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			an immigrant cooking


			I’ve never been too comfortable talking about my cooking because I hope, in a way, that it can speak for itself. That has always been the idea, making food that doesn’t require much explanation to convey emotion.


			That said, of course there’s a story behind it. 


			I’m from Uruguay, a country with a history of colonialism and immigration, the story of many places. In our case, because of eradication, we lack the rich indigenous representation of other South American nations. Nowadays, we’re three million or so people and twelve million cows. It’s a quite progressive society, and even though the country is smaller and less populous than the state of Utah, we claim the glory of two World Cup soccer championships. Still, many of us are born with a chip on our shoulders: There’s not much mathematical logic to the successes we’ve had, and our neighbors are more famous than we are. More than anything, though, I’d say that Uruguayans have a distinctly noble, humble, and laid-back way about them that resonates.


			Growing up in a small town outside of Montevideo and a short drive from my family’s farm was a pretty ideal environment for a kid like me. Between endless adventures—canoeing, fishing, hitchhiking on trains, stealing apples from another family’s orchard—and some not-so-wonderful family moments, we’d always have to be on time for meals. On weekends, we’d do long lunches and asados (barbecues), when we’d eat all kinds of meat. During the week, my grandmother Ercilia would handle most of the cooking, but sometimes my mother would take over for her. Ercilia had her staples: hand-rolled pastas, milanesas, pasqualinas, tortillas, mostly recipes in the Spanish and Italian tradition since that is her heritage. To this day, I don’t think she has ever followed a recipe. We all gravitated toward the kitchen, and, as it is in most families, we had to do our part, either to set the table, grate cheese, or, of course, wash the dishes. Most of the time, I would be responsible for making the salad. I never saw this as a chore; I’d get an idea from a homemaking manual and then prepare it my way, doing the best I could.


			The table was where everything happened: where we talked about family issues, annoying town gossip, and politics. There were often heated discussions and arguments but not what I would necessarily call dialogues. Pretty frequently, the situation would heat up and at times even blow up, but everyone would stick around to finish the meal and forget it ever happened. I would later discover that this kind of dysfunction wasn’t limited to us Latins. The table is where I had my first glass of wine outside of a church. This wasn’t because it was offered to me but because I found my way to it. Drinking a splash of wine was fine with my family, but as I grew up, my persistence on other matters and what you could call my “idiosyncrasies” could get me into trouble, especially in a small town where there wasn’t much room for a bored teenager, where being even the slightest bit weird was discouraged. Eventually, finding a way out was quite easy: At sixteen, I got shown the way out. 


			The early part of the journey was made up of nights on the beds and couches of dear friends (some random ones, too), in backseats of cars, on many lonely bus and train rides. I enrolled in culinary school mostly because it was familiar: For years, I had given my mother, Gloria, and my grandmother a break in the kitchen. And I recalled that someone, somewhere, had said to me that I could do the work anywhere I wanted. (I had considered art school, as well as a professional soccer career, but I had always struggled following rules and I didn’t have any figures in my life to motivate me on either of those paths, anyway.) My first experiences were in questionable kitchens run by people whom I got on with fine, but whose work was not driven by passion and certainly not by love. 
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			Then I met Michel Kerever. I had no idea who he was. He had been hired by the hotel in Montevideo where Mónica—who worked at the office of my culinary school and I think noticed my initiative—sent me to intern. The first French person I had ever met, Kerever was also the first person who wasn’t “working” but doing what he loved, the first true chef. Tens of thousands of miles from Paris, he was in his element, wearing a shirt and tie under his white chef’s coat, with perfectly shined shoes (not a look I ever aspired to, but his disciplined style struck me). He would arch himself forward and dive his entire head into steaming pots and pans to get a sense of how a soup was coming along, shouting in a language that no one around him understood but that really appealed to me. It wasn’t just the smelling and tasting; it was the way he looked, touched, listened, and felt in a frantic way that was anything but random. It was his posture and a stare, when he would press his glasses to his face, that told you he could see and sense everything around him. It was his commitment and intensity. Most of the times that I tried to do more than I was told to, he’d bat my hand away. But one morning when he disappeared to charm so-and-so, I flipped the vegetables for his ratatouille and tournéed vegetables. He came back, and to his surprise, I did these tasks well, and he commended me with a “Très bien” followed by, this time, an encouraging tap. This is when I decided that for me cooking would never be work, and I should make abundantly clear that it never has been since.


			I had no idea who Francis Mallmann was, either, but Mónica sent me to Los Negros, his restaurant in the popular Uruguayan beach town of José Ignacio. It was perhaps the most beautiful of his places. Francis, in his way, described it recently as “a shabby palace of grace.” He had a fun record collection and an impressive library that included first editions from all sorts of writers, many that I already loved, as well as works by the British cookbook author Elizabeth David, which I had never read before and took me to countries I had never been. I was embraced by the intimate group of people who worked there every single day and began, for the first time in a kitchen, to develop a sense of belonging. At Los Negros, we’d do everything ourselves—bake bread, make desserts, clean the kitchen. I’d sleep in the restaurant, wake up, and, over coffee and a book, watch the ocean before moving back into the routine.


			I consider Francis my main mentor. I learned his cooking inside and out and can still do most, if not all, of it from memory. I worked for him during a transitional period, when he was moving away from a more classic French style and embracing the elemental approach he is known for today. Beyond providing me with a cooking foundation and a way of working that was both structured and relaxed, Francis gave me the chance to see the world. We did stuff that most rational people would not: We staged an outdoor event during a major snowstorm in New York when everyone thought that we were going to cancel; built a big fire on a rooftop in SoHo that caused a neighbor to come outside of his penthouse apartment while still in his underwear and scold us (Francis won him over and we ended up feeding him); and cooked on top of a mountain in Mendoza for some kind of prince and other “notables,” including Peter Kaminsky, a great writer who has done a couple of books with Francis and who later introduced me to Donna Lennard of the beloved Il Buco in New York City, where I would eventually spend a good chunk of time cooking Italian and Mediterranean food and learning about incredible ingredients in 
the region. 


			Francis is the person who arranged for me to work at a place called Zuni Café, in San Francisco. Once again, I knew very little to nothing about it. This was when communication wasn’t what it is today, and I didn’t have much planned for the trip, aside from exploring my interest in the Beat Generation, seeing some bands, and eating at Chez Panisse, which somehow by then I did know about. The morning I arrived at Zuni Café, Judy Rodgers warmly welcomed me. She gave me a quick tour of the kitchen and took me to the bar for an espresso. With my limited English, I asked that I start right away. She agreed. At Zuni, I discovered an eclectic and versatile style of cooking, driven by Judy’s focused, obsessive approach and grounded in the abundance of California’s products. She would come and go and whisper little tips on cooking in my ear, like how to move my fingers while dressing a salad and how to taste in a very thoughtful, determined way, all in the greatest level of detail. 


			Later, I had the chance to spend time at Chez Panisse, which has served as the school for many great chefs, including Judy herself. It was eye-opening to live what Alice Waters created there, a community where everyone collectively contributed to her vision. I got to work with some of the most experienced cooks I’ve ever met, like David Tanis, with his effortless style, who became a lifelong friend; and Jean-Pierre Moullé, with his discerning palate and reassuring, confident presence, who not only encouraged me to trust my senses but was also one of the first chefs to articulate a major compliment to me. And how could I forget Gilbert Pilgram, a key member in the Chez and Zuni worlds? He was the one who believed in me enough to let me cut the line and join the kitchen, which was certainly a challenge at the beginning. 


			My first travels outside of kitchens also played a decisive role. There were my initial visits to Europe, or the Old Continent, as we refer to it in South America: through Italy, where I was attracted to the unfussy and satisfying cucina povera; to France, which at the time was still considered the pinnacle of gastronomy; and to Spain, which in the early 2000s was establishing itself as a major culinary destination. I spent plenty of time in Galicia, in northwestern Spain, which is where my aunt Ana and cousins live. Every morning, we would go to the markets, and part of the routine included a beer or sherry on the way back home, which must have been no later than 10:30. This was not too different from the way we did it back home, but the quality of the product was much higher. In Galicia, you can find some of the best seafood anywhere. I remember eating the boiled octopus and potatoes, pulpo a feira, at a street market and being stunned. And the lacón con grelos, or salt-cured ham shoulder boiled with turnip greens and potatoes, has stayed with me as a reference for absurdly perfect comfort food. So has the tortilla española—good potatoes, good eggs, and good onions—that I grew up eating at home at least once or even twice a week. But it wasn’t all rustic: By then I had saved up for many high-end meals, one of the most memorable of which was at Mugaritz, outside of San Sebastian. There, Andoni Luis Aduriz was cooking food that pushed boundaries but was still simple to the eye and deeply connected to his heritage.


			Between all these trips from north to south, east to west, south to north, and north to south again, working in different cities and visiting friends and family, I managed to spend some time in Brazil. This vast country offered me an energy and variety of perspectives that I had no access to growing up. It may sound stupid, but the mere act of tasting a good mango or banana for the first time was fascinating. I tried the little-known food of Bahia, in the north, a cultural mecca that is the home of the Afro-Brazilian community. With its dishes like the fish stew moqueca, the deep-fried beans acarejé, and vatapá, a creamy paste made of shrimp and coconut milk, this cuisine is perhaps my favorite. And it was in Brazil that I met the mother of my son, Paco.


			New York eventually became home. Very easily, as many who have ended up here can tell you; it’s a generous town, and there’s a great fulfillment that comes from being a part of it—the sense of community, the nerve the city breeds in you, the drive that most of us share. This is where I met Thomas Carter, who was looking for his next project at the same time I was. He knew of a space downtown that had previously been a sports bar. I knew it in its previous incarnation as the Knitting Factory music venue. There was nothing fancy or grand about it. There were a lot of cons, actually, but we decided that we loved the location and wanted to make it work. 


			As we got to know each other, Thomas and I kept talking about New York institutions like Balthazar, the now-extinct Florent, and Prune and places in Europe like the Barcelona tavern Cal Pep and the Paris bistro Le Chateaubriand—restaurants that were serious yet accessible and fun, that could serve as your neighborhood spot for a drink and a dish but could 
also be more than that.


			We wanted our place to have its own identity. As for the food, I wrestled with myself and slowly molded my approach, figuring out how I could give people what they wanted in a way that they didn’t expect, in a way that was true to myself and true to my journey and the many voices that were part of it. I would cook like an immigrant who comes from a country of immigrants working in a city of immigrants in a country of immigrants. The food had to have nerve. It needed to be assertive, and if far from perfect, it would still bare the soul. Even if you were numb, it would shake you up a little bit, a kind of cooking that would connect in the same way some pieces of music do from the moment you first hear them. Some of it would sound or look common. Some of it would look or sound alien. Yet all of it would feel good and disarm and perhaps make you realize, at one point or another, that you’d never tried anything like it.
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			notes on my cooking


			One of the few rules I allow myself to follow is that the product should always dictate the direction. This requires a certain discernment, an understanding of 
the ingredients: sensing, looking, smelling, touching, and tasting, all in a synchronous manner. Do not let any of this intimidate you, as it should be a fun and delicious process that allows you to develop your palate and build a library of flavors. Here I will offer a description of how I approach cooking, from sourcing to serving.


			Sight can tell you a lot before you even taste. In some cases, you will be able to see immediately if a fruit or vegetable is underripe, fresh, or spoiled. If it is smashed, for instance, you will know already that it will not be the best choice for a salad. The interior “cells” will be crushed and it will not have the same effect on the palate. But it can be blended with other fruits or vegetables to make a juice. If it’s just ripe, it will have the proper acidity. When it comes to fruit, “just ripe” will always be my choice, because you want it to be sweet, but not too sweet, and you want it firm for it to play the correct role in a salad. When fruit is overripe, the sugars in the fruit turn and sweeten. Such fruit would be good for a sorbet base or a marmalade.


			Touch and taste the products; be curious and even a bit insolent in the face of resistance from the farmer or supplier. Most of the time, they’ll offer samples out of a sense of pride, so you should have no problem. But if you do, simply apologize and do it again. It works. In my case, I can just fall back on “No speak English.”


			Then we have the tactile sense, which you’ll utilize at the same time that you’re observing—if the item is firm, if it has give, the way it feels in your hand, its density, its general structure. And also at the same time is its smell, the intensity of the fragrance.


			All of this leads us to taste. When you taste, learn to isolate and focus. Be attentive to how ingredients taste individually. Taste each one raw when possible, and then perhaps cook a piece or two to understand how it changes.


			See how it feels when you eat it, how that feeling affects how it actually tastes, how it eats. Do this a couple of times. You can try this with pretty much all ingredients.


			An apple is a simple and quite fascinating example for tasting. There’s the snap of the peel and your teeth cutting into the flesh, the juices that flow in every direction, the sound of the bite in your head. Each bite feels new, with variables upon variables to each one—and indeed, to each variety of apple, if you want to get carried away with all possibilities. In every case, however, you derive a sense of fulfillment from getting to the core, at least until the moment you realize you want more. This feeling is something I try to achieve in every dish.


			In some strange, purist way, my responsibility is to preserve the characteristics of the ingredients, playing with them just enough to take them where you might not expect, making minimal touches that elevate.


			layering, tension, and balance


			My goal is to build layers of flavor and to find a harmonious, happy place just at the borderline of too much. It’s about creating a certain tension that makes the dish vibrant, almost electric. A few important factors go into creating this effect.


			You will probably notice that we often use more than one vinegar at a time, as well as lemon and grapefruit zest and subtle sources of heat like the pickling liquid of Thai chiles. Fish sauce and juiced green garlic, though not immediately detectable, add complexity to different preparations. So do juiced greens and herbs in certain salads and other dishes, also bringing brightness in a way that sometimes can be more appealing and satisfying than encountering pieces of those ingredients. We pay attention also to the particular darkness—the shading—we give to nuts and bread when charring, as it can impact the direction of a dish, as well as to the manner in which we toast and grind certain spices to impart flavor and fragrance.


			To build flavor, time is important for ingredients like meats or some vegetables, either through brining, marinating, curing, or air-drying. Yes, we try to preserve the natural qualities of the product, but at the same time, we try to amplify them, perhaps with an assertive seasoning blend or by lacquering as we cook. But it’s important to adjust the intensity of the cooking based on the product: gentle and slow for cod, for example, and more aggressive for monkfish and pork, which can handle it. We do get a bit serious about this at the restaurant, because it’s essential to how the product will end up making diners feel when they eat it.


			Once served, mains usually sit in a nurturing broth, which you might call a sauce, though it’s lighter. Or in the case of beef, we’ll pair it with a robust and sultry condiment made with Taleggio. We live for these sauces, and there’s nothing more satisfying than soaking them up at the end of a dish.


			how it eats


			Everything from how you slice a particular vegetable or piece of bread to the way you treat each element affects how the dish will eat. Even the order in which you introduce seasonings can determine how it feels on the palate. Above all, it must not only taste good but also be pleasant on the palate.


			plating and appearance


			Part of me is extremely visual, and yet part of me is tempted to say that I don’t place too much importance on presentation, because I think we can all agree that elaborate aesthetics don’t always translate to deliciousness. But for a number of reasons, I do care about the way a dish looks. Therefore, we strive for a clean aesthetic, defined by plenty of circles and the veiling of ingredients. In most cases, this is meant to give people who are eating in a dark, noisy room a sense of discovery when they’ve been served what appears to be a monotonous-looking arrangement, which might prompt them to ask, “Really, a pile of endive leaves?” However, once they move one or two of those leaves around to reveal the croutons and cheese at the bottom, it’s like finding a twenty-dollar bill in your shirt pocket. Our plating can also influence how something eats, as it allows us to arrange the ingredients so that the diner gets the exact mouthfuls we want him or her to have. It’s as true for the endives (see here) as it is for the tartare (see here), which at first looks like a pile of raw beef but is actually the result of mixing the ingredients together to ensure that every forkful has the right amount of crunch, acid, meat, elderberry, and onion, leaving minimal room for error. In some ways, it’s a childlike approach, but I’m okay with that.
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			how to cook from this book


			I truly believe that all you need is an appetite and a willingness to jump in, and that there is no reason to feel intimidated, but here’s some guidance. My first recommendation would be to read through the book and get a sense of the cooking. Pick out the recipes that you could probably execute without much of a challenge. There may be a lot of them. For some, this may mean a dish from the Snacks section, and that is completely fine, because you may end up with the best egg salad or cocktail almonds you’ve ever made. The sauces and condiments in Supporting Players are versatile and mostly quite quick to cook, and the Brunch toasts and egg dishes are memorable. For others, though, the entry point could be a challenge in multiple stages, like our classic arroz negro (which isn’t even that hard once you’ve prepared all the components). I find that our salads, though not your typical versions, are particularly friendly. As long as you have the ingredients handy, your chances of screwing them up are minimal.


			In general, I’d say to embrace repetition. There’s great satisfaction in mastering a technique or full recipe, no matter how simple, and this will help build your confidence as you move on to less familiar territory. We all know that if you want to get good at something, doing it again and again is the only way. Remember, also, that you don’t need to commit to a complete recipe. Not at all: You may prefer to home in on certain ideas or techniques and then incorporate those approaches into your own cooking. This could be how we dress and layer salads, or how we treat fish, quail, pork, and beef. This may actually happen, also, if you don’t have access to an ingredient or two, so you shouldn’t let those situations discourage you.


			If a particular serving portion looks too small to feed four or more, simply double it. For the most part, these recipes reflect how we do things at the restaurant, where diners are encouraged to pass around plates and try as many different dishes as possible, instead of limiting each guest at a table to an appetizer and one entrée. As for the Mains section, they are “traditional” serving sizes, and you’ll probably have to figure out what to do with the leftovers.


			Again, if certain ingredients are out of reach, don’t worry. In some cases, I offer information on substitutions when available, and researching online can be extremely helpful as well. I would only insist that you be selective about the products you source, as it really will impact the final result. Remember, the less packaging, the better.


			Finally, worry as much or as little as you wish about plating and how a dish ultimately looks. If you’d rather serve a recipe that calls for two or four plates on one large plate or platter, go for it. And if you don’t want to use the ring molds, don’t worry about it. I do this 
for a living.
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			estela essentials


			I like the idea of not having too many fancy gadgets. In fact, you may already have some of these tools in your own kitchen. And if you don’t, they’re pretty easy to obtain. Same goes for most of the pantry staples listed in this section, which should give you a sense of the flavors we favor.


			


			tools


			a good black pan


			Cast iron is great if you already have one, but we like carbon steel because it is lighter and easier to handle.


			cake tester


			To test the doneness of meat, I prefer the old-fashioned approach of inserting a cake tester into the center of the protein and then pressing it to the bottom of your lip. You could use a thermometer, but this is faster and far less clinical.


			japanese mandoline


			We use inexpensive plastic Japanese mandolines—Benriner is a common brand—pretty much all the time to slice vegetables, fruits, and even the frozen meat for our Beef Tartare with Sunchoke Chips. There are other types of mandolines, but most of them take up a lot more space and often don’t work as well. When using a mandoline, the most important thing to keep in mind is your grip: i.e., securing the tool with one hand and having a command over the ingredient you want to slice with the other. You can use the screws on the underside of the mandoline to adjust the thickness, but to make sure the results are consistent, you need to maintain steady pressure. Do a couple of test runs first and adjust the blade and/or pressure as needed. And be sure to keep your fingers away from the blade, whether you use the guard or not. One way we avoid cuts is by wearing two latex gloves on the hand closest to the blade.


			juicer


			We use a centrifugal juicer from Breville (not one of the citrus juicers) to turn bunches of sorrel, cilantro, and other herbs into liquids that add a refreshing layer of flavor to a few dishes, like our classic Mussels Escabeche on Toast and Burrata, Salsa Verde, and Charred Bread. In most cases, you’ll end up with more than the recipe calls for. Juice some other vegetables or fruit while you’re at it and make yourself a drink—just don’t do that with the potent Green Garlic Juice, as you’ll regret it. By the way, you can try to hack it with a blender, adding a few tablespoons of water and then straining through a fine-mesh sieve, but it’s a pain and not always successful, and it yields much less juice.


			microplane


			Whenever a recipe calls for grated zest, use a regular (fine) Microplane; be careful not to get too much of the white pith to avoid bitterness. The coarser Microplane shaver—sold in many places as a chocolate shaver—is what we use for hard cheeses and mojama. (See Eggs with Beans, Harissa, and Mojama.) 


			mortar and pestle


			There are all sorts of mortars out there, but I’d suggest one with a textured surface, like a Mexican molcajete or Japanese ceramic. When using a mortar and pestle, it’s important to find the flow, starting slow before getting into it. For garlic, crush it with the side of a heavy knife before throwing it in, then add some salt to open up the flavors and allow for a smoother grind. Do not fill the mortar too high, as it will make the process more difficult than it should be, and you won’t be able to get a uniform result. Also, ensure that your mortar is dry before using it.


			ring mold


			We use ring molds when plating many of our dishes to keep a consistent aesthetic. They also let us create a contained little environment where we can layer ingredients and thereby influence how a diner eats through a dish—i.e., the right ratio of variables and control. We use stainless steel tart rings from the French company Matfer, which you can easily purchase at places like Sur La Table or order online at matferbourgeatusa .com. The sizes we use most frequently are 3½ inches, 4 inches, and 5½ inches.  But if you don’t have a ring mold, just eat and enjoy.


			scale


			I know tablespoons and cup measurements reign supreme in the United States, but keeping a scale on hand isn’t a bad idea. It’s how we measure.
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			1. cake tester, 2. ring molds, 3. carbon-steel pan, 4. digital scale, 5. Microplanes, 6. juicer, 7. Japanese mandolines, 8. mortar and pestle, 9. meat tenderizer


			


			spice grinder or coffee grinder


			I recommend one of these because grinding large quantities of spices with a mortar and pestle can be difficult. If using a coffee grinder, make sure it’s dedicated to spices and only spices, as you don’t want your morning coffee tasting of cumin or coriander.


			tenderizer


			Not a romantic tool, yet it’s an extremely resourceful one in that it allows you to take a piece of meat like pork shoulder, which is normally so tough that it must be braised, and turn it into something you can grill or sear. 


			pantry


			anchovies


			Canned anchovies are one of my favorite examples of what happens when you add salt to another ingredient and let time do its work. They may seem overpowering or fishy to some, but if you source the good stuff—Nassari, Don Bocarte, or Ortiz—they are tremendous. We use them in steaks, salads, pretty much everywhere. 


			bottarga


			Most bottarga is prepared by curing mullet or tuna roe, but we came across a variety made with wild coho salmon, thanks to Jacob Tupper of Triad Fisheries in Washington State. It’s sweeter than most bottarga, and it has a way of melting on your palate like a caramel. You can use it on so many dishes, like pasta, scrambled eggs, or a good toast. You’ll see it in this book shaved on asparagus with béarnaise sauce.


			cheeses


			I love using Italian cheeses with a lot of personality, a little rough around the edges yet unquestionably elegant and distinctive, more often meant for the table than for cooking. If possible, find a shop where you can have a conversation with the cheesemonger and taste what you are getting, since it may be necessary to figure out substitution ideas beyond the ones provided below. 


			• Pecorino Sardo: A nutty and fruity artisan cheese that we like to grate over ricotta dumplings. It is not as dry as you might expect from a pecorino, and you can detect a very clean and earthy essence of sheep’s milk. If you can’t find Pecorino Sardo, choose a Bianco Sardo or a good Pecorino Toscano that is aged for 4 or so months and has a gnarly-looking rind.


			• Taleggio: I turn this very savory cow’s-milk cheese into a sauce that we often pair with beef. Look for one that appears like a uniform paste and that is not terribly salty. The American cheese Grayson would be a good substitute, as would raclette.


			• Ubriaco Rosso:  A robust and complex cheese of multiple milk types—goat’s, cow’s, and sheep’s—produced in a peasant style (in this case, covered in grape must for up to 6 months) that manages to be dry, spicy, salty, fatty, and sweet all at once. Testun al Barolo or any of the cheeses in the drunken style (ubriaco), like Ubriaco Riserva Sergio Moro and Ubriacone, would be good substitutes.


			• Pecorino Duro: A sweet and nutty cheese that plays off the Ubriaco Rosso in our endive salad. It is made in the style of Parmigiano-Reggiano, in that it is placed in a brine bath for 3 weeks, making the cheese less salty than most pecorinos. The crystalline texture will also remind you of Parmigiano. Moliterno is a solid substitution, and so is, as you might suspect, Parmigiano.


			• Formaggio di Fossa: Also a peasant-style cheese, with a similar texture to Ubriaco Rosso, it was originally made by aging the wheels in a pit, or fossa, to keep them safe from marauders in the Emilia-Romagna. Because they are aged without oxygen, you end up tasting a very clear distillation of the sheep’s milk; it becomes an intense version of itself. It is excellent on salads. Pecorino di Fossa, Roccia del Piave, or a weird, artisan, cloth-bound cheddar aged at least 16 months would be good stand-ins.


			• Bayley Hazen Blue: From Jasper Hill Farm, it’s made from cow’s milk. Balanced and decadent, it’s perhaps the best American blue.
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			Clockwise from top left: Ubriaco Rosso (top) and Pecorino Duro (bottom); Three Crabs fish sauce from Vietnam; crusty miche from Brooklyn
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			1. Dried shrimp, 2. dried squid, 3. dried scallops, 4. dried anchovies, 5. squid ink, 6. dried mussels, 7. dried clams


			


			citric acid


			Citric acid imparts a tart taste to foods or liquids without adding a particular citrus flavor, like lemon or lime juice would. It lowers the pH of food and, therefore, is a natural preservative for things like jams. You can usually find it in the supermarket next to the canning supplies or at health food stores.


			dried seafood


			A mix of dried seafood that we source from Chinatown is the key to the squid ink stock for our Fried Arroz Negro. They provide a deep and particular umami. We also take the tiny dried Louisiana shrimp and grind them into a condiment that is wonderful on salads. You can source dried shrimp, scallops, mussels, and anchovies online (see Sourcing), but if you have a Chinatown where you live, definitely go there.


			fish sauce


			Fish sauce, the popular Southeast Asian ingredient made of fermented fish and salt, appears in many of our recipes. The idea is for it to bring the dish flavor while remaining undetectable, so be judicious, making sure your bottle only releases small drops at a time. We use the Vietnamese brands Red Boat and Three Crabs.


			furikake


			Among the many applications for this Japanese seasoning made from seaweed, sesame seeds, MSG, and sometimes several other ingredients is sprinkling it over rice. We like it on top of potato and egg salads. Go with a “traditional blend” or any that has fewer ingredients, mostly just the sesame and nori.


			garlic and garlic oil


			Supermarket garlic is often poorly stored and just as often is too old; it may even start sprouting. The flavor is too intense, and not fresh and vibrant. So try to get local garlic, a task that becomes especially easy in the spring. In any case, store it in a cool, dark, dry place. Fresh varieties will be important for our garlic oil, which we use for basting fish, seafood, and meats as they cook. See the recipe here.


			green garlic juice


			Juiced green garlic is one of our most frequently used pantry ingredients. A drop or two, sometimes a bit more, can give an entire dish a mysterious complexity that won’t overpower. As with fish sauce, you don’t want to detect it. Freeze the GG juice and remove small chunks as needed, like a bouillon cube. See the full recipe here.


			herbs


			We use some quite common herbs, like parsley, mint, and rosemary, but also some that may seem perhaps a bit adventurous, like anise hyssop, lovage, and Thai basil. Spring and summer are the best time to source all, but greenhouse herbs are available pretty much year-round.


			kombu


			This edible kelp comes in dried sheets. It’s the basis of dashi; we use it similarly to anchor other broths, though the applications are endless.


			mandarin orange olive oil


			This is an agrumato-style olive oil, meaning that the olives are crushed together with a citrus, in this case orange. You get this aromatic and delicately flavored oil that I like on all types of fish. It’s even great drizzled on top of cooked beef. In this book, you’ll see it used for Marinated Olives, in a few salads, and in some raw fish preparations, like our silky cured fluke (see here).
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