
        
            [image: cover]
        

    










God Laughed






by
Rebecca Milton






Copyright 2022 Rebecca
Milton

 


Distributed by Smashwords


Free Gifts

 


As a Special Gift for acquiring this book
you are
entitled to another 10 Free Bestseller Romance and Erotica Books
worth $34
PLUS incredible weekly
deals on new books and collections!
Do as over 12,700
people before you and grab it all — FREE for a limited time only!






http://www.AmorBooks.com





or simply


AmorBooks.com


“Man does not live
on bread alone,” he said to her, handing her a slice of warm
sourdough bread, fresh from the huge, brick oven behind him. “He
must have love, he must have art and, he must have this city to
call his own.”


“I thought that meant every word comes
from the mouth of God,” she said, hesitating before she took the
warm slice of bread. He laughed, a loud rumble that was older than
he seemed, louder than she thought possible and, it touched her
deep inside and made her laugh as well. She caught herself. “I’m
not … I'm not laughing at God,” she said quickly. It was important
to her that he knew she would never, ever laugh at God.


“Why not,” he asked,
earnest, “you don’t think God laughs at you?” She had no response.
The God she knew, the God she had been brought up
within solemn churches and at Sunday dinners was serious, doing the
work of creation and love. She had never thought of him laughing.
“You never heard that old saying?”


“What saying,” she asked at
the same time, taking a small bite of the bread. Small,
dainty, lady-like, as she had
been taught.


“You want to make God laugh, tell him
your plans,” he said and again, his laugh rumbled off the bricks
and filled the shop. She didn’t understand. She had always told God
her plans, her hopes, her dreams and asked for his guidance and
care and never once did she feel he had laughed at her. He watched
her. He understood that she didn't understand. “How about that
sourdough,” he asked. Her mouth was full of the bread, warm, sweet
and tangy, she put her hand in front of her mouth and nodded. She
swallowed.


“It’s so good,”
she said. “I’ve never had this kind of bread before.”


He smiled. One of
the great things, one of the many, many things he loved about the
city, his city, was meeting someone new and opening their eyes,
their hearts, their taste buds to something that he took for
granted, something that was every day for him. Seeing the everyday
transformed to the brand new was what had kept the city
alive for him. He would often scold his friends when they came down
hard on tourists.


“Fucking tourists,” Flynn
would say when they came in contact with a group of
camera-clad
sightseers, “think they’d never seen a city
before.” True, they were a little difficult, looking up and not
paying attention, stopping every five seconds to take pictures of a
building, a statue, a cop on a horse. Yet, they were important,
Terry thought,
and it was his job, their job, as locals, to
welcome them and appreciate them.


“No, maybe they’ve never seen a city
before,” Terry said, stopping their walk, holding Flynn’s
shoulders, making sure he listened. “Maybe this is the first city
they've ever seen, I know it’s the best city they’re ever gonna
see. If you think about it, Flynn, we’re tourists too.”


“Whatta ya
sayin’, we fuckin’ live here,” Flynn said, never
one to understand Terry’s deeper, more philosophical
side.


“Okay, look at these guys,”
Terry said, pointing to a clutch of midwesterners, looking up at
two of the impossibly tall buildings that anchored the city, “what
are they looking at?” Flynn gave Terry a smirk. “No, seriously,
what are they looking at?”


“The Crown Building and The
Tower,” Flynn answered, like a high school kid sick and tired
of being pushed by a rabid history teacher.


“Okay, so, you know the history of
these two buildings?”


“They’re …
buildings, fuckin’ tall buildings in midtown,
Ter, what the fuck do I know from history?”


“Well, let me tell you …”
Terry began,
and they walked on as Terry gave Flynn one of his
many short history lessons about the city he loved so
much.


“I had no idea,” Flynn said
when Terry was
done.


“That’s why you’re a
tourist too,” Terry said, capping his lesson and lifting his beer,
“that’s why we’re all tourists on this planet, and we need to
be open to that, okay?


“Okay,” Flynn
said, and the drinking began.


“You never had sourdough,”
Terry said to her and she shook her head. Something about her,
something in her eyes suddenly made him feel sorry and worried
that, by pointing out the fact that she never had
sourdough had made her feel insecure, bad, he quickly saved the
day.


“Not to worry,” he said
slipping back behind the counter and taking one of the fresh loaves
from the rack, “it may not be the thing where you come from.” He
slipped the loaf into a bag and handed it to her, “Now, you take
this, you eat it with some butter or, better still, dip it in a
little olive oil with salt and pepper … I guarantee you will be
back for more.”


Again she hesitated before
she took his offering. He smiled at her, and his smile made her
laugh. She took the bread, thanked him and shrugged her shoulders.
He could tell she didn’t know what to do. People in the city were
supposed to be rough and mean and careless; he wasn’t that at
all, he was …


“You’re an anomaly,” she said when she
reached the door. She had stopped and turned to look at him,
thinking he had already moved on to someone else. She saw, however,
that he was still looking at her. She felt caught, exposed and she
said; “You’re an anomaly.” She waved and then, out she went as
three people pushed into the shop.


“All this time I thought
you were Catholic,” Margie said to him. She had been very
interested in the exchange between the two, “now I find out, you’re
an anomaly.” She laughed, he didn’t really hear what she said, he
was still looking at the spot where the girl once was.


***


“I have bread,” Haley said when she
walked into her tiny apartment, “fresh bread, called sourdough.
It’s amazing, I’ve never had anything like it.”


She continued to talk as she hung her
coat up in the closet, tossed her purse on the bed and got a bowl
from the cupboard. She poured in a little olive oil, stirred in
salt and pepper. She sat the small table that occupied the same
room as the bed and the kitchen and tore a piece of bread from the
loaf. She dipped it gingerly into the olive oil mixture and then,
popped it into her mouth. She sat back and closed her eyes. The
man, the anomaly, was right. This was perfect.


“Perfect,” she sighed out loud, “this is
… oh my goodness, this is so … good.” Kelvin, the receiver of the
barrage of words just sat and stared at her. “Do you want some,”
she asked him and held out a piece of bread with oil on
it.


Kelvin, ever skeptical of things in
the new place leaned forward, sniffed the offering and then turned
his head. He looked at her again then walked away from the table
hopped up on the windowsill, tucked his paws under him and stared
out the window into the alley.


“Suit yourself, Mr.
Fussypants,” she told him and tore another chunk of bread. “I went
into this bakery,” she continued to talk to Kelvin, “just five
blocks away … five blocks …” she closed her eyes and pointed in the
direction of the bakery, “five blocks … east? No, no, it’s five
blocks west.” Kelvin turned from the window and looked at her.
“What?” she asked, “I know, I know, terrible sense of direction but
I am getting better, this place was five blocks west. I’m sure.”
She dipped, bit and paused. “At least I think I’m sure. Oh what
does it matter, I know I can get there again if I need to. If I
want to.” Kelvin gave her one more look and then turned back to the
ever exciting alley.


“I was walking by, I wasn’t
going in, but, the smell and the air coming out the door when
people went in or came out … I don’t know, Kel, it was
kind of magic. I was drawn
in. I just stood there and then this guy,
this … guy.” She drifted off a moment, a piece of the sweet, salty
bread hovering about an inch from her mouth. Kelvin turned,
distrustful of the sudden silence and looked at her, frozen in
thought. He gave a short, annoyed meow and she snapped
back.


“What was I saying,” she
asked him and he made another sound as if to say I don’t
care, I wasn’t really listening, though he was. “Oh right,
this guy … he just gave me this loaf of bread. Told me it was
sourdough, said … oh he said some things, crazy things.
Lovely things and he gave me this wonderful bread.”


Kelvin gave a throaty huff. He didn’t
trust anyone in this new city, and he certainly didn’t trust
strange guys who gave loaves of bread to young, impressionable
girls. “Don’t be like that,” she scolded him, “he was nice … he was
an anomaly.”


Kelvin stood up, stretched
and leaped
down from the windowsill. He hopped up onto her
lap, sniffed the bread, allowed her to give him a taste and settled
into her lap. She stroked his back, her mind drifting off to the
shop, the smells, the guy …


“He was certainly an anomaly, Kel, he
certainly was.” Kelvin turned over on his back so she could rub his
belly and purred. She smiled at him and gave his belly a good rub,
he grabbed her hand between his front paws and gave her a little
bite, she laughed. Then, she stopped, thinking about something,
something important.


“Kelvin,” she
said, and he looked up at her face, “do you think God laughs at
me?”


***


“Anomaly,” Terry read from
the dictionary on the table in front of him. He took a pull from
his bottle of beer. “You hearing this,” he asked and read on.
“Anomaly, noun, something that deviates from what is standard,
normal, or expected.” He closed the dictionary with a thud and sat
back in his chair, thinking hard. He grabbed his beer and took a
long pull. “What’s that mean,” he asked, “she thinks I’m not
normal? Is that what she thinks?”


He finished his beer and got up,
tossed the bottle in the trash and pulled another one from the
fridge. He twisted it open, took a swig and stared out the window.
Across the street, the basketball courts were full. He watched the
pick up games for a minute and then turned back to the
room,


“Do you think that’s what
she means, Oscar? She means I’m not … normal?” Oscar tilted his
head and stared wordlessly at him. Terry took him in, swigged his
beer and then sat down at the table again. “Do you think I’m not
normal,” he asked, and Oscar gave a short, muffled
bark. “Good,” Terry said, “neither do I.”


He pulled Oscar, his Alaskan Kaia,
onto his lap and scratched his ears. The dog submitted to the
loving gesture, closed his eyes and leaned his body against
Terry’s. “I think you’re pretty normal too, buddy,” he spoke softly
to the dog and drank his beer. His mind, however, was back in the
shop, back with the girl, her face, her smile.


“I don't know, Osc, something about
her, something about this one she’s …” Oscar sat up, his ears
perked, his eyes on Terry’s face, waiting for the sentence to
finish, she’s what, Oscar wondered. “She’s …” he started again and,
again, drifted off.


There would be no
answer; Oscar knew
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