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I
I recently became a stark, raving brunch fanatic—as
long as that brunch is served within the confines of my
own four walls. Let me ’splain.

For the longest time, my family and friends had
referred to me as “The Brunch Scrooge.” There they’d
be, merrily preparing for a

foray to some crowded, uppity, out-
door café where they could throw
back unlimited, indifferent mimosas
to wash down their limited, indif-
ferent pancakes and bacon; there I’d
be, in the corner, sulking, trying to
press my case that a trip to China-
town for dim sum is an altogether
more civilized way to start a lovely
weekend day. Or there we’d be on
the road, the group smacking its col-
lective lips at the prospect of “the
big hotel Sunday brunch”—usually
a soporific gathering of everything
you could possibly imagine not get-
ting excited about if any single item
were to be served by itself—while
I’m riffling through the phone book
trying to find local places dedicated
to just one brilliant item, whatever
the local specialty happens to be. 

Truth be told—I have still not come out of my Public
Brunch Funk. I still don’t like waiting in line for a meal not
worth waiting for. I am still allergic to the weekend cottage
industry built by restaurateurs and hoteliers who let some of
their best chefs leave the premises on Sunday morning while
letting some of their least inspiring food leave the kitchen.
Oh, you can occasionally drag me, kicking and screaming,
to brunch—but it’ll be a cold Sunday in hell before you’ll

hear me enthusing about “my favorite brunch place.”
However . . . if you propose brunch be taken not at a restau-

rant . . . now you’re talkin’! For then, I really do have a favorite
brunch place . . . my place! Or your place! . . . after you’ve read
this article. For I believe that brunch has been one of the luck-

iest recipients of the upgrade that
this era of internet-ordering and
FedEx-shipping has bestowed on our
domestic gastronomic lives. Once
upon a time, you couldn’t push
brunch too far at home, as long as
you were shopping at your local
supermarket. Now . . . the sky’s the
limit! Incredible items are available
to all of us, tomorrow . . . order on
Friday, even! . . . that can turn any
brunch from a vaguely comforting
but deeply boring array of namby-
pamby offerings, into a dazzling
line-up of items and dishes grounded
in the greatest of all gastronomic
principles: high-quality ingredients.

In preparing this article, I threw
out an unusually wide net, searching
for first-rate ingredi-
ents of any kind
that might fit

into a stellar brunch at home. What came
in was simply staggering: hundreds and
hundreds of mighty contenders. I got to
work, tasting, judging and categorizing—
and came out with about 80 fantastic items,
divided into ten main categories, that will
vastly improve your gastronomic weekends. Great new cook-
ing equipment for brunch was part of the mix, as well . . . and,
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along the way, a number of cooking ideas for brunch arose that
I will also share with you. Ordering details for all foods and
equipment can be found on page 18, unless otherwise noted.
Shipping cost is usually not included. All items under discus-
sion I highly recommend; I know you’ll enjoy them. But at
the end of each category I will let you know which ones are
my five-star finds, the absolute best of the best!

Here they are then . . . and may you never stand in line
again on an otherwise beautiful Sunday morning, waiting
for lousy coffee, rubbery eggs, and cloying, over-sweetened
pastries!

CATEGORY #1
JUICES AND FRUIT DRINKS
Yes, you could just buy some orange juice at the supermarket,
or make your plain old, same-old Bloody Mary. But giving
your juices a little extra care and attention, I’m telling ya, is a
veritable rocket launch for your brunch party.

● THE MIMOSA
I’ve never warmed up to this combo of orange juice and
sparkling wine. The orange juice that’s served isn’t usually
top-notch . . . and if it is, it unfortunately gets watered-down
by the wine. The sparkling wine is never top-notch, and a lit-
tle OJ could never disguise that. However, if it were top-
notch—I’d never, ever expose its subtleties to a dose of orange
juice! The Mimosa was a lose-lose situation . . . until now.
Recently, I discovered that if you give up the orange juice
entirely, but make your mimosa with Orangina instead, a
light orange soda from France, you’re half-way there to a log-
ical Mimosa. The other half is a delicious, light, sparkling
wine that doesn’t taste fruity and cheap, and doesn’t take itself
too seriously . . . ecco, Prosecco! Mionetto Prosecco is one of
my favorite brands for this purpose, particularly their light
and agreeable Mionetto Prosecco di Valdobbiadene Friz-
zante ($13), only about 11% alcohol. Orangina is widely
available in grocery stores; call 800.966.4669 if you have a
problem finding it.

Great Prosecco news, by the way, that may have an impact
on your brunch. Riedel, the venerated Austrian wine-glass spe-
cialist, has come out in the last year with a glass especially
designed for Prosecco. It is called the Riedel Vinum Extreme
Prosecco Glass ($28 a stem), and its shape, Riedel says, is
necessary because traditional flutes tend to emphasize the
“inherent slight bitterness” of Prosecco. The smart new glass,
which has a 10 7/8 oz. capacity, delivers a smooth, not overly
sweet version of Prosecco to the palate. But in making this
Mimosa, feel free to substitute any festive glass that holds 10-
12 ounces of liquid. 

So . . . to prepare your Prosecco/Orangina Mimosa: Chill
the liquids. Pour 3 ounces of Orangina into the glass. Then,
pouring from a height of a few inches above the rim of the
glass, pour in 6 ounces of the Prosecco so that it foams up in
the glass. (If you’d like a sweeter Mimosa, add more Orangina.)

Serve immediately. You may have to force a few snobs to give
the formerly fuddy-duddy Mimosa another chance . . . but
they’ll end up happy that you did!

● THE GUAVALINI
I can’t resist giving you one more sparkling wine and fruit
juice combo for your brunch—one that I invented a few years
back on a plane to Hawaii! The cabin crew was serving some
indifferent sparkling wine from California, which I started to
drink—until I noticed that, this being a Hawaiian flight, they
were serving guava juice as well. Mixology at 30,000 feet, I
discovered, can be highly rewarding! The two beverages
together tasted much, much better than either one by itself.

I have since refined this thing in my kitchen. Chill a decent
bottle of dry sparkling wine from somewhere in the world—
California, Spain, Italy, France, etc. But not good Champagne!
Save that for another time. Chill a can or bottle of guava juice
as well; Goya makes a decent “nectar” that is widely available.
When ready to serve, pour 4 ounces of the sparkling wine into
a Champagne flute, and vigorously stir in 3 ounces of guava
juice. I hope you find, as I do, that a true rush of the Hawai-
ian Islands comes over you as you sniff and sip this drink. If not
. . . drink a little more!

● ORANGE JUICE 
Well, even if you’re serving one of my alcohol-laced decoc-
tions, I think you still need OJ. Nothing can beat a big, sunny
pitcher of delicious orange juice at a high-end brunch. But
there are so many ways in which you can go wrong as you pur-
chase this simple item! For starters—sad to say—there are no
supermarket brands out there that bring you the thrill of
orange juice at its fresh-squeezed best. Some supermarkets do
sell very fine fresh-squeezed juice, and some companies do ship
their versions of the same—but there are two big mail-order
problems here. First of all, juice is heavy to ship, and, therefore,
expensive—particularly if you want it fresh (overnight). Sec-
ondly, no matter what you pay, you’ll never get it spanking
fresh, like just out of the juicer, which is when it’s best. There’s
also a problem not related to mail-order commerce: if you do
go to your fancy grocery and pick up a gallon of great, freshly
squeezed juice, you’re gonna pay a king’s ransom for it!

So I am a big advocate of the following strategy: squeeze
your own, buddy!

That said, I must point out that over the years I’ve had
many, many squeezing disappointments (and that includes a
few with orange juice!). Sure, what comes out of the juicer has
freshness going for it—but all too often it lacks the body, and
the perfume, of top-notch store-bought fresh-squeezed juice.
I discovered, with time, that which juicer you use makes a big
difference. So for this article, I sampled a range of juicers, hop-
ing to find something better for the home . . . and I did! Curi-
ously, however, I discovered that, with this superb product,
you have to ignore the manufacturer’s directions to get the
very best glass of juice!

The product I loved was the OJex Juicer from Orangex
($100) available from Williams-Sonoma (in white or tanger-
ine colors by internet or catalogue, or in white only at Williams-
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don’t mind). So I prefer to low-ball it, vodka-wise. I also make
the Bloody Mary even thicker by combining tomato juice with
puréed canned tomatoes. Lastly, the best Bloody Mary I ever
had—at Liuzza’s by the Tracks, in New Orleans, Louisiana—
has become the informing model for my basic Bloody Mary.
Not only is it rife with lip-tingling Cajun spices . . . but it is
brimming as well with Cajun pickled vegetables, which are
better stirrers than celery stalks any day of the week!

Cajun Bloody Mary with Pickled Vegetables
This recipe is for a big party; feel free to make it in smaller quantities.

four 28-ounce cans of whole tomatoes in thick tomato purée,
chilled

6 cups tomato juice, chilled
2 tablespoons celery salt
2 tablespoons sugar
11⁄2 teaspoons garlic powder
11⁄2 teaspoons onion powder
11⁄2 teaspoons freshly ground black pepper
11⁄2 teaspoons cayenne (or to taste)
11⁄2 teaspoons Tabasco (or to taste)
11⁄2 cups chilled vodka
salt to taste
pickled vegetable garnishes (see Vegetable Garnish Note)

1. Working in batches, purée the canned tomatoes and their thick
purée in a food processor. You will have a rich liquid, with no lumps.

2. In a large bowl or pot, combine the purée with the tomato juice,
and blend well.

3. Add the celery salt, sugar, garlic powder, onion powder, black pep-
per, cayenne, Tabasco, and vodka. Season to taste with salt; you may
need more than you expect to bring up the flavor of the mix (canned
tomatoes have less salt than tomato juice). Keep mixture cold.

4. When ready to serve, fill up an 8-ounce tumbler with ice cubes. Pour
about 4 ounces of Bloody Mary mixture over the ice, which should almost
fill the glass. Garnish with pickled vegetables, at least 3 pieces per glass.

VEGETABLE GARNISH NOTE: Arrange at least 4 or 5 different kinds of
pickled vegetables on 4 or 5 dishes; your guests will help themselves to
the garnishes for their Bloody Marys. Generally speaking, “long “ vegeta-
bles (such as pickled okra, pickled string beans, pickled asparagus
spears) work best as stirrers. But “short” vegetables (pickled cocktail
onions, pimiento-stuffed olives, pickled “Tuscan” peppers) can work too,
as long as you thread several of each one on thin bamboo skewers.

M A K E S  AT  L E A S T  3  D O Z E N  F O U R - O U N C E  B L O O D Y  M A R Y S

THE FIVE-STAR FINDS IN CATEGORY #1
★★★★★ Fresh Squeezed and Macerated Orange Juice, made in

the OJex Juicer
★★★★★ The Cajun Bloody Mary with Pickled Vegetables

CATEGORY #2
SAVORY BAKED GOODS
It’s not bread that I have for you here. By now, most people
have local sources for great local breads—and fresh breads are
not great shipping items anyway, because they arrive the day
after baking. But I did find a trio of extremely delicious un-
sweet baked goods which ship well, and will add real cachet to
your big-deal brunch. And I discovered a killer recipe that you
can easily make for your brunch. Here are the four specialties
to focus on:
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Sonoma stores). What impresses me is the weight, sturdiness
and size of the cast-iron OJex, not to mention the super-effi-
cient suction cups that hold this thing to the counter; you can
pull that big ol’ lever down with intuitive tactile confidence
that you are squeezing the heck out of your oranges. However,
even with all of this brute force, you will still get a fairly thin,
acidic glass of juice if you follow the manufacturer’s directions.

I did my own experiment—and I’m so happy I did! When
you open your box, there will be a conical, stainless steel cit-
rus strainer already in the machine, sitting in a stainless steel
bowl that’s about 8 inches above your counter-top. Take out the
stainless steel strainer! Don’t use it. There are other attach-
ments in the box; you want two of those. Grab the round black
plastic one with lots of holes in it, and two prongs sticking
out of the bottom. Replace the stainless steel citrus strainer
with this one: place the prongy thing in the stainless steel bowl
that’s 8 inches above the counter, pushing the prongs through
the hole at the center of the stainless steel bowl; the two “click”
into place. Then, grab another black plastic disc, this one 33⁄4
inches in diameter, with one side that has about 6 concentric
circles. Snap that into place above the other black disc you’ve
already installed, right in the upper housing of the machine,
making sure the concentric-circle-side is facing downward.
You are now all ready to juice!—crushing your orange halves
between these two black plastic discs. And the juice that comes
out using these discs is far richer in body, sweeter, lower in
acid that the juice you’d get otherwise. (The manufacturer rec-
ommends using them for other fruits, but I’m telling you, they
are killer for orange juice!) There is also a conical black plas-
tic strainer in the box . . . but don’t use it! Important note: to
enjoy this great juice, you do have to like a little pulp in your
juice—which I not only like, but demand!

In fact, I like to take this great juice even a step further—
I like to macerate some of the squeezed-out rinds in the juice,
which gives the juice more body and a much deeper flavor! To
make a quart of insanely great OJ, squeeze oranges in the OJex
in the prescribed manner until you have 4 cups of juice (this
should take about 16 medium-sized juice oranges). Pour the
juice into a large pitcher. Stir in two teaspoons of granulated
sugar. Then . . . grab a spent orange rind, and notice the cool
concentric-circle pattern in it. Start stripping away as much
of the rind as you can; it should come off the half of squeezed
orange in rings. Leave behind the white pith. Take the peeled
“rings” from 6 orange halves all together, and place the rings
in the pitcher. Stir all with a wooden spoon. Refrigerate. I like
to leave the pitcher in the fridge for anywhere from one to two
hours: less if you like the rind-y taste less, more if you like it
more. I’m a two-hour guy, all the way. Enjoy!

● THE BLOODY MARY
In reality, there is probably no drink that gets served more
often at a done-up brunch than the Bloody Mary. More reality,
I’m afraid: Bloody Marys are so often disappointing! Why? To
me, the biggest problems are the related ones of texture and
alcohol content. The world seems bent on adding too much
vodka to tomato juice—resulting in drinks that are both thin,
and unbearably hot with alcohol (hot with spice is a feature I



● CROISSANTS 
If there’s one pastry that can virtually “make” a great brunch,
I think it’d be croissants—particularly when they’re hot, fresh,
flaky, just out of the oven, and of super-high quality. I found
all of this, last year, in the amazing croissants being produced
by Williams-Sonoma—available only by mail-order, not in
their stores. You receive the croissants frozen, 15 in a box, and
keep them frozen (for up to three months)—until the night
before your brunch. Then, you take them out of the freezer
before going to bed, and leave them on the counter, on a bak-
ing sheet, at room temperature. Here’s what I said in the April
14, 2003 Rosengarten Report:

“Overnight, the (croissants) will not only thaw, but rise
miraculously. In the morning, they’ll be doubled in size. You
brush the tops with beaten egg. The oven, pre-heated to 350
degrees, does the rest—creating croissants that truly have the
fragile, flaky layers of real croissants, the buttery curls of dough
within, the unbearable lightness of good pastry.”

Obviously, if you’re looking for savory baked
goods, you’ll want to order the plain croissants,
which are as close to Paris as you can get. But I
would strongly advise you to check out their
chocolate croissants as well, which are an awesome
American equivalent of the French breakfast treat
pain au chocolat. Whichever you’re inclined to
order, do not pass up these Williams-Sonoma
Frozen Croissants ($39.50 for 15 croissants)!

● POPOVERS
Not as flaky as croissants—and much more Amur-
rican!—popovers are very much in vogue right
now. When you cook them properly, they rise up
to towering hunks of airy dough—about 6” high,
in the familiar mushroom shape, with a big bal-
loon on top, golden-brown on the outside, slightly
moist and tender within, with a whole lot of interior empty
space. They are phenomenally festive for a brunch party, with
great visual, as well as gustatory, appeal. They can be used as
smearing bases for jams and preserves, or as great accompanying
carbs to go with your bacons and eggs. And they are easy to
make from “popover mixes.”

The company that “has the franchise” is The Popover Café,
a very popular restaurant on the Upper West Side of Manhat-
tan that serves about 1500 popovers a day! Good news for all
of us: about four years ago they started marketing a mix, which
is a real easy shipping item, that yields terrific popovers at
home. They will also ship you very sturdy china molds—the
Hall China Custard Cups—that are ideal for popover cook-
ing; you grease ‘em with hot butter, slip the batter in, and
watch the dough rise into perfect mushroom shapes. (The
molds have a million other kitchen uses, as well.) Now, you
cannot buy the mix alone—you have to buy The Popover Café’s
Strawberry Preserve along with it (great stuff!—see notes on
p. 7), and a pastry brush; these three items will cost you $22
all together. Or . . . you can buy the mix, the preserve, the
brush, and six of the terrific 6-ounce cups, for a total of $73.
All prices include shipping.

But the Popover Café Popover Mix is not the only game
in town; there’s also a good product from Maine, the
Stonewall Kitchen Popover Mix ($4 for a 12.33-oz. pack-
age), made by the diverse and perennially award-winning
Stonewall Kitchen. The two mixes are similar, but there are
some differences. The Popover Café mix yields popovers with
a better exterior look—more crenellated, less smooth. They
are eggier-tasting, a little sweeter, and a little lighter in tex-
ture. If you have sweet plans for your popovers, these would be
perfect. The Stonewall Kitchen popovers are a little denser, a
little saltier, with more of a fresh-pasta-dough taste; these
would be the better choice for savory applications (and, in quite
another context, a real quick way to make Yorkshire Pudding!).

Now, let’s say you don’t feel like making popovers from a
mix—you’d rather have fully baked popovers sent to your door.
Are you out of luck? Certainly not! The Popover Café to the
rescue! They will ship you a Popover Bouquet ($45, includ-

ing shipping): 6 fully cooked popovers sent in a
long-stem flower box, tied with a bow, along
with your choice of strawberry jam or apple but-
ter. They include instructions for refrigerating,
freezing, and re-heating; we tried ‘em all, and
found that all of their methods work beautifully,
bringing very fresh-tasting popovers to the table.

● SCONES
Another brunch-y item that has become real pop-
ular is the scone (pronounced SKOAN, rhyming
with bone, or SKONN, rhyming with John.) It
is basically a kind of shortbread—which means
there’s no yeast used in leavening it. An old, old
Scottish specialty, the scone was virtually
unknown in the U.S. 20 years ago —but now it’s
one of the hot items at upscale bake shops serv-
ing morning muffins and pastries, and on brunch

buffets nationwide. Predictably, bakers across the U.S. are
stretching the definition of a scone, and it has all become quite
confusing. The one thing that all scone recipes have in com-
mon is the use of baking soda or baking powder for leavening
(which means that scones are not as light as yeast doughs).
Eggs are usually not used, though scones often have an egg
wash on their tops. Scones can be on the savory side, or on the
sweet side; either way, they make great bases for jams—espe-
cially, in the Devonshire fashion, strawberry jam with an
obscene slathering of clotted cream.

Making your own scones is quite possible, but lots of com-
panies out there today are trying to convince you that they
should do at least part of the work for you. In most cases, avoid
their sales pitches; heavy, dense and dry is usually what you
get. However, I did find two excellent scone purveyors, whose
products I love . . . and who can save you a whole heap of time!

My favorite mail-order scones—and the biggest time-saver,
by far!—are Zingerman’s Bakehouse Scones (the “scone
gift box” is $30 for 6 scones), from the wonderful Michigan
mega-emporium with the wonderfully colorful web site. Here’s
some great news: Zingerman’s ships their scones to you (in a
number of different, oft-changing flavors) . . . and they’re
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already cooked! You have but to gently warm them in your
oven—from which they emerge with immaculate freshness. I
very much liked the round, savory Cheddar Herb Scone that I
tried (mucho herby), as well as the two triangular, lightly sweet
scones I tried—the very subtle Currant Scone, and the intense
Ginger Scone. All of them are moister, lighter, flakier than
most scones you can buy. In fact, the textures lean a bit towards
the texture of great American biscuits.

My second-favorite scone entails a bit more work. The Stonewall
Kitchen Scone Mix ($4 for a 14.3-oz. package) involves the blend-
ing of the mix with cold butter, and the stirring in of water—not to
mention the baking itself. If you wish to go to that trouble for your
“convenience” scones . . . you will be rewarded with damned good
scones, with a fresh dough aroma, and admirable lightness, flaki-
ness. These are very lightly sweet scones—there’s almost a peachy
hint in there, though Stonewall Kitchens says no—but these “sconns”
could be used for any sweet or savory purpose.

● CHEESE BISCUITS
At my fancy brunches, I always love to offer some type of warm, cheesy
biscuits, muffins or bread—and, Lord knows, there are plenty of can-
didates out there that you can buy and have shipped. But . . . I’ve got
something you can make at home that beats everything I’ve tasted.
Executive Editor Gregg Early acquired from a colleague a terrific
recipe for “pitki,” a kind of Bulgarian pancake, made with feta cheese
(see the October 28, 2002 Rosengarten Report for an excellent Bulgar-
ian feta source). I added a second cheese to it as a topping—and came
up with an extraordinary brunch treat, something like a flat, round
biscuit, absurdly delicious when hot, just as good later if kept in a
tea towel in a bread basket on the brunch buffet.

Warm Bulgarian Cheese Biscuits with Feta and Gruyère
You’ll love the light, airy cheesiness of this pastry, and its delightfully crispy edges.

1 cup plain yogurt
1 teaspoon baking soda
1 extra-large egg
2⁄3 cup all-purpose flour
2 cups good feta, crumbled into small-medium chunks
2 tablespoons cold butter, plus a little extra for greasing the pan
1⁄4 cup grated Gruyère cheese

1. Pre-heat oven to 375 degrees.
2. In a large bowl, whisk yogurt and baking soda together until the mixture bubbles.

Break the egg into the bowl and add the flour; stir vigorously with a wooden spoon until all
is well-blended. Add the feta chunks, blending well again. The dough shouldn’t be too
runny or too thick. Adjust runny dough with a little extra flour, or overly thick dough with a
little extra beaten egg.

3. Lightly grease a cookie sheet with the extra butter. Drop the batter onto the sheet
with a wooden spoon, dropping 12 circles of batter in all on the sheet. Divide the 2 table-
spoons of butter into 12 thin slices, and press the slices into the centers of the 12 balls.
Sprinkle a teaspoon of grated Gruyère over each ball.

4. Place cookie sheet in the oven, and bake for 20 minutes, or until the biscuits are
golden brown. Immediately wrap biscuits in a towel, and place in serving basket. Serve
right away if possible, but the biscuits will be good for hours.

M A K E S  A  D O Z E N  F L AT  B I S C U I T S
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THE FIVE-STAR FINDS IN CATEGORY #2
★★★★★ Williams-Sonoma Frozen Croissants
★★★★★ Warm Bulgarian Cheese Biscuits with Feta and

Gruyère

CATEGORY #3
SWEET BAKED GOODS
My tooth is not particularly sweet—but there are many, many
tasteful people who think of brunch primarily as a sugar-rush
opportunity. For them, there’s no need to wait until dessert—you
just serve a bunch of sweet pastries early in the brunch, along
with preserves and coffee, and, (they’d argue), “What more could
you need?” I’m on board with this, at least as host/provider—as
long as the pastries are of mind-bending quality. Again, however,
there’s the old “fresh-baked-goods” dilemma: how do you get
great pastry items to your house in tip-top condition? That was
the theme of my quest. Happily, after tasting through many
items that would have been better left un-sent, I found a few
that I think will make even the savory hold-outs at your next
brunch party swoon with the pleasure of sugar. These are all
great baked goods that arrive in absolutely great condition. 

The first company I’d consider for shippable sweet pastry
is the fabulous O&H Danish Bakery in Racine, Wisconsin.
Danish immigrant Christian Olesen started the company in
1949, and over 50 years later, it’s still run by the Olesen fam-
ily (fourth generation now). A good place to start might be
with their O&H Blueberry Sweet Bread ($7.10 for a 7”x
4” loaf; not available on the web site so you must call to
order); it’s not too sweet (that’s why they call it “bread”),
moist, fresh, with a lovely eggy taste. Alas, there’s not much
blueberry flavor. An even better loaf is the Lemon Cream
Pound Cake ($7.10 for a 7”x 4” loaf; not available on the
web site so you must call to order)—amazingly, luridly
yellow, but don’t let that scare you. This baby is very soft and
moist, with tons of thrilling lemon-rind flavor. Great for the
brunch buffet.

Now step up to the company’s killer coffee cake, the O&H
Seven Sister Coffee Cake ($8.75). It is composed of what
looks like seven spiraled cinnamon rolls pressed together into
a round pan—and has soulful old-world goodness to it. It is
a delicious pastry, brimming with custard, and creamed
almond filling, sticky-gooey but not at all heavy, with layer
after layer of texture surprise. Make sure to heat.

I did, of course, save the best O&H treat for last: O&H’s
amazing line of Danish kringles, or large (over a foot long)
pastry rings with a light icing—which taste for all the world
like the “Danishes” of your dreams! Kringles—which take
three days to prepare—used to be made in a pretzel shape
(kringle takes its name from an old Scandinavian sailor’s word
for “knot”); in the 1940s, however, the O&H bakers decided
to lighten the creation by leaving out the “twist,” and creat-
ing a large hole instead in the center of the oval. If you really
love sugar, you might want to try the Turtle Kringle, made
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with chocolate, or the Raspberry Kringle, made with rasp-
berry jam. Two others, however—both a little less sweet—
flipped me out. The O&H Pecan Kringle ($7.90) is a but-
ter-drenched pastry (butter-phobes stay away!), with a won-
derful pecan filling that’s not heavy or dense. Even better,
though, is the stupendous O&H Strawberry-Cheese Kringle
($11.60)—which is not available on-line, so it must be ordered
by phone. If you love cheese-filled Danish, you will ascend to
Danish heaven with this creation—a great, custardy cheese,
with nostalgically kid-like strawberry jam. All of the kringles
are moist and flaky; they look like they’ll be crispy, too, but
they don’t really crisp up in the oven. So . . . enjoy them for the
amazing soft things that they are!

Another Midwestern Scandinavian bakery that’s great for
brunch is the Scandia Bake Shop, in Minneapolis—founded
by the Norwegian John Lundberg in 1951, and run today by
Lundberg’s daughter, along with her husband. The item I par-
ticularly love is the Scandia Bake Shop Frystekake ($7.99
for a 6” cake, $10.99 for an 8” cake), their take on a pastry
created for the King of Norway in the early 1900s. It comes in
layered, rectangular strips, with a plethora of apples, crumbs
and nuts between the pastry, leading to lots of texture varia-
tions. It’s really fun to chew—with a Fig Newton-like appeal
in taste, as well as a huge Scandinavian cardamom flavor.

For another take on the fruit-filled strip, order the deli-
cious William Greenberg Apricot and Prune Strip ($15)
from one of Manhattan’s oldest (1946) and most respected
fancy bakeries. This is a long strip, serving 6–8, of dense, but-
tery pastry, relieved by super-flavorful prune and apricot pre-
serves that taste great together. A little sticky and rich . . . but
you can’t stop eating it anyway.

Speaking of sticky . . . I also can’t get enough (and, remem-
ber, I have no sweet tooth!) of the fabulous Williams-Sonoma
Frozen Sticky Buns ($38 for 12 sticky buns), invented for
Williams-Sonoma by the same French chef who invented those
amazing frozen croissants. So the technology is the same: you
leave them out overnight to thaw and rise, you pop them in the
oven the next morning, and then you gasp. These spiral buns
are light, bouncy, elastic, flaky, improbably wonderful. My
advice: ignore the instructions, which tell you to invert the
pan of cooked buns onto a plate so they get drenched with
their own syrup. I prefer to remove the cooked sticky buns by
hand, keeping them top-side up, and leaving the caramel nut
sauce in the pan—then spoon however much of the sauce you
want over the buns, controlling the sweetness. 

Lastly, I must go public with my long-standing love affair
with the Barney Greengrass Chocolate Babka ($11 for a
1-lb. loaf). This venerable Manhattan institution (see more
about their smoked fish on p. 15) buys the babka from a bak-
ery in Queens, and makes it available to the world at large.
You can buy the mini-babkas, but I prefer the large one-pound
loaf, which would make great babka-fodder for 8–12 people.
Warm it up in the oven; when it emerges, it’s all crumby and
irregular on top, with a remarkably light, crisp, cracklin’ exte-
rior. Inside is a pillow of tender, lightly sweet yellow cake,
swirled with melted chocolate and chocolate chips. It is both
nostalgic (for me) and addictive (for anyone).

THE FIVE-STAR FINDS IN CATEGORY #3
★★★★★ O&H Strawberry-Cheese Kringle
★★★★★ Williams-Sonoma Frozen Sticky Buns
★★★★★ Barney Greengrass Chocolate Babka

CATEGORY #4
JAMS, JELLIES, AND
PRESERVES
I would wager that a good 99% of preserved fruit eaten by
Americans—in the form of jam, jelly, or preserves—is
mediocre at best. We have all come to settle for that! Well
damnit, I’m mad as hell . . . and I’m not gonna spread it any-
more! But . . . I’m sure that on occasion you’ve had the same
epiphanous experience I’ve had . . . sitting somewhere and
mindlessly lathering another jam or jelly on bread, not expect-
ing much, and suddenly jumping off the chair because the
fruit makes you feel as if you’ve been transported to the cen-
ter of the world’s greatest orchard at peak season. It can hap-
pen. It should happen. Producers really can “preserve” (as
they’re supposed to) the profound, exquisite taste of high-qual-
ity fresh fruit. But the unfortunate reality is that you really
have to search hard to find it; even many of the brands that
look very “high-end” in their packaging are disappointingly
ordinary. Well, search I did, tasting over 100 different jams,
jellies, preserves and related fruit products, with the hope of
boosting your beautiful brunch. Hooray! I found that, if you’re
willing to go beyond your local market and gourmet store,
there are quite a few super-exciting products out there, wait-
ing to be shipped. Don’t forget: both the Pacific Northwest
and Michigan are fabulous sources of small red fruits—so they
should be fabulous sources of conserves, as well. Here are the
companies who make at least one great product that landed
on my hot sheet. Taste at room temperature.

● THE CHUKAR CHERRY COMPANY
It’s not often that a fruit conserve maintains the awesome,
actual flavor of cherries—but when one does, it goes right to
the top of my list! That is why I’m so excited about the prod-
ucts made by this great Washington State company, founded
in 1988 in the Columbia Valley (wine country!), and going
strong today. The three cherry products I tasted, in tall, elegant
jars, were all labeled as “jam”—but they’re like no jam I’ve
ever known, with big chunks of cherries (or whole cherries)
surrounded by a thick, viscous ooze, reminiscent of pie-filling
goop. But what goop! Skip the Bing Cherry Jam; products
made from “sweet” cherries like Bing never have an intense
cherry flavor. You want the stuff made from sour cherries—
like the Chukar Cherry Red Sour Cherry Jam ($7.95 for a
10-oz. jar), with big, luminous cherries in a cherry-profound
ooze. Surprise ahead: I didn’t expect to prefer a cherry product
that combined cherries with another fruit—but the Chukar
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Cherry Cherry-Raspberry Jam ($7.95 for a 10-oz. jar) is
beyond insane! The two flavors come together so naturally
here, with each one retaining its own voice—and adding up to
a third flavor that’s like the apotheosis of red fruit. Deep, deep,
sexy, sexy. Fairly sweet, but with good acid. Remarkably vel-
vety “sauce.”

● AMERICAN SPOON FOODS
In 1981, superstar chef Larry Forgione (one of the first super-
star chefs!) and Michigan native Justin Rashid teamed up with
the dream of producing “the finest fruit preserves in the world
from Michigan fruit.” Their company has been thriving for
almost 25 years now, garnering torrential showers of attention
all along the way.

Would I be out of line in telling you that most of the many
American Spoon products I recently tasted didn’t thrill me?
Has the big company become too big?

I was sent four different “lines” of fruit products in jars.
The first I tried, Spoon Fruits, had nice textures, but the
products were all distressingly low in flavor. The Marmalade
line was also low-key, not bright and specific.

Alas, many of the Preserves I tasted, like the
peach, also had muted flavors, almost like canned
fruit. However, one of the Preserves was a huge
hit: the American Spoon Food Strawberry
Preserves ($6.50 for a 9.5-oz. jar), featuring
intense, cooked strawberry flavor with a racy edge
that’s almost smoky. Wonderfully runny and
lumpy. Buy this!

And the other reason I’m telling you about
this company . . . is their fourth “line” of fruit
products, called “Fruit Perfect.” I don’t know how
to classify these products—but I can tell you that
the American Spoon Foods Fruit Perfect
Cherries ($6.95 for a 13.5 oz. jar) gives the
Chukar Cherry people a run for their cherry
money! This product is totally different from
theirs—very light and runny, compared to
Chukar’s thick and viscous. Why, you could pour this Fruit
Perfect into a bowl and serve it as cherry soup! Big pieces,
sometimes whole cherries, in a medium-light, ruby-red sauce,
with a huge, and hugely accurate, taste of sour cherries. I love
this!!—though I’m a little confused about its applications. It
is probably too light and runny to use as a jam. All I really
want along with it . . . is a spoon! Hey—maybe that’s why they
call the company “Spoon Foods!”

● FOOD FOR THOUGHT
While we’re on the subject of cherries—one of my favorite
subjects!—I must let you know about a fairly new Michigan
company that’s very touchy-feely, granola-like, and also has a
few great products! Do avoid most of their glitzy preserves
named for various trendy grape varieties, like their Blueberry
Merlot, and Blackberry Shiraz—but with their Food For
Thought Organic Tart Cherry Cabernet Wine Preserves
($6.25 for a 9.5-oz. jar), you get some excellent sour-cherry
flavor (though not a lick of Cabernet). With the Cherry Rasp-

berry, by the way, you get too much raspberry flavor (they don’t
hit the balance between the two fruits as Chukar does), and
with the Enchanted Cherry the cherry flavor is bombed by
Christmas-like spices.

However, the real reason I want you to know about this
company is not cherries at all—but strawberries! For the Food
for Thought Strawberry Basil Preserves ($5.95 for a 9.5-
oz. jar) is a thick, chunky preserve with great strawberry fla-
vor—and an amazing synergy triggered by the basil addition.
At the least, the basil makes you start thinking about corre-
spondences between ripe strawberries and ripe tomatoes; at
the most (if you’re a creative thinker), you may start musing
about the mysteries of an ancient garden. What’s in this stuff,
anyway? Food for thought, literally.

● ANDRÉ GUÉPRATTE
This little company has been making old-fashioned French
preserves with big flavor in Normandy since 1946, using
copper cauldrons to cook up small batches only. Their André
Guépratte Confiture de Rhubarbe-Fraise ($7.99 for a

370-g. jar) is another one of my favorite straw-
berry preserves—though this one features the
classic combo of strawberries and rhubarb. Loose
and running, with big, soft chunks. Natural-
looking color—reddish-brown, nothing artifi-
cially vivid. Big natural strawberry flavor,
boosted by the acid spur of rhubarb—and left
on display, due to the only moderate use of
sugar. Classic and delicious. Available in the
U.S. through igourmet.com.

● POPOVER CAFÉ OLD-
FASHIONED STRAWBERRY
PRESERVES 
More great strawberry jam—but with a caveat.
This terrific product is sold by Manhattan’s
Popover Café—but they will ship it only in con-
junction with their popover mix (see details on

p. 4). I say: go for it, especially since I like the mix, too. Or, if
you can get to the Manhattan store, you can buy the preserves
alone there. It’s a thick, dark-red jelly, with only a little solid
matter—more like a jam than classic preserves. But the fla-
vor! Bright strawberry, quite sweet, good acid. What I par-
ticularly love is the haunting undertone—earthy, almost
smoky, unforgettable.

● SARABETH’S KITCHEN
And I have one more sensational strawberry jam to tell you
about—from another famous Manhattan source. New York-
ers know Sarabeth’s jams pretty well—since they’re available
for sale at Sarabeth’s four retail outlets in Manhattan (two
restaurants, a museum café, and a bakery). But familiarity
should not breed contempt—for these are some of the best
jams in the world. Sarabeth opened her first establishment in
1981, at which time she resurrected a two-hundred year-old
family jam recipe; today, she has a total of 14 jams and mar-
malades for sale. And, yes, my favorite involves strawberries
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. . . and raspberries, as well. Sarabeth’s Strawberry Rasp-
berry Legendary Spreadable Fruit ($10 for a 2-lb. jar)—her
labels avoid the jam-jelly-preserves quagmire—is explosive in
flavor; you can smell the sweet profundity of berries as you
open the jar. Amazingly intense, only medium-sweet, and a
perfect blend of the two flavors.

The other legendary spreadable I can’t live without is the
exquisite Sarabeth’s Orange Apricot Marmalade ($10 for a
2-lb. jar)—fairly runny, but with big slices of orange rind, and
with a bright, sunny, deep golden-orange color. What I love so
much about this marmalade is its freshness—it tastes almost
like the marmalade version of a great glass of freshly squeezed
orange juice. Another plus, for me, is the powerful presence of
a wild and fresh rind flavor. This is, without a doubt, one of
the very best marmalades made in the world today.

● FROG HOLLOW FARM
I recently became aware of this fabulous fruit-growing farm in
northern California; you shall hear much more about Frog Hol-
low in the next issue of The Rosengarten Report, as we gear up for
peach season. But these peachy superstars are also jam-makers—
so for this article, I tore into their line of conserves with glee.

I mostly found, alas, merely good products, not great ones.
I read the material, and I learned that Becky Smith is making
jams in small batches in a shallow braiser, doing all the right
things. And I know she’s working with unbelievably good
fruit.  But I was fairly disappointed in the lack of intensity in
the jams made from peaches, nectarines and apricots.

That said . . . I found their marmalades to be excellent. I
liked the Frog Hollow Farm Navel Orange Marmalade
($9.00 for an 8.4-oz. jar) well enough; I particularly
responded to the loveliness of the orange rind flavor, though I
could, again, wish for more intensity. But the intensity finally
came with the best product of all, the Frog Hollow Farm
Meyer Lemon Marmalade ($9.00 for an 8.4-oz. jar); it’s
quite thick and jellied, very tart, not super-sweet, with lots of
julienne rind and a blow-your-mind, stinging lemon-rind fla-
vor. This is the stuff that’ll wake you up in the morning! 

● STONEWALL KITCHEN
And while we’re on a marmalade roll—here’s another exciting
one, from the award-winning company in Maine that has grown
so in recent years. Well, gotta admit—I’m not sure the expan-

sion has been a good thing for the quality of the red-fruit jams,
which were ho-hum in my tasting. But the Stonewall Kitchen
Lemon Pear Marmalade ($7.50 for a 13-oz. jar) rocked!
Light honey color. Very goopy and runny simultaneously, with
huge chunks of julienne lemon rind—which provide an intense
rindy flavor, including a great taste twist that will remind you
of freshly-made lemonade. Not for fans of bitter or acidic mar-
malade; the dominant component here is “sweet.”

● ELSENHAM
OK—one more marm. And this one is for those who want to
love marmalade, but normally find it a palate assault. When
you see the august jar of Elsenham Handmade Thick Cut
Marmalade with Glenfiddich Whisky ($8.25 for a 340-g.
jar), manufactured in a small English village since 1890, it
certainly looks like it’s going to knock your jammy socks off.
But I have to report that it doesn’t; this is a very balanced mar-
malade, with moderate sweetness, acid and orange flavor. The
only element above the mean is bitterness—but it’s a gentle
bitterness, abetted by a very gentle kick of Scotch whisky
(which, frankly, adds a lot less flavor than I had hoped for).
This is for a lovely, quiet, elegiac moment; don’t rev up your
pacemaker for this one. Available through The Pancake Shop.

● MISTY MEADOWS PRODUCTS
Anticipating that the Pacific Northwest was going to mop up
in this jam competition—since the region produces incredibly
deep-tasting berries, and is rife with artisanal types making
artisanal everything—I cast a very wide net for products from
Washington and Oregon. I received plenty, to be sure—but I
must confess I was mostly disappointed. The jams, jellies and
preserves I tasted that were made from “mainstream” fruits—
strawberries, raspberries, etc.—were not as lively as ones made
elsewhere from the same fruits. “Okay,” I thought, “the fire-
works’ll be in all those specialty Northwest berries, like mar-
ionberry, loganberry, tayberry, etc.” Nope again; most of the
products made from these berries were indistinct and overly
general in flavor.

However, I did find one Oregon product that lived up to
the promise of this great region. Misty Meadow Products mar-
kets a number of jams under the “Oregon Coast” label; unfor-
tunately, when I tasted their marionberry jams I thought I was
heading for more disappointment. But along came huckle-
berry . . . and bingo! The huckleberry itself, a Northwest
favorite, is an ancient relative of the blueberry—and in every
Northwest group of jams I tasted, it was the huckleberry jam
that stood out. The Oregon Coast Wild Huckleberry Jam
($10.95 for a quart jar) is a dark, ruby-purple, with jellied
chunks, whole berries and lots of seeds sitting in thick, runny
juice. You get the idea of high quality as soon as you open the
jar, when a wild, earthy, deeply fruity aroma rises. This carries
through on the medium-sweet palate, where the flavors are
joined by something exotic that’s almost like the taste of vio-
let. The flavor of huckleberry is not as “high” as the flavor of
blueberry, but it is deeper, more multi-faceted—and makes
one helluva jam, more subtle than my other winners, but a
winner nevertheless.
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● BAUMAN FARMS
Ready for more Northwest subtlety? The other product I really
liked from the region was made by Bauman Farms, in Ger-
vais, Oregon. Once again: the famous marionberry left me cold
in the Bauman Farms marionberry jam—but another berry
emerged as a winner. The Baumann Farms Loganberry Pre-
serves, Seedless ($3.50 for a 12-oz. jar) is a smooth, runny,
thick ruby-purple sauce that’s nothing like a “preserve” at all.
The taste is subtle, but wildly evocative: if you put your mind
to it, you can detect notes of strawberry, honey, cassis, plums,
spice. Medium-sweet, but with great acid.

● LA TRINQUELINETTE
I also get excited when I see jammy products from the “old
country”—however, experience has taught me that not all
fancy-looking, highly priced European preserves for sale in
America are top-notch. La Trinquelinette, made in the tiny
Burgundian village of Trinquelin, and available through
Willams-Sonoma, is a good case in point: the jars look great,
look as if the world’s best jam is inside. In truth, both the
cherry jam and the blackcurrant jam I tasted were fine, but
nothing special. However, I did want to bring your attention
to the La Trinquelinette Blood Orange Jam ($9 for a 13.2-
oz. jar), an unusual and excellent product. It’s a dull-look-
ing, chunky paste, quite solid, that is made with Morot blood
oranges from Sicily—and gets its jazz from the thrillingly
accurate representation of blood orange taste, which is to say,
on the borderline between orange and pink grapefruit. I love
the way that little rind-y bits resonate in your mouth, their
wild citric taste lingering for moments.

● ALTA VALTELLINA
Here’s another European company—this one Italian, in the
Italian Alps—that sends a gorgeous jar to the U.S. market
(the wooden lid is a great touch!), suggesting extreme qual-
ity inside the package. Good news! Inside this jar, the qual-
ity is good enough! The Alta Valtellina Confettura Extra
di Lamponi ($12.95 for a 17-5-oz. jar), available in the
U.S. from The Pancake Shop, is a gooey-rich-thick raspberry
preserve, with tons of seeds, that holds its shape on a spoon
when you scoop it up. The sugar is low, the acid is high, and
there’s a lovely, high-toned raspberry flavor that, if not as
profound as I’d wish it to be, has an intoxicating wine-like
dimension.

● ERIC BUR
Enfin, we go back to France—for a confiture that, by its very
nature, lacks intense flavor, but is tremendously exciting nev-
ertheless. How would you describe the taste of a fresh fig? It’s
practically ineffable; all I can think about when I taste one is the
Garden of Eden. And that’s exactly what I hope you think about
(with fig leaf in place or not) when you taste the Eric Bur Con-
fiture Extra de Figue Noire ($9.50 for a 370-g. jar), an extra-
ordinary capture of the essence of fig. It’s a sticky, brownish-
pink mass dotted with fig seeds, which makes a noise like gooey
beluga when you dip your spoon into it. Sexy. Medium-sweet,
with not much acidity, just like a fresh fig—but incredibly fig-
like, earthy, dusty-tasting, mysterious, and therefore immensely
appealing. Available from The Pancake Shop.

THE FIVE-STAR FINDS IN CATEGORY #4
★★★★★ Chukar Cherry Cherry-Raspberry Jam
★★★★★ American Spoon Foods Fruit Perfect Cherries
★★★★★ Sarabeth’s Strawberry Raspberry Legendary

Spreadable Fruit
★★★★★ Sarabeth’s Orange Apricot Marmalade
★★★★★ Oregon Coast Wild Huckleberry Jam 
★★★★★ Eric Bur Confiture Extra de Figue Noire

CATEGORY #5
PANCAKES, WAFFLES AND
FRENCH TOAST
I’m sure that you’ve got your own methods and ideas for pan-
cakes, waffles and French toasts—don’t we all!—but I thought
I’d put a few unusual things before your eyes that could give
you a major head start in preparing your brunch party, could
supply a jolt of new-found quality, and could get you moving
on some innovative paths. One of the paths I’ve been on lately,
for example . . . is the path that isn’t necessarily lubricated
with, or ennobled by, maple syrup.

● PANCAKES 
Well, in the pancake category, I am sticking with good old
Grade B maple syrup from Vermont—but I have been devoting
a lot of attention lately to a range of pancake mixes (new on me)
that I guarantee will lead to some of the best and easiest pancakes
you’ve ever made at home, however you choose to anoint them.

After trying over a dozen available mixes for regular pan-
cakes, I bestow the gold medal on Christine and Rob’s Old-
Fashioned Pancake & Crêpe Mix ($42.95 for twelve 20-oz.
boxes or use the “retail” feature on the web site to find
store locations that carry the product), made in Stayton,
Oregon. Christine and Rob Bartell credit the success of their
mix to the use of eastern Washington white winter wheat, and
its popularity to the fact that all you have to add is water. I
LOVED the pancakes that emerged—light and fluffy, with lots
of exterior holes and gullies, a wonderful pully-chewy-resilient
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ell, it’s not exactly a preserve . . . but I had to tell you about the
wildly fruity Sirop au Melon, Côté Garrigue ($6.10 for 50 CL),
manufactured in Provence, and imported by a Massachusetts epi-
curean importer. The syrup is very sweet, but not sticky-rich—and,

most important, incredibly vivid with melon flavor (with a hint, I don’t know
why, of artificial banana flavor). This’d be a cool thing to have on your
brunch buffet; use it to pour over fruits, pastries, custards.
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for use in restaurants. When you use it in your home (adding
only water and melted butter), you will get a terrific waffle:
light, but with lots of moisture inside, slightly sweet, eggy,
with a malty, old-fashioned sugar-cookie kind of taste.

And what waffle machine will you use to make this mas-
terpiece? I tried, and loved, the electric VillaWare Wide-
Pocket Waffler, 4-Square, No. 5800 ($89.95), also available
from Williams-Sonoma. It yields lovely, golden-brown waf-
fles, four of them at a time, medium-thick, each one 41⁄2”
square. The waffles take less than 3 minutes to cook, and a
“chime” goes off to let you know when they’re done. Plus . . .
there’s a “browning control” dial, with 7 settings from light to
dark (I like light). To sweeten the pot still further—the grid
is nonstick, which facilitates easy clean-up!

But I have another waffle idea for you as well (yes, I’m waf-
fling!). When I spent some time in Norway, years ago, I fell in
love with little heart-shaped waffles, served warm, with but-
ter and a thin slice of geitost—that’s caramelized goat cheese!—
draped over the waffle heart, tenderly melting. Yum! I am sug-
gesting, ladies and gentlemen, that you reproduce this savory,
very humble country treat for your sophisticated 2004 brunch
guests—they’ll love it! All you need is a heart-shaped waffle-
maker, and a bar of geitost.

You’re in luck . . . a great Connecticut outfit called Scan-
dia has everything you require. Once again, the waffler is made
by VillaWare—but they make two heart-shaped wafflers, so
be careful. One of them, available at Williams-Sonoma, is
called the “Petite Heart Waffler”—and makes three thick
heart-shaped waffles, totally unlike the Norwegian specialty.
Don’t buy it. You want the VillaWare Heart Waffler, No.
3100 ($67.50), available from Scandia; it makes 5, thin, lovely,
soft, delicate—and very Norwegian!—heart-shaped waffles.

Take the waffles off the grid as soon as they’re cooked, and
spread a bit of unsalted butter on each one. Then, place a thinly
shaved slice of Scandia’s Tine Ekte Geitost ($8.90 for 500
grams) over each waffle; serve immediately on a pass-around
platter, and keep replenishing. Your guests will go wild over
this mostly savory waffle treat—due, principally, to the amaz-
ing flavor of geitost, which tastes something like a not-sweet
Sugar Daddy turned into firm goat cheese. If you haven’t tried
it . . . it’s a must! 

● FRENCH TOAST 
The only French toast news I have for you is a fantastic new
idea, supplied to me recently by a very tasteful Hamptons
friend named Bunny Dell—and it’s further fuel for my savory
griddle-cake fire! It’s a very simple dish: you make a terrific,
creamy tuna salad, well-mashed, with lots of Hellmann’s may-
onnaise. I’d leave out any other ingredients in the tuna salad,
but a little bit of sweet red pepper (raw or pickled) ain’t a bad
addition for this dish. Then, melt a good deal of butter over
medium-high heat in a heavy sauté pan. While the butter is
heating, beat up a coupla three eggs in a wide, shallow bowl,
make tuna salad sandwiches with good white bread, and cut
the sandwiches in half on the diagonal. Ready? Dip the trian-
gular halves in the egg (as many halves as will comfortably fit
in the pan), coating them completely with egg on all sides and

texture, and a terrific, subtle egg and browned-sugar flavor.
These cakes are better than home-made, at least in my home.

Another great pancake mix comes from Hot Springs,
Arkansas, the site of a restaurant that has been around since
1940—and has garnered considerable fame for its buckwheat
pancakes. So I fixed me a batch of The Pancake Shop’s The
Very Best Buckwheat Pancake Mix ($7.95 for a 24-oz. box),
and became a believer. The cakes were not as dark-brown as
other buckwheat pancakes I tried, and maybe not quite as nutty.
But the nut flavor was joined by a heady maltiness, and the
lightly sweet pancakes were attractively light and fluffy. I’m a fan
of buckwheat pancakes, and I was delighted to find these.

I surprised myself, however, when I rustled up a batch of
Heidi’s Fat-Free Cottage Cheese Premium Pancake Mix
($5.99 for a 12-oz. box). Ugh! Fat-free! Ugh! Pancakes
weighed down with cottage cheese! (which you mix in at
home, along with eggs). Then I tried them . . . and I fell head-
over-heels in love with this Idaho product, and its truly mirac-
ulous texture. The cakes darken quickly in the pan, so watch
them carefully—but before long you’ll notice an utterly
bewitching aroma, suggestive of cheese blintzes. Then the bite:
soft and warm and tender and puffy and irresistibly sexy.
Lightly sweet, and my new favorite breakfast. No syrup
needed! Available from igourmet.com.

By the way, if you have been bedeviled, as I have, by the
heretofore imperfect process of adding pancake batter to a grid-
dle—drips, splotches, asymmetrical cakes, etc.—the
Williams-Sonoma Batter Dispenser ($35) is just the tool
you need! It is a stainless steel cylinder that you fill with bat-
ter, and hold over your waiting griddle. Squeeze the handle,
and batter comes pouring out of an opening at the bottom of
the cylinder. Release the handle, and the batter flow cuts off—
leaving a dripless, splotchless, perfectly round pancake on the
griddle. A major addition to your breakfast batterie de cuisine. 

● WAFFLES
When it comes to waffles, if you want to use a mix, there’s
only one you need to know about: Bellegem Waffle Mix ($6
for a 11⁄4-lb. box), made exclusively for Williams-Sonoma.
This is an outstanding product! Modeled after classic Belgian
waffles, the recipe was developed by a French chef 20 years ago

C H R I S T I N E  &  R O B  S C O R E  A G A I N  .  .  .
T H I S  T I M E ,  O AT M E A L !

D
amn, these guys are good! I tasted a number of oatmeals in prepar-
ing this article . . . and found that the same Oregon folks who bring
you what I consider to be the best pancake mix, also bring you what I
consider to be the best oatmeal! Christine & Rob’s Old Fashioned

Oatmeal is a slow-toasted, thick-cut oatmeal that requires only water to
come to life in your kitchen. The nutty flavor is good enough . . . but the
texture! Chewy-tender, with every grain separate, slightly fuzzy and
mucilaginous, almost reminiscent of great fresh pasta . . . wow! . . . a lit-
tle butter and sugar, and, with any luck, you’ll be transported to some Pla-
tonic log cabin on a wintry-cold morning. Then you can go to work happy.

Christine & Rob’s Oatmeal is now available at stores in 14 states; you
can log on to their web site to see if there are locations near you.

You can order on-line as well . . . but normally Christine and Rob’s Oat-
meal is sold on-line by the case (twelve 20-oz. boxes for $42.95). So we
asked for a break . . . and Rob himself has authorized a great trial offer of
one 2.5-lb. bag for $9.95 (shipping included!). Look on their web site
under “Rosengarten Table Offer.”

Who makes the world’s best OLIVE OIL? Click here!



● SCRAMBLED EGGS
“Scrambled eggs” is one of America’s favorite breakfast dishes,
but it’s not easy to get just right. How many brunch buffets
have offered you tight, almost-tough little curds of egg, with-
out a deep egg flavor? A great scrambled egg, to me, is not
really scrambled at all—it’s gently coaxed into a mass of large,
creamy flaps that are deep yellow and very eggy. There are sev-
eral keys to accomplishing this. One is to eschew additions to
the eggs—except for extra egg yolks, and a little melted but-
ter! Another is to cook the eggs really slowly over low heat; I
find a one-minute scrambled egg to be uninteresting. Lastly,
there’s the matter of what instrument you use to do the “scram-
bling.” I like to use a heat-proof rubber mixing spatula that’s
at least 11⁄2” wide at the tip, so that when I use it to push the
eggs across the pan, it creates flaps that are at least 11⁄2” wide.
A wooden spoon won’t make flaps that are as perfect (because
the spoon is rounded at the tip), but it’s a decent substitute as
long as it’s a wide wooden spoon. If the following recipe is a lit-
tle rich for your blood, use only 5 eggs—all whites and all
yolks—and eliminate the melted butter addition. But I think
that once you try it the way I have it here, you’ll allow your-
self the occasional indulgence. 

Rich, Slow-Cooked Scrambled Eggs
6 large eggs
11⁄2 tablespoons unsalted butter, melted
1⁄4 teaspoon salt

1. Break 4 of the eggs into a large bowl. Separate the other 2 eggs, adding only the
yolks to the large bowl. Reserve the 2 whites for another use.

2. Pour 1 tablespoon of the melted butter into the bowl with the eggs (pour very slowly
if the butter is hot). Add the salt. Beat eggs with a wire whisk for 30 seconds.

3. Place the remaining 1⁄2 tablespoon of butter in a good-quality, heavy-bottomed, non-
stick skillet that measures about 71⁄2” across the bottom. Place skillet over low heat.

4. When the butter has melted, pour in the beaten eggs. Let them sit, undisturbed, in
the pan for 2 minutes or so; if your heat is low enough, they will not be thickening at this
point. But check them every minute or so after that for signs of thickening. You can do this
by inserting your spatula into the egg mixture at the edge of the pan, and pushing the eggs
slightly toward the center. One minute, it’ll be just liquid that you’re pushing. The next
minute, it may be a flap of scrambled eggs that you’re creating as you push. When you see
that happening, you’re ready to start working.

5. Working in one direction only—say, from the edge of the pan nearest you to the edge
of the pan furthest from you—push the eggs, creating large flaps, all the way to the other
side of the pan. Depending on the width of your “pusher,” it may take 3 or 4 or 5 pushes
to move all the eggs to the other side of the pan. You must work slowly, deliberately, so as
not to break up the flaps into smaller curds. When the eggs reach the other side, they
should be in large, very runny-creamy flaps. Pick up the skillet and move it around a bit,
tilting it, so any uncoagulated egg on top of the flaps runs down to the bottom of the skil-
let.

6. Rotate the pan 180 degrees, and, with your “pusher,” push the flaps back to the
side of the skillet from which they came. They should still be extremely creamy, but they
could be ready at this time. If you’d like them to be more done, push the flaps, once again,
back to the other side of the pan. You may repeat this maneuver until the eggs are done to
your liking. The one problem, however, is this: the more time you take to finish them, the
more they’ll threaten to create an omelet-like, solidified base at the bottom of the pan. If
this starts to happen, break it up so that the eggs remain “scrambled” eggs, not an
omelet. The entire cooking time from dropping eggs in the pan to finishing the dish should
not exceed 4-5 minutes.

7. The eggs should be in large, creamy flaps. Serve immediately. 

M A K E S  A  B U F F E T - TA B L E  TA S T E  F O R  6  P E O P L E
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edges. Then, add the halves to the hot butter in the pan. Don’t
crowd. Take a look at the bottom sides after a minute or so;
your goal is a golden-brown exterior. As soon as you achieve
golden-brown . . . flip! As soon as you have golden-brown on
both sides . . . remove! And serve immediately. Repeat as nec-
essary. My guess is . . . frequent repetition’ll be very necessary.

THE FIVE-STAR FINDS IN CATEGORY #5
★★★★★ Christine and Rob’s Old-Fashioned Pancake

& Crêpe Mix
★★★★★ Heidi’s Fat-Free Cottage Cheese Premium

Pancake Mix
★★★★★ Williams-Sonoma Batter Dispenser
★★★★★ Tine Ekte Geitost on Heart-Shaped Waffles
★★★★★ Bunny’s Tuna Salad French Toast

CATEGORY #6
EGGS
There are those who can go egg-less, and still call it brunch—
but I’m not among them. No matter how fancy the brunch, no
matter how outré the style—I always want a hit of some kind
of eggy goodness. So here’s my take on most of the egg basics
for brunch—including some exciting new recipes, some amaz-
ing new equipment, and one high-priority ingredient idea.

● COUNTRY HEN EGGS
Let’s start with the high-priority ingredient idea: Country
Hen Eggs ($7 a dozen), from a quality-obsessed poultry farm
in Hubbardston, Massachusetts. Now, if you read the mater-
ial that this farm will happily send you, you’ll find a million
non-gastronomic reasons why you should order these eggs: the
chickens are “free-roaming,” they’re happier, the eggs have
four times the amount of Omega-3 that normal eggs have,
there has never been a case of salmonella from a Country Hen
egg, all ingredients used in production are organic, etc., etc.,
etc. The deets are really quite impressive. But I think my rea-
son trumps their reason: these are great-tasting eggs!

You immediately notice that something’s up when you
open the carton: the eggs are light-brown, and with very thick
shells. When you break one into a pan, you’ll see the big yolk
difference; Country Hen yolks are much darker-orange in color
than normal American yolks, much more like the richly col-
ored yolks you find in Europe. And the taste follows through;
any egg dish you make will have a richer feel, an “egg-ier” fla-
vor—and, in certain dishes, the whites won’t “run” as much as
they usually do.

The very best way to obtain these eggs (because it’s the
cheapest) is to find them in your local market; they are avail-
able on the East Coast, all the way down to Georgia and
Florida. You can look on the Country Hen web site to find
your nearest local source. Or . . . you can order from the com-
pany by UPS overnight . . . in which case you’ll also have to pay
the shipping charge. It may be worth it to you. Refrigerated,
the eggs are good for at least 4 months.

Just One of up to 
12 New Free Reports 
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● FRIED EGGS
Apologies to the over-easy folks—but my idea of a fried egg,
damnit, is a sunny-side-up fried egg! I especially love the way
a properly cooked yolk, upon being cut, dramatically—and
deliciously!—spills across the white of the egg. (If you’re using
Country Hen eggs, the drama goes even higher.)

But it ain’t easy to produce a perfect specimen. The “sunny-
side-up fried egg” is really a game of timing skill cleverly dis-
guised as a breakfast dish. The game is this: how do you 1) keep
those yolks runny; 2) harden the gloopy egg white on top; and
3) crisp up the edges of the fried egg—all at the same time?
An egg wasn’t really built to respond perfectly to these needs.
Sunny-side-up fried eggs are being made by the millions every
morning, at restaurants and in homes. But not many diners get
to start their days with perfection. Good news: you can come
close, for your brunch guests, with the following recipe. To
mass-produce for a crowd, cook with several frying pans simul-
taneously—or invest in a large stove-top griddle or two. 

Perfect Sunny-Side-Up Fried Eggs
a large non-stick skillet, preferably 10”–12” in diameter
2 tablespoons unsalted butter, cut in half
2 extra-large eggs, refrigerated

1. Place the skillet over medium-high heat. Place the butter pieces in
the skillet. Allow them to melt and foam.

2. When the foaming subsides, break the eggs into the pan on oppo-
site sides of the pan, making sure that they’re not touching. If the
whites start to run together, separate them with a spatula.

3. A moment or two after adding the eggs, run your spatula under
them to make sure they’re not sticking. Some of the white will have
already hardened. For each egg, dip a flat edge of the spatula into the
egg whites on top of the egg that haven’t hardened, just outside of the
yolk, and push the gloopy whites across the egg (not over the yolk), until
they spill over the edge of the fried egg and into the butter in the pan;
they should still be connected to the egg, and should seize up immedi-
ately. What you have done, in essence, is made a thinner but larger-in-
diameter fried egg, whose whites will cook more quickly.

4. Cook for another 1–2 minutes, or just until the whites are cooked,
the edge is crispy, and the yolk is still runny. If the whites on top aren’t
hardening fast enough, flick some of the hot brown butter in the pan
over those undercooked areas (I like to do this anyway).

5. Remove with a spatula to a large plate, season with salt and pep-
per and serve immediately.

M A K E S  2  S U N N Y - S I D E - U P  F R I E D  E G G S

I also have a new, equipment-driven idea for you—one that
I was inclined to reject, but ended up embracing heartily. I
received a product called the Egg Fry Ring (a set of 4 for $15)
from Wllliams-Sonoma; each ring is made of durable, non-stick
metal, 3” across, with an easily grabbable handle that has a non-
conductive wooden top. To use the rings, you melt butter in a
pan, place the ring in the pan, and break an egg into the ring.
A few minutes later, with no manipulation at all, you have a
sunny-side-up fried egg; you only need to lift off the ring. My
trepidation was this: I could predict that you will not get the
wide, crispy mass of white that surrounds a regularly-made
fried egg. But my surprise was this: what you do get is a high
egg-white cake around the yolk, that has its own incredible
texture (fluffy, soufflé-like) and flavor (due to lots of browning
on the bottom). Plus—you now have a perfectly symmetrical
fried egg that will fit magnificently on an English muffin half
for Fried Eggs Benedict. I am, quite frankly, a convert.

● BOILED EGGS
I love boiled eggs—and there are so many things you can do
with them for a brunch party! However, there is one big
boiled-egg problem (and it afflicts EVERYONE!). Boiling
eggs is supposed to be the easiest thing you can do in the
kitchen—but knowing that only increases the anxiety involved
in getting this simple job done! What temperature should the
eggs be? What temperature should the water be? What combo
of temperatures will make the eggs crack? How do I put the
eggs in the saucepan? How long do I cook them? How do I
know when they’re done? How do I avoid the green ring?
Man—for something so simple, you’ve got a lot to worry
about! Admit it . . . don’t you feel the same way?

And now, to the rescue, comes an amazing tool: the Mav-
erick Electric Egg Cooker ($29.95), available from Williams-
Sonoma—the end to all your boiled-egg nightmares. The prin-
ciple is simple: you pour water into a round metal chamber,
place eggs in a plastic holder on top of the water, plug in—and
when your eggs are ready, a timer goes off! All guesswork is
eliminated! But how, you ask, can you change from soft-boiled,
to medium-boiled, to hard-boiled eggs? Ingeniously, there is
a measuring cup, which indicates exactly how much water you
need for whatever task is at hand, and for various quantities
of eggs (up to 7)—and it’s the evaporation of that exact amount
of water that sets the timer chiming! Amazing!

Does it work? Well, truth be told . . . it worked perfectly, in
my tests, for soft- and medium-boiled eggs. In some tests, how-
ever, the hard-boiled eggs didn’t get completely cooked. So I
have worked out a fool-proof method for large eggs straight from
the refrigerator. Follow the directions, using lukewarm water
from the tap; when the timer goes off, turn off the machine and
let the eggs remain in the chamber for 3 more minutes. My
yolks hardened, using this method, in every test.

OK—now that you can fearlessly boil eggs—what will you
do with them at brunch?

One answer comes out of my latest book, It’s All Ameri-
can Food—and out of my deep childhood nostalgia. It is,
plainly put, a couple of medium-boiled eggs tossed in a bowl
with pieces of buttered toast. I still tingle every time I taste it.
Your guests can tingle too—if you make it in larger quantities,
and serve it, still warm, out of a big communal serving bowl.
Or . . . if your brunch is more intimate . . . each diner can get
his or her own small bowl.

Who makes the world’s best MAIL ORDER STEAKS? Click here!



Momma’s Deep-Dish Boiled Eggs with
Shards of Buttered Toast

2 slices well-browned white-bread toast, buttered well 
4 extra-large eggs, medium-boiled

1. Tear each hot, buttered piece of toast into a dozen pieces. Place
12 pieces in one warmed bowl, 12 pieces in another. (If making a large-
party version, place all toast in the same large bowl.) Cool the eggs
slightly under running water, so you can handle them. Cut each one open
at the center with a serrated knife, and, with a spoon, scoop the white
and runny yolk out of the two halves of each one, dividing the cooked
egg evenly among the toast in the two bowls. Toss toast and egg
together. Season to taste with salt and freshly ground black pepper. Let
sit for a minute, so toast can soften. Serve immediately.

M A K E S  2  S E R V I N G S

For hard-boiled eggs—egg salad! I love egg salad, even at
its simplest—just chopped egg and Hellmann’s mayo. For a
party idea, serve open-faced rye bread sandwiches with egg
salad and thin slices of purple onion. For an even fancier party
idea, try this:

Bruschetta with Egg Salad and Basil
6 large hard-boiled eggs, peeled, room temperature
2 egg yolks
1⁄2 teaspoon Dijon mustard
1 teaspoon fresh lemon juice
1⁄2 cup fruity olive oil
1 firmly packed tablespoon finely minced basil leaves (plus a little

extra basil for garnish)
4 warm slices of grilled Italian bread rubbed with garlic and brushed

with olive oil

1. Place peeled eggs in a large mixing bowl, and mash with a fork into
large chunks. Cover and reserve at room temperature.

2. Place the egg yolks in the work bowl of a food processor. Add the
mustard and lemon juice. Process for 10 seconds. Then, with the motor
running, add the olive oil in a thin stream through the feed tube. When
the mayonnaise has accepted all of the oil, taste for seasoning. The
mayo should be very thick. Combine well with reserved mashed eggs,
and with the basil. Taste again for seasoning.

3. Place the 4 bruschetta slices on 4 plates. Top each with one-quar-
ter of the egg salad, and with a garnish of small basil leaves. Serve
immediately.

M A K E S  4  S E R V I N G S

● POACHED EGGS
Poached eggs, of course, are very elegant . . . and a big pain in
the neck to make in the traditional fashion, especially when
you’re making poached eggs for a crowd. Now, if you accept
that it’s okay to poach an egg in an egg poacher—which means
your finished eggs will be perfectly round, not the irregular
eggy blobs that are traditional—you still can be in trouble,
because some egg poachers are not that easy to use.

I have now found my ideal poacher—the Williams-Sonoma
Brushed Stainless-Steel Egg Poacher ($39 for a 4-egg
poacher, $59 for a 6-egg poacher). I love the heavy duty pan
the contraption rests on—which can do double-duty as a sauté
pan. The poaching part has discrete cups for the eggs, each one
with a looped handle that enables you to very easily lift the eggs
out when they’re done. Furthermore, the whole is topped with
a tempered glass lid that allows you to keep an eye on the
progress of the eggs. Poaching just got a whole lot better.
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Now, should you be considering a tray of Eggs Benedict
for your party . . . I urge you to make things better still with
the Smoked Salmon Eggs Benedict with Fresh Dill on p. 262
of It’s All American Food I love this variation! You spread
cream cheese on English muffins, top them with slices of
smoked salmon, then a poached egg, and cover all with a
dilled Hollandaise sauce. Great party dish—and so much
easier to make with this new egg-poacher!

By the way . . . if you want to save yourself a little stress
at party time, employ one of the oldest poached-egg tricks in
the book. Cook the eggs in advance (either traditionally, or
with the Williams-Sonoma Egg Poacher), then hold them in
a bowl of cold water. When ready to serve, bring them back
to heat by gently simmering them in a big pot of water for
a moment or so. 

THE FIVE-STAR FINDS IN CATEGORY #6
★★★★★ Country Hen Eggs
★★★★★ Egg Fry Ring
★★★★★ Maverick Electric Egg Cooker
★★★★★ Momma’s Deep-Dish Boiled Eggs with Shards of

Buttered Toast
★★★★★ Williams-Sonoma Brushed Stainless-Steel Egg

Poacher

CATEGORY #7
SMOKED FISH,
NEW YORK-STYLE
Let the truth be known: if you were to examine the records of
my at-home brunches over the years . . . you’d find a high
percentage of them focusing on smoked fish, New York-style,
the provender of what used to be called “appetizing shops” in
old-time New York City. Practically every Sunday breakfast
of my childhood (we didn’t call it “brunch” then), and many
a Sunday breakfast for my kids today, involves at least some
smoked salmon on a bagel with a schmear. But non-New
Yorkers are sometimes unaware of the fact that many items
beyond smoked salmon exist at the descendants of these
shops—and that some of those items are even yummier than
smoked salmon. An array of these piscine treats—with the
proper bagels and bialys, of course, and maybe a platter of
fried eggs you should know—would make as terrific a Sun-
day brunch in Utah as it would in Brooklyn, thanks to the
wonders of modern delivery.

Recently, I acquired smoked fish in all the major categories
from all of the major Manhattan players in this field—so that
you could share the results of my smoked fish snapshot. I call
it a snapshot, because what tasted great last week may not be
the same next week. That caveat aside—you could do a whole
lot worse than relying on Russ & Daughters to ship your
brunch-bound fish, or relying on Barney Greengrass and
Zabar’s as back-ups.



● SMOKED SALMON 
Let’s indeed start with the grand-daddy of “appetizing” fish, the
one that practically built the category. And there is no finer place
in New York to acquire a varied, intensely-flavored selection of
old-fashioned smoked salmon than Russ & Daughters, founded
on Manhattan’s Lower East Side in 1914. In fact, if you really
want to see what it was like back then—when New York’s Jew-
ish immigrants had a taste for salty “lox,” not for elegant
“Nova”—you must give a try to Russ & Daughters Alaskan
Belly Lox ($28 a lb.). Most will find it stingingly salty—that’s
what the cream cheese is for! But I like this particular version of
lox because it’s more elegant than most, and features not just
salt—but a certain salted fish flavor that the best lox always has.

If you wish to forego the historical sodium chloride exper-
iment, and dip right into marvelous modernity,
go directly for Russ & Daughters Scottish
Salmon ($28 a lb.) —one of the best smoked
salmons available in New York City. It’s a lovely
orange-pink, with wide bands of fat, and a
remarkably elegant, resilient texture. On the fla-
vor side, elegant it’s not; this Scottish salmon fea-
tures a robust smokiness, which I like a great deal.

Beyond the headlining Scottish stuff (which is
my fave in the line), Russ & Daughters features an
intriguing array of specialty salmons. In the win-
ter, you can get Russ & Daughters Wild Baltic
Salmon ($36 a lb.), a pale copper-brown, almost
like raw chicken in color, with a wonderful chewy
texture, a big salty-smoky-salmony flavor. Next
best, for me, is not a smoked salmon at all—but
the delightful, rosy-pink Russ & Daughters Scandinavian
Gravlax with Dill ($26 a lb.), which is buttery, sweet, more
subtle than the other salmons in the line. Lastly, I like the
Russ & Daughters Pastrami Salmon($28 a lb.) a lot—
chewy, with good salt and smoke, and a real pastrami flavor
from the exterior spices. Not what I grew up with, but dyna-
mite on a bagel nevertheless.

How can I advise you to buy smoked salmon for your Sun-
day morning bagels without mentioning Zabar’s?—a place
where I started taking a ticket and standing in line over 30
years ago on Saturday nights, just to have the pleasure of freshly
sliced salmon from their long, long, legendary, legendary

smoked fish counter. I would have mentioned them anyway—
but, after I received a sampling recently of their smoked
salmons, I’m giving them #2 status in Manhattan for quality
and variety of brunch salmon!

First things first: skip the Nova—which, in my sample,
was incredibly oily and practically flavorless. But go explain
what happens with the Zabar’s Double-Smoked Nova ($24
a lb.)—my favorite at Zabar’s, and real competition for Russ
& Daughters Scottish as most exciting “appetizing shop”
smoked salmon in the city. In fact, this “Nova” seems very
much like Scottish salmon—refined and resilient, as the best
of them are. This one, at least in my tasting, was a little less
smoky than Russ & Daughters’ best, and a touch saltier. Truly
excellent. If you want more refined still, but a touch less fla-

vory, order the Zabar’s Scotch-Cured Salmon
($24 a lb.), another top-notch product. Lastly, I
was mightily impressed by  Zabar’s Peppered
Nova ($24 a lb.) —a pale-orange creature, not
over-peppered, with the best pure-salmon taste
of any smoked salmon in the line. Good news for
RT members! Normally there is a $7.50 “per-
sonal shopper” fee for mail delivery of items not
on Zabar’s website (all three of my recommended
fish are not on the site). Call to place your order,
mention that you are a Rosengarten’s Table mem-
ber, and they will drop the “personal shopper”
fee. You can speak to anyone . . . but if you come
across someone who is new or confused, just ask
for Sandy!

● KIPPERED SALMON 
Have you had this stuff? It always was—and still is!—my favorite
item on the Sunday Jewish Brunch table. It is something like a
hunk of hot-smoked salmon, only it doesn’t have much of a
smoked flavor. Instead, you get unbelievably creamy flakes of
fish that taste cured, salmon-y, intense—but not smoky. I adore
it. The only problem is—it has changed mightily with the years!

First of all, it used to be called “Baked Salmon”—a moniker
that’s rarely used now; most purveyors refer to it today as “Kip-
pered Salmon.” A name change doesn’t bother me—but does it
betoken a process change that might have occurred? For the kip-
pered salmon I see today is almost always pink-red, whereas the

O Y !  T H O S E  B A G E L S
A N D  B I A LY S !

I
really tried for you, bubbala. I
wanted to find a mail-order source
for the greatest bagels imaginable,
to accompany your brunch-time

Noo Yawk smoked-fish extravaganza. I
didn’t do so hot. Several of my
favorite bagel places in Manhattan—
like the famous Ess-A-Bagel, like the
dark-horse Tal’s—do not ship. Among
the places that do ship, I was gener-
ally not so happy with the condition of
the bagels upon arrival after shipping.

All things considered, the best I
came up with for shipping was H&H
Bagels, a well-respected New York
outfit. The H&H Bagels ($9 a dozen)

arrived in great condition—fresh,
tender-firm, perfectly ready for a
quick revivification in a hot oven
(400 degrees for about 8 minutes
does the trick). And I’m even pretty
happy with the style of their bagels:
they are not the dense, super-chewy,
belly-bombers of old, but I like the
new generation of kinder, gentler
bagels. No, the one big problem
involved something else—sugar.
These were, relatively speaking,
pretty sweet bagels. Now if you cover
them with cream cheese (and H&H
will send you a wonderful Vegetable
Cream Cheese with great capsicum
flavor), and smoked salmon, you
may not notice. But I did. And I sure
wish they were a little less sweet.

I did much better on the bialy

front—which was important to me,
since 1) bialys have not infiltrated
the shopping malls of America, so
they’re not available everywhere;
and 2) I’ve always loved bialys better
than bagels. Why? They’re lighter,
crisper, easier to eat. Bialy dough
resembles a puffy, airy pizza dough.
And the indentation in the middle is
always filled with a yummy onion
purée that informs the whole bialy
with great onion flavor.

After suffering a few disappoint-
ments (like crummy bialys from what
used to be my favorite source on
Grand St. in lower Manhattan), I dis-
covered something new: Terrace
Bagels, in the great borough of
Brooklyn. Well, their bagels were just
OK—but their bialys were superb!

Thin, crispy, blistered crust, soft and
chewy center, quite moist. Excellent!
You can order Bialys from Terrace
Bagels ($7.20 for a baker’s dozen),
and have them in great condition at
your house tomorrow.

And please take my advice: warm
bagels whole in the oven, but toast
bialy halves until crisp in the toaster!

H&H Midtown Bagels East
1551 Second Ave.
New York, NY 10028
212.717.7312 (tel)
www.hhmidtownbagels.com

Terrace Bagels
224 Prospect Park West
Brooklyn, NY 11215
718.768.3943 (tel)

Kippered
salmon
is my

favorite
item . . .

Up to 12 Free Gifts for Food and Wine Lovers. Click here!
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Good Old Stuff was always white. Secondly—and more impor-
tant—the modern Kippered Salmon rarely seems to have the
luscious creaminess, or the cured intensity, of the old-time fish.

But don’t lose heart! I tasted a number of very good ones
from my appetizing candidates. And I tasted a couple of
absolutely outstanding ones from . . . once again . . . Russ &
Daughters. If you want to check out what Baked Salmon was
like in the old days, simply order a chunk of  Russ & Daugh-
ters Kippered White King Salmon ($24 a lb., call to
order). This stuff looks just like the old days—is that the dif-
ference? they used to use white king salmon?—and, very hap-
pily, tastes like it, too. Creamy-fatty, and super-flavorful—
but, at the same time, cleaner-tasting and more elegant than
the others. Wow! This is the stuff! Just behind in rank is the
Russ & Daughters Kippered Salmon ($24 a lb.), which is
pale pink in color, creamy-oily (as it should be), and one of the
deepest in the city in salmon flavor.

In case you haven’t had kippered salmon before, give my
prep method a shot. Toast a bialy, schmear it with a little but-
ter, remove the skin and bones of the salmon and pile some
flaky salmon flesh on the bialy, press down lightly with a fork,
then sprinkle with freshly ground black pepper. If the salmon
is great, that’s all you need. If it lacks flavor, I go for a few thin
slices of raw onion. 

● SMOKED STURGEON
Kippered Salmon may be my personal favorite—but if you
judge by price and cachet, smoked sturgeon seems to be every-
one else’s favorite. Holy mackerel! You have to spend $40 to
$50 a lb. to get this stuff! Only rarely do I have a perfect
smoked sturgeon moment, when I think it’s worth the price.
And that is why you should be very, very selective when buy-
ing smoked sturgeon—because lots of money can get wasted
really fast if you aren’t careful.

In this category, we have a new winner among the shops:
if you want smoked sturgeon, without a doubt you should
order the Barney Greengrass Smoked Sturgeon ($48 a lb.),
from the venerable 1908 institution on Manhattan’s Upper
West Side that just happens to call itself “The Sturgeon King!”
Yup, it’s expensive—but you won’t find better anywhere.
Smoked sturgeon comes in creamy-white slices, with bands of
yellow fat running through them; this sturgeon has beautiful
cream color, and thick bands of yellow fat that seem almost
jellied and about to bubble up. Fabulous texture: creamy, but
with some resistance in the flakes. Perfectly seasoned, almost
sweet, with a haunting, earthy undercurrent. Treat these slices
as you would kippered salmon—bialy, butter, pepper—and
you’ve got something special.

Note: Russ & Daughters was not knocked out of the box in
this round! With the superb Russ & Daughters Smoked
Sturgeon ($40 a lb., call to order), you could still consider
using Russ & Daughters as your one-stop Sunday brunch shop.
This sturgeon is a little drier than the stuff from Barney Green-
grass, but it’s right up there in subtle sturgeon flavor.

● WHITEFISH SALAD
A staple of the old-time Sunday table used to be whole smoked

whitefish, with the heads, tails, and golden skins intact; din-
ers used to love to tear the oily-salty flesh away from the whole
fish. The golden fish are still in the display cases at the old
shops, but they don’t appeal to the public at large. Something
related has replaced whole whitefish in the popularity polls: a
wickedly delicious salad made from the whitefish flesh. Just
spread it on a warm bagel half, and you are in smoked-fish
heaven. I must confess—I myself buy it far more often these
days than I buy whole fish.

In this category, you don’t have to even think about it.
The Russ & Daughters Whitefish and Baked Salmon
Salad ($14 a lb., call to order) is, without any question, the
greatest whitefish salad I have ever tasted, and very possibly
the most exciting product of all in this whole smoked fish
tasting. It is a little pinker than the others, due to the wise
inclusion of a small amount of baked salmon. It is oily and
rich, as many of them are—but this one somehow manages
to be devastatingly light and fluffy at the same time. It is sea-
soned just right, with a perfect touch of onion-y flavor. I’m
warning you: you may literally become addicted to this mas-
sively satisfying stuff.

THE FIVE-STAR FINDS IN CATEGORY #7
★★★★★ Russ & Daughters Scottish Salmon
★★★★★ Zabar’s Double-Smoked Nova
★★★★★ Russ & Daughters Kippered White King Salmon
★★★★★ Barney Greengrass Smoked Sturgeon
★★★★★ Russ & Daughters Whitefish and Baked Salmon Salad

CATEGORY #8
BRUNCH MEATS:
SAUSAGES AND BACON
Sure, the sausages and bacons in the supermarket are jes’
fine—but here’s one category where restaurants occasionally
shine. Top brunch spots seem to have access to a quality level
of sausages and bacons that transcends supermarket level.
And now . . . in the wonderful new world of mail-order . . .
you can rise to that level at home! For the carnivores in your
family, or your crowd—some of the following outstanding
products are guaranteed to be the very food items that make
this brunch!

● SAUSAGES
Gotta admit—if there’s one item I unearthed in this process
that I could never again live without, it would be the break-
fast sausages from Esposito’s Finest Quality Sausage Products
in New York City. Part of my attachment, I guess, has to do
with the search it took to find them. For many years, I’ve been
loving the kind of fat, flavorful, super-porky breakfast sausages
you get in Manhattan’s coffee shops. Because I’d never ever
seen breakfast sausages like that in stores—where the mediocre
Jimmy-Dean types predominate—I started calling the coffee



shops to find a source. Uh-uh. Nada. Go ’way. Finally, the nice
guys at Three Guys—a very high-quality coffee shop on the
Upper East Side (a few shops, actually), where I’ve been enjoy-
ing sausages with my kids for years—told me their source.
And I now have in my freezer, even as I write, some of the
greatest breakfast sausages I’ve ever tasted. Bless those guys,
however many there are.

The irony is—I knew of Esposito’s! I know them as a great
Ninth Avenue butcher, with terrific Italian
sausage. But who knew they made breakfast
sausage? And three kinds? The entry level sausage
is the Esposito Breakfast Sausage, Sheep Cas-
ing ($1.99 a lb., 5-lb. minimum); it’s thin like
Jimmy Dean, the least seasoned of the three, with
a fluffy kind of texture. Excellent—but it gets
better. I’m dazzled by the Esposito Breakfast
Cocktail Ring ($4.20 a pound, 5-lb. mini-
mum) —a hand-tied sausage ring, which has
great seasoning, thrillingly taut texture, and
crisps up beautifully. But the killer of killers is
the Esposito Breakfast Sausage, Hog Casing
($1.75 a lb., 5-lb. minimum)—the cheapest and
best of them all! This fat and thick boy (over 4”
long, almost 11⁄2” wide) has the most intense sea-
soning of the trio, and a super-porky right-on-
the-farm flavor. I love to cook it on a ridged grill
pan, hold it for a while at room temp, then zap it under the
broiler just before serving. If you like sausages, and if you like
pork . . . you will LOVE this!

Great news for members of Rosengarten’s Table! Esposito’s,
which doesn’t usually ship, is willing to ship to us! You must
ask for David Samuels when you call. However, because of “tax
issues,” Samuels says—Esposito’s is not able to ship in New
York State. So, if that’s where you live, you’re just gonna have
to high-tail it over to the store at 9th Ave. and West 38th for
the breakfast sausage of your life. Why don’t you stop in at
Three Guys for a cuppa joe, while you’re in town?

● BACON
Sometimes I actually prefer the thin old supermarket bacon
to the kind of thick, smoky slabs you find at the meat coun-
ters in “gourmet” stores. But . . . when you find a really great
artisanal bacon . . . clearly your brunch is gonna get an
upgrade.

One company I want you to consider is McArthur’s Smoke-
house, in Charlottesville, Virginia—a big ham winner in the
last issue of The Rosengarten Report. Their bacon, in general, is
amazingly meaty, actually quite lean; it’s chewy and dense,

with tons of flavor. All in all, I like to undercook it, serve it
“rare;” it doesn’t work as well when you’re hell-bent on “crispy”
bacon. That said—I’d strongly urge you to order a pound of the
McArthur’s Applewood Smoked Bacon with Real Maple
Syrup, Sliced ($8.95 for 1-lb.); it’s very real tasting, not
overly salty, with a big hammy character, and a lovely country-
smokehouse flavor. If you want less character, the McArthur’s
Hickory Smoked Bacon with Real Maple Syrup, Sliced
($8.95 for 1-lb.) ratchets everything down a notch or two
(especially smoke and salt)—but is still tender and delicious.

You want crisp? This is a job for Nueske’s, the Wisconsin
farm that, thanks to national press exposure, has become a cult
brand for bacon groupies. I recently cooked Nueske’s Smoked
Bacon Coated in Black Pepper ($20.95 for 2-lbs.)—long
and slow, until it was quite crisp, but not burned—and loved
it. The bacon is more delicate than McArthur’s, much less lean,
which is why it crisps up better. The bacon flavor is great,

though there’s much less smokiness here—and
the pepper add-on is just right, not overly aggres-
sive. Big-time brunch upgrade.

● CANADIAN BACON/BACK
BACON
Finally . . . if you really want to delight your
guests with something new . . . you should con-
sider serving some Canadian bacon. But I mean
real Canadian bacon, not that over-processed stuff
available in the supermarket. Real Canadian
bacon is a premium center-cut pork loin that has
been pickled in brine, then coated in cornmeal. In
Canada, it is usually called “peameal bacon,”
because in the old days dried and ground yellow
peas coated the loin rather than cornmeal. It is
related to its English ancestor, “back bacon,” also
a much meatier cut than “regular” bacon.

My #1 fave in this field—in fact, the bacon product of all
bacon products that I’ll most likely serve at my next fancy
brunch—is Williams British Style Back Bacon ($8.95 for
1-lb.), from William’s British Style Meats in Lumberton,
North Carolina. It is an American version of what’s known as
“Wiltshire Bacon,” from the English county most famous for
bacon—made by curing a side of pork in mild brine, leading

BRUNCH .  .  .AT  ROSENGARTEN’S TABLE!

H
ere’s two great ways to save some money while you’re putting
together your bountiful brunch.

The O & H Danish Bakery (see my rave on p, 5) is making a sweet
treat even sweeter! They want to send you a free kringle with your

first order. You decide what that order is; if you are already purchasing a
kringle, they’ll send you another one free of charge! To start satisfying
your sweet tooth, you’ll have to call in your order (this deal doesn’t apply
to internet orders), and give your Rosengarten’s Table member number.
Offer expires on March 31, 2005.

RCB (Real Canadian Bacon; see my notes on p. 17) is also offering a
“real” good deal for Rosengarten Table members: 20% off all RCB products!
Here’s how you get to hog heaven: When ordering online, enter the code DR
into the “Offer Code Field” on the checkout page, then click the “Redeem
Coupon.” When ordering by phone, give your RT serial number, and mention
the “DR” promotional code. Offer expires on October 31, 2004.

You will find a few other RT advantages as well sprinkled throughout this
article. See the sidebar on p. 10 for some special oatmeal consideration, and
see p. 14 for a special shipping arrangement with Zabars in New York City.

. . . some
of the

greatest
breakfast
sausages

ever.

Who makes the world’s best HAND-MADE CHOCOLATES? Click here!
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to a sweet, low-salt, extremely meaty bacon. My bacon was
much less cured-looking than most bacon, almost like slices of
fresh pork. When you cook it—wow! You get porky strips
with sweet fat that taste like thin-cut pork chops. The texture
is a fascinating blend of soft, firm and fatty. To my taste, a
sprinkle of salt improves this very gentle bacon.

I also love the RCB Uncooked Canadian Bacon Rolled
in Cornmeal ($30 for two 1-lb. trays of sliced bacon, or
$37 for a 2.5-lb. whole roast). That’s right—this Michigan
company (whose initials stand for “Real Canadian Bacon”) will
send you a whole loin, which you can slowly roast in the oven
for a most unusual bacon treat. I, however, marginally prefer
their sliced bacon—gorgeous thin slices that look like veal
scallops, coated with golden crumbs. The slices are especially
good on the grill, but a hot pan will do—just make sure not
to overcook them, for they are quite lean beneath their exterior
mantle of fat. The taste, again, is the like the taste of fresh
pork, slightly hammified.

Lastly, for a good version of a more American style of Cana-
dian bacon, order McArthur’s Smoked Canadian Style
Bacon ($8.95 for 1⁄2-lb.). These slices are pre-cooked, unlike
the other Canadian bacons above, and much more cured. I like
the broad dimension of these slices, their great ham flavor, the
bewitching hint of smoke, and the excellent salt/sugar balance.

THE FIVE-STAR FINDS IN CATEGORY #8
★★★★★ Esposito Breakfast Cocktail Ring
★★★★★ Esposito Breakfast Sausage, Hog Casing
★★★★★ Williams British Style Back Bacon

CATEGORY #9
DESSERT
Does brunch dessert seem redundant? Perhaps to you—if
you’ve laid on the pancakes and waffles and sweet pastries and
jams during the brunch. But closing sweets are not redundant
to me—because I usually list towards the savory side at brunch,
hoping to climax with a grand display of sweet fruit.

So . . . that would be my first suggestion. Gather up as
many top-quality, in-season fruits as you can find, and artfully
display them.

However . . . if you’d like to push this fruit thing a bit
further . . . and if your funds permit . . . I have another idea
that is sure to dazzle your guests. An Italian company called
Bindi is a high-volume supplier of high-end desserts to
restaurants in Europe and North America. Within their port-
folio is a product line that I adore: fruit sorbets and gelati,
each type of frozen confection stuffed inside a piece of corre-
sponding fruit (lemon sorbet in a lemon, etc.). The fruits
change seasonally; of what I tasted within the last year, my
favorites were the pumpkin gelato stuffed in a mini-pump-
kin, and the coconut sorbet stuffed in a natural coconut shell.
Bindi Gelati and Sorbets in Natural Shells ($42 for 6 of
any one flavor) are distributed by Neiman Marcus; you can

order on-line, or through the toll-free number. The confec-
tions arrive frozen, fruit shells and all.

CATEGORY #10
COFFEE
Well, nothing rounds off a good brunch like a great cup of cof-
fee—in fact, much of my ire against brunchy-brunch places is
that they so rarely serve great coffee! And it’s so easy to do so!

In the October 15, 2001 issue of The Rosengarten Report, I
spilled the beans on my favorite coffees, and my favorite ways
to make them at home. Please check out that issue for a full
report. But in the intervening two-and-a-half years, I have
made some new coffee discoveries.

First of all, Andrea Prendergast in our Virginia office
turned me on to a coffee importer, roaster and shipper who is
sending out some absolutely delicious coffees. The company,
called St. Ives Coffee Roasters, and based in Gainesville, Geor-
gia, has shipped me almost a dozen different bags of fresh-
roasted, whole-bean  coffee in the last year that I’ve thoroughly
enjoyed. Two, however, stood out from the crowd—any cof-
fee crowd! The St. Ives Ethiopian Yirgacheffe ($11.99 a
lb.) is one of the best coffees in memory. The richness and
creaminess of this coffee doesn’t seem to come from any roast-
ing tricks; you sense that it’s the intrinsic quality of the beans
lending such wine-y yumminess. Flavors are outstanding, as
in a good wine; I love the earthy hints, as well as an almost
chocolatey-spicy note. Just a touch of bitterness, attractively
countered by good acid.

A tad less exciting to me—but still terrific—is the St. Ives
Ethiopian Longberry Harrar ($11.99 a lb.). This is a coffee
for those who like to trade a little balance and elegance for
more flavor—which comes here in the form of a slight roasty-
toasty smokiness.

Keep in mind that St. Ives is willing to go the extra yard
for your business: if you call them and describe the kind of
coffee you like, they will pick something out that they think
will be to your taste . . . and ship a small sample to you, com-
pletely free of charge! Plus, if you buy two pounds or more of
St. Ives beans, they will pay the shipping costs.

Now, if you’d like to work a little less hard—by not grind-
ing your own beans, and by purchasing a coffee that’s avail-
able at some stores—but if you still want excellence in the
cup, you should consider a new vacuum-packed, ground cof-
fee from the superlative Italian coffee company Illy. They have
recently introduced the Illy Medium Grind Dark Roast ($22
for two 8.8-oz. cans), which is a superb coffee that you can use
to make an “American” cuppa joe, not espresso. Illy, of course,
is most famous for espresso—but this new product gives you
an almost espresso-like taste in your regular morning java.
And it actually produced a “crema” when brewed in my cof-
fee pot! Available by mail, if you can’t find it in a local store.

Speaking of coffee pots . . . I continue to use the Dutch-made
Technivorm brewing system that I touted so strongly back in
October, 2001. But there’s a new model I use today, which offers



a vast improvement. The Technivorm KBTS Brewer, Model
#9924 ($195), which I bought from Boyd Coffee Co. in Port-
land, OR, has a brushed-steel, thermal jug into which the freshly-
brewed coffee spills (it used to spill into a glass pitcher on a heat-
ing pad). The new jug keeps the coffee warm for hours . . . and
it doesn’t develop off-flavors from cooking too long over a pad.
This product in general continues to be fast, maintenance- and
worry-free, easy to clean, and the source of really lovely, balanced

coffee—especially when you buy the right beans to begin with!
I have brewed infinite pots of coffee in it to get me through

this epic article—I hope this mountain of new information
brings you the brunches of your life!

THE FIVE-STAR FINDS IN CATEGORY #9
★★★★★ St. Ives Ethiopian Yirgacheffe

ORDERING BRUNCH!

H
ere are all the details you
need to order up one heckuva
brunch. The purveyors are
listed in alphabetical order. If

a product from one company is
actually available through another
company—such as the André
Guépratte jam being sold by
igourmet.com—the following list will
include the producer’s name, but
send you to the name of the com-
pany that’s selling the product.

Alta Valtellina (see The Pancake
Shop)

American Spoon Foods
1668 Clarion Avenue
P.O. Box 566
Petosky, MI  49770-0566
231.347.9030 (tel)
888.735.6700 (toll-free)
800.647.2512 (fax)
www.americanspoon.com

André Guépratte (see
igourmet.com)

Barney Greengrass
541 Amsterdam Avenue
New York, NY  10024
212.724.4707 (tel)
212.595.6565 (fax)
www.barneygreengrass.com

Bauman Farms
12989 Howell Prairie Road
Gervais, OR  97026
503.792.3524 (tel)
503.792.4671 (fax)
www.baumanfarms.com

Bindi Desserts (see Neiman Marcus)

Boyd Coffee Company
19730 NE Sandy Blvd.
Portland, OR  97230
503.666.4545 (tel)
800.545.4077 (toll-free)
800.223.8211 (toll-free east of
St. Louis)
503.669.2223 (fax)
www.boyds.com

Christine and Rob’s
41103 Stayton Scio Rd.
Stayton, OR  97383
503.769.2993 (tel)
503.769.1291 (fax)
www.christineandrobs.com

Chukar Cherry Company
P.O. Box 510
320 Wine Country Road
Prosser, WA  99350-0510
509.786.2055 (tel)

800.624.9544 (toll-free)
509.786.2591 (fax)
www.chukar.com

The Country Hen
P.O. Box 333
Hubbardston, MA  01452
978.928.5333 (tel)
800.414.4367 (toll-free)
978.928.5414 (fax)
www.countryhen.com

Elsenham (see The Pancake Shop)

Esposito’s Finest Quality Sausage
Products
500 Ninth Avenue
New York, NY  10018
212.868.4142 (tel)
212.868.0065 (fax)
www.espositosausage.com

Eric Bur (see The Pancake Shop)

Food for Thought
10610 Oviatt Road
Honor, MI  49640
231.326.5444 (tel)
888.935.2748 (toll-free)
231.326.2649 (fax)
www.giftsthatmatter.com

Frog Hollow Farm
P.O. Box 872
Brentwood, CA  94513
925.634.2845 (tel)
888.779.4511 (toll-free)
925.516.2332 (fax)
www.froghollow.com

Heidi’s Cottage Cheese Pancakes
(see igourmet.com)

igourmet.com
1735 Front Street
Yorktown Heights, NY  10598
914.962.8012(tel)
877.446.8763 (toll-free)
914.962.8013 (fax)
www.igourmet.com

Illy Caffe North America
200 Clearbrook Road
Elmsford, NY  10523
877.455.9347 (toll-free)
www.illyusa.com

La Trinquelinette (see Williams-
Sonoma)

Maverick Electric Egg Cooker (see
Williams-Sonoma)

McArthur’s Smokehouse
P.O. Box 8011
Charlottesville, VA  22906-8011
434.975.2324 (tel)
800.382.8177 (toll-free)
434.975.2326 (fax)

www.mcarthurssmokehouse.com

Misty Meadows Products
48053 Highway 101 S
Bandon, OR  97411
541.347.2575 (tel)
888.795.1719 (toll-free)
541.347.9588 (fax)
www.oregonjam.com

Neiman Marcus
888.888.4757 (toll-free)
www.neimanmarcus.com

Nueske’s Hillcrest Farm 
Rural Route 2
Wittenberg, WI  54499
800.392.2266 (toll-free)
715.253.3798 (fax)
www.nueskes.com

O & H Danish Bakery
1515 Rapids Drive
Racine, WI  53404
262.631.5391 (tel)
800.709.4009 (toll-free)
262.631.5395 (fax)
www.ohdanishbakery.com

OJex juicer (see Williams-Sonoma)

The Pancake Shop
P.S. Foods, Inc., P.O. Box 1220
Hot Springs, AR  71902
501.624.5858 (tel)
877.426.4887 (toll-free)
501.624.5418 (fax)
www.pancakeshop.com

Popover Café
551 Amsterdam Avenue
New York, NY  10024
212.595.8555 (tel)
800.595.4210 (toll-free)
www.popovercafe.com

RCB Company (Real Canadian
Bacon)
55 E. Long Lake Road Suite 429
Troy, MI  48085-4738
866.222.6601 (toll-free)
248.928.0335 (fax)
www.realcanadianbacon.com

Russ & Daughters
179 E. Houston Street
New York, NY  10002
212.475.4880 (tel)
800.787.7229 (toll-free)
212.475.0345 (fax)
www.russanddaughters.com

Sarabeth’s Kitchen
1161 East 156th Street
Bronx, NY  10474
800.773.7378 (toll-free)
718.589.8412 (fax)
www.sarabeth.com

Scandia Bake Shop
5011 34th Ave. South
Minneapolis, MN  55417
612.724.8353 (tel)
800.315.2423 (toll-free)
612.721.5719 (fax)
www.scandiabakeshop.com

Scandia Food and Gifts
30 High Street
Norwalk, CT  06851
203.838.2087 (tel)
203.838.1831 (fax)
www.scandiafood.com

St. Ives Coffee Roasters
966 Dorsey St.
Gainesville, GA  30501
770.287.3200 (tel)
800.767.5282 (toll-free)
770.287.3396 (fax)
www.stivescoffee.com

Stonewall Kitchen
2 Stonewall Lane
York, ME  03909
207.351.2713 (tel)
800.207.5267 (toll-free)
207.351.2751 (fax)
www.stonewallkitchen.com

Technivorm (see Boyd Coffee Com-
pany)

William’s British Style Meats
NC Farmers Market
1027 Hwy. 74 East
Lumberton, NC  28358
910.608.2226 (tel)
www.britishbacon.com

William Greenberg Jr. Desserts
1100 Madison Avenue
New York, NY  10028
212.861.1340 (tel.)
800.255.8278 (toll-free)
www.wmgreenbergdesserts.com

Williams-Sonoma
P.O. Box 7456
San Francisco, CA  94120-7456
800.541.1262 (customer service)
800.541.2233 (toll-free)
702.363.2541 (fax)
www.williamssonoma.com

Zabar’s
2245 Broadway
New York, NY  10024
212.787.2000 (tel)
800.697.6301 (toll-free)
www.zabars.com

Zingerman’s Mail Order
620 Phoenix Drive
Ann Arbor, MI  48108
888.636.8162 (toll-free)
www.zingermans.com

Who makes the world’s best ICE CREAM? Click here!
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Y
ou hear so many myths
about Sicily—and I’m not
just talking about the
Cyclops, and the Aeolian
wind. People tell you, for
example ,  that  maf ia-

infested Sicily is frightening. Rubbish.
It’s not infested, and it’s far from fright-
ening. They tell you that the food in
Sicily is completely different from what
you might expect, practically unrecog-
nizable to Italian-Americans. So how
come the most local, un-touristed places
serve a cuisine that sometimes suggests
Little Italy in about 1962? Most outra-
geously, you hear that the more Arabic
western side of Sicily is the “real” Sicily,
far more interesting to the serious trav-
eler than the east side. So how come I
liked my first visit to Sicily, about five
years ago, when I focused on the west
side . . . and LOVED my second trip, this
spring, when I focused on the east side?

If you’re planning a European jaunt
for late spring, summer or fall this year
. . . I strongly advise you to go to mag-
nificent Sicily now (which is hurting for
foreign visitors this year) . . . and to bud-
get the largest portion of your time for
the two achingly beautiful east coast
cities of Taormina and Siracusa!

TAORMINA
When I was preparing for my first trip
to Sicily, a travel writer friend virtually
spat on my idea of visiting Taormina.
“You like other tourists?” she asked.
“Why don’t you go to someplace Sicil-
ian?” Well, I will grant that Taormina,
on the northern end of Sicily’s east coast,
is a little more international than most
other Sicilian cities; Taormina is some-
thing like the main town of Capri and
parts of the fashionable French Riviera
rolled into one. But this is Sicily, dude—
and the glossy overlay could never com-
pletely cover up this authentic, history-

laden, Greek-inspired, medieval-feeling,
gorgeously situated Sicilian gem.

Taormina sits high on a seaside cliff,
looking down on postcard-perfect views
of the Ionian Sea and the Sicilian coast.
But that’s just the “B” view. Turn
around, facing inland—and, from many
vantage points in Taormina, you will see
the lofty peak of Mount Etna looming
just behind you, snow-covered until
May, spouting a rising arc of white vol-
canic smoke even in winter. The setting
is so perfect, a town had to be established
here—as the Greeks understood, when
they started migrating to this region in
the 8th century B.C.; by the 4th century
B.C., what is Taormina today was already
taking shape.

The Greeks, in fact, have supplied
one of the main reasons for anyone to
visit Taormina—having left behind the
Teatro Greco, the most thrilling remains
of an ancient Greek theatre I’ve ever seen
(and I’ve seen many). Yes, there are

tourists . . . but when I went at opening
time, 9 AM, I was sitting in this breath-
taking amphitheatre of antiquity com-
pletely by myself, feeling pretty damned
ageless. If you find the right seat, you can
stare straight through the orchestra at
the monumental backdrop of Mount
Etna, which the Greeks conveniently
arranged. The Romans, in the 2nd cen-
tury A.D., tried to mess it up by build-
ing a scaena frons across the stage, a rear
wall with columns, effectively blocking
out the natural view. But time has had
the final say, reducing the self-important
blockage to semi-ruins, restoring some
of the natural harmony that the Greeks
desired.

Right near the Teatro Greco is one of
Taormina’s two best hotels, the Grand
Hotel Timeo, dating from 1873, com-
pleted renovated and re-opened two years
ago. I love its old grandeur, with more
than a suggestion of Sicilian Baroque—
and, in its public rooms, a dazzling aura

SICILY THIS SUMMER:
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of medieval villa. I did not stay there,
however, so I cannot give you an inti-
mate report—but this place is well
worth checking out in the future.

The hotel I did stay at is normally con-
sidered to be the very best in Taormina—
and I would be quite surprised if many in
all of Italy could top it. It is the San
Domenico Palace Hotel, and, though
it’s quite expensive, I recommend it
fiercely—for its ecclesiastical-feeling
grandeur (it began life as a 14th-century
Dominican monastery), its antique charm,
its location in Taormina’s oldest and most
inviting neighborhood, and for the friend-
liness of its staff, particularly at the
concierge desk (where you must get some
restaurant tips from the
wise and gentle Antonino!).
Some travelers prefer the
rooms on the monastery
side of the building, to the
right of the glassed-in clois-
ter at the center of the hotel.
But I would recommend
choosing a room on the
more modern Grand Hotel
side to the left; this wing
doesn’t really feel more
modern,  and its  much
larger rooms have sweeping
terraces on the sea.

The first day you wake
up at the San Domenico—
take an early walk! The
morning is glorious in
Taormina; the sun rises
directly in front of you, out
of the Ionian Sea, shining
on Mount Etna behind you, stirring the
cries of birds, the hum of insects, and the
aromas of flowers into life. If you’re up
really early—say, 8 AM—you get all of
this, plus a lovely tranquility that will
vanish within an hour or two during
tourist season. It is the perfect time to
visit the Teatro Greco—a mere 15-
minute walk from the San Domenico.

But espresso first, naturally.
From the San Domenico, head right,

up the little hill, up the steps, to the Corso
Umberto, Taormina’s main street. Hang a
right on the Corso. In just a minute or
two, as you pass beyond the medieval
horological tower, just on your left is a café
option that’s difficult to resist—the Wun-
derbar, Taormina’s most elegant stop-off,

said that the “curios” at Bar Turrisi have
to be seen to be believed. Next time!

Well, it’s morning still, but it’s time
to start thinking about dinner—for
Taormina has many, many restaurants,
most of them not so hot, so you must
make a canny choice. You must also make
a fast choice, because even the mediocre
ones during tourist season get very, very
crowded at night, and you must book as
soon as possible.

My search was a predictable one (for
me): I didn’t want to find modern, cre-
ative restaurants with Sicilian versions of
international food; I did want to find
places that served the traditional Sicil-
ian food (Greek-influenced) from this
side of the island; and, of course, I did
want to find those funky, down-home
places that the locals usually patronize.

I probably passed up some very good
restaurants—for all of the recommenda-
tions I gathered from friends who sort of
knew Taormina were shot down by the
on-site deep palates I came to trust. La
Giara and Al Feudo have old-time repu-
tations. Casa Grugno is the place with
the most heat right now. Maffei’s has its
fans. But most of the tasteful locals I
spoke to said these places are pan-Italian
at best, creative international at worst.
Not Sicilian. I abstained.

For my hit of traditional eastern
Sicilian reality, I was steered by several
in-the-know locals to a place that I
never would have chosen myself. It’s on
the main tourist street, the Corso
Umberto . . . and it has a big menu
board in front, in English, with a cut-
out stand-up of a chef, for chrissakes.
But the chatter on the restaurant was
strong—so up the impossibly narrow
steps through the impossibly narrow
alley I went to Vicolo Stretto, which
just happens to mean “narrow alley.” I
advise you to do the same.

Take a table on the top floor, outside
on the terrace if you wish, where you
have a great view of terra cotta rooftops,
the old stone church next door, and the
sea. Order a bottle of the 2002 Kados,
from Duca di Salaparuta—a super-crisp,
very refreshing Sicilian white, for 23
Euros. And settle in for a Sicilian assault.
I call it that, because if you really encour-
age the kitchen to cook you eastern Sicil-
ian food, they will go for it—strong fishy

where Liz Taylor and Richard Burton
drank cocktails, as have countless film
stars before and after. Find the strength to
resist this Piazza di Aprille institution—
for this was the least satisfying cup of
espresso I had in Taormina. If you must
stop, and if blood oranges are still in sea-
son, you might want to ask the bartender
to squeeze you a glass. Mine was excel-
lent—rich, red and fragrant.

For espresso, however, the thing to do
is to walk a few steps past the Piazza di
Aprille (which affords awesome Etna
views) to the much humbler Caffé del
Corso, which opens at 8AM and closes in
the wee hours. I had a great cup here,
served by two charming ladies: darker

espresso than most, with an
unsual amount of espresso
in the cup, and a terrific
balance. The ladies asked
me to help myself to the cor-
netti and other pastries on
the counter, for no tariff
beyond the one-Euro charge
for coffee—and the pastries,
home-made, were warm,
soft, excellent.

The other espresso con-
tender, however, is a few
minutes  ahead,  on the
Piazza Vittorio Emanuele—
exactly where you must
turn off for the Via Teatro
Greco, which takes you you
know where. You might
choose the Bar Trinacria
over the Caffé del Corso for
one reason alone: it offers

outdoor café seating, with the sun break-
ing through at about 9 AM. Then there’s
the coffee. If you like the slightly earthy-
moldy-papery taste of Greek coffee, you
will probably love this cup of espresso—
which, in addition to its intriguing fla-
vors, brings you the kind of liquorous
richness that you can only find in Italy.
A texture triumph, to be sure. Unfortu-
nately, the business-like guys running
this place are not charmers, like the Caffé
del Corso gals, and the pastries aren’t as
good. By the way, a real born-there local
told me that the most interesting café in
the area is actually a steep climb up the
hill, in the town of Castelmola, which lies
on the cliff above Taormina; she wouldn’t
tell me what she meant, exactly—but

You will
see the

lofty peak
of Mt.
Etna

looming
just behind

you.
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flavors and all. I loved it, but not every-
one will. The variations alone on Sicil-
ian bottarga, dried tuna roe, were worth
the visit. I saw the Vicolo Stretto bot-
targa, which looks like a dark pâté of foie
gras, and tastes like an almost smoky ver-
sion of the salty sea—and loved it in a
bizarre bottarga bruschetta with cherry
tomatoes, olive oil and parsley, and in a
wild spaghetti toss with lemon and zuc-
chini flowers.

Other things are powerfully fla-
vored, too. The famous Sicilian dish of
pasta con le sarde, for example—pasta
with fresh sardines (and raisins and wild
fennel)—becomes here a sformato of sar-
dines (a formed shell), with bucatini
inside. It is heavy, fishy, intense—and
to my liking. But, again, probably not
to everyone’s. At least with these dishes,
however, you get a strong sense of the
region you’re visiting.

Other Sicilian delights at Vicolo
Stretto, I think, will have wider appeal.
Anyone would love the array of vegetable
apps the chef made for me—including
eggplant in three forms (caponata, baked
eggplant with cheese, grilled eggplant

sent me off to a relatively new restaurant,
Trattoria Don Camillo—which turned
out to be a great, homey place to relax
and chow down on simple, unassuming
food, mostly from the grill, like a killer
bruschetta made with fresh, house-cured
sardines. Another yummy grilled app is
tuma, a local mozzarella-like cheese,
grilled in lettuce leaves. Salads are also
great for starters—including a knockout
fennel and orange salad with fresh mint
and thinly sliced purple onion.

The focus at Don Camillo switches to
pasta, of course, with the next course—
and this stuff, though it doesn’t have the
“importance” that pastas do at fancier
restaurants, tastes like it comes right out
of somebody’s grandmother’s kitchen.
This is the kind of Sicilian food that
reminds me of New York—especially the
lasagne al forno, (so 1962!), and the pici col
sugo di salsiccia, fat home-made spaghetti
in a great, garlicky tomato sauce with
chunks of super-porky sausage.

Back to the grill (for secondi)—and
don’t pass up the mixed grill, which fea-
tures wonderful cheesy little veal meat-
balls wrapped in lemon leaves, a terrific

salad), and a stellar anelli di peperoncini al
tonno—a ring of stuffed red pepper with
an amazing tuna-breadcrumb-cheese
filling. A similar filling re-appeared in
involtini di pesce spada, a Sicilian classic of
stuffed and rolled swordfish—but a clas-
sic not always as good as this! I loved the
grill flavor on the outside of these rolled
swordfish logs, the creamy fish, the
cheesy stuffing, and the wonderfully
light lemon/olive oil drizzle over all.

Don’t pass up desserts here—which
strive to be both intensely Sicilian and
of interest to all. I enjoyed the rich pis-
tachio cream cake (pistachios are a local
specialty), but was totally wowed by a
terrine of creamy ricotta wrapped in
peeled, boiled, flavored eggplant slices,
and served with a dark, smoky, chili-
chocolate sauce—which they tell me is
a specialty of Ragusa, in Sicily’s south-
east corner. Unusual, local and utterly
delicious. Dinner at Vicolo Stretto, with
a good bottle of wine, will run you about
80 Euros for two people.

But Vicolo Stretto definitely has chef-
fy airs in the kitchen. I wanted to get
funkier still, and more local. So Antonino

T H E  A M A Z I N G ,
L I T T L E - K N O W N  S I C I L I A N  W I N E  T H AT
Y O U  N E E D  T O  K N O W  A B O U T  N O W !

M
y trip to Sicily wasn’t just about food
and travel destinations . . . oh, no. It
was about wine, too! I tasted hun-
dreds of Sicilian wines during the

week, many of them at the wineries where
they were made. Much of the tasting was
fairly frustrating—because Sicily’s a great
place to make full-of-character indigenous
wine, yet almost everyone was shoving
Chardonnay, Merlot, Cabernet and Syrah
under my nose! For the most part, these
wines were fine but boring, just like wines
being made everywhere today. The only place
that really got me excited with a French vari-
etal was Tasca d’Almerita, in the central
mountains of Sicily, whose 2001 Cabernet
(at about $40 in the U.S.) had unusual con-
centration and style. I asked to taste an
aged example . . . and the 1990 Cabernet
that they produced was a stunning, Bor-
deaux-like bottle of wine.

But my advice would be this: skip the
Frenchy stuff from Sicily. Focus instead on
the one denominazione I discovered that
thoroughly blew my mind. You can find it in
the U.S.—and I suspect you’ll be finding
even more of it soon. Get in on the ground
floor, before the rest of the world discovers
this amazing wine!

It is called: Cerasuolo di Vittoria. And my
sources tell me that is poised to become the
first wine in Sicily to be awarded by the Ital-
ian government the prestigious, coveted sta-
tus of DOCG.

Cerasuolo di Vittoria is made in and
around Vittoria, a city in the southeastern
corner of Sicily, not too far from the olive oil

estate I recently visited (see p. 24). The star
grape in the blend is a totally new one on
me: Frappato, which is probably indigenous
to the Vittoria region. The law says that there
must be a minimum of 40% Frappato in the
Cerasuolo di Vittoria blend, a maximum of
90%. The other grape usually blended in is
another indigenous Sicilian grape that is
today being grown all over the island, and
often marketed as a varietal: Nero d’Avola. I
really liked the Nero d’Avolas I tasted—my
favorites were the ones from Tasca
d’Almerita, and a new winery, Feudo Principi
di Butera—but I LOVED the Cerasuolo di Vit-
torias that I came across!

Why? Well, it is usually pretty light and
graceful wine—with two completely different
personalities, both of which go splendidly
with food. When it’s young, it has the aroma
of bright red fruit—usually cherries, some-
times strawberries, but with more gravitas
than, say, a Beaujolais. It can also have a
slightly peppery quality. When it ages—and it
ages quickly, morphing into new realms of
flavor at just 3–4 years old—it takes on a
character similar to that of an older Rioja,
kind of leathery, minerally, even funky. I love
it young, and I love it old. You can’t lose! Buy
a case of young stuff, drink what you can in
the first year—then put the rest away for just
another year or two!

I have found three Cerasuolo di Vittorias
in the U.S.; here they are, in descending
order of thrill:

2001 Cos ($17). My favorite. Buy this
one if you want to see what Cerasuolo’s like
with a little age. Light and graceful, with fabu-
lous aged notes suggesting leather, mush-
rooms, earth. This is the one you need to try
to get excited about Cerasuolo—but, alas,

as far as I can tell, it was available only at
the Astor Wine & Spirits in New York City,
and it sold out recently. Urge them to get
more. Imported by Domaine Select Wine
Estates, New York, NY 212.279.0799

2002 Planeta ($27). The Planeta winery,
on the southwest side of Sicily, makes a
blockbuster line of French varietals—the
kinds of wines that get high point counts
from The Wine Spectator. But in the winery’s
planning sessions they are aware that true
wine connoisseurs the world over are start-
ing to demand indigenous wines! Cleverly,
they have purchased land in Vittoria (on the
other side of the island!), planted Frappato,
and have built a winery there to produce
Cerasuolo di Vittoria. When you taste the
Cerasuolo they send to the U.S., you can
detect a little of their big-deal-winery gloss in
it. But no matter; this is delicious stuff, a bit
tannic right now, but rich with racy mineral
flavors. It’s in an in-between stage at the
moment . . . but with one or two years of fur-

ther age, it’ll be, I think, a magnificent bottle
of aged Cerasuolo. If you want to drink it
now—open it a few days in advance!
Imported by Vias Imports, New York, NY,
212.829.0200

2000 Valle dell’Acate ($14). If the Plan-
eta’s a little modern, this one’s a little rus-
tic—with almost sweet concentration, some
heat, and chunky tannins. And it is nowhere
near as evolved as most Cerasuolos of this
age. But I’m convinced that the usual rem-
edy—a year or two in the cellar!—will bring
this baby around to aged Cerasuolo com-
plexity. Available at Vino, on E. 27th St. in
NYC. Imported by Panebianco LLC, New
York, NY, 212.685.7560

Remember: you may have some trouble
finding these specific Cerasuolo di Vittorias
right now. But don’t worry. There will be more
and more in the U.S. marketplace, I predict;
all you have to do is keep your eyes open
over the next few years. Be the first kid on
your block to collect Cerasuolo di Vittoria!
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veal cutlet with lots of grill taste, a
coarse-and-juicy pork sausage, and a
thin pork chop on the bone that’s a lit-
tle dried out. DO NOT FAIL to order
with this course one of the most deli-
cious Sicilian wines I tasted during my
week in Sicily—the amazing 2000 Cera-
suolo di Vittoria, from Tenuta Nanfro.
In fact, this wine sparked a Cerasuolo di
Vittoria obsession for me—which you
can read all about in the sidebar on p.
21, and which continues back on this
side of the Atlantic.

Ever had cannoli in Sicily? It’s better
than in New York—and this would be a
good place to try it. Better
still is Don Camillo’s amaz-
ing semifreddo (half-frozen
dessert), made with vino nov-
ello (young red wine!) and a
touch of cinnamon. Light,
subtle, exquisite—like the
check, which may amount
to 50 Euros for two people,
if you order a ton of food.

Well, I was ready to go
to press with these two
restaurants  a lone  in
Taormina—when a terrifi-
cally lucky conversation
clued me in to a place just
down the hill, in the sea-
side village of Letojanni, a
ten-minute drive from the
center of Taormina. It is
called Ristorante da Nino—and, from
what I tasted at lunch, and from what
locals told me after I started chatting it
up, I’m convinced that this is the very
best restaurant in the Taormina area, the
one that you cannot afford to miss.

There’s only one problem with da
Nino: it has achieved local fame, the place’s
success has led to much upscaling (like
walls filled with arty art), and the upscal-
ing has led to high prices (figure at least
100 Euros for two at da Nino). However,
aside from that, this is just the kind of
restaurant I love—a place where you pick
out super-high-quality local seafood that
waits on ice, and the chefs have the good
sense to treat it simply. However, there’s
primi to be had before your secondi—and
these guys make exquisite pasta as well,
the kind that you get in Michelin-starred
Italian restaurants. Come to think of it—
the antipasti are also fantastic.

me . . . La Grotta, completely under the
radar of the guide books, is a MUST on
my next visit.

By the way, from what I hear . . . it
might be a good idea to make your next
visit NOT at the height of tourist season.
The town was pretty empty, and thor-
oughly delightful, in early spring; it
probably won’t be that way in July. But
everyone says that late September/early
October is a grand time to visit. 

ON TO SIRACUSA 
You will, I’m sure, leave Taormina with a
tear in your eye. Especially when you
drive south past Catania, the large, ugly-
looking town at whose airport you prob-
ably arrived in eastern Sicily. Well, I’m
not positive that the town looks ugly from
the inside—I didn’t get that far. But, on
a positive note, I have heard that there are
some very good restaurants there.

Me, I’d get down to Siracusa from
Taormina as soon as possible (about an
hour-and-a-half drive)—which is exactly
what I did this spring.

Now, nobody warned me about Sira-
cusa; nobody prepared me for having my
heart utterly stolen away by this incred-
ible city. Well, one person did—my
trusted Italophilic journalist friend Fred
Plotkin, who, in his essential Italy for the
Gourmet Traveler, calls Siracusa the “clas-
sic town” of Sicily—and Plotkin says that
he counts it among the very top destina-
tions in all of Italy. “As a city that was
once the greatest in the Mediterranean,”
he writes, “it has eighteen centuries of
glorious history . . . It has some of the
best remaining treasures of antiquity . . .
wonderful restaurants, caffés, a great mar-
ket and marvelous nightlife . . . The peo-
ple in Siracusa are very friendly and wel-
coming and considerably more open than
most Sicilians.”

All of this struck me as inarguably
true (except maybe the restaurant part,
but we’ll get to that in a moment.) For
starters, this place is an historian’s dream
come true. There is an area called the
Neapolis Archaeological Park which is
de rigueur for classicists—not to mention
two nearby theaters (one ancient Roman
and one ancient Greek) that made this
old theatre historian weep. I especially
love the Greek one—since our modern

I started with an array of seafood
appetizers—tiny and exquisite fried
calamaretti; sizzling mussels gratin,
great with lemon juice; fluffy, mild
neonata cakes, made from just-born tiny
fish; and, best of all, gambero al forno, fat
shrimp, really meaty, perfectly baked
with a mousse-y stuffing on top. For
pasta, large, home-made ravioli stuffed
with cernia, a local fish, under a super-
mushroomy porc in i  s auce  were
superb—but even better was the pennete
scampi e zucchine, the browned ribbons
of zuke, the sweet shrimp, and the very
slightly ridged tiny penne resolving in

a sauce that has the gauzy,
sexy feel you only find in
Italy. Much wine later (and
there’s a great Sicilian and
pan-Italian list, with a
wine cellar that you can
visit)—an array of local
fish just off the grill con-
vinced me that one thing I
have to do in life is get
back to this place.

Well, I was delighted to
have found da Nino, certain
that I solved the Taormina-
area restaurant puzzle.
Unti l  I  to ld  Antonino
about my meal, back at the
San Domenico’s concierge
desk. “Nino is fantastic,”
Antonino said. “The best

restaurant in the vicinity. Even better in
summer when more fish are available.”
There was a however, however, lingering
in his voice. “But? . . .” said I, fearfully.
“But my favorite in the wider vicinity,”
Antonino continued—and by the “wider
vicinity” he meant 20 minutes away—
”is a much smaller, simpler, humbler
restaurant called La Grotta, in Santa
Maria La Scala. They pull the fish from
the sea literally at your feet, and simply
grill them in front of you. There is noth-
ing better.” Before you could say frutti
di mare, I had Antonino working the
phone (095.764.8153 in Italy) to make
a reservation for me that night, my last
night in the Taormina area. The news
was bad; they were fully booked. But I
am strongly urging you to check this
place out (I know whose advice to
trust!)—either by phoning yourself, or
having Antonino try to fix you up. For

Well, it’s
morning
still, but

it’s time to
start think-
ing about
dinner.
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style of situation comedy was likely
invented right here on this stage (yes!
there’d be no Friends were it not for Sir-
acusa), and you can see classic Greek the-
atre performed here in the classic man-
ner from May 15 to June 15. Moreover,
on the hill on the way up to the the-
atre—at Paradiso da Pinello—there is
not only good espresso, but an unbeliev-
able triangular sfoglia di ricotta, one of the
creamiest, flakiest, best morning pastries
I’ve ever had in Italy. How did I know
about it? Gianni told me—an impecca-
ble driver and tour guide, who will take
you to all of the classic sites in his new
limo, return you to your hotel, and
charge you just 60 Euros for two hours
(his number in Italy is 0931.462244).

When Gianni dropped me off, I was
happy still—because I was staying in Sir-
acusa’s very best accommodation, the
Grand Hotel Siracusa. Ché bella! This
graceful four-story building was con-
structed in 1905, shut down in 1990,
renovated—and re-opened in 1995 with
a beautiful harmony of old and new ele-
ments .  Imagine  a  hote l  with Ian
Schrager-type convenience and sleekness,
set inside a design environment of ele-
gant glass chandeliers, curving staircases,
wrought-iron, palm trees, 1930s art and
1900 elegance. Some of the suites are
duplexes, even, with interior staircases
of polished steel. And the staff is amaz-
ingly sweet—showing a character that
Plotkin nailed in his description of Sira-
cusa’s people. Do not fail to make con-
tact with Umberto, the infinitely helpful
manager at the front desk.

Best of all is how well-situated the
hotel is. Here’s the situation: the Grand
Hotel Siracusa sits just past the bridge,
along the sea, by the bustling port, at the
top end of Ortygia—the historic island
that is the throbbing heart of Siracusa.
Ortygia goes way back—thousands of
years back—having been the home of
Calypso, who prevented Ulysses from
returning to Ithaca. (I didn’t want to
leave, either!) When you walk Ortygia’s
streets today, especially at night, you feel
as if you’re on a Hollywood sound stage
of a theatrical version of an ancient
Mediterranean port—real but surreal at
the same time. Unspeakably thrilling.
But then there’s the rest of history,
beyond the ancient. The buildings of

the TV with various family members
grouped around the tube watching. The
only “ristorante” touch is matched,
bright red chairs—somehow as heart-
warming as they are garish.

My informant told me that this was a
great place to enjoy simple versions of
the seafood that Siracusa is known for—
mussels, shrimp, swordfish. I ordered
zuppa di cozze, a humble bowl of mussels
in red sauce. Forget the humble! Here
was a huge platter of sweet, firm, small-
ish mussels, nothing flabby and gross,
sitting in a pool of garlicky tomato sauce
perfectly enriched by the funky mussel

juices. I was ready for more.
Next up was a platter of

fritto misto, which in this
case was a mix of deep-fried
squid and deep-fried little
shrimp, gamberetti. The cala-
mari were good—but the
little shrimp were amaz-
ingly sweet ,  golden,
crunchy, light, fresh and
clean. Try to convince the
waiter to hold the “misto”
and serve you gamberetti
only! But make sure to save
room for the finest plate of
shrimp I had on the whole
trip: gamberoni alla griglia,
or whole, very large, grilled
red shrimp lightly touched
with olive oil, parsley and

garlic. Oh, man! These head-on wonders
were perfectly seasoned, so sweet and
salty, bursting with juice, beautifully
firm, so intense in shrimp flavor (partic-
ularly if you suck the heads!). They come
5 to a serving; I could have eaten three
servings, even as the clock was approach-
ing midnight.

Pasta? I loved the spaghetti alla
margellina—a toss of pasta, cherry toma-
toes, clams and mussels. A kind of thick,
almost brown shellfish ooze overlays the
melted tomatoes—which, mixed with
the almost Thai-tasting basil, creates a
sublime flavor explosion. Simple grilled
seafood, like creamy swordfish, was also
great—but I discovered that meat dishes
are not the strong suit. Listen: two peo-
ple can feast here, with endless carafes of
good house wine, for less than 40 Euros.
Just remember that, even on the plate,
you will find no fancy restaurant flour-

Ortygia are like an architectural museum
of the last 500 years; do not miss the
Baroque palaces along the Via Maes-
tranza, or the amazingly powerful
Duomo, which includes some elements
from the 5th century B.C., but was basi-
cally re-built in Baroque splendor after
the devastating earthquake of 1693. The
floodlit, heart-stopping piazza in front
of the Duomo was my second major
piazza discovery of the year, after the
equally thrilling one I found in Zaragoza,
Spain last August (see the November 10,
2003 issue of The Rosengarten Report.) 

OK . . . dinnertime . . . and a few
problems. First of all, I
must confess that I was
able to stay in Siracusa for
only one night . . . so I’m
sure I didn’t unearth all
there was to unearth. If
you go, I would love to
hear from you what you
find. However, I had cast a
wide net for restaurant rec-
ommendations . . . and
many of the ones that came
back to me, once again,
were for places that were
high on tourist-pleasing,
low on Sicilian earthiness.
I  had  a  busy  n ight  on
Ortygia: I went to a bunch
of these places, and found
them disappointing. I had
a great recommendation for a rollick-
ing, local place—which was boarded up
when  I  got  there ,  gone  fo reve r.
Umberto told me that his favorite place
is just like the first one used to be—
Osteria Mariano, deep in Ortygia, near
Via Capodieci (0931/67444 in Italy)—
but, alas, it was closed on my one night
in town. Believe it or not, at about 10
PM, a local guy who seemed to know
everything gastronomic told me that
his favorite place has never had a
tourist, and puts out great local food at
rock-bottom prices. What’s an inves-
tigative journalist to do? I found some
more appetite, and got over there fast. 

The place is called La Tavernetta—
and it is, in fact, as unassuming a restau-
rant as you can imagine. Dining here is
like dining in some family’s kitchen—
white walls, glaring fluorescent light,
simple tables, family photos, soccer on

Me, I’d get
down to
Siracusa

from
Taormina
as soon as
possible.



ishes, no high-concept inspirations, no
sophisticated textures. This is straight-
ahead casalinga food, made with love and
tradition.

HEADING INLAND 
After I left Siracusa, I headed inland for
other Sicilian destinations. On the way,
however, I stopped in at two nearby
places that you could easily include in
your tour of Sicily’s east coast.

It is absolutely necessary to visit the
impressive town of Noto, just a half-
hour southwest of Siracusa. For most
tourists, the necessity arises from the
Noto architecture—one of the greatest
collections of stately Baroque buildings
anywhere in the world, all concentrated
in a fairly small area in the old city,
their small-town surroundings giving
them a gargantuan proportion. But for
people like us, there’s another reason to
visit Noto: gelato.

Plotkin calls this the greatest gelato
city in Italy—and, driving into town,
observing the profusion of fruit trees and
nut trees in the surrounding countryside,
I could begin to understand why. Plotkin
goes on, in his book, to describe the
gelato domain of one Corrado Costanzo,
who makes “the best ice cream . . . on the
island.” Visiting Costanzo, of course,
became the focus of my journey to Noto.

But supreme frustration lay ahead.
When I finally got to the Corrado

Costanzo Gelateria—which looked
like a grand, three-star version of a gela-
teria, and got me as excited as hell—I
was told that Corrado Costanzo was
dead, having passed away within the
last year. Horrible! After offering the
proper condolences, I asked to buy some
gelato . . . and was told that they only
make gelato from May through Sep-

blocks further ahead to Trattoria del
Carmine . . . another family place like La
Tavernetta in Siracusa . . . but even hum-
bler, and with even humbler prices. I
feasted on great antipasto (mushrooms in
hot oil, olives, amazing sun-dried cherry
tomatoes, potato croquettes, a spiedini of
veal, sheep’s milk cheese with pepper-
corns—all for the princely sum of 2.50
Euros!). Pasta was huge, supernal ravioli,
filled with compacted ricotta, awash in a

porky sauce topped by a big
pork sausage—surely what
Vito Corleone was eating in
New York when he arrived
in about 1915. There are
great, country meat dishes
here too—like rabbit stew
(stimpirata, they call it),
with deep broth and pick-
led vegetables ,  and a
golden veal cutlet stuffed
with flavorful ham and
cheese. The house red flows
and flows, and it’d be real
tough for two people to
spend more than 25 Euros
on a meal—you could also
spend a lot less, because the
pastas are about 3 Euros
each, and the main courses

about 6! A tour of the buildings, this
meal, a gelateria visit—how can you ever
resist Noto?

My last stop before completely leav-
ing the area was an hour inland, near the
town of Chiaramonte Gulfi—where I
visited Pianogrillo, the olive oil estate
that I praised so highly in the August
18, 2003 issue of The Rosengarten Report.
I said at that time that someday soon I’m
gonna check out why Sicilian oil is com-
peting with Tuscan oil today as the best
in Italy—and this visit greatly improved
my understanding. Lorenzo Pianogrillo,

tember (remember those fruit and nut
trees? they’re waiting for them!). Dio
mio! I’m standing in the temple, but
there are no services! 

In Italy, I often say, nothing happens
as it’s scheduled to happen. But just
when you’re feeling really low about
your missed opportunity—something
comes along ten minutes later that’s as
good, or better. Well, I have no way of
knowing if the gelateria I found a few
blocks away is better than
Corrado Costanzo—and if
you go to Noto between
May and September, you
should without question
check out what Corrado’s
heirs are up to—but the
gelato I tasted a few min-
utes later at Noto’s Caffé
Sicilia, founded in 1892,
was the greatest gelato
that I have ever had the
pleasure to consume. And
. .  .  I  can just imagine
what this stuff is like in
summer, when more local
products come into the
mix .  The  f l avors  were
amazing: Torrone, with an
incredible real-almond
taste, no extract;  Nocciola, wonderfully
subtle with real hazelnut; Ricotta, my
favorite, the apotheosis of cannoli-like
filling, with a funky-dairy thrill and a
background that’s cherry-like; Agrumi,
with the just-picked flavor of lemons
and oranges; Fragola, which enables
you to taste the earth under the straw-
berry plant; and Cioccolato, remarkably
fudgy, deep, intense.

As if that weren’t enough to com-
pensate for the disappointment . . . I
asked the gelato guys where I should go
for lunch . . . and they sent me a few

In Italy, I
often say,
nothing
happens
as it’s

scheduled
to happen.

DETAILS FOR THE
MAJOR HOTELS
AND RESTAURANTS
I VISITED 
TA O R M I N A  A N D  V I C I N I T Y

Grand Hotel Timeo
Via Teatro Greco, 59, Taormina
011.39.0942.23801 (tel)
011.39.0942.628501 (fax)
www.framonhotels.com
reservation@framon-hotels.it 

Ristorante da Nino
Via L. Rizzo, 29, Letojanni
011.39.0942.36147 (tel)

San Domenico Palace Hotel
Piazza San Domenico, 5
Taormina
011.39.0942.613111 (tel)
011.39.0942.625506 (fax)
www.thi.it 
san-domenico@thi.it 

Trattoria Don Camillo
Via Cesare Ottaviano, 2, Taormina
011.39.0942.23198 (tel)

Vicolo Stretto
Corso Umberto, 6
011.39.0942.24995 (tel)

S IRACUSA

Grand Hotel Siracusa
Viale Mazzini, 12
Siracusa
011.39.0931.464600 (tel)
011.39.0931.464611 (fax)

La Tavernetta di Russo Grazia
Via Cavour, 44, Siracusa
011.39.0931.61107 (tel)

HEADING INLAND

Caffé Sicilia
Corso Vittorio Emanuele, 125, Noto
011.39.0931.835013 (tel)
011.39.0931.837582 (fax)
caffe.sicilia@tin.it (e-mail)

Corrado Costanzo Gelateria
Via Silvio Spaventa, 7/9, Noto
011.39.0931.835243 (tel)

Trattoria del Carmine
Via Ducezio, 9, Noto
011.39.0931.838705 (tel)

Who makes the world’s best MAIL ORDER STEAKS? Click here!
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Y
es, it’s true . . . through a connection with an
old friend from the Food Network, I’m playing
a big part in the new show called Chef’s The-
ater, which has just opened at The Supper Club
on West 47th St., directly across from the Bar-
rymore Theater.

In this highly entertaining show, every week a new
“celebrity chef” cooks a dinner on-stage, sur-
rounded by incredibly talented singer-dancer-
hosts who make you feel as if you’ve come to
the ultimate glamorous dinner party. And,
yes, it is dinner—because thanks to the full
restaurant kitchen behind the stage, and the
full cooking/service support of Restaurant
Associates, you do get to enjoy a three-
course dinner during the course of the show!
And . . . there is also a matinee “brunch”
show every Saturday and Sunday, also filled
with song, dance and food.

Me . . . I have a contract to be the “celebrity
chef” for evening performances during five of
the weeks in the first year (and we all hope it
will run that long). Additionally . . . I will be
the “brunch” chef practically every weekend
in the first year of the run. Please come see me—for not only do
I cook and talk, but these people have me dancing as well!

Close as I am to the producers . . . I have worked out a spe-
cial Rosengarten’s Table deal for you to enjoy the show. Mati-
nee performances are normally $65 a ticket; members of

THE SHOW MUST GO ON!
JOIN ME FOR AN IMPROBABLE EVENT . . .
MY BROADWAY DEBUT!

ENTERTAINMENT FOR FOODIES

Rosengarten’s Table can get a pair of tickets for any matinee in
which I’m appearing for just $90. Evening performances are
normally $125 a ticket; members of Rosengarten’s Table can
get a pair of tickets for any evening performance in which I’m
appearing for just $198.

There are 3 easy ways to get your discount tickets:
1. Buy tickets online by going to www.broadwayoffers.com

and entering code: CF932RA
2. Call Telecharge.com at 212-947-8844

and mention this special code: CF932RA.
3. Bring this newsletter to the Supper

Club Box Office at 240 West 47th Street,
NYC (between Broadway and 8th Ave) and
buy your tickets there.

You can always check with the box office,
and/or the web site, to find out which dates
I’m playing. But here’s my schedule in May:

Rosengarten Brunch Performances:
May 1, May 2, May 8, May 9, May 15, May
16, May 29, May 30

Rosengarten Evening Performances:
May 25, May 26, May 27, May 28, May 29,
May 30.

Immediately after each of these evening
performances in May, I will be holding a half-hour Q&A ses-
sion in the theater for attending members of Rosengarten’s
Table. Just stay in your seats—I’ll be out in a few minutes. I
look forward to meeting you then!

As we say in food theater . . . break an egg!

S O M E  D E TA I L S  F R O M
T H E  P R O D U C E R
BOX OFFICE HOURS:
Tuesday–Sunday, 12pm to 7:30pm

PERFORMANCE SCHEDULE:
Dinner Shows Tuesday - Sunday: bar
opens at 6:30, seating at 7pm
Brunch with Rosengarten: Sat
@12noon, Sun @1pm

Offer not valid on Chef’s Table seating.
Subject to availability and prior sale.
Normal service charges apply to
phone and online orders. Offer may be
revoked at any time. All sales final. No
refunds or exchanges. Not valid in
combination with any other offer.
Blackout dates may apply. Menu sub-
ject to change. Substitutions available.
Drinks & gratuity not included.

the family member who’s running the
old estate today, told me that years ago
Sicilian oil was being made from ripe
olives (black ones), and producers were
using severely antiquated equipment.
About ten years ago, he said, a new gen-
eration of Sicilian producers came along
who recognized that  only unripe
olives—green ones—make great olive
oil. Of course, green olives yield much
less oil, so you have to charge a lot more
for the oil—and no one, at first, was
willing to pay high prices for Sicilian
oil! But it’s coming around now, as Sicil-

your tickets, give a call to Beatrice Ughi,
of Gustiamo Inc., Pianogrillo’s importer
in New York City;  her number is
718.860.2949. When you identify your-
self as a member of Rosengarten’s Table,
and give Beatrice the travel dates on your
air tickets, she will do her best to set up
a meeting for you with Lorenzo at the
olive oil estate in Chiaramonte Gulfi for
a tour and tasting. Lorenzo spends a good
deal of time in Milan, so the visit’s not
guaranteed—but, given the beauty of
the setting, and the amazing quality of
the oil, it’s sure worth a try! ■

ian olive oil, from green olives, triumphs
in tastings all over Italy—and more and
more producers can afford to go green.
At the same time as this olive “upgrade”
started to go into effect, the new pro-
ducers decided to match that with an
equipment “upgrade”—as I found out
from Lorenzo, standing next to his
spanking new Swedish olive press (“the
best in the world,” he said). And, of
course, a technique upgrade.

Would you like to see all this for
yourself? If you’re visiting the east coast
of Sicily, and if you’ve already purchased



W
ith this issue, we
celebrate the third
anniversary of
The Rosengarten
Report—and I’m
beyond ecstatic

that my readers are so obviously enjoy-
ing the good things the Report brings.
The goals I set for myself in the Spring
of 2001—identify the best foods and
wines available to all of us in the U.S.,
identify the best restaurants and gas-
tronomic travel opportunities in the
world—were evidently
good ones for my reader-
ship. Therefore, I retain
those goals, and continue
to ferret out the best of
everything with an unbri-
dled level of joy and fervor.
All is as it was.

Well, almost all. One
thing is a little different: I
now have three years of
exper ience  in  putt ing
together The Rosengarten
Report—and three years of
opportunities to receive my
readers’ reactions to the
way things work around
here. I am thrilled that
nearly all communications
I receive are highly positive
ones—letters and e-mails about life-
changing canned tuna from Sicily,
epiphanous Indian ingredients,  fabu-
lous California oranges, smoked salmon
of the gods and Champagnes of the
century. However, every once in a while
a reader raises a red flag . . . and I am
dedicated to eliminating those flags
wherever possible. Yes, I taste thou-
sands of products a year, visit scores of
restaurants and destinations, and objec-
tively report to you about the very best

true that a good many of the recom-
mended products require you to pay a
shipping cost on top of the food cost.
Most of the time, this cost is reason-
able. Sometimes, it’s a little hard to
swallow.

Whenever shipping costs are extra
. . . I let you know, right in the text.
But do I tell you the exact cost to you
of shipping? As much as I’d like to . . .
I can’t. It would be impossible. Why?
Every ordering situation is different;
many, many factors go into calculating
the shipping costs for each product and
each buyer. How much is the person
ordering? Where is it going? In which
of the 50 states? Is the product perish-
able? Do you want overnight, next-day
delivery? . . . second-day air? . . .
ground delivery? . . . UPS, FedEx or
Priority Mail? . . . etc., etc., etc.
Clearly, the responsibility for inquiring
about the cost of shipping is going to
have to fall on you.

There are, however, a few good
things to tell you about this situa-
tion—aside from the fact that it rarely
becomes a problem.

First of all, my staff and I often
refrain from writing about a product if
we sense the potential for shipping
snafus. For example, foods that are
inexpensive, very heavy, and tempera-
ture-sensitive almost always get elimi-
nated from The Rosengarten Report.
Why? Well, if you have to pay $40 to
ship a refrigerated melon overnight
that by itself costs $6, you’re not
going to be happy. You may, on the
other hand, find that same shipping
cost to be tolerable for the best prime
rib of your life, which costs, say, $200.
And so on. 

The other good thing I can tell you
is that I’ve become something of a

of it all—but, between the cup and the
lip, there is, very rarely, a slip. 

So there are a few things I’ve learned
over the last three years that I want you
to know immediately. You could divide
them into three main areas:

THE SHIPPING SAGA
What we do at The Rosengarten Report,
more than anything else, is share with
you the supra-excitement of the mod-
ern world of shopping possibilities.

No longer is the intrepid
foodie (you) confined to
the inventory of local
shops; today, using the
internet and toll-free
numbers, you can have
the very best products in
the U.S. (literally!) at
your doorstep tomorrow.
This is nothing less than a
revolution in shopping.
Oh, there are those peo-
ple, I know, who are
reluctant to buy
comestibles that they
can’t see, touch or smell
first—but I’m gratified to
discover that most sub-
scribers who read my rav-
ings about some product

or another are confident that what
they order is gonna be first-rate.

I’d say that 99% of the time, these
transactions go off without a hitch, and
the reader is delighted. But one factor
can rain on the parade every so often:
shipping costs.

Now, some of the products I write
about in The Rosengarten Report come to
you with shipping costs included.
Great. These, obviously, never raise a
shipping-cost problem. But it is also

A CONNOISSEUR’S GUIDE . . .
TO GETTING THE MOST FROM THE
ROSENGARTEN REPORT!

THOUGHT FOR FOOD

So here
are a few

things I’ve
learned
over the
last three

years.

Up to 12 Free Gifts for Food and Wine Lovers. Click here!
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shipping expert now, having ordered
thousands of products in the last few
years in my quest for epicurean swoon-
dom . . . and have developed a few tips
for keeping those shipping costs down.
Here they are—free of charge!

1. Always ask the purveyor what
the shipping charges will be before
you place your order. Be fully
informed; surprises are bad. Don’t
order unless you know exactly what
the order is going to cost.

2. Ask if the purveyor has any
special deals on shipping. For exam-
ple: is there free shipping if you
order a certain dollar amount?

3. Plan ahead, and receive as
many items as possible by the much
slower ground mail.

4. If your products are perish-
able, and you must ship by air,
always ask if “second-day air”
would work instead of “overnight.”

5. If you place an order that
includes perishable and non-per-
ishable items together, ask if it
would be less expensive to ship
them separately.

6. If you know you love a prod-
uct, consider ordering multiples
to lower the overall shipping
charge. Remember: many things
freeze well.

7. Take note when we write
about an on-line source that offers
and ships products from many dif-
ferent producers, a kind of “one-
stop shopping” (for example, see
the clearing house called “cajungro-
cer.com” in the February 2, 2004
issue.) This is a great way to reduce
individual shipping charges; six
products shipped from six produc-
ers will cost a lot more than the
same six products shipped from one
purveyor.

8. Many of us have foodie friends
and family with a shared passion for
culinary adventure; consider plac-

verse, there are gonna be hitches along
the way.

Sometimes it’s a question of the
products themselves:

➤ The olive oil I loved that was
harvested in 2002 ain’t tasting so great
in 2004

➤ Market conditions led to a sharp
shortage of the prime beef I was lovin’,
and you can’t get it anymore

➤ The 2003 Beaujolais Nouveau
that flipped me out is no longer a joy
ride in summer, 2004

Now, please keep in mind that the
vast, vast preponderance of what I
report on—foods, wines, restaurants,
hotels—stays tip-top for a long time
after I write about it. Feel confident in
ordering anything within a few months
of receiving your Rosengarten Report; you
may even feel confident in almost
everything that appears in back issues,
which remain great information
resources. If the unimaginable happens,
and you get burned by a Randy Murcer,
please contact me . . . and I will work
hard to fix it! The only thing I cannot
do is guarantee that the passage of time
will not inflict any damage at all on
what I loved. I apologize in advance if
you find disappointment where I found
delight. Use your common sense.
Believe me, if there were something I
could do to keep greatness great, I’d do
it. Then again, I might not: the tran-
sience of beauty is what makes it so pre-
cious. Keats realized that when looking
at his Greek urn . . . and so should you,
looking at your Greek olive oil.

THE SPECIAL CASE
OF WINE
Talk about mutability!—there is per-
haps no gastronomic product more
than wine that engenders contempla-
tion of the effects of time. Wine is
supposed to change—and, unlike
many other products, wine often
makes us say “change is good.”

However, one needs to fully understand the
kind of wine one buys, and how it’s likely to
change, so that one may master time. A fresh,
simple Vinho Verde from the latest vintage may
be heaven with shellfish this summer . . . and
flat, uninteresting, godawful with oysters next
winter. A great red Bordeaux that has just

ing an order together, and splitting
the shipping charges!

I hope these tips make your jour-
ney—and the journey of your food!—a
little easier on your wallet. On to the
next problem:

THINGS CHANGE
(AND CHANGE IS NOT
ALWAYS GOOD)
You must look at it this way: the Rosen-
garten Report that you receive every six
weeks is a culinary snapshot in time.
Or it is a piece of fresh fish that
demands your immediate attention.
However you want to metaphorize it—
The Rosengarten Report is a timely
document, telling you what I found to
be best RIGHT NOW!

The world we live in is in a con-
stant state of flux. Grass turns from
green to brown. Leaves fall from trees.
Hair turns gray. The harsh reality of
mutability is no less harsh when
applied to the things we eat and drink.

Much of it comes down to people.
My best example is the story of one
Randy Murcer, whose ham I praised
highly in the last issue. A few weeks
after the story hit, Mr. Murcer decided
to raise his price by about $40. I
found out about it, and freaked out.
Much telephone time ensued. My
office was able to talk him into reason,
and we found a way for him to hold
the old price for RR readers. Then the
bomb really hit: because Murcer was
getting more orders than he could
handle, he started selling hams from
somebody else’s smokehouse! Double
freak-out. Back on the phones. “Send
me that new damned ham tomorrow!”
I cried. When it arrived, it was a
decent pork roast, but certainly not
what I tasted before, certainly not a
great ham. More telephones. Arm-
twisting, even. Murcer has now agreed
to send out to my readers, in the
future, only the ham that I loved and
wrote about. Nothing like this has
ever happened to us before. But you
see what I mean? As much as I
endeavor to micro-manage the uni-
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T
he Rosengarten
Report will bring you up-
to-the-minute information
on the best products avail-
able, as well as details concerning the
best restaurants, hotels and wineries

around the world. But I’ll bring you something
else, too. With your subscription to The Rosen-
garten Report, you will automatically become a
member of Rosengarten’s Table; you’ll receive a
membership card, which will include your own
serial number. When you read about great prod-
ucts, restaurants, hotels or wineries in The
Rosengarten Report, you will sometimes see a
special note, encouraging members of Rosen-
garten’s Table to contact a specific individual
when dealing with that product, restaurant, hotel
or winery. This is your way of “sharing my table,”
and getting special consideration from that
establishment; it could take the form of a dis-
count on products, a reservation for a normally
booked restaurant or hotel, an appetizer or glass
of wine on the house, a special insider’s tour, or
anything else that the merchant can think of.

Remember: If you want to contact a person
that you read about in The Rosengarten Report
by phone, fax or e-mail, please indicate your
name and your Rosengarten’s Table serial num-
ber to him or her. If your contact with the person
is face-to-face (e.g. upon arrival for dinner), simply
show your card, along with a photo ID. 

Offers are valid for current members of Rosen-
garten’s Table only, and for one year only from
the publication date of the issue in which the
offer is mentioned (unless indicated otherwise.)

Please note: I feature products and services
in The Rosengarten Report only if they make my
heart throb. Once I’ve decided to write about an
establishment, I give them a call to say that I’ll
be featuring them in an upcoming issue of The
Rosengarten Report, and I ask them if there’s
anything they can do to make my readers feel as

though they’re “sharing
my table.” Sometimes
they say yes, but some-
times they are unable to
do anything. The answer
does not have an impact
on coverage, because my
object is to share great
finds with you. Nor does
the answer make a differ-
ence in my esteem for the
product or service
offered, or in the warmth
of my recommendation.
There is no quid pro quo
when it comes to the com-
panies that I write about
on these pages. If I love
what I tasted, I say so—
no matter what. ■

ROSENGARTEN’S
TABLE

ROSENGARTEN’S TABLE
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arrived in the country may be too tannic to
drink this year, in a “dumb” stage a few years
down the road . . . and brilliant in 2015!

So please look for my temporal clues when I
write about the wines I love; I always hear time’s
winged chariot drawing near, especially when
wine’s involved, and I always try to indicate the
role of time in the wine I’m recommending.

But there is another wine issue, usually
more immediate for my readers: how do I get
this recommended stuff in the first place? It is a
perennial problem in wine publications, wine
advising, etc. If I recommend a certain type of
chocolate, the chances are enormous you’re going
to be able to get it—for if the current batch runs
out, the chocolate-maker will simply make more.
But if I recommend a 1996 Champagne from a
tiny artisanal producer, and if that Champagne is
all sold out in the U.S. market by the time you
get around to coveting it . . . I’m afraid you’re out
of luck!

That said . . . I must tell you that I have
received letters from readers who thought they
were out of  luck . . . when they actually weren’t!
Listen carefully.

I go to a great deal of trouble to track down
for you the name, city, and phone number of the
importer who brought in any wine I praise, or
the American winery who made any wine I
praise. Most wine publications do not do this.
My thinking is that this gives you a tremendous
head start in tracking down the recommended
wine. Because the production of some wines is
so tiny, it may be the case that your local shops
never even had any of a wine I’ve recommended.
So . . . go right to the importer, or the winery.
Dial ’em up, pronto.

OK. Phase two. Important fact of life.
Importers and wineries sometimes do not love
getting phone calls from consumers. It doesn’t
matter. Be calm. Be sweet. Appeal to their
humanity. Tell them how desperate you are to
taste the wine in question, and ask them to tell
you which retailers near you are carrying it. Or
which retailers anywhere might be likely to
ship. Be persuasive.

And now, the most important detail of all:
when they say “that wine was sold out six
months ago,” that has nothing to do with your
ability to find it! What they mean is that their
salesmen, who sell it to wine shops, ran out of it
six months ago. But many of those wine shops
that bought it will still have it in stock! So . . .
persist! Find someone helpful on the phone, and
ask which wine shops in your area bought it six
months ago.

This works. I do it all the time. Just don’t
be discouraged. And remember that readers of
other wine publications don’t even get this head
start! You’re in great field position! Of course,
the sooner you make your play, the better.

Well, that covers every frustration I’ve
heard about. Remember: there are no absolutes
in food and wine. It’s a huge, uproarious, joyful,
ever-changing experience. Even squeezing and
sniffing fruit at your local market is a crap
shoot; it may well disappoint when you get it
home.

But the reason I do this is that I firmly
believe that The Rosengarten Report puts you in
the best possible position to buy and enjoy the
best possible things in the gastronomic world.
And that gives me a happiness I know is going
to last. ■

FREE with your 1-year subscription to
The Rosengarten Report

Here are David’s personal choices of the best lit-
tle-known food products on earth available by mail
order! Includes fabulous, artisan-made products
David has discovered in every corner of the world,
including toasted sweet corn from Amish country ...
jumbo crab house Virginia peanuts ... the best-tasting
pretzels in America ... heartiest and freshest seafood
chowders and fish stews ... most flavorful chicken ...
many more.

Plus,  the results of The Rosengarten Report’s
exhaustive, independent taste tests to identify the
world’s best-tasting mail order steaks ... coffees ...
olive oils ... cheeses ... chocolates ... Southern BBQ
ribs ... ice creams ... wines and spirits ... Italian
desserts ... lamb ... oysters ... many more! Includes
prices and convenient ordering instructions.

And it’s just one of up to 12 free gifts with your
no-risk subscription to The Rosengarten Report!

Click here now for free details!


