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Great soul cooking is created from equal parts food, family and faith.

All of the kids in the house, 
except for me, are piled up on 
Mama’s bed. My neighbor, 

Donna, and her big sister, Terri, 
are there, too. I am standing at 
the foot of the bed, with an old 
hymnal in my hand and Mama’s 
Bible is nearby on the dresser. 
We are playing church, and I am 
both song leader and preacher. 
The bed serves as pews, and 
by balancing the hymnal on 
the footboard we turn it into a 
makeshift pulpit.

Mama lets us play church on 
her bed, and as long as I am very 
careful she lets me use her Bible 
to preach. I know her Bible well, 
and can find the passages I want 
just by the feel of the paper. It is 
a King James version, and most 
of its gold edges have worn off. 
There are notes here and there, 
and underlinings that my mother 
has placed to mark passages that 
have special meanings to her.

We sing lots of hymns: 
“Precious Memories,”” I Feel 
Like Traveling On” and, of 
course, I’ll Fly Away, because 
everyone enjoys them. Well, 
maybe not Donna and Terri. They 
are Catholic, so every now and 
then we have to take turns and 
instead of being Baptists we are 
Catholics for a service. On these 
occasions, Terri is usually a priest 
and Donna is a nun. When we are 
having Catholic church there is 
a lot of up and down, kneeling, 
and repeating. (Donna has long 
blonde hair and always has to be 
the nun because she thinks she is 
very feminine. She always gets to 
be the wife when we play house, 
too. I have to be the husband 
because my hair is curly and 
brown.) 

At the moment, however, we 
are Baptist and we are singing 
“Victory In Jesus” at the tops of 
our lungs. Mama is in the kitchen 
making supper and as we sing, 
we can smell chicken fried steak 
wafting into the bedroom, except 
we just call it breaded steak. 
Usually Mama has the radio on 
with something like Jim Reaves or 
Tammy Wynette playing, but right 
now it is off because she is trying 
to hear us.

As I run into the kitchen to 
get a plate to use for the offering, 
I see that Daddy has come in 
from the garden and is sitting at 
the table with a cup of coffee, a 
cigarette, and an incredulous look 
on his face. His mother, whom 
my cousins call Mammie, but 
we call Meemee, is what Daddy 
calls a hardshell Baptist. The 
only things that I know about 
hardshell Baptists are that there 
is a smoking room for the men at 

the church. And also snakes in the 
bathroom once in a great while.

Daddy has not yet become a 
minister. He is the song leader 
and adult Sunday school teacher, 
which he has been for as long as 
I can remember, and he knows 
the Bible better than anyone in 
the entire world. Mama cleans the 
church, and is sometimes in the 
nursery. However, when I had to 
change to a new Sunday school 
class I got hysterical (it happens a 
lot) and she had to go with me to 
the new class for a while.

Our minister is Bro. Steve, and 
he is of the fire and brimstone 
variety. Bro. Steve preaches loud 
and fast. When he really gets 
revved up, he thrusts his tongue 
out to catch his breath between 
words. I don’t think he even 
knows he’s doing it, but as I sit 
in the pew between his parents 
every Sunday (Mama lets me), I 
watch him closely to get tips for 
my own preaching. His tongue 
darts in and out so fast it is just a 
blur, like a big thirsty dog tongue. 
Watching his tongue flip in and 
out keeps me occupied on Sunday 
mornings when the sermon gets 
really long.

At our pretend church in the 
bedroom, we take prayer requests 
and pray earnestly, bowing our 
heads or climbing off of the bed to 
get on our knees sometimes. Our 
offering is pretend, too; usually 
we put things in like bobby pins 
or gum wrappers to act as money, 
and once in a while one of us 
comes up with a real penny.

My Scripture passage is 
Isaiah 26:3: Thou wilt keep him 
in perfect peace, whose mind 
is stayed on thee: Because he 
trusteth in thee. It is the first verse 
I ever learned, even before John 
3:16. I really want to emphasize 
my message today so I have been 
practicing preaching like Bro. 

Steve. I can’t preach as long as he 
does, though, because my jaws 
get tired from sticking my tongue 
in and out while I yell very loudly. 
And besides, supper is ready.

Grand Opening Today for 
Dollie’s of Earlington

Ten years ago, Lonnie 
Williams, Jr. headed up from 
Georgia to settle in Madisonville. 
For most of those years he 
served as the minister of music 
at Mt. Zion in Earlington and 
worked at Pennyrile Health. 
However, when Lonnie’s mother 
passed away, he felt that he 
needed to make a change to help 
pull him out of his grief. Instead 
of only feeling her loss, Lonnie 
needed to remember his mother 
in good and positive ways, too.

That’s when he decided to 
open a restaurant and name it 
in honor of his mother, Dollie 
Weston. He wanted to specialize 
in good home cooking, using 
many of the family recipes 
Lonnie has collected over the 
years and things he remembers 
his mother making for him and 
his 6 siblings, whom Dollie 
raised on her own.

Dollie’s opened on May 4th, 
and already things are looking 
brighter for Lonnie. So far, news 
of the restaurant has spread 
mostly by word-of-mouth and it 
is quickly becoming a popular 
eatery. One customer stopped 
in from Dawson Springs on 
a day when Lonnie had put 
meatloaf on the menu. The 
customer liked it so well that 
he told Lonnie if he would have 
meatloaf every Wednesday, he 
would be there. Lonnie agreed 
and Wednesday is meatloaf day 
at Dollies.

Meals are served up 
buffet-style with your choice of 
a meat (there are usually 2 on 

the menu each day) along with 
sides which, depending on the 
day, include offerings such as 
cornbread dressing, greens, and 
cheese grits. There is an array 
of desserts each day, too, with 
banana pudding served every 
day as long as it lasts.

Lonnie has plans to include a 
list of burgers, each one named 
for a God child, and wings, 
too. (Yes, please, Lonnie.) The 
Friday catfish is a must try, even 
for folks who, like me, thought 
they didn’t like it. Not too salty 
or over spiced, but just right — 
the Goldilocks of catfish, if you 
will.

The grand opening of Dollie’s 
begins this afternoon at 3; 
family and friends have come 
from across the country to 
honor Dollie and the opening of 
Lonnie’s newest venture. Stop 
in early if you want a shot at the 
banana pudding.

Dollies is on the corner of 
U.S. 41, at the traffic light in 
Earlington. Regular hours are 
Tuesday-Saturday 11 a.m.-7 p.m.; 
Sundays, 11 a.m.-4 p.m.

It’s a Family Thing
Cooking is not a new thing to 

Lonnie Williams. He has been 
collecting recipes for a long 
time, and has put together eight 
cookbooks from the recipes he 
has gathered from family and 
friends, as well as coming up 
with many of his own.

He uses the proceeds from 
his cookbooks to fund family 
reunions, which he says 
has worked out so well that 
family members don’t have to 
contribute extra funds toward 
the gatherings. His latest 
cookbook, Remember What 
Mama Said Recipes, has sold out 
but he plans to reprint it soon, 
and copies will be available for 
sale at Dollie’s. Additionally, 
Lonnie has three award-winning 
recipes in the latest edition of 
the Fundcraft Cookbook from 
their annual recipe contest.

Among the recipes in 

Lonnie’s most recent collection 
are down-home soul food 
favorites like Dollie’s Collard 
Greens and James Williams’ 
BBQ Pig’s Feet, plus newer 
creations such as Barbara Walk’s 
Avocado Salsa and Jeanette 
Ellerson’s Spaghetti Soup. I am 
looking forward to trying Linda 
Hudson’s Ooh Wee Pie, but not 
until I lose 5 pounds as a bit of a 
buffer.

A Recipe From Dollie
Dollie Weston’s Collard 

greens are a flavorful, soul 
inspiring dish, and the smoked 
turkey leg gives them the 
old-time flavor we love while 
reducing the fat substantially. 
This recipe is taken from Lonnie 
Williams’ latest recipe collection, 
Remember What Mama Said 
Recipes. Although Dollie’s 
recipe doesn’t specify, I used a 
red bell pepper in these greens 
to add a touch of color and 
sweetness.

Mama’s Collard Greens
1 bunch collard greens
olive oil
1 fully-cooked, smoked turkey leg
1⁄2 onion, diced
1 bell pepper, diced
3 cups chicken broth
1 teaspoon red pepper flakes
Salt, pepper, vinegar, hot sauce

Remove the collard green leaf from 
the stem. Wash the collards several 
times in cold water to remove the grit. 
You can also add salt to help remove 
the grit if needed. Rinse well and set 
aside. In a large pot, add a tablespoon 
of olive oil and the chopped onions 
and bell pepper. Saute until tender. 
Add in the chicken broth, red pepper 
flakes and the turkey leg. Bring to a 
boil and then reduce heat to simmer 
for about 20-30 minutes. This helps the 
broth take on that delicious smokey 
flavor! Add in the collard greens. Cook 
on med-low heat until tender for 
about 45-60 minutes. You can increase 
the heat if needed but do not boil the 
collard greens. When done, season to 
your preference. In my opinion these 
greens don’t need a thing but I usually 
add a few dashes of black pepper and 
a few drops drops a hot sauce!

Feed your soul and body with home-style cooking
BY LAURA HUNT ANGEL
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Lonnie Williams, Jr., center, owner of Dollie’s, serves up catfish dinners 
to his uncle and aunt, Benny and Thedoshia Brown, in town for today’s 
grand opening.

Dollie Weston’s collard greens are home cooking at its best.
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