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 Pie!

 


AS SOON AS
Brandon stepped through the front door from school on Friday
afternoon he knew Mum had been baking.

The house
smelled of something warm and wonderful. But was it pie?

After the week
Brandon had been through, he needed pie.

He dropped his
backpack by the front door and ran into the kitchen. Mum was in
there, wearing an apron. Her hands were in the bubbly washing up
water.

“Have you been
baking?” he asked, rushing to the oven door and looking through the
glass.

The oven was
empty.

“You haven’t
even said hello to me yet,” said Mum, sounding gruff. She pulled
her hands out of the water and wiped them on a hand towel.

“Sorry,” said
Brandon, racing across to Mum’s side.

She bent down
and he gave her a kiss.

“Now,” he
said. “Is there pie?”

“Go wash your
hands,” she said, turning back to the sink. “You know the rule
about washing your hands when you come home.”

“But,”
moaned Brandon, “You said if
I was good there would be pie.”

Mum put
her hands on her hips and pushed her lips together like she always
did when she was frustrated. “I will not reveal the existence of any baked goods until
you have washed your hands.”

“Apple and
blueberry pie?” Brandon asked. He looked closely at Mum’s apron to
see if there were any signs of blueberry juice. Mum always got blue
smudges on her apron when she’d been baking his favourite kind of
pie.

But
there weren’t any
smudges.

“Hands! Wash!
Now!” Mum said. Then she turned back to the dishes in the sink
again.

Brandon
stood on tippy toes and stared at the dirty plates and
bowls. “Aha!” he said,
punching the air. “You’re washing the rolling pin. That means
there’s pie!”

His mum
sighed, pulling up her sleeves with her damp hands.
“It might be pumpkin pie.” She
gave him a hard stare.

Brandon
made his ‘yuck’ face.
He hated pumpkin
pie.

“Go wash your
hands and then I’ll tell you about the pie.”

Brandon
rolled his eyes. “It’s
not worth washing my hands for pumpkin pie.”

She growled
under her breath and thumped the rolling pin onto the drying
rack.

Brandon
knew what that meant. When Mum wasn’t happy, she sent him to his room. Then there
would be no pie at all. Pumpkin pie was better than no pie at all.
At least Mum would let him have cream with it.

He ran all the
way to the bathroom.

At first he
tried to wash hands without standing on the stool. He hated the
stool. Standing on the stool meant he was still too short to use
the sink like big people.

Frizzy
Lizzy at school said he was so little he’d never grow up to be the same size as everyone
else. That made Brandon really cross. He told Frizzy Lizzy that her
hair made her look like she’d been sticking her bobby pins in an
electric socket. Then she’d hit him and told him to take it back.
He said he’d only take back what he said if she took back what she said. She said she couldn’t take back the truth. So he’d shoved her and
she’d shoved him back and both of them ended up in
detention.

Brandon
hated detention. Not only was it really boring, but he
wasn’t allowed pie for a
week afterwards.

Dad said
Brandon was just short for his age. Besides, girls grow faster than
boys when they’re
little.

“Just you
wait,” Brandon’s dad had said. “When you’re sixteen you’ll be
taller than Frizzy Lizzy. She’ll probably think you’re very
handsome.”

Brandon
had made his ‘yuck’
face. Girls. Life would be so much easier if there weren’t
girls.

“Are you
washing your hands?” Mum called out from the kitchen. “I don’t hear
the water running.”

“I’m doing it
now,” he yelled, stepping up on the stool.

He picked up
the soap which was still damp from when Mum washed her hands last
and then rubbed it until his hands were covered in bubbles.

It
wasn’t fair that he had
to wash his hands. Steven Watkins at school didn’t wash his hands,
ever! Mum said that’s why Steven had a cold last month, but Steven
said it was because Brandon
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