
Banana pudding, or “nanner pudding” as my four-year-old brother Sean calls it, is a desert that has excited the taste buds of many Southerners for generations.  Such a delectable dessert finds comfort on the table at church dinners, pot-lucks, picnics, and family reunions.  A banana by itself is merely a banana until it is plunged into soft peaks of whipped cream, thick banana-infused pudding, and crunchy vanilla wafers. 

The care that only a grandmother’s hands can put into such a creation is the true essence of banana pudding.   My grandmother peels and places seven bananas on her wooden cutting board to cut into rock-like chunks to enhance the rich texture of the dessert.   She also makes sure the banana-flavored pudding is only the best.  A substitute for JELL-O brand pudding mix does not exist when preparing such a treat.  Her experienced hands from years of baking grip her wiry, metal whisk and beat the pudding to her desired texture.  She then dunks the hunks of banana into the thick pudding and pours it into an aluminum bowl to place in her freezer while she prepares the whipped cream.   She makes a homemade whipped cream from heavy whipping cream, powdered sugar, and a splash of vanilla.  Once again her whisk takes action and whips the liquid until it forms creamy peaks.  

After the whipped cream is made, she reaches underneath her counter into her special dish drawer and pulls out the bowl that only her homemade banana pudding resides in.  The presentation of the dessert is as equally important to my grandmother as its flavor.   The bowl itself is an antique, clear bowl made from thick Depression glass.  The top, outer rim is etched with small lacey flowers.  She puts a layer of the banana pudding mixture on the bottom of the bowl followed by the whipped cream.  After the whipped cream is added, she neatly places ten vanilla wafers in a circular pattern and then repeats the layering cycle until she reaches the top of the bowl.  Once she reaches the top, she adds her final layer of whipped cream.  My grandmother then reveals her artistic abilities by positioning four vanilla wafers in a diamond shape in the middle of the bowl.  The remaining wafers are intricately placed alongside the diamond of wafers to form flower pedals.  The masterpiece is finished!

My brother Sean, mesmerized by grandmother’s creation, leans over the table and presses his button nose to the cool, glass bowl.  His eyes, the size of saucers, stare intently at the bowl of thick, sticky goodness and count the layers of whipped cream and pudding just waiting to be gobbled up.  

From the top shelf in her cup cabinet, grandma pulls out her old-fashioned ice cream sundae cups.  They have a short, thick stem that hold a blossoming glass cup deep enough to accommodate several layers of the dessert.  She divvies out the glasses overflowing with banana pudding to each family member and then walks around the table and places an extra dollop of whipped cream on each glass.

“It’s time to eat!” announces Sean.  I sit and watch my family as each one of them experience the satisfaction that only grandma’s banana pudding can make.  As I bring the heaping spoon-full of rich, chunky goodness to my lips, my taste buds eagerly anticipate its entry into my mouth.  My mouth opens wide to make sure it can embrace the spoon-full of pudding in its entirety.  My lips close tightly as I pull the spoon out of my mouth leaving no trace of banana pudding on the utensil.  I taste the chunks of banana, fluffy whipped cream, thick pudding, and crispy wafers in hopes of being completely satisfied, but my taste buds are utterly disappointed!  

I do not like banana pudding.

