recipe

Podbita fazula

Text & picture - Kristina Dovhunova

ne of my fondest memories
from when I was around 5
years old, growing up near
the East Carpathians, is from a late
August afternoon in Zboj, northeast-
ern Slovakia. I remember my dad
lighting the fire with the branches
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and wood that we gathered from the
nearby forest. The summer wood was
so dry that it was consumed by the
flames immediately—but we had to
wait longer for the first hot coals to
appear. My dad then added the pota-
toes, covered them with the coals,

and we waited again. I was so
hungry. After 45 minutes, he took the
potatoes from the ashes, placed them
in a wooden basket, and shook them
well so that the burnt pieces of skin
fell off, leaving us with slightly
charred, peeled potatoes. We'd take a
potato, juggle it from one hand to the
other to avoid burning our fingers,
then smear a healthy amount of but-
ter on top and sprinkle it with salt.
Biting into it, you'd wonder—how
can two ingredients create one of the
most fascinating flavour combina-
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