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    The Sandwich That Stayed the Same

    A Bedtime Story About the Masters Tournament Pimento Cheese Sandwich
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    At a very famous golf course, there was a very famous sandwich.

It was soft. It was creamy. It was tucked in green wax paper and sold for exactly one dollar and fifty cents.

It had always cost one dollar and fifty cents.

And the people who ate it were very, very happy.
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    You see, there was a committee.

Five very serious people who sat in five very serious chairs and wore five very serious green jackets.

It was their job to make sure the sandwich stayed exactly one dollar and fifty cents.

This was, to them, the most important job in the whole world.
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    One night, a man named Gerald arrived.

Gerald was an economist. He carried a very large briefcase. Inside the briefcase were pie charts. Many, many pie charts.

"Excuse me," said Gerald. "I have some concerns about the sandwich."

The committee looked at each other.

They put on their reading glasses.
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    Gerald opened his briefcase. He unrolled a pie chart. Then another. Then six more.

"Inflation!" he said, pointing.

"Supply chains!" he said, pointing again.

"The price of pimento peppers has gone up forty-two percent!"

The committee looked at the charts.

Then they looked at each other.

Then they looked at the sandwich in its little glass case.
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    The committee huddled together and whispered for a very long time.

The clock on the wall said midnight. Then one o'clock. Then two.

Gerald ate a cookie from a little plate and waited politely.

Finally, the committee un-huddled.

The tallest one stood up and straightened her green jacket.

"One dollar," she said carefully. "And fifty cents."
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    Gerald packed up his pie charts one by one.

He snapped his briefcase shut.

He put on his hat.

"Well," he said. "I suppose some things are just special."

And he smiled a little smile.

Because even Gerald, who loved pie charts very much, had eaten the sandwich once.

And it had been wonderful.
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    And somewhere out on the quiet green course, wrapped in its little green paper, the sandwich waited for morning.
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