Dovid Kanarfogel
Foray in the Marketplace

“How many dollars in a pound?” she whispered to me. She whispered, I guess not to feel stupid. I of course had no clue.


“Seven,” I said.


This seemed to satisfy her. “I wish we’d changed out money before coming here.”


“Don’t blame me, you’re the one who thinks she’s a chef. Personally, I don’t care if British lettuce does taste different. Why can’t we just have hot dogs for dinner? With enough mustard, even international meat tastes the same.”


“You’re such a guy.”


We kept walking past stalls of merchants selling foods that looked American, but according to my wife were uniquely British.


“What’s the difference between these raisins and the ones back home?” I asked, pointing to a basketful of the wrinkly things.

“Um…dear, those are pistachio nuts.”


“Eww! Who’s disgusting hands and teeth shelled these?”


“Oh quit being such a child! I’m sure they’re perfectly clean nuts.” Several people turned their heads as they walked past. “Really, you’re making a fool of yourself!”


We reached the area of the market reserved for tea merchants. There was an enormous bathtub on wheels resting in the center of the pavilion, with an equally enormous man standing beside, shouting something.

As we neared, his voice became audible:


“Sugar! Sugar cubes! Sugar cubes for sale!”


I looked at my wife. “Can I, can I?” I hopped up and down.


With a groan, she nodded and reached into her purse to give me some money. I returned a minute later, mouth stuffed with sugar cubes. She stared at me. Then she laughed and took my chin in her fingers.


“You are so very easy to please, my simple creature.”


I nodded and grinned. “Ah wuuuvv yoou.”
