Mama’s Baked Bread
by Barbara Rawls

                   
	Mom was an excellent baker, her pies and bread praise-worthy.  Jim and I hovered near the oven, inhaling the wonderful aroma of bread baking. “How much longer?” Jimmy asked.
	“It will be done baking in 10 minutes,” Mama said.“But you still must wait for it to cool. Both of you, go outside and play. I’ll call you when you can have a piece.”
	Jimmy pushed the screen door open and sat on the porch. I reluctantly followed. Neither one of us wanted to be too far away from the prospect of sinking our teeth into that buttered slice of bread.
	“Want to play jacks?” I asked him.

	“No.” he growled. “Boys don’t play jacks. Barb, go away.” 

	“Jimmy,” I ventured. “Which of Mama’s baked goods do you like best? I like strawberry-rhubarb pie best;  Mama’s custard pie and lemon meringue pie; mincemeat tarts are great, too. Oh, cherry pie and apple pie, especially with vanilla ice cream on top are the best.”
	A smile crept across Jimmy’s face as he thought about Mama’s pies. His grumpy disposition

 vanished.

	Finally, Mama called us inside and sliced two pieces of the still warm bread, spreading the butter evenly across the surface.
	“Yum,” I said as we sunk our teeth into the best bread we ever ate.                                                                                                                                       
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