He was leaning on the wooden counter, pencil in hand, puzzling over the answer to 20a when the tinny jangle of the small bell over the front door caught his attention. It was old Mrs Biggins, a short dour woman with a permanent scowl on her face. He groaned inwardly then brightened as he immediately thought of the answer to 20a and filled it in before replacing the pencil behind his right ear and patting down his brown dust coat.
‘Mornin’ Mrs Biggins, what can I do you for today?’ he asked pleasantly (as he always did)

‘It’s me bosom’ she replied curtly.

‘I’m sorry Mrs Biggins - didn’t quite catch what you said’

‘I said it’s me bosom. Are yer deaf lad?’ she said slightly irritated now.

‘Er, your bosom?’ he asked timidly

‘Aye, that’s wot I sed. There’s summat wrong wi’ me bosom – it’s worn out and I need a new one. Can yer ‘elp me or no?’

He looked at her with a furrowed brow trying to decide how best to play this. The thought of a mere sales assistant in a general store trying to sort out an old woman’s worn out bosom, let alone daring to ask which one it was….
Then it hit him. A big smile spread across his face and he rubbed his hands together triumphantly.

‘You mean you want a new besom Mrs Biggins’

‘Aye lad, that’s wot I’ve been tryin’ ter tell ye – I need a new bosom ter sweep me stoop’

‘Will that be a left handed bosom…. er I mean besom, or a right handed besom Mrs Biggins?’

