The Zen of Pie Dough

by Dody Williams

ow do we define the pas-

sages in our lives? Whar

collected experiences be-
come the file tabs of our
memaries? How do we know
we have crossed the threshald
from ane stage of our life to
another? For me, it was creat-
ing pie deugh. For others it is
probably something more
noteworthy—a graduarion,
mastering a craft—something
noticeable and ourstanding
to those in your sphere of in-
fluence: your Family, your
church, your communiry.
Making pie dough is not gen-
erally one of those achieve-
ments that people care about,
Mot o the extent thar che lo-
cal newspaper will lead the
Life section with the headline
“Local Woman Perfects Pie
Dough—Rire of Passage
Complete.” It's not some-

thing you put in a Christmas
leeter (although I contem-

plated it): “Dear Friends, this year [ fi- derstand the implications of such a
nally understand the proper consis-  statement. But for me perfecting pie
ency of pie {lnugh and am able to dnllgh announced to My Most inner
report that I can now knock outa two-  soul thar [ was finally a grown-up, I was
crust pie in fifteen minures!” No, not  as old emorionally as my mother and
many people are that impressed or un- on the road to being as sage as my

Hazeld Eieeben by lulie Cirsher

nm.‘l '.".'hu.-n :I'I:1._:.' r'|'|-:'!|[]1.|.'1' ||:'|‘.'|:|ri{'|_| a l:;t;u:r-
gia college professor, moving us from
Chicago to the South in the culrural
adventure of a liferime, we celebrated
his Jume hir:hda:r' with a peach pie in-
stead of a |1-i:rl;]in;|-‘l}' cake,

50 pies marked the seasons of our
lite much the same way an almanac
marks the phases of the moon. Making
]'!lil: |J.l.'|IJE|'| |!|-£|Lf||'|'|c :II'I.:|' rpiplun}'. ']-h{'
road to this epiphany was a long one.
When | was liecle, my mother had a
|:|.I!El: '|'.'-|'.ll.'b-|.‘|1.'l'| |:l-f‘:lu|-;.‘|, [0 P.crl |:-:.-' ERE]
feet, that she would place on our
kitchen rable surrounded by the flour
canister and the rolling pin—my great
great grandmother's bird's-eye-maple
rolling pin. This was the Excalibur of
all :|l.r||:i:|:g pins. I was a lovely mellow
|‘1|:|r|e'}' color with russet flecks. The
handles were assembled on a ball-bear-
ing system that took all of the work ou
of mlliug the d-::-u;-_;!l..

My mother and her mother before
|'|I:r |1'|:|.-|J|: Illcir |:lir: |:|-::l|.|j_:|]s wil;h |ar:d b{'-
Fore guilt was introduced into the fam-
ily food preparation process; back then
you were doing the right thing 10 make

desserr with EVETY meal and load yoilr
family up on meals laden with animal
fat, I remember the lard box well: it was
kelly green and the wax paper crackled
when the spoan was dipped in to grab a
dellop of the opaque white shortening.
A p:rfccl pie had three hi.':'||:li|'|5; SCOO[E
of lard and then four heaping scoops of
flour added on top with a quick shake
from the saleshaker before |;‘“run1]:-[i.:tﬁ
all of these ingredients wogether by
hand. Even as a viny girl, I warched
i:arl:Fuu}'. When the whole mixoure re-
sembled cornmeal, my mother would
rake the water she had prepared with an
ice cube and sprinkle it strategically
over the dry mixoure. And then, as if
there was only a brief window of ap-
Pﬂl’[lll'lh:.' she would dive into the mix-
rure and bring it all together in a ball,
She made it look as easy as, well, pie. Fi-
nally after forming it rapidly into a
I!'-:'!lIJI'lr.‘I. :ihl.']:l-1|1i|,1c E:l:-|1l_:.', shc '.'.'q,:-u]d |a].' i1
on the Houred board and whip our Ex-
calibur and :r.ip-:r.'trr rall it into 2 |,1|'.,'f{{‘-l,'1
rwelve-inch circle

Chnee the dough was rolled flar and
placed in the pie pan, my mother would
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ing mass of undulating whire dough

had meleed into a blob in the center of

the pic plate. Panicked, I called my
mother, describing the swamp thing o
her.

“0Oh,” she said knowledgably, oo
short.”

“loo short?™ 1 said, confused,
warching the death throes of my blab.

“loo much shortening, not enough
flour,” she explained.

I tried again. [ was determined o
make this pie. When it came ame o
rall the dough our, it cracked like mud
in a droughr. Exhausted, | parched the
jigsaw picces of pie dough into the pran
and slung it angrily inte the oven.
When the rimer went off again | cau-
tiously opened the door. It had held? It
was a piccrust, sort of, Later wlen we
finally ate the pic it was rasty bue the
fluted crusts were left on our plates like
fossilized relics from the Stone Age,
They were too hard 1o bite into. | was
dispirited and dazed. [ thoughe pic
n1.|king was my birthrighs, a mark on
gene number 27 or something,

U‘-‘L‘r the nexr fifteen years [ sporadi-
cally attempred one pie after an-
other. Each vime I fele like | was going
into battle, and each vime | lost. T be.
came the master of jerry- igged pic
shells. 1 could pull off a pie, but in my
heart of hearts | knew they were im-
posters, | ached wo have the vouch o
master the maddeningly elusive art of
Plecrust,

Finally confessing my inadequacies
to my mother, she suggested a pic
workshop on our next irip o our fam-
ily conage in Wisconsin, This was the
perfect solution—the mecea of Family
pie making! It was a well-known story
in our family thar the apple tree in the
backyard had sprung from apple peel-
ings thrown down by my grear grear
grandmother afrer |'|,1|-;j;||F a pie, Surchy,
in the place where the rimefspace con-
tinuum bonds of familial unity were
the strongest, the pie dough pods would
shine down and favor me.

Once we arvived and sentled in, we
opened the kitchen window overlook-
ing the legendary apple tree and ler the
soft Wisconsin lake breeze blow in
while we worked away on a double

Lriasy h".ll:hv:n:'[.' |:=-i|.'. "'."';-J.l.;hil:l!_" u.lr:_'ri_ﬂl_l',_
I observed my mdam as | had -du.rlnp;
CVErY SCAR0on of Iy childhood, When
the :illj_',m-dli'l'lr'i had been crimbled to-
gether, she took my hand so that |
could feel the l.'l'.I-I?|:=i:=~I:|.'|:I-;.[.'. (.'l-::-'.:rlg my
= [ tried 1o memorize the fexiure.
Afrer the ice water was added, my
mather admonished, *Cold warer is
critical.” Onee the dough had been
-:ir.l\'-:li InEo [[F ||;I'|'||.'l 1 J.J:_ili:ll handled It,
ulrl."ll-”:-" I1|1I:il'lj.' the rextune and wrighl.
We r-’~'|:“-':lh'd the leszon tVEry |.|J:|' and
had |1:il.' fnr EVETY l.'1'-'.'|'|jr|i: el :Jt.'u; NVik=
cation either as dessert or a5 a |'|||i|.,|qu,'_

But in spine al this mapor efforn, pic
I!LHI-J.'.':I continued eo elude me. When |
pulled sui the wooden board and
rl.'l”:iil.l.: pin, a heaviness descended on
me, | felelike Twas the Sherlock Hiolmes
af piecrust, relentlessly pursuing my
Moriarty. The perfect crust was lurking
i'.l.'-1 around the corner, I:|l.l-'.[-!i|'|5 me.
sure, I had progressed enough 1o as-
semble a vasty, flaky erust. Sure, every-
one enjoyed chemselves and had sec.
onds, but | knew the truth. Each pic
ok an hour or more. 1 alvwave patched.
There was always breakage. [ was a pie
frawd.

v was May of the year thar | turned

farty when my breakthrough oc-
curred. Through the years lard had be-
caime harder and harder vo obizin, The
food police had successiully eradicared
it from most supermarkets, When |
tired of tracking it down, | decided 1o
make my Memorial Day cherry pie
with batter. Mot quine sure how seicks
translated into blops, 1 checked my an-
cient 1950 edition of Bery Crocker.
Two-thirds of a cup of shorrening was

| j;:?f (Sjﬂf?[? :’F 71/1.1"—11‘:;&? In the upstai

International

Beverly Ther,

-\.

Jewelry & Gafts

.l‘} . w .
1;\ G U Chapel Hill on
Crraduate Gemologiss -_l"f‘-' i Hwy. 15-501

W y §
Lieriracd | cuvaming, Dandiily, r ¥
AN e, Dnsalreriad rarTIn

L Y AR Ry

919-542-1055 ",

grandmother. | had linked
cosmic arms with all of my
female forbearers. The circle
was complere.

Wh{'n did 1 first realize che
implications of making a
truly grear pie? | think I was
15 young as four. Pes were 3
regular seasonal indicaror in
our house. You knew it was
scprember because apples
were in season, hence apple
pie on Sunday. November
was 'f'h.mk.rpgi'.":ng, hence
pumpkin and pecan. In the
winter months, cherry pie
was a favorite and made regu-
larly because my older sister
loved it so0 much.

Spring came and with ir
lemon meringue and then,
June. Ah, June, the time in
the upper Midwest for straw-
berry rhubarb pie, that irre-
sistible tangy, sticky trear thar
only happened once a year
when the rhubarb, thar elusive veg-
etable, was available. My mother even
took 1o growing it in her flower garden
amongst the delphinium and coral
bells, it was such an important delicacy.
High summer meant blueberry pies

add the filling and then the wop cruse
was rolled ourt in a blink. Before the
el el |.|||1:|gl| Wik |1!.1 red on top of the
filling, it was folded in half and my
mom would cur a semicircle with a par-
g knife and make five sunshine slashes
for air vents. Affixing the top crust, she
would ex pertly pinch the top and bot-
tom together before adding the final
Howrish. Taking her thumb and index
finger she would expertly form a per-
fect ruffle around the edge of the pie,
pausing only to rurn the pie pan for a
better angle. Vioila! Pic in fifteen
FMLLES.

ewasa't until | was newly married chat

I artempred pie. Surely, | reasoned 1o
myself, after years of warching | could
mimic the process, I decided on lemion
meringue, A one-crust pie seemed like
i E\'I:ll:ld |'|]:'|.r_',|. by SEart, 1 1ri|:\-:_i (18] :'{'plin;'aw
the proper setting. Wooden board,
flour canister, and while | didn’t own
Excalibur, I had a brand-new rolling
pin thar worked the same way, on ball
|:l|.-.1.rj:|iE$. And so | began; three blops of
lard, four heaping scoops of flour.
Shake, shake the sale, | dove im, 1 started
cruml:u]mg. b it juest didn’t seem Jighl.
S0, plop, a lictle more lard couldn’
hurt, Bur :p'u-::k. iE Weas 20 1;-::-|||.'_g.'f And i
was i[i-'_ll.i:l:ll'! o my ‘|'i|11_'.-e'r'.. Becter add
SLHITRE ITICAES ﬁl'l-'l:l:l'. .:H'H'll;]ll_'r "il_'h'll'll'l I;I'I.al;
seems berter . .

The mixture didn’t seem as crumbly
a5 it should have been, but afver [ added
the ice water it helped pull ic all co-
g{:lhl:r. [ |:|cg.lu ralling. Goodness, it
was sticky. Better add more flowr. 1
couldn’t seem o bring it down beyond
a half-inch thick. 1 a]1|:r|in1 Qe pres:
sure, working far into my shoulders. Fi-
nally, it seemed okay, maybe still a livte
thick. |..i|-I!i1:||.-_' it L E:-Lu-e: in the pan, it
broke in half. I rolled ir again. It broke
:I.E:li:l'l. After many attempis I |1|:|-'.-L'-:!
each half in the !:-i-e: |1|.:|:¢' and closed ihe
seam with my thumb. | had been ar this
for rwo hours, so 1 tossed the |1:iﬁ'|:|,|:.|
in the oven and starved the filling,

Bling! The vimer wenr off, relling
me the crusc was done. | ran 1o the
oven, swung the door open, and was
horrified o be greeted by something
that should have had a part in Fhe Re-
urn of Swamp Thing. A bubbling, ooz-

listed as the official measurement. |
carefully sliced two-thirds of a cup off
the butter sticks. | crumbled—it never
went smoother! Adding the water to
the finished producs made it look and
teel exactly like it was supposed to. The
Jiii: |.|-:r1|!;|l flewr rl:lgq.'l:h-\:l like iren F||||'|F5
to a magner. The lump of dough glis-
tened with the sheen of the perfectly
praoportioned pie dough of my ances-
tors. But I didn’r ger excited, nor yer, |
checked the clock, seven minutes and |
Was .|:: i.'ili!:.' At |:|'u.' r||||||:'|l_-L :"“F"" bur a
lot could go wrong. Taking a deep
breath, 1 Houred the board and rolling
pin caretully, like a pool shark chalking
the cue; I began w roll out the dough

The L'I-’I'-Ii\'.':il}' was incredible! It in-
creased into a perfect twelve-inch cir-
cle. T held my breach as 1 Folded iv in
lalt, It didn't break! [ poured the ﬁIIiI:I!'_
in the shell, I ralled aut the Lo crust,
folded ir, made the sunshine venes, and
ﬁ.I'IJ"-_'- |'li;'l|.l.'l.| it up anl FI!Al.'l.'l.l- it on the
pie. Pectect! The ﬂ1|.I:iIIE NEVEr CrULmi=
bled. 1 didn i'\l.ll:-\,,'ll a sin_ﬂ:_- ||i|_--;_-u.-! 1
looked up at the clock—Ffifteen min-
wtes! [ did all of ihis i Afteen minuess!
[ had arrived,

_[LI!-l like .l||.’.l.'|'u'-| or I!idinf_ 1 bike,
OCE Vo know in your -.-|'|||| tl:u CEOR e
combination of sECps, you will neves
Fail .||_q:i.|1- Afrer vy 1.'|.'l:|'lhu|:|:.' | went on
A :-1':II|IJrI3 ]:-il' sprec and meade E:-i{':q. all
the time. Mow I make F'il.'h- .|Lq.-::-r|.|i:||.|; to
the w'-'|I.I-I1Fl."- of the seasoqn in the tamie-
hanared WAy | am a confudent |1i|_‘|'r|_':'..'\
amd my r|r|.|:|.' warnry i th my -:i.1!|.|_'.|'|r|.-1
who just turned rC'iFhIl.'l.'H doeint seem
to ke in 3 hurry to learn dhe ar, b |
know thar someday she too will feel the
need 1o come -:J|..llj.f andd bake 3 pie. ¥
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