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By Alice Schultze



Every school day Monday through Friday,
every week of the school calendar year, my
mom made me a cream cheese and jelly
sandwich for lunch. Sometimes the jelly was
jam and sometimes the jelly was preserves
but, no matter the distinction, the sandwich

was cream cheese and jelly.

Along with the sandwich came a glass of
whole milk out of a bottle*. Dessert was two

Oreo cookies.

This was back in 1947 until probably 1953.

The sandwich was on a plate and to the left
of the sandwich was a paper napkin folded
politely in two (the conventional way and not
in a triangle) and the glass of milk was to the
right of and slightly behind the plate with the
cream cheese and jelly sandwich (also cut in
the conventional way and not on the angle)
and the 2 cookies were to the right of the
glass of the whole milk from a bottle*. There

was no silverware, it wasn’t needed.

This is the back story:



| lived in The Bronx, New York and went to
P.S. 28 which was up a long block and
across the Grand Concourse and down
another long block. P.S. 28 was an old
forbiddingly austere looking school back
then, even back then, and is still in existence
today. There was no cafeteria in the school
and there were no school buses and the
very few kids whose mothers worked went
to a nearby luncheonette to eat but the rest
of everybody, which was most everyone

including me, had lunch at home.

We were given 50 minutes for lunch. In that
50 minutes | had to walk home up the long
block, stop for the traffic light and traffic on
the Grand Concourse, walk down the long
block, go into my apartment house, take the
elevator up to where | lived on the 5th floor,
pee, wash hands, eat lunch, pee and wash
hands again, take the elevator down to the
lobby, walk up the long block, across the
Grand Concourse, and down the long block
back to school. It was about a half mile walk
and any student who was late was
immediately sent to the principal’s office, no

exceptions and no excuses.



Since all this action took place within 50
minutes | had to have something that could
be eaten quickly. Bite chew sip bite chew
sip. Cream cheese and jelly sandwich on

white ... Oreos dunked in milk.

As a digression | tell you that the white
bread was never Wonder Bread and the
cream cheese was always Philadelphia
brand in the original silver and blue

package.

As far as jelly, my favorite was and has
always been strawberry jam or preserves.
Cherry can be dangerous because it has an
occasional pit and, if one is eating fast,
swallowing the pit could have
conseqguences. Grape jelly reminds me of
blood and apricot jelly reminds me of cats so
| don't like either of those. Likewise,
raspberry jam makes me think of ants. | don’t
know why. Perhaps because of the little

black seeds.

HOW TO MAKE A CREAM
CHEESE AND JELLY
SANDWICH



When | started this story | thought cream
cheese and jelly was a universal sandwich
and everyone made it the exact same way!
My way! Take two slices of bread, place
them next to each other, spread cream
cheese on the left slice, move over to the
right slice, cover with a generous helping of
jam, cover the piece with the cream cheese
with the piece that has jam, cut in two

(lengthwise or diagonally) eat and enjoy!

As a right-handed person it made sense to
me to start with the slice on the left and work
toward the right, in other words, to move
along the way | read. But then | wondered —

what do left-handed people do?

In fact, | wondered how people make multi
cream cheese and jelly sandwiches? Do
they make them one at a time or assembly

line fashion?

So | sent out a survey, as follows:

1. When making the sandwich do you start

with the cream cheese or the jelly?

2. Assuming you have two slices of bread

do you smear the cream cheese on the



piece of bread on the left side or on the

right? Are you left or right handed?

3. If you are making more than one
sandwich at a time do you go cream
cheese jelly cream cheese jelly or
cream cheese cream cheese jelly jelly,

etc.?

4. What is your favorite kind of jelly or jam?

| sent the survey out to twenty people and
received thirteen replies. It is here that |
found out some people have not only never
made a cream cheese and jelly sandwich —
but they never even heard of it! This just
about blew my mind! Is this sandwich a New

York cultural food?! | ask you!

The following are the results of the survey
(with peanut butter in some cases

imaginatively substituted for cream cheese):

e 6 people do cream cheese on the left

slice and jelly on the right slice of bread.

e 4 do cream cheese on the right slice
and jelly on the left (handedness did not

seem to affect the result)

e 1 put cream cheese on a lower slice of

bread and jelly on a slice above it



e 2 put cream cheese and jelly on the
same slice and covered with a slice that

was dry.

As for multiple sandwiches:

5 people do cream cheese cream

cheese jelly jelly, assembly line fashion

2 people do cream cheese jam cream

cheese jam

4 people make a single sandwich at a
time

e | person stacks the bread in an upward
line with cream cheese on the left and
jam on the right and doing all the cream

cheese first

Furthermore, several people volunteered
their routine for cleaning the knife between
or after making sandwiches, including one
person who said he licked the knife clean.

(Editor’s note: hopefully after he was done.)

Moving along to favorite jelly or jam, some
participants offered more than one choice
but the clear winner was raspberry with 5
votes. Strawberry and apricot garnered 3

votes each and grape also received 3 votes



(2 for jam and 1 for jelly). Marmalade, cherry,
blueberry and blackberry each received a
single vote. Brand names were never
mentioned but one voter reminisced about

jam that was home-made.

And, with that, the story concludes...

*Back in the day, bottles of milk were placed
in a little crate outside the front door. The
delivery man gathered up the “empties” and
replaced them with fresh bottles of milk. In
the Bronx, in the apartment buildings, we

knew recycling before it ever was a fashion!

END



Kitchen Magic

By Linne Marsh

Before AllRecipies.com, Pinterest, and
cooking blogs with pointless narrations that
force us to click “jump to recipe,” | had
Grandma LaMae. Food is her love language,
and she inspired a love of food for her

grandchildren.



Her skills in the kitchen are true magic, not
to mention revolutionary. (She charcuteried
before it was a thing.) Much like a Google
search, her mind processed ingredients from
her cupboard into culinary masterpieces. |
once watched her turn mayo, chicken,
apples, and macaroni into the best casserole

I've ever had. There wasn'’t a recipe.

The best part about being at Grandma'’s
house was that the kitchen never closed.
Some of my earliest memories involve sitting
on a stool, watching her bustle around the
Kitchen, whipping up whatever order | threw
at her: Scrambled eggs? Done. Chicken
salad and crackers? It appeared on a paper

plate. If | dreamt it, she could make it.

Despite countless hours in the kitchen with
my Grandma LaMae, | never developed a
passion for cooking. Watch, yes. Assist with
chopping a rogue vegetable, sure. Eat,
definitely. But the actual dishes she
produced in the kitchen felt unattainable,

especially when | moved out on my own.

| was a sophomore in college living in an

apartment for the first time. After being



spoiled by dorm life and a cafeteria where
my meal prep was loading food on a plate, |
faced a bleak food existence. The creativity
of making an incredible dish from cereal,
apples, bagels, lunch meat, and macaroni
and cheese was lost to me. Maybe it

skipped a generation?

| called the chef for food advice. Grandma
LaMae’s cheery voice greeted me. “Linné!

How’s school?”

“It's good. But Grandma, | can’t eat any more

sandwiches.”

Her explosive laugh made me hold the
phone from my ear. | smiled. She always did

things big.

It was like she was holding so much joy she
had to let it out in one sound. As she shifted
to Chef Brain, her voice ramped up. “I've got

a really easy one for you.”

She never wrote down her recipes, so | was
doubtful I could execute what she had in

mind.



“Oh, yeah?”

“Yeah. It's green chili enchiladas. So easy
your grandpa could make them. Get a pen

and paper.”

There was a bright ray of hope. If Grandpa
Rolly could do it, so could I. | dug through my
backpack for a pen. “Alright, give it to me.”

She rattled off the ingredients and
directions. | scrunched my face while staring

at the hastily scrawled list. “That’s it?”

“That’s it. Tell me how it goes.”

| nodded to myself, trying to reinforce my

confidence. “Alright. | will.”

| begged my roommate Lauren for a ride to
the store. In return, | offered a dinner that |
hoped would be better than our recent diet

of Easy Mac.



In our cozy townhouse kitchen, and armed
with the necessary ingredients, | followed
Grandma LaMae’s instructions to the letter. |
pulled a rotisserie chicken to shreds with my
bare hands. (Yes, | washed them first.) |
mixed sour cream, a can of cream of chicken
soup, and a can of green chilies like a pro.
Then | rolled up chicken in tortillas twenty
times before smothering it all in the creamy
mixture. For the finishing touch, | sprinkled
on the shredded cheddar cheese. Finally, |
loaded the flimsy tin baking trays into the
oven and uttered a prayer that this would

work.

For thirty minutes, our tiny kitchen marinated
in the pleasant aroma that only a home-
baked meal can provide. My stomach
growled just as the oven dinged. | pulled out
piping hot enchiladas. The smell was a
siren’s call to my roommates, drawing them
away from studying and reruns of America's
Next Top Model.

Tricia strolled into the kitchen. “What'd you

make?”



In a voice barely above a whisper, Lauren

said, “Enchiladas.”

Becca and Natalie walked downstairs.
Natalie breathed in the Mexican spice.

“Mmmm!”

Misty opened the front door and perked up
with a smile as soon as she stepped in the

living room. “Smells like Mexican.”

Lauren glanced at me, her eyebrows raised

in question.

| nodded once, signaling that yes, we would

share.

Apparently, if you cooked it, they would
come. Home-cooked meals were rare at
school, and it seemed selfish to chow down
on food in front of my friends. She grabbed
six plates, and my heart performed a drum
solo in my chest. What if | poisoned people |

cared about with my lousy cooking skills?



Forcing aside my insecurity, | plated the
warm, gooey creations and served a wide-
eyed audience of six hungry young adults.
Silence filled our normally raucous
apartment as each person took their first
bite.

| stared at my plate, took a deep breath, and
plunged my fork into my steamy portion. The
moment the creamy chicken and tortilla
touched my tongue, it transported me back
to the stool in my grandma’s kitchen,
watching her bound from fridge to
cupboard, sprinkling here and slicing there. |
opened my eyes and sighed. It tasted so

much better than a turkey sandwich.

| still don’t have her skill level in the kitchen,
but that night | learned that Grandma’s magic
was transferable. This enchilada recipe has
evolved to more than filling grateful college
student’s tummies. This recipe feeds new
moms and their families, comforts the
grieving, and helps my family usher in the
New Year. Grandma LaMae’s legacy of food
and love lives on in the simplicity of Green
Chili Chicken Enchiladas that even | (and

Grandpa Rolly) can make.



Green Chili Chicken
Enchiladas

e [ aMae Gudmundson
e Servings: 5

e Oven Temperature: 350 degrees

Ingredients:

e Rotisserie Chicken

e 10 to 20 Tortillas (ten if you want really
stuffed enchiladas, 20 if you use less

chicken)
e 10.5 0z Sour Cream
e 10.5 oz Cream of Chicken Soup
e 3 0z can Green Chilies

e Shredded cheddar cheese (No one can
tell you how much. You measure with

your heart))

Directions: Preheat the oven to 350
degrees. Shred the rotisserie chicken. Place
the shredded pieces of chicken into the
tortillas. Roll them up and line them in a 9x13
baking dish. You can usually fit ten. Mix

cream of chicken soup, sour cream, and



green chilies in a bowl. (Pro tip: use the
cream of chicken soup can to measure your
sour cream. Then you don’t have to dirty a
dish or buy a measuring cup.) Dump the
mixture on top of the enchiladas and spread
it out so each one is covered. Then sprinkle
cheese on top. Bake in the oven for about

30 minutes, or until it’s all heated.

END



Mrs. Blatz’s
—ruitcake

By Allison Rigby

According to the U.S. Census, over sixteen
million men served during World War Il. In
response to the labor market shortage
created by this mass male exodus, women
were called upon to fill the traditionally male

jobs that needed to be done to keep our



country running. My Grandma June’s
contribution toward this effort was managing
a Chevron station in Los Angeles where my
family is from. Grandma June was one of the
friendliest and outgoing people I've ever
known and had many happy and loyal
customers. One of them was Mrs. Blatz, who
came in regularly to get gas, have her car
serviced, and chat with Grandma June. As
luck would have it, Mrs. Blatz’s son and my
Grandpa Joe served in the same unit in the
army and fought alongside one another in
Italy and Northern Africa. During Christmas
one year, Mrs. Blatz gave Grandma June a
fruitcake to thank her for her kindness and
friendship during an otherwise dark time in
her life. Recipes are perhaps sweetest when
shared between friends. This one ended up
becoming a family favorite and a staple at
holiday gatherings. The Chevron station,
which is still there today on the corner of
Barrington and Sunset, was declared a

cultural historic monument in 1988.

RECIPE

Ingredients

e 1% C. granulated sugar



e 5 C. vegetable oil

e 2 eggs, beaten

e 1C. milk

e 1tsp. apple cider vinegar
e 2 C. all-purpose flour

e 2 T cocoa

e ]tsp. ground cinnamon
e 1tsp. Baking soda

e ]tsp. vanilla extract

e 2> walnut pieces

e 5 C.raisins

¢ 5 dates, halved

e 5 C. maraschino cherries, halved

DIRECTIONS

Add oil to sugar and mix well. Add beaten
eggs. In a separate bowl, mix milk and
vinegar and set aside. Mix dry ingredients
(flour, cocoa, cinnamon, and baking soda).
Add half of the dry ingredients to the oil,
sugar, and egg mixture and mix well. Add
remaining dry ingredients with milk and
vinegar mixture and mix well. Combine both
mixtures and blend on high speed in an

electric mixer for three minutes. After



combining ingredients, fold in vanilla,
walnuts, dates, and cherries. Pour into
greased and floured Bundt pan and bake at
350 degrees for one hour. If using a loaf
pan, increase cooking time by 15 minutes.

Cool on wire rack before slicing.

END



The Brick’s
Kick-Ass Chili

By Allison Rigby

When | was a young teen in the 90s, | loved
watching a show called Northern Exposure.
As a young cook, my parents gave me a
Northern Exposure Cookbook one year for
Christmas. It's one of my favorite cookbooks

of all time and is filled with recipes from



episodes of the show as well as
introductions from the cast members who
cooked them. Some are silly and would
probably not be feasible to replicate for
most of us, like Joel’s Roast Grouse or
Reindeer Sausage. But some of them, like
this recipe for chili con carne, are fantastic!
It's an easy recipe but really time consuming,
so | only make it on special occasions. For
the past few years, I've been making it for
Christmas Eve, which | serve with scratch-
made corn muffins—| swear by the recipe on
the side of the Albers cornmeal box. | also
like to make a big batch the night before a
camping trip. After a long drive and setting
up camp, it's great to have something you
can just heat and serve. | have fond
memories of camping with my family in
Carpinteria, California on crisp October
weekends. We would crowd around a
crackling campfire in our flannel shirts and
bare feet, listen to the crashing waves of the
Pacific sparkling under the autumn moon,

and share this dish together.

INGREDIENTS

e (6 slices uncooked thick bacon, cut into

lardons



2 large yellow onions, peeled and

chopped

e 5 Ibs. lean beef chuck, trimmed and cut

into V2 inch cubes

e 128 0z. can whole tomatoes (can also

use stewed or crushed)

e 2 ' cups beef broth (| use Better Than

Bouillon brand)
e V4 cup ground cumin
e 1T dried oregano
e 1T ground coriander
e 1tsp cayenne pepper
e 2 T chili powder
e 1tsp kosher salt

e 4 cloves garlic, peeled and finely

chopped (or 4 tsp jarred fresh garlic)

e Vegetable oil (if needed)

DIRECTIONS

1. In a large skillet, fry bacon over medium
heat for 5-6 minutes until crisp. Then,
transfer to a large stockpot using a

slotted spoon.

2. Add onion to skillet, reduce heat to low,

and cook until onions begin to wilt and



turn translucent (about 5 minutes).

Transfer to pot.

3. If there is insufficient bacon fat
remaining for browning beef chuck, add
vegetable oil to the skillet. Sauté beef, a
few cubes at a time, until just browned
on all sides, adding to pot as meat is

browned.

4. Add tomatoes and their juice to the pot,
crushing slightly with the side of a

spoon. Add remaining ingredients.

b. Raise heat to high and bring to a boil.
Skim off any fat or foam that rises to the
top. Lower heat and simmer, uncovered,
for about 3 hours, until meat is very

tender and sauce is thick.

6. Serve in deep bowls and serve with
fresh corn muffins or warm tortillas.
Garnish with shredded sharp cheddar or
pepper jack cheese, finely chopped
purple onion, chopped cilantro, and sour
cream —OR- whatever toppings you

desire. Enjoy!

*For a smoky, spicy chili add 2-3 dried
chipotles or canned chipotles in adobo

before bringing to a boil.

END






Hot Milk Cake

By Marianne Barry Moriarty

My grandmother, Anne McDevitt Gaffney
(1884 -1974), was born in Middleton, England,
and immigrated to the U.S. in the first
decade of the twentieth century. She settled
in Ipswich, Massachusetts, and she and her
husband, Joseph, raised 3 children there.
She was my Nana, and she was a master

baker. Fortunately, those skills and recipes



have been passed down to her children,
grandchildren, great-grandchildren, and
great-great grandchildren. A family favorite
is her Hot Milk Cake.

Recipe

My granddaughter, Nina, was attending ASU
Prep Digital for 4th grade, and she was a
member of her class’s Broadcast Club. One
week she presented a video to her peers
wherein she demonstrated how to make her
great-great grandmothers hot milk cake.
Nina was so proud to show off her baking
skills and to present something she doubted
anyone had ever tasted. Nina is MY Nana's
great-great-granddaughter, and she's
continuing the family tradition of baking the
all-purpose hot milk cake. And Nina chose
ASU Prep Digital to share her family recipe
with.

Ingredients

e 2 eggs
e 1 cup of sugar

e 1 cup of flour



e 1tsp baking powder

e 1tsp vanilla

Add %2 cup hot milk with 1tbs. butter melted

in it

Mix all ingredients together and putin
greased and floured pan. Bake at 350
degrees for 30 minutes. When cake is
cooled, sprinkle confectioners’ sugar on top.
This cake is NEVER frosted traditionally.

END



NANA's
SCORN

By Marianne Barry Moriarty

My grandmother, Anne McDevitt Gaffney
(1884 -1974), was born in Middleton, England,
and immigrated to the U.S. in the first
decade of the twentieth century. She settled
in Ipswich, Massachusetts, and she and her

husband, Joseph, raised 3 children there.



She was my Nana, and she was a master
baker. Fortunately, those skills and recipes
have been passed down to her children,
grandchildren, great-grandchildren, and
great-great grandchildren. A family favorite

is her Scorn.

To my generation, Nana’s Scorn was a staple
of our diet. She made it for breakfast, for
lunch, and if no common dessert was
available for dinner, we'd have more scorn. It
was served warm; it was served cold. It was
buttered, or not. And we never tired of it.
Traditionally, Nana made it with raisins, but
blueberries could substitute. Nana said it
was something her mother could make
quickly in the cold northern England winters
and have it ready when her husband and
children were ready for work and school. |
learned later that the word “scorn” is
primarily used for this tasty concoction up
north near Manchester, whereas “scone” is
used in London and its surroundings.
Whatever it’s called, my Nana’s Scorn has
stood the test of time, albeit today my family
prefers it with blueberries, whereas my
generation was definitely for raisins in it.

Enjoy!



Ingredients

This can be made with either raisins or

frozen blueberries.

2 cups of flour
¥ cup sugar
3 tsp. baking powder

“nearly half a tub of butter,” but that
translates to 1/8 Ib.

1 cup of raisins (first put them in a dish of
boiling water, then rinse them with cold
water and strain them ... this way they

won't stick together)

Recipe

Put flour under all of this concoction and mix

it up, like you would pie dough. Put it in an

8” greased pan, and if you choose to use

frozen blueberries in lieu of raisins, just stick

them into the dough one-by-one, while

they’re still frozen at this point in the

process.



Great Nana always put milk on top of it and
marked the dough with a cross. Cook at 350

degrees for 15-20 minutes.

END
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Cultured
Butter and
Gems

By Karolyn McCain

As a young child, Karolyn grew up in rural
lowa farm country, less than a mile from her
grandparents’ farm. This was the original

organic farm. Everything was organic; there



were no chemicals because the farm
animals provided fertilizer for the soil of a
huge vegetable garden, berry vines, and
multiple fruit trees. Purebred beef cattle,
dairy cattle, hogs, and chickens were raised
on the farm, so beef, pork, chicken, eggs,
milk, and cream were readily available to
use and eat. Through canning, and later
freezing, they had plenty of food year-round.
Hard work paired with the organic farm
produced the basics for living and survival
except for flour, sugar, salt, and pepper,
which were purchased at the local grocery
three miles away. Karolyn grew up
surrounded by family, eating three

homemade meals a day.

Time was often spent in the kitchen at
Karolyn’s grandparents’ house helping
prepare the food from a stool she needed to
reach the countertop. After the cows were
milked, the milk was separated into skim
milk and heavy cream. The milk was for
drinking and feeding animals; the cream was
used for cooking and making butter. Karolyn
would often turn the crank on the beater in
the jar of cream, which resulted in butter.
Since the little refrigeration that was
available was in the form of an icebox,

sometimes the cream was not fresh sweet



cream butter like you would buy at the
supermarket today. Instead, it was flavorful
and had a tangy taste because it had begun

to ferment.

Fast forward half a lifetime to retirement from
accounting and software. Karolyn was
encouraged by the James Beard award-
winning chef and co-owner of the Scottsdale
restaurant, FnB, Charleen Badman, to
develop recipes for yogurt, ricotta cheese,
and cultured butter from the knowledge she
had gained from churning cream in her
grandmother’s kitchen as a child. The
recipes Karolyn developed had an emphasis
on cooking from scratch and getting back to
healthier eating. She then used these
recipes as a prep chef in Charleen’s

restaurant.

Cultured Butter Recipe

This is today’s version of Karolyn’s
grandmother’s butter. Making cultured butter
in today’s methods requires some
experience to determine when the pure
cream is ready to beat, based on the age of
the cream, texture, taste, degree of

fermentation, and an eye for both when the



butter is ready to be separated from the
buttermilk and for when it achieves the level
of clean needed to preserve freshness. This
takes practice and familiarity with how the
cream performs in different environments,
which are influenced by weather, indoor
temperature, humidity, and time. The added
creme fraiche, yogurt or buttermilk should
be ‘clean’, with no added ingredients or
thickeners and containing only diary and the

live cultures listed on the ingredient label.

One quart of heavy cream yields
approximately one pound of cultured butter
and approximately one pint of live cultured
buttermilk, which can be used in other
recipes or to culture the next batch of

cultured butter.

Ingredients

e One quart of heavy cream (not ultra-

pasteurized)

e 1/3 cup creme fraiche OR live culture
whole milk yogurt OR live culture
buttermilk (with no added ingredients,

see above)



Instructions

e Place ingredients in large bowl, stir to
blend

e Cover with plastic wrap and leave at
room temperature until it becomes thick
and tastes tangy, which could take from
12 — 36 hours depending upon the

environment discussed above

e Refrigerate until the internal temperature
reaches 55 — 65 degrees fahrenheit,

which makes the beating easier.

e With a mixer, beat until the butter fat
separates from the butter milk, which

happens in stages:

e The cream becomes fluffy and expands

to a whipped cream texture
e T[he cream becomes grainy.

e The cream begins to separate into small

clumps and liquid, which splatters easily

e Continue beating until the clumps

adhere together into one big lump

e Press the large clump against the bowl
side with a wooden spoon or spatula to

extract additional liquid

e Pour liquid into another container using
a sieve to retain any small pieces of
butter



e Continue pressing the lump to extract as
much liquid as possible, and pour off
until you have a single large clump of
butter

e \Wash the butter with ice water 4 — 5
times and continue pressing the lump

each time until the water runs clear
e Add a sprinkle of salt, if desired
e Pack in container or form into blocks

e Refrigerate or freeze

Karolyn also has fond memories of savoring
warm bread that her grandmother called
Gems, which was eaten with melting butter.
Karolyn’s memory of the pan being taken out
of the oven lingers, but there was no written
recipe. They were baked with a handful of
this, a pinch of that, a teacup of something
else, all in an oven with a wood-burning
stove. The oven temperature was regulated
by stirring the coals or adding another log to

the fire.

*1899 Photo of Katie Shepard Simpson



Hand-Written
Cornmeal
Dumplings

By Karolyn McCain

When recipes were written, they were often
simple ingredient lists with few instructions.
Below is a hand-written recipe for cornmeal

dumplings, pasted in a notebook along with



newspaper clippings of other recipes that
Karolyn’s mother had gathered. The recipe
was her Grandmother’s, handed down by
Karolyn’s Mother, who often wrote recipes
on the back of envelopes while hearing it on
the radio, a tradition which Karolyn follows
today by subscribing to food magazines,
buying cookbooks, and searching online for

recipes.

Hand-Written Cornmeal
Dumplings Recipe

Karolyn reached out to her siblings and
cousins to confirm her memory of Gems.
She found recipes online and on flour
packaging to attempt to re-create their
recollection of Gems, which consisted of
barely leavened whole grain flour, enhanced
by buttermilk and molasses. The gems were
dense in texture and were made in a
shallow, approximately three-inch diameter
muffin pan. Here are the results of many

iterations of recipe testing.

Gems Recipe



Makes 12 gems

Ingredients

1.5 cups bran

1.5 cups whole wheat flour

1teaspoon baking soda

1teaspoon salt

1 cup buttermilk

1 cup molasses

* legg

Instructions

1. Blend dry ingredients
2. stirin wet ingredients

3. combine and bake at 350 degrees for
12 — 14 minutes (longer if using a typical

muffin pan or loaf pan)

END



Arroz con
Pollo de Costa
RICa

By Michael D. Winans

When this project started, Mike was a newly-
minted Doctor, having just earned his PhD
from Arizona State University in Linguistics

and Applied Linguistics, with a main area of



focus in computer-assisted language
learning. This seems off-topic, but Costa
Rica was where the initial flame was ignited
for his interest in studying the processes of
teaching and learning English as an
additional language. Along with this, Costa
Rica was where he learned to cook many of
the common dishes of the Tico diet,

including Arroz con Pollo.

He arrived in Heredia, Costa Rica, in 2005 to
study Spanish at the Universidad Nacional.
After completing his year of study abroad,
he decided to stay and live in Costa Rica,
where the only jobs he knew he could get
were as an English teacher. Grocery
shopping was different from being state-side
because fresh fruits and vegetables were
plentiful while anything in a box, can, or jar
that had been processed was quite
expensive. The two major staples that make
an appearance on most plates are black
beans and rice, which are combined to
make the Tico favorite Gallo Pinto for
breakfast.

The meal that is often eaten at celebrations
is Arroz con Pollo, which directly translates
to Rice with Chicken. It is a simple and

hearty dish that he learned to make during



his time there. He would make this meal and
often have it for lunch while grading papers
or in between teaching English classes. This

recipe is shared below.

Arroz con Pollo Recipe

Ingredients

¢ 1lb chicken, bone-in

e | cube/tablespoon chicken bouillon
e 15 cupsrice

e 2.25 cups of chicken stock

e 3 cloves garlic, minced

e 1 cup fresh green beans, chopped to 1

inch
e 5 cupscorn
e 1 cup diced onion
e 1 cup diced bell pepper
e | cup peeled, sliced carrots
e 1 bunch of cilantro, chopped
e 2 tablespoon olive oil

e 7tablespoon achiote/spiced annatto
paste (or powder if paste is not

available)



Instructions

Chicken Preparation

1. Add chicken bullion to 4 cups boiling

water; dissolve

2. Boil chicken until fully cooked (remove

skin before boiling to lessen fat content)
3. Reserve 3 cups of chicken stock

4. Remove skin, bone, and cartilage: shred

chicken into consumable pieces



Rice Preparation

1. Place pan with 1tablespoon olive oil on

medium-high heat

2. Add half the onion and bell pepper to
hot oil

3. Cook until onions become slightly

translucent

4. Add mixture to rice cooker pot with rice
and stir to mix with rice and coat it with

the oil

5. Add chicken stock and cook

Combine

1. Place pot with 1tablespoon olive oil on

medium-high heat

2. Add remainder of the onion and bell
pepper and the corn, carrots, green
beans to hot oil; stir occasionally for 2

minutes

3. Add garlic and mix; stir constantly for 1-2

minutes or until garlic browns

4. Add achiote, rice mixture and chicken to
the pot; combine until rice is fully coated

by achiote



5. Fold in cilantro to the pot and fold into

mixture

Serve topped with 2 tablespoons of natilla
(Crema Mexicana/sour cream) and sriracha

for spice. Enjoy!

END



A Legacy of
—avorite
Recipes

By Betsy Schneider

Historically in my family the favorite food
recipe has been “Pasties” (pronunciation
short “a”). Pasties have a history in many

countries and a variation of recipes that all




measure up to a meat and potato pie. My
recipe tends to lean towards the English or

Cornish version.

Pasties were a favorite for miners. Miners
worked hard and needed solid nutrition to
keep going. They would put the Pastie on
top of machinery and let it warm up. It could
be held in their hands to eat making it easy
to eat and easy to carry in their lunchbox. My
great grandfathers and my grandfathers

worked in the mines.

My recipe consists of a pie crust type of
pastry. The original recipe from my family
consists of flour, lard, suet and salt. The suet
helps to make it a strong crust so that it
won’t fall apart when handled. Mine were
filled with beef and pork, cut into bitesize
pieces, potatoes, peeled and cut into
bitesize slices do not use a food processer,
and chopped onion. Options: add rutabagas,
turnips, carrots... | preferred to keep it basic
for those who don’t care for those veggies. |

served a fresh lettuce salad as the side dish.

The bonus is, in our family, this is a special
time that we spend together. Because these

take some time to prepare, we make it a



special family gathering. When the family
gets wind of a “Pastie Making Day”, they all
want some. | tell them if they want them they
better be here to help. We've prepared 60
pasties in one setting. Everyone wants to eat

one but they also want to take some home.

This is so scrumptious and the smell of them
cooking is to die for. Once you eat one you
are hooked. This generation, of fat free, carb
free addicts, resists the idea of creating
them because they can’t resist the
temptation to eat them when available. Go
for it. You won’t worry about the pounds

when you are devouring the prize.

Pasties Recipe (4)

For Pastie Crust

Mix together:

2 cups flour
e ]tsp salt
e 3 cup lard

e 4 cup beef suet (if not available use all
lard)



After mixing well, add water and milk
(measurements below) alternately until you

have pie crust.

e 4 cup water

e 2 cup milk

Divide into 4 sections work with it kneading

it with your hand.

Roll out to pie pan size

Add 2 cups of filling and fold in half. Place
pat of butter on top of filling. Roll the edges
in and press them to seal. Poke top of Pastie

a couple of times to provide a vent.

For Filling

Mix the following together:

e 3 potatoes medium to large (peeled and

sliced, do not use food processor)

e 1 medium onion (chopped)



e 1lb of pastie meat (beef or pork or both,

| like both) cut in bite size pieces

e Salt and pepper to taste

Bake at 375 degrees for 15 minutes. Then
bake at 350 for an hour or until golden

brown.

END



By Katherine Santana

| came home—a small cream-colored house
off the highway, with a perpetual film of gray
dust. On the kitchen counter, only a short
distance from where | stood, | could see two
jars of tomato sauce, a large bag of
shredded mozzarella, a jar of ricotta,
packaged ground beef, sweating off a thaw

in the hot New England air, lasagna noodles,



tomatoes, onions, peppers, cilantro, and a

baking pan.

This could only mean one thing...Mami was
planning on making her notoriously,
deliciously cheesy (try building interest,
keeping your readers interest, “delicious” is

expected) lasagna.

| sat my backpack on the dining room table,
which was conveniently near the front door
and walked to the kitchen. As | stroked the
surfaces of the vegetables—the plump Roma
tomatoes, the leafy cilantro, the smooth
peppers, and lumpy onions—| wondered
how much of my Mami’s lasagna recipe | had
memorized. | was known as the hungry one
of the family. | could always be found with
my head in the refrigerator, or next to Mami
as she prepared her concoctions of
culturally inspired recipes. My mother’s
ingredients were influenced by her
Honduran upbringing, her ten-year affair
with Caribbean cuisine, and the place she

now called home—America.

Instinctively | knew | had also been
influenced by these and | asked myself—

could | make my Mami’s lasagna?



recipe:

| opened the drawer and pulled out the
serrated knife, which | had seen my mother
handle like a magic wand many times. She
often reminded me that in her country girls
cooked as soon as they could walk. My cuts
were shaky and no matter how careful | tried
to be, the jagged cuts busted through the
tomatoes’ skin, making its guts spill out onto
my hands. | couldn’t help but think these
were not my mother’s quick and clean cuts,
done with a careful balance of risk and
safety. This made me more determine to
make the lasagna, however. | had to prove |
was the efficient prodigy of womanhood.
And with this resolve every cut came easier,

although not exact.

After cutting the vegetables, | took a stab at
the ground beef, stripped its plastic wrap,
dumped it into a hot pot, and showered it
with the green, red, and yellow uneven—
almost laughable—cubes I'd cut. It looked
beautiful. While the meat simmered, |
doused the baking pan with cooking oil,
boiled the noodles, and prep the cheese

and ricotta.



Smells danced in the air, making me giddy
and | moved my hips like Mami in the
Kitchen.

“Recuerda, if it's pink, it's not done,” Mami
would caution as she wagged the mixing
spoon in my direction. So, | checked for pink
in the meat. It was brown and the vegetables
tender. Next came the tomato sauce. When
the tomato sauce bubbled up like lava,
burying the meat and vegetable underneath

it, | turned off the stovetop burner.

| looked up into the distance trying to
remember the order of ingredients in the
lasagna. An image came to me of Mami’s
brown self-manicured hands carefully
placing lasagna noodles into the baking pan,
then smearing ricotta, then layering ground
beef, then drizzling cheese, a lot of cheese,

and repeating.

The oven! You must preheat the oven! The
thought came to me in Mami’s voice. |
contemplated for a few seconds the right
temperature. | made a quick decision—400
degrees must be right. Not too low or too
high.



| reached for the first noodle, but it quickly
fell through my fingers and onto the floor.
Our dog, who was up to this point
dispassionately watching from afar,
meandered into the kitchen gave me a
sideways glance and quickly ran off with the

noodle. It didn’t fall from his grip.

When Mami came home a pan of cheesy
lasagna sat on the dining table covered in
aluminum foil. | was on the couch reading a
tattered Mary Shelley's Frankenstein when |
heard her close the front door then lift the
aluminum foil. A joyous screech followed.
She rushed into the living room with her
purse still hanging from her shoulder, “I'm so

proud of you!”

ingredients:

two jars of tomato sauce

a large bag of shredded mozzarella

a jar of ricotta

4 Ibs packaged ground beef

box of lasagna noodles

2 tomatoes

1 onions



e 1 green pepper
e 1yellow pepper

e handful of cilantro

Credits:
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shape of food health for heart."
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