Years ago I discovered that some of the great joys of life come from combining different elements in particular patterns. Who would have ever thought that iodine and ammonia, when properly concentrated and combined, could produce such wonderful fun? However, since recent world events have made such past-times problematic, and since expunging is kind of a one time deal, I recently decided that a wiser way to channel my chemical curiosity would be through culinary experimentation.  So, in this issue of the random meanderings we will be wandering into the kitchen for my first major gourmet undertaking. 
While most everyone likes to eat, not quite so many love the experience of eating. I think that I have always been a gourmand at heart, but recently did I realize how deep my love of food ran. I really love to cook good food. I love the smells of fresh herbs, I love my German knives, I love different colors, sizes and shapes of dishes, I love seeing different colors of foods on those plates, I love the artistic experience that good cooking provides, and I love the almost alchemic way that ingredients transform into something beautiful for so many of the senses. So, for the last few months I have been having cooking lessons. I get rather…excited (Shauna claims giddy is more accurate) when it is time for cooking class. So, when our ward announced an activity where groups would meet at people’s homes for a dinner, I was…ok fine…giddy.  
I thought through dozens of menu items, most of which were vetoed by Shauna. She felt that perhaps non-alcoholic wine/fresh juice pairings with each course might be a bit over the top for this particular occasion. She also nixed the cheese course and any use of sugar work. For that matter, she said that anything above three courses (dessert was to be ‘strawberry shortcake’ at the church) would probably be overdoing it. So in the end, I decided on a simple southwestern theme for the meal. I did manage to convince her that S-shaped cheese tuiles were an essential part of the appetizer though. 

Saturday was the event, so I started getting some of the basic elements ready Friday. As it turned out this was my lucky day. The butternut squash for the soup was half price, and the deli was having a weekend special on fresh-multi-color tortilla strips. I found mini (tri-color) sweet peppers and at the dollar store martini glasses for the lemon-sorbet and Asian pear entremets, and funky plates too. When I told Tyler (the chef who is teaching me) about my fabulous day he used the word giddy…I guess it’s a good thing that the last meandering was about football, and I have 4 and ¾ children.

In the end the dinner was much more fun, and much more work than I had thought. I found something interesting though. As I was cleaning the kitchen after the meal, I found myself really enjoying that too. While I realize that this is an unavoidable part of the whole cooking process, I usually find it onerous. I don’t know if I felt like it was a continuation of the dining experience, or if I enjoyed the solitude to think about the meal, or maybe the sense of closure. It is also possible that the combination of hot water, and cleaning solutions just made me loopy. Regardless, it was a pleasant surprise to enjoy it. 
On the other end of the spectrum (in a very physical as well as metaphorical sense) Coco had a major potty breakthrough on Friday as well. After several unsuccessful attempts to get her to use the toilet for…well…number 2...she finally got her timing just right. The only problem is that I think that she realized that all she has to do is say “I need to go potty,” and we will go sit on the bathroom floor and read to her to keep her entertained like a princess on…well, a throne. On the philosophical side of things, there may be something healthy in learning to cook with a child in diapers. As much fun as epicurean pursuits are, it is good to be reminded that the other end of the gastrointestinal system is a great equalizer of culinary input. And with that I think we have meandered as far as I would like to go. 
