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	It's hard to believe, looking at me now, but I was a very picky eater as a child. I must have been my mother's despair, though I don't ever recall being punished or even much scolded. I might have been denied dessert, at the worst. It was the mid-fifties, and she had two children and a husband to feed on an Air Force major's salary. Whatever her budget, I'm sure there was not enough to indulge her youngest daughter's persnickety appetite. More than once, when I was resisting whatever new vegetable she'd ladled onto my plate, she'd urge me to "just try a bite". I would obediently try one bite, but rarely more than one; I was hardly ever a member of "the clean plate club".
	I was in fact, strictly a meat and potatoes child, deeply suspicious of vegetables. There were one or two exceptions. I loved asparagus. In those days, we ate canned asparagus, which bears hardly any resemblance to the fresh version. I cringe to think of it now; thank goodness my tastes have changed! I was fond of corn on the cob, and I had no real objection to peas or green beans, but try me on cauliflower, broccoli, or -- heaven forbid -- Brussels sprouts, and I dug in my heels.
	The difficulties increased when I was six and the Air Force stationed my family in England. All the food I encountered there was new and weird. School lunches became an ordeal. How strange that all the desserts were called pudding, whether what I knew as pudding was involved or not. The names were enough to put me off: blancmange, steak and kidney pie, "bangers and mash", and worst of all, "toad-in-the-hole". Candy was also different: fruit gums, jelly babies, and Smarties, which looked like M&Ms on steroids but had odd-tasting candy shells.
	We'd been in England for about a year when Daddy was reassigned to Croughton Air Force base, in Northampton. While searching for a local place to rent, we lived for a time in the nearby Green Man Inn. Despite its excellent kitchen, I kept to my narrow tastes: chicken and ham. We stayed long enough to become well known to the staff, which meant that I suffered quite a lot of teasing. Gino, the head waiter, would check behind my ears every night to see if I had begun to sprout feathers. Once, he brought a covered dish to the table. With great fanfare, he whisked off the cover to reveal a large, knitted tea cozy in the shape of a chicken.
	Much as we came to love the Inn and the "Inn-mates", it was a relief to find a rental in the little village of Turweston, close by. I could return to my mother's cooking, which was familiar and safe. I could even learn to love a few things about British cuisine. One of my clearest memories of the time is of sitting outside with a metal bowl on my lap, shelling early peas into the bowl (and eating more than a few in the process). I've enjoyed baby peas since then, but never any as good as those peas.
	Mum had her own challenges to overcome. She and Daddy didn't entertain frequently, but sometimes they would invite a few of the friends we'd met at the Inn over for dinner. On one such occasion, she included baked potatoes on the menu and left an order for sour cream with the milkman. He was mystified. "Does she mean soured cream?" he asked my big sister, who was home alone when he stopped by. Linda attempted to explain. Whatever she said must have made sense because he provided a close substitute. It impressed the guests, one of whom was persuaded to try this odd, Yankee delicacy and concluded, "My, that does jolly up the old potato!" Considering the frequent British pairing of baked, or "jacket", potatoes with beans, I should jolly well think it did. I've outgrown most of my pickiness, but that combination would still make me dig in my heels.
