
One Saturday in December,
the market was packed
to the doors.

Grandpa?

Grandpa…
where

are you?

I remembered what
he always told me:
if you get lost, stay put.

And that nobody in Madrid
whistles like a baker.

FWEEEET!FWEEEET!
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Lola? Lolaaa!

Grandpa!

There you are,
you rascal!

And there goes
my beret!
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