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I dedicate this book to my grandma on my mother's side.


Her real name was Lydia. But as a child, I called her Lyalya, and this cute nickname stuck with her forever. However, she didn't mind.


When Lyalya was here, I often spent time with her. This storybook represents fragments of my happy childhood and youth memories of her soulful cooking, which I turned into simple recipes with a backstory.


Grandma Lyalya was a cheerful and incurable optimist. She left this planet many years ago, but we keep in touch. So, I know, dear grandma, that you will like this book.


I express special gratitude to my mom, who helped me fill in the gaps in some recipes.


With love, Irm Falk.


Recipe 1: Salad for an Ill-Humour
One day, when I was about sixteen years old, I returned home in a bad mood and with a complete lack of appetite. Grandma Lyalya was cooking something in the kitchen.


"Would you like some salad?" she asked instead of greeting, hearing the door slam and looking out into the hall.


"No, thank you, I'm not hungry," I answered.


I tried to pull off my jacket but got stuck in the sleeve, and this was about to be the last straw in my patience.


"But this isn't food, just the salad," Grandma objected, carefully studying the situation without commenting on my facial expression. Then she silently disappeared into the kitchen, although we knew the questions wouldn't keep us waiting long.


"You haven't eaten anything all day," Grandma didn't stop. She was always persistent, and the last word had to remain with her usually, "Eat some salad. It's tasty. From fresh vegetables."


"God! Granny! I don't want it!" I finally finished fighting with my outerwear and retreated into the room to avoid further discussion.


At first glance, it looked like she agreed, but don't forget about the "last word." So I wasn't surprised when, ten minutes later, Grandma squeezed through the door. The smile shone on her face. Of course, she held a bowl. 


"I've brought you a salad," Grandma Lyalya never gave up without a fight.


I wanted to say something harsh, typical of that age. But I smelled vegetables mixed with sour cream and suddenly realized how hungry I was. So I gratefully took the salad and began to eat it with pleasure. And then the hard day had receded.


This trick still works today.


Ingredients


one fresh tomato


one fresh cucumber


2 tbsp sour cream


salt to taste


Method


STEP 1


Cut the cucumber and tomato into beautiful slices.


STEP 2


Mix chopped vegetables with 2 tbsp sour cream and add salt. Stir and make sure that the tomato releases a little juice.


STEP 3


Eat with pleasure. Do you hear somebody stride? It's your ill-humour going out.



Recipe 2: Two French Baguettes
I was fifteen years old, and I visited my grandma Lyalya. On the second day of my stay at her house, she woke me up early and offered me only tea instead of breakfast. It was unlike her. Every grandmother knows and preaches that breakfast is the day's main meal. And my grandma was no exception.


The miracles didn't end there because we quickly got ready, left the house and went to an unknown destination. I should mention that my grandma has never been in a hurry. I always had to wait for her, but not that day.


So we walked five blocks before I smelled the bread and another until I saw its source. In front of us was a bakery which called "French Bakery". A funny fact that Grandma immediately told me was that this bakery baked nothing but long French baguettes and nothing else.


I also found out that to have time to buy fresh bread, you had to get there as early as possible and get in line. People from all over the area came to this bakery. It's because such delicious bread was not available anything else. I good remember how Grandma and I stood in this line. We inhaled the smell of baking and discussed how we would spend the day. And it was almost unbearable because the aroma of baking baguettes drove us crazy. It spread around the block, attracting more and more new buyers. Finally, the doors opened hospitably, and the people could enjoy their long-awaited purchase.


When our turn came, Grandma ordered the seller two baguettes and explained with a broad smile, "Otherwise, there won't be anything left for lunch."


I agreed with her because I understood perfectly well that one of the loaves would disappear without a trace on the way home. Well, that's happened because it is impossible to carry hot, fragrant bread and control yourself.


A lot of time has passed since our trips for bread. The "French bakery" isn't in that place any more. I tried a lot of baguettes without Grandma Lyalya. Some of them were worse, and some were better. But I'll never forget those baguettes. They were special because this story isn't really about French bread.


Ingredients


any great day to taste


good person


good mood


Method


STEP 1


Find a French bakery.


STEP 2


Choose any great day and head to the bakery. Take with you a good person and a good mood.


STEP 3


Buy two French baguettes and go on foot with a good person where the eyes are. I recommend not to control yourself and eat the first baguette on the road.


STEP 4


Eat the second baguette for lunch.


STEP 5


Don't forget that it's not all about the French bread.



Recipe 3: Fettuccine Pasta for Time Travel
Each of us has a simple dish from childhood, the taste of which periodically rises from the depths of memory to the surface. As a rule, this happens due to some person or event. For me, such a dish is fettuccine pasta with milk.


I'm cooking it. I'm raising the fork to my mouth. Magic is working, and I'm fourteen again. I'm sitting in Grandma Lyalya's kitchen, in my favourite place: in a cosy nook next to the refrigerator. Old French tunes are playing on the radio. I'm listening to them with half an ear, chatting with my grandma and watching her cook. I'm impatiently waiting for my portion. I'm hungry, so it seems like the cooking is too slow. Finally, everything is ready, and Grandma puts the pasta onto deep plates and serves them on the table.


A lot of time has passed, but I still associate this food with the warmth of milk, the taste of sweet dough and my grandma's comment: don't rush, it's hot! What's your hurry?


There are no time travel technologies on Earth yet, but we can still go back to our past using tastes, smells, and sounds. It's simple. You need to know the correct recipe.


Ingredients


fettuccine pasta


milk


sugar to taste


a pinch of salt


Method


STEP 1


Cook fettuccine pasta according to package instructions, without salt. Drain, but leave the pasta in the pan.


STEP 2


Pour milk until it covers the pasta. The pasta shouldn't float in the milk. It's not a soup.


STEP 3


Add sugar to taste and a pinch of salt. Keep on low heat for 3-4 minutes, but don't bring it to a boil.


STEP 4


Place the dish on deep plates and go on a journey through time.


Recipe 4: Undeniable Chicks
One of Grandma Lyalya's signature dishes was fried portioned chicks. Everyone who has tried them at least once remembered it for the rest of their lives. She often fried those chicks, but for some reason, I remember one day in August most of all.


I was about thirteen years old. Summer was ending, which meant it was time for me to go home and prepare for the school year. On the day of my departure, Grandma went somewhere early in the morning and returned with small plucked birds, hardly bulkier than a quail.


"Look how beautiful they are!" she boasted and disappeared into the kitchen.


While I was packing, she was busy with the chicks. My parents were just about to pick me up. And, of course, Grandma didn't let anyone go anywhere without a snack. In her view, a snack could very well be a portioned chick.


I remember very well how, when my parents arrived, my dad tried to refuse an early hearty lunch, but such things didn't work with my grandma. She immediately told my dad that he needed strength because he was driving and summarised, "You should eat before a long journey!"


"Oh, mother, it's useless to argue with you!" my mom said and laughed.


"You don't need to argue with me," Grandma retorted, "because I'm telling the truth."


Dad just shook his head and gave up with a wave of his hand. And then we sat at Grandma's large table in the sun-filled kitchen, and each of us happily ate chick.


"Is it tasty?" Grandma asked, and when everyone nodded, she added, turning to my dad. "You see! You wanted to refuse!"


Thirty years have passed, and now I cook chicks like those for my husband. And he doesn't have a chance to refuse his portion because it's useless to argue with me about chicks. But to be honest, he never tried to discuss it.


Ingredients


portioned chicks (according to the number of guests)


vegetable oil


salt to taste


Method


STEP 1


Dry each chick thoroughly with a paper towel.


STEP 2


Rub each chick well with salt, inside and out, and then brush or drizzle with vegetable oil.


STEP 3


Preheat the oven to 180 degrees. Place the birds on baking paper. Cook the chicks for 1 hour. Bast them every 15 minutes with juice, which they give off.


Tip: five minutes before cooking, move the baking sheet to a higher shelf to get a fried crust.


STEP 4


Serve. If anyone questions the wisdom of eating chicks as a snack, let them know there is no point in arguing. 



Recipe 5: The Glass of Jade Magic
My grandma Lyalya owned two red wine glasses made of jade-coloured glass. There were originally four jade glasses, but Grandma gave one pair to my parents to break. It's a wedding tradition: just married must drink champagne and then break glasses on the ground. It's believed that this brings happiness. That's exactly what my mom and dad did after registering the marriage. So there are two glasses left.


In childhood, I often celebrated New Year with Grandma. Every year, we decorated the tree, cooked something special for dinner, and bought lemonade because it looked like champagne. Usually, for a holiday drink, I had a beautiful child's glass. But the year I turned twelve, everything changed.


It was the thirty-first of December on the calendar. We had already completed all the preparations and set the table. And then Grandma suddenly took out two jade glasses from the sideboard.


"And for whom the second one?" I asked excitedly, actually understanding perfectly well what was happening.


I adored so much these wine glasses. They always seemed so beautiful and magical to me. But until that moment, Grandma each time said that it was too early for me to use them. This time, there was no such comment; instead, she silently put both glasses on the table. And at midnight, we drank lemonade from actual adult glasses for the first time and made wishes.


I grew up, but the magic hasn't dissipated. Every time I visited my grandma, we drank everything that could come to mind from those glasses, even plain water. We no longer waited for special holidays. Each of our meetings was a holiday. And every time, it seemed that these glasses made the drink special. And every time I made a wish. Grandma always said the wish would come true because it was sparkling inside the glass and turning into a star.


When Grandma Lyalya left us, I inherited jade wine glasses. But my husband and I didn't smash them at the wedding. We drink everything from them, even plain water. And one day, I saw a small jade-coloured glass vase on the shelf of a charity shop and bought it. Since then, if I come across similar things, I buy them and compile my collection of magical artefacts.


Ingredients


wine glasses (jade-coloured)


good cherished wish


Method


STEP 1


Find special wine glasses (jade-coloured).


STEP 2


Drink from them whatever you want.


STEP 3


Before taking the first sip, you should make a wish and watch how it sparkles in the glass and turns into a star.


STEP 4


Believe in miracles.


Recipe 6: Live Berries
Grandma Lyalya lived a couple of hours away from us. She came to visit every Sunday and always brought a lot of delicious things. In the summer, the list of gifts always included jam. Grandma prepared it from different berries and fruits, but apricots were her particular source of pride.


Well. Welcome to my next memory.


Summer. Spacious, bright kitchen in our old apartment. Mom prepares tea, and Grandma solemnly takes a jar out of her bag, goes to the window and catches the light. She tilts the jar from side to side to create a thick movement inside. Halves of apricots shimmer softly in the sun, and sun bunnies run along the kitchen walls.


"Look," says Grandma to my mom, "live berries! Give the child some bread. She needs to try it!"


The child is me. I'm eleven. And I love bread, butter and my grandma's jam very much.


"Well, what do you think?" asks Grandma, watching me eat the fruits of her labours.


"Live berries!" I answer, following the rules of the game.


"What did I say!" she laughs. "Only I can make such jam!"


Grandma was very proud that the fruits didn't boil but remained whole. That's why the jam was transparent. And, of course, she knew that apricots weren't berries, but she still called them that. And no one even thought to correct her. 


I still remember very well the taste of this jam and how pleasant it was to hold half an apricot in my mouth before chewing. For me, not only the taste of food is of great importance, but also its consistency. Grandma's jam always gave enjoyment of the consistency twice: here, you have both the roughness of the skin of the fruit and the elasticity of its pulp. In a word — "live berries".


Ingredients


1 kg apricots (the fruits mustn't be too ripe and soft)


500 g sugar


Method


STEP 1


Wash the fruits, cut them into halves and remove the pits.


STEP 2


Place the apricot halves in a heavy-bottomed saucepan. Add sugar, mix well and let stand for 10 minutes.


STEP 3


Heat over low heat, stirring gently. Bring to a boil. Then, continue to cook over low heat for 15 minutes. Stir gently occasionally. Cool down. 


You need to repeat this step twice more.


STEP 4


Place the jam in warm, sterilized jars and close the lids. Turn upside down and leave to cool.


STEP 5


Open cooled jam, safely put on toast and enjoy the consistency and taste of "live berries".


Recipe 7: Watermelon for Two
I am ten years old. I wake up and hear the rain. I don't want to get up, but my Grandma Lyalya is already parting the heavy curtains and throwing open the window.


"Come on, princess of the sleepy kingdom, get up!" she says. "The sun has already risen for a long time!"


"There's no sun there." I pull the blanket over my head. "Because of this nasty rain, we won't go anywhere now!"


"Why is this? Ho-ho!" Grandma laughs. "While you're drinking tea, the weather will clear up. And the sun will come out. Get up! I've already served breakfast and made tea."


"You always say that," I finally wake up and sit.


"Because it's true!" Grandma leaves the room. "Get up! We'll go for a walk in the park, and on the way back, we'll buy a watermelon."


While I'm having breakfast, the sky brightens. And the rain stops. We spend several hours in our favourite park. This place has benches for Grandma and a playground with figures of fairy tale heroes carved out of wood for me. Then we return home after a walk, and Grandma turns to the market and buys a medium-sized watermelon.


After lunch, she cuts it in half. One half goes to me, the other to her.


And now, it's raining outside the window again. And we sit at the table and eat watermelon with teaspoons straight from the watermelon rinds as if they were bowls. We have fun and delicious food.


"Look how we made it on time," says Grandma, nodding at the wet window. "The rain didn't catch up with us."


Just recently, I saw watermelons in a store and remembered this episode. Of course, I bought one watermelon to split it in half with my husband that evening. When I went home, the sky darkened. But the rain didn't start until I entered the house. He didn't catch up with me. Thank you, Grandma.


Ingredients


one whole watermelon, preferred size


two favourite teaspoons


Method


STEP 1


Wash the watermelon and cut it into two halves.


STEP 2


Take your favourite teaspoons and enjoy dessert from natural bowls in pleasant company.


Recipe 8: Cranberry Mors on a Fallen Tree
Grandma Lyalya and I loved to walk in the forest. We liked to go deep into the thicket, listen to the cuckoo and woodpecker, collect nuts and berries, pine cones and acorns, and inhale the incomparable smell of wet leaves and pine needles. And, of course, we loved to have picnics. In short, for me, a nine-year-old child, these were unforgettable walks full of adventure.


One day, we came across a nice clearing. Afterwards, it became our favourite place. We made a lot of effort to remember its location. But subsequently, we could take to the desired point with our eyes closed. The first time, we were unprepared, but the next time, we brought cheese, ham, fruit and fresh bagels with us, and on the way to the clearing, we picked up strawberries and hazelnuts. And, of course, Grandma grabbed a thermos with her famous Cranberry Mors from home. She laid a blanket on an immense trunk of a fallen tree, and we laid out supplies on it, sitting opposite each other.


"Let's promise to come back here every year!" I raised my glass of fruit drink, jokingly making a toast.


"Of course," answered the grandma. She also raised her glass, "We'll do it every summer, but how else?"


So we did this until the council began to cut down forests and build up the territories. I remember, once, as an adult, I came to my grandma, and we remembered this clearing.


"Oh, we promised to go there every summer," I said sadly.


"Listen," Grandma waved her hand, "nothing lasts forever. But you can find a fallen tree everywhere. Never mind. The main thing is that we remember everything!" she laughed. "Do you want me to make some Cranberry Mors?


Our forest and the clearing in its thicket no longer exist. I'm on Earth. Grandma is somewhere far away, among the stars. But we can always make Cranberry Mors and find a fallen tree. And let the ends of its trunk be at a great distance from each other. The main thing is that we remember everything.


Ingredients


500 g cranberries (fresh or defrosted)


2 litres of cold water


100 g sugar


Method


STEP 1


Sort and wash the cranberries. Then, dry the berries gently with a paper towel.


STEP 2


Mash the cranberries thoroughly in a mortar or bowl. Strain the resulting mass through a sieve to separate the pulp and juice.


STEP 3


Place the pulp in a saucepan. Fill with prepared water and bring to a boil. Then, simmer over low heat for five minutes.


STEP 4


Remove the Cranberry Mors from the heat and add sugar. Mix thoroughly and wait until the drink becomes warm. Then, add the cranberry juice you received earlier and place the drink in the refrigerator.


STEP 5


Pour a cold drink into a thermos. Prepare provisions and look for a suitable fallen tree to have a picnic. 



Recipe 9: Ice Cream Tasting
When I was a little girl, my family lived in a country that, fortunately, is no longer on the world map. There was a lot in this country that would be difficult for a modern, civilized person to understand. For example, there has always been a problem with the range of different goods. I remember no more than four standard types of ice cream, of which two were tasty. And although many people will say it's not true, my memories are precisely like that. 


However, things began to change when I was about eight years old. More choices appeared on the shelves. Small cooperative enterprises prepared some of it. But, something, surprisingly, began to be imported from abroad. At some point, kiosks with unfamiliar types of ice cream began to appear in our city. They came in different flavours and attractive, colourful packaging. It was simply impossible to try everything. Firstly, the prices were high, and secondly, I couldn't go overboard with cold and sweet things. But, as a child, of course, I wanted all the ice cream in the world.


One day, Grandma Lyalya and I stopped at a kiosk and began to choose. We wanted to try four new products, but I understood well: we wouldn't buy that many.


However, Grandma, thoughtfully looking at the ice cream, suddenly said, "Listen, let's take one of each type."


"But that's a lot," I gainsaid. "That's eight portions."


"We'll take four," answered Grandma, "and divide them in half. So we'll try everything and eat only two. Say that your grandma is great."


That's what we did. When we got home, we cut each portion in half. Then we settled down in front of the TV. The next episode of a very long Brazilian series began. And we started tasting. We simultaneously discussed the series and the taste of the new ice cream. The August evening rain drummed on the window, knocking down the last summer heat. And my childhood was in no hurry.


Ingredients


several portions of different ice cream (it's advisable to choose ice cream that you haven't tried before)


interesting movie or series


good company


Method


STEP 1


Unwrap the ice cream, cut each portion in half and put it onto two plates.


STEP 2


Turn on a TV series or movie, get comfortable and start tasting.


STEP 3


Don't forget to simultaneously discuss what's happening on the screen and the taste of the ice cream.


STEP 4


Listen to the companion and enjoy the moment. 



Recipe 10: The Full Cup of Tea
I'm seven. I'm visiting my grandma. In the evenings, she brews tea in a teapot and then pours it into cups. I control the process and say, "Stop, stop! Enough! I only need half a cup!"


I do this because I want to hear my grandma's exclusive answer.


"You have to drink a full cup for life to be full," she answers, "or are you, Mrs. Half a Cup?"


She opens the cupboard, takes a can of condensed milk from the shelf, and generously adds the thick treat to our cups.


It's slowly getting dark outside, and we drink sweet tea in the kitchen and talk about everything in the world.


My grandma left us in 2005. I don't believe in death. She just went on a long journey through the stars and galaxies. After all, don't forget that the Universe is so immense that it can accommodate everything and everyone. Every year on her birthday, I brew a cup of strong tea, add condensed milk, look at the stars, and guess where my grandma is now. And we talk about everything under the sun.


Ingredients


black tea


condensed milk


Method


STEP 1


Brew strong black tea in a teapot and pour it into cups. The cups must be cupful!


STEP 2


Add condensed milk to each cup to taste.


STEP 3


Talk about everything under the sun.


Recipe 11: Epilogue
In January 2024, my friend Linde sent me a link to an advertisement for the Word of Mouth exhibition. The condition of the partaking event was to create a work whose key element is food. It had to be an art object, drawing, photograph, collage, or, of course, a literary work. When this advertisement came into my hands, there were two weeks before the deadline. The first week, I ruined my brain trying to find an idea. But all my attempts were in vain, and my concepts were banal. And, as always, the moment of inspiration came suddenly.


That day, I bought condensed milk and prepared tea in the kitchen on the recipe by my grandma Lyalya. I remembered our gatherings in her kitchen and conversations. At that moment, I realized what I wanted to write about. And I figured out in what format I should present it. What could be better than basing a recipe on happy memories?


I wrote three stories: "Watermelon for Two", "Salad for a Bad Mood", and "A Full Cup of Tea" in a couple of days. Then I spent a long time editing, rewriting, and finally sent it for review. A few days later, I received approval from the exhibition organizers. At the end of March, my draft appeared on the wall of the Scottish Storytelling Centre. And it was an incredible feeling.


However, in early February, I realized I didn't want my memories of my grandma to remain an exhibition draft. That's how this semi-comic cookbook (full of love and delicious food) was born. Ten recipes in which I immortalized the memory of a wonderful woman. But my grandma Lyalya is much more than these ten recipes. So, in this epilogue, I want to compliment her image with cute facts.


Grandma Lyalya was very beautiful. She had black eyes and long, luxurious black hair, which she wore in an old-fashioned updo. She loved clip-on earrings, beads, wide-brimmed hats and high-heeled shoes.


Grandma Lyalya was cheerful and friendly. She knew how to approach people and made acquaintances skillfully. She was always generous and fair towards her family and friends.


Grandma Lyalya never gave in to offenders. God forbid someone should anger her or offend her family. I swear, it was better to be friends with her because it was impossible to "survive" the war with her.


Grandma Lyalya loved only one man all her life. It was my grandfather. She lost him at thirty and never remarried.


Grandma Lyalya was very strong. She knew how to achieve her goal and never lost her heart. Her favourite saying was the phrase: "Our street will have a holiday, too."


Grandma Lyalya loved long walks and trying new things, from food to visiting exhibitions and cinemas.


Grandma Lyalya had a set of strange hobbies and sometimes surprised people with her food preferences. For example, she collected buttons and loved to untie knots. She could also eat raw garlic as an appetizer for any dish.


Grandma Lyalya loved Brazilian TV series, but always with a detective component. She watched some episodes twice to figure out what was going on.


Grandma Lyalya believed in God but wasn't religious. She observed traditions selectively and without much fanaticism. However, she knew definitely what and in whom she believed.


Grandma Lyalya loved her family and me in particular. And my faith lets me know that she still loves us. Somewhere. On another star. On her big journey.
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