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  Meet My Mom —

  and Lots of Other Moms!

  Think about the home you grew up in. What part did the kitchen play? Was your mom usually there? Did you show up just to eat, or was the kitchen a gathering place for other activities?

  I love stories. I love how telling stories is contagious. You tell a story, which reminds me of a story—and then we’re off—trading memories, talking over each other, remembering things we hadn’t thought about for years.

  We asked our Fix-It and Forget-It friends for stories about their moms, especially their moms’ part in making meals and caring for them, often in the kitchen.

  I asked them these six questions to jog their memories:

  1. Tell us about your mom when you were growing up.

  • How’d she look?

  • What did she like to do?

  • What was important to her?

  • What food did she like to make?

  • What did you and she do together?

  2. What was mealtime like at your home when you were growing up?

  • Who cooked?

  • What foods do you remember?

  • Did you all sit down and eat together?

  • Was the TV on?

  • How were picky eaters dealt with?

  • What do you remember talking about?

  3. Tell about a kitchen accident—or an embarrassing incident—that you remember.

  • What happened?

  • Who was involved?

  • Was your mom home?

  • What was the outcome?

  4. Tell about a birthday meal—or another special meal—that your mom made for you one time.

  • What did you have to eat?

  • What made it a special time?

  5. How did you learn to cook?

  • Who helped you?

  • What did s/he do to help you learn?

  • What did you make?

  • How old were you?

  6. If you could go back to one time in the kitchen with your mom while you were growing up, when would it be?

  • What happened?

  • What makes that time stand out to you?

  Then I answered those questions with my own mom stories. I dug out old photos. And I started telling my kids what I remembered. Then they started in with their memories of me and our kitchen! See what I mean.

  I hope you enjoy this collection of little treasures. I hope they stir up memories and stories you have of your mom—and maybe of being a mom.

  This is some of what makes us who we are, folks!
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  Mom Herself
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  My mom was young, energetic, and always busy. She spent hours every summer in her continuously-expanding garden, which makes sense in retrospect since she grew up on a farm. When I was young, that was part of what always made me associate her with the colors blue (the sky) and green (her plants).

  She was always focused on bringing healthy foods into our lives, though some methods were more successful than others. The tofu she hid in a stir-fry was identified by my dad as “toad food” and therefore never eaten again.

  Her use of the vegetable garden was truly inspired. We were allowed to plant our own carrots in the very front row, and despite my aversion to other carrots served at meals, I would always eat the ones I grew all by myself.

  While fresh foods were an easy one with my mom, she was not the main cook in the household. Most dinners were headed up by my dad since my mom was often out driving us to our practices for sports. She was incredibly supportive of our competitions and shows and did not miss a day until my sister and I were both old enough to drive.

  The limited cooking may have made the things she did make more special. I will never forget how she made homemade chicken noodle soup whenever we were sick, Dutch apple pies every Thanksgiving for our family and friends, sugar cookies every Christmas, and the most amazing baking powder biscuits on cold winter nights.

  One of my earliest memories is sitting on the counter, kicking my legs, and singing, “Mama’s little baby loves shortenin’, shortenin’, Mama’s little baby loves shortenin’ bread,” while she made shortbread. To this day, I can’t make it without smiling and singing that to myself. I hope some day my baby girl has a similar memory that brings her as much joy about her time with me.
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    My mom always made a special treat for us to take to school on our birthdays.
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  My mother was a kind, caring, giving person. She always put others first before herself, especially her husband who didn’t respect her as he should have.

  My mother cooked German food, which was my father’s influence. We often had sauerkraut and dumplings; I have yet to be able to duplicate her dumplings as mine either turn out too sticky or burnt.

  My mother’s giving nature and kindness has made me the same as her. My husband loves me for my gentle nature and my generosity to others.
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  My mom always had a look of strength about her. She learned survival at a very young age, growing up during the Great Depression. Her mother died when she was 12, but Mom had already learned to sew from scraps, iron for a few coins, and rent toys. Her mother was poor, so Mom spent the remainder of her childhood at a work farm/orphanage. That’s why the most important thing in her life was family.

  Most of Mom’s dishes were three steps from pantry to oven. They consisted of goulash, tuna casseroles, homemade mac and cheese, sauerkraut and pork, ham-beans, or good old-fashioned scalloped potatoes. I laugh about this now, but when I was a child, egg in a hole was the most awesome trick I had ever seen! It was not the size of the meal but the simplicity of it that warmed my heart.

  Mom’s menu was not fancy, but it was always seasoned with love. The green bowls were always filled with a bread pudding or a rice pudding with raisins. My greatest memory was the rolled sugar cookie recipe with 10x sugar, which we still make to this day. Mom is 84 but looks forward to the tradition of me delivering those rolled cookies.

  
    Egg in a Hole

    Lorraine Perry

  

  
    1 Tbsp. butter

    1 egg

    1 slice of bread

    salt/pepper to taste

    1. Melt butter in skillet. Make a hole in the bread and lay it in the pan. Crack the egg into the hole.

    2. Cook on low. When egg is firm, flip, and continue cooking until as brown as you like it.

  

  Mom grew up poor and stood in soup lines waiting for meals during the Depression, but she is rich with a mother’s love.
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  My mom didn’t like to cook. Either that or her oven hated her. They were evenly matched.
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  My mom was beautiful with sparkling blue eyes and a constant smile. She was a sharp cookie all her life and a great judge of character. She rarely left her kitchen. She was a true Southern lady who made one feel at home in her presence and surroundings. Both sides of my parents’ families, and their families, neighbors, and friends filled her kitchen daily. For holidays, our home was the place to be. Everyone loved Aunt Ruth and her style of cooking.

  She made simple Southern foods in a small, simple home. Always sweet tea and lemonade to drink. “Y’all come on in, sit down. I’ll bring you a glass of sweet tea,” was a common phrase. Another one was, “Are you hungry? There’s plenty of so-and-so on the stove.” She always had a huge pot of soup and cornbread or fried chicken or spaghetti or minute steaks or fried salmon patties or pork chops, country fried potatoes, stews, and Sunday roast.

  Mom cooked basically the same recipes every week, repeated like a restaurant menu. We knew Friday night was spaghetti night, and so did everyone else. “Here they come, Ruth,” was heard every day at different times from my dad. They loved company and making people feel special and loved.

  When she made fried chicken, she hid a breast for me in the cabinet since so many people might show up. We had cornbread and homemade biscuits at every meal, sometimes for breakfast with sorghum syrup and real homemade butter in a churn, which I have now.

  I don’t think there was a picky eater in the whole clan, but I refused to drink out of plastic. It smelled and had an off taste to me. I still prefer glass.
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  My mom was a very small woman, only 4’ 10” tall. She was a public health nurse and worked with a wonderful doctor. She loved to collect dolls and all the things that went with them. She had a beautiful collection that she willed to the North Dakota Historical Society upon her passing.

  Helping people in need was always important to her. She would always say, “There but for the grace of God go I.” She would bring hobos into our kitchen and feed them a hearty meal, then pack a lunch for them to take with them. Sometimes she would give them clothes or a blanket to take when they left. Needless to say, she was very popular with the needy.

  I loved the times she would take me downtown with her. She would get me a little cone of French fries and we would sit on a bench and eat them. This was especially thrilling at Christmas when we would go to see the decorations in the big department stores.
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    When I was 9, we made strawberry jam. I got to hull the berries and crush them in the pan. She let me sit on a stool near her and watch the mixture bubble in the pan.
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  Mom was a petite woman. Five feet tall, brunette, and full of energy. She had to be to raise five kids.

  She made the most delicious homemade bread and buns. I remember watching her mixing the bread dough up in a huge aluminum pan. I have that pan now. I look at it, and I can almost smell that delicious bread baking.

  When Mom made pudding for the family, she would let me stand on a stool beside her so I could watch, and sometimes she let me stir the pudding. She watched carefully over me so that I wouldn’t get burned. She filled custard cups with the pudding, and she let me clean out the pudding pan. Mmmmmmm.

  After we ate all the pudding, she would wash the custard cups, and since I always begged to help do dishes, she let me wash the spoons. I still have those custard cups fifty years later, and they carry wonderful memories of Mom.

  When she was diagnosed with Alzheimer’s, my heart stood still. She always feared it. Her mother and aunt had it too. It was very hard to see Mom going further and further away in her mind.
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    Banana Bread

    Bonnie Pruett

  

  
    3 medium bananas, mashed

    1¾ cups all-purpose flour

    1 tsp. baking powder

    ½ tsp. baking soda

    1 tsp. salt

    1 cup sugar

    ½ cup vegetable oil

    2 large eggs

    1 tsp. vanilla

    ¾ cup chopped walnuts or chocolate chips

    1. Mix all ingredients thoroughly.

    2. Pour into greased 9x5 loaf pan. Fill pan evenly.

    3. Bake at 350° for 70-75 minutes or until a toothpick inserted in the center comes out clean. Let cool and pop the bread out of the pan.
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  My mother is a petite woman with weathered hands. She has wonderfully shaped tough nails and that can describe my mother as a person. You could think that she is a quiet mousy person without an opinion. But she has a love for holidays, an off-beat sense of humor, and a high tolerance for blood and guts.

  As a child, I would roam her laboratory with my siblings (Mom is a marine biologist). The older I got the more I helped out. One year I cleaned and fed two larval sea robins named Him and Her. I would weigh desiccated fish larvae for her experiments. I would occasionally draw pictures of her larval fish. And for a few years I electro-shocked fish as part of an experiment in a city river. When I got older, I entered data for her during her bay data collections. We would take my children to the zoo and share our love of animals and science.

  My mother favors fresh vegetables, fresh meats, fresh fruits. She prefers frozen in the winter but will use canned as a last resort. Mom likes simple meals meaning few spices and few cooking steps. She uses herbs from her garden and whatever is ripe or in season. Red meat, fish, pork, white meat—Mom’s not a vegetarian by far. She enjoys other cuisines in general as long as there are no legumes or hot spices in them.

  My mother has kept a garden every year except the years she lived in Alaska and in Bristol. She has a green thumb and toils at raising four seasons’ worth of food each year.

  The family is very important to my mother. I don’t know why. She’s not a very nostalgic person and has a practical attitude towards events and other people. She’s also usually so busy that it’s hard to tell what she may be thinking. My mother has kept my secrets. To tell you that she is a saint wouldn’t be right, and it would make her angry. She is one of the strongest, most stable people that I know. In a world full of chaos, my mother is a rock.

  [image: image] A. MacPhee

  [image: image]

  My mother was tall and thin. She usually wore Shelton Stroller dresses or her nurse’s uniform with starched hat, freshly polished white shoes, and seamed white stockings. She did not wear slacks for many years. She went to the hair dresser once a week. She had very few gray hairs, even after her hair grew back after chemotherapy.

  She liked to spend time with her family. We took vacations together—all five of us in a camping trailer. We were a family of readers and talkers. We always ate supper together if at all possible and talked about our day. She loved music, and I grew up listening to show tunes on her record player. I can sing along with many more Broadway shows than my friends.

  
    We loved to bake a variety of cookies each year at Christmas. My favorite kind was sand tarts. It was a time consuming process, requiring a few hours of chilling in the refrigerator, but the results were so worth it.

  

  My mother made comfort foods. We used very few convenience foods. We usually had spaghetti, mac and cheese, pot pie, beef roasts, pork and sauerkraut. We would try new foods, especially after we had tried something new on vacation; after a trip south, we had grits on a regular basis.

  Cooking and nutrition were important to her, but fancy food was not. She felt everyone should eat well. In fact, she started Meals On Wheels in our town. I helped with that when possible.
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  My mother was very hard working, getting up early every morning to make certain my dad had breakfast before he headed out to milk the cows, and from then on, she was one busy lady.

  She often helped milk the cows, feed the calves, did the milk separating, washed everything afterward, got me off to school (sometimes she would take me on the tractor), worked in the garden, fed the chickens, gathered the eggs, helped in the field, and went on like this all day.

  But there was still time for me to sit by her when she played the piano. Sometimes I would sit beside her, and she would rub my feet—and then start tickling them.

  On Saturdays, especially if we had company coming, we would clean the house from top to bottom. After Mom mopped the dining room floor, I would get down on all fours and wax the floor using a rag. When we were finished, we would stand back and look for spots I had missed. I don’t know why I remember this so well, but I do!

  She was a fantastic cook—the best in the family—and our big family of aunts and uncles and cousins would often be at our home for the holiday dinners. I always helped with the cooking, which I learned at a young age, but what was most special for me was getting to set the table with all her prized china and silver and pretty little pickle dishes and such.
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    I copied the recipe exactly how I found it in her recipe box. I added info in brackets.

    This was a family favorite but, however, not mine since I disliked cooked raisins but I loved the frosting and would sneak a piece off of the frosting whenever possible.

  

  
    Boiled Raisin Cake

    Doris [Coates] Huff

  

  
    1. Boil 2 cups raisins in 1 cup water until water has boiled away. Add another cup of water and set off stove to cool.

    2. ½ c. lard [or shortening], a level Tbsp of [baking] soda, 1 cup sugar, 1 Tbsp. cinnamon, salt [¾ tsp. salt], a little candied peel and flour [2 cups flour] to make regular cake batter. Brown sugar is better than white. Add nuts if desired.

    3. I don’t know exactly what she baked it at but I’m thinking 350° for about 30 minutes in a 9" pan until a toothpick would come out clean when pushed into the cake or when you touched the cake and it sprang back. Mom frosted this with a Browned Butter Frosting.
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  My mom was dressed well and nicely groomed. She moved and spoke with confidence, which is remarkable because she grew up in a difficult home with little encouragement from her parents.

  She was our champion, standing up for her kids, and instilling in us confidence and the steadfast knowledge that we were beloved. Though her parental role models were not very helpful as references, she tried hard to be the best mom she could be.

  She was skinny and underfed as a child but grew into a graceful and slim young adult, keeping her figure for decades. My mom was the only one of my friends’ mothers who looked stylish in a bikini!
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  Linda Davis Siess’ mother, Mimi, on the left with a friend in 1955 enjoying the sunshine and watermelon. Linda guesses they were having a seed-spitting contest, something Linda’s mother told her not to do!

  Later, when she became plumper, she faced the facts frankly and ate less and exercised more until she was happy again with how she looked. Her sweet tooth has never gotten the best of her—and she taught us kids to enjoy a taste of everything!

  Our home was always filled with my and my siblings’ friends, and it was always neat and inviting, and there were plenty of snacks or an extra place at the table. Friends told me, “Your mom is cool!” When I told her that, she beamed and said that had been her dream when she was young and trying to rise above her dysfunctional family: that one day she would have kids and a home that they could be proud of.
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  My mother was a stay-at-home mother until my sister and I were in junior high and my younger sister and my brother were still in grade school. She went back to college and obtained her Masters of Library Science. She was the head librarian for Herron School of Art here in Indiana for many years.

  When she began going to college, we began having to cook suppers for our Papa and us four children. It was the beginning of my culinary journey.

  She and Papa always had a very big garden when we were growing up and after they retired. Mom loves all kinds of vegetables, and since Papa died in 2009, she has eaten less and less meat. She manages the family’s sixty-nine-acre farm by herself at the young age of 83. Her house and garden are immaculately maintained, with the gardens around the house looking like a park.

  She’s fearless. When she was awakened in the middle of the night by her dog barking and frantically trying to get outside to get something or someone, she went outside with a pistol in the pocket of her robe to find that the cows had gotten one of the barnyard gates open. Those fearless genes were some I did not inherit.
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    Baked Apple Hand Pies

    (or “Pies with Lids” as her grandson Matt calls them—and now we all call them that) Cindy Latty • Makes 24-30 hand pies

  

  
    ½ gallon dried apple slices

    1-1½ cups sugar

    1½ tsp. cinnamon

    ½-¾ tsp. nutmeg

    Pie dough:

    4 cups flour, plus additional for rolling out dough

    ½ tsp. salt

    1⅓ cups butter-flavored shortening

    13-14 tablespoons ice water

    cinnamon and sugar mixture to dust the pies
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    Cindy’s son Matt, her mom and her dog, Mollie in 2009.

    1. Put dried apples in large sauce pan. Add water to the apples until the water level is just barely visible below the apples (approx. 2 cups).

    2. Simmer covered on medium low heat for approximately 1 hour, periodically adding more water (about 1” of water each time) until the apples are fully reconstituted, taking the lid off for the last 30 minutes.

    3. Occasionally stir and chop the apples while they cook. After the apples are fully reconstituted, let the water almost completely cook away, watching the apples carefully. (If you allow too much water to remain with the apples, the pies will get soggy).

    4. Stir in the sugar, cinnamon and nutmeg until you’re satisfied with the taste.

    5. Use a hand beater or electric mixer to completely cut up and incorporate the apples and spices. Set aside and let the apple mixture completely cool for several hours.

    6. When the apple mixture is cooled completely, make the pie dough. Put the 4 cups flour into a large bowl.

    7. Cut shortening into the flour using a pastry blender until the flour is similar to crumbly cornmeal.

    8. Add the ice water one tablespoon at a time, lightly mixing the flour mixture with a fork until the mixture forms a ball in the bowl. Do not mix too much.

    9. Sprinkle additional flour on your countertop or pastry board. Pinch off golf-ball-sized pieces of pie dough and quickly and lightly roll out the dough on the floured countertop using a floured rolling pin. Roll the dough into a small circle (about hand-sized in diameter) and about ⅛” thickness.

    10. Set that rolled-out circle aside and pinch off another piece of dough, continuing to pinch and roll out the circles until you have all the dough rolled out into small circles.

    11. Scoop about ¼ cup of cooled apple mixture onto a dough circle towards one side, leaving enough room around the edge for crimping.

    12. Wet around the edge of the dough with a fingertip dipped in water. Fold the other edge of the dough circle over the apple mixture to make a half-moon shape. Crimp the edges together using a fork dipped in flour. Using that same fork, lightly poke once or twice into the top of the pie to allow steam to escape during baking.

    13. Place the filled pie onto a lightly greased cookie sheet.

    14. Continue to fill, crimp, and poke all the pies until all the dough is used (you may have extra apple mixture left over).

    15. Dust each pie with the cinnamon sugar mixture.

    16. Bake the pies at 350° until the pies are slightly browned and sound hollow when you lightly tap them, about 35 minutes. Let cool.
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  She was an extremely attractive woman and always wore Revlon Love That Red lipstick (I think that was the shade of the ’50s!).

  My mom was very active in Women’s Club and the Pink Ladies (hospital auxiliary)—one of the ladies slim enough to wear a pinafore instead of a shapeless jacket like they all wear now. Volunteering was very important to her. She just wasn’t a housewife type. In an era when a working wife was a sign that the husband wasn’t capable of supporting his wife, I guess she channeled her desire to have a career into volunteering.

  My mom wasn’t much of a cook. Dinner was TV dinners and frozen foods, which were all the rage in the 1950s. Dinner was always on a rotation schedule. I believe she picked that up from my grandma who came from Germany. Every Tuesday was pork chop night. You always knew what was for dinner by what day of the week it was. It’s too bad my mom passed away in 1972 because she would have been a huge fan of the slow cooker!
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  My mom is a little bird of a woman. But she’s got a tiger inside.

  She grew up on the edge of town with one sister, five years older. Things were clean and tidy. Then she married my dad, who grew up on a farm about two hours away, with his seven siblings and their schoolteacher parents.

  My mom didn’t know much about cooking when she got married. I’m guessing she wasn’t that interested, plus my grandma was a great cook, and she moved around the kitchen as easily as she breathed. She baked cookies for the bi-weekly farmers market and had her routine down. I think it was one of those I-can-do-it-faster-myself situations. So when Ma married, she went digging through cookbooks.

  Then my dad’s sibs started dropping into their apartment, unannounced. She loved the company, but she learned fast that she needed to have a full fridge all the time. And then she learned that she needed to put signs on the bowls that were meant for other occasions than hungry kid brothers.

  [image: image]

  Phyllis’ mother, Betty Pellman, probably in the spring of 1947, said that the best lilacs were at the top of the bush!

  Recently, Ma was dipping into her diaries. “Wow,” she said. “How’d I manage to do all that when I didn’t really know how to cook?”
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