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In acknowledgement and appreciation of the wise women who have gone before us: 
 
 

 

“I think that the ritual of food says a great deal about the ways in which 
a family was bound together….  Food is not just a matter of staying 
alive.  It’s also a matter of relating to each other and to the land and to 
the world around you.”   

Wila Dykeman Stokely 
Sidney Saylor Farr, Table talk: Appalachian meals and memories.  

University of Pittsburgh Press, 1995 
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Foreword 

Cooking is a lot like storytelling—and recipes are like stories. The main 

ingredients are the characters and the storyline. These ingredients are the best quality 

of course, so that the reader can taste them and understand their impact on the cuisine. 

Like a good recipe, there is a palpable structure, or ordering to the story, much like 

mixing the wet ingredients together first before adding to the dry flours and sugar. Of 

course, good cooks transform their raw ingredients into something new and tasty, and 

the same holds for good writers.  

Importantly, a good story is more than just a satisfying bowl of soup or sweet 

cake topped with coconut and cream. Stories are how we understand and transform our 

world. If we look back to the stories we have cherished, we can see that stories have 

the power to change, to create something new for us and for our communities.  

Stories strengthen our communities. This is a very old practice. Stories retain 

histories and teach young ones who will continue the legacy of the elders. In a real 

sense, stories are like our children: they come from and through us, but then go out 

from us. Who knows what others will make of them? They are the threads that connect 

one person to another, one generation to another. Our stories live on beyond the 

writing.  

Reading through these stories, I have been touched by the power of testimony. 

Each writer’s memories touch something deep inside, connecting me—as a reader—to 

something vital and living, yet something equally outside my own very limited 

experience. But when testimony and food come together, like they do in these stories, 

memories weave in and through layers of time and community to index a larger, more 
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compelling reality. This collection speaks to how food and stories are essential for life; 

stories graft one generation to another and recipes passed down from generations 

nourish us in the moments of pain, loss, grief, or celebration.  

But these stories are often told from the margins, the places that are not well-

known. Emerging from the fabric of lives lived across borders of nationality, race, and 

economic circumstances, these stories spring up from the everyday lives of women who 

have learned to proof their lives with resilience and season it with love in order to 

survive. Getting to Who We Are, then, holds a particular urgency as readers attend to 

the material realities, experiences and choices that shaped a strength that is birthed in a 

dirt-floored kitchen and continues on in distant parts of the globe.  

It is commonplace to say how popular the genre of memoir has grown over the 

past fifty or so years. In an age of reality TV shows, and the near constant interruptions 

of social media, have we have grown over-accustomed to narrating and illustrating our 

lives, events, milestones, children, or our cats ? Have we become over-saturated with 

the constant stream of the real? Apparently not.  

We have a thirst for stories—especially stories that bear witness to an actual life 

lived. 

Our thirst for the real comes through our desire to re/member our lives through 

our stories. Our memories are often triggered by a certain color or smell. At times a 

simple melody or song carries with it a place or personal connection that is stored deep 

within us. In this way, memories are held in our bodies—our task is to re/member them, 

enflesh them and bring them back to life. As the writers in this collection tell their stories, 

they populate them with the people and relationships that make them who they are. 
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These authors materialize their experiences so that others may participate with them in 

their stories.  

We also make sense of our experiences through story. Humans are relational 

creatures. There is something vulnerable about a personal narrative done well. When a 

writer tells her story she bears witness to her lived experience and it is there—open—for 

all to see. But what keeps me reading is when a writer begins to weave threads of 

meaning through the very act of the telling.  

Food is probably the most ordinary of things, but also one of the most 

meaningful. Our favorite recipes carry with them memories of our mothers, fathers, and 

ancestors. Our mother’s recipes root us to a place where we began, where life was 

shared in order to survive. In the pot of pozole is a deep sense of place—and most of all 

love. Love is not always spoken, but present in the steamy smell of simmering tomatoes 

and chilies, or in the soft and sweet stewed cabbage and meat wrapped in soft baked 

bread. Food often tells its own story, and so it is important that the writers in this 

collection share their recipes, so that their memories come alive for us. As we handle 

the ingredients, allowing the smell to fill our homes, and later to taste these memories, 

we are nourished by the reading and by the eating.  

The storytellers in this volume recall for us that food and time are sacred. We 

read that corn sits at the top of the sacred hierarchy, and the afternoon signals the holy 

time to prepare black beans and rice. These stories gently remind the reader that food 

was not always a convenient commodity or a profitable industry, rather, it is a precious 

resource to be honored and shared.  
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These stories, collected from many different standpoints and geographies, 

connect us to a sense of place and testify to the power of resilience and love. Taken 

together, these stories shapeshift over time and space to be both an enfleshed 

re/membering and a powerful engine to sculpt new contours of meaning and possibility.  

        Amy Christine Hickman 
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Introduction 

We live at the epicenter of deaths in the desert—walking to the United States via 

the Sonoran desert.  An art installation of collected dainty and colorful bras, found along 

migrant trails, documents the journey of young women through the desert—those who 

make it across find work, family, or a new home.  Those who do not make it, die.  Or, 

are turned back to try again. Some offer water to these desert crossers in order to make 

their journey a bit easier.  Some offer assistance with educational opportunities once 

they arrive.  None of us, it seems, does enough to stop the insanity of a country that 

allows their neighbors the opportunity for a better life—to even the score a bit of one 

country’s economic domination over the other—if only they survive a desert crossing.  

 The education of women is widely recognized as being a critical link not only to their 

own better health, and to the health and welfare of their children, but also to that of their 

communities. Women, reaching for a better education, better work, and better economic 

status, recognize the value of human capital, not only for themselves but for their families.  

Our memoir collection combines autobiography and recipes as a means to explore 

the environments in which we grew up—our families, our social relationships, our 

cultures—and how theses connections impact our educational and career choices—our 

career journeys. As diverse women from different cultures, we have enjoyed finding that 

recipes provide a personal way of connecting with other women—a unifying theme—the 

sharing of food and culture. 

   Thus, family, culture, and cooking are prominent and positive parts of the 

journeys recalled in this book.  We include contributors who live in our city—Tucson, 

Arizona—those who come here as visitors, and those who live in the networks of both of 
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these groups.  The contributors represent a wide range of cultures and ethnicities. 

Some contributors are in the process of completing their education. Others have chosen 

to use their talent for storytelling and writing as a career unto itself.  All are women 

whose life stories can be of value to individuals contemplating their own educational and 

career paths. All demonstrate an interconnectedness that is focused on caring—in our 

families, for our cultures, with one another—and across our world.  

 It is our hope that through these stories, readers will learn about the possibilities 

that are open to them through family, education, and through understanding the 

experiences and cultures of others. As food nourishes, so stories and experiences 

nourish us in ways we often take for granted.  Our stories often revolve around a key 

person, frequently a family member, who has led us to a deeper understanding of our 

own worth and capabilities. We reflect on how these persons have inspired our 

educational, career, or work pathways.     

Through Getting to Who We Are: Recipes of Our Lives, we hope to nurture and 

inspire other women to live their dreams and to write their own stories—to reflect on 

career opportunities and life choices.  We hope our collective memoirs of struggle, 

scarring, and success, of family support and cultural embrace, will remind readers that 

we are all immigrants and that deaths in the desert need not be a part of the journey. 

The Editors 

Catherine A. Marshall 
Sharon R. Johnson  
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Educational Opportunity 

 
 
 

“…Education is the only valid passport from poverty.” 

 
President Lyndon Baines Johnson 

April 11, 1965 
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The Journey of a Dreamer 

 
Andrea Vazquez Mata 

 
I was born in Guanajuato, Mexico and immigrated with my parents to the United 

States at the age of 2 (I am now 22). When we immigrated to the US, I was too young to 

realize what was going on. As I grew older, I began to understand my parents wanted 

something better for me: a better life. We came directly to Tucson, Arizona and settled 

in a small, rusty trailer home. My dad began working as a carpenter at a local company, 

and my mom stayed home to take care of me. My mom started working after I started 

school; she started cleaning houses. I began attending pre-school at the age of 4, and 

with this came learning English. Learning a new language was difficult, but I was 

fortunate to be enrolled in a bilingual program all through elementary school. When it 

came to education, my parents always encouraged me to do my best because they 

wanted me to study and have a professional career. My parents only finished middle 

school and they did not have the opportunity to complete a post-secondary education. I 

am the first in my family to go to college, so it’s a pretty big deal.  

My educational journey has been a bumpy road with many struggles and many 

successes. It was not until my senior year in high school that I realized I was 

undocumented. I knew college was important, but it almost seemed impossible to start 

my college journey. It all began when I came across a scholarship application that read, 

“Student must be a legal resident or citizen of the U.S.” When I read this, I was curious 

to know if I qualified; I mean, I had been here all my life, so I thought I should be a legal 

resident at least. Unfortunately, my scholarship application was denied because I did 

not meet that specific citizenship requirement. This was one of the toughest challenges I 
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had to face: learning how to overcome the lack of opportunities I had as an 

undocumented student. 

While I was a senior in high school, I joined Scholarships A-Z. They truly helped 

me by providing a resource guide for undocumented students. Even though my dream 

was to attend a four-year university, I knew I had to start at a community college 

because it was more affordable. Since I did not have a computer at home, I woke up 

early to go to the library at school. I researched scholarships, and worked on my 

scholarship essays and applications. I was truly blessed to have received many 

scholarships while I was finishing my senior year at Palo Verde. The scholarships I 

received were all mainly from organizations in the community that did not require 

citizenship. I graduated high school in May of 2012 and was ranked 4th in my graduating 

class.  

One month after I graduated high school, President Barack Obama announced 

his plan to help undocumented students obtain a work permit: Deferred Action for 

Childhood Arrivals (DACA). When I received DACA this meant I was protected from 

deportation. I had a social security number, I could be employed, and I could get a 

driver’s license. The only downfall of DACA was that I could not travel out of the 

country, which means I cannot visit my family in Mexico. Another big worry: What would 

happen to my parents? DACA was only for young adults, so my parents have no form of 

protection. There have been so many families separated due to immigration policies. I 

would not want my parents and I to be separated.  

After high school I attended Pima Community College as a full time student. I got 

involved in the community by volunteering with Scholarships A-Z and the Youth 
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Empowered for Success (YES) Program. Further, I wanted to work so I could pay for 

my education, even though this meant I would go to school at night. I needed to make 

sure I was doing volunteer work and doing the best I could, because I wanted to make 

sure people knew I was working hard for my education. I started to help my mom clean 

houses and started working as a tutor at Palo Verde High School. At first, when I started 

cleaning houses with my mom, I was embarrassed to tell my friends that I cleaned 

houses, because most of them worked at the mall or in a fast food restaurant. The more 

I cleaned houses, the more I began to realize it was actually not that bad, and I enjoyed 

helping my mom. I do a lot of cleaning from cleaning toilets, to dusting, to mopping. It’s 

sometimes hard labor. 

One of my biggest dreams had always been to enroll in a university. While I was 

at Pima Community College, I began to plan my transfer to the Arizona State University 

(ASU) School of Social Work, Tucson Component. I found out about a full-ride transfer 

scholarship called the All Arizona Academic Team Scholarship through the Arizona 

Board of Regents. I was hesitant to apply because only two students would receive the 

scholarship. One of the best things about this scholarship was that residency was not a 

requirement, so I applied. I remember the day I received a phone call from a Board of 

Regent’s representative, and she told me I was one of the students who had received 

the scholarship. This was only the beginning of my journey to ASU.  

Unfortunately, since I was going to have to pay out-of-state tuition at ASU, the 

“full-ride” transfer scholarship did not even cover half of my tuition. Thankfully, I had 

saved up some money from cleaning houses and working as a tutor. My parents also 

contributed some of their savings to pay for the rest of my tuition. They told me, “This is 
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why we work so hard, because we want you to finish your school.” My dream became a 

reality in the fall of 2014 when I started at ASU, and I will be graduating on May 7th of 

2016 with highest honors. I am extremely excited and proud! As I continued with my 

studies, I began to mold my career vision as a social worker: to touch youths’ hearts 

and impact them to the point of wanting something better for themselves—a better and 

brighter life.  

Coming to the U.S. meant that I had to adjust to a new culture. Regardless, my 

Hispanic culture is something I hold very close to my heart. A special part of my culture 

and family traditions is one of my favorite dishes: mole. My mom always cooks mole for 

my birthday. Even though I know the recipe, I have not cooked mole myself, yet. Here is 

the recipe on how to make mole sauce: 

 

Mole 
 

1. The first step is to boil the Chile Poblano for 2 minutes. After it is finished boiling, 
the seeds need to be taken out.  

2. Next, put the Chile Poblano in a blender, and blend together with Mole Doña 
Maria, garlic, onion, sesame seeds, almonds, chocolate abuelita, a piece of 
banana, raisins, and salt. While these ingredients are blending, put oil in a pot 
and heat for 4 minutes.  

3. Once all these ingredients are purely blended, pour mix into the hot pot.  

4. After 30 minutes have passed, the mole sauce should be finished cooking. This 
delicious mole sauce can be accompanied with chicken breast, rice, beans, 
romaine lettuce, and corn tortillas. 

 

Mole is typically served at my family’s reunions, and as mentioned, my mom always 

makes mole for my birthday. 

Mole reminds me of my educational journey. There are so many ingredients 

needed in order to make mole taste just right, as there are also many ingredients 
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needed to be successful. Just how Chile Poblano, Mole Doña Maria, garlic, onion, 

sesame seeds, and all those ingredients are all blended together, I also have to make 

sure I combine time, passion, resiliency, determination, humbleness, and commitment 

to my educational endeavors. If I had not had these key ingredients, I would most likely 

have not made it this far. Mole is also an illustration of diversity. All of the key 

ingredients to make mole are different; each ingredient has a unique taste and adds to 

mole’s delicious flavor.  

Even though I am undocumented, I am no different than any other student; I 

have skills, abilities, and dreams, too. I am almost at the end of my educational journey, 

where I have learned so much and grown as a person. I am proud of myself for all I 

have done, and I am looking forward for everything else I can accomplish.  
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Louie Taught Me 

 
Catherine A. Marshall 

 
 Once Momma took me to a sewing plant to show me the possibility of work after 

high school.  Rows of women sitting behind sewing machines.  Loud noise.  Fabric, 

becoming blue jeans, being pushed under the machine’s tiny foot, catching the thread, 

moving fast, making production for the woman.  You have to work fast.  You have to 

make production.  Production means minimum wage and if you don’t make production, 

you are fired.  You have to work fast.  I walked out of the sewing plant and onto a 

college campus.  I had no plan after high school other than sewing plant avoidance. 

Momma also took me to Louie’s house. When I was a child, Louie’s house was a 

destination—our family vacation—our only vacation.  We reached the house on Peach 

Street in downtown Lincoln, Nebraska after a non-

stop 900-mile drive from North Georgia so that 

Momma could return to her hometown and, just for a 

day or two, visit with her sister Hannah, Louie’s wife.  

During the overnight drive, I’d go to sleep in the tiny 

hideaway behind the backseat of Daddy’s 

Volkswagen Karmann-Ghia. I’d wake up to the feel of 

the car stopping and the terror of seeing water where 

the road should be.  In time, the ferry would arrive, take 

us across the Ohio River, and we’d continue on our way to Lincoln. 

  Uncle Louie made great spaghetti—you just didn’t want to watch him prepare it.  

Brown sugar.  Ketchup.  Bacon.  Louie used to say, “I yam what I yam.”  And he was 

Daddy showing off his girls during a visit to Louie’s 
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gruff: “Girl, go get my beer.”  Louie always drank two beers in the evening.  Always two 

beers.  Every evening.  I jump up, leaving behind my 40-year old feminist self, grab a 

can from the bottom shelf of the fridge, open it, and pour Old Style into the glass Louie 

never washed except for rinsing with water.   

Going to visit Aunt Hannah and Uncle Louie meant going to Zestos—going to get 

a frozen grape-flavored ice slushy.  Eating runzas—yummy buns filled with hamburger, 

onions, and cabbage.  Having Louie’s spaghetti on Sunday.  And, when I was older, 

joining Louie on the front porch with an Old Style of my own—after I had poured his. 

When I was four or five, I planned to stay one entire summer with Hannah and 

Louie, but when the moment came for Momma and Daddy to leave and make the drive 

back to Georgia without me, I cried—a lot, terrified of Louie—terrified of being left 

behind. I was bundled back into the car and taken home. 

After Hannah died, after I turned 30, and after I had moved to Colorado and was 

teaching at a university, Louie didn’t scare me anymore.  From Colorado, I could easily 

make the drive to Lincoln by myself.  I began to spend a week with Louie every 

summer.  Louie asked me once if I’d like to go on a tour of Lincoln with him.  We set out, 

me driving and Louie pointing out all the steeples and roofs in Lincoln where he had 

worked to put on the copper. Louie worked in sheet metal and was the go-to guy for the 

steepest roofs needing a copper coating. 

Evenings found Louie tending his backyard vegetables.  Louie taught me a lot 

about gardening. He was famous in my family for his green peppers, to the point that 

one year he boxed some up and mailed them down to Georgia for us.   I plant peppers 
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and tomatoes in my Tucson backyard, just like Louie showed me—caging them, four to 

a well. 

I was spouting off to Louie once about how anybody can go to college if they 

want to—I had managed to avoid a sewing plant career and I used myself as an 

example of all the possibilities.  I had worked and worked hard to pay my own tuition, 

room and board.  Nobody paid my way.  Yes, I was grateful that Berry College, not far 

from my North Georgia home, provided work.  The college also provided no-cost dorm 

living if you needed to work full-time one quarter to catch up on paying your tuition—

which I did.  And, another benefit which I took advantage of: the college never required 

that you have the tuition to pay at the time of registration—you’d pay by the end of the 

quarter—no worries.   

Louie wasn’t impressed with my “anyone can do it” story: “You were privileged to 

be able to go to school.  I grew up in the shadow of Cornhusker Stadium during the 

Depression.  There’s a freeway now where our house was. We played football with 

neighborhood teams.  My team was called the Russians even though we were 

Germans.  We had come from Russia so they called us the Russians. During the 

Depression there was no money for me to go to the University.  Only the rich kids went 

to the University of Nebraska.” 

As Louie got older and weaker, he had me help him make the spaghetti during 

my annual trips to visit him.  My job was to take the spaghetti out of the oven, stirring it 

ever so often.  Once, when I arrived in Lincoln heartbroken over an unwanted divorce, 

Louie told me that he never liked the man who had left me anyway.  Momma later told 

me that Uncle Louie never liked anybody who wasn’t one of us—one of the family.  
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Uncle Louie’s Spaghetti 
 

1 pound spaghetti 
1 medium to large onion – diced 

4-5 cloves garlic, diced 
1 quart home grown tomatoes or large can stewed tomatoes 

¼ pound bacon diced (thick sliced) 
¼ cup catsup 

4 tablespoons brown sugar 
 
Boil spaghetti 3 minutes.  Put onions and garlic and diced bacon in large pan.  Add 
tomatoes, brown sugar and catsup.  Stir well.  Add spaghetti and stir well.  Place 8 – 10 
strips of bacon on top.  Bake approximately 2 hours at 350 degrees.  Take bacon off 
and stir spaghetti every 15 – 20 minutes.  Put bacon back on top.  
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Shrimp Pozole for Christmas 

 
Victoria Juanita Zadroga 

 
It was close to Christmas time. She was there kneeling close to the cook-fire in our 

small kitchen with no floor.  All the sunlight passed through the slits in the wooden walls. I 

was just six years old. I was admiring her beautiful long black braided hair and her look, 

focused on one of her many daily tasks—making the corn tortillas. She is my mom, the 

woman who taught me strong values and a dedicated work ethic to get ahead in life. That 

day, she asked me to move the firewood closer. I used to stay near her while she prepared 

meals because I helped her to take care of my little baby sister, Meli.   

It was afternoon, the sacred time for cooking either black beans or rice along with 

making white or blue tortillas for the eight children and two adults, my extended family. I 

was always trying to make my mom laugh because she was usually stressed. 

Sometimes I would make some little faces with the masa (dough). Other times, when 

she was distracted, I would draw smiles on the cooking tortillas. That particular day, I 

told my mom that when I grew up, I would build her a big house with a floor and a 

beautiful kitchen where she would not have to kneel anymore. She said, “You’d better 

finish school first and then you can achieve whatever you want.” Then I asked her what 

she would like to cook for Christmas, and she said, “This year I am going to cook 

pozole.”  This made me almost dance with happiness. It was the first time we would 

have something different from frijoles, arroz, ponche, and tortillas. I went running to tell 

all the family. This year, we will have pozole for Christmas, yay! yay!  Because my mom 

had not bought shoes and clothing for herself that year, she had saved a bit of money, 

so she could even afford some meat for the pozole. 
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The next day, I was again with her during the sacred cooking time in our small 

wooden kitchen, where everyone could tell when the meals were almost done because 

of the enchanting aromas of firewood and homemade foods seeping through the cracks! 

The smells of beans with epazote and spicy green chiles attracted everybody. That day, 

my mom was overloaded with extra work because everybody had to take a shower. She 

had to put a big pot with water on the fire to bathe all the children. She also had to cook 

and make tortillas. My little sister was crying, and I was trying to swing her to sleep in 

her cradle, which was a big gaban (poncho) hung by ropes between the beams that 

support the kitchen.  

I was confused because I did not know what to do—whether to help my mom 

stoke the fire or to swing my little sister. I swung my little sister, and then went to help 

my mom, but as soon as I turned around I was hit by the cradle and thrown forward. I 

fell down onto the kettle and was scalded by its boiling mixture.  I screamed from the 

intense burning, and my mom took me outside where she removed my clothing. Off 

came the clothes and with it a large portion of my skin, from my shoulder, legs, and 

back. She then hurried me over to my grandmother, who was a traditional doctor. My 

grandma cured me with white eggs and medicinal plants. Although I was severely 

burned, my mom didn’t take me to the clinic, afraid that they would mistreat me. I had 

third degree burns over much of my body.  

The next days were difficult for all the family. My mom spent all the money she 

had saved to buy things and make medicinal poultices from plants; fortunately between 

the medicinal plants and my grandmother’s excellent care, I slowly but surely got better. 

It took six months, but I survived. We did not have pozole with meat that year, but I 
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survived, spread-eagle on my little bed, allowing the burns on my shoulder, back and 

legs to heal. My mom did every possible thing to keep me happy and help me heal.  

One day, I could not sleep; I had so much pain and itching on my arms and legs 

that I started crying. My mom came, telling me that next year she would cook a Shrimp 

Pozole for me. I did not know what a shrimp looked like, but my mom described it as a 

delicious and healthy seafood, and as I finally was able to see it in my mind I fell asleep.  

Over the years, I have had difficult times with the scars that were left on my skin. 

I am happy to say, however, that I did finally eat Shrimp Pozole with my mom and family 

the year following the accident. It was so delicious that I asked my mom to teach me 

how to make it. Her recipe is so easy that I now cook pozole several times a year. The 

secret is in just peeling the shrimp and cooking the peels with olive oil, chopped onions, 

and a whole head of garlic. Then with some broth from the pozole corn, I blend the 

shrimp mixture and add it to the rest of the broth. Yummy!  

In the end, my mom kept her promise and cooked Shrimp Pozole for me. As for 

me, I graduated from college and helped her to build a decent house with a beautiful 

kitchen where she spends happy times, cooking dinners for the whole extended family, 

especially each year at Christmas.  

 

Shrimp Pozole 
 
For the soup: 

• 2.5 liters of water  
• 2 pounds (32 OZ) uncooked medium shrimp, 

peeled and deveined 
• 1 can (6 LB 9 OZ) white hominy, drained and 

rinsed 
• 3 Knorr Shrimp Bouillon cubes 
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For the red sauce: 
 
• 9 guajillo peppers (sweet or spicy) cleaned, seeds and veins removed 
• 7 garlic cloves 
• 1 medium white onion, coarsely chopped 
• Salt to taste 
• 1 teaspoon of cumin 
• 1 teaspoon dry oregano 
• 7 peppercorns 
• 7 cloves  
 
For the garnish: 
• 1 head of lettuce, finely shredded 
• 1 cup of onion, finely chopped 
• 1 1/2 cup radishes, sliced 
• Oregano 
• Deep fried corn tortillas (tostadas) accompanied with sour cream 
• Limes, cut in wedges 
 
DIRECTIONS:  
 
Heat water in a large stockpot and bring to a boil. Then add drained and rinsed white 
hominy. Add 2 Knorr Shrimp Bouillon cubes. Boil for 20 minutes. 
 
To prepare the sauce, soak the guajillo peppers in just enough water to cover them, let 
soak for 25-30 minutes until soft. 
 
In a food processor blend all the sauce ingredients, including the water in which the 
peppers were soaking.  
 
Heat 1 tablespoon of cooking oil (olive oil?) in a large pot at a medium-high 
temperature. Add 2 tablespoons chopped onion until brown. Using a strainer add the 
red sauce and, stirring constantly, simmer for about 5 minutes. Add hominy with its 
broth. Reduce heat to medium; simmer, about 20 minutes. Add 1 (final) Knorr Shrimp 
Bouillon cube. Add the shrimp and simmer gently and season to taste with salt and 
pepper for about 10 minutes. 
 
 
Serve Pozole in large soup bowls. Everyone adds garnishes as desired. 
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Sweet and Sour: Moments of My Life 

 

Rita Alicia Robles 

My name is Rita Alicia Robles. I am 36 years. I am originally from Magdalena, 

Sonora, Mexico. I have been living in the United States for 19 years. I attended Pueblo 

High School in Tucson, Arizona for three years and graduated in 1998. I have always 

wanted to continue with my education and have a profession. Unfortunately, I have 

been unable to, due to my immigration status in this country. 

Over one year ago, I became involved with the YWCA. I participated in the 

YWCA’s “Mi Carrera” [My Career] program.  I have also been a participant in “Mi Vida,” 

a personal development course for immigrant women.  All the programs at the YWCA 

have contributed to my personal growth. I want to continue to develop myself 

professionally. The programs have helped me analyze myself in terms of where I was, 

where I am now, and where I would like to go. My participation in Mi Carrera, in 

particular, was a turning point in my life. The program helped me gain self-confidence; it 

gave me the courage to make changes in my life; and it helped me grow as a 

professional.  

I want to be a woman who has a college degree.  I have an 11 year-old son, and 

I want to be a role model for him. I feel the need to continue with my education and 

believe that it is necessary in my life. I also want to continue to serve my community, to 

attain meaningful employment, and to become someone great in life.  I have many 

goals and dreams that I want to achieve. That is why I am now volunteering at the 

YWCA.  Even though I can’t legally work, I am gaining work-experience as a 
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volunteer—I am growing as a professional. In turn, I will continue to serve my 

community as best I can. 

The opportunity to help others fills my soul, and I identify with the women who 

receive service at the YWCA.  I have been in their shoes.  That is why I decided to 

become a volunteer course facilitator of Mi Vida.  I know that I will achieve my dreams.  

More importantly, I have had the opportunity to help other women find stability in their 

lives and increase their self-esteem. 

Many years ago, I left my family in Mexico, who I miss dearly. I came to the US 

because I had a dream to attend college and become a professional. I have not 

forgotten my roots, my culture, my traditions, and much less the food of my country.  It 

is without a doubt the most delicious food in the world.  I remember visiting my parents 

in Mexico. My mother, who was great woman, and who I miss so much, always spoiled 

me. I think I received special treatment from her because I was the youngest of my 

siblings.  She would always make me my favorite meals, always including my favorite 

dessert, “Arroz con Leche.” 

My mother passed away 13 years ago, and she would not believe how much I’ve 

needed her all these years. She passed away three months before my wedding day.  It 

is such pain—I have pain that I have never overcome.  I needed her in the most difficult 

moments of my life.  I missed her during the birth of my son, my wedding, and during 

every achievement of my life.  I cannot even visit her grave in Mexico because I don’t 

have the necessary immigration papers.  

When my father visits me from Mexico, I spoil him with food.  He loves it when I 

cook, because he loves to eat! And, he says I cook just like my mother, that we use the 
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same spice. I make him his favorite meals, including my famous “Arroz con Leche” 

which my mother taught me to make. My father is a great man. He is a hard worker, and 

very joyful.  My father has spent his whole life working as a truck driver.  We always told 

him he should have been a professional singer because he has a unique voice and 

sings beautifully.  Two years ago he had three heart attacks, which greatly affected his 

heart. Day by day, his heath continues to deteriorate, but thank God he is still alive.  He 

is very strong, and has a great desire to live.  I am so scared to lose him.  I do not want 

to experience the same pain I experienced when I lost my mother.  I ask God that he 

spare my father from suffering.  I pray for those immigration papers so that I can visit my 

father in Mexico and be with my people.  I have had to overcome so many hardship in 

my life that when something good happens, I almost can’t believe it.  

My parents taught me to be strong.  They taught me to never give up and to 

follow through with everything to the very end.  That is why I keep going forward.  

Despite the great pain I feel in my heart, I refuse to give up.  I keep myself busy with 

different activities. On a daily basis, I work towards archiving my goals, learning new 

things and being the best person I can be. 

 Arroz con Leche 
[Rice Pudding] 

 
2 cups of rice 

4 cups of water 
 

3 cups of milk 
1 can evaporate milk 
1 can condensed milk 

Brown sugar 
3 cinnamon sticks 
2 full lids of vanilla 
Cinnamon powder 
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First, place your rice in the water: 2 cups of rice in 4 cups of water.  Cook it for 15 
minutes, making sure to turn the heat to low.  Let the steam simmer the rice. 
In a separate pot place all your ingredients together.  Do this at medium heat for all the 
flavors to thicken up.  Then you will place the already made rice in the same pot, 
cooking and stirring for about 15 minutes until the rice and all the ingredients look like 
pudding, a thick consistency. You can make it as sweet as you want, depending on how 
you like it, then place it all in a 10 x 13 cake pan spread it flat on pan and sprinkle 
cinnamon on top!  Ta dah!!   Ready to Enjoy!  
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Countless Memories: Recipes for Living 

 

Jaclyn Gallegos 

  I was born in Orange, CA and raised in Brea, CA until I was 12 years old. While 

growing up in Brea, I attended an excelled elementary school, Fanning Elementary. I 

was on the honor roll throughout all my elementary years. I was great at math and 

writing. I loved to read books and was an athletic child with no fear. We lived in a great 

strong suburban neighborhood in Brea. My father was in real estate and also owned a 

business with my mother. My parents’ business, Clothes Around the Clock, was a 

vintage clothing and costume store and located in Uptown Whittier, CA. It was a very 

successful store.  

I have countless memories of hanging out there. I loved the talented people that 

came into the shop and who were friends with my parents—actors, musicians, 

hairdressers and other business owners. My parents were always associated with 

dancing, music, fashion—and striving. I really admired and looked up to them for that. 

My parents rarely fought or argued. I remember my parents coming home from estate 

sales and thrift shops and my mother prancing around the house modeling some of the 

clothes and hats from the 1920’s they would find to sell in their shop. On the weekends 

we would always BBQ and have relatives over. My cousins and I would swim in our spa 

in the back yard while disco and the smell of BBQ filled the cool crisp California summer 

air. These were the years of happiness, joy, and having a great family structure. The 

1980’s were a great time as a kid. 
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 On October 1, 1987 at 7:42AM, a 5.9 magnitude earthquake blindsided 

Southern California. The epic center was near Whittier, Ca causing major infrastructure 

damage. Clothes Around the Clock was destroyed along with other businesses. In the 

days to come, looting and burglars almost caused my parents to lose their business in 

it’s entirely. Luckily, they were able to rebuild and relocate in Uptown Whittier. The 

business continued to be successful and my parents remained strong. 

 In 1994 I started to recognize my parents’ behaviors start to shift—too constantly 

fight and argue. We lost our home and had to move across the street in a rental home. 

All the neighbors started to notice my parent’s erratic behaviors. They would stay up all 

night and argue; it eventually escalated into physical fights. It was very confusing and 

emotional for me to witness this. We eventually lost our home and became homeless. I 

was 12 years old. I was forced to move away from the middle school I was going to start 

and leave my friends. The road ahead was vague, scary, unpredictable and demanding.  

 My parent’s behaviors were intolerable and my younger brother and I elected to 

go stay with our uncle and aunt two cousins. I was a preteen and had all types of 

emotions running through my body. It was a change but a good change. I felt at peace 

for once and didn’t have the strain of dealing with my parents fighting all the time. That 

didn’t last long though, my brother and I eventually had to go back and live with them. I 

didn’t want to go but we had too. This would require my brother and me to be pulled out 

of school again and leave the friends we made behind. I can recall when we actually 

made the move and my parents came to pick my brother and me up, I was crying 

because I was scared to start a new school and ultimately scared to live with my 

parents. I didn’t know where we were going to live.  
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When we arrived at our “new” residence, it was the business of my parents. 

Clothes Around the Clock was my new place of residency—the place I called home, the 

place I wrote down as my address on school forms, the place I many nights I cried and 

cried. The 1920’s building had thick cold concrete walls and was always dark. You can 

feel the long dark history of the Quaker town of Whittier in that building. It obviously was 

not built or accommodated anyone to live there; it was a building made to house a 

business.  However my parents got comfortable with the fact that it became our new 

home and still their place of business. We had one bathroom with only cold water and 

no shower. We would go days without showering and would have to get up on cold 

mornings to at least wash our faces and brush our teeth with the cold water. Sometimes 

I would take a sponge bath. The electricity eventually got shut off and we always ran out 

of food. We would get food boxes from the church, but we were limited on what we 

would get because we had no stove or oven to cook with. We had an electric hot plate 

coil to boil hot water and make certain foods but then that went away once we lost 

electricity. This went on for about 3-4 years. I eventually found out as I got older that my 

parents had become hooked on methamphetamine.  

This explained all the sudden behavior changes. At this point I was going to a 

new school and found new friends. I rebelled. I talked back to teachers, got suspended 

numerous times, never went to school, and eventually got myself expelled from the 

school district. I ended up experiencing drugs and alcohol and smoked cigarettes on a 

regular basis. I had no money, so my friends and I would pan handle for food and 

cigarettes and drugs. I always knew what I was doing, and what I was doing was bad; 

however I had no parents or adults in my life telling what I could or could not do. I 
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eventually dropped out of school, and did not ever go to prom. I did not graduate high 

school and I ended up in juvenile detention and probation in the years to come. My 

family was broken and it would never be the same again. 

 I was 17 years old and approaching adulthood. I got myself a job at Taco Bell 

and became aware that I was to be responsible for myself, and that I would never again 

want to experience the pain of drugs, homelessness, or be a burden to anyone. I 

enrolled in a job certification program and got hired at Ross Dress for Less. I then 

started baby sitting and earned extra money. I eventually started to work as a 

receptionist at a hair salon. Things were looking up and I was teaching myself goals. I 

got hired at my first full time job, Lowe’s Home Improvement store. It’s 2001, I have a 

new baby girl, and I’m nearly 21 year’s old and working full time. I’m not on welfare and 

I’m working hard long hours to support myself and my daughter.  

 In 2005 my father had a stroke and I went to take care of him in his hometown of 

Tucson, Arizona.  I had planned to be in Tucson for about a month. I then met Roger—

now my boyfriend of the past 10 years. I became employed at Citi Mortgage in Tucson. I 

had no experience, no high school diploma, and was really scared. I did not have a 

mortgage background, I kept passing all the assessment tests and kept moving on to 

the next level—the path to my 10 year mortgage journey had begun. I became a top 

seller on my team. I applied for a position as a mortgage underwriter; they were only 

taking 15 applicants and about 100 people applied. I passed all the required tests with 

top scores and became an underwriter. This was a big deal for me. There was a lot of 

math involved and critical thinking, government guidelines and deadlines. It was a high 

stress, long-hours position, but the pay was generous and so were the bonuses. I was 
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tied to the mortgage crisis, money-grubbing economy—not too bad for a high school 

dropout. I was sure I was making my Father proud, since he had a strong real estate 

background. I worked hard and once again was considered a top performer on my team 

and underwrote very many loans. I felt great knowing I was able to save someone’s 

home. I felt as I was giving back, or making up for my faults in my past.  

 Underwriting eventually killed me. I stepped down. I had lost who the person I 

was because I consumed myself in work. I made a decision that allowed me to take a 

pay cut and become a mortgage processor. The next few years were my years of 

accepting and growing up and leaving the past behind, but I didn’t know it just yet. 

 A truck of depression hit me and I was paralyzed. I found closure through a 

nervous breakdown. I’m grateful for it. 

 Today I’m still working as a loan processor. I live with Roger and our two 

beautiful children. They are in high school and love sports. I’m an active runner, cyclist 

and attend yoga frequently to find my inner peace. Roger and I travel to many places 

with the kids and we all love to ride BMX bikes as a family hobby. This sport allows our 

children to feel courage, pressure, fear, confidence, individuality and the feel of 

winning—and losing, even when you worked hard.   

The family recipe I use within our walls at home is a modern realistic dynamic 

with a touch of old school family values. Roger and I teach the kids the good and the 

bad, and how to handle situations with grace and class. To think wisely when making 

decisions, to know the consequences of the law. We teach them that there can be 

mishaps throughout life, but that they have Roger and me as a backbone. As parents, 

we continue to be role models and teach them the values of respect for people and to 
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be honest—it’s all we need to bake this family life. I learned from my parent’s mistakes 

and I would never want my children to endure the pain and sorrow I did. I’m looking 

forward to the days my children are going to be attending prom, football games, and 

graduating from high school. It’s going to be great! 

 I’m starting my long-awaited career in the medical field. I want to help the people 

in my community and give back. I began attending adult education classes in July of 

2015, obtained my GED, and then enrolled at Pima Community College in the Behavior 

Health Certification program. I have a 4.0 GPA. I’m going to start taking the classes 

needed for the Nursing Program in the fall. I am picking up the pieces where I last left 

off in 7th grade. It will take some time but I will get there. I have a strong family at home 

supporting my dream and forever I will be grateful.  

Flour Tortillas and Peanut Butter 
 

Along with my family recipe for a strong home environment, I offer a recipe 

designed to fit the needs of all people and their situations. I created this meal—high in 

protein and energy and cheap! Days that you find yourself on your last dollar, whether 

you have electricity or not, I have always found comforting flour tortillas and peanut 

butter. This meal would give me the strength and protein to deal with the everyday 

struggles. I also admired bread and butter. I used to eat countless slices a day—many 

days and weeks at a time.  

Simply Oranges 
 

My favorite recipe of all is simply oranges. Oranges, whether they be picked 

directly from a tree or sold in the grocery store. I love to eat this fruit because it’s not just 

a representation of where I was born and come from, but for the nutrients it provides. 
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Oranges provide the vitamin C to keep all the bad away—to fight off all the bad—all the 

diseases life can give you. I am an orange. I’m juicy, sweet, but on some days I can be 

sour. That’s life. It’s normal and completely OK. This fruit I will forever be grateful for.  
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Learning 

 

Sharon R. Johnson 

 As I look back over my life, I realize how very much my parents pushed us to 

gain more education, which my two brothers and I all did.  But the truest things, the 

most formative things, I learned without realizing I was being taught. 

 The summer my father was 12 years old, he was kicked by a horse and a rib 

punctured his lung.  Once he began healing, the doctor at the Fond du Lac Reservation 

hospital recommended that my grandpa keep him out of school that winter, fearing he 

would contract tuberculosis.  So, he stayed home, grew stronger and healthier—and 

also grew 5 inches taller.  The next fall he started back to school and discovered that he 

was a tall, maturing adolescent in a class room of 6th grade children.  He refused to go 

back, and spent the rest of his life regretting his lack of formal education. 

 His mother died when he was fourteen.  He was one of nine children, eight of 

whom were still at home.  His older sisters took over housekeeping and cooking at the 

farm for the most part, but everyone helped and my dad became an excellent cook.  He 

did a great deal of the cooking in our home also, and I dogged his every step till he 

taught me what to do just to keep me busy.  I learned to make soups and stews, 

veggies and gravies, and bread—always homemade bread.  And cookies—soft, spicy 

cookies with raisins and nuts.   

 I tagged along with my dad on walks in the forest near the farm where he grew 

up, and learned to find Wintergreen and Trailing Arbutus to bring to my mother.  He 

taught me the difference between maple leaves and oak, birch and hazelnut, spruce 
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from balsam, Norway Pine from White Pine.  He taught me the importance of respect—

for people, for the forest we walked in, for family, and to value the lessons learned 

listening to stories of family both on the farm at Fond du Lac and of my mother's French 

Canadian and English roots. 

 I learned how to clean, and the importance of neatness and organization in life.  I 

leaned to plan ahead, to be practical and capable, and unafraid to try new things.  I 

learned the value of routine in our lives, the joy of planning excursions large and small, 

and I learned kindness and happiness and storytelling.   

 When my father died, it was very sudden and terribly shocking to us that this 6′3″ 

giant in our lives was so quickly gone.  I stayed at my parent’s home with my mother 

that night and during those first days, and true to form I needed to cook.  I dug through 

their freezer and found some stew meat and a beef knuckle, and began to make soup 

as my father had taught me. As people came and went, everyone noticed the aromas 

and warmth of the kitchen and congregated there to reminisce and grieve.  As I tended 

to my soup, adding this and that, stirring and simmering, I began, of course, to make 

lists—things to do, people to call, details to confirm, necessities to purchase, but I found 

myself wanting to get up and ask my dad about how he wanted certain things to be 

done. 

 The next day, my brother and I returned home after choosing a casket, providing 

reams of documents and information, arranging for flowers and food at the church, and 

my brother felt he was probably starving to death and had to have a bowl of soup right 

away.  We were just sitting down at the lovely maple table by the window in the kitchen 

when the doorbell rang.  It was the priest, wanting to talk to us about the funeral.  My 
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mother, ever gracious, asked him to join us for a bowl of soup.  His face fell a little, 

probably envisioning a can of tomato soup, and he made some reference to a children's 

party he needed to attend that afternoon—the children expected him to have a snack 

with them.  Nonetheless, he came to the kitchen and sat down with us, then looked up 

from his bowl in great surprise and said, “Why, this is homemade soup!”  We agreed it 

was, and I told him of my need to cook and reminisce the night before.  When my 

brother passed the bread basket to him, he exclaimed again, “But this is homemade 

bread!”  We agreed it was, and in fact my dad had made the bread just a few days 

earlier.  And finally, we had coffee and soft spicy cookies with raisins and nuts, which 

dad had also made, and he was there with us for the afternoon. 

 

Tomato, Rice and Beef Soup 
 
Start with a large soup kettle and add meat and soup bones and cold water to just cover 
it.  Add salt and an onion peeled and cut in 8.   Bring to a boil, then cook slowly for an 
hour or two till the meat is done and falls off the bone.  Remove the meat and cool, cut 
the meat smaller and discard the bones and fat.  Meanwhile, to the simmering broth, 
add things which catch your fancy—dried parsley, chopped celery, more onion chopped 
smaller, a few leaves of herbs such as thyme, rosemary, savory, sage—but not too 
much!  Add about ½ to 1 cup of uncooked rice, a 28 ounce can of diced or chopped 
tomatoes, some tomato sauce, a large beef bouillon cube, and the cut up meat.  
Simmer slowly till the rice is cooked.   Add some water during the cooking process if the 
soup seems too rich. Correct the seasonings till salty enough, adding some pepper. The 
soup is ready to eat at this point, but will be even better if refrigerated overnight then 
warmed up to serve.   
 
  

Dad's Spicy Cookies 
 

Place 1 cup raisins into a small bowl and add about one and a half cups boiling water.  
Set aside to let the raisins soften and plump up.  Drain, but reserve the liquid. 
 
½ cup white sugar     2 cups white flour 
¼ cup brown sugar     ½ tsp. salt 
½ cup vegetable shortening. 1 tsp. baking soda, dissolved in ½ cup 

liquid from raisins 
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1 egg        1 tsp. each cinnamon and nutmeg 
1 tsp. vanilla       1 cup coarsely chopped nuts 
 
Cream sugars and shortening together.  Add egg and mix well.  Add vanilla and soda 
mixed in the raisin water and mix thoroughly.  In a separate bowl, mix together flour, 
salt, and spices.  Add to the wet mixture and mix thoroughly.  Add drained raisins and 
chopped nuts.  Mix, then drop by a tablespoonful onto a lightly greased cookie sheet.  
Bake at 350 degrees till lightly browned, about 10 to 12 minutes.  Makes about 3 to 3 ½ 
dozen cookies.  Recipe can be doubled easily. 
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Getting to Our Careers 

 
 

 

"Though fairy tales end after ten pages, our lives do not.  We are 
multivolume sets.  In our lives, even though one episode amounts to a 
crash and burn, there is always another episode awaiting us and then 

another.  There are always more opportunities to get it right,                 
to fashion our lives in the ways we deserve to have them.” 

 
Clarissa Pinkola Estés  

Women Who Run with the Wolves, 1992 
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Nopalitos & Traditions = Formulator & Business Woman  

 

Sonia M. Rodriguez 

I look back from what I hope is only the middle of my journey. I have to smile as I 

think of all the twists and turns in the road I am walking. Life was quiet for me as a 

Mexican-American girl growing up in the small town of Superior, Arizona. My father, 

after having fought in two wars, was a copper miner in a nearby mine. My mother 

stayed home to raise the children. My parents both shared Mexico as their cultural 

roots, but each of them with very different perspectives. My father was born and raised 

in the United States. My mother was born and raised in Mexico.  

An amalgam of experiences began to feed my curiosity and shape my destiny.  I 

was blessed with parents who never let me doubt that I would go on to college. We 

never talked about going to college, there was just an emphasis on school and getting 

good grades. My parents introduced music into our home—music that ranged from 

classical, jazz, and Broadway musicals, to folklorico. I read everything I could get my 

hands on. I also grew up glued to the television set. I spent the first 20 years of my life 

living in two countries. During the traditional school year, I lived in Superior and during 

the three months of summer vacation I lived in Mexico, primarily in the states of Jalisco 

and Michoacán.  

Some of my first memories of wanting to study science were the target shooting 

trips I took with my father, out in the desert and of helping my grandmother in Mexico go 

to the Mercado (market). Each of these places though in different worlds shared a 

common realm for me—the realm of plants and their properties for survival and healing. 



42 
 

I was taught by father and by my grandmother how plants that you would not think are 

edible could be harvested and converted into delicious meals. One of my favorite plants 

is the ultimate symbol of Mexico and that is the prickly pear, el nopal. The existence of 

nopales as a constant in my worlds of the United States and Mexico helped make the 

duality of my reality seamless and normal.  

In Arizona, spring was my favorite time of the year because my father would take 

me out to the desert when everything was in bloom and the nopales were sprouting new 

leaves. During the spring, our trips weren’t so much about target shooting, but rather 

hiking through the desert as my father pointed out different plants. The names he used 

were common ones used for generations. Each plant had a story—how it was used, 

which were poisonous, and which could be consumed.  

In Mexico, in the market, I would see some of those same plants piled in little 

heaps or wrapped carefully in bundles displayed on burlap or plastic bags on the 

ground. Watching over them were colorfully-dressed Tarascan natives of Michoacán. 

Known as Huaris, they usually sat in the midst of their herbs. They had their hair done 

up in braids and wore colorful silk blouses with colorful skirts that didn’t match, but gave 

them that unmistakable look of a Huari. Their bare feet tucked under their skirts, Huaris 

would answer me in a sing-song Spanish accent what the plant was that I would point to 

and what it could do for you.  

Next to the medicinal plants there would always be one or two Huaris with huge 

baskets at their feet filled with clean fresh tender nopal leaves and they would sell them 

to you whole. You could also ask for them to be cut into strips or cubes which they 

packaged in clear plastic bags for me to take home and cook. I always appreciate being 
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able to purchase nopal leaves.  I paid the Huaris a bit more than what they asked for 

since I knew the work it took to bring nopal leaves to market. 

Harvesting nopales though not complicated is still a chore. I can recall being out 

in the desert with my father while we gingerly weaved our way through thick brush in 

order to avoid jumping cactus (yes, they do exist) all the while keeping our eyes and 

ears open for rattlesnakes. We always were armed when we went out and I felt 

invincible when he let me carry his army knife. I imagined that I was on an expedition in 

search of a new discovery.  

We wore leather gloves to hold the tender pad or leaf of the nopal while we cut it 

away at its base. Tender nopal leaves do not have the needle like spines that the 

mature leaves do, but it is always best to wear gloves. I was taught to carefully cut 

along the edge of the pad to remove the edges of spines, and then while holding the 

leaf carefully, to scrape the top of the leaf against the direction that the spines were 

growing—to cut the spines away without much trouble. Once clean of spines, we’d toss 

the pads into a bucket until we had harvested “enough.”   

“Enough” always depended on what kind of crop had sprouted that year. An 

abundant growth meant we’d be freezing bags of them ready to cook when needed and 

sparse growth would mean we would only take enough for the meal that day. My father 

also taught me that if you slice open a leaf and smear it over your skin it helps you from 

getting sunburn. It was the multiple functionality of plants that caught my attention and 

started the curiosity that put me on a path the ultimately led me to study molecular and 

cellular biology.  
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Regardless if you are in the Arizona desert or deep in the Mexican rainforest, 

nopales are all initially cooked the same. The nopal leaf when cut oozes out a very 

slimy clear gel. You can eat a raw clean nopal leaf if you don’t mind the sliminess and it 

is actually very good for your digestion. In my opinion, however, nopales are best when 

cooked.  My favorite way is just in strips like string beans. I love eating them with a little 

lime and hot sauce in a corn tortilla. Once cooked, however, you can use them with 

eggs or in chile sauce, moles, and in soups. If you happen to be lucky enough to find 

fresh nopal leaves and would like to cook up a pot, here is the recipe we use on both 

sides of the border.  

Nopales Cocidos 
 [Cooked Nopales] 

 
Ingredients: Tender Nopal leaves, Cilantro (a handful or two), clean medium yellow 

onion. 

Equipment: Sharp knife, leather gloves, two large bowls or pans to rinse off nopal leaf 

and to place thorn-free nopal leaves. A clean stainless steel pot to place clean cut raw 

nopales.  

Instructions: Make sure your nopal leaves have been properly cleaned. Carefully cut 

along the edge of the nopal leaf to expose the interior of the leaf and get rid of any 

thorns. Hold the leaf in your gloved hand and scrape against the grain of the thorns with 

a sharp knife. Continue scraping until you have a clean nopal leaf. Rinse and cut into 

strips or cubes. Be consistent with your strip or cube size.   

Once you have cut up all your nopales, place in a pot. Nopales should not fill more than 

2/3’s of your pot. Add water to a level below the top layer of your nopales. Add cilantro 

(usually use a third or half of the bundle sizes they sell at the grocery store.) Cut yellow 

onion into quarters and add to the pot. I like to have them under that top layer of 

nopales and completely submerged in the water. Cover with lid and bring to a boil over 

medium heat. A slow rolling boil is what you want to achieve.  

Nopales when raw have a bright green color and are firm. As the nopales boil, they will 

slowly begin to soften and their color changes to an olive green color. Allow to boil until 

nopales are completely soft and all have turned to the olive green color. Cooking time 
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varies around 20 – 30 minutes of from the time it’s boiling. You can always do a taste 

test to make sure they are cooked. Texture will be soft and pliable, no longer slimy and 

similar to cooked green beans when you bite into them.  

Taste is a hint of cilantro. You can add salt after cooking and dress with lime. Nopales 

are particularly good if you want to eat them right away. When they are completely 

cooked, remove from heat and strain using a colander in the sink. You remove the 

cooked onion and cilantro, leaving behind tasty nopalitos.  Be creative with them—try 

including in salads or quiche. I will bet that your nopalitos will taste fantastic no matter 

how you eat them.  
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An Artist’s Journey 

 
 

Jan Fordyce 
 

As an artist, I love to create art. It is a lifelong pursuit, a passion—a need to 

express myself and my ideas. Once I have created the art, the next step is getting it out 

in the world. I love to see it go into a friend’s home where I can visit and see it again, but 

it is also an honor to see it going into a place of business, either corporate or a non-

profit, a hotel or a hospital. I love the fact that all of these places think that original art is 

important to place in their environments. Whether it is for a pleasing designed interior, 

or for their employees to take pleasure from, or the people that come into the 

environment all are affected by the art. It amazes me how much art can impact our 

lives. The art we look at can be calming, beautiful, inspiring, humorous, intriguing, 

monumental, complicated, adventurous, almost any descriptor one could come up with. 

Because it is a visual art, two different people could come up with very different words 

or opinions on how the art could affect them very differently.  

Of course, the visual arts share this impact with all of the other art forms: literary, 

music, performing arts, culinary arts, etc. As humans, we can derive so much from all of 

these art forms. In a world that can seem so crazy, art is something that one can always 

find solace in. I feel very fortunate to be a part of the arts and a tiny voice in the world of 

art. As far back as I can remember, I have loved making art. In kindergarten, my teacher 

recognized my love of drawing and told my mother, “This little girl has some artistic 

talent.” From that moment on, making art always has been a passion and part of my 

identity. 
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I mention my mom and her conversation with the kindergarten teacher because 

she told me about it. Mom was also a kindergarten teacher so might have been very 

receptive to this teacher. Mom told me this story and it has stuck with me. My dad was 

also very supportive of my making art, but maybe my Mom was more so. I think I was a 

bit of an anomaly to her. She always said she did not have any artistic talent. However, 

mom loved to make candy and cookies!! Her “Cowboy Cookies” are one of my favorite 

cookie recipes—a bit healthy, with oatmeal, and really good! 

I pursued art through high school and when thinking about college, decided to 

major in art, specifically painting and drawing, with a minor in education--a way to make 

a living as an art teacher. During my college summers, I worked at a job that was 

definitely out of my comfort zone and wheelhouse—I was a wildland firefighter in 

Yosemite National Park. It was one of those jobs that pushes one to see that they can 

do something they never thought they could do and, in a way, gave me a perspective 

that was empowering. The experience would later influence my artwork. 

I went on to pursue a MFA after graduating from college and this time majored in 

fiber arts and minored in photography.  I worked as an artist and had a small business 

dying and selling yarn, teaching workshops, and selling my woven art. Having had a 

child, I felt that is was important to be able to support him if anything happened to my 

husband and so went back to school to get a K-12 art teacher teaching license for.  

During that time, parenting and then teaching art in public schools, left little time 

for my own art making. At times I felt like a part of me was missing and felt the ache to 

draw or paint. I decided to take a drawing class just for the discipline of having to turn in 

assignments and loved getting a little time to do my own work. After working in fiber and 
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weaving, I decided to go back to drawing—a much more direct way of doing art and 

quicker than weaving.  

Eventually I started teaching at the college level and this allowed me more time 

to work, but it also felt like I was starting over in drawing and painting. It would take 

some time until I felt the work was turning out the way I wanted it to, but it just felt great 

to be back in the process. My identity was split between being a teacher and an artist 

for 15 years until I finally reached a point where I could retire from teaching and focus 

my time on my painting.  

I am an artist and I am now committed to making my art.  I draw on all of my life 

experience to put into my art. My work in Yosemite as a fire fighter awakened in me an 

environmental awareness. I initially worked painting the landscape of the west, then 

moved to painting landscape with water, until I realized that the water alone was the 

most intriguing aspect to paint. My birth surname was Nordlund.  Perhaps, given my 

familial connection to Norway, there may be an unconscious connection to water in my 

DNA. However, I spent most of my childhood growing up in northern California—my 

family went to the beach and coast quite a bit.  I know I have always loved the water 

and it has made an impression on me.  

With water as the subject, I can communicate issues impacting water in the 

western US. I love painting close-up images of water which 

allow me to become more abstract with my work. I use 

ripples and movement in water. The ripples allude to 

metaphors which become the titles of my paintings such as: 

“Ripple Effects” or “What Lies Beneath the Surface.” 
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Photography helps me to capture the ripples in a moment in time—a benefit of my minor 

in photography in graduate school.  

My MFA thesis: “Water in a Woven Form,” has become my subject in painting, 

many years later. My journey as an artist has led from drawing and painting, to fiber arts 

and photography, and back to painting. My path was not always linear, but the journey 

was pursued, and is still being pursued today. 

 

Mom’s Cowboy Cookies 
(Joan Nordlund) 

 
2 cups flour 
1/2 tsp. salt 
1 tsp. soda 

1/2 tsp. baking powder 
 

Sift the above together 
 

1 cup butter 
1 cup white sugar 
1 cup brown sugar 

2 eggs 
1 tsp. vanilla 

 
Cream the above together and add the flour mixture in. 

 
Add: 

 
2 cups oatmeal 

1 package chocolate chips 
Put a large spoonful for each cookie onto a greased cookie sheet 

Bake 15 minutes at 350 degrees 
 

Delicious! 
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Three Round Tomatoes: A Career in Service to Public Health 

 
 

Carmen Garcia-Downing 
 

Chemistry thwarted my dreams of becoming a nurse.  I barely managed to meet 

the required chemistry courses for my alternative degree choices: Animal Science (BS) 

and Range Management (MSc.). Every time I came near the chemistry building at the 

University of Arizona my blood pressure went up and I hyperventilated. But somehow, I 

made it.  As a little Zapotec girl and living in a community without access to doctors or 

nurses, I had thought that I would leave the village and go to school and become a 

nurse. Maybe then babies wouldn’t die because I could help cure them. I did not 

become a nurse, but my journey into another world beyond the distant mountains of 

Oaxaca that I woke up to every morning has taken me into unique cultural, historical 

and wondrous experiences. And my professional work has allowed me to work with 

others to encourage them to get into the health professions, a different path to 

contributing my grain of sand in health care. 

My Zapotec village provided education only to 2nd grade. And my family didn’t 

have the resources for me to go to school in the district town, Villa Alta, where they had 

primary and secondary school. At the age of 12, when a cousin came back from Mexico 

City for a visit, I convinced my parents (Sixto and Paula), especially my father, to let me 

go for a short time to the city with her so I could learn Spanish.  I also had had frequent 

toothaches, so I told father this would give me an opportunity to take care of my 

toothache (pull out the tooth).  With a heavy heart, my father agreed to let me go with 

her. On the way back to Mexico City, we stopped in Oaxaca City. Oaxaca was three 
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days walking plus a half an hour by bus from my village.  Home by this time seemed too 

far so I convinced my cousin to leave me in Oaxaca City. I made the argument that in 

case I got homesick, Oaxaca City was much closer to the village than Mexico City. She 

agreed.   

My cousin found me a job as a maid with a couple of teachers—a mom and a 

daughter.  They asked me if I knew how to cook. I liked the teachers at first sight and I 

was so desperate to stay in Oaxaca that I answered: “Yes, but my home style. But I am 

a quick learner and if you show me how you want your food prepared, it won’t be a 

problem.” They agreed to take me on a trial basis. Further, they agreed to let me go to 

night school in exchange for work during the day.  The school put me in the second 

grade since I didn’t have any report card from my village.  Five years later, with an 

elementary school certificate, I headed back to the village, ready to settle down and 

marry the man of my dreams. 

  I didn’t like cooking that much. I helped my mom as much as was possible, but at 

an early age, 7 or 8-years-old, I made a deal with my father to let me work with him in 

the fields—which was mostly man’s work, instead of the kitchen. He agreed to let me 

accompany him on weekends when there was no school, as long as I worked hard. 

Work in the fields was hard but I didn’t mind as long as I didn’t have to cook and I could 

be with my dad and listen to his stories about his adventures.   

Girls were chosen as brides for their good wifely skills—making tortillas, cooking, 

good character/personality.  So, upon returning home, two things were against me ever 

marrying in the village: not being a homebody and being a girl with a “worldly” 

experience—an adventurous spirit.  Plus, my dream man was already married and had 
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kids. Within a short period of time after my return, I headed back to Oaxaca to continue 

with my schooling. I received a secretarial degree and continued going to night school.  

Three years later, I met my husband, Ted, an anthropologist. We moved to 

Tucson where, between raising kids, and accompanying him around the world, I 

managed to get a master’s degree in Range Management in the School of Renewable 

and Natural Resources at the University of Arizona. I eventually worked in outreach to 

Native American and other minority students, encouraging their consideration of a 

degree in the health professions. I also collaborate with my husband in research on 

development-induced displacement and resettlement. My work has been based at the 

University of Arizona, College of Medicine and later in the College of Public Health.  

Food is so important to Zapotec culture.  High in the sacred/honor hierarchy is 

corn. If someone comes to visit and you are eating, you must offer your visitor food.  

And you must not eat when you are angry. And never eat in front of people unless you 

share or at least offer to share your food. Food must be respected. 

Here is one of the many salsa recipes leading the daily menu in the eating rituals 

in my home and my parent’s home. My favorite food was my mother’s hot sauce, 

spread over a hot tortilla. 

Paula’s Salsa with Chiles Serranos 
 

3 round tomatoes 
6 to 8 chiles serranos 

2 cups of water 
Salt 

 

Remove the stems from the chiles.  
Put the water, chiles, and the tomatoes in a pot. Steam them slowly until the peel comes 
off and the tomato pulp is mushy. Drain 
Put in a blender; add a dash of salt and chop and then blend.  
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Use the sauce on scrambled eggs, cheese tostadas or spread over a warm or hot 
tortilla and fold into a flute or taco and enjoy.  
 
  When working in the fields with my dad, my mom would prepare our tacos for the 

day. There was nothing more pleasant and delicious than sharing a tortilla with my dad 

in the field, sitting under the shade of a tree or by the running stream. And if my mother 

spoiled us with a boiled egg or a piece of dried, grilled fish, it was heaven.  But nothing 

compares with a taco made with my mom’s tortilla right off the comal, and a cup of 

coffee at the start of the day.1 

  

                                            
1 Round earthenware for cooking tortillas. 
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Pan de Mujer and the Making of a Chief Operating Officer 

 

Liz Rabago 

Back when I was a little girl, my family and I used to live in a black cardboard 

house.  I should say, in a room made of black cardboard.  We did not have a house, but 

we had land. My parents would sell the land before I turned nine and they left to 

emigrate to the United States of America.  I don’t have a lot of memories before the age 

of nine, but do remember when my parents left—leaving me and three of my siblings in 

Mexico with my grandparents and my aunt.  They promised to come back for us after 

they had settled in California.  I go back to my memories and clearly see the challenges 

my grandparents and my aunt faced during that time.  All of a sudden they had four 

children to support, and there was uncertainty regarding the time it would take my 

parents to come back.  It might be months or years, no one knew. 

 My grandmother baked bread pan de mujer2 for me and my sister to sell.  We 

would come from school, do our homework, and take a shower before going to sell the 

bread.  I was nine and my sister was eight years old.  We carried a blue bucket with the 

bread attractively placed and covered with a clean tablecloth.  I would send my sister to 

knock on each door and offer the bread; if they agreed to buy I would come with the 

bucket.  I am not sure if I was embarrassed or if it was fear that made me stay in the 

middle of the street with the bucket, waiting for my sister’s sign.   

 I remember one time there was a fair in the neighborhood.  I had this great idea 

of increasing the price of the bread a few cents and spend the extra money on the fair 

                                            
2 Literal translation: bread of woman 



55 
 

rides.  My grandmother would tell us the exact amount we had to bring back home.  We 

made good business that night and with the extra money we went to have fun.  We 

were two little girls spending money at a fair without thinking of anything else.  We 

forgot our living situation, the absence of our parents, and the family waiting for us.  We 

lost track of time—it was dark when our grandfather appeared looking for us.  At that 

time we came back to our reality from this amazing dream come true.    

 Six months later, my mother came back for us.  She was dressed differently; she 

had a very nice haircut.  I hardly recognized her.  She came in a taxi and brought very 

nice things for all of us.  New clothes, shoes, and toys for everyone and expected news 

for everyone except me.  We were all coming to the United States to live with her and 

my father.  I remember riding in a bus for too long—it was a really far place.  We arrived 

in Santa Ana, California where my father was waiting for us.  It was a one-bedroom 

apartment for six people.  Much better than the cardboard room.  My new school was 

huge and people were speaking a language I did not understand.  I became the rebel of 

the family and my mom decided to send me back to Mexico to live with my aunt and 

grandparents. 

 Those were the most difficult years of my life.  All of a sudden, I was back to my 

country with the people I knew, but without my immediate family.  Too many emotions 

and different feelings I can’t describe at this time.  My aunt did not know what to do with 

me.  I was enrolled in a trade school with the goal of becoming a Secretaria 

Taquimecanografa [stenographer].  At age 15, after only one year in the trade school, 

my aunt asked me to start working.  She could not support me and pay for my trade 

school anymore.  I was hired as a secretary at Pinturas Pittsburgh from 8am to 5pm and 
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continued with my second year in trade school from 6pm to 9pm.  I would come home 

and do my homework from 10pm to midnight.  This was my life for a year. 

 Two years in trade school gave me the certificate of Secretaria Mecanografa con 

Conocimientos de Contabilidad, that is, a secretary or typist with bookkeeping 

knowledge.  I could not afford one more year of trade school so I dropped out of school 

and stayed with my job.  I married at age 19 and had my daughter at age 20.  I started a 

job at Lacteos de Sonora as a receptionist and worked my way up the ladder until I 

became the General Manager of Evaporadora Mexicana, the largest dairy company in 

Mexico at that time.    

At age 28 I was a successful woman, working alongside accountants, engineers, 

lawyers and business men.  I traveled three weeks per month and was not taking care 

of my family.  My husband asked me to quit my job and move with him to the United 

States to reunite with my family.  It was this or a divorce.  I moved to Tucson, Arizona at 

age 29 and had my son at age 30.  My commitment to my family was three years as a 

stay-at-home mom, taking care of the family and our home.  When my son turned three 

years old, I came out to the world again—hungry to learn and explore what this country 

could offer me.   

I found Rose Wellness Center in South Tucson which offered childcare while I 

attended ESL classes, got my GED, and a Progress! Class, the goals of which included 

career exploration.  After my third year in this center, I became a full-time student at 

Pima Community College. In two years and five months, I graduated with an Associate’s 

Degree in Business Administration, with transfer options to any university.  At that time, 

after a five year process, I was successful in receiving a US Resident Card.  My 
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involvement in the community as a promotora got me my first job in the US with the 

Tucson Unified School District.   Today, I am the Chief Operating Officer at the YWCA 

of Southern Arizona.      

 

Pan de Mujer 
 

6-7 cups of flour 
2 tbsp. tablespoon of yeast 

1 cup sugar 
1 pinch salt 

½ cup melted butter and necessary water 
 
Dissolve the yeast in 1/2 cup warm water. Wait for 15 minutes, then 
add them to the flour mixture: flour, sugar, yeast, salt and water as 
needed. Knead the dough until it does not stick in the hands. Add the 
melted butter until it infuses the dough and let rest until doubled.  
 
After approximately 1 hr., form the loaves, bake at 350 F until golden brown ... about 20 
minutes.  Add some butter to the top of the bread before removing from the oven. 
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 Letcho: The Beginnings of a Cultural Anthropologist 

 

Traudi Nichols 

On a whim recently I Googled Letcho and there it was from all-knowing 

Wikipedia. Letcho in English is Lecsó in Hungarian and Letscho in German—a dish 

prepared with onions, bell peppers and tomatoes,.” Letcho, the same delicious dish I 

learned to prepare from my mother, and still enjoy some 60 years later, was common in 

the Austro-Hungarian Empire and thus in my parent's traditional cuisine. The empire fell 

apart about 100 years ago, but Letcho was not affected by changing political systems or 

borders. 

We were called Fluechtlinge, (refugees) as were thousands of ethnic Germans 

who poured into Germany from the East after World War II.  Four years old, I could not 

give you a definition of this strange, and somewhat derogatory term, Fluechtlinge. All it 

meant to me was that we were strangers in a small town in Bavaria, the Southern part 

of Germany. We had arrived on cattle trains together with other families. We had just 

the few belongings we were able to heave into the train. My parents, grandmother, aunt, 

my little baby brother, and sister—we all had left our homes on land (now Slovakia) 

which had been a part of the Austro-Hungarian Empire.   Men called partisans had 

taken over our country.  They must have been really bad guys because my parents 

feared them.  Also, something horrid called "The Front" moved closer and closer and 

that I was told, was the reason we had to leave. 

Now we were in Germany, trying to settle down in a place where people spoke 

funny.  In the beginning, we received boring food consisting of boiled potatoes and 
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boiled red beets served to us from humongous pots.  Most likely the food was handed 

out by the Red Cross.  Those who helped us also provided cots in a restaurant or 

dancehall which had been converted into a refugee camp for several families.  

After some time, my parents rented a room and slowly life turned into a new 

normal. My parents talked a lot about going back home, but this talk diminished more 

and more as the years went by.  On the street, locals often asked us children: “Wem 

gehoerst du denn?” (To whom do you belong?) Traditionally, one “belonged” to a known 

family in town. We were not known yet, we were Fluechtlinge. Our family name elicited 

only a blank look. 

 My first spoken language was a medieval dialect used for centuries by our 

German enclave while in Slovakia.  In the 13th century, our ancestors traveled from 

Germany to the East in order to homestead.  Now, our family had traveled back to 

Germany, albeit 700 years later. “Heb des!” a local little girl said to me on our walk to 

Kindergarten. In my dialect her words meant, “Lift this up!  In the local Bavarian dialect 

her words meant, “Hold this!” “Aha,” I thought, “That’s how they say it here.”   

Pretty soon we children spoke the local dialect accent free, whereas our parents 

struggled and continued to speak their medieval variation of High German and were 

immediately recognizable as foreigners, as outsiders, as Fluechtlinge. We children 

spoke our dialect at home and Bavarian dialect away from our family, a practice well-

known all over the world. One language at home and the other outside.  

Much later in my life I realized that my interest in analyzing and trying to 

understand different ways of speaking and living, first developed as a child’s survival 

skill, turned into a lifelong passion to search for the "real" meanings of language and 
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behavior. This interest led me to study Cultural Anthropology as a profession, although 

only much later in life. 

As with our language, my mother prepared meals the way she had learned from 

her mother who had learned it from her mother and so on. Many ingredients my mother 

bought in Germany were not all that different from what she had used back home in 

Slovakia. We ate a variety of vegetable soups, for instance, pea soup, and carrot and 

potato soup.  We ate different kinds of bean soups. We ate pasta dishes prepared from 

scratch and on Sundays, special meat dishes.  

We children learned about cooking by watching—life centered around the 

kitchen. Mother showed us all the tricks for preparing Wiener Schnitzel, crisp and 

succulent, and not dripping with grease. The food we ate often was a topic of discussion 

with our local neighbor kids. They, in turn taught us all the different kinds of sausages, 

Wurst, a main staple food in Bavaria. Wiener Wuerstel, Regensburger, Knackwurst, 

Mortadella (ha, this was Italian!) and the most famous Bavarian delicacy, the 

Weisswurst (white sausage). I still look forward to enjoying white sausage when I visit 

Bavaria even after almost 50 years of living in Tucson. 

Then there was Letcho. "What did you eat today?" our Bavarian friends asked 

one day. “Letscho," we answered truthfully. "Gross, what is that?" they asked. Granted, 

Letscho was not a Bavarian word at all, not even a High German word.  Letscho even 

sounded unappetizing. How embarrassing! I felt weird.  We consumed weird food—we 

were just weird. We did not belong. My sister, brother, and I learned quickly not to even 

mention some of the foods with strange names that our mother prepared and that we 

loved. We wanted to fit in. 
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Bell peppers were available in German stores in the summer, but did not belong 

in small-town Bavarian parochial cuisine at that time. These were the early 1950s. 

International travel, and with it greater knowledge of international cuisine, came much 

later. Then, a two-hour train ride to the Alps was considered quite an excursion. 

By the time I reached early adulthood, our Fluechtlinge status had diminished. 

We had adapted to the local lifestyle and moved easily between our native dialect, the 

Bavarian dialect, and High German. Our self-confidence had grown. International 

cuisine became the craze. No longer was I embarrassed to confess to eating Letcho; it 

had been elevated from foreign weird to foreign exotic. Foreign had become interesting. 

 

Letcho 
 

To prepare Letcho, all you need is yellow onions, green bell peppers, and tomatoes. 
 

 Cut equal amounts of yellow onions and green bell peppers in small stripes—
about a quarter of an inch. 

 Slowly sauté onions and bell peppers until soft in some hot vegetable oil. 
(Traditionally we used lard, now very much out of fashion due to the health 
concerns of our enlightened times.) 

 The onions will become soft and caramelized.  

 Add sliced tomatoes; amount can vary to your taste.  

 Sauté for a few minutes longer until tomatoes are soft. 

 Add salt to taste and serve.  

 

Letcho is served as a side dish with scrambled eggs, sausage, or simply 

sprinkled with ground parmesan cheese accompanied with slices of dark bread. By 

adding basil to Letcho, it becomes a dish common in Uzbekistan.  Add cubes of 

eggplant, spice it up with oregano, and it is called Ratatouille, a famous French dish.  
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The world has become a smaller place now in the 21st Century.  People often 

move easily from one country to another, from one culture to another. As with Letcho, 

take one ingredient from one culture or a spice from another and enjoy the best of our 

world. 
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Pudding for a Baker’s Dozen: Dad’s Guidance—a Career in Disability 

 
Susanne M. Bruyère 

 
 I grew up in upstate New York, in a small town which sits at the edge of the St. 

Lawrence River, populated with people of French Canadian descent, coming from 

generations of farmers, fur trappers, merchants, and fisherman.  It’s from these roots in 

Canada that my grandparents came across the river, to settle and raise their family in 

Ogdensburg, New York.    

 Grandma Bella and Grandpa Oliver produced and raised their children here, a 

total of 14 in all.   Grandpa Oliver was a good business man who owned a farm, butcher 

shop, and grocery store, providing food enough to feed the “baker’s dozen” family.  But 

still, 14 is a lot of mouths to feed.  So, finding clever ways of extending food and making 

it go the “extra mile”, or “extra mouth,” became Grandma Bella’s mission.   Pudding was 

a particular family favorite because it afforded the opportunity to extend into future 

meals the leftovers of prior meals, and create interesting desserts.  Thereby, 

yesterday’s unfinished bread or rice became tomorrow’s rice and bread pudding 

desserts. 

 A consumer of these desserts, and the first born son of Bella and Oliver’s brood, 

was Patrick, my Dad.  And, it is with Dad that my story of career attachment resides, as 

well as the source for my recipe contribution.   As the first born son of a family of 14, 

when my grandfather died at Dad’s age of 16 years, he naturally assumed responsibility 

to help support his Mother and 13 siblings.  This ethic of personal responsibility to 

support the family when needed is what drove my Dad his whole life, and what 

influenced his guidance to me in my own career choices some 20 plus years later. 
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 Dad left Ogdensburg to go to war and spent four years in the Army in the Third 

Division with General Patton.  He returned to his home town to marry his high school 

sweetheart, and that’s where my own story begins, as the oldest of their four children. 

The youngest of these children is my brother, Jim, born 16 years after me, who is a 

person with Downs Syndrome.   Jim was a delightful 

little boy, with an every-ready smile, a heart of gold, and 

a propensity to learn everything along the developmental 

cycle at his own good pace.  We, as siblings, of course 

loved him to death, saw him as our brother, played with 

him, fought with him, as we did with each other, and life 

went on.  But, our parents saw their work far from done.  

They felt something had to be done to put Jim on his own 

path, and give him options and choices that he might not otherwise have.  Here is 

where my paternal vocational counseling came in. 

 When making my choice of a college major, I was remarkably undecided.  

Should it be English, history, or writing?   I really didn’t know.  There was no passionate 

calling for me, and so I was open to guidance.   “Special Education,” is what you should 

do, was my father’s “guidance,” if not directive.   “Why that,” I asked in utter amazement, 

having not necessarily focused on this new major myself.   “Because you can help your 

brother,” was my father’s quick reply.   And so it was.  In that brief conversation, my 

father helped me to define what has become my ardent life-long passion in the area of 

disability.  It’s from this early kernel of a conversation that the direction and the 

guidance flowed that formed the crystallization of a lifetime career’s momentum.   It’s a 
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tribute to my father’s deep sense of personal family responsibility, shaped early in his 

own life, and his concern that someone now be available to guide the son he had 

brought into the world. 

 Now what, you might ask, does that have to do with recipes and perhaps 

pudding, since that’s the name of this story and you might think therefore of relevance?    

 We fast forward many years later, when my Dad was in his 80s, and I was home 

visiting for the Christmas Holidays.  I was eager to make this a festive holiday for us 

both, and asked what I might do to make it so.  Not prepared for the already conceived 

response, to my amazement, Dad produced a recipe taken from the Internet for a 

favorite dessert – “Indian Pudding.”   Now, the theme of the dessert didn’t surprise me, 

as I remember Dad trying many times over to get this particular favorite when we went 

out to restaurants together – he loved it!   But, what surprised me was that he had taken 

the trouble to go on the Internet (a new found world expander for him at that point in 

time), and found a recipe to give me to make, and that it was a service for a dozen!   

 Dumbfounded, I offered to proportionately cut down the recipe to provide a more 

modest and appropriate dimension for his larder, but he would have none of it.   In fact, 

he asked that I quadruple the recipe to serve 48, perhaps a throwback to his big family 

dinner table, but also to his present-time desire to have a full measure of available tasty 

Christmas treats long after my departure. 

 So, here you have it – Patrick’s personally chosen “Indian Pudding” – designed 

to feed a family of 14, or to feed a pudding-loving individual person for one to two 

weeks.   Enjoy, and think of this special man of French Canadian roots who has so 
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significantly influenced my appreciation of family, responsibility to siblings, and career 

direction. 

Patrick’s Personally Chosen “Indian Pudding” 
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LIFE:  Knead, Rest, Braid, Bake 

A Recipe for Challah and a Career 
 

Rachel Part 

 Growing up in a Jewish family, eating was always an important event. One food 

important to my family (and many Jewish families) is Challah bread.  My family’s 

Challah recipe calls for the following ingredients: two eggs lightly beaten (warm), a 

quarter cup honey, a quarter cup vegetable oil, two teaspoons vanilla, one cup warm 

water, four and a half cups bread flour, two tablespoons sugar, two teaspoons salt, and 

two and a quarter teaspoons dry yeast.  After compiling all ingredients, combine them in 

a bowl and then knead, or place in a bread machine on the dough cycle for an hour and 

a half.  A bread machine is definitely more convenient, but kneading by hand will 

certainly make you appreciate your Challah more.  I would say that kneading Challah is 

a fantastic analogy to my life. 

 As a freshman in high school, my mom was diagnosed with breast cancer.  I 

came home from school on Friday, September 30th, 2005.  It was about 3:30 in the 

afternoon, and I should have been the only person home as both my parents worked full 

time.  I walked in through the door, and saw my mom walking towards me with her arms 

open to hug me.  I was really confused, but I hugged her.  Before even saying “hello,” I 

asked her: “Why are you here? It’s Friday, you went to work this morning...”  She was 

hugging me so tight, so, so tight, and I could feel her body tightening around me as she 

choked out the words “I have cancer.”  She didn’t let go for what felt like an eternity as 

we both stood there hugging and crying.   
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 This is the beginning of my story.  Like kneading Challah, my story begins with a 

lot of momentum.  Everything in life, post diagnosis, seems to be moving so quickly, 

with so much momentum.  When making Challah, you churn and knead the dough.  

When dealing with a cancer diagnosis, your mind churns, constantly vigorously attacked 

with decisions and information. 

 Different people have different coping methods to deal with horrific news, like a 

cancer diagnosis.  My coping method was to become as busy as I possibly could, and I 

was good at that.  If I could eliminate my free time and just keep going, keep occupied, I 

would be able to get through the experience without having to think about the cancer.  I 

would say that I did a pretty good job of this.  The only time I choose to think of the 

cancer was in regards to my semester-long biology assignment. We could learn about 

anything we would like so long as it was “biology related.”  I chose to learn about how 

radiation affects breast cancer.  To do this, I met with my mom’s radiation oncologist 

and interviewed him.  I also researched radiation and its affects online.  Today, my mom 

is considered cancer free.  

 My experience as a co-survivor with my mom led to my interest in radiation 

oncology.   As junior in high school, I began shadowing and working in Radiation 

Oncology at UMC under Dr. Shona Dougherty.  I interned there for two years, spending 

360 hours visiting with patients, taking patient histories, and contouring the anatomy in 

CT scans so that treatment plans could be made.  Here, in Radiation Oncology, I was 

very at home, comfortable with everyone I worked with, and the work I was doing.  I was 

constantly intellectually challenged, pushed myself to learn more, and became a better 
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support to those around me.  In this position, I fell into a comfortable rhythm, just as if I 

had been kneading Challah for an hour. 

 Following this experience and my transition into the University of Arizona, my 

interests slightly shifted.  I began working in the Olnyuk lab helping to create a new 

adjuvant therapy.  This was a really exciting time for me because I was able to clearly 

see how therapies were created, and how research was carried out.  The experience I 

had in the Olnyuk lab began my interest and transition into the world of academia.  I 

began to evolve and change, seeing myself becoming more of a professional, than just 

a student.  It is at this point that I really could see oncology in some fashion becoming a 

career choice of mine.  In the kneading process, the dough, just as my life, should begin 

to evolve, taking form and becoming sticky.  Adding flour is permissible to keep the 

dough workable, but be cautioned to do this only in small amounts. 

 At this point in the kneading process, you should be almost finished. Your 

momentum is probably picking up, as you are excited to be near the end of this long 

step.  My story also winds down in a momentous way.  Nearing the end of my 

sophomore year in college, my dad became really ill.  He was in and out of the hospital 

for weeks at a time.  He was diagnosed with valley fever, then rheumatoid arthritis, then 

pneumonia.  The diagnosis was ever changing.  I often went after class to go sit with 

him in his hospital room to keep him company, and to do homework.  Eventually, I quit 

my job so that I could be with him.   

 It was important for me to be at the hospital whenever I could because my dad 

was becoming incoherent from all of the pain medication he was on.  He often had a 

difficult time conveying to my mom and me what the doctors had told him, so I was 
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there as the keeper and listener of information.  It was important that my mom worked, 

as my family very suddenly became a single-income family.   

 My dad’s diagnosis, while difficult to cope with, was never dire.  There was never 

talk of long-term illness or death.  Never.  But then, he was suddenly transferred to the 

intensive care unit so that he could “have more individualized care.”  That’s good right?  

The next day, my mom and I went to the intensive care unit to visit my dad.  We were 

greeted in the hallway by a doctor who we had never met, and who had less then 

optimal bedside manner.  He informed us in a matter-a-fact way that my dad had Stage 

4 lung cancer, and that he would not make it.  We were stunned.  Disappointed.  

Depressed.  Confused.  Disheartened.  Sad—sad beyond belief.  Our world, my world, 

crashed before my eyes.  We went into the room to see my dad, and all I could see 

were tubes: tubes in his mouth, up his nose, around his ears, falling over the side of his 

bed, connected to various machines with graphs and statistical information constantly 

flashing.  And his chest, constantly falling and rising in a rhythmic manner, the machine 

filling his lungs every 3 seconds. 

 My mom was distraught.  I was distraught.  But I was forced to think.  I had to 

make the decisions on what to do because my mom couldn’t see anything in that 

moment.  I made the final decision to remove my dad from respiratory support the next 

day, to end his life forever, to bring “peace” (if you can call it that) to the situation.  

 This seems like such a strange way to talk about Challah, but your Challah 

should also be at peace.  After kneading, your Challah needs to rest and rise for a half 

hour in a bowl covered under a damp towel.  I was at a state of rest in my life too.  

Everything around me moved, but I did not.  I sat, I thought, I saw change, but did not 
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act on it.  I saw my college career as confusing and suddenly so meaningless.  Sitting in 

class, taking those hours away from time with family, seemed meaningless.  I was in a 

state of psychological moratorium.  I didn’t know what I wanted to do.    

The period of rest for me was essential.  I have experienced many life lessons in 

the past few years, and I have learned much about myself.  Now, I needed to figure 

what my purpose was, what my new interests were, and how I could contribute to 

society.  Your Challah should be completely rested, having risen a little.  It is now ready 

to be braided.  First, separate the dough into two equal halves.  Then separate each 

half into three parts.  Braid the three parts making two loaves.  Preheat oven to 350 

degrees. 

 The baking stage is the easiest time to see evolution and change in your Challah 

loaves.  In my life, I think I am in the baking stage.  I have decided that I will pursue a 

career in cancer epidemiology.  As a soon-to-be graduate, I plan on using my 

experiences to help me identify with others in similar situations. I will change and evolve 

and contribute to my society.  I will empathize and sympathize with the people I come in 

contact with.  I will make change in this field.   

 Bake your Challah for 30 to 40 minutes until golden brown. 
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Living as Love: Finding a Career in Bodywork 

 

Debora Jeppson 

I worked alongside my dad in his business for 13 years. He is a hardworking, 

brilliant business man and I think he is amazing because he can fix ANYTHING.  I so 

looked up to him and wanted—no needed, his approval and appreciation. The business 

was repairing and selling tools, mostly pneumatics and hydraulics, a service he noticed 

was not being provided in the community. He started repairing tools in our home garage 

at night after work and it grew into a company much larger than he ever thought it would 

be. I learned a lot about the business and the tools. I also learned that being the boss’s 

daughter and working in a “man’s” world was not appreciated by most people. My dad 

was always supportive and told me, “Don’t worry about what other people think and 

say.” 

My mom also worked in the business, mostly bookkeeping. The three of us 

always went out for lunch on Fridays, usually for Mexican food in South Tucson. We 

also got together at their house on Sundays for a big family dinner with my sister and 

her family, my grandma, and my husband. We shared stories about our week, played 

with the kids and the dogs, went for walks and always had lots of laughs. Our meals 

were not that easy. I ate a vegetarian diet (still do) which was not so common 30 years 

ago. My family didn’t understand or agree with my diet and had no clue how to 

accommodate me and my beliefs.  Whether we grilled or made tacos, I always brought 

my own food. If Mexican food was planned, I would prepare a meatless taco filling with 

tofu and spices and my mom would fry up a few “Tofu Tacos” for me. 



73 
 

I spent my free time outdoors, hiking, backpacking, climbing, camping, cycling, 

gardening or sitting on the porch with a good read. I joined a local hiking club and saw 

some beautiful places and made great friends. I met a few people who were passionate 

vegetarians and when we were hiking together, it felt like a small “support group”. I met 

a chiropractor and a massage therapist—they had careers I felt made a positive 

contribution to the world. They inspired peace.  

I had been working for my dad several years before I started going out to call on 

clients who were in the more outlying areas. I enjoyed these trips for the most part, 

especially the driving. I travelled to the few working open pit copper mines we had in 

Arizona. At first, I was fascinated by the gigantic machinery and the workings of mining 

copper. But it wasn’t long before I began to not like what I was seeing and I didn’t like 

being a part of it. I understood the need for mining and construction, but felt there was a 

lack of respect for nature, for the gifts our earth gave us.  

One evening, my husband and I went to our favorite health food store to watch a 

screening of a film by John Robbins called “Diet for a New America.” In the beginning of 

the film, John Robbins introduced himself and talked of the life his family had planned 

for him. He said that he had been groomed and prepared to take over Baskin-Robbins, 

the largest ice cream company in the country. When the time came for him to decide his 

future he said “no, thank you.” He said no because something else was calling him, 

something he could not ignore .He turned down the “American Dream;” he walked away 

from the big house with the ice cream-shaped swimming pool to follow what he knew 

was a sweeter and deeper dream. In his work, he has inspired millions of people to 

cherish and care for our planet, to conserve nature instead of destroying it. 
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That was my “Ah-ha” moment. It hit me like a runaway train smashing into a 

mountain. I didn’t sleep much that night. I felt SO inspired AND tormented at the same 

time. I thought about my friends who were healers—the massage therapist and the 

chiropractor—how I wanted to live that life. I wanted to be with people who conserved 

nature, not be a part of what was destroying her. But I loved my dad and my mom so 

much and they had invested so much in me. I didn’t want to let them down.  But if John 

Robbins could walk away, why couldn’t I? 

Morning came and I went to work, feeling like a tortured soul. During my break, I 

glanced at the newspaper and right there on the front page was an article about 

Tucson’s local massage school, The Desert Institute of the Healing Arts. I called and 

made an appointment with admissions for an interview. The interview went well and I 

was invited to enroll (it wasn’t as easy to get admitted to a reputed massage school as it 

is now).  My heart was expanding with joy and excitement. I was going to follow my 

dream! 

I talked with my dad, and with courage and tears, I told him of my plans to start 

massage school in three months. He didn’t say much besides accepting my resignation. 

I felt so sad. 

Some days later, my dad asked to speak with me. He told me that although he 

and I had not always agreed about many things, he loved me and respected my 

conviction—that he felt successful as a father because I had the courage to follow my 

dream. In that moment, the skies opened up for me and I felt amazing peace. 

I have been a massage therapist now for over twenty years. I cannot fathom 

doing anything different. My life and my work bring love, peace and healing to our world. 
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  Our family still gets together to share meals and I still bring my tofu. 

 

Spicy Tofu Taco Filling 
 

½ C chopped onion                                     1 t cumin 
½ C chopped red pepper                             1 t chili powder  
1 t paprika                                                   2 T ketchup 
2 T barbecue sauce                                      sea salt to taste 
1 t chili powder                                           1 lb. firm tofu 
 

Saute onion and pepper with olive oil, adding paprika, cumin and chili powder. Add 
about 5 T of water to allow vegetables to cook through. Crumble tofu (make sure to 
squeeze out any excess water before using) in to skillet with vegetables. Add ketchup 
and barbecue sauce and stir well. Saute for about 5 minutes. Season with salt. 
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Family 

 
 

 

“Cooking is a way of handing down the history of your family.” 

  
Christy Jordan 

Southern Living, October 2010 
 
 

“I have found the truth about my life but it is not some fabulous      
revelation or some pure shining thing.  Instead it is the mundane truth of 

a crazy mix of faith and accident, hope and boredom, love and 
privilege.  I was an ordinary girl in extraordinary circumstances.     

Every girl is.” 

 
Elaine Neil Orr 

Gods of Noonday: A White Girl’s African Life, 2003 
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Cessation 

 
 

Reva Mariah S. ShieldChief 
 

 
My sight is usually fixed on the far 
far horizon a shimmer on an asphalt 
road not yet anointed with tidal 
monsoon waves—I’m startled that I 
remember that trip from Glendale to  
Casa Grande and more the road  
from Casa Grande to Quiatoa the weekend 
before my mother married Jesse Paul. 
 
“Wake UP Uppitt!”  our high, young voices 
called out as we galloped at eighty 
miles an hour along a narrow farm 
road in Nebraska the semi already 
cutting into the gravel shoulder 
honking its mighty horn while a 
startled but calm Skidi man  
steered our car out of the way. 
 
Jenifer tells me we both saw that 
buffalo standing, walking on its 
hind legs along the gravel South 
roads when I told her to look away 
take our eyes off drive carefully 
past and forget we ever saw anything 
I did until she re-drew it all into memory. 
 
I’ve seen the pictures of me asleep 
at three or maybe four across dad’s 
chest a smiling wild haired girl 
standing next to his chair with both 
feet in one large leather shoe. 
 
I create blurry lined visions of 
years gone past with imprecise sunrises 
windy days where I smelled rain 
on the air or snow in the sky  
instead feel the power leach from 
my body one slow indistinct endless 
tock of a lined tick at a time. 
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I want to bathe in the infinite 
sea of This is Good I do but don’t 
know if I can pull it off—would it 
look good on me does it fit my image 
do I just think it flatters my figure  
match the color of my hair my eyes 
my jeans my temper my strong mind my 
rebel heart my unyielding stubborn 
need to tell myself about me? 
 

 
A Perfect Pot of Beans . . . 

 

 
Ingredients: 
4 Quarts water (16 cups) 
3 cups dried pinto beans, sorted and rinsed 
3 Tbs. Kosher or course sea salt (or to taste) 
 
Crock-pot Directions: 
Quick cook:  Place beans and water into crock-pot set on high and allow to cook for at 
least 3 hours, stirring occasionally.  This “quick cook” method for a crock-pot will require 
that you watch for too much loss of water.  Should this occur the best method is to add 
stock (beef, chicken, pork, or vegetable) to the pot in the required increments.  Do not 
add salt until the final 30 minutes—the bean should be just about fully cooked. 
 
Slow cook:  The use of a crock-pot is handy for overnight or work-day cooking.  As 
such, simply set the crock-pot to low.  This method generally means that the loss of 
water will not be as dramatic.  However, it does occur.  Again, use stock instead of 
water to the pot as needed.  When done, beans are tender and the broth is a rich, red 
brown in color.  Add salt when the beans are fully cooked (approximately 30 minutes 
before eating). Serve while hot.  Let cool completely before storing in airtight container.  
Good in the refrigerator for three days or frozen for up to one month. 
 
Note:  Ideally you do not want to add additional liquid to your pot of beans because it 
dilutes the richness of the broth.  Unfortunately this is not always possible to avoid 
burning, or scorching, your beans.  The use of stock, of any flavor, dramatically 
increases the taste value of your bean broth.  Should you desire the use of stock can 
also impart a unique flavor-profile as you choose.  
 
Depending upon your crock-pot you may want to decide to lessen the amount of dried 
beans put into your crock-pot to ensure that you do not have to add any additional 
liquids.  Like pasta or boiled potatoes you are going to need to add salt in order to give 
any flavor to your beans.  Of course, the addition of ham hocks, hambones, salt back 
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are also excellent methods of adding both salt and seasoning to your beans.  Being 
Tohono O’odham, I prefer to cook and serve my beans plain.  
 
Stove-top Directions: 
Over medium high heat place water and beans in large stock pot and bring to a low boil.  
Once water is boiling add whatever bones/meat you choose for seasoning, stir, and 
reduce heat to medium low, and cover.  Let beans cook on a low, percolating boil for 
approximately two hours or until beans are tender and the broth is a rich red brown in 
color.  TASTE, then salt to taste.  Serve while hot.  Let cool completely before storing in 
airtight container.  Good in the refrigerator for three days or frozen for up to one month. 
 
Note:  Do not try and rush the stove-top method.  The temptation is to raise the boiling 
rate to decrease cooking time.  Resist the temptation as it will make for a less than 
optimal pot of beans.  Bean broth will turn grey-brown rather than the rich and delicious 
red-brown that you desire.  Further the bean itself will retain a slightly chewier, tough, 
skin running the texture of a good bean soup.  In addition, as one might expect, the 
grey-brown color of the broth renders a slightly tin-like flavor.  It just isn’t great.   
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Recipe Box 

 

Rebecca Paradies 

 My mother gave each of us a green metal recipe box full of history of past meals 

shared together along with future expectations.  Bits and pieces torn and copied from 

ladies magazines and P.T.A. fundraisers.   Special moments captured on 3x5 cards 

written in her loopy handwriting.  Curley g’s and extra strokes on the tops of her c’s as if 

that would make the recipe more enticing.  

 My mother’s shorthand for butter was “oleo”—do they still make that? I was never 

certain what that ingredient was. She was big on margarine thinking at the time that it 

was a more healthful choice and better for my father and his cholesterol issues, plus the 

concept of “better living through chemistry” was popular at the time. Organic of course 

was never mentioned and white flour and white sugar were a standard of ingredients. 

Many of her recipes’ included cans of this and cans of that, if it came in a can all the 

better to streamline the measuring and mixing process of cooking.  

 Although my mother expressed high aspirations for each of us to become 

exemplary chefs, she however fell short in that area. My father had food sensitivities 

that included anything with color. Tomatoes never crossed our door as in the great 

depression his job as a boy was to hand pluck worms off of the tomato plants that 

provided the fruit for Campbell soup. Hence the sight of tomatoes brought back 

memories and therefore we all had to relive his intense dislike of tomatoes. Intestinal 

distress led to watered down meals, blanched vegetables and a general ban on 
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anything with taste or exotic tendencies. I named this time in history as the “white food” 

era. 

 My mother became a predictable cook. One night a week she would prepare 

liver, “good for the blood” she would say. Another night might be ground round shaped 

into various forms depending on what sauce in a packet she found at the Lucky’s 

grocery store. Chip beef on toast was also a standard and Jell-O accompanied each 

meal often with suspended canned fruit to compliment the chosen color. Every Saturday 

night we could count on waffles for dinner made on an antique waffle iron with a frayed 

skinny cord and Aunt Jemima syrup poured out of her head and oleo in a tub. 

 When we were invited to potlucks, she would make some interesting dish and 

carry it proudly in the big metallic bowl with fruit on the sides and our name written on 

masking tape on the bottom so no one would mistake it as theirs. One such recipe: 

 

Apple Sauce Salad 
 

¾ c. hot water 
1/2 c. red hots  

1 pack lemon Jell-O 
Dissolve Jell-O & candy in hot water 

1 ½ c. #1can apple sauce - add to Jell-O 
1-8oz. cream cheese + ½ c. mayonnaise 

Blend until very smooth. Add ½ c. nuts-1/2 c. celery.  
Place half of Jell-O mixture in flat pan. Chill. Spread cream cheese mix. Top with Jell-O.  

 
Serves 8 

 
  

 My mother passed away from cancer not long after she completed the recipe 

boxes and distributed them to each of us. I find myself on occasion taking the box down 

from the top shelf of my cupboard and notice that she had placed a “B” on each corner 
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and I imagine an “L” and a “T” was placed on the others for my brothers as well. I would 

run my fingers along the carefully copied recipes’ retracing her hands imagining which 

recipes’ we would have made together. Sock-it-to-me-Cake certainly would have been 

one of them.  We would toast to our culinary success and especially to each other. 

 

Sock-It-To-Me-Cake 
 

1 reg. Duncan Hines yellow cake mix 
4 eggs  ½ to ¾ c. Buttery Messola oil 

2T. Butter    ½ c. sugar 1c. sour cream 
Throw All Together & Mix 

 

Finished up with Natures Gift or Big Orange: 

Natures Gift or Big Orange 
 

1sm.can fruit cocktail-Drain 
½ c. Frozen lemonade 

½ squeezed lemon 
4 Maraschino Cherries 
T.  Maraschino juice 

 

Put mixture in blender &1 juice can of gin-rest fill with cracked ice-and blend! 

  

A year and a half after my mothers’ death, I married a man who could cook. We 

made pastas with fresh sauces, salads, and I baked breads and deserts. Tomatoes 

were often an ingredient along with lots of garlic and exotic cheeses. We traveled the 

world sampling dishes with odd names and ate pigeon in Egypt and small fish high in 

the mountains of Mexico. We sampled traditional dishes in the northern regions of Brazil 

and fine French food in Paris. I didn’t have to cook for 17 years.  I would tease my then 

husband that he would never leave me, as I still did not know how to cook. He left and I 
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would tentatively visit my mothers’ recipe box as I had a small child and myself to feed. 

Over the years I have added to the box and experimented on neighbors, potential 

suitors and finally a man who loved and appreciated everything I make. 

 Today, as an expressive arts therapist, I have the good fortune of working with 

children who have been removed from their abusive homes or live with parents who 

can’t or won’t spend time with them. We cook together and create original recipes like 

ranch eggs with mashed up saltine crackers cheddar cheese and lots of salsa. Bananas 

and ice cream smoothies and sometimes pancakes for dinner because they are hungry 

for comfort food. My “kids” know that no weird combination of food is too weird and that 

they won’t get chastised ridiculed or shamed. They are allowed to explore and 

experiment and by doing this they feed their hungry soul. 

 I am not a great cook, but am often reminded of my roots when I pull the box 

down and select something my mother might have liked: couscous alfresco or a simple 

salmon mousse with canned salmon. 
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I Am 

 
 

Paige Stager 
 

I am. I am mother. I am a daughter. I am a sister. I am a wife. I am a friend. I am 

a nurse. I am a manager. I am a cancer survivor. I am. 

How can I pull one thing from this list and say “That is who I am.”?  How does a 

woman define herself? How does a woman identify herself? How does a woman find 

her worth? Is she born from all her experiences? Is she a product of those experiences? 

Is she who she is because of those experiences or despite those experiences? A 

combination of both? 

What I can say about myself is that everything I know about each of the roles that 

I identify myself as have been directly influenced by my mother.  

As I child I remember my house being safe. I remember love and laughter and 

happy family celebrations at holidays. I remember having my own room and knowing 

that that was my private space. I remember traveling to see family, going to Canada on 

vacations, playing in the “crick,” running through the woods, playing with a never-ending 

stream of cats and dogs that were always present, but never had the same name or 

look. I recall staying up late with the multitude of friends in the neighborhood looking at 

stars, running from big brothers that were ready to pelt us with a snowball, and I 

remember feeling really good all the time. 

Now, I think we can all see that this is idyllic and clearly looking at childhood with 

rose-colored glasses. I can admit that there were fights, there were tears, there were 
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moments of being scared and lonely. But I have learned that those things drop away. 

Like giving birth—your mind has a way of blurring the edges. At least it does for me.  

What has not blurred is Sunday morning in my house growing up. The freedom 

of sleeping in until your body wakes you naturally. The warmth of your bed covers and 

the sun gently shining through the window with bits of dust floating in the beams.  The 

feel of your toes and fingers and neck and back as you stretch like the random cat or 

dog cuddled in the crook of your legs. The slowly dawning knowledge that you have 

nothing to do today but smile. And the smell—the smell of Sunday brunch. 

My mother ALWAYS made Sunday brunch and even when my siblings moved 

out and went to college, if they were in town, they showed up for Sunday brunch. We 

sat around the kitchen table and generally there was not only five to six family 

members, but friends as well who had stayed the night for a sleep over, may have been 

living with us for a short time, or just wandered in from next door because they KNEW 

about Sunday brunch at our house. My mother never turned anyone away and there 

was always more than enough food to go around. She didn’t half-ass it either, trust me. 

Bacon, sausage, toast, fruit, orange juice, coffee cake, eggs—and on certain occasions, 

quiche. 

Now in the 70’s and 80’s quiche was a bit of a fancy thing to have at an average 

American breakfast, but my mother felt any time was a good time for fancy so we had 

Quiche. With flaky crust and spinach or asparagus and cheddar cheese or goat cheese, 

tomatoes, broccoli, and bacon and ham—the list goes on and on. It was so delicious! 

And we felt safe and happy and full and special because we got to eat fancy and 

because our friends got to be there and they also got to eat fancy and both my mom 
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and dad were there EVERY time and because we knew that no matter where we went 

or what we were doing, on Sunday morning my mother would still be making brunch.  

And I could (can) close my eyes and literally have a visceral response to the 

memory. I can hear the bacon sizzling, I can smell the quiche baking, I can see my 

family piled around the table talking over one another to tell their stories; I can feel the 

warmth of the kitchen as the oven still gives off heat and the old radiator in the corner 

whistles. And I can see my mother—the joy she took in making others happy and in 

providing for her family, and the ability she had and still has to make everyone feel calm 

and understood and loved. 

So I can say today that I am all of the things I am because I learned them from 

my mom. She is my mother, my sister, my friend. She was my nurse when I was sick 

and my manager when I needed help figuring out what to do with my life. She taught me 

how to be a good daughter by the example she set with her own parents. She taught 

me how to support your life partner in good times and in bad but also when to be strong 

and say enough is enough. She too is a cancer survivor and taught me that nothing bad 

ever happened that some good didn’t come from it. And she continues to teach me 

every day that life is too short to hold a grudge, to not give someone a hug, to not have 

one more drink. Life is too short to wear uncomfortable shoes or never put on a 

swimsuit.  And life is too short to not be fancy on an ordinary average Sunday morning. 

 

Quiche 
 

1 pint ½ & ½ 
3 eggs, beaten till thoroughly mixed 

½ tsp salt 
½ tsp white pepper 
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½ tsp dry ground mustard (optional) 
Mix all of the above together thoroughly. 

 
1 pie crust (pre-made in the dairy case a good option) 

Place pie crust into a 9 inch pie plate and flute the edges. 
 

Ham & Cheese Quiche:  Layer 1 cup chopped ham (even Carl Buddig thin meat ham 
cut up is very good) and one cup grated cheddar into pie crust. Pour over egg mixture.   
 

Spinach Quiche:  Thaw (in the microwave is fine) one small box frozen spinach.  In a 

colander, or in your hands, wring out the spinach so it is as dry as you can get it.  
Crumble and spread into pie crust.  You may add any one of the following:  I can small 
shrimp, 1 cup chopped ham, 5 strips crisp bacon, crumbled, a can crab, or use your 
imagination.  If you choose, chop 3 green onions, both white and green parts, and 
sprinkle over spinach before meat.  Layer 1 cup white grated cheese (swiss, gruyere, 
emmentaler, farmer, Monterey jack, --mozzarella is pretty bland, but could be used.)  
Pour over egg mixture. 
 

Seafood Quiche:  Add canned (or frozen, thawed) small shrimp, canned crab or 
lobster, even albacore tuna would be good.  Proceed with or without spinach and green 
onion.  Use 1 cup of a cheese that will complement the rather delicate flavors rather 
than overwhelm them. 
 
Mushrooms are good in a quiche, but they contain a lot of water, so if you plan to use 
them either use canned mushrooms, or sauté fresh mushrooms till water is reduced 
significantly. 
 
Mother’s tip: I have seen recipes for and eaten quiche with a wide variety of 
ingredients.  The secret, I think, is to not try to use too many at the same time.  Plan 
ahead.  Another good thing to try is a veggie quiche, and broccoli looks and tastes fine.  
I think you should blanch or parboil the veggies before using them. 
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Highway 1 

 
 

Terri Nowak 
 

A few miles west of Cook on Highway 1 in northern Minnesota, the house at the 

end of a long driveway, my grandparents’ retirement home, was bought long after all six 

of their children had left for their own lives. Yet, Grandma and Grandpa had lived there 

for as far back as I can remember. My mom, sister, and I lived in town just a few miles 

away, but part of me feels a bit like I grew up at that country house—a sanctuary that 

put a loving bandage over the grief of too early losing my father . 

 My sister, Kelly, and I grew up in a time of great freedom. We rode our bicycles 

without helmets, ran barefoot playing outside in the summer, and often went without 

seatbelts in the car. We had a curfew, but the hours until then left us to our own 

devices. There was even more freedom at Grandma and Grandpa’s where there were 

only two rules: 1) Never go past the poplar and 2) The shotgun beside the door is 

always loaded, so don’t touch it. I don’t think the shotgun was actually loaded, but the 

fear and reverence for it was so strongly ingrained in each grandkid that we always 

steered clear of it.  

 I remember riding in the backseat of Mom’s Vega wagon, orange with simulated 

wood grain panels, heading west on Highway 1, waiting for the moment the car’s blinker 

would go on, and we would take a left hand turn at the crest of a gradual rise onto a 

gravel driveway hugged closely with trees and undergrowth. The double stall garage 

was straight ahead with the house to the right. Painted dark brown with peachy tan trim, 

this is the house that Kelly and I would race in to receive hugs from Grandma and 
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Grandpa. But most of the living here was done outside of the house, according to the 

rhythm of the seasons. 

 Every summer a huge garden was planted—three gardens actually:  the main 

garden, with things like peas, carrots, and lettuce; the side garden with corn and I don’t 

remember what else, and the “back forty” which had potatoes, green beans, and more. 

In my little kid head, the gardens were huge--they were fields. Kelly and I had pretty 

much free reign here. We helped with planting and weeding, but I was best at eating. 

My favorite was the peas. I’d crack open the pods and spill the precious, tasty orbs 

straight into my mouth. Sometimes I’d eat the pods too. Another favorite was the 

rutabaga. It’s possible I loved it so much just for the name. The way the chunky 

syllables sounded coming out of my mouth. I’d pull one up, wash it off with the garden 

hose, and walk around for most of the afternoon contentedly gnawing away. The rule of 

thumb for corn was “knee high by the Fourth of July,” and each year we watched 

expectedly to see how tall it was growing according to whose knee.  

 Fall meant harvesting summer’s bounty. Grandma would be canning away in the 

heat of the kitchen while grandchildren watched from a distance with a mix of awe and 

fear. The pressure cooker could blow up at any moment after all. At all times the floor of 

bedroom closets were filled not with shoes but jars and jars of vegetables from 

summer’s harvest. Hazelnuts were picked from wild, sprawling bushes just on the other 

side of the garage.  This is also where Dad’s Jeep peeked out at us from the growth, 

just tucked into the woods, unused, but keeping a watchful eye on the activities of the 

yard. The white and turquoise paint was now tarnished with spots of rust, and I later 

learned that my Dad absolutely loved this Jeep.  
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 No matter what the season, there was always work to be done. But it didn’t seem 

like work because Grandpa made it feel like play. Winter meant firing up “Old Blue,” the 

trusty snowmobile with a torn seat and an exposed carburetor that had to be coaxed 

with starter spray. We’d attach a sled trailer and venture out on trails cut by Grandpa on 

the expansive heavily wooded land, in search of fuel for the wood stove that sat with a 

place of authority in the living room. The land here was mostly flat with one notable hill, 

the sliding hill. Sometimes I’d standby when a tree was felled; other times I’d help with 

stacking cut cords onto the sled, if I could lift them. Once back at the house, wood was 

split and then stacked in the porch in such a way “so the mice can get through but the 

cats can’t.” I later learned it was stacked this way for drying, but my youthful mind 

always pictured Tom & Jerry-style pursuits that happened when I wasn’t around.  

Winter evenings meant it got dark early, and it was agony to wait for Grandma 

and Grandpa to finish watching the evening news and the Wheel of Fortune game show 

so we could head to the kitchen for hours upon hours of card games. Sitting around the 

dark wood table, my sister and I would be paired up with an adult while learning 

cribbage and smear. Soon we were holding on our own and knew it was special to be 

included with the grownups.  

Every night at bedtime Grandpa would add ingredients to the sour dough 

fermenting in the pantry, and spending the night meant waking up to delicious sour 

dough pancakes in the morning--after the paper route, of course. Grandma and 

Grandpa were “semi-retired” which meant they still worked pretty hard, between the 

paper route and the self-sustaining operations on the land. On the rare times I’d go with 

them on the paper route, I remember being perched between them in their small truck, 
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sitting high on a stack of bundled newspapers (wearing no seat belt, of course). One 

winter, Grandpa woke me early for the route to point out the brilliant green dancing of 

northern lights in the dark sky to the north. I leaned against the glass of the window so 

closely that the frost that was already there melted under my breath and little fingers. 

Though I was very young, the wonder of sharing such a sight with Grandpa formed the 

strongest of memories for me. I can’t see the northern lights now without thinking of him. 

Grandma passed away when I was in fifth grade, and Grandpa passed away the 

following Christmas. The summer in between these momentous events, I was sent 

away to summer camp to learn how to be a school patrol captain. I was only gone for a 

week, but I was homesick. I will never forget walking back into that house on Highway 1 

upon my return. I tried to set down my backpack first but before I could my Grandpa 

grabbed me and hugged me so tight it almost hurt. This 12-year-old girl was shocked by 

the physical illustration of the power of his love and how much he missed me. And then 

a few months later he was gone. 

The house in the country at the end of a long driveway on Highway 1 was put up 

for sale. It was finally time for Dad’s Jeep to leave its hiding place among the hazelnut 

bushes. If I remember correctly, my uncle took the Jeep away to sell it. My sanctuary 

was gone, and the grandfather who doubled as a father was too. 

The next year Mom and Kelly and I moved away. I began the awkward, murky 

teen years in a new school with new friends. A fresh start was probably just what I 

needed. But I missed the carefree days of childhood spent playing in the woods, eating 

out of the garden, and helping Grandpa with chores. Kelly and I both had our share of 

bumps in the road, but the strength of our family, held together by a mom who made 
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being a mom her number one priority, ushered us into adulthood. And my memories of 

the times lived at that house on that land on Highway 1 feel so alive today, I think, 

because of that strength. 

 

Starter for Grandpa’s Sourdough Pancakes 
 
To make starter: In a non-metal bowl, add 2 cups warm water and 1 package dry 
active yeast. Mix with wooden spoon until the yeast is dissolved. Stir in 2 cups all-
purpose flour. Mix until smooth. Cover and store at warm room temperature for 4-5 
days, stirring each day. A glass or ceramic container (with plenty of room for expansion) 
and matching lid works well for this.  
 
To make pancakes: When ready to make pancakes, take out up to half of starter batch. 
Adjust your favorite pancake recipe to accommodate the water and flour in the starter. 
Replenish starter with equal amounts of water and flour and continue to stir each day. 
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Okra, Runza, and Blue Mountain Cards 

 
 

Catherine A. Marshall 

 
“Don’t add just one okra plant to your garden. Southerners cannot get 
enough of okra.  Plant four plants for every family member.  Add one for 
each pet.  Add two for every relative whose first name is actually two 
names.” 

Southern Living, February 2016 
 
“The Russians call it kulebyaka, but in Alaska it is pirok, perok or peroche 
— all amendments of pirog, the more general Russian word for pie. Inside 
the flaky crust, wild salmon from Alaskan waters is layered with rice and 
cabbage, crops introduced to the 18th-century natives of Kodiak Island by 
fur traders from across the strait.” 

 From http://cooking.nytimes.com/recipes/1016916-russian-salmon-pie 

 
 

She said that I had painted my dad to be a saint.  In critiquing my first effort in 

writing a memoir, she said that I had painted an incomplete picture—that I needed to 

include my mother in my story describing dad’s fight with cancer. The story evolved 

from a collection of letters and email sent to me—words of encouragement and love as I 

became the first person in my family to graduate from college.  Dad’s letters to me 

began when I left home in 1972 to go to college—they ended with email sent just before 

his death from cancer in 2000.  I had no letters from mom. 

Mom had her first heart attack in February 2010.  She was 83 years old and had 

just retired from managing my dad’s security guard business.  She said it was the stress 

of paying business taxes that caused her heart attack. After a month in hospital, Mom 

was moved to a nursing home—she couldn’t walk and needed rehabilitation.  I visited 

her in March and April of that year.  Things did not look good.  Mother’s Day found her 

still in a nursing home and struggling to get in and out of bed.  

http://cooking.nytimes.com/recipes/1016916-russian-salmon-pie
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I tried to do what I could from a distance.  I picked up little things to brighten her 

day in the dismal nursing home setting.  I laughed when I saw the compact mirror with 

collapsible hair brush: “Born to shop, forced to work” and purchased one for her.  Since 

she couldn’t walk, she couldn’t get to the bathroom mirror in her nursing home room. I 

mailed Mom’s little box of gifts. 

Thank goodness for sisters!  My younger sister celebrated her 50th birthday on 

May 27, 2010 and had Mom living with her.  Yes, little sister Carol had retrieved Mom 

from the nursing home and was caring for her until she could develop the strength to 

return to her own home—the house that my dad built in 1954—the year that I was born.  

We all wanted Mom to go home after her heart attack—we wanted her to regain her 

independence.  But perhaps more than my two sisters who live near her in Georgia, I 

wanted Mom to go home for a selfish reason—home was where I stayed when I visited 

her—home was where I belonged when I wasn’t in Arizona where I had chosen to live 

as an adult. 

On October 13th, 2010 Mom did go home.  I took her.  I flew to Georgia from 

Arizona.  My older sister, Connie, picked me up at the airport and took me to Carol’s 

house.  I picked up Mom and drove her home—back to her home—our family home in 

Chattanooga Valley, just below Rock City on Lookout Mountain.  I tell people that I live 

in Arizona for a reason—I haven’t always gotten along with Mom and the distance 

between Arizona and Georgia has suited me.  But, I haven’t wanted Mom to die and I 

haven’t wanted her to live out her life in a nursing home.   

After surviving her first heart attack, Mom learned to Skype. She laughs in delight 

as the video call connects—she is successful in using the Skype technology—we see 
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each other—images of our faces transmitted between Arizona and Georgia. Our 

conversation begins: 

MOM:  What have you done to your hair?  Is that a big blemish on 
your face?  Why are you wearing such big earrings?  
 
ME:  Hi mom! I washed my hair. Yes, I have a big blemish.  I like 
these earrings…. 
 
Skyping with mother each Wednesday has become an established part of my 

life.  Mother has never been a demonstrably warm mom.  She has never been a TV 

mom from the 50s.  She has never been one to hug me. Mother’s childhood—the 

youngest child of immigrants, wasn’t easy.  Her parents, Germans from Russia, had 

settled in Nebraska and there she grew up—a pretty city girl living in Lincoln until my 

Army Air Corp dad convinced her that life in rural Georgia with him is where she’d want 

to be after World War II.  Her kind and loving words have been few in my 61 years and 

so I save them when I see them. 

 

Sent: Thursday, March 03, 2011 8:27 AM 
Subject: Just to say Hello 
 
Hi Catherine   I think this thing [webcam] Carol gave last 
Christmas is really nice.  I enjoy being connected again.  
Mom 
 
Sent: Wednesday, April 06, 2011 12:31 PM 
Subject: Just so amazing 
 
Hi Catherine   It is fun doing this. Mom 

 
 

We don’t talk about love.  We do talk about food.  Food—planning for it, 

preparing it, eating it—food has always been a significant part of my family life.  Maybe 

it was living in the South that made food so central to our lives. After all, I did grow up in 
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the land of fried green tomatoes, fried okra, and fried squash. Or maybe it was just 

being simple people.  After I left home, food was a tie to family. 

Sent: Tuesday, May 17, 2011 8:02 AM 
Subject:  Surprise visitor 
 
Hi Catherine   Yep I was quite surprise when the phone rang.  It was none other than 
Ethel Mae.  I was fixing a peanut butter banana sandwich.  I had hoped she would bring 
a custard pie but she did bring an ear of corn.  She said she would bring a custard pie 
on the next visit. Mom 

 
Mother made kraut peroche, nowadays known in the Midwest as a runza.  When 

I left home in 1972, I didn’t think to ask mom for her recipe. However, I found one 

recently on www.food.com. Most likely mom would say there is no recipe for her to give 

me. She made the filling “by heart” and the bread recipe was just a favorite yeast bread 

dough.  

Runza 
 

Being the lazy cook that I am, I don’t often make yeast bread, but rather use 

whatever bread is on hand—a good hamburger bun works but my favorite since living in 

Arizona is to use a nice flour tortilla—resulting in runza wrap or a runza burrito. I’ve 

even served guests a runza bowl—that’s the runza stuffing ladled into a bowl and 

served—green cabbage cooked down with onion, hamburger (or bison for a healthy 

choice), and season with pepper (add salt if you must). 

 
My mother has survived another heart attack 

and a broken ankle since 2010.  She still lives at 

home.  Mother turns 90 this year.  When she does 

pass on, I won’t remember mom for loving embraces, 

or for saying kind words of motherly support and 

http://www.food.com/
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encouragement.  I will remember love in her voice when she very occasionally called 

me Katrina, or when she sent worlds of love via a Blue Mountain e-greeting card. She 

sends New Year’s, Valentines, Easter, Advent, Christmas, birthdays, and even “just 

because” Blue Mountain e-cards.  Mother’s e-cards are always uplifting, cheerful, loving 

cards—given the words chosen by Blue Mountain authors: “There never seems to be 

enough time to share with those we care about most. But no matter where you are or 

what you’re doing, know that you are always in my thoughts… and I’m forever sending 

my best.” 
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The Small Brown Sparrow 

 
 

Sharon R. Johnson 
 

 My mother's parents both came from the same small fishing village on the 

Gaspe' Peninsula, that small piece of Canada that forms the north shore of the St. 

Lawrence River as it empties in to the Atlantic Ocean.  Each separately emigrated to the 

United States, where they met and married and raised a family.  They would never have 

married had they stayed in Canada.  She was French, educated by nuns in a boarding 

school, a teacher.  He was English, had minimal education, and worked as a laborer.  

She taught him to read and write in English and to speak French.  He was her 

interpreter when conversations got beyond her rather basic English skills.  It worked.  

He provided a home of their own, working long and difficult hours outside in the bitter 

cold and summer heat.  She kept their home and bore their children, sewing and 

knitting, gardening and cooking.  They held together through illness and disease, the 

loss of a child, losing everything they owned to a fire which burned the town to the 

ground, then starting over again to rebuild. They held together through the Depression, 

two World Wars and the Korean War, with all three of their sons fighting in Europe on D-

Day.   

 They instilled in all of their children the value of learning, the need for education, 

and they had the tenacity and skill to encourage the children's progress.  Once, when 

reflecting on her years teaching in Canada, my grandmother said sadly, "That small little 

village--they couldn't afford one school, but they had two--the French and the English."  

She made good use of her language and math skills, writing letters 'back home' for 
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friends and neighbors, acting as treasurer/secretary for an organization of French 

Canadian immigrants, and taught her children by example the value of learning.  All of 

their children were educated, successful employees or entrepreneurs, striving to 

become more.   

 The food they had was strongly influenced by their early lives, and depended on 

what they could hunt and grow and preserve through the winter.  In later years, I was to 

learn that this was common, and how very much our lives are directed by circumstance.  

What is available?  What can be preserved?  What can be produced in that terribly short 

growing season, with the harsh North Atlantic winds dictating the weather? Historically, 

those dishes remembered so fondly by descendants of immigrants from countries with 

long winters are based on preserved foods--dried fish, smoked meats, dried nuts and 

berries, apples, root vegetables, dairy products if you had a cow, and eggs.  Cooking 

became more challenging, and the recipes passed through the generations reflect that.  

  Grandma had a wonderful recipe for Ginger Cookies, and looking through the 

ingredients--sugar, molasses, and spices--it is clear they could be made in any season.  

As a child, they were always present as part of the array of Christmas baking.  They 

were the small brown sparrow of cookies--no nuts, no fruit, no flaky pastry and beautiful 

colors, just a small round brown cookie.  Yet we loved them, and they pervade our 

holiday memories.  When my mother, in her late 90's, mentioned possibly making fewer 

kinds of baked goods at Christmas, I kiddingly asked if her mother's Ginger Cookies 

would be left out.  She thought for a moment, then said, "This would be the first 

Christmas of my life that I did not have a Ginger Cookie."  So, we know this recipe is at 

least 100 to 150 years old, and probably has forbears buried in Northern European 
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history, but every Christmas they seem new again.  Recently my small granddaughters 

were reminiscing about "…those really good brown cookies…" and I could feel a smile 

resonating back through untold generations. 

 So, here is the recipe, which I think has changed very little other than what is 

now vegetable shortening (do not use butter!) was probably lard in earlier versions. 

 

Ginger Cookies 
 

1 cup vegetable shortening  2 tsp. baking soda 
1 cup white sugar    1 tsp. ginger 
1 egg      1 tsp. cinnamon 
2 tbsp. molasses    1 tsp. ground cloves 
2 cups flour     1/2 tsp. salt 

 

Mix flour, soda, spices and salt.  Cream shortening and sugar, add egg and molasses 

and mix thoroughly.  Stir in flour mixture.  Roll into small balls, roll in white sugar, and 

place on ungreased cookie sheet.  Do not flatten.  Bake at 350 degrees, 10 to 12 minute 

or till lightly browned on the bottom. 
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You Are What You Eat 

 

Traudi Nichols 

You are what you eat. This expression has made its way into promotions for 

healthful eating. Health insurance, weight loss programs, public health, they all convey 

the same message: If you eat proper foods you will be healthier—if you eat too much 

junk food, your body will deteriorate. This truism has been around and no one disputes 

its important message. But looking closer, another meaning just as important jumps out. 

You are what you eat reflects not only your lifestyle; your preferences are influenced by 

your personal history, your family traditions, and the gamut of cultural influences 

surrounding you. 

Every region of our world, every society, every family—all have traditions of 

common food. Traditions of preparation are often handed down for generations. Food 

traditions develop alongside other traditions, changing with the changes of times and 

circumstances. Everyone’s personal eating habits therefore depend on one’s personal 

history and development; in other words, eating habits reflect the story of your life.  

My history of emigration sensitized me early on to notice the momentous role 

food has in one adapting to new surroundings. When I was four years old, my family 

was transported from Slovakia in Eastern Europe to Bavaria in southern Germany due 

to WWII politics. As refugees in our new surroundings, we were used to eating different 

foods than what our new friends ate in their homes. One of the most delicious traditional 

foods my mother prepared was the famous Wiener Schnitzel [Vienna cutlets]. The 

recipe for Wiener Schnitzel has a long history dating back to the Austrian–Hungarian-
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Hapsburg Empire tradition and its famous cuisine. I even found the recipe on a picture 

postcard on display in an Art gallery in Vienna—this is how famous the Schnitzel recipe 

has become. My mother did not need to follow the recipe; she knew how to make it by 

heart. 

The fried cutlets in Bavarian households did not come close to the wonderful 

taste of the crisp, delicious Schnitzel my mother sometimes prepared for our Sunday 

midday meal. Although the recipe is fairly easy to follow, the art of doing it just right has 

been handed down through generation to me. Little tricks hidden between the lines of 

the written recipe make all the difference for the success of the end product.  

 

Wiener Schnitzel 
 

Start with one slice (Schnitzel actually means slice) of pork about 2/8 of an 
inch thick per person. If the slices are to thin or too thick the outcome will 
not be optimal. Sprinkle salt lightly on both sides and set aside. Have 
three plates ready with the following ingredients: 

1) The first with flour 
2) The second with an egg/milk mixture (One egg with about 

½ a cup of milk) 
3) The third with plain breadcrumbs  

Place each slice of meat first into the flour, then the egg mixture, and 
lastly into the bread crumbs. This has to be done very delicately as not to 
pile on to much crust.  

The Schnitzels are then fried swimming in very hot oil. If the oil is not hot 
enough the Schnitzel will soak up to much fat and become greasy, if the 
oil is too hot, as best the Schnitzels burn to a black crisp, or at worst you 
create a kitchen fire. If prepared properly Schnitzels become one of the 
most delicious foods I remember from my youth. 

  I had tried in vain to teach my American-born daughter who did not inherit my joy 

of cooking gene. But, I managed to trick her into watching me. She asked me during a 

recent visit to prepare her favorite food—you guessed it: Schnitzel. I happily obliged 
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with the condition that she had to help me with the “assembly line” since we planned to 

make a significant amount. Without being fully aware, she observed all the little tricks I 

pointed out. I thereby fulfilled my obligation to teach the next generation, and the next.  

This is one way to keep one’s traditional culture alive and at the same time you might 

incorporate new foods into your life. 

Until not so long ago, the climate of a region dictated availability of food 

ingredients to a high degree and local cuisine developed accordingly over time. 

Historical factors always play an important role in developing local cuisine as well. The 

famous ginger bread traditions in Germany, for example, started only after spices from 

the Far East were imported. Pepper, cardamom, ginger, and cinnamon did not “grow” in 

Germany, but as soon as they were available they became precious ingredients for 

Christmas cookies. Whenever people move to a new and unfamiliar region, they often 

bring their food traditions with them and try to cook the way they are used to in 

preparing their daily foods. Just think of all our ethnic restaurants. What one considers 

“normal” food becomes “strange” or “foreign” to others and vice versa. We tend to stick 

to the foods we know and love. When people venture out and incorporate “new” foods, 

food becomes a significant indicator for adapting to new environments by incorporating 

new foods into your diet. You become what you eat in more than one way.   

For instance, one of my many steps into the German culture after immigrating to 

Germany was through Obstkuchen [fruit cake]), a cake unknown to our family at our 

home in Slovakia. My sister and I wanted to be part of the new society we now lived in 

and Obstkuchen was one of the foods we wanted—for us, this cake exemplified 

“modern” life and, of course, we wanted to be “modern” and belong. The bottom layer 
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was easy enough—we knew how to make the dough. The different fruits on top of the 

cake were placed in different patterns and color schemes to make a beautiful display—

strawberries and grapes in summer, bananas and pineapple slices in winter. To hold it 

all together, a gelatin-based sauce was poured, and then we waited until everything 

jelled. For special occasions, one topped the outside rim with whipped cream, leaving a 

clear view of the fruit arrangement. We felt so “with it” after creating cakes like this for 

Sunday afternoon coffee, another tradition not known for my parents. Little did we 

realize that this was part of embracing the new culture in Southern Germany where we 

were now growing up.  

A similar experience happened when I moved to the American Southwest in my 

late 20s.  At first, I tried to prepare the foods I was used to from my youth. But then, little 

by little, I ventured out into the new society with its different and exiting foods.  Now I am 

eating foods I had never heard of in my youth: chips and salsa, chili con carne, 

guacamole …Now in my mature years, I am what I eat—a mixture of several cultures 

and traditions. But, for special occasions, I return home. I prepare Schnitzel for my 

family and friends and, my goodness, it tastes good! 
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Leading a New Generation of Women 

 
 

Anna Marie Creegan 
 

As a teenager, my brother used to joke, “Mom, don’t even pretend like you cook.” 

This seemed funny to us as kids, and my mom never professed to be a great chef, but 

looking back now I realize not only how hurtful it was, but how factually untrue it was.  

My mom cooked dinner for us just about every night. We rarely went out to eat, only on 

special occasions, and only ordered takeout pizza, or Peter’s favorite Chinese every so 

often.  So this means that mom, with help from my dad when she was out of town or 

running late, cooked dinner almost every night for 25 years—from the time my brother 

and I were born through high school.  Sure, were some of our friend’s mother’s “better” 

cooks, making more adventurous meals, and spending a lot more time in the kitchen? 

Yes.  But many of them were stay-at-home moms, having more time to devote to their 

culinary abilities.  And there were others who actually didn’t even cook—they would just 

order in or take us all out to restaurants instead.  

At the age of 12, I decided to make mom’s life even harder by declaring myself a 

vegetarian and only eating fish for the next 4 years and adding chicken back in for the 

following 10.  And she somehow managed to keep finding ways make me dinner, 

getting really creative with shrimp and fish.  When I was a freshman in high school, 

mom took a year-long position at the National Institute of Mental Health in Washington 

DC and spent the year going back and forth from Denver to DC.  My dad, who took over 

much of the cooking that year, says that he could do almost anything with frozen shrimp 
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and tilapia, although some of it was questionable.  We also ate a lot more pizza that 

year. 

We joked about my mom’s cooking abilities because she was a working mom, 

spending more time running her own company than thinking about recipes or 

housework.  Yet, she would get home from work and somehow whip together a 

nutritious dinner, always, she made sure, with a salad or vegetables on the side, often 

with lettuce, spinach, peas, carrots, squash and other veggies fresh from her backyard 

urban garden.   

While her cooking skills are maybe not world-renowned, her baking skills are 

pretty legendary.  She is the go-to pie maker for all holidays and other events, in our 

circle of family and friends.  She even makes her own crusts, which, if you’ve ever tried 

to make a crust, is pretty impressive.  Growing up she’d make delicious bittersweet 

rhubarb pies using rhubarb from a crazy overgrown plant in our garden.   

One of the benefits of being able to make a pie crust is that, as mom recently told 

me, you can put almost anything in it.  I asked her how she learned to make quiche, 

was it something that her mom had taught her?  But she said no, that she’d put her 

crust-making skills to use and created another Jeanie go-to recipe, a cheese quiche.  

This was a particularly crucial meal during my vegetarian years. 

My mom grew up in the 40’s and 50’s in a fairly traditional household in the mid-

west with a mother who did spend a lot of time in the kitchen cooking for her three 

daughters and her husband and entertaining the other women and families of the very 

small town of Kewanee, Illinois, which proudly declares itself the hog capital of the 

world.  Her father was an engineer who ran his own factory, making parts for John 
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Deere tractors. She recalls going to the factory as a young girl and being fascinated with 

the machines and tools. But when she told her father she wanted to become an 

engineer like him, she was told that it wasn’t an appropriate profession for women and 

was discouraged from pursuing it; more a sign of the times than the judgment of a mean 

father.   

Mom did not become an engineer, but she did leave her small town at the age of 

14 to go to boarding school in Washington DC and then on to get her PhD in sociology 

and to running her own research company, first out of our house when my brother and I 

were little, and later out of an office. Any lack of cooking skills on my mother’s part was 

a purposeful break from the traditional female roles she grew up with, leading a new 

generation of women in the workforce, and re-defining the role of motherhood.  

Now as a new working mom myself, I can hardly understand how she managed it 

all. I have asked her more than a few times over the past six month since my son was 

born how she did it, sometimes genuinely trying to understand as I bumbling figure this 

new life out and other times just as a pure statement of awe. How did she finish her 

PhD with a newborn baby, taking only two weeks off for maternity leave before being 

back teaching university classes, then later, work from home with a 7 year old and 

second baby with no childcare assistance other than my father?  I know there were a lot 

of really early mornings as I remember them well as a child, knowing my mom would 

already be awake downstairs with coffee made sitting in front of her computer by the 

time I got up, even on weekends.  I truly believe that my brother and I benefited much 

more from watching her be an independent, successful career woman than from having 

gourmet meals served to us at dinnertime. 
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I use her quiche and apple pie recipes often now.  The quiche is a really great, 

quick weeknight meal and I often bring an apple pie to holidays at my in-laws or when 

visiting friends. Although I don’t even pretend to make a crust, I just buy one.  

 

Jeanie’s Apple Pie 
 

Ingredients* 
 

Crust 
2 cups of all-purpose flour 

¼ teaspoon salt 
½ to 2/3 cup of ice-chilled water 

2/3 bar of Crisco 
 

Pie Filling 
6-8 peeled, sliced apples 

½ cup sugar 
1 teaspoon of cinnamon 

¾ teaspoon nutmeg 
1 teaspoon butter 

 
Directions 

1. Fill a small glass with ½ to 2/3 cups of water, add an ice-cube and set to the side  

2. Mix flour and salt in large mixing bowl 

3. Add Crisco to flour and mix 

4. Add in water slowly and mix with a fork until it is a consistency that sticks together 

5. Take dough with your hands and roll into two similar sized balls 

6. At this point many people would chill the dough, but as my mother told me, “I don’t 
have time for that”, so you can go ahead and put flower down on a flat surface and 
on your rolling pin and roll out the bottom part of the crust, stretching to fit the pan 
you are using 

7. Roll out the second ball to make the pie cover; set aside 

8.  In a large mixing bowl, mix sugar and cinnamon  

9. Add apples to mixing bowl and stir, coating all the slices with the sugar mixture 

10. Pour coated apples into the bottom pie crust in the pie pan; spread out evenly 

11. Dab small pieces of butter around the top of the apple mixture and then place the 
pie cover on top, pressing the edges together with your thumbs or a fork, creating a 
grooved texture 
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12. Cook for approximately 1 hour at 350 degrees 

13. With any leftover pie dough, we used to roll it out, add cinnamon and sugar to the 
top and bake until crispy, making a treat to eat soon after the pie goes in the oven. 

 
 
*This recipe was pieced together in a phone conversation with my mom as she doesn’t 
actually use a recipe and neither do I as I learned from her, so the amounts of each 
ingredient are our best guess. 
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Conclusion 

 The stories we have told, the stories you have just read, seem at first to be so 

separate, so different, one from the other, a picture of our diversity.  And the authors are 

a very diverse group, in age, experience, and education.  Yet throughout, there runs a 

sameness, a common understanding, an empathy that allows the reader to become part 

of the story, part of the memories.  We come to a better understanding of the human 

condition, and consequently to a better understanding of ourselves and our roots. 

 We are all immigrants, or directly descended from people looking for a better 

life—freedom, opportunity, and more for their children than they had, especially 

education.   

 We all carry scars, some more physically evident, some less so.  We have all, at 

some time in our lives, been mistreated, misunderstood, taken advantage of by 

thoughtless, careless, or unscrupulous people.  We are all different, even those of us 

who possess the same language, ethnicity, color, religious beliefs, and that is cause for 

celebration!  With all of those differences, so much bind us together—being women, 

sharing life struggles, the desire to express ourselves, to tell our stories.   

  And, we are bonded by threads of shared experiences in our memories, so 

many of which revolve around the people, sounds, smells, and the comforting food of 

our formative years.  People who grew up in the American South remember the same 

dishes, regardless of their age, ethnicity or color.  People who grew up in Northern 

Europe share food memories surrounding what could be preserved through the winter, 

and how the preserving processes became part of the family lore.  And some food, or 

preparations, seem to span the continents, countries, and cultures.   
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Every ethnic group seems to have some preparation of meat in a crust: pasties 

carried by Welsh miners for their midday meal; Mexican burritos and empanadas; the 

Germans from Russia kraut peroche; French Canadian tortieres, double-crusted onion 

seasoned meat pies.  The list goes on—pot pies, sandwiches, rich bread doughs baked 

with meat or vegetables or both, hot dogs and hamburgers, calzones, and on and on.  

 Every culture has some form of sweet dough, fruit-filled or custard-filled or 

sweetened-cheese filled, that was baked in or over a wood fire, or in a beehive oven, or 

in a cast iron spider set among the coals of the fireplace.  From the harshest childhood 

there can still be wrested some few comforting memories, and almost always these are 

in some way connected to a meal or a dish, or an unexpected mouthful of some kind of 

goodness. 

 Food, music, dance, art—all of these things we share and can appreciate in each 

other without reservation.  The stories we have told in these pages reflect that, and as 

sad as many of them are, so difficult to read without a tear, nonetheless there is always 

a quality of redemption, of going forward, moving toward a better life, a better time.  We 

strive to be better, to provide more for our children and grandchildren, to not have them 

subject to deprivation and heartache.  We tell these stories to show them that things 

change, but things also remain the same, that love wells from people and encompasses 

lives, that memories--and recipes--are to be treasured and passed on to future 

generations. 

The Editors 
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