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A fter sharing our 
kindergarten year 
together, my neighbor, 

Donna, and all the other 
Catholic kids went to their own 
school — St. Stephen’s — until 
the eighth grade. The rest of 
us went to the public school, 
where we shared the same 
classrooms throughout our 
elementary years. During that 
time, I grew particularly close 
to one girl named Marsha who 
lived about a half-mile away 
down the nearest dirt road.

Both of our fathers worked 
at the Fleetwood plant in 
downtown Detroit. We often 
went home with each other 
after school, and our fathers 
would pick us up later on their 
way home from work. Our little 
brothers were also born at 
about the same time and ended 
up in the same class once they 
started school.

Most of the kids in our area 
had Kentucky roots. However, 
Marsha and I were first-gen-
eration Michiganders while 
many of the other kids were at 
least a couple of generations 
removed from their heritage. 
Our speech and mannerisms 
were more distinctly southern 
than the other kids, which 
sometimes made us the target 
of ridicule. As we grew older, 
the dif ferences between us and 
the town kids became more 
noticeable. And of course, 
there is always one Nellie 
Olson in the bunch.

A MARRIAGE 
ANNOUNCEMENT

“When I grow up I’m going 
to marry Conway Twitty,” 
Marsha said. “At least, if he 
divorces Temple.”

“Who the heck is Conway 
Twitty?” I asked.

“You know, ‘Hello, Darlin,’ ” 
said Marsha, who sang the 
title to me, and I nodded in 
recognition, having heard 
the song many times on the 
little radio Mama kept in the 
kitchen.

It was second recess, and 
we were sitting on the swings 
where most of our deep 
conversations took place. 
Second recess didn’t make a 
lot of sense to me because it 
was scheduled late in the day, 
right before school let out. I 
wondered why they didn’t just 
let the kids go home right then 
and play.

Marsha kicked out her 
legs and leaned back to get 
her swing going. It began to 
arc high in the air, and as the 
swing passed me she huffed, 
“Who do you want to marry?”

I kicked out and got my 
swing going, too, and soon the 
chains began to squeal out a 
metallic rhythm.

“I guess maybe Donny 
Osmond,” I replied. “He had 
appendicitis, you know.”

We could see the 
semi-circular bus drive from 
our spot on the playground, 
and every afternoon we 
watched for our bus to pull up, 
always third in line. It rolled 
into place just as the recess 
aide blew the whistle. We gave 
our swings one last big push, 
leapt off in unison and raced 
to the door with all the other 
kids. There was just enough 
time to get our bookbags and 
coats, but we didn’t bother 
putting our coats on because 
the afternoon had warmed 
enough that we didn’t need 
them.

Unless one of us was 
absent, Marsha and I shared 
the same seat on the bus. 
We loved sharing secrets, 
too, and recently we had 
learned a spectacular way of 
keeping others from knowing 
what we were saying. It was 
the secret language of Pig 
Latin. We practiced it every 
morning and afternoon on the 
bus, and whenever we could 
during school, too. When the 
other kids began picking up 
on Pig Latin we switched to 

sign language, but since we 
only knew the alphabet our 
conversations took a lot longer.

FIRST CAME THE CHICKEN
One September day I rode 

home with Marsha, and as 
soon as we got off the bus a 
terrible stench hit me in the 
face. The smell grew worse 
as we headed into the house. 
In the kitchen, a huge pot of 
water was boiling on the stove.

“What is that awful smell?” 
I asked.

Marsha looked at my 
scrunched-up face and 
laughed. She lifted the corner 
of one of the curtains and 
pointed. Her mother was in the 
back yard, killing, scalding and 
plucking birds.

The previous fall when we 
butchered our hogs, Daddy 
gave Marsha’s family a 
package of pork. When Daddy 
picked me up later that day 
Marsha’s mother gave him a 
package of chicken. It wasn’t 
that she owed us. Country 
people just like to share their 
blessings.

THEN CAME THE EGG
Until sixth grade most of 

the kids were friendly to each 
other, except for one bully 
named Ethan who liked to 
pick on all the girls. (This 
stopped after I belted him in 

the mouth for pulling my hair 
one too many times. Mama was 
proud of me.) Things began to 
change as we approached our 
teen years, though. Some of 
the kids were not as friendly 
to Marsha and me as they had 
been.

One of them was Jennifer 
R. (We called her that to 
distinguish her from Jennifer 
S., until Jennifer S. wanted 
to be called Jenny.) Jennifer 
R. lived on the edge of town; 
her daddy had a whole mess 
of chickens and sold eggs. 
Sometimes when our chickens 
weren’t laying or we needed 
extra eggs for the holidays we 
would go to her father’s farm 
and buy them.

Jennifer R. had beautiful 
black hair and her cheeks and 
lips were so rosy that it looked 
like she was wearing make-up, 
except she wasn’t. She had 
looked that way since we 
started kindergarten together. 
We had been friends since 
kindergarten, too, often playing 
in her yard while our parents 
talked whenever we went to 
buy eggs.

Lately, though, Jennifer R. 
didn’t want to play or even 
talk to Marsha or me. She said 
that she didn’t hang around 
with hillbillies. I told Daddy 
this, and he said that it must 
be because her family had city 

chickens and we had country 
chickens. When I told Marsha 
what Daddy said she laughed 
so hard that she snorted, which 
made us laugh even harder.

One day Marsha surprised 
me, and I think she probably 
surprised herself, too. We were 
sitting in our usual spot on the 
bus when it stopped in front 
of Jennifer R.’s house. It was a 
cold day and Jennifer had on a 
beautiful white coat. It showed 
off her dark hair and rosy lips, 
and as she walked past I told 
her how pretty she looked.

Jennifer R. scowled and 
turned up her nose, but 
Marsha was fed up. Staring 
straight ahead she said loud 
and clear, “For Pete’s sake, 
Jennifer, your Daddy is a 
chicken farmer! You can’t get 
much more hillbilly than that!”

Snickers echoed throughout 
the bus, and even the driver 
suppressed a smile. Most of 
us were the children of turkey, 
pig, cattle and chicken farmers. 
Some of our parents worked at 
the auto plants and farmed, too. 
Jennifer R., though she liked 
to put on airs, was no different 
than any of us. After that, were 
still picked on by the town 
kids, but at least Jennifer R. left 
us alone.

THE RECIPES
Chicken and waffles are a 

comforting southern classic 
that can be served any time of 
day. Oven frying makes these 
chicken tenders a bit healthier 
and eliminates leftover grease. 
The waffles contain no white 
flour, but instead contain dia-
betic-friendly almond meal and 
coconut flour.

EASY, HEALTHIER 
CHICKEN TENDERS

These tenders use ordinary 
corn� ake cereal to bake up crisp and 
light. For a higher-� ber option, try 

whole wheat � akes, such as Wheaties, 
instead of corn� akes.

½ cup � our
½ teaspoon seasoned salt
Black pepper, to taste
2 eggs
3 cups � nely crush corn� ake cereal
1 lb. chicken tenders

Spray a baking sheet with non-
stick spray or line it with parchment. 
Preheat oven to 425 degrees F. In 
one bowl, combine the � our, 
seasoned salt and pepper. Beat eggs 
in a second bowl and put the 
crushed corn� akes in a third bowl. 
Dip each tender � rst into the � our, 
then the beaten eggs and last into 
corn� ake mixture. Arrange chicken 
in a single layer on the prepared 
baking sheet. Bake for about 15 
minutes, � ipping once, until coating 
is golden brown and chicken is no 
longer pink in the center. Serves 4.

PROTEIN WAFFLES
Even diabetics need wa�  es from 

time to time. Almond meal, coconut 
� our and 4 eggs give these wa�  es 
a protein boost and reduce carbs to 
less than 4 grams for each big wa�  e.

½ cup low fat cottage cheese
4 eggs
1 tablespoon vegetable oil
½ cup almond meal
3 tablespoons coconut � our
1 scoop vanilla � avored whey pro-
tein shake mix
½ teaspoon baking soda

Spray both sides of a wa�  e iron 
with non-stick spray. In a blender or 
small food processor, blend the 
cottage cheese until smooth. Add 
the eggs and vegetable oil; whirl for 
a few seconds until blended. Add 
remaining ingredients and process 
until mixture is smooth and blended, 
scraping down the sides of the 
blender if needed. Let the mixture 
stand for a few minutes while 
heating the wa�  e iron.

For large Belgian-style wa�  es, 
pour about ¼ of the mixture onto the 
bottom of the iron, close the lid and 
cook until the iron signals done or 
until the wa�  e is deep golden brown. 
Repeat with remaining batter. Makes 
four large wa�  es.
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Fanshare
Crispy corn� ake chicken tenders, delicious with wa�  es or with your favorite dipping sauce.

Laura Hunt Angel
Low carb, golden and delicious wa�  es that even diabetics can enjoy.
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