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			PRAISE FOR PIE SCHOOL

			“I love Kate Lebo’s Pie School so much. It’s reassuringly detailed for new cooks yet full of nuance that make veteran cooks like me say, “Oh wow, right!” The recipe lineup feels fresh and personal, with inventive recipes so solid they seem like classics. But it’s Kate’s writing—graceful and considered, yet funny and intimate—that makes you want to spend time with the book, along with a cup of tea and time for contemplation.”

			—MARTHA HOLMBERG, James Beard Award-winning co-author of Six Seasons: A New Way with Vegetables

			 

			“With recipes and words that spotlight traditional pie-making both savory and sweet, Kate Lebo’s Pie School is a definite keeper for any pie-maker’s bookshelf.”

			—KATE MCDERMOTT, James Beard Award-nominated author of Art of the Pie

			 

			“Kate Lebo’s prose is rich and spiky, her voice spiced with wit and undergirded with tenderness; her work is pithy, well-researched, and always profoundly knowledgeable. Sure, she writes about food, but she’s really writing about humanity, her own and all of ours. To call this ‘a book about pie’ is like calling Moby-Dick ‘a book about a whale.’”

			—KATE CHRISTENSEN, PEN/Faulkner Award-winning author of The Great Man and Blue Plate Special

			 

			“It’s hard to imagine Kate Lebo’s improving upon Pie School; it was one of those triumphantly instant classics that rendered itself indispensable from the get-go. And yet the hindsight that emerged from life during COVID and writing her wonderfully weird, gorgeously geeky literary masterpiece Difficult Fruit has resulted in a second edition even more special and, if it’s possible, essential than the first.”

			—CHARLOTTE DRUCKMAN, author of Women on Food

		

	
		
			
			
				[image: ]
			

		

	
		
			
			[image: Book title, Pie School: Lessons in Fruit, Flour & Butter, Author, Kate Lebo, Imprint, Sasquatch Books]
		

	
		
			
			
				[image: ]
			

		

	
		
			
			
				[image: To My Students]
			

		

	
		
			CONTENTS

			 

			Introductions

			THE ART AND SCIENCE OF PIE

			How to Make Piecrust by Hand

			How to Choose Your Best Tools

			How to Make a Double-Crust Fruit Pie

			How to Make a Galette

			How to Be a Pie Roller

			How to Be Fruitful

			How to Keep Your Cool

			How to Bake

			How to Bake Blind

			How to Parbake

			How to Weave a Classic Lattice

			How to Put a Bird on It

			How to Be Scrappy

			How to Multiply

			WHAT MAKES A PIE A PIE (or, Recipes for Piecrust)

			All-Butter Piecrust

			Extra-Flaky Piecrust

			Purple-Ribbon Piecrust

			Cheese Crust

			Galette Dough

			Whole Grain Piecrust with Sonora Wheat or Spelt Flours

			Einkorn Piecrust

			Gluten-Free Buckwheat Piecrust

			Gluten-Free Almond Flour Piecrust

			A HUBBUB OF RHUBARB

			Rhubarb Custard Pie

			Rhubarb Ginger Pie

			Raspberry Rhubarb Pie

			Bluebarb Pie

			Rosemary Rhubarb and Vanilla-Chèvre Galette

			BLUEBERRY BEAUREGARDE

			Blueberry Lemon Verbena Galette

			Maple Blueberry Pie

			Blue Peach Pie

			Blue Goose Pie

			SHE’S MY CHERRY PIE

			(She’s My) Sour Cherry Pie

			Cherry Jack Pie

			Apricot and Sour Cherry Pie

			Cardamom Cherry-Apple Pie

			Extra Cherry Galette

			THE PERFECT PEACH

			Peach Potpie

			Peach Whiskey Pie

			Peach Ginger Pie

			White Peach and Raspberry Galette

			A TYRANNY OF PLUMS

			Plum Thyme Pie

			Pluot and Elderflower Galette

			Lavender Aprium Pie

			Apricot, Plum, and Raspberry Galette with Chambord Glaze

			Apricot and Vanilla-Chèvre Galette with Almond Crumble

			BLACKBERRY, BLACKBERRY, BLACKBERRY

			Blackberry Pie

			Marionberry Pie with Hazelnut Crumble

			Mumbleberry (Mixed Berry) Pie

			Free-Form Gravenstein and Blackberry Galette

			Gluten-Free Blackberry and Honeyed Mascarpone Pie with Almond Flour Crust

			AN EVERLASTING APPLE PIE

			Apple Pie

			What Does It Mean to be American as Apple Pie?

			Brandied Apple and Cracked Cardamom Pie

			Cheddar-Crusted Apple Pie

			Whiskey Crumble Apple Pie

			Ginger-Honey Apple Pie

			Three Pear and Gouda Pie

			Apple Pear Cranberry Pie

			Apple, Pork Sausage, and Rosemary Pie

			Crab/Apple Pie

			Rose Family Pie

			Pear-Balsamic Galette with Pecan Crumble

			DIFFICULT FRUITS

			Sarvisberry Pie

			Gooseberry and Elderflower Pie

			Black Currant Custard Pie

			Elderberry Pie

			Black Chokeberry Pie

			What Is a Pie Lady?

			Huckleberry Pie

			SNOW CUPBOARD PIES

			Winter Luxury Pumpkin Pie

			Banana Cream Pie

			Shaker Lemon Pie

			Coconut Chess Pie

			Whiskey Maple Pecan Pie

			Cherry Cranberry Pie

			Funeral Pie

			PIE FOR DINNER

			Fennel Sausage, Cabbage, Beets, and Apple Pie

			Lamb, Pumpkin, and Quince Pie

			Chanterelle, Goat Cheese, Delicata, and Tomato Pie

			Sam’s Veggie Pie

			The Life of a Chicken Potpie: A Recipe Cycle

			Pantry Staples

			The Gift of Pie

			Acknowledgments

			Suggested Reading

			Index

		

	
		
			INTRODUCTIONS

			 

			Dear Reader,

			When I started writing the first edition of Pie School, I lived alone in a duplex in Seattle, one of eight squat buildings I’d heard were built to house last century’s cannery men. After I lived there, I repeated this apocrypha as if it were fact. It gave me a sense of history. It helped me imagine a place within that history. Or at least within the rumor of that history. It was six years since I’d made my first piecrust, five years after the subprime mortgage crisis began, one year since I’d founded the Pie & Whiskey reading series with my then-friend Sam Ligon, five years before I’d marry him, and seven before the COVID pandemic canceled all parties and forced us to cook most of our meals at home.

			It was 2013, and my kitchen was at the center of my apartment. To leave the bedroom and walk into the living room, I had to pass through the kitchen. To leave the house at all, I had to pass through the kitchen. The kitchen was narrow as a hallway, with ancient appliances and scuffed wood floors that reminded me I was one of many residents who’d worn the same route through this place. The oven was electric, ancient, unreliable. A lump of lard crust once fell to the hot oven floor and lit there, and would not go out. I watched the flame as if it were a candle, then scooped the char into an aluminum pie pan and tossed it into the rain. Still, that oven baked twenty-four pies a day when I needed it to—a huge number for someone who had no culinary training, who’d never worked in a bakery, who was baking in a shoebox.

			That oven and I, we got to know each other. I knew when to over- or under-turn the temperature dials, when to shift pies so they wouldn’t scorch, when I could walk away, and when I needed to hover. I’d been learning how to bake pie the hard way (through ugly but edible mistakes) and the easy way (through reading cookbooks and looking for mentors). Online, I found a network of people who called themselves pie ladies. I began hosting pie sales at home.

			That was the year my reputation as a pie baker began to cohere around a series of classes I called Pie School. When Gary Luke from Sasquatch Books emailed to ask if I’d ever considered writing a cookbook, I was shocked. I knew how to write, but not how to write real recipes. Given the chance to imagine what kind of book I might propose, I kept thinking of the cookbooks I didn’t like: the ones that reinforced a consumerist, photoshopped domesticity. I can’t tell you now what those cookbooks were. I doubt there was a particular one. Really what I was imagining was the person and cook I wanted to be; as I imagined, I measured that future woman against what I did not want to be but perhaps couldn’t help sort of being, considering how much I enjoyed key elements of traditional domesticity. I hoped I could write a book that would soothe that unease. A book that celebrated pie but didn’t ignore issues around food in general—and this crown jewel of Americana in particular.

			That pie lady thing, for example: an honorific that gives its bearer a kind of folk status but excludes pie-makers who don’t consider themselves ladies. Sexism’s consolation prize for women was once the home kitchen, which makes going back into that kitchen complicated for everyone. I kept thinking about M. F. K. Fisher’s description of her grandmother in The Gastronomical Me. In this scene, it’s 1913 or so. Grandmother forbids all help while stirring a vat of molten strawberry jam. She cuts an awesome, priestess-like figure through the sweet steam; the gray foam on her wooden spoon is the first thing Mary Frances ever tasted that she remembers wanting to taste again. In this kitchen, with this fruit, Grandmother is intimidating and in control. Unsaid in the essay—but palpable anyway—is the fact that the moment she walks out of the kitchen, she loses that power. She can’t even vote.

			Then there’s the way pie can be considered a symbol of nostalgic white America, even though wrapping dough around filling is in no way limited to European or European-descended cultures, and even though many of the best American pies are rooted in Black cuisine. These truths don’t cancel each other out. Pie can be critiqued as nationalist shorthand. Pie also evolves with what it means to be American and invites all to the table. Pie is small and boring and predictable. Pie is big and innovative and delicious.

			All things considered, my main motivation when opening a cookbook is to learn how to cook, not to become the unwilling recipient of a political screed. How could I put pie in a more complex context while also (and mainly) keeping the promise every pie cookbook makes—that I’m going to teach the reader how to make the best pie they’ve ever had?

			I was untangling all these snarls when I went to my first meeting with Gary and told him I wasn’t going to write some sweet little book about pie. What sort of book was I going to write, he asked. I didn’t know yet. It could be a kind of manifesto, a tart book about sweet things. In May 2013, I was still stuck on what sort of book I was writing when I encountered an entirely different sort of snarl: I lost my apartment.

			 

			My loss wasn’t special, and it wasn’t uncommon. A new landlord had bought my duplex and jacked the rent, that’s all. This seemed important—ironic, at least!—because I was writing a pie cookbook. That queen of domestic treats. The dessert that, once mastered, signaled a certain kind of dominion over the kitchen. I’d been thinking about how to make pie-making accessible in terms of skills I could write about—how to handle the dough, select fruit, fiddle with your oven, all that stuff. I’d taken for granted that readers would have a place to bake. That they’d have homes. I’d assumed I would have a home. And I still had forty recipes to write.

			For the rest of that year and all of 2014, I lived with my parents, with friends, in the homes of acquaintances who needed house sitters, and in a rotting but splendid trailer my family owned in the woods near Mount St. Helens. As I baked and wrote, I began to understand that making pie accessible isn’t just about the way we pass down skills or write recipes. It’s also the consistency and safety of our homes, the backdrop that allows a person to relax and learn.

			It’s the summer of 2022 now, and soaring Seattle rents are an old story. One that’s being told anew in places across the country that never had this sort of problem before—places like Spokane, where I now live. It’s a story that’s important to pie because, in the years since writing Pie School, I’ve come to think of pie as a food that emerges from the cycles and seasonal rhythms of a well-known kitchen. It is a food that wants the baker to take root.

			Obviously, we don’t need to be settled in our own homes to make pie. The first edition of this book was written while I was rootless, and I can personally attest to the quality of dough rolled on a conference table with a bottle of wine, then baked in a toaster oven. Our cuisines develop in response to our environments, our living conditions, what’s easy to find, what’s affordable, what weather and culture and activity make us crave. The kind of pie I make is a settled food, but if you aren’t settled, don’t let that stop you from baking. Pie is flexible. If you own your dream kitchen, you can make pie. If you’re borrowing time in a cramped galley, you can make pie. Delicious pastry can’t resolve the larger questions of anyone’s life, but it can answer a few of life’s daily problems—like what’s for dinner and what’s for dessert. Sometimes that’s the best we can ask for. Sometimes that’s all we need.

			I write you now after spending the last two years in the forced hibernation of a quarantine that was punctuated by great social change, constant culture war, wildfires and heat domes and one-hundred-year floods, plus the mind-splitting joy of bringing my son, Cy, into the world. What’s a pie cookbook for when we’re afraid of our fellow citizens, concerned for the future of democracy, and feeling the heat of a warming climate?

			I can offer this version of an answer: pie gets more useful the smaller I make it. I don’t mean that literally. My pies still serve eight—or six or ten! I mean that what pie is for in my life has narrowed and that as it has narrowed, it has deepened. In my midtwenties and early thirties, pie was a way to transform my life. It was a brand. It was something simple I made on repeat until my relationships, my home, and my understanding of cooking became a practice that no longer felt like it could be ripped from a glossy magazine or trademarked by a hashtag. Today, pie is what I bake when I want something a little special for family dinner on Tuesday night, but not so special that making the meal wears me out. Pie is my job; revising this cookbook is how I’m able to stay at home and be with my son while working. During the COVID pandemic, pie is what I brought my neighbor when her kids were in Zoom-induced despair, and what I gave my other neighbor when he was dying of cancer. He didn’t even eat it—his caregivers did. But that’s not the point. The point is that small tie. That little gesture that isn’t everything, but is something, and matters.

			This is still a book for beginners. Now it also presents a way to deepen your baking practice through turning your attention to ingredients. Not just how to source the best, but how to look beyond the grocery store toward what’s fun to gather or plant, and what deepens the cycles of your kitchen and your relationship to the place you live. I don’t mean to imply that you must render your own lard or mill your own pumpkin puree or find the freshest whole grain flour. But if that’s your idea of fun, this book can help you do it.

			You still won’t find cream or chocolate pies in these pages. And you still won’t find the food processor—though I have embraced a few culinary gadgets since 2013, namely the mandoline and the mortar and pestle. You will find recipes for whole grain piecrusts that, thanks to landrace and heritage grains, rival traditional white flour piecrusts for flavor and texture. I’ve added two new chapters too. One new chapter collects some of the savory pies I began making when Cy joined us, plus advice on how to improvise vegetable pies with the contents of your produce drawer. The other new chapter takes inspiration from my 2021 collection of essays, The Book of Difficult Fruit, to explore the potential of pies made with native and lesser-known fruits. All the recipes I’ve added are rooted in my changing family—with a baby in the house, making dinner takes priority over making dessert—and the mentorship I’ve received from Lora Lea Misterly of Quillisascut Farm, who, among many things, has taught me to adopt a “why not?” approach to cooking, take inspiration from the produce I buy locally, plant what I can in my own yard, and waste as little as possible. These new recipes will have a different texture than my older recipes. I hope their differences will feel like layers in time.

			Pie School is back in session. If you’re new to class, welcome. If you’re a return student, welcome back.

			Now let’s go wash our hands.

			Yours in flour and butter,
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			ON RECIPES

			(or, How We Know What We Think We Know)

			Some recipes promise perfection, some promise ease. Some promise comfort and health. I can promise only that if you make a pie, you are joining a long line of bakers who thought that delivering food in an edible container was the best idea since the advent of the wheat farmer.

			Auguste Escoffier (a.k.a. the father of modern French cooking) wrote, “No theory, no formula, and no recipe can take the place of experience.” I interpret this statement in two ways.

			Experience is the best teacher; our axioms tell us that. With experience as my teacher and my senses as my guide, I’ve learned how to write recipes, then abandon them altogether, giving precedence to the materials of the pie—the fruit, the weather, my mood—in a way that lets them determine the final outcome. This is what I’ll attempt to teach you to do too.

			Experience is the best muse, especially when it comes to writing about food. That’s why fantastic food writing is, like the best pie, often wedded to the “I.” That’s why M. F. K. Fisher, Calvin Trillin, Anthony Bourdain, Gabrielle Hamilton, and many of our best food writers all compose in the first person and use personal experience to frame their subjects. That’s why personal blogs were a popular (and populist) medium for food writing, why Substack newsletters have currently taken their place, and why I began this book by introducing myself. Food is a matter of taste. We understand it best when we understand it subjectively.

			Subjectivity flouts the ambitions of the perfect recipe, that magic formula that promises consistent results the way McDonald’s promises a consistent Quarter Pounder. They’re a necessary fiction that help us get dinner on the table. Pie, then, is an opportunity to think about recipes and cooking in a different way—a way that privileges imagination over perfection.

			You’ll need to read these recipes. I mean really read them. Many will tell you to adjust seasonings to taste, which literally means taste the food as you’re preparing it. The filling should be delicious before baking. If it isn’t, or—more likely—if it’s just so-so, add salt, lemon, spice, or sugar as needed. You’ll know the filling is just right when you don’t want to stop eating it.

			Tasting as you go may seem obvious to some of you, but others may be used to strictly following recipes, scanning the text for quick measurements, or being told exactly how much x to put in y. A quick scan isn’t going to work very well for my recipes, I’ll tell you that right now. Fruit changes from season to season, and it’s impossible to predict how juicy or flavorful it will be. Pie plates come in all shapes and sizes, so once again I can’t tell you exactly how much fruit will fit perfectly, which affects the amount of sugar and spice and thickener you might or might not use. And ovens! Don’t get me started on ovens. I’ll write more about that later.

			The point is your materials and tools are your materials and tools—including your hands, which will handle dough in your particular way. I will give you guidelines to help you judge how much fruit, fat, sugar, and spice to use, but “perfect” pie is a product of good judgment and risk-taking, practice and luck. To me, the perfect recipe is one that helps the reader understand the form of the food (in this case, pie) and leaves the rest open to interpretation.

			That said, I understand it’s intimidating for a novice baker to freestyle a pie when they haven’t even made one yet. That’s why you’ll find two kinds of recipes here: the kind that teaches the form by providing clear guidance and instruction for each step of the way, and the kind that leaves the details up to your imagination and whatever you can find in your pantry.

			The best way to make pie is to learn how to trust yourself and follow your nose—and the rest of your senses. That’s a poet’s advice too. Like a slice of pie, my advice should be taken with a grain of salt: I’m teaching you how to make pie my way, knowing everyone brings a unique taste and touch to the mixing bowl. As Richard Hugo writes in the opening pages of The Triggering Town, his classic text on poetry-making, “Every moment, I am, without wanting or trying to, telling you to write like me. But I hope you learn to write like you. In a sense, I hope I don’t teach you how to write but how to teach yourself how to write.” For our purposes, replace “write” with “make pie.” Remember that Hugo also wrote, “At all times keep your crap detector on.” Which is good advice in general.

			 

			ON OVENS

			Your oven isn’t going to behave exactly like mine. It may be cooler, hotter, more temperamental, or more steady. It may even be a convection oven. If that’s the case, lucky you.

			When it comes to cooking times, you may need to make a choice between my instructions and what you see bubbling and browning in front of you. Always choose the pie over me—it will tell you when it’s truly done. I’ve found that if I’m wondering whether or not the pie is done, it’s not done. With a little experience, you’ll just check the oven and know.

			 

			ON CLICHÉS

			Pie is a powerful symbol of desire. By “desire” I mean appetite and sex. It’s a messy promise demurely packaged in dough, a hopelessly sexy treat made of ripe fruit—which, botanically speaking, could also be called an ovary. Warrant’s 1990 glam-metal anthem “Cherry Pie” and the 1999 teen flick American Pie made sex and pie the stuff of pop culture, popularizing an innuendo already ripe for the picking. “American Pie” is, of course, also the title of Don McLean’s smash hit about “the day the music died.” These artifacts tell us that Americans conflate national identity with sex and appetite and loss of innocence, all the mythic triggers of Eve’s apple wrapped in one of the most calorie-dense substances mankind has ever invented. Talk about temptation.

			Pie is also a symbol of femininity (“Almost all women at one time feel the urge to bake an old-fashioned pie”) and masculinity (“Frequently the spur is the husband with a yen for a wonderful pie his mother used to make”). If you read old cookbooks closely (these quotes are from the 1965 edition of Farm Journal’s Complete Pie Cookbook), you’ll see the gender stereotypes split between eating and making. Women make; men eat.

			I hope that most of us are, by now, irritated with these gender roles; there are plenty of men who like to make pie and as many women who like to eat it. When I was writing the first edition of this book, many cookbooks avoided discussing the legacy of gender, race, and cultural stereotypes altogether, opting for a heads-down focus on baking or cooking. That is no longer the case. What I said in the first edition of this book is worth repeating today:

			Our clichés tell us we think something is easy if it is sweet; that women are sweet; that America is the apple pie, the woman who bakes it, and the man who eats it. The democratizing crust over filling, the practical luxury of eating a sweet you can hold in your hand, how homey a slice looks on farm tables, in bygone urban automats—that’s American too. Our clichés tell us the opposite of what we know; we know that pie is not easy to make, nor is the making or eating of it bound by gender, nor is pie a strictly American treat, nor is it even usually apple.

			As a poet, I’ve been trained to look at language as a sign of deeper structures, something that constructs meaning and wields power. To me, a cliché is an X on a treasure map. Something valuable lurks beneath the surface. Like the X-vent of a double-crust pie, a cliché invites you to open it for further inspection.

			George W. Bush once said, “We ought to make the pie higher.” He meant opportunity (I think?), but I mean pie. Let’s make it higher. Let’s lift it out of midcentury kitschy stereotypes and give it a new job.

			Make as much pie as you want to. Eat as much as you want to. Whenever you want. Whoever you are.

			How’s that for easy as, sweet as, American as pie?

			 

			ON THE DEFINITION OF COMFORT FOOD

			(or, What Is Pie?)

			Before we go any further, a few definitions.

			In the United Kingdom and Australia, pie is generally a savory substance. In America, it’s a sweet treat that requires a bottom crust to bear the name “pie.” That is, unless we’re talking about Frito pie, where the crust is a bag of chips, or Boston cream pie, which is a cake baked in a pie pan, or pudding pies, those creamy, crustless Jell-O treats most likely to entart an unsuspecting politician or be sucked down the gullet of a pie-eating champion.

			Then there’s Ambrose Bierce’s salty entry in The Devil’s Dictionary.

			PIE, n. An advance agent of the reaper whose name is Indigestion.

			Historical record is mum on whether Bierce was a cake fan or an equal-opportunity dessert hater.

			Pie’s etymology (and its lack of one sure, specific source) tells us that it is a container of mystery and a mysterious container. The story of the word pie might begin in Medieval Latin, related to pia, meaning “pastry.” Or it might start with pica, also Medieval Latin, meaning “magpie.” Or with pie, a thirteenth-century French word that later became magpie, which got its mag from Margaret or Marguerite, a woman’s name used in slang English to connote feminine qualities. Especially, in this case, chattering idly.

			A magpie is, of course, that long-tailed corvid with the raucous voice, “pied” feathers, and habit of hoarding small, bright objects. Pie owes a debt to magpie probably because of this collection-of-various-ingredients idea (not the chattering part, though the phrase “shut your piehole” seems on the surface like a possible relative).

			Pie is also seventeenth-century slang for “a mass of type jumbled together,” which is probably related to the idea of “medley” that the other origins of the word point toward, but which I particularly like because it describes this book and any book: a mass of type jumbled together.

			 

			ON LOVE

			When I say pie alone isn’t what moves us, that the “thing” about pie isn’t tellable, I mean that food is never just about food. Its offering is deeper than appetite and deeper than words. Maybe pie is a vehicle for love. Maybe it is love, made edible by an oven’s worth of heat, an hour’s worth of time. When we make and eat pie, maybe it is for us as it was for M. F. K. Fisher when she wrote about hunger:

			
				It seems to me that our three basic needs, for food and security and love, are so mixed and mingled and entwined that we cannot straightly think of one without the others. So it happens that when I write of hunger, I am really writing about love and the hunger for it, and warmth and the love of it and the hunger for it…and then the warmth and richness and fine reality of hunger satisfied…and it is all one.

			

			 

			ON YOU AND YOUR NEW GF BF

			(Gluten-Free Best Friend)

			Gluten intolerance can be a hard thing. Anyone who has it and anyone who loves someone who has it knows how hard. When I loved and lived with a man who had celiac disease, he’d joke, “Are you trying to kill me?” when he saw me assembling my pie ingredients, eyeing the flour bag and mixing bowls as Clark Kent might eye a kryptonite paperweight. To me, pie was life; to him, poison. I tried to solve this impossible dilemma by creating gluten-free versions of our favorite pies.

			Fortunately, the only pie ingredient a gluten-intolerant person needs to fear is flour (and anything it contaminates). Unfortunately, flour is essential to making the fabled flaky crust we prize so much. Rather than try to replicate that flake with a cupboard’s worth of alternative flours, I chose to explore different tastes and textures in simpler recipes. A buckwheat crust, for example, is crumbly and toasty, a little too strong-tasting for shy flavors but wonderful around outgoing peaches, apples, or rhubarb. An almond flour crust, too, has a sweet-savory flavor that doesn’t complement everything, but works well with creamier flavors like pumpkin or mascarpone. We enjoy our dessert even more when we think of these pies as inventions that have their own set of strengths, not as substitutions that can’t measure up to the real thing.

			Many of the recipes in this book can be adapted for gluten-free pie-lovers. Substitute buckwheat or almond flour for the wheat flour and use instant tapioca instead of wheat flour for thickening. Be careful of cross-contamination and remain patient with the dough. It won’t behave like traditional piecrust. We wouldn’t want it to.
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			PIE DOUGH HAS A PERSONALITY, a certain way it likes to be treated. Piecrust enforces that treatment by puffing itself up or hunkering down, bringing bakers high and low with its requirements. That’s why the cliché “easy as pie” is a joke—for the uninitiated, pie can seem like impossible magic.

			Let’s say you don’t believe in magic. You know fantastic pie is out there waiting to be made, and you’d rather know how it works than wave a wand and pray. You start by reading the experts: Rose Levy Beranbaum’s The Pie and Pastry Bible and Ken Haedrich’s Pie, for example. You might turn to the cookbooks of your grandmother’s time, since good pie is supposed to be “just like Grandma used to make.” Depending on how old Granny is, that could be anything from Betty Crocker and Joy of Cooking to The White House Cook Book.

			Here’s what you’ll find: confirmation that pie dough requires flour, fat, salt, some sort of liquid, and a light hand. Here’s what you won’t find: a consistent set of measurements or instructions. There is no magic pie spell. There are thousands of them.

			Recipe writing is like a game of telephone. Each cook makes a mark on the source before becoming a source to be marked upon. And if you take into account the currently popular chestnut that “cooking is an art but baking is a science” (implying that cooks can be intuitive, while bakers must follow the rules), the wealth of conflicting pie advice gets even more confusing. Clearly these published recipes—both the super-detailed scientific ones and the taciturn antique ones—helped someone make amazing pie at least once. That’s the conceit of the cookbook, after all. But what are we to do with recipes that don’t follow each other’s rules?

			Start with what these recipes have in common. They want you to use a light touch. To chill the butter and use ice water. To work quickly, confidently, before the heat of your instruments (hands, food processor) melts the butter or their pressure activates too much gluten. Understand how chemical processes craft flake, cook fruit, and thicken juices, and you’ll understand why using your senses—in other words, knowing how dough should feel, what it should look like, and how it should smell—is more useful than following any recipe too strictly. You’ll develop, as Levy Beranbaum says, “a sense of the dough.”

			This chapter is devoted to helping you develop that sense.

			As you learn, I recommend trying at least several different methods—my favorites have been the tips in Bubby’s Homemade Pies by Ron Silver and Jen Bervin and the lessons from Art of the Pie by Kate McDermott. These teachers prize following your senses over the mathematic accuracy of Cook’s Illustrated, which is predicated on the troublesome assumption that a recipe’s Platonic ideal exists. Each time you try a new technique, you’ll pick up a secret you can use for the next recipe, and you’ll be better able to decide what pie-making style works best for you—in terms of fun, convenience, and result.

			Pie is a slow food, better handmade in small batches than churned out by machines. If you want to make amazing pie, there’s no better time. Start with what you have in front of you right now.
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		HOW TO MAKE PIECRUST BY HAND

		
			Good pastry is flaky, tender, delicate and evenly browned. It is not crumbly, but when broken, shows layers of flat flakes, piled one above the other with air spaces between. To achieve this result the cook must be quick and “lighthanded,” since pastry cannot be good if handled roughly or slowly.

			—THE VICTORY BINDING OF THE AMERICAN WOMAN’S COOK BOOK, WARTIME EDITION, 1942

		

		 

		Folk arts are best taught in person. Since I can’t be there with you in the kitchen, I’ve written down as much of the process as I can, as clearly as I can, and included a few illustrations to explain what’s too visual to describe. These are narrative instructions for the process of making crust. The next chapter contains seven crust recipes that will use this method, and each will include an abbreviated version of these instructions to help you remember the process.

		A WORD ON FLOUR

		All-purpose flour is best. Pastry flour is low in gluten; bread flour is high. Pie requires a Goldilocks-style balance of just the right amount

		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		A WORD ON BUTTER

		
		
		A WORD ON WATER

		
		
		
		Start with making ice water.

		
		Next, measure your flour.

		
		
		
		Add sugar and salt.

		
		
		Add fat (butter, lard, shortening, etc.).

		
		
		
		
		Get the water from the freezer.

		
		
		
			
			
			
				
			
		
		
			
			
				
			
		
		
			
			
				
			
		
		
			
			
				
			
		
		
			
			
				
			
		
		
			
			
				
			
		
		
			
			
			
				
			
		
		
			
			
				
			
		
		
			
			
				
			
		
		
			
			
				
			
		
		
			
			
				
			
		
		
			
			
				
			
		
		
		
		
		Shape and store the dough.

		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		HOW TO CHOOSE YOUR BEST TOOLS

		YOUR HANDS

		
		
		THINGS YOU HOLD IN YOUR HANDS

		
		
		
		MEASURING TOOLS

		
		
		BOWLS

		
		PIE PLATES

		
		
		
		
		BAKING SHEETS

		
		PIECRUST SHIELDS

		
		
		PIE WEIGHTS

		
		PIE BIRDS

		
		YOUR SENSES

		
		
		HOW TO MAKE A DOUBLE-CRUST FRUIT PIE

		
		
		
		
		FRUIT

		
		
		
		
		
		SUGAR

		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		SALT

		
		SPICE

		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		THICKENER

		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		DOUGH

		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		HOW TO MAKE A GALETTE

		
		
		
		IN A PAN

		
		FREE-FORM

		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		HOW TO BE A PIE ROLLER

		
		
		
		
		
		
		
			
			
			
				
			
		
		
			
			
				
			
		
		
			
			
				
			
		
		
			
			
				
			
		
		
			
			
				
			
		
		
			
			
				
			
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
			
			
			
				
			
		
		
			
			
				
			
		
		
			
			
				
			
		
		
			
			
				
			
		
		
			
			
				
			
		
		
			
			
				
			
		
		
		HOW TO BE FRUITFUL

		
		
		
		
		
		
		HOW TO KEEP YOUR COOL

		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		HOW TO BAKE

		
			
			
		

		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		HOW TO BAKE BLIND

		
		
		
		
		HERE’S WHAT YOU’LL NEED:

		
			
			
			
			
			
		

		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		HOW TO PARBAKE

		
		HERE’S WHAT YOU’LL NEED:

		
			
			
			
			
			
		

		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		HOW TO WEAVE A CLASSIC LATTICE

		
		
			
			
			
				
			
		
		
			
			
				
			
		
		
			
			
				
			
		
		
			
			
				
			
		
		
			
			
				
			
		
		
			
			
				
			
		
		
			
			
			
				
			
		
		
			
			
				
			
		
		
			
			
				
			
		
		
			
			
				
			
		
		
			
			
				
			
		
		
			
			
				
			
		
		
		HOW TO PUT A BIRD ON IT

		
		
		
		HOW TO BE SCRAPPY

		
		
		SOME SCRAPPY IDEAS:

		
			
			
			
		

		
		HOW TO MULTIPLY

		
		
		
			
			
			
		

		
		
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
				
				
			

		

	OEBPS/images/9781632175236_Page_005_Image_0001.jpg





OEBPS/images/9781632175236_Page_v_Image_0001.jpg





OEBPS/images/9781632175236_Page_vi_Image_0001.jpg
TO MY STUDENTS =






OEBPS/9781632175236_nav.xhtml

		
			Contents


			
						Cover


						Title Page


						Dedication


						Contents


						Introductions


						The Art and Science of Pie
					
								How to Make Piecrust by Hand


								How to Choose Your Best Tools


								How to Make a Double-Crust Fruit Pie


								How to Make a Galette


								How to Be a Pie Roller


								How to Be Fruitful


								How to Keep Your Cool


								How to Bake


								How to Bake Blind


								How to Parbake


								How to Weave a Classic Lattice


								How to Put a Bird on It


								How to Be Scrappy


								How to Multiply


					


			


						What Makes a Pie a Pie (or, Recipes for Piecrust)
					
								All-Butter Piecrust


								Extra-Flaky Piecrust


								Purple-Ribbon Piecrust


								Cheese Crust


								Galette Dough


								Whole Grain Piecrust with Sonora Wheat or Spelt Flours


								Einkorn Piecrust


								Gluten-Free Buckwheat Piecrust


								Gluten-Free Almond Flour Piecrust


					


			


						A Hubbub of Rhubarb
					
								Rhubarb Custard Pie


								Rhubarb Ginger Pie


								Raspberry Rhubarb Pie


								Bluebarb Pie


								Rosemary Rhubarb and Vanilla-Chèvre Galette


					


			


						Blueberry Beauregarde
					
								Blueberry Lemon Verbena Galette


								Maple Blueberry Pie


								Blue Peach Pie


								Blue Goose Pie


					


			


						She’S My Cherry Pie
					
								(She’s My) Sour Cherry Pie


								Cherry Jack Pie


								Apricot and Sour Cherry Pie


								Cardamom Cherry-Apple Pie


								Extra Cherry Galette


					


			


						The Perfect Peach
					
								Peach Potpie


								Peach Whiskey Pie


								Peach Ginger Pie


								White Peach and Raspberry Galette


					


			


						A Tyranny of Plums
					
								Plum Thyme Pie


								Pluot and Elderflower Galette


								Lavender Aprium Pie


								Apricot, Plum, and Raspberry Galette with Chambord Glaze


								Apricot and Vanilla-Chèvre Galette with Almond Crumble


					


			


						Blackberry, Blackberry, Blackberry
					
								Blackberry Pie


								Marionberry Pie with Hazelnut Crumble


								Mumbleberry (Mixed Berry) Pie


								Free-Form Gravenstein and Blackberry Galette


								Gluten-Free Blackberry and Honeyed Mascarpone Pie with Almond Flour Crust


					


			


						An Everlasting Apple Pie
					
								Apple Pie


								What Does It Mean to be American as Apple Pie?


								Brandied Apple and Cracked Cardamom Pie


								Cheddar-Crusted Apple Pie


								Whiskey Crumble Apple Pie


								Ginger-Honey Apple Pie


								Three Pear and Gouda Pie


								Apple Pear Cranberry Pie


								Apple, Pork Sausage, and Rosemary Pie


								Crab/Apple Pie


								Rose Family Pie


								Pear-Balsamic Galette with Pecan Crumble


					


			


						Difficult Fruits
					
								Sarvisberry Pie


								Gooseberry and Elderflower Pie


								Black Currant Custard Pie


								Elderberry Pie


								Black Chokeberry Pie


								What Is a Pie Lady?


								Huckleberry Pie


					


			


						Snow Cupboard Pies
					
								Winter Luxury Pumpkin Pie


								Banana Cream Pie


								Shaker Lemon Pie


								Coconut Chess Pie


								Whiskey Maple Pecan Pie


								Cherry Cranberry Pie


								Funeral Pie


					


			


						Pie for Dinner
					
								Fennel Sausage, Cabbage, Beets, and Apple Pie


								Lamb, Pumpkin, and Quince Pie


								Chanterelle, Goat Cheese, Delicata, and Tomato Pie


								Sam’s Veggie Pie


								The Life of a Chicken Potpie: A Recipe Cycle


					


			


						Pantry Staples


						The Gift of Pie


						Acknowledgments


						Suggested Reading


						Index


						Copyright


						About the Author


			


		
		
			Landmarks


			
						Cover


						Cover


						Title Page


						Table of Contents


						Start


						Copyright


			


		
		
			Print Page List


			
						i


						ii


						iii


						iv


						v


						vi


						vii


						viii


						ix


						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


						97


						96


						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


						231


						230


						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


			


		
	

OEBPS/images/9781632175236_Page_017_Image_0001.jpg
When it comes to cake, if one follows the rules, perfection

is inevitable. But for pastry you must be somewhat of
an interpretive artist as well as a disciplined technician.

You have to develop a sense of the dough.

—ROSE LEVY BERANBAUM, THE PIE AND PASTRY BIBLE
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