regulations in town, said Michael Unger), to a restaurant, to a bakery. Jamaica cringed at the thought of a bakery. It was her hope someday to start her own bakery, a real bakery, right here in Fulton River. She prayed someone didn’t beat her to it.

Vera August, owner of the Knit One, Purl Two store down the block suggested, “Maybe it’s an old-fashioned luncheonette. You know, the kind with swivel stools at a long Formica counter.” Heads bobbed all around the circle and a few murmurs went up from those not sipping their coffee or tea.

Warren Howard, owner of Suds ’Em Up laundromat, guessed it might be a convenience store. Fewer heads bobbed in unison to this idea.

One truck had raised the hackles on the back of Jamaica’s neck...an ice cream freezer delivery truck. A cold shiver sliced through her chest at the thought of ice cream competition on Main Street, just when she was close to turning a reasonable profit.

“I don’t much care who or what it is, I don’t like the idea of another ice cream vendor on Main Street,” Jamaica sniffed, wiping cookie crumbs off her shirt front.

“Oh, gosh, Jam. I don’t think anyone can compete with you. Your shop is darling. And the flavors!” Florence Quinn rolled her eyes in punctuation of her statement. A strong murmur and vigorous nods of agreement from the crowd. “The way you have your shop set up like an old-time ice cream parlor is divine!”

Jamaica smiled. It was true, she had put a ton of work and money into making Mr. Nichols’s former ice cream shop into her ice cream shop: the quintessential early 1900s ice cream shoppe, with a double P, and an E at the end. Vermont Ice Cream Emporium featured thirty different varieties of ice cream, twenty types of sundaes, twenty sauces and syrups, forty kinds of additional toppings, real whipped cream, and made the thickest, richest, milkshakes anyone had ever tried to suck through a straw. The ice cream itself, with a 16.5 percent fat content, was rich and creamy, made by a small private production company on a dairy farm farther upstate in Vermont.

“I don’t care what else is being sold, if ice cream is on the menu, we’re going to be having some words,” Jamaica solemnly stated, hands on her hips, jaw rigid.

“I want to be a fly on the wall for that conversation,” Kevin said, before sipping the last of his coffee. “If there’s anyone on Main Street I don’t want to cross, it’s you, Jam.”

Chuckles and more nods of agreement circulated throughout the group. Jamaica smiled. The day of reckoning was going to be sweet. She picked up the tray of her homemade chocolate chip cookies and began passing them around again.

She was looking forward to it.

***
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Ronnie wondered what exactly it was the Gods had against him as his luck went from bad to horrid. The woman he hoped to run into when he got back in town was soon to be his enemy and the person he most hoped to avoid he ran into the next day.

The morning started easily enough. An early meeting at the town hall had him working with the health department official over the plans for his store. Having done his homework in advance, Ronnie knew exactly how many tables and chairs he would need for the state and county to impose rules on the availability of public restrooms. Below ten tables, and less than twenty chairs, he didn’t need a public restroom. That’s what the regulation said. This official was trying to push him into putting in, not just a public restroom, but a his and hers bathroom, both handicapped accessible. All this despite the fact the entire building was not handicapped accessible.

Arguing about rules, regulations, and laws on the books was one of his strong points after an education in criminal justice and his experience as a cop. He had heard more arguments about the law than you could shake a Bible at. But laws were laws, rules were rules, and regulations were regulations. Suggestions, like the one being made by this official were just that, only suggestions. And there was no room in Ronnie Caswell’s budget for restrooms.

The office door opened behind him as he leaned over the health official’s desk.

“Well, look at you, all handsome and grown up,” a syrupy sweet voice drawled from behind him. He closed his eyes and mentally cursed. He slowly turned around to find his single biggest regret in life. Brenda Tardash stood in the doorway of the health department office. And there was no other way out of the office except through the window, which Ronnie thought looked mighty good. Too late to escape. He squared his shoulders and forced a smile.

“Hey, hello Brenda. How are you?” he replied, hoping to be polite but not sound too encouraging.

Brenda walked over to him, a cloud of perfume reaching him before her body did. She laid her hand on his upper arm, leaned over and kissed his cheek. Straightening, she thrust back her shoulders. “I hear you’re back in town to stay. New business and all.”

“Yes, new business. If you’ll excuse me, I’m trying to work out some details with Mr. Paine.” He turned back to George Paine, frowning at him, which Brenda did not see.

“Oh, I’m sorry. I’ll wait outside until you’re finished.” Brenda tip-toed like a toddler, backward out the doorway, leaving the door open as she went out into the corridor.

“Sorry about that interruption.” Giving Mr. Paine a sour expression, he walked over to the door and shut it, but not before he got another sweet wave from dear Brenda, waiting outside in the hallway.

Forty-five minutes later, Ronnie stepped out of the office, only remembering at the last second, who might still be waiting for him. Brenda Tardash jumped up from a chair out in the corridor and rushed over to throw her arms around him.

“Ronnie Caswell, I can’t believe it’s really you! When I heard you were back in town, I told myself, I had to find you and say hello. It’s been so long and you don’t look a day older.” Brenda strode alongside Ronnie as he walked down the hall to the stairs. Her little kitten heels clacked along the polished linoleum tile floor, her mini skirt impeding her stride. Her chest, stuffed into a halter top, heaved as she gasped, rushing to keep up with him.

“Well, thanks for the welcome, Brenda. It’s good to be back. If you’ll excuse me, I have to run over to the store to get more construction done,” he said, reaching the front door of the town hall’s foyer.

“Of course. I do hope you’ll give me a private tour of your store before it opens. I would love to see it.” Brenda struggled to walk through the door beside him but two could not fit. Ronnie stepped aside to let Brenda go through first. As he got through, he kept walking, not stopping to talk with her.

“Sure, Brenda. Maybe when it’s ready.” Ronnie flung the words over his shoulder as he walked down the sidewalk to his Ford F150 pickup.
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CHAPTER THREE
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Monday, one week after the Main Street Merchants’ Association meeting, dawned clear and bright. An overnight rain left everything damp and the Fulton River roaring. By the time Jamaica opened at eleven o’clock, the day was already steamy with a high of ninety-two degrees Fahrenheit expected in the middle of the afternoon.

Great day for the ice cream business, she thought as she hummed her way through her opening duties. Check the temperatures of the freezers, check the stock inventory, refill the cash register with opening cash. Jamaica pulled a fresh apron from the hanger in the back-room closet, gave it a flick to smooth out any unseen wrinkles and hung it beside the archway to the front room. She smiled when she saw her reflection in the mirror. She looked like a woman from the early 1900s with her hair in a neat Gibson Girl fashion, and her long ruffle-hemmed skirt. A white blouse with mutton sleeves finished the costume.

Her happy humming continued as she walked the floor of her shop, straightening tables and chairs that were already straight. She made sure napkin dispensers were full, spoon caddies full of both long and short spoons. Seeing everything was set, she returned to the kitchen to make more fresh sundae toppings.

It was this quiet time in the kitchen, making the great things for her customers to eat, that Jamaica loved second best. When the magic transformed simple ingredients like butter, fresh cream, and sugar with some added natural flavorings into amazing ice cream toppings and sauces. It was almost, almost as good as watching the happy faces of her customers as they ate the confections she put together for them.

A scratching at the back door of the kitchen drew her attention. Sitting on the other side of the screen door was the dog.

“Well, hello again, stranger,” Jamaica said, walking over to the door. He was far too thin, with ribs showing faintly beneath his fur. “Looking for breakfast?”

Jamaica opened the screen door and let the wiry haired, floppy eared mutt in to the kitchen. “Don’t tell the health inspector I let you in or he’ll yank my license.” The dog sat just inside the screen door and watched as she retrieved a small bowl and filled it from the bag of dog kibble in the coat closet. She laid it before him along with a bowl of water. He looked up at her with grateful eyes before attacking the contents.

“Easy boy, don’t make yourself sick.” She stepped back as the poor creature filled his belly. He stopped by every couple of days for a bowlful of food and a nap inside her kitchen. She wondered where he stayed on the days he wasn’t with her. It didn’t seem like anyone else was feeding him.

In a few minutes, he was finished. After another thankful glance, he walked over to the corner of the kitchen where Jamaica had laid down a blanket for him. He circled three times before settling. Closing his eyes, he burped loudly, then nestled into the blanket. 

Jamaica knelt down beside him and ran her hand along the length of his back. He was thin. His fur was ragged and matted in places. She had tried to brush him, but he wouldn’t sit still for it. The smell of him almost took her breath away. He desperately needed to be groomed but that would mean getting a collar and leash on him. She had tried a collar before and the very sight of the thing had sent him skulking behind the couch.

The dog looked up at her as she pet him. His big brown eyes soft and grateful, he blinked at her a few times, yawned, then fell asleep.

Jamaica shook her head, a wide grin on her face. She had come to think of him as “Burpy” because of his routine. Satisfied he was settled for now, she washed her hands and resumed her morning agenda.

The maple praline sauce and dark hot fudge sauce were running low. Jamaica pulled a saucepan down from the overhead hanging rack and put it on the gas stove on low heat. She carefully added the maple syrup, light brown sugar, salt, and heavy cream. Stirring slowly until the brown sugar dissolved, she let it boil undisturbed. The sweet smell of maple and sugar filled the kitchen making her stomach growl with hunger as the soft sound of bubbling liquid replaced the silence. As soon as her overworked candy thermometer registered the proper temperature and the solution had thickened to the correct consistency, Jamaica stirred in the butter until it completely melted and then the chopped, toasted pecans. She dipped a spoon into the pot then raised it, watching the dark amber sauce drip lazily. She blew on it for a minute before the spoon disappeared into her mouth.  The sweet, distinct flavor of maple came through brightly with the woodsy, nutty taste of the pecans. Satisfied it had come out correctly, she set the sauce aside to cool, and began the hot fudge sauce that made her shop famous.

Once again, she pulled a heavy saucepan from the hanging rack and laid it on moderate heat on the gas stove. To the pot, she added heavy cream and dark brown sugar and stirred until the sugar dissolved. Next, she added finely-chopped, unsweetened chocolate, butter, and light corn syrup. She stirred the heating mixture until it was smooth, letting it boil for eight minutes undisturbed before removing it from the heat. The smell of chocolate pervaded the room, making her salivary glands kick into overdrive.

Off the heat, she stirred in the vanilla and a pinch of salt. Again, she dipped a fresh spoon into the mixture, tasting the velvety chocolate mixture as it coated her tongue with its richness. Satisfied with the outcome, Jamaica set it aside to cool for a couple hours before placing it in the stainless-steel container in the front room.

Sundae topping stock restored, Jamaica grabbed the broom and headed for the front stoop and sidewalk. She swept the front step, angling the dirt first toward the sidewalk, then toward the street. As she did, she wondered if she could adapt her habanero-pineapple sauce recipe into a muffin. Would it taste as great? If she got a moment this evening, she promised herself she would work out a recipe draft and give it a try this week. She was often thinking of the bakery she someday hoped to open and the unique items she would make there.

She finished sweeping the sidewalk, again angling the broom to brush the debris into the street.

Admiring the clean, neat look, she paused to check her storefront. The window glass shone in the bright morning sun. The gold lettering, a Victorian script font, outlined in black, was beautiful in her eyes. Filigree around the outside of the window accented the script, adding to the elegance and charm of the appearance. She never tired of reading the words, “Vermont Ice Cream Emporium” and below in smaller script, “Jamaica Jones, Proprietor.” In columns below this was a list of some of the goodies she offered: ice cream, sundaes, milkshakes, sorbet, sherbets, frozen confections, homemade sauces, forty toppings, real whipped cream.

Jamaica smiled. When she had left town for college sixteen years ago, she never intended to return, except to visit her parents. But life had a
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