POLISH BORSCHT

3 
medium beets (skins on) 
1 
quart chicken or veggie stock
1 
quart water to a boil
3 
pinches of salt 
6
medium red-skin potatoes
¼  
cup flour and 
¼ 
cup water
4
Tbsp white vinegar
1 
cup sour cream
1 
Tbsp each dill and chopped chives
Rinse beets and place them in a pan of boiling water until tender. I stick a fork into the beets to test, and when the fork slides in and out with ease, they’re ready. Strain beets from water and peel with a potato peeler. (Gloves are encouraged during this step to avoid beet stained fingertips for a few days.) Bring chicken or veggie stock and water to a boil, and while you’re waiting, thinly slice the beets with a mandoline (using a 2cm blade). Add them to the stock. (You can also slice by hand—aim to slice them about the thickness of a quarter.) Add 3 pinches of salt and reduce to a simmer, stirring occasionally for 15 minutes.
At the end of the 15 minutes, the soup will be a deep red, almost purple. Bring a separate pot of water to a boil and add 6, cooking until tender. Strain the potatoes and set aside. In a small bowl, combine flour and water and whisk until smooth. This is called a roux and it is used to thicken the soup. 

Add roux to the beet soup, stirring frequently to avoid clumping, and simmer for 5 minutes. After 5 minutes, the soup will have shifted from the deep purple-red to a slightly lighter shade. Add  white vinegar, stir, and remove soup from heat.

Cut the cooked potatoes in quarters, place in a medium bowl (or use the cooking pot) and add sour cream,  dill and chopped chives, and mix until evenly distributed. 

Ladle a generous amount of herbed potatoes into a bowl and pour soup overtop.

Detroit’s Apparatus Room, where Burk was the bar manager, closed on March 15.

This recipe has been passed down from my Babcia, who learned it while standing on the stepstool, her head barely reaching above the soup pot, in her mother’s kitchen in Poland. And while every household in my family knows how to make our family’s beet borscht, there are slight variations. But the general consensus is the soup needs to be really red, and the last few bites enjoyed on a dunked-in potato-and-cheese pierogi.

Because it calls for such simple ingredients and can be made in such large batches, it’s a soup I’ve been making constantly with beetroots from Eastern Market in Detroit and delivering to friend’s doorsteps. For me, beet borscht is reminiscent of large family get-togethers with large portions of sausage, pierogi, and crusty bread. It’s the first soup we make at the turn of the season in Michigan. We fill pitchers of it from large stock pots in my aunt’s basement during big holidays, and place them at the center of the groups of tables. It’s the first soup to be poured after Dzjaju recites a long Polish prayer, giving thanks for all of us being together. It’s a soup that kept my family warm, happy, and together during the famines of war—and one that now fills my home with warmth as we face the struggles of being displaced from our jobs and distanced from other loved ones. 
Serves: 4-6

