Home
By C.L. Nemeth

Home, noun.  The place where one lives; one’s native state, country or land.  (Webster).

Home is many things to different people.  It’s the house where you were raised; it’s the town’ it’s your parents.  The list is almost endless but to me it seems to boil down to one thing, one crazy dish my mom always made for me when I got back home.  It’s been years since I’ve eaten this simple fare, yet my mouth waters as I write this.  “What is it?” you ask.  Well, it has no name in English, we always called it by it Hungarian name.  Fried onions and dumplings.  Now, hold on, don’t gag yet.  Let me describe, if not explain.

Mom would make a batch of ordinary dough, like for bread, or noodles.  She would then cut with a serving spoon, directly in boiling water, small dumplings.  These were roughly the size of a small hen’s egg.  When they were ready, she poured off the water.  A pan of onions which had been sauteed until they were transparent stood ready.  Into this skillet of fried onions went the dumplings.  The concoction was stirred until the onions and dumplings were well mixed.

Simple, no?  Delicious, most assuredly.  I couldn’t stop until they were all gone.

I can’t explain why I love it so.  From my earliest memories I always was excited when Mom made this for us.

We all love the smell of frying onions.  The aroma is like nothing else.  Perhaps you’re remembering the smell will help you understand my love for Fried Onions and Dumplings.  Nothing has ever said, “Welcome back home,” to me more vividly.

This then, is my memory of my childhood, and my Indiana home. 
