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			For Kate, Sawyer, and Coleman. 
You are my sun, moon, and stars.
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			This is wild country, flavored by the sea and colored by the salt and sun.


			—Captain John Smith
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			Foreword by Andrew Zimmern


			I met Matt and Kate Jennings in the fall of 2012. I had arrived in Rhode Island to film an episode of Bizarre Foods, and our first day of primary shooting was to take place at lunchtime at Farmstead, the intimate food shop, bar, and eatery the couple had opened several years earlier. Within those walls, Matt was cooking with a brilliant personal style that I had been following from the sidelines, knowing that one day I would have to tell his story. Farmstead had a reputation as one of America’s best small restaurants, but it was more than that. At Farmstead, they made their own, well, everything. Matt sourced impeccable sustainable ingredients from premium purveyors and turned them into the restaurant’s stunningly delicious food, the kind of smart, craveable cooking that is his calling card. He cured his own meats and made some of his own cheeses. Kate prepared all the breads, sweets, pastries, jams and jellies, and other provisions. And I came to learn that Kate was the heart of the restaurant. She was her husband’s muse, his inspiration, his bellwether. Her presence was a rock—his rock. And that’s why the book you hold in your hands is so precious. More on that later.


			So I walk into the restaurant, and you have to realize that, Farmstead always had a line out the door; the place was packed. I spot Matt, a larger-than-life presence (although he’s not so literally large anymore), taping white butcher paper over the charcuterie, salumi, and cheese displays at the front of the food shop that opened into the dining room. “This is bullshit,” he says, pushing past me before turning back to give me a trademark Jennings bear hug, and I can see that he’s red-faced with frustration. Kate introduces herself to me, smiling a gorgeous smile that does more than just light up a room; it lets you know that everything is all right in the space around her. It’s a lantern of serenity in the face of daily restaurant calamity. She shakes her head, following her husband into the kitchen. I have no clue what to do. I’ve just met two people I have been wanting to work with for years, and clearly something is wrong—horribly, horribly wrong. As our team sweeps in with cameras and cases, light bags and sound gear, a dozen storytellers getting ready for war, Matt emerges from the kitchen, Red Sox cap at a jaunty angle, cracks a huge smile, and tells me that the health inspector, who has given the restaurant nothing but perfect scores since opening day, has now decided to embargo the sale of cured meats and cheeses pending further testing and inspection. For no reason.


			My mind switches gears, and I put on my executive producer hat. As a restaurant lifer, I know what’s coming next: we will have to come back in a few days when Matt has straightened out this matter and can focus on us. But I am wrong. I didn’t know Matt Jennings. After apologizing to a few customers who were in the middle of purchasing some fennel-and-red-wine-infused dry sausage, he shrugs off the turn of events that would have brought most chefs to their knees in panic and offers up an alternative plan—to go to a local market to film background content and shoot in the restaurant later—then shoves a hot cup of coffee in my hand as we stream back out onto the street. He spends the next two days working night and day with us, laughing and teaching, cooking and holding forth on all that is great about Rhode Island’s food community, and in general treating us like we are the only thing in the world that matters. 


			Within a few days, all was back to normal at the shop; matters were resolved with the health department, and I knew that I had gained a close friend who to this day will drop anything he’s doing if I need a laugh, someone to listen, or occasionally a large shoulder to cry on. Matt Jennings is that kind of guy. 


			For Matt, the higher calling wasn’t me, or the show, or resolving his momentary setback. For him, it was all about keeping his word and making sure that we got what we needed to showcase everything that makes New England’s food culture so remarkable. It’s never about him. Over the years, I can’t remember ever encountering a chef with less pretension, less ego than Matt. And as you can see in this book, he has every reason to go down the other road. Despite his immense skill set, which dwarfs that of most culinarians, it’s his humanity that is his greatest asset.


			Why does that matter? Why lead with that story and that testimonial? Why should you care about the man when you came for the book, something to cook out of, to learn from, to take inspiration from? Well, it’s simple, really. Allow me to let you in on a big secret: Life isn’t about food. It’s about people. Life is about relationships. And if someone is the master of that insight, if they act according to that principle and they happen to be one of the country’s best chefs/restaurateurs, then their food will reflect that philosophy. It will nurture; it won’t show off. Matt’s food comes from the best place possible: his love of people. 


			There isn’t a recipe for life. You simply live the best one you can. And as a culinarian, you demonstrate your love of people by honoring where your feet are planted. You bring joy by sharing food, you stand up for your sense of place, you elevate your provisioners—farmers, fishermen, growers—and, most important, your family. Which brings me back to Matt’s wife, Kate.


			This book will teach you how to cook; it reflects the best of modern New England cookery, and the recipes are superbly crafted. What it’s not is a Farmstead book, or a Townsman book, although it is reflective of some of the food you can get at Matt’s stellar eatery on the edges of Boston’s Chinatown. When I read it for the first time and started cooking out of it—I made the Milk-Braised Chicken Legs and the Mussels with Red Curry Broth and Lemongrass, the Calabrian Chile Sausage and the Brown Bread; I made Matt’s mom’s clam chowder—I realized that this book really is homegrown in every sense of the word. It reflects Matt’s upbringing in what for him is the only place in the world he wants to be, it celebrates the simplicity and delight of mealtime with his wife and their boys rather than the foods that require a restaurant kitchen and larder, and it is a testament to his love for his wife. 


			We all cook for someone, and most famous chefs think too much about the customer. If all you do is create with the customer in mind, then you are doomed to fail; in creating food for everyone to enjoy, you often fail to satisfy anyone. You wind up cooking from your head, not your heart. When you cook from a loving place, a place of responsibility for others and their happiness, you develop a personal style. And if you are skilled, then your food will delight your larger audience. I think Matt always cooks for Kate. I think he tosses everything through her like a prism, and it focuses his work around the most important audience of all: the people he loves most. This book wasn’t born in a publisher’s office and subjected to a public relations roundtable to measure its effectiveness. This book truly was grown at home. And because of that, Homegrown will make your kitchen a better place to cook in and a better place to eat in and will supply you with a lifetime of great recipes that your family will love. It’s a book from the heart. An immense heart with more love for you than you realize . . . until you cook from it. 
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			Introduction


			I’m a New Englander. Maybe the deep-rooted love I have for this place took hold when I first walked down Yawkey Way to see Carl Yastrzemski play his last game at Fenway. Or maybe my formative years are to blame, when I lived with my mom in a second-floor apartment in the middle of a triple-decker home in Jamaica Plain, a neighborhood in Boston, watching the community activists march down Adelaide Street and, later that same afternoon, visiting the Dominican markets for fresh empanadas. 


			Of course, it could have been my time at culinary school in Vermont or mornings spent foraging in the woods for chicken mushrooms that sealed the deal and made me love this great region like no other. It might have been the annual visits to my aunt’s house on Great Cranberry Island off the coast of Maine, the summertime clambakes featuring the season’s first ears of Silver Queen corn and the last of local tomatoes in a salad with basil from the garden, bookended by a big pot of steamer clams on one end and grilled bluefish smothered with mayonnaise, dill, and gin—a favorite family recipe—on the other. Or maybe it was those summer evenings fishing for squid in the jet-black night off the end of a Nantucket pier, or winter evenings eating my mom’s meat loaf by a roaring fire while the snow blew sideways outside.


			It doesn’t matter, really.


			What matters is how connected I feel to New England. I have moved away and lived in other parts of the country—even the world—for stretches of time. Though I grew up in New England—in fact, probably because I grew up in New England—I have tried to leave it behind many times. I spent a few years in California, a couple more in the Northwest. I gave Italy a shot, cooking, eating, and drinking my way through Tuscany and Piedmont. But every time, I came back home. There is a magnetism to this place that I can’t deny, no matter how hard my adolescent and twentysomething self may have wanted to try. Some of it has to do with our four seasons, which provide a pattern by which we live our lives (and, some contend, contribute to our character). A great deal of it has to do with the physical landscape of this great region, where coast, pasture, deep forest, and booming city are all within a few hours’ drive of one another. And of course, there’s just something about the place where you grew up, the physical backdrop to your first life experiences, that always makes it feel like home.


			I returned to New England for the last time about a decade ago. I started building a life here. I married a woman who was raised in Vermont, and together we bought our first home. We opened an artisan specialty foods shop, then a restaurant, in Providence, Rhode Island, and had two sons, who, like me, will grow up visiting apple orchards in the fall and dipping their toes in the icy Atlantic on hot summer days. More recently, we moved our family from Providence to Boston, because I had an opportunity I couldn’t resist: to open the restaurant of my dreams, Townsman, in the heart of the city. This time, I think I’m home for good.


			Boston is forty miles from Plymouth Rock, the spot where the early colonists docked their boats in the New World. In elementary school, it was only a matter of time before you learned about the first Thanksgiving, before you donned a black construction-paper hat and acted out the Puritans’ first feast in the annual school pageant.


			In 1620, when the first Englishmen and women arrived in what is now Massachusetts, there was a sense that they’d reached a wild, vast, and unexplored wilderness; they would learn soon after disembarking from their boats (and raiding stocks of corn that the Native Americans had put up for the winter) that they were hardly alone in this place—at the time, the land that would one day be called Massachusetts was home to thirty thousand Native Americans from a dozen or more tribes.


			We also know that the colonists, who arrived at Plymouth Rock in late autumn, would have been royally screwed if the native population hadn’t come to their aid. It was too late to sow crops, and there was no cleared land for the colonists to do so even if the weather had been in their favor. And then there was the matter of what to plant—when the colonists put their first seeds in the ground the following spring, nearly everything they tried to grow, including wheat, failed. Lacking their familiar foodstuffs, they learned from the native population how to subsist on a diet heavy on corn and beans, how to cook cornmeal into a pudding (the likely origins of the Yankee specialty we now call Indian pudding), and how to bake a palatable bread using corn and rye (the ancestor of brown bread, page 202, which I serve to every guest at Townsman) instead of the wheat they were accustomed to. And thus our nation’s first cuisine was born.


			There’s evidence that many of the dishes that compose the Yankee canon—from baked beans to Rhode Island cornmeal johnnycakes to pumpkin pie—were first introduced to European colonists by the native population. Though many of the native ingredients and recipes were first shunned by colonists, who considered them to be the foods of the “savages” after a freezing first winter during which half the colonist population died from disease and starvation, Indian corn and porridge made from it started to look pretty good.


			The colonists also took advantage of the Atlantic’s bountiful array of seafood, one of the many features of the region that brought them to the New World in the first place. Fish and shellfish were common in Europe at the time, but early colonists wrote letters home with news of tremendous quantities of cod (which, first dried and then reconstituted, was a staple of the European diet), shellfish of all kinds, and freshwater eels. Well into the late 1800s, however, shellfish was considered food for the lower class—lobster, now the embodiment of culinary luxury, was even fed to prisoners. Though the early settlers may have intended to make a living farming, as many of them had done in Europe, it was fishing that allowed the colonies to prosper. Between sending premium cod back to Europe and shipping lesser grades to feed slaves working the West Indian sugarcane fields (in exchange for both money and sugar), the colonists were able to make a decent living that allowed the settlements to flourish.


			The ocean would continue to provide for generations to come; canneries (for oysters, clams, and lobsters) supported New Englanders throughout the 1800s, and later, the gustatory delights of the seaside would lure tourists to the New England coast for lobster rolls (page 106) and oysters (page 90), delicacies for settlers living in the Midwest. There may be fewer canneries today, and lobsters are certainly no longer considered trash, but the appeal of a pile of seafood enjoyed within sight of the ocean remains an enduring pleasure, for locals and tourists alike.


			I know this firsthand, because I spent much of my youth working in the sweaty kitchens of the Cape and Islands, from fry shacks and clam huts to fine dining restaurants. My first job was as a stock boy in a small, family-owned grocery store on Nantucket Island. My stepfather’s mother had a house on the island, so in the summer, as a break from the pavement and sweltering Boston summer, I would head out there in search of a summer job.


			The owner of the grocery also owned the adjacent café. I’ll never forget leaving my stock boy shift for the day and stopping by the back screen door of the café to watch the cooks setting up for dinner service. Amazing smells would permeate the air as they scurried around, chopping and sautéing and pulling things from the oven, the Grateful Dead blaring from the kitchen radio. The cooks laughed and shouted at one another, and they had a look: white, snap-front dishwasher shirts with the sleeves rolled up, bandannas wrapped around their long hair, brightly colored socks pulled up to their knees—a few even had tattoos. At sixteen, I thought they were cool, like a band of kitchen pirates. I wanted to be one.
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			The next summer, I asked the owner if I could be a cook in the café. He looked at me sideways. “Really?” he said. “You know that’s hard work, right?” I had no idea. But I didn’t care. I wanted in. He allowed me to start in the kitchen, washing dishes and doing light prep. I would show up early in the mornings, scrape the dirty pans that had been left submerged in the sink from the night before, sweep and mop the floors, and ready myself for the lunch rush, when the cook in charge would demand his parsley cut finer, his butter clarified (not just melted—I quickly learned the difference), and his quart container of Coke refilled.


			My high school summers eventually came to an end, and with them my job in the kitchen. I left for freshman year of college at Hampshire College in Amherst, Massachusetts, but my time there was short-lived. Hampshire was cool, but a little too cool for me. Let’s just say that I was lacking direction and more interested in three things that had little to do with school: music, drugs, and cooking.


			I spent more time getting stoned and making pizzas at a local pizzeria than I did in class or working on assignments. Hampshire was a loose environment. There were no letter grades, no tests—students were supposed to develop interests and then, over the course of a couple of years, decide how they would incorporate this into their “Division,” or thesis. Instead, I focused on my job at the pizzeria. I loved it. After a foundering year at Hampshire, I decided it was time for me to take some time to think about what I really wanted to be doing, so I withdrew from school, my lackluster grades reinforcing my decision.


			I returned to Nantucket to work for the summer. This time I wanted to try to get a gig in a good restaurant kitchen and really learn how to cook. I was offered a job as a chef’s assistant at a notable island restaurant. The chef, Rick, and I would do catered events in amazing homes for wealthy summer residents—cocktail party after cocktail party. In between the off-premise gigs, I would jump on the line to help out the cooks in the restaurant, slowly working my way up the ranks until I was master of the hot appetizer station. I was loving life. Going to the beach by day, cooking at night, and partying with the older cooks I had always idolized. They looked after me, and I had finally gained their respect. Life was good.


			As that summer ended, I realized that I had a bunch of money in my newly established bank account. Most of my friends spent their summers doing odd jobs they hated, just to scrape together some pocket change for the rest of the year. But I actually loved my job. Cooking was fun, and getting paid for it was even better. But with winter fast approaching and the seasonal job on the island coming to an end, I needed to figure out what I was going to do for work next.
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			My father had recently moved to Phoenix, so I decided to pack my stuff into my rusty Toyota pickup truck and drive west to Arizona, where I had a lead on a hotel job, thanks to a friend of my father’s. I made arrangements to interview with a scary-sounding Austrian chef, Anton Brunbauer, the executive chef of the Hyatt Scottsdale at Gainey Ranch.


			I picked up maps from AAA (remember that?), planned my route, and drove: through Ohio, Oklahoma, and Colorado and then down to Phoenix. I stayed in disgusting hotels on the side of the highway, burning through my hard-earned summer cash and a few hundred dollars I had borrowed from my parents. Once settled in Phoenix at my dad’s house, I phoned Chef Brunbauer to set up the interview. I made my way over to Gainey Ranch to see what this place was all about. It was hot as hell in Phoenix in June, but the Hyatt Scottsdale was an oasis. Palm trees lined the perfectly manicured lawns and walkways. The sound of trickling fountains filled my ears and birds darted overhead as I pulled into the massive employee parking lot. Everyone was dressed in these incredible uniforms: pressed, bright white, with their name tags neatly pinned to their chests.


			I was directed to the chef’s office, where I sat eagerly awaiting my first moment with him, my shirt tucked in, my tie straight, sporting a fresh haircut that my dad had demanded I get. Chef Brunbauer looked me up and down, smiled briefly, and invited me in. His office was a glass cube in the middle of the prep kitchen in the basement of the hotel. He smoked, and the office reeked of cigarettes. He looked like he hadn’t slept in years. There were photos everywhere of him with celebrities and other chefs, some I didn’t recognize, some I did. Was that Julia Child? “Yes,” he said with surprise. “How do you know who she is?” “PBS,” I replied, and he laughed. After talking for a while, he offered me a job as a prep cook. “Prep first. Everything else second. You won’t be paid much.”


			That winter at the Hyatt was when I knew I was going to be a cook forever. I couldn’t get enough. Running the waffle station at brunch, prepping fruit salad for one thousand people, it didn’t matter—I loved it all. I was learning a lot; I had bought my first set of knives and was making some great friends. On my days off, I ate: my first sushi, my first dim sum, my first real tacos. By the time spring arrived in Phoenix, I started considering culinary school. “Think you’re ready for school again?” my mom rightly asked when I told her I was considering it. I hesitated. I didn’t know for certain, but I thought I might make a go of this cooking thing. She told me she would discuss it with my father and we could collectively make a decision.
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			Dad agreed it wouldn’t be a bad exercise to at least consider some sort of formal education. I had narrowed my list of culinary schools down to a few, all in the Northeast, and drove the truck back to New England. When I returned, my mom and I toured the schools, checking out my short list of preferred places—Johnson & Wales, the Culinary Institute of America. Our last stop was New England Culinary Institute in Montpelier, Vermont. We cruised up 89 North, a highway that slices through the Green Mountain State, Neil Young singing from the tape deck, and talked about cooking and why I loved it so much.


			The tour sold me, and I enrolled at New England Culinary Institute in the summer of 1995. It quickly became clear to me that some kids weren’t going to make it—they showed up late, in rumpled chef coats, and bummed around, waiting for the next smoke break. But there was a small group of us who would stay up late reading Food Arts or watching reruns of Great Chefs, Great Cities, making notes in the margins of our volumes of Larousse Gastronomique.


			My geek friends and I were offered opportunities that others weren’t—foraging for mushrooms in the woods with our chef-instructors, visiting local farmers’ markets, cooking in competitions, and butchering deer that had met their untimely demise on back roads in rural Vermont.


			When I graduated, I moved home to Boston. I had heard about a young chef, Amanda Lydon, who had just opened her own restaurant, Truc, in the South End, and I applied to join her kitchen team. After an eventful year at Truc, during which time Amanda won a Best New Chef award from Food & Wine magazine, I decided it was time to get some more experience elsewhere. I caught wind of a new restaurant project by Stan Frankenthaler, the gregarious, beanie-wearing chef from Cambridge. I was intrigued, and answered an ad for a part-time cook position at his restaurant Salamander in Copley Square.


			On our days off, Chef Frankenthaler would take the cooks shopping in Boston’s Chinatown. I was floored. There were mahogany-colored lacquered ducks hanging in windows, fruits and vegetables I had never seen before, tanks filled with spiny lobster and sea urchin. One day the sous-chef at Salamander, Michael, mentioned to me that he needed to pick up a certain variety of Chinese vinegar, and he couldn’t find it anywhere. Another cook asked him if he had tried Formaggio Kitchen, the renowned specialty food shop in Cambridge. I accompanied Michael to Formaggio in search of the vinegar and was amazed by what I saw. It was a temple to artisan foods—esoteric condiments, a wall of artisan cheese, cured meats I’d never tried before, rare coffee. Quite simply, I fell in love.


			One Sunday morning in the spring of 2000, I saw a “Cheese and Specialty Foods Manager” position at Formaggio advertised in the Boston Globe. This was my opportunity to immerse myself in a world of ingredients I’d previously had little exposure to, just as my time at Salamander had introduced me to the Asian pantry. I showed up to my interview at Formaggio ten minutes early, as I had been taught by my father.


			The shop wasn’t open yet, and I gently knocked on the front door. A tall, leggy blonde wearing cutoff jean shorts, a white V-neck T-shirt, clogs, and an apron let me in, showed me where to put my coat, and made me a cup of coffee while I waited to meet with the owner. I’m getting ahead of myself, but that blonde, Kathryn, would later become my wife.


			I remember my interview with Ihsan Gurdal, Formaggio’s owner. I was invigorated by his obvious passion for food and his commitment to sourcing the best products from the best producers in the world. I wanted the job, bad, and Ihsan hired me on the spot and told me to come back the next week to begin my training, which he’d personally oversee.


			Ihsan held up his end of the bargain, schooling me on cheese, teaching me the ins and outs of running a retail business. He sent me to Europe to source artisanal cheese and learn from others—a few weeks working with Dario Cecchini, the “mad butcher of Panzano,” in Tuscany, a few more weeks at Neal’s Yard Dairy in London, an eating tour of the South of France. I loved the work, but I began to love something else, too—Kate, the woman who had unlocked the door to the shop for me on my first day.
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			Kate was the assistant baker at the shop and, lacking any formal training, was looking at culinary schools. By the time we had begun dating, she had set her sights on the advanced pastry program at the Culinary Institute of America. This unique, accelerated program was being offered at both the New York and the Napa Valley campuses. One night over dinner we made the decision, after lifetimes of living on the East Coast, to move to California. We had only been dating six months, but I knew I wanted to be with this woman. I needed a job, so I called Peg Smith, the co-owner of Cowgirl Creamery, an artisan cheese company in Point Reyes, just north of San Francisco. I tentatively accepted a position as Cowgirl Creamery’s wholesale manager, and in the spring of 2001 Kate and I packed up a Penske rental truck with all our shared belongings—including our Lab-mastiff mix, Thurman—and hit the road.


			Between my commitments for Cowgirl, I found unpaid work staging in the kitchens of the Bay Area. In my spare time, I’d explore the region: apprenticing with a local butcher, going diving for uni and abalone, visiting local wineries. At the completion of Kate’s program, we were again at a crossroads. We had been offered the opportunity to stay in California, as Peg wanted me to open Cowgirl’s newest retail location at the Ferry Plaza Market in downtown San Francisco. We could move to the city—a tempting opportunity after living in sleepy Napa Valley. Or we could move home.


			In some ways, the East Coast had been an easy place to leave. The long winters and hot, humid summers, the buttoned-up reputation of its residents—Northern California was a sort of mecca by comparison, and we relished our time there. But we found ourselves missing all the things that we swore we’d never miss, including those brutal, dark, cold months (really!). And though the ingredients in California were spectacular and the long growing season a boon for any cook, I missed the cooking rhythms set by the four distinct seasons and the heightened sense of excitement that heralded the arrival of the year’s first asparagus or corn, and the first snow flurries calling us to the kitchen to braise something rib-sticking. Children were still many years in our future, but Kate and I both knew that we would want those children to be raised in a familiar place.


			As is so often the case, it took leaving a place to realize how much we loved it. California is justly celebrated as a food paradise, but I believe that New England is an equally rich region. We have a huge stretch of coastline and access to amazing seafood. There’s still enough rural countryside to support farmers and ranchers, even right outside the city limits. We have four distinct seasons that dictate how and what we cook and force the residents of this region to be resilient and grateful.


			We decided that if we were going to return home to New England, it would be for good and on our own terms. We would open a business, something small that focused on our passions—mine for artisan cheeses and charcuterie, and Kate’s for baking and pastry. We sketched out our plans, anxious and excited.


			My mother had recently retired to Little Compton, Rhode Island, a small seaside town about forty minutes south of Providence. We flew in for the weekend, explored Providence, and quickly decided to settle there and open our shop, which we’d decided to name Farmstead. After searching high and low for an affordable space in the city, my sights fell on the Cheeseshop of Providence. A forty-year-old business, the Cheeseshop was in dire need of new ownership—the lacquered wood panels of the small store, empty shelves and refrigerated cases, and outdated inventory were just begging for a makeover. So one day while shopping there, I made the shop owner, Donna, an offer. She took a long drag off her cigarette, squinted through her smoke, and said, “No. I’m saving this business for my grandchildren. But thank you.”


			She called me the next day and wanted to talk. She’d changed her mind. We took over the lease and were on our way to opening our specialty shop. Over the summer of 2003, we fancied up the old shop in DIY fashion. Tiles from Home Depot replaced the brown shag carpet. We built new shelving, purchased updated cases and equipment, and, the week before Thanksgiving, opened Farmstead in Wayland Square on Providence’s East Side.


			At first, the shop wasn’t very well received. The aging clientele wanted their Huntsman cheese studded with cranberries, but it had been replaced with aged clothbound cheddar from the UK. They couldn’t find their Nova lox and rye bread toasts. In its place were hand-sliced smoked salmon and biscuits made by Kate. But over time, a new clientele emerged. We got a little press in the local paper. Business picked up. Within the first year, we had paid back the money we had borrowed from our families and were in the black. Providence had welcomed us after all.


			The little specialty shop grew. We hired our first employee, then another. And another after that. Soon our staff swelled to six and we contemplated taking over the space next door. I was hosting frequent cheese and charcuterie tasting classes paired with wine, and we needed a space to accommodate more seats. We decided to do it and planned on opening a small, casual wine bar where we could serve cheese plates and host events.


			Kate and I had gotten married in 2005 and left for South Africa on a belated honeymoon in February of the following year, while a contractor we hired took command of the expansion. Upon our return, we realized we had more of a space than we had bargained for—in a rare situation, our dollar had stretched, and instead of a simple wine bar, our contractor had created an intimate bar and a forty-seat restaurant. All we needed was a chef. I decided it would be me.


			The food in the bistro was based on the tenets of California cuisine, done New England–style—that is, fresh ingredients, sourced from growers I had personal relationships with, presented in an unpretentious way. I grew up eating many of the stalwart Yankee dishes that people associate with the East Coast, and those early experiences certainly shaped my cooking. Like so many cooks, when I began cooking professionally I used those seminal experiences as a springboard, reimagining some of the iconic New England foods of my childhood.


			In 2009, four years after opening the restaurant, I was named one of the Most Sustainable Chefs in America by the Mother Nature Network. A year later I was named one of Food & Wine magazine’s “40 under 40 Big Food Thinkers Changing the Way Americans Eat,” along with White House chef Sam Kass and Danny Bowien of Mission Chinese Food fame. Later that year, I received my first James Beard Award Nomination for Best Chef: Northeast. (I was nominated again in 2011, 2012, and 2014, making the finalist list three of those four times, an experience that gave me greater sympathy for Susan Lucci.)


			Most chefs don’t decide to close their successful restaurants and relocate themselves at the height of their careers. But in June 2014, we shuttered Farmstead. We wanted to return to Boston, to raise our two sons—born into the chaos of a restaurant—in a bigger city, closer to family. And we were presented with an opportunity we couldn’t resist, to open a new hundred-seat restaurant on Boston’s newly designed Greenway—the city’s version of New York City’s High Line—in a new apartment building at the nexus of four diverse neighborhoods—Downtown Crossing, the Leather District, the Financial District, and Chinatown, where I’d eaten Peking duck with Chef Frankenthaler so many years before.


			There’s a popular myth that the food of New England is plain at best, boring at worst. Boston’s Puritan roots are a source of pride in Boston, but let’s face it—the Puritans aren’t known as the wildest bunch. Happily, the immigrant influx didn’t begin and end with the English; the history of New England is a history of immigrants who fled persecution in Europe or the slave trade in the Caribbean, or who came to America for greater opportunities, like the first Chinese laborers, who came to Massachusetts in 1870 to replace striking workers at a shoe factory in North Adams. The Chinese immigrants settled in a part of the city previously dominated by Syrian, Irish, and Italian immigrants, creating the first Chinatown in New England (and the only one in New England that still exists today, just blocks from my restaurant).


			Between 1892 and 1954, 12 million immigrants passed through New York’s Ellis Island and settled in communities throughout New England and beyond. These travelers shaped the food of New England, creating enclaves where the customs and foodways of their native lands were preserved; they brought with them ingredients and techniques, and opened restaurants that served the food they’d eaten back home. This is certainly true in Boston, where, in addition to Chinatown, there’s the historically Italian North End neighborhood and, farther south, centered around the towns of Fall River and New Bedford, a large Portuguese community that settled in the region. More recently, immigrants from Latin America and Southeast Asia have settled in the region, further shaping our culture and cuisine. Though New England cuisine is our country’s oldest, thanks to the constant influx of immigrants, it’s ever-evolving. So when I say that I cook New England food, this is what I mean: a cuisine rooted in early American history, altered by immigrants from all corners of the globe, and further informed by my own travels around the world.
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			When I cook, the food I make celebrates this region: its ingredients, geography, and climate, its history and traditions. This book is my attempt to capture some of what I think makes this a special place to live and cook. I am not a staunch traditionalist, as you’ll see, but the book includes my spins on some of the region’s most well-known and beloved recipes, including chowder, brown bread, baked beans, and lobster rolls. It also includes some recipes that showcase both my modern ways of using regional ingredients, like bluefish, local cheeses, and maple syrup, as well as ingredients from the global pantry we’re now all fortunate enough to have easy access to.


			I run a busy restaurant in the heart of downtown Boston, but this was never intended to be a Townsman cookbook. I know that the food we cook at home is different from the food we order in restaurants—it must be both simpler to make and worth the effort. And while not every recipe in this book is an easy weeknight meal, I’ve aimed to provide a mix of recipes, from ones that take a bit more time and energy, like the double-crusted Seafood Tourtière (page 123), to simpler favorites, like Farmstead Mac and Cheese (page 36), which had a cult following at the recipe’s namesake. A few recipes call for special equipment or ingredients, but most can be made with stuff you can easily find at the grocery store. Most recipes will serve four to six people; the recipes that I’ve included in the Feasts are meant to serve a crowd.


			New England’s long coastline, dense forests, livestock-filled pastures, dairy barns, and abundant gardens and orchards are what I think of when I think of this place I call home. Even more than the four seasons, the New England landscape defines the food of this region. It was true when the Pilgrims first arrived nearly four hundred years ago, and it continues to be true today. So I’ve organized this book not by season but into chapters that celebrate this landscape: Dairy, Ocean, Farm, Garden and Orchard, and Forest. If you grew up in New England, my hope is that these recipes resonate with you, that they feel familiar. And if you’ve never set foot in this great region, I hope this gives you a glimpse—and a taste—of the place I’m proud to call home.‘
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			As humans, after all, we become that which we seek. Dairy farming makes men steady and reliable and temperate; deer hunting makes men quiet and fast and sensitive; lobster fishing makes men suspicious and wily and ruthless.


			—Elizabeth Gilbert
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			Stop in any general store in any small New England town, spin the wire rack of postcards, and you’ll find it: the one with a photo of a red-and-white dairy barn, the sort of iconic image that tourists have come to associate with the Northeast.


			Beginning in the Colonial era, dairy farms were an integral part of the landscape and the economy of the region. The amount of farmland in New England peaked at around 16 million acres in the late 1800s, and large swaths of native forest were cleared to make room for grazing livestock. Until the late nineteenth century, the dairy operations were small, with anywhere from thirty to three hundred cows, and supplied a local clientele with fresh milk, cream, and butter.


			Dairy farming is not an easy career. The animals need constant attention, milking twice a day even when it’s ten below zero or a nor’easter has dropped a couple of feet of snow on the ground and the farmer has to dig a path to the barn. And the milk industry has not been kind to the small farmer; the price of milk drops year after year, and small farms have struggled to compete with mega-dairies. It’s estimated that between 1970 and 2006, the number of dairy farms in the United States fell by 88 percent, and a large portion of those farms were located in New England.


			Many small farms that have held on have done so by creating value-added products, like cheese, ice cream, and yogurt. In the last thirty years, there has been a spectacular (and delicious) increase in the number of artisan cheeses made by farmers in New England, cheeses that have changed the economic outlook for farmers while simultaneously supplying consumers and chefs with new ingredients, from Alpine-style cheese made in Vermont to Maine-made buffalo milk mozzarella.


			Early in my career, I worked at Formaggio Kitchen, a seminal specialty food shop in Cambridge, Massachusetts, that ages and sells spectacular cheeses from around the world. This was around 2000, and at that time the shelves were stocked with local gems from seasoned cheesemakers, like the tangy blue cheese produced at Great Hill Creamery in Marion, Massachusetts, and wheels of goat cheese from Vermont’s Lazy Lady Farm. I was working there at the right time, as a new generation of New England cheesemakers began trying their hand at making European-style cheeses from local milk—cow, sheep, and goat—with results that were often stunning. The farmers-cum-cheesemakers would swing by the shop with a wheel of cheese under their arm, inviting us to taste and offer our feedback.


			Inspired by these exchanges with farmers and my time at Formaggio, my wife and I moved to Providence, Rhode Island, where we opened an award-winning cheese shop, Farmstead. In the ten years that Farmstead’s retail shop and adjacent bistro were open, I stocked the cheese case with as many great local cheeses as I could find, and on the weekends I’d often pay visits to the farmers I’d gotten to know. The dairy barns buzzed with life again, with artisans mastering everything from hard grating cheeses made in the style of Parmigiano-Reggiano to cream-top yogurt, crème fraîche, and cultured butter.


			Dairy products are mainstays in both my professional and personal kitchens, and the recipes here celebrate the versatility of these ingredients, from milk and cream to yogurt and eggs. The chapter includes recipes for both savory and sweet dishes, from lamb meatballs in yogurt sauce to a coffee frappe like the one I used to get at Brigham’s, where a group of us neighborhood kids would gather in grass-stained uniforms after our Little League games. There’s a recipe for a crowd-pleasing roasted wheel of cheese and a collection of recipes for ice creams and toppings, so you can host an old-fashioned ice cream social on a hot summer day.


	

				Cow’s-Milk Ricotta
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			Ricotta is a satisfying cheese to make at home, both because it’s simple and because the homemade version is much better than most store-bought brands. Watching the liquid milk form into curds is a sort of magical process, and the resulting soft cheese has a variety of uses.


			The more often you make ricotta at home, the better you’ll become at it. Much of cheese-making is about “feel,” relying less on written times and prescribed temperatures and more on experience, and if you make ricotta frequently you can tweak the method to suit your desired outcome, noting the difference between freshly drained curds and those that have sat overnight in the refrigerator. | Makes about 2 cups




				2 quarts whole cow’s milk


			1 cup heavy cream


			½ teaspoon kosher salt


			3 tablespoons fresh lemon juice


			Special Equipment: Cheesecloth





			Line a large sieve with a layer of heavy-duty fine-mesh cheesecloth and place it over a large bowl.


			In a large heavy pot, slowly bring the milk, cream, and salt to a rolling boil over moderate heat, stirring occasionally to prevent scorching. Add the lemon juice, then reduce the heat to low and simmer, stirring continuously, until the mixture curdles, about 2 minutes.


			With a slotted spoon, carefully scoop out the curds and transfer to the cheesecloth-lined sieve; discard the whey or save for another use—the protein-rich liquid can be added to homemade stock or a smoothie, or used in place of water or milk in any bread recipe. It’s also an essential ingredient in the Whey-Brined Striped Bass. 


			Let drain for 1 hour. The cheese can be used right away, or transfer it to a bowl, cover, and refrigerate it; it will keep for 2 days, becoming thicker the longer it sits.




				One Cheese, So Many Uses


			Ricotta’s milkiness makes it something of a chameleon ingredient; it has many uses, both sweet and savory. Here are some of my favorite ways to eat it.


			• Scattered on salads or as a base for a creamy salad dressing


			• Folded into whipped cream and eaten with fruit


			• Pressed into a loaf pan, baked until firm, and crumbled over fresh tomatoes


			• Folded into quick breads (use the whey, too!)


			• Spooned over pasta


			• Spread on a burger


			• Smeared on toast with jelly 


			• Added to pancake batter







			Sweet Pea and Ricotta Pancakes
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		After a long New England winter, it’s always a joy to cook the first green things of the season, and when sweet peas start flooding the markets in late spring, I stock up, using them in as many dishes as I can until their fleeting season is over. 


			Ricotta pancakes, in one form or another, have been in my repertoire since I first tried them in Tuscany, and you can vary the recipe depending on the season. In this springtime version, you’ll make a puree of peas that gets folded into a batter that’s enriched with full-fat ricotta. Serve the savory cakes with griddled asparagus, another of the season’s best ingredients. | Makes 30 silver dollar pancakes; serves 6 as a first course or light lunch




				1 cup all-purpose flour, sifted


			1½ teaspoons baking powder


			1½ teaspoons baking soda


			½ teaspoon sugar


			½ teaspoon kosher salt


			1 cup fresh or frozen peas (if frozen, thawed)


			1 cup buttermilk


			⅓ cup whole-milk ricotta, homemade or store-bought


			2 eggs, separated


			1½ tablespoons unsalted butter, melted and cooled, plus more for the griddle


			2 ounces Gruyère, Pecorino Romano, or Parmigiano-Reggiano cheese, finely grated with a Microplane-style grater, plus more for garnish


			1 bunch asparagus, ends trimmed


			Extra-virgin olive oil, for drizzling


			Flaky salt, such as Maldon


			Freshly ground black pepper


			Honey, for drizzling (optional)





			In a medium bowl, whisk together the flour, baking powder, baking soda, sugar, and kosher salt. Set aside.


			If using fresh peas, bring a medium saucepan of salted water to a boil. Add the peas and cook until just tender, 2 to 3 minutes. Drain and rinse with cold water to stop the cooking.


			Combine the peas and buttermilk in a blender or food processor and blend until smooth. Transfer to a large bowl. Add the ricotta, egg yolks, melted butter, and Gruyère and stir to combine. Mix in the dry ingredients until fully incorporated.


			In the bowl of a stand mixer fitted with the whisk attachment, beat the egg whites on high speed until they hold stiff peaks. Very gently fold the egg whites into the batter.


			Preheat the oven to 250°F.


			Heat a large cast-iron skillet over high heat. When the pan is hot, add the asparagus and cook, turning with tongs, until just tender with blackened spots, about 7 minutes. Transfer to a plate and drizzle with olive oil. Season with flaky salt and black pepper and set aside.


			Heat a griddle over medium heat and liberally grease with butter. When the butter stops foaming, spoon silver dollar–size rounds of the batter onto the griddle. Cook until golden brown on the bottom, about 2 minutes, then carefully flip and cook until golden brown on the second side, 2 minutes more. Transfer to the oven to keep warm while you cook the remaining pancakes.


			Make a stack of four or five pancakes on each plate and serve some of the asparagus alongside; garnish the pancakes with Gruyère, drizzle with honey (if using), and serve.




			Minted Pea and Arugula Soup
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		Peas love arugula, and arugula loves peas. The sweetness of the peas is tempered by the peppery, bright flavor of arugula, and the addition of full-fat Greek yogurt gives this vibrant cold green soup a velvety richness.


			I like fresh peas as much as the next guy, but you’ll notice that this recipe calls for frozen peas. Don’t laugh! Ask most professional chefs and they will tell you that you’ll get better (and more brilliantly colored) results for purees and soups using frozen peas instead of fresh. Besides, who wants to shuck and blanch a couple of pounds of peas for a bowl of soup? | Serves 4 to 6 as a first course




				1 bunch arugula (7 ounces)


			1 bunch spinach (5 ounces)


			Leaves from 1 bunch mint


			1 tablespoon extra-virgin olive oil, plus more for drizzling


			½ cup minced yellow onion


			2 garlic cloves, thinly sliced


			1 (16-ounce) bag frozen peas, plus ½ cup blanched fresh peas, for garnish (optional)


			2½ cups whole milk


			2 tablespoons cold unsalted butter


			1 cup full-fat Greek yogurt


			Zest of 1 lemon


			Kosher salt and freshly ground black pepper


			½ cup crème fraîche (optional)


			2 tablespoons heavy cream (optional)


			Chive blossoms, for garnish (optional)





			Bring a large pot of salted water to a boil. Fill a large bowl with ice and water; set it nearby.


			When the water is boiling, add the arugula, spinach, and mint and cook just until wilted, about 30 seconds. Use a spider or slotted spoon to transfer the greens to the ice water bath. Reserve the blanching water. When cool enough to handle, remove the greens from the ice water bath and squeeze to remove the excess water. Transfer to a cutting board and coarsely chop.


			In a large saucepan, heat the olive oil over medium-low heat. Add the onion and garlic. Cook, stirring occasionally, until soft and translucent, about 6 minutes. Add the blanched greens and mint, peas, milk, and butter and bring to a simmer.


			Carefully transfer the soup to a blender and blend until smooth, adding some of the reserved blanching water if the soup looks too thick. Pass through a fine-mesh sieve into a clean bowl and discard the solids. Let cool to room temperature, then transfer to the refrigerator and refrigerate until cold, about 2 hours or overnight.


			When completely cold, stir in the yogurt and lemon zest and season with salt and pepper. Serve the chilled soup right away, preferably in chilled bowls. If desired, whisk together the crème fraîche and cream to combine, then dot some on top of each bowl of soup. Drizzle with olive oil and garnish with blanched fresh peas and chive blossoms, if using.


	

		Evie’s Pub Cheese
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				The South can keep their pimiento cheese: I’ve got my grandmother Evie’s recipe for pub cheese, a concoction that has been part of every family gathering or holiday party for as long as I can remember. The cheese spread is a terrific snack, good for toting along to tailgates or potlucks. Serve the cheese with your favorite cracker; in my family, it’s always Wheat Thins. | Makes 4 cups; serves 8 to 10 as a snack


	

				1½ pounds finely grated Colby cheese


			1 cup mayonnaise, preferably Hellmann’s


			½ cup sour cream


			½ cup cream cheese, at room temperature


			½ small white onion, grated on a box grater


			2 tablespoons finely minced red bell pepper


			2 tablespoons minced cornichon pickles


			2 tablespoons cornichon pickle juice


			1 scallion, finely chopped


			2 teaspoons onion powder


			1½ teaspoons Worcestershire sauce


			1 teaspoon sweet Spanish paprika


			1 teaspoon Dijon mustard


			1 teaspoon ground turmeric


			1 teaspoon celery seed, crushed


			1 garlic clove, minced


			10 dashes of hot sauce


			Kosher salt and freshly ground black pepper


			Crackers, for serving


	


				In a large bowl, combine the Colby cheese, mayonnaise, sour cream, cream cheese, onion, bell pepper, pickles and pickle juice, scallion, onion powder, Worcestershire, paprika, mustard, turmeric, celery seed, garlic, and hot sauce. Fold together with a rubber spatula until well mixed; season to taste with salt, black pepper, and hot sauce.


			Serve the spread at room temperature with crackers alongside. The cheese can be made up to 4 days ahead and refrigerated; bring to room temperature before serving.
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