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Dear Readers,

Julien Heidt
Editor in Chief 

Memories of family and food are inextricably tied, woven together 
to create the foundation of our culinary sensibilities from an early 
age. Whether our memories are centered around a carefully 
crafted beef bourguignon or a can of Chef Boyardee, it is the 
nostalgia of these dishes that lingers at the back of our minds 
and palettes throughout our lives. In this issue, we celebrate 
family by taking a trip down memory lane and highlighting the 
food and experiences that have come to define us. Family and 
community can be found in many different cultures and contexts. 
Biryani from India or Lox and Bagels from New York are just a 
few of the diverse range dishes that left a lasting impression on 
our hungry writers. Reflecting upon our collective experiences, 
we realize that while the smells, colors, textures, and flavors of 
our past may be different, we can share those experiences with 
the people in our present to create a whole new patchwork of 
culinary memories. So I urge you to take the time out of your 
busy week to sit back, relax, and immerse yourself in this issue 
of Wolverine Cuizine-- hot out of the oven and ready to be 
shared. 

Stay hungry,
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Grandma’s

B I R Y A N I
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Biryani is a perfect 
example of a well-
balanced plate 
containing protein, 
carbohydrates, 

and fat. Whenever I visit 
India, my grandma makes 
sure to cook some steaming 
hot, scrumptious chicken 
biryani. One year she 
presented such a marvelous 
display of the dish with 
multi-colored rice and a 
rich blend of garnishes, the 
presentation resembled 
something a royal would be 
served, and it was just as 
aesthetically pleasing as it 
was delicious. 
 
Biryani is a very popular 
Indian continental dish 
served during festive 
occasions. There are various 
legends surrounding the 
origin of one of India’s 
most popular dishes, two 
of which have received the 
most validation. One tale 
suggests that the Turk-
Mongol emperor, Timur, 
brought biryani with him 
to India during the 18th 
century and the Turkish 
army considered biryani 
to be a staple in their diet. 
However, the most popular 
belief is that it originated in 
the kitchens of the Royals of 
India: Shah Jahan and his 
wife Mumtaz Mahal in the 
16th century. Mumtaz, wife 
to the builder of the beautiful 
Taj Mahal, witnessed soldiers 
of the Indian army looking 
malnourished and asked her 
chefs to create a dish that 

combined rice and meat 
to help keep the soldiers 
satiated and strong. Spices 
were added to give the dish 
a bit of zesty flavor and then 
it was cooked over a wood 
fire. This lead to the creation 
of the famous biryani, which 
now has a variety of cooking 
styles in many parts of 
India. In the north, biryani is 
prepared using basmati rice, 
whereas in the south the dish 
can be made using 
local varieties 
of rice 
such 
as 

zeera 
samba, 
kaima, 
jeerakashala, 
and kala bhaat. Each of 
these kinds of rice help 
significantly vary the taste 
of the biryani adding more 
texture and aroma to the 
dish. While basmati and 
zeera samba rice impart a 
floral aroma, kaima and kala 
bhaat contribute to a more 
fluffy texture.  
 

My favorite type of biryani, 
which my grandmother has 
perfected, is Hyderabadi 
style. It is very popular due to 
the slow cooking technique 
“dum pukht” used to cook 
the rice and the meat. 
Sealing the dish in a cooker 
allows pressure and steam 
to build which tenderizes 
the meat and adds flavor 
and texture to the rice. 
Hyderabadi biryani is also 

unique compared to 
the other types 

since the 
rice and 

meat 
are 

cooked 
al dente 

before mixing 
them together. 

Hyderabadi biryani can 
be served using seafood 
such as fish or shrimp or 
any meat like chicken, beef, 
and lamb. My grandma’s 
take on Hyderabadi biryani 
is unique in that she makes 
sure to add in an extra hint 
of cinnamon powder which 
gives the biryani a well-
balanced sweet and savory 

flavor. 

My grandma is constantly 
improvising the traditional 
recipe by adding more 
spices such as turmeric and 
garam masala to give a kick 
to the dish. My brother and 
I watch her in the kitchen, 
every time we visit and are 
fascinated by the unique 
ingredients she adds in 
to make the biryani more 
flavorful. The process of 
making biryani is intricate, it 
involves marinating the meat 
chosen (I prefer chicken), 
using just the right amount 
of spices, cooking it slowly 
in a cooker for about forty 
minutes, and letting it cool 
for a few minutes before the 
dish is ready to serve. My 
grandma ’s presentation is 
stunning and improves every 
time we see her. Last year, 
she created a sandwich layer 
of rice and meat, decorating 
it with nuts and saffron. When 
it is finally ready, the chicken 
dissolves in my mouth and 
the flavor of each bite leaves 
me wanting more. 

Biryani brings back a lot of 
memories with my grandma 
and helps me feel closer to 
her and my Indian culture. I 
enjoy watching her passion 
reflect in her cooking of the 
dish. I have started to learn 
how to cook the dish after 
years of watching her, and 
I hope that one day I can 
treat my grandma to my own 
authentic twist on chicken 
biryani. 



Stew in the Age of

WRITTEN BY Ethan Stancroff     ILLUSTRATION BY Na Hee Kang
LAYOUT BY Annie Nie                  PHOTOGRAPHY BY  Sanghoon Kim
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When I took a tour of the Michigan campus during an 
admitted students day, I was able to test out the supposedly 
outstanding dining halls. Once I recognized that the food 
at Michigan is as great as I was told, I figured, being that I 
probably have a stronger passion for food than the average 
college student, my transition into college would not be 
difficult. Now that I am about halfway through my first 
semester, I have come to recognize that for many of my meals 
at the dining hall, whether I am by myself or with friends, I 
am almost always excited to pick up the aesthetically pleasing 
and vertically-presented dishes from the counter. Nonetheless, 
I have realized something is missing.

I miss the joy of eating with my whole family, and more 
specifically, I long for my mother’s beef stew. Once I came to 
this realization I was able to view the culture of food in our 
society from a different perspective. Due to social media and 
other factors, camera-ready dishes are becoming highly valued. 
Thus, family dishes like stews are becoming less recognized 
among people today. 

In the past decade, the use of social media for food has 
increased dramatically. Jonathan Cheban, otherwise known 
as “Foodgod,” has accrued almost three million followers on 
Instagram. His posts mainly consist of him eating extravagant 
(and often unnecessarily expensive) dishes whether it be gold 
encrusted chicken wings or a dessert in which chocolate 
sauce is injected with a syringe. Buzzfeed’s “Tasty” is another 
popular page with almost 24 million followers. “Tasty” posts 
are primarily P.O.V. tutorial videos where hands are shown 
speedily preparing dishes with pops of color and fun themes 
like “rainbow croissants” or “emoji fries.”  These examples, 
along with the content of many other food-related media 
producers, have casted an extremely large influence on the 
world’s perception of what is valuable in food today. 

Although all the gold encrusted, matcha, and charcoal infused 
foods have frequently caught my eye, the extravagant and 
commercialized aspects of food that have risen through social 
media are diminishing the presence of home-style meals in 
American food culture. It makes us forget about the stews that 
many of us grew up with, the dishes made large enough to 
heat up as leftovers for a following meal. Such meals, as they 
are ubiquitous in the family dining scene, are not widely loved 
because of how appealing they are to the eye.

My mother’s beef stew is the archetype of such a family meal. 
The stew consists of chopped potatoes, baby carrots, and 
cubes of beef simmering in a large pot of thick red wine sauce. 
When the meal is ready, I can tear the beef cubes apart with 
my fork like Jell-O and when I bite into the potatoes it feels as 
if they were already mashed. The best part, though, is soaking 
up the remaining sauce in my dish with torn pieces of bread. 
Along with the superb taste of the dish, conversation with my 
family always makes the meal memorable. Would I share a 
picture of it on Instagram? Probably not. 

Stews are beautiful not because of their aesthetic appeal or 
because they consists of a superfluous number of ingredients; 
they are beautiful because they conjure up memories of great 
tastes and conversations with family and friends. In the face of 
an Instagram-obsessed food culture, the stews are undervalued. 
But in reality, similar to how the liquid of the stew is meant 
to connect the flavors of several ingredients, food is meant to 
connect people and bring them together.



WRITTEN BY ELLA JERMYN
ILLUSTRATIONS BY MICHELLE SCARLETT
PHOTOGRAPHY BY ISABELLE HUANG
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 Before hungry 
patrons shuffle into 
bustling restaurants, 
ponder over appetizers, 
and clink delicate 
stemmed glasses, a meal 
has already been enjoyed 
prior to diners even taking 
their first bite. The practice 
of family meal is a buffet 
style meal restaurant staff 
feasts on before the dinner 
service at nearly all mid to 
high scale restaurants. 
 While family meal 
may appear to simply “fill 
the troops” before the 

inevitably long evening 
service, the tradition has 
more meat to it than sim-
ply utility. For restaurants 
and their staff, family meal 
physically and symboli-
cally calls the staff to the 
table to enjoy a daily meal 
together— just like family. 
Recently, acclaimed 
restaurants famous 
for their cuisine have 
become popularized in 
the media, not because 
of the sous vide duck 
breast offered on the 
menu, but because of the 

humble braise enjoyed 
by restaurant waiters and 
cooks from the same pot. 
These meals, while not 
as ostentatious as their 
menu counterparts, deliver 
unsurpassable taste and 
creativity. Often these 

What your

had for
  dinner

waiter
“ the family meal 

physically and 
symbolically calls the  

staff to the table to
 enjoy a daily meal 

together— 
just like family”



meals are prepared with 
glorified kitchen scraps; 
leftover fat trimmed from 
a New York Strip may 
be rendered to saute 
vegetables, carrot tops are 
transformed into vibrant 
pesto, and even stale 
bread makes its way in 
some form onto the family 
meal table. For instance 
at Boka in Chicago Lee 
Wollen, executive chef 
says that they “serve 
chicken breasts at the 
restaurant, and use the 
leftover chicken thighs 
for the lettuce wraps.” 

Not only does this make 
the practice of family 
meal cost effective, but 
it provides the chefs and 
line cooks the opportunity 
to cook off the menu and 
practice their creativity. 
These meals embody 
what family fare is really all 
about: the people and the 
feeling evoked from being 
with them. 
 Restaurant manager 
and former server, 
Jessica Kanat of the well 
known Zuni Cafe in San 
Francisco California says, 
“when we eat together, 
we are reminded that 
this is more than a job… 

Our family meal is a time 
to laugh, catch up, and 
check-in, just as you 
would with your parents, 
siblings, friends, or 
partner.” However, just as 
most moms don’t include 
Dover Sole or Bananas 
Foster on their weekly 
rotations, family meal at 
restaurants appreciates 
the ordinary in serving 
leftovers, scraps, and 
unpretentious cuisines that 
fill the staff with fuel and 
the feeling that they have 
been cared for. 
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“These meals embody 
what family fare is 
really all about: the 

people and the feeling 
evoked from being 

with them” 



 Close to home at 
Zingerman’s Delicatessen, 
co-manager Rick Strutz 
shares that although 
they don’t “have a typical 
‘everyone sits together’ 
staff meal”, they do 
practice what they like to 
call ZupFronts. ZupFronts 
are the deli’s version 
upfronts or pre-meals, 
where “twice a day, 14 

times a week,  the staff 
[gathers] to go over new 
ingredients, customer 
requests, basic training 
reinforcements, and 
tastings.” 
 Strutz goes on to say 
that “these ZupFronts are 
a time to take a break from 
service, come together 
and all contribute to the 
Deli’s overall quality. They 
are also a time to socialize 
as a family and take a 
break from the hectic 
service schedule. They 
are incredibly bonding 
and allow each member 
of our staff to share their 
ideas and make sure 
their voices are heard”. 
Zinger   man’s unorthodox 
practice of family meal 
demonstrates that its 
power lies in its meaning: 
providing and caring for 
staff.  
 

Arguably, family meal 
serves as the impetus for 
successful restaurants. It’s 
not about eating quickly to 
start the dinner 

service, it is about creating 
an environment where 
staff feel like family. Where 
restaurant employees 
laugh, talk, and eat as 
if they were home with 
their siblings and parents. 
This feeling of support 
doesn’t end when the last 
bite it taken; it is carried 
through the dinner service 
by each member of the 
staff. Waiters pick up extra 
tables and kitchen staff 
lend each other helping 
hand, both of which may 
not happen if it were not 
for the precedent set by 
family meal. 

Quotes from: Yagoda, Maria. “Inside Family Meal at 5 Restaurants with JBFA Nominations for Outstanding Ser-
vice.” Food & Wine, 3 Apr. 2018, www.foodandwine.com/news/family-meal-james-beard-award-restaurants-out-
standing-service.
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f you ever visit India, you might 
be surprised to see the tens of 
hundreds of KFCs, McDonalds’, 
Burger Kings, and Pizza Huts 
lined up along the packed roads. 
You will see them everywhere- 

cramped between two houses on a remote 
sideroad, towering nearby shops in an 
exuberant shopping district, or even stacked 
on top of offices. Everywhere. But don’t let this 
familiarity fool you. The seemingly mundane 
environment starts and ends at the branded 
sign hanging outside the building. As soon as 
you enter the door, it’s a completely new world. 
There’s a different atmosphere, staff etiquette, 

disposals procedures, and even different 
bathrooms. And then there’s the strangest 
difference of them all: the menu.

Paneer Burgers. Paneer is a form of fresh 
cheese made from curdling milk and adding 
acid. It’s usually cut into small cubes and 
looks slightly like tofu- only far unhealthier and 
much better tasting. It’s most commonly used 
in the Indian subcontinent and surrounding 
areas. so extensively used, in fact, that KFC, 
McDonald’s, Burger King, Pizza Hut, and 
almost every other large fast food chain you 
can think of has decided to incorporate it into 
their menus. Instead of a beef Quarter Pounder 



WRITTEN BY HERSHY JALLURI
ILLUSTRATION BY GABI MECHABER AND SHANNON ZHENG 
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hamburger at McDonald’s, you’ll see spicy 
paneer burgers. Take the pepperoni and 
pineapple off the menu and top your typical 
Indian pizza off with paneer and eggplant 
at Pizza Hut. When you walk into Burger 
King, the only words you’ll likely recognize 
from the menu are “kid’s menu” and “french 
fries”- even the ketchup you’ll find is going 
to far spicer than you’d expect.

The fusion of traditional, staple elements 
of Indian cuisine like paneer with the 
modern fast food American culture most 
certainly reflects societal globalization and 
integration, but to me, it’s more than that. 
It reflects my family dynamic. When I go 
to India to visit my relatives and explain 
my life back here in America, it’s hard for 
them to put my activities and lifestyle into 
context. It’s hard for them to understand 
where I’m coming from or why I play 
sports in my free time. But eating this so-
called “Indianized” American fast-food 
allows them to understand my experiences 
here- even if it’s just a little bit. The food is 

symbolic of how I balance two lives: the warm, 
paneer Indian traditions I maintain are tucked 
messily inside the fast-paced, short-attention  
of the fast food burger American lifestyle. My 
first-generation immigrant parents might have 
a little more traditional paneer inside their 
burger than me, but in the end,  the duality 
of the food is symbolic of how my family 
and I live. Seeing the familiar paneer in an 
unfamiliar burger is reminiscent of the Indian 
traditions my family maintains in a completely 
different American lifestyle. And “Indianized” 
American fast-food allows my non-immigrant 
side of the family to understand how we 
compromise and balances toppings and life 
choices to create something an entirely new 
and unique paneer burger.
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Ever thought you had a crazy mom, a 
mom who tried crazy things, or in this 
case, crazy, spooky foods. That’s my 
mom Diane Berkowitz. The one who 
dares to mix the craziest and most 
conflicting flavors. The looming question 
within the Berkowitz household is usually, 
is mom’s cooking spooky or spoiled? 
This is being continuously deliberated. 
But one could say my mom is the queen 
of leftover revamp. I’ve had the same 
food concocted into five different meals, 
and let me tell you by the end of this, you 
will be a major leftover foodie too.

It all began the night my mom served 
us a ripe marinera chicken stew wafting 
with flavor. After a long, sweaty day of 
practice my appetite was crazy and 
I could hardly wait until dinner time. I 
walked into the kitchen, stew scents 
imminent, practically irresistible. I 
grabbed a piece of bread and dipped it 
in the stew as steam came up from the 
boiling pot, smacking my face. As I taste 
the flavors of this mysterious stew, I am 
shocked by the familiarity of the taste. As 
I reminisce back to a few weeks’ dinners 
ago, I remember a juicy olive chicken 
and my mom asking me what I’d like for 

Extreme Leftovers: 
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dinner for the next few weeks. There 
was no way. There was simply no 
way she had concocted a recipe for 
this leftover. 

We are all taught in our younger 
years to never take more than 
we need and to finish what we 
are given because food is a 
blessing. Leftovers allow us to save 
resources, minimize waste, and 
remember old flavors together. 
When my mom opened up about 
this “new” chicken stew recipe, 
my siblings and I couldn’t grapple. 
Where was the fresh chewy chicken, 
or creamy shepards pie. We had 
become a freezer family. So help us, 
what else was she hiding. 
With this curiosity overwhel
ming my thoughts I went undercover 
to find the truth about the leftover 
maker maniac living in my house. 
What else was she hiding? Opening 
the fridge to see what was there 
left me shocked and inquisitive. 
Stacked one on top the other were 
banana cakes, at least twenty of 
them. Right across the fridge was 
none other than the cut up chicken 

cutlets ready for cooking. I open a 
banana cake and realize the freezer 
has affected this masterpiece 
minimally. 

Although still questioning my 
mother’s leftover habits, I let it go 
and begin to embrace her creative 
ways. Following her marinera 
chicken stew came the great 
chicken pasta and then chicken 
matzo ball soup, a Jewish mother’s 
cure to the common cold. I was 
surprised by the bold flavors and 
the lifespan of the original plain 
chicken. 

The key secret to obtaining delicious 
leftovers and turning this into a 
meal is to never underestimate the 
strength of the flavor the second, 
third, fourth, or even fifth time eating 
it. It always has the potential to 
be amazing and new. Make sure 
when acquiring leftovers there 
is a reasonable amount to serve 
and if held in a marinade to keep 
this with the chicken. Then, you 
utilize tupperware of the chicken 
and get ready to store in your 

freezer indefinitely. Prepare to 
expose yourself to these contents 
approximately two weeks later to 
determine its edibleness. After it 
has fully experienced the leftover 
culmination, cut up this cold chicken 
into small pieces, buy marinara 
sauce, cut vegetables of your 
choosing, and throw in olive oil 
and vegetable oil and begin mixing 
your materials thoroughly over the 
stove. The recipe is complete once 
the chicken has been fully cooked 
and stir until the very vegetables 
are golden and crisp. Leftover 
madness.

If you are ever debating wasting 
food remember what your parents 
taught you in your younger years.. 
Leftovers can surprise you and 
spark old memories you’d been 
waiting to reminisce over. Don’t 
knock the chicken stew until you 
try it. 

Chicken Edition!!!



When I was younger, there was something so 
agitating about sitting at the dining room table. 
My legs felt restless as bowls of food (something 

you probably didn’t want) were placed down in a certain 
order – fork, plate, knife, spoon – and I felt the rush of sheer 
adrenaline, knowing the TV was just in the other room. 
I couldn’t eat in bed, nor sit in front of my favorite video 
game, nor call my best friend. I was trapped and forced to 
communicate how my day was going and how was school? 
Did I get my homework done? What did I learn?

Now, I’m in college. My tummy is full of instant ramen, 
fruit snacks, trail mix, and probably an obscene 
amount of comfort food I grabbed from the dining hall. 
I shovel snacks into my mouth as I study, or maybe 
my friends and I order pizza from Cottage Inn. I go out 
with friends to their homes, meet their parents, go to 
the cider mill, and grab McDonald’s on my way back 
to campus. At the dining hall, everyone gets in a booth 
and munches on soft-serve ice cream and cookies, 
meanwhile never taking their eyes off of their phones. 
It’s one of those scenarios where you sit there, staring 
at your bowl of ice cream, and mutter to yourself: be 
careful of what you wish for. 

Unfortunately, the disappointment that is college dining 
becomes more unsettling when I go back home and 
realize: there are no family dinners here either! Several 
years ago, my family moved from the dining room to the 
couch. Meals became takeout and that silverware you used 
to hate is now plastic. Everyone’s eyes are glued to some 
sort of screen and when I  try to speak to someone, I get 
the typical “yup,” “yeah,” “no, yeah, totally,” “sure,” which 
inevitably leads to: “wait, what did you say?” I used to want 
to leave holiday dinners as soon as I plowed through three 
plates of stuffing, but now I miss the conversation, the 
eye contact, the human connection. Everything feels very 

Dining Hall Blues

robotic nowadays and I can’t seem to remember when that 
transformation began. 

As a freshman in college, I am trying to understand what 
I want in my family and my friends. And I think something 
I’ve been craving so desperately is that interaction of human 
warmth, sharing memories over a home-cooked meal, 
laughing over messy eating, and spilled water glasses. I think 
when I go back home this November – and even every night I 
can share a meal with my friends down at MOJO’s dining hall 
– I’m going to set some new goals. 

1. Eat out less, cook more. 
2. Turn my phone off during dinner. 
3. Try to communicate with my family, rather than turn on 

the television. 
4. Reach out to old friends and ask to go out for lunch or 

coffee. 
5. Actually eat breakfast, rather than go for the normal 

cup of coffee or nothing. 

And who knows? Maybe I’ll actually stick to this and enjoy 
some heartfelt and stimulating conversations. Maybe I’ll get 
to feel the nostalgia of family screams, laughs, cries, and talks 
about everyday life. 

I think we should be a tad more observant of this very subtle, 
yet extremely obvious change in the family dynamic. If you’re 
like me and have now realized how much you miss that dining 
room table and the restlessness of dinner chit chat, then I ask 
for you to look around next time you’re with family or 
friends and take notice. You might think that 
finding that perfect booth in the 
dining hall to share with friends 
after an exhausting week of work 
and exams is a rekindling and 
bonding experience, but 
sometimes we are too 
buried in the soft-serve 
to notice the connection 
is gone. 

Dining Hall Blues

WRITTEN BY EDEN ROTANDA
ILLUSTRATION BY SUNJAE LEE
PHOTOGRAPHY BY JACOB WANG
LAYOUT BY VIVIAN YU
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When I was younger, there was something so 
agitating about sitting at the dining room table. 
My legs felt restless as bowls of food (something 

you probably didn’t want) were placed down in a certain 
order – fork, plate, knife, spoon – and I felt the rush of sheer 
adrenaline, knowing the TV was just in the other room. 
I couldn’t eat in bed, nor sit in front of my favorite video 
game, nor call my best friend. I was trapped and forced to 
communicate how my day was going and how was school? 
Did I get my homework done? What did I learn?

Now, I’m in college. My tummy is full of instant ramen, 
fruit snacks, trail mix, and probably an obscene 
amount of comfort food I grabbed from the dining hall. 
I shovel snacks into my mouth as I study, or maybe 
my friends and I order pizza from Cottage Inn. I go out 
with friends to their homes, meet their parents, go to 
the cider mill, and grab McDonald’s on my way back 
to campus. At the dining hall, everyone gets in a booth 
and munches on soft-serve ice cream and cookies, 
meanwhile never taking their eyes off of their phones. 
It’s one of those scenarios where you sit there, staring 
at your bowl of ice cream, and mutter to yourself: be 
careful of what you wish for. 

Unfortunately, the disappointment that is college dining 
becomes more unsettling when I go back home and 
realize: there are no family dinners here either! Several 
years ago, my family moved from the dining room to the 
couch. Meals became takeout and that silverware you used 
to hate is now plastic. Everyone’s eyes are glued to some 
sort of screen and when I  try to speak to someone, I get 
the typical “yup,” “yeah,” “no, yeah, totally,” “sure,” which 
inevitably leads to: “wait, what did you say?” I used to want 
to leave holiday dinners as soon as I plowed through three 
plates of stuffing, but now I miss the conversation, the 
eye contact, the human connection. Everything feels very 

Dining Hall Blues

robotic nowadays and I can’t seem to remember when that 
transformation began. 

As a freshman in college, I am trying to understand what 
I want in my family and my friends. And I think something 
I’ve been craving so desperately is that interaction of human 
warmth, sharing memories over a home-cooked meal, 
laughing over messy eating, and spilled water glasses. I think 
when I go back home this November – and even every night I 
can share a meal with my friends down at MOJO’s dining hall 
– I’m going to set some new goals. 

1. Eat out less, cook more. 
2. Turn my phone off during dinner. 
3. Try to communicate with my family, rather than turn on 

the television. 
4. Reach out to old friends and ask to go out for lunch or 

coffee. 
5. Actually eat breakfast, rather than go for the normal 

cup of coffee or nothing. 

And who knows? Maybe I’ll actually stick to this and enjoy 
some heartfelt and stimulating conversations. Maybe I’ll get 
to feel the nostalgia of family screams, laughs, cries, and talks 
about everyday life. 

I think we should be a tad more observant of this very subtle, 
yet extremely obvious change in the family dynamic. If you’re 
like me and have now realized how much you miss that dining 
room table and the restlessness of dinner chit chat, then I ask 
for you to look around next time you’re with family or 
friends and take notice. You might think that 
finding that perfect booth in the 
dining hall to share with friends 
after an exhausting week of work 
and exams is a rekindling and 
bonding experience, but 
sometimes we are too 
buried in the soft-serve 
to notice the connection 
is gone. 

Dining Hall Blues
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One of my fondest memories when I was 
little was waking up on Sunday mornings to 
the smell of crepes and turkey bacon, and 
sleepily stumbling into the kitchen to see bright 
red strawberries cut up in a bowl and fluffy 
scrambled eggs already on the table. 

Although the food was deliciously basic brunch 
food, my favorite part was that it became an 
unspoken tradition in my family. No matter 
what time you woke up on Sunday morning, 
someone would be sitting at the table, flipping 
through a newspaper, doing homework, or 
finishing a puzzle; and they would be eating. 

Although my weekends normally consist of 
brunch and spending time with my family, 
my friends and I all went up to Connecticut 
the weekend after prom to have some last-
minute bonding and celebrate the end of high 
school. Typically, my friends and I order in food 
when we’re hanging out together. However, in 

Crepes
My family has always used the same recipe- my brother loves 
crepes with just lemon, butter, and a little bit of powdered sugar 
on them, while the rest of my family prefers them with nutella, 
strawberries, and bananas. 

Ingredients:
2 cups of flour
1 teaspoon of sugar
1/4 teaspoon of salt
2 tablespoons of melted butter
2 cups of milk
A splash of vanilla
3 eggs

1 . 
2 . 
3 . 
4 .
5 . 
6 . 
7 . 

Combine flour, sugar, and salt in a bowl 
(this will be your dry mix)

Mix in the eggs one by one to the dry mix 

Add the butter

Stir in the milk

Add a splash of vanilla

Whisk until the mix is smooth

Cook  in a pan over low heat

Connecticut, we would all wake up late and 
make a breakfast of chocolate chip pancakes, 
eggs, and chicken sausage together before 
starting our day. Although we made a mess of 
the kitchen, being able to sit down and bond 
over the food we had just made together was 
a much warmer experience, and it provided so 
many more amusing stories than calling in for 
Chinese take-out would have. 

It can be an experience to go out to brunch 
with friends at some of Ann Arbor’s best known 
spots in town- my favorites include Ama’s, 
Amer’s Deli, and Fred’s. However, sitting down 
to eat a meal you’ve made with your family and 
friends can be an even more rewarding way to 
spend time together- no matter how delicious 
or unappetizing the food may be. The recipes 
listed below are ones that I have grown up on 
and shared with my friends.



Eggs 
American Cheese 
Butter 
Salt and Pepper

Scrambled Eggs

Bagel Spread

My friends and I did a taste test to see whose 
scrambled eggs were better; mine won! 

Despite its simplicity, my family would have cut up, 
toasted bagels many Sundays in a row. There would 
be butter, jam, cream cheese, tomatoes, and lox on 
the table for us to make bagels how we wanted. 

**suggestion: approximately two eggs per person

Ingredients:

Everything bagels with cream 
cheese, tomatoes, and lox (my 
brother’s favorite)

Plain bagels with butter and jam

A scooped out bagel (literally just 
remove the inside of the bread) with 
peanut butter and bananas

1 . 
2 . 
3 . 
4 .

Whisk together the eggs

Rip up and add one piece of American 

Grease a pan with butter and continu-

adding salt and pepper to taste

Combination Ideas
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Fruit Salad

Banana Chocolate Chip

Protein

Cut up your favorite fruits! My family always had 
strawberries, mango, and bananas. 

Add semisweet chocolate chips to whatever pancake 
recipe you use, below is my super simple recipe!

A few easy options are bacon, turkey bacon, and 
chicken sausage.

Ingredients:
1 pound of 
strawberries 
2 mangoes 
1 pint of blueberries 
3 bananas

Tip: For extra crispy bacon, preheat an oven to 400 degrees 
and bake on a cooling rack for approximately 17 minutes. I 
always let my bacon sit on paper towels for a few minutes to 
drain the excess grease.

Ingredients:
1 banana 
1/4 cup of oats 
1 egg 
Chocolate Chips to Taste




