"How Poor Are We"
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Many years ago, when I attended Kearns Elementary Grade School, in Utah, our parents didn't have the money for us to buy school lunches.  Mom gave us a choice to either take a sack lunch or come home.  Our home was a couple blocks away, so I chose taking sack lunches.  But, on the very cold winter days, I came home for something warm to eat.  
Mom always baked homemade bread and made us sandwiches. We did not have the money for store bought bread.  Even in those days it was hard to feed, shelter, and clothe a family with seven children.


Our Mother was an excellent cook.  She made sure to include something she baked. In our lunches would be cookies, a piece of cake, or a slice of pie, along with some fruit. When we found potato chips or something of that nature it was a real treat.


At times, I can remember thinking, that I wished I had the money to buy my lunch.  Many of the other kids in the lunchroom had lunch from the school cafeteria.      I never realized how fortunate I was to have my lunch made by one of the people who loved me the most, my Mom.  
As I reflect back on those wonderful days coming home from school, the memories are priceless.  Walking through the door and smelling the hot homemade bread, that Mom had just pulled out of the oven.  You could see the steam rising from it. When she baked it was more than just the bread.  There would also be a hot pan of cinnamon rolls or some scones which we used to call “tuffys”.   With a large family to feed the kitchen was Mom’s workplace.

 On occasion you would see a hot apple pie, a cake, or some cookies on the kitchen counter.  Mom never used a cookbook.  She could add a pinch of this, a few spices, and presto a masterpiece would appear, made from loving skilled hands.  
With permission we would take the loaf of bread and break it into large sections.  Next we would spread on the butter and our favorite homemade jam.  When mom baked pies she would always take the left over pie crust dough and make thin squares sprinkled with sugar, and baked them on a cookie sheet. A couple of minutes in the oven and they were ready to eat. Now these were real treats, we didn’t need candy, when you can eat like that.  
 Mom never once complained about the great effort it took baking bread and making other baked specialties.  Everything that she prepared came from the kitchen, of a Mother, with caring loving hands.  If you ask my sisters, Marilyn & Cindy, or my brothers Don, Joe, Jim, & Rich, how fond they were of Mom's cooking, they would answer in unison, she was the best.  Mom always said, “When I leave this world the one thing that you're going to miss is my cooking”.  That's true we do miss her cooking, but what we miss most, is her ability to share her Christ like love, with her family and friends. 



Mom & Dad taught us that people are more important than things.  We never really went without.  We always had food on the table, clothes to wear, and knew that our parents loved us.  The clothes that Mom made for Marilyn, Cindy and her five boys did not come from the store.  The clothes she sewed, always displayed quality, with a special tag of unconditional love.


We were taught early in life to share, when we received a game for Christmas it was a family game for all the kids to play.  One year Santa brought Don & I an erector set, gifts like these taught us the art of sharing.  Another time our Santa gift was an electric train set, it wasn't real elaborate but it was ours.  
Our parents added a special day to this festive occasion.  They named it Kris Cringle Day which was New Year's morning.  I remember all of us waking up early and wondering what new game Kris Cringle had brought us.


The main gift we overlooked then, and even now, is setting time aside as a family to show the love and respect we have learned from our parents.  It is important for each of us to take a few moments of each day, and reflect back on wonderful times.  Gratitude comes from having parents with willing hearts and loving hands, how rich are we?

by Tom Baker
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