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Introduction
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“Sugar beets are big white root vegetables that are processed into table sugar.”



That’s about all that Nick was able to say before I started plotting my exit from our conversation. I’d initiated it upon seeing a funny squiggly vegetable-shaped tattoo poking out of my former classmate’s T-shirt at a party. It was my first time seeing Nick since we’d been acquaintances in music school years earlier, and it was my first time hearing of this sugar beet, which produces around half of the country’s sugar. This factoid didn’t resonate with me nearly as much as it should have. Although I wasn’t yet a professional baker or cookbook author or Food Network host, I did have, as I’d had since as long as I can remember, a deep love of baking and making sweets. And in my life as a recent music school graduate, I was at a crossroads regarding what my future might look like, paying my rent by playing music gigs around New York City while also taking any opportunity I could get to explore my newfound passion for food writing and recipe development. In that moment, however, I had more important things on my mind, like how this dumb party was absolutely not worth the long subway ride from my apartment in Hell’s Kitchen uptown to Inwood, and that my beer was getting warm. I can see now that, as an unimpressed and annoying twenty-three-year-old, I didn’t know nearly enough about sugar and farming to feel like I could carry on an intelligent conversation about this topic, but also Nick has no game in talking to girls, so this interaction was destined to fail. I thanked him for teaching me my one new thing I learned that day, then pretended that something important was happening on the other side of the room, figuring I’d probably never see him again in any sort of meaningful context. And I immediately forgot about sugar beets.

Until about two weeks later when we went on one date and realized we were actually destined to get married.

But this story doesn’t start in Inwood, New York, or even in the United States. It starts about 140 years before that, in Norway, where Nick’s great-great-grandpa Bernt Jahnsen made the decision to leave his small village and sail west in search of opportunity. At that time, Norway was plagued by crop disease, scarcity of land, and poverty. On top of that, Bernt wasn’t the firstborn child in his family, so any farmland they did have likely would not have gone to him. So Bernt did what hundreds of thousands of other Norwegians did at that time and took off to claim the 160 acres of land that was being offered to them by the Homestead Act of 1862, in return for a commitment to farm that land for five years.

He arrived in the United States in 1871 and started spelling “Jahnsen” as “Johnson,” likely because it seemed more American, but when he realized how many Johnsons there were, he threw on the last name Hagen, presumably to be more distinctive. And then he and his new names made their way to Spring Grove, Minnesota, where many other immigrants from his part of Norway were settling. After working various jobs in that area for a few years, he decided that he might have better luck finding good farmland if he traveled north, closer to Dakota Territory and Canada. In the Red River Valley, a very flat valley created at the bottom of the long-gone Lake Agassiz, Bernt found rich soil and his choice of location for his farm. Subzero winter temperatures aside, he chose really well when you consider its eventual proximity to a Super Target and Culver’s.

Bernt worked the land and began farming a variety of crops that were likely familiar to him from his farming background in Norway, like potatoes and grains. He farmed them by hand and with horses. He built a log house, which burned down, and then another log house, and married another Norwegian immigrant, Dorthea, with whom he had ten children.

Their unimprovably named second son, Thorvald, eventually took over the Hagen farm. Thorvald and his older brother, Olaf, had a dairy business together, and they also farmed potatoes and grains, using horses and a steam engine–powered threshing machine (a wheat-harvesting machine that separates the grain from the chaff). By the 1930s, after the first sugar beet processing plant in the valley opened in East Grand Forks, Minnesota, they began farming sugar beets.

Thorvald must have had some success as a potato and beet farmer, because he and his wife, Mary, had the first indoor flushing toilet in the neighborhood. He closed his dairy business in 1940 but continued with his crops, and eventually passed the farm to their oldest child, Cliff. Cliff is Nick’s grandpa, and Nick remembers him as someone who didn’t show very much emotion. But he must have shown some when he threatened to leave the farm if his dad didn’t get with the times, stop using horses to tend to the fields, and get a dang tractor. So they got tractors—but obviously not the kind with comfortable air-conditioned GPS-wired cabs that Nick drives today. They just sat out in the sun, working one row of crops at a time (versus today’s monster machines, which work forty-eight rows or more at once), sweating and swatting bugs. But at least it was more efficient than using horses. Another one of Cliff’s major contributions to the Hagen Farm was building infrastructure, like big cylindrical storage units for the grain, a shed to house the tractors, and a workshop to repair them (the building where Nick and I eventually got married). Cliff brought the farm into the modern age.


THANKS FOR THE SUGAR, NAPOLEON

In the early 1800s, when war with England cut off France’s access to their usual sugar import fix from the Caribbean, Napoleon ordered his scientists to find a source for sugar that wasn’t sugarcane. After lots of trial and error with various crops, they found success with the sugar beet using a method that was pioneered by a German chemist in the 1700s, and rapidly expanded on it. Americans saw this rising sweet star in Europe and attempted many, many times all around the country over the course of decades to successfully grow sugar beets. By the early 1900s, they had found some success in California, Colorado, and Nebraska before eventually discovering ideal conditions in the Red River Valley, located around the North Dakota–Minnesota border and north into Canada.



By the time my father-in-law, Roger—the oldest child of Cliff and his wife, Marie—started farming, the farm was growing wheat, barley, pinto beans, and sugar beets. Roger expanded the farm’s land and saw the progression from a cabless little tractor to bigger and bigger tractors with buddy seats and radios. He met my mother-in-law, Roxanne, after she moved to town to become a music teacher, and over blueberry muffins at a friend’s house, they fell in wuv. A few years later they had Nick and his little sister, Anna, who, as teens, made a pact to get tattoos together without telling their parents. Anna got a little running man on her ankle and Nick got a sugar beet on his arm.

Around the time Nick and Anna were kids, building tree houses and picking rhubarb on the farm while their dad and grandpa grew sugar beets and wheat, a curious, bowl-cut-sporting three-year-old me was sitting on my kitchen floor in Glenview, Illinois, playing with pink and blue cake batter, discovering the magical wonder of watching a from-scratch cake take shape. That’s the earliest of my many memories involving big messes made of flour and sugar, sneaking bites of cake batter out of the mixer, and engaging in the glorious act of eating baked goods hot out of the oven. For as long as I can remember, baking was seen by my family as the best way to spend a free afternoon and to show someone you care. Making a cake or ice cream or homemade versions of Oreos was seen as far superior to buying them from the store (although we did that, too, of course). Whether we were making brioche by hand or basil-infused vanilla pudding from scratch, my sister and mom and I were always finding reasons to pull out the big tub of sugar.
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Nick’s tattoo, a “sugar beet bass clef.”
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Harvesting pinto beans in 1981.
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Nick and his dad, circa the late 1980s.
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A sugar beet!


While my older sister eventually found her way to culinary school for a baking and pastry program, I chose to study music in college. Playing the drums was another passion of mine, sparked by the music I grew up hearing from my dad’s clarinet. But as soon as I got my first apartment in New York, in my third year of college, I began spending all my free time in the closet-size kitchen, re-creating rugelach and challah and the like that I’d grown up making with my mom. And while I waited for my few triangle notes in long orchestra rehearsals, I’d daydream about red velvet cupcakes piled with marshmallowy cream cheese frosting. The online life diary I began in 2009 quickly turned into a mostly food blog where I chronicled my restaurant and food truck–chasing adventures around the city as well as my experiments in the kitchen. When I graduated from college, I had no real plan other than to stay in the city and say yes to anything that came my way that had to do with food or music. I truly loved them both, but a more defined course started to take shape as soon as that squiggly sugar beet tattoo appeared in front of me.

When our stories converged, Nick’s and my sugar-driven paths accelerated. Once we realized that we were each other’s person, we sought out answers to questions like where we should settle down (in the Midwest, closer to both of our families) and what we’d do there for a living (farm sugar, bake with sugar, and blog about it). Although this wasn’t his intention while he was in college, Nick found himself excited about committing to farming full-time with his dad, who would eventually pass on the reins to Nick. And anticipating moving out of an expensive city to a place with a bigger kitchen and fewer distractions, I was itching to build a life with more time to blog and bake. As soon as we moved, I got a job at the town bakery where Nick’s mom’s pastor’s friend, the owner, offered me a baking position without even meeting me or confirming that I knew how to weigh butter. (I didn’t.)

At the bakery, I learned how to measure butter by the pound, frost cakes with smooth edges, and scoop five hundred cookies of uniform size swiftly and efficiently. When I finished baking muffins and scones for the day, at around five a.m., I’d hurry home so I could work on recipes for my blog and photograph them as soon as the light was bright enough. I would then spend a couple of hours writing blog posts, posting on social media, and figuring out what was resonating most with my blog readers. Conveniently, what did the best on my blog and social media was also what I loved making the most: cakes, more cakes, and sweets in general.

At the same time that I was learning my way around sugar in the kitchen, I was also absorbing what it was like to live on a sugar farm: from how sugar beets are grown, to the smell emitted from the processing plant as the beets are turned into the sugar I’d eventually bake with, to the ways the harvest cycle affects everyday life at home and in the community. Nick and I moved in right before harvest, so he basically peaced out for a good few weeks and I was left to my own accord. It was jarring and confusing, but I threw myself into my blog and the overnight bakery shift, so I have some very fond, albeit sleepy, memories of it all. It took a good few years, but I started to get the hang of making it through the solitary reality of harvest (take a ceramics class, catch up on The Bachelorette, go on a book tour, work a whole lot more, and of course, bake a lot more since there are more mouths to feed with all the extra harvest helpers), and adjust my mindset to associating winter with the carefree traveling that used to occur in the summer. Twelve years in, I’m still trying to become laid-back enough to be flexible whenever the weather makes Nick come in an hour late for dinner or change his weekend schedule at the last minute, making us cancel our day at the lake, but being the cool chill girl is overrated, right? (Right?!) This lifestyle has its very intense moments, because there’s no real turning it off until the winter, but living in a place with so much family history (and hopefully a very long future), where I can see my ingredients grown before my very eyes, is special beyond words.

Even though I now cook lots of soups, steaks, and other savory dishes in addition to desserts on my show and in my past books and blog, I have always considered myself a baker first. The part of my dork mathlete brain that laughed in the face of AP Calculus is the same part that understands Bach better than jazz and that finds the precise measurements, details, and ratios of baking completely soothing on a spiritual level. Rolling out cookie dough until it is exactly ⅜ inch thick, frosting perfectly parallel lines on a cake, and cutting uniformly sized square brownies brings me so much pleasure, it’s stupid.

In the decade-plus since I moved to East Grand Forks, I have spent my time completely immersed in the world of sugar, both during my work hours in the kitchen tweaking cake recipe after cake recipe and in my after hours, hearing Nick talk about how the beets are growing outside. I have homed in on exactly what I want out of my sweets and not stopped until I got there, feeding test batches to dozens of farmers along the way. Every single thing I bake gets analyzed for its texture, flavor, and aesthetic, and if it’s not where I want it, I don’t sleep too well that night. This sugar obsession has led us to open a bakery café, Bernie’s, which puts the sugar and wheat from our region to use in baked goods that pay homage to our Scandinavian roots and showcase twists on the church cookbook staples that are so ubiquitous here. This obsession has also meant that in my first three books, I had to fight the urge to allow the dessert chapters to completely take over. Luckily, I didn’t have to do that here.

The recipes in this book represent the most creative satisfaction I have ever had because recipes for sweets pour out of me like any bucket of sprinkles that gets handed to my children: swiftly and with great joy. I’d say I speak fluent sugar, which makes it convenient that I live on a sugar farm.

My style of baking is firmly rooted in my upper Midwest surroundings, where the treats are big, sweet, lovable, and the opposite of precious or dainty. (That’s what Paris is for.) I’m also endlessly inspired by my Chinese and Jewish heritage, Nick’s Scandinavian heritage, and the people who eat most of my sweets: big burly farmers and tiny, cookie-loving kids. This book has a mix of the type of church cookbook–inspired gems that we feature at Bernie’s and from-scratch versions of sweets I ate in my suburban and urban upbringing but can’t find anywhere in town. It is a reflection of my love of both rustic beauty and clean lines, unexpected flavors that tell a story, and my relentless search for perfect textures and peak moisture. I love employing secret ingredients to improve upon classics (see the Buttered Potato Dough) and finding flavor combinations that work but that wouldn’t have really been feasible on the farm even one generation ago (see the Ube Fluff). You will see that I have zero chill when it comes to my loves of marzipan, rosewater, tahini, pistachios, potatoes, black sesame, and coconut. And I am extra proud that there is a whole chapter on salads in this book about sweets. I value efficiency and hate doing dishes, so if I can pass along shortcuts, I will, but if letting your doughnut dough spend the night in the refrigerator really is the key to unlocking your doughnut dreams, I am going to urge you to do that. And last, not every recipe in this book is sweetened by straight-up sugar. Some use honey or maple syrup or fruit juices or a combination, and that’s because even though I reach for sugar most often, I consider myself sugar agnostic and believe there’s a time and a place for all sweeteners. (Except for monk fruit. Get outta here.)

My goal with this book is to pass along the knowledge that I’ve picked up on over years of obsessing about texture and flavor, introduce you to some of my versions of classics as well as some unexpected formats and flavor combinations that I love, and help you celebrate special moments big and small. These recipes are meant for birthdays and first days of school, the action-packed days of harvest, and friends visiting from out of town who hopefully bring you Trader Joe’s naturally colored candy-coated chocolates. There are one-bowl recipes to make with your kids and goodies to have in the cookie jar to snack on when the craving strikes. If you need an easy five-minute sweet, I’ve got some of those! If you want to fill a weekend making a sprinkle cake with homemade sprinkles and rainbow chips in the frosting, I’ve got that too!

So, from our sugar farm to your kitchen, here are more than one hundred ways to sweeten your life.




Ingredients

Just like a great violinist can make even a toy violin sound good, you can make delicious baked goods using generic butter, inexpensive eggs, and imitation vanilla, so long as you are attentive to the process, ingredient amounts, and bake times. Fat and sugar taste great together, and that’s just a reality of our human existence, so if the fanciest ingredients are not within your budget, you can absolutely compensate. At the same time, I will inform you when a splurge will indeed make a significant difference. (It’s usually where cocoa and chocolate are involved, and sometimes where butter is involved.) But then again, there is a place in my heart for waxy grocery store milk chocolate, so don’t let anyone tell you that you must sell your soul to fund a weekend baking activity. All the ingredients in this book are easy to find for me, either at my local grocery store or online, with the exception of the sugar beet in the Chocolate (Sugar) Beet Muffins, and for that I have provided a substitute. So if I can find these items, I am willing to bet a layer cake that you can, too.

One blanket statement that I’d like to make about all ingredients: Buy the ones with the fewest number of ingredients listed. Nut butters should ideally contain just nuts and maybe a little salt, with no sugar or palm oil unless specifically directed in the recipe; coconut milk, just coconut, water, and some guar gum is okay; yogurt should include just milk, maybe cream, and probiotics—you get the picture.



BUTTER: Bake through this book and you will have kept a dairy farmer very, very happy. All the recipes will be great when made with generic brand unsalted butter. But for recipes like buttercreams, butter-based cakes, and anything with the absence of very many other ingredients and flavoring agents (like the Big Craggly Sugar Cookies), splurging on good-quality grass-fed European-style butter, which has a higher percentage of fat and a lower percentage of water, will give you the buttery flavor you deserve and take things to an otherworldly level. Brands I turn to are Kerrygold and Plugrà.

Salted butter is for toast and corn on the cob. Unsalted butter is what you want to bake with, so you can control the amount of salt that’s going into your recipe. If a recipe calls for room temperature butter, know that this is critical. Leave your sticks out on the counter for a few hours or overnight. To speed this up if you’re in a hurry, chop the butter into small pieces, scatter them on a plate or cutting board, and place in a sunny spot in your kitchen. Butter that is cold and cubed should be cut into roughly ½-inch cubes, which can easily be done by cutting your stick in half lengthwise, turning it on its side and then cutting it lengthwise again, and then cutting it widthwise in finger-size slices. The cubes should be uniform so that they incorporate evenly into your dough. You can always go the extra mile by cubing your butter first and then sticking it in the freezer while you assemble the rest of your ingredients.



CHOCOLATE AND COCOA: While there are certainly times when the waxy inexpensive grocery store chocolate achieves the mood you need (e.g., Hershey’s milk chocolate in a s’more or on the Giant Almond Butter Blossoms), in general, bad semisweet, bittersweet, or dark chocolate can taste raisiny and derail your efforts to bake a good cookie. So if there was one ingredient that I would urge you to splurge on in terms of your search effort and money, it is good chocolate and cocoa powder. Milk chocolate is generally the exception, since inexpensive milk chocolate still tastes smooth and sweet. Most things that chocolate chips can do, hand-chopped chocolate chunks can do better. They take a little extra effort, but you earn an exciting variation of shards and pools of chocolate that taste great and look super cool.

Unsweetened cocoa powder and unsweetened Dutch-process cocoa powder can sometimes be used interchangeably (mainly in no-bake applications, such as in glazes and frostings) but not always, so do pay attention and use what’s called for in the recipe’s ingredients list. I prefer Dutch process for its bolder flavor and darker color, but it’s also more expensive and a little harder to find. Unsweetened cocoa powder is acidic and reacts with baking soda for super-fluffy chocolate cakes. My chocolate and cocoa brands of choice are Valrhona, Guittard, Callebaut, and Tony’s Chocolonely.



COCONUT MILK: Coconut milk is tasty, fatty, and a great alternative to dairy in cakes and as whipped cream. The only weird part about the world of coconut milk is that sometimes the ingredients lists are as long as novels. Avoid those. Get coconut milk that contains mostly just coconut and water; some guar gum is okay and makes for easier mixing. Unless you’re directed to do otherwise (as in the Chocolate Peanut Butter Cake), measure coconut milk by opening up the can, mixing the solids and the liquids together until smooth, and then measuring. This way, everything comes out evenly.



COCONUT OIL: Over the years I have felt butter’s self-confidence lessen, because more and more I won’t allow butter to go anywhere without coconut oil babysitting it. Butter doesn’t have anything to worry about, though, because its flavor remains one-of-a-kind perfect. But when it comes to texture, enhancing a butter-based baked good with oil is often a very good idea, since oil is 100 percent fat, and butter, at best, has a fat percentage in the mid-80s. More fat means more moisture. Coconut oil is also solid at room temperature, so it functions very similarly to butter when you’re whipping it up with sugar, and it provides a touch more structure in the final result.

The subtle warm flavor of unrefined coconut oil also complements the flavor of butter without overpowering it. My taste buds have grown used to this depth, and now I sometimes feel like something’s missing if I use refined coconut oil, but if you’re anti-coconut flavor, then I won’t hold your use of refined coconut oil against you. Store coconut oil in a dark spot at room temperature. Unless a recipe specifically asks that it be melted, coconut oil should be used at its softened room temperature state, which is similar in consistency to butter’s room temperature state.



CREAM CHEESE: Acidity is as important in baking as it is in cooking, and cream cheese is my favorite way to get there because, unlike lemon or vinegar, it has a way of adding depth without steering you in an unwanted flavor direction. Cream cheese might be the single best ingredient to ever happen to baking. Its tang brings life and balance to sweets, and its texture keeps dough soft after it bakes. And of course, cream cheese frosting is the easiest, most direct way to make everyone love the layer cake you made, even if it looks like a four-year-old decorated it.

The only drawback of cream cheese is that it has the potential to spoil easily and so the official recommendation from the FDA is that cream cheese frosting should be stored in the refrigerator. Unfortunately, cakes lose their nice soft texture when cold, so it’s important to plan ahead to bring your leftover cake to room temperature before serving.

I typically use blocks of Philadelphia cream cheese, or a generic brand. If you overbeat cream cheese, it can get runny, so pay attention to the directions when you’re making cream cheese frosting. Usually you’ll add it at the very end of the mixing process (versus at the beginning, as with the butter), then stop mixing when it’s all combined and smooth. Also, applying this frosting on a freezer-cold cake is the least frustrating way to go, since cream cheese frosting is significantly droopier than buttercream.



EGGS: For my everyday baking I use inexpensive large eggs, because I go through so many of them and can’t really detect the difference between a chocolate cake made with inexpensive eggs and one made with pricier organic eggs. I reserve the few eggs that our elderly chickens produce for omelets and egg sandwiches, where you can really taste the difference. Baked goods come together and bake up more evenly when you bring your eggs to room temperature first, but it’s usually not as crucial as bringing your butter to room temperature (I have, however, specified “room temperature” when it is especially helpful), so if you forget to do it, don’t fret. If you’ve got a few minutes, stick the eggs in their shells in warm water to take the chill off. Any time you’re beating egg whites, give your bowl and whisk a wipe down and then make sure that absolutely no yolk gets into the mixture, because the yolk or any oil residue on a bowl or whisk could prevent the whites from beating up fluffily.



EXTRACTS: If I had a (literal) money tree or, just as good, a vanilla bean plant, I’d invest in vanilla bean pods for every single thing, even for schmearing onto my body as perfume. The warmth and flavor that vanilla bean provides is like cashmere for the soul. But, alas, my ability to keep plants alive is abysmal at best, so we make do. Vanilla beans earn their keep when they can be used in multiple forms. You can use the tiny dots in the pod and then throw the whole scraped pod into the pot when you’re making things like jam or soda syrup so it infuses even more flavor, or repurpose it into homemade vanilla extract. But on a regular basis, I typically go with vanilla bean paste, which is a little less intense than whole vanilla beans but still very good. Vanilla extract is nice as a supporting or casual flavoring agent, and clear imitation vanilla has its place, too, for when you’re wanting to mimic the nostalgic flavor of a boxed cake mix.



FLORAL SITUATIONS: Floral flavors are the best because they make you feel fancy and special without having to shave your legs and put on a nice dress. The main quirk I’ve found with using floral flavors in the

[image: image]
















































OEBPS/images/f00v-01.jpg





OEBPS/images/f00x-01.jpg





OEBPS/images/fxxii-01.jpg
1o

Hiridmagg ==





OEBPS/text/nav.xhtml


Contents







		Cover



		Title Page



		Dedication



		Contents



		Introduction



		Ingredients



		Tools



		General Notes



		Cookies



		Big Craggly Sugar Cookies



		Chewy Frosted Tahini Cookies



		Giant Almond Butter Blossoms



		Pistachio Sandwich Cookies



		Thick Soft Cream Cheese Cutouts



		Solo Frosting Option









		Potato Chip Chocolate Chip Cookies



		Chocolate Chocolate Halva Walnut Cookies



		Earl Grey Black-and-White Cookies



		Cherry Mahlab Linzers



		Cinnamon Sugar Chocolate Rugelach



		Red Bean Newtons



		Red Bean Paste









		Big Soft Chocolate Sandwich Cookies



		Chocolate-Dipped Brown Sugar Animals



		Italian Rainbow Cookie Dough



		Jumbo Thumbprints



		Larder Cabinet Cookies









		Bars



		Soft Almond Sugar Cookie Bars



		Sorta Weird Seven-Layer Bars



		Mandarin Orange and Toasted Sesame Bars



		Rhubarb Rose Bars



		One-Bowl Any-Butter Cookie Bars



		S’mores Bars



		Jam Bars, Three Ways: Raspberry Coconut, Plum Hazelnut, Apple Marzipan



		Miso Toffee Crackers



		Chewy Nutty Fruity Granola Bars



		Stollen Bars



		Yellow Cake Cookie Bars









		Salads



		Classic Cookie Salad



		Overachiever’s Cookie Salad



		Classic Candy Bar Salad



		Overachiever’s Candy Bar Salad



		Roasted Rhubarb and Strawberries with Yogurt Whip, Pretzel Streusel, and Sumac



		Blueberry Cream Cheese Bagel Chip Salad



		Pistachio Rose Shortbread Delight



		Grape Salad



		Black-and-White Cookie Salad



		Pomegranate Coconut Gelatin Mold



		Ube Fluff









		Dessert for Breakfast



		Buttered Potato Dough (An All-Purpose Enriched Dough)



		Marzipan Poppy Seed Babka Muffins



		Puffy Potato Doughnuts



		Cardamom Buns



		Chocolate Swirly Buns



		Black Sesame Babka



		Strawberry, Raspberry, and Elderflower Jam



		Halva, Walnut, and Chocolate Chunk Scone Loaf



		Jam and Mozzarella English Muffin Rolls



		Mandel Bread Cereal



		Wild Rice Pancakes with Poached Rhubarb



		Fairy French Toast



		Orange Chocolate Pistachio Scone Muffins



		Pineapple Buns



		Challah Hotteok



		Sprinkle Cake Doughnuts



		Everything I Can Tell You About Sugar Beets



		Chocolate (Sugar) Beet Muffins









		Cakes



		Vanilla Cupcakes with Vanilla Frosting



		Coconut Raspberry Rose Pistachio Cake



		How to Frost a Cake



		Hawaij Carrot Cake with Orange Blossom Cream Cheese Frosting



		Lavender Lemon Loaf



		Sprinkle Cake 2.0



		Rainbow Sprinkles



		Rainbow Chips









		Beet Red-ish Velvet Cake



		Pistachio Basbousa



		Stone Fruit Streusel Cake



		Chocolate Tahini Fudge Cake with Tahini Whip and Halva



		Marzipan Cake



		Naturally Colored Rainbow Cake



		Coffee Cake with Fresh Mint Frosting



		Rosemary Potato Loaf Cake



		Rainbow Chip Financiers



		Chocolate Peanut Butter Cake



		Roasted Squash Cake with Brown Sugar Frosting



		Fresh Mint Olive Oil Cake with Preserved Lemon Yogurt Whip



		Rose Rose Cake



		Grilled Peach Shortcakes



		Almond Butter Mini Cakes with Berry Glaze



		This Is Also a Wheat Farm



		Salted Chocolate Chunk Whole Wheat Snack Cake



		Elderflower Strawberry Bløtkake



		Toasted Sesame Cake



		Big Buttery Chocolate Cake



		Decorating with Marzipan









		Pies



		Poppy Seed Hand Pies with Blood Orange Glaze



		Peanut Butter (or Tahini) Fudge Pie



		Blueberry Slab Pie



		My Dad’s Coconut Cream Pie



		Mazarin Pie



		Pumpkin Jam and Goat Cheese Bourekas



		Chocolate Chunk Cherry Cobbler









		Frozen and No Bake



		Processed Cheese Fudge



		Macadamia Pudding Pops



		Peanut Butter Halva



		Buttery Cracker Icebox Cake



		Furikake Puppy Chow



		Cashew Coconut Buckeyes



		Almond Butter–Stuffed Dates



		What Do Sugar Beet Farmers Do in the Winter?



		Black Sesame Snow Ice Cream



		Mochi Bits









		Saffron and Cardamom Tiramisu









		Drinks



		Tahini Cake Shake



		Grapefruit Slushy Float



		Mint Simple Syrup









		Marzipan Soda



		Cardamom Frozen Coffee



		Fresh Mint Coconut Shake



		Strawberries and Cream Frozen Cocktail



		Macadamia Matcha Latte



		Black Sesame Egg Cream









		Acknowledgments



		Bibliography



		Universal Conversion Chart



		Index



		About the Author



		Also by Molly Yeh



		Copyright



		About the Publisher













Guide





		Cover



		Contents



		Introduction


















		iii



		iv



		v



		vi



		vii



		viii



		ix



		x



		xi



		xii



		xiii



		xiv



		xv



		xvi



		xvii



		xviii



		xix



		xx



		xxi



		xxii



		xxiii



		xxiv



		xxv



		xxvi



		xxvii



		xxviii



		xxix



		xxx



		xxxi



		xxxii



		xxxiii



		xxxiv



		xxxv



		xxxvi



		xxxvii



		xxxviii



		xxxix



		xl



		1



		2



		3



		4



		5



		6



		7



		8



		9



		10



		11



		12



		13



		14



		15



		16



		17



		18



		19



		20



		21



		22



		23



		24



		25



		26



		27



		28



		29



		30



		31



		32



		33



		34



		35



		36



		37



		38



		39



		40



		41



		42



		43



		44



		45



		46



		47



		48



		49



		50



		51



		52



		53



		54



		55



		56



		57



		58



		59



		60



		61



		62



		63



		64



		65



		66



		67



		68



		69



		70



		71



		72



		73



		74



		75



		76



		77



		78



		79



		80



		81



		82



		83



		84



		85



		86



		87



		88



		89



		90



		91



		92



		93



		94



		95



		96



		97



		98



		99



		100



		101



		102



		103



		104



		105



		106



		107



		108



		109



		110



		111



		112



		113



		114



		115



		116



		117



		118



		119



		120



		121



		122



		123



		124



		125



		126



		127



		128



		129



		130



		131



		132



		133



		134



		135



		136



		137



		138



		139



		140



		141



		142



		143



		144



		145



		146



		147



		148



		149



		150



		151



		152



		153



		154



		155



		156



		157



		158



		159



		160



		161



		162



		163



		164



		165



		166



		167



		168



		169



		170



		171



		172



		173



		174



		175



		176



		177



		178



		179



		180



		181



		182



		183



		184



		185



		186



		187



		188



		189



		190



		191



		192



		193



		194



		195



		196



		197



		198



		199



		200



		201



		202



		203



		204



		205



		206



		207



		208



		209



		210



		211



		212



		213



		214



		215



		216



		217



		218



		219



		220



		221



		222



		223



		224



		225



		226



		227



		228



		229



		230



		231



		232



		233



		234



		235



		236



		237



		238



		239



		240



		241



		242



		243



		244



		245



		246



		247



		248



		249



		250



		251



		252



		253



		254



		255



		256



		257



		258



		259



		260



		261



		262



		263



		264



		265



		266



		267



		268



		269



		270



		271



		272



		273



		274



		275



		276



		277



		278



		279



		280



		281



		282



		283



		284



		285



		286



		287



		288



		289



		290



		291



		292



		293



		294



		295



		296



		297



		298



		299



		300



		301



		302



		303



		304



		305



		306



		307



		308



		309



		310



		311



		312



		313



		314



		315



		316



		317



		318



		319



		320



		321



		322



		323



		324



		325



		326



		327



		i



		ii



		328














OEBPS/images/title.jpg
SWEETY
FARM!

Cookies, Cakes, Salads (1), and Other Delights
from My Kitchen on a Sugar Beet Farm

MOLLY YEH

PHOTOGRAPHS BY
CHANTELL AND BRETT QUERNEMOEN

s

WILLIAM MORROW
An Inprint o HarperCollins Publishrs






OEBPS/images/f0xiv-04.jpg





OEBPS/images/f0xiv-02.jpg





OEBPS/images/9780063052468_Cover.jpg
More Than 100 Cookies, Cakes, Salads (!), and
Other Delights from My Kitchen on a Sugar Beet Farm

VEH

New York Times
bestselling author of
HOME IS WHERE
THE EGGS ARE





OEBPS/images/f0xiv-03.jpg





OEBPS/images/f0xiv-01.jpg





