














Sweet Potato & Pumpkin Soup
     recipe by Ilana Spiegel

    This soup is delicious and quick to 
make, will keep you warm on those bleak 
February nights, and it tastes and feels like 
orange velvet. I suggest serving it with 
a thick slice of  rustic bread and a green 
salad on the side.

Instructions:

     Melt the butter in a pot. Add the 
mashed sweet potatoes and cayenne pep-
per (Note: An easy way to cook sweet 
potatoes quickly is in the microwave: just 
prick them all over with a fork and stick 
them in the microwave on high for about 
6 minutes, or until soft. When they are 
cool enough to handle, just scoop out 
the insides and mash them with a fork). 
Add the pumpkin and stir it all around for 
another minute. Add the broth, bring to 
a boil and then cover and let simmer for 
20 minutes. Add the peanut butter, stir, 
adding more broth or water if  it is too 
thick. Season to taste with salt and pepper. 
I like it with lots of  freshly cracked black 
pepper. 

	 Enjoy!

4 tbs butter
3 medium sweet potatoes, 
mashed
1 28oz can of pumpkin
7 cups veggie or chicken broth
1/2 cup smooth peanut butter
1/2 tsp cayenne pepper
salt and pepper to taste
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A list of  things 

He stood at the window, remembering the feel of  her 
small bones beneath skin; remembering the paleness of  her 
skin, pale like the sky on a January morning, pale like milk. 
He would rub her back when it was sore or when he wanted 
an excuse just to touch her, to have her stay still. He saw her 
body as one single piece, a large slab of  beautifully sculpted 
clay. He told her this: he told her that she was a perfect piece 
of  artwork, complete and whole and beautiful. He kissed her 
shoulder and turned her to face him. He’d never seen her 
look the way she did then: it was as though something was 
burning on her tongue. She looked at him without recogni-
tion.  She stood up, walked to the window, and was very still, 
like a kettle almost boiling. She turned around, her arms tight 
and straight, and said “You are wrong. All bodies are like wo-
ven things, intricate like lace, made up of  millions of  mil-
lions parts that compose their whole. There are fine strands 
of  muscles braided along the backbone, bones aligned and 
malleable and fragile, tendons clinging like elastic bands to 
the joints, to the bones, motion –” He saw her shake. She 
took him, pushed him down onto the floor, and sat behind 
him, tracing his back with the tip of  her finger, impressing the 
shapes of  him into his own awareness. She knew his back as 
though it were a family tree. 
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