THE OTHER BREAD

MM.MHMEHWA m“_mm ME rwz the bread my grandmother bakes, My mocher
5 the bread thae she buys a few times 2 weel 1
man, who comes round in his truck ro our mnvcmwﬁmﬂmh”mmw mm,wc_ﬂ”wmaw )
wﬂ.r%mn?,.mﬁu ?G.s. Jetsey, where we move afier my mﬂnm*.mm:m__.. mmmmq.m
his bread, unlike my grandmarher’s, has preservatives, a lonyg shelf
__pm.m,"_ my h.w_cn?m_.. says. You can keep this bread for a ESJ lix : ti " ]
withour it becoming green-molded. To my mother MH_H ; M,m “,"Er
everything that 4 good bread should be. =EEEEE
The bread my morher buys is white bread, sliced bread, American

bread ; : !
- A bread that my father, my sister, and | ear only under procest

or when it § ifi i L
: It 15 transiormed ineg something else. A bread thay my
r : it q
grandmorher would never ear, even if she were starving, and she rold
iy : e :
¥ ”EE: 56 the one time she tasted this bread, and she rald my
maother, too, thar she kna i . .
: WIWS What it is to starve. whar ie ;
» WIAr it is noc to ha
enoigh at even if she dj e
: gh food; and thar even if she did not have enough food, she
would not ear this bread. . ,
My morher chinks the i [
My, me her thinks char cating this bread will change her, thar
eating this bread will erase this emnbarr : !

assment of a stepmoche
it ‘prnother—all
dresses and headscarves and scavenging for dandelions on the

neighbors” lawns, and superstitions, and tentacled chines stewing

pots, and flurries of flour thar ruin my mother's mtolm_“m_,awn_““zm M.
lufrequently washed Old Waorld long woolen E._n_mam”mwﬂm_,_m .m_z..
embarrassment of g stepmother who, my mother swe batb

ars, never baches
wh Wi it jt i u p
O treats warer as if jr s something to pray to
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CRAZY IN THE KITCHEN

wash in. (When my grandmother sees the amount of water my
mother puss into the bathtub when my siscer and I bathe, she mutters
vMare Adriacico” in disgust, clucks her tongue, and walks inro her
darkened bedroom to say the rosary.)

Maybe my mother chinks that if she ears enough of this ocher
bread, she will stop being Italian American and she will become
American Ametican. Maybe my mother thinks that if she eats enough
of this other bread, people will stop thinking that a relative of my
facher's, who comes to visit us from Brooklyn once in a while, is a
Mafinso, because he's Tralian American and has New York license
plates on his new black car, and sports a black tie and poincy shoes
and a shiny suit and a Borsalino hac tipped way down over his
forehead so you can hardly see his eves. And if you can hardly see his
eyes, my mother says, what kind of a man must the neighbors think
he 1s? Maybe my mother remembers the incarcerations, deportations,
and lynchings of Italians, the invasion of Iralian neighborhoods in
Hoboken, New Jersey, during the war when we lived there. Maybe
my mather thinks eating this bread will keep us safe,

This bread char my mother buys from the Dugan’s man is whiter
than my grandmother’s bread. It is as white, as soft and as spongy, as
the coteon balls 1 ase co take off my nail polish when Tam a teenager,
s white as che Kotex pads I shove into my underpants.

My macher eats this beead all che time, morning, noon, and nighr,
and she uses ic to make us roasred-cheese sandwiches. Two' slices of
American cheese pulled in shreds from cheir cellophane wrappers,
slapped berween two slices of burtered American bread {torn when
burrered, because it is so soft) fried in a too hot frying pan while my
mother, discracred, walks away ro do something else until she smells
the butrer burning, says “Oh my goodness,” returns to the stove, flips
the sandwiches, gets distracted again, walks away again, smells the
butter burning again, says “Oh my goodness” again, and serves the
sanchwich ro us with lots of catsup on the side ro disguise che filchy
taste,

After Thanksgiving, my mother uses this bread ro make rurkey
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