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			OH NO! What Was That Sound?
			   Linda Monnahan Peterson

   Thud! My heart sank when I heard this sickening sound as we rounded our first corner. 
This couldn’t be good. We had just left home with a fully loaded van, on our way to set up 
my bake sale stand at the Saturday Farmers Market in Albert Lea.
   Behind the front seat of the van were crammed tables, a canopy, bags, and the cash box. 
In the far back of the van were racks of yeast breads, quick breads, cinnamon rolls, personal 
pies, and cookies, all packaged and priced to sell. 
   Alongside these racks was a stack of family-sized pies of many flavors, each one similarly 
readied, sitting in a Tupperware pie layer. Stack is the operative word here. I had built the 
tower of pies too high. 
   “We’d better pull over and assess the damage,” I told Gordon. As we pulled onto to the side 
of the road and opened the van’s hatch, I discovered when we rounded the corner, the top 
pie had gone flying, landing upside down in the only clear space available. It had to be my 
Bumbleberry Pie, too, the most expensive one to make. Couldn’t sell this one now. I set it, right side up, closed the hatch, and away we went.
   As we arrived at market, Gordon had a bright idea. Since we couldn’t sell the pie, we might as well share it with our fellow vendors.
    So, after we unloaded and got set up, he made his way to the nearest downtown variety 
store, where he bought napkins, disposable plates, and forks..
    Impromptu market pie breakfast!
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