Random Meanderings Week 4                                                                         Food is Good
Executive Summary

Brent likes food.

Plungers weren’t meant to be eaten.

Men in lava-lavas know about Crisco.

Food at meeting/activities fosters attendance.
I will accept the unspoken thanks from all of you who were expecting the Martin Luther King Jr. Day edition of Random Meanderings. The editorial staff here decided that the amount of interesting information was far to low for even the most doting of grandparents. The entire edition could be summed up as follows. Listen to the “I Have a Dream” speech. Sand, sun, water and waves are good. “Master and Commander” was ok. 

This edition of the meanderings will focus on a subject near to all of your hearts (about 4-6 inches below actually); food. You may or may not have noticed that food seems to be one of the main subjects of Meanderings. There are a few good reasons for this phenomenon. First, I ,as the editor-in-chief (albeit subject to veto power form the powers that be) LOVE food. I think that I enjoy food as much as mothers of newborns love sleep. 
I have eaten food (or its liquid equivalent) nearly every day for the past 31 and a half years, and I would like to extend a special thanks to all of you who have donated your food to assist me in achieving this goal. In a very real and physiological way I carry your kindness with me everywhere I go. 
Second, people here in Hawaii love to eat as much if not more than I do. And by that I mean that the amount of love they have for eating meets or exceeds my own. But I also mean that the amount of food they love to eat meets or exceeds my own. The third reason for the prevalence of food in this publication is somewhat longwinded and would likely get vetoed anyway so I won’t even begin on that one.
Anyway, last Sunday we were invited to a Family Home Evening with the family of one of the students in the class. As the family is Polynesian, this involved three tables full of food. It was delicious, and involved three or four dishes with seafood that had been caught the night before. One of these dishes sparked a discussion when we returned home about characteristics of foods that might render them inedible in our minds. 
Many people have rules for what types of food they just will not eat. For example some people steeped in Western thought have a rule that they will not eat anything that is regularly taken for a walk on a leash. Others have a rule that we will not eat anything from the beetle family. Shauna declined one of the dishes because of her rule against eating things with visible suction cups. Hence, the squid casserole wrapped in taro leaves (which I enjoyed) fell into the same general category as say, a sea-slug or bathroom plunger. That is to say, it would be theoretically possible to ingest them, but no sane person with any other culinary options would ever do so.   
Saturday was our ward’s turn to work on the stake farm. This meant rolling the children out of bed at 7:30. Fortunately, (and unsurprisingly) breakfast was served before hand. This typical island meal (a phrase that here means a meal with 3-4 times the amount of food that a group of professional sumo wrestlers could consume) was so that we would have energy to complete the project. Thanks to a very good turnout, we planted 800 taro plants, harvested papaya, and banana, put in drip line, and redone two sprinkler lines in less than two hours. Then everyone went home to get beach clothes and get ready for lunch. That’s right, a 2 hour farm assignment means TWO island size meals in our ward.
 The second meal was umu (traditional Samoan pit cooked) pork, chicken, lamb, taro, etc (but not squid), plus rice, macaroni salad, cake ice cream, fruit salad, and poi. I learned that the secret to a successful umu is to coat all of the foods with Crisco, then rolled them in sea salt. I immediately thought that this may help account for the prevalence of early heart disease, and gout. However, the chefs (two very large men in lava-lavas) assured me that the leaves that are wrapped around the food actually absorb most of the fat. 

This second meal was enjoyed at one of the local beach parks. There is just something so very right about sitting around talking and eating for 4 hours, interspersed with some beach activities. Naturally, not even when all of the families in the ward (and some of their friends and relatives) were present did we even come close to finishing all of the food, so we ate some of the leftovers in priesthood. This is another feature of life in Hawaii that I really like. Not only does 80% of the quorum wear sandals to church (including the bishop), we have food every week in priesthood (except fast Sunday). Oddly enough there is about 95% attendance in elders’ quorum each week as well. 
Dad, I guess if you ever want to really improve attendance at meetings and activities, you could always try doubling the food…or double your weight and start wearing a lava-lava.
