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Aunt Mary was my mother’s sister. She was twelve years older, and, after she married and moved to a suburb south 
of Boston near the ocean, my mom spent many memorable summers there away from the oppressive heat and grime 
of her city neighborhood. She played with her little cousin Jamie, helped out with the egg route and the vegetable 
garden, and relaxed at the beach after the chores were done. Aunt Mary lived in an antique Cape Cod style house 
on a large rolling lot across from a pine grove, which belonged to the property. Like my mother, I have a bank of 
treasured memories of summertime at Aunt Mary’s. Her house had any number of quirks, which while inconvenient, 
added to its charm. I slept in a small, unfinished attic bedroom under the sloping roof, where insects loved to hide 
out and where the air could be stifling on hot summer nights. The water came from a well, and, though safe to 
drink, had a tinge of rust to it that turned white laundry a dingy sepia and stained the sinks and tub. The wide 
floorboards of the old house were uneven here and there, but had a warm amber glow that contributed to its cozy 
vibe. My cousins and I picked blueberries in the pine grove, ate creamy homemade ice cream, and sat on a grassy 
hillside to watch the fireworks on the 4th of July, slapping away pesky mosquitoes and covering our ears to block out 
the jarring booms of the finale. 
 
Aunt Mary was a pretty woman, prematurely gray, with bright blue eyes and a serenity about her that masked her 
share of heartaches. Her husband was a quiet man and difficult to get to know; I do remember that he loved to 
collect stamps and helped me with my collection when I was in grade school. He died of a stroke and left behind his 
ailing, wheelchair-bound father, who had been a fixture in the family for some time. Aunt Mary cared for him 
without complaint for many years after her husband’s death. She provided a safe haven for the abused children of a 
family friend and for Aunt Lottie when she was down and out. The most tragic event in Aunt Mary’s life was Jamie’s 
tortured death from tetanus when he was a just a young child. It began with an ordinary splinter that he got while 
playing on the rough boards in the chicken coop and escalated into a fatal illness in an era before vaccination or 
effective treatments.   
 
Middle age treated Aunt Mary well. Her second son, born several years after Jamie’s passing, brought her much 
happiness. He was an easy child and a good student, who joined the Peace Corps after college and taught in a 
troubled urban school system for the bulk of his career. We were the same age - childhood playmates and lifelong 
friends. When she was in her mid fifties, Aunt Mary remarried. Her second husband was a soft-spoken, affable 
gentleman with whom she shared many interests. They lived out most of their retirement on a farm in northern New 
England, where they were active in the community and in the local grange. It may have been there that Aunt Mary 
came by her acclaimed pumpkin bread recipe. It has become a staple and far surpasses any of the many others I 
have tried over the years in both flavor and texture. It only improves after a period in the freezer. I always 
manage to have a loaf or two stored there to grab when I need a hostess gift or a family treat. 
 
              Pumpkin Bread 
3 1/3 cups of flour     1 cup of vegetable oil 
2 tsp baking soda     4 eggs 
1 tsp salt      3 cups of sugar* 
1 tsp nutmeg     1 cup of pumpkin puree* 
1 tsp cinnamon           2/3 cup of water 
   1 cup of chopped walnuts 
Beat oil, eggs, sugar, and pumpkin puree in a large bowl. Sift dry ingredients into the bowl alternately with the 
water. Add nuts and mix well. Divide into 4 small or 2 large well-greased loaf pans. Bake at 350 degrees for 1 hour. 
Cool on a rack, wrap in foil, and enjoy. * I have made this recipe with less sugar and ½ can of pumpkin puree, saving 
the rest in the freezer for another batch, and the results have been excellent. 
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