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..-l'.!."'“ Me and my mom, we like to bake

seones, and pizza, cookies and cake.
| use the old sifter to make a l:i7 mound;
the top of oy tountain is pointed but round.
It's Always important with ey fihyerﬁp
To make a voleano or great sailing ship.

By now my mom's worried and starting to fear
that the clean up will take ker most of a year.
Ske just doesn't realize that flouvr is fun,

that cookin7 is not about hakihg the bun,

that sifting is not about what's going in

but the magic of shapes as the snow hits the tin.
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Once the dry mountain is fihb.”y done

we move to the butter and sugar what fun!

For this is the titme that my mom takes a risk
by letting me drive the big bow| and the whisk.
The island of butter is yellow and thick

and the river of sugar is starting to stiek.

| start the mixer on one or on two

so the island and river can blend into stew.

By now ty mom knows that | have understood
that St&rﬁhj the mixer off slow does some 7oo<|.
The sugar does not fly out of the bowl

and the sweeter the bun, the cake or the roll.
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Uimix ‘til | see that the island is gone

and then it's the eg9 time whick lusvally pawn
off on my mom who kates eggshells in cake

and the slime on my fingers, | simply ean't take.
Then at the end, ey voleano gets tipped

into the bow| with the chocolate chips.
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| always sneak one and sometimes a few
while my mom is clu.m'h’ and kasn'ta cluve.
Whether a scone a cookie or cake,

I always taste at each stage of the bake.
Thke flour is va, the butter so rick,

the sugar is luscious, the chocolate, bliss.




