mmmmn., that smells
3ooaU

Fe,bmmr@ 4q

Dear Diary,
Have ow ever Wanted. §0meﬂ\im5 so bad that
vow Can tacte t? The QiVLSle ‘H/\OM@H’ of Sood soul
{o0d cometines will ﬁigﬁer Hhat degive. Tender, Méﬁ-‘[’@
ox‘l’ai[é;()uicm rmunstard greens; sweet candied. Yanas;s
§picw ﬁmger—ticlcim’ barbecue; cheesy baked. nmacaroni
and. cheecge; So[dewfried catbich; MowH/\wa{’erimg Ihot-
Water cormn bread; warm, Mel‘[‘—im—@ow\r—mowﬁ‘h pe/ad/\
cobbler. M, T 5@'[’ hmmg\r&)ud' ‘H/\imlcimg about it
Before T left home and. diccovered fine Aimim@, T
imdu[gad in healthyy meals like this on a Vegwlmr basic
(O, come on, all of Hre fo0d. growps Were alays Hhere.)
Am@um@, Mealﬂn@ or not, Hhese digches are ag conmon to
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negyo childlhood

me aS a redneck in Texas, but T gness everyone didn’t
have the sane priviteae.

“Mmmm, that smells good. What's that?” Peter
asked.

Why is it that when minorities are eating anything
that hasn’t been tossed or chopped, we can never eat in
peace at work? After the finger pointing and close breath-
ing, you always seem to lose a smidgen of your hunger.

“Mac and cheese, yams, and oxtails,” | answered with
my mouth full.

“What's oxtails?” he asked.

T at lunch and T huingry). T don't have time to
teach Soul Food (0I.

“Beef”

| don’'t know why | was bothered. But haven't you
noticed that the smallest things set you off during Black
History Month? Especially coming to work and being
forced to look at them the morning after an evening of
Roots.

“Well, it smells really good.”

So, does he want me to o Fer him Some ? Ma@be
next fime. ..

“Thanks.”

But come people are bolder . . .

“Mmm, that smells so good!” Kathy said as she
passed by a few minutes later.
“Thanks!”

Ke,ep MO\/iV\S,
“Ooooh, macaroni and cheese. | love macaroni and
cheese!”
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40 Howrs and. an Unwritten Rule

“Yeah, it's my favorite.”

Please don't be@. T have three QPOOVL\CM[Q [e-Q’,J’Mé{’
emomgh to \Cimiéb\ with m@ oxtails.

“I have to say that it's my specialty,” she proclaimed.

Just ack mlread@

“Yeah, everybody doesn’t know how to cook mac and
cheese,"| said with my mouth full.

“Can | have a bite of yours? | can let you know if it's
up to par,’ she suggested.

Dot vyow hate it when peop[e&wéﬁ% be@@im@?

“Um, sure’”

“Oh, but you just have a few bites left. Are you sure
it's okay?”

“Oh, well .. "I shrugged.

“l just need a tiny bite to see how it compares to
mine.”’

Mayjoe T migged your Shotw on The Food Network.

“Do you have a fork?” | asked.

Who carries forks with them ? OF conrce che
doesi’t. O, well . . .

“Here, just break it off and put it on this sheet of pa-
per,’ she insisted.

Danun, T'in {’mppedl

| felt like a deer caught in the headlights. Call me
selfish but | had to wrestle my sturdy fork to break off
a “tiny bite” As | watched the small piece move to her
lips, | wanted to regain my strength and snatch it back.
It's mine! It's mine! But then it disappeared in her greedy
mouth.

“Mmmmm, this is really good!”

@emb\, viah{i T really) need vjour condlrmation to know
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negyo childlhood

Hrat T can Harow down with mac and cheege. Are you
MmO Soima +o Sive, me another stupid pvg')ec{' becanse T
can cook better Hham @0%?

“Thanks," | said.
“l must say that this is better than mine. We have to
exchange recipes.”

Did T ack for nour chinky recipe? Whin do T want
d) Y recip d)

vowr recipe when mine ic better? Just = tHhat vyow

Want mine.

Not that I'm not taking full responsibility for good
soul food. You can find “real” food in homes of all races,
especially in the south. But even though Southerners,
black and white, share these menus of down-home cook-
ing, there is still a difference between the two households.
One just has more of a kick, if you know what | mean.

“Yeah, we have to do that.”

Now can T eat i last two biteg of mmal and cheese
in pe,aca?

“Well, enjoy the rest of your lunch,” she said as she
finally left me alone to eat in peace.

Thank vyow [

You would think with all the soul food restaurants
that have emerged and have become popular with not just
us, but with all races, that they wouldn’t be surprised ev-
ery time they see our food. And it never fails, every time
they smell it, they have a story to tell about the time they
went to this soul food shack in a not-so-nice neighborhood
and had the best corn bread on the planet.

“Hey, what’s up, girlfriend? You know, your lunch
always smell so good,” Amy said as she approached me
moments after Kathy left my cubicle.

“Thanks.”
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40 Howrs and. an Unwritten Rule

“What you got today?” she asked.
“Mac and cheese, yams, and oxtails.”
“You know what you need?” she suggested.

Mmobe, peace and q/uie;f' co I can eyt)ob ) L ?

“What?”
“Hot-water corn bread! Have you ever been to Real
Soul?”

Just becanse vow want to be down doesn’t mean
you veallyy are dotn, homie. How can bow even consider
a place that celle ghrimp Lried vice a coul food res-

“Yeah, a couple of times.”
“The food is da bomb! Their corn bread is the best
I've ever tasted.”

That's becanse vow never tacted. Awnt Mavamc{"é
corn bread.

What makes an expert on soul food? Is it tasting
watered-down greens at a subpar restaurant that has the
reputation of the best greens in town by a food critic who
can't tell the difference between mustards and collards?
Or maybe it's dining at a rib shack that claims to have a
unique recipe for Texas barbecue sauce that tastes a lot
like Kraft? All | know is that | know good soul food like
the old woman on the front pew wearing an oversized
hat knows every spiritual. | know verse after verse of
seasonings and ingredients. | can pick a dish apart, and
if | don't know what’s missing, | know enough that | can
create a better recipe on the spot. But these guests didn't
even know the congregational verse. They had never at-
tended a Southern Baptist service. They couldn’t feel the
music. They hadn’t experienced enough hardship to taste
the words of the hymn. These people weren't even saved!

Before | took the last scrumptious bite of my mac-
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negyo childlhood

aroni and cheese, | began to think about Auntie’s delicious
Sunday dinner and how the aroma alone made me smile.
Man, that woman knew she could cook!

“Mmmm, that smells good! What we got there?” Mi-
randa asked.

Well, enough of memory lane. | wasn’t about to lose
my last bite. | immediately shoved my fork in my mouth
and interrupted my nostalgic moment. | shook my head
with a mouthful of food. “Hmmm-mmm.”
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