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On Sundays, Grandpa Paco
and I went to the market.

Always at the same time.
Always through the same door.

Hurry up, Grandpa,
they'll all be gone!

The oranges
aren't going

anywhere, Lola.

Grandpa had been
a baker for forty years.
He walked slowly out of habit.

Carmen had the finest
pyramid of oranges
in all of Madrid.

Look at these,
sweetheart!

From Valencia,
in this morning.

The one
at the bottom
is the biggest.

Lola, not
that one!

Too late.

Oh, my pyramid!

Sorry,
Carmen!

Come on, with
three of us this'll

take no time.

This beret has
never carried

anything so good.

Carmen gave us a whole bag.
She said they were
“the floor ones”.

The best
kind, Lola.
The kind
you earn.

KER-THUMP!KER-THUMP!
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