
N atasha’s iPhone is a traveling 
display of beautiful cakes and 
pastries, “BiteSizeLuxuries”, as 
she has branded them.  A Tuc-

son-based consultant to Lindt Chocolates, caterer of 
Russian foods and aficionado of of French-made bake 
ware, Natasha is a self-taught master pastry chef.

“A couple of years ago, when I was not at all sure 
what I wanted to do, I went in to T.J. Max and saw a 
professional mixer.  It was $300, so expensive.  But, I 
asked my husband if he had gotten my Christmas pres-
ent and he said no.  That mixer has changed my life.  I 
had been making desserts forever, but now I had the 
right tool.”

Natasha’s family was originally from Dneprop-
etrovsk, Ukraine but she grew up in Minsk, Belarus.  
As a child, she spent summers back in Ukraine with 
her two grandmothers.  Both lived in the city but her 
father’s mother had several acres of land - all that re-
mained after the family lost everything in the Revolu-
tion.  Natasha’s grandmother Elena grew “everything,” 
taking advantage of the long growing season to pro-
duce cucumbers, eggplant, cabbages, cauliflower, corn, 
potatoes, carrots, three types of currants, fruit trees, 
herbs and tomatoes, especially a “giant’ tomato that 
grows on very tall bushes.  Every Sunday, Grandmoth-
er Elena would load baskets into a taxi and take them 
to the market.  The income she generated was essential 
to supplement a meager pension she lived on after her 
husband was killed in World War II.  What was not 
consumed or sold was preserved for the winter or sent 
to the family in Minsk.  This was not UPS or Fedex 
shipping: It meant going to the local train station, find-
ing someone they knew, giving them the packages and 
a “payment” of preserves.  Natasha’s parents picked up 
the goods at the other end.

“My grandmother had a storage shed which I was 
not allowed to enter.  But, one day I did anyway.  There 
were beautiful, huge tomatoes on the window sill.  I 
took some and ate them.  The next day I heard my 
grandmother say ‘Natalka’, in that voice that I knew 
meant trouble.  Those tomatoes were her best – kept 
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that, her business concept was 
launched.

“The first cake I made with 
the mixer and the flex-ware, a 
year ago on my birthday, I call 
Tropical Sunrise.  It is vanilla 
sponge cake, a kiwi-mango-ba-
nana jelly, orange crème brulee 
layered with vanilla Bavarian 
cream and broken pieces of 
orange crunch.  It was not easy 
to make.  My family hates me 
because they are all gaining 
weight.  But, when this baby 
happened, I knew that I could 
do this!”

for seed tomatoes for the 
next year.  I still feel terrible 
about that.”

Natasha’s other Grand-
mother Liya would always 
shop at a local market where 
everything was organic 
and fresh. You had to get 
up very early and go, go, go 
because you would not get 
the best produce if you slept 
late. “Grandma Liya’s Jew-
ish recipes like cold squash 
caviar served with sliced 
cucumber and playing cards 
with her are part of my dear 
memories of childhood 
time spent in Ukraine.”

Natasha came to Tucson 
as a refugee in 1994.  She 
and her mother Tatiana 
continue to cook family 
recipes – 26,000 pelmeni 
(dumplings) to sell at 
Tucson Meet Yourself, borscht, “alivier” – a Russian 
cooked vegetable salad with mayonnaise, peas and 
pickles. For New Year’s, a big celebration, the tradi-
tional dish was roasted duck stuffed with apples.  They 
no longer make it here as American ducks are too fatty, 
lacking in meat.  Natasha may try the Chinese store to 
see if theirs are any better.

Dessert for any family event or gathering was al-
ways Natasha’s responsibility.  Even as a young woman, 
she specialized in napoleons, “not the French kind, the 
Russian kind”, made of margarine and flour dough, 
rolled thin, baked crisp and layered with vanilla cream.  
Here in the U.S., Natasha continued to bake for her 
family, experimenting, watching cooking shows on TV 
and the internet, buying cookbooks.  Not long after she 
was given the mixer, Natasha came upon flex-ware, a 
line of non-stick professional bake-ware designed by 
a group of French chefs.  She purchased a set and with 
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