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DEDICATION




For all who love…


   May your recipe for life be delightful and delicious! 











  
  
Dear Reader, 

I never expected to take so long to get A Tipsy Man Goes Naked – Love Tales and Recipes published, nor did I expect you, my lovely readers, to enjoy the Muse’s Tales and the recipes I collected so much.

Thank you, it has been a great joy to read how much you’ve loved them and the characters between the pages.

It was an even bigger surprise to find the Muse of Aroma and Taste visiting me one sunny autumn afternoon, as I sat in the garden, to say he had more stories to tell and was I ready to write the next book!

I remember squeaking, “Another book?”

“Oh yes! I have many tomes of stories we can explore for your next books,” he said.

So, I guess I’m going to be busy!

In this book, we follow the seasons throughout a year. We start our year in winter in Russia, as this is where the Muse began to tell his stories.

You’re asked to meander through the stories, read and test out the recipes, and check in to see where I’ve collected the recipes from.

My hope is that you’ll share them with those whom you love.

              With blessings to you, 

                            Melody
 







  
  
LET ME INTRODUCE MYSELF


The Muse Speaks




HELLO DEAR READERS,

You’re back again, I see, to understand more about life and, of course, love. 

In book one, A Tipsy Man Goes Naked, I shared with you some tales from my story bank to show you the importance of spending time preparing and eating food, not just to nourish your bodies but to nourish your hearts and souls…and some of you took this to heart and started to consider how to bring more pleasure to your lives through the simple interplay of aroma and taste. 

In Nuts About Love, we move from the daily moment-to-moment pleasures of food, taste, aroma and love, and delve into the more sustained moments garnered over a season. 

Madames et Monsieurs, for those of you who are new to my stories and me, let me introduce myself: I am the Muse of Aroma and Taste.

There are other muses that help humans understand the lives they live, but I’m probably the most important, as it’s through me that you understand the pleasure of life through the tastes and aromas all around you. 

From the moment you were born, and you latched to your mother’s breast, to your last sup of sustenance before you die, it is through me that you experience love, hate, and disinterest in life. Food, life and love are intricately involved in a dance, not unlike the threads of DNA that make up your unique being. 

Of course, rarely do humans recognise or understand this interplay but I hope as we delve into the seasons together you will understand more clearly this; for the emotions are as entwined as the serpent in the apple tree, and Eve, ever curious, wished to share this magic and wisdom with Adam… 

So, let’s begin.







  
  
TIME TO CONSIDER WHAT LOVE IS


The Muse Speaks


IN EACH SEASON, CHANGE occurs – this is a singular truth as inevitable as each breath, in and out, that you breathe. Each cycle dying to give birth to the next. While some plants may be evergreen, and others bear flowers and fruits at the same time, these are the rarity in nature as most follow the cyclic pull of hibernation, emergence, blooming, growth, and fruitful harvest, before again returning to the earth to dissolve, recuperate, and reassemble, as sustenance for the next seedling. So have faith, dear ones, your life will overarchingly follow this pattern annually and lifelong, regardless of whether you stay 3 score and 10 years, more, or less. Your job is to witness yourself through these changes, and to acknowledge how you bear witness to the seasons in your life, so you may understand the power of love through the seasons as you deny or covet what fulfils you with passion or obsession. 

There exists a finer line between love and hate than indifference and obsession. A love fulfilled is easy to see…but a passion and love thwarted?

What happens to this? What turns you from having an open heart filled with hope and expectation, to a closed heart engraved with bitterness and disappointment? How does love taste when it’s filled with joy versus needs unfulfilled? When does it morph into addiction, obsession and, ultimately, destruction? What happens when fear and compulsion play a role in the form of love, and would you even call it love?

Humans would like to think Love Is All Things Good and Pure, but this is a romanticised ideal. Love is far more complex than this. Yes, love may be found in the light filled space but what does it look like in the darker viscosity of miserable climes? 

From our godly viewpoint, we Muses understand love differently. We say all emotions are love either repressed with fear of love or blossomed through acceptance of it. All that differentiates one from another is choice. If you are love choosing to express love within certain parameters and restrictions, how does that make you feel? How does that love taste and smell? If you were choosing love, could you choose one, and then simply choose another, in the same way you might choose a variety of chocolate or apple? Can you learn from love as you move through the seasons of your life? 

Let me be clear – love is always expressed through you, so why not allow its full expression through you? In your choice you may block it or suppress it, but know when you do that, blocked love is alchemised into illness and then you may have to learn to love your illness as much as you’ve desired the love flowing through you.

Whichever you choose, know you will return to your ancestors in spirit, and your choices will be reviewed and gratefully accepted by your ancestors for generations, because this is the power of love.







  
  
NUT POWER


The Muse Speaks


THERE IS NO DOUBT THAT all food is medicine. It was designed to support balance and growth, and to delight your senses of taste and smell. As food comes from the earth, food is Mother Gaia’s gift to all who live upon her, be that insect, bird, beast, or man. 

In your early times, before the advent of fire and the development of societies that grew together into communities, you rarely ate meat and instead focused on what could be gathered – fruits, vegetables, and nuts. These foodstuffs had to fulfil your dietary needs and give you the minerals, vitamins and energy to sustain you from childhood to old age. Meat was a luxury that only filled your bellies if a hunt was successful, and fish was often most popular in sea, river and lake communities.

So, if food is medicine, and nuts and seeds are stored with high nutrition, what are the benefits of nuts?


	Almonds – Sugar regulation, strengthens teeth and bones, slows down aging


	Brazil Nuts – Thyroid function


	Cashews – Enhances blood quality (anaemia), strengthens hair and youthful skin


	Hazelnuts – Heart function


	Macadamias – Cholesterol balance


	Pecans – Anti-inflammatory 


	Pine Nuts – Enhances immune system


	Pistachios – Eye health, strain and dry eyes. Lowers blood sugar, triggers fat burning


	Walnuts – Brain health, memory and reduces the chance of heart attacks by 30%





Seeds:


	Flaxseeds – Lowers cholesterol, assists with body fat regulation 


	Chia seeds – Digestive health, heart regulation, and weight management


	Pepitas (pumpkin seeds) – Blood sugar regulation, bone health, menopause, and sleep


	Sesame seeds – Heart health, bone strength, anti-inflammatory


	Sunflower seeds – Healthy skin, gland function, blood pressure, and cholesterol levels





Although named Peanuts – they are actually a legume – but they do have health properties, so they’re included here:

	Peanuts – Vision, heart health, in moderation can be good for body fat regulation, good source of healthy fats




And finally, the other nut… 

	Coconut – It is an all-round body supporter. Excellent for blood sugar regulation, immune support, gut, skin, brain, heart health and hydration




Add nuts and seeds to your diet and let Mother Gaia nourish your body, heart and soul.







  
  
THE SEASONS


The Muse Speaks


HERE WE ARE AGAIN, with you wanting to better understand the seasons of your life annually. You’d like to think we start in the blessings of spring, but it is in the dark, dankness of flowerless soils that hope hides. In this centre, it asks you to have faith before you see the manifested output of your dreams that begins the cycle. Here you must trust in nature when nothing seems to show for your efforts. 

The gardener and farmer seem highly practical, yet they are the most devout of practitioners. Of what, you may ask? Why, faith – for they must have faith in the seed, the earth, the stars, moon, and sun, and even time itself, to support and nurture their offering and efforts in the hope that all will proceed well and with tender consideration. They must have faith that an abundant crop may be harvested. 

So, in this smallish tome, in the cold, grey, blustery days, let’s begin as the year begins, in winter.
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TIME TO HIBERNATE


The Muse Speaks


IN THIS SEASON, IT’S time to slow down. Go within and be gentle with yourself as you contemplate all the year has brought you; the joys, the sorrows, the highs, the lows, the challenges you’ve overcome, and the losses unexpected. 

For no year is without its losses and gains. In hibernation you can process your hurts, and seek wisdom from them. In the winter fires, burn your resentments and hatreds. In the security and the silence, nurture your heart. Feed it soul healing soups, satisfying casseroles, and stick-to-your-ribs sweet desserts.

Remind yourself of the abundant harvests with bottled goods you made in the late summer sunshine. Open those jars of tomato passata and remember the heat and aromas of autumn. Winter is not a time to be mired in sorrow and deficit. Instead, be filled with gratitude for the fullness of your life, and the experiences you’ve created. Acknowledge where you’ve grown and where wisdom for the future was gained, and give thanks – for too soon, the season shall pass, and another will bear witness to your movement, changes, and next steps into your life.

To live life to the fullest you must embrace everything. Fill your cup with all the love you can find within you and around you. Nature shows this abundance, easily and effortlessly. Allow the love of others – family, friends, and lovers – to fill your cup to overflowing. You are love, and here you are on earth exploring how you may express it and receive it. This is the real mystery of life.







  
  
A GIFT FOR IRINKA


Russia


I WAS ABOUT FOUR YEARS old when Babushka Dana gave me a gift and told me the true story of the matryoshka dolls. It was winter, as only winters can be in Saint Petersburg, and only a few weeks before Christmas. My parents were away in the south and my grandparents, Babushka Dana and Dedushka Sergei, were looking after me. I love my parents, of course, but my grandparents I loved better. They were always there with laughter, games and sweetmeats, and the very best hugs in the whole world. 

I had noticed my grandmother was not herself for a few days now, but I could not say why I felt this. It was like a dark shadow appeared in her eyes, and then she would laugh and hug me close, and it would disappear, and Babushka Dana was back again as I knew her. 

At breakfast, as I sat drinking my hot chocolate, she announced, “This is a beautiful day for a surprise, Irinka!” 

“What surprise, Babushka Dana?” I was suddenly all ears, eyes, arms and excitement. 

Babushka drew me into a hug. “Now, if I told you that it would spoil the surprise, wouldn’t it? But you’ll need your coat and mittens because the surprise means going outside. Have you finished your chocolate, Irinka?” I nodded. “Then get Olga to get you ready to go to the city.”

I loved going on trips to the city with my Babushka, she always told such interesting stories about the palace, and the people at balls she had attended in the palace when she was a young woman: the brave young men in uniform, the counts and ladies, the beautiful dresses, and the glittering ballroom. Babushka had lived her whole life in Saint Petersburg, and she knew it so well. She pointed out the homes of artists and composers, the theatres, and the ballet school where I hoped one day to dance. Babushka said I came into the world dancing and that I could dance before I could walk or talk. 

Olga dressed me in my heavy winter coat of royal blue that had the white fur muff for my hands, which were already encased in blue mittens so I should not get my fingers cold. I waited impatiently with Olga in the front foyer of my grandparents’ home. Finally, at the top of the staircase my babushka Dana stood, dressed in her beautiful lavender dress and coat trimmed with a cloak of fur to keep out the chill, her hands in gloves and a warm hat on her head. Babushka Dana was a very beautiful grandmother, and I was proud of her. We rushed to the carriage to dive under the fur blankets and place our feet on the warm stones on the floor, and we were off. 

Oh, my delight to see that when we finally stopped, I was to go into the toy shop! The small shop had windowpanes covered in snow, so that it was hard to see what was in the shop, but lamps twinkled inside and as we moved into the shop the bell above the door tinkled to announce our arrival. 

“Now, Irinka, you can look but you must not touch. Do you understand?” 

I nodded, wide eyed with excitement. My grandmother had told me a story once of a boat filled with jewels and gold; surely this is what I saw now. Everywhere I looked there was wonder and delight: trinkets, dolls, soldiers, horses, houses and all manner of toys made by the toy maker. He sat at the back of the shop, almost hidden by a high serving bench. It was too high for me but if I snuck around the side I could see him better. He wore a leather apron over his clothes, and his hair was grey, wiry and bushy. On his large nose he wore wire spectacles, and he had dark red cheeks and bushy sideburns and moustache. His arms were bare to his elbows, as though he was working. His bench was strewn with tools, wooden pieces, metal strips, a hammer, and small pots of paint and paintbrushes. He sat on a stool talking to my babushka quietly. All of a sudden, he turned to me, and I was caught in his bright blue-eyed stare. I thought I would be in terrible trouble for having moved behind the counter, but suddenly his stare became twinkly with laughter, and he asked, “What do you hope your babushka will buy for you from my shop, little one?”

“I would be very lucky to receive a gift, sir, but the surprise my babushka Dana promised has already arrived, as we came into your shop.” 

He laughed and then went back to his conversation with Babushka, and I explored the shop on my own. On a shelf lower than an adult’s gaze but perfect for mine, sat seven dolls of various sizes. They were all painted the same: brightly coloured, the faces surrounded by a bright scarf and dress, all of them women, who appeared friendly and old, except for the last one that was so small it was like a baby doll, barely the size of my thumb.

I loved them! They were beautiful and reminded me of my grandmother. Babushka had finished her conversation with the toy maker, and he handed her a box wrapped in brown paper and tied in string, so that its insides were hidden. I hoped the present was for me, but I couldn’t be sure it was so.

The toy maker saw where I sat and said, “Do you like my little dolls, sweetie?” 

“Oh yes, sir. They are beautiful.”

“Do you know they hold a secret?”

“Do they?” My eyes widened in surprise. “Can you show me the secret they hold?” 

He took the seven dolls from the shelf, placing them on the counter so that I could see them, as they had appeared on the shelf. “This is the secret of the Matryoshka dolls, watch.” He then opened the one closest to the baby. There was a secret join in the middle, and he placed the smallest doll inside and replaced the top of the second doll with its bottom, so it looked exactly as before and now there were six dolls. He kept this up until all the dolls fitted into the biggest one and now there was only one doll. It was like magic! 

“Did you make these dolls, sir?”

“Yes, little one, I did.”

“You are a magician, sir. It is so clever to hide them all together.” Although I would have loved to ask Babushka for them, I knew it was not the right thing to do. So, I simply thanked the toy maker for showing me, said goodbye, and left the shop with Babushka Dana. We walked a little further down the road to the sweet shop. The smell was so delicious, and I saw Babushka’s smile grow wide. I knew we would stop for Babushka’s favourite sweet almonds and mints for Dedushka Sergei – to freshen his breath for kisses, my grandmother said, laughing like the young girl she once was.

“And for you, I think, some fruit jellies. What do you say, Irinka?”

“Oh, yes please, Babushka.”

“Then take off your mittens, Irinka.” Into my hand she placed a small cornet of tiny fruit jellies. The cornet had a stick at the end so that when you picked it up it looked like a parasol. Babushka tore a tiny hole at the bottom of the cornet for me and then pressed it into my hand. “Now, don’t eat too many or you will spoil your lunch.” 

“Yes, Babushka Dana.”

“Let’s get back to the carriage, Irinka, and we’ll take a drive in the park before we go home. I want to tell you something.” 

I sat opposite Babushka Dana and waited for her to speak.

“Irinka, I want to tell you the story of the dolls you saw today, because it’s important to us…

[image: ]

A long time ago, in the deepest forests of Russia, there lived a woodcutter and his wife. He mainly cut the big trees down for the carpenters all around him to use in their furniture making. He would cut the tree down, slice off the bark and make smaller pieces of the great trees, so they could be easily managed by the carpenters who bought his wood. The small branches he would chop for firewood and if there were any spare, he would keep them to make bowls and ornaments for the people of his village. He worked very hard, and his wife did also. She packed the chips and bark, making them into bags of kindling wood for the fires to keep them warm in the winter. They had both wished for a child, but all the wishes and prayers had not brought them one, and so they were a little sad for not having their dearest wish.

Early one winter, some weeks before Christmas, the woodcutter went out to the forest to find his last tree to cut before the winter made cutting impossible. He searched through the forest and finally came upon the tree he would cut. It was very straight and tall. It would give him lots of timber to sell to the carpenters. He placed his tools down and checked to see his axe was sharp, and when all was well, he lifted his axe to cut the tree. 

Suddenly, he heard a voice say, “Stop! Stop! Do not cut me!”

The woodcutter stopped and looked for the person who had spoken to him, but he could see no one and thought he might be imagining things, so he raised his axe again to make a cut in the tree. 

“No! Stop! Stop! Do not cut me! Please spare me.”

The woodcutter followed the sound of the voice and saw a small figure close to the roots of the tree. He’d never seen such a small person before. He was dressed in green trousers with a dark coloured jacket, a red kerchief around his throat and a black fur hat that matched his fur boots, and he had whiskers that were pure white with red cheeks. He stood in front of a wooden arched door in the tree. “Please do not chop down my home,” the little man said. 

The woodcutter had never seen a tree being lived in before. “Are there many of you?” the woodcutter asked curiously.

“No, I am the last in this forest.”

“What do you do?”

“I look after the trees,” the small man said. “I make sure they are well and happy. I help them get rid of poisonous mushrooms and animals that would hurt them. I am a tree guardian. You are a good woodcutter, I know, because you do not cut down more trees than you need. Some are greedy and take more than they should. But if you spare my home, I promise you and your wife will have your dearest wish.” 

“You do not know what our dearest wish is, Tree Guardian,” the woodcutter said sadly. 

“Oh, but I do! You wish for a child to love, to keep safe and protect,” said the tree guardian. 

The woodcutter was amazed that the tree guardian knew of their dearest wish, as they had not spoken to anyone about it. 

The tree guardian disappeared into the tree and came back a few moments later with a small doll that looked like a man and gave it to the woodcutter. “Open it,” the tree guardian said. It took a while for the woodcutter to find the opening, as he didn’t realise there was a seam in the middle of the doll, but he pulled it apart and to his surprise, he found a smaller doll inside. It was painted with a woman’s face and clothes. 

“Open it again,” the tree guardian said. 

So the woodcutter found the seam and opened it. Inside was a small baby doll.

“You are to take this gift from the trees and give it to your wife. She will give birth to a boy child before Christmas next year,” the tree guardian said. “You save my life and the life of this tree, and you shall have your child. What answer will you give me, Woodcutter?”

The woodcutter could only think of the joy his wife would feel to have a son and so agreed to the bargain with the tree guardian. The woodcutter placed the baby doll in the woman doll, and the woman doll in the father and as he placed the bottom of the doll to the top of the doll there was a burst of stars around the doll, and the male doll looked like the woodcutter. 

“The wish is now coming to you, Woodcutter, that is why it looks like you. You will instruct your wife to place the doll on the table near her side of the bed, and before Christmas next year she will give birth to your son.”

The woodcutter left the tree guardian, and thanking him, rushed back to his wife. He explained the strange story of the tree guardian and showed his wife the dolls, and in the early autumn the woodcutter and his wife welcomed into the world their newborn son. They placed the dolls into a special box and put them with all their precious things at the top of the wardrobe and as a way of thanks, the woodcutter spent the winters making dolls, and his wife painted them as gifts that would deliver wishes, whatever was dearest and nearest to their hearts.

[image: ]

“And that’s the story of the Matryoshka dolls, Irinka.”

“That was a lovely story, Babushka Dana,” I said, smiling at her. “But why is it important to us?”

“Because soon, Irinka, you, your Dedushka Sergei, and me will be taking a very long journey by cart across the fields of Russia to the West, and we will need to hide you in the cart to make sure you’re safe.”

“So, I have to go inside a doll, Babushka? How will you shrink me then to this size?” I stared wide-eyed at Babushka Dana. I knew my Babushka was special, but I didn’t think she could make this kind of magic. 

“No! No!” Babushka laughed. “I am not going to shrink you! I am going to put you into a small box, that we will make comfy like a bed, and you will need to be so very, very quiet while we travel, Irinka.”

“So we are not staying in Saint Petersburg, Babushka? What about the ballet school? And our trips to the park?”

“We will find another ballet school for you to attend, do not worry.” Her eyes smiled lovingly, but the sadness and worry was still visible behind them.

“I will be very quiet, Babushka Dana,” I said earnestly. “I promise.”

“I know you will, darling Irinka.” Babushka pulled me into her arms and gave me one of her own beautiful hugs. “Now, let’s go back home and no more talk of trips. Let’s get lunch!”

[image: ]

For some weeks afterwards, Dedushka Sergei seemed to be very busy with visitors and then it was New Year’s Eve. Normally, my grandparents went to grand balls on New Year’s Eve, and I was left with the staff to look after me. But this year they held their own dinner party with a few close friends. I was able to say goodnight to my grandparents in the drawing room. Olga brought me to the room and waited for me to be kissed good night by Babushka and Dedushka. 

“Sleep well, my darling Irinka!” Babushka said. “In the morning, you will awaken to a whole new adventure in 1917.” She kissed both my cheeks and wrapped me in her special hugs. 

“Thank you, Babushka Dana. Happy new year to you,” I said, as I had been trained to do by Olga. Then it was my grandfather’s turn, and he lifted me into his lap, gave me a big hug, and scratched his whiskers against my cheek in a way that always made me squirm because it was ticklish, and we laughed together. “Sleep well, Irinka.”

“Thank you, Dedushka Sergei.”

I moved to the door where Olga stood, turned and to all the guests said, “Happy new year and good night.” Then I curtsied and left the adults to their dinner.
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I felt the hand on my arm, shaking me awake. It was still dark, and my Babushka Dana was sitting on my bed. “Wake up, Irinka. It’s time to go. Let’s get you dressed.”

As I stood to be dressed by Olga and my grandmother I woke fully and looked at my grandmother more clearly. She was not dressed in her lovely, coloured dresses and coats with the beautiful fur muffs, instead she looked dark and grey, in heavy woollen skirts and jackets. She wore a dark red scarf around her head and neck, and a small woollen cap on top of her head to keep warm. She had no jewellery on, no rouge to make her cheeks alive, and she had heavy boots on her feet. She looked like one of the factory workers I had seen one day when I was in the carriage with Dedushka. As I was helped into a dark coat, I realised that these were not my usual clothes either, and Olga was not laughing and teasing me as she usually did. Her face was very serious, and she had tears in her eyes. “Why are you crying, Olga?” I asked curiously. 

Olga fell to her knees so that our faces were equal. “Oh dearest Irinka, it is time for you to go on the big adventure with your Babushka and Dedushka, and I might not see you again. I am going to miss you, dearest Irinka.” She held my cheeks in her hands. “May God bless you, Irinka. Now remember your Olga, always remember I love you.” With that she squeezed me in the tightest hug she had ever given me. She held me tight and whispered prayers over me, then pushed me away and stood up. We left my bedroom and walked down the servant stairs to the kitchen and out to the stables. There was the cart Babushka had told me about. There were a series of strange boxes propped up against the cart. Babushka and Olga began to put the small bags of belongings on the cart. There were no trunks or suitcases like the ones we normally travelled with. This was clearly a different voyage. Babushka lifted me to the back of the cart. “Irinka, do you remember what I told you when we went to the toy maker’s shop, and the story I told you about the Matryoshka dolls?”

“Yes, Babushka.” I nodded. 

“Well, here is your surprise. Do not open them now but carry them with you and know you are in your very own Matryoshka doll.”

She gave me a black velvet bag and placed the silken cords over my wrist. “Good girl, Irinka. In a moment we will put you in your doll, but first drink this, as we may not stop for refreshments for some time.” I drank the warm chocolate Olga had made and then passed back the cup. 

Dedushka had been placing our belongings in one of the smallest boxes and then placed it in the medium box and then the largest one, each box fastened with the lead, and then it was my turn. My doll was lined with quilts and furs to keep me warm, and I climbed in. 

Babushka came close to kiss my forehead. “Remember Irinka, you must be silent until Dedushka lets you know you can make a noise. I love you, my darling Irinka,” she said, and smiled and moved away.

Dedushka Sergei gave me a kiss on the forehead as well. “Do not be frightened, Irinka. All will be well. If someone taps on the boxes do not make a sound.”

“Yes, Dedushka.”

“I will let you know it’s time to come out when I call your name. Remember how I say it, Irinka – Irinka, Irinka, open your eyes Irinka – just like when we played hide and seek. Do you remember?”

“Yes, Dedushka.”

“Do not fear, Irinka. It will be a bit dark in the box, but you have breathing spaces at the back of your head, so you will always be able to breathe.” 

“Thank you, Dedushka.” 

He placed the lid on top of me and the world went black. I felt myself being lifted and placed in the next box and then the next. The only sounds were of being closed up and draped and then sensations of moving as I felt and heard the cart move slowly, leaving our home and Saint Petersburg.

I don’t remember much after that until I was awakened in the dark again by the movement of the boxes, and Dedushka Sergei saying in a singsong voice, “Irinka, Irinka, open your eyes, Irinka.”

Then there were the faces of Dedushka and Babushka, staring at me in the lamp light. They got me out of my dolls and gave me a big hug in the dark. We camped around a small fire, ate our very meagre rations and then slept. Then the same day began all over again. 

Many days we travelled this way, although I didn’t know how many. Babushka Dana looked tired, cold and worried. The happiness I was used to seeing no longer on her pretty face. She hugged me as she always had, and her eyes were full of love for me but not love for our situation. I felt then that things might be very different in our new life far away. 

Dedushka Sergei said we were going to meet his son who had gone to live in Sweden many years ago. I didn’t know this great uncle, or Sweden, but I hoped it was filled with laughter and joy and that my uncle had children I could play with. 

On that long journey we only had one trouble with soldiers at a port in Finland, just before the Swedish border. They stopped Dedushka, wanting to see what was in the cart, but Dedushka told them there was a body that had died of a strange illness and was thought that it might be contagious. This stopped the soldiers from discovering me.

Another few days of travel and we stopped. I heard Dedushka Sergei sing, “Irinka, Irinka, open your eyes Irinka.” He opened the lid of my doll. The sun was shining in the wintry sky. There was a smile on Dedushka’s face, as he lifted me out and into his arms, hugging me close. Then he passed me to Babushka, whose eyes were filled with happy tears at the completion of our journey. We were with my uncle’s family, and we were safe.

The next few days were filled with getting to know my uncle, his wife, and little girl, Milena, who was six years old. She shared her clothes and toys with me, and finally I was able to really look at my Matryoshka doll set. It was a set of five dolls. The first looked just like Babushka Dana, the second like Dedushka Sergei, the third like my Papa, the fourth like Mama, and the baby like me. Babushka had asked the toy maker to make my Matryoshka dolls look like my family

The sadness I saw in my Babushka Dana’s eyes, deep behind her smile, never left her even though our life in Sweden was good. I never saw my parents again. It was impossible to know what happened to them or how to contact them after the revolution that brought communism and Stalin to power. I hoped they were alive and happy wherever they were. I spent many more wonderful years with Babushka, Dedushka, my uncle, aunt, and Milena, until I married a Swedish diplomat and we were posted to Argentina. My Matryoshka dolls travel with me wherever I go as a reminder of my family, a fairy tale, and a journey by cart in an empty coffin.
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