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		My Grandmother’s Peppers and Eggplants

		I can trace all of my food memories back to one moment. I was in first grade, still the new kid in Philadelphia, still trying to learn English and forget Hebrew. After school one day, I opened the front door of my house and was hit by the scent of roasting eggplants and sweet peppers. I knew immediately what that smell meant: my grandparents were visiting from Israel, and my safta, my grandmother Matilda, was cooking. For the next month, I would get the feeling of family and closeness that, at that point in my life, I didn’t otherwise have.
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		·

		WHEN I WAS FIVE, everything in my world shifted, so much that I have very little recollection of what came before that year. I have snapshot memories of our life in Israel: a glimpse of a neighbor who took me under her wing when I was being punished for disobedience; a brief image of my older sister, Anit, going to school. But when I was four, my mother, sister, and I moved from Israel to the United States to join my father, who’d come a couple of years earlier. We flew to Philadelphia on my birthday, December 8. I got in trouble on the plane ride over for stealing sodas—more than half a dozen different cans—from the galley and hiding them under my seat.

		My mother, Aliza, didn’t want to come to America. Her life, her parents, her world were in Israel. The only consolation was that her sister had moved to Philadelphia before us. But for my father, Alex, this was the fulfillment of a longtime dream, ever since his childhood in Romania. That dream propelled him through several hard years at first in Pennsylvania, struggling to piece together odd jobs, not speaking the language. He was able to get more stable work through overhearing some men talking in Hungarian—the language of his youth—at a diner and introducing himself to them. At that moment, he was down to his last few dollars. They owned some kind of machine-repair business and gave him a job. He was able to save enough money to bring the rest of us over.
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			ROASTED PEPPERS AND EGGPLANTS

		

		That first year, living in an apartment building in Northeast Philly, was a rough one. I remember arguments, shouting. A year later, I was told we were moving to a new house in Narberth, a suburb of Philadelphia, just minutes away from where my aunt Debbie, my mom’s older sister, and her family lived. It was only when we were getting in the car to leave that I realized my father wasn’t coming with us. He was going to a different house.

		After that, my life became solitary. My mom was now on her own, trying to support two little kids. We were able to afford the house we’d moved into because Aunt Debbie had bought it for us. My saba, my mother’s father, Nissim, had helped organize that from Israel. We were completely alienated from my father. At one point, we got an answering machine, and we weren’t allowed to pick up the phone, in case it was my dad calling. My mom got two jobs—one selling tickets at a train station, the other in accounts payable at an oil firm—to try to make ends meet. This meant she was at work all the time. My sister, who’s five years older than me, took refuge at friends’ houses. I was often alone.

		This was why arriving home to the aroma of peppers and eggplants hit me so powerfully. Safta was charring vegetables on little metal grates set over the gas stovetop. Saba would lift me onto his shoulders, and Safta would give me tastes of all the dishes she’d been cooking. There would be a casserole dish of cabbage stuffed with ground beef and rice, stewed in tomato sauce. Next to it would be a tall pot stacked with stuffed grape leaves nestled together. A bowl of chopped cucumbers with yogurt, lime, and dill would be waiting for their drizzle of extra-virgin olive oil before being served. Another bowl, filled with chopped chicken liver, would be mixed with hard-boiled egg and diced red onion. Bulgarian sheep’s-milk yogurt would be hanging in a cheesecloth from the faucet over the kitchen sink. Golden oniony leek patties bound together with potato, breadcrumbs, and eggs would sit on paper-towel-lined platters. Sliced eggplant would be piled high on a platter after being breaded, pan-fried until crispy, and painted with a garlicky, caramelized tomato paste. One of my favorite things to do was to grab two pieces of white bread, spread them with Philadelphia cream cheese, and then slide one of those rounds of fried eggplant in between and eat it cold.

		I loved to eat these dishes. More than that, though, they meant that for the next few weeks, while my grandparents were in town, we would live a family life. Instead of being carted by taxi from elementary school to day care, I would be picked up by my saba in the car he’d bought for my mom, in which he’d taught her how to drive.

		And their visits meant I would cook with my safta. We would spend days together in the kitchen. “Peel these peppers and eggplants,” she would say. I sat there and peeled, and felt that life was better. I would fake being sick in order to skip school and spend more time with her in the kitchen. We had old radiators in our house; I’d stick the thermometer into one of them until it read 102 degrees or so. Then I would call down from my bedroom, “I can’t go to school! I’m really sick!” My safta would run up and look at the thermometer and say, “Oh my God, you have a fever!” And I would ask, “Can you make tomato soup with rice?” “Right away,” she would say, and run downstairs to start cooking. I would come down and sit with her in the kitchen, rewarded for my lie with a big bowl of warm tomato soup that she puréed with cream, having cooked the rice in the soup so that it was almost porridgey.
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			GRINDING KEBAB MEAT

		

		My safta was a caretaker; she knew how to make people feel better. For me it was through food, but for most people she knew, it was through medicine. She was a pharmacist who’d escaped Bulgaria after World War II and made her way to Jaffa in 1948, the year Israel was founded. She was a quiet person, more comfortable making people happy through her actions than through words. I felt warm and peaceful in her presence. In the kitchen, she would give me tastes of whatever she was making. She would guide my actions as I worked the hand-cranked meat grinder attached to our countertop with a C clamp. She would look over my shoulder as I cracked eggs and added allspice, paprika, and cumin to a bowl of raw lamb shoulder to make Bulgarian kebabs. She’d add a touch of baking soda to the meat mixture, which would lend the kebabs an almost bouncy texture. The scent of frying lamb would permeate the whole house for days. As the years went by, each time Safta and Saba would visit, it was always the same in the kitchen, though I kept getting taller and accumulating responsibilities along the way.
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			PURÉEING TOMATO SOUP

		

		LUTENITSA
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		The aroma of peppers and eggplant charring over an open flame is what made me fall in love with food. Intense but simple, it takes me back to that early feeling of being so nourished by my grandparents’ visits. It really doesn’t require a lot of skill; patience—in thoroughly charring the vegetables, then peeling them and slowly, gently cooking them into the most concentrated version of themselves—is more important than anything else you could add. Eat this dish with bread or on its own. It’s great companions with hummus (this page) or labneh dip (this page).

		YIELD: ABOUT 2 CUPS

		
			4 red bell peppers

			1 large (1-to-1½-pound) eggplant

			4 tablespoons extra-virgin olive oil, divided

			¼ cup tomato paste

			1 clove garlic, minced

			1 teaspoon Morton kosher salt

			¾ cup canned whole tomatoes with their juice

			2 tablespoons lightly packed fresh parsley leaves, chopped

		

		
				
				Set the peppers on their sides over high heat on a gas stovetop’s burners or grill so they’re exposed directly to the flame (you may want to line the burners with foil to prevent a mess, and if you’ve got one, use a small metal grate to keep the peppers from falling into the burner, so they char more evenly). Cook until that side is completely blackened, 3 to 4 minutes, then rotate; they’re done when they’re charred black all over. Remove from the heat, and set aside to cool.

				

				
				Use a fork to prick the eggplant a few times all over. It gives off a fair amount of liquid as it cooks, so lining your burner with foil as mentioned in step 1 makes for easy cleanup. Lay the eggplant on its side over the burner, as you did with the peppers, and cook over medium-high heat until the bottom is blistered and blackened with bits of papery white char. Rotate and keep cooking until the whole thing is uniformly charred—depending on your stove, this usually takes about 45 minutes. It’ll be ugly, and you’ll think you overcooked it. You didn’t. This is what gives it a ton of flavor and a creamy texture. Remove it from heat, and set aside to cool.

				

				
				When the peppers are cool enough to handle, use wet fingers to rub off all their papery, charred skin. Resist the urge to run them under water in the sink; although that lets you peel them faster, it also rinses away the smoky flavor you just built. Once the skins are removed, pull or cut out the stems, halve the peppers lengthwise, and scrape out all the seeds and any pith. Chop the peppers and set them aside; you should have about 1½  cups’ worth.

				

				
				Halve the eggplant lengthwise, and cut off the top. The inside should be creamy all the way to the center, but if it’s not, you can finish the job by placing the halved eggplant in a 375˚F oven for 5 to 10 minutes. Use a spoon to scoop out the flesh gently, taking care not to bring too much charred skin with it, and set it aside with the peppers; you should have about ¾  cup’s worth.

				

				
				Set a large skillet over medium heat, and add 2 tablespoons olive oil. Once it’s warm, add the tomato paste, and use a wooden spoon or spatula to break it up as much as you can, to build a toasty flavor.

				

				
				Once the olive oil is orange and the tomato paste doesn’t smell so raw, add the garlic and cook just until it starts to soften and smell great. Add the roasted peppers, eggplant, and the salt, and stir to incorporate. Roughly crush the canned tomatoes by hand, or chop them, then add them to the pan with their juice.

				

				
				Reduce the heat to low, and cook, uncovered, for about 1 hour. You want the mixture really to dry out, thicken, and kind of slump into itself. Stir it occasionally to scrape up the brown bits and prevent the bottom of the pan from burning. It’s done when it tastes sweet and deeply caramelized. Set it aside, and cool to room temperature. To serve: scatter with parsley and drizzle on the remaining 2 tablespoons olive oil.

				

		

		WATERMELON AND FETA SALAD WITH HARISSA
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		This is a great salad for the hottest days of summer, when you barely want to move, let alone cook. Feta and watermelon complement each other perfectly: salty and sweet, creamy and crisp, briny and fresh. You might’ve seen that before. The harissa is really what makes this special, bringing out the best of both and adding a whole new dimension, a darker, ruddier flavor, to the mix. If you’ve already made the harissa, you can assemble this dish in 5 minutes, but even if you make it specifically for this dish, it’s the only thing that’ll take any of your attention, and the rest is quick. (And if you’re using a store-bought harissa, it’ll likely be a more concentrated paste, so use only 2 to 3 tablespoons, according to taste, and add an extra tablespoon of olive oil.)

		YIELD: 4 TO 6 SERVINGS

		
			About 4 pounds watermelon, skin on

			¼ cup harissa (this page)

			3 tablespoons extra-virgin olive oil

			1 tablespoon white-wine vinegar

			1¼ cups walnut pieces, toasted, divided

			3 tablespoons lightly packed fresh parsley leaves

			1½ cups crumbled sheep’s-milk feta, preferably Bulgarian

		

		
				
				Use a sharp knife to cut the watermelon into 1-to-2-inch slices, then trim off the rind and gently scrape away any seeds before cutting it into chunks; you want to have about 3 quarts total. Stick the chopped melon in a colander to drain while you prepare the rest.

				

				
				In a large salad bowl, combine the harissa with the olive oil and white-wine vinegar. Finely chop ¼  cup walnuts and add them, too; stir it all to combine.

				

				
				Add the watermelon to the salad bowl. Roughly chop the remaining cup of walnuts and the parsley; scatter it with the feta all over the watermelon, using your hands to toss gently. Serve this right away—when it’s allowed to sit, the watermelon gives off a lot of juices that dilute all the great flavors in the dressing.

				

		

		FRIED EGGPLANT WITH CARAMELIZED TOMATO AND GOAT CHEESE
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		Like the best eggplant Parmesan, this is all about the textures: soft whipped cheese to mimic the eggplant’s creamy center and balance its crisp crust. Don’t stress about finding the perfect mix of herbs—as long as they’re fresh and you have about 1 tablespoon chopped, you can use any kind or combination that you like. The result is similar to Boursin, which would be a great substitute; you could also use 4 ounces of only cream cheese or only goat cheese if you don’t have both.

		The tomato sauce is this recipe’s secret weapon. Look in your fridge or pantry: I bet there’s a can or tube of tomato paste hiding behind all the other jars. Safta taught me about transforming this humble staple into a higher version of itself by making it an herb-infused pesto of sorts—call it paste-o! Once you try it and get initiated to that inimitably savory, caramelized, concentrated tomato flavor, you’ll be looking for every chance to use it. Don’t stop here; toss it with pasta or whip it into soup. Both the herbed cheese and the paste-o can be made a couple hours ahead and left at room temperature until it’s time to eat.

		YIELD: 4 TO 6 SERVINGS

		
			3 sprigs fresh thyme

			1 small sprig fresh rosemary

			2 fresh sage leaves

			¼ cup (2 ounces) cream cheese, softened

			¼ cup (2 ounces) goat cheese, softened

			1¼ teaspoons Morton kosher salt, divided

			3 tablespoons extra-virgin olive oil

			1 clove garlic, minced

			2 tablespoons lightly packed fresh parsley leaves, chopped, plus more for garnish

			½ cup tomato paste

			½ cup all-purpose flour

			3 eggs

			3 tablespoons water

			1½ cups fresh breadcrumbs or panko

			1 medium (about ¾-pound) eggplant

			1 cup canola oil

		

		
				
				Pull the leaves from the thyme and rosemary, mince them with the sage, then mash them into the cheeses with ¼  teaspoon salt and set aside.

				

				
				To make the “paste-o”: Put the olive oil, garlic, and parsley in a nonstick skillet, then turn the heat to low and bring it up nice and slow, which will keep the garlic from getting too brown and bitter. It’s ready when it smells like garlic bread; the parsley will be a deep, dark green.

				

				
				Add the tomato paste and ½  teaspoon salt, and break it up with your spoon as best you can; at first it won’t want to cooperate, but gradually it will start to melt. Continue to cook over low heat, stirring occasionally, for 5 or 6 minutes, until it’s broken down and smells nicely caramelized. Set it aside.

				

				
				Combine the flour with the last ½  teaspoon salt, and put the mixture in a shallow bowl. Beat the eggs with the water, and put them in another shallow bowl. Put the breadcrumbs in a third shallow bowl.

				

				
				Trim the ends from the eggplant, and cut it into roughly ¾-inch slices. Line a plate with paper towels, and put the canola oil in a large skillet over medium heat. Test the oil by dropping in a couple breadcrumbs: it’s ready when they sizzle as soon as they hit the pan, but too hot if they immediately brown.

				

				
				Working in batches of four or five slices, dredge the eggplant first in the flour, patting off any excess; then in the eggs; and finally in the breadcrumbs, gently patting them into an even crust that clings to each piece.

				

				
				Add the slices to the pan in batches, making sure they’re not too crowded. Fry, flipping occasionally, until both sides get crispy and brown and the eggplant is creamy at the center, 5 or 6 minutes total. Move to the lined plate to drain any excess oil, and continue with the remaining slices of eggplant until you’ve cooked them all.

				

				
				When the fried eggplant has cooled slightly, smear each slice with a thin layer of tomato “paste-o,” then dollop the herbed cheese on top. Sprinkle generously with parsley before serving, and eat the eggplant while it’s warm.
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			TOMATO “PASTE-O”!

		

		TOMATO SOUP WITH RICE

		People call chicken soup with rice “the Jewish grandmother’s prescription,” a cure for whatever ails you (or whatever you’re pretending ails you). This vegetarian version may be even more so; it just makes you feel good. A word of advice: if your child tries to stay home from school and sucker you into making it, verify his or her internal temperature before proceeding. This is a real celebration of good tomatoes, and if you have a surplus in the summer, you can purée and stockpile them in the freezer until there’s enough for a batch. You can also substitute two 28-ounce cans of whole tomatoes.

		YIELD: 6 TO 8 SERVINGS

		
			4 pounds very ripe tomatoes

			½ cup extra-virgin olive oil, plus more for serving

			1 large yellow onion, thinly sliced

			1 clove garlic, thinly sliced

			1 tablespoon Morton kosher salt

			1 dried bay leaf

			1 star anise pod

			1 teaspoon Aleppo pepper

			1 tablespoon sweet paprika

			¼ cup tomato paste

			2 cups water

			⅓ cup jasmine rice

		

		
				
				Use a paring knife to cut the cores out of the tomatoes. Roughly chop the tomatoes and purée them in a blender or food processor, in batches if necessary.

				

				
				Put the olive oil in a large, heavy-bottomed pot over medium heat. Once it’s warm, add the onion, garlic, and salt. Stir occasionally so the onion slices sweat and soften, but don’t let them build any color.

				

				
				When the vegetables are translucent and soft, add the bay leaf, star anise, Aleppo, and sweet paprika. Give everything a good stir, and toast the spices for a minute or two, until they’re super-fragrant. Add the tomato paste, and stir to combine, letting it toast and build flavor for another couple of minutes.

				

				
				Add the puréed tomatoes and water, and increase the heat to high. Bring everything up to a boil, skim off any foam (being careful not to strain out the spices), and decrease the heat to medium-low. Cook for 10 minutes, until it’s just starting to thicken.

				

				
				Meanwhile, rinse the rice in a sieve until the water runs clear. Be thorough here, or the starch can gum up the soup. Once the soup has thickened a bit, add the rice to the pot and let it simmer away, stirring occasionally, until the rice is cooked, 20 to 30 minutes.

				

				
				Before you serve the soup, fish out the spices (or make it a game and see who finds them in the bowls). Finish each bowl with a drizzle of olive oil.
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		BULGARIAN LAMB KEBABS
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		A little like meatballs, a little like burgers, a little like dumplings, these kebabs have the best qualities of each. Unlike Greek kebabs, which have large chunks of meat on a skewer, these are made of tender ground meat. My favorite part—the most special thing about them—is their impossibly soft, almost springy texture in the center, not dry and crumbly the way so many meatballs are. A few things contribute to this: the bread and fatty meat for moisture, the tiniest pinch of baking soda for lift, and powdered milk, which retains forty times its weight in liquid and essentially traps every drop of the meat’s juices. With texture this good, the flavors of the spices shine through; I remember the smell of cumin and paprika permeating the entire house as my safta fried them up.

		You typically see these cooked over coals, or “al ha’esh,” in the Bulgarian neighborhoods of Israel. That’s how I do it now, but there are also directions for making them on the stovetop as Safta does—you’ll have excellent kebabs either way. If you have trouble finding lamb or are worried its flavor will be too strong, a good, fatty beef brisket would work just as well. Grinding it yourself is the best way to make sure it tastes great and fresh, but you can ask most butchers to grind it for you at the counter.

		YIELD: 4 TO 6 SERVINGS

		
			3 slices soft white or whole-wheat bread

			½ cup buttermilk

			1½ pounds ground lamb

			½ yellow onion, finely chopped

			1½ teaspoons Morton kosher salt

			1 tablespoon smoked paprika

			1 tablespoon ground cumin

			1 teaspoon freshly ground black pepper

			⅛ teaspoon baking soda

			½ cup plus 2 tablespoons lightly packed fresh parsley leaves, divided

			½ cup milk powder

			½ cup canola oil (for stovetop option only)

			½ cup all-purpose flour (for stovetop option only)

			¼ cup prepared tahini (this page)

			2 tablespoons extra-virgin olive oil

			2 tablespoons lightly packed fresh cilantro leaves

		

		
				
				Cut the bread into ½-inch pieces and toss it with the buttermilk in a large bowl until each piece is moistened. Add the lamb, onion, salt, spices, and baking soda; chop ½  cup parsley leaves, and add them as well. Sift the powdered milk evenly over the mixture, and combine it all with your hands, a potato masher, or a spatula, mixing it thoroughly but taking care not to manhandle the mixture.

				

				
				Scoop the mixture into ½-cup mounds and shape it into logs that are 4 or 5 inches long (you’ll have eight to ten kebabs). Place them on a plate, cover loosely in plastic, and refrigerate for at least 30 minutes; this gives the fat in the lamb a chance to firm up before it cooks, so it keeps its integrity.

				

				
				If you’re grilling the kebabs, heat the grill until the fire has burned out but the coals are white-hot. (The fire needs to die down before you cook, or else the fat from the kebabs could melt and make it flare up.) Place each kebab directly on the grill, and cook for 3 to 4 minutes, until they’re deeply golden with a nice crust, then turn and cook for another 2 to 3 minutes. Cut into one; it should be cooked through but still very juicy.

				

				
				If you’re not grilling the kebabs, heat your oven to 400˚F, and add the canola oil to a large ovenproof skillet over high heat. Put the flour in a wide, shallow bowl, and set it aside. Test the oil by dropping a pinch of flour into the pan; you’re ready to cook when it sizzles right away but doesn’t immediately turn brown.

				

				
				Lightly dredge the kebabs in flour, one at a time, so all sides are coated, patting them gently between your hands to reshape them and shake off any excess flour. Lay them side by side in the pan and decrease the heat to medium. Cook these in batches if you need to; it’s important that the pan doesn’t get overcrowded.

				

				
				Let the kebabs cook, undisturbed, for 5 to 6 minutes, or until the bottoms are a deep golden-brown. Flip them, and immediately transfer the skillet to the oven. Bake for 7 to 8 minutes, until they’re no longer pink in the middle.

				

				
				Move the kebabs to a serving platter, and drizzle the tahini and olive oil over them. Chop the cilantro and remaining 2 tablespoons parsley, and scatter them over the tops.
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		Show-and-Tell Borekas

		The hardest part of going to school was my name. “Alon” means “oak tree” in Hebrew. My mom, my aunt and uncle, my sister—they all pronounced my name the way we had in Israel: “Ah-LUN.” But when I started school in the United States, I’d tell people my name and they’d call me “Alone.” No one could get it right, and it made me really self-conscious. So I changed the pronunciation to “Ah-LAWN,” and that stuck. It took me a while to speak English well. My English-language skills were learned from watching Elmo talk about the alphabet. As a child, I had Cookie Monster’s accent.

		I was bullied in school, starting when I was five. A kid who lived down the street from me was my archenemy, following me off the school bus and pushing me into the snow. That kept up until around second grade, when I began hitting back. I was brazen; I wasn’t afraid to pick up a huge stick and whack some kid over the head with it, or even pull a knife on somebody. There were a few times in grade school when the police showed up at our house after I’d beaten the crap out of someone. I didn’t know how to express myself. We were a poor family, living on the edge of one of the wealthiest communities in the country. I would go to school with millionaires’ kids while my mom struggled to keep us fed and clothed.
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		I kept hoping, though, that people would see beyond that and get a glimpse of who I really was. One day in second grade, we were given an assignment to bring something into class for show-and-tell that would demonstrate who we were, tell our story. I decided to make borekas, so that everyone would realize that being Israeli is cool.

		Borekas were one of my favorite foods. They were a dish my family had always cooked: warm, flaky pastries stuffed with feta cheese, black pepper, and occasionally spinach, then brushed with golden egg yolk and sesame seeds. I’d make them with my mother and grandmother, carefully rolling out the dough, spreading it with butter, folding it again, chilling it, and repeating that process. Each fold produced more tender, buttery layers. Finally, we’d fold the pastry into a triangle, stuff it with the salty feta and black pepper, and seal the edges with the back of a fork to ensure that none of the cheese would leak out. The assignment came during one of my safta’s visits to Philadelphia, and I asked her to set me up to make the borekas for show-and-tell.

		The next morning, I grabbed the bag she’d prepared from the fridge and headed straight to school. It was only when I arrived and began laying out my ingredients that I realized it would be a disaster. I had no feta cheese, no spinach, only puff pastry and eggs. There wasn’t even an oven in which to bake them! I was doomed. When my turn came, I stood there in front of all the other students, fumbling with my story of why I loved this dish that no one could taste. I didn’t even have pre-made borekas to pass around. Sitting back down, I internally berated myself. How will anyone ever understand me now?

		As I think back on it today, I don’t know whether I simply missed other bags of ingredients my safta had prepared, or if she was trying to teach me a lesson. But whether she intended it or not, one message stuck from that first, failed cooking demonstration: Get your shit together. Take responsibility for your assignments. It was a lesson I’d have to keep learning for years to come.
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			TOP TO BOTTOM: EVERYTHING BOREKAS, POTATO AND EGG BOREKA TART, SWEET TAHINI BOREKAS

		

		[image: Plan Ahead]BOREKA DOUGH

		Borekas—stuffed puff pastry—were something that I adored as a child and still love today. They were always just sitting on the table, ready to snack on. This “rough puff” method cuts out some of the steps that you’ll see in making traditional puff-pastry dough but yields comparable results. Laminate doughs can be intimidating if you’ve never made them, but as long as you’ve got patience, it’s hard to screw them up. Here’s what’s nonnegotiable: the dough needs to be kept cold (to prevent the butter from melting), and you need to keep the ends square (so the layers puff up evenly). It helps to keep everything cold, including your mixing bowl with the measured flour and salt. Beyond that, the timeline is actually really flexible; the dough can be prepared in the course of one day of downtime at home, or stop and go, throughout a busy weekend. It also freezes flawlessly, so, if you’re feeling motivated, make some now and save it for a rainy day.

		YIELD: ABOUT 3 POUNDS

		
			20 ounces (5 sticks) unsalted butter, cold

			5¼ cups (630 grams) all-purpose flour, plus more for dusting

			1½ teaspoons Morton kosher salt

			4 teaspoons canola oil

			4 teaspoons distilled white vinegar

			1¼ cups club soda, cold, plus more as needed

		

		
				
				Cut the butter into slices ¼  to ½  inch thick. Spread them in a layer on a plate or baking sheet, and refrigerate until they’re very firm, at least 1 hour.

				

				
				Meanwhile, combine the flour and salt in a large mixing bowl (preferably the bowl of your stand mixer) and keep it in the freezer. Gradually stir the butter into the flour mixture, with the paddle attachment on low speed, or with a pastry cutter, until the smallest chunks are pea-sized and the larger pieces have broken down a bit.

				

				
				Pour in the canola oil and vinegar, then gradually add the club soda and continue to mix until a rough dough forms; make sure you scrape the sides of the bowl periodically to moisten the flour at the bottom. There will still be distinct pieces of butter and dry bits of flour, so gauge whether it’s ready by pinching pieces between your hands; it’s done when it starts to clump together. If it’s still too dry, add more club soda 1 tablespoon at a time, but be careful that the dough doesn’t get too wet.

				

				
				Spread a piece of parchment at least 18 inches long on your work surface, then dust it with flour. Empty the dough onto it and, using a light touch and the heels of your hands, shape it into a rectangle about 2 inches thick. Be careful not to let the butter start melting on you: a decisive touch will get the job done faster, so don’t linger with it. Fold the sides of the parchment around it to seal, then wrap the whole thing tightly in plastic, and refrigerate for at least 2 hours, until it’s very cold throughout. You can store it like this for as long as a couple days before proceeding.

				

				
				On a floured surface, roll the chilled dough into a rectangle about 12 by 18 inches; use the sides of your hands or a bench scraper to square off the edges so they stay neat and even, and dust with more flour as needed to keep the dough from getting sticky. Fold it in thirds, as you would a letter (a bench scraper is helpful here, to help you lift and manipulate the dough), then glide your rolling pin lengthwise along the dough once or twice, just to smooth out any air pockets. Fold it in half crosswise, wrap it in plastic, and refrigerate for at least 1 hour.

				

				
				This process—rolling, folding, and chilling—constitutes one “turn” in the process of making laminated dough. Do it two more times, then cut the dough in half and wrap each piece tightly in plastic. Allow the dough to chill in the refrigerator for at least 4 hours, until it’s thoroughly cold throughout, before you use it in a recipe. If you prefer, you can store it in the freezer until you’re ready to use it, then let it thaw completely in the fridge.

				

		

		EVERYTHING BOREKAS

		Feta and kashkaval make these creamy and mild with just the right amount of salt. Sesame seeds or poppy seeds alone will give you the same great, subtle crunch if you don’t want to mix up the topping, and if you can’t track down kashkaval, any good-quality sharp provolone does the trick.

		YIELD: 12 BOREKAS

		
			1 cup crumbled sheep’s-milk feta, preferably Bulgarian

			¾ cup grated kashkaval or provolone cheese

			1 egg

			½ teaspoon freshly ground black pepper

			All-purpose flour, for dusting

			1½ pounds boreka dough (preceding recipe) or store-bought puff pastry

			Water, for sealing

			1 tablespoon sesame seeds

			1 tablespoon poppy seeds

			1½ teaspoons dried onion flakes

			1½ teaspoons dried garlic flakes

			1½ teaspoons Maldon or other flaky sea salt

			1 egg yolk

			2 teaspoons milk

		

		
				
				To make the filling: Stir together the cheeses, egg, and black pepper, mashing them with your spoon or spatula just until they’re incorporated. Set the mixture aside until you’re ready to fill the dough.

				

				
				Line a baking sheet with parchment paper. Generously dust flour over a work surface, your rolling pin, and the dough; if it’s so cold that it’s impossible to work with, let the dough sit at room temperature for 5 or 10 minutes. Roll it into a rectangle a little bigger than 12 by 16 inches, about ¼  inch thick; dust with flour as needed, flipping the dough occasionally so it doesn’t stick, and keep the edges neat. Trim away any uneven edges.

				

				
				Dust off any excess flour, and brush a little water over the dough. Cut it in thirds lengthwise, then make four even cuts crosswise, to get twelve 4-inch squares. Spoon 1 heaping tablespoon of filling into the center of each one, wrap the dough around the filling to make a triangle, and firmly pinch the edges to seal. Arrange the borekas on the lined baking sheet, and refrigerate for at least 30 minutes.

				

				
				When you’re ready to bake, heat the oven to 450˚F with a rack in the center of the oven. Make the everything-bagel topping by combining the sesame seeds, poppy seeds, dried onion flakes, dried garlic flakes, and flaky sea salt. In a separate bowl, beat together the egg yolk and milk.

				

				
				With the tines of a fork, crimp the chilled borekas’ edges well, so they’re completely sealed. Brush the egg wash all over their tops, and sprinkle each one with about ½  teaspoon of the bagel seasoning. Bake for 10 minutes, then decrease the heat to 400˚F, rotate the pan, and bake for another 15 or 20 minutes, until they’re deeply golden all over. Serve warm, or cool to room temperature and store in an airtight container for a day or two. These reheat beautifully in a 400˚F oven for 5 minutes.

				

		

		POTATO AND EGG BOREKA TART

		This is my take on one of my favorite snacks in the Jerusalem market. It’s got essentially the same ingredients, but I’ve transitioned it from the market to the breakfast table: it looks beautiful as the centerpiece of a big spread. If you haven’t yet had a breakfast party, this will be a reason to start. You can make and fill the whole thing the night before, so it comes together quickly in the morning; it reheats beautifully at 400˚F in 5 to 8 minutes. Feel free to add as many or few of the toppings as you like—it’s so good that it can stand on its own as a simple and unadorned potato boreka. Prepared tahini and harissa, if you’ve got them on hand or don’t mind making them, are the traditional accompaniments and will transport you right to Israel.

		YIELD: 8 TO 10 SERVINGS

		
			½ pound Yukon Gold potato (about 1 medium)

			2 quarts water, plus more for boiling the eggs

			¼ cup plus 1 tablespoon milk, divided

			2 tablespoons unsalted butter

			½ teaspoon Morton kosher salt

			All-purpose flour, for dusting

			1½ pounds boreka dough (this page) or store-bought puff pastry

			Ice water for an ice bath

			3 eggs

			1 egg yolk

			¼ red onion

			8 cornichons

			2 teaspoons lightly packed fresh parsley leaves

			⅓ cup prepared tahini (this page), optional

			1 tablespoon harissa (this page), optional

		

		
				
				Peel the potato, cut it into 1-to-2-inch chunks, and add them to a large saucepan with 2 quarts water. Bring to a boil over high heat, then reduce the heat to medium and simmer until the potato pieces are tender and almost crumble when pierced with a fork, 10 to 12 minutes.

				

				
				While the potato cooks, heat ¼  cup milk with the butter and salt in the microwave, or in another saucepan over very low heat until the butter melts and the milk is warm.

				

				
				Drain the potato well, combine the chunks with the warm milk and butter, and use a potato masher or fork to mash them until they’re very smooth. (If you have a food mill or potato ricer, you can instead pass the potato through that before adding the milk mixture.) The potato will be looser than you’re used to, which is important, so you can spread it on the pastry without tearing the dough. Let it cool completely at room temperature.

				

				
				Line a baking sheet with parchment paper, and generously dust a work surface, your rolling pin, and the dough with flour. If it’s too cold to work with, let it soften slightly, just for around 10 minutes, at room temperature. Cut it in half, and roll each piece into a 10-by-14-inch rectangle of ¼-inch thickness, as evenly sized as possible; to keep the dough from softening or sticking to the counter, loosen its edges with a bench scraper or thin spatula as you work, occasionally flip it, and sprinkle flour as needed.

				

				
				Wipe away any excess flour, and lift one piece of dough onto the lined baking sheet for assembly. Leaving a 1-inch border, spread the mashed potato over it. Place the other half over the top, and use the tines of a fork to crimp the edges and seal it. Trim away any jagged edges and refrigerate it for at least 1 hour.

				

				
				Meanwhile, fill a pot with water and bring it to a boil; fill a separate bowl with ice water for an ice bath. Boil the eggs in their shells for 9 minutes, then plunge them into the ice bath to cool completely.

				

				
				Heat the oven to 425˚F. Beat the remaining tablespoon of milk with the egg yolk. Brush this all over the top of the pastry, and prick it a few times with a fork. Bake for 15 minutes before decreasing the heat to 375˚F and rotating the pan. Continue to bake for another 10 to 15 minutes, until it’s deeply golden and puffed up.

				

				
				Peel the eggs, and quarter them lengthwise; thinly slice the onion, halve the cornichons lengthwise, and chop the parsley. With the tart still warm, scatter these ingredients on top of the tart with dollops of the tahini and harissa if you’re using them. Serve warm. You can make the tart a day in advance, store it in the

				

		

		
		
		
		
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
		

		
				
				
				

				
				
				

				
				
				

				
				
				

				
				
				

				
				
				

		

	
		BAHARAT

		
			[image: ]
		

		Baharat” simply means “spice” in Arabic. Think of it almost like a fancy pumpkin-pie spice—it has the same warmth, dimension, and soulful richness—though that would imply it has boundaries, limited to desserts or to the autumn, whereas really it’s got a home in everything from tabbouleh to halvah lattes. Use a good grinder—something that can work through the papery skins on the cardamom, which I keep intentionally, because they balance the otherwise domineering cardamom scent. If your spice grinder isn’t up to the challenge, use only the seeds from twelve pods.

		YIELD: ABOUT ½ CUP

		
			6 heaping tablespoons whole allspice berries

			1 teaspoon whole black peppercorns

			¼ teaspoon whole cumin seeds

			48 cardamom pods

			28 whole cloves

			2 small dried rosebuds

			2 tablespoons ground cinnamon

			2 teaspoons Aleppo pepper

			1½ teaspoons finely grated nutmeg

		

		
				
				Grind the whole spices and rosebuds together (in batches, if need be) until they’re a powder. Stir to combine with the cinnamon, Aleppo pepper, and nutmeg. Stored in an airtight container, this will keep for 1 month at room temperature or for 6 months in the freezer.

				

		

		DUQQA
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		Use any spices and any nuts you’d like; if you pound them together, you can technically call them “duqqa,” which translates in Arabic to “to pound.” That’s exactly what happens with all the ingredients. The very slow frying of the garlic and shallot makes for something special—it mellows and enhances their sweetness, crisping them up with zero bitterness—so do be patient. Put it anywhere you want a burst of flavor and great crunch. Save the oil you cook the shallots and garlic in; it’s lovely drizzled on salads or anything else you like.

		YIELD: ABOUT 2 CUPS

		
			1 head garlic

			1 large shallot

			¾ cup extra-virgin olive oil

			1 cup raw pistachios

			2 tablespoons whole coriander seeds

			2 tablespoons black sesame seeds

			2 tablespoons white sesame seeds, toasted

			1½ tablespoons whole pink peppercorns

			1 tablespoon Maldon or other flaky sea salt

			2 teaspoons ground sumac

			2 teaspoons Aleppo pepper

		

		
				
				Heat the oven to 325˚F. Leaving the cloves intact, peel the garlic, trim the ends of each clove, and slice them as thinly and evenly as you can. Trim both ends of the shallot, halve it lengthwise, and thinly slice it, too. Place both in a cold pan with the olive oil, and set it over low heat until they’re a deep, even golden, 30 to 40 minutes; stir occasionally, to make sure the heat circulates evenly. This is how they build flavor without any bitterness, so don’t try to speed it up with a higher flame.

				

				
				Roast the pistachios on a rimmed baking sheet while the garlic and shallots cook. Remove them from the oven when they’re fragrant, after 7 minutes or so.

				

				
				Line a plate with paper towels. Strain the garlic and shallots over a clean bowl, and spread them on the plate in an even layer to drain. Wipe out the pan, and fill it with the oil from the bowl along with the coriander seeds, black sesame seeds, and white sesame seeds. Toast, still over low heat, until they’re crunchy and aromatic, another 8 minutes or so. Drain on the same plate as the shallots and garlic.

				

				
				Add the shallots, garlic, and seeds to a large ziplock bag with the nuts, pink peppercorns, salt, sumac, and Aleppo pepper. Pound the mixture with a rolling pin or mallet, just until everything is roughly crushed. (If you prefer a more homogeneous texture, chop the nuts by hand before you add them to the bag.)

				

		

		HARISSA
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		Harissa is a thick, tangy, deep-red chili paste, a familiar condiment across North Africa that came to Israel via the Tunisians, Libyans, Algerians, and Moroccans. You can buy harissa at the store, and if there’s a brand that you already know you like, feel free to use it. Making it yourself, though, gives you the chance to use the best spices and peppers.

		I like to stir in some of the olive oil by hand so that it doesn’t perfectly emulsify. That gives you versatility: you can use the whole sauce, or skim off some of the hot oil from the top. If you can’t find guajillo peppers, use four additional ancho peppers.

		YIELD: ABOUT 1 CUP

		
			Water, for the peppers

			15 dried árbol chili peppers

			2 dried guajillo chili peppers

			1 dried ancho chili pepper

			1 tablespoon whole cumin seeds

			1½ teaspoons whole coriander seeds

			2 large cloves garlic, crushed

			2 tablespoons lemon juice

			1 tablespoon white-wine vinegar

			1 teaspoon Morton kosher salt

			1½ teaspoons smoked paprika

			1 tablespoon tomato paste

			¾ cup olive oil, divided

		

		
				
				Fill a small saucepan with water, and bring it to a boil. Add all the dried peppers, and remove from the heat. Cover, and steep for at least 1 hour, or until the water has completely cooled.

				

				
				Strain the peppers and, with a paring knife, trim away the stems and split them lengthwise. Scrape away their seeds and any of the stringy pith inside; wearing latex gloves will keep your fingertips from burning. Be sure to get rid of all the seeds and pith, or else the harissa will be crazy spicy. Add to the bowl of a food processor, and set aside.

				

				
				Toast the cumin and coriander in a small skillet over low heat, stirring occasionally, for about 3 minutes, until you start to smell them. Crush them with a mortar and pestle, or in a ziplock bag with a meat mallet, to release all their aromas.

				

				
				Add the garlic, lemon juice, vinegar, salt, paprika, and tomato paste to the peppers in the food processor, and combine. Once everything is blitzed together, stream in ½  cup olive oil.

				

				
				Scrape the sauce into a container, and stir in the remaining ¼  cup olive oil by hand. This last addition lingers on the surface and absorbs all the flavors around it. Harissa keeps for months in the fridge, and once you start using it, you’ll find it has a home on just about everything. With its smoky heat, it’s one of the best “hot sauces” around.

				

		

		HAWAIJ

		Sometimes called “soup spice,” this hits all the same notes: it’s savory, hearty, warm, just bright enough to keep you coming back for more. As with baharat, it’s important to start with whole spices to achieve the most balanced flavor.

		YIELD: ABOUT ½ CUP

		
			2½ tablespoons whole cumin seeds

			2 teaspoons whole black peppercorns

			24 whole cardamom pods

			14 whole cloves

			¼ cup ground turmeric

			2 teaspoons grated Persian lime

		

		
				
				Grind the cumin, black pepper, cardamom, and cloves (in batches if need be), and then combine them with the turmeric and Persian lime. Stored in an airtight container, this will keep for 1 month at room temperature or for 6 months in the freezer.

				

		

		HERB SALT
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		It feels like money in the bank when you’ve got this in your freezer. It’s a great way to put stray herbs to use—adapt the quantities of each to whatever’s available in your fridge or garden—and you can use it to deliver fresh herb flavor to everything from salad and roasted vegetables to chicken, duck, pork, or fish.

		YIELD: ABOUT ½ CUP

		
			½ cup Morton kosher salt

			1 cup lightly packed fresh parsley leaves

			¼ cup lightly packed fresh thyme leaves

			¼ cup lightly packed fresh rosemary leaves

			¼ cup lightly packed fresh sage leaves

		

		
				
				Run everything in a food processor until it’s all finely and evenly chopped. To keep the salt bright green, with that same fresh, lively flavor, store it in a ziplock bag in the freezer; it will last for months.

				

		

		PREPARED TAHINI

		
			[image: ]
		

		With its earthy sesame depth, brightened up by lemon and garlic, this is like an Israeli version of mayonnaise (not to be confused with tahini mayo, this page) or good butter. It adds a mild yet savory dimension anywhere you put it. When we hit a creative roadblock while developing a new menu item at Shaya, we often daydream about drizzling it with prepared tahini. It’s a natural fit with classic hummus (this page).

		YIELD: ABOUT 3 CUPS

		
			¼ cup lemon juice

			2 cloves garlic, crushed

			1½ cups raw tahini

			1 teaspoon Morton kosher salt

			1¼ cups ice water, plus more as needed

		

		
				
				Combine the lemon juice and garlic in a nonreactive bowl; set it aside for 30 minutes to steep.

				

				
				Meanwhile, whip the tahini with a stand mixer or an electric mixer on high speed for about 10 minutes, until it’s glossy and light, like cake batter. It’s nearly impossible to overwhip it, so feel free to spend a little time here.

				

				
				Strain the lemon juice. Decrease the mixer’s speed to medium, and add the juice and salt; the tahini will seize up at first, but don’t freak out! Keep whipping it at medium speed and it will be incorporated.

				

				
				When the tahini has a uniformly tacky, almost fudgy consistency, add the ice water, about ¼  cup at a time, and increase the speed to high. At first, the sauce may seize up again and look almost curdled, but keep adding the ice water, whipping well after each addition. It will smooth itself out and should look like a thick mousse. Every tahini is different; if, after you’ve added all the water, it’s still too thick, keep adding water by the tablespoon until it lightens up.

				

				
				Prepared tahini will stay good for about 2 days in the fridge. If you’re making it in advance, let it warm up just slightly on the counter, and whip in 1 to 2 tablespoons ice water to restore some of its lightness.

				

		

		PRESERVED LEMON VINAIGRETTE

		Of all salad dressings, this one could be my staple. Preserved lemon gives funk, brightness, and salty depth all at once; it’s surprisingly versatile, and its brash flavors mellow out when you combine it with others. (Make sure you get rid of the seeds; then you can chop up the whole fruit.) It’s gotten pretty common in supermarkets, but if you can’t find it, and don’t have time to make it, you can substitute the grated zest of 1 lemon.

		YIELD: ABOUT 1 CUP

		
			⅓ cup white-wine vinegar

			¼ cup lemon juice

			1½ tablespoons minced preserved lemon

			4 teaspoons za’atar

			½ teaspoon Morton kosher salt

			½ cup extra-virgin olive oil

		

		
				
				Stir together the vinegar, lemon juice, preserved lemon, za’atar, and salt. Stream in the olive oil, and whisk it to incorporate.

				

		

		ROSE TAHINI

		I love the pairing of rose and tahini. There’s a beauty to the floral and nutty notes coming together, and the sauce really shows this off, complemented by the bright yet warm spices. Spoon it over pancakes, French toast, ice cream, or yogurt and granola. If you can’t find dried Persian lime, an equal amount of freshly grated lime zest works nearly as well.

		YIELD: ABOUT 1 CUP

		
			6 dried rosebuds (about 1 heaping tablespoon)

			6 whole allspice berries

			3 whole cardamom pods

			1 teaspoon whole pink peppercorns

			1 teaspoon whole coriander seeds

			¼ teaspoon grated Persian lime

			⅛ teaspoon whole caraway seeds

			1 cup water

			¾ cup sugar

			½ teaspoon Morton kosher salt

			½ teaspoon rose water

			¾ cup raw tahini

		

		
				
				Combine the rosebuds, allspice, cardamom, pink peppercorns, coriander, lime, and caraway seeds; lightly crush them all together with a mortar and pestle, or in a ziplock bag with a meat mallet, to release all the scents.

				

				
				In a small saucepan, combine the spices with the water, sugar, salt, and rose water over high heat. Bring to a boil, then cook over high heat for another 2 minutes, until it thickens just slightly. Remove from the heat and cool completely before straining.

				

				
				Whisk the strained syrup with the tahini until it’s smooth. Use right away, or store in the refrigerator for up to 1 week.

				

		

		SCHMALTZ AND GRIBENES

		In some international markets, you can buy chicken skins on their own; if you’ve got a good butcher, you may be able to ask him to set some aside for you. But even if you can’t, it’s worth buying whole chickens—you’ll need two chickens’ worth, and you can use the remaining chickens for tahini chicken salad (this page)—because this is such an extra-special treat.

		For minimal hands-on work, this recipe gives you two distinct and equally awesome products: schmaltz, a rich fat that’s ideal for cornbread (this page), kale jambalaya (this page), and roasted potatoes (this page), and gribenes, like cracklings crossed with potato chips. I love to crumble them over a salad or scrambled eggs or use them to scoop up charoset (this page).

		YIELD: ABOUT ½ CUP SCHMALTZ AND 1 HEAPING CUP GRIBENES

		
			Skins and fat from 2 whole chickens (about 1 pound total; see procedure)

			1 teaspoon Morton kosher salt

		

		
				
				Heat the oven to 350˚F, and line a large rimmed baking sheet with parchment paper.

				

				
				If you’re cutting the skin directly from the chickens, use your knife to make shallow incisions and, keeping the blade nearly flush with the chicken’s body, cut through all the connective tissues to loosen the skin without cutting into the meat. Work your way around the chicken to remove all the skin piece by piece, and set it aside. Trim away any visible white fat on the outside of the chicken, and save that, too.

				

				
				Lay the chicken skins flat on a cutting board, and thoroughly pat them dry, then cut them into 1-to-2-inch pieces. (They’re slippery, so kitchen shears can make an easier job of this, or you can lay them flat and freeze them until they’ve solidified a bit before cutting.) Spread them and the reserved fat on the baking sheet, and sprinkle with the salt. Bake for about 1 hour, until the skins are very crisp and evenly golden.

				

				
				Line a plate with paper towels. With a slotted spatula or spoon, move the skins to the plate to drain until they’ve completely cooled. They’re your gribenes.

				

				
				When the baking sheet is cool enough to handle, carefully pour the rendered fat into a clean jar for safekeeping. That’s your schmaltz.

				

		

		TAHINI MAYO

		Tahini and mayo make a lot of sense together, even more so when you combine them with your favorite sandwich or good raw spring vegetables. Best-quality olive oil will add a lot of peppery flavor.

		YIELD: 1 CUP

		
			2 egg yolks

			¼ cup raw tahini

			3 tablespoons lemon juice

			1 tablespoon water

			1 teaspoon Morton kosher salt

			½ cup extra-virgin olive oil

		

		
				
				Combine the egg yolks, tahini, lemon juice, water, and salt—preferably in a food processor, otherwise with a good whisk.

				

				
				Slowly drizzle in the olive oil with the processor still going—or while you whisk vigorously—and continue to blend until the mixture is extremely thick and velvety. Be thorough in this step: a tight emulsion is the difference between having all those flavors hit you in equal measure or having them fall flat. Once the mayonnaise is nice and smooth, you can use it right away or refrigerate it for a couple of days.

				

		

		ZHOUG

		Zhoug is a Yemenite green chili sauce; it’s like pesto, Middle Eastern style. I put it on everything. It’s got a great thrum of heat behind its bright-green freshness. The cloves are key; they set off the flavors. You can use only one or two serrano chili peppers if you want a milder version.

		YIELD: 1 CUP

		
			2 heaping cups lightly packed fresh cilantro leaves

			1 cup lightly packed fresh parsley leaves

			3 serrano chili peppers, halved, seeds and pith removed

			1 clove garlic

			Grated zest of ½ orange

			1 teaspoon Morton kosher salt

			½ teaspoon ground cumin

			¼ teaspoon ground cloves

			¼ teaspoon ground cardamom pods

			¼ teaspoon sugar

			⅓ cup distilled white vinegar

			2 tablespoons extra-virgin olive oil

			Water, as needed

		

		
				
				Make sure the herbs are thoroughly patted dry if you’ve just washed them. Combine them in a food processor with the rest of the dry ingredients, the vinegar, and the olive oil. Blitz until saucy. If it’s not quite coming together, add 1 tablespoon water at a time.
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		RECIPES BY CATEGORY

		SALADS

		Watermelon and Feta Salad with Harissa

		Israeli Salad

		Caesar Salad, 1990s Style

		Shaved Cabbage Salad with Orange Blossom Vinaigrette

		Cherry, Jalapeño, and Cilantro Salad

		Green Salad with Green Dressing

		Arugula with Citrus, Olives, and Za’atar

		Tomato and Peach Panzanella

		Farro and Kale with Saffron Vinaigrette

		Apple and Fennel Salad with Candied Pecans

		Heirloom Tomato and Burrata Caprese

		Bresaola Salad with Arugula and Parmesan

		Brussels Sprout Salad with Mustard and Toasted Almonds

		Tabbouleh with Preserved Lemon and Almonds

		Moroccan Carrot Salad

		VEGETABLE DISHES

		Fried Eggplant with Caramelized Tomato and Goat Cheese

		Potato and Egg Boreka Tart

		Israeli Salad

		Schmaltzy Potatoes

		Mom’s Leek Patties

		Bright Green Falafel

		Brussels Sprouts with Caraway and Tahini

		Creamy Baked Fennel

		Vegetable “Pot Roast” with Duqqa

		Gnocchi with Fast Tomato Sauce

		Roasted Beets with Tahini

		Collard Spanakopita

		Israeli Couscous with Summer Vegetables and Caramelized Tomato

		Stewed Okra and Bacon over Grits

		Ricotta with Date and Pecan Pesto

		Dates, Turnips, and Bacon with Gorgonzola Dressing

		Marinated Soft Cheese with Herbs and Spices

		White Asparagus with Eggs and Speck

		Parmesan and Nutmeg Stuffing

		Curried Sweet Potato and Leek Pie

		Whole Roasted Cauliflower with Whipped Feta

		Moroccan Carrot Salad

		Avocado Toast with Smoked Whitefish

		Charred Cabbage with Olive Oil

		SOUPS

		Tomato Soup with Rice

		Five-Onion Soup with Provolone Toast

		Chilled Yogurt Soup with Crushed Walnuts

		Matzo Ball Wedding Soup

		PASTA, DUMPLINGS, AND RICE

		Hungarian Paprikash with Tarragon Dumplings and Fennel Sausage

		Linguine and Clams “Carbonara”

		Gnocchi with Fast Tomato Sauce

		Israeli Couscous with Summer Vegetables and Caramelized Tomato

		Emily’s Famous Red Beans and Rice

		Jim Core’s Kale and Andouille Jambalaya

		Creamy Polenta with Taleggio

		Spiced Couscous

		Tortelli d’Erbetta

		Fresh Pasta

		Pork and Mushroom Risotto

		Ricotta Cavatelli with White Bolognese

		EGGS AND BREAKFAST

		Potato and Egg Boreka Tart

		Pastrami Scrambled Eggs

		Za’atar Toad in the Hole

		Shakshouka

		Date Pancakes with Rose Tahini

		CHICKEN AND TURKEY

		Schmaltzy Potatoes

		Yemenite Stewed Chicken

		A Good Turkey Sandwich

		Chicken Milanese with Watercress and Lemon

		Za’atar Fried Chicken

		Chicken Liver Pâté with Celery and Dates

		Smoked Chicken with Harissa

		Roasted Chicken with Harissa

		Schmaltzy Cornbread with Gribenes

		Sous Vide Turkey

		Tahini Chicken Salad

		Schmaltz and Gribenes

		PORK

		Hungarian Paprikash with Tarragon Dumplings and Fennel Sausage

		Kugel in Crisis

		Pork and Mushroom Risotto

		White Bolognese

		LAMB, GOAT, AND BEEF

		Bulgarian Lamb Kebabs

		Kibbeh Nayeh

		Pastrami Scrambled Eggs

		Roasted Marrow Bones with Gremolata and Brioche

		Cast-Iron Ribeye

		Stuffed Cabbage with Tomatoes and Onions

		Slow-Roasted Lamb Shoulder

		Bresaola Salad with Arugula and Parmesan

		Smoked Goat Tacos

		SEAFOOD

		Pan-Fried Whole Fish with Brown Butter

		Spicy Scallop Rolls

		Simple Cured Salmon

		Lobster Green Curry

		Lobster Stock

		Salmon Roe Ikra

		Crab Cakes with Preserved Lemon Aioli

		Roasted Speckled Trout with Tahini and Pine Nuts

		Pickled Shrimp

		Sea Bass in Cartoccio with Tomatoes and Olives

		Bagna Cauda

		Avocado Toast with Smoked Whitefish

		BREADS, PIZZA, AND SANDWICHES

		A Good Turkey Sandwich

		Malawach

		Spicy Scallop Rolls

		Special Sandwiches with Green Butter

		Schmaltzy Cornbread with Gribenes

		Dough for Pizza and Pita

		Pizza Enzo

		Pita

		Avocado Toast with Smoked Whitefish

		PASTRY AND DESSERTS

		Boreka Dough

		Everything Borekas

		Potato and Egg Boreka Tart

		Sweet Tahini Borekas

		Peach and Mascarpone Hamantashen

		Yogurt Pound Cake with Cardamom-Lemon Syrup

		Blueberry Rugelach

		Labneh Cheesecake with Pomegranate Caramel and Candied Nuts

		Orange Blossom Candied Nuts

		Safta’s Stewed Strawberries and Ice Cream

		Buttermilk Biscuits

		Banana Bread with Carob Molasses Butter

		Blackberry Torta della Nonna

		Chocolate-Hazelnut Semifreddo

		Chocolate-Candied Hazelnuts

		Cherry and Pistachio Cookies

		Chocolate-Espresso Cookies

		Flaky Pie Crust

		Malabi with Strawberries, Rose, and Pistachio

		SAUCES, DIPS, AND SPICE BLENDS

		Lutenitsa

		Labneh Dip with Peppers and Radishes

		Green Butter

		Caesar Dressing

		Pomegranate Caramel

		Classic Hummus with Tahini

		Shortcut Hummus

		Za’atar Chimichurri

		Fast Tomato Sauce

		Tzatziki

		Salmon Roe Ikra

		Preserved Lemon Aioli

		Green Dressing

		Pesto

		Bagna Cauda

		Turkey Stock

		Gravy

		Charoset

		Baba Ganoush

		Matbucha

		Hazelnut and Pomegranate Muhammara

		Baharat

		Duqqa

		Harissa

		Hawaij

		Herb Salt

		Prepared Tahini

		Preserved Lemon Vinaigrette

		Rose Tahini

		Schmaltz and Gribenes

		Tahini Mayo

		Zhoug

		DRINKS

		Halvah Iced Latte

		Moroccan Mint Tea
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