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 Hello, luvs !

~ Welcome to the second instal-
‘ment of the joy of ceokitig‘

That’s the name of a

“here in the States, you

5~Nat the whﬁle sente:iw,*f?féi"'

course. Just the JO b'a

@ ?
'COOKING; which has absolutely

| what 'm
talking about, but just ﬁwﬁgm,f .

nothing to do with
I'd throw it in there. A go

- mme of uselem infm t.h&y calif_“' rere e

me.
_ As I started to aajr remem?ber;;; P!
the column where I started out into
telling what a fantastically han
_ am, and then h
‘went off on telling you about
one of my culinary ‘misadven-
~ ran out there to ook and I'll
if youre unfortunate
_enough to recall)? Well you're
in for another bit of k:teheneg
_insanity, so sit back H‘ﬁd tr,',r mt;"-

horrible cook I

tures (the scouring powder
candy.,

._t& get an upset tum.
‘Laurel Canyon. Wi

of food around and still fdon" o
but that didn’t matter because
for sensible

- we weren't hungry
food. We deci
;snmething exotic. Well, not
exotic, but ‘unattainable at that
“hour.
_.stance

And I dnn’t mean the easy*to- -

.make kind where you ‘buy a bag

of caramels, melt them in a pot

- and then dip the aéa@les, Imean
or whatever ~ getting worse and worse looking,

~ and pretty soon we were g'ettmg

es really nuts and throwing

_ everything we could find, like

~ toothpicks

candied, or gIaZe
they're called.

 Since we had a huwl of ap -
_szttmg around, and someone

once stocked ‘the kitchen with
spices and condiments and that
_kind of staple stuff, my friends
decided we l I
necessary to make the candied

said.

d we wanted:

.':'thinﬁl " we actualiy

‘had everything

-------

Wea'k :‘~ wifh' stamnﬁn we' all

tell ya flmny ‘was not the
wm'& ’mm was - ﬁ:ﬁ pan. tie

_-fmest mdﬁén mass o& aﬁmﬁth
~ Dve ever seen. ﬁm ri ht*r
It all started one mght in ‘but it looked

e were just th: :

TR

sitting around, several of us, Feelin
‘and naturally we got hungry. taste tl
There wasn’t much to eat in the gained
house because I didn’t keep a lot exa

coﬁmausﬁes;s (a sli:ght.
-aﬁtm) I went to the ct;p-
- and put in a dash of

n seemed like

i mu,st aﬂmit t}aat 1 started 1t
; we were al!
- First it was
‘thought
elp. But the mess kept

and vinegar and
catsup.
When we ﬁnaiiy calxned duwn

,'we had the world’s most hzdeuus

pot of ‘something’ on our

?fhami& and 3ust fﬁr klcks,

;»3 33«1
~after we’'d dippe
 the apple was

something I have now merci-
fully forgotten.
~ a good idea at the time, but the
_moment the ingredient hit th&
~ pan, the wha’le mixture tumed

Candied apples,, for in—-.fi-.purp}e, _

......

%-;del‘:ided to experiment with nne
But about ten second’s
ed it in the mess,

d as a rock. We
‘bravely tried tc} bite into it, but
‘there was fno gettmg through

the ‘ glaze.”

';;Ia;red “ball’ and threw it

;mumbﬁng and stayed hungry.

~_ The funniest thing was the
‘nem day when I found the apple

beside the driveway under a

'bush There it was, with a tire

_ track right across it, but totally
uﬁdamageds It had

again and
Wﬂﬁt out for a hamb urger.
Ltwe e

:S:.Tiien Wé”get a little crazy
-again, and took it outside and

_against the house.  Wouldn't
_you know there wasn’t as much
as a a crack in the apple?
e Fina;iy someone got the great
j=1dea of running over it with
1e their car, which they did, and
_ the ‘whole apple dlsappeared .
We went back into the house

simply
. :T_E;;_rleachetetl when the tire went
. ~~;;'-aver it: .

I also had to thraw out the ,
pan because whatever was in it
wouldn’t come out. With that,
i threw out any further inten-
tions of ever cooking
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