
MINI-LATKES  WITH  SOUR  CREAM
AND IKURA
You can’t have Hanukkah without potato latkes, but you can
have potato latkes all-year-round. My mini-version is great
for  a  cocktail  party,  especially  served  alongside  some
champagne. If you’re feeling rich, it’s great to top them with
sour cream and a few ikura pearls. Ikura pearls are those big
plump delightful orbs of salmon roe that you most often find
in Japanese restaurants. But lately, I’ve been able to find
them in Asian and non-Asian markets. They add a nice hit of
salt with each bite. Of course, you can use real caviar or
lumpfish as well.

The big tip for this dish is to make sure you’ve squeezed out
as much water as possible from your grated potatoes and onion.
This prevents splatters and increases the crispiness, because
no one wants to eat a soggy latke.

INGREDIENTS (Makes 16 minis)

2 russet potatoes
1 medium yellow onion
1 medium egg, beaten
3/8-cup panko
¼ teaspoon baking powder
zest of 1/2 lemon
1 teaspoon kosher salt
fresh ground pepper
canola oil for frying

FOR GARNISH

sour cream
ikura
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2 tablespoons chives, finely chopped

PREPARATION

Peel potatoes and onions. Grate all with the large hole side
of a box grater. (NOTE: This can also be done in a food
processor, but it does tend to make the vegetables a bit too
mushy for my taste.)

Place in strainer and squeeze out as much water as possible. I
often go the extra step and squeeze them in a clean dishtowel.
Once well drained, empty the onions and potatoes into a large
bowl. Stir in the egg, panko, baking powder, lemon zest, salt,
and pepper. Set batter aside for 10 minutes.

Using a 2-inch round cookie cutter, fill the cutter with a
small handful of the mixture, pressing down so that the latke
is about ½” thick. Tamp it down tightly. Repeat until you have
about 16 pieces.



Fill a large skillet with a 1/4-inch of canola oil. Heat over
medium-high heat until very hot, but not smoking. Test with
small piece of batter. If it sizzles, it’s hot enough.

Working in batches and using spatulas, gently place the cut
pieces into the skillet making sure not to crowd them. Lightly
press down with the spatula to flatten them. Fry until browned
on one side, flip, and continue to fry until other side is
browned, about two-minutes each side.

Drain on paper towels and season with a light touch of salt.
Keep warm in a 200-degree oven.

TO SERVE

Place the latkes on a platter. Top each with a dollop of sour
cream. Gently place a few ikura pearls on top of the sour
cream. Garnish with chives.





A NEW YORK CHRISTMAS
It’s nearly a week before Christmas, and New York is magical
with holiday lights hanging over the avenues like strings of
shimmering diamond necklaces. Storefront windows along Fifth
Avenue are dressed with oversized ornaments and mannequins
dressed  as  Santa’s  helpers.  People  are  loaded  down  with
shopping bags and rushing about waiting for the dazzling light
show projected against the walls at Saks.

I’m on a first date and we just finished dinner at a cute
French bistro in the mid-fifties and decide to walk a bit. We
nudge our way past the rushing masses and find a spot at the
southwest  corner  of  Rockefeller  Center  to  admire  the
magnificent 75-foot Norway spruce Christmas tree. With its
thousands  of  twinkling  lights,  it  is  more  magnificent  in
person than any NBC-TV special can ever show. He reaches for
my hand and the orchestra swells in my head. It is a movie
moment. The smoky aroma of chestnuts roasting on the coals of
the nearby street carts wafts past us as we share our first
kiss.

It’s been 35 years since that day and every year I drag my
husband into the city to stand in that very spot where our
magic  began.  He  begrudgingly  indulges  my  flare  for  the
romantic, never admitting that he enjoys our annual ritual
just as much as I do. As if on cue, the snow starts to lightly
fall from the sky as he takes my hand and pulls me close. The
sound system from the ice skating rink below is playing “Have
Yourself a Merry Little Christmas.” As we cuddle and watch the
skaters, it is in that moment I realize that there’s no better
place to be at Christmas time than my beloved New York City.
Happy Holidays!

https://thekatztales.com/a-new-york-christmas/


HOMEMADE HOLIDAY GIFT SPICE
Not  sure  what  to  get  those  friends  that  seem  to  have
everything for the holidays? I’m a big fan of homemade gifts.
I love giving them and I love receiving them. Of course, the
gifts I usually create involve food, so it’s hard to go wrong.

One of my favorite things to give is my Magic Rub spice blend.
You can just double, triple, or even decuple the recipe and
then package it in cute containers. Feel free to mix and match
spices according to your own taste.

INGREDIENTS

2 Tbsp Paprika

2 Tbsp Kosher Salt

1 Tbsp Ground Pepper

2 Tbsp Garlic Powder

1 Tbsp Onion Powder

1 Tbsp Brown Sugar

2 tsp Chipotle powder

1 tsp Cayenne

1 tsp Dried oregano

1 tsp Cumin

PREPARATION

Mix all ingredients together.
Adjust to taste.
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Store in airtight container. Best used within three months.

AIRPORT ANONYMITY
I have a confession. I LOVE being alone. Don’t get me wrong, I
adore the people in my life and I don’t want them to feel
slighted, but sometimes I just like mingling with the masses,
no one caring who I am or what I’m doing. I find being
anonymous a great way to see the kindness–and crassness–in
strangers. Take my waiter at O’Hare’s Marcaroni Grill today,
terminal 3 not far from American Airlines gate K2. He clearly
is pressed due to short staffing, yet he has the time to
encourage me to try the tiramisu. Okay, some may want to think
that he’s just trying to upcharge me, but I got the feeling he
just didn’t want me to miss it, particularly since I only ate
half of my lasagna bolognese. I could have eaten the whole
thing, after all, no one was looking, and who would know?
Truthfully, my stomach would and probably the poor person who
will be sitting next to me on my flight. And besides, it was a
red sauce version, without any bechamel. Shameful. After a
little back and forth with my waiter, he did convince me to
get the tiramisu and it was well worth the extra calories,
even as I patted myself on the back for only eating half of
that too.

As I was leaving the restaurant, I noticed a woman clearly in
no mood to be denied anything. When being told she had to wait
for a table, she scoffed at the hostess and said, “Don’t you
realize I have a plane to catch in twenty minutes?” I don’t
think it dawned on her that the other 149,999 people at the
airport were in the same predicament, nor would she care if
she did know. She probably is the definition of a “Karen,” but
since that’s my name, I don’t identify with the presumptions
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and I don’t like to promote the use of it. Just pick someone
you can’t stand. Go ahead, I’ll wait. You got it? Okay, that’s
what you should call her.

My flight is late, but I don’t mind. Did I mention I just had
a  huge  glass  of  Sauvignon  Blanc  and  I’m  wandering  the
concourse with free abandon since I can’t get into any of the
lounges because my Priority Pass only gets me a discount at
Headphone Hub, and that’s all the way over by gate E1A? Why
did I get that thing anyway?

I stop at Hudson News wondering if my book will ever get
published  and  be  on  display  at  one  of  their  tables,
fantasizing about some stranger reading the back cover, then
deciding to buy it as I stand there. Should I offer to sign
it, or keep my glee to myself? Will they chuckle out loud on
their flight, annoying their seat partner as they read it or
will their eyes begin to glaze over as their head nods? I pray
for the former. I know I should buy one of the New York Times
best sellers displayed on the table, but I opt for People
Magazine, a guilty pleasure I’ve had since 1974.

Next door is InMotion, another one of those places that sells
overpriced headphones and earbuds. I’m always on the lookout
for a comfortable pair, the kind that loop over the back of
ears and has a quarter sized cushioned earpiece that sits
against the ear, not in it. I just can’t wear earbuds because
the openings to my ears are too small. They never stay in and
I hate the way they feel. I bought a great over-the-ear pair
at Brookstones at least fifteen years ago, but now I can’t
find  anything  like  them  anywhere.  If  you  have  any  leads,
please let me know.

Ooh look! Gate K-19 is going to Paris! I could wake up to
croissants, cafe au lait, and the smell of Gitanes filling the
air. I’ve got my Amex card. I could do it. I really could.
Paris  is  gorgeous  this  time  of  year.  Across  the  hallway,
another flight is leaving for Dubai. From what I can tell,



Dubai is a made-up utopian city built in the middle of the
desert that makes Vegas seem pedestrian. I’m fascinated by how
it was built and the extravagence it holds. I’d love to go
there, but damn, I don’t have my passport with me. Maybe I
should grab the flight to Honolulu. I love the way the humid
air hits you just as you leave the plane and it’s sweet how
you’re always greeted with a dendrobium lei. I wonder if I
still like Mai Tais or if they are too sweet for me now. As I
stand  in  the  middle  of  the  hallway  pondering  my  options,
people scurry by, some even hitting my bag in their haste. One
woman almost barrels into me, taking me out of my slightly
inebriated fantasy world. It’s a good thing because I realize
I’ve just been called for my flight home and all my underwear
is heading to LaGuardia.

Now finally in my seat, we’re told that air traffic control
doesn’t have a spot for us at the moment and we have to pull
back from the gate and wait on the tarmac an additional 45
minutes. Had my father still been alive, his head would be
exploding right about now. But all is well in my world with
nothing  pressing  as  I  return  home  from  a  multi-day  trip
visiting my mother-in-law in her independent living apartment
where  the  undersized  full  bed  sags  in  the  middle  and  my
husband and I fall into each other–not in a good way. I can
only last so long there, my spine feeling as if it’s been
twisted into a pretzel. He stays a few more days to help her
with her computer and take her out to Red Lobster, assuming
it’s not Bingo night. Which means I have two days where I can
watch rom-coms without my husband scoffing at me because I
should  be  watching  something  of  great  import  like  The
Mandalorian.

We’re finally clear for take off as the sun sets to the west
of Lake Michigan. The skies are multiple shades of red, a
sailors delight. The woman next to me is alone too, snapping
her  seatbelt  shut  as  she  smiles  with  a  type  of  sisterly
acknowledgement. Her head pressed against the window, it’s not



long before she falls asleep. I envy her, since I never can
sleep on planes. I look over at her, wondering about her
story, knowing I shouldn’t ask. Maybe she needs some time to
herself, to collect her thoughts or just take a rest with no
one to bother her. I’m glad I have the aisle seat. She looks
so at peace. I wouldn’t want to disturb her. I know how she
must feel.

FRENCH TART TENACITY
Just when I thought I didn’t need any more tools for my
kitchen, my beloved neighbors returned from France with a
beautiful rectangular French Tart pan to add to my collection.
Having anything in my kitchen made in France fills me with
both anxiety and confidence. The anxiety comes from knowing my
final plated dish will never rival a classic French chef’s,
yet the confidence comes from thinking that with the right
tools, I might get close.

Anxious to make something worthy of their gift, I scour the
internet for French Tart recipes. I thought I’d go savory to
start. A mushroom and gruyere tart should hit the spot. I come
upon a basic tart dough that seems simple enough, even if it
is wildly fattening with 9 tablespoons of butter. That sounds
French enough for me.

I measure out a cup and a half of flour, add in a teaspoon of
sugar, ¾ teaspoon of salt and give it all a nice stir. I melt
the butter as suggested, pour it into the well of the flour
mixture  with  one  tablespoon  of  water  and  mix.  It  comes
together quickly into an almost clay-like texture.

The  directions  say  to  quickly  press  the  dough  while  warm
around the border of the pan and then use the remaining dough
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to fill in the middle. But as soon as I start working the
border, I can see there is no way there’s enough dough to fill
this pan. I re-read the recipe. I didn’t leave anything out.
Where did I go wrong?

It takes me a moment before I realize I’m an idiot. This
recipe is designed for a 9”-round pan. Although my rectangular
pan seems like it’s about the same size, it’s not. DO THE
MATH. A 9”-round is 63 square inches and my pan is an 8” x
11”, 88 square inches. Ugh! I should know better. It’s late
now and I’m hungry and out of patience. Rather than try to
make more dough, I decide to scrap the whole thing and order
in Chinese.



The next day, hopefully having learned from my mistake, I take
another stab at it. Although technically it seems as if I only
need to increase the recipe by half, I decide to double it
just to be sure. Thank goodness I did, because I need every



bit of this dough to frame and fill the pan. I press the dough
down to even it all out and then dock it as instructed. It
doesn’t look too bad at all. I place it in the oven to blind
bake for fifteen minutes and then move onto the filling.

Prior  to  making  the  crust,  I  prep  all  my  ingredients.  I
caramelize some onions, sauté the mushrooms, fry some bacon,
grate the cheese and chop some herbs. This recipe calls for a
cup of ricotta to be mixed with some egg yolk. Once done, it’s
like a beautiful off-white loose custard. This will be the bed
for the other ingredients. Now all I need to do is assemble it
all onto the crust.

I pull out the pan from the oven and the dough still looks a
bit raw. It’s supposed to be a golden brown. Did I get the
timing off? Is there too much dough? I put it back in for
another five minutes, then another. A total of 30-minutes
later, it’s finally starting to brown a little. Note to self –
don’t trust all recipes from the internet.

I let it cool for a bit and then start layer by layer. First
the ricotta mixture is smoothed on, then I add the onions,
bacon, cheese and herbs. It looks gorgeous. Back into the oven
it goes. I start to clean up and then as I bring all the dirty
bowls to the sink I realize I forgot to add the mushrooms! The
tart has only been in the oven for a few minutes, so I quickly
pull it out, almost dropping it, and then I sprinkle the
mushrooms on top. As Julia Child would say, who’s going to
know?

Fortunately, whether the mushrooms were on top of the cheese
or underneath it makes no difference. The end product is ready
and finally comes out of the pan without cracking. It is
picture perfect. The crust tastes like a savory shortbread,
holding its shape for looks and crumbling upon each bite. And
the mushroom/bacon/gruyere blend over the ricotta mixture is
divine. Well worth the effort, even if it did take two days.



Making something for the first time is always challenging for
me, but I do eventually learn from my mistakes. Next time, how
does a leek, prosciutto, and egg tart sound to you? Hmm,
sounds good to me too.

FRENCH MUSHROOM GRUYERE TART
How can anything with sautéed mushrooms, caramelized onions
and grated gruyere be a bad idea? Even with an epic fail with
the crust on my first try, the second time proved to be
perfect. This tart is perfect for a dinner party or just a
simple bistro night at home. Enjoy!

INGREDIENTS

For the crust:

3 cups of all-purpose flour

2 teaspoons sugar

1.5 teaspoon kosher salt

2 sticks of butter, plus 2 tablespoons

2 tablespoons of water

For the filling:

1 cup whole milk ricotta cheese

2 large egg yolks

Extra virgin olive oil

1 pound mushrooms
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1 onion, sliced and rings separated

4 strips of bacon, rendered

1 tablespoon butter

1 bunch scallions, thinly sliced on diagonal

6 ounces gruyere cheese, large grate

PREPARATION

For the crust:

Preheat oven to 350 degrees.

Combine dry ingredients (flour, salt, sugar) in a bowl and
stir to combine. Make a well in the center.

Cut the butter into ½” squares and melt in a glass bowl in the
microwave, about one-minute.

Pour butter and water into the flour mixture well, making sure
to scrape all the butter out of the bowl. Stir until all the
dry ingredients are incorporated and the dough comes together
to form large crumbs. The dough will feel a bit wet, almost
like clay.

While the dough is still warm, crumble two thirds of the dough
around the rim of the tart pan, pressing it evenly around the
sides  and  out  onto  the  bottom  of  the  pan.  Crumble  the
remaining dough into the center. Using your fingers and palm
of your hand, press down to even out dough. The sides should
be just a little thicker than the bottom.

Use a flat glass or flat-bottomed measuring cup to smooth out
the edges and further compact the dough in the bottom of the
pan. Dip the glass or cup in flour if it sticks.

Prick the dough all over the bottom with a fork. This prevents
the dough from puffing up.



Place the tart pan on a baking sheet and bake for 10-minutes.
Remove from oven and press the crust down again with the glass
or cup. Place back in oven and continue to bake until crust is
pale golden brown, about another 10-12 minutes. (Everyone’s
oven is different, so keep an eye on crust. It may need more
or less time to get to that light golden brown.) Set aside
while you prep the filling.

For the filling:

Puree ricotta in processor until smooth, about one minute. Add
in egg yolks and 1 tablespoon of oil and blend. Set aside.

Heat 2 tablespoons oil in heavy large skillet over medium
heat. Add onion and sauté until carmelized, about 20 minutes.
Set aside.

In same skillet, render bacon strips and set aside. When cool,
chop bacon into ½” pieces and set aside.

In same skillet, turn heat up to medium-high. Add mushrooms
into bacon fat and sauté for 7 minutes. If too dry, add a
little olive oil. Season with salt and pepper to taste. Add
one tablespoon of butter and sauté until mushrooms are tender,
about 4 minutes longer. Mix in green onions. Set aside.

For assembly:

Spread ricotta mixture evenly along the bottom of the crust.
Add in a layer of onions, then the mushrooms, then the bacon.
Top with the grated cheese. Place back in the oven and bake
for about another 5 minutes until the cheese melts.

NOTE: Try to use a French Scalloped Tart pan with a removable
bottom. It makes it easy to release the tart once baked. Since
there’s so much butter in crust, I’ve never had to grease it
before baking. If you don’t have a removable pan, then you
might want to butter whatever pan you use.



THANKSGIVING DRAMA
What’s a holiday meal without a little drama? My family is far
from a quiet bunch and I can still hear some of the arguments
of years past ringing in my ears. One particular memory from
my childhood is on an annual loop, the dialogue still fresh
and crisp as if it were spoken in the next room…

The dining room becomes noisy as silverware clinks against
plates, crystal glasses Nana bought on sale at Gimbels fill
with cheap red wine, and loud conversations go back and forth
and sideways.

“Did you hear Sadie and Carl are splitting?“

“Pass the noodle pudding, please.”

”No kidding? They’ve been married 25 years, what happened?”

”Can I be excused?”

”He took up with his secretary, go figure.”

“No! Sit down…Now!”

“That’s so Bourgeois”

“Mom, great bird this year.”

“Well, at least he’s leaving Sadie with a nice pile of cash.”

“You don’t think it’s too dry?”

“What is it with these guys, they get a little money and they
think they’re Cary Grant?”

“Barry’s kicking me!”
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”Not the dark meat. Maybe the white, but just a little.”

“I bet she’ll find someone new, if not for love, at least for
revenge.”

”Cut it out!”

“It’s so hard getting a big bird to cook evenly. I think the
oven is off a bit.”

“She’s not like that.”

”That’s enough!”

“But your stuffing is out of this world, as always.”

Nana surveys the table noting that everyone is just about
finishing up. “Karen, please help me clear the table.”

She leans down and whispers in my ear, “Hold on with both
hands.”

Dad hands Nana his plate. “You know I only married Barbara to
get to you, just to insure I’d get a good meal once in a
while,” Dad says, continuing to tease Nana.

Nana smiles. Mom doesn’t. Although there’s still a lot of loud
talk, it doesn’t feel as mean-spirited as when we’re at Dad’s
parents’ house. I don’t know what Grandma and Grandpa do for
Thanksgiving. They’re never invited.

Like clockwork, my Uncle Allen pats his full stomach and says
what  he  always  says  after  a  big  meal:  “Now,  what’s  for
dinner?”

I  pull  the  plate  away  from  my  brother  Barry  before  he’s
finished. He pulls it back, spilling some of the gravy on his
shirt and yells, “You klutz!”

“I didn’t do anything!”



”Okay, okay, that’s enough out of you two,” Dad barks. He
notices I’m about to cry. “Hold off on the waterworks for
once, sissy Mary.”

I race out of the room, my face starting to flush red, almost
dropping all the plates, but not.

”Do your parents know?” Aunt Toby says to Mom, just loud
enough so Granddad can hear.

”Know what?” Granddad asks.

”Oh. Barbara’s taking art classes. She wants to be a painter.”

”Since when?”

”Oh Lou, don’t you remember that painting she did in grade
school of the house on 34th Street? I still have it,” Nana
says trying to remind him of better days.

”I don’t remember that. No, there was no painting.”

”But Lou….”

“But nothing. Who’s supposed to keep an eye on the kids? I’m
not going to drive you 20 minutes back and forth everyday to
Barbara’s house to look after them.”

“Relax Lou,” Dad butts in. “It’s only a couple of days a week,
and  Barbara  will  be  home  before  the  kids  get  home  from
school.”

“And you can afford this, Mr. Rockefeller?”

“Yeah. Business is good. Stop worrying.”

Granddad turns to Mom. ”You know, ever since you were a little
girl, we all wondered where you came from. You were always a
dreamer.”

“If I didn’t have my dreams,” Mom says, “I would kill myself.”



“Well,  if  you  ask  me,  it’s  a  waste  of  time,”  Granddad
announces  loudly.

”I didn’t ask you,” Mom whispers.

”What did you say?”

“I. DIDN’T. ASK. YOU!”

“Ugh, I think I’m getting a migraine,” moans Nana.

Throwing down her napkin, Mom gets up to help Nana out of the
room. “Dad, now look what you’ve done!”

Silence.

No matter how many ways Mom might try to explain her desire to
paint, Granddad would think it’s a dumb idea, Dad would be
focused on the stuffing, and Nana would still remember Mom’s
first childhood painting. I get it. Nobody wants Mom to do
anything more than be a mom — except Mom. But do you think
it’s bad that I just don’t care that much because all I’m
thinking about is when Nana is going to bring out her apple
pie?

NANA’S APPLE PIE A LA MODE
When  my  nana  passed  away,  there  were  only  two  things  my
brother Paul and I wanted of hers; her rolling pin and her
stained, faded apple pie recipe she kept in her top kitchen
draw next to some dried-out rubber bands that she saved for
years. Paul has the recipe framed in his kitchen and I have
the rolling pin. I’ve committed the recipe to memory.

Although Paul would say it’s sacrilege, over the years I have
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taken some liberties with Nana’s recipe. It’s all here in its
purest form, but I do have a couple of suggestions:

1.  This  is  a  classic  Crisco  shortening  crust  recipe.  If
shortening  freaks  you  out,  you  can  make  a  butter  crust.
Personally, I prefer butter crusts, but if you want to stay
true to Nana’s version, you have to pull out the Crisco.

2. You shouldn’t use a Cuisinart because they weren’t invented
when Nana started making pies. But I won’t tell if you won’t.

3. Nana used one teaspoon of cinnamon, which, personally, I
feel is one teaspoon too many. I’m not a huge cinnamon fan.
Don’t tell anyone, but I really only use a ¼ teaspoon. But
hey, if you like cinnamon, go for it—just don’t say I didn’t
warn you.

4. Nana used Rome baking apples, but I prefer Granny Smiths.
You can really use any firm apple you like, just avoid mushy
ones.

5. When you prick the top of the pie with the tines of the
fork you should form the letter “N” for Nana. You may use
another letter, but it might break my heart.

INGREDIENTS

FOR THE CRUST

2 cups all-purpose flour, sifted

1/2 teaspoon salt

3/4 cup shortening (12 T)

4 – 6 tablespoons ice water

FOR PIE FILLING

1 cup sugar



1 teaspoon cinnamon (or much less)

1 heaping tablespoon all-purpose flour

1 dash salt

3 drops vanilla

1 squirt of lemon

2 1/2 pounds tart apples, (4 apples for an 8” pie, 6 apples
for a 9” pie), sliced

1 T butter

1/2 cup raisins or walnuts (optional)

TO FINISH

1 egg yolk, mix w/splash water

1 T course raw sugar

Vanilla Ice Cream

PREPARATION

CRUST

Whisk together the salt and flour in a big bowl. Using a hand
pastry blender, add in the shortening, working it into the
salt/flour mixture until it resembles little pebbles.

Drizzle 4T of ice water, one tablespoon at a time over the
flour mixture, tossing lightly with a fork. The pastry should
be moist, not sticky. If it’s still too dry, you can add up to
2 more tablespoons of ice water, if necessary.

Bring dough together, trying not to overwork it, and cut in
half, making one half slightly larger than the other. Shape
each half into a ball, then flatten it like a hamburger patty,
wrap in clear wrap, and refrigerate for at least 30 minutes.



(Dough can be made day ahead or frozen.)

Take a piece of wax paper and place your pie plate upside down
on the paper. Mark a circle around the pie plate in pencil and
then flip the wax paper over because no one likes pencil-
flavored dough. Roll out the larger dough half, using the
penciled circle as your guide. Roll the dough a half-inch
beyond the circle.

Repeat all of the above for the other dough half, although, no
need to go too far beyond the penciled circle. Refrigerate
both again for 30 minutes.

APPLE FILLING

Preheat oven to 425º.

In a small bowl, combine sugar, cinnamon, flour, and salt and
mix well. Slice 7 cups of apples. Add the apples to the sugar
mixture and toss lightly. Add the vanilla and toss just once
more. If you like raisins, chopped nuts or other add-ins, now
is the time to add in about a ½ cup of your preference.

Take the larger dough out of the fridge and flip it over onto
the pie plate. Gently peel off the wax paper and flatten dough
to fit the pie plate. Allow the extra dough to flop over the
lip for now. Feel free to trim any excess odd pieces so you
have a nice round shape.

Gently pour apple mixture onto bottom crust, spreading out
apples so they are at an even height throughout. Dot the
apples with a little butter. Squirt some lemon juice over
mixture.

Take the other dough half from the fridge and flip it on top
of the apples. Make sure it’s centered before gently removing
the wax paper.

Fold the top edge of the crust over the bottom edge so that
you have a nice seal around the lip. Or if the bottom crust



has more excess, fold the bottom over the top. The goal is to
have the two crusts meet and look even around the edge. For a
good seal, crimp the crusts together with a fork around the
lip of the pie plate.

Prick the top of the pie with the tines of the fork so that
you form the letter “N.”

Beat egg yolk with one tablespoon of water and brush over the
crust. Sprinkle coarse raw sugar on top.

Bake for 45 – 50 minutes or until the crust is golden brown.
Remove from the oven, let cool until warm. Serve warm with
vanilla ice cream.

Bottle the smell in your kitchen.

THANKSGIVING MEMORIES
It’s hard to think about Thanksgiving without thinking about
my nana. My memories go back more than fifty years, but I can
still see her wearing her slightly stained white full-bodied
apron with blue embroidered edges over her holiday best. All
day she would be busy prepping the one, good old-fashioned,
made-almost-from-scratch, meal of the year—Thanksgiving.

Nana always bought at least an 18-pound bird because she was
feeding her own little army. Savory and sweet aromas perfumed
the room as the stuffing’s pungent onions and chicken livers
collided with sugary baked sweet potatoes and browning small
marshmallows.  On  the  counter,  an  empty  can  of  Campbell’s
Mushroom  Soup  sat  next  to  the  string  bean  casserole.  The
cranberry jelly mold was already jiggling on a beautiful hand-
painted green and yellow floral ceramic plate she brought back
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from a trip she took to Spain with her sister, Helen. There
was no better place to be at that moment than in Nana’s
kitchen. It was the warmest room in the house, as her love was
baked into every bite our lucky bellies were about to enjoy.

Nana and Granddad lived just 20 minutes away from our house in
Bethpage, not far off the Long Island Expressway in New Hyde
Park. Their house was a two-bedroom ranch on a quiet street
with manicured lawns and newly planted birch trees lining the
road. They moved out to Long lsland from East 34th Street in
Brooklyn because everyone was moving out to Long Island from
Brooklyn. On a normal day, it had the familiar scents of Old
Bond  Medicated  Foot  Powder  and  Borax  emanating  from  the
bathroom at the end of the hall. Outside on cold nights, the
smell of freshly baked bread from the local bakery froze me in
my tracks.

“How would you like to help me finish the pie?” she asked,
smiling.

She tied a matching little white apron around me and pushed
over a small wooden stool so I could reach the yellow and
white speckled Formica counter. She handed me a big wooden
spoon and I slowly tried to spoon out all the apples without
having any fall on the counter. I missed a few, but Nana never
minded if you messed things up, not like Mom.

Next, she put her brown spotted hands over mine as we held the
rolling pin to place the top crust over the apples. She took a
knife and trimmed the edges so that the crust looked nice and
round and even.

“I know what to do next!” I squealed.

I took a fork and pressed the two crusts together going all
the way around the frame of the pie and then I poked an ‘N’
for Nana into the top so the pie could breathe.

Dad walked in, inhaling the feast to come, and put his arm



around Nana.

“Mom, you are the Queen of Thanksgiving, all hail.”

And she was. She deserved her own crown made with as much love
as she stuffed into every turkey carcass and baked into every
pie. Her noodle pudding alone, with its sweet melted raisins
and apples wrapped in perfectly cooked egg noodles, could
silence any argument. She managed to keep us all together with
every slice of turkey, schmear of cranberry sauce, and bite of
stuffing we gladly devoured.

If  it  weren’t  for  Nana,  I  may  never  have  had  any  early
appreciation for food or how it could make someone feel loved.
Thankfully, I stored that somewhere deep within my psyche, not
knowing how much I would come to treasure that in the years to
come.

DAN’S  HALLOWEEN  LEFTOVER
CANDY COOKIES
IF—and the big question is IF—you have any Halloween candy
left, here’s a fun idea for cookies. My husband made these at
my request, trying everything from candy corn to Snickers
bars. The chocolate based candies work MUCH better. Who knew
candy corn melts so easily?

INGREDIENTS

1 cup salted butter, softened

¾ cup granulated sugar

¾ cup dark brown sugar, packed
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2 large eggs

2 teaspoons vanilla extract

2 teaspoons baking powder

1 teaspoon baking soda

2 ¾ cup all-purpose flour

¾ teaspoon salt

½ cup semisweet chocolate chips

1  ½  cups  chopped  leftover  Halloween  candy  (preferably
chocolate  based  like  Milky  Ways  and  Snickers)

¼ black and orange sprinkles for decoration

PREPARATION

Preheat  the  oven  to  375°F.  Lightly  grease  (or  line  with
parchment or silpat) two baking sheets

Melt butter. Add sugars, vanilla and let cool. Add eggs and
mix together.

In a separate bowl, combine flour, baking powder, baking soda
and salt.

Chop the Halloween candy into small pieces. Add to the flour
mixture  along  with  the  chocolate  chips.  Mix  until  well
combined.

Add the melted butter/sugar mixture into the flour mixture and
combine well.

Roll  cookies  into  1”  balls.  Leave  at  least  1  ½”  between
cookies because they spread. Chill in fridge for 10 minutes.

Decorate with sprinkles, pressing into the dough if necessary
to stick. (You can also roll ball of dough onto a plate of



sprinkles.)

Bake the cookies for 12 to 15 minutes, or until they’re very
lightly browned. Remove them from the oven, and cool.


