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            Chapter One

          

        

      

    

    
      Minnie casually wanders around her quiet, quaint coffee shop. It’s quarter past three, so there’s just one woman sitting alone at a round wooden table by the window reading a book. Since Minnie has never seen her in here before, she assumes the lady doesn’t know the place closes at 3:00 p.m. every day. The steady stream of customers into the small local establishment is very different from how it was just six months ago, before the giant coffee corporation opened their doors in the tight-knit neighborhood.

      Minnie really can’t afford to lose any more money. She continues to walk around aimlessly then straightens up working at her own table until the guest leaves about ten minutes later. Minnie thanks her for coming and follows her to the door, turning the open sign over. She clears the empty coffee cup and saucer and wipes down the table. She carefully puts the dishes on the counter then opens the cash register, which sits on the corner. She lifts each stack of sorted dollars out of the drawer and starts counting aloud.

      “Twenty, forty, sixty…one hundred…one hundred twenty…one hundred fifty…one hundred sixty…two hundred…two hundred ten…twenty…thirty…fifty…two hundred fifty-five…two hundred seventy-three. Two hundred seventy-three dollars not including debit or credit transactions,” she mumbles to herself.

      She pulls out the black ledger from the drawer under the register and walks to the round table closest to the bar. As she has done for the past ten years, she writes the date and cash total on the next row of the lined paper. January 15th: $273.00 cash. She sighs then returns to the register removing the signed copies of the receipts collected from 6 a.m. to 3 p.m. today. She tabulates the figure and adds it to the line. $150.33 credit/debit Total: $423.33

      She stares at the total amount earned today. Then, she pulls a folded letter from the back of the ledger.

      
        
        December 15th

        

        Dear Ms. Logan,

        This letter is to inform you of the rent increase effective January 2nd. We appreciate the business from your location of Logan’s Coffee Shop on our property for the past ten years. We do understand that prior to our leasing office taking over this building that your family’s coffee shop had been a staple in the community for more than five decades. We recognize the loyalty of your family’s business. Therefore, we will work with you to ensure that both of our business needs are met. I look forward to another successful year for Logan’s Coffee Shop.

        

        Sincerely,

        Jack Colton

        Colton Commercial Properties

        

      

      Minnie rereads it. We will work with you to ensure that both of our business needs are met.

      “What a joke!” she sarcastically shouts just as her mom emerges from the kitchen wiping her floured hands on her apron.

      “What’s a joke?” her mom asks, semi confused as she approaches the table where her daughter is intensely reading something. She sits down beside her.

      “This letter! That’s what!” She hands it to her mom, whose eyes quickly scan the paper.

      “How long have you had this, Minnie? And why haven’t you shown this to me?”

      “I didn’t want to burden you with this information, plus I thought I could figure it out myself.” Minnie noticeably starts getting teary-eyed.

      “And what exactly is your plan?” Ellen looks directly at her daughter.

      “I don’t have one,” she responds shrugging her shoulders.

      “Okay, so then, this is exactly where we need to start. He says in his letter that he will work together with us.”

      “Oh, I know what it says, but I’m afraid that’s clearly not the case. Mr. Jack Colton was not at all pleased with the fact that I couldn’t afford his full rent on the second. He called and left a message today saying I have thirty days to get the rent in full to him or he’s kicking us out—no questions asked. And he’s already putting a For Lease sign in the window tonight.”

      “Why is he putting up the sign if he said he’s giving you thirty days?”

      “My thoughts exactly.”

      Ellen pats her daughter’s forearm. “Alright then, don’t you worry your pretty little head about this! We can turn this situation around.”

      “How? He said he doesn’t want to leave this profitable space vacant, so he’ll take bids along the way as a backup if we can’t come up with the money.”

      Minnie starts to break down, and her mom puts her arms around her shoulders.

      “Aww, honey, what is the problem?”

      “This is all my fault. Dad would have known what to do, and I’m letting him down.”

      “Your father has always been proud of you, sweetheart, and I know he would still be today. He was over the moon when you decided to work with him here after you graduated college.”

      “I really miss him, Mom.” Real tears stream down her face.

      “Me too, baby. I miss him every single day, but there is a big part of you That’s completely your dad. I know you will come up with something, and I’ll support you with whatever you decide to do.”

      “Thanks, Mom. I have to get to the bank to deposit the cash from today before it closes. Maybe I can talk with someone there about a loan extension. They loved dad and my grandfather.” Minnie organizes the materials in front of her.

      “See, you’re already thinking about the next steps. Go ahead and see what you can find out. I’ll lock up this afternoon.” Ellen stands up and tucks in her chair.

      

      Minnie’s grandfather, Herbert Logan, developed Logan’s Spices over sixty years ago. He started by simply using common herbs to make extracts, spices, and blends. The famous bottles are still found today on shelves in grocery stores around the country. It was Herbert’s wife who suggested he open a bakery to display his most popular creations. That was when Logan’s Coffee Shop was born. The family business has served coffee and homemade treats to the residents in the small town of Greenfield, Connecticut, every single day.

      Herbert’s son and wife, Minnie’s parents, took over the day to day operations when the elder Logan and his spouse just couldn’t keep up with the daily grind anymore. Minnie’s dad ran the business side while her mom, Ellen, prepared the fresh baked goodies every day.

      Minnie and her sister grew up in the shop. They talked to the customers, cleared and set all of the tables, and helped with the seasonal decorations. (This included making posters or cutting out shapes to make the store as festive as possible.) When Minnie’s sister went away to college, Minnie learned more about the business side from her dad, learning how to budget and market the business to the town. Minnie went to the University of Pennsylvania two years after her sister left and earned her degree in business and management. Her dad was elated when his youngest daughter told him she was returning home to put her degree to use in the family business. She spent each day with her beloved parents until her father suddenly died of a heart attack. She and her mom immediately took over the reins the best they could.

      Minnie knows everyone in town. The neighbors come in for coffee before work, breakfast, or for a midday snack. She watches children, young and old, savor her Mom’s famous pumpkin pie, chocolate, banana nut muffins, sugar cookies, cinnamon twists, lemon cake, flaky biscuits, and fudgy brownies. People came in to share their happy news or get a pick-me-up during a rough day. The Logans are usually the first in town to hear about someone’s birthday, promotion, new baby, or illness. The community rallied around the Logans when they experienced their own loss over a year ago. Minnie Logan understands more than anyone that their building on the corner of the block is more than just a coffee shop, and she is determined to prove it.
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      Robert Vaughan II sits in his corner office overlooking midtown Manhattan tossing balled up paper balls into his trash can. His full head of brown hair is tossed to the side and his olive tone skin is glistening. The Ivy League graduate went straight to work on Wall Street after college until his father, the CEO of Java Blend, tapped him to become chief financial officer for the corporation. The national coffee conglomerate continues to expand its reach across the country, even in the smallest American towns, since Robert has arrived on the scene. Despite his business accomplishments and countless company accolades, Robert doesn’t seem satisfied.

      Robert Vaughan Senior opens the door to his son’s office right as a paper ball lands directly in the wastebasket. The son immediately breaks out of his basketball stance and sits straight up in his leather chair.

      “Hi, Dad, what’s going on?” he says hoping his dad will ignore the lackadaisical behavior he’s just witnessed from his son.

      “Apparently more than what is going on in here,” he quickly responds.

      His son looks at the computer on his desk to avert his eyes while his father pauses, then throws a manila folder on the desk.

      “An opportunity is upon us,” his dad declares as he sits in the chair facing his son’s desk.

      Robert Jr. opens the folder to begin reading the paperwork while his father continues talking.

      “There’s a family owned coffee shop in Connecticut that has been put on the market.”

      “Okay…” Robert says inquisitively.

      “I want you to go check it out.”

      “For what?”

      “For rent.”

      “If it’s on the market, why don’t we just go ahead and lease it?”

      “This particular location is in a unique situation. The store has been there for decades. It literally is a staple in the community. That being said, the property owner, Jack Colton, has given them a thirty-day extension to settle the rent.”

      Robert looks up at his father. “Have we worked with Jack Colton before? That name sounds so familiar.”

      “We have, so I have a feeling we can wrap this deal up in less than thirty days,” his dad confidently replies.

      “So, what am I supposed to be doing in the meantime?” Robert Junior answers, slightly perplexed.

      “I want you to hop on a train today. Visit the loan officer at the bank, visit the coffee shop, feel out the owner, learn about the town. You know what to do.”

      Robert looks down at his watch. 11:00 a.m.; if he leaves within the hour, he can be in the town by 2 or 2:30 and can at least make a brief visit to the bank before it closes. He can get more information there.

      “Do I have to stay there?” he asks dumbfounded.

      “Why don’t you take a day trip there today. We will meet tomorrow at 9:00 a.m. to discuss the next steps. I’m thinking you should definitely immerse yourself in the town. It would be most beneficial to this particular deal.” Mr. Vaughan, senior, stands up, adjusts his suit coat, and walks toward the door.

      “Small town Connecticut, really?” Robert inquires.

      “I’m sorry to say, but it’s not like you’re very busy around here,” he responds before he immediately waltzes out the door, closing his son’s office door behind him.

      Robert picks up the informational folder, his legal pad, and laptop and packs up his briefcase. He grabs his cell phone, which he tucks inside his suit coat, then puts on and buttons up his winter coat. He closes his office door, walks slowly down the carpeted hallway, and pushes the down button outside of the silver elevator doors. He plays with his phone during the long ride down thirty floors to the lobby. He braces himself before he pushes the large, glass rotating doors that lead into the blustery outdoors. Head down, he walks two blocks to the subway.

      Robert rides the subway a few stops to the train station where he purchases a round trip ticket then searches around for the platform where his train will depart. He glances at his watch, 11:45. He has thirty minutes to kill and suddenly is starving. He moves swiftly toward the Duane Reade to buy a bag of pretzels, a protein bar, and a bottle of water. He swipes his card at the register before returning to the platform to line up alongside fellow passengers. When the doors open, he takes a window seat toward the front of the car and opens his bag of pretzels. He opens the folder of paperwork his father gave him and begins to read while he snacks.

      
        
        
        Location: Logan’s Coffee Shop, 1435 Main Street, Greenfield, CT   09678 (203-420-1987)

        Contact: Minnie Logan, Owner

        Property Manager: Jack Colton, Colton Commercial Properties

        Available Date for Lease: February 15th

      

        

      

      He thumbs through the paperwork, which includes financial reports, historical documents, and loan notices. He pulls out his phone and does a search on Minnie Logan. The first thing that comes up is a Facebook page of Logan’s Coffee Shop. He scrolls through the feed observing photos of homemade goodies, freshly brewed coffee, holiday themed decorated tables, and smiling customers-many posing with Minnie. He begins to grin himself when he notices the strikingly beautiful face of the owner who looks to be right around his age. Thanks Dad, he thinks for a moment, then he glances out the window to determine how close he is to Greenfield. Just then, the conductor announces that the next stop is in fact, Greenfield. He gathers his belongings and meanders to the exit.

      Robert types the name of the bank on his phone navigation app and realizes it’s just a half of a mile from the train station. This really is a small town. He follows the route on his iPhone to the blue dot on the screen and arrives at the town bank.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter Three

          

        

      

    

    
      Robert pulls on the gold handle on the double doors of the historic building and proceeds into the lobby. When he sees a teller with no line in front of her, he approaches.

      “Good afternoon, sir. What can I do for you?” The female is all smiles as she welcomes the new face.

      “Good afternoon. I’m looking to speak with your loan officer.”

      “Do you have an appointment?”

      “I don’t. I just arrived from out of town and wanted to make it here before closing.”

      “Let me see what I can do.”

      She steps away from her desk and picks up the phone. She is on the line for less than three minutes before she returns.

      “Mr. Miller is available to see you now. The door to his office is just past you around the lobby on the right.”

      “Thank you very much, Janet,” he answers while reading her nametag. She responds with a big smile. Robert sees the door to the office of Mr. Miller is slightly ajar, so he taps on the door as he pushes it further open.

      “Mr. Miller?” he asks.

      “Yes. Come on in.” He stands up behind his desk and extends his hand. Robert firmly shakes his hand.

      “I’m Robert Vaughan. I’m the CFO of Java Blend; we’re based in New York City.”

      “Well, Mr. Vaughan, welcome to Greenfield. Have a seat.”

      “Thank you,” he says while he adjusts his dress coat and sits down.

      “What brings you in today?”

      “I’m interested in the property that’s for lease at 1435 Main Street.”

      “You mean Logan’s Coffee Shop?”

      “Exactly.”

      “What is it you want to know?” the banker skeptically asks.

      “I’m really wondering what the story is behind the property. I read something about a thirty-day extension.”

      “That’s correct. The Logan family has owned the property for years. Everyone loves them. Sadly, since Mr. Logan died over a year ago the coffee shop has seen a decline in sales.”

      “The daughter took over. Is that correct?” he asks inquisitively.

      “Minnie, yes. She is the sole owner at this time.”

      “So, she would be the person who I should speak to if I’m interested in leasing the property, then?” Mr. Miller cringes before he responds.

      “Technically yes, but I know for a fact that she is not going to speak with you.”

      “Why not?”

      “Am I correct in saying that Java Blend already has a coffee shop in Greenfield?”

      “Yes, we do. Why?”

      “I’m trying to be as impartial as I possibly can be in this position, Mr. Vaughan, but I’m quite sure Java Blend’s shop could be another reason that Logan’s Coffee Shop isn’t as profitable these days.”

      “That’s pure speculation,” Robert adamantly responds.

      “It is indeed. I know it’s none of my business, but why are you considering two locations in this small town?”

      “We like the Main Street location better, so we shall see.”

      “Well, I wish you good luck, Mr. Vaughan. You’re definitely going to need it,” he adds under his breath.

      “Thank you for your time, Mr. Miller.” He stands to shake his hand one more time before exiting the office.
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      Minnie arrives at the bank before closing time and heads straight toward Steven Robin’s office.

      “Hey, Steve, you got a minute?” she asks, peeking in the doorway.

      “For you, Minnie, always.”

      She takes a seat and immediately starts in.

      “Is there any way I can get a little more time on the loan?”

      “You mean the thirty-day loan?”

      “Yes, I’m grateful for the thirty days. I just feel like I need a little more time.”

      Minnie sounds exasperated and Steve feels for her.

      “I’m afraid that it’s not that simple this time, Minnie. Jack Colton has tons of properties in town, which means he brings the bank a lot of business. The thirty-day extension is the best we can do. I’m so sorry. If I could do anything I would. I really am truly sorry.”

      “I’m sorry too.” She stands up, frustrated, and walks out of his office, head down with her bag of cash in hand to deposit. She’s not even looking where she’s going when she runs directly into Robert Vaughan, who is looking down at his phone.

      “I’m so sorry.” He’s the first one to speak.

      “I’m sorry. I wasn’t paying attention.” Her bag falls to the ground.

      He leans down to pick it up and hands it to her when he instantly recognizes her from the social media photo.

      “Thank you. I guess I’m in kind of a rush.”

      “No problem. Everything okay?”

      She is surprised by the stranger’s question, but quickly responds.

      “Yes, I’m good. Thank you for your concern.” She turns around and rushes toward the available teller. He stands still in disbelief that he just met Minnie Logan.

      “Hi, Janet,” she greets the same woman that previously helped Robert, unbeknownst to her.

      “Hi, Minnie. Daily drop off?”

      “Yes.” Minnie is short with her answers. “Everything is sorted and ready to go.”

      “Alrighty then. Let me get your deposit slip, dear, and then you will be good to go.”

      “Thank you.” Five minutes later, she is out the door, in her car, and on the way home.
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      Robert watches the flustered coffee shop owner continue toward the female teller’s window before she swiftly exits the building. He types in Logan’s Coffee Shop into his maps and is surprised again to find out the spot is a little over a mile away, which is nothing to a native New Yorker. He feels defeated, however, when he sees the CLOSED sign on the door. He makes a mental note of the hours, 6:00 a.m.-3:00 p.m., then journeys back to the train station. Good thing he bought a round trip ticket. It looks like everything shuts down early around here.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter Four

          

        

      

    

    
      Minnie unlocks the front door to her house. “Hello? I’m home!” she announces. A curly haired, energetic six-year-old runs to the foyer and squeezes her aunt around the waist.

      “Aunt Minnie!”

      “Well, hello there, pretty girl. How was your day at school?” She hugs her niece back.

      “Great! My teacher chose me for the citizenship award this week.” The pair walks arm in arm to the kitchen where Ellen, Minnie’s mom, is making dinner.

      “Hey, Mom. You cook all day. You don’t need to come home and cook dinner too.”

      “Well, we don’t offer lasagna on our menu at the shop, so it really is not the same.”

      “You know what I mean.”

      “I do, and I greatly appreciate it. You and Sarah can set the table. We’ll eat in about twenty minutes.”

      “I’ll get the napkins,” Sarah shouts, removing three white napkins from the stand on the counter. She folds each of them in half before she places them on the table.

      “Thank you, pumpkin,” Ellen says.

      “You’re welcome, Gran,” the agreeable child replies.

      Once the dinner plates are served, the three of them sit around the table listening to Sarah’s detailed account of the school day. She manages to remember who forgot their homework, everyone’s classroom jobs for the week, and details about the President’s Day project. After everyone has finished, Minnie clears the plates before offering dessert, extra sugar cookies from the shop.

      “These are my favorite!” Sarah exclaims.

      “Great!” Minnie responds. “As soon as you’re finished eating, I’ll help you get in the shower and read before bed.”

      “I want to read to you tonight!”

      “I would love that,” her aunt replies.

      “You two can head upstairs then. I’ll clean up the kitchen,” Ellen says.

      Sarah races up the stairs with her aunt following right behind her. Minnie starts the shower for her niece and waits in the hallway listening out for her. She checks her phone and finds a new email message that she decides to open.

      
        
        Date: January 15th

        From: Steven Robin

        To: Minnie Logan

        Subject: Today

        

        Hi Minnie,

        I just wanted to drop a line and let you know that I’m truly sorry about the thirty-day limit on your loan extension. Your family’s business is very important to us and if there’s anything I can do to help in another capacity, please let me know.

        Steve

        

      

      That’s nice to say, Minnie thinks, but it really doesn’t change anything. She knows that if something needs to be done, she is going to have to figure it out herself, and fast. She hears the water turn off and opens the door to help Sarah reach for her soft animal shaped towel and dry off. Sarah changes into her pajamas, brushes her teeth, and leads her aunt into her bedroom. She hops on the bed propping up her pink and white pillows while holding a new picture book in her hand.

      “This is the book I got in school today. I want to read it to you. It’s about a pig in a wig, and the story is hilarious.”

      “It sounds hilarious.”

      Sarah starts reading the rhyming sentences pointing out the words on each page.

      “What a wonderful reader you are, Sarah.”

      “Thanks. Miss Jacobs tells me that too.” Sarah looks up at her aunt for her approval.

      “Because it’s true. I’m so proud of you.”

      “Thanks. You ’ll never believe what the pig does next,” Sarah comments as she turns the page.

      She laughs through the entire story and asks to reread it as soon as the text comes to an end.

      “I think you should read it again tomorrow night to Gran. She will love it.”

      “You’re right. She will love it! Good night, Minnie.”

      “Good night, Sarah. See you in the morning.”

      Minnie turns out the light, shuts the bedroom door, and returns downstairs to the kitchen where her mom is busily wiping down the counter. Minnie sits in her dinner chair and puts her head on the table while she sighs.

      “What is the problem, honey?” her mom asks.

      “I met with Steve this afternoon, and he just sent me an email. There’s nothing right now that he can do to help. The thirty days is all we have left. What are we going to do?”

      “Honey, you need to stop stressing about this. You’ll think of something when you least expect it. A great idea will just come to you. It always does. You should go ahead, take a bath and read to get your mind off of this for a little bit?”

      “Thanks, Mom. I’ll try.”

      Minnie had moved home after her father died so her mother would not be alone, despite the fact that her mom constantly told her that she would be fine. Deep down, Minnie knows she moved in for her own reasons. She desperately missed her father and knew being alone in her own apartment would only make it worse. Therefore, she committed herself to her mom, her family, and her legacy. She knows her dad would be so proud of her.
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      Ellen’s alarm sounds at 4:30 the following morning; she dresses in a plaid flannel shirt, jeans, and winter boots and heads into work. Her routine has been the same for years. She’s always the first one to arrive for work at Logan’s Coffee Shop, brewing coffee and preparing fresh goodies daily.

      Minnie’s alarm goes off at 5:30; she gets dressed before she wakes up Sarah. Sarah gathers her backpack and pink lunchbox for school and climbs into the backseat of Minnie’s car. They always join Ellen at the shop a little later and eat breakfast together before school begins at 8:00 a.m.

      Depending on the day, either Gran or Minnie take turns walking Sarah to the corner for her to meet the school bus. Sarah’s parents are in New Zealand for the winter, the country’s spring season, on an archeological dig. The anthropologist professors have always traveled the world for their research; this winter is no exception. In fact, Minnie’s sister, Sarah’s mom, has no idea that Logan’s Coffee Shop in in jeopardy. And neither Minnie nor her mother have any intention of telling her.
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      Robert is sitting in his father’s office at 9:00 a.m. sharp for his requested meeting. His dad is sitting with his hands folded on top of his desk and is eager to hear everything his son has already learned about the potential new purchase.

      “So, is it a done deal?” Robert Sr. asks, hands raised.

      “Not exactly,” his son reluctantly responds.

      “Okay, then. What did you learn?” His father seems perturbed with the previous response.

      “I talked to Miller at the bank, and he basically said that if the rent isn’t paid in its entirety within the thirty-day period, then we’re able to take over the lease.” He notices his father’s stance relax.

      “That sounds promising. Are we able to go ahead and take over today? We obviously have the money.”

      “That’s the thing. Apparently, the Logan family is well known and respected in the community, so they’re giving them the extension until the very last day.”

      “So, you’re telling me there is nothing that we can do at this time?”

      “Actually, it goes back to what you said from the very beginning—get to know more about the town. Even Miller asked why we needed another Java Blend in the small town.”

      “Are you asking me that question yourself? What did you tell him?”

      “I told him we liked the Main Street location better.”

      “That’s true, but also, two Java Blends are always better than one.”

      “I agree, Dad, and I get it, but this town is smaller than you can imagine. I literally walked everywhere today.”

      “Did you make it to the property in question?”

      “I did. Unfortunately, it was closed, but I did actually run into the owner of the coffee shop in the bank.”

      “Really? What was she like?” His father is intrigued.

      “We didn’t chat. I literally ran into her.”

      “Well, we need to fix that. You need to get to know her. Find out her weaknesses. Heck, offer her a job.”

      “Are you serious?”

      “About offering her the job, no. About getting to know her, absolutely. We need to understand the communities we’re moving into. Sally will book a room for you at the Greenfield Inn. You’ll stay there as long as we need you to, even if it’s for the twenty-nine remaining days in this situation. I believe that sounds like enough time to get to know the Logan family. You can take the rest of the day to pack up then take the train in. Keep a record of your notes and observations and keep me in the loop. That will be all, son.”

      With nothing to reply and specific instructions to follow, Robert Jr. exits the office and takes a cab home to his loft on the upper east side and removes every fancy suit hanging in his closet and places them into his monogramed dress bag. He starts selecting ties from his drawer to match each suit. Then, he decides to put away every suit but one, his favorite navy suit. His thoughts flashed back to the small town where he realized everyone there is casual. He is trying not to stand out like a sore thumb in the small town. That will definitely blow his cover. Instead, he packs jeans, khakis, button down shirts, and sweaters for the cold, snowy Connecticut winter weather. He decides to pack sneakers and boots rather than his designer pair of loafers, a dead giveaway he is from Manhattan.

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

      

      The lunch crowd at Logan’s is steady. There is a line of people waiting to order the popular cheddar biscuits, buttermilk biscuits, and banana bread with unique spreads. The variety of coffee drinks are also flowing for the loyal patrons.

      Minnie is pleased, but she knows that the crowd could be better. Her mother comes in and out of the kitchen, adding more sweet treats to the display window. The cinnamon sugar cookies, the cinnamon chocolate truffles, and the cinnamon sticky buns are always popular and sell out every single time they are available. In fact, people come in all hours of the day asking if any of the cinnamon items are available. When they have their hearts set on it, you can see the disappointment on their faces when any of us have to say, “not today.” Our afternoon cashier is so convincing when she says, “Try the chocolate tarts or strawberry thumbprint cookies.” Unfortunately, it doesn’t always work; people want what they want. The cinnamon sugar is the best seller. Now that they are aware of this, how can they capitalize on it? That’s exactly what Minnie intends to figure out, and fast.
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      Twenty-eight days. That’s the current amount of time Minnie has to turn her current financial situation around. Minnie has a mental countdown in her head, which sadly is the first thing on her mind every morning. She also has a calendar in the drawer under the register; she reluctantly crosses off a box at the end of each afternoon. She knows that time is not on her side in this situation. This particular morning, with twenty-eight days left to receive a miracle, Minnie drives Sarah to the shop. Sarah hops out of the car wearing her backpack and opens the back door to the shop, walking into the kitchen.

      “Good morning, Gran!” she screeches when she walks in.

      Gran gives her a big hug. “Good morning, darling. Are you hungry?”

      “Yes, ma’am,” she excitedly responds.

      “I’m going ahead and make you a plate then. Banana nut bread, fruit, milk, and cereal.”

      “Delicious, Gran! This is my favorite!”

      “Great. Minnie, will you take her plate and seat her at the counter?”

      “Let’s go munchkin,” Minnie affectionately says. She carries her plate into the dining area with Sarah right behind her and puts her breakfast on the two-seater closest to the kitchen. Minnie makes a cup of coffee and joins her at the table. The early risers begin to arrive one-by-one.

      “Well, good morning, Sarah!” One of the regulars, Mrs. Thomas, a sixty-five-year-old retired schoolteacher, orders her coffee, then walks over to Minnie and her niece.

      “Good morning, Mrs. Thomas,” Sarah replies between chews.

      “You’re getting so much taller and beautiful. What grade are you in now?”

      “I’m in first grade,” Sarah politely answers her elder.

      “How is your school year going this year?”

      “Great! I love my teacher.” She smiles big, and Mrs. Thomas grins.

      “And who is your teacher?”

      “Miss Jacobs.”

      “Oh yes, she is a marvelous teacher. You definitely have one of the best!”

      “And how are you, Minnie?” Her attention and body shifts toward the adult at the table.

      “I’m good, thank you so much for asking.”

      “Well, you look good, but you let me know if you need anything. We’re here for you.” She rests her arm on Minnie’s shoulder.

      “Thank you, Mrs. Thomas. I really appreciate it.”

      “Sure thing. You ladies have a wonderful day.” She takes her coffee cup to a comfortable booth in the back and pulls out the newspaper to read between sips. She always ends up leaving her completed crossword puzzle on her table when she departs.

      Minnie helps Sarah clear her plate and wipe off her face. She tells her to go to the bathroom in the back before the bus comes, then they both bundle themselves up to walk together, hand-in-hand, to the bus stop on the other corner of the block. They have figured out the timing of the bus, (thank goodness for the punctual driver,) so it just takes three minutes to get to the stop and another two minutes for the bus to arrive. Sarah climbs aboard and waves good-bye; Minnie waves back then turns around, speed walking to the shop to greet the next shift of morning guests.

      Minnie is refilling a coffee mug for a customer when she sees an attractive man coming through the front door signaling the bell to ring, thus announcing a new visitor to the shop. She’s never seen him before; she knows she would have definitely remembered him if she had. The tall, put together man with dark hair and eyes approaches the counter and makes direct eye contact with Minnie.

      “Good morning. Welcome to Logan’s Coffee Shop. What can I get for you?”

      Robert instantly recognizes Minnie but can tell by her expression she has no recollection of their run in at the bank yesterday. She does seem to be much more at ease and in her element behind the counter here where she is greeting everyone with kindness.

      “Hi, there. I’ll take a cup of coffee, black, please, and let me see.” He stops talking while he peers down through the display case of morning goodies.

      Minnie interjects while he looks, “May I recommend the cinnamon banana bread?”

      “You may,” he answers when he raises his head and is eye level with Minnie once again. “I’ll take one slice please.”

      “Do I know you?” Minnie reluctantly asks as she stares into the familiar eyes of this stranger.

      “I believe we literally bumped into each other at the bank yesterday.”

      “That was you? Oh wow, I’m so embarrassed.”

      “Don’t be.”

      “I apologize for my behavior yesterday afternoon. I had a lot going on.”

      “No problem at all. I completely understand. Anyway, I overhead some people at the bank talking about their morning coffee at Logan’s Coffee Shop so I thought I should check it out.”

      “Great. I’m glad you did. I’m assuming you didn’t know the distracted woman from the bank that crashed into you happens to be owner of this great establishment.” She blushes.

      He doesn’t respond but rather reaches into his pocket to fumble with the excess change he carries around.

      Minnie responds again. “That will be $3.84.”

      “You forgot the cup of coffee.”

      “Oh, I got it. Your total is $3.84.”

      He thinks in his head how it is no wonder they are unable to make rent with these prices. He responds differently.

      “Wow. That’s incredible.”

      She laughs, “You’re not from around here, are you?”

      He smiles. “That obvious, huh? I’m from New York.”

      “I should have known. What brings you to Greenfield, Connecticut?”

      “I’m looking to relocate.” Lie.

      “Are you over the hustle and bustle of the city?” she curiously asks.

      “You could say that. This town is just a short train ride away. Lots of New Yorkers are moving out of the city these days.”

      “I have noticed the trend.”

      “What do you mean?” He is interested.

      “Well, for one thing, we’re getting a Soul Cycle at the end of the street. That has New Yorker written all over it.”

      “We like to think of ourselves as efficient.”

      “Okay—efficient it is. So, can I get you anything else?”

      “No, thank you. I’m sorry, but I didn’t catch your name.”

      “I’m Minnie.”

      “Like the mouse.”

      Slightly insulted, she defensively says, “As in Minerva Logan, my grandmother and namesake. She also was the woman behind my grandfather’s company.”

      “Minerva, the Roman goddess of wisdom then.”

      “That sounds much better.” She smiles and blushes once more.

      “Well, Ms. Wise One. Thank you for your help,” he flirtatiously responds.

      “Well, make yourself at home. Let me know if you need anything. Oh, I didn’t catch your name.”

      “It’s Rob-Bobby.”

      “Nice to meet you, Bobby.” He thanks her again then selects a table by the window, watching the mid-morning traffic and pedestrians up and down Main Street.

      Minnie glances over at the newcomer while she greets more customers. Her mother joins her behind the counter when the line dies down and nudges her. Minnie knows why and whispers for her to stop. Minnie steps away from the counter and begins to mingle with customers around the dining area. She stops at “Bobby’s” table asking if he needs anything else.

      He says he’s fine at first, but when she starts to walk away, he starts asking questions.

      “So, are you the owner?” She turns back around.

      “That would be me.”

      “You said your grandfather started the business. Is that right?” She sits beside him at the table.

      “Yes, my grandfather was what I like to call a culinary scientist. He mixed, matched, and measured spices all day until he created spices and blends to sell.”

      “Wait, are you talking about Logan’s Spices?”

      “Yes, that’s right. All of his spices are infused into every food item we sell in one way or another.”

      “I didn’t know that.”

      “I wouldn’t have expected you to,” she abruptly states.

      Robert thinks how this bit of information wasn’t in the paperwork his father provided him. Not to blow his cover he quickly responds. “Of course. It’s just that I never put two and two together, and this place has been here a while, it seems. Your photographs on the wall go back quite some time.” He points upward.

      “Yes, we’ve been here for decades now.”

      “So why are you selling?” He tries to sound as concerned as possible.

      Minnie stares directly into his eyes and is silent.

      “I’m sorry for being so intrusive. I just saw the sign when I was walking in.”

      “Oh no, it’s okay. Yes, our family business may be coming to an end, I’m afraid to say.”

      “I’m very sorry to hear that.”

      “Thank you. What is it that you do?”

      He stutters before he manages to say, “I’m an entrepreneur.”

      “That’s a pretty vague answer.”

      “Is it? I feel like there are so many entrepreneurs these days.”

      “I guess so.”

      He quickly changes the subject. “Are you here every day?”

      “Every day from about 7:30 to close at 3:00. My mom opens the place at 6:00 a.m., but she is always here way before then, baking the specials of the day.”

      “Wow! That’s true commitment.”

      “I wouldn’t have it any other way. You should pop in tomorrow afternoon. I mean if you don’t already have something going on. The afternoon selection of snacks is slightly different from the morning treats. We find the variety keeps people in here all hours of the day.”

      “Good idea,” Robert enthusiastically says.

      “We think so,” she remarks.

      “Well, I’ll see you tomorrow then.” He gets up and puts his winter coat on.

      Minnie stands and removes the dishes from his table. “See you then.” He opens the door causing the bell to ring again and paces to the corner of the street out of the window view of the shop. He texts his father.
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        Robert: Did you know this place is Logan’s Spices?

        Dad: Logan’s Coffee Shop is Logan’s Spices?

        Robert: Yes. This may be a bigger deal than you originally thought.

        Dad: Find out what you can.

        Robert: I’m on it.

      

        

      

      Minnie takes the dishes back to the kitchen where her mother is cutting more slices of the cinnamon banana bread.

      “Okay, now who was that handsome man?” her mom asks.

      “His
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