Millie Ford

I’m Not Eating That
	I had the opportunity to travel to many cities in the United States, and most of these trips included entertainment and sampling the best of local cuisine. My colleagues were thrilled. Me, not so much. Ribs in Kansas City, chewing on a bone, felt cannibalistic. Boston Clam Chowder, not if I were starving. I asked for my Philly Cheesesteak without onions and peppers. Just meat and cheese on a bun. In New Orleans, I passed over the Jambalaya and Dirty Rice. Someone took me to the best chili restaurant in Cincinnati. I ordered Chili Three Way, pushed the meat sauce away and just ate spaghetti and cheese. I’ve eaten at the best steakhouses in the country. I ate a few bites of my steak, gave the rest to one of my work buddies, and enjoyed my baked potato, butter only, no sour cream or chives. Tex-Mex in Denver, I ordered a cheese quesadilla, no sauce. 
	Not to disparage all regional food, I love San Francisco Sourdough Bread, New York Bagels, tomatoes from farm stands in New Jersey, and the guacamole made table side at one restaurant in San Antonio. (I scrape away the onions and peppers.) Beignets in New Orleans are just little fried pieces of heaven. I always ate Chicago Deep Dish Pizza, It’s my hometown. But I order the pizza without meat. Or  peppers or onions.
	I blame my Grandmother for my picky pallet. Blame is a harsh word, but she grew up on a farm, lived through the depression, and understood food insecurity. She always told me to eat whatever I wanted as long as I wasn’t hungry. She cooked plain food, no exotic spices, no interesting preparations. I think the most adventurous she got was putting a bay leaf in her chicken soup. Plain pierogi, plain chicken, and if she cooked something I didn’t like, plain macaroni and cheese. 
	It was late afternoon in Louisville, and after a day of meetings, I was trying to get home. The problem, it was snowing. Not a close-the-Minneapolis-airport snow (experienced that,) but maybe an inch. The city froze, no one could drive, airport runways couldn’t be cleared, and I was ready to take my Midwestern self and a shovel to get things going. 
	Airport food has improved, but it hadn’t reached the Louisville airport. The terminal cafeteria, if you can call one guy behind one of those machines that turns hot dogs a cafeteria, offered very little I would eat. But I did stumble on something. In the middle of a crowded airport where stranded travelers were looking for sustenance, I found the best thing I ever ate. Not just the best thing I ate on the road. The best thing ever. 
	I wasn’t sure what kind of pie I selected, but the woman behind the counter asked, “Would you like that warm with ice cream?”
It was a long day. “Of course,” I answered.
I came to learn that this was Kentucky Derby Pie. Flaky crust (made with lots of Crisco, I’m sure,) chocolate, walnuts, and bourbon. The warm chocolate melted in my mouth, the hint of bourbon, the crunchy nuts mixed with the ice cream, I was in heaven. It could snow all night. I was going to sit at this table and savor every bite. I did think about licking the plate, but I thought it might be overboard, especially since I could get a second slice. I didn’t. My flight was called.
As I settled into my seat, I wondered why anyone would want a mint julep when they could have Kentucky Derby Pie. It would be messier at Churchill Downs, but I’m sure I could come up with a solution. The drunken throngs crowding the infield should have the opportunity to taste it. And, it’s made with bourbon.
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