At this café, food flies

and time stands still

e e A L B PR St o T - “Rolls!™ ealled out the slim teen In the white
R s ARSI E o spron, He pushed the cart through the aisles as
~ he waited for a raised hand.

' T'watched in amazement as he chucked 4 roll
it some woman's face: The roll hounced off het
cheek and landed In her plate. -

-1 expected there to be a scene. I'm sure the -
teen's intention wasn't to use her face as a
catcher’'s mitt, 1 assuined that she would call |

thie managet over 10 heve thie young lad

_ reprimunded for: throwl
. Instead she simply looked at the
* three other women at the table

and laughed.

- ' Coming back on Interstate

Highway 57 from vacation re-

cently my family and Ldecid- |

ed to pull off in Sikeaton,

‘Mo., and grab a bite to
eat at Lambert's

Cafu, which Is known

as  lhome of the

“throwed” rolls. It

ey

. My kids loved the
o, friendly ataff walki
from. table to table wi
- blgbowlsof fried okra, to-
matoes and macaroni,
sorghum and fried pota-
toes. All this while the .
‘bread flew to dingrs,
At Tambert's, where they
throw tolls, [ felt like a kid
again. What kid doesn't love to
see food fly? What kid doesn't
want to be pelted by hot bread
flung by & teen pushing a cart, yell-

ing, “Rolls!
. ~—Miike Miires
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