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The Emporium by Sarah Saunders 

 

He was gone. Without so much as a goodbye.  

 Connie and Mary were sitting in the cafe in Lamms department store. Connie had noticed the red 

and green stripes on the suspended ceiling lights for the first time. She was in shock.  

'They've changed things.' she said.  

'Not shoes again.'  

Every year the shoe section was moved. Now it was squeezed between underwear and the 

boutique 

‘The Emporium.’ said Connie. 

'The one at the top of the stairs?' 

‘Before pots and pans. It's gone.' 

Mary rummaged in her bag , and pulled out a pair of large glasses,with pink transparent rims. 

'Wouldn't have noticed' she said. 'Time I put these on.' 

She squinted along the rows of tables. 

'Where's Ray?' 

Ray's seat was by the window. He came in every day, had a cup of tea and an iced bun, and read 

his paper. He didn't talk much.  

 

Connie and Mary came Tuesdays. Connie made a detour to the Emporium on her way to the café.  

The Voice came from somewhere on the ceiling. It had a soft  accent from somewhere down 

under which made Connie think of angels, and the sun on the sea.   

'Ladies and Gentlemen' he would say ' We have here a wonderful selection of items for you 

today, and all at the single price point of one pound.' 

The words 'price point' were finely balanced, perfectly formed.  

The man was talking to Connie, in a voice as smooth as melted ice cream. 

'Take your time to visit this wonderful emporium.' he said. ' We have created it just for you, 

ladies and gentlemen. The items have been brought here from all over the world and we are happy to 

offer them to you at the special price point of just one pound. Ladies and gentlemen, just one pound.' 

Hanging from hooks in the pegboard walls of the emporium were scissors and needle threaders, 

egg prickers and patterned jar covers; nail clippers and duck shaped sponges; spotted pan holders and 
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pink rubber gloves.  

Connie would move around the walls fingering the things. She whispered the words to herself. 

Price Point.   

Sometimes she would wander off to Bedlinen and sift through the special offer polycotton duvet 

sets. She would eye up the white china in Tableware, lifting the cups to test their feel, thinking of the 

set she would buy. But she always returned to the Emporium.  

'You're obsessed' Mary would say about the white plates, not knowing about the Emporium. 

Connie had no sets of anything, just her mother's flowery cups with no saucers and the dinner plates 

they'd got from a stall in 1963, the year her dad went under a bus.  

She had no reason to buy anything new. But it was nice to think about the whites.  

 

'Ray's not here.' 

Mary's voice had gone up the register.  

Connie decided to ask about him at the counter. 

'We'd better go round' she said when she returned.  She had bought them each an extra little 

sponge cake with a cherry on top.  

‘He’s not been seen since last Tuesday.’ 

 

Connie wanted to go back to the Emporium. Perhaps he would still be there. It was easy to get 

things wrong.  

Just one more time, she pleaded.  Let me hear him one more time. Then I'll go and check on Ray. 

Maybe even buy the whites.  

 


