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Making
muffins
to share

Kids, grandkids, third
cousins, old neigh-
bors from 40 years
ago, new friends —

all descend on us in sum-
mer and, in between run-
ning towels through the
wash, you
might want
to make
blueberry
muffins for
their break-
fast, or just
for in-
stance.
After all,
along with
lobsters,
blueberries
are our other famous local
fare, and this is high blue-
berry season. (The great
Blueberry Festival is on
this weekend in Machias,
by the way.)

Elaine Lowell of Prospect
Harbor sent me this charming
recipe a couple or three years
ago, and I tucked it away, in-
tending to give it a try. Truth-
fully, I have to admit to being
a lousy muffin baker. So even
if a recipe sounds simple,
whipping up a batch some-
times seems a tad daunting. I
should just get over it, espe-
cially now that I have Elaine’s
muffin recipe, which goes to-
gether like a breeze.
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Make the
most of
corn on
the cob
BY LEE SVITAK DEAN
STAR TRIBUNE (MINNEAPOLIS)

If there were a signature sum-
mer dish of my childhood, it was
corn on the cob. Sweet, tender
and juicy. Is there anything bet-
ter? My father loved it. Still does,
though he doesn’t eat a half-dozen
ears in a sitting as he once did.

Back then, on his way from
here to there in the old Pontiac
station wagon, he would pull over
at random roadside stands at the
slightest hint of corn for sale and,
inevitably, bargain for a better
price (“At least throw in a couple
more ears,” he would say, to our
chagrin and the farmer’s annoy-
ance).

Once home, the task of cleaning
the corn fell to my siblings and
me, who grudgingly did so in the
spot where we made the least
mess — on the back steps of the
porch, where the corn silks could
easily blow away.

At that point, my mother took
over what had now become a
family project. She reached for
the pressure cooker, which in
those years had more of an ele-
ment of danger than it does
today. Once it was filled with as
many ears as possible and some
water, my mother would lock
the cover in place and place the
pressure valve atop. Then she
set a timer.

We would watch at the dinner
table as the valve of the pressure
cooker rattled away, whistling
and jiggling like an out-of-control
rocket. The thrill was being so
close to the possibility of disaster
should our mother be distracted.
We almost willed it to happen, if
truth be told, because who
wouldn’t want to see corn on the
cob hit the ceiling. It never did, of
course, because my mother knew
the time limits that she had set in
motion.

The pressure cooker did, in-
deed, make great steamed corn,
though later, as a cook in my own
kitchen, the mechanism felt far
more dramatic than necessary for
such a simple meal. Not so inci-
dentally, it also seemed like too
much work given that I would
first have to hunt for the pressure
cooker, packed away in a cup-
board.

Instead I turned to a simpler
method. I slip the ears into boil-
ing water for but a brief bath, a
minute or two only, just enough
to soften the kernels a bit, be-
cause they are already tender. It’s
my go-to method for a quick meal.

My mother’s approach, howev-
er, still guides my advance prep:
from farmstand to the stovetop in
as few hours as possible. If I don’t
need the corn until the next day, I
wait and buy it then.

There’s nothing much better
than steamed fresh corn on the
cob. But, as cooks, we always
have to mess with perfection,
which I’ve done on many occa-
sions, including the summer
spent testing every which way to
grill corn. Like all “best meth-
ods,” mine reflects more personal
preference than it does absolute
wisdom.

Here’s what I found: Keep it
simple. This is nature’s perfect
food. (Yes, Dad, you had that
right.) Experiment with these
methods and find out what you
like best.

Unhusked corn. This is truly as
easy as you can get. Toss an ear of
corn, still enrobed in its husk, di-
rectly onto the grill for about 10 to
15 minutes, turning it occasional-
ly. If there’s a cover to your grill,
use it. If you’re cooking over a
campfire, toss the corn in the em-
bers to cook. The husk, in effect,
steams the corn, and also pro-
vides a hint of flavor.

Partially husked corn. This is
a little fussier method. Start out
grilling with the corn in the husk
for 5 to 10 minutes. Then pull
back the husk and silks, and
baste the corn with melted butter
(flavored or not). Either fold back
the husks before you return the
ear to the grill, or leave the ker-
nels exposed to the heat for a few
more minutes.

Husked corn. My favorite meth-
od! In this case, remove the husk
and silks and place the stripped-
down ear directly on the grill,
with or without basting it with
melted butter. Cook the corn until
it’s lightly browned — how long
will depend on the cook and the
intensity of the coals. The kernels
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Tomato and Spring Onion Baked Egg for One.

Tomatoseason

Maybe it was the periwin-
kle villages my cousins
and I would build on
the sandbars every

summer in Connecticut that
made my childhood so special.
We’d dig away the warm, brown
top layer of sand, revealing the
blue-gray, cool layers beneath.
And we’d dig it
away, piling and
shaping and drip-
ping into walls,
homes, fortresses
and passageways.
Though my cous-
ins would only
visit our beach a
few times each
summer and our
creations would
wash away with
the tide, those
memories of cas-
tle building and moat digging are
among my most vivid.

Or maybe it was the sheer
freedom of my summers. I’d
roam and explore our neigh-
borhood and beach freely, on
bike or foot. I made friends of
our mail person, neighbors
and the renters who’d move in
and out all summer long. And
with or without friends, I
would adventure through the
world my own tales and stories
weaving through my mind,
begging to be written down.
But it wasn’t without any
learning — it just wasn’t the
workbook kind. On those sum-
mers, I learned to swim in the
Long Island Sound with my

grandmother as a teacher, and
I fell in love with reading
thanks to Sweet Valley Twins
books consumed on my family
porch. I learned about money
by returning bottles and cans
for deposits and budgeting for
candy and writing supplies.

But really, maybe it was the
sum of its parts. Not just the cas-
tles, swimming, freedom and cre-
ativity, but the peacefulness of it
all. Summers were pressure-free.
While during the school year in
New York, there was homework,
schedules, dance classes, re-
hearsals and school events to
handle. In the summertime,
there was no schedule. We did
what we wanted, when we want-
ed. And we ate whatever we
wanted.

I miss those summers.
Still, there are bits of them I

can capture with my own kids.
Particularly when it comes to
eating. It was my grandmother
who introduced me to farm
stands, farmers markets and
the value of locally grown food.
Every summer, she’d task me
with keeping an eye out for the
signs that would direct us to
our favorite farms when the
strawberries were ready to pick
or the sweet corn became ripe
or the tomatoes were ready.
And when they did, they would
become part of dinner that
night.

Almost every Saturday this
summer, my kids and I head to
the Orono Farmers’ Market to
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Elaine Lowell’s
Blueberry
Muffins

Yields 14-18

2 cups flour
½ cup sugar
3 teaspoons baking pow-

der
½ teaspoon salt
1 cup fresh blueberries
1 cup milk
1/3 cup vegetable oil or

melted butter
1 egg, slightly beaten
Sugar for sprinkling, if

desired

Preheat the oven to 400
degrees. Grease muffin tins
or line with paper baking
cups.

In a large bowl, whisk
together the flour, sugar and
baking powder. Stir the
blueberries into the flour
mixture.

Combine milk, oil and
egg and beat with a fork to
mix.

Make a well in the flour
mixture, and pour milk mix-
ture all at once. Stir gently
with a fork or spoon just
until the dry ingredients are
all moistened.

Distribute batter among
the muffin tins and sprinkle
the tops lightly with sugar if
desired

Bake for 20 to 25 minutes
until golden brown and a
tester inserted comes out
clean.

Portland family delivers
Maine’s daily bread

BY KATHLEEN PIERCE
BDN STAFF

PORTLAND — Bread rises in
the former firehouse, as it has
since the early 1900s. The temper-
ature hits 105 degrees. During
scorching summer days, the hot-
test place in Portland is Botto’s
Bakery, at the corner of Washing-
ton Avenue and Randall Street.

Inside the maximum-volume
Italian factory, bread dough is fed
into machines, cut, proofed and
stretched. Every few minutes a
giant rotary oven spits out trays
of hamburger buns. Exiting in
steamy gusts of heat, a fast-work-
ing crew places them on racks
and wheels them away to cool. A
few minutes later, out comes a
new batch. The cycle repeats.

Overseeing the process that
plays out night after night is Ste-
phen Mathews, the second-genera-
tion owner of the family-run bak-
ery founded in 1949. Chances are
if you’ve had a lobster roll or
hamburger, sandwich or sub in

southern Maine, you’ve tried Bot-
to’s. It supplies rolls to 20 clam
shacks, but delis and sandwich
shops are its bread and butter.

Mathews, whose father, Bob
Mathews, bought the bakery in
1982, regularly zips around the fa-
cility, shaping loaves, hoisting
mounds of dough and pulling out
toasty brown buns from ovens
with unshakeable steadiness. No
move is wasted.

To see Stephen Mathews in ac-
tion, who co-runs the bakery with
his brother Bob Mathews, is to
see someone earn his living by
the sweat of his brow.

“It’s very demanding,” said Ste-
phen Mathews, who works 13-
hour days and gets an average of
three hours of sleep per night.

How does he do it?
“Coffee,” he said, pointing to an

ever-present travel mug.
During the summer, when res-

taurants from Taste of Maine to
DiMillo’s are at their peak, so is
Botto’s. Before the night is
through, 500 loaves of Italian

bread, 500 loaves of deli bread, 800
dozen sub rolls and 300 dozen
hamburger rolls are baked.

Come morning, supermarkets
and restaurants from Woolwich to
Biddeford, about 200 wholesale
customers in total, receive a fresh
Botto’s bounty.

The brothers “wear about 10
hats, and if you can’t find them
shaping and kneading dough, you

can find them running the ovens,
fixing machines, mixing recipes,
or sweeping up after all the other
employees have left,” said Jessica
Mathews, pastry manager and
Bob Mathews’ daughter. “They
both work roughly 100 hours a
week in the summer.”

To Stephen Mathews, who
started working at the bakery

1 heaping cup diced fresh tomato
1 spring onion, quartered and

thinly sliced (about 1/3 cup)
1 clove garlic, minced
1 teaspoon extra virgin olive oil
¼ teaspoon kosher salt
¼ teaspoon freshly ground black

pepper
1 large egg
1 tablespoon freshly grated par-

mesan
1-2 leaves fresh basil, thinly sliced

(optional, but recommended)

Preheat the oven to 350 degrees.
In a small (single serving) oven-

safe pan, combine the tomatoes,
spring onion, garlic, olive oil, salt
and pepper. Stir well. Bake for 10
minutes, then remove from the oven
and stir again. The tomatoes should
have released some of their juices.
Use the back of a spoon to press into
one layer.

Crack the egg into a bowl, and
pour over the tomato mixture.
Sprinkle with parmesan.

Bake for 20-25 minutes until the
egg white is set.

Remove from the oven. Sprinkle
with basil just before serving, if
desired. Enjoy!

Tomato Spring Onion Baked Egg for One
Serves 1
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Shannon (from left), Erin and Colleen Mathews help their father out on
Thursday at Botto’s Bakery in Portland.
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