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over 150 Time-Tested, 
Budget-Friendly Recipes 

to Be More Self-Sufficient

Getting back to the basics doesn’t mean less, it means more. More nutrient-dense 
food, more savings on grocery bills and personal care items, and more resilience by 
learning the traditional skill sets of our forefathers, including fermenting, canning, 
sourdough baking, and home herbalism.

Fifth-generation homesteader Melissa K. Norris, host of the popular Pioneering 
Today podcast, shares easy-to-follow, traditional recipes, ideas, and tips for…

• delicious pastries, pies, pizzas, breads, soups, stews, and more

• home canning, fermenting, and dehydrating methods  

• medicinal salves, tinctures, and seasoning blends from homegrown herbs    

• holiday celebrations and gifts with handmade charm

Learn to do more with less and enjoy the peace of mind that comes from knowing 
all the ingredients that go into what your family eats and uses each day.
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To my parents,
for teaching me the old ways and

passing down the traditions of past generations.

To those who share and
preserve their wisdom for future generations.

To my husband,
who lets me know, for better or worse,

how a recipe really tastes.

To Julie and Karen,
for opening your friendship, kitchen,

and soapmaking skills to me.
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7

Come On In

T
oday’s modern world has many things I’m grateful for, but we’re also on the cusp of losing some-
thing precious. In our drive-through society and “serve it to me ready to go” way of thinking, we 
further our hurry-up mindset. We’re always in a hurry to do more, but we never seem to reach the 

place of rest—the respite we’re rushing to.

Deep down, we know we’re missing something. Our hearts grab onto the promise of a simpler 
way—a yearning for yesteryear and a reminiscing of a slower-paced time.

In the pages before you, I share the wisdom of people who lived through some of the hardest years 
the United States ever faced: the Great Depression. While many of the tips I share with you are from 
that era, others go further back, and you’ll see them titled Traditional Living Tips. Like many of our 
hardships and darkest times, when we reach the other side, with battle scars and healing wounds, we 
see the snippets of beauty. We discover we learned what is truly important and what we’re really capable 
of. We pare away the unnecessary and the distractions, and we know what is dear to our hearts. Though 
we’d never have thought it before, we’re grateful for the hard times, because without them, we’d never 
have gained the wisdom.

That is what I’m sharing with you, passed down from my grandparents, my father (whose earliest 
years and memories are from the Great Depression), and many other dear friends and family members, 
that their wisdom may bless you and not be forgotten.

By creating things by hand, there is something to be gained beyond just the financial savings and 
health benefits of cooking and baking real food. It’s a kinship with those who have gone before us. A 
connection with those who passed a special recipe to us, the memories of those we’ve shared it with, 
and a promise to those who will share and make it after us. It is my hope that you will find simplicity, 
new recipes, and old-fashioned wisdom that still apply to our modern lives.

You’ll discover old-fashioned, from-scratch cooking, and food so finger-licking good, these will 
become your new go-to recipes. I firmly believe food should be enjoyed, the best recipes don’t have to 
be complicated, and healthy can still taste good!

You’ll find a marriage of the old ways and modern methods—recipes and tutorials for growing 
your own culinary and medicinal herbs and for making homemade soaps and body care items, and 
strategies for creating a haven in your home amid our crazily paced lives. The door is flung open, soup 
is simmering on the stove, a cup of tea is steaming, the rocking chair is ready with Grandma’s quilt, and 
I am waiting. Come on in, friend. Come on in.
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C h a p t e r  1

Bake

T
he kitchen was the hub of our small home. Clad in her apron, my mother could usually be found 
inside the kitchen nook at the end of the trailer where I grew up. Tall evergreens stood sentinel at 
the end of our yard; large branches fringed the outside of the kitchen window. During windstorms, 

the low-hanging branches would sweep across the tin roof. The kitchen faced north into the forest, just 
feet beyond the thin glass windows, and not much light made its way inside.

Due to necessity and want, my mother cooked all our meals from scratch. Breakfast was oatmeal, 
homemade pancakes, biscuits slathered with homemade jam or gravy, or eggs with toast. The cookie jar 
never stood empty, and after trudging in from the hour-long bus ride home from school, some type of 
home-baked goodie always awaited me.

Food is my mother’s love language. And she speaks it fluently.

Dinner was a family affair, often including friends or extended family members. By evening, the 
kitchen windows were slick with condensation, evidence of the food simmering on the stovetop and 
baking in the oven. And also evidence of the not-so-well-insulated glass and walls. If you’ve ever lived 
in an older trailer, you know exactly what I’m talking about.

My father worked long hours as a log truck driver. He left before dawn and didn’t get home until 
right before dinner. The evening meal was often the only time I would get to see him during the week.

He’d enter the house, the sharp scents of pine and cedar hitching a ride in with him. “Hope you’ve 
got enough,” he’d say. “I invited so-and-so for dinner.”

Mom would survey the saucepan and skillet on the stove. “I’ll bring out an extra can of beans and 
the peaches from last year.” She’d turn to me. “Better get the extra leaf for the table.”

Soon every burner on the little stovetop would have a pot simmering. Mason jars would offer up 
their bounty from last year’s harvest and then wait empty in the sink to be washed. The only dishwasher 
to be found was a pair of hands.

The table leaf was stored where we could grab it easily. Dad had a habit of bringing people home for 
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dinner, especially without telling my mother in advance. She learned to cook on her toes. This always 
made for interesting evenings and supper conversation.

One night the guests arrived, and Dad invited them straight into the kitchen while Mom finished 
preparing the meal. Our living room didn’t get nearly the spotlight the kitchen did when company 
came.

“Tom invited us over for mazzards,” one of the guests said.

My head whipped back and forth from Dad to Mom.

“She’s the finest mazzard cook you’ll run across.” Dad’s blue eyes twinkled.

Mom kept her gaze trained straight on the frying pan in front of her. Her grip 
tightened ever so slightly on the spatula.

I caught another look at Dad. I set the plates with precision, my focus never 
wavering lest I give something away.

Dad and the couple sat down, and I sat down too. The wood of the worn chair was smooth beneath 
my hands as I tucked them under my legs.

The gentleman glanced toward Mom as she turned the meat.

“We’d never heard of mazzards before, but we figure it might be something related to a Mallard 
duck.”

I bit the inside of my cheek to keep my lips from twitching upward.

Mom’s shoulders stiffened.

“That’s a right fine guess.” Dad couldn’t contain his humor any longer, and a big grin split his face. 
“Truth be told, I was pulling your leg. There’s no such thing as mazzards, but my wife is a fine cook, 
and you’re invited to stay for supper.”

I searched the man’s face. My fingers curled around the lip of my chair.

Surprise flared in his eyes for a moment. Silence spilled across the empty plates. He glanced at his 
wife. And then a grin emerged. “You sure had me.”

Mom’s shoulders relaxed. “You shouldn’t tell people that,” she said. Her cheeks were flushed, and I 
knew it wasn’t from the heat of the stove.

I caught Dad’s gaze. He winked at me. The laughter I’d been holding in burst out. Our mirth filled 
the cramped kitchen. The couple turned into family friends, and rarely did a supper with them go by 
without some mention of Dad’s famous mazzards.

That wasn’t the last time he asked someone over for mazzards. When a line works, you roll with it. 
And Dad was always good with teasing.

That old singlewide 1974 Fleetwood trailer still stands. My parents purchased a house at the end 
of the road we all still live on, moving out of the trailer when I entered high school. It later housed my 
husband and me while we saved up to purchase our property and first home. Even though the tiny 

When a line 
works, you 
roll with it. 
And Dad was 
always good 
with teasing.
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kitchen is still there, it no longer has the same warm glow and light I remember from my childhood. 
The original yellow sink is worn down to the metal in spots from the years of dishrags and water.

But I’m reminded that just like the kitchen of my childhood, even when something is small and 
dark, God’s love fills it, stretching it to hold all who need to enter and find shelter and sustenance. No 
matter how little we have, when we invite Him into the situation, Jesus multiplies what we have to meet 
our needs. He takes a tiny kitchen and makes it a place of refreshment for those who walk through the 
door. He multiplies the single frying pan of meat to feed unexpected guests. He takes our exasperation 
at having to serve more people than we have resources for and fills us with His strength.

If you drive by the road we live on, you’ll dismiss that old white metal-sided trailer with barely a 
glance. Or maybe you’ll think how nice the property would look with a proper home. We’re quick to 
overlook the things that aren’t polished or up to the normal standards. But Jesus doesn’t look at the 
outside of things. He looks at the heart. Despite the bleakness on the outside, Jesus enters inside, and 
when His light spills out, it touches the surrounding walls and beckons others into the warmth. Just 
like a tiny, cramped kitchen with evergreen branches covering the windows.

LESSONS IN HOSPITALITY
If I were in the middle of preparing supper and my husband waltzed through the door announcing that 
he’d invited dinner guests who would be here any minute, I don’t believe a smile and grace would be 
my first greeting.

No. My muscles would go into a hyper state and tense together all at the same time. Pulled between 
trying to tidy up the living room, making sure the bathroom sparkled, coming up with an idea for 
dessert and more food, and telling him exactly how I felt about the situation, I’d look like a dancing 
chicken. I bet you’d even find a few feathers littering the floor when all was said and done.

While I know my mother wasn’t exactly thrilled when my father did this—and he did it on a reg-
ular basis—I don’t remember ever watching her throw a fit about it. And as a kid, I would not have 
missed that had it happened.

Our homes reflect who we are. If our first reaction to having someone visit is stress, that’s a sure 
sign something is out of balance. Don’t get me wrong—there’s nothing wrong with wanting our homes 
to look nice and tidy. There’s also nothing wrong with our houses looking like people live in them. As 
I write this, there are two stray socks on a chair, crumbs on the counter that need to be wiped up, and 
we won’t even investigate the floor at this point. That’s just at first glance in the kitchen.

The out-of-balance part begins in our hearts. If the first thing I’m focused on is the state of my 
house and what people will think of me when they see it, my pride is shouting. I want my home to be 
a haven, a place of rest in a frantic world, a place where relationships can be built and where love spills 
out of the kitchen. And let me tell you, stressing out about the house and becoming irritated about an 
unexpected guest don’t create any of the things I want my home to be.
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Martha [overly occupied and too busy] was distracted with much serving; and she came up 
to Him and said, Lord, is it nothing to You that my sister has left me?...The Lord replied to 
her by saying, Martha, Martha, you are anxious and troubled about many things; There is 
need of only one or but a few things. Mary has chosen the good portion [that which is to her 
advantage], which shall not be taken away from her (Luke 10:40-42 ampc).

I’ve always secretly thought old Mary ought to get up and help her poor sister out. Here Martha is 
trying to feed no fewer than thirteen guests who showed up at her door, without the help of any mod-
ern conveniences. Doesn’t it make you appreciate your vacuum and dishwasher a tad more?

TRADITIONAL LIVING TIPS
1.	 Quick breads, such as biscuits and corn bread, were very popular and common during rough times. A bis-

cuit had more versatility than a loaf of bread and didn’t require the addition of yeast or the longer rise time. 
You could make biscuits and cover them with white gravy, spread them with butter and droplets of golden 
honey, slather them in homemade jam, fill them with sandwich makings for lunch or an egg and cheese for 
breakfast, or eat them plain for a snack.

2.	 My father recalls my grandmother making her biscuits right in the flour sack. She’d wash her hands, create 
a well in the middle of the flour in the sack, and mix everything right there.

3.	 A traditional pantry consists of whole food items—very basic foods that can be made into a variety of dif-
ferent dishes. Flour (or wheat berries to grind into your own flour) can be used to bread and fry meat; make 
baked goods, biscuits, and breads; and add as a thickener for gravies and sauces.

4.	 During those hard years, dried beans were a frugal and easy way to stretch a meal. They could be cooked 
with a bit of bacon or ham bones and served with corn bread or biscuits. Beans simmered with garden 
vegetables filled many a tummy.

5.	 Simple foods were the backbone of meals. Bread and lard sandwiches were a common dish, as was a 
simple meal of freshly baked bread, sliced tomatoes from the garden, and corn on the cob or fresh-picked 
greens.

6.	 Potatoes helped fill in the gap for many families. Diced and fried, you could add a jar of stewed tomatoes or 
other vegetables when there wasn’t any meat available, and cook an entire meal in one big skillet. One of our 
favorite recipes is breakfast potato cakes made from leftover mashed potatoes. I add an egg and a dash of 
milk with some onion and garlic powder. I shape them into patties, preheat a cast-iron skillet with a small 
amount of oil, and then fry the potato patties. When I pull them out, I grate a little bit of cheese on top. It’s a 
great way to shape your breakfast. You don’t even have to use an egg, making it even more frugal.

7.	 The water you use from boiling your potatoes has starch in it, so save the water to use as a replacement 
for milk in your bread recipes. This is a big carryover from long-past eras where grocery stores didn’t stock 
every food shipped in from every place imaginable, when cows ran dry or there was no money to purchase 
dairy. You can put the potato water in the fridge for up to a day before using in your recipe. You could freeze 
it, but it is best used in a recipe immediately. A family friend who is an excellent baker uses only potato 
water in her cinnamon rolls.
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I’m pretty sure no one remembered how clean Martha’s home was that day or even what she served, 
but every single one of those people remembered how he or she felt. Soon after the last bit of bread 
sopped up the oil on the plates, the taste of the meal was forgotten. But sitting at Jesus’s feet and listen-
ing to His teaching was an experience they could never forget.

This moment of feeding their souls was interrupted, however, by a frustrated and put-out woman. 
If Martha was anything like me, she’d probably worked herself into a good state of mad in the kitchen. 
By the time she made her way to the living room, her sandals slapped the floor in a sharp, wordless 
retort. Her attitude cut through the air like a January wind. “Don’t you care that I’m working, pouring 
out everything I have left, and my sister hasn’t even lifted one finger to help?”

Oh, my friends, how many times have I been there? I’ve brought the whining pity party not only to 
my family, but straight to Jesus—just like Martha. Lord, why haven’t You helped me out here? Don’t You 
care about all the hours I’ve put in and how tired I am? Couldn’t You give me a break here? 
It wouldn’t take very much—You are, after all, the God of all creation. I’m not asking for a 
whole kingdom or anything.

I don’t think there’s anything wrong with asking why, but it’s the heart and attitude 
that accompany those prayers that matter. Don’t You care? He sent His Son to be nailed 
on a cross for us. Yes, He cares.

He doesn’t want us to be tired or exhausted. Jesus wants us to reach out to Him long 
before we reach that point.

Come to me, all you who are weary and burdened, and I will give you rest. Take my yoke 
upon you and learn from me, for I am gentle and humble in heart, and you will find rest for 
your souls (Matthew 11:28-29).

Just reading those words eases the muscles in my shoulders.

God has already offered me a break, but I’m too stubborn to see it. (I’m not far off from those 
stiff-necked Israelites sometimes.) God’s grace is our break, and it’s available to us every day. So often I 
clamor for His grace but then neglect to extend it to others.

Hospitality starts in the heart and flows out in our deeds.

There are many nights when I’m in the kitchen cleaning up supper and preparing food for the 
following day. The clock ticks toward 8:30, and I realize I’ve hardly sat down since the morning. My 
day starts at 5:30 a.m. with writing and work on my podcast, blog, and website. Then I get the kids up 
and off to school, have my morning devotions, exercise, take care of the farm animals and garden, make 
breakfast, and then drive to my day job.

By the time evening rolls around, my feet ache and I long for the comfort of my recliner. The last 
thing I want to do is finish making lunches for everyone for the next day. Why am I the only one who 
makes lunches?

And right there Martha and I become best friends again.

Hospitality 
starts in the 
heart and 
flows out in 
our deeds.
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Now for starters, I’m not saying that people in your household and family shouldn’t help. I’m not 
saying you have to be superwoman and all of this falls on your shoulders and you’d better be able to 
bear it, sister. No. Please, don’t misunderstand me. If you’re truly overwhelmed and believe you don’t 
have any help, I think you should sit down with the members of your family and come up with a plan. 
Maybe your children aren’t so young anymore, and it is time for them to start making lunches or help-
ing with some routine chores. The important part is when you go to speak with them, you don’t do it 
with a Martha attitude. Make sure you’re approaching them and the situation with grace.

When I’m tired and I still have work to do, I’ve learned to go to the Lord in prayer. Instead of say-
ing, “I don’t know how I can get all of this done, I’m exhausted, and I can’t do even one more thing,” I 
remember these words from Scripture:

I will refresh the weary and satisfy the faint (Jeremiah 31:25).

Whatever you do, work at it with all your heart, as working for the Lord, not for human 
masters (Colossians 3:23).

The motive behind the deed is the most important part. When I shift my focus off myself and 
onto God, reminding myself of His desires, my strength is renewed. This meal I’m making will provide 
strength and nourishment for the people I love, and preparing it at home saves us money. (Frugality is 
something that definitely keeps me motivated.) Next, I begin to list all the good things that person does 
for me. By the time I’m done preparing that meal or whatever task I’m doing, I’m refreshed and ready 
to go wrap them up in a big hug instead of yelling at them for not helping.

Feed the soul first and there will be enough to fill everything else.B

One of the reasons I remember my mother in our kitchen so much growing up is because she was. 
All our meals were prepared from scratch. We didn’t have takeout, drive-throughs, or restaurants. Delis 
and convenient boxed meals weren’t in the budget.

We never went without, but cooking from scratch was a necessity. Knowing there was little money, 
grocery shopping was done according to what was on sale and what could be stretched the furthest, not 
by one’s desire for a certain dish on a given night. And with three teenage boys in the house during the 
early part of my parents’ marriage, creativity was a must.

I never remember being deprived or feeling like we lived on rice and beans. In fact, my friends 
loved to have dinner at our house because the food was so good. I still call up Mom and ask for recipes 
when I recall a dish from my childhood that I don’t have written down.

One of the ways she stretched a meal was to find another side dish—especially on the nights when 
guests showed up unexpectedly. It might have been as simple as a can of corn or a jar of peaches. And 
of course, some sort of bread item was served at every meal.

In the pages that follow you will find old-fashioned cooking at its finest. There’s a reason certain 
recipes and dishes have been served and passed down for generations. These are the foods I serve my 
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family and my mother served me. They nourish the soul along with the body. May they fill your table, 
mouth, and hearts . . .  just as they have ours.

Spelt Flour
Bread is a good filler item, and there’s a reason it’s been a staple in man’s diet for thousands of years. If 
you’re wanting a healthier flour, you may want to go the route I did.

Spelt is an ancient wheat grain mentioned by name in the Bible. It works as a great whole wheat 
pastry flour. Spelt has a higher protein count and higher water solubility than regular wheat flour, and it 
also contains all nine amino acids and is much easier to digest. Its gluten content isn’t as high as regular 
all-purpose flour, so when using it in a standard recipe, use 1¼ cups spelt flour for every cup of regular 
flour as a general guide, or use the same amount of flour but cut the liquid by a quarter: for example, 
1 cup of milk would be ¾ cup of milk if using spelt flour.

I grind my own spelt flour, but you can usually find it preground in the health food sections of 
grocery stores, specialty baking areas, or online.

Home and Hand Made.indd   15Home and Hand Made.indd   15 10/31/24   4:43 PM10/31/24   4:43 PM




