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DIRECTIONS:

* Brown ground beef, Italian sausage, onion, and garlic.

* Add salt, pepper, parsley, oregano, basil, chopped tomatoes with juice, and tomato paste; stirring until well mixed.

* Cover and simmer 1 hour (or longer, but watch mixture getting too dry).

I was trying to hold on to summer for as long as I could. I was still wearing shorts and a T-shirt as I cooked — the only way that was happening was because I turned up the thermostat and turned on the stove. Outside, however, there was no negotiating with the planet. Her fall colors had begun to show, her temperatures had begun to drop, and, most telling, all the very fashionable women had changed over from flip-flops to their boots. I wondered, as I shook more oregano into the just-simmering pot, if there was some modern Farmer’s Almanac where I could look up women’s boot purchases and correlate that into the expected cold weather months. “Women’s boot sales spiked dramatically in early August, signaling a colder than expected winter season this year!” Fuck the fuzzy caterpillar population — boot sales were probably a better indicator in the 21st century.

* Cook lasagna noodles according to package directions; drain and set aside.

* Spray a 13” x 9” baking pan with cooking spray.

* Begin layering noodles and the meat mixture, alternating layers.

I was cooking on a Sunday evening — a habit that refused to die, even as a grown man living on his own, left over from when I was a child. We always ate together on Sunday night, a large home-cooked meal that my mother, and then my mom and sister, spent hours on, while my father, brothers, and I watched sports or 60 Minutes. We would eat, lavishing a steady stream of praise about the food throughout the entire meal, until we all pushed ourselves away from the table, satiated and stuffed. I remember my mother going out to the back porch for a cigarette with her wine glass in hand as my father would roll up his sleeves and begin the near-Herculean task of washing the pots, pans, plates, glasses, and silverware that went into cooking and feeding his family of six. When he was done, he would go out to sit with her, to share a last drink and smoke as the kids would sit, staring at something on TV. Looking inside my head, sliding past the images, pushing back and back until I had the pictures laid bare before me, I remembered that as nice. Safe. Loving. A good time. Before my dad’s cancer and slow spiral to an early grave, before my older brother’s addiction problems, before my sister married that ass-wipe and pulled away completely from us.
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