
he made it in that pocket of time before dawn, when the aging night gathered its 

dark skirts and paused in the stillness. She made it with twelve new eggs, still warm 

and fl ecked with feathers. She washed them and cracked them, one at a time, 

holding each golden yolk in her palm as the whites slid and dripped through her open 

fi ngers. She set them aside in her fl owered china bowl. In the year 1974, Celia Jennings still 

cooked in a wood-burning stove, she still used a whisk and muscle and patience to beat her 

egg whites into foaming peaks. She used pure vanilla, the same sweet liquid she had poured 

into Saturday night baths before their father, the Reverend Jennings, arrived back in town. 

The butter was from her churn, the confectioner’s sugar from P & K. And as she stirred 

the dawn into being, a dew drop of sweat salted the batter. The cake baked and rose with 

the sun. 

“Ephram slept as the cake slid from its tin, so sweet it crusted at its crumbling edges, 

so light little craters of air circled its surface, so moist it was sure, as was always the case, to 

cling to the spaces between his sister’s long three-pronged silver fork.”
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THE NEWEST SELECTION FOR

OPRAH’S BOOK CLUB 2.0

A  N O V E L



1 1/2 cups all-purpose fl our
1 cup confectioner’s sugar
1 cup caster sugar (baker’s sugar)
12 egg whites (reserve 6 yolks)
1 tbsp melted butter
2/3 cup vegetable oil
1 tbsp baking powder

Preheat oven to 325 degrees Fahrenheit.

Sift fl our, confectioner’s sugar, baking powder, and salt 
three times. Set aside.

Separate 12 eggs. Set aside whites in a bowl. (It is best if 
they are room temperature.) Save 6 yolks; put them aside 
as well. Stir vanilla extract into egg yolks.

In large bowl combine the egg whites and cream of tartar. 
Beat with an electric mixture on medium setting 
until foamy.

Beat 2 tablespoons of caster sugar at a time on a high speed 
until a stiff, shiny meringue forms. Be very careful not 
to underbeat.

Add lemon juice, water, butter, and oil to egg yolk 
mixture. Whisk ingredients together.

Alternate folding in yolk mixture and fl our mixture, 
beginning and ending with the fl our mixture. Sprinkle in 
fl our by hand, one small handful at a time. Pour in yolk 
mixture 1/4 cup at a time. Make sure you fold, not stir.

When complete, pour batter into an angel food tube pan.

Bake for 45 minutes, then increase the heat to 350 
degrees and bake another 15 minutes, or until done. You 
will know that it is done when the top is golden brown 
and when the top springs back when gently touched. 
You can also use a straw from a cake broom.

Immediately turn pan upside down onto heatproof 
funnel. Let hang for about two hours, or until the cake 
is completely cool. Loosen sides of the cake with a knife. 
Remove from pan, turn over gently with hands.

Lay your burdens down and enjoy!

1 1/2 tsp cream of tartar
1 1/2 tsp salt
1 tsp lemon juice
2 1/2 tsp vanilla extract
2/3 cup cold water
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