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This is a book about food. 

It is not a cookbook. Though there are a few recipes. When 

initially planning this book I had every intention of properly 

timing and measuring every step. In the end I wrote the recipes 

the way I cook. The way they might have appeared on the blog. 

Consistency is oh so important. It’s what you might have received 

if you’d been eating the cake or drinking the hot chocolate and 

exclaimed, “This is so good! How’d you make it?” 

Don’t blame me if something doesn’t work out. Because 

really, is it all my fault? Probably not. Unless there is some typo 

indicating to cook something for 2 minutes instead of 20 or 

including a tablespoon instead of a teaspoon of baking powder. 

In that case I’m ever so sorry. You might want to note those 

mistakes in the margins. I’m also very interested to know what 

the extra baking powder does. 

Speaking of the blog, you probably haven’t heard of by: The 

Common Cook though in blogging years it’s equivalent to a 

young adult. That’s assuming this book reaches a larger audience 

than the blog. Although, why its age should affect its notoriety is 

unknown to me. Most people are not well known at any age.  

In some ways I started the blog (eeks what a horrid sounding 

word) long before I realized it should be started. During some 

lean times I searched library shelves for entertaining cookbooks 

and novels that fed its characters well. Then I wrote secret stories 

about these books. 

When this blog finally went up for everyone to see I was 

taking a creative writing class at the community college and 

cooking on my days off. One Sunday I wrote the first ever post 

of Sunday Dinners. Hoping to hit upon a really original name I 

changed it to by: The Common Cook. My strength is really in 

naming cats – just ask Myrah. If I ever get a time machine I will 

rename the blog...something else. 

There is a meaning behind the stupid name. Cooking should 

be approachable, like it’s a good friend come to dinner except 



you are eating your friend...like Hannibal Lecter. You know, I’ve 

never been able to eat fava beans. Let me try that sentence again.  

Cooking should be approachable like having a good friend to 

dinner, wearing socks, and setting mismatched plates. It should 

not be scary as if it’s Hannibal Lecter about to eat you with a side 

of fava beans. That’s better. 

This is a book about life. 

My life. Though you get to decide the path it takes. Life 

couldn’t be called linear even if there aren’t really time machines 

mixing up a person’s time line. Decisions are influenced by the 

memories of the past, needs of the present, and what is hoped for 

the future. Those aren’t the same every time. Sometimes those 

memories don’t happen. Sometimes something happening in the 

present changes how you felt about the past. 

Hmmm? Reading and re-reading (editing is so very 

important) those sentences seem very vague. Adventures don’t 

always make sense at the time. If you’ll turn the page, the first 

adventure is waiting for you. It’s like knowing how dangerous 

roller coasters can be, but getting on anyway. 

In these pages are riddles to answer, battles, mysterious 

beasts, superheroes, your worst fears and your best dreams. 

There is lots of sugar. Grab a pencil, pen, marker, paint brush, or 

feather dipped in disappearing ink and get ready to write your 

own adventure. 

  



It’s your choice in this adventure. 

“I wanna win next year,” I moped to my dad.  

For the third year running I had not received a prize in the 

costume contest at my elementary school’s Halloween Carnival. 

Apparently “Pretty Ghost” was also not good enough to win. I 

didn’t even place. I never placed. However, shy little me entered 

each year with one goal. I’d stand on the cafeteria stage and 

quietly squeak my name, grade, and costume. The judges would 

be wowed. I would be called to the front of the stage and 

pronounced that year’s first place winner. Or second, or third — 

any would do.  

I only had one year left at this elementary school. Unsure of 

how to manage a growing district the schools started rotating the 

students every year. Like kids playing in a sandbox, pouring sand 

between different sun-faded toys. My next school didn’t have 

costume contests.  

“Okay,” my dad said, “Mom and I can make you a costume 

that will win, but you will have to be a Monarch butterfly.” 

I gulped and took a deep breath. I dreaded this costume; it 

was so…ostentatious. “Okay,” I agreed. 

There was a whole year to go before my pending 

metamorphoses. The closer we got the more I knew I could 

never be that butterfly. I wanted to win, but on my terms. I 

wanted to be a witch — a nice witch. Kind of like Tilly Ipswitch 

in Tilly Witch. And if I had been able to figure out my inspiration 

for this costume back at age 8 maybe it would have worked 

better. I could have convinced my parents instead of hearing my 

parents, again, give me the choice of winning or losing. 

My mom started sewing and my dad opened the 

Encyclopedia Britannica to Monarch Butterfly. Two sheets of 

freshly painted orange organdy fabric hung from the backyard 

tree.  

My parents coached me to open my wings only when I 

stepped to the front of the stage. “Keep them folded up until 


