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Meet Gabriella Canzani, my second
youngest granddaughter and my son
Wally’s youngest. In this issue, I’ve
asked her to share her zopf recipe with
all of you. Zopf has been a cherished
tradition in our family for many
generations, passed down through our
Swiss heritage.

In Switzerland, many families enjoy
zopf every Sunday morning, but it
holds special significance during the
Christmas season. Traditionally, it is
baked on the eve of December 24th,
filling the house with the sweet smell
of baking bread, and enjoyed by the
family on Christmas morning, making it
an essential part of their holiday
celebration.

The original recipe as told to my mom by my

Grandma. You can see the tweaks I made as

I learned to make this for our family. On Page

3, you can get the full recipe with tweaks and

instructions included. -Ella



C H R I S T M A S  Z O P F  B Y  E L L A  C A N Z A N I

 Mom's zopf recipe has always

been more of a guideline than

an exact science: “a bit of

this,” “a bit of that,” and “until

it’s just right.” She learned it

from Grandma, who never

measured anything, and over

the years, Mom tweaked it

here and there. Now that I’m

the one baking it, I’ve made my

own little adjustments too—

just enough to make it feel like

mine while keeping the heart

of the original.
Zopf, a traditional Swiss braided

bread, holds a special place in our

Christmas mornings. For as long

as I can remember, it has been the

centerpiece of our holiday

breakfast. I used to watch my

mom knead the dough the night

before, always eager to help her

braid the loaves. It was a warm,

comforting ritual, filled with

laughter and anticipation.

As life got busier for our family,

there came a year when Mom,

tired from weeks of baking

Christmas cookies, considered

skipping the zöpf. That’s when I

decided to take over. The thought

of letting this cherished tradition

slip away, one that brought us all

together, was unthinkable. From

that year forward, I became the

family’s designated zopf baker.

This bread has grown into more

than a recipe—it’s a connection to

our shared past and an expression

of love. Now, at Grandma’s

request, I’ve finally written it down

as I make it today, hoping it might

bring the same joy to someone

else’s family.




