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Jack and Mark’s 
Introduction
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When Chicken Soup for the Soul: 101 Stories to Open the Heart and Rekindle the Spirit was first published, it was often mistakenly placed in the cookbook section of bookstores. A lot of people (including many bookstore owners) thought it must be a book of chicken soup recipes.


Since we are both professional speakers, we give more than 100 presentations a year at hotels and conference centers. We usually forward our books and audio tapes to the presentation site a week before the actual event. Once we had to look for 33 boxes of Chicken Soup for the Soul that had been sent to the hotel prior to our arrival. When we arrived and checked with the concierge to pick up our books, the hotel staff was unable to find them. We looked in the luggage storage room, the receiving room, the head of catering’s office and the conference services office, but the books were nowhere to be found. After checking with UPS, they confirmed that the books had indeed been delivered to the hotel and signed for by someone named George. Since no one named George worked in the catering office or receiving department, the hotel was at a loss to explain where the books went.


Because we knew the books had to be somewhere, we arranged to walk the entire hotel with a security person to look. After two hours of searching, we finally found them—in the kitchen in storage with all of the other boxes of canned soup. Since the boxes had CHICKEN SOUP stenciled on them, they had been carted to the kitchen by the uninformed delivery person!


After this happened a few more times, we wondered if the heavens were trying to tell us something. Our publisher then suggested that we put together a book of chicken soup recipes. After all, cookbooks were perennial bestsellers. In the Kitchen with Rosie was on the bestseller lists for over a year! With more than 2 million copies of Chicken Soup for the Soul in print it had commercial success written all over it. Our publisher said he had a distributor that could sell 200,000 copies of a Chicken Soup for the Soul cookbook. Still, the idea of compiling a recipe book didn’t really appeal to either of us. We had not written and compiled Chicken Soup for the Soul for the purpose of making money. We had followed a heartfelt impulse to collect our most moving stories in a book so that they could be shared with more people than we could ever reach through our speeches.


Then our publisher suggested the possibility of a chicken soup recipe book by famous people—a celebrity cookbook with chicken as the main theme. That idea didn’t inspire us, either. What do we know about cookbooks, recipes or food? For all we know, someone could submit a recipe that would taste awful, or worse. How would we know?


Luckily for you, Mark’s wife Patty suggested we write a book with Diana von Welanetz Wentworth, a longtime friend who has coauthored six very successful cookbooks. We knew Diana through her work with the Inside Edge, a consciousness-raising breakfast group she founded 10 years ago in Beverly Hills, California. She had asked us to be on her advisory board with many other leaders of the human potential movement such as Norman Cousins, Barbara DeAngelis, Ken Blanchard, Susan Jeffers, Nathaniel Branden, Louise Hay and Dennis Weaver.


So we called Diana and invited her to a meeting, and then the fun began. Diana suggested that maybe a book of deeply touching and humorous stories centered around food and accompanied by a related recipe from the story’s author would be worthwhile. We immediately agreed. After all, we reasoned, we ate three meals a day. Lots of life—good and bad, painful and joyful, life-affirming and life-negating—occurred around the family dinner table.


Over meals stories were told, days reviewed, wisdom imparted, lessons learned, traditions passed down, dreams discussed, grief shared and differences resolved. Boyfriends came home to meet the parents, engagements were announced, family reunions held, holidays celebrated and many deep memories created. In the family kitchen, three generations often shared cooking a single meal. Secret recipes were imparted with care, and complex feelings were discussed and explored. Cookies and milk consumed after school helped children and parents reconnect at the end of what may have been a day of painful experiences or wondrous discoveries. One’s favorite food was often prepared as an act of love, special soups like only Grandma made were eaten in the safety of home and many bruised spirits were consoled with a cup of Mama’s hot chocolate. And we can all relate to the memories evoked by the smell of baking bread, a roasting Thanksgiving turkey or a steaming apple pie.


Suddenly, the book had a focus we could get excited about. Once again we could create a book that would speak to and from the heart, deeply touching people of all ages, from all walks of life, to make them laugh at themselves and at life and inspire them to reach a little higher and express themselves more fully in the pursuit of happiness and self-fulfillment.


In addition to authors from Chicken Soup for the Soul and A 2nd Helping of Chicken Soup for the Soul, we compiled a list of famous cookbook authors, chefs and celebrities that we mutually knew, and sent them all letters requesting a story and a recipe for the book.


A month later the stories and recipes began to pour in. We were delightfully surprised by the depth of feeling, range of topics and wonderful recipes submitted. We received many more than we were able to use. At Diana’s house we spent days reading these wonderful narratives from the heart and hearth and were treated to lunches prepared by Diana from the recipes that had been sent. Diana committed to test all the recipes in the book and we were willing, satiated, guinea pigs.


Having read and edited all of these stories ourselves and having feasted on much of the food described herein, we know you are in for a real treat as you read this book and share both the stories and the meals with family and friends.


We are excited to share these stories and special foods with you; however, we must caution you. Just as you could not possibly eat or prepare all of the wonderful foods described in this book in one sitting, you should not try to read all of the stories in one sitting either. There is a great deal to digest in this book—both literally and figuratively. Take your time and savor each story as you would each meal. Don’t hurry. Let this book be a constant companion and friend. Turn to it when you need a warm hug, some comfort, strength or inspiration.


Our hope is that after reading this book, you will be inspired to share your favorite stories about food and eating accompanied by a relevant recipe for our next book. All of us have experienced special moments in our lives that have affected us deeply. Each of us connects at the deepest level of our humanity when we share our stories. We look forward to hearing yours.


Much as any cook expectantly waits for reactions to his or her creation, we also look forward to hearing from you about your reaction to this book. We hope you love reading it as much as we have enjoyed cooking it up. Let us know what you think. And until then . . . bon appétit!






Diana’s Introduction 
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What you love is a sign from your higher 
self of what you are to do.


—Sanyana Roman


I have felt an urge to share food with others all my life. As a child, I loved to dine in restaurants with my family. Not knowing my father paid for the food, I thought waitresses were angels who, out of loving kindness, took joy in bringing us anything we wanted. Once, when someone asked what I wanted to be when I grew up, I said, “Either a movie star or a waitress!” The two vocations had equal glamour and prestige in my eyes. As the saying goes, be careful what you wish for!


My favorite restaurant was Little Joe’s, a large Italian restaurant in downtown Los Angeles across from Chinatown. The real Little Joe, a portly and kindly man, would stand near the kitchen door and inspect the room. His quiet aura of satisfaction stirred within me an indefinable sense of purpose which, combined with my mother’s love of cooking, seemed to propel me toward a career in food service. Much later in life, however, I discovered that my deep-seated calling was never really toward the food itself.


In my early twenties I began five years of cooking classes with a well-known French chef in Beverly Hills. Then, as a young mother seeking diversion and self-expression, I taught classes in cooking and entertaining in my own kitchen. There was such camaraderie and celebration in those early classes that my late husband Paul and I created a career of teaching, writing cookbooks and hosting a television series. In that 20-year period, I did, indeed, become a combination waitress/movie star.


As so often happens when play becomes work, our original passion dimmed. Eventually, through soul-searching, Paul and I realized that our true passion over the years had been hosting—it was the communal feeling of gathering people together that we loved.


One of the intriguing results of Paul and my years of hosting activities is that two spiritual and high-minded men, Jack Canfield and Mark Victor Hansen, met, joined forces to write Chicken Soup for the Soul and made publishing history. When they telephoned one morning to tell me their publisher thought there should be a cookbook, and that I was the person they wanted to work with, my heart smiled and I said, “YES!”


The writing of this book has been an absolute joy. My six previous books have served as dress rehearsals for this one. In the deeply pleasurable process of my work herein, the soul-hunger of the five-year-old standing next to Little Joe has been immeasurably satisfied.






Grace
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Before you taste anything, recite a blessing.


—Rabbi Akiva 


Saying grace at a meal blesses you, the meal and, most importantly, God. Grace provides that moment of remembrance, that isolated second of quiet and faithful thankfulness for our many gifts. The more we are thankful, the more we’ll have to be thankful for . . .


Privately expressed grace is as good as windy, loud, pontificating orations. Regardless of whether anyone else says grace over their meal, it’s a good habit to quietly close your eyes, however briefly, and commune openly with the Infinite.


A wise man taught me that after saying grace, one should rub one’s hands together to generate what is called “healing energy,” and then, with open hands at the outside perimeter of the food, energize the food. It is also good to ask your inner knowledge if your food is safe to eat. Your higher self will tell you what to avoid. Since learning this little process, I have never suffered from food poisoning. Whether it’s intuition or superstition, it seems to work for me and I wholeheartedly recommend it to you. The more you train yourself and your higher self with questions about what is or isn’t good for you to eat, the healthier, happier and better nourished you will become.


Throughout the book we have included graces and blessings from many different cultural and spiritual traditions. We invite you to use them to deepen your awareness of and appreciation for the abundance of food, friendship and love that flows into your life.


—Mark Victor Hansen 






A Note About the Recipes
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The recipes you’ll find here are intertwined with cherished memories, and are from a time long before today’s more enlightened approach to fat in the diet. We implore critics to embrace the notion that some foods may be so soulful that their love content outweighs their fat content! All the recipes herein have been tested, but none have been adjusted to make them more nutritionally correct.






1
 Mom’s 
Kitchen
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In this life we cannot do great things. We can only do small things with great love.


—Mother Theresa 
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The most indispensable ingredient of all good home cooking: love for those you are cooking for. 


—Sophia Loren 






Prayer
 for Our Home


God of mercy, 


God of Grace, 


Be pleased to bless 


This dwelling place.


May peace and kindly deeds 


Be found; 


May gratitude and love abound.


—Norma Woolbridge






Mimi’s Kitchen 


Diana von Welanetz Wentworth 
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One word frees us of all the weight and pain of life: that word is love.


—Sophocles


My mother loved being in the kitchen—it was her sanctuary. Like most families of the time, we ate the same foods over and over on a semi-regular rotation: spaghetti with tomato sauce, pot roast with mashed potatoes and gravy, tamale pie, fried chicken with mashed potatoes and gravy, roast leg of lamb with mint sauce and pan-roasted potatoes (lamb curry was for leftovers the next day), chicken-fried steak, pork chops with homemade apple sauce and potato pancakes, and Polynesian spare ribs with pineapple, garlic and soy sauce. But we didn’t mind the repetition, for along with the spices and seasoning, Mimi added that one special ingredient that only a mother could add—love.


Our shared moments in Mimi’s kitchen and the flavors and aromas of her repertoire of menus stay with me to this day. Mimi would tie an apron around me and ask me to shell and chop the walnuts for her fudge (still the best), which we packed in tins and kept in the antique French bombé chest in the dining room. My brother and I had permission to help ourselves.


But I was happiest when my mother made her spaghetti sauce for dinner. While the tangy tomato sauce simmered and splattered all over the white enamel stove-top, I would spoon a little into a saucer, open the freezer right next to the stove and place it on top of the frozen vegetables (lima beans—yuck!), close the door and wait restlessly until it was cool enough to taste. We still smile about the time I ate so much sauce there wasn’t enough left for dinner! I was surprised I didn’t get in trouble for it.


It was my job to hold the bundle of dried spaghetti and insert it into the huge kettle of boiling water (with a thin film of butter on top to prevent boiling over); I liked to watch the thin strands fall against the sides of the pot like a burst of the sun’s rays.


A few years ago, Mimi gave me the greatest gift I can imagine. The family was gathered in the living room, but she and I were alone in the kitchen. She took my arm and said, “Come with me, I need to tell you something.” She led me to her pantry where we could speak privately. Mimi took both my hands and looked into my eyes. “Listen to me carefully, darling girl. You have been the most wonderful daughter any mother could ask for. I am more proud of you than I can ever say. When I’m gone, I want you to promise me you won’t spend one moment feeling guilty about me! I’ve spent years feeling guilty about my mother—about things I didn’t think to do for her . . . words I didn’t say. I always wished I had done more for her—I just didn’t know how.


“I’ve decided I don’t want you to ever feel guilty about me for even one moment. You have been perfect and you have nothing to feel guilty for. Promise me!”


I promised. That moment became one of the great treasures of my life—absolved by my mother of all my failings!


Mimi, my dear mother—her presence has permeated every moment of my life. She is 89 now. I dread losing her, not having her nearby or physically available. But her spirit will live on in all I do. And so will her Spaghetti Sauce and the very best Fudge in the world.


Mimi’s Spaghetti Sauce


Makes 4 servings
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A humble sauce by today’s standards. It is from a time before fresh herbs were available everywhere. Fresh herbs may be substituted throughout these recipes at a ratio of three parts fresh to one part dried.


1 large onion, chopped 


¼ cup olive oil 


4 cloves garlic, cut in thin slivers 


1 (6-ounce) can tomato paste 


1 (1-pound, 14-ounce) can crushed tomatoes 


1 ½ teaspoons chili powder 


 ½ teaspoon crumbled dried basil 


¼ teaspoon crumbled dried thyme 


1 whole bay leaf 


Salt and pepper 


Hot buttered spaghetti (prepared from 16 ounces dried), or other pasta of your choice 


Freshly grated Parmesan for serving 


1. In a large stainless steel or enamel skillet, sauté onion in olive oil until it is just beginning to brown. Add garlic and sauté briefly. Stir in remaining ingredients except pasta and Parmesan.


2. Simmer sauce slowly for 30 to 45 minutes or until it is the thickness you prefer. Season to taste with salt and pepper. Serve over hot buttered spaghetti and pass the Parmesan.


Mimi’s Old-Fashioned Fudge


Old-Fashioned Makes 1 pound
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Mimi was so talented that she could quadruple the recipe in a large pot at one time. We suggest you practice by making the recipe first as it is presented here. It gets easier once you know how.


Butter, for the pan 
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2 squares (2 ounces) Baker’s unsweetened chocolate 


1 cup sugar 


1 tablespoon corn syrup 


[image: 18]teaspoon salt 


2 tablespoons butter 


1 ½ teaspoons vanilla 


 ½ cup broken walnuts 


1. Grease an 8- or 9-inch square cake pan with butter. Combine milk and chocolate in a heavy 4-quart saucepan; stir over low heat until the chocolate is melted. Add sugar, corn syrup and salt; stir constantly over medium-high heat until all the sugar is dissolved. As soon as the mixture comes to a boil, stop stirring. Use a wet towel to remove any of the grains of sugar adhered to the inside of the pan.


Lower the heat, insert a candy thermometer, and boil gently, without stirring, until the thermometer reaches 234°F (soft-ball stage).


2. Remove the pan from the heat and place it, without stirring, on a rack. Gently place the butter and vanilla on top of the mixture and let the fudge cool undisturbed until the thermometer registers 110°F. Remove the thermometer, add the broken walnuts, and begin beating the mixture with a wooden spoon. At the point when the fudge is just beginning to lose its gloss and thicken, quickly spread it into the prepared pan. Using a spatula, spread the mixture quickly into the corners, then leave it alone—if you fuss with it too much, the fudge will not be creamy.


3. Using a large knife dipped in hot water, score the fudge into 36 or more squares. Let cool completely, then cut again. Store in an airtight container. For best flavor and texture, store the fudge at room temperature for 24 hours before serving.






Lauretta’s
 “Down-Home”
 Chicken Noodles


Thea Alexander 
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In my earliest memories of my mother, I see her in a cotton house dress—they were all flowered—and a bibbed apron, standing at the stove holding a baby in her left arm while her right arm stirred a huge pot of chicken with what I felt sure was the world’s longest wooden spoon. She was always singing to the baby. I usually sang along.


As the rich aroma of boiling chicken broth filled the air, I curled my fingertips over the edge of the table, stood on my toes, and peeked over the top, hoping to find a soft piece or two of freshly cut noodle that hadn’t made it to the pot. Reaching as far as my tiny arm would go, I stretched across the table, knowing that my hand sometimes found things that my body couldn’t stretch tall enough for my eyes to see. My hand searched the floured table top where Mother had mixed (she never used a bowl), rolled out and cut the homemade noodles. Somehow a scrap or two was always left behind for each child in the room. She lived for children—her’s and anybody else’s.


Noodles must have been bigger in those days because as my tiny fingers clasped the soft scrap of uncooked noodle, it seemed to fill my whole hand. The first thing I saw as I looked up to view this, as yet unseen, treasure, was always my arm, covered elbow to wrist, with the flour that dusted off the table into my face. Unwilling to let go of the noodle, I brushed my face with my left hand to get the flour off my eyelashes. Finally, there was my prize! A plump, flour-dredged noodle left there especially for me.


In my 20s, when I left my home in California to visit Mom in LaPorte, Indiana, I could smell those delectable chicken noodles before I reached her door. In my 30s, when my husband, children, and I left our Pennsylvania home to visit Mom, there was fresh pie, homemade candy for the kids, and, of course, a pot of delicious chicken noodles and gravy waiting for me.


Now, there’s a right and a wrong way to enjoy “Down-Home” Chicken Noodles. I, of course, passed on to my children the fine art of shaping a huge deep well in a generous size mound of mashed potatoes, then filling that well to overflowing with Mom’s chicken noodles and gravy.


This is a good place to address formalities, so I’ll confess that I know my sister is technically right. It’s three words, chicken and noodles, not two words, chicken noodles. I, however, feel that I came half-way when I moved from the one word I used for this dish since I was old enough to claim a portion by saying, “Chickenoodles, please!”


In my 40s, when I called Mom to say I’d be visiting soon from my home in Arizona, the words had not left my mouth before she laughed, “I suppose you’ll want some chicken noodles, right?” In my 50s, either Mom or my sister, Laura, still had homemade chicken noodles waiting for me when I traveled east. For 30 years, those noodles were always awaiting me at the homes of my sisters Marion and Emily in California when my travels carried me westward. They all knew!


When I was 55, I rushed to my mother’s side. She had been paralyzed by a stroke that left her unable to speak, unable to swallow, and unable to move any part of her body except her lower left arm.


The first thing I did was improvise a board containing commonly used words and phrases along with the alphabet. With her arm propped up, she could, then, point to or spell out a few words at a time before running out of energy.


Her first message was spelled out to my sister, Wilma, who is a bookkeeper. Dramatically demonstrating that imprisoned deep within this rapidly fading, almost totally incapable body, was our mother’s exceptionally sharp, witty, capable mind, the message emerged letter by letter, “Quarterly taxes due. Please pay!”


Her first, and essentially last, message to me, “Love the kids for me. Sorry, no chicken noodles this time.”


Lauretta’s “Down-Home” Noodles (with or without chicken) 


For 8 generous servings with leftovers
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NOODLES:


4 or 5 cups of flour 


4 large (or 5 medium or small) eggs 


1 teaspoon baking powder 


1 teaspoon salt 


1. On a large counter top, or in a big bowl, make a mound of the flour with a well in the center. Break the eggs into the flour well. Combine baking powder and salt, and mix into the eggs. Hand mix from the center outward, gradually incorporating, little by little, just enough of the flour to form a soft ball of dough. (Sift remaining flour to use when kneading the dough.)


2. On a lightly floured surface, knead dough until smooth and elastic in the following manner: Fold dough in half by bringing the far edge toward you. Press with the heels of your hands to push the top layer of dough away from you in a rolling motion. Give dough a quarter turn, and repeat for about 10 minutes or until smooth and elastic. Cover the dough and set it aside for 30 minutes to an hour.


3. At this point you can either run the dough through a pasta machine (or the pasta-forming attachment of your food processor) or, if you would like to roll it out, like Mom did, cut the dough in two equal pieces. On a large, flat surface dusted with flour, use a rolling pin to roll each dough ball into a 25-inch diameter circle until it is at least as thin as a dime, turning frequently to prevent holes or sticking. Let dry on a lightly floured surface for 1 to 3 hours, depending on the dough’s thickness and the outside humidity. (These circles can also be hung, like pants, across a clothes hanger lined with paper or foil.)


4. While the circles are still pliable, cut each in half. Lay one half on top of the other, dusting lightly with flour between each layer to prevent sticking. Cut in half across the middle, and lay one on top of the other, matching straight edges. Repeat this process until you have strips about 12 inches long by 1 to 1¼ inches wide. This will result in stacks of strips about 20 inches long by about 1 inch wide. Cut strips in half to create 10-inch strips for ease of handling. (For long noodles, roll sheets rather than making stacks for cutting.)


5. Cut strips into noodles ¼ -inch wide. Every 5 to 6 cuts, separate noodles and toss gently, dusting lightly with flour if needed.


(For freezing, use a little extra flour after cutting into noodles, and spread on a floured surface until still pliable but close to dry. Put in freezer bags, squeeze air out, and freeze. Will keep several months.)


Noodles may be cooked in vegetarian broth, broth made with 3 bouillon cubes per quart of water, or, like Mom did, in this homemade broth with chicken.


Chicken with Broth
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2 whole chicken breasts plus 5 backs and necks with a little fat on them, for flavor (other chicken parts can be used instead of these, if desired) 


1 teaspoon salt 


Flour to thicken, if desired 


Salt and pepper to taste 


1. Place chicken in an 8-quart pot. Add salt and enough water to cover the chicken by an inch or two (about 6 quarts). Bring to a simmer, skim the foam from the top, and simmer again for 30 minutes, or until chicken is tender when pierced with a knife. Lift chicken into colander, using cake pan to catch the drippings, and let stand until cool enough to handle. Strip the meat from the bones, shredding into bite-size pieces, eliminating all fat, skin, gristle and bone. Pour drippings back into the soup pot.


2. Strain the broth into another container. Wash the pot, and return the broth to it. (If you like a more yellow broth, add just a drop or two of yellow food coloring.)


3. Bring broth to a full boil. Add a few noodles at a time, stirring constantly so they don’t stick together. After noodles, add the chicken pieces. Boil just until the noodles are tender (10 to 15 minutes), tasting often for doneness. Season with salt and pepper to taste. (For a thicker gravy, shake 2 tablespoons flour with 4 tablespoons water in a jar to blend thoroughly. Stir the broth while gradually adding just enough of this flour mixture to reach the desired thickness.)






Memories of a 
Swedish Kitchen


Norma Brandel Gibbs 
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Let no one ever come to you without leaving better and happier.


— Mother Theresa


The earliest memory I have of my mother is in the kitchen with me hugging her around her knees. As a child it seemed to me she was always there. A Swedish immigrant, her kitchen was filled with the wonderful aromas of food from her homeland—delicious Swedish coffeecake and rolls scented with cardamom and sprinkled with sugar, and Swedish limpa, a coarse rye bread baked in a circle and cut in pie-shaped wedges, which was my father’s favorite.


The aroma of bread fresh from the oven greeted my father each evening after his hard day of work as a carpenter. Daddy’s face would light up as he came up the basement stairs. He’d head straight for the kitchen, give Mother a kiss and hug, and praise her for her baking. My brother and I would then run into the kitchen to be included in Daddy’s big hug. He’d sweep us up in his arms and rub our cheeks with his beard. In the kitchen with my parents there was a warm, safe feeling that made me feel somehow that everything was all right, and perhaps that is why, to this day, the kitchen is where I feel most secure.


Nowadays, my happiest moments are spent concocting dishes to feed my family and friends. Even though I love to travel, when I’ve been gone awhile, I’m eager to invite people over and get back in the kitchen and cook. My freezer must be full and my pantry overflowing— a carryover from the Depression that is essential to my sense of well-being. I take joy in serving unexpected guests at a moment’s notice.


During the Depression, when we barely had enough to eat ourselves, I remember Mother serving sandwiches to a homeless man on our back stairs. She taught me that no matter how little we had, we could still share—and I have never forgotten that lesson. There is an old Swedish saying, “Five people were invited, ten showed up. Put more water in the soup and everybody enjoy!”


Here is a wonderful Old European recipe I would love to share with you. This is delicious served with a lemon gelatin salad containing grated cabbage, carrots and crushed pineapple.


Old European Casserole


Makes 8 servings
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8 ounces wide egg noodles 


2 tablespoons butter 


1 ½ pounds ground chuck 


3 (8-ounce) cans tomato sauce 


[image: Il_9780757393891_0027_002]cup condensed beef bouillon 


 ½ teaspoon crumbled dried oregano 


 ½ teaspoon black pepper 


1 cup cottage cheese 


8 ounces cream cheese, softened 


¼ cup sour cream 


 ½ cup green onions, very finely sliced 


1 tablespoon minced green pepper 


1. Early in the day, cook the noodles as package directs; drain. Meanwhile, melt butter in a skillet and sauté the meat, mashing it with the back of a spoon, until browned. Stir in the tomato sauce, beef bouillon, oregano and black pepper. Remove from heat.


2. In a mixing bowl, combine cottage cheese, cream cheese, sour cream, green onions and green pepper.


3. In a buttered 3-quart casserole, spread half the noodles. Cover with the cheese mixture, the rest of the noodles, and top with the meat. Chill.


4. About an hour before serving, preheat oven to 375°F. Bake the casserole for 45 minutes or until bubbly.






A Mother’s Advice 


Chris Cavert 
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A food is not necessarily essential just because your child hates it.


—Katherine Whitehorn


It was just Mom and me from day one. At the time, some might have said I was unfortunate. Others may have said, “The boy needs a father.” I don’t remember feeling bad about the situation, and if I did, my mother must have helped me through it unharmed. Looking back on it now, I have come to realize how much she taught me and how much I have used her advice with the many youth I have worked with.


I recall one of the first episodes when I came to know the most important piece of advice she ever gave me. We had moved 30 miles north out of a big city to, at what that time was, “the country.” I remember getting our first refrigerator that had a freezer. We could hardly wait to make ice cubes. Mom and I put the water in early and waited around, with a few progress checks, until the frigid change had occurred. What a treat it was for us. Mom never took for granted the simple things in life.


Once, I came home famished on a day my mom was trying her hand with new recipes. I smelled something different in the kitchen. But Mom wouldn’t reveal the contents of the pot just yet. I could see her wonderful Date Bran Muffins rising in the oven, the kind she often made to accompany main dishes. (I think she made them as a backup just in case the main dish didn’t turn out, because the muffins were always great.) I stood beside the stove for the moment of unveiling. Then when I saw it I thought, “What in the world?” while I said out loud, “What is it?” in a voice I’m sure my mother didn’t appreciate. “Cauliflower Soup,” she answered.


I was not going to have any part of that. “Is there anything else?” I asked.


“No,” she replied calmly, “I want you to try it. If you don’t like it, you don’t have to eat it. But you’re not going to say you don’t like something if you’ve never tried it.”


I remember crying and carrying on quite foolishly for what seemed to be a long time, but my mother never surrendered. My stomach must have won the battle over my brain because I slowly picked up the spoon, dipped it in the white lumpy substance, and took a sip. It was wonderful. (If any of my friends had been around, however, I would have said I hated it after all my fuss!)


To this day, my mother’s Cauliflower Soup and Date Bran Muffins make up my favorite meal. Mom’s advice about not liking something without trying it first is a rule I follow not only with food, but with job experiences, travel, friends, and my plans and dreams for the future. I’m not afraid to try new things because I know that, more often than not, I will enjoy them. Besides, there are always the Date Bran Muffins to back me up.


Cauliflower Soup


Makes 6 servings, or 8 cups
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1 medium head cauliflower, broken into small pieces 


 ½ stick (4 tablespoons) butter 


[image: 23]cup finely chopped onions 


2 tablespoons flour 


2 cups chicken broth 


2 cups light cream (half and half) 


Salt to taste 


 ½ teaspoon Worcestershire sauce 


Grated Cheddar cheese 


Fresh cut chives, for garnish 


1. Cook cauliflower in boiling salted water to cover until just tender; drain and save the liquid. In a large pot, melt butter over low heat. Add onions and sauté until soft and transparent.


2. Stir in flour, cook for a minute or two, then blend in chicken broth. Cook over medium-high heat, stirring constantly, until the mixture comes to a boil. Add 1 cup of the reserved cauliflower liquid, the light cream, salt and Worcestershire sauce, then add reserved cauliflower.


3. Just before serving, heat soup to boiling; remove from heat and stir in grated Cheddar cheese to taste. Ladle into bowls, sprinkling more grated cheese and some fresh cut chives over the top of each serving.


Date Bran Muffins 


Makes 18 muffins
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1 cup bran 


1 stick ( ½ cup) butter 


1 ½ cups sugar 


2 eggs 


2 cups buttermilk 


2 ½ cups flour 


2 ½ teaspoons baking soda 


2 cups All Bran cereal 


1 to 2 cups chopped, pitted dates (depending on how much you like dates) 


1. Preheat oven to 400°F. In a small bowl, pour 1 cup boiling water over bran. In a large bowl, cream butter with sugar. Add eggs and blend well. Add buttermilk, the cooled bran mixture, the flour and baking soda, stirring until well blended. Fold in the All Bran cereal. Add chopped, pitted dates to the batter.


2. Line muffin tins with paper-lined foil cups; fill cups . full. Bake 15 to 20 minutes. Extra batter may be stored, covered, in the refrigerator for up to three weeks—use it to make only the number of muffins you need for each meal.






Doomsday Cookies 


Barbara Curtis 
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One of my earliest memories is standing in the little yellow kitchen in our house in Pleasant Hill, watching my mom make cookies. Of course, she didn’t make just regular old sugar cookies like our friends’ moms. My mom made special oatmeal, walnut and chocolate chip cookies—and she made a lot of them.


My mom never believed in doing a little of something that took a lot of work. She would double or triple most recipes so that we would have plenty of leftovers. As a child of the Depression, Mom always liked lots of food around. There were generally cases of Spam, Vienna sausages and oil-packed tuna stacked in the garage, and the freezer was always jammed with carefully dated packages of leftovers. I used to think we could live forever just on the stuff stored in our garage.


I grew up in the 50s, during the height of the Cold War, a time defined by the threat of another world war and “the bomb.” In those days, grade schools would show movies describing the ways one could save oneself during and after a nuclear bomb attack. We all practiced hiding under our desks during simulated bombing raids and heeded very seriously the practice of stockpiling food against a wartime shortage.


I remember seeing a movie during school that showed how to open a plastic-wrapped loaf of Wonder Bread that had been dusted with radiation fallout. You were supposed to carefully cut the bread wrapper with scissors and take the bread out without touching the wrapper. Somehow this would keep the bread uncontaminated. It’s amazing to look back on those days and realize how ignorant we all were about the long-term effects of nuclear radiation.


So, my sister and I would “help” Mom make dozens of cookies. We must have asked her at some time how long the cookies would last. I remember clearly Mom saying, “Oh, we’re making so many— they should last until Doomsday!” From that time on these cookies have been called Doomsdays. I didn’t know what she meant (being too little to go to school yet) and asked when Doomsday was. I thought it was some kind of holiday you could plan for, like Christmas. Mom said that Doomsday was the time when our enemies would drop a bomb on us. Scary! But Mom never believed in lying to children. I remember feeling so confused. How could something as good as these cookies be related to a terrible scenario like Doomsday?


My life had been very simple up to this point—things were either good or bad, pleasant or uncomfortable, tasty or nasty. For me, Doomsday Cookies will always be associated with the first time I ever questioned my version of reality.


I took over the Doomsday Cookie baking chore early. Mom was always thrilled when my sister or I helped in the kitchen. I loved to bake, mainly because my family would heap so much praise on the baker. I think the original recipe for Doomsdays came from the box of Old-fashioned Quaker Oats, but over the years the recipe has been molded to meet my particular cravings at the time. During the 60s I switched from solid shortening to oil and added granola and various interesting flours and grains to the mix. There were a few years where nothing but whole wheat flour with rice polish and wheat germ would do. I experimented with carob chips, but you just can’t beat the taste of chocolate.


Various people have wanted to commercialize the recipe, but the recipe is constantly changing—I don’t think I have ever made them the same way twice. What each version has in common, however, is that so far none of them have lasted until Doomsday. Let’s hope they never will.


Doomsday Cookies 


Makes 2 dozen or so large cookies
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You can freeze this dough (which is unbelievably good as is!) for months if wrapped tightly. I generally make 8 times this recipe—you can never have too many Doomsdays!


1¼ cups canola oil 


1[image: Il_9780757393891_0027_002]cups light or dark brown sugar (firmly packed) 


1 egg 


1 teaspoon vanilla extract 


1 cup whole wheat flour (or  ½ cup white flour and  ½ cup whole wheat flour, if you prefer a lighter cookie) 


 ½ teaspoon salt 


 ½ teaspoon baking soda 


 ½ teaspoon baking powder 


6 ounces chocolate chips 


 ½ cup coarsely chopped walnuts or pecans 


 ½ cup unsweetened shredded coconut (optional) 


3 cups old-fashioned oatmeal (see Note) 


Note: You may substitute 1 ½ cups granola for the oatmeal if desired, but reduce sugar and oil each by ¼ cup if using granola.


1. Preheat oven to 350°F. In a large bowl, cream together canola (or other vegetable) oil, brown sugar and egg. Add vanilla extract, then flour, salt, baking soda and baking powder, and mix well. Then add chocolate chips, nuts, coconut and oatmeal. Combine these ingredients by hand or with a large wooden spoon—the mixture will feel very stiff. If necessary, add ¼ cup of warm water to moisten all ingredients.


2. Generously grease a baking sheet (or spray with no-stick cooking spray). Use a .-cup measure to drop batter in mounds, leaving 1 to 2 inches between the mounds. Bake for 10 to 13 minutes until cookies feel done when pressed with a finger—do not overcook or try to brown them. Cool briefly, then use a metal spatula to remove from baking sheet. Serve warm or cool completely.






No Depression Cake 


Dottie Walters 
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You may be dead broke and that’s a reality, but in spirit you may be brimming over with optimism, joy and energy. The reality of your life may result from many outside factors, none of which you can control. Your attitudes, however, reflect the ways in which you evaluate what is happening.


—H. Stanley Judd


It was the depths of the Great Depression. Several families on our block were receiving baskets of food from the welfare people. The grownups kept talking about it—Depression. Hard times for everyone. But it was my birthday, and I was just a little girl.


My mother said there was no money for a gift or a cake. I sat forlornly on the front stoop and felt sorry for myself. Then Mama came out and sat beside me, “Remember, there is always hope. Come and see. I have a surprise inside for your birthday today!” I ran in to find a cardboard box with a little bit of old blanket in it and snuggled inside was the most adorable kitten with huge blue eyes. I immediately fell in love with it and called it “Fluffy.”


Then I noticed a cake on the table with a candle on the top. “How did you do it Mama?” I asked, my eyes all aglow. “The kitten came from nice Mrs. Jones down the street. She gave us the recipe for this No Depression Cake. When you bake it you can’t be sad! Mrs. Jones said we must think of what we have on hand, not what we don’t have. We can always create something new and useful if we think positively. That is why it is called the No Depression Cake! ”


Mama was right, I will never forget the happiness of that day. I took a piece of my birthday cake to Mrs. Jones to thank her.


I remembered the No Depression Cake when my own babies were little and my husband’s dry cleaning business failed. To help him, I began a tiny advertising business on foot, pushing our children ahead of me on a broken-down baby stroller in the rural town of Baldwin Park, California.


Because there were no jobs, I asked the weekly newspaper to sell me space at a wholesale rate. Then I went out and resold the space in the form of a shopper’s column to merchants. When the rocks in the road wore out my shoes, I cut cardboard and stuck it in, carrying extra pieces in my purse. Soon I had the house payment covered.


Then I spoke to service club luncheons to promote my advertising column. I had no car or baby sitter, so I made a deal with my neighbor: I traded baby sitting for the use of her car. Another helping of No Depression Cake! All of the businesses I run today, worldwide, began with that No Depression system.


As the children grew up we had many ups and downs. I especially remember one time when we had no money for groceries. I sat down with them and said, “Let’s make a No Depression Cake! Let’s see what we have on hand.” My son said, “Mom, the avocado tree is full of fruit. I’ll sell them today by the curb.”


“There aren’t enough oranges on our tree to sell,” my daughter said. “I’ll pick them, keep some for us, and take a bag to our neighbor to see if they’ll trade for some of their great tasting plums!”


We all got busy. With the first avocado sales, I ran to the grocery store and bought day-old bread, a big bag of pinto beans, some brown sugar and powdered milk. Then I baked a No Depression Cake. We had a grand lunch, counting all of our blessings and thinking of all the good things we could do together.


By the end of the afternoon, our son had sold many more of the avocados, and I had a big bowl of beans bubbling and baking in the oven. Then the phone rang. It was one of my advertisers asking me to come over and pick up a big ad and a check.


Next time you’re feeling low, try counting the good things you have on hand. Do with what you have. Bake up a positive-thinking No Depression Cake!


Here is the recipe. It is milkless, eggless and butterless. You can substitute other ingredients for any you don’t have. The one thing this cake is full of, however, is memories of cheerfully creating with what is at hand and on hand—and never giving up hope.


No Depression Cake 


Makes 12 to 15 servings and lots of smiles!
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1 cup white sugar 


2 cups firmly packed brown sugar 


2 cups water 


1 cup shortening 


4 cups seedless raisins (if you have any) 


1 teaspoon cinnamon 


1 teaspoon nutmeg 


½ teaspoon cloves 


2 teaspoons salt 


4 cups flour 


2 ½ teaspoons baking powder 


2 teaspoons baking soda 


2 cups chopped nuts (if you have any) 


Powdered sugar, to decorate 


1. Preheat oven to 350°F. Grease a 13 x 9-inch baking pan. In a large saucepan, combine sugars, water, shortening, raisins, spices and salt. Boil together 3 minutes; cool.


2. Sift together flour, baking powder and baking soda; add to saucepan, along with nuts. Mix well and pour into prepared pan. Bake for 45 minutes.


3. Remove from oven. Let cool for 10 minutes, then turn onto a cake plate. When thoroughly cool sprinkle with a little powdered sugar, or mix lemon juice and grated lemon rind into powdered sugar for frosting.


Give us, O Lord, thankful hearts which never forget Your goodness to us. Give us, O Lord, grateful hearts, which do not waste time complaining.


—Saint Thomas Aquinas






The Fruitcake Recipe 


Gino Sky 
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Happy and successful cooking doesn’t rely only on know-how; it comes from the heart, makes great demands on the palate and needs enthusiasm and a deep love of food to bring it to life.


—Georges Blanc
 from Ma Cuisine des Saisons 


After my mother’s 80th birthday, I decided that her famous fruitcake recipe should not be lost. I knew that she kept it in her head, or, as she explained, she “knew it by heart.” She had a photographic memory, which allowed her to take a great deal of liberty with her baking and cooking. I realized that it wasn’t going to be easy to extricate this recipe from her, but I had to try.


I took a few days off from work and drove from San Francisco to Pocatello, Idaho. It was a 12-hour trip, mostly through the high, semiarid Nevada desert, but I had a mission and time passed quickly as I tried to remember as much as I could about my mother, a woman who had left home when she was six because she didn’t like the way her own mother kept house.


It was nine in the evening when I arrived at our family home on the banks of the Porneuf River. As always, I found her in the kitchen. She had just finished baking six dozen cinnamon rolls for friends who were away in nursing homes. I hesitated about asking her, but pressed on with my mission. Paper and pencil ready, I asked for the fruitcake recipe. She looked at the wall clock. “That takes too long,” she replied.


“I don’t want the cake, Mom, just the recipe.”


“It doesn’t work unless I’m making the cake,” she confessed, proudly.


“Just pretend you’re making it,” I suggested.


She looked at me as though my IQ had dropped 50 points on the way through Nevada. “By the time I figure it out, we could have them made.” She looked at the clock. “You’re always trying to take the easy way out, that’s your problem.”


“My problem,” I said, “is that I really love your fruitcake, and I would like to have the recipe before you go off to your celestial fandango.”


“It’s called Heaven,” she corrected.


“Well, a cattle ranch in Tahiti would be good enough for me,” I replied.


“And cleaning up the heavenly stalls will be your reward if you don’t change your ways,” she countered, not missing a beat. She loved the challenge—it was a gauge of her mental acumen—or, as she preferred saying, acuperson.


The next thing I knew, she had two large mixing bowls on the counter, plus flour and sugar. “Hey, wait up,” I yelled.


She opened a 15-ounce can of pineapple. “One of the secrets,” she began, “is to candy your own pineapple.”


“With canned pineapple?” I challenged, picking up the can after she had emptied its contents into a stainless steel pot.


“This is Idaho, not California,” she replied, putting a hard bite on my adopted state. “We don’t have fresh pineapple at the all-night liquor store.”


“Nor do you have much of a liquor store.”


“Praise the Lord . . .”


“Okay,” I said, as I wrote down canned pineapple, “that’s the first secret to your prize-winning fruitcake.”


“Now, put one and one-half cups of sugar in with the pineapple and slowly cook off most of the juice. What’s left you pour over the dried fruit.”


The phone rang, and my mother told the caller that she had been commandeered by her son into making fruitcake. Therefore, she would probably be up most of the night. As soon as she hung up, she asked, “When was the last time you went to church?”


Playfully, I crossed two wooden spoons and held them in front of me. “I’m always in church,” I answered, quoting Thoreau.


“You’ve been using that same excuse for years.”


“It worked for him . . .”


“That’s your problem,” she answered, as she dumped four sticks of butter onto the counter, “you think God is everywhere so you don’t have to look for Him.” She shook her head. “You’re going to end up in the lowest degree of heaven along with your Henry David and the Unitarians. They can’t figure out whether God is a tree frog or a car muffler.” Pleased with her analogy, she handed me the empty butter carton. “Stuff these really good dates into the box and that’s how many I use.”


Filling the box, I tried not to laugh. “What kind are they?” I asked.


“Oh, you know . . . those expensive kind . . . from California, that’s the secret.” That was the first lapse of word retrieval that I had experienced with her.


“Medjool,” I mumbled, which I wrote down with expensive in parentheses.


“I was just testing you,” she quickly added, as if she were covering for herself. She handed me a knife that resembled a small machete. “You can chop up the dates.”


She then placed a medium pot of water on the stove and poured in a bag of shelled almonds. “These aren’t necessary, I’m just trying to clean out the fridge.” She shrugged. “Therefore, it’s not important for you to know how many almonds to put in.”


“Oh, the fridge needs cleaning?”


She nodded her head. “Everything needs cleaning.”


I jotted down blanched almonds with question marks spread across the page. She dumped about two cups of walnuts onto the cutting board. As I chopped the nuts, I thought about how my mother had left home at six. I tried to imagine this little girl with her bags packed, standing among the hollyhocks as my grandmother tried to figure out what planet her daughter had come from. Even then my mother knew how she wanted the world to be—peaceful, serene, not one weed in sight, with every house painted at least once a year. That was for starters.


“You can look for the flour sifter,” she said as the young girl dissolved into a beautiful 80-year-old woman. She had a trim figure, and her short, wavy hair was just beginning to turn gray. She talked about her last suitor, who had recently died from liver cancer.


“Was that the Fruit Man?” I questioned. She referred to her suitors by what they did or how they looked or behaved. There was the Train Man, the Lumbering Goose, Mahatma Gandhi, the Cadillac Man, the Fruit Man. She liked the Fruit Man more than the others, and sometimes she even called him her Peach Man.


“Oh, he had such wonderful fruit, and he would always bring me lots of everything.” She paused, looked at me as though she were inspecting my appearance, and continued. “But he was way too old.”


“How old was that?”


She hesitated and then gave me her best smile. “Eighty-one.” She leaned closer. “But you know, there’s a big difference between an 81-year-old man and an 80-year-old woman.”


“It’s obvious to me . . .”


She continued her story. “When he insisted that we get married, I prayed and prayed that something would make him change his mind. One month later he died from liver cancer.”


She didn’t even look up. Not even a smile. Her prayers had been answered. Just like that. So there! I moved to the other side of the kitchen. “Please Ms. . . . Sky, stop praying for me.”


“Oh, you’re too far gone,” she replied, as she wiped up some spilled flour. She glanced at the clock. “Oh, my gracious! Look at the time. I’m beat. You’re always starting projects like this when we should be in bed.” She poured the candied pineapple into a copper pot of dried fruits that had been steaming on the stove. “Now, here’s the real secret,” she said, as she took out a jar of homemade orange marmalade. “This drives them wild.”


“How many tricks do you need?” I questioned.


She emptied the contents of the jar into the fruit and then waved a wooden spoon as though it were a magic wand. “At my age, as many as possible.” She began to sift the flour.


“What kind of flour is this?” I asked. Growing up, white flour was forbidden in our house.


She held up the package. “See, it’s just flour.”


“I can remember when you wouldn’t even let us make paper paste from white flour.”


“You never missed a day of school, either.” Again, she waved the spoon as though I were being blessed by the Health Wizard. “Don’t forget the yogurt we made.”


“Right,” I replied, “when all of my friends were eating ice cream, we could only have plain yogurt.” I thumped my chest.


A finger was wagged, stopping on the third beat. “And they’re all dying from mucous buildup and hardening of the arteries.”


“Right on, Mom!”


She set the oven to 300 degrees and started mixing the soft butter into the brown sugar. I separated the egg yolks from the whites.


“As soon as we get these cakes in the oven, I’m going to trim your beard.”


“I did that before I left.”


“I’m wide awake,” she continued.


“Perhaps you should go outside and trim your trees.”


She laughed at the family joke. During an earlier visit, I mentioned that her trees looked as if they had been pruned by a professional. Proudly, she replied, “I did them, and you know, I had to get up at four in the morning because if the neighbors saw me on that rickety old ladder they’d want to help, and you know they don’t know how to prune trees worth a darn.”


Many a time I would catch her mowing the neighbors’ lawns. She wouldn’t even bother to ask for permission. With power mower, rakes and trimmers, she would move in like an invading Hun. “Here she comes!” they would joke. “It’s like living in Poland.” Her excuse was that she had to keep the neighborhood from going to ruin.


She started mixing the butter, brown sugar and egg yolks into the flour. “Just a little flour at a time,” she instructed, and then she spun around and opened the fridge. “Oh, I forgot the cherries. Where are they?” She got down on her knees and looked into the refrigerator. “Look at this mess.” The fridge was full. She kept another equally loaded one in the basement. I called them the Dueling Refrigerators.


“What about all those starving people in China?” I asked smugly.


“You just wait. When the millennium comes you’ll be begging me to let you in.”


“Kind of like Aesop’s fable of the grasshopper and the ants, right?”


“It won’t be like the Disney version, that’s for darn sure,” she replied. Once again came the wagging finger. You do know the difference.” “Yes, Mom,” I answered. “With Disney the grasshopper plays first violin for the Boston Pops, saves his money, and ends up as a sex slave for a herd of African Ant Goddesses. But in Aesop’s fable, he’s a lazy bum who gets busted for being a street musician and winds up in prison marrying Leona Helmsley.”


She nodded her head in approval. “Now that’s punishment!”


She located the cherries in the back of the fridge and threw them to me. Still on her knees, she took a swipe at the vinyl floor. “Look at this floor!”


The linoleum was more than 25 years old and looked brand-new. “Right,” I said, “it’s frightful.”


From the cupboard, she took out a bottle of lemon extract and held it in the palm of her hand. “Now this is the real secret,” she said. “It drives them wild.” She emptied the contents into the batter. “And the more the better.” She turned the mixing bowl over to me and started lining the bread pans with waxed paper. “I’ve never liked fruitcake,” she confessed, “but everyone seems to love mine.”


I stared in amazement. My mother the Venusian. She had grown up in southern Utah with hardly enough to eat, a father who drank too much, and only God knows what else. The youngest of seven children, she left home when she was six years old, and at 27 married my father, the traveling salesman—a fly-fishing junkie who left for good when I was eight. If she missed him, she never let on. It was sort of like, “Well, where did he go this time?” She had her kids, and it was time to get on with her life. It was just like the fruitcakes— she made them for some higher purpose, and only she and the fruitcake gods knew what that was about. I thought of Bob Dylan’s line, “She’s an artist, she don’t look back.”


With everything mixed together, I poured the batter into the pans, put them in the oven, and started licking the bowl. It was past midnight and in six hours she would be working at the temple in Idaho Falls, 50 miles away. I was almost envious. Not about where she was going but the way she did everything. It was her special way, and it always made me feel as if I were partaking from a sacred bowl filled with life’s real ingredients.


After we cleaned the kitchen, she asked if I would take the cakes out at 1:30 A.M. She admitted that she was tired. So was I, but I was also feeling victorious. She tugged at my beard. “Not only do you have the fruitcake recipe, but you have four cakes to take back with you.”


I squeezed her hands and kissed her forehead. “I feel like I’ve been to the sacred mountain.”


“I hope you pulled some weeds on the way up.” Again, the finger wagged.


“I weeded on the way up and planted flowers on the way down. Just like you said.”


“Now, that’s my son . . .”


I sat with the cakes as though they were my children—the fruitcake kids with 80 years of life in them. I was determined to protect them, no matter what. Someday my daughters might ask for the recipe and perhaps, just like Grandma Linda, I could do it from the heart.


That was the secret.


Grandma Linda’s Fruitcake 


Makes 2 loaves
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1 (20-ounce) can pineapple chunks and juice 


1 ½ cups white sugar 


1 pound dates, cut up 


1 pound candied fruit mix 


2 cups walnuts, cut medium-fine 


1 (15-ounce) box golden raisins 


13 ounces candied cherries 


1 pound (4 sticks) butter (or 2 sticks butter, 2 sticks margarine) 


2 cups white sugar 


6 eggs 


5 cups white flour 


1 teaspoon salt 


1 teaspoon baking soda 


1 teaspoon baking powder 


1 ounce lemon extract 


8 ounces orange marmalade (optional—see Note) 


Note: Mother has left this out of the new recipe, although, two years ago, it was “one of the secrets.” If candied fruit mix isn’t available, use fresh, finely cut apples or use two cans of pineapple instead of one.


1. Preheat oven to 300°F. Line two 9 x 5-inch loaf pans with wax paper. Place pineapple chunks and juice in a 1 ½ -quart saucepan. Cook slowly with 1 ½ cups of white sugar. When the pineapple syrup thickens, pour it over the dates, candied fruit, walnuts, raisins and candied cherries. (Save some cherries and walnuts to place on top of the cakes before baking.)


2. Sift together flour, baking soda, baking powder and salt. Cream together the butter and 2 cups sugar. Separate the eggs (placing the whites in a grease-free bowl to be beaten later) and add the beaten egg yolks, the flour and the lemon extract (as well as the orange marmalade if desired).


3. Combine the batter and the fruit mixture and mix well. Beat the egg whites just until they hold stiff peaks when the beater is lifted and fold them into the mixture.


4. Pour the batter into the prepared pans. Decorate the tops with the reserved walnuts and cherries. Place in the oven with a shallow pan of water under the loaves on the lower rack. Bake for 1 ½ hours. (Check after 1 hour, as ovens and climate vary.)






Mary Ann’s 
Maryland Crab


Anne Cooper Ready 
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Some of my favorite memories of home are of how I spent my summer vacations on the Maryland shore in a coastal town called Easton. My family moved often. Where we didn’t live, we visited . . . and tasted. My father’s philosophy was, “Try it, you might like it.”


Crabs are to Maryland’s Eastern Shore what clams are to New England, conch is to the Bahamas, oysters are to New Orleans, and prime rib is to Kansas City. We liked Maryland and Blue Crab the best! They call it that for the color of the male crab claws before you steam ‘em. And crabbing is a local pastime—done in a most unconventional way.


You can crab barefoot from a dock, and all it takes is a raw chicken neck tied on the end of a string lowered into the local waters. When the crabs swim up to it, grab on and begin to nibble, you gently pull the string up out of the water so you can scoop them into your fish net before they let go. Then you drop them into a bucket of water or a bushel basket to clamor and claw till it’s time to steam them.


Beginning at daybreak on those long, lazy summer vacation days, a couple of chicken necks would last a whole morning and I could catch a mess of crabs by lunchtime. My mother would steam them in a pot of boiling, seasoned water, and when you couldn’t hear them complaining anymore, they were ready. When the lid came off, the crabs were bright red and steaming, ready to crack open and eat on a newspaper-covered picnic table and then wash down with mugs of beer. Everyone had a favorite way of eating those fresh steamed crabs. Some would shell a whole pile of crab meat and dip a fork-full in melted butter. Others would dip every bite with their fingers as soon as they pulled it, warm and succulent, from the shell.
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