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Join Me in the Kitchen &
Arouncl the Tablc fora
Cooking Class!
Enjoy delicious food & fun!
Italian Country Kitchen
Tapas & Finger Food
French Bistro Cooking
French Country Cooking
Moroccan Feast
Latinas Night Out!

Summer Grilling

Global Salads

Get a GrouP Togctl’:cricor

a Great F_vcning Out
Birthday = Girls’ Night Out
Cooking Couples
Customer Appreciation
and lots more....

Private Chef & Catcring
Celebrations for Family & Friends.

....too busy or too tired to cook ...
let me do it for you!

COOL //iéc a C/76)[ or

just ook ke one!
Trcat YourscH: to an

Arouncl the Tab]c
ChCPS APron

Contact 5usan Nge at

susannqc@tds.nct

or 603 /5267319
More information the web at

www.susannye.com
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This week I have an important message for everyone who is buying a house or thinking
about buying a house. Well maybe not everyone but anyone who is thinking of buying a
house in New Hampshire or some other cold and snowy place. There are three and only
three words to remember: South Facing Driveway.

Forget about bargains, distress sales and foreclosures. Don’t be seduced by granite
countertops, stainless steel appliances or those timeless and tasteful subway tiles. Stay
strong; don’t be swayed by a brand new roof, almost new furnace and dry basement.
Ignore the screen porch in the back, the view of Kearsarge, the lake access and the
wonderful neighbors. It doesn’t matter if your best friend since second grade lives next
door. In snowy New Hampshire, all those things are secondary, hardly significant when
compared to a south facing driveway.

I learned this lesson long enough ago to forget it. Years ago on Trinity Court, the
Maclaren’s or maybe it was McLaren or MacClaren, bought the north facing house across
the street. They were from Minnesota or Michigan or Wisconsin, one of those cold
northern states in the middle of the country so they should have known better. Their first
winter was a comedy of slipping and sliding errors.

Sometime before Christmas the first snow fell. After the storm they did nothing. Nada,
zip, not a gosh darn thing. They left the nice, fluffy, white snow in their driveway.
Meanwhile, my dad got out his snow blower and quickly cleared both our drive and walk.
If he left any frozen bits and bobs behind, they quickly melted in the winter sun.

Within a week a new storm, this time a nasty combination of snow, ice and rain, turned
the Maclaren’s still snowy drive into an icy, rutted mess. Over on the sunny side of the
street, all was melted and gone within a few hours. Throughout the winter we watched
our neighbors slip and slide in and out of their garage. A few times their two teenage
boys were sent outside to listlessly chip away at the icy mess.

The lesson here? You're on your own with a north-facing driveway. Expect no mercy or
relief from Mother Nature. The next year the Maclaren’s were hyper vigilant. From the
first storm to the last, at all times of the day and night, they were out there doing battle
with shovels, a snow blower and bag after bag of salt and sand.

I bought my house on a warm, sunny day in June. If I even thought about it (which I
didn’t) I was completely unperturbed that the house faced north and maybe ever so
slightly east. For most of my adult life I had been living in places with far less (if any)
snow than New Hampshire. Snow was something
you drove to, to ski on and enjoy; not to shovel or
worry about.

Five months later the first storm of the season hit.
Only then did it dawn on me. I would spend every
winter for the rest of my life (or at least as long as
I own this house) like the Maclaren’s; fighting
every flake. I can be optimistic. I can be chipper
and cheerful. It doesn’t matter. There will always
be one worry I can’t leave my on the doorstep. I
don’t live on the sunny side of the street.
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Cooé like a chef ...

or/’ust Jook like one!

Trcat Yoursclf to an
Around the Tablc Cths Apron

Do you have too much to do and too
ittle time? [ oo /)usy to cook? [ et me
do it for you
[ ike to entertain? No time to prepare
the /oen[eci' cocktail or dinner /oan.y?
[ et me do it foryou.

Around the Tablc
Private Chef & Catcn’ng Senvices

Yk /joy an evening of fun!
[ earn, eat and /aug/z/
Arouncl the Tablc

Cooking C]asscs

]:or more information
Visit the web at

www.susannye.com

For cooking tiPs, recipes and more,
connect with me on Faccbook

www.ucacebook.com/swnqe

or follow me on T witter at
twitter.com/susannye

Watch me cook on

www.qoutubc.com/susannqc

Contact me at
susannqc@tds.nct
603 /526 7519

PO Box 1875 ~ New | ondon
New Hampshirc 03257
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Braised Red Cabbagc

Ked ca/)/)agc /s one of those side dishes that no one makes anymore but everyone foves.
[ven Pcop/c who dorn’t know t/:cy Jike red cabéagc, Jove red ca[)éagc. Braisca/ in red wine
and a little vinegar, it is great comtort food on a cold winter n/"g/izi" Jt goes éeaut/}[u//ﬂ with roast

Iooré orduck, a potroastora brisket. Ery’oy/
Serves 6

2 - 2 1/2 pounds red cabbage, quartered, cored and thinly sliced
2 red onions, cut in half lengthwise and then in thin wedges

2 tablespoon brown sugar

3 - 4 tablespoons butter, cut in small pieces

Kosher salt and freshly ground pepper to taste

1 cup dry red wine

1/2 cup red wine vinegar

Put the cabbage, onion, brown sugar
and butter in heavy large pot, season
with salt and pepper and toss to
combine.

Add the wine and vinegar; cover and
bring to a simmer over medium-high
heat. Reduce heat to low and cook,
stirring occasionally, for about an hour
or until the cabbage is tender. Adjust
seasonings to taste and serve.
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