recipe for the common good
(as remembered from a kitchen that never believed in teaspoons)

ingredients

a palmful of sesame oil, dark as riverwater at dusk
three cloves of garlic, crushed until they confess their fragrance
one folding table with a stubborn hinge

a stack of paper ballots thin as winter skin

patience — unmeasured, sedimented

disagreement — bright, acidic, necessary

courage the size of a wrist pulse

one box of stitched plush hearts, seams slightly uneven
youth voices, plural, unfiltered, rising

fluorescent light

ink

breath

optional but recommended:
a grandfather who never wrote anything down,
who believed flavor lived in the wrist, not the recipe

preparation
do not begin with heat.

first, stand in the kitchen of memory.

hear the knife knock against the cutting board
like a soft gavel.

hear the oil loosen in the bottle.

this is how a community begins —

with the quiet gathering of materials.

crush the garlic beneath the blade.

let it bruise into something generous.
disagreement should be treated the same way
pressed until it releases its buried sweetness.
the air will sting for a moment.

endure it.

place the folding table in the center of the room.
listen to its metal legs click into place



like a decision made out loud.

this is your altar.

this is your laboratory.

this is your polling station set up in a gymnasium
that still smells faintly of dodgeballs and adolescence.

scatter paper ballots across the surface

as if scattering scallions over a final dish.
they are delicate

they bruise easily under apathy.

watch how young hands hover over them,
hesitation trembling in the knuckles,

ink pooling like small, deliberate oceans.

meanwhile, in another bowl,

empty the box of stitched plush hearts.

their seams are not symmetrical;

hope rarely is.

thread frays like unfinished arguments.

these are meant for hospital corridors

where fluorescent light hums in minor key,

where children sit in gowns too large for their wrists
and wait for a future that feels theoretical.

mix civic duty with tenderness.

yes, they will resist each other at first.

policy is a coarse grain;

compassion dissolves.

keep stirring.

use both hands.

use the hands that have taped posters to brick walls,

that have folded pamphlets until the creases learned obedience,
that have typed messages at 2:13 a.m. —

are you awake?

add patience slowly.
it settles at the bottom if ignored.

fold in youth voices last.

do not overwork them.

the loud one with consonants like cymbals.

the mousy, timid one who carries entire paragraphs



behind their ribs.

let them collide.

let them aerate the mixture.

a community that does not argue
is under-seasoned.

rising

cover the bowl with a clean cloth.
leave it in the dark.

this is the part no one applauds —
the fermentation of trust,

the slow bloom of solidarity,

the overnight messages,

the drafts revised and revised again,
the moment someone says

what if we tried something braver?

in the darkness, air forms.
in the darkness, dough remembers it can expand.

baking

preheat the world to imperfect.
it will never reach the temperature you want.
cook anyway.

slide the assembled mixture into fluorescent morning

into a waiting room,

into a school gym,

into a library basement where the carpet smells faintly of dust and ambition.

wait for the aroma.

not victory —

that is too sweet.

but effort:

the warm, almost-bitter scent of people
choosing we

over the exquisite loneliness of me.



watch as someone who thought they were invisible
accepts a plush heart

and holds it as if holding proof.

watch as a ballot disappears into a box

like a seed into soil.

watch as disagreement cools into dialogue,

as patience thickens into structure.

this is what it means to cook for the common good:
to believe that nourishment is not private property.

serving

serve warm.
serve on paper plates if you must.
serve without asking who deserves it.

taste before offering —
close your eyes,

tilt your head slightly,
search for imbalance.

if it tastes incomplete,
add something unnamed —
a pinch of listening,

a scatter of extra chairs,
another ballot,

another heart,

another invitation.

remember: the recipe is never final.

it passes hand to hand,

annotated in grease and ink,

rewritten each time a young person decides
to unfold a table,

to bruise the garlic of disagreement,

to risk feeding a room

larger than themselves.

feed everyone.

especially those who insist they are not hungry.



especially those who have forgotten
how warmth feels

when it is made,

patiently,

together.
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