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The bell to the coffee shop jingled, the door opened, and there was Althea 
in the doorway. 

Calvin’s jaw dropped and Jack stepped toward her. “I was going to bring 
everything back.” 

“Well, I got to thinking about it and I wanted to see this space. The pizza 
shop used to be in here.” She stepped inside. “It looks nice.” 

“Thank you, ma’am.” 
Allie turned to Calvin, fixing him with a look. “You look familiar.” 
“I should. I’m Ephram Shouts’s older brother Calvin. I was two years 

ahead of you at Milford Middle.” 
“Ahh, yes. I remember.” No she didn’t. The vacant look on Althea’s pretty 

face told Jack that she was putting on the princess act just for the benevolent 
coffee shop owner. 

“It’s good to see you again. Got your order ready. Y’all sit down.” 
Jack gestured to a table near the window and pulled out a chair for her. 

Althea sat down and he sat down opposite her with his latte in his hand. 
“Where’s mine?” she asked. 

“It’s right here.” Calvin came forward with the drink in a delicate white 
cup and saucer with the right amount of shavings on top. “Since you’re here, 
you don’t have to drink out of the paper cup.” 

“I’m sure it was fine, Mr. Shouts.” 
“Calvin, please.” He went away and came back with a scone on a plate, 

clearly forgetting that he had given Jack one. 
How did Althea induce this kind of feeling in people? She sipped at the 

drink, clearly enjoying it, breaking off a corner of the scone and dunking it in 
the coffee. 

Calvin lingered nearby, intrigued, but not wanting to act as if he was 
eavesdropping. But he was. 

“Calvin here wanted to know why you came back to Milford.” 
Jack smiled as the warmth of his chocolate coffee spread in his mouth. 
“I came back to protect my grandmother from intellectual property theft.” 

She looked over her cup at him, sipping her special drink, blinking her lovely 
lashes. At him. Without hostility. The warmth of the scone in his pocket spread 
all over him. 

“Theft?” Calvin came over and pulled up a chair to sit with them. “No one 
would harm Miss Ada in these parts. We wouldn’t have it.” 

“Yes, I know. But it seemed to me that when someone came into town 
and wanted her recipes, well, that was when I knew I had to use my training to 
help my grandmother.” 



“Oh, you talking about Jack’s movie? It’ll be nice for those recipes to be 
kept somewhere. Those things can disappear without the proper care.” 

Allie set her cup down. “Yes. But they are the property of my 
grandmother and should remain as such.” 

Jack drained his cup. “They should. And they will. Calvin, I’m feeling like 
a cinnamon roll. And a refill of regular coffee. With a shot of warmed milk.” 

Calvin stood. “Coming right up.” 
Jack didn’t take his eyes off Allie and she didn’t take her eyes off him. “I 

promise you.” 
“Do you? Such promises should be signed into reality.” 
“Anytime you say, juris doctor. Anytime.” 
“Good.” 
“One of the reasons that I’m doing this project is because, well, when an 

older person dies, especially a renowned cook like Miss Ada, it’s like the library 
of Alexandria burns down.” 

With her love of ancient history, he knew she would get that reference. 
“So, all I’m doing is trying to save all of those scrolls. Because, as we 

both know, death leaves a huge hole in the lives of the loved ones left behind.” 
Her eyes went down to the scone on the table and he was almost sorry 

he’d said that. When she lifted her face, her eyebrows were drawn together. 
His hand shot across the table to her arm. “Althea. It’s okay. You have 

people to support you.” 
“That doesn’t make it any easier.” She set her coffee down, looking out at 

the town square. Calvin set down a huge cinnamon roll, thick with icing that 
dripped onto the table, and another paper cup of steaming hot coffee. Jack 
could tell this was no mass-manufactured roll, but the real homemade kind. It 
fairly oozed butter and it was warmed up, just a bit, so that cinnamon 
tingled his nostrils, mixing with her perfume, and it was all home to him. 

“Would you like some?” 
Smiling at him, she shook her head slowly. “It’s obnoxious.” 
“It’s delicious.” He smiled. “Look at all the turns in that dough.” 
“Turns?” 
He drew his eyebrows together. “How much do you know about cooking, 

Althea?” 
“Enough.” 
Nothing, he would wager. Cutting the buttery roll with a knife and fork, 

he offered up a small bite to her, dripping cinnamon and vanilla. 
To his surprise, she took it and ate it, licking her lips. Then a dazzling 

smile. 
He cut off a bigger piece and ate it, and then another of equal size and let 

her take it in. And she did. 
She sipped at her coffee, laughing. “Enough. I’m buzzed on sugar 

already.” 
“I was hoping for that.” He took another bite and put the knife and fork 

down, defeated already. He inhaled. “Althea. I lost my mom at twelve, too. I 
know what it’s like. I’ll go in there with you. You won’t be alone.” 



Calvin stood. “I’ll go with you. Close down the shop if I have to.” 
“That’s very gracious of you, Mr. Shouts. But you need to keep the shop 

open for others.” 
Allie stood. Then she asked Jack a question he would never have thought 

she would ask when she first arrived, when she would glare at him with bare 
hatred. 

“Are you ready, Jack?” 
He had to actually think about keeping his jaw shut. He nodded. 
“Good. Let’s get it over with, then.” 
He took her hand in his arm and left everything, even the delicious 

cinnamon roll, behind, so that he could walk with Althea out of the coffee shop 
toward the hulking stone edifice that was Milford AME church. 

Together. 


