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The love of a chip starts young. Me, at Loy Norrix High School (Kalamazoo, Michigan), 1986.


INTRODUCTION

For Americans of a certain age, memory lane is paved with Ho Hos. This coiled snack cake was my gateway commercial confection in the 1970s, tucked into my lunch next to a wax paper–wrapped peanut butter and grape jelly sandwich and some immediately discarded green grapes.

I would eat my Ho Hos with some slightly warm milk, courtesy of the unsmiling lunch lady, whom I would run into later in life in an unsavory darts bar in my hometown of Kalamazoo, Michigan. Sometimes I traded my Ho Hos for Ding Dongs, the hockey puck–shaped treats that struck me as an acceptable alternative to my workingman’s tiny bûche de Noël.

I moved on to Twinkies, purchased by my dad at the 7-Eleven with a Mad magazine (mine) and a pack of Merit Lights (his). I sat in the car, listening to Olivia Newton-John on the radio, singing along and waiting for him to return and toss me my bounty. As we made our way down Kilgore Road, the car would slowly fill with a cloud of smoke as I pulled at the cellophane wrapper and began to flip through my magazine, absentmindedly singing along to Olivia.

The Twinkie was later followed by the Suzy Q, a monstrosity of cream-stuffed devil’s food cake that was forever tainted after Dad used one to conceal a giant bolus of penicillin. By high school, I was a junk food connoisseur, carefully putting together midday meals curated largely by Hostess. In between the scarfed snack cakes, there were plenty of other confections, of course: Oreos eaten sandwich cream first; Thin Mints that we waited for all year, sold door-to-door and by actual Girl Scouts (not by parents at the office, as is so often the case these days); chocolate-covered marshmallows that my mother hid for herself. And Windmill cookies. But who really liked those? Well, Dad did.

If there was even the seed of a notion in my parents’ heads that chemically stabilized, highly caloric snack foods were perhaps a suboptimal regular addition to our diets, it was never expressed. But a midwestern childhood in the 1980s was largely absent parental dietary laws. When in grade school, we rode our bikes wherever we wanted until the sun began to fade and it seemed wise to get home, or until someone fell and needed a Band-Aid. After school, we watched Guiding Light or The Brady Bunch and then mulled over doing homework that no parent would review. We ate Honey Buns at will.

I grew up, and Twinkies slowly disappeared from my life, along with sloe gin and takeout hamburgers and French fries dipped in mayonnaise. Adults did not, in my view, lick the center out of a cupcake in public. Still, my passions remained under the surface, a fire I could not put out!

When I learned that Hostess had filed for bankruptcy protection, signaling the potential demise of my former lunchtime treats, I began to wonder if I could emulate Hostess snack cakes, as well as a variety of other much-loved junk food from my past—from Twinkies to Honey Buns to Fritos to Junior Mints—right in my own kitchen. I began with the classic Twinkie, and I purchased the truly extraneous baking closet item, the canoe pan, which conveniently comes with a handy cream injector. I was stunned and tickled to realize it was possible to re-create this snack treat almost to perfection with very few steps.

The next project was the cupcakes, Hostess’s most popular snack cake, one that finds its chocolate base in cocoa and ends with a boiled chocolate ganache that, once cooled and applied, will not quite peel back like plastic, as does the original, but will rather slither onto the tongue in a bittersweet jig. I also tried my hand at homemade Oreos, as well as another childhood favorite, Fritos, which my husband, who is from Texas, spent his childhood eating in their most delightful form: in the bag with chili poured on top—the Frito pie, preferably eaten in the stands at a Little League game.
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Hostess Cup Cakes

I would chronicle this culinary adventure in the New York Times, where I have been a reporter for almost two decades, and was astounded by reader response, both in the elegiac musings about snack foods past and in the surprising enthusiasm for making such treats at home. I suspect much of the avidity stemmed from the general nostalgia sparked by foods from our youth, and from a bit of regional pride. The sugary film of fruit pie frosting transports me to my friend Carolyn’s house, where I would chow down while doing geometry homework and catching peeks at her hot older brother, who was recently, and excitingly in my view, expelled from school. I would learn from readers about the potato chips that made track meets bearable, the candy bars eaten only at the movies, the Funyuns that were devoured only at a boyfriend’s house because they were not permitted at home.

Snack foods, of course, have always given Americans pleasure, or at least since the late nineteenth century, when Cracker Jack got its start; through the 1930s, when potato chips hit the scene; and on through World War II, when commercial packaging advances turned local treats into regional and, eventually, national sensations. Still, specific traditions endured. The South had its MoonPies. The people of Philadelphia alone could claim Tastykakes, and Hydrox cookies were the kosher choice over Oreos at one time. Snack foods are cultural totems that place their consumer in regions and time frames, in memories good and difficult.

I have worked at the New York Times my entire journalism career. I began as a copy girl in college, then became a news clerk in a reporting training program, and in 1995 graduated to full-time reporter, eventually covering Capitol Hill. In most of these positions, I often snuck my love of food into my day job, writing regularly for the food section and the New York Times Magazine about restaurants, ingredients, food trends, and dining culture.
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Raisinets

But nothing prepared me for the response to the homemade snack food exploration.

One reader wrote: “In Mississippi, we had Hoot’n Toots—just like Suzy Q’s and Ho Hos, I think. I always thought that snack cake name was hilarious.”

Another said: “Anyone from Eastern PA and NJ knows about Butterscotch Krimpets.”

Or simply: “What happened to Chocodiles?”

In this era of whole grain goodness, I was surprised to find that Hostess Cup Cakes and their ilk seemed to strike a chord. There seemed to be a craving for someone to share more snack recipes.

Further, there was the realization that while making homemade junk food is both fun and evocative, it is also a bit healthier than eating shelf-stabilized, chemically festooned commercial snack foods, which many of us would no sooner touch—or feed to our families—than plant fertilizer. Today’s snackers will be relieved to note that a one-ounce serving of commercial Fritos has twice the calories of the oven-made version in this book, and not necessarily because one is fried and the other baked; it is likely that the commercial version has quite a bit of fat mixed into the dough. Few of these homemade treats have more calories than the originals, and even when they do, they are absent the unpronounceable chemicals and stabilizers of the store-bought versions that many people eschew.

So, with the insatiable craving established, this cookbook came to be. On behalf of those readers who harbor the desire to once again know a Funny Bones, I lugged home a fifty-pound bag of flour from Costco, plowed through thirty-seven pounds of butter and a hundred sheets of parchment paper, and force-fed my colleagues pile upon pile of misshapen vanilla cookies and burned Nutter Butters. My family ate a bit more takeout for dinner, consoled by knowing they would always have something interesting to bring to a volleyball tournament when it was their turn to provide the snacks. Like so many in our “Do as I say, not as I did” culinary generation, I have never actually purchased Twinkies or Ding Dongs for my children, but they took great delight in seeing them made in our kitchen.

Oh, there were some sad times, like one Thanksgiving when, an hour before dinner, my mixer discharged marshmallow fluff onto my kitchen ceiling and most of my cabinetry. I may or may not have screamed at my entire family, “YOU NEVER HELP ME WITH ANYTHING!!!” but I really can’t be sure. But overall, re-creating these treats was largely exciting, as memories moved from the mixing bowl to the napkins of delighted friends and coworkers who shared their own childhood memories of illicit nibbling.

Moreover, these treats readily adapt themselves to updating. You can elevate a treat from your memory with contemporary touches: for instance, I feel my life was totally changed by adding sea salt to a recipe for home-baked Lorna Doone shortbread cookies. (Well, in truth, life didn’t really change that much, because I still got stuck cleaning the pans. But the cookies were insanely good.)

It’s true that the absence of chemicals and big machines that give commercial snacks their uniformity will change the texture, the aesthetics, and sometimes the flavor of your homemade goods. Your cookies won’t have those regal patterns that commercial brands sport and may lack a certain snap that only cookies meant to wait on a truck-stop shelf for months have been created to offer. With this cookbook, you will be tempering chocolate and using a number of good ingredients, not adding the bits of oil and cheap stabilizers that food companies often use to get chocolate to behave. It’s worth the sacrifice of the “snap” for the deliciousness. Indeed, I found, as the literary types would say, constitutive tension between authenticity and deliciousness—I wanted the snacks to be as I remembered them, but I, and others, always preferred them improved. Over and over again my tasters during this project would coo, “This is so much better than the original!” I loved hearing it, but it also meant that my recipe did not precisely remind them of the treat they ate as kids.
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Oreos

The reason most people haven’t tasted these treats in many years is that the experience ends up being disappointing. The truth is, some food memories are anchored in the authentic and the delicious. Your mother’s meatloaf, your aunt’s arroz con pollo—those foods are both actually delicious and evocative of a time, place, and person that has meaning for you. But other food memories are rounded and softened by the poetry of passed time. You love Hostess fruit pies because they remind you of being on the swim team and eating them before practice, but perhaps if you tasted one now, the artificial flavors and chemicals would sit heavy in your mouth, clouding that memory. Were they really that delicious back then?

The goal here is not only to reproduce those great treats but also to make them better, a crossroads of memory and actual divinity. No one will mistake your Nutter Butters for anything else; they will know just what they are and will like them more than the original. I promise.

In some cases, I make the journey easier—and more authentic—with the use of some store-bought goods. When making fry pies, for instance, frozen dough is your friend, but with Pop-Tarts, you want to make your own dough. While a few of these treats are a bit more complicated or multistepped than others, I have erred whenever possible on the side of ease.

Whatever your favorite junk food memory, my hope is that as you create your homemade treats, it comes back to you with pleasure. I have been surprised at how often I have thought of my father, long gone, and his connection to all that I once ate. He must have been there even when I didn’t realize it, nibbling on his Windmill cookie in the dark, as I moved along and on.

[image: ]










OEBPS/images/Stei_9780385345217_epub_005_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Stei_9780385345217_epub_004_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Stei_9780385345217_epub_003_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Stei_9780385345217_epub_002_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Stei_9780385345217_epub_tp_r1.jpg
TREA

ourse

10 Classic Snacks You Loved
as aKid (and Still Love Today)

Jennifer Steinhauer

PHOTOGRAPHS BY JAMES RANSOM

@

CLARKSON POTTER/PUBLISHERS
NewYork





OEBPS/images/Stei_9780385345217_epub_001_r1.jpg
(]
| AND

~ WHOR
- DELICH

ME EVERY DAY.












OEBPS/images/Stei_9780385345217_epub_cvi_r1.jpg
Jennifer
Steinhaudls

_70-
CLASSIC SNACKS

YouLovedasa
Kid (and Still
Love Today)





OEBPS/page-template.xpgt
 

   
    
		 
    
  
     
		 
		 
    

     
		 
    

     
		 
		 
    

     
		 
    

     
		 
		 
    

     
         
             
             
             
             
             
             
        
    

  

   
     
  





OEBPS/images/Stei_9780385345217_epub_007_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Stei_9780385345217_epub_006_r1.jpg





