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To Florence Evergreen, Wyatt Ellsworth, and Rainier Beckett, who throughout this process were emptying our cupboards and raiding the pantry in a pursuit of their own culinary masterpieces. Everything was delicious!
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Very few fruits elicit an emotional reaction quite like a peach. Its arrival signals summer, often considered the most adventurous, magical time of the year. The minute you bite into one—soft, aromatic, so juicy you practically have to eat it outside—you can’t help but be fully engaged in the present moment and, at the same time, tuned into a rush of memories. For Jessica, it’s the memory of hosing off our kids on our front porch in Nashville after peaches left them sticky with yellow pulp. For Stephen, it’s snagging a few freshly picked fruits from the packing house for a bike ride in town with his brother, Michael. For both of us, it’s the summer crowds lining up for The Peach Truck, a warming sight after the hard work and uncertainty of winter.

What has a peach meant to you? Perhaps you’ve given it as an offering: to parents celebrating a new baby, to teammates after a tough game, to colleagues after a successful launch, or to friends just arriving in town. Maybe you’ve used the sweet tokens as bartering chips with your children (or is that just us?), or as the finale to a well-run race or a lazy summer night. Peaches are ambassadors to moments of pure happiness, and an entire, brilliant season. We never dreamed we’d be so lucky that they would also give us a business and a life.

Before they became our livelihood, peaches were Stephen’s first love. As a child in Fort Valley, Georgia, Stephen grew up in the heart of peach country, eating fresh peaches right off the tree. Southwest of Macon, located in the middle of the state, Fort Valley is a small town known for Blue Bird school buses, hundred-year-old pecan trees, porch sitting, and peaches. Its lush and leafy orchards have been nourished for hundreds of years by the region’s ideal growing conditions: mineral-rich red clay, cold winters, and hot summers. Families there have known one another for generations, and Stephen’s was lucky enough to receive boxes of fresh peaches from local growers every summer. No matter what else was on the menu, peaches played a starring role at Stephen’s house: fresh and served whole on the porch in the summers, or frozen and baked into cobblers and crisps in the winter months. Delicious and abundant, peaches were a way of life.

Growing up in the Pacific Northwest with three brothers, Jessica may not have been raised among peach orchards, but she did spend her childhood outdoors: camping in the mountains, hiking Mount Rainier, and swimming at a simple beach on Lake Washington. Summer brought raspberries, cherries from the family tree, and blackberries picked during evening bike rides; fall provided the gift of apples from eastern Washington, and the annual ritual of gathering with friends and family around a cider press. Jessica can still remember cutting apples in her uncle’s garage while everyone cheered on whichever cousin was spinning the handle on the oak barrel. Dipping her finger into the cider foam, Jessica felt the power of fruit to bring people together.

Having met while working together in our early twenties, we connected immediately. Despite our differences—Jessica, a direct Seattle-ite, and Stephen, a boisterous Georgian teeming with Southern pride—we formed a friendship. We soon began dating, and when a job opportunity in Nashville brought Stephen back to the South, we both decided to move there. In 2010 Nashville was simmering: everywhere we looked, young creatives, chefs, and food entrepreneurs were making a go of it, and the city truly felt like a place where one might be able to carve something out of one’s own.

The Nashville that we moved to posed a conundrum: the culinary scene was exciting, and we loved the energy from food aficionados and restaurateurs. Yet Stephen couldn’t help noticing that though it was only a six-hour drive from the best peaches in the world, a Nashville resident couldn’t scare up a freshly picked peach anywhere. Instead of the juicy staples of Stephen’s childhood, all we found were poorly handled, bland impostors picked before they were ripe and shipped thousands of miles to sit on shelves. Beneath their attractive blush-red exteriors, they were disappointingly mealy and dry.

Despite Nashville’s peach problem, we loved our new city, and we began to think seriously about getting married and settling there. By then Jessica had her own cleaning and organizing business; Stephen was grinding it out at an office job in sales. As we started planning for our future, we dreamed of having the freedom to live on our own terms. Stephen believed in what he was selling but hated losing the entire day to a cubicle. Jessica grew up watching her father run his own landscaping business—something that gave him the flexibility to surprise her at school in his red-and-yellow ski outfit and pull her out of afternoon classes for a last-minute skiing expedition in the mountains. We wanted to travel and have time together, but how would we be able to do that? We kept returning to the idea of freedom: it meant working on projects that mattered to us, and having the ability to set our own schedule and experience more of the world.

A 2012 trip to Stephen’s hometown gave us a serendipitous idea. There, between seeing the house Stephen grew up in and meeting his family and friends, Jessica tasted her first Georgia peach, right off the tree. She’d never known this kind of simple luxury, so one clearly wasn’t enough: she ate a second, and a third, and smuggled six more peaches into her tote bag. In that moment she instantly understood that those peaches held the beauty and richness of an entire region.

During that same visit, we found ourselves sitting on a porch with good family friends, the McGehees. Fifth-generation peach growers at Pearson Farm, they got to talking with us about the difficulties of getting the perfect peach into people’s hands, and we bemoaned our peach situation in Nashville. In the midst of that conversation, we had a thought: What if we could bring their heavenly peaches to Nashville? We would cut out the middleman, and customers could experience the fruit at peak freshness and maximum sweetness. There was no grand plan, no pursuit of a partnership or talk of paperwork. The Peach Truck was built from a conversation on a porch with family friends.

A few days later, we exchanged vows in a Nashville backyard with a small group of loved ones. After a quick honeymoon, we returned to Nashville, worked a normal workweek, and then picked up a tiny batch of peaches that had been transported from the farm. That Saturday morning, we loaded them into Stephen’s ’64 Jeep Gladiator and went out to sell peaches in Nashville.

The early days were clunky; we hadn’t yet figured out how to communicate what we were offering to Nashville, and our audience was understandably wary. One of our earliest setups was during a Tuesday night Supper and Song event at the cult denim boutique Imogene + Willie. Jessica remembers the awkwardness of getting ready that night. “Where am I putting the peaches? On the hood of the truck? This is where all the cool kids come—are we cool? Are we making a good impression or is this completely embarrassing?” It was beyond hot that evening; everyone was eating tacos and asking, “What are you?” And we were honestly thinking, We don’t really know who we are. We sold six bags of peaches.

Luckily, we quickly found our footing. First, we realized that peaches belong in daylight; no one wants to grocery shop at night. We set up at Imogene + Willie the following Saturday morning. From the beginning, aesthetics were important to us. We knew the experience of buying a peach was sensory—that people would smell the fruit before they saw us or them. We also knew that our peaches were pristine, and our customers would be able to trust us. Rather than have them cherry-pick through a pile, we decided to select the peaches ourselves and pack them in sturdy brown paper bags that would stand up straight and look streamlined and crisp on the Turkish towels that Jessica loves. We really wanted our setup to emanate warmth and polish. We knew we had an extraordinary product; everything else needed to rise to the same level. It was a thrill when those first customers returned the following week.

That first summer of 2012, we worked our regular jobs Monday to Friday, then spent the weekends setting up at markets, parking our truck next to Imogene + Willie, knocking on the doors of our favorite restaurants, and giving away peach after peach in an effort to build trust and create a community. We were shooting from the hip—devoted to making our peach-truck dream work and patching together plans and potential customers as we went. Those early days, coordinating the transportation of the peaches from the farm to Nashville sometimes felt like arranging a drug deal: the McGehees would find someone who happened to be driving through and we’d arrange to meet them anywhere. Once, we backed our truck into a grocery store parking lot while a man, passing through on a road trip with his daughter, unloaded peaches he’d tucked into his trailer. By midsummer, The Peach Truck was selling out at every location, and we knew we were onto something. By the time the next peach season kicked in, we had quit our jobs to work on our business full-time.

Today, our peaches are featured on the menus of Nashville’s best restaurants, from City House to Husk. People from all over the city buy them every week, and we’ve shipped them to thousands of customers in forty-eight states. Every summer, the Peach Truck Tour visits more than a hundred towns throughout the Midwest and Northeast, selling peaches in half-bushel boxes to snaking lines of more than five hundred people. Along the way, we’ve added a daughter and twin boys, more staff, and countless supporters and friends throughout the South and, increasingly, across the country. Ours is a love story that began with peaches, but it’s also about much more: an idea, a truck, a family, and a city. It’s about the pride we feel in getting a natural delicacy, tended to for months by hardworking family farms, over the finish line to an exuberant and appreciative customer taking a bite.

With this cookbook, we hope to deepen the connection between peaches, our family, and you. As parents of young children, we think about how to eat seasonally and healthily (and—because we’re working like crazy—realistically), and how to incorporate the fruits of our labor into our day-to-day routines. The recipes here were created with a farm-to-table approach, but because they accompany a chronicle of our family’s experiences, they also tap into the classic tradition and rich history of Southern cuisine, as well as beloved memories from our own parents’ kitchens. One of the joys of our work has been becoming a part of the dynamism of Nashville’s food scene, so these recipes also reflect what’s percolating in the city, and the way new neighborhoods, new ethnic influences, and new ideas about what people like to eat come together by way of a simple stone fruit.

Food creates memories, and the human stories behind the peaches are what keep us going—whether we hear our peaches have been sent to a loved one several states away or we see “The Peach Truck peaches” on the menu at a favorite local spot for lunch. We came in with the idea of solving a practical issue, but it’s now about so much more. Needless to say, Nashville no longer has a peach problem.
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THE QUEEN of FRUIT

The annual sprint of peach season—a fleeting, sumptuous period of productivity from May to August—yields more than forty varieties of peaches from Fort Valley alone. One of our goals in starting The Peach Truck was to educate people about the diverse and delectable array of peaches that have been cultivated in Georgia for hundreds of years. The product of precise conditions and plenty of sacrifice, peaches can vary depending on the weather that year, so we emphasize not getting hooked on just one variety. Our favorite kind of peach is always the one we just pulled off the tree. Along with our friends at Pearson Farm, our aim is to ensure that every peach is absolutely delicious—so sweet it hurts your cheeks, and so juicy you’ll need to lean over the sink with a paper towel so it doesn’t drip on your shirt.

CLINGSTONES

Varieties whose flesh literally clings to the pit. Available mid-May to early June in Georgia, and perfect for eating right away.

FREESTONES

Available in Georgia from mid-June to mid-August, these varieties have fruit that separates from the pit intact. Easy to halve and slice, they’re ideal for canning and freezing—and, of course, sharing!
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A HISTORY OF

GEORGIA PEACHES

MID-1500S: Spanish monks in St. Augustine, Florida, introduce peaches to North America; the fruit soon spreads to islands along the Georgia coast.

MID-1700S: In the northern part of Georgia, Cherokee Indians begin to cultivate peaches.

MID-1800S: Peaches are shipped by steamship to New York City and other locations outside the South, where their reputation soon earns Georgia the moniker “The Peach State.”

1870S: Georgia grower Samuel Henry Rumph crosses an Early Crawford peach with a Chinese clingstone variety and creates an easy-to-ship, tender, yellow freestone peach with a memorable taste. He names it Elberta, after his wife. Thanks to the refrigerated train cars he invents in 1875, Rumph is able to transport his crops to northern states in unprecedented volumes.

LATE 1800S: The Georgia peach boom kicks off in Middle Georgia, with an influx of people arriving—gold rush–style—to grow peaches.

1885: Moses Winlock “Lockie” Pearson and his wife, Cornelia “Emma” Emory, move to Fort Valley, in Crawford County, Georgia. They plant the first peach trees for what will become Pearson Farm.

1928: Expanded acreage results in an all-time high of nearly eight million bushels of Georgia peaches annually. The Elberta becomes synonymous with a Georgia peach.

2008: Pearson Farm, led by Al Pearson and son Lawton, enters its fifth generation.

2012: The Peach Truck is born!


WHAT IT TAKES

TO GROW A PEACH

Growing peaches requires attention, patience, perseverance, and heart. The best growers take care to focus on the quality of the harvest rather than obsess over the quantity at every step of the way. The simplicity of this truth has sustained us as we’ve built The Peach Truck. We could expand our business to many more locations, but the quality of our product would suffer, and quality is everything. It means we’re sometimes sold out of peaches for a few days, but we’d rather have zero sales than pick a peach before it’s ready. This truth shows itself equally to us in life, where we’ve found less to be more. The richness doesn’t come from things—but from connectedness with our friends, our family, and each other.

MINERAL-RICH SOIL Georgia’s red clay soil, which gets its color from iron oxides, nourishes peach groves.

450 TO 900 CHILL HOURS Peaches need to grow under the right conditions, having a delicate balance of enough chill hours each winter—under 45ºF being optimum—without experiencing a late-spring freeze.

HOT, HUMID SUMMERS While several states grow peaches, we firmly believe that none can compete with the combination of Georgia’s cool winters and its unmatched summer heat! Higher temperatures ripen Georgia peaches to an ideal level of sugar content.

CAREFUL PRUNING When the trees are dormant late in the winter, growers assess the branches individually, removing enough to create a bowl-like center of the tree. As the fruit comes in, this provides airflow and gives equal sunlight to each peach-laden branch throughout the day.

THINNING THE BRANCHES Once warm weather triggers the tree to put out a crop, growers thin the tiny peaches by hand to limit the yield. Rather than thousands of small, tasteless peaches, the goal is to concentrate the tree’s resources into fewer, larger, juicier fruits.

TURNING OVER NEW SOIL Once a tree has matured—which takes about twenty years—if it was planted on virgin soil, growers dig it up to let the ground replenish for a generation, planting other crops like cotton or soybeans on the plot. After a new peach tree is planted, it takes three to four years for it to yield a substantial crop.
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VARIETIES

Pearson Farm cultivates more than forty varieties of peaches, and there’s nothing we love more than getting them into the hands of joyful people all summer long. As we mentioned before, the best peach is the one in your hand, but here are a few to note.

• FLAVORICH: The first peaches off the tree in Georgia each year, the Flavorich’s arrival in mid-May signals the beginnings of peach season. Dark red and medium-size, Flavoriches are more sugary than acidic, which makes them ideal for ambrosial and addictive peach preserves and jams.

• FIESTA GEM: If you ever get your hands on Fiesta Gems, stock up on as many as you can! Appearing early in June, the orange-red orbs have plumlike sweet-and-sour notes and are like natural SweeTarts. We like them in a medley of fresh fruit for color and zip or sliced and fanned in a beautiful French-style dessert tart.

• HARVESTER: Arriving in late June, Harvester peaches are the first to pull clean from the pit, and there’s no turning back to clingstones from there! They’re extra juicy, ready to enjoy right away, even right off the tree, or to save for colder climes by canning or freezing, their summer goodness ready to burst forth in winter-baked peach muffins or pies.

• FLAME PRINCE: These tangy-sweet beauties—named for their fiery crimson tones—come out in early August and produce for about ten days. A first-rate snack just as they are, they are also great in a salad or a peach syrup that has a little kick.

• ELBERTA: The peach that made Georgia famous, these freestones come from some of the most active trees, which can produce up to 150 pounds in one season. As modern agribusiness has evolved and grocery stores increasingly seek consistent color and a long shelf life, the Elberta—a fuzzy, bright yellow variety—has seen decreased demand. This is a shame! People tend to think they look like they were picked too early, but it’s not true. They’re one of the sweetest varieties, perfect for canning, drying, baking in pies and cobblers, or being eaten as is.
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A GOOD START

The Peach Truck began with us chasing an idea, came together through hard work and complicated logistics, and is at its best when it adds flavor and goodwill to our community; but it is ultimately only as successful as the quality of the product in our truck. Our peaches are unparalleled in taste and delectableness because they’ve been picked—often just twenty-four hours before—by family operated farms in Georgia, who bring intuition, thoughtfulness, and institutional knowledge to the practice of growing peaches. While it forever holds the distinction of being dubbed the Peach State, Georgia actually is not the state that produces the most peaches (that honor goes to California). But even though others grow more, we strongly believe that none can claim to grow better peaches year after year. According to the USDA, eighty million pounds of peaches come out of Georgia in a typical year, the vast majority of which, in a contrast to other states, are generated by these small family operated farms.

In 2019, an operation like Pearson Farm, which grows most of our peaches, feels special. For 134 years, ever since Lockie Pearson and his wife, Emma, planted their first peach trees in a plot of red clay soil, Pearson Farm has been specializing in the fruit. The four generations that have followed have been careful to balance innovation with tradition. While the property has grown to eighteen hundred acres (and now includes additional acreage for pecans), it still relies on good old human taste buds, more than high-tech sugar-testing tools, to make decisions, and they still do everything—from pruning trees to thinning out young peaches to picking mature fruit—by hand. Since peaches are so delicate, no machine could treat their tender fruit with the sensitivity they require.

We’ve learned a lot about sustainability from the Pearsons, both professionally and personally. The first generation of growers in their family could have easily gotten every last nutrient out of the soil, but their approach has always been about the long game: Rotate the crops; plant trees you’ll never harvest so that future generations can; think about yourself, but also your extended family, your kids and their eventual families. Focus on creating something that will endure, and you’ll be able to weather the unpredictability of each individual peach season year after year.

Stephen grew up running around with Pearson and McGehee kids in the orchards, and Jessica was enamored the first time she saw the farm, driving past the property’s original white farmhouse, hundred-year-old pecan trees, and rows of ripe peach trees about to bear fruit. Through working with the Pearsons, we’ve had the pleasure of sharing their story with countless new customers and educating them about the taste, not just the look, of great peaches, and we were honored when they relayed to us their gratitude for the human connection we’ve helped put back into peach growing.

Mornings start early at Pearson Farm: around 5:45 each day from February to August. Like every peach operation in Georgia, Pearson undergoes the same seasonal cycle of harvesting the crop: mowing, fertilizing, pruning, thinning, and picking. The farm is proud of the fact that they have a high retention rate among their workers. Now working with second- and third-generation families, Pearson views their workers as professionals, and they invest in them, which comes through in the care and quality of their operation. As owner and grower Lawton Pearson says, “The real crux of the peaches is the people.”

Our own days during peach season start early and hectic. Jessica is a breakfast person; she needs a minute to prep for the day. In an ideal world, this would include a cup of hot coffee and an egg taco with sriracha, although with three toddlers, that doesn’t always happen. Meanwhile, Stephen is fueled mostly by insane amounts of coffee, with the occasional slice of toast eaten on the run.

But in spite of our frenzied weekday mornings, we are a family with an affinity for breakfast food, even if the time we’re most likely to get around to it is Sunday brunch. Stephen especially loves the sweet-and-savory contrasts of a brunch menu. Involve fried chicken, and that’s how you’ll get him to the breakfast table.

So a good start is important to us—it’s the foundation of our business. And to start the day with a peach—does anything sound better? Whether baked into a fluffy pancake, sautéed and spooned onto grits, or simply sliced fresh and added to your bowl of cereal, peaches offer a dose of beauty and brightness, even before the sun comes up. No matter what time of day you enjoy them, the recipes here—toasted granola, sweet grits, buttermilk pancakes with caramelized peaches (!!)—we hope you’ll savor the natural sweetness as you head into whatever your day holds.
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The Georgia Açai Bowl

Açai bowls are healthy, look beautiful, and—most important—are an excellent way to get kids to eat chia seeds. They feel like summer in a bowl. One of our favorite versions in Nashville is the “Southern” at Franklin Juice, which is topped with peaches and pecans. In our version, you can make the most of whatever fruit you have on hand: we like to add 3/4 cup sliced banana, but yours might include flaxseeds or hemp seeds, protein powder, or a dollop of nut butter or yogurt. We recommend keeping sliced strawberries, bananas, and peaches in the freezer for easy assembly in the morning.

Serves 1

Hands-on time: 6 minutes

Total time: 6 minutes

1 peach, pitted and sliced (11/4 cups)

2 (4-ounce) packets frozen unsweetened açai puree

1 tablespoon honey

3/4 cup sliced banana

3/4 cup sliced strawberries

1 tablespoon chia seeds

1 tablespoon unsweetened coconut flakes

1 teaspoon bee pollen

1. Set aside 1/4 cup of the peach slices. Place the remaining peach slices in a food processor. Break up the açai slightly and place in the food processor with the peach slices. Add the honey, 1/2 cup of the banana, and 1/2 cup of the strawberries. Blend until smooth and thick.

2. Spoon into a bowl and arrange the reserved 1/4 cup peach slices, remaining 1/4 cup banana slices, remaining 1/4 cup strawberry slices, the chia seeds, and the coconut flakes on top. Sprinkle with the bee pollen and serve.
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Peach Dutch Baby

Light and fluffy, this popover-pancake hybrid fares best in a cast-iron skillet heated in the oven that will ensure the batter puffs up properly. Once it gets baking, this baby will rise impressively and then quickly collapse. We love to serve it warm, with berries added to the peach slices on top, or at room temperature, as a sweet afternoon snack.

Serves 4

Hands-on time: 10 minutes

Total time: 45 minutes

5 tablespoons unsalted butter

1 cup chopped peaches (about 1 medium)

4 tablespoons granulated sugar

3 large eggs

3/4 cup whole milk

3/4 cup all-purpose flour

1/2 teaspoon kosher salt

TO SERVE

3 tablespoons powdered sugar

2 cups sliced peaches, about 2 medium (optional)

1. Preheat the oven to 425ºF.

2. Melt 1 tablespoon of the butter in a 10-inch cast-iron skillet over medium-high heat. Add the chopped peaches and 1 tablespoon of the granulated sugar and cook, stirring often, until the peaches begin to brown, about 3 minutes. Remove the peaches from the skillet and wipe the skillet clean. Place the skillet in the hot oven for 10 minutes.

3. Blend the eggs, milk, flour, remaining 3 tablespoons granulated sugar, and the salt in a blender until smooth.

4. Add the remaining 4 tablespoons butter to the skillet and swirl the skillet until the butter has melted. Pour the batter over the melted butter in the skillet without mixing it in. Spoon the caramelized peaches on top of the batter. Transfer the skillet to the oven and bake for 20 to 25 minutes, until puffed and golden.

5. Serve immediately, topped with a dusting of powdered sugar and additional sliced peaches, if desired.
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The Buckwheat Stack

Stephen is always on the lookout for a good pancake—a habit that goes back to the Saturday mornings of his childhood when his dad, an expert hotcake flipper, would make breakfast for the whole family.

Now that we have a little family of our own, Stephen has kept up with this tradition and is always trying to take his pancake game to the next level. This recipe further hones his craft: the rich sweetness of the peaches and the whipped mascarpone turn the everyday buckwheat batter into a decadent weekend affair. You can take care of steps 1 and 2 the night before: cover and chill the peaches, then let them come to room temperature or warm them by sautéing quickly before using. We like the color contrast of blueberries here, but cherries, raspberries, or strawberries would work well, too.

Makes 12 pancakes and 11/2 cups mascarpone cream

Hands-on time: 30 minutes

Total time: 30 minutes

MASCARPONE CREAM

1/2 cup mascarpone cheese (4 ounces)

6 tablespoons powdered sugar

Pinch of kosher salt

11/2 teaspoons pure vanilla extract

1/2 cup heavy cream

PEACHES

2 tablespoons unsalted butter

2 cups chopped peaches (about 2 medium)

1 tablespoon granulated sugar

2 tablespoons molasses

PANCAKES

11/2 cups all-purpose flour

1/2 cup buckwheat flour

1/2 teaspoon baking soda

1 teaspoon baking powder

2 tablespoons granulated sugar

1 teaspoon kosher salt

2 large eggs, separated

11/2 cups buttermilk

4 tablespoons (1/2 stick) unsalted butter, melted

Vegetable oil, for greasing

TO SERVE

11/2 cups fresh berries

Maple syrup

1. To make the mascarpone cream, whisk together the mascarpone, powdered sugar, salt, and vanilla in a large bowl until smooth. Beat the cream with a handheld mixer on medium speed until soft peaks form. Whisk about one-third of the whipped cream into the mascarpone. Gently fold in the remaining whipped cream. Do not overmix.

2. To make the peaches, melt the butter in a medium skillet over medium-high heat. Add the peaches and granulated sugar; cook for 4 minutes, or until beginning to brown. Add the molasses; cook for 1 minute, or until syrupy. Transfer to a plate to cool.

3. To make the pancakes, whisk together both flours, the baking soda, baking powder, granulated sugar, and salt in a large bowl. In a separate bowl, whisk together the egg yolks, buttermilk, and melted butter. In a clean bowl, whisk or beat the egg whites with a handheld mixer until stiff peaks form. Add the buttermilk mixture, beaten egg whites, and peaches (with any juices that have collected on the plate) to the flour mixture; fold until just combined (there will be lumps).

4. Heat a griddle or large skillet over medium-high heat. Lightly brush the surface with vegetable oil. Working in batches, pour 1/3 cup of batter per pancake onto the hot griddle and cook until small bubbles form on the surface of the pancakes and the bottoms are golden brown, about 2 minutes. Flip the pancakes and cook for 1 minute, or until browned on the bottom and cooked through.

5. Serve the pancakes immediately, topped with the whipped mascarpone cream, fresh berries, and maple syrup.
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