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So it's coffee I'm thinking about right now, for some reason. The smell, the taste, well it's

good when it is fresh, nothing beats opening a package of coffee for the first time. It is so

incredible, but even the day after, it's not the same and after about a week, it smells stale.

Growing up in Louisiana I drank coffee when I was a young child. My mother would drip a

pot of Dark French Roast Community coffee, mix a lot of fresh milk and some sugar into

a small amount of hot coffee and give some to me and my younger brother. It warmed us

and was so good on a cold morning. We didn't make tea hot, usually it was served iced

and since hot chocolate had to be made from "scratch" and took awhile, it was an

occasional treat. We kept a pot of coffee on the stove all day and into the evening. Since

we liked the coffee very hot, reheating was a common habit, but sometimes the coffee

would start boiling. Someone would walk into the kitchen and say "Who scorched the

coffee this time?".

We used an aluminum pot that made about six to eight cups of coffee. The cups in those

days were just that, not huge coffee mugs as we have today, which hold at least two

cups. It took me a long time to figure out how to make coffee in an electric pot. My idea

was that ten cups of water in the pot should make 10 cups of coffee, but that didn't work

out, as some of the water mysteriously disappeared in the making.

On Sundays after a big "dinner" at noon (it was breakfast, dinner and supper for us),

someone would get up from the table, groan from the effort because of too much good

food, defy that "stuffed feeling" and pour coffee into demitasse cups to go with the two

or three desserts-lemon meringue pie, fig jam cake or dewberry cobbler. I don't know

when we stopped using those tiny cups, but we eventually used bigger ones from a set of

plastic Melmac dishes which were the color of canned English peas (or sweet peas as

they now are called). My mother's hands were beginning to be affected by arthritis and

the dishes were lightweight and easy to handle.

"Coffee?" was the first thing you said to guests who would drop by to visit from time to

time. "Would you like a cup of coffee? Walter...(my mother would call out to my father),

go put some water on to boil for a pot of coffee!"...."Oh, it's no trouble, I was just wanting

a fresh cup myself!", she would say to the visitors. And they never turned it down. It

would be very impolite to do so anyway.

As a teenager I was sometimes in charge of making my father's lunch for him to take to

work. I prepared fried egg sandwiches and then filled his thermos with coffee and sugar.

No matter how humid and stifling the weather, he preferred hot coffee! Once when he



was plowing in the back field, I brought fresh cold lemonade to him. He stood there,

sweating profusely, pulled off his cap that was stuffed with sweet gum leaves to keep his

head cool, drank the lemonade and then said, "That tasted great, but what I really would

like is a good cup of hot coffee!".

One of the special things that my parents did was to serve us coffee in bed, as we called

it. They would come into the bedroom carrying coffee, a sugar bowl, and cream pitcher

on a round aluminum tray with fluted edges. Even after my sisters did not live there

anymore and came home with husbands and children, we still did that. I recall knocking

on the door, awakening the married couple, carrying that tray of coffee and fixings. In

later years, when I came back to visit one of my sisters, I would awaken and smell the

coffee from the kitchen which was down the hall. She would call out from her bedroom,

"Go get a cup and come crawl into bed!". We would spend the next hour drinking coffee

and reminiscing about the old days.

For a few years I was a "social coffee drinker". I would go into those coffeehouses, stare

at all of the choices, lattes', cappuccinos, espressos, hazelnut, vanilla, amaretto flavors

and shyly just ask for a small de-caf. It took a long time to be creative in ordering...cafe'

mocha macchiato with a shot of caramel! Yes! I did it! And it was good! And it was

expensive! And I didn't do that too often! Once I ordered a non-fat, de-caf, sugar-free cafe'

mocha and my daughter said, "What is the point?".

Not too long ago, my sister bought me a small coffee cup and saucer to use at her house,

saying that I only drank a half cup of coffee every time she served it, so that this cup

would hold about the right amount. Years ago I was a "regular" at the Blue Marble

coffeehouse where the owner once asked, "Don't you like the coffee, you always leave

half of it?". The strangest thing is that now I drink cold coffee! Well, it starts off hot, but

when it cools off, I still like it. Mostly it is the flavored coffees that I like cold. However, if I

want it hot, I will microwave it ten times before I finish that last drop. I discovered that

my eldest sister does the same thing. I have found her cup with no more than two

tablespoons of coffee in it, in the microwave, hours after we have had coffee. It must be

a family tradition!
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