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We are five sets of smudgy faces pressed against the glass,

Drawn to the piercing red neon of “Hot Doughnuts Now;”

We await our doughnuts.

According to legend, Captain Hanson Gregory, a Dutch sea captain,

Invented the first doughnut in 1847.

He cut holes in dough before frying it (to make it more digestible).

My friend Eleanor suggests Nothing but the glazed.

You don’t know how long they’ve been sitting there.

We are witnessing the birth of our hot doughnuts-to-be

And our chests fill with cosmic doughnut love.

We are staring into the kitchen window, so mesmerized by the rising yellow lumps of dough, 

That we forget our murky coffees on the table –

Mine, sugarless, creamless, and taupe – all catching cold.

The marquee outside reads “Don’t Forget Our Famous Coffee.”

Eleanor buys a lemonade because she knows for what their coffee is famous

(Or infamous). Krispy Kreme has been serving doughnuts and coffee since 1937.

The first shop was in Old Salem (now Winston-Salem), North Carolina.

Presently, there are stores all over the Southeastern United States.

The legend of Hot Doughnuts Now has touched us

Even in Gainesville, Florida. Josh’s favorite is the glazing machine.

All eight of the Krispy Kreme customers, 

As well as the flirtatious male clerk with the made-up eyelids,

Throw suspicious glances our way

As we squeal when the doughnuts pass under the 

Waterfall of fluid white glaze. One is deformed; we laugh.

In Dutch, they are called olykoeck.

One sign in Krispy Kreme calls them “doughnuts” and the other says “donuts.”

But which one is correct?

Brian says it is probably just a matter of taste.

We get a dozen glazed, dripping syrupy with hot sugar, 

Hot, almost melting before they reach our mouths.

There are five smiles, each sweet-lipped and triumphant

(This can only happen twice in a day).

We internalize 60 years of doughnuts, among five friends, 

Because it is all just a matter of taste.

