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Hair to my shoulder blades, veil a sky blue, see thru cotton t-shirt, a white and cream linen pair of summer pants caress my bear feet, I’ m fifteen. Lunching at the Scandinavian walnut table, cramped in a corner of the kitchen. My eyes lock into my dad’s hatred savor of the moment. It’s early morning, my mother, pinned, is standing at the sink. The emperor just flung his freshly brewed, percolator coffee, at my head. The unbreakable Duralex cup bounces on the wall as I duck. Domination is at stakes. Unfazed, I swallow yet another spoonful of a dairy cooked cereal, corn flour, porridge or blancmange. I didn’t care for variety in those days, I had no clue it exists. Sometimes us five children are graced with homemade thin French pancakes. Or at supper, a load of mother’s French fries. Mom utterly disdained two activities, sewing which was excluded and cooking, especially to feed her kids. My father an excellent cook as I discovered after a resounding divorce, considered it was not his job to prepare meals for this batch of beggars. Not a change of heart in view with his new family. After a year, the mother daughter duo, left for higher grounds. 
Only in my fifties did I learn through my ‘’chef at home’’ as I nickname Serge, the significance of abundance. Eating became an atmosphere, a way of entertaining people and being delighted. The recognition of the other. On Christmas eve’s 2010, a divine bombshell dawned on me. The table was set, champagne, wines, poultry, nuts, vegetables, fruits, chocolates, music, laughs, hugs and kisses, enough to sustain the neighborhood through the new year. My first encounter with nourishment. My buds had not been activated yet as fullness sank in. Joyful smiles soothing a lifetime famished soul. 
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