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Disclaimer: Although each recipe was tested multiple times and a handful of us painstakingly combed through each one to ensure 100% accuracy, mistakes are part of our
human nature, especially for those of us battling presbyopia. Should you come across a
mistake in a recipe, please accept my deepest apologies and don’t hesitate to get ahold
of me through my website for the correction. Cheers!
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Back when my hubby and I were first married, we were invited to a family dinner at
my Granny’s house. My Granny was a tall Norwegian woman named Esther who didn’t
hug much and signed all of her cards, Fondly, Granny. When answering machines
entered our lives, her messages were simply, “Call, Granny.” She canned kimchi every
year wearing rubber gloves and made pink applesauce tinted by red-hot candies. She
pruned bonsai, oil-painted chickadees in cherry trees, and had nasty cats that she fed
tuna, bacon, and asparagus. She drank Old Fashioneds and smoked unfiltered cigarettes that she would rap on a hard surface before lighting up.
We never wanted to be caught trying to filch the grape or orange soda pop she had
in her pantry because she’d come after us with a broom. For family gatherings, she
ordered out for fried chicken or a honey ham and she served pies from her favorite
restaurant. She often advised, “If you gain five pounds, lose it, because five becomes
ten and ten becomes twenty, and pretty soon you’ve let yourself go.” She created magical Christmas seasons for us complete with Christmas mice, eggnog sprinkled with
nutmeg, and $100 checks in our stockings.
She also had the look — a no-nonsense, austere look that could stop even the most
determined child from sneaking candy out of her “surprise drawer.”
At our family dinner with my hubby, we had finished our meal of fried chicken and
mashed potatoes and were sitting around in her living room talking. At some point,
my hubby put his arm around my shoulders, then reached up and twirled some of my
hair with his fingers — probably more out of nervousness than tenderness. This twirling caught my Granny’s eye. She leaned forward out of her chair and said to the entire
room, “What is he doing? Is he playing with her hair?”
She stared us down with the look then slowly leaned back in her chair with a
“Hmmph!” and an upturn of the chin. Instantly, my hubby took his arm off my shoulders.
Even though my Granny passed away quite long ago, this story has been told over
and over at almost every family gathering since it happened and we still laugh about
it. Telling the story keeps my Granny alive to all of us and connects those of us who
knew her, because whether we were there when the story took place or not, we can all
picture exactly what happened. We can chuckle about her funny standoffishness and
be grateful for her love of family gatherings and of Christmas.
We all cherish our independence and like to think we can handle life on our own,
however, we humans are social creatures. We draw comfort from one another, from
knowing that we’re all experiencing some of the same successes or the same challenges,
from knowing that we’re not alone in these messy yet beautiful lives we live. We con-
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nect with one another in these ways by sharing stories. The details of my stories may be
different from yours but often the sentiment is the same — love, loss, regret, celebration.
Most of the time, food is the catalyst that brings us together — parents, children,
grandparents, sisters, brothers, friends — to share our stories. Food is a kind of bridge
to our humanity. I started insisting on dinners together when my children were little.
Nothing fancy. No complicated food or perfect table manners. Just that we meet at the
dinner table to nourish ourselves and share stories from our day. In those early years,
our dinner was often ended by my husband declaring he was about to have a heart
attack because it was impossible to enjoy his food while our littlest one, Will, kept
jumping up out of his chair, our middle one, Jack, kept telling wisecracks at the table,
and our eldest, Hanna, kept leaning so far back in her chair that she tipped over…again
and again. But I persevered.
Now, I believe my kids as well as my husband look forward to dinnertime. Yes, I
still have to remind Will to sit in his chair, the teenagers to turn off their mobile phones,
and my hubby to turn off the TV, and due to everyone’s busy schedule, these family
dinners don’t happen every night. But when they do, I know we’re grateful for the time
together. We look forward to hearing stories about a funny teacher, a goofy friend, difficult customers, or how the dog spent his day. We get a glimpse into each other’s day
that we otherwise wouldn’t have.
This book is like pulling up a chair to my kitchen table. This is the food I feed to my
family and friends. These are the stories I tell them. When I want to make ragù for my
family, I make the ragù in this book. When I want to make them chocolate chip cookies,
I make the chocolate chip cookies in this book. We don’t need a lot of complicated recipes in our cooking repertoire. It’s okay to make the same dishes over and over (hence
the tradition of Taco Tuesday at our house). There are reasons that recipes get handed
down: because they are tried and true, because they are loved, because the familiar is
comforting, and because they tie us to the person who originally made them for us.
I hope that you’ll make my recipes, and in doing so, you’ll be inspired to put your
own spin on them, to write your changes in the margins, and to turn them into your
own beloved dishes for your family and friends.
We have so much uncertainty in our world. One of the greatest gifts we can give
others is to nourish and comfort them through food and stories. I hope that holding this
book in your hands will be a tangible and gentle reminder to gather those you love
around your kitchen table.
Fondly,

Carrie

INTRODUCTION | 7
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boundaries for them. Trying to stay true to
what I believe is right despite feeling as
if my children and the entire advertising/
marketing/social media world are fighting
against me. But I try to remain steadfast in
my role as parent. Hoping my kids won’t
sense my insecurities. My fears.
My six-year-old still does not know
how to swim. He’s scared. He mentally
breaks down when he stands on the stairs
in the pool with hands above his head like
a rocket, and he has to push off face down
in the water. He has to learn how to swim.
We spend our summers on the Pacific
Ocean coast.
Group lessons weren’t working. His
peers moved up at the end of each session and my kid was still bobbing. I had
visions of him at ten, bobbing, with a class
of three-year-olds. In December, I signed
him up for private lessons. During the first
few lessons, he bobbed, learned to swim
on his back, and jumped in.
At lesson three, his teacher told him
she was going to teach him the most important move in swimming. “The one that
can save your life. How to start out swimming on your stomach and flip to your
back to conserve energy. “
I watched him there on the stairs,
shifting quickly from one foot to another,
goggles in place, hands above his head.
Clearly scared. His teacher held his hands
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I like fresh starts. A new year. A new
calendar filled with white space.
Last year, I wrote out an entire document of goals — four single-spaced pages.
It was too much. Unattainable. This year
I’m keeping it simple. Instead of starting
with a list of goals, I’m starting with a
word: COURAGE.
Every time I write something and send
it out publicly for people to read, I put a
little bit of myself out there and that makes
me vulnerable. Vulnerable to both approval and criticism. Like and dislike. Understanding and dismissal.
Every time I take a photograph and put
it out there for people to look at, a little bit
of me is in that photograph. Once again,
that makes me vulnerable and that vulnerability can often be frightening.
There are many days when I doubt my
abilities and think, “Why am I doing this?
Who wants to read this? Who wants to
look at this? Who cares what I have to say
or show?” And yet, I continue because I
love to write and share stories. Because I
want to be a better photographer and create art from snapshots in time.
Being a parent can be downright
scary, as well. Never sure if I am doing
all I can to ensure my kids grow up to be
competent and caring passengers on our
little planet. Never sure if I am finding the
right balance between independence and
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until his head gently bumped the side of
the pool.
I cried.
His teacher looked up at me with
amazement. She hugged my little guy and
told him she was so proud of him. Will
looked up in my direction with a poker
face, goggles on, and simply gave me a
thumbs-up. He did the flip four more
times during that lesson.
Afterward, I hugged him tightly and
told him that what he had done was the
true definition of courage: doing something that is important even though you
are scared.
Whether you are someone trying to develop a skill or a talent, whether you are
a parent attempting to instill confidence
in your child, or whether you are a child
learning to swim, there are times it can all
be a bit scary to try to do those things well.
To put yourself out there. To set yourself up
for possible failure or criticism.
My hope this year is that I continue to
have the courage to put my writing, my
photography, and my parenting out there
because it’s important to me. Even though
there are times when I’m scared.

O

and guided him through the move the first
few times, but once it was time for him
to do it on his own, he barely got in the
water before he clawed his way up to find
her arm, the side of the pool, anything he
could grab onto.
On the way to the fourth lesson, he
cried. He didn’t want to go. He told me
he was scared. I went over all the reasons
why he had to learn how to swim and told
him that sometimes in life, we have to do
things that are important, even if they are
scary.
He started out the lesson swimming
across the pool on his back, but soon it
was time to work on the flip. As he stood
on the stairs, I could hear him tell his
teacher he was scared. She waited. Finally, he pushed off into the water but then
grabbed her arm right away. She put him
back on the stairs.
He pushed off again and this time he
started the turn but grabbed her arm halfway through. They were out in the middle
of the pool.
She gave him a little push back toward
the stairs and off he went, face down in
the water. After a few kicks, he flipped
over on his back and continued kicking
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While I was typing out this story, I had my ragù alla bolognese simmering on the stove.
The comforting smell of the tomatoes, onions, and meat was the perfect backdrop
to dig deep and consider what I wanted from myself for the upcoming year. If you’re
looking for guidance in your life, I highly recommend making a pot of this ragù, then
curling up in a quiet place in your home and writing out your thoughts.
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A COMFORTING RAGÙ ALLA BOLOGNESE
(A RICH MEATY PASTA SAUCE)
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What I love most about this recipe is that I usually have the ingredients in the pantry
and the freezer so there’s no special trip to the grocery store. Sometimes if I have mushrooms or a zucchini, I’ll dice those up and throw them in at the same time as the onions
and carrots. And while I love the flavor Italian sausage adds to this sauce, sometimes I
don’t have any on hand, so I’ll just use the ground beef and decrease the tomatoes to
one 28-ounce can and one 15-ounce can.
2 28-oz. cans diced tomatoes

1 medium onion, peeled and diced

Fresh herbs: 3 tablespoons fresh oregano
and 3 tablespoons fresh basil; OR Dried
herbs: 1 tablespoon oregano and 1 tablespoon basil
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2 tablespoons olive oil

3 carrots, peeled and diced, about 1 cup

T

1 pound freshly ground beef
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Pinch red pepper flakes

½ pound bulk Italian sausage (mild or
spicy, your choice)

S

1 teaspoon salt
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Freshly ground pepper to taste
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O

4 cloves garlic, peeled and minced

Water
1 pound dried pasta: spaghetti, bow tie,
or penne
Grated Parmesan cheese
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Heat your olive oil in a large pot. Add your onions and carrots. Sauté on mediumlow heat for about 5 minutes, until they begin to soften. Add your garlic. Sauté another
minute.
Once your vegetables are soft, add your ground beef and sausage. Break up your
meat with a wooden spoon. Add salt and black pepper and cook until the meat is
browned, stirring occasionally.
Add in your tomatoes and herbs (fresh or dried). Stir to combine. Pour in enough
water so that your veggies and meat are just covered. Bring to a boil and then turn the
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heat down to low and simmer, uncovered, at least 40 minutes or up to 3 hours on very,
very low heat, stirring occasionally.
About 15 minutes out from when you’re ready to serve your meal, boil up a pot of
water, toss in your pasta and cook according to the directions on the package, usually
about 10 minutes. Drain the pasta.
Spoon your sauce over your pasta, sprinkle some Parmesan cheese on top and
enjoy. Or, if you can possibly stand it, wait and eat it the next day. (You may have to
add a little water to it when reheating.) The flavors will have mellowed and created this
smooth, rounded bite full of tomatoes and meat and carrots and herbs. Simply delicious. Enjoy!
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YIELD: One big pot, enough for a family of five and leftovers the next day
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AT THE HEART
OF OUR HUMANITY
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a ticket to the sold-out BlogHer Food
Conference in San Francisco and I didn’t
know a soul. However, Kristen Doyle,
who writes the blog Dine and Dish, and
I had spent the past year admiring each
other’s photographs online. We had never
met in person but we had a developed
a virtual friendship. It was Kristen who
replied to my Twitter message.
Somehow I managed to hail down
a cab in the sleepy Hayes Street
neighborhood in which I had enjoyed
my coffee and hightailed it to my hotel.
I was thrilled to learn at the reception
desk that my room was ready this early in
the morning. I turned around to head for
the elevator and found Kristen waiting in
line behind me. She looked just like her
online profile picture. From that moment
on, she brought me into the fold and I am
eternally grateful.
The days and evenings that followed
were a whirlwind. I sipped Beringer wine
and chatted with the Deen brothers. I
heard Dorie Greenspan speak of her
years working with Julia Child and tasted
the creamy, almost velvety, tomato soup
prepared by Portland’s own Chef Lisa
Schroeder of Mother’s Bistro. We took
midnight Muni rides, went on a scavenger
hunt at The Ferry Building, and dined on
crispy bacon dipped in chocolate.
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I chuckled to myself as I typed my
message and sent it out to all 43 of my
Twitter followers, “Left home 4a. Arrived
San Francisco 8a. BlogHer Food starts
tomorrow. Had coffee. Now what?”
I looked up to see if anyone noticed
what I had just done. I glanced over at the
man playing the violin on the bench next
to me, at the daddies doting on their tiny
baby, and at the still-locked front door to
Miette Bakery. No one seemed to be aware
of my virtual ramblings. In my uncharted
territory of social media, this was how I
learned — by pressing buttons, sending
things out, and seeing what came back.
Bare minutes passed before a tweet
appeared for me. “Come hang out with
Katie and me.” I was giddy. It was like
finding an extra-large piece of chocolate
in my bowl of dark cherry, chocolate, and
vanilla ice cream.
I hadn’t been the new kid on the
block for a long time. My hubby and I
had managed to stay put for eight years.
Growing up, however, I was always the
new kid. This was due in part to my father’s
military career, in part to constantly
changing school boundaries, and in part
to my parents’ incessant need to move
from one house to another every three
years (18 moves and counting for them).
Once again, though, I was a new kid with
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in town visiting family. We exchanged
pleasantries. Ahmed asked me what I did
and the name of my website. Without a
shred of an accent, Ahmed shared that
he was raised in Egypt, “the birthplace of
civilization” and then went on to tell me
that French was his first language.
“Perfect,” I thought. “Beware thee that
choose to entitle their website with a
French phrase. Thou shalt be quizzed by
native French speakers in French.”
And quiz me he did...in French. I
suppose I passed when he said to me in
French, that from now on when people
ask me if I speak French, not to say in
French, “I can speak French, but it isn’t
pretty.” But to say, “I do speak French but
with a petite American accent.” Kindness
prevailed in him not to call it a grand
accent.
However, it was the final English words
he spoke that resonated so strongly with
me. Before departing the cab, he turned
to me and said with great earnestness,
“Language is our culture. Food is our
humanity.”
He held up his hand as if to wordlessly
cut-off any argument, paid for my cab
fare, and then he and his son hopped out
and disappeared. In the suddenly quiet
cab headed for my terminal, I was left to
ponder language and food. Kindness and
humanity.

O

But it was the people I met from all
corners of our country, with the accents to
prove it, who made the biggest impression
on me. I felt a connection amongst
strangers who have a strong commitment
to food and I believed the connection
existed out of concern. Most of us shared
the knowledge that we, as a society,
were sick. We had lost our way with
food. We could no longer find our way
around a kitchen. We no longer brought
people into our homes to share food. The
amount of inspirational speaking I heard
that weekend was extraordinary, but the
closing remarks by Michael Ruhlman
left us all speechless. At the end of his
talk, the emotion of what he had to say
was so great, he stood and paced the
stage. “Cooking is what made us human.
Cooking made us more social. We had
to cooperate and divide labor. We had to
come together. I think you all write about
this because in your heart you know
cooking is fundamental to our humanity.”
Humanity, as defined by Webster’s: “All
human beings collectively. The quality of
being humane; kindness; benevolence.”
Sunday morning was a bit like the
end of summer camp. Ready to go home
but sad to leave my budding friendships,
I hopped into a cab with two others
bound for the airport. During the ride, I
met Ahmed and his son who had been
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I’m not even going to try and pass this off as Chef Lisa’s tomato soup. To enjoy her
exquisite concoction you’ll have to visit her restaurant, Mother’s Bistro in Portland,
or buy her cookbook, Mother’s Best. But this is what I serve my family when I don’t
have a lot of time and want something homemade. I accompany it with toasted cheese
sandwiches and sliced apples on the side. If you are really short on time you could bag
the toasted cheese sandwiches and put out some bread, a hunk of cheese, and a knife,
and tell everyone to go at it. I usually double the recipe, as it’s perfect in a thermos for
lunch the next day. You can also freeze it, if you are a freezing food kind of person.

N

CREAMY TOMATO SOUP

1/2 teaspoon salt

2 tablespoons olive oil

1/8 to 1/4 teaspoon cayenne pepper

2 28-oz. cans diced tomatoes

1/4 cup sour cream

2 cups chicken broth

Grated sharp cheddar cheese
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1 large onion diced (a cup or so)
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In a heavy-bottomed skillet, heat your olive oil. Add your diced onions and sauté for
8-10 minutes, or until onions are softened and translucent.
Add in your tomatoes (plus their juices), chicken broth, salt, and cayenne pepper.
Bring to a boil. Then reduce heat and let simmer, uncovered, for about 20 minutes.
At this point I usually pull out my 18-year-old hand-held immersion blender and
purée my soup a bit. If I’m running short on time, I don’t do this and just leave it fairly
rustic. It’s up to you. However, if you don’t have an immersion blender, you must go
and get yourself one, especially if you’re like me and have a phobia about cleaning
food processors except in extreme situations.
Once that is done, whisk in your sour cream until creamy. Spoon into bowls and top
with the grated cheese. Enjoy!
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YIELD: A big pot full
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BERRY CRUMBLE
MUFFINS TO SHARE
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a pesto-giver myself, I always talk myself
out of all the reasons why someone would
like what I have to give.
To my absolute joy over the years,
my neighbor did not stop with the pesto.
“You have to try this chocolate cake.” “A
chocolate truffle.” “We brought you back
some halibut from Alaska.” “Thought you
might like a homemade vanilla latte.”
“I brought over these smoked Kokane
for you to try along with this rosemary
cheddar.”
Even her daughter started bringing
over gifts: cookies and fancifully
decorated cupcakes. And each time, I
was as genuinely grateful as the first time
and simply enjoyed basking in the glow
of gift receivers’ delight. That is, until my
daughter tossed out the comment, “Mom,
we never give them anything.” And broke
the spell.
I pondered long and hard on Hanna’s
words. First, I considered the basic truth
that I’m not much of a baker. To say, “Here’s
a few strips of our flank steak left over from
dinner” just doesn’t have the same ring
as, “I brought you a slice of my cranberry
chocolate hazelnut tart with homemade
caramel sauce drizzled on top.”
Second, the overthinking always seems
to win out. “They wouldn’t want this.
Why would they want this? I don’t want
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he whole thing started about
eight years ago with a Welcome
to the neighborhood! jar of
pesto. Not a sandwich bag of pesto, or
a half-pint jar of pesto, but one of those
pickle-sized canning jars filled to the
brim with homemade pesto and topped
off with a thin layer of olive oil. My new
neighbor handed it to me without any
pomp and circumstance and said, “I
was making some pesto and thought you
might like some.”
I was moved by her generosity,
especially considering that we barely
knew each other. I still have that jar even
though the pesto is long gone.
Some people are born with the gift of
giving. They know how to choose the right
thing or the perfect moment to bestow a
special something upon another person.
I, on the other hand, was not blessed with
that gift. The holidays are always fraught
with anxiety for me. I never know what
to get people. How much to spend. I
overthink what they would like. (I still
cringe when I think of the batik shorts
outfit I gave my sister when she was not
three but 23.) Family members, friends,
and neighbors around me are natural
gift givers, so I can see how it’s done. I
know how it feels to be the recipient of
their generosity and although I want to be
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crumble muffins. I heard myself say to
myself, “Oh, I wish the crumble had more
oats. Next time I’m putting more oats in
the crumble. Wait a minute…crumble…
didn’t they say a few years ago they didn’t
like crumble?”
But as my daughter passed by the
kitchen window, I heard my kinder self
say, “Enough. Why must you always be so
hard on yourself? Let it be what it will be.”
That afternoon, my neighbor’s daughter
was over hanging out and she said to
me, “Oh, Carrie, I had one of your berry
muffins. It was really good. My mom only
let me have one, though. She’s making
cinnamon gelato right now and she said
we’re going to have that with the muffins
tonight for dessert.”
My first thought was one of relief:
“Phew, they liked the muffins.”
My second thought was, “Where’s my
share of the cinnamon gelato?”

O

to bother them. I’m sure I’ll be bothering
them. They probably don’t even like
this kind of food. Maybe they have food
allergies. I could’ve made these better.
As a matter of fact, these aren’t even that
good. Actually, these are terrible.”
And on and on until I say to myself,
“Gads, enough already.”
The other day I happened to pop by
my neighbor’s house for a quick chat and
as I turned to go she said, “Oh, I almost
forgot…” and disappeared around the
corner.
A second later she was back. “We
brought you a bag of blueberries from
Hood River.”
Walking home, cradling my bag of
berries, I thought of a muffin recipe I had
and knew what I was going to do.
A few hours later, I watched as my
daughter headed out the front door to our
neighbor’s house with the still warm berry

BERRY CRUMBLE MUFFINS
I must tell you that I had a hard time getting a photo of these muffins for you. Every time
I make them they disappear before I can photograph them. I love the mix of blueberries
and blackberries, but you can use all blueberries or all blackberries if you prefer.

1/4 teaspoon nutmeg

1/4 cup all-purpose flour

1/4 teaspoon salt

1/4 cup old fashioned rolled oats

3/4 cup granulated sugar

1 tablespoon flax seed

1/2 cup butter, softened

2 tablespoons butter, softened

2 large eggs, room temp

FOR THE MUFFINS
1 cup all-purpose flour

1/2 cup milk, room temp
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FOR THE CRUMBLE
1/4 cup light brown sugar, lightly packed

E

1 teaspoon vanilla extract

R

1 cup whole wheat pastry flour

1 cup blueberries

R

2 teaspoons baking powder

O

1 tablespoon all-purpose flour
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1 1/2 teaspoons grated lemon zest
1 teaspoon cinnamon

1 cup blackberries, if extra-large cut in
half
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Preheat oven to 350°F degrees.
Line your muffin tin with paper liners or grease your muffin cups with butter.
In a small bowl, toss your blueberries and blackberries with 1 tablespoon of flour and
set aside.
For the crumble topping, mix together your brown sugar, flour, oats, and flax seed in
a bowl. Add your butter and rub it into the flour mix with your fingers until it is evenly
distributed. Set aside.
To make your muffin batter, whisk together your flours, baking powder, lemon zest,
cinnamon, nutmeg, and salt in a medium bowl. Set aside. In a large mixing bowl,
cream together your sugar and butter on medium speed for about 3 minutes.
Scrape down the sides of your bowl. Add in your eggs, one at a time, and mix until
incorporated. Stir in your milk and vanilla. Scrape down the sides. Slowly add in your
flour mixture just until combined. Do not over mix. The batter will still be a bit lumpy.
Gently fold in your berries.
Spoon the batter into your muffin cups, filling only ¾ full. Top each one with a
tablespoon or so of crumble mix.
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Bake your muffins on the middle rack for 20-25 minutes until golden and a toothpick
inserted in the center comes out clean.
Cool in the tin for about 5 minutes. Remove from tin and serve warm, although my
family is not picky and will eat them at whatever temperature they happen to be when
they discover them sitting on the kitchen counter. Enjoy.
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YIELD: About a dozen
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thon. Clean the house. Pack hospital bag
for me and going-home bag for baby. Find
cat and dog sitter. Take breastfeeding class.
Buy film for camera. Take a shower!
I thought about how just that morning
I had been helping my sister-in-law and
brother-in-law move into their new home.
As I traipsed up and down the stairs with
light boxes, I had to stop and hold onto
the railing from time to time due to what I
thought were Braxton Hicks contractions.
My sister-in-law said to me at one point,
“You better not have that baby here.” To
which I replied, “I’m not going to have this
baby now. It’s only May 4th. She’s not due
until May 31st. Remember? My mom’s
birthday?”
I had been so proud of my creativity
eight months earlier when at a birthday
celebration for my dad, I had handed my
mom a small gift and said, “You get to
have a little early birthday gift too.”
She unwrapped the gift and pulled
out an Eeyore rattle with a note tied onto
it that read, “Do not use until May 31st.”
My mom immediately started screaming
happy screams. My dad looked around
saying, “What? What?” until his eyes met
Dave’s and then he said, “Oh!” and they
both smiled sheepishly at each other.
Curiously, I didn’t cry when Hanna was
born a few hours after we had arrived, or
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s we drove down Broadway
toward
Seattle’s
Swedish
Hospital, it seemed like we hit
every red light. At one point, waiting for
yet another light to turn green, I turned to
my husband and said, “Gads, when we
come back for real, let’s take the freeway.”
Once we finally arrived and had
checked in to the hospital, a nurse strapped
all kinds of gizmos on me and then left
Dave and me in a semi-dark area with only
a bed and one small chair partitioned off
from the next patient area by a curtain on
a shower rod. We sat there in the dim light
not saying much. What could we say? We
had no idea how much our lives would
change in the 24 hours that followed.
We simply listened to the whirring of the
machines and my breathing and waited.
After an hour or so, we were startled
out of our semi-sleep as the nurse scraped
open the shower curtain and announced,
“Well, let’s get you upstairs. We’re having
a baby today!”
“Wait, what?” I asked. “My due date’s
not for another month. I can’t be having a
baby today. I’m not ready.”
“Well, this baby has other plans. She’s
ready.”
My mind quickly flashed to all of the
items still left on my pre-baby to-do list:
Finish all post-event work from walk-a-
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SO IT BEGINS.
AND SO IT ENDS.
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as it squeezes its way through downtown
Seattle less than a mile from where she
was born. After I left her there in the
Emerald City and headed back down
I-5 to Portland, constant questions ran
through my mind as those same slow,
warm tears rolled down my face: “Did I
do enough? Did I teach her enough? Did I
spend enough time with her?”
I’ll never know the answers to those
questions. I believe I did the best that I
could with what I know and who I am.
I do believe that I left behind a strong,
intelligent and compassionate woman on
that college campus. But during the drive
home, what I realized for certain was that
while I was focused on raising Hanna,
she was raising me into the woman who
I am now. I’ve learned so much from her,
as well as her brothers, throughout their
childhoods. I could write a whole book
on what they’ve taught me about myself
and how through their courage to learn,
to take risks, to find their own voices and
their own paths out into the world, they’ve
given me the courage to do the same in
my life.
However, despite all that, I believe the
most insightful lesson I’ve learned from all
three of my children is the sobering truth
that life goes by so fast. It never stops. It’s
always changing. It doesn’t wait for you
to raise your hand or wait patiently in
line. It doesn’t wait for you to finish the
photo albums or plan the perfect family
vacations. It barely gives you time to try
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even when I held her in my arms for the
first time and peeked at her rosebud lips
and tiny chin. I didn’t even think to bring
her to the breastfeeding class the following
morning at the hospital. They handed me a
doll and then told me to come back again
for the afternoon class with my real baby.
I shuffled through those first 24 hours in a
daze wearing wool socks and a pale pink
bathrobe.
The following day, they wheeled me
out to my car with all of my belongings,
which now included 5 pound 15 ounce
Hanna who was tucked into her car seat
like a baby doll. Dave drove and I sat in
the back peering at sleeping Hanna and
pushing down the neck on the preemiesized outfit that was much too large for
her. Dave and I didn’t say much to one
another. As we waited for those red lights
to turn green all the way back down
Broadway toward home, the magnitude
of what I was about to undertake hit
me. I would not only be responsible for
caring for this tiny little human, but for
raising her up to be a strong, intelligent,
and compassionate adult — one who
would contribute to society and leave our
fragile planet a little better than when she
first arrived. I didn’t even know where to
begin. Slow, warm tears rolled down my
cheeks for the rest of our drive home.
Last week, I dropped Hanna off at
college. Leaving her there felt akin to
ripping my heart out of my chest and
tossing it out into rush hour traffic on I-5
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BETTY’S CELEBRATORY CARROT CAKE
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I have never cared for traditional cake nor for the frosting that adorns it. For my birthday
parties growing up, my mom often made me the heartier carrot cake or spice cake,
which I loved after I’d scraped off the frosting. While I did have a traditional cake at
my wedding, in retrospect, I wish I’d served pumpkin pie. Hanna loves cake, and
she particularly loves carrot cake with the frosting. So, to celebrate her high school
graduation and her send-off to college, I thought it only appropriate that I make her a
carrot cake — with the frosting on the side so we’re both happy. The recipe that follows
is my mom’s with a few small changes made by me.
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FOR THE CAKE
2 1/4 cups all-purpose flour

P

11/2 teaspoon cinnamon

1 teaspoon vanilla
3 cups grated carrots
Optional: 1 cup walnuts, chopped

E

1/2 teaspoon nutmeg

P

L

1 teaspoon baking soda

A

M

1 teaspoon baking powder
1/2 teaspoon salt

FOR THE FROSTING
1 cup butter, softened
1 8-oz. package cream cheese, softened
1 16-oz. box of confectioner’s sugar
(about 4 cups)

2 cups sugar

1 teaspoon vanilla

S

1 cup canola oil

4 eggs
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Because of that knowledge, I have
demanded of myself that I find something
with purpose that gets me up in the
morning, that can help inspire others to
do the same, and that leaves a little bit
of my singular self here after I’m gone. I
believe that I have found that through
writing, photography, and food. It is my
greatest hope that my children find their
own version of that as they make their way
through their lives. And I hope you do too.

O

to figure out the best parenting solution to
the current child-rearing situation before
the next one hits. It is but a single blink
from the drive home from the hospital to
the drive home from the college drop-off.
Knowing how quickly that blink goes, I’m
here to say to you that if there is something
you want to do in your life, you must do it
now. No matter your age. No matter your
education or income level. You must carve
out the time as if your life or the lives of
your children depended on it.
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Preheat oven to 350°F. Grease and flour a 10-inch Bundt pan.
In a medium bowl, stir together your flour, cinnamon, nutmeg, baking soda, baking
powder, and salt. Set aside.
In a large bowl, beat together your oil, sugar, eggs, and vanilla with an electric
mixer until well combined (about a minute). With the mixer on low, slowly pour in
your flour mixture until just combined. Using a spoon, fold in your carrots and your
nuts (if using). Pour batter into your prepared Bundt pan and bake for 45-60 minutes or
until a toothpick inserted in the middle comes out clean. Place on a cooling rack and
let cool completely before removing from pan.
While cake is baking, whip together your frosting ingredients — butter, cream
cheese, confectioner’s sugar, and vanilla — until smooth and creamy. Refrigerate
frosting when not using.
Once cake is cooled and removed from pan, dust lightly with confectioner’s sugar.
Slice and serve with cream cheese frosting on the side. Enjoy!
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YIELD: One fairly large carrot cake
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