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Foreword

by ELIZABETH GILBERT

 

 

This cookbook has been around my family a lot longer than I have. At Home on the Range was first published in 1947, back when my father—now a grey-bearded man in flannel shirts—was a towheaded toddler in droopy pants. The book was dedicated to my Aunt Nancy, whom the author described as a five-year-old child already in possession of the “two prime requisites of a good cook: a hearty appetite and a sense of humor.” (Nancy is still in possession of both those fine qualities, I am happy to say, but she is now a grandmother.) The copy of the cookbook that I inherited belonged to my own grandmother, our beloved and long-gone Nini, whose penciled notes (“Never apologize for your cooking!”) are still in the margins. The book was written by her mother—my great-grandmother—who was a cooking columnist for the Wilmington Star, and who died of alcoholism long before I was born. Her name was Margaret Yardley Potter, but everyone in my family called her Gima, and until this year, I had never read a word of her writing.

Of course, I’d seen the book on family bookshelves, and had certainly  heard the name Gima mentioned with love and longing, but I’d never actually opened the volume. I’m not sure why. Maybe I was busy. Maybe I was prejudiced, didn’t expect much from the writing: the original jacket photo shows a kindly white-haired woman with set curls and glasses, and maybe I thought the work would reflect that photo—dated and ordinary, JELL-O and SPAM. Or maybe I am just a fool, willing to travel the world in pursuit of magic and exoticism while ignoring more intimate marvels right here at home.

 



The author photo from the first edition.
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All I can say is that I finally picked up Gima’s cookbook this spring at the age of forty-one, when I found it at the bottom of a box, which I was finally unpacking because I was finally settling into the house where I hope and pray to finally stay put. I cracked it open and read it in one rapt sitting. No, that ’s not entirely true: I wasn’t really sitting, or at least not for long. After the first few pages, I jumped up and dashed through the house to find my husband, so I could read parts of it to him: Listen to this! The humor! The insight! The sophistication! Then I followed him around the kitchen  while he was making our dinner (lamb shanks), and I continued reading aloud as we ate. Then the two of us sat for hours over the dirty dishes, finishing a bottle of wine and taking turns reading the book to each other by candlelight.

By the end of the night there were three of us sitting at that table.

Gima had come to join us, and she was wonderful, and I was in love.
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What you have to understand about my great-grandmother, first and foremost, was that she was born rich. Not stinkin’ rich—not Park Avenue rich, or Newport rich—but late nineteenth-century Main Line Philadelphia rich, which was still pretty darn rich. I tend to forget that we ever had that strain of wealth and refinement in our family (probably because both were long spent by the time I arrived) but—decidedly unlike her descendants—Gima grew up with sailboats and lawn tennis, white linens and Irish servants, social registers and debutante balls.

The young Margaret Yardley was not a beauty. That would ’ve been her little sister, Elizabeth (for whom I was named.) A family visitor, introduced to both girls when they were in their teens, let his eyes rest on my great-grandmother and said, “Well, you must be the one who cooks.” Well, yes, she was the one who cooked—and she also happened to be the charming and popular one. With such nice credentials, she probably could’ve married just about anyone. For reasons lost to history, she chose to marry my great-grandfather Sheldon Potter—a charismatic Philadelphia lawyer full of brains and temper and narcissism, who was witty but lacerating, sentimental but unfaithful, who’d passed the bar at age nineteen and could quote Herodotus in Greek, but who never developed a taste for work. (As one disapproving relative later diagnosed him, “He was too heavy for light work, and too light for heavy work.”)

Sheldon Potter did, however, develop a taste for fine living and for serious overspending. As a result, Gima slid deeper and deeper into reduced circumstances with every year of her life. As she relays (uncomplainingly!) in the first pages of her cookbook, over the course of her marriage she was “shuttled financially and physically between a twelve-room house in the suburbs, a four-room shack in the country, numerous summer cottages, and a small city apartment.” She passed the lean years of World War II on “an isolated and heatless farm on Maryland’s Eastern Shore,” which was probably the furthest imaginable cry from her classy Edwardian upbringing.

Listen, she made the best of it. For one thing, her financial troubles were not entirely Sheldon’s fault: Gima was quite the spendthrift herself, and she faced life with a Jazz Age sensibility that can best be summed up in one gleeful, reckless, consequence-be-damned word: Enjoy! Moreover, she had an instinct for bohemian living—maybe even a preference for it, and that instinct informs the winningly informal tone of At Home on the Range. While she admits, for instance, that “there is no substitute for either good food or a comfortable bed,” she submits that pretty much everything else in the material world can be substituted, or improvised, or gone without, or cobbled together from junk-store treasures. Books can be borrowed, wildflowers can be picked from roadside ditches, barrels can be transformed into perfectly good little tables, orange crates make for excellent chairs, cheap onions can replace expensive shallots without anyone ’s tasting the difference, and there ’s no need whatsoever to be ashamed of a kitchen that resembles “an old-fashioned tin peddler’s cart.” All your guests really need from you, Gima assures us, is your warm welcome, plenty of good food, and a steady supply of ice for cocktails. Provide that, she promises, and “a world of friends will beat a path to your door.”

So she did provide, and so a world of friends did beat a path to her door, but it should not be inferred that her life was necessarily easy just because her houseguests adored her. Married to a man whom my father  describes as “impossible,” constantly in debt (sometimes slipping out of foreclosed homes just ahead of the sheriff ’s arrival), struggling with the alcoholism that would periodically land her in psychiatric clinics and grim hospital wards, my creative but constrained great-grandmother was not the first or the last woman in the history of female hardship to take refuge in food.

 



Gima in her garden.
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Or rather, I should say, she took refuge both in food and in writing, because the voice that emerges on these pages is a literary delight as well  as a culinary one. Gima doesn’t just list her recipes here, she tells her recipes, with wit and self-confidence that make her sound like a cross between Dorothy Parker and M.F.K. Fisher. (Don’t overthink orange marmalade, she assures us in one typically bright passage: “Constant stirring and average intelligence is really all that ’s necessary.”) Gima was also a food sensualist, a quality all too often missing in American cookbooks from that era. Not only does she carefully explain how to bake a perfect loaf of bread, but just as the loaf is coming out of the oven she adds, “And if you can resist cutting off a big warm piece and spreading it thickly with butter, you’re not the girl I think.”

But what strikes me most, reading Gima’s cookbook, is that she was so far ahead of her time. At Home on the Range was published right between the end of World War II and the onset of 1950’s—right at that unfortunate moment in American culinary history when our country was embarking on its regrettable love affair with convenient and processed foods, with canned goods and electrical appliances, with powdered mashed potato mixes and easy-breezy marshmallow salads. Gima was having none of it. Instead, she encouraged her readers to explore, to dare, and most of all, to do it by hand. What follows is only a partial list of the recipes she was cheerleading while the rest of the country tucked into Birds Eye frozen peas and quick-heat TV dinners:

BRAINS WITH BLACK BUTTER

CHICKEN LIVERS FOR SIX

BEEF AND KIDNEY PIE

TONGUE

EELS (which she reports having first discovered during wartime meat shortages, and which, she believes, are so delicious they must be “devoured in a silence almost devout”)

TRIPE (which must be hand-scrubbed “like a bath towel” before cooking—a process that is, she swears, “more fun than it sounds”)

COCKSCOMBS WITH WINE (collected in buckets from puzzled local poultry farmers)

BOILED ROCK FISH (hand caught, and then hand-sewn into one of your husband’s old undershirts with a half-dozen other fresh ingredients)

WILD GRAPE JELLY (“picking the fruit yourself beneath a blue fall sky is half the pleasure”)

ANTIPASTO WITH FRESH SARDINES

SCRAPPLE

CALVES’ HEAD CHEESE (a “grand hot-weather snack!”)

MUSSELS (which she bemoans as being “an insufficiently known delight” on this side of the Atlantic)

And on it goes, making me wonder who was she writing this for?

These days, I have about twenty friends who would happily scrub raw tripe like a bath towel, or eat cockscombs straight off a freshly scalped rooster, but this is now, this is 2012, when unshrinking foodie exploration is all the rage. Gima, on the other hand, was writing at the dawn of the baby boom, when it wasn’t. This is perhaps why her book only came out in one edition. Maybe people weren’t yet ready for her appetites. Like mussels in mid-twentieth-century America, maybe she herself was doomed to be an insufficiently known delight.

But in both cases (with bivalves and great-grandmothers alike) better late than never, right? And Margaret Yardley Potter is certainly worth getting to sufficiently know now. Almost a generation before Julia Child, my great-grandmother was not merely a terrific cook, but also a dogged food reporter, an intrepid food explorer, and a curious food historian. She wasn’t afraid to wander back into the kitchen of some ritzy hotel or swanky transatlantic ocean liner to bribe a sauce recipe out of a flattered French chef. But she also managed—between contractions—to extract a fantastic pickle recipe from the friendly nurse who helped deliver her first child.

And speaking of motherhood, when Gima was hugely pregnant with  my grandmother (this would be 1918), she was eating her way through an Italian neighborhood in Philadelphia one day when she discovered “a warm, brownish red pastry” called “Italian tomato pie, or pizza,” and thereupon convinced “the ancient proprietress” of the shop to teach her how to make it. How many other respectable—and knocked up!—ladies from good Main Line Philadelphia families were wandering around immigrant neighborhoods in 1918, not only eating pizza with the denizens, but learning how to make it at home? She also learned how to make fricasseed rabbit from a Pennsylvania Dutch farm woman, baked beans from a handyman’s wife in a Maine fishing camp, and quick tea cookies from a handwritten cookbook she’d bought at a rural yard sale. (The elderly farmer who sold it to her claimed the book had been “his grandmom’s mom’s”—which means, as of today, that recipe is nearly two hundred years old. You can find it on page 121, and it’s lovely.)

 



Gima plucking a goose.
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It’s impossible to read all this lively writing and culinary exploration without wondering, My god, what might she have become? In a different time or place, what might Gima have made of all her curiosity and passion and talent? And that is the sad question that leads me to the story about my great-grandmother and Paris. Or, rather, the story that is almost about Paris.

The tale goes like this: In the mid-1930s, Margaret Yardley Potter walked out on her impossible husband Sheldon. She’d had enough of him. There was talk of a divorce. I don’t know how close they came to actually filing papers, but she definitely moved out and lived on her own for a while. (I suspect she may be referring to that episode when she writes in her cookbook that every woman should know how to mix her own cocktails, in case her husband is indisposed, or in case the hostess in question “lives alone and likes it.”) In any case, Gima left her husband and formulated a plan—or maybe we should call it a dream. She would take her teenage daughter and relocate to Paris, where they would live with her Uncle Charlie, who was an established portrait painter over there. (Her college-age son would stay back in the States and finish his schooling.)

According to family lore, there was something scandalous in Uncle Charlie’s past that had probably sent him over to Paris in the first place. There is talk that he might have had an affair with a married woman, which had driven him out of polite Philadelphia society. Whatever his transgressions, my great-grandmother cherished him. Uncle Charlie, in fact, makes several appearances in this cookbook, most notably when Gima relates visiting him in France as a young woman and eating a “thrilling lunch” in his lofty studio—“disappointingly empty of beautiful undraped women”—where she learned, by the end of the afternoon, how to mix a perfect vinaigrette. She also, quite obviously, learned from Uncle Charlie how to love France, and she always wanted to return there. You need only read two pages of her book to recognize that she belonged in France: it’s where her sensibilities’ standards could have been met, where her talents could have  been recognized, and where her confrères could have been found. Imagine the people she might have encountered there! Imagine the food she might have eaten! The books she might have written!

Well, she almost moved there, anyhow. I still have the passport photo of her and my young grandmother, seated together in silk dresses and perfect hairdos, looking regal and sophisticated and absolutely ready to hop on the next ocean liner… but they never went. Instead, Gima returned to her impossible husband, with her passport and daughter in tow. She remained with Sheldon until she died in her early sixties. He, on the other hand, remarried and lived quite happily until the age of ninety-nine and three quarters—drinking and eating and smoking and reading with rather impressive gusto right till the end. I was sixteen years old when he died, so I knew my great-grandfather well. He awed and delighted me, and gave me challenging reading assignments whenever I came to visit. I have always believed that his inspired bookishness was one of the reasons I became a writer. I didn’t realize until reading At Home on the Range that Gima may also have been a contributing factor to my vocation—that there may be such a thing as a Family Voice, and that I may have been lucky enough to have inherited some of mine from Margaret Yardley Potter.

Ultimately, I don’t know why Gima went back to her husband instead of pursuing her dream of Paris. Nobody knows. Maybe she didn’t have the cash or the courage to go. Or maybe she just missed him. I can tell you this much: every single reference she makes to that man in her cookbook is affectionate—but credibly affectionate, by which I mean that she writes of her husband fondly, but not without undertones of undisguised domestic tension. It sounds like a real marriage, in other words. A good example is her description of their kitchen blackboard, which, she reports, is frequently chalked over with teasing spousal messages like “Where did you put the bottle opener, you bum?” Cute, yes—though also telling, on many levels.

 



Margaret and Madeleine Potter.
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Whatever her reasons, she went back home. Something in me wishes she hadn’t, even though it would’ve changed our family history so dramatically that some of us—me, for instance—would not exist. It’s a silly wish. It’s always a naive instinct to want to rewrite history, anyhow, and there’s probably something particularly naive about my belief that Gima could’ve had a happier and healthier life as a divorced woman in Europe. The fact is, she was an alcoholic, and nobody’s alcoholism ever got cured by simply changing locations. (Certainly nobody’s alcoholism ever got cured by moving to Paris in the 1930s.) But still. You can imagine how she would have been in her element there. And if there is a heaven for cooks—and my great-grandmother insists in these very pages that “surely there is one”—then I would like to believe that Gima is in that heaven, and that it bears an uncanny resemblance to the country of France.
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Gima is still dearly missed within our family.

She died in 1955, but my relatives still get emotional when they talk about her. She was, it is consistently proclaimed, the most wonderful woman you ever knew. The funniest, the brightest, the most marvelous, the most loving, the center of every party. She could make a Christmas celebration pop like nothing you ever saw. My dad’s happiest memories of childhood were Christmases spent with Gima, when they would make edible ornaments by baking a loop of string straight into the cookies—the recipe is in this book!—and then they would hang the cookies directly on the tree… and then the family dogs would knock over the tree to get at the cookie-ornaments, but nobody seemed to care. Indeed, “nobody seemed to care” is how a lot of stories about my great-grandmother’s legendary parties end: she didn’t mind the furniture getting thrown around the room a little bit, it appears, as along as everyone was having fun.

She was certainly a warm and generous woman, as evidenced by her core tenets regarding hospitality, which include “Try not to forget your friends’ birthdays,” or “Be lavish with the coffee,” or “Try not to let those unexpected guests feel that you are embarrassed by their sudden appearance—half the time, they are a little embarrassed themselves.” I found myself quite moved by the chapter “Open Your Mouth and Say ‘Ah-ha,’” where Gima lists recipes that are good for sick friends who are stuck in the hospital. (These range from cinnamon buns or simple deviled eggs to—on the happy night before the patient’s release—a smuggled-in bottle of champagne and a celebratory tin of caviar.) Ask yourself if you have ever seen another gourmet cookbook in which recipes are included for hospitalized friends. And it goes beyond mere food! If the patient is a child, my great-grandmother further suggests, be sure to bring him a little goldfish in a glass bowl, or one of those tiny turtles you can buy at any pet store; this  will go far in easing a sick child’s boredom and loneliness. When I think of all the time Gima herself spent alone in hospitals and institutions, these pages feel only more poignant. I just hope somebody in her life was bringing her cinnamon buns and baby turtles.

So her loss is still felt keenly by all my relatives. But she outlived herself in some ways, if that makes sense. What I mean is—some parts of herself have outlasted other parts of herself, and can still be found, scattered among us.

Her kitchen has outlived her: My cousin Alexa has its contents—down to the least serviceable utensil—in her house in Baltimore.

Her recipes have outlived her: I grew up eating Gima’s chutney and Gima’s pickles, prepared by my Midwestern mother, who never met the woman, but who fell in love with the cookbook.

Her name has outlived her: my Uncle Nick named his daughter Margaret, in honor of his irreplaceable grandmother.

Her humor has outlived her: for instance, whenever we play cards in our family, we still say, “Help yourself to the stewed fruit,” which was the catchphrase Gima delivered every time she got dealt a lousy hand.

And her passions have outlived her, still manifesting themselves quite firmly, four generations later, through the pursuits and aspirations of her female descendants. Among her six great-granddaughters, three of us write for a living, one of us runs a restaurant, one of us is a hostess worthy of any recipe in this book, two of us are wizards at cards, two of us are trained historians and three of us found a way to live overseas. All of us love a good party. Gima also has two preteen great-great-granddaughters, who are not only charismatic and literary, but in whom the “prime requisites” of—yes!—“hearty appetite and sense of humor” have come down the pike utterly intact.

What I’m saying is, if you are influential enough and beloved enough, it turns out you can stick around for quite a while after you die.

When, in preparation for writing this essay, I asked my family for memories of Gima, my uncle Nick sent this email: “Christmas 1969. You are zero years old. Dad and Mom and me and Nancy your parents and you two kids are all squeezed into that little dining room on Moore Avenue, and there are candles, and John and I are back from the war, and everything’s just wonderful. Then your father says, ‘This would all be perfect if only Gima were here.’ And Mom sighed and said, ‘Well, that’s that.’”

Well, that is that.

We all wish she could’ve stuck around a lot longer, but what can you do? As Gima herself might’ve said, “Help yourself to the stewed fruit.” It is what it is, folks. She stayed as long as she could. But what she left behind was something quite remarkable. My hope, with this new edition of her cookbook, is that in our generation she will finally find her readers, her peers, her admirers, the culinary confrères she always deserved.

On Gima’s behalf, then, it is my great pleasure to make this introduction.

Enjoy.






For my granddaughter Nancy Root Gilbert who at the age of five years already has the two prime requisites of a good cook: A hearty appetite and a sense of humor
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 Introduction

by MARGARET YARDLEY POTTER

 

 

This is a book for simple cooking and entertaining, which in my case was learned the hard way, for I started housekeeping in the all-too-glorious early 1920s when servants and food were plentiful and cheap. Dinners, even for four, were always formal; while the best gold-edged place plates, white-capped maids and a fish course were expected when more than six sat down to partake of, though not always to enjoy, dinner.

My own formal entertaining had a short life and ended within the first three years of my married career. By then a small son and a baby daughter had appeared to complicate matters, and nurses who would pinch-hit as waitresses were becoming increasingly hard to find. Nevertheless I persevered with the formality my mother had preached, doing my best to live up to her beautiful standards of living. Until, finally, there arrived the fatal day when I prepared the dinner that was to honor a very important and dignified guest, little knowing it was to be my last affair of the sort.

It began with the usual telephone discussions, and the promise of  mother’s butler for the occasion. With her help this menu was finally evolved—we thought it a simple one, too:Cocktails Caviar 
Oysters on the half-shell with cocktail sauce 
Clear green turtle soup 
Broiled shad roe with sauce tartare in lemon baskets 
New potatoes with parsley butter 
Small brown bread sandwiches 
Sliced cucumbers in French dressing 
Celery Radishes Olives 
Broiled chicken New peas 
Hot rolls 
Fresh pineapple salad—served in the whole fruit 
Cream cheese Hot toasted water biscuits Bar-le-Duc





The whole was finished off by one of those wonderful three-decker meringues for which Philadelphia caterers are still famous—followed of course by coffee and brandy in the living room, and afterwards three sedate tables of bridge.

Came the day of the dinner and also the food I had ordered; but, too, by noon came the news that the borrowed butler was on his half-yearly binge and totally unable to buttle, while that juvenile delinquent, my thoughtless baby daughter, showed signs of developing croup, and demanded much more than her share of nurse’s attention. Undaunted, I rolled up my sleeves and, side by side with cook, went to work. She made tartare sauce while I cut lemon baskets, the edges of which looked as though they had been bitten instead of pinked. I sliced cucumbers and brown bread; she prepared chickens, shad roe and shelled endless peas. (No Mr. Birds Eye and his lovely ready-to-cook frozen kind in those unenlightened days!) I gave  up all thought of the salad and soup courses; and thanked heaven for the dependable caterer and his towering meringue which must, I felt, give my amputated dinner a final finishing touch of formality and splendor. By five in the afternoon everything was done—the lace-covered table sparkled with glass and silver, the best dishes stood ready in rows, and cook and I retired, she to snatch a short rest before her further work began, I to beautify what remained of me.

My pretty young sister, the second guest of honor, arrived at the house, bag and baggage, about six o’clock, listened with heartfelt sympathy to my tale of woe, swore she would be in there pitching as soon as she was dressed, then retired to her room, plugged in her electric vibrator and phft! every light in the house went out and, what’s more, stayed out all evening. One result of which was that it took an extra half-hour to round up two of our guests who, arriving on time and seeing our darkened windows, had gone home without ringing the bell, sure that they had mistaken the date; while the candles in the kitchen only seemed to intensify the gloomy depths from which cook’s voice spoke of an approaching nervous headache. Nurse, still radiating a slight croup-kettle odor of eucalyptus, announced dinner after the hurried cocktails, and my own nerves only relaxed when the remains of the juicy chicken that followed plump salt oysters and perfectly broiled shad roe, were removed from the table. Alas, things were going too well! Just as dessert was due a wail from the nursery caused the “waitress” to disappear like Cinderella at midnight, with a whisper to me that cook would surely be able to carry on for the concluding course. Resigned but confident, I pushed the kitchen buzzer, waited, pushed the buzzer, waited, pushed the buzzer, then tottered through the pantry door. There in the kitchen sat cook, head in hands amidst unstacked dishes and guttering candles, gazing out of tear-filled eyes at a partially unwrapped meringue. The threatened headache was a grim reality and the poor creature could barely get upstairs. Bravely trying to keep some remnant of  what I still felt was the necessary formality, I was just about to bring the meringue to the table when the guest of honor appeared in the kitchen and, with a heartening pat on my back, bore the icy pyramid to the dining-room sideboard where, amidst cheers, he announced himself as the new butler and proceeded to serve the dessert and jovially press second and third helpings with all the confidence of a stage “Jeems.” Coffee and brandy, still dignified by silver tray and cut glass decanter, were escorted into the living room by my husband, but by that time all formality had vanished and my guests continued what they maintained was their most enjoyable evening in years by shooting craps on the floor with the light of every remaining candle. When the electric company’s lineman arrived at eleven-thirty to fix a blown main fuse he was invited to try a few “rolls” before he finished the meringue, and he departed for his next call considerably richer. Our important guest really relished his kitchen supper of beer and selfmade onion sandwiches and when later he joined a game of softball in the hall, batting one of the baby’s worsted toys with a rubber-tipped plumber’s assistant, his dignity and my failure as a formal hostess were both completely forgotten, and I realized that elaborate entertaining with inadequate help was neither convincing nor worth the nerve-shattering effort.

Since then I have been shuttled financially and physically between a twelve-room house in the suburbs, a four-room shack in the country, numerous summer cottages and a small city apartment. An isolated and heatless farm on Maryland’s Eastern Shore was my home during the war years. In all of these abodes I have found that providing a really heartfelt welcome and simple and plentiful food gives any hostess an advantage over the famous man who built the better mousetrap. A world of friends will beat a path to your door.
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 Weekend Guests Without a Weakened Hostess

A long winter of grippe and flu had taken its toll of the children’s health; the doctor, with complete disregard for our balance, recommended a summer near the ocean for us and after much searching we found, in our favorite New Jersey resort, a five-room native house that we could afford. It had no dining room and no bathtub, neither of much consequence we felt, but the primitive two-burner oilstove that stood in a corner of the big kitchen looked anything but promising, its later behavior lived up to its earlier threats. The living-room sofa unfolded into a not-too-uncomfortable double bed and this proved such a temptation to my always hospitable husband that it was a rare Friday that I returned from a late afternoon on the beach without finding him and two weekend guests getting into their bathing suits.

Sea air makes for hunger and I soon discovered that, unless I cooked beforehand for this onslaught, I spent aproned Saturdays and Sundays in solitary confinement, juggling pots and pans over the smelly stove. Then and there began my system of planning ahead that stands me in good stead till this day.

On the back porch was a big old-fashioned ice chest and the latter part of each week saw it so crammed that it was difficult to shut the lid. Thursday night, white sauce, boiled potatoes, cooked rice, mayonnaise, French dressing, shredded cabbage and shelled peas struggled for room on its shelves with a stewed cut-up chicken, peeled tomatoes and washed lettuce, while ground meat or, when we felt really flush, a big beefsteak, was ordered for Saturday’s delivery. Friday I deprived my helpless offspring of their morning trip to the beach, and before I baked their midday fish and potatoes in the big tin oven that covered the whole top of the stove, I had ready a layer cake, a pie and rice or bread pudding to go in at the same time. After that I relaxed, freed from heavy cooking until Monday.

[image: 012]

Our weekend menu varied very little but gave me lots of time to enjoy our guests.

Friday night we had easily prepared hot boiled lobsters or fried soft-shell crabs—both cheap in those happy days—hashed brown potatoes and cole slaw, with cake and fresh fruit to accompany our final cup of coffee.

Breakfasts, I admit, were unimaginative. My guests got cold cereal and eggs and bacon with their tomato juice and coffee, and liked it or else!

Saturday mornings we left the children with a sitter, wrote out directions for their dinner and simple supper, packed a picnic basket with tomato and leftover bacon sandwiches and made a few more of potted meat and pickle. We added a thermos jug of coffee and the pie, and were off for the day in a cheap hired motorboat, so decrepit a vessel that the time of our return—if at all—was always doubtful. We were more than ready for dinner when we did get home and dinner was ready for us, or nearly so. The cold potatoes were covered with white sauce and put on to heat in the double boiler while  our green vegetable cooked on the second burner. In the meantime, the cut-up chicken was mixed with mayonnaise and celery, heaped on lettuce and garnished with tomatoes. With a little more time, I made a curry of fowl, heated up the rice, and had big side dishes of sliced tomatoes and onion rings covered with French dressing. Fruit again, with a sharp cheese or more cake finished this meal.

As a rule, our guests left early Sunday evening so we had dinner late in the afternoon to allow for a long morning on the beach, though I’m sure you can guess who it was that took the children home for their early meal and nap! It was always pointed out that I had all the empty week ahead to bask so I didn’t much mind missing all the strand’s Sunday gaiety and gossip. Not Much!

When my sunburned trio finally appeared, preceded usually by an aura of gin and attended by a wistful group of pals who had been collected at various cocktail parties, I fed the hungry horde pan-broiled meat cakes or beefsteak, more cole slaw or tomatoes. For vegetables I had boiled noodles and fresh corn, both of which could be done in the five or ten minutes the cooked meat stood off the stove, covered, to bring out every drop of its flavorsome juice. I put the meat in the center of a big hot platter, wreathed it with noodles, and poured over them the lovely pan gravy to which I’d added a little butter and water and a few drops of Worcestershire sauce.

For dessert we had the rice pudding and what I’d been able to save of the cake. If enough of my pie had weathered the weekend I sometimes cut that into pieces and put a scoop of drugstore ice cream on each one.

The menu I have suggested would be even simpler to prepare on an up-to-date stove and welcomes substitution. Cold cooked meat loaf for the higher priced chicken, a thick slice of ham to take the place of the beefsteak, and a toothsome lamb stew ready for a few minutes reheating, would make for a labor-saving weekend. Do as much cooking ahead as you can, have three or four possible combinations of the food in your icebox tucked away  in your brain or, better still, written down, and you’ll not only be able to laugh on Monday at hostesses worn out by three days of ceaseless cooking but can speed your departing guests without dropping exhausted on the front steps as their car goes out of sight.




ADDITIONAL WEEKEND MENUS 

These have, of necessity, a certain amount of repetition and the lists for preparation look long, but a great many of the activities take very little time or can proceed simultaneously with others. Use covered dishes which will stack in the refrigerator.

 

MENU NUMBER 1



	Friday Dinner 
		Broiled fish with lemon butter	page 97
	Hashed brown potatoes	page 160
	Cucumbers stuffed with spinach	page 89
	Fruit compote	page 176
	Cake	page 110
	Saturday or Sunday Lunch 
		Cream of pea soup with croutons	page 42
	Tossed salad with shredded ham, Roquefort cheese dressing	page 101
	Hot gingerbread (use a mix)	
	Saturday Dinner 
		Veal cutlet with tomatoes and eggplant	page 55
	Baked potatoes	
	Cole slaw	page 102
	Trifle	page 111
	Special Late-Sunday Breakfast 
		Fruit juice	
	Cold cereal	
	Kidney stew	page 190
	Waffles	page 194
	Coffee	
	Sunday Dinner 
		Meat cakes with broiled tomatoes	page 52
	Potatoes au gratin	page 160
	Peas	
	Drop biscuits	page 144
	Pie	page 117


 

PREPARATION

Asterisked items* should be put in refrigerator, covered. Karated items^ may be leftovers.

Wednesday night

Soak peas for soup.



Thursday

Cook and dice potatoes* 
Cook and chop spinach*^ 
Slice onions* 
Cook string beans*^ 
Make three-layer cake, ice two layers 
Make piecrust, roll to fit plate* 
Make fruit compote* 
Boil kidneys for stew*



Friday

Make boiled custard, pour over extra layer of cake for trifle* 
Make French dressing* 
Wash lettuce* 
 Wash tomatoes for Sunday* 
Make kidney stew* 
Parboil cucumbers, stuff with spinach* 
Shred ham* 
Make cole slaw* 
Prepare green vegetable for Sunday, if not quick frozen* 
Scrub baking potatoes 
Bread and brown eggplant*^ 
Bread and brown veal cutlet*^ 
Cook tomatoes 15 minutes*^



WHEN READY TO EAT

You have now made practically all of your necessary preparation; sit down, relax, and await the arrival of your guests. Something remains to be done, but not too much:

Friday Dinner

Broil fish, brown stuffed cucumbers in same oven at same time; hash brown the potatoes.



Saturday Lunch

Thin the pea soup with milk and heat; toast and cut croutons; mix salad; make gingerbread.



Saturday Dinner

Brown onions and place in casserole with veal cutlet, eggplant, etc., and bake; bake potatoes in same oven at same time.



Sunday Breakfast

Reheat kidney stew; bake waffles at table.



Sunday Dinner

Cover potatoes with white sauce and bake; broil meat cakes and tomatoes in same oven, also bake drop biscuits; cook green vegetable; warm pie.



MENU NUMBER 2 (LESS EXPENSIVE)



	Friday Dinner 
		Scalloped fish	page 79
	Country fried potatoes	page 160
	Buttered asparagus	page 84
	Sliced cucumbers in French dressing	page 100
	Cherry Ring	page 112
	Saturday Lunch 
		Clam chowder	page 182
	Potato salad	page 103
	Stuffed eggs	page 154
	Cheese	
	Saturday Dinner 
		Sausage cakes	page 190
	Macaroni au gratin	page 160
	Stuffed tomatoes	page 86
	Cole slaw	page 102
	Cooked fruit	
	Cake	page 110
	Sunday Dinner 
		Lamb stew with peas	page 55
	Small new potatoes boiled in their jackets	
	Green salad	
	Crème Brulée	page 112


PREPARATION

Thursday

Make Cherry Ring* 
Boil potatoes* 
Make cole slaw*  
Slice cucumbers, put in serving bowl, cover with French dressing* 
Make white sauce* 
Make clam chowder*



Friday

Hard boil eggs, stuff some for Saturday lunch. 
Boil and flake fish, and put fish and hard-boiled eggs in greased 
casserole* 
Make stuffing for tomatoes* 
Boil macaroni, put in greased casserole with cheese* 
Cook fruit* 
Mix and bake cake* 
Make lamb stew* 
Make Crème Brulée, do not glaze* 
Wash lettuce* 
Wash tomatoes*



WHEN READY TO EAT

Friday Dinner

Cover fish with bread crumbs and white sauce and bake; fry potatoes; boil, drain and butter asparagus.



Saturday Lunch

Reheat clam chowder; make potato salad.



Saturday Dinner

Cover macaroni with white sauce, bake; brown sausage cakes, finish in oven; stuff tomatoes, bake in same oven; glacé Crème Brulée with sugar, at same time, and return to icebox.



Sunday Dinner

Reheat lamb stew; boil potatoes; boil peas and put on top of stew before serving.



MENU NUMBER 3



	Friday Dinner 
		Crab meat in peppers	page 80
	Hashed brown potatoes	page 160
	Cold asparagus with vinaigrette dressing	page 101
	Cherry pudding	page 113
	Saturday Lunch 
		Onion soup	page 43
	Warmed French bread	
	Cold cuts	
	Tomato salad	
	Saturday Dinner 
		Baked slice of ham with candied sweet potatoes and apples	page 55
	Green vegetable	
	Corn bread (use mix)	
	Cole slaw	page 102
	Fresh fruit	
	Cinnamon bun	page 140
	Sunday Dinner 
		Chicken with Creole sauce	page 95
	Rice	
	Vegetable salad with French dressing	page 105
	Pie	page 117


PREPARATION

Thursday

Boil and dice potatoes* 
Cook asparagus* 
Make vinaigrette dressing*  
Make French dressing* 
Make dough for cinnamon bun* 
Parboil peppers*



Friday

Parboil sweet potatoes* 
Prepare green vegetable for Saturday* 
Bake cinnamon bun* 
Wash lettuce* 
Make cole slaw* 
Boil chicken and cut in pieces* 
Make creole sauce* 
Boil and drain rice* 
Cook small amount of vegetables for Sunday salad or plan leftovers* 
Make and bake pie 
Prepare flour and shortening for pudding* 
Prepare crab meat, put in peppers, arrange in greased dish* 
Make onion soup (use chicken stock)*



WHEN READY TO EAT

Friday Dinner

Bake crab meat; add milk and egg to pudding mix and pour over cherries, bake in same oven with crab meat; fry potatoes; cover asparagus with vinaigrette dressing.



Saturday Lunch

Reheat onion soup; make salad.



Saturday Dinner

Surround ham slice with sweet potatoes and apple rings and bake; boil green vegetable; reheat cinnamon bun.



Sunday Dinner

Reheat chicken in creole sauce; reheat rice; prepare salad; warm pie.







End of sample




    To search for additional titles please go to 

    
    http://search.overdrive.com.   
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