 
 
The lacquered wooden stick of the mop is smooth in my hands.  As I lift the mop head out of the murky bleach water  its heaviness rushes through my body and stabs my lower back.  " I'm almost done." I think.  "Just keep going".   I'm Tired.  The day is blurred.  The morning's memories feel like days have past.  My feet throb with every step I take in my silly looking red rubber crocs.  Tan chocolate mousse blots, fuchsia raspberry stains and canary yellow lemon cream smudges create abstract designs over the front of my chef coat. Reminders of the day's tasks that had been accomplished.  The 1500 square foot bakery seemed inadequately small today as production had taken over.  Tables were engulfed with pans of ready to bake strawberry tarts, apple pies and walnut cookies, all waiting their turn to enter the scorching ovens, their final step to become the sweet treats they were meant to be. Golden, crisp, delicious.  The dish station had accumulated mountains of dirty cookie sheets, rubber spatulas and metal bowls.  Everywhere I turned there was no room for me to accomplish my next task.  Now, as I scan the white walled peach tiled bakery it seems so vast, so peaceful.
I walk over to my 80 qtHobartMixer standing as tall as I am. Grey, metal, strong like a warrior ready for any challenge it must face.   As I sweep the mop around the feet of the grey beast and wipe away the hardened goo of chocolate batter splattered on the floor, I am taken to one of my morning's early tasks...chocolate cake batter. Over 100 # of it whipped and whirled in the giant bowl to fluffy peaks so I could pour it into cake pans to become celebration centerpieces for others. Wedding cakes, birthday cakes and delicate petit fours all started right here in the metallic bowl with the roaring sound of the mixer's motor circling the great whip out of its stout neck. 
 	I love this mixer. It has never let me down.  It took so long to finally buy it  numerous Craigslist searches, visits to bakery auctions, and the countless hours of frosting cakes and folding mousse in order to pay for it.  When we arrived at the falling apart and rusty metal building of the used restaurant supply, I remember looking over at my husband with questioning eyes " Are you sure this is it?" His reassurance convinced me to step out of the car and walk through a path of colorful crackling autumn leaves.  When the dilapidated door swung open I was almost blinded by the neon lights shining in the building. The interior was pristine. A harsh contrast from the ramshackled exterior. The walls were freshly painted and the floors were filled with rows of refurbished stainless steel restaurant equipment that were so perfect they may have very well been brand new. As we made our way through the rows of steel there it was, the 80 qt mixer we came to see.  Its grey steel shined while the crimson red buttons beamed bright.  We finally found our mixer. Not wanting another minute without it we bought right away and had it delivered the next day.   I never knew it would become much more than just a baking tool.  It labored hard with me day in and day out.  It helped me accomplish tasks that seemed impossible.  It was my confidant, my partner, my accomplice of sorts.   I wipe the last of the messy batter off the floor around it and head back to the mop bucket. 
 	"You almost done?" I ask my husband as I carry the freshly rinsed mop by him as he's scrubbing the baking pans in the three bay sink.  "Almost." He answers not even looking up at me just concentrating at his task at hand.  His chef coat is all wet around his belly from the soapy water that splashes up at him as he dunks the day's pans and tools in the sink.  His hair net is mostly ripped now and spots of hair pop out making his head resemble the top of a palm tree.  I smile to myself thinking how funny he looks but don't say anything.  I just think about how tired he is.  How hard he works.  How he never complains.  How I love him for that.  "Did you box the the stuff on the cart?" he asks quickly.  I realize I had completely forgotten.  I rest my mop on the days worn tile and head over to grab the baked goods. 
 	The wheels of the rolling rack sound like a train rushing by as I push the metal shelving over the uneven tile that's filled with ready to ship cakes, tarts, pies and mini desserts.  I arrive at the packaging station that doubles as our lunch table if we get a minute to sit and fill our mouths with food to give us the much needed energy to push through the exhausting days at the bakery.  The packing station has pre-folded glossy white bakery boxes that will encase my masterpieces to be delivered in the early morning by my sleepy eyed, coffee sipping husband.  Their destinations include high end restaurants, farmers markets, country clubs, and mansions all in need of sweet endings to offer their customers. 
[bookmark: _GoBack] 	I pull a sheet pan filled with an assortment of tea cakes off the rolling rack, and set it on the stainless steel table. I look over the fluffy cakes to do my last quality control check. Lemon poppy loaves, pumpkin chocolate chip muffins and pear and cranberry bunts perfectly baked and topped with caramelized sugars glistening in the light.  As I arrange each in the box for delivery I think about the people that will enjoy them.  The cakes destination is Castle Hill Inn and will be served at High Tea for their ritzy vacationers.  I picture the women sitting at ornate mahogany tables with strings of pearls around their necks picking up the mini cakes out of elaborate silver dishes with their glove covered hands. My husband told me how beautiful Castle Hill is and how he enjoys delivering there.  It is a vast stone property that sits at the edge of a cliff over the ocean inNewport.  Intense waves crash below it, and create background music for its guests.
            Our four year anniversary had come up a few months ago and I wanted to do something special for him and I.  A night in a hotel is what I had in mind.  Nothing far, but far enough to get away from the three family home we live in with noisy neighbors and the projects behind our house.  I called Castle Hill for room rates and was astonished at the rate of $575.00 per night with a two night minimum.  I would have splurged and spent some of our hard earned savings on a special night with him, but that rate is just not something we could afford.  Instead, I booked a campsite atWellsState parknear the lake.  We had slowly pieced together a collection of camping tools and gear over the past year and we finally got to use them.  The weekend of our getaway had finally come and of course the forecast was rain.  When we arrived at the campground we were lucky to have a dry pocket of sky over us.  We worked in sync putting together our tent that would become our own little world for the next 36 hours.  Right when we were done putting up the tent the rain began to pour over us.  We scurried into our green canvas enclosure, zipped the door opening closed, and sat in silence as the rain splattered hard over the fabric roof.  We fell in love with that sound and were in complete awe at how beautiful hearing the rain could be. It was truly one of our happiest moments together.  There were only a couple bad storms through the weekend and they went by quickly so we were able to enjoy the fire pit, hikes and barbequing like we had hoped we could.  It truly was a perfect anniversary.  Castle Hill as beautiful and luxurious it may be could not have given us the memories and sweet experiences our camping trip had given us. How happy I am on how it all turned out.   As I place three pieces of tape on the boxes edge to secure it closed I finish wrapping the last of the desserts. Now off to finish cleaning this bakery. 
I mop clean the floor by the oven and notice that these tile have deteriorated far more than the other tile in the kitchen.  They have lost their warm peach hue and are now a dirty cream color.  The busiest place in the kitchen by far.  About a hundred pans are filtered in and out of the ovens on any given day.  It's timers buzz so frequently I swear I hear them in my sleep.  My favorite of the two ovens has no brand name and was bought at a bakery auction for $200.00.  We were sure it would need some repairs in order for it work.  No one else at the auction even gave the 8 foot stainless steel vertical oven a second glance.  We took a chance. Saw an opportunity and bid.  The first time I flipped the black hard plastic switch on its double convection fans roared loud and the heating elements glowed red hot.  It never gives us a problem.  Has no hot spots as it bakes.  Our not so little ugly duckling from the auction truly is the swan of the bakery.  
 	Growing up people told me do what you love, and you'll be happy.  Nobody told me that sometimes doing what you love may be hard, emotionally and physically.  Achieving something, no matter what it is can be straining, but pausing for a moment, looking at the big picture gets you through those tiring days, and allows you to appreciate the little things.  The kitchen is finally clean and I sit at a stool that I store under the packaging table at the far end of the rectangle bakery.  As I am giving my feet and back a rest I scan over the room.  Everything is in its place: cake pans flipped upside down on drying racks, rubber spatulas standing tall in plastic canisters, empty rolling racks in rows awaiting the morning's production. Most of the lights are off now, and the dimly lit atmosphere gives my bakery a peacefulness that I take in as I take a deep breath.  "We pieced it together.  Bit by bit" I think.  "So much work each day." I think.  Then I think of all the little desserts and treats I made, and how many people get to enjoy them.   And I smile.
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