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This book is dedicated

with love to Peter, Mary, and Sally,

the Original Doocy Test Kitchen.
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Introduction

WELCOME TO THE HAPPY COOKBOOK

This is not just a cookbook, it’s also a book about foods that make people happy.

There’s a chance you’ve picked this up because of the gorgeous portraits of food, and you’re right, everything looks so delicious, but as a public service, please don’t lick any of the pages until you’ve paid for the book.

The recipes taste terrific (we’ve been making them for years) and the instructions are easy and unfussy (we’re not too fancy, we don’t use a lot of thyme).

Our main goal is for you to understand how certain foods can activate something in the nostalgia department of a person’s brain . . . and instantly take them back to a happy place.

Each year on my birthday when my wife, Kathy, re-creates my mom’s signature pot roast, as soon as I walk in the front door that smell of it cooking all day transports me immediately fifty years in reverse. I’m ten years old again back in Kansas, doing my homework at our Formica kitchen table as my wonderful mom shakes the Lipton onion soup over that same pot roast. Elvis is belting out a classic on the living room Magnavox and all is right with the world.

[image: image]
My birthday is like Groundhog Day—same cake every time!



The simple smell of a pot roast can do that, because most of us are blessed with the ability to remember things with our noses.

But it’s not just an aroma that can trigger a smile, it can be something random. You won’t understand this until you’ve read the cookbook . . . but whenever I open a car trunk, I think of our wedding cake.

If I see the word bourbon, I’ll recall the White House official who bakes with a hammer.

And when I hear the word mahi-mahi I’m back on our Hawaiian honeymoon after three days of not speaking to each other—that by the end of the trip we were giggling about, thanks to a miraculous invention called wine.

Every one of these hundred-plus recipes makes somebody smile, so there’s a story that explains that at the beginning of every recipe. Some have profound reasons, others don’t have a cosmic connection, they are simply things that make somebody feel good on the inside.

Because Kathy and I have been married for over thirty years, many of these dishes arrived in our lives accidentally; from our dental hygienist, a flight attendant who washed her hands with vodka in the pre-Purel days, the 4-H club, the back of a soup can, a scene in a Nancy Meyers movie, a church cookbook, a colonial kitchen, a daughter’s boyfriend, two White House press secretaries, a very famous rock star, a very famous golfer, a TV sitcom director, an honest-to-goodness American hero, and, of course, our family.

Here’s the best news for you: Sometimes just being reminded about something sublime is enough to tide you over until you have the real thing again. You’ve got your own lifetime of experiences to rewind, so are you ready to read our stories and make our foods and see if they jog your memory? If so, soon you’ll see a car trunk and also think wedding cake.

Besides, what do you have to lose? As Erma Bombeck once said, “Seize the moment. Remember all those women on the Titanic who waved off the dessert cart.”

Most of us go through life eating three meals a day. Starting now, try to make at least one of them happy.

Enjoy!

Steve Doocy
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WHEN I WAS HOSTING AN NBC SHOW called House Party in 1990 we had a young chef from a New York restaurant come to our Studio 8H at 30 Rock and prepare one of his favorite recipes on TV. It was so clever and delicious that when he invited Kathy and me to his restaurant for her birthday, we jumped at the offer. It was decades before OpenTable, and I was never good at planning ahead, and it might be free!

When we got there we quickly spotted half a dozen boldface names from Page Six. Everybody looked rich and famous—and actually, most probably were. We were parked momentarily at the bar next to William F. Buckley and his wife, Pat. Both had highballs in hand as they were glamming it up with a couple who looked like they had a cul-de-sac named after them in Greenwich.

The maître d’ soon seated us at a table for two next to Frank and Kathie Lee Gifford, whom we’d seen on TV for years but never met, and it was really awkward, because my TV show aired at 9 a.m. weekdays opposite her show, Regis and Kathie Lee, and they were killing us in the Nielsens. Taking the high road, I introduced the Doocys to the Giffords, and they could not have been nicer, but I am 100 percent positive they thought we were tourists from Akron just living it up in Fancy Town.

Then that unknown chef who invited us to his restaurant came over to chat. We had never heard of him thirty years ago when he was the executive chef of New York’s original Le Cirque, but today Daniel Boulud is a restaurant rock star and one of the greatest chefs in the world. We met him when he was just getting started on his meteoric journey. It’s that same feeling of satisfaction one might have if they’d bought Amazon stock at $8.

The future-famous Mr. Boulud came out midway through our first adult beverage and told us that the reason we’d not been shown the menu was that he was making us dinner himself—we should just sit back, relax, and enjoy whatever came through the kitchen door. But first he asked us what we didn’t like. Kathy said she loved everything. My dislikes? Tetanus shots and ABBA. Bad joke—it was probably the foie gras talking. I don’t know how my joke translated into French, but I believe that no ABBA was harmed in the production of my meal.

Had Instagram been invented in 1990, I would have shocked the room and taken pictures of the five courses. There were cheeses and caviar, and things were sautéed, flambéed, and poached to perfection. Adorable petite portions meant we’d have room for a showstopping filet served with a sauce I’m planning on having every day in Heaven. After a bottle of Champagne and a bottle of Chardonnay, Daniel sent over the ultimate New York dessert: a jaw-dropping three-foot-high spunsugar and chocolate rabbit cake roughly the size of Selena Gomez.

Meanwhile, Kathie Lee and Frank finished their sponge cake.

It was official: In perhaps the coolest dining room in the Big Apple, a lot of those jaded New Yorkers looking our way seemed a little pea-green jealous. Perhaps they wondered, “Who is that guy, and why does his wife get the big bunny birthday cake?”

In fact it was Kathy’s thirtieth birthday. But when it was time to present her with a gift I apologetically told her I’d been really busy at work trying to beat Regis and Kathie Lee (Kathie Lee stopped talking to Frank to listen) and hadn’t had time to go shopping. I handed her a card. Inside was a personal check for $75. The memo line said, “Happy Birthday, Kathy!”

Clearly this was a joke amount; a spouse’s thirtieth birthday should be worth closer to $150. I thought it was hilarious, until she started crying. The Giffords were suddenly in no hurry to get their car—who knows what might happen next with the couple from Akron?

You know that flop sweat you get when you realize you’ve made a terrible miscalculation? I was having some of that. I quickly told Kathy I had one more thing for her, and she stopped streaking her mascara long enough to open a little red box wrapped in white ribbon. Inside was an exact replica of the sapphire and diamond earrings she’d loved on Princess Diana. I’d called her friend Buzzy in the Diamond District and he’d made them especially for Kathy. With that, she was crying again, but these were the good kind of tears.

The Giffords smiled and said goodnight and happy birthday to Kathy. Thus concluded the greatest meal of our lives, which we still talk about thirty years later.

Greatest meal, yes—but it wasn’t the happiest meal. That meal happens every year in mid-October, when Kathy browns a four-pound chuck roast and puts it in a Dutch oven with dry Lipton onion soup mix and a can of Campbell’s cream of mushroom soup—the same pot roast my mom made for me for every birthday of my youth after about the age of eight. As soon as I walk through the door and smell that pot roast, I’m suddenly transported back to a simpler time, before life got complicated and our family scattered across the map.

Now having been married for over thirty years, Kathy doesn’t even have to ask what I want for my birthday meal. She knows I want my mom’s pot roast and a German chocolate cake—the same cake I always asked my mom to make on my birthday. Today Kathy bakes it first thing every October 19, and it always makes me happy, because it reminds me of my childhood and my family.
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Kathy’s version of my mom’s cake takes me back. . . .
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Mmmmmm. . . . Mary loves pizza in Rome.



Back then, in Kansas, I thought German chocolate sounded so exotic, and it wasn’t until we started writing this cookbook that I discovered it’s not from Germany at all; the baker who invented dark baking chocolate was named Samuel German. For over fifty years, I’d assumed my favorite cake was from Germany. Nope.

#FakeCakeNews

I also just discovered that National German Chocolate Cake Day is June 11, my mother and father’s anniversary . . . what a coincidence.

When we commenced writing this cookbook, I started asking people what their happy meal was, and everybody knew exactly what I was talking about.

“German chocolate cake . . .” Dr. Mehmet Oz said with a big grin.

“I love that, too!” I exclaimed. Then I wondered, if that’s his favorite food, what’s his cholesterol number?

“. . . but that’s for my birthday,” he said, adding, “For holidays, I also love [wife] Lisa’s sweet potatoes with pomegranates.”

He’s got two favorites? Turns out, most of us have lots of different dishes that activate something in the nostalgia department of our brains.

“There’s nothing better than the smell of food cooking,” Pioneer Woman Ree Drummond told me on Fox & Friends. “That smell when you’re walking in the door and your house smells like a roast—it reminds you of your childhood.” Exactly!

Stuart Varney, the famous business television host, has a food that takes him back to his happy British childhood. “When I was a youngster living at home with my parents, my favorite dish was roast pork with all the trimmings,” he told me. “That is, a pork roast with ‘crackling’—that’s when the skin is super-cooked until it is crispy.” Stuart also tells me that he loves overcooked vegetables like Brussels sprouts, roast potatoes, store-bought applesauce, and, most important, gravy. English cuisine, Stuart says, “requires lubrication.” I don’t know what that means exactly, and I was too polite to ask.

When Stuart said the pork skin was baked to a crisp and the vegetables were overcooked, I was skeptical that someone would love pork that crazy-crunchy on the outside, but then famed Australian golfer Greg Norman mentioned that his favorite dish is exactly the same thing: crackling pork roast.

“The Sunday roast was a feature of my life in Britain,” Stuart added. “It’s not necessarily healthy for you, but it tasted just right. And if that’s what you are brought up on, that’s what you like.”

He’s absolutely right.

Then there are the people who are far away from home, like those serving in the US military. Ever wonder what they’re thinking about when they’re in a combat zone waiting for somebody to start shooting at them?

Chicken and noodles.

That’s what does it for Major Dan Rooney, USAF, a fighter pilot who flew many missions over Iraq. When he’s deployed, in quiet moments he thinks about what it will be like when he finally gets to go back home to Owasso, Oklahoma, where he’ll open that front door, smell the dinner made by his wife, Jacqy, get an almost Heimlich hug from his girls, and whatever hell he’s been through in the last couple of months just melts away.

“I think we all have recipes in our lives that have emotion attached to them,” Dan told me, “and chicken and noodles was always a coming home recipe from my three tours of duty in Iraq. It’s that safe thing—you smell it and it makes you feel good. You get to sit down and eat something that makes you feel good, and the world goes away.”

Sometimes just thinking about a beloved dish from your past is enough to tide you over until you can have the real thing again. That’s why we decided to write a book filled with favorite recipes that make people happy.

Now, don’t worry—this book isn’t about Stuart Varney’s overcooked vegetables. Most of these dishes are classic recipes that everybody likes, and each has a story that explains what makes it special for someone.

This cookbook is a collection of recipes curated over a lifetime. Because some of the dishes were originally created by our moms, who never wrote down their recipes, we’ve spent the better part of thirty years trying to re-create that taste of home, and it’s a privilege to set them down here for future generations.

That’s also one of the reasons we wanted to write this cookbook. The year before we started this project, Kathy was diagnosed with ocular melanoma, an unbelievably rare and aggressive form of eye cancer. She was lucky that they caught it early and she was treated by Dr. Carol Shields and her team of specialists at the Wills Eye Hospital in Philadelphia. During her very first examination, Dr. Shields told Kathy, “I am going to save your life,” and she did.

During her recovery, while taking stock of her life as many do when they’ve gone through something that life-changing, Kathy vowed to make it her personal quest to leave her children a written record of the foods they grew up loving. They don’t cook much now, but they will someday.
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This pimiento cheese is a grate recipe.



This will always be part of Kathy’s legacy to Peter, Mary, and Sally, that wherever they travel in their lives, they’ll always have a printed road map to their mom’s signature suppers, provided they will want to actually cook and not order takeout on Uber Eats.

What qualifies us to write a cookbook? My grandma Lillian was a professional cook, my sister Ann owned a restaurant and ran a catering business, and I hate to brag, but when I was a kid in 4-H I did win a blue ribbon at the Kansas State Fair for my chocolate chip cookies. Family recipe? Nope, it was printed on the side of the yellow chocolate chip bag. Lesson learned: Don’t mess with perfect.

And I don’t want to toot my own horn—but I was on Food Network years before Ree, Bobby, Guy, Giada, and Trisha. It was a New York–based show called Ready, Set, Cook!, and the plot was simple: Cook a meal in half an hour and try not to cut your finger off. All I remember is at the end they gave me a T-shirt that I wore to various events, hoping somebody would say, “Hey, didn’t you make a veal scaloppine in half an hour on Food Network?,” to which I’d nod and wave a hand with all my fingers intact. I’m still waiting for someone to mention that. Would somebody please add it to my Wikipedia page? Thank you.

But the most consequential training I got was thanks to my TV jobs. By now I’ve conducted hundreds of cooking segments with famous chefs and food personalities who came on TV to sell their cookbooks, pans, diets, or cutlery. Every cooking segment has been pretty much the same: introduce them, then they throw some ingredients in a hot saucepan and ask me to stir as they pitch their products. I’m not a sous-chef, but I’ve played one on TV to the world’s greatest cooks. I’ve stirred with Daniel Boulud (you knew that), and also Julia Child, Gordon Ramsay, Wolfgang Puck, Emeril Lagasse, Bobby Flay, Rachael Ray, Paula Deen, Jacques Pépin, Guy Fieri, Nobu Matsuhisa, Todd English, Martha Stewart (before prison), and Martha Stewart (after prison).
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On Thanksgiving we’re all smiles before someone gets stuck with the dishes.



As for Kathy’s credentials? On one of our first dates I thought she’d made a delicious meal, but it wasn’t until years later that I learned the truth: The day she made me that lasagna was the first time she’d ever turned on her apartment’s oven. A single girl in her late twenties, she knew that the fastest way to a man’s heart was through his gut, so she’d found a recipe in the Betty Crocker cookbook and started cooking. A kitchen ingenue with little experience, she faked her way through the recipe, and thirty minutes into it the oven caught fire. Then of course the smoke alarm wouldn’t turn off, so she removed it from the ceiling and tried to take the battery out. It had a sealed power supply, so she went to the parking lot, threw it in her Jetta and returned to the kitchen to try to salvage the lasagna.

A quirk of Kathy’s back then—and today—is that if a recipe calls for one pound of something, she’ll buy two, so she has the backup ingredients handy, plus all the mozzarella (since she’d forgotten to put any cheese in the original). It was ultimately the best Italian meal I’d ever had. Okay, it might have been great, or it could have been the wine, or then again maybe I just wanted to kiss the cook.

What was it about that first lasagna that prompted me to essentially propose at the end of our first date? Please don’t think this is weird, but it could have been the cheese.
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New Year’s Eve ﬂute practice.


MY MOM MADE A GREAT LASAGNA, BUT IN THE SEVENTIES Kansas home cooks didn’t use mozzarella or shredded cheese; they used cottage cheese. So when Kathy broke out the ricotta, it was love at first bite.

We got married within the year. Fast-forward about a dozen years and she was a pretty good cook. Then, thanks to our dog, Charlie, she became a really good cook.

Please don’t imagine we had a talking dog, classically trained at the Cordon Bleu, who showed her how to truss a chicken. Come on—dogs can’t truss anything; they don’t have thumbs! No, a very excited Charlie knocked Kathy over in the driveway, breaking her kneecap. She would go on to have four surgeries that did not work and one total knee replacement that did. On doctor’s orders, she couldn’t stand or walk, so she spent hundreds of hours flat on her back on the living room couch watching Food Network.

Ready. Set. Heal!

Kathy learned how to cook. Her mom never taught her—the TV did.

She got really excited thinking about what she would do in the kitchen when she was back on her feet and started a list of the first meals she’d prepare when she was given the green light to return to normal life.

“I can’t wait to make a balsamic reduction sauce,” she told me more than once as I nodded, thinking, Does she mean gravy?

There was a downside to her graduate degree in Food TV, of course. Kathy was coming off a very serious bone surgery, and the only way to control the pain was with pain pills, which she reluctantly took. One day the FedEx delivery guy knocked on our door with a six-foot-long box from QVC.

“Weird . . . I’ve never watched that channel.”

Apparently a week earlier, she’d taken a pain pill and then probably fallen asleep, awoken in the middle of the night, started channel surfing, and stopped to watch Chuck Norris talk about how his Total Gym would change your life. Guess what showed up at our house?

We could have called and told them we didn’t mean to order it, but would you ask Chuck Norris for a refund after a medically sedated family member called a TV show? Of course not. So we kept the Total Gym, and it’s still in the box in our basement, next to the box containing the NordicTrack.

Side note—Kathy and I wrote The Mr. & Mrs. Happy Handbook so that I could keep her company while she rehabbed her bionic kneecap. For months I’d race home after work to make her meals and get her groomed and fed as we chronicled the funny parts of getting hitched and having kids.

Eventually Kathy recovered and returned to the kitchen. She now loves to show off her balsamic reduction sauce and is hands down the best cook I know. All that Food Network watching paid off—in fact, the idea that we write a cookbook was 100 percent Kathy’s. I thought it was a great idea, but there are so many different kinds of cookbooks. What would be the theme of ours?

Kathy wondered, “Is there any way we could work in The Mr. & Mrs. Happy Handbook?”

We’d already done a happy book, so at first I thought it was a dumb idea, but ten seconds after she said it, I did this in my head:

HAPPY HANDBOOK + COOKBOOK =

HAPPY COOKBOOK

And she thinks I never listen to her!

And that’s where the idea was born. Because every one of us has particular food memories that make us happy, and this book is our chance to celebrate and share them.

I was on a Delta flight once and got upgraded to first class, and when given the choice between the turkey panini or the chicken salad, I chose the sandwich, which was served with a dessert. As soon as I saw it, I had a flashback to my father, Jim.

It was a tiny tiramisu. Sometimes it’s hard to tell what airline food is, but tiramisu is easy, with its telltale cocoa powder dusted on top.

I thought of my dad because one time he visited us in New Jersey and Kathy, knowing how much he loves dessert, picked up something we’d never tried before: a frozen Costco tiramisu. Dad loved it and said he wanted to buy it back home in Abilene, Kansas. We looked for the closest Costco to his house and it was too far, so Kathy promised to send him one whenever he wanted it. The tiramisu was $14, but the shipping was $45, plus the dry ice and Styrofoam. It was an ambitious gesture, but my father loved it, so it was worth it.

Seeing that shooter-size tiramisu on my tray made me stop and smile before I ate every bit. Delta’s version was not as creamy as Costco’s, but because of the memories, it was every bit as sweet.

So, will you find your own happiness in these hundred-plus recipes? We hope so—we chose them because many people already have. The dishes in this book are mostly American classics that everybody loves. Some have been adapted over the years to keep our kids interested in coming home, and others were given to us by some very famous people, friends of ours who shared recipes that simply make them happy.

And it’s not just the food—you’ll read about the happy memories and stories that accompany these family favorites.

My mom used to keep about a half dozen menus propped up on a shelf in the hall closet. They were quite ornate; I remember one of them had black velvet on the cover, with the restaurant name in gold. I asked one day why we had these menus, and Mom explained that when she and my dad were on their honeymoon in the Wisconsin Dells, wherever they went, they either asked the waiter if they could keep a menu as a souvenir, or they simply took it. They didn’t have much extra money for mementos, but they wanted something they could bring home that would always remind them of the most magical week of their lives.

That made sense, because more than once I saw Mom looking for something in the closet, and she’d glance at one of the menus, and I’d notice she’d have a hint of a smile, as she was transported back to the first week of what would be a forty-some-year marriage. It looked to me like she was pondering ordering lunch, but to her it was a time machine to a happy place.

We all have treasured recipes we’ve collected over the years that eventually become part of the fabric of our lives. That casserole you always take over to a friend who needs cheering up, or that tray of ziti you delivered to your neighbors who just had a new baby girl. The meal your kids begged you to make when they came home from college, or the recipe from that place with the velvet menu where you ate on your honeymoon—all remind you of something good.

So you won’t be confused, Kathy is the genius behind the recipes, while all the stories are written from my point of view. Really I’m just reporting from our dinner table, with stories that are as common to other American families as our own. As in your house, there’s randomness in how these become favorites. Sometimes you’re not just making a meal; you’re making a memory.

But let’s be clear—you can’t just throw a blob of stuff on a plate and expect it to be a crowd-pleaser. You want those memories to be good!

A very famous former celebrity real-estate-developer-turned-president whose happiest two foods are #1, hamburgers, and #2, meatloaf, might call finding family favorites what it truly is: the art of the meal.




Best Burrata Ball

• MAKES 4 SERVINGS •
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Hate to name-drop, but Tiger Woods made this appetizer for us.

Okay, that sounds as if the golfer put on an apron and made it himself—and it was supposed to. In reality, we ordered his version off the menu at Tiger’s restaurant, called The Woods Jupiter. Now we make our own creation any time we have the deep-fryer plugged in and are flash-frying things. The combination of the bread crumbs on the outside and the creamy burrata on the inside is simply splendid.

As Voltaire once observed, “The family that eats fried cheese together is a happy family.”

Did I say Voltaire? I meant Fabio.



       Canola oil, for deep-frying

       1½ cups flour

       1 large egg

       ¾ cup milk

       1½ cups plain dried bread crumbs

       Four 4-ounce burrata balls

       1½ cups your favorite marinara, warmed

       Grated Parmesan cheese, for garnish

       Shredded basil leaves, for garnish

       Toasted sliced baguette, for serving (optional)

1. Heat the oil in a deep-fat fryer to 375°F.

2. Set out three shallow bowls or plates. Place the flour in one, whisk the egg and milk in the second until smooth, and put the bread crumbs in the third.

3. Roll a burrata ball in the flour to coat it well, then coat it completely in the egg/milk mixture, then roll it in the bread crumbs so every spot is covered. Now let’s give it one more layer, so coat it again in the egg/milk and then back in the bread crumbs. Set aside and repeat with the other burrata balls.

4. Carefully place the balls in the fryer and fry until golden brown, about 5 minutes. Keep an eye on them because they do start leaking. Place the fried burrata balls on paper towels to soak up any grease.

5. On either a communal serving platter or individual saucer, create a little pool of marinara, then place the hot burrata ball in the sauce. Garnish with Parmesan and a pinch of shredded basil. You can then either cut up and eat the burrata with a fork or serve it with toasted bread.




Green Eggs and Ham Potatoes

• MAKES AT LEAST 12 SERVINGS •
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When our son, Peter, was thirty he finally confessed why he wouldn’t touch the deviled eggs Kathy had made at family holidays. “I don’t like the squishy white part of the egg . . . any egg.”

But Kathy and I always loved deviled eggs even if our kids didn’t, so we’d do our best to disguise them. We started making deviled eggs out of fresh avocados, replacing the yellow part of the deviled eggs with something pretty close to guacamole, but Peter was adamant. “Dad, the squishy white part of the egg is still freaking me out. . . .”

One night we had boiled new potatoes on the table, and in a moment of inspiration somebody suggested we spoon out some potato and spoon in the green stuff. Suddenly we had something that resembled a green deviled egg made out of a potato. “Try this, Peter. . . .” He ate five.

Today we toss on some bacon or ham bits, and on Dr. Seuss Day we make what the kids would not taste twenty years ago: green eggs and ham. And kids love them! After all, really they’re just potatoes and something like guacamole.

“I really like green eggs and ham. I really like them, Steve-I-Am.”



       Salt

       1 pound small white new potatoes (at least a dozen), well scrubbed

       4 large eggs

       2 teaspoons fresh lime or lemon juice

       2 tablespoons mayonnaise (Duke’s is our favorite)

       1 tablespoon sour cream

       1 teaspoon Dijon mustard

       Freshly ground black pepper

       1 avocado

       3 slices bacon, cooked, chopped into small pieces

1. Bring a medium saucepan of salted water to a boil. Add the potatoes and cook until they are potato salad–tender, 12 to 15 minutes. Set aside to cool.

2. Meanwhile, put the eggs in a saucepan and fill with salted water to about 1 inch above the eggs. Bring to a boil over high heat and cook for about a minute, then cover, remove from the heat, and let sit for 12 minutes. Let the eggs cool a bit, then remove and discard the shells.

3. Halve the hard-boiled eggs lengthwise, as you would for deviled eggs. Place the yolks in a food processor and discard the egg whites (or eat them!). Add the lime juice, mayo, sour cream, mustard, ½ teaspoon salt, and ¼ teaspoon pepper. Slice the avocado in half, remove the pit, and scoop the avocado into the food processor. Process until the mixture is super smooth, then give it a taste and add more salt and pepper to taste. Set aside.

4. Halve the potatoes lengthwise. Using a melon baller, scoop out a hole in each potato to make it resemble the white part of a deviled egg. Set the potato halves on a serving tray as you go.

5. Scoop up to a tablespoon of the avocado mixture into each of the potato halves.

6. Sprinkle the tops with the crumbled bacon bits. You can serve them immediately or refrigerate until ready. Voilà—green eggs and ham!




Martha’s Artichoke Dip

• MAKES 8 SERVINGS •

When Martha Hockman, one of our oldest family friends, would visit us, she’d ask, “Can I bring anything?”

The answer was always “Yes, that artichoke thing!”

The secret ingredient that makes it so fantastic? Hot mayo.

Today we keep a couple cans of artichokes and chilies in the cupboard just in case somebody stops by and we want to impress them by making them think we’ve been cooking all afternoon.

The problem with this recipe is not how it tastes; it’s who you invite to eat it. This is all about trust, because you want somebody who won’t double-dip. I have accused many a child of double-dipping, to which they always respond, “I’m using the other end of the cracker, Dad.” Seems reasonable, but just know who you invite into your hot mayo dip. You don’t want to get paranoid about that guest with the sniffles. Am I right?



       Two 14-ounce cans artichoke hearts, drained

       Two 4-ounce cans diced green chilies

       1 cup high-quality mayonnaise (Duke’s is our favorite)

       2 cups + 2 tablespoons grated Parmesan cheese

       Paprika, for garnish

       Crackers, for serving

1. Preheat the oven to 350°F.

2. In a large bowl, combine the artichokes, chilies, mayo, and 2 cups Parmesan. Mix thoroughly, then transfer the mixture to an 8 x 8-inch baking pan. Sprinkle with the remaining 2 tablespoons Parm and a couple shakes of paprika.

3. Bake until the top is golden brown, 30 to 40 minutes.

4. Serve warm with your favorite dipping crackers.
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