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			To my husband, Chad, and my kids, Hendrix and Liloo: you mean everything to me.
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			My house was on the side of a hill, immediately on the edge of the larger wood, in the midst of a young forest of pitch pines and hickories . . . 


			—Henry David Thoreau, Walden


			I live in Aspen—not the stereotypical Aspen of glamour and luxury, but the Aspen with snowcapped peaks, crisp mountain air, the scent of evergreens, and the wonderful wildlife that calls it home. I was born in Switzerland and grew up in the foothills of the Alps, but when I was a teenager, my father relocated our family to the United States. Fifteen years later, I moved to the Colorado Rockies; after years in the flat landscape of Florida, I longed for a horizon with peaks and valleys dotted with streams and rivers, forests, rock walls, and narrow paths that open up to breathtaking panoramas. The mountains keep secrets; they envelop me, surprise me, and sometimes overpower me with pure, relentless nature.


			Nature also nurtures me. Whether I forage for mushrooms and berries, fish for trout, make a fire, or simply go for a long hike, being outdoors brings me peace of mind.


			I love the change of seasons: the expectation of spring, the generosity of summer, the melancholy of fall, and the stillness of winter. On a winter hike there are no distractions, no food to forage; everything is covered in pure white snow. Somehow the monochromatic countryside steadies my mind. I turn inward and find quiet in my head instead of the usual jumble of lists and deadlines. When the light fades, and the colors of the setting sun are absorbed and reflected by the white landscape, I feel one with nature. Treks taken during long summer evenings are mesmerizing, as the moon illuminates the land with sharp shadows and outlines and the black sky glistens with stars. The only sound comes from my footsteps and my rapid breath. Whenever I come home from a hike, my mind is clear, I’m hungry, and all I want to do is cook and eat a great meal.


			Being connected to nature is good for my soul, but nature also sustains my family, physically, with its bounty. I get fresh eggs and milk, as well as produce like beets, kale, potatoes, peaches, and apples, from farms in the foothills. We fish for trout in the streams, forage for mushrooms and berries, and often camp overnight and cook over an open fire. We even make tea from pine needles and extract nuts from the pinecones that are scattered on the forest floor.


			Growing up in Switzerland, I was taught at an early age to truly enjoy food. My father savored all kinds of cuisine, and he exposed me to everything from bratwurst and pretzels sold by the Zurich street vendors to fresh-caught Egli (perch) eaten at a small lakeside cafe, an entire wheel of raclette melted over an open fire at a remote mountain chalet, and fresh oysters and sweetbreads in Europe’s finest gourmet restaurants.


			My mother always had help in the kitchen, and our meals were made from fresh vegetables, meat, and dairy that arrived at our house every day from the local farms. I wasn’t really aware of what took place in our kitchen, but I liked to eat and loved certain foods, like boiled artichokes dipped in vinaigrette and my mother’s chocolate mousse. My favorite was the cheese course. I would cut pieces of cheese from the assortment on a large tray and stack them on buttered bread. Not only was this delicious, but I also found it interesting how the different cheeses, made from more or less the same ingredients, really evoked their origins and the way they were created.


			My passion for cooking was ignited in the sensible Swiss kitchen of my father’s spa, the Clinique La Prairie, where guests came from around the world for beauty treatments and the healthy and delicious cuisine for which it was famous. I was nineteen and living in Miami when my father sent me back to Switzerland to steer me away from Chad, my first boyfriend. I didn’t exactly throw myself into this summer job. I started in hospitality, meeting and greeting guests at the clinic’s reception desk, but since I am naturally shy, this was not my strength. I was moved to the office, where I was responsible for setting up appointments. This was not a great fit either, and when I inadvertently scheduled a member of the Saudi royal family for the wrong treatment, my father decided to bury me in the kitchen, the least glamorous and most out-of-the-way place.


			I didn’t know anything about cooking, recipes, or even ingredients. On my first day I made the mistake of confusing basil with parsley, and I got a stern lecture on herbs from the renowned Madame Blaze, the ruler of the subterranean kitchen and a pioneer in healthy gourmet cooking. My schooling in other foods soon followed as the chefs hollered at me to fetch them ingredients from the walk-in refrigerator. I loved the energy in that kitchen. It was like an inner sanctum where I could keep to myself, serve the needs of the kitchen staff, and fulfill my father’s wish for me to become engaged in his business. Madame Blaze fascinated me as she crafted magical dishes. In her hands, flour became bread, eggs became crème brûlée, and a basket of fresh vegetables became enough ratatouille to feed all the guests.


			I may have been more in the way than useful, but in that kitchen something clicked for me. I enjoyed being lost in the moment as I worked—chopping, mixing, or cleaning—and the intensity allowed no time for diversion.


			When I returned to Miami in the fall, I resumed my relationship with Chad, and eventually we got married. I also became a freelance graphic designer, and my flexible work schedule allowed me time to focus on my other love: experimenting in the kitchen. I have always been a fan of cheese, so the first meal I cooked for Chad was a cheese soufflé. It was an absolute disaster, and the next day, in search of help, I bought Simple to Spectacular by Jean-Georges Vongerichten. Each chapter started with a simple recipe that, through various steps, turned progressively into a more complicated dish. I cooked every single thing in that book, and went on to spend my spare time reading cookbooks and following the most involved of recipes. I cooked as if my relationship depended on it, and every meal was a new opportunity to express my feelings for Chad. Some meals took an entire day to create, but I loved every moment, from shopping and finding the right ingredients, to coming home and figuring out the recipe, to cooking and finally sitting down to savor every bite. Each challenging recipe and successful meal gave me more confidence, and cooking became a new way to express myself.


			When Chad opened his architectural practice, he would bring potential clients home for dinner. Now what I cooked represented both of us. It was no longer an intimate gesture of my love for him, but a way to help him impress his clients. I was still shy, but making food for others finally brought me out of my shell. Cooking became my own personal language with which to connect with people.


			In 2008, one of Chad’s clients gave us a copy of Michael Pollan’s The Omnivore’s Dilemma. This book changed my life. After reading it, I felt compelled to source the most wholesome foods I could find and cook them for my family. In preparation for motherhood, and while breast-feeding my son, Hendrix, I bought every book I could find on the subject of “real food” and became obsessed with eating properly so that I could pass on the right nutrition to my child. When Hendrix started on solids, I explored how to make him food from whole ingredients, rather than buy prepared, packaged food. During my research, I became inspired by the writings of Sally Fallon in Nourishing Traditions, in which she examines heritage-based, preindustrial methods of preparing healthy and hearty foods. This, in turn, led me to buy my most prized piece of kitchen equipment, a grain mill, and make my own cereals. By the time my daughter, Liloo, was born, my grain mill was in full use, and I was milling nearly all the grains we ate. Soon I began to make my own butter, cheese, yogurt, chocolate, and anything else I could produce from scratch. I wanted to be in control of all the ingredients, which I painstakingly sourced from the best purveyors.


			Everything came full circle for me when Chad designed and built our country home. I’ll never forget the moment I walked down the hidden stone path and into the newly finished house. I was totally overwhelmed. Never had I expected the stunning views that were framed by each window—we were literally suspended in nature with the Ajax, Highland, and Tiehack Mountains in the foreground and the 14,000-foot Pyramid Peak and the Maroon Bells in the background. Perched alongside a mountain stream, the house blended with its surroundings of large glacier-deposited boulders, pines, aspens, cottonwoods, and serviceberries, and was almost invisible from a distance, as it was composed of those very same materials. Inside, it was cozy and intimate, the perfect atmosphere in which to nurture my family.


			I didn’t realize how transformative it would be to immerse myself in nature. This wasn’t just a beautiful place where our family would grow together—it also unexpectedly connected me to my childhood, and to all the things I left behind when I moved to the United States. This house wasn’t merely a mountain retreat; it became the homestead that inspired a deeper love of nature, a more intimate sense of family, and a stronger connection to my cooking and ultimately to the food we eat.


			Savor is inspired by my life in the mountains and connecting to nature while savoring good food. With two kids and a busy career, I now prefer to cook simply. I believe that the best food is familiar and comforting, and that recipes don’t need to be complicated and intimidating to be delicious. Living so close to nature renewed my interest in wholesome, seasonal food, but no matter where you are, you can get the ingredients from your own garden or a farmers market, CSA, or organic market that stocks locally sourced food. You can forage nearly anywhere, and it is amazing what you can find once you know how to look.


			The quality of ingredients and their sourcing is an important part of this book, so rather than organizing the chapters traditionally, I grouped them by where to find the ingredients for the recipes, because that’s where every meal I make begins.


			When you return from a successful fishing or foraging excursion—or even a trip to the farmers market—you often have more ingredients than you know what to do with. Throughout the book, you’ll find ways to make an immediate fresh meal with your newly acquired ingredients, and another recipe or two will offer more ideas for using the same ingredients. For example, when I forage for porcini mushrooms, I make bison steak (see recipe), then dry the unused mushrooms (see recipe) to preserve them for another meal because they spoil quickly. I also provide a recipe that uses the dried mushrooms in pasta sauce (see recipe). The same is the case for berries: During berry season, I often have more on hand than we can eat before they spoil. I love preparing Wild Berry Fool (see recipe) with some of the fresh berries; then I preserve the rest by making Mountain Berry Marmalade (see recipe) and Fruit Rolls (see recipe). When I come home with a lot of trout, I make Trout Amandine (see recipe) for dinner. Afterward, I cure the remaining fish and preserve the leftovers by making Trout Jerky (see recipe).


			I am not a trained chef, but simply a mother who loves to cook for family and friends. Savor shows an attainable, wholesome lifestyle from my home in the wilds of the Rockies. But no matter where you live, I encourage you to know where your food comes from and connect to your food sources—something that’s difficult to do when you buy shrink-wrapped foods at the supermarket. So buy fresh and buy local, and engage everyone in your family in the adventure of cooking and nourishment. Savor life, and connect to the land—wherever you are.
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			Homemade Yogurt


			Cultured Butter


			Ghee


			Ricotta


			Ricotta and Roasted Fig Bruschetta


			Asparagus Custard Tart


			Kale and Feta Quiche


			Zucchini and Goat Cheese Quiche


			Mushroom Quiche


			Vegetable Soup with Mini Meatballs


			Roasted Chicken


			Country Pâté


			Lamb Sausage


			Zabaglione


			Rice Pudding


			Vanilla Ice Cream


			Hot Chocolate




			 


			When you are faced with food that has been sterilized, fumigated, hydrogenated, hydrolyzed, homogenized, colored, bleached, puffed, exploded, defatted, de-germed, texturized, or if you don’t know what has been done to it, the safest rule is not to eat it.


			—Helen and Scott Nearing, Simple Food for the Good Life


			As a young girl, I walked to my rural Herliberg primary school with my friend Sven. The street on which we both lived turned into a gravel road that led up the hill, and on a clear day we could see the foothills of the Alps and Lake Zürich below. We walked through pastures and orchards and past rushing streams where we’d throw rocks and drop leaves and twigs into the fast-moving water; in the winter, we’d slide and pull each other along the ice and stop to have a snowball fight.


			The fertile land that surrounded us was dotted with small family farms where chickens ran freely and snorting piglets pushed from behind a wire fence. As Sven and I walked along, stepping around muddy puddles that gathered in the tire tracks, we’d be greeted by barking dogs, crowing hens, and the sound of cowbells.


			Because I grew up among farms, I’ve always been troubled by the disconnect between mass-produced food and the true sources of our daily nutrition. My children, Hendrix and Liloo, know that food doesn’t just appear from an inanimate object like the refrigerator or “grow” at the supermarket. In the mountains, it is easy to connect to the source of our food, and Hendrix and Liloo have visited many farms where we collect warm eggs from the chicken coop and soon after make breakfast at home. We milk the local cows and make yogurt and cream from their fresh, unpasteurized milk.


			Whenever I’m in the city, I realize that it’s a treasure hunt to find farm-fresh dairy products. But locally grown food is more nutritious and tastes better because it spends less time in transit and is picked when it’s ripe.


			The recipes in this chapter were inspired by the bounty of pastures where farm animals live in their natural habitat. For instance, farm-fresh eggs, which have intensely orange yolks and are rich in flavor. Generally, they contain more vitamin A, E, and D, more omega-3 fatty acids, more beta-carotene, and less cholesterol and saturated fat than supermarket eggs. In straightforward desserts like Zabaglione (see recipe), you’ll be able to taste the rich flavor of pasture-raised eggs.


			If you have access to grass-fed milk, I encourage you to make your own butter, yogurt, and ricotta cheese as well as ice cream. I use raw milk whenever I can, but in many states, the Food and Drug Administration forbids the sale of raw milk for human consumption and prints warnings that unpasteurized milk can carry dangerous bacteria. So if raw milk is unavailable in your area, or if you choose not to use it, you can make the recipes using nonhomogenized grass-fed milk.


			The benefits of grass-fed meat cannot be overestimated. Research has shown that livestock that lives and grazes in pastures produces healthier meat that contains higher levels of omega-3s as well as another good fat called conjugated linoleic acid, or CLA, and is lower in fat and calories.


			If you need help finding farms that sell fresh dairy and meat products, go to localharvest.com.
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Homemade Yogurt
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			Making your own yogurt sounds more daunting than it really is, and once you’ve tasted homemade, you’ll never want store-bought again. Most commercial yogurts are full of sugar or other sweeteners and artificial flavoring, whereas homemade yogurt is nothing but milk and culture.


			The texture and flavor of homemade yogurt depend on two things: the type of milk and the culture. Avoid ultra-pasteurized milk and try using nonhomogenized milk. Whole milk will give the yogurt a thicker consistency. Using raw whole milk will produce a very creamy yogurt with a smooth taste. Your choice of culture affects the tartness of the yogurt and can create a great range of firmness and texture. To determine which culture you’ll like best, read more at Cultures for Health (see Resources). I like a creamy and mild yogurt, so I use the yogurt starter from Custom Probiotics (see Resources).


			Makes about 1 quart


			1 quart whole milk (ideally raw or nonhomogenized grass-fed)


			Powdered yogurt starter (amount specified on package) or 3 tablespoons plain yogurt with live cultures


			Attach a candy thermometer to a large heavy pot, pour in the milk, and heat it over medium heat to 180°F. Take it off the heat and let cool to 110°F.


			Mix in the yogurt starter or plain yogurt. Immediately pour the milk into four 1-cup glass jars with lids, or a 1-liter mason jar.


			To incubate, you can use a yogurt maker, which is designed to keep the yogurt at a stable temperature. However, there is really no need to buy this appliance—you can simply let the yogurt incubate in your oven. Keep the oven off and turn on the oven light. Place the closed jars inside and let them incubate for 8 to 9 hours, which makes a creamy yogurt that is not too tart. Refrigerate the yogurt for at least 3 hours before eating. It will keep for 2 weeks in the refrigerator.


			This yogurt is great eaten as is, but you can also stir in fruit or flavorings just before serving. If you prefer a thicker, Greek-style yogurt, strain the yogurt through cheesecloth stretched over a bowl. Place the bowl in the refrigerator for 1 hour or overnight—the longer you let it drain, the thicker the yogurt. The whey that drains out can be discarded or saved for another use.


			

			

				

					
The Benefits of Grass-Fed Milk
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					The flavor of unpasteurized farm-fresh milk is superior to that of the regular pasteurized milk you buy at the supermarket. Plus there are health benefits to unpasteurized milk: it includes higher levels of vitamins and minerals, and it is rich in beneficial bacteria and food enzymes, which help the body better digest the milk and absorb the nutrients. There is evidence that raw milk protects against asthma, allergies, and other immune-related diseases. However, if you don’t have access to raw, farm-fresh milk from a trusted source, try to find nonhomogenized grass-fed milk at your local health food store. Homogenization is a process by which all the fat molecules in the milk are mechanically forced to be the same size. Nonhomogenized milk has a cream layer on top, which is a natural occurrence, giving the milk a clean, full-bodied flavor.


					Also, try to stay away from ultra-pasteurized milk, which is heated to a higher temperature than regular pasteurized milk. This is done to increase the milk’s shelf life, but the treatment also changes the milk’s taste and texture and damages the vitamins, minerals, and other nutrients. It also kills all the beneficial bacteria in milk that are needed to properly digest and absorb its nutrients. Without these, the body may perceive the proteins in the milk as foreign and mount an immune response, which can lead to lactose intolerance.


				




		

			
Cultured Butter
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			When I was a child, our butter came from a local farm and was delivered to our house along with milk and other dairy products. The butter was naturally golden in color and had a rich, tangy flavor. In Colorado, I again have access to raw milk and have rediscovered the amazing taste of butter made from farm-fresh cream. If you can’t find raw cream, look for nonhomogenized grass-fed cream at your local health food store. Don’t make this recipe if all you can find is ultra-pasteurized cream—the result won’t be the same.
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