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A recipe…
Readers,

This issue of orangepeel has been the biggest joy to create so far,
and I do not say this lightly. Our staff entered into it with a fairly clear
vision for how things would look visually. When we began to look through
submissions (of which we received the most ever), we realized two great
things. One, some of the pieces you’ll find in this magazine fit what we
had originally wanted for this issue perfectly. Two, others pushed the
boundaries of what we knew to expect and surprised us with their beauty
and creativity. Both of these realizations led to the amazing group of
works that you’re about to dive into.

Personally, this issue arrived at a funny time. It is the first issue I’ve
worked on after leaving home and starting my first full-time editing
position in “the real world.” As I’ve begun to cook for myself more, I have
wondered how the recipes I choose to make are related to my own
memories. I am lucky to have grown up in a house where most meals
were home cooked with lots of love; moving out has shown me just how
much love, patience, and respect go into even simple dishes. Great art
and writing related to food requires a similar kind of care and
appreciation, which I believe all of the pieces in this magazine
demonstrate.

Issue 3, which we’ve decided to title “Take A Slice & Stay A While,” is
full of what our staff affectionately calls orange peels. These orange
peels are rich details that stick with us even as we’re working through our
day-to-day lives. Keep an eye out for ooey-gooey butter on popcorn,
richly colored olives, pieces of garlic on finger tips, the careful transfer
of an apple, and blueberry scones as you read and look through. Oh, and
don’t forget to look for the two mentions of orange peels themselves!

We are once again featuring artists, poets, and writers from all
around the world. Our contributors have identified themselves as being
from (in alphabetical order) Australia, Brazil, Cyprus, Canada, France,
India, Indonesia, Ireland, Japan, the Philippines, Poland, Romania,
Singapore, Spain, Northern Ireland, the United Kingdom, and the United
States. This magazine would be nothing without such a beautiful
network of creatives.

Again, thank you for taking the time to read this little issue. Now’s
the time to grab your favorite snack or drink, get comfortable, and let this
powerful group of contributors challenge how you see something you
might take for granted.

Gabby
editor of orangepeel
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“I realized very early
the power of food to evokememory,
to bring people together,

to transport you to other places,
and I wanted to be a part of that.”

-José Andrés Puerta

…for enjoyment
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i was thinking that if i had to decide what smell comforted me the most
it would always be the smell of toast.
oh, if nothing else,
what out there could be more gentle
than the blandness of toast, which,
even smothered in jam or crowned in cheddar
its smell will always be of toast,
an unsecretive toast
un parlait du toast
ah,
it must always be toast.

Ryan Hutcherson
toast
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Clarissa Cervantes
Simple As Coffee
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Diva Adiwijaya
Eggs Benedict
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sink my thumb into the peel.
rake it slowly down the side.
reveal the flesh.
do it again.
again.
again.
ringlets of orange peel
laid out on the table,
we make a mess.
take the first bite.
taste it.
let juice drip.
swallow.
breathe.
do it again.
again.
again.

Eryn Johnson
breakfast poem
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Luana Góes
o café tá pronto?
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Becca Schwartz
Elite
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Every morning, it begins with the doorbell shrieking to tell us the milk
man is here. He measures the snow-white milk and out it gushes into the
container that my grandmother holds. Hands that had begun to tremble
with age are sanctimoniously still as she walks back in and puts the milk
on the stove to boil. It clicks to life, blue and orange flames softly singing
something in an alien yet comfortingly familiar language.

As sunlight starts to seep into the skies and birds welcome another
day, my house stirs to life. The kitchen is already saturated with all kinds
of exciting smells and beautiful textures, promising a feast. The stove, or
as we simply call it, the ‘gas,’ imbues everything with an ineffable
warmth. I can only describe it as the colour of mangoes, just green
enough to go back into the cartons, wrapped in brown paper, waiting to
go ripe. Across this ‘gas’ stands a big brown earthen pot ornamented
with patterns done in cheap white paint. Every day, it is emptied, washed
and left upside-down on the sill to dry. And then filled up again.

My mother takes charge of the kitchen while my grandmother counts
her morning rosary. She has two and a half things on her list – breakfast,
lunch boxes, and her own cup of tea. My mother is notorious in the
family for starting her day with a big cup of green tea with a full lemon
squeezed into it.

The sun starts climbing and the kitchen is organised chaos. Filled
boxes are shut tight and piled up in one corner while others sit on the
dining table over their lids, waiting for their contents to cool down. The
fan is rotating at its highest speed. A dust of spices is carpeting the
black-marble counter top of the kitchen and the two women are running
out of space to keep things down. With one smooth movement, my
mother wipes out a big chunk of space for my grandmother, who is
holding a big pot of something incredibly steamy and scrumptious. She
keeps it down and moves on to the next thing.

A loud call comes from outside. In insane rapidity, it begins to list
vegetables and fruits with not only their prices but also their unique
sources. There is a story to every tomato and every orange. Our
neighbourhood collects around the source of this voice and tops it with
its bargaining skills. The vegetable vendor has pushed his cart all
through the block in hopes that he will have sold every single thing

Khushi
The Indian Kitchen; an ode to that
which I no longer have
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before he returns. In between the hectic morning of cooking and packing,
shelves need to be restocked with supplies for later. In tawdry plastic
baskets, we bring in what we need, each and every piece carefully
inspected before being selected.

Lemons and green chillies, sleeping in a small plastic box, are
brought out from the fridge and woken up from slumber. A big cylindrical
box has been flying to and fro. This is the epicentre of the kitchen, the
treasure chest. It holds 7 ‘katoris’ (small bowls), each gleaming with a
different spice. My favourite is the very orange and very esteemed ‘haldi’
(turmeric). The way the fingers dip in, come out with just the perfect
amount and sprinkle it with a nonchalance that screams experience
always reminds me of Classical gods metamorphosing mortals and
adding new stars and constellations to the night sky. This box of spices
triggers the final apotheosis of the food.

The kitchen burns with ambrosial flames throughout the day. The
hearth of the house, it has a warm loveliness also capable of volcanic
intensity. At night, it cradles charred yesterdays. When the counters are
clean and the ‘gas’ is dead, the fresh promises of tomorrow linger like
feathers delicately drifting down. It is never quiet. It hums a prayer in the
dark and we sleep sheltered under its faith.

Until I was twelve, we never had a dining table. We used to sit on the
floor. Eating with your hands is an art and a luxury. There’s a bond
between us and the food that begins to take shape as it is prepared and
is realised once the food is eaten. The beauty of this bond lies in its
corporeality. Fingers are taught the art of eating. And here, there is a
meeting of the hands that made the food and the ones eating it, like star-
crossed lovers catching each other’s eyes under the protection of
moonlight.

The Indian kitchen is a temple and each day before we begin our
living, we pray to it. Unlike most other gods, it listens. The artistry that
goes inside is mimicked in our worship outside. From the effort and
genius that goes into preparing a complicated dish to the tenderness
with which we make a cup of ‘chai,’ the kitchen is perpetually drowned in
flavours, bouncing off the walls and slithering behind jars. They are a
voraciously welcomed attack on the senses. And we devour with all five
of them – eyes, nose, ears, tongue and skin. The deliciously unsaid credo
of every Indian kitchen is that food is a ritual and eating is a ceremony.
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scalding hot
matzo ball soup
with specks of
dried dill floating
on the surface
oily roasted
broccoli and
carrots piled
onto bowls of
pesto pasta
dusted with
cheap parmesan
pints of soup in
paper cups with
chewy bread and
white plastic
spoons and
packets of salt
stove-popped
popcorn in a
giant steel bowl
damp with globs
of melted butter
acidic neon
orange hot sauce
on crispy frozen
hash browns and
fried eggs

Erin Moore
Communal
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MDMArt
Get eggy with it
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Liv Clarke
Shopping List
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Who am I and who are we
In relation to one another?
We pass each other by but don’t speak sometimes

Would you say hi to me if you see me?
Only in certain places?
That’s fair, but I wonder in which ones

Do you think about me?
Or us?
Is there an us if you wouldn’t wave to me in the cereal aisle in the grocery
store? Would you give me the cold shoulder in frozen foods?

Do the green peas and pepperoni pizza think they are friends, even
though the single meals stand between them?
Do the vegetables and fruits gossip with each other?
Are the hot pockets and lean cuisine on the same team?
Do items of the same brand cry for one another as they plop into
different baskets as
The squeaky wheels on the tiled floor grow more distant as they go off to
different cars?

Do the fresh and frozen broccoli have beef?

Faith ShaKira Chamblee
I Would Say Hi in the Grocery Store
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Zakariyah Hanif
a charcuterie for me
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There’s a moment,when all the day jobs have finished, and before all
the evening ones start. A lull, a twilight of gears changing, where, for a
short time, we enjoy a simple pleasure.

Definition “Apéro” : Apéritif, a little drink, maybe an olive or a cube of
cheese, something salty to nibble, while you converge with your people

and unfurl the day thus far.

Growing up on a farm in the middle of nowhere, surprisingly we all
had such busy lives. “Apéro,” although we didn’t call it that, was the only
moment my parents sat still. Coming into the kitchen, making everyone a
drink, we would vent our grievances of the day, laugh and laugh some
more. It was a justified pause, for some reason. An unspoken excuse to
take a communal deep breath and catch up.

There is a social weightiness put on sitting down together at a dinner
table. The fact of the matter is that most often “eating” took place with
plates on laps, watching a TV show. That’s the way we enjoyed it. Of
course dinners did happen. If anyone came over, a table would be set
and conversation would flow, but somehow it always seemed a bit
choreographed. Topics would be raised, debates would be fought, and
yet it never felt as honest or familiar as sitting in the kitchen with six
dogs running around.

Nobody called it. It was a natural convergence. Someone took action
to prepare it and then the day’s breakdown would begin. Sometimes it
was serious. We cried and mourned. But mostly, we laughed. These
moments sat on the kitchen countertop were my lessons in how to
process emotions, how to resolve problems, how to tell a story. All
before it was time to “get on with things.”

oh, lilac green with paper skin
mussels of the nut world
naturally split for sport

washed down with a three-olive dirty martini
or better still, a vodka tonic

Harriett Gifford
An ode to a salted pistachio

Harriett Gifford
Why “Apéro” is my favourite meal of
the day
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To this day, despite all the magical food and drink pairings in the
world, I feel there is something truly exquisite in the marriage of salty fat
and a bitter drink. I have at times felt a slight feverous addiction to a
salted pistachio. This is not the only reason I have carried the tradition of
“apéro” into my independent life. I only really started calling it that when I
moved to France, a country which holds gastronomic protocol to the
highest standards. The classic Repas Français, “French meal," is an
ordeal so extravagant it has its own UNESCO recognition. This ritual is
unsurprisingly kicked off with the “apéritif”: the time for fluidity and free
chatter, before the formality of cutlery occupies the next six courses.

In much the same way as getting ready to go out can sometimes be
twice as fun as the actual going out, you can sever the “apéro” from the
“meal” and enjoy it as its own entity. An “apéro” feels makeshift, intimate,
and occasionally glamorous. While salty fingers ruin your appetite, you
get a thrill of open conversation with those you hold dearest.

It is my favourite meal of the day.
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Morissey Clair
The Dinner
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Dania Ayah Alkhouli
Family Recipe
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On two feet I peel purple streaked garlic flesh

with short fingernails. My father shivers in the living

room; claims it’s too cold for May. Over my

shoulder I see mama, drowning in the steams of

bronzed lentils and saffron rice. She doesn’t break a

sweat but says she’s never been a sweater anyway.

The garlic sheds stick to my fingertips; build new

skin around my peach colored flesh and I contrast

the work of my hands with the work of

my brother’s hands— video games and texting. Even when

death taps at the window, men remain seated, and

women, we set the table for the last supper.
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it was all a game, honestly. the way we played house. he offered dinner
dates and weekends away. I offered to take to the stove. he let me stay
over and watch movies, falling asleep in his lap / kissed me goodbye
before I went to work / offered a warm bed and a picket fence for a day.
and I took it. and I took it.

Edythe Rodriguez
Mikai no. 3

Natalie Bradford
Abundance
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Ioana Oprea
Hands

The hooves of the herd are stretching the field’s evening breath. As
the summer sun sets, the peasants are cutting the crops for the cattle
returning home to rest and stillness. The milk buckets are being washed,
the wooden chairs aligned in front of the stable, and the children
instructed not to let the cows run over the vegetable seedlings in the
garden. The sparrows are nesting on the wooden beams. The evening
settles. Soon, the milk starts to pour.

My grandma’s hands gathered us around the table, where the
youngest was saying the prayer. Yellow, the halo of the saints on the wall,
the coins of fat in the milk, the polenta resting in the middle of the table.
The corn turned into grains, the grains into the flour thrown into the
swirling salted water. The saying goes that you’re ready to get married
when you know how to prepare polenta. Sitting on the corner of the table
will leave you unmarried. Eating directly from the pot will bring rain to
your wedding. Sleeping with basil under your pillow will make you dream
about your future husband. Throwing the food away is thought to be
punishment on the Judgement Day, but my grandma would lock her
place in Heaven by gathering the dinner’s leftovers, making the dogs
happy to be living in a religious household.

When you think about what keeps a family together, you hear things
like love and trust, maybe money or children. Our family was most
probably glued together by food. My grandma knew this long before she
and her husband started sleeping in separate beds. The steam of a stew
would soften their voices and make everyone allow others’ personalities
at the same table with them. She would eat in the corner of the room,
watching us, making sure that, as long as we were in her house,
everybody is following the food rules that cast a happy marriage in the
future. My mother is the only daughter amongst the four children. About
the food rules for the sons, not much was mentioned. Either this, or they
simply insisted on eating like savages. Whatever the reason was, my
mother remained the only one to keep her marriage together and to know
how to gather the family together for the Sunday lunch.

Sunday is sacred not in the sense that we go to the church on an
empty stomach every week, but because my mother decided Sunday is
the day when dessert was obligatory. Some say cooking functions as
therapy sometimes. All I can say is that my mother owned hundreds of
monthly booklets with recipes, reading and re-reading them before going
to bed. She had dozens of recipes written by hand in her yellow notebook
and on post-its. The tragedy of losing the WhatsApp message history
along with all her recipes and food screenshots when she changed her
phone got us buying extra digital memory to back up her files
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documenting part of what she believes being a good spouse and mother
means. My dear mother writing everything down, with the name of the
person she got the recipe from, just in case she forgets to write how
many eggs the cake required and she might need to ask that person
again. My dear mother showing me how to wrinkle the parchment paper
with my hands so it is easier to manipulate it in the tray afterwards. On
Sundays, she would do this a couple of times when preparing the
dessert. I tend to believe this is how she took revenge upon us at the end
of the week. The parchment paper was my father, my sister, me, and the
stress we were carrying into her life throughout the week. Wrinkled and
tossed and forgotten about when the dessert was ready. It is not kind to
think of your mother as revengeful, of course, but she did this on
Sundays only, sometimes after watching the Sunday Service on TV while
my father, in the other room, was watching Fishing and Hunting. The
volume of the TV would be lowered down at lunch, the food always too
hot, the dessert and the good grades in school praised. Those were the
Sundays, the days when we met the most. On Mondays we were going
back to forgetting when and what each of the others were eating. As
long as there was soup and bread, no one was hungry during week days.

I’d like to say this fondness towards cooking runs in the bloodline of
the women in my life and it branches its roots to me, but that would be a
romanticized version of reality. My lover cooks more often than I do. He
has no problem with preheating the oven and putting together dinner
after work. He knows the exact amount of oil and temperature to fry soft
eggs without burning the bottom side, the best amount of salt for
steaming vegetables, and when the soup is sour enough to taste. My dad
used to cut the vegetables and prepare the marinade while my mother
was taking care of everything else to bring the meal to our plates. On my
side, my boyfriend is putting on a one-man show while I am picking the
music or scrolling through Instagram. We prefer that the other is not
around the counter when the food is being made. This idealized vision of
“cooking together” rarely works and we are just fine with that. I know my
mother would like me to call more often to ask about this or that recipe
or technique, but the Internet has the power of a thousand mothers.
When I call about cooking, I only call to make her feel useful. See? You
can’t find everything on the Internet. Except I can, Mamma. When I call my
grandma, we joke about how I still confuse the parsley and the cilantro at
the market. Enter the garden to the right and cut some parsley, it’s next to
the cabbage row. Careful not to pull the roots. Now, the voice of my
grandma is replaced by discount tags in the supermarket. The
employees are making sure each herb is categorized properly, so our
grandmas won’t continue to laugh at us on the phone.

Today I thought about her as I woke up to the smell memory of oven-
baked bread.

The people in the village had enormous brick ovens with wood fire.



29

By the time me and my cousins would wake up, the bread dough was
well rested and my grandma would wrestle it, braid it, and bake it in this
oven on cabbage leaves, cutting a cross on each piece. With this
sacrifice of one morning, she would feed the men working in the fields,
the people at the church, and us, the children. We would then feed the
chicken when she wasn’t looking. In the neighborhood, bread is fueling
the locals’ morning errands. There was this Norwegian poem where the
author wrote he has never seen a person eating white bread and being
sad at the same time and, well, some days I buy myself a baguette for 50
cents and eat half of it in the park and the day truly feels complete.

I bought yeast today for the first time and the women in my family
were proud of my grocery list. Making bread, as well as making polenta,
are the promises that they raised me with to be a good woman. I am a
good woman when I send photos with food that I make in the family
group chat on WhatsApp. When she misses me being home, my mom
sends me pics with the food that she prepared and I am a good daughter
by double-heart-reacting each of them. The women in my family say it all
changes when you have your own children. You’ll see for yourself;
avocado and granola won’t keep them full.

Maybe.
See, because I woke up to the smell memory of oven-baked bread, I

bought yeast to bake it myself and my boyfriend is preheating the
electric oven for it. It’s Sunday whenever I want it to be Sunday, and my
women hold me dear. Give us this day, our daily bread, and forgive us our
trespasses.

Jennifer Reeves
Ecstasy



30

In the Mexican kitchen
your food is your rank.
Niños are in charge of the guac.
Chubby hands can pulverize
avocado into a green glue
that will stick to mortar
and hair.

Me and the primas shred
and grate cheese.
We sprinkle a little on top
of everything: barbacoa, beans,
on our lips.
We wash it down with Jarritos
which we pretend are beers.
¡El borracho!

The tías gossip as they scalp
peppers, flicking seeds
from knife tip to bowl.
A few seeds catch under
their acrylic nails
which they fling towards
us primas as we belch
out the words to la bamba.
They curse us to see a ghost
in the living room tonight.

M. A. Dubbs
Brigade de cuisine
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Abuelita, though, she’s a Ramsey.
Her nostrils flare when a tía burns
the first batch of tortillas.
A grey bun bouncing
on her head as she scrapes
black flakes into the sink.
The primas try to help hoist
the pan from her trembling
brown hands but she points
a rheumatoid finger
in our faces.

Tía tries again as the others spectate,
abuelita kneading her wet hands
into apron like a panther alebrije.
Tía plates her enchilada
as abuelita pinches on cilantro and lime juice.
She takes a bite in silence.
Wrinkled eyelids closed
and lips pouted
like that scene from Ratatouille.
Her eyes are glossy
as she nods.
“Como abuelita solía hacerlo.”
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Jen Chavez
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Leanne Su
Kikkoman
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We have grown so accustomed to one another that we do not know
what habits were not our own to claim before they become ours.

When my Nana met my Nani, it was raining cats and dogs. Or was it?
That is what I have been told by Nani. Nana, on the other hand, claims
that the day was washed bright with sunlight, and his memory warrants
some fidelity because he has been on a steady diet of almonds for the
past fifty-five years. What matters more, and by all measures, was that
Nana had (in his head) found a suitable girl to share and grow his chillies
with.

What jolted my Nani was not the intensity of my Nana’s electric love
but the shock of those spicy chillies, rubbing against the skin of her
tongue as she sat down to share a homemade meal with him. But Nana
knew how to persist, just like his chillies.

The two got married within a few months of courtship, and Nani got
along with the chillies as if the two were best of friends. She grew
chillies, she painted chillies, and rumour has it that when she was
expecting my mother, she craved chillies.

Perhaps it is true that love makes possible the impossible, even the
remotest of things. Perhaps, that is what it did to my Nani. But it is also
true that love flavours adaptability. Nani’s love affair with chillies began
the day she was able to mould them to her taste.

Her recipe of sweet pickled chillies did the trick, slowly but
meticulously turning their bitterness to a texture of sweetness that her
tongue was more attuned to. And so, when they sat down to eat, there
were chillies for each of them. This edible love – feeding, sustaining,
nourishing her home all those years.

And so, her sweet pickled chillies came to stay in the family,
preserving her ideas of love, of adaptability and perseverance.

When my parents were married, they too were incompatible in terms
of their spice intake. But Nani’s recipe came to the rescue, unwittingly
sustaining another home by striking the right balance. My mother took to
pickling chillies just like my grandmother, inaugurating a cyclical
grammar of love that is partaken with every bite of the chillies – the
seeds of which were planted by Nana in our front yard.

What makes these chillies unique is the care which went in sowing
and nurturing them as they firmly took root, teaching patience and
endurance to not only my grandparents, but also my parents and us. And
every year, as we gather together to prepare this mirche ka meetha achar,

Sonakshi Srivastava
taste : touch : on the generational
grammar of pickled love



35

we also chew over the significance of this paradox “meetha” (sweet in
Hindi) and “mircha” (chilli in Hindi), the paradox of Life.

The touch of love that continues to sprout forth
from the fertile grounds of my grandfather’s
house; bearing his touch and Nani’s taste.

(chillies from our garden)
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Ma knows how each of us like our chapattis.

For my younger brother, she carefully rolls the dough
Into circles no bigger than the palm of her hand.
She doesn’t use tongs but her fingers are used to the heat.

For Papa, she makes the chapattis crisp and hard.
Almost burnt in some places that look like
Blind spots on the sun, growing darker each day.

For sister, she makes them soft and fluffy almost like
Balloons that we used to buy from the Saturday fair.
She pops it with her finger, watching it collapse and flatten.

For me, she folds the chapatti into a triangle in the hope that
I learn the difference between isosceles and scalene faster.
I am told to aim for the stars and not make chapattis in the shape of moon.

After all of us finish eating, Ma sits with her plate.
She herself always eats the ones nobody ate.

Paridhi Poddar
Earning Bread
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Rozali Mascuri
Food
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Bless me still on the days that I slip
Sobriety is not easy
Blessings to those days as they hold me in them
An infinite being grounded in passing time
Drinking to pass the time
Drinking to cope with uncomfortable stillness
Drinking to forget the grief
Drinking in preparation for the remembering
for the re-membering

Blessings to my body
For the days I substance used myself dizzy
Blessings to my legs for making it to the kitchen, heart pounding out my flesh
Blessings to sober me for preparing the tea a week ahead
Blessed be the fridge, faucet, floor
Blessed be microwave meals and pedialyte
Blessed be the bed

Blessed be the couch when the bed is a city too far for my feet to pay the fare
I still love me on the days
I corkscrew familiar
Acid my throat warm poison

I still love the days that
Remind me I’m human
Remind me I need a break
Remind me of the present

Sobriety is more than the days I can go without
It's not proof of morality
Or maturity
It's not a shield protecting against the evils of alcohol

Rise
Red Like the Back of My Throat,
Orange Like My Heart
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There is no shield
No veil
No screen door
No peephole
No locks
Sobriety is a masks off kind of medicine

Remind me myself when I forget under perfection
Remind me myself when I forget under pressure

I still love me when I don't want to be myself
When I don't want to look at this beautiful face
When I'd rather man made magic than my own natural occurrence

I still love me
Urgent and yearning
Getting used to how I taste thawed out

Taylor Knight
Shake n Bake
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I hear the broth sizzling before I enter the kitchen. I walk in to see my
Nonna working tirelessly over the hot stove, steam surrounding her like a
fog.

She turns to me, glasses misty and expression sharp, preparing to
screech at whoever dared to enter her domain. Her expression softens
though when she sees it’s me, and she quickly bustles me in to join her.

We work like a well-oiled machine, trading pans and spoons
seamlessly. I mix together the spices and mozzarella, bristling that Aunt
Maria’s new boyfriend makes me leave out the pine nuts. Nonna beats
the eggs and I remember my cousins arguing over who would have to
wade through the dew this morning to collect them.

We pour them into one bowl,and she scurries over to the cabinet for
breadcrumbs. She gestures as I head over to the table, knowing what
comes next is my favorite part, then moves on to make the meat and pea
filling. I breathe in the tomato sauce and onion that I hear her starting to
sizzle over the stovetop and stretch out my fingers.

As I settle into the repetitive motions of rolling out each little patty,
we fall into the lull of casual conversation. She pokes and prods me
about when I’m going to bring a nice boy home, and I ignore the sharp
pain of wrongness in my chest as I laugh along. The last few patties
come out just slightly wrong, and I wince, shamed that my own selfish
emotions may disappoint and worry Nonna.

“You know your Nonna’s getting on in her years and you wouldn’t want
to upset her with such news, would you? Besides, you may end up bringing
home a nice man anyway, so what’s the point of even telling her?”

Nonna’s light touch snaps me from my memories, and I force a
smile, looking down to see in my daze she had already stuffed each patty
with the meat and pea mixture and shaped them into balls. The small
crease in her brow lets me know she can tell something is off, but she
doesn’t push it as we start to heat up the fryer.

I start to lower each one in and can feel her over my shoulder, staring
at my face intently. A few drops of oil hit my hands, and I try to pretend
that that’s the reason tears start to spring up in my eyes. I instinctively go
to stick my hand in the boiling oil to grab the tongs I accidentally dropped
in and Nonna pulls me back, lightly slapping me on the shoulder and
muttering light insults in Italian under her breath.

She guides me to a chair and I sit down numbly, watching as she
grabs a new pair of tongs to pluck out the dropped ones and the rest of
the arancini. After she lays them all out on the pan to cool, she sits down,
staring at me curiously.

Isabella Astuto
Arancini and Amore
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I drop my gaze to the table in front of us, anxiously picking at my
fingernails, willing myself not to cry. I hear her sigh deeply as she grabs
my hands, stretching out my fingers.

“Your cuticles are positively horrendous, bambolina,” she rasps out,
pushing them back. She shushes my response with a wave of her hand,
shuffling over to get her pocketbook. She grabs us each a napkin and a
rice ball and gestures for me to eat as she plops back down and
rummages through her bag. I pick at it and my stress almost completely
melts away as it enters my mouth. The spices explode on my tongue, the
meat in the middle still scalding in a way that leaves burns down my
throat, a reminder of the hard work we put in.

I barely notice as she pulls out a nail file and bottle of lotion and
starts to work on one hand as I pick apart the appetizer with my other.

“Have you been keeping up with your Italian lessons lately?”
“Of course, Nonna!” I get out through a mouthful of rice and

breadcrumb, frantically trying to swallow it down. She hums, nodding,
and continues rubbing the lotion into my palm.

“O una ragazza,” she says, and I tilt my head in confusion.
Or a girl…
The few crumbs remaining drop from my fingers as I look at her face,

searching for any signs of mockery. The soft slopes of her cheeks,
puffed up around her smile, stare back at me, and this time I don’t hold
the tears back, flinging myself into her arms.
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That year of painfully frugal living,
we couldn't afford even jam.

We sulked in the shade of the nutmeg tree,
stared at its sour drupes and dreamed
of sweetness, wishing that the pendulous orbs
were succulent strawberries. We dreamed
of preserves and marmalades, flavors
from a previous life — its opulence
an improbable memory.

But Mother was a joyful dynamo
even in times of strife. We watched in awe
as she climbed the tree’s branches,
flitting like a fairy in the foliage.

She carefully chose her nutmegs, chopped
bitter flesh into slivers, jaggery-water rumbled
to a rolling boil, cardamom pods swelled,
and the mixture softened and bubbled,
thickening to golden mush.

When she proudly announced
that her jam was done,
we turned into elusive little brats,
scampering away, squealing
“We hate it! We hate it! We hate it!”

She laughed and chased after us,
her exotic experiment dripping from her ladle
and when we finally tasted her concoction,
its medley of tropical flavors
flowered on our sugar-starved tongues —
nutty, earthy, citrus,
better than any preserve
that had ever graced our table,
in our bygone days of plenty.
And we opened our young mouths wide,
and gratefully gobbled more.

Oormila Vijayakrishnan Prahlad
Table of plenty
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Sélina
apple picking, 2021
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Milly Aburrow
Bangers and Mash
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Aurora Abzug
Instagramable
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HonorableMentionsNY
CAKE CAROUSEL
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“I’ll never forget them carrying my daddy through that door,” your nan
says, pouring a precise circle of batter with a fluid pull of her wrist.

The large stove, you notice, dwarfs her small form more than ever
before, the curved top of her back turning her into a child eagerly
observing the sea life in rock pools below. You stop twisting the Nutella
lid from side to side with your thumbs. “What?”

Your nan’s eyes never leave the bubbles in the batter as she explains,
“He took a heart attack down the street one day and they brought him
here, put him on the sofa and all.”

You hear one of your aunties cackle in the living room, a leg shaking
one that’s brought mostly on by the sugar but also from being
surrounded by her siblings again. It doesn’t fit in with the calmness of the
kitchen, the softness of it. It erupts through it like a crack splitting across
a frozen lake.

Your nan is peering down her nose at the pancakes, no emotion or
twinge in her wrinkles and it’s almost like she said nothing at all. So you
press. “Was he ok?”

“No, he was dead.”
The Nutella clatters on the kitchen bench, the same bench you have

sat at every Pancake Tuesday and for everything your nan has ever made
you. You repeat dumbly, “What?”

“Have I never told you this?” She flips the batter and smiles, the
perfect golden pancake beaming back up at her.

“No,” you say and realise you don’t really know anything about your
nan other than that she’s your nan. You don’t know anything about who
she was before the grandchildren, before her children, when she was just
herself. You hardly remember how many brothers she has or their
names, you just know that most of them are dead. On the rare occasions
you see old photos of her you’ve never been able to pick her out. “What
did you do?”

She lifts the pancake up and places it on a plate, moments passing
in silence as she thinks. She turns and sets the plate in front of you, its
sweet smell filling your nostrils. Her pancakes are the only ones you eat.
The rest turn your stomach just by the thought. You never even have a
craving for them until Pancake Tuesday comes ‘round and you eat your
weight in them while your nan stands at the stove.

She leans forward against the bench opposite you.
“I did what I always do. I baked.”
You spent much of your childhood in your nan’s kitchen, tasting and

testing, spooning and decorating. She helped you learn counting and

Niamh Busby
Bake to Remember
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times tables by getting you to do sums with how many buns she needed
to make, how many measures of something she needed. She never
spoke about her past, your family’s past. She only focused on you, your
sister, and your cousins, only spoke about the here and now. She
remembered the things you liked and made sure she had containers of
them ready for your next visit or the supplies for you to make it with her.
You’ve never talked to each other about hard things, things that stick in
your throat like a too-large bite or are bottled up and carried like a jar of
jam, red as anger. You can’t blame your nan for that. You come from the
country that Seamus Heaney wrote about, where “whatever you say, say
nothing” is a motto. No one talks about silly things such as feelings or
even ask if you’re okay despite the suicide rates soaring. Everyone is too
afraid to ask the uncomfortable things.

The pancake melts in your mouth, sugar and syrup coating the
insides of your cheeks. You grasp ahold of this conversation before it
slips through your fingers like grains of flour. “What was he like?”

It takes a beat for your nan to answer and it hits you that she
probably hasn’t been asked this question in a long time or that this is the
first time she’s been allowed to think of her father openly, to speak of him
freely.

“He had a sweet tooth like you,” she says, going back to the stove
and starting up another round of pancakes. “He loved anything with
chocolate...”

You start visiting her more, sitting at the bench as she bakes,
notebook in front of you as she tells you about all the things you never
knew. Food is always prominent in the memories. Your nan has come to
assign people to the things she bakes, you quickly realise. That when she
made gooey flapjacks that stuck to your fingers no matter what for you
as a child she was really making them with her middle brother in mind,
her middle brother who begged her to make them for her, who, when they
were young, accidentally set their sofa on fire and most of the street
helped them put it out before their parents got home, your nan handing
out a biscuit to each person that helped.

Each drip of the batter, each shake of flour is another memory,
another thing your nan has kept simmering inside her. She opens up to
you, like a cake rising, as she makes delicious masterpieces, unaware of
the phone recording every word she says, every treasured memory that
she offers to you like a warm biscuit, a forkful of her creations. It’s
almost as though she’s introducing you to the people of her past as you
eat pieces of the foods that remind her of them, saying hello to people
long since gone or long since seen.

Beautifully warm apple crumble is your grandfather because of the
apples that grew at the front gate where he first saw her and for the
apples that he had picked for her in the woods and carried in his shirt
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after a particularly bad argument. Victoria sponge with homemade jam
that spills out the sides of your mouth is her mother who taught her
everything, who slept in the same bed as one of her grandchildren
because of the lack of room, who made clothes to show her love like
your nan does her bakes. Smooth chocolate cake is her father because
that’s what he cherished when he fought in the war, a man who came
back without the full function of his left arm and who planted most of the
things in the garden of your childhood.

The last one she reveals to you is her nephew. You’ve spoken about
the Troubles throughout these sessions, about the strange things she
witnessed that were only strange to you and not her. How she
remembers the exact taste of the cream buns she and her mother had
bought in town when a bomb had gone off nearby and how the glass
windows had shattered and rained down like caster sugar. How a soldier
had cut open a parcel of self-rising flour she had in her bag of groceries
as he checked her for explosives. She shrugs and turns back to the
blueberry scones she’s making and falls silent. You watch as she folds
the dough. It clings to her fingers and looks like some monster from the
eighties and without her asking you stand and add more flour to the mix.

“Thomas was the only person I knew who liked blueberry scones.”
She heaves a heavy breath and lets her hands sink into the dough. “He
wouldn’t eat any other scones when he was wee, so I tried all different
types with him until I got the right one, made sure to add them with the
others when we went on picnics and trips down south. He used to come
and see me and have a cup of tea all on his own when all the rest were
too busy trying to grow up faster. Every time I look out that window I can
still see him walking towards me with that blue knit hat he always wore.”

You stare out the window above the sink for a while, the same
window you can remember her watching you and your cousins play in the
back garden from. You wonder now if she had been watching you after
all or just waiting for Thomas to come. You hate to ask the question. It
burns in your throat like the scalding tea your nan likes to make.

“Where’s Thomas now?”
“He got injured during a riot,” your nan starts dropping blueberries in

the mix even as her glasses blur. “He lost an eye. I went to visit him in the
hospital with some of these and you’d have thought I’d brought him the
winning lotto ticket.”

You both laugh lightly but it dies quick. Your nan goes and washes
her hands, pulling the batter off her fingers, peeling it off from the edges
of her wedding ring. Your eyes burn as though you’ve opened the oven
door too late but you don’t say anything, just wait as your nan tries to find
the words, searching for them like a recipe in her big yellow book where
the pages curl and soften between your fingers.

“He died a couple of days later. You were only two months old.”
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In all your years you have never once hugged your nan. Your family
have never been that way inclined, shying away from affection no matter
the cost. But you see her brace herself against the deep Belfast sink and
you slide your arms around her front. You inhale the same comforting
smell she has always had, of dough and honey that clings to her clothes
and hair no matter what she does. Her head barely reaches your
breastbone and it’s as though your roles have been reversed, your nan
permitted to be as vulnerable as a child, as the child she never really got
to be. You both stand there a long time until your nan wipes at her
cheeks with her constantly flour-rough hands and you begin to help her
spoon out the scones.

You take some home with you, their sweetness blending with the
saltiness of tears, and it’s almost as though you can see Thomas in his
blue hat sitting with your nan as you have done. You wonder if he ever
hugged her or helped her bake, if he contributed to the stains on the
kitchen bench as you have. You think he must have. Someone must
have. In all the bakes your nan has made, all the people and memories
she has revealed to you through them, they are all of others. None have
felt like your nan to you, have captured her in the way she has for her
loved ones. The thought plagues you and you struggle to sleep in your
small flat near the sea until you throw the bed covers off and stumble
tiredly into your kitchen. You think of all those days in her kitchen as you
search for a recipe on your phone, the blue light throwing large shadows
on the dark walls. You pull ingredients from your cupboards and utensils
and pans from drawers as you think of sitting at the bench as a child, a
large scrape on your knee from your fight with your cousin in the garden.
You swung your legs back and forth so the air felt cool on the wound.
Your nan hadn’t hugged you or reassured you that whatever your cousin
said wasn’t true, she left the tears on your face and instead lifted you and
sat you at the bench and turned to poke around in her biscuit cupboard.
You can remember the colour and size of the tin she lifted out, how the
raised bumps of flowers in the metal felt against your finger when she
handed you the lid. Wordlessly she handed you a perfect circle, thick and
dusted with sugar and you waited until she took a bite of her own before
putting the buttery goodness to your lips. It melted on your tongue.

Dawn begins to break as you set the plastic container of biscuits in
the passenger seat beside you and you make the winding drive towards
your nan’s in the pink light of morning wearing flour covered pajamas.
You place a hand on the container at a red light and feel the low hum of
heat seeping through. You know that they’ll be perfect.

Your nan is already up and watching a pot of tea boil on the stove
when you walk up the back entrance to the house. She jumps when she
notices you at the back door and quickly comes and unlocks it.

“What are you doing here so early? Is something wrong?”
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Aleksandra Płonka
Fall

“No, I just—” You feel the muscle in your chin twist but you push the
tears back. “I baked you something.”

Her wrinkled, steady hands take the container from you and you
think that maybe this is what Thomas looked like when she visited him in
the hospital. She smiles up at you. “Let’s have a cup of tea, shall we?”

You sit at the bench and help her pour the tea while she grabs milk
and small dessert plates for the biscuits. You lift one out for her and she
turns it back and forwards in her hand, observing your skills and
something like pride sits at the bottom of your throat.

“Shortbread’s my favourite, you know,” she tells you.
“I know,” you say.
She takes a bite and closes her eyes. Your heart pounds in your

chest. You don’t take your eyes off her.
“It’s perfect,” she says after finishing it, sugar gathered at the corners

of her mouth.
You shrug, squeeze her hand, and feel tears on your cheeks as you

smile.
“It’s you.”
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Act I Scene iii

Sunlight on a white bed.
We lie tangled in each other.
Like sea weed in a murky pond.

You: Hold me like those poems hold oranges.
I: Frank O’Hara’s poems?
(silence)
I: I’d rather peel you and eat you up.
You: Then eat me like those plums in the icebox.
I: Why do you talk in similes?
You: It’s the only right way to talk.

Like there is only one right way to paint a rainbow.
I: But not everything is like something else.
You: It is. Everything is only like something else.

Otherwise it is empty.
Like the peels of an orange.

Khushi
Oranges
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Lauren Darling
Berries Red

Whose red pucker calls my lips like a kiss. How the tips of your green
rinds peck each of my cheeks at once, the way Syria’s women used to.
The first bite into you takes me back to summer days in Zabadani. Long
hours of family and food on Friday afternoons. Hearing Teta scold
everyone who couldn’t play cards right—as in, she didn’t win that round.
Hearing a’mmus talking politics and khalehs’ hands clanking pots that
once held the feast that filled us. Mashawai. Musabbaha. Mahashi.
Falafel. Mhammara. We’d leave the table full, knowing well there were
only a few hours before we’d be back for more. But the fruits always
came in the middle. An entire section next to the dessert. Your red
dripping seduction under Syria’s summer sun. I planted my first kiss on a
watermelon. Learned I don’t do it very well, at least that’s what I was told
when I savored the sour soul behind the sweetness. Waited till I hit the
ridge right between where red and green collide. I think of you often, ya
butteekh, but rarely indulge. It brings back too many memories of a home
ransacked. A neighborhood bombed. A country I may never see (the
same) again. But it is Ramadan, the first of which blooms without dad
and without Teta, so I fall prey to guilty pleasures beneath its indigo
skies. Reminisce of the better days, and kiss you dry at 4:00 a.m. when
no one but God is watching.

Dania Ayah Alkhouli
4:00 a.m. Ode to Buteekh
(Watermelon)
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I remember yellow. Rays of light filter through the yellow curtains that
cast shadows on the yellow carpet. Yellow flowers—daffodils, I think—sit
on a table with a yellow tablecloth.

Yellow is her favourite colour. She tells me this as she shows me
how to make pie crust from scratch. Her wrinkled hands knead the
dough, never breaking their motion.

When it’s my turn, I knead, but the dough is still hard.
Hands sore, I ask to watch Scooby Doo.
She laughs. Her eyes crinkling.
I curl myself into the couch and she fits the dough to a dish.
I remember yellow. I remember her laugh. I do not remember how to

make pie dough from scratch.
***

I visit. A short stay. She ties a yellow apron around my waist and
flours the counter. I don’t tell her I am tired, drained from exams and
essays. My head is light.

She mixes apple slices, brown sugar, and cinnamon in a bowl.
I ball the dough under my hands, lock my shoulders, bring down my

weight. The dough won’t spread.
She shoos me away. I watch Oprah and her apartment fills with the

smell of butter and spices.
I eat apple pie on the couch and she scrubs flour from her nails in

the kitchen.
***

It’s almost Christmas. I tuck a thin blanket around her legs, adjust the
daffodils on the windowsill. Machines whir, beeping a steady rhythm. A
nurse is paged over the intercom.

The fluorescent light colours her skin a delicate white.
I find a pair of socks in her suitcase and pull them over each of her

feet. She breathes a sigh. Her eyes crinkle. I whisper that I’ll see her
tomorrow, but I know I won’t.

As I drive back to the city my stomach complains for something
sickly sweet. At the take-out window, I order packaged apple pie. The
crust is hard, the filling too runny. I chew furiously and drive home
thinking about how I don’t own anything that’s yellow.

***
Six months go by. I ride my bike to the store and fill my grocery

basket with a slab of butter, a fresh lemon, a vial of vanilla. I pass my
hands over the surface of a granny smith apple. Smell it for good
measure.

Dana Foley
I Remember Yellow
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In my apartment, I peel and core the apples. Mix the slices with
brown sugar and cinnamon.

I scan a recipe stuck on my fridge door, though I don’t really need to.
I’ve nearly memorized it. I knead the dough, my hands never resting.

Today, I remember yellow. I remember her laugh. I don’t remember
how to make pie dough from scratch. But that comes with practice.

Marjorie Gowdy
Sanford Avenue
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