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Every Easter for the past several years, I have hosted an Italian buffet 
dinner for my family. It is the easiest of holidays for me, because everyone 
brings a dish that reflects our heritage. Stuffed peppers are always on the 
menu. When my mom was alive, we counted on her to bring the peppers. 
After we lost her, my brother continued the tradition, along with his truly 
outstanding Chicken Marsala. The undisputed master of Italian stuffed 
peppers in our extended family, however, was my Aunt Fran. Truth be told, 
her recipe is not in my box, because she never wrote down the directions for 
any of her specialties. Still, her wonderful peppers have remained in my 
memory, and I think of them whenever she comes to mind.  
 
Aunt Fran was one of my father’s four sisters and without doubt the best 
storyteller in a family of talented raconteurs. She could make the recounting 
of an ordinary trip to the corner store or a walk around the block with one 
of her sisters the stuff of legends. Her tales were mostly humorous and 
sometimes self-deprecating. The one we all remember most vividly is the 
whimsical story of her “Day of Beauty.” Aunt Fran woke up one morning and 
looked in the mirror. Startled, she saw no wrinkles; her cheeks were pink and 
smooth, her eyes bright, her teeth brilliant. She looked so young. “Just my 
imagination playing tricks,” she told herself. She set out to do some errands 
in the neighborhood, and everywhere she went, the locals remarked on how 
nice she looked. Unconvinced, she went home and was startled when her 
husband, too, remarked on how pretty she was. When she woke up the next 
morning and checked her image in the mirror, she found that her youthful 
features of the previous day had vanished as suddenly as they had appeared. 
Once again, she looked like her middle-aged self. She saw the lines on her 
face and eyes that made plain a full life, but one punctuated by episodes of 



loss and sadness. Her one day of beauty had vanished as suddenly as it had 
appeared.  
 
In reality, Aunt Fran was a beautiful woman. But she never quite believed it. 
She was tall, with dramatic good looks – naturally wavy jet-black hair, 
perfect teeth, and a radiant smile. As a young girl working in a department 
store, she was once asked to pose for a toothpaste advertisement! I hope I 
got the details of the charming anecdote about her day of beauty right. Each 
time she retold the story, the particulars varied a bit. One of her daughters, 
kindly shared her mother’s stuffed pepper recipe with me recently – from 
memory. The spoken word always worked best for Aunt Fran.  
 
    Aunt Fran’s Stuffed Peppers 
6 – 8 long Italian sweet peppers (Cubanelle) 
6 slices of white bread with crusts removed 
½ cup of milk or water 
1 small chopped onion 
1 or 2 cloves of garlic finely minced 
1 cup of grated Parmesan cheese 
2 eggs 
1 tbsp minced fresh parsley  
½ tsp each of dried oregano and basil 
½ tsp salt 
¼ tsp black pepper 
2 cups of marinara or other Italian tomato sauce 
Cut off the tops of the peppers and remove the seeds. 
Tear the bread into pieces and soak in milk or water to moisten. 
Squeeze the bread well, discard the liquid, and place the bread in a large 
bowl. 
Add all the rest of the ingredients except for the tomato sauce and mix well. 
Divide the mixture among the peppers and stuff tightly. 
Coat a large frying pan with enough olive oil to cover the bottom of the pan, 
and fry peppers upside down until the tops are lightly browned. You may have 
to hold each one in place for 10 – 20 seconds to keep upright. 
Then turn the peppers on their sides and brown evenly. 
Place the peppers in a glass baking dish and pour the tomato sauce over 
them. 
Cover with foil and bake at 350 degrees for about 30 minutes.  
 
 
 
 



 
 


