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“I told Mom it was a mistake.” I love my mom, but she is possibly the worse cook on the island. Chocolate chip cookies should be a breeze to make, right? Mom ended up with one giant cookie blob with crispy edges and a raw middle. I couldn’t believe it when she actually cut it up and gave a plateful to Mrs. Nivens, our elderly neighbor, and to Coira, a newcomer to the island. Today she was cooking a new-to-us Scottish dish from a recipe she’d never tried before. I predict a culinary disaster.

Mom hovered above the pan, sweeping a spoon over the watery surface. She plonked the resulting scum onto a plate.

“Yuck! What’s that?” my sister Tate asked.

“I don’t know, but the recipe said to skim it off. I also must rinse the meat to remove any gunk that remains,” Mom answered as she brushed back a lock of brown hair with her forearm. The steam frizzed it so much that the shorter layers hovered around her head like dandelion seeds.

Tate wrinkled her nose as she looked over Mom’s shoulder, their hair so similar in color and texture that Tate looked like a mini-Mom. Not that I’d mention it. My sister heard that annoying refrain so often that I’d be sure to get an earful. Tate's lips pursed as a scowl spread over her face. “They may call it meat, but I call it disgusting.”

The recipe called for lamb’s pluck. Mom and I thought it was some Scottish term for a cut of mutton. The butcher nodded when we asked for it, went to the back and returned with something wrapped in waxed paper. When we got home, we saw we’d purchased a heart, lungs, and liver. I almost threw up.

Mom removed the meat with tongs. “Haggis also has ground lamb, oatmeal, and spices. You probably won’t even be able to taste the other stuff. And before you ask, yes, I want you to try it.” She carried the meat to the sink. “While I’m getting this rinsed and cut, can you chop the turnips and potatoes, Jess?”

Robert or Rabby Burns is the national poet of Scotland. On the night of his birthday, Scots gather to honor him, and tonight, we’re hosting a Robert Burns party. I knew Burns was a poet, but I didn’t know he was such a big deal here. Because Mom can only handle one new recipe at a time, I’d made Cock-a-Leekie soup yesterday, so we’d only have to reheat it tonight. It’s just a chicken and rice soup with leeks and other veggies. Kay and Amberlee, our closest friends, would bring dessert, and Greg, Mom’s boyfriend (gah!) was shopping for whisky. Don’t get me wrong, Greg’s nice. It’s just hard for me to wrap my mind around him and my mom's dating.

By the time Mom added all the ingredients, it didn’t look too bad. She’d chopped the icky innards so fine that they were indistinguishable from the real meat. Then she got out the ox bung that had been soaking since yesterday. It looked like a slimy, white support sock that smelled like it hadn’t been washed in a year. Trust me, you don’t want to know what bung is, but the meat mixture goes inside of it. I guess it’s like making sausage. After this experience, I may not be eating hot dogs for a while.

The haggis needed to cook for over an hour and we put the time to good use. Tate cleaned up, and I finished the vegetables while Mom got ready.

***
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When someone knocked on the door, I practically bowled Mom over to answer it.

Mom smirked. “What’s the hurry? Are you expecting someone?”

I let out an exasperated groan and rolled my eyes. “Ha, ha.” When I suggested inviting Gavin, my boyfriend, I thought Mom would say no. In defense, I’d laid out all the reasons we should ask him over. One, I help in his family’s stables and I was always spending time at his house, but he hardly ever came here. Two, since he dropped out of school and worked full time, he’d probably appreciate an evening away. Three, as many times as his mother had fed me, it’d be nice to return the favor by feeding












































d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg
Q

N\

PGETRY

71><;\,; AND ?’






d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





d2d_images/scene_break.png





