Bryan Corpolongo

September 29th, 2002

1st Hour

Spaghetti Dinner


Coming home from school I can already tell what awaits for dinner.  The warm aroma of sauce fills the room, and stays there for hours, even after the meal is done.  You go into the kitchen and you have a quick taste, even though it is not ready.  Yum is the only word to describe the unthinkable greatness of the sauce.  

As the evening progresses the pasta starts to take shape.  You can hear the cracking of the noodles as you break them to put them in the pot.  The bubbling sound of the boiling water is a wonderful sound, especially if you are hungry.  You take the noodles out and put them in a huge pot and the steam hits you in the face.


I meet with my family at the dinner table, a rare sight in our busy household, and we begin to eat our food.  The warm pasta and savory sauce explodes flavor into my mouth and it’s almost too hot to chew.  A nice cold glass of crystal clear water refreshes me as I go back for another bite full.

While eating our meal I talk with my family members about their days.  The pasta winds down and different members of the family leave the table in search of life’s great wonders.  Cleaning up the meal comes next and the filth is slowly washed away from the plates.

The delicious meal has concluded.  The plates are clean.  The family is scattered throughout the house.  I can’t wait for the next time we have this meal.  I can smell the sauce now.

