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I chose lefse for my comfort food. Lefse is a staple of 
traditional Norwegian food, kind of like the tortilla of 
my mother’s homeland, but generally made with 
potatoes. She came to Minnesota on a college 
exchange in the mid-1960s and a few years later 
moved back to the U.S. to marry my dad (who she’d 
met while in MN). They were teachers in 
Southwestern Wisconsin for a couple years and then 
moved to Iowa, where my dad became a college 
band director and my mom taught Norwegian, and 
where I grew up (and first went to college). My mom 
still lives there.  
 
The first photo comes from the Waldorf College 
cookbook, which actually contains lots of Norwegian 
food recipes – as this area happens to have a lot of 
people with Norwegian heritage – including several for lefse. My mom always made 
lefse leading up to Christmas time. It’s common for people to put butter and sugar on 
lefse, roll it up, and eat it like a dessert or with coffee (which in Norway is not only 
drunk in the morning but usually in the afternoon with some baked goods and other 
treats, often with guests). My grandpa in Norway would also use lefse like a tortilla, 
though, and loved to eat leftover fish (brown trout or whitefish we caught from the lake 
at the family cabin and fried the night before) with fried potatoes and put it together in 
the lefse for breakfast. When we were at the cabin, my grandmother (a great cook, who 

worked as a cook for some wealthy people in Oslo 
before marrying my grandpa) made all kinds of 
delicious food, including a special “hyttalefse” (cabin 
lefse) that I think was made with slightly different 
ingredients and was definitely thicker/fluffier and in 
smaller pieces, then served in triangles (more like a 
quesadilla). Either way it’s made, my preferred way to 
eat it as a kid and now is with butter, followed by a 
couple slices of special, Norwegian sweet, brown goat 
cheese.  
 



I have lots of great memories tied up 
with lefse from over the years. We’ve 
carried on the tradition in my own 
family, but only to a limited extent: 
helping my mom make it when we’ve 
been back in Iowa during the 
Thanksgiving (to eat then, when it’s 
fresh, and to save it for Christmas). 
I’ve included a couple more recent 
photos here of my kids and their 
cousins and my mom, and my sister 
also in one of them. I know my mom is 
giving me a lefse grill for Christmas 
and I’m pledging to start making it 
with my girls at our house now, too.  
 
The beauty is that such a grill is also perfect for making injera (a sourdough, pancakey 
type bread used in much of Ethiopian food and which serves a similar purpose, but I 
think remains much more of a staple), so if we get really ambitious, we can use it to 
celebrate my girls’ heritage as well. 
 

To the left is a photo of the finished 
product (the thin, rolled version of lefse, 
which is probably most common), 
followed by (most of ) the recipe that my 
sister now uses for lefse. 
 
photo source: 
https://ramshacklepantry.com/lefse-recipe-
using-real-potatoes-a-norwegian-tradition/  
 
 
 

 
 
 



 

 


