 Pumpkin Pie
By John Shipe
 
My dear sister Maria,

 

I just got off the phone from you, micro waved some supper, washed the dishes, and am setting down to tell you about my favorite dessert:  pumpkin pie.

 

First of all, I much prefer it natural and pure.  None of that artificial “nutra-sweet,” thank you.  A simple recipe seems to work best, but I have to admit:  I DO LIKE SPICE!  Actually, Maria, I’m not that picky, I don’t think.  But frankly, I like it with a tender crust.  I like it more than a bit flaky too. 

 

The crust should not be soggy, but be able to stand up on its own and support the pie even if it’s taken out of the pan.  That’s quite a trick, Maria, to prepare a pie with a tender but tough crust!  I don’t think it’s humanly possible.

 

It should be well done or even perhaps a bit overdone.  I’m not a spring chicken you know, and those dishes that haven’t been thoroughly put through the fire have a tendency to give me indigestion.

 

In any event, the filling should be full and overflowing with a few good natural ingredients:  love, joy, peace, gentleness….I think you get the picture.  I prefer a relatively smooth filling that is tasty, NOT bland.  I’ll take a lumpy filling before blandness.  And frankly, too much sweetness, particularly the refined kind, gives me a toothache.  

 

But above all, my dear Maria, if it is prepared, presented and served with care, concern and appreciation (in a word: Love) there can be a multitude of variations from the basic recipe and I’ll hardly even notice.

 

I meant to write you a lot more, but it’s almost 10:00 and I don’t want to turn into a pumpkin myself.

 

Bless you, you precious child of the living loving God. 

 

 

 I wrote this within a month or two of starting to date Maria, who became my wife on 14 Feb 2000.  I thought I had lost it, but seredipiditiously (look it up!) found it again while going through some files.  I think it is silly willy but neat.  I hope you enjoy it as much as I did rereading it.

 

Dad, Brudder, Uncle, Cuz, Friend….John Shipe
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