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Saul had just coaxed a crackling fire to life in his outdoor bake oven when every hair rose on the 
back of his neck. In an instant he knew something dreadful stood behind him. He grabbed his long-
handled baker’s peel with its spade-like head and spun, the peel raised like a cudgel.

Along the path to the spring house stood Death. His hood was pushed back, and a few white 
petals falling from the nearby magnolia tree slid down his bare skull. In one bone hand he held a 
branch from Rebecca's forsythia bush. Its dying petals fell at his feet.

“Are you the baker Saul Flory?” Death asked. 

Terror broke in Saul's chest. He clutched his peel, aware that he might never use it again to slide 
loaves into and out of his oven. He had eluded Death ten years before in the War Between the 
States. It felt wrong to face him now. “What do you want?”

“It’s said you bake the best bread east of the Mississippi.” Death walked to the baking table and 
leaned over the bowls and towels, the sacks of flour and salt. In his wake he left a footstep trail of 
dying grass. “You’ll help me make a loaf.”

Terror of a quick demise shifted into dread at spending several hours with this specter. “Why?”

Death tilted his head. “Why do I want to make bread, or why will you help me?”

“Yes.”

“Ha!” Death's laugh grated like a metal chain over a log. He swiped at a fly, buzzing in the 
wrong place at the wrong time. It plummeted to the table in front of him. Saul watched its final 
throes in dismay. “Let's say I've made a bet I don't intend to lose. You’ll see that I don’t, because 
otherwise you’ll die.”
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