FOOD FROM A CAN
Judy Fink

My mother was not a great cook as I was growing up, but she could throw together a decent meal by opening a can. One such meal was Chef Boyardee Ravioli. I remember her using a manual can opener, the kind with a sharp hook on the end. She would jam that scary spear into the inside rim of the can and using an up and down motion, eat through the lid leaving a dangerous jagged edge. Ever so carefully she pulled off the aluminum circle and poured out the contents into a pot.
	The saucepan placed on the stove burner was heated to perfection. Then the ravioli was distributed amongst the five of us as we sat in anticipation around the kitchen table. It was delicious, out “Italian” night meal. Each ravioli perfectly square with crimped edges. We were in heaven. What a comfort. I carried on that tradition with my own kids, they enjoyed it as much as I did.
	The story in our family goes that my father-in-law, Joseph, or “Dad” as he was called, knew the real Chef Boyardee. Dad told us how the chef was making his Italian spaghetti one day while dad was there. Dad suggested he put that in a can. My father-in-law had his own small grocery store around the depression era and told the chef that canned spaghetti would be a good inexpensive meal for families.
	I don’t know how much of this is true, but that’s the story Dad told. Apparently, the chef took the idea to heart and the rest, as they say, is history.
