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“Food is intertwined with culture and 
identity. It can comfort and disrupt, 
heal and harm, bind and divide. It is 
both political and personal. It has rich 
histories and potential for innovative 
or doomed futures. It is something we 
grow, harvest, consume, digest, exploit, 
waste, and salvage. Above all, food is a 
storyteller. ”  
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letter from the editors

Melange Volume II was made 
possible  by the generous support of 
Carrot Cache and the UPS on the 
Danforth 

When we began to plan for Melange Volume II, we knew that the intersections of food and art 
were limitless. We wanted to capture personal and political food narratives from the wide range 

of perspectives present in this city alone. With food embodying experiences of culture and identity, we 
were intentional about the communities we reached out to, so as to reflect in this volume the diversity 
of food knowledge we know to exist. We have been very fortunate to have received thoughtful, creative 
work to feature in this volume, including topics such as Indigenous food ways, navigating diasporic food 
identities, nutrition literacy, stigmatized food relationships, and even food memes.

Critically pushing for a just, sustainable food system in a society that forgets, marginalizes and exploits 
your identities is not only exhausting, but can be incredibly discouraging in continuing efforts forward. It 
is easy to feel alone. Spaces made for critical dialogue can also so often feel inaccessible and impersonal. 
We believe that spotlighting creative work, especially from young voices, is integral to disrupting 
dominant narratives and creates opportunities for much needed, fresh, dynamic dialogue. We also believe 
that storytelling holds the unique power to heal, regenerate, and build out of great hardship, for both teller 
and listener.

We hope that Melange Volume II is this for you and more. Above all, we hope it encourages you to explore 
your own food histories and narratives, and connects you to the many food communities among us.

Ananda Gabo



sophie lau
Sophie is interested in fermented 
foods. She is working on perfecting 
sourdough bread and waiting for her 
first homebrew to be ready. Cover Art

celeste ceres
Celeste is a Toronto-native health 
fanatic and food-lover. She is a 
culinary graduate of George Brown 
College and currently works at 
Ryerson Urban Farm. When she’s not 
harvesting vegetables, you can find 
her experimenting in the kitchen with 
seemingly incompatible ingredients. 
Celeste is also the Co-Founder of 
Sacraspice Community Services, a 
charity that leads cooking workshops 
at middle schools. You can find out 
more about her work at 
www.sacraspice.org.  Page 27

laura headley
Farmer, designer and documentary 
photographer, Laura Headley is 
focused on local food systems and 
adventurous storytelling. 

Her work contributes to food 
professionals and cultures across 
the globe who care about how they 
source food, affect biodiversity and 
the ways they interact with water. 
She volunteers with food security 
organizations and is a strong 
supporter of Slow Food International, 
Food Secure Canada, Toronto Food 
Policy Council, Toronto Youth 
Food Policy Council and FoodShare 
Toronto.

Laura wants to see local food cultures 
and traditions succeed, which often 
takes her backcountry to capture 
alternatives to factory farming. If she’s 
not on the road, you can find her at 
home in a greenhouse or on the farm 
with good friends, hens, ducks & 
honeybees. Page 1

arshia salesi
Arshia Salesi’s work explores 
language, specifically Farsi as well as 
various visual elements of Iranian 
culture. Her work has been shown 
at Mercedes Benz Financial Services 
Mississauga, Nuit Blanche, NXNE and 
is an H&M Toronto LovesFashion! 
Fashion Loves Toronto student 
competition prizewinner. Page 16

samantha
lucchetta
Sam is an anthropology student 
at the University of Toronto. 
She once considered a career 
as a photojournalist but got 
sidetracked, and now practices as 
an “un-professional photographer”. 
Nowadays, she experiments 
with combining her interests in 
anthropology and the environment 
with her passion for photography, 
bizarre films, and the occasional short 
story. Page 31

natalie very b.

Natalie Very B. is a Polish-Canadian 
feminist, illustrator, designer, editor, 
and photographer. She works full 
time as an artist in her Toronto-based 
studio and tries to evoke positive 
action towards change through art. 
Her paintings reveal many Slavic 
folklore influences, while myths 
and legends are a constant source of 
inspiration whenever she creates a 
new body of work. Equality between 
sexes is a major issue in today’s 
society and a strong incentive for 
her to make illustrations that depict 
women as beautiful, empowered, and 
strong. Page i, 7, 18

Danika likes to play with her food.
Page 23

danika so

East Metro Youth Services 
(EMYS) is an adolescent mental 
health and addictions centre who 
has been serving young people 
and their families in East Toronto 
since 1974.  In partnership with 
United Way Toronto and York 
Region, EMYS offers the Studio 2 
Multimedia Program.  

east metro youth 
services

 Studio 2 supports youth in the 
development of multimedia skills 
and social skills, with an emphasis 
on media literacy, employability 
skills and mental health.  Studio 2 
utilizes various forms of industry 
standard digital media software 
and hardware, to engage youth to 
design a variety of media projects 
including film and documen-
taries, print, photography and 
music/audio recording.  Page 11
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michael russell
Michael Russell is a 27 year old 
queer poet who is working on 
his first chapbook. He lives in 
Toronto. His work has appeared 
in cahoodaloodaling, Forage, The 
Maynard, (parenthetical), Prairie Fire, 
The Quilliad, untethered among other 
places. He thinks you’re fantabulous.  
Page 9

Maggie Clark (MSc) is a Toronto-
based nutritionist, who has spent the 
past four years working abroad in 
Europe. She can currently be found 
cooking up a storm on Instagram 
@omnivoresdelight. Page 15

maggie clark 

Josie Di Felice is a freelance writer 
and communications specialist living 
in Toronto. Since graduating with an 
honours degree in media studies and 
a diploma in public relations, she has 
been working and volunteering with 
various nonprofits/orgs in the GTA 
that support and strengthen local 
food systems, food literacy efforts and 
healthy environments. Page 19

josie di felice 

Self-expression, authenticity, and 
desire for positive change is what 
sets Jenny’s soul on fire. She is a 
Vietnamese Chinese Canadian who 
lives her life investing in her passions, 
dabbling in new experiences, and 
cultivating her creative projects. 
Holding a BA in Early Childhood 
Studies allows her to further develop 
her love of art, health and children. 
Her rich culinary past has instilled 
the values she carries today - cooking 
with family using responsible 
ingredients that are fresh, flavourful 
and nutritious. Jenny’s passion for 
exploration and creativity has led her 
to California. There, she fosters the 
natural artistic excitement within 
children through diverse project-
based experiences. Page 29

jenny tran

Emily Leahy is a queer poet who 
lives and studies in Toronto. Her 
work navigates family, the domestic, 
and memory. She has facilitated 
workshops for other novice writers 
and studied creative writing at 
Glendon College, York University and 
Arizona State University. Making and 
sharing food is one of the ways she 
shows affection. Page 5

emily leahy

Kanna Anigbogu is a Nigerian 
multidisciplinary artist, illustrator, 
and cultural creative residing in 
Toronto. Page 32

kanna ody anigbogu

Ka Young Lee is a Toronto based 
illustrator. Lee’s work is highly 
palpable and concept based using 
a combination of both analog and 
digital methods. Her use of soothing 
pallets and graphical components 
both transcends and pay homage 
to her Korean heritage and unique 
personal style. Page 25

ka young lee

matthew famele

Matthew Famele is a 22-year-old 
University of Toronto graduate who 
majored in English Literature and 
Professional Writing. Matthew has 
previously published short stories 
in creative writing and research-
based journals like Mindwaves and 
Compass. He debuted his first novel 
“Unhinged” this past June. Page 13

Shelby Gibson is a Masters of 
Environmental Studies student 
at York University studying 
pollinator conservation and 
sustainable agriculture. Native, 
wild bumble bee ecology is of 
particular interest. When not 
busy, Shelby loves to cook root 
vegetables and hang out with her 
cat Karma! Page 18

shelby gibson

Page 6

megan moore
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Danielle Lim is an illustrator, 
painter and photographer based 
in Toronto, with a background in 
marketing. She works with a 35 
mm film camera and loves to make 
linocut prints to capture the diverse 
stories behind food. 
Page 26

danielle lim



On a map of Ontario, Canada, you 
can find the towns of Moosonee 

and Moose Factory at the south-
western tip of James Bay, a great body 
of water in the northern expanse of 
this province. Heading inland from the 
bay is the mighty Moose River which 
separates Moosonee from Moose 
Factory and vice versa. Established 
in 1673 as a Hudson’s Bay Company 
fur trading outpost, these two small 
towns of a few thousand people are 
largely inhabited by descendants of the 
indigenous Cree who first settled here 
to trade with the British. Accessible 
year-round by train from Cochrane 
five hours to the south, by plane or by 
ice road in the winter, this is a place 
where resourcefulness and community 
are a way of life; 

where isolation and seclusion reinforce 
a long-held Cree ethic of togetherness 
and sharing. It’s a place still indelibly 
marked by the trauma of Canada’s 
residential school legacy, experienced 
firsthand by many of its residents, and 
one grappling to preserve its traditions 
and identity. The following is a glimpse 
into a time spent in this uniquely 
fascinating place – in the bush, within 
the shaptwan, beside the sagabon, and 
with the Mushkegowuk – people who 
are proud, welcoming, kind, and so 
incredibly generous.
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ode to dry 
fungi Plunk!

 
Filtered water 
on pungent stems and caps. 

Reinvigorated
ready for new death 
they fall into soup. 

 | 5 emily leahy
megan moore
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the fury of 
uncooked 

dinners

the dinner 
party

Chinese again—I live at the bottom
of empty takeout containers,

swimming in leftover soy sauce.
I scrape the beds of Styrofoam 

with my nails, try to scavenge 
the last threads of noodle.

O, garlic, parmesan, peppercorn!
Open yourselves up to me. 

O, spaghetti, muscle of wheat,
flex your thin fiber in a pot

of boiling water. If only—
I could cast a spell and have a meal

ready for me, if only I could set the table;
knife, spoon, fork, plate—I’d be happy. 

Instead, I sit here binge eating my feelings,
shoveling handfuls of Chinese into my face.

It does not matter: skinny, fat, muscular.
I am as single as a single rose, wilting.

The washroom is a sort of church for me. 
I kneel at the foot of the toilet, knees touch

where white linoleum and white porcelain marry. 
My elbows sit on the rim of the bowl and I bow

my head as if in surrender, as if in contemplation.
I bring my fingers to my lips, tickle the back

of my throat until the food rolls off my tongue
like a confession. Today was easy, quiet, minimal heaving.

I make sure all the food has been emptied
from my stomach—take note: the body prays 

in different ways. I raise my hand, 
penetrate my lips with two fingers 

and spill a river of stomach acid.
I have never felt so pretty?

michael  russellmichael russell | 9



brian fernandes
Novice Artist of 
Toronto, hates carrots, 
loves rabbits.

marissa campos
Hello! My name is 
Marissa! I am 14 years 
old and live in Toronto, 
Ontario. I enjoy 
drawing, baking, 
writing, singing and 
Memes. I like to listen 
to music. Some of my 
favorite music to listen 
to is lo fi music, musical 
theater and anything 
that catches my eye, or 
my ears. I dislike 
tomatoes, broccoli, 
mushrooms and olives. 
When I grow up, I want 
to be a writer, an artist 
or a singer.

I am from Toronto 
Ontario and in grade 9, 
My favourite subject in 
school is… to be honest, I 
really don’t know! I really 
like photography and 
BMX’ing. I like literally all 
food I have tried except 
for salami. Salami is just 
not my type of thing. Oh, 
and did I mention that I 
really don’t like salami ;P

anonymous

My name 
is Joaquin 
Campos, I am 
12 years old 
and my hobbies 
are listening 
to music and 
playing video 
games.  When 
I grow up I am 
going to be a 
music 
producer, 
photographer, 
graphic 
designer, video 
editor or a DJ.

joaquin campos

Abstract pyrotech of beets 
from Southern Ontario. 

chris fernandes

| 11
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Going to Elementary school in Milton Ontario, 
a small town of mostly Anglo-Canadians, who 

my family mockingly called “mangia-cakes,” made 
lunch period an awkward time for me. 

Every afternoon my fifth-grade peers unzipped 
their thermal lunch bags with their favourite 
cartoon characters along the sides, and pulled out 
Zip Lock bags with round hunks of bologna and 
mustard squished between slices of white Wonder 
Bread with the crusts cut off, or thermos’ filled 
with mushy macaroni and cheese and Chef Bo-
yardee mini ravioli. Every week, some kid would 
find a plastic Kraft container of Lunchables in 
their lunch box. The Lunchable containers had 
separate compartments housing four or five little 
crackers on one side, little round slabs of shiny 
processed cheese beside it, and chunks of pale meat 
I assumed was ham or some other part of pig. For 
some reason, these Lunchables were like cigarettes 
for prisoners; they got passed around the class-
room like currency. Everybody wanted them.
 

Then there was me. I would unroll the top of my 
brown paper bag, bottom blotched with grease, and 
take out the three-course meal my Nonna packed 
for me. Some days I would find a thick slice of veal, 
drenched in homemade red sauce, in between a 
fresh panino with parmesan sprinkled on top like a 
blanket of the first snowfall. I would also find a can 
of Brio and a pack of three S Cookies, the Italian 

version of everyone else’s Coke and Oreos, packed 
at the bottom of the bag with actual silverware 
rolled in a napkin. By the time I nibbled half-way 
through my veal sandwich, the lunch bell would 
ring and I would have to wrap the rest of it back 
in its tinfoil and get ready for recess. Even though 
I always had the largest lunch, I always left class 
hungry. 
 
After school, Nonna would scavenge through my 
knapsack for her daily inspection. She unrolled the 
top of my paper-bagged lunch and pulled out the 
half-eaten veal sandwich. 

“Matteo!” Nonna called from the kitchen while I 
sat at the table and solved multiplication questions 
and snacked on thick wedges of asiago cheese, 
plump black olives, and cut up cacciatore salami. 

“Why you no eat the lunch I make a special for 
you?”

“I tried Nonna. I ate half.”

“Half!” Nonna waved the sandwich in the air. “Is 
no even two rabbit bites.”

“Sorry, Nonna, but I didn’t have enough time to eat 
an entire veal sandwich in fifteen minutes. We have 
to go to recess after.”

“Why you no just stay inside and eat, Matteo?”

“I can’t. The students have to go outside so all the 
teachers can eat their lunches.”

“So you tella Nonna that no you friends finish they 
lunch?”

“No, they do. But they don’t get veal sandwiches or 
penne alla vodka for school. Maybe you can pack 
me stuff they eat. Like Chef Boyardee?”

 “Some days I would find a 
thick slice of veal, drenched in 
homemade red sauce, in between 
a fresh panino with parmesan 
sprinkled on top like a blanket of 
the first snowfall.”

Nonna furrows her eyebrows. “Chef Boy-hard-ee?” Nonna makes a fist under 
her chin and rocks it back and forth. “What is this Chef Boy-hard-ee?” 

“It’s like ravioli, Nonna.”

“Okay, aspetta. Nonna she makea you ravioli.”
 
“No, Nonna. It’s Chef Boyardee. It comes in a can.”
 
“Oh dio mio,” Nonna grabs her chest as if I had stuck a knife through her 
chest. “Nonna she makea you real Italian food, and you ask me to makea 
you food from a can likea some mangia-cake? You makea Nonna so upset, 
Matteo.”

“No, I love your cooking Nonna. It’s just I don’t have enough time to eat it all 
before recess, and the teachers –”

“You let Nonna worry about you teachers. You just worry about eating you 
lunch, Matteo.” Nonna pinches my chubby cheeks. “You so skinny, Matteo 
you makea Nonna worry.”

Nonna always thinks I’m underfed. I could eat an entire plate of spaghetti at 
dinner followed by half a dozen of her homemade meatballs, the one’s she 
rolls in the size of softballs, and she would still say, “cosa sta succedendo, 
Matteo? Why don’t you eat something?”
 
The next day at school, after saying Grace, our class ran to our lockers to 
take out our lunches. Mr. C set the fifteen minute timer. I took out my brown 
paper bag, so heavy that the bottom looked like it would burst open. I looked 
around the classroom. The Lunchable fascination for the day was Kraft’s 
version of mini pizzas. Lucy, a girl with brunette hair braided in pigtails and 
dressed in floral overalls, peeled the plastic off her tray and took out four 
dough saucers as thick and stiff as cardboard, spread a packet of “pizza sauce” 
on each, and spinkled the plastic looking shredded cheese on top. Everyone 
waved their snacks in the air like an auction to trade for a slice of Lucy’s 
cardboard Kraft cuisine. 

I unraveled my lunch bag and pulled out my can of Brio, three S Cookies, and 
two large sandwiches stuffed with prosciutto, salami, capicola, and provolone 
cheese, and a posted note attached to the second sandwich:
 
For your teacher. Tell him he can eat it with you when you stay in from recess.

matthew famele



Long gone are the days of wishful eating
Anything with sugar must mean that you’re cheating

arshia salesi | 15

When did we become afraid?
To indulge in a cake home-made

To whom do we owe the praise?
For making us fearful of glaze

We count calories before taking a slice
With ice cream? You ought to think twice

Long gone are the days of wishful eating
Anything with sugar must mean that you’re cheating

To that I say STOP! Take a minute and ponder
To a time where you’re waistline was only a number

Now lift that fork to your mouth, eye the frosting with joy
For it’s time to eat cake, no room here for coy 

We eat for nourishment, and to celebrate success
We mustn’t forget those moments of hard-earned recess 

So long as you’re balanced and treats are true to their name
Let them eat cake, pies and cookies sans shame

let 
them 
eat 
cake 

maggie clark



Vinegar for improvised buttermilk 
kneading quick bread – essential, constructive, 
a soft and warm ending. 
You get to live in her. 

When your mother died 
we ate bacon and eggs  
on that heirloom plate  
from the living room wall.  

A sacrilegious act,
ceremonial consumption,  
attempted sunny side up. 

Strategic dish washing:
to clean under your nails, 
to wash her away.

What do we plan to do when you’re not here?
The reliance on you to fertilize our bounty
Your legs bring pollen from stamen to stigma
We need you.

When do we think we will see joy again?
The happy springtime heads on the flowers no longer
Content and full bellies of the babes
We survive through you.

Why do you need to go?
The dominant species has succeeded
Nature is controlled on empty
We exist in you.

Where will we meet again?
The landscape is vast and shattered now
Habitat is thinning
We rely on you.

Who are you?
The time ran out before discovery
Our voices cry
We could not find you.

| 17

sour milk

heirloom 
plate

we could not
find you

emily leahy
poem: shelby gibson 

art: natalie very b. 



“Cosa mangiamo?” My Nonna 
used to ask.

She would call this out from the 
family room, wondering what 
was for dinner, after having 
just spent hours in the kitchen 
joyously making it for us.

Alzheimer’s stole a lot from my 
Nonna—a strong, vibrant, loving 
woman—but one of the things it 
could never touch was her innate 
mastery of pasta sculpting. She 
made it look so simple: a telltale 
sign of an artist.

At a young age, though, I didn’t 
know that this mastery, first 
revealed to me at Sunday dinners 
at Nonna & Nonno’s, was setting 
a bar so high for me with food 
that it would never be reached 
elsewhere. You see, Nonna 
bestowed on me the gift of being 
one of those people at Italian 
restaurants: “Yeah, I mean, it’s 
good, but it’s not as good as my 
Nonna’s.” Some might mistake 
this as a haughty complaint — it 
isn’t at all. It’s just an innocuous 
fact that will always be true.

Which leads me to what I did 
know at a young age: I loved 
gnocchi. Especially Nonna’s 
gnocchi. And that pillowy flour- 
potato-fresh-tomato plate would 
come to play a significant role in 
my coming-of-age story. Just as 
there were sleepovers, concerts, 
summers camping, anxieties, 

favourite teachers and best 
friends, there was gnocchi.

When my parents asked what 
I wanted for birthday dinners? 
Gnocchi. When we were 
encouraged in French class to 
bring in a meal from home to 
share? Gnocchi. When we had 
to make a ‘how to’ video in grade 
11 comm. tech class? ‘How to’ 
make gnocchi. If you haven’t yet 
deduced, I like to seize moments 
in life that could result in eating 
more gnocchi. It’s what the 
business folk call “Capitalizing 
on Opportunities,” and the 
sooner you figure this out, the 
more gnocchi you’ll be eating.

After all, even if it isn’t Nonna’s, 
it’s still gnocchi. And in any case, 
every time I eat one of those 
majestic little clouds, I think of 
my Nonna. I think about her 
going to pick fresh tomatoes 
from her quiet backyard garden. 
I think about the serene smell 
of her kitchen. I think about 
how, no matter how young you 
were, she would insist you not 
only finish what’s on your plate, 
but that you have seconds too. 
(When I was little, this often 
resulted in me slyly shovelling 
food I couldn’t possibly finish 
onto my older siblings’ plates.) 
And then I think of her more 
recently calling out ‘cosa 
mangiamo,’ and I can’t help but 
smile. It’s an atrocious disease, I 
know; but through food, Nonna 
poured some light onto the 
whole situation.

This is also how I first learned 
that food has a clever, unique 
way of accomplishing a lot more 
than just feeding us.

Every time our family gets 
Nonna’s pasta board out now 
(most recently this Thanksgiving, 
when instead of turkey, I 
suggested we make gnocchi), we 
indulge in a good laugh about 
‘cosa mangiamo.’ The board 
comes out and so does that 
story... how Nonna would spend 
the afternoon in the kitchen 
with us, effortlessly sculpting 
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nonna’s gnocchi
josie di felice 

josie di felice 

those brilliant bites, pushing her 
weight, heart and soul into the 
dough, and then she’d go back 
down those few steps to the 
family room, and soon after ask 
what was for dinner. I know that 
sounds heavy and heartbreaking 
to someone hearing it for the 
first time, but not to worry, it can 
be lightened through laughter 
and reminiscing. And opting 
for this lighter ‘not-to-worry’ 
disposition is rather emblematic 
here too, because it’s how Italians 
approach cooking: “rip a hole in 
your pizza dough from stretching 
it too thin? Notta to worry! It’s 
gonna be magnifico!” Nonna 
championed this same lightness 
in the way she wouldn’t worry 
about measuring ingredients. 
(Her senses were more accurate 
anyway.) 

Toward the end of my Nonna’s 
life, over seven years ago now, 
she needed help with a lot — 
sometimes remembering where 
she was, often getting out of her 
chair, and definitely coming up 
those few steps into the kitchen. 
But as soon as she sat down with 
her flour, she was the boss. She 
was still the master at a table of 
understudies. To this day, I’ve 
never seen anyone’s hands move 
through pasta quite like Nonna’s, 
and I’ve still never tasted 
anything like it. (This includes 
a trip to Italy, where it might 
surprise you to learn I ordered 
gnocchi on an almost-daily basis. 

It was all divine. But it wasn’t 
Nonna’s.) Even at the very end, 
the way she worked the dough 
was mesmerizing, unwavering, 
with just the right rhythmic 
touch at each turn.

Any concern that she was 
forgetting who she was subsided 
when watching her transform 
those few ingredients into her 
masterpiece; in the kitchen, with 
flour in every crevice of her 
hands, she knew who she was 
and exactly what she was doing.

This is what I mean when I say 
food does much more than feed 
us. And I have my Nonna to 
thank for that powerful lesson 
— along with my bottomless 
appetite for gnocchi.“And in any case, 

every time I eat one 
of those majestic 
little clouds, I think 
of my Nonna. I 
think about her 
going to pick 
fresh tomatoes 
from her quiet 
backyard garden. 
I think about the 
serene smell of her 
kitchen.”



let’s eat 
   together!

Let’s Eat Together is a healthy eating 
initiative for children and youth in Rexdale. 
Working with over 100 youth in the 
course of 5 months, we have seen many 
expressive faces, trying new foods that may 
become a new favourite, or not. Kids are 
honest, which makes them some of the 
best chefs, they make it very clear when 
they love something and when they don’t. 
Challenging the youth to expand their 
taste buds has broadened their horizons on 
healthy eating habits. 

megan diercks| 21
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a savoury twist on sweet potato pie
Who here loves a good pie? One of my favourite desserts is sweet potato pie. I decided to put 
a little twist on the comfort food classic. Instead of a dessert, this scrumptious pie makes the 
perfect savoury yet sweet addition to a sophisticated dinner.  

ingredients:
• 3 medium sweet potatoes
• 3 medium yellow onions
• 1 carrot, shredded
• 3 tablespoons of butter, cut 
into small pieces
• 1/4 cup of milk
• 3 tablespoons of maple syrup 
or brown sugar, plus 1 extra 
tablespoon of brown
sugar

seasonings (to taste):
• paprika
• cayenne pepper
• cinnamon
• nutmeg
• salt
• ground ginger

toppings:
• 1/3 cup of shredded coconut
• 1/4 cup of slivered almonds
• 2 tablespoons of pumpkin 
seeds
• 1 tablespoon of chopped 
parsley (optional)

directions: 

Heat a medium pot of water until it reaches a boil. Peel and chop 
the sweet potatoes into medium-sized cubes, then cook in the pot 
for 8-10 minutes, or until the potatoes are tender enough to stick a 
fork through.  Drain the water and reserve the potatoes and let them 
cool slightly (not too cold). 

Next peel and slice the onions. Heat a medium skillet with cooking 
oil and add the onions, followed by 2 tablespoons of brown sugar 
and salt and pepper for taste. Cook until lightly caramelized. Re-
move from the stove and reserve for later. 

While the potatoes are still warm but not hot, mash with a ricer, or 
pulse with a blender or food processor. Add the milk, butter, and 
three tablespoons of maple syrup or brown sugar, then season with 
paprika, cayenne pepper, cinnamon, nutmeg, salt, and ground gin-
ger as desired.  

Mix the shredded carrot with one tablespoon of brown sugar, and 
sprinkle with cayenne pepper. Reserve for later.

Now it’s time to layer the pie. The first layer is the mashed sweet po-
tato mixture. Fill the pan or food mold about one-third of its height 
with the sweet potato. Next, evenly spread a thin layer of the cara-
melized onions on top, followed by the shredded carrots. Next top 
the pie with the coconut, almonds and pumpkin seeds. I also added 
a bit of chopped parsley on top for colour. Place the pan or shaped 
pies (without the mold) into the oven for 10-12 minutes (or until 
the top of the pie starts getting lightly golden) at 325°F.

Serve and enjoy!

serves: 4

tools: 
medium casserole dish or 

individual molds
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serves: 4-6 or 1litre of smoothie

ingredients: 

• 1 cup of homemade kefir

• 1/2 cup unsweetened non-dairy milk

• 1-2 tbsp plain greek yogurt 

• 2 ripened fresh or frozen bananas

• 2 tbsp of coconut cream/milk

• 1 heaping tbsp of nut butter

• 2 tbsp of unsweetened cacao powder

• 1 scoop of your favourite vanilla plant-based

protein powder

• 2 tbsp of roasted grounded flax seeds

• 2 tbsp of chia and or hemp seeds

• 1 - 2 cups of ice

• honey/sweetener of choice to your liking 

variations:

•  tbsp kefir grains

• 1 shot of espresso

•  1/2 cup your favourite black coffee

the essentials:
• cooked thin or thick 

vermicelli noodles
• rice paper - save until you’re 

ready to roll
• warm water (to soften the 

rice paper)  

the greens:
• mint
• baby spinach 
• cucumber
• lettuce (red, butter, romaine)

the umph: 
• tomatoes
• pineapple
• mango 
• avocado 
• marinated tofu
• sweet potato

the sauce:
• in a small pot, heat up 

vegetable oil, diced garlic, 
and ginger until fragrant 

• pour in a good amount of 
vegetarian hoisin sauce, a 
little bit of dark soy sauce, 
and a couple splashes of 
vegetable broth

• in a separate bowl mix 
cornstarch and water/broth 

• slowly pour the mixture into 
the pot and stir continually 
until the sauce thickens 

• remove from heat and add 
desired amount of crushed 
peanuts

tips:
• cut fruits and vegetables into 

long strips, relatively the 
same size

• dip the rice paper in a 
shallow bowl of warm water 
and immediately put it on a 
plate (have a little bit hang 
off for more control) 

• to prevent any tears, cut a 
few rice papers into quarters 
and use as a second base 
layer before filling 

• place greens onto the wet 
rice paper, then add the 
noodles and toppings 

• roll tightly like a burrito! 
• try not to have any extra 

goi cuons, as the rice paper 
tends to harden and dry up 
in the fridge. 
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I’ve always bought kefir from 
either my local market or a 
health-food store-that was the 
first problem. The cost was slowly 
racking up and the 
relationship became 
unsustainable. I had to call it 
quits. Months went by and the 
itch grew unbearable. I knew I 
needed kefir in my life, it has so 
many health benefits, so I did 
some research.

The fermenting process seemed 
straightforward enough. I had all 
of the equipment but just needed 
the grains. I managed to contact 
a person on Kijiji who was giving 
some kefir grains away. Him, his 
wife, grandpa and I sat on his 
couch and connected for a good 
hour. We conversed about kefir 
and how his entire family used 
to make their own. It was really 
nice. I left his home with a smile 
from ear-to-ear and a jar of kefir 
in my hands. I not only enjoy it 
in smoothies, but kefir drastically 
helps my eczema as a face mask! 

chocolate goddess

 jenny tran

goi
cuon

This Vietnamese dish can be enjoyed alone, but I 
would prefer it if you enjoy it amongst your friends 
and family. Trust me, it’s fun when everyone is in on 
this, it’s pretty much all hands on deck making your 
individualized “cuon” or roll. 

Traditionally, Goi Cuon is served as an appetizer made 
up of: vermicelli noodles, mint leaves, lettuce, garlic 
chives, pork, and shrimp all neatly wrapped in rice 
paper. I’ve tweaked it over the years, but it’s honestly 
different every time I make it depending how I feel 
and what I have on hand. This dish takes quite a bit of 
preparation in terms of chopping, but it’s worth it as it 
comes together quickly at the end.  
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