
         Sally’s Blueberry Coffee Cake 
 
Last week, during a particularly frigid spell of an otherwise benign winter, our local supermarket 
offered a bargain too tempting to resist – BOGO blueberries, courtesy of Chile. I decided to ignore 
that nagging voice in my head reminding me to buy local (not an easy rule to follow in February in New 
England), and brought them home. I decided to use up a healthy two-cup portion of the berries by 
baking my neighbor Sally’s blueberry coffee cake. The discolored index card on which it is written is 
stained and smudged. Most of the recipes cards from Sally are in the same condition. 
 

                                                   
 
Sally and I met at one of those familiar rituals of stay-at-home moms in the 1970s – the Tupperware 
Party. We became fast friends. She lived diagonally across the road and was the mother of a four-
month old son. My little girl was two, and I was expecting my second, who turned out to be a boy. 
Sally had a daughter two years later. We saw each other nearly every day – struggling to have adult 
conversations while our four children “socialized” and squabbled, ate peanut butter & honey sandwiches, 
took swimming lessons at the town beach, bruised their knees and egos, fell out of swings, and 
otherwise played out the topsy-turvy lives of suburban preschoolers. Those were magical years of 
mothering, heart-to-heart talks, and sharing our dreams and fears – before our kids started school, and 
I went back to work. Before Sally got sick. 
 
When Sally was a girl, she dreamed of becoming a model, but her heart told her she should choose a 
career that would be of service to others. She became a nurse. She was a natural at nurturing and 
doing for others. I remember being amazed one Christmas when I dropped in for coffee and found 
Sally’s kitchen cluttered with loaves of cooling pumpkin bread and dozens of delicate cookies ready to 
pack up and give to her husband’s co-workers. She had baked them in the wee hours after her children 
were asleep. When another friend and I visited her in the hospital after her surgery, she greeted us 
with a stack of supermarket coupons she had carefully clipped from the Sunday papers to pass along as 
she always did. When she came home, Sally resolved to make the most of the time she might have left. 
She fielded calls on the local suicide prevention hotline. She volunteered twice a week at nearby 
nursing homes – the neediest, where she would have the greatest impact. Sally’s generous and resilient 
spirit kept her going for a while but eventually, inevitably, she lost her battle. She has been gone a 
long time, but for me Sally’s memory is tucked away safely in the recipe box on the food-spattered 
index cards she wrote over thirty years ago. Here are the instructions for her blueberry coffee cake.  
 
     Sally’s Blueberry Coffee Cake 
¼ cup of vegetable shortening    Topping 
¾ cup of sugar                                      ½ cup sugar 
1 egg                                                  ½ cup flour                                           
2 cups of flour                                      ½ tsp cinnamon 
2 tsp. baking powder                               ¼ cup unsalted butter                         
1 tsp. salt                                  
½ cup of milk 
2 cups of fresh blueberries 
 
Mix shortening, sugar, and egg. Beat well. Sift dry ingredients and add to the sugar mixture alternately 
with the milk. Stir until well combined. Fold in the berries. Spread in a well-greased 9-inch square pan. 
For the topping, crumble the butter and combine with the sugar, flour, and cinnamon. Sprinkle evenly 
over the top of the cake batter. Bake for 45 – 50 minutes in a 350-degree oven.  


