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‘Really?’ Stephanos asked. 

‘Yes, didn’t you say that your mum told you the story, herself?’, Dinos asked. 

‘Hush…,’ Stephanos told him of. ‘Of course, it’s true’ he added. 

Mr. Pelopidas’ eyes were now more confused than ever, but they were also hungry for more. 

Stephanos gently caressed Lizzy’s hand, and she touched the platter once again. Her fingers 

were now brushing against the embossed grapes of the biscuit platter. The thoughts came 

rushing in like wild horses. Some of the thoughts belonged to Mr. Pelopidas − some others to 

his wife, and a few others to Martha, from the time she was a little girl. How could she tell 

them apart? She tried to focus even more.  

“We didn’t have children, but we had always had each other. I will leave earlier my beloved, 

and I will go up there to get our home ready,” Lizzy muttered.  

‘It is as if she is here’, Mr. Pelopidas sobbed. ‘How can you know? How?’ he asked Lizzy again. 
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