"Run, run, as fast as you can! You can't catch me, I'm the Non-Committal man!" 

Once upon a time, there was a young (if not slightly stupid) woman who decided to whip up some dessert because she had been craving some good old-fashioned gingerbread cookies (further down the road she had gone a bit too far with this theme and met a boy named Hansel and a girl named Gretel.... much to her dismay in the end, but that is a different story altogether). 

Anyway, this silly young woman had been alone for a long, long, long, long (did I say long?) time, which is why she got the brilliant idea to fashion a man out of her gingerbread dough (there just wasn't any good men around!). 

She started this industrious project at 9:02 am and finally at 10:56 pm that same evening, she had the perfect specimen of a man standing in front of her (I will leave out any measurements in case any kiddies are reading). 

She looked at her recipe book and sure enough, an addition of fairy dust (Tinkerbell was a close friend of hers) and 10 minutes in the oven should harden him up a bit (and a man isn't a man unless he's been baked!) and help bring him to life (so to speak). 

She sprinkled the fairy dust, popped him into the oven, set the timer and sat down to wait. 

Drooling with anticipation ('cause, remember, she had been alone a long, long, long…. ok, no need to get irritable.... you got the picture.), she opened the oven door just a tad bit earlier than the time specified in the Betty Crocker's "How to Make a Man" recipe. 

And, voila! Out he popped. Firm, hard and ready for dessert! Never was dessert so delicious! 

The next morning when she awoke, the birds were singing and the sun was shining. She smiled and rolled over and…. he was gone! 

All that was left was a crumby (sorry folks!) note: "Thanks for making me, I gotta go."
