
 

 

Homemade Bread 

For those who know me I love bread! As I try to lose weight and cut out bread I blame it on 

my mother! Yes bread was something Peg was gifted at making.  As a kid I remember coming 

home from school, opening the door to the wonderful smell of fresh baked bread. Of course 

there was time before supper to have a slice and mom would cut a thick piece and smother it 

in butter and I would be in heaven! Never did it occur to me that one day I would learn that I 

wasn’t supposed to consume bread, carbs you know and butter that’s a no no too!  

Well, I have to tell you, as I remember those days, there is a feeling of peace and 

contentment that floods over me. Home was a safe haven. Home was where I could be with 

people or go and be by myself. Home was where I could be myself. I didn’t have to wonder 

what they would think of me or how they might judge me. Home was love unconditionally. 

Oh sure we had our disagreements and being stubborn, like mom, they were often heated 

but once it was done it was done and we were ok once again.  

Kathryn came home in February to finish her school year so she too could relax and be 

herself.  So she could have peace. (it doesn’t hurt that she is fed and I do her laundry!) We 

too have our moments but our love is stronger than our conflicts. 

That is how it is with God. She provides a safe haven. We can go to God and be our authentic 

self. We can share all of our feelings and not fear judgement. We will find love beyond 

anything we could imagine. AMEN 
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