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THE BAVARIAN KRISP CAPER

By Kaye George

Life was looking a little better. At last.

Mandy hummed to herself as she watched her niece, Ella, run from one duckling statue to the next. Mandy clutched a bag that held two fragrant donuts, a chocolate frosted for Ella and a Bavarian Krisp for herself. She sipped her coffee and waited for the curly haired toddler to finish greeting and patting each small, sturdy bronze sculpture. Ella came running, a big grin on her little freckled face. She tugged at Mandy’s hand and they headed for the swan boat ride, the conclusion of their sunny afternoon outing at Boston Common.

Mandy had offered to watch Ella while her mother, Mandy’s sister, ran errands. She might as well. She loved watching her niece, but hated the fact that she’d been free to do so for too long now. Money was getting tight.

Mandy salivated, thinking about that donut. Bavarian Krisp was her favorite snack in the world. There was nothing better. Nothing. She was lucky to have a boyfriend who understood her passion for them. He’d gone out early and brought the doughy treasures to her before he went in to work this morning.

The thought of Carl brought a smile to her face. He knew how devastated she’d been since losing her job three months ago. Her teeth gritted whenever she thought about it. It was so unfair!

“That’s twice this week you’ve been late,” her pointy-headed boss had remarked.

Mandy tried to edge past him into her tiny cubicle. She was laden with her purse, her lunch sack, and her water bottle. When the idiot refused to budge, she tripped over his big feet and lost her grip on her lunch. It arced onto her desk. The ripe strawberries inside made a squishing sound and started to bleed red onto the report she’d left front and center last night. The urgent report, due this afternoon.

She felt steam rising inside her, threatening to blow her head apart.

“The bitch in the cubicle behind me is late every week,” said Mandy. “Why don’t you say anything to her? Is it the size of her sweaters?”

The frosty look from the pointy-headed man tamped down her steam. He called security to escort her out.

Her humiliation had been complete when the bitch snickered behind her hand as Mandy passed.

She wanted to stop for a donut that day—the office was next door to a Dandy Donuts shop—but she’d been laden with the contents of her desk in an awkward sized box and didn’t think she could manage it. She’d eaten one on the way in, of course, which was why she’d been late.

Mandy had applied for twenty-five jobs but had gotten exactly one response so far. An interview was set for tomorrow, but she wasn’t sure she was qualified for that position. It called for more accounting knowledge than she had.

Her mood had gone from bad to worse and she’d almost canceled her outing with Ella, but Carl said it would do her good, take her mind off things. He’d been right. The sun felt glorious and the air carried the faint aroma of early spring lilacs to compete with the smell of baked goods wafting up from the sack she held.

After they climbed into their seats for the boat ride, Mandy handed Ella her donut, then picked up her own with two fingers. Ella peered over the swan figures on the sides of the craft and crammed most of her donut into her tiny mouth. Mandy shut her eyes in anticipation; this first bite would be the best moment of her day.

“Aunt Mandy! Look!” Ella grabbed Mandy’s arm and pointed at a mother mallard swimming beside them, a row of babies paddling behind her. Mandy’s donut flew into the lagoon. Tears sprang to Mandy’s eyes as she watched it float away. Six squawking mallards swam to attack it.

“Oh. I’m sorry, Aunt Mandy.”

Mandy sniffled, then gave Ella a weak smile. “That’s OK, Ellie-Belle. I’ll buy another one.” But could she? She had some research to do before her interview tomorrow. The boat drifted serenely on.

She finished her last sip of coffee and flipped her cell phone open to call her boyfriend.

“Hey, Carl. You busy?”

“Up to my ass, sweetie. They don’t have me come to work because there’s nothing to do. How did you like the donut?”

“That’s what I’m calling about.” The swan boat reached the dock and she took Ella’s hand as they stood to exit. “It fell into the water. In the park. I need another one.”

Her obvious plea was greeted with a moment of silence.

“I don’t have a donut, Carl.”

“You seriously think I should leave work to get you another one?”

She heard that wintry tone. Her shoulders slumped. It meant he wasn’t going to. “I guess not. Talk to you later.”

Carl may have been saying something else as she snapped the phone shut. Something about Ella and her donut. Yes, Ella had liked hers just fine. It hadn’t fallen into the water.

Mandy wiped the chocolate frosting off Ella’s soft hands, then swiped at the streak she’d left on Mandy’s arm when she knocked the ill-fated donut into the water.

She checked the time display on her phone screen. She had to get going so her sister could get Ella to her dance lesson on time.

After dropping Ella off, Mandy decided she could do research some other time. She’d either get the job tomorrow or she wouldn’t. She planned to send out more applications tomorrow, but Kinko’s was open all night for printing résumés. She drove by the closest Dandy Donuts shop and circled the block searching for a parking spot. Nothing.

But that was alright. There was another shop not far up the street. This time she circled two crowded blocks looking for a space, beginning to fume.

“Why don’t they ever build a donut shop with a parking lot in Boston?” she fumed, pounding her steering wheel. All those people strolling out of the shop, eating donuts—you’d think one or two of them would get into a car and free up a parking space. But they all seemed to be walking.

She drove to another store. There were lots and lots of Dandy Donut shops in Boston. They were famous for them. But there was hardly any parking. She found a space three blocks away between a huge SUV and the sidewalk at the corner. The SUV had parked badly, sticking out of its space. Mandy’s little blue Toyota didn’t quite fit within the white lines, but it only missed by about six inches. She fed the meter and hurried to the store.

To her surprise, the line was short. Mandy closed her eyes and inhaled the heady aromas of baked dough and frosting, both vanilla and chocolate. And maybe there was a whiff of caramel? Sunlight streaming through the large front windows warmed her shoulders. Before she knew it, she was pointing to the lovely Bavarian Krisp in the showcase. It was the last one. She smiled at her good fortune.

Mission accomplished, Mandy walked back to
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