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Recipes To Die For

A Victoria Square Cookbook

Lorraine Bartlett

 


117 Recipes from the owner and vendors of
Artisans Alley, Victoria Square, and McKinlay Mill.

 


Cozy readers everywhere have fallen in love with
Lorraine Bartlett's A Crafty Killing and the inhabitants of
Victoria Square, a charming and sometimes dangerous berg featuring
one-of-a-kind businesses like Artisan's Alley. In Recipes To Die
For, Katie Bonner and the rest of the locals from Victoria
Square invite you into their kitchens to share tantalizing recipes
and intimate stories about food, family, and life. So tie on your
apron and sharpen your knives, because Recipes To Die For is
chock full of culinary treasures such as Andy Rust's Cinnamon
Rolls, Vance Ingram’s Barbequed Ribs, and Sweet Sue’s Toffee
Squares. And you don't want to miss Aunt Lizzie’s Cream Scones.
They're to die for!

--Ellery Adams, author of the Charmed Pie
Mystery Series
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This is a work of fiction. Names, characters,
places, and incidents are either the product of the author’s
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Publisher's Note: The recipes contained in
this book are to be followed exactly as written. The publisher is
not responsible for your specific health or allergy needs that may
require medical supervision. The publisher is not responsible for
any adverse reactions to the recipes contained in this book.

 


Smashwords Edition, License Notes:

This ebook is licensed for your personal enjoyment
only. This ebook may not be re-sold or given away to other people.
If you would like to share this book with another person, please
purchase an additional copy for each person you share it with. If
you're reading this book and you did not purchase it, or it was not
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Introduction

By Katie Bonner

Manager, Artisans Alley, Victoria Square

Hello, my name is Katie Bonner and I love to
bake. There, I said it. I’ll also tell you that there was a time
when I didn’t like to cook, but I’m getting better at it. (For me,
baking and cooking are entirely different things.)

I led a perfectly ordinary life until the day
I inherited another forty-five percent of Artisans Alley on lovely
Victoria Square in McKinlay Mill, New York.

Okay, back up. I led a perfectly ordinary
life until my husband Chad invested our life savings (and without
my input) in Artisans Alley, the big craft arcade in the old
applesauce warehouse on Victoria Square in the little town of
McKinlay Mill, New York. It was money we had been saving to open a
bed and breakfast on Victoria Square in the village of McKinlay
Mill. I was to be the force behind the scenes, while Chad would act
as host. I’d do the paperwork, coordinate the marketing, the staff,
and the cooking, and Chad would pour the sherry and tell amusing
anecdotes to our guests.

Chad’s investment (or ten percent ownership)
put a deep strain on our marriage. Still, we were close to a
reconciliation when Chad died in a car wreck.

Instead of baking for my guests at The
English Ivy Inn, I now bake for my vendors at Artisans Alley.
Baking gets me through the tough times. Losing my life savings . .
. losing Chad . . . and the deaths that have happened on Victoria
Square. Um . . . there seem to be a lot of them. In case you
haven’t read about them, they’ve been chronicled in several books.
(A Crafty Killing, The Walled Flower, and One Hot
Murder.)

Ahem . . . as I was saying . . . . I know
you’re probably thinking … cooking/baking … what’s the difference?
There is a difference. When I cook, I’m usually hungry and
don’t have the patience to wait. (Again, I’m getting better at
that.) But when I bake, I like to experience every part of the
procedure. From preheating the oven, to measuring and mixing the
ingredients, inhaling the intoxicating aroma of freshly baked
goodies, to serving the bread, cookies, cakes, or pies I make.
There’s a ceremony involved. I bake for pleasure, I bake for
sustenance, I bake because I enjoy it.

It was my great-aunt Lizzie who taught me
everything I know about baking. My aunt was an old maid—something
she found terribly shameful. She’d been engaged, but her heart was
broken when her sweetheart was killed in a work accident. She came
to the U.S. from Scotland to start a new life at least twenty years
before I was born to her brother’s son. “Back home,” as she used to
say, she worked as a cook in a pub. After she arrived in the
States, she found work in diners or restaurants, either cooking or
serving.

I barely remember my parents, who were killed
in a car accident when I was a child. Since they had already lost
their parents, there was only one person left to take me in—my
father’s aunt.

Aunt Lizzie, a gray-haired and imposing
woman, was already in her sixties when I arrived on her doorstep.
She seemed pretty grim, and I was an unhappy, solemn-eyed five-year
old. Our first few days were filled with tears (from both of us)
and shouting matches. When angry, her Scottish accent was so thick
I couldn’t understand a word she said. The poor woman was at her
wits end after one particularly long day of childcare—at a time in
life when she should have been relaxing—so she pulled out the flour
and sugar to bake some scones for the next morning’s breakfast.

I defied her by sneaking out of my bed and
watching with wide eyes as she measured the flour, the sugar,
cracked an egg, and mixed them and some other ingredients with a
long wooden spoon in an old yellow bowl. She had to have known I
was there, peeking around the doorjamb, but she didn’t say a word
during the whole operation.

After the scones went into the oven, she
cleaned up the kitchen and washed the bowls and utensils. She
didn’t seem quite so threatening as she hummed while she worked,
and finished those tasks just as the piping hot, scones came out of
the oven.

Still steaming, they rested on a wire rack to
cool. I’d never seen such a concoction before. Both of my parents
worked, and all my birthday cakes had come from a bakery or grocery
store. Home baking was something foreign and new to me.

Aunt Lizzie puttered around in that kitchen
for what seemed liked forever, making herself a pot of tea, and
setting the table. Finally she plopped two scones on a plate and
set it on the table.

“You can come out now,” she said, and I
timidly entered the kitchen.

She sat at the table and split one of the
scones, applying a thick layer of sweet butter on it, then
raspberry jam, and then some goopy looking stuff which turned out
to be her version of clotted cream. She placed it on a plate and
poured us both a cup of tea. (Mine was ninety percent milk.)

I remember taking a reluctant bite of that
still warm scone, wondering if it would taste like liver . . . but
it didn’t. It was sweet, and light, and wonderful on the tongue.
From that moment on, tasting a scone would always fill me with a
feeling of coming home.

At that moment, sharing that scone, my aunt
Lizzie and I became life-long friends.

#

Because I was seeking a bachelor’s and then a
master’s degree in marketing during most of our marriage, my late
husband Chad did most of the cooking. He was grounded in American
fare with no desire to eat the food I’d grown up with, so I let him
do most of the cooking. Our meals consisted of meat, starch, and a
vegetable, or one of the one-dish casseroles he’d grown up eating.
He’d make mac and cheese from (*shudder*) a blue box, or tuna
noodle casserole once if not twice a week. He thrived on beef, a
potato, and corn—night after night after night. When he left our
home, my dinners tended to be something fast and easy. Peanut
butter and jelly or ham and cheese sandwiches. Cooking for one is
definitely no fun.

Until recently, I continued with just a
sandwich and soup for dinner. But something had to give. It isn’t
healthy to eat like that, and it gets boring.

That’s why I decided to start making the
kinds of food I grew up with. The food my aunt Lizzie taught me to
make. I fondly remember the times we cooked or baked together and
laughed, and enjoyed life together. She never had her own children,
but she brought me up to be like her. Stubborn, independent, and .
. . if I say so myself . . . a pretty good baker. And now I’m
working on becoming more than just an adequate cook. To do that, I
decided to put together a collection of my favorite recipes and
those of the friends I’ve made on Victoria Square.

Enjoy!

 


 


Signature Beverages

 


Have you met the Artisans Alley vendors and
the shop owners on Victoria Square? Everyone who contributed a
recipe to this book has some connection to Victoria Square.

I thought it would be nice to introduce my friends to
you with their favorite beverage recipes—and everyone of them had a
favorite drink and/or signature cocktail. (And, of course, you can
meet them yourself in the novels; A Crafty Killing, The Walled
Flower, and One Hot Murder.)

You’ll notice that a lot of these beverages
are alcoholic in nature. What can I say? Has being a part of
Victoria Square driven a number of us to drink? Possibly. There
have been several murders in our little village of late,
which hadn’t seen a killing in decades. But I prefer to think of
the good times we’ve had on the Square and the reasons we’ve
gathered together to celebrate: our Dickens Festival, the potluck
dinners we’ve held, bridal showers, and other parties.

There’s something here for everyone. Maybe
you’ll find something that will become your signature beverage.

 


 


 


Black Widow

Like me, Andy Rust is one of the youngest
entrepreneurs on Victoria Square. He owns and runs Angelo’s
Pizzeria and is my . . . boyfriend . . . significant other . . .
best friend. “A black widow?” I asked. “Isn’t that a strange drink
for a young guy like you?” Andy said, “My grandfather made me one
on my 21st birthday. It was my first legal drink.” (I didn’t bother
to ask if he’d been imbibing beforehand. I think we all know the
answer to that.)

 


Ingredients

juice from half a lime

½ teaspoon confectioners’ sugar

¼ ounce Southern Comfort

1 ounce gold rum

 


In a cocktail shaker, combine all ingredients
and ice. Shake well. Strain and pour into a sour glass.

 


Bloody
Mary

Dennis Wheeler owns Wood U, a gift shop on
Victoria Square that features all things made of (what else?) wood.
He has a signature product—his double-decker,
inlaid-with-lots-of-pretty-woods jewelry boxes. (My late husband
Chad gave me one for my birthday several years back.) And like his
signature product, Dennis has a signature drink. Said Dennis, “My
wife Abby and I like to go out for brunch, and a Bloody Mary is my
drink of choice for that occasion. One is enough for me, and seems
to taste best with eggs Benedict.”

 



Visit: http://www.smashwords.com/books/view/89724
to purchase this book to continue reading. Show the author you
appreciate their work!
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