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DEDICATION

My great uncle, Timothy Cusack, fought in World War I. My great-grandparents saved the letters he wrote from the front, and they have been passed down through the generations. Sweet and wistful, they shed light on what was important to a young man, torn from his home and family, and thrown into the horror of war.

The themes in his letters resonate today as much as they did then. Love of family. A sense of duty to country. A longing for home. A need to communicate, to know how loved ones are doing, and to assure his family of his well-being. Private Cusack begged for letters from home; it seemed that knowing the details of their daily lives kept him going.

And food. Although not a major preoccupation, most letters mention the availability, the cost, and the enjoyment of food. He described a great feast, with beer, wine, and a roast pig. He complained about the cost of fresh eggs and other delicacies, but delighted in eating them. This is not so different from today.

Private Timothy Cusack did not make it back to the family he wrote to with so much love. He was buried in France on November 8, 1918, just three days before the Great War was over.

This book is dedicated to all who have served, in peace and in war, whether at the front lines of a foreign conflict, or saving tin foil and eating blueberries for dinner on the homefront.

May every meal be a celebration of life and love.

—Tracey Enerson Wood
Daughter, daughter-in-law, sister, wife, mother, mother-in-law, niece, cousin, and friend of veterans
St. Petersburg, Florida
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PART I: REVEILLE

Breakfast and Other Eye-Openers




A Promise Kept

It is June, 1944, two days after D-day. Bernardo Doganiero, a handsome American soldier, has arrived in Rennes, France, with the 127th General Hospital. The unit has been tasked with opening a military hospital on the site of the former German medical facility on Rue de l’Hotel Dieu. As he walks the several blocks from the barracks to the hospital, he notices a scrawny little girl watching him. She has dark eyes, brown curls, and clothes two sizes too small. Struck by the intensity of her stare, he gives her a smile. She smiles back, shyly.

Thus begins a beautiful friendship that will span an ocean and a generation.

From that day on, Bernardo finds the little girl waiting for him on the corner every morning. She follows him to the hospital, chattering in French. At the end of his shift, she is waiting by the hospital gate to walk him home. He teaches her a few English words, she helps him expand his French vocabulary, and, along with some exaggerated pantomiming, they manage to overcome the language barrier. He learns that her name is Jacqueline Halna, and she is eleven years old. Her father, a pilot for the French Resistance, has been lost in battle. She and her mother live in a cramped apartment on Rue Noel du Fail.

Having managed to survive many years of brutal Nazi occupation, Jacqueline, along with the rest of the Rennes population, is overjoyed with the arrival of the Americans. She seems in awe of the men and women who work at the hospital, and her plucky personality and resilient nature endear her to them. She soon becomes the sweetheart of the 127th General, but Bernardo remains her favorite, and their friendship continues throughout his deployment in Rennes. He senses that he’s become a surrogate father for Jacqueline and begins to worry about how she’ll react when the unit is reassigned.

The dreaded day finally arrives on January 1, 1945. Sleet is falling as Bernardo and his unit pack the trucks that will carry them to the city of Nancy to set up another hospital. Hearing a familiar voice calling his name, Bernardo turns to see Jacqueline shivering in the cold. She wears only a thin sweater over her dress. With tears in her eyes, she presents him with two gifts—a loaf of bread baked by her mother and a book given to her by her father. Inscribed on the first page in Jacqueline’s child-like script, are the words “Souvenir de Jacqueline Halna, A mi cher ami Bernardo” (“A remembrance of Jacqueline Halna, To my dear friend Bernardo”).

Realizing the tremendous sacrifice those gifts represent coming from someone with so little, Bernardo takes off his heavy woolen coat and wraps it around her, telling her this is his gift. Then, with a hug, he makes her a promise—that if he ever has a daughter, he will name her Jacqueline.

This was the only war story my father was willing to share. I heard it countless times over the years, and it became part of our family lore. But no matter how many times he told it, he always ended it the same way. He’d smile at me, often with misty eyes that seemed to look back through time, and say, “You’re living proof that I’ve kept my promise.”
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SFC Bernardo Minniti with Jacqueline Halna, December, 1944.


French Bread

Yield: 1 loaf

Ingredients:

¼-oz. pkg. active dry yeast

1 c. warm water

2 tbsp. sugar

2 tbsp. corn oil

1½ tsp. salt

3–3½ c. all-purpose flour

Cornmeal

1 egg white

1 tsp. cold water
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Directions:

In a large bowl, dissolve yeast in warm water.

Add the sugar, oil, salt, and 2 cups flour. Beat until blended. Stir in enough of the remaining flour to form a stiff dough.

Turn onto a floured board. Knead about 6–8 minutes until smooth. Place in a greased bowl, turning once. Cover and let rise in a warm place until doubled (about an hour.) Punch dough down; return to bowl. Cover and let rise for 30 more minutes.

Punch dough down. Turn onto floured board. Roll into a 16-in. loaf with tapered ends.

Transfer loaf to greased baking sheet which has been sprinkled with cornmeal. Cover and let rise until doubled (about 30 minutes).

Beat egg white and cold water; brush over dough. Cut diagonal slits across top of loaf.

Bake at 375°F for 25–30 minutes or until golden brown.

Cool on a wire rack.

—Jackie Minniti
Award-winning author of Jacqueline and Project June Bug


Busy Family Breakfast

During deployments, I am usually the only adult in my house, and I am responsible for my four young children. This can make deployment mealtimes a frustrating challenge. Breakfast is especially hard, since I am barely awake and functional, but the kids all start their day at full energy and volume levels. I quickly realized there was no time to prepare breakfast for myself, when I was simultaneously pouring four bowls of cereal and cleaning spilled juice off the floor.

Deployment mornings go much more smoothly when I make my breakfast the night before. During our last deployment, this was one of my go-to meals. I can cook when the kids are in bed, and make a big batch of these breakfast quesadillas to put in the fridge or freezer. It is easy to warm them up in the morning. I sometimes ate them as a healthy lunch, too! Having a batch of these beauties cooked and ready made me feel like I had money in the bank, and I knew I wouldn’t be running on empty all day.

When my husband returned from deployment, I introduced him to this recipe, and he loves it too! The combination of eggs, spinach, garlic, beans, and white cheddar is a delightful way to wake up and start your day.
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Breakfast Quesadillas

Serves 8

Ingredients:

8 eggs

Splash of milk (optional)

1 tbsp. olive oil

10-oz. bag of fresh spinach, washed

2 cloves garlic, minced

Salt and pepper to taste

15-oz. can white navy beans, rinsed

8 medium wheat tortillas

8 oz. white cheddar cheese, shredded

Directions:

Beat 8 eggs in a bowl. Add a splash of milk for fluffier consistency, if desired.

Put olive oil in a large saucepan on medium heat. Add the bag of spinach and allow it to slowly wilt down, stirring occasionally, about 3 minutes.

When it is cooked, add the garlic, salt, pepper, and beans. Immediately add the beaten eggs to the pan, and stir constantly to make a scrambled egg mixture. Once the eggs are fully cooked, remove the saucepan from heat, and allow to cool slightly.

Place a heaping spoonful of egg and bean mixture, and 1 ounce of shredded cheese about ⅓ the distance from the edge on each tortilla. Fold the short edge over the filling, then roll up the rest of the way, forming a cylinder shape, with the open edge down.

Wrap each quesadilla in plastic wrap or foil.

They can be stored in the fridge for a few days, or the freezer for months. Defrost in the microwave, or place in the fridge overnight.

When ready to eat, place a defrosted quesadilla in a small saucepan sprayed with nonstick spray. Heat on medium heat for a few moments on each side, until lightly brown and crisp.

Enjoy!

—Lizann Lightfoot
Creator of The Seasoned Spouse blog: www.SeasonedSpouse.com


In Search of the Perfect Bagel

Growing up in Northern New Jersey, there were several dietary staples I was accustomed to. After I married a military guy, the Army promptly whisked us away to all corners of the country and world, and I was rather shocked to find these familiar things were not available. At least, they weren’t available to my liking. Pizza, for example, although the quality has greatly improved lately, is always best in New York or New Jersey. And maybe Italy, but the Army never saw fit to station us there. Sorry Chicagoans, that deep-dish stuff you eat is tasty, but not pizza.

Another is Taylor Ham, (or Pork Roll for the Central to South Jersey folks). I can now find it in Florida, but for years I craved it as the Army insisted on stationing us outside the official Taylor Ham distribution area (basically New Jersey).

And oh, the bagels. I like a good New York bagel. Chewy, with a light crust. Aromatic, and so fresh, the malty, yeasty aroma nearly causes me to swoon when I cut into it. Savory, please. Raisins and cinnamon should be banned by law from coming within twenty feet of a bagel. Yes, I’m opinionated. I did warn you I’m from New Jersey.

Alas, in the twenty states and two countries in which I have lived post-marriage, the perfect bagel cannot be found. The sorry excuses for them, even in so-called “bagel shops,” are edible only if you have a vivid enough imagination to convince yourself they are.

So, after years of experimentation, and perhaps a thousand doughy pucks of gustatory displeasure, I can now make a decent bagel. It is a time-consuming, messy project, with ingredients I have to order on the Internet, but still worth it.


New York Bagels

Makes 8 bagels

Ingredients:

1½ tsp. active dry yeast

1 tbsp. barley malt powder (diastatic preferred) or barley malt syrup

1¼ c. lukewarm water (about 100ºF)

1 tbsp. kosher salt

4 c. bread flour (I like King Arthur brand)

1 tbsp. wheat gluten

Poaching liquid:

3 qts. water

1 tbsp. barley malt

1 tbsp. baking soda

1 tsp. kosher salt

Optional:

1 egg, beaten

Poppy or sesame seeds, garlic or onion flakes

Directions:

Stir yeast and malt powder into lukewarm water. Let stand 5–10 minutes until it foams. (If you don’t get some foam, your yeast is no good.) Add salt.

Sift together flour and gluten in large mixing bowl. Add 1 cup of the yeast/water mixture.

If using a stand mixer, use dough hook at low speed for 3 minutes. Dough should form a stiff, coarse ball.

If there is flour left over that won’t mix in, add water/yeast, a few drops at a time, until all flour is mixed in. Let rest about 5 minutes.

Continue mixing at slow speed until you have a smooth, stiff ball, about 8–10 minutes. Cut dough into 8 equal pieces.

Shape each piece into a ball, then on a clean, dry surface roll into logs about 8–10 inches long.

Flatten each end of log slightly, then lightly moisten ends and press together to make a ring.

Set aside at room temperature to rise, about 1 hour, or refrigerate overnight, then take out 1–1½ hours before ready to continue. This method results in the tastiest result.

Combine all poaching liquid ingredients and bring to a boil in a large pot.

Preheat oven to 450ºF. (Optional: preheat baking stone in center of oven. May also use a cookie sheet with Silpat liner.)

Test the dough by placing one ring in a bowl of cold water—if it floats, they are all ready. When a ring passes the float test, boil them in your poaching liquid, 3–4 at a time, for one minute. Turn, boil 30 more seconds, then remove to draining rack.

If desired, brush with a beaten egg, and sprinkle on toppings, such as poppy seeds, sesame seeds, onion, or garlic flakes.

Slide rings onto baking stone or cookie sheet with liner and bake for 8 minutes.

Turn baking stone around and bake for another 8 minutes, or until golden brown.

—Tracey Enerson Wood
St. Petersburg, FL
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Bagel and Lox Benedict

Serves 8

Ingredients:

Cream cheese fondue:

1½ c. half-and-half

1 c. cream cheese

¼ tsp. fresh thyme

¼ tsp. Old Bay Seasoning (+ more to garnish)

Salt and pepper to taste

6 c. boiling water with ¼ c. white vinegar

8 eggs

4 bagels (everything bagels suggested), split and toasted

Fresh smoked salmon (from your local market)

3-oz. jar of capers

1 red onion, sliced

Microgreens for garnish
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Directions:

Heat half-and-half. Add cream cheese and other fondue ingredients. Mix well, until smooth and creamy.

Poaching eggs:

Heat water and vinegar to a medium boil.

Stir in one direction with sauce spoon, then carefully drop an egg into the center of the whirlpool. The swirling water will help prevent the white from “feathering,” or spreading out in the pan. Allow to cook for 5 minutes, then remove egg from water with perforated spoon.

Arrange a toasted bagel half on your plate. Add the smoked salmon, poached egg, cream cheese fondue, capers, and onion slices. Garnish with a pinch of Old Bay seasoning and microgreens.

—David Enerson
Jacksonville, FL


Miracle in the South Pacific

In 1943, my father, Henry Zupa, answered the call of duty to serve our country in World War II. After basic training in the states, he was shipped to the South Pacific, landing first in New Zealand for vigorous combat training. Knowing he was soon to be transported to another island to face battle, he was a brave and determined soldier, but as an eighteen-year-old in a foreign land, he was gripped with homesickness.

Dad recounts how, while exploring the town of Auckland, New Zealand, on a weekend pass from the Army camp, he experienced an encounter that could be called a coincidence. Dad likes to call it a miracle.
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PFC Henry Zupa.

“I was looking for the zoo,” Dad remembers. “I wanted to try to relax before we were shipped out again.” After walking for some time through the town, he lost his way. “I saw an older gentleman standing on the corner, and I approached him to ask for directions.” The stranger was pleasant and friendly, giving my father some tips on visiting the local spots. As they chatted, Dad noticed the man had a distinct European accent. “I asked him where he was originally from,” Dad recalls. “When he told me Orebic, Yugoslavia, I almost fell over!” Dad’s father was born and raised in Orebic. “As it turned out, this man, John, was raised by my grandparents as a foster child. So, there I stood, 9,000 miles from home, with a stranger who turned out to be my ‘uncle’!”

Needless to say, Dad spent the weekend with John and his family at their home. Over a delicious feast of roast lamb with mint jelly (a New Zealand favorite), and all the fixings, John shared stories of life in Croatia (formerly Yugoslavia), what it was like growing up in the Zupa household, and the adventures of moving from Europe to settle in New Zealand. My grandfather had immigrated to the United States at an early age, and my dad never had the opportunity to meet his grandparents.

Dad was treated to remarkable tales about a part of the family he had never known, all while being surrounded by his new-found family, at a time when he especially needed the comfort of loved ones. A miracle, I’d say.

To celebrate our Croatian heritage, we love to make Palacinke, a wonderful, easy dessert that the kids love!
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Henry Zupa received N.J. Distinguished Service Award, accompanied by daughters: Paula Gruja, Michele Cable, Margo Hess, and Renee Zupa.
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Palacinke (Croatian Crepes)

Yields approximately 12 crepes

Ingredients:

3 eggs

1 c. milk

⅓ c. club soda

1 c. flour

3 tbsp. sugar

Pinch of salt

1 tsp. vanilla

Butter or oil for pan

For filling: your choice of jam, Nutella, or cinnamon-sugar butter.

Powdered sugar

Directions:

Beat eggs and milk in a mixing bowl. Add the club soda and stir.

In a separate bowl, mix flour, sugar, and salt until well blended, then add to the egg mixture. Add vanilla. The batter will have a very thin consistency.

Heat an 8-inch pan over medium-high heat and add butter or cooking oil to grease the pan. Pour a small amount of batter into pan (keep it thin—think crepe, not pancake!), and tilt to spread evenly. Cook for about 2 minutes, then flip and cook the other side until lightly brown.

Stack the finished crepes with wax paper in between each until ready to fill.

When the crepes are done, spread with either jam, Nutella, or a mix of cinnamon and sugar in a little butter.

Roll the crepe into a cylinder and dust with powdered sugar. Serve warm or at room temperature.

—Michele Cable
Daughter of Henry M. Zupa, WWII veteran
Mother of two active-duty Air Force sons, Alexander and Henry


Cracked Eggs

My dad insisted he ate little more than watery powdered eggs for breakfast during his three years in the Army, so he always cooked eggs sunny-side up, basted with bacon grease.

Dad, in the tradition of his Irish ancestors, was a great storyteller, slipping into a brogue as effortlessly as the wind blows across the fair green isle. His stories had a moral and a bit of humor, but as children we were transfixed by the waggle of his bushy eyebrows, the rising rosiness of his cheeks and the characters he brought to life, each with their own accent and gestures.

One of his favorite stories concerned an incident when he was about ten years old. It was the height of the Depression, and his parents, like so many others, struggled to feed their family. My dad, the eldest of four children, did his part by working in the vegetable garden, feeding his baby sister, and running errands.

“Bubsy, go next door to the Steinberg’s and get some eggs,” his mother said, handing him a precious dime.

“How many should I get?” he asked, knowing a dozen cost fifteen cents.

“We need a dozen for supper and breakfast tomorrow.”

“Yes, Mommy.” Confused, he hesitated, squeezing the dime in the palm of his hand.

“Ask for the cracked ones.” Handing him an empty wicker basket, his mom nudged him out the door.

The Steinbergs were an elderly couple, who made ends meet by keeping chickens in their basement. Dad both feared and admired his stern neighbors, having watched Mr. Steinberg whack the head off a chicken with a single swipe of a hatchet.

In a pitch-perfect Yiddish accent, Dad quoted Mrs. Steinberg answering the door that day. “Robert Enerson, you are a sight. Have you brought back my cookie tin?”

“No ma’am.” He stared at his scuffed brown shoes.

“Then what is it, boy? I haven’t all day.”

He opened his palm and held out the dime. “I’d like some eggs, please.”

“Come in, young man.” She took the basket and the dime. “You want eight eggs, then?”

“A dozen please.” He looked up at her raised eyebrows, quickly adding, “but only the cracked ones.”

“Sit yourself down.” She waved him toward a sofa as she headed to a door that led to the basement.

“Saul!” she shouted down the stairs. “Young Robert needs a dozen cracked eggs.”

“I haven’t any cracked ones.” Came the distant reply.

“I said I need a dozen cracked eggs,” she said, a bit more sternly.

Dad got off the sofa and crept closer to hear.

“I have no cracked eggs, I tell you.”

Sotto voce, she replied, “Then crack some.”

—Tracey Enerson Wood
St. Petersburg, FL

[image: image]


Life After Retirement
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My daughter, Molly, is on the white horse, and her father, Bill, is on the bay.

This recipe is wonderful to serve on cold fall or winter mornings, after your family or guests have been outside hiking, riding horses, or sledding. We retired from the Army in 1984 and moved to a beautiful Pennsylvania farm. Our daughter Molly was thrilled that our farm had a working barn, and her horse and other horses we accumulated, were quite cozy there. The family soon discovered the sport of fox hunting, and joined a hunt club nearby.

On cold fall mornings, after hunting with the hounds, the riders would often come back to our farmhouse for a hearty breakfast. As the riders came through the front door, they always exclaimed when they caught the whiff of cinnamon and hot apples drifting out from the kitchen!
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Our barn, 2016.


Apple-Raisin French Toast

Serves 12

Ingredients:

1 c. brown sugar

½ c. butter (1 stick)

2 tbsp. corn syrup

4 large tart apples, peeled, sliced

1 loaf raisin bread with crust, cubed

12 eggs (may use half Egg Beaters)

1½ c. half-and-half

1 tsp. vanilla or almond extract

2 tsp. cinnamon
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Directions:

Pour sugar, butter, and corn syrup into 12 x 15-inch glass baking dish. Microwave until melted, and stir to blend.

Spread apples over syrup mixture, and then spread the bread cubes.

In a blender, combine eggs, half-and-half, and vanilla or almond extract; blend well. Pour over bread. Sprinkle with cinnamon. Cover and refrigerate for 1 hour or overnight.

Bake at 350ºF, uncovered, for 50 minutes.

You may serve with warm maple syrup, but you don’t need it!

—Alicelee Edgerton
Family member, Retired Army
Carlisle, PA


Fat Joe

When I was at the Naval Academy and again on my first aircraft carrier, I noticed that some sandwiches, entrees, or meals were named after people. “Cup of Joe,” which most people know is coffee, was named after a Secretary of the Navy who banned alcohol on ships (so that surly sailors now drinking coffee would refer to it as his drink). However, sometimes food items were named with much more ease. I cannot recall what the meal was, but on my carrier I noted that one thing was named for a guy who simply ordered something a lot.
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