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Preface

The tales in this book: ‘Huddles in the Kitchen: A collection of stories from mulb-cultural women”
originated from the stories presented in the Cooking Culturally program presented by Cumberland
Women's Health Centre during 2023, The Cooking Culturally program was well attended each wesk
by a minimum of twelve participants. This program consisted of twa parts: a narrative therapy part of
sin sessions; and a cooking part of six sessions. During the narrative therapy part of the program, the
women from various cultures were interviewed about their cultural cuisines and a personal story of
interest that they remembered and chose to share with the group, The interviews stimulated a lot of
lively discussions. The women often resonated with similarities across cultures despite their linguistic
differences, and were respectfully intrigued by their diversity,

The stories that emerged from the narrative therapy sessions were first written in a documentary
style. These stories are featured on the Cumberland Women's Health Website 2023-2024. Based on
elements from these stories, are the tales found in this book.

The cooking part of the program featured the women who presented their stories, cooking their
chosen cultural dish for the rest of the participants to enjoy. The photographs of these dishes in
this book are a testament to the food that was cooked during the program. The recipes were also
provided by the women who had cooked them.

The Cooking Cultvrolly program was an opportunity for the women to: share and affirm their own
cultural traditions; develop their social skills and form friendships; build their self-esteem; and
contribute to their mental and emotional well-being, Everyone who had participated in the Cooking
Culturally program had learnt about the culture, cuisine, and lives of others, and thus had expanded
their horizons of knowledge and experience, Appreciation and positive feedback to the women who
presented their stories and their cooked dishes occurred continually throughout the program. Cverall
it was a very validating experience for all who attended.

Hope you enjoy reading the following tales, and cooking the various recipes included in this book.

Adriana Volona
Coundellor and Narrative Group Facilitator
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Bosed on o story from Violet Amelia Acker

At the kitchen table, women from different cultures listened
attentively to a story told by Violet from South Africa.

It was the last day of the school term. Violet, a school
teacher of many years was preparing to leave for Australia,
she loved teaching and she loved her students, and they
loved her. it was a sad day for them all,

With nostalgia Vielet remembered happy days in South
Africa, prior 1949 when people of all cultures lived
harmenigusly together. With a heavy heart, she recalled
how this all ended with apartheld when people were
segregated and racism became rampant. Ever since, Violet
did everything she could to stand up against discrimination
and bigotry, especially in the school where she taught. Her
African students and their parents who were very, very
poor, appreciated the kindness, respect and compassion
she showed them. Violet was diligent in her teaching and

encouragement of her students, She had dedicated extra
time to their learning, believing that a good education
could lead them out of extreme poverty.

In South Africa food was very expensive, and spicy stews
served with rice, such as a green beans stew called
Bredie, and a curried bean stew, were popular meals

that were cooked because they catered for many people.
Violet especially loved the "Bobotie® dish she had once
learnt to cook from her mother, She was always grateful
for what she had because she knew that many people in
South Africa were not so fortunate, Her parents worked
very hard to put food on the table when she was growing
up. Her father would often say to her and her siblings at
the dinner table: T worked very hord for that plate of
Jood, so eat it all up!™ As an adult, even though Violet
was not a wealthy person, she shared what she had with
those who had nothing. Violet knew that the majority of
her students were starving most of the time, so she would
give them chores to do in her own home in exchange for
food to eat and to take home to their families,

Violet had told her students about her departure a long
time before this day. She wanted it to be as gentle a
parting as it could possibly be. Her students were heart-
broken that she was leaving them, and even though they
had nothing, somehow they managed to buy her a special
gift to show their gratitude. The students felt 50 proud

to present Vialet with their gift. When Violet opened the
wrapping, she was speechless. It was an exquisibe white
lace dress! She felt 5o humbled by the enarmous sacrifice
that went into buying such a precious gift! Her repeated
‘thank you" was mingled with copious tears. Her students
cried with her. Violet knew she would always treasure this
dress wherever she went for the rest of her life. It would
remind her of her teaching days and her grateful young
students in South Africa.

Viclet now invites you to taste & lavour from South Africa,

2 cloves of garlic, crushed
1 5 codriandar

5ait and pepper to lasie

2 eggs beaten

2 lbap of cooking ol

2 omons, diced
1 tbsp apricot jam
2 shoes of bread

METHOD

Soak bread ina bowl of water and squeate waler oul bghtly and sot aside

Hexat oil in Large pan and fry the onéons and the crushed garis and saiste unlil they are
5ot Add apeicol jam, coemiander, 538 and peppan Mo well, then add Bread and mincea,
Cook and stir mixbune over koo - medium heal for appromatedy 20mine.

When Cookisd nemoyne from heat and put in & baking dish

Frehaat cven o A ko lemperabure @nd bake for 15ming. Remdows ltom oven and
spreadd the Beaten &g miduns on (op, Put i the tuan for a further 15 mins 1o Sel
When sl nemove Trom oven, gamish with the Bay leaves and samve,






At the kitchen table, women from different cultures listened
attentively to a story told by Duaa from Irag.

iOne day, Duaa asked her mother why her own cooking did not
turn out like hers. Duaa’s mother was aware of Duaa’s very busy
life-style, and she genthy shared her cooking secret with her:
You don't cook well without fove. It doesn't work. Don't rush.
Don't stress] If vou're stressed, things get oul of contral. 15 not
Gorng work, 5o just take it sy, toking one step ot o time, ond it
will work. Cook with o giving spirit-love, Not as if vou are forced
to cook.” These words have stuck in Duaa’s mind, and she has
tried to remember them every time she cooked.

Duaa’s mother took pride in her cooking, and she took the
time and diligent care required for her dishes 1o be perfect,
Mow Duaa's father loved his food, and so it was fortunate
that his wife, Duaa’s mother, was such a very good cook. The
aromas coming from her cooked food were too enticing to
resist. Delicious spiced eggplant dishes were particularly
popular. But alas, being well-fed on rich and spicy food
sometimes has its downfalls.
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One day, Duaa’s father felt sick and went to the doctor,
Blood tests were taken, and they showed that Duaa’s

father had high chelesterol. The doctor was concerned and
suggested that he take medication to treat his cholesterol
problem. However, when Duaa’s father came home and told
Duaa’s mother what the doctor had told him, she was very
adamant, "Wo™ she said, “we are first going to try to reduce
the high eholesterol naturally, and if that doesn’t work, we
will then consider prescribed medication.” Duaa's father had
no objections to wife’s treatment plan. Instinctively Duaa’s
mother believed in the power of dill to cure her husband’s
high cholesterol. 50 for one month, Duaa’s mother included
dill into almost everything her husband ate. When Duaa'’s
father went back to the doctor 3 month later for a check
up, the doctor was astonished: “Wow, what did you do? It
Jjust nat there anymore! You don't hove cholesterol”.  With
jery, Duaa’s father returned home and told his family the
astonishing good news that he was cured. Duaa’s mother
was not overly surprised by this news. She smiled with

great satisfaction for trusting her conviction in the healing
properties of dill. However, unlike her mother’s reaction to
the news, Duaa was stunned. Even now, she continues to be
amazed at the long last healing effect of dill. "To this day, dad
does not have a cholesterol problem™ sald Duaa. She is still so
thrilled, that she tells anyone who wants to know about dill
as the wonder cure for high cholesteral.

From the day Duaa discovered her father's restored health,
her interest in the healing properties of herbs was sparked.
Duaa began to learn about other traditional Iragi healing
remedies. She learnt about the herbal tea called ‘neomi
basra’ made from dried lemon, which was and is used to clear
headaches, She learnt about another herbal tea made from “a
purplish looking flower” called Echium Amoenum, which was
used for relief from stomach pain, bloating, cramps, coughs
and colds. Garlic was praised too, known for opening the
body’s blood vessels! Duaa’s learning in natural remedies still
continues to this very day.

Duaa now invites you to taste a flavour from Irag with dillin it

Tewmen Bakella (eM5b oa5) Broad Bean, Dild Rice with Lame Shoulder/Shanks

Temmen Bakella (c33l ;wed)

Broad Bean, Dill Rice With Lamb Shoulder/Shanks

INGREDIENTS

For Rica

2 frozen broad bean bags
2 zrmall bunch dill leaves
3 cups Basmatl rice

£ t5p sait

1 tsp black pepper

1 tsp safiron

2 isp o DUEter

INGREDIENTS

Foe Laemb ShoulderShanks:
2 kilo lamb sheulder‘shanis
2 pnicns

2 t5p tunmeenic

1 t5p geound Dlack pepper

1 top geound cloves

5 cardamom pods

5 bay beaves

METHOD

Start wath thi emdy shoulder/shanks Brst, noa
pan 500 oive od Enen add chiopped oo and
the ki shéukden'shanks. Add turming, ack
pepper, chowes, candamom, bay leaves and sait,
iz weell and ket it Sizohe for o miruke. then add
waber untd tha meat is covered. Lower the heat
ared birt 1 OO0k Bor abdut 155 hours

Start preparing the rice separately, DEsohve the
safiron in hitthe et of cold water, Clean the beans
{resm shells and chop the fresh dill and keep
aside. Soak the rice in water for an hour then
wash and add it 1o Doilng waler on the siove
with & baspoon of Salt, Whin the e @5 cooked
hatfweay (NOT soft and Buffy) get a strainer and
et all the waler, Wash rice with cold wisier,
Add chopped dill, beoad beans, safiron waber,

black pepper and Salt, Mix the g with 2l these
inpegeEnts. and ks asade,

[t & SEparate ail.l'ge Pt S ol and ihe Bamib
shodbder peaces, A the nce Thal s iI'I'E.l{.‘."r'
meced with all the II"rE'E'«L"&"I:S of thea h:rﬂli}‘. tha
lamib shoulder pieces, then add halt cup of the
T 5 bear frioen Ahe Shoubder that was cooxed
garlier. Add a tablespoon of bulier on the riga
andd kease it b Samimer X CO0E om ke heat
for 30 minutes. Once cooked, fip the POl on

a rpund bray (the aim is fo get a nice golden
lamib shoulger winen feppang the Dot on a tray).
Decorabe with roasted Bmonds, Sene with a
salad and plain Greak shde yogqun.

Plote: Yo can use chicken inslead of lamb shoulder,






Dad is Cc:-ming Home

Based on a story from Salwa Alboz

At the kitchen table, women from different cultures listened
attentively 1o a story told by Sabwa from the Gaza Strip in
Palestine,

It was early morning, and everything was quiet except the
gentle sound of waves lapping on the seashore, As usual,
Salwa’s mother was sitting on the verandah, sipping her cup
of coffee and looking at the palm trees bathed in sunlight in
the park across the road, Little Salwa woke up early, excited
that her father was coming home that day. The family looked
forward to hirm coming home as he was away a lot for work,
Salwa peeked behind the door to the verandah, watching her
mother and wondering what she was thinking. Perhaps it was
all the chores that had to be done before dad came home,

Soon all the children in the house woke up, and after
breakfast began to help their mother with the cleaning and
the cooking. Mormally Salwa would consider doing chores to
be boring and a drudgery, but on this day, the excitement of
her father coming home made it easier to do them.

Salwa's father usually came home by early evening. On his
way home, he would first go to Nablus, a town in the West
Bank, just to buy the family's favourite sweet called Knafeh
Nobulseyeh. Salwa and her two younger brothers would sit
on the steps outside the house patiently waiting for their
father to bring home this treat for all to share.

Thiey could see from afar on the winding road leading

to their house, their father driving home in his orange
Volkswagen. “He is heref He is herel” shouted Salwa and
her brathers jumping up and down with joy. When he
arrived home, Salwa and her brothers ran down to the car
to hug their father, and to get their hands on the Knofeh
Nabulsepeh. The irresistible smell of this sweet wafted in
the air, but it was unreachable, because it was close to the
engine of the car to keep it nice and hot. In front of the
swieet there was a lot of heavy stuff that dad needed for
his work in fixing bikes. “First we need to move oll of these
spare bike parts to the gorage, and then we can enjoy some
Knafeh Nabulseyeh” said Salwa's father. Dad's work stuff
was too heavy for Sabea and her younger brothers to carry,
50 Salwa quickly ran to get her older sisters to help unpack
their father's car.

When everything was done, Salwa's father took the special
treat from the engine and brought it to the dinner table,
with everyone following him, Despite his long journey
home, the fresh Knofeh Nobulseyeh was still hot enough to
be eaten. There was sweet silence, as 3alwa and her family
enjoved the treat, Everyone was happy, As Salwa grew up,
she always treasured this special memory of the days when
her dad came home,

Salwa now invites you to taste a lavour from Palestine,

T

Kunafa ( 43135)

IHGREDIENTS

500gm Katasi pastry dough. shredded

300grn of mozzacella cheesa, sheedded {you could
use Facotta chepse aiso of & combination of both)

1 cup of butter or ghes of & combination of Doth
1 cup sugar synp
Rose water faptional)

METHOD

1.

To make your sudar syrup, add 1 cup of
sugar 4o 1% cups of water ina pan under
medwmm heat. Let it simmern, and keep stiming
oocacanally until Ehe siegar completely
dissoives. This shoukd take you roughly 5
minwles. Add a beaspoon of rose waler i
YOu'TE LSing L

Prep your sheedded mozzarella with aboun
2 thap of sugar and set aside for a while il
you Bnish the next step.

Mexdt comes your pastry dolsgh which is
usually frozen. Once the pastry is at reom
bemperatune, shred i with your hands G i's
thin. Coat the dough with 1 cup of butier o
ghes and mix,
Preheat oven to 200 degrees.

e -

o

e line your baking contaings, first, coat it with
butter or ghes and then add hall of the dough into
the container.

Line the safies of tha contniner with the dough 50
that it can hold the cheese.

Add your shrecided cheese and make sure to
cover the whole container evenly.

Last comes the other half of your dough o cover
up tha kunada,

Bake in the oven for about £0-45 minwtes until the
surface ks golden brown.

10. Drizzie with the sugar syrup (Note: the syTup needs

i be cooll. Set asada for 15 miniles i cools.

12. Once cooled, M your kunala onto a senving dish

fvou could drizzie more syrup optional)

13 Gamnish vath piotackios laptonal)



The South Indion Kitchen
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- A Saint’s Festa

AL the kitchen table, women from different cultures listened
attentively to a story told by Grace from Malta,

It is a Saint’s Festa Day. A Festa is a religious festival that
happens often in Malta to celebrate a Catholic saint. During
these Festas the streets are patched with people in colowrful
dress following in procession behind a huge statue of the saint
in whose honour the Festa is held. The statue is carried by
eight to ten men parading through the streets. You can feel the
excitement of the crowd praying, singing, and dancing. Grace
lowes Festas. Itis an opportunity for her to do what she loves
best = to sing her heart out before large applauding crowds. As
a talented singer, Grace is often asked bto sing at Festas. Today
she is dressed in a colourful costumee, standing in 2 decorated
horse and karozzin (carriage) deawn through the streets
behind the statue and singing passionately popular Maltese
songs. When Grace sings, she is in her element. Waords cannot
describe her happiness when she is entertaining others. She
has a really good time, and $6 do all the people who listen to
her. After a while, Grace takes a break from performing. She

is feeling hungry and is drawn by the wafting aromas of cakes,
sweats, and pastizzi sold everywhere to delight the crowds.
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Apart from her love of singing, Grace also loves sweets!|
“Luckily | don’t hove diobetesill” thought Grace, wanting

to get to the sweets as s00n a5 she could! Her father and
mother help her off the decorated karozzin and they make
their way through the crowds to the closest vendor of sweets,
“Yum, yum” said Grace in between bite-fulls of deliciousness.
Whilst enjoving eating her sweets, Grace overhears some
people having a discussion about miracles that have occurred
to people they know, “Molte is o ploce where lots of miracles
hoppen™ said someone loudly. Grace thought to hersell: “One
doy | hope | have o miracle hoppen bo me”

A Festa is a ime when people cateh up and talk about all sorts
of things. As Grace walked back to her performance karozzin

to sing mone songs, Grace suddenly stopped to hear people
talking about lots of treasure being buried in Malta. “Wow™,
thought Grace, “7 wonder where this treasure is™ she asked her
parents. They waited to hear for any clues to be mentioned, The
gossipers said that they read in the papers that during World
War Il people frorm Evrope brought their valuables to Malta by
boat and buried them there for safe-keeping. The people who
ownied the valuables had hoped to return to Malta after the
war to retricve their buried treasunes, “There & shill unclaimed
treasure burfed in Malta™, said someone very excted, ‘Perhaps
wiz should look into joining those who are digging for it" said
another person. “Tnteresting, bul nothing specific o go on™ said
Graoe’s father nudging the family to movwe on.

Grace and her family arrived back to the performance
karozzin for Grace to finish the Festa with some closing songs.
She invited the crowds to sing along with her, The crowds
cheered loudly, They appreciated her lovely voice singing
songs they all knew so well, Ithad been a wonderful day,
and everyone began to head home happy and tired, looking
forward to a light meal before bed, Grace and her family were
looking forward to having a traditional Maltese egg soup
which Grace helped her mother make early in the morning
before going to the Festa, Grace loves this egg soup called the
Widows Soup. It always reminds her of her mother teaching
her how to make it,

Grace now invites you 1o taste a flavour from Malta,

Widow’s Soup (Soppa Tal-Armla)

INGREDIENTS

1 onian chopped

2 gloves of gark; shced
1 courgeths chopped

3 camots chopped

4 Cilary Sticks

150q broad beans

¥ caulificeisr Chopped
¥z CalpDage shredded

3 potaboes chopped

2 tomaloes (large) chopped

4 ghejniats (Maltess cheasalabe)
or 400q of i Acolta

2 vegetable stock cubes

2 ths tomato pacie

CHiee ol Tor I'r:.-'ing

4 pggs foptional)

Widow’s Soup (Soppa Tad-Armda)
4 :

METHOD

In a karge sapcepan add a Fils ofve o and fry the garlic and onion for five minutes
iintd they have staied to soften. Add carels and celery, Try bor another [rve minutes,
then 304 the cauliliower, courgette, shredded cabbags, broad beans and potatoes.
Firy all these vegelables for ten minubes. Stic in the tomatoes, tomato paste and
crushed stock cubes. Stir unbl ingredients ane well combined. Add warm bolled water
o cover all the vegetables and briing to the bosll Simmer for 45 minutes, Add the
gbeinéeds or ricoita ang cook for a further fiftean minutes.

Bt |§ ackding egas, Cradk wnd add on top ben minuhes Balidng S0ug B Gooksd



“When filling the stomach, the eyes get blind”

The Iragi Kitchen



Chinese New Year

story from Janeg

At the kitchen table, women from different cultures listened
attentively to a story told by Jane from Malaysia,

it was Chinese New Year! Everyone got up earky, not 1o go to
work, but out of sheer excitement. It was a time to relax and
have some fun with family, relatives, friends and neighbors
from diverse cultural and religious traditions. Jane was so
looking forward to wearing her brand new red dress and
shoes. She wanted to show them off to her cousins, who
were coming to celebrate with the family. Weeks before,
she pleaded with her father to take her shopping for her
new shoes. He kept making excuses! He was too busy or too
tired and Jane was getting anxdiows the wasn't going to get
new shoes to match her beautiful new red dress. Eventually
her father gave in, when Jane threw a tantrum, crying and
threatening she was not going to do her chores or eat until
she got her new shoes!

Jane’s father began playing his beloved traditional Chinese
Hew Year songs on his tape recorder. Guests were aniving,
and the dinner table was fully laden with mouth-watering
dishes and desserts like: rice puddings and cookies. The food
was loaded with symbols to wish everyone a happy year
ahead: fish and meat dishes for prosperity and abundance;
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noodles to wish everyone a long and happy life; dumplings to
with everyone a financially successful new year; and sweet
and sticky rice balls for family togetherness. Many of these
special delicacies were prepared by Jane’s mother and aunties
many weeks before this day. In the middle of the table, there
wias a very big bowl full of “lowe letters”. Jane had helped her
aunties bake these yummy small wafer biscuits especially for
this day. They were 5o maneish, everyone couldn't eat enough
of them! Sharing Tove letters” was a way of wishing harmony
and good relations in the family, amongst relatives, friends
and neighbours. 50 everyone was encouraged bo eat as many
Tove letters’ as they liked.

Looking around the house, it was sparkling clean and very
colourful, decorated with New Year Greeting Cards, and red
and gold paper decorations. Everyone was wearing something
new and something red for good luck.

When Jane's cousing armved, it was fun Bme. They ran out
of the house and into the courtyard with pots and pan lids,
banging them together, making lots of noise to scare off
“evil spirits’ and to dance. Janes uncle was a very clever
craftsman, He had made the children gorgecus dragen and
lion cutfits for dancing, to entertain everyone gathering
around to watch their performance. Some of the cousins
kept making music using the pots and pans as drums, whilst
Jane and one other cousin put on the costurmes and danced
argund, Jane’s father lit some fire crackers, which delighted
the children to dance even maore, whilst everyone clapped
and smiled. With 50 much jovful sounds, if there were any
‘evil spirits’ around they would have certainly disappearned |
After eating and dancing, it was time for the presents.
Grandma was sitting in her special chair holding lots of

red packets with money in them called “Ang Pow™, All the
children ling up, all excited to get their red packet. The boys
were particularly happy because they would get the bigger
packets with more money in them. 50 Jane and the girl
cousing decided to try tricking Grandma to get the bigger
packets, "Grondma”, they cried, "It"s not fair, You are doing
it wrong. You should start from the front packet not the last
one!”™ But Grandma was a shrewd business woman, She
wasn't 50 easily tricked,

By the end of the day everyone had laughed, sung, danced, ate
and talked together so much that they felt so full and happy.
Jane now invites you to taste a Nyonya flavour from Malaysia.

Malaysian Curry Laksa Noodles

INGREDIENTS

1xpkt 150gm Rice vermiceli or Egg Noodls

1 kg seafodd ke (froddn Astan Steamboat Combo)
240gm Osha Curry Laksa Paste

240 Coocornt Mk

Fer gasnish: foptional)

BiansproutElspning OO o MnE liawes

' ] £ A be,
A;,afaiwm Curry Laksa N@&ﬁﬁ

METHOD

o Gh Bu £ PO

. |

BEnch Ehe noodiss o5 o msiiuchon.

Pour the jar of Cuery Laksa paste inlo 1700mi boding waber,

Acdd packet of seafood and being o a Dod,

S in 240l Coconut Milk and Sirmmesn o Ko Rl

Four hot soup into bowis of blanched rice vermicell or Bgg noodies,

Top with seafood and garnesh with bian Speoutsspeng ondnalsomandanmint
b [Optcna)

Enjcry wehila ther So0p is hok.






Grandma’s Letters

RN

At the kitchen table, women from different cultures listened
attentively to a story told by Daphina, an Australian woman
with cultural roots in Bulgaria.

One morning when Daphina went to check the postbox for
mail there was a letter from Grandma in Bulgaria, Daphina
was 50 excited. She looked forward to receiving letters from
grandma, because her letters told exotic storles from far
away. Daphina ran into the house and quickly gave the letter
to her father to read. Grandma's letters were such a treat for
Daphina’s father who missed his beloved mother 50 much, He
missed his home country too, He had to escape Bulgaria to
avoid becoming conscripted into the Communist armmy.

Daphina’s father opened grandma’s letter and began to
réad it a5 Daphina sat close beside him and listéned with

wonder, Grandma wrote about having recently celebrated
Baba Marta Day (Grandmother March] on the 1st of March,
There were red and white interenoven yarn bracelets known
as the Mortenitsi included in the letter fior Daphina, her
mother and father. It was the Bulgarian custom to give these
bracelets to family and friends during this day to bring them
good luck. Grandma wrote how spectacular it was to see all
the trees with these red and white bracelets tied to them,
to welcome springtime. As Daphina imagined the scene her
grandma described, her father became nostalgically sad,
remembering when he had experienced this event many
times before. Feeling homesick, Daphina's father went into
the kitchen and soaked some dried beans. He needed a
taste of his mother's cooking and was going to cook the
Bulgarian bob chorbo, commaonly known as "the monastery
soup” with beans, vegetables and chicken in it.

A rmonth later, another letter came from grandma. Daphina
and her father loved to smell Grandma's letters. This

letter, like all the other letters Grandma had sent, smeht

of roses. As Daphina’s father read this letter, Dophing was
visualizing what grandma had written, like a movie in her
head, Grandma described the Rose Festival she attended

in the Valley of the Roses. It was a very colorful event,

with dancing girls wearing traditional costumes and rose
garlands in their hair. There was also a choir singing cappella
Bulgarian folk songs, with their unique guttural sounds, Rose
perfumes and oils, and red rose petals everywhere, The
picture in Daphina’s mind was 50 beautiful,

After reading grandma’s precious letters, Daphina felt she
had been to ancther magical world of colour. Everything
was 50 different in Bulgaria to the life she knew in Australia,
Even though Daphina had never been to Bulgaria, grandma’s
letters made her feel as if she had been there,

Daphina now invites you to taste a flavour from Bulgaria.
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Bob Chorba - Bulgarian Bean Soup

INGREDIENTS

300 of dried white beans (canneling or
butber beans), o substitube with cannied
variety of white beans 4009 can (@ is
impoetant b0 rince Deans when remaoving
firoum can)

100g celery diced

1 chicn dicad

1 careot dicad

100 grvies £ Codory it

2 red Capascurn diced

6-8 1bsp of give ol or sunficwer ol

1 5p of sweet papdia

2 Bap plain four

1 t5p of salt

1 teaspocn of Vet o

wegelable shock powdier

¥: tspof Bylgarian chybritsa spice
ubst#use with thymhe o ofegans)

2-3 t5p ey chopped fresh Bubgarian
mmant sustitute with parsied, (Dey ¥5-1 1500
Bulgarian goats cheese 10 taste

Black papper to laste

2=3 dried red peppers or chill (optional)
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Bob Chorba - Swfjm#m;i Bear Soup

METHOD

hlote: [ wsing dried baans they must b soaked in cold waler avamight
After soaking the beans, drain and put them in & saucepan. Add cold
wabés' 10 Cirear them, Eding 10 a baill and then drain them again. Put baans
back in the saucepan and add cold waler o conver them. Cook until the
B and S S08 (da nod over Cook]

Lising & médium e saudenan, add o, daded onicn, camol, Sileny and
GO0k B on 3 o et for appedeamatohy e 1 feg minubes, Remave
Ehelr Sty frowm Eha ok ared i in the pagika, Viegeta and flowr, Add
Ehly e, s eomngh weabise B0 Cwntsr all thie ingradients, Add the salt,
popper, Bulgann mint and/er parsiey, Shrand m ol the angradents wdl
PEBCE Saudapan on a msdasm heat and Cook unhil beans ane ot Sand
Kl vy Sy with @ Sprinkde of pacshey and goats Chisese b laste, and
SOME Shusty bréad,
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Holem a

At the kitchen table, women from different cultures were
being servied Turkish coffee, water and some Turkish Delight
which had been made by Halem with Haley’s help. One
woman said: “This is not that strong. [ thought Turkish
coffee is so thick and strong that it is olmost undrinkable.”
Haley smiled and replied: *That's right. It%s o common
miscenception, You may notice that | hove served you the
coffee with o gloss of woter, You are supposed to drink

the water after the coffee, and you are not supposed to
drink the residve of coffee ot the bottom of your cup.™
Another woman piped up: *Turkish coffee is definitely not
o5 strong of lalion coffee.” The women then began to
listen attentively to a story told by Halem, and translated
into English by her daughter Haley, Haley began to tell her
maothers story.

In was a hot summer’s day in the wheat fields of rural
central Turkey. All the men from Halem's family were
working hard cutting hay and bundling it up for selling it
to livestock farmers in the eastern parts of the country.

Meanwhile, Halem was busy looking for dried cow dung
patties to fill her bucket and take home. In those days,
electricity in the villages was not commonly used, Cooking
and keeping warm was done by the fireplace, and cow dung
patties made excellent fuel for a blazing fire,

It was approaching midday, and everyone was bécoming
thirsty. It was 50 hot they had drunk all the water in the
pitcher. Halem's uncle went to have a drink and was
annoyed: “What? Mo Water! Can someane plense fetch
sorme water! The pitcher is emnply”™ he said holding the empty
water pitcher, waiting for someone to take it. “7 will™ said
Halem, putting down her bucket of dung patties, and running
to take the water pitcher from her uncle’s hand. Even though
the clay pitcher was emply it was heavy and almost a5 big as
Halem herself, Halem was surprised at how heavy the pitcher
was in her arms. e you sure you con do it?" asked her
uncle, “Sure | con™ replied Halem, eager to please her uncle,
*There is a fresh woter ereek just over there™ pointed her
uncle. Halem thought to herself that it didn’t seem to be that
far, and off she went with the water pitcher.

After walking a while shie soon got tired and had to stop

for a rest. The emply pitcher was very heavy to carry, and
she wondered how she was going 1o manage carrying it
back full of water. This task was not a5 easy as she had first
thought. She kept walking hoping to spot the fresh water
creek sometime soon, but Soon” seemed 1o never come,
She had to drag the water pitcher up and down a few slopes
before she reached her destination. At last dropping herself
and the pitcher by the edge of the water creek, she could
have a cold drink and wash her face to cool down, Halem
filled the pitcher, and with determination she bravely made
her way back, moving the full pitcher of water a fow steps

at a time. It took five hours for Halem to bring back the full
pitcher of water, When she finally arrived, everyone dapped
and laughed about how long it took for Halemn to bring back
the water. Halem did not think it was funny. Never egain”
she thought as she finally sat down to rest and eat some late
lunch of freshly made cheese and spinach pastry. To this day
everyone in Halem's family remembers Halem's five-hour
journey for a pitcher of water under the hot sun,

Halem and Haley now invite you to taste a flavour from Turkey,

Turkish Chicken Kebabs (Tavuk $ig)

INGREDIENTS

1 kil chicken beeasts or thighs. fremeee skin and bones)

4-6 clrnes g

162y whaddi ik OF Grisi yogun

3 tadblespoons ofive oil

2 tablespoons tomato pasie or ketchup

1 oredn

1 teaspoon btk papper

1 teaspoon papika

1 featpoon kisher Salt, oF mang o asie

For garnesh: Sumac, dried cregand, and papdia (optonad

-5 medal shewers of bamboo skewers (Mote: if using bambod shewers soak
e for 30 minotes 50 thal they will not cateh firg when guillng)

METHOD

Pai dry the chicken breasts or thighs with a paper towel. G tha meal
ko Jem pheces and set aside. In a bowd, finehy grate the onion and garkc
Chovis N0 & pulp and jukcl, I anothdr B pross the modun :I:rn}-_lg"l a
Sainvil Ui G veDOdhen SO0, Onc juics B compiabihy straimsd, thidw o
thié: remasning onsongars pulp. Add the yogurt, oil, Iemabs paste, black
peppér, paprika, and salt to the onicn/garkc juice and stir. Add the chicken
peecas and coat them thoroughly on all sides. Cover the bowd with piasiic
wrap and refrigerate for & minimum of 4 hours o gremight.

Freheal an ousdoor grill on medasm-high heat and Bghtly of the grale
Thnead b marinatsd Chackan pebes Gabd Shimndns, not presssd togither
tao tighthy, S0 that they can cook evendy. Sprinkda the kebabs with salt and
place on pre heated gl Gll eventy on all sides for about 12 minutes o
uritil Ehowoughily cooked. Wien kebabs are ready, you can gamish them
with drisd Geagano, Sumad of popaika (o fasls and San,






The Camel 'FriP

Based on a story from Najma Osman

At the kitchen table, women from different cultures listemed
attentively 1o 3 story told by Najma from Somalia

it was the day Majma and her brother were going to visit their
grandfather in Somaliland. Najma's grandfather had a farm
where he grew bananas and mangos as well as vegetables
and spices. His place was at a distance to where Najma and
her family lived .

That morning, Najma's father prepared the camel for the trip,
with water bottles and some food that Najma had prepared
for the journey. Meanwhile Najma and her brother wene
getting dressed. Majma wrapped one of her colourful scarfs
around her head and face to protect her from the scorching
sun and gusts of sand. The family camel was on its knees

in a sitting position, and Najma’s father helped her and her
brother mount it. Mounting and riding a camel is a learnt
skill, Majma remembered how hard it was to mount and
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ride a camel when she did it for the first time. But now she
was confident and at ease. Once mounted, Najma’s father
motioned the camel to stand up. Najma and her brother
held onto the camels” saddbe very tightly. Camels stand up
with their back legs first. 50 Najma and her brother had to
lean backwards to avoid being thrown face first into the
camel’s neck, Up and away, they left early at dawn, because
it was cooler then, With Najma's father leading the camel
by the reigns, it was a slow ride through sandy country.

By midday, it was time for a rest, a drink and some lunch.
Opening up the lunch packets, Najma’s brother, sniffed his:
"Is thiz o towic thing#™ he said with a dissatisfied look on his
face, Unimpressed, Najma replied: “Well if you are going
to die one doy, you are going to die onyway, 3o just eatl”
Thiey all ate their lunch of rice, camel meat and banana in
silence, as they lstened to the sound of drums and other
Somali instruments being plaved in the distance. “Someone
i having a party ™ said Najma's father, The relaxed camel
hummed as if agreeing with him. Camels ane very important
in Somalia. Most families have camels as a means of
transport, for their rich milk, and for food. Camel meat and
camel milk is very much a part of a Somali diet.

When they eventually arrived to see grandfather, they were
thirsty. After a cool drink, something to eat, and a leisurely
chat with grandfather, it was late afternoon and it was time
to head back home. The camel was given a drink of water
and was loaded up with bananas and other supplies from
grandfather’s farm. Riding back home, it was cooler and
dark. You could see a spectacular night sky studded with
billions of bright stars. Najma gazed in wonderment into
the night sky. Her name means “star’. She felt blessed to be
called after such a beautiful body of light in the heavens!

MNajma now invibes you to taste a lavour from Somalia,
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Bariis Iskukaris - Spiced Somali Rice With Chicken or Meat

INGREDIENTS For The Meat 1 gréen chill papgsar (aptional) minced
¥ cup olves ol 2 lomatoes dicad
: xmvwraash spice blend dividad 12 thspy fomato pashe

< thsp xog bdenrd

lamb, goal of ca 1 cinnamon Stick whola

INGREDIENTS For The Barilis

5 oups Chicken Siock

METHOD For The Banhis
Add the o

s W
R

and g:ll"ih'Hl:l ha s
St unbd e g

azh spice blend, and

A I







Sha ring Bread

Based on a story from Soving Mothotro

At the kitchen table, women from different cultures listened
attentively to a story told by Savina from Northern India.

Looking out of the window from her beautiful howse, Savina
watched her friend Zeenat helping her mother make some
Rotl outside their house on a little farm nearby,

Her friend was poor and Savina'’s aunties forbade Savina to
spend time with Zeenat because they were from two different
social casts. Savina's aunties were always watching Savina,
reprimanding her for keeping the company of people they did
not approve. “Don't you dare go out with them. They aore not
your class”™ they would say to her. Howewver, Savina thought
like her father, who taught her that all people are equal

and should be treated with respect. She hated the Caste
System of dividing people into inferior and superior, and was
ashamed of her aunties’ snobby attitude.
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It was a sunny day, and Savina was determined to spend
some time in the sun with Zeenat. Before this day, Savina
had bought a friendship bangle, and this was going to be the
opportunity to give it to her friend. Whilst her aunties were
busy chatting amongst themselves, Savina quietly snuck out
of the house and ran to her friend’s place. Zeenat and her
mother were pleased to see her. “So good Lo see you™ said
Zeenat. *I wonted to see you too”™ said Savina. T bought you
this friendship bangle, 0 you will always remmember me a5
your friend” said Savina. "It is beoutiful. | will always weor it
Thank you™ said Zeenat. Savina smiled and watched Zeenat
and her mother cook the roti bread over an open fire. This
was very different to the way her father cooked roti in their
big family restaurant. He used a tandoor oven. The smell of
the roti was very enticing. ¥t wowld probobly taste different’
thought Savina.

Zeenat offered her some of the freshly baked bread.
Without hesitation, Savina received their offering and
enjoyed eating the bread with her friend and her mother,
She knew it was forbidden for her 1o eat bread that was
kneaded by the hands of the poor. It had been so ingrained
in her, Zeenak and her mother also knew that it was taboo
for Savina 1o eat their bread. However, Savina’s love for
Zeenat, and her conviction in the equality and dignity of

all people, gave her the courage to act in defiance to the
traditional Caste laws of segregation.

"Yum. This tastes good™ said Savina. Zeenat and her mother
felt pleased that Savina accepted the bread that was made
by their hands.

Savina now invites you to taste a flavour from Northern
India,

Palak Paneer

INGREDIENTS
£ tablespoons oive od, divided
2 onion, diced

6 clones garke, crushed

2 beaspoons ganm mosala
2 teaspoons rad pepper flakes fopbonal)
2 Bespenns cury Do

2 1BEDOCNS Ground U

1 faspoon salt

2 kg packages of frozen frash chapped
Sparach, thassed and drasnad

3 tomatoes, diced

1 cup wale

2 tablespoons grated fresh ginger rool

(1.5 kg 6 cups cubsd paneer feottage
Lhis

Palak Paneer

METHOO

Heat & tablespoon oland o in a Skillet cver medicm heat; Sook and St
onion in hot oil LNt skghtly tender, about 10 -15 minutes. Add gardic,
coniancer, tunméne, garam masala, red peppdr flakes, curny powder,
Cumiin, and Saity codk and stir untll fregrant, about 1 minute,

M spanach, tomaloes, waber, and ginger in1o onion mixtune; simener for
45 randrbes, Rismoad o ot and cood sighthy aboul 5 man s
Transer spinach mixde o a blsnder and blend until smooth. Set acids,
Hisal remairing 4 tabldsnoon olnag o in the Sormd skt over mibdum
heat; COCK and stie paness i hot-od until Bghithy betwnead, about 10
iminutes. Stir in puréed spinach mixture and cook until heated Ehrough,
340 7 mehifes
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Friends
1 an a story from Brinal Petrovic and Sridevi Poona

At the kitchen table, women from different cultures listened
attentively to a story told by two friends from South India -
Brinal and Sridevi. Sridevi and Brinal came from two different
wvillages, but they went to the same high school as teenagers.
It was there that their friendship grew, despite coming from
different religious backgrounds. Brinal gréw up as an Anglo-
Indian Catholic Christian and lived a very western lifestyle.
On the other hand, Sridevi grew up as a devout Hindu, as the
daughter of a guru. The two friends began to tell their story.

Brinal’s Story
It was Christmas Eve, and Brinal and her family were making
their way to the church for midnight mass. At that time when
most peeple were usually asleep, the excitement of Christmas
kept Brinal and her family awake, The church was packed with
people singing along with a choir that sang Christmas carols
and hymns. A sense of hope and of 2 new beginning was in
the air. You could feel the bonds of family and community as
everyone prayed together and exchanged greetings of peace
to one another. After mass, everyone cheerfully exchanged
Christmas greetings again, Needless 1o say, everyone got little
sleep that night. The next morming, on Christmas day, everyone
was busy getting ready for the family relatives and friends to
wisit. The festive table was set and laden with delicious sweets
and savoury dishes which Brinal helped her mother to prepare.
Everyone looked forward to the prawn biryani, pork vindaloo,
meathall curry, and the coconut rice. After feasting, the whole

family were excited to open their Christmas gifts, which they
had bought or made for each other. Hugs and kisses of gratitude
criss-orossed the room. Leading up to Christmas, shopping for
Christmas gifts for the family was @ serious business that took
time and effort, For Brinal, the fun part for her was secretly
wrapping the gifts in her room, while listening to songs from
The Beatles, The Monkeys, and Ehds Presiey.

Sridevi's :ii-l-nr'ﬂ
On wieekends, Sridevi would often attend the Hindu Temple
wilth her father to pray and to listeén to his teachings. During
one weekend, it was Sridevi’s birthday, Her house was crowded
with family, friends, and lots of people from the village. The
house was decorated with cut mango leaves, which were
usually uted when there were parties with lots of guests,
Everyone from Sridevi’s village knew that mango leaves were
used at organic air purifies that released lots of axygen. In the
dining room, there were lots of traditional Indian food dishes
served for all to enjoy. One special dish, which was also used
in the Temple, was the bright yellow rice called Temon rice’
which is offered to God as "Prasadham’.
At some time during Sridevi’s birthday party, there was a special
honour o be presented to her, Srideyi’s father escorted her to the
frant door of the house, where she was greeted by a beautiful
white cow, decorated with a garland of bright yellow and orange
flowers around its head, For the Hindus, the cow i considered to
be a source of great blessing for everyone present. Sridevi bowed
to the cow in thanksgiving and encircled it a fow times to receive
the oows’ positive vibrations. Everyone standing around also
bowed with reverence, receiving blessings that the cow's peaceful
presence emitted. When the cow left the house, everyone made
their way back into the house for feasting on the wonderful
banquet that was prepared. After finishing their meal, Sridevi and
some off her guests went into the courtyard and sat under Holy
Basil tree called Tulsf for a quiet chat, and Lo take in the positive
calming enengy that the tree exuded. it so peoceful here®
remarked a few of her guests at the end of her party.
At school, Sridevi and Brinal would often share these and other
staries about their cultural customs, which were 5o vastly
different. Their friendship inspined their dassmates because it
showed how people can five in harmony and peace despite their
differences.
Sridevi and Brinal now invite you to taste a flavour from South
India.
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Lewan Rice - Chitramma/Niwamakaya, Pulthora

Lemon Rice - Chitranna/Nimmakaya Pulihora

INGREDIENTS

5 tabbespaotes cony ghee (pod mans if required) ¥ G roasted wunsalied peanuts

1 teaspedon mastand Seads, 1 fasgaon hurmeric powder

1 Epapaon Curmin Sesds i of 2 madia Sine lemons o atoonding
1 teaepacn chana dal (spht chickpaas), 1o tasta,

1 b Urned dal (Black gram) 2 Sups Codksd noa

3 = 4 curry leaves Salt, to aste

2 Mg gribin Chilbies, St lengthwise

METHOD

1. b large soacepan, add the ghee, mustand sedds, Cumen Seeds,
chana dial and ursd dal, ook on O mesdiun Read untdl ihe seads
egin 10 Spluther

2. Aod the cunry lerres and chilies, saute for 1 mingte, then add
fhee peanirts. Mix ol ingredients well

A, hgd the cooked nick and S in the humenic and sakt 1o taste

i, A the lamon puecl and max unld @sendy Comiined,
Heemcre froom the heal and pRacs i a Bowl ready 10 Sang,
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Moussaka

IMGREDIENTS

Parmesgan cheesa

2 large egoplants

3 large potatoes "substinde o
can a0d sweet polaloes 45 we
kg minges. famb of bewed)

1 gnion (chopped up)

4 Chphes O QG [Cnus )

1 tablespoon of cusmin poswder
1 jar of pacata (250mg)

1 texspacn of sug

2 teaspoons of 53t

1 tablespoon of glive o

Saf & Pepper to Laste

Fodl tray aporow. 300m x 24cm

INGREDIENTS

for Bechamel Sauce Topping
125mg butler

¥ cup of plain fiour

2 cups of mik

METHOD for Bechamel Saucs:
Ml butier ina pan
igd fiour and stir well o make
s That Bhare e N lumips
Showdy ndd milk and continue
10 54 ricbure (st until custand
COreEEshindy)

iote: If it's too wabeny, add
comfiour bo thicken, B t's oo
ENECE. S0 s ek

METHRD

=

g L

Preheat gven at 180°G

She ;_-:__;-;;’:-';&u'.'; MO ApEno. Senm Ehack
ceches, Flace shoeg indo a colander and
sprinkhe with a8 and 501 asade
Shallcrw firy chopped onicns in olée o
S cnushid garkss and mnci

Sitir unitil o and break ugp any kege
s, Onebe complétely brosam, add
pacscaba SaUCE, SUGE S3H, panner,

and cumin pdvwder and contimes 10 5t
theough. *Taste® Add any seasonings to
foshe and St asice unbl mipesd well

Cut potatoes in Smm shoes and pat try
Flac potabods oh & bray with baking
paper flat and spray with odl, Place
Pl ons B avin Tor appeoos 20 minubes
Cut eggplants in Smem shoes and pat
comgataty dry
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Mowssaka

Place E‘“ﬁgﬂ':l-". ShCEt O A separala tray
with Bak i) P fat e Speay with gil

. Place ERant Brany i Qaead) §08 ADDeom.
L

20 mmnarbies, Onod in dvn 165 20 minutes,
take them o,

O o Sepacabe trany binpee potato shoes on the
bottom, Cowenng the whade base of tha Ky

layer. Add mince on lop of eggplant by

spneading it evnénly acndss the tray. (Gan &

Add eqaplent shoes Lyver on {op of podato

EF

anpther lxyer of eggplant or potatoes if thens

g kefioners)
Cover on Rop with Bechamel sauce évendy

Gradd panmisan o gy Choedd of Chasiti o0 100,

Baka in oven for 1800 for approe. 20-
30 minutes B th top browns slightly (as
grenyihing insice is akeady cooled)

, M






At the kitchen table, women from different cultures listened
attentively to a story told by three sisters from Lebanon -
Patricia, Majat and Rouwaida. They began to tell their story:

One evening, a5 usual, the family was sitting at the dinner
table, They were peaceflully having their meal of stuffed
rucchini called Koosa Mahshi, The family ate a lot of zucchini,
because rucchini grew plentifully in their garden., As they
were quictly cating and talking about what was happening
in their local community, Patricia suddenly motioned
everyone to be quiet. “Shhhhi” she said. Everyone stopped.,
Tts raiming!” said Najet. Patricia, Najat and Rouwaida left
the dinner table and ran 10 the window to waltch the rain
coming down in ‘buckets’, “Come bock to the toble and
Finish your dinner” said their mother, But the girls were
entranced by the sound of the dancing rain oulside. ) vou
do what you ore told, ond finish vour dinmer, you con go snail
hurting foter®, said their father. The girds certainly heard

this enticing offer and went back to the table to finish their
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dinner quickly. “Rowwaida, do you remember when you first
learnt about snoll huating?* asked her mother with a smile
on her face, Rouwaida stopped eating for a moment. Her
mather continued: “Do you remember when you were little,
and we were walking to Chureh, It was raining that morning.
¥ou saw a nun with an wmnbrello outside the comvent looking
everywhere and picking up things and putting them into her
bucket? And you asked me very curfously: What is she doing?
And | soid to you: She is looking for snoils”™, Rouwwaida smiled:
“Yes mum’

Having finished their dinner, the girls ran to put on their
raincoats and rubber boots. Patricia fetched the umbrellas,
buckets and the kerosene lamips. "Lets go snoil hunting” said
Patricia. "Be careful. Its sippery out there™ said their mother
as the girls went out the door. We will” said Najat.

It was dark. With their kerosene lamps lighting the way,
Majat and Rouwaida followed Patricia who was the expert

in snail hunting, She had hunted for snails with her father
many times before, He had taught Patricia to look for snails
along the stony walls and bushy hedges. The girls looked and
looked till they could not see another snail. They had each
filled half a bucket. It was 5o much fun. This catch of escangot
was not for some fancy French restaurant. It was for a hearty
homemade meal. Looking into the buckets Patricia said:
“Puttimg all our snalls together we have enough for mum fo
make o delicious dinner.”

When the girls got back home, their mother and father were
pleased with their catch, "Now before we cook them we
hove to moke sure they ore clean from oll the soil ond yucky
gunk they ole” said their mother. The girls watched their
mother put all the snails in a container. *To purge them we
hove to storve them for seven doys, and then we put them in
solted water and vinegor before they are ready for cooking™
continued their mother. 5o much work™ the girls thought,
Then they remembered how they used 1o have fun using
toothpicks to get the cooked snails out of their shells and dip
them in Tahini sauce, and they thought: "Yum, IEs worth it°,

Fatricia, Najat and Rouwaida now invite you to taste a flavour
from Lebanon.

Kousa - Stuffed Lebanese Zucchini

MGREDIENTS

Stutfing:

1'-:5] s'hv_"rgn}m | e
Fucchini (Suash)

W Cup rii e

250 ground tamb o beef mince
1 t5h Sakt

1 tap diried Fiin

1 tegh i T Spsce

Y B LT

Tomato Pasie:

2 thsp tomaty pasie
4 gpavias Clovins

i lemcn (uiced)

e ke chiend mint

2 litres waler

S0u olive od
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Kousa — Stuffed Lebanese Zucchind

METHOD

¥Wash the zucchind then cut the tios off both ends. Using a corer, canesfully remeen the Besh keeping
the outside inact. Once all rucchings have been hollowed out wash and place in a deadner to dirain,
in & borad mix by hand the ground lamb or beel minca with 1 tsp mixed T spice, 1 tspodried mant,
butter, salt and % o cumin and rice.

Starl lling zpcchinl one by cne % of the way leaning space for the rica to expand wihen s cooled.
Heat 2 Bres of water in a medum sized pat on high heat add bomato paste.

¥When it starts to boll add zucchini 1o the pot and cook kor 30 minutes

Whiksd the rucchind ks cooking, smash 4 garkc cloves and add ¥ tsp dried mint, 1 lemon juiced, salt
and stir together. Add this b the pol and cogk for angther 10 mingles:



“There is room at the table for everyone except the devil”
The Greek Kitchen
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Viclet Amelia Acker
SOUTH AFRICA
Gratitude

Salwa Albaz
PALESTINE
Dard is Coming Home

Grace Camiller
MALTA

A Solnt’s Festa

Daphina Dixon
BULGARIA
Grongdmas Letiers

Najma Osman
SOMALIA
The Camel Trip

Sridevl Poona
SOUTHERN INDIA
Friend
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Not as if tou are forced to cook.”
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Jane Chung
MALAYSIA
Chinese New Year

Halem Girgin
TURKEY
The Water Pitcher

Savina Malhotra
NORTHERMN INDHA

Sharing Breod

Betty Speros
GREECE
The Cake Shop

Dusa Alamin
IRAG
The Healing Power of Ol

Rouwaida Bahe
LEBANOM
Hunting for Snoils

Patricia Dandan
LEBANON

Hunting for Snails

Haley Girgin
TURKEY

The Water Pitcher

Brinal Petrovic
SOUTHERN INDIA
Friends

Najat Zeait
LEBANON
Hunting for Snails

CUMBERLAND
CITY COUNCIL

MANY THANKS TO CUMBERLAND COUNCIL
FOR PROVIDING FUNDING
FOR THE COOKING CULTURALLY PROGRAM

A SPECIAL THANKS TO ALL THE WOMEN
WHO CONTRIBUTED THEIR STORIES
AND RECIPES IN THI5S BOOK



