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Colm got up and turned towards the door.

“Fine.

I’ll leave.”

“Come back!” she ordered.

“It’s kind of you, but it’s too late now.”

It looks to me like Kelly wants to employ you.”

“All the same, perhaps it’s better for me to leave,” said Colm.

“That wouldn’t change the situation.

He’d go after you.”

Kelly came back with a vacuum cleaner.

“What’s your opinion of it?” he asked.

“It’s a great device,” answered Colm.

“It’s lighter than any other vacuum cleaner, it’s quieter, and it’s more
effective.”

“And the price?”

“The wholesale price is €150 and the retail price is €200.”

“There should be a good demand for it,” said Colm.

“Go out and sell it for me!

You’re employed.”

Colm spent a week trying to sell THE LEAP.

He stood in cold corners in large department stores waiting for buyers or
assistant managers to come talk with him.

Most of them sent a messenger to him with an excuse that they were too
busy to speak with him.

Those that agreed to come speak with him said that the device was too
expensive that it wasn’t comparable with vacuum cleaners from the East
with respect to price.

It was futile for him to claim that THE LEAP was better than any other
device.

They shrugged their shoulders and said that they didn’t have time to
discuss the matter any more.




