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this book is dedicated to



my brother, Jake, my first guinea pig, who makes meals great just by being there, and for looking so much like Bruce while he is eating them. Also to our closest friends, our family really, who are always the reason to have a dinner party, the Wigmore-Reynolds, the Van Nices, the Carters, the Turly-Burnses and their extended clan, the Maudes, the Harveys, the Downeys, the McCartney-Willises, the Spielbergs, the Nadal-Saxe-Coburgs, the Conrad-Manions, the Hill-McGraws…


for Apple and Moses, hearts of my artichoke, my raisins d’être















author’s note



I literally could not have written this book without the tireless, artful assistance of Julia Turshen, who stood over my shoulder at the stove and chopping block for the better part of a year, bringing a method to my freestyling madness. She quantified, tested, and retested every recipe, oversaw the production of the photos, helped brainstorm in a crisis, and, above all, was my intellectual and emotional support through the whole process.
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foreword



BY MARIO BATALI
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In all great cultures on Terra Madre, food and family are deeply intertwined with tradition, pleasure, and responsibility. Although it is only in the last couple of decades that Americans have awakened to the complexity and magnificence of our own gastronomic quilt—a pastiche of an infinite variety of cultures and delicious (relatively) young and modern gastronomic traditions—it has not dampened our intense fervor or our appetite for both the food and the history of our own families and heritage, even if cobbled together over a single generation. Although the Paltrows and the Batalis are relatively recent friends—of only twelve years—our approach to our family traditions is similarly sacred, and our intents and appreciations equal in both intensity and pleasure.


My family’s historic events, major celebrations, and even simple holidays have always been punctuated not only by food but by specific dishes. Christmas Eve at Grandma and Grandpa Batali’s house was a series of traditional fish dishes, the same every year. Long before I knew or cared about the sacraments of the Catholic faith, I knew that the odd-smelling baccala and tomato sauce simmering on the back of the stove in Grandma’s kitchen would be served with polenta and that crab would also be a part of our meal. That Grandma served the salad after the main course was always perceived as her forgetfulness, not her strategy and her family tradition from Abruzzo. When she dipped her biscotti into her wine after dinner, we thought she was nuts and laughed with her about the seemingly odd and wacky move.


Traveling with Gwyneth or sharing dinner with her at a restaurant or in our homes, I realized that her family’s gastronomic traditions were as feverishly loved and observed as those in my family. Her passion for the delicious and her delightful and even obsessive curiosity went beyond simply eating good food. She also discovered and savored its historical perspective and relevance. These are two of the reasons we decided to pursue our shared love of Spain in the PBS series Spain… On the Road Again.


To eat with someone who loves food can double the fun. To eat with Gwyneth is even more than that. Let’s put aside the fact that GP can effortlessly down a whole pan of perfect paella in Valencia or eat an entire plate of marinated anchovies in Barcelona. She simply loves not only the “deliciousness” of each bite, but the fact that the ritual of the table is in itself a celebration. And when food, and its preparation, becomes so much more than mere nourishment, when it becomes entertainment and folly and libidinal pleasure all rolled into one thing? At that point every meal, every snack, every shared moment of sustenance can be a celebration. And it should be—not in a super serious way where overthinking can drain the fun from these moments, but in a carefree, sunrise-happy way.


Watching Gwyneth blossom as a mom cook has been fascinating. Her “flexitarianism” has never been an issue in the family, and I do not think that her children think for a moment they are eating a “special” way other than the fact that they know the shared meal itself is a special moment. They certainly do not eat “fast” food or processed evil and will probably enjoy better health in the long run because of that. Either that or become junk food junkies in their rebellious teens as a result!


The fundamental generosity of cooking for others is a very special role for the mom who loves to cook and eat. The concept of nurturing is a learned one, and clearly GP’s whole clan (actually, BOTH her natural family and her Spanish adopted family too!) shared this belief. If this book has been a delicious exercise of introspection and documentation for Gwyneth, then the creation of the website/blog GOOP.com has crystallized her point of view in the public domain. The intersection of the two is what we cooking enthusiasts can harvest as we think about and more importantly… ENJOY!


The most important thing to take from My Father’s Daughter is the true pleasure we can derive from the thinking about, then the making of, and finally the enjoyment of eating good food together with people we care about.


The best way to truly understand this book? Take the Perfect Roasted Chinese Duck recipe (here) and follow the careful instructions to the T. Eat it with some people you love.


LIVE LARGE!















introduction



OKAY, I WROTE A COOKBOOK.


Why? you may ask. In the last ten years or so, cooking has become my main ancillary passion in life. I have always loved food, being around it, preparing it, and of course eating it. This adoration was instilled in me by my incredible father, a supreme gourmand with a deep love for great food and wine.


I always feel closest to my father, who was the love of my life until his death in 2002, when I am in the kitchen. I can still hear him over my shoulder, heckling me, telling me to be careful with my knife, moaning with pleasure over a bite of something in the way only a Jew from Long Island can, his shoulders doing most of the talking. I will never forget how concentrated he looked in the kitchen, it almost looked like a grimace or a frown if you didn’t know him. He practiced incredible care and precision when he was preparing food. It was as if the deliciousness of the food would convey the love he felt in direct proportion.
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He and I were always inseparable. When I was a baby, my mother was essentially the breadwinner in our house while my father was trying to rustle up a career in television. He walked me in his arms all night long as, by all accounts, I never slept. He took me everywhere with him, to each meeting and each diner, always ready to supply me with my fix of Red Cheek apple juice. We went to Jewish delicatessens and to now-extinct drive-ins where I was introduced to the finer points of the egg cream and the ice cream float. Health food was never really on the agenda; it was about fun and deliciousness and togetherness.


When I was a kid in Santa Monica, California, he often took us out to eat in what was then the start of the “California cuisine” era, taking great pride in my brother and me eating what would have been unheard of for him as a kid (oysters, artichokes, blue cheese, anything French). He looked forward to going out for a family meal with the genuine excitement of someone who never grew up eating in restaurants, and somehow that happiness, when we were all getting in the car, never seemed to wear off, no matter how many times we went to Michael’s or 72 Market Street. For years, this excitement for food was limited to dining out—there wasn’t a lot of agonizing over the home menu or tons of shopping and chopping. But that would change. Looking back, I think it all started with the pancakes.
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My father was a master pancake maker. To the point that anyone who ever tried them would vouch that they were the best they had ever had. They still will to this day. They were thin, and light, and had that perfect subtle tang from fresh buttermilk. The pancake making started as a casual weekend breakfast thing and became a ritual. He became obsessed with perfecting them, eventually making the batter the night before as he was convinced it had some discreet effect on the outcome. Not only would we, his children and wife, delight in the taste of those mini stacks with warmed up maple syrup, but our extended family of friends would as well, the size of the group often swelling to twenty or so. I think he started to feel the impact of making people so content and relaxed and sated with those pancakes. He was, after all, the most loving and nurturing of all men.


When I was about eighteen we started cooking together. I’m not sure exactly how it started, what day it was, or how it was catalyzed. I just remember that we were both living back in Santa Monica (I was trying to get work as an actress and was hostessing in a fish restaurant) and we got tired of the giant supply of spaghetti and meatballs my mother had very kindly made and left in the freezer since she was working in New York. We decided to make a meal, and from there we got kind of obsessed. We would watch the cooking channel together as much as we watched NFL football, often with me resting in the crook of his arm. We would call each other with things we had learned, compare tips, recipes, and ideas like making salad dressing by putting all the ingredients into a little glass jar and shaking it up (utterly revolutionary to us at the time) or dicing an onion by cutting it in half vertically, making small slices vertically, then cutting horizontally, essentially eliminating the “chopping.” “What kind of moron am I that I nevah thought of this!” he would say in his heavily accented New York–ese.
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My father’s meals got more layered and more complex in lots of ways, and, in other ways, he stuck to his basic greatest hits. The most striking aspect of his cooking was how much joy he derived from feeding people that he loved. I mean, genuine, bursting happiness. And he instilled in me the idea that a meal made for your family is an expression of love, a source of pleasure—not only in the visceral enjoyment of the food, but also in the magic that is created when you imbue food with energy and nurturing.
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I understood him more fully when I had my own children. Over the years I had learned how to cook through trial and error, through cooking classes, through lessons with chef friends, but it had always been for fun. Now it seemed much more, well, important. Unlike my daddy, who back in the day thought Oreos and a glass of milk were snack worthy, I became a bit obsessed with providing my kids with healthy, unprocessed foods. This was informed by a period of eating a strictly macrobiotic diet, which, ironically enough, I had started when my father was diagnosed with throat cancer in the fall of 1998. I was devastated by his diagnosis and became convinced that he could heal himself with good foods and alternative medicine, even if he was resistant to the (perhaps naive) idea. I armed myself by reading anything available that linked processed foods, pesticides, growth hormones, preservatives, and the like to cancer and other diseases. I enlisted a macrobiotic counselor who had healed herself from cancer by eating a “healing diet” and also even brought on a chef to get us started. I was dealing with a man who upon hearing his cancer diagnosis went out for hot dogs and after an excruciating throat surgery wanted to go straight to Mr. Chow. I think that he equated his beloved morning coffee with two sugars to being “normal” and never embraced the idea of cutting anything out even if it would have made a difference in his health in the long run.
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But all the information that I gathered did make a big personal impact. I learned about how the body can heal itself from almost anything. I learned about the physical and environmental effects of pesticides. I went strictly organic, local, and macro and eliminated dairy, sugar, meat, liquor, gluten, all (I think) in a bid to heal my father by proxy. Of course I couldn’t cure him, but I found that my body felt really good. I loved eating this way and I stuck to it for years, although sometimes, damn, I just wanted a slice of coffee cake or a martini with olives.


When I was pregnant a few years later, I could not eat a bowl of brown rice for love or money. I wanted grilled cheese sandwiches and Baskin-Robbins Jamoca Almond Fudge ice cream, and, well, you can guess what won out. But when my daughter started eating solid food, the pendulum swung and again I focused on organic and whole foods. I did not want her to ingest pesticides, herbicides, growth hormones, antibiotics, or preservatives and I still don’t. In fact, sometimes I wonder if my father would still be alive today if he hadn’t grown up eating so much of that stuff.


Through this process my father and daughter had unwittingly taught me the importance of balance. Could I use some butter and cheese and eggs in my cooking without going down some kind of hippie shame spiral? Yes. Of course I could. I would go back to eating chicken, but only once in a while and it would be free range and organic. I would support my local farmers always, but if I needed some tomatoes in winter to slowly roast for soup, I would go to the supermarket.


This idea of balance became just an easing up on myself, which is something I find challenging to this day. On a broader scale, I try to remember this balance when I think about being a working mother. How do I cook for my family, do the school run, work on my projects, exercise, and not lose out on a great film project? I can’t. And that’s okay. Because my instincts have been shaped by a man who knew that family was everything. And my family will always be where I strive most for success. Making a home, cooking with love, and bringing everyone together are my tangible ways of achieving that kind of success.


My father, even through his deteriorating health in the aftermath of his cancer surgery, when his beloved red wine burned his throat and he struggled to chew and swallow, showed me through his own enjoyment that gathering around a table is the high point of the day. Through shared meals and meaningful togetherness, he made happiness feel achievable. He helped me realize it’s all about the here and now, that happiness happens on a freezing winter night or in the garden when the weather’s warm, often with a good bottle of wine, and always with the people you love. You just need some good ingredients and a few simple recipes, maybe a couple of jokes, or a “topic to dissect” at the table, the way they do at Nora Ephron’s house.


And there it is. It’s what I believe in. In these pages you will find recipes for simple, (mostly) healthy, delicious food. This is the food I cook for my family and friends, over and over again, the food that never fails me. This book is meant to channel the ethos of my father by sharing the greatest gifts that he imparted to me. Invest in what’s real. Clean as you go. Drink while you cook. Make it fun. It doesn’t have to be complicated. It will be what it will be.




why i don’t eat red meat


I was raised a red meat lover; I lived for brisket, ribs, meatballs, and especially Bolognese sauce. When I was twenty-one, a friend gave me a book called Diet for a New America by John Robbins, which exposed the brutal practices of American factory farms. Reading this book gave me a whole new perspective on what I was eating. That, coupled with a lecture I got from Leonardo DiCaprio (when he was nineteen and I was twenty-one) about how such animals are kept and processed, made me lose my desire for factory farm pork and beef right there. I do, however, eat poultry. I always try to buy birds that are from farms where they are raised cage-free and organic. Chickens are victims of some of the worst factory-farming practices, so if it’s not naturally raised, think twice.
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MY CHILDREN’S MOTHER



Including my children in all aspects culinary is very important to me and always has been. When my daughter, Apple, was born in 2004, I always had her strapped to my chest in one of those BabyBjörn things and later on my hip in the kitchen while I stirred and chopped, one handed at that! Soon she was sitting up and I had fantasies of an extra-high high chair on wheels so she could be out of harm’s way but privy to the action as I steamed and pureed her baby food. She was always trying to get a glimpse inside the pot, fascinated by the sounds of simmering and frying, or reaching to hold the big wooden spoon, mystified by its meaning (drumstick? teething device?).
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Children are inherently curious about the process of cooking—it’s mysterious and vaguely threatening, and seemingly for adults only. Fire and knives, no wonder my son is obsessed with it all. He, like my daughter, loves nothing more than helping me cook a meal. The trick is to let them participate as long as they are interested; eventually they wander off and busy themselves with something else, but lately they’ve been staying with it.


I believe it is the fact that I am carefully letting them do things that seem beyond their level that keeps them so interested. Whenever I am holding my son so that he can add salt to a sauce or stir something (with a long handle from a safe distance), I regularly think of some parenting advice my father gave on one occasion. His theory was that children positively respond to being trusted with something that they don’t expect you to trust them with. And when they are trusted and complete something successfully, not only is their self-esteem buoyed but so is the connection between parent and child. Thus is my willingness to allow them to partake in some of the more adult tasks, with very careful supervision.


The three of us regularly engage in cooking together and doing this is one of my all-time favorite activities—all immersed in a project together, having fun, and making dinner! It is a multitasker’s dream, genuine quality time spent while checking something off the list.


It is my belief that children should know about food, should learn how to handle and prepare it. I think of it as a life skill no less important than any other… maybe more so as it will enable them to take control of their health as they get older. They have become well versed in their own likes and they often have opinions about how things are done.






a handful of great tasks for kids




1. Turn the pepper grinder.


2. Add pinches of salt and other spices.


3. Stir batters and doughs in mixing bowls.


4. Spread butter on toast.


5. Grease cake pans.


6. Line muffin tins.


7. Crack eggs.


8. Whisk dressings.


9. Press the start button on appliances (with supervision, of course).


10. Add items to a blender, mixing bowl, etc.


11. Level off flour, sugar, etc.


12. Crush garlic in a press. (Watch their fingers!)








Here are some of the ways that I include them in the process, ways you might be able to incorporate into your routine.




1. Go to the farmers’ market or supermarket together. Give your children their own baskets and ask them to pick out vegetables or grains or fish that look interesting to them, anything that is fresh or dried, not processed. Look up recipes using the ingredients they have selected and have them choose something appealing to them. Easy books that focus on ingredient-driven, simple preparations are great (like River Cafe Cookbook Easy, by Rose Gray and Ruth Rogers, and Alice Waters’s The Art of Simple Food, or look at epicurious.com or other foodie websites). If they are old enough, have them assist in the washing and preparing of the food. My kids beam with pride when they have had an impact on a family meal.


2. Make a kitchen garden. Go to your local nursery for young plants or peruse the Internet for seeds you can order. Kids love the process of watching things grow, especially when the choice of herb or vegetable was their idea. Plant veggies or herbs in a patch if you have a garden or even in pots by a sunny window or on a fire escape. Watering plants and checking their growth with a ruler is always fun. Get little veggie- and herb-picking baskets for them and have them do the cutting and picking themselves. (You will be surprised how well baby scissors work on a bunch of chives.)


3. Talk about the seasonality of the food, why and how things grow in different temperatures. Get a list of what grows when, starting with the season you are currently in. Narrow down the list to three or four of the fruits and vegetables in season and talk about appealing ways to cook them. Go to local farms or join a co-op where you can pick what is growing. Do a bit of history on a food that is not native to your area and ask your kids to think about how it gets to your kitchen from where it has come from.
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4. Make treats from scratch. Kids love carbs carbs carbs and so they should, they are delicious. In my kitchen we love to deep-fry French fries, so I make sure we do it often enough to satisfy cravings, but not every day or even every week. I always use organic vegetable oil and potatoes to try to convince myself that the French fries are healthy. Maybe not, but at least I know where the main ingredients are coming from. I try to alternate less healthy cravings with healthy options as well: baked sweet potato fries still taste great with ketchup and are a much healthier alternative to deep-fried potatoes. Whole wheat pasta and brown rice are easily dressed up with a flavorful sauce. For sweet treats, the homemade version will always trump a store-bought variety, which will always contain preservatives and other unsavory ingredients. And always let the kids lick the bowl in reward for their concentration and hard work!




“I love cooking because your hands get really messy, but then you wash them, and they get really clean.”


—MOSES





5. Expose your kids to the flavors of other countries and cultures. One fun way to do this is to ask your kids about what they think children are eating in a far-off land. Do some research about popular dishes and see what sounds interesting to them. Then make a menu plan and cook a meal with a theme from, for example, Mexico, Japan, or Thailand—the options are endless—and you can try a different country every week. You can even listen to music from the country for extra inspiration.


6. Have your kids measure out ingredients. It’s a great way to hone developing math skills. If something calls for a cup of flour, I often hand my daughter a one-third-cup measuring cup and ask her how many of these she needs to put in the bowl to add up to one cup. You can make this as challenging or simple as suits your family.


















how to use this book
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To help you decide which recipes to make depending on your schedule and who you are cooking for, I’ve added icons to each recipe. Here is the key:
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*a family-sized meal that can be tweaked during preparation/cooking/at the end to specialize for both simpler and more sophisticated palates alike
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There are also notes on some recipes: “Make It Vegan” or “Make It Kid Friendly” that offer you flexibility depending on your and your children’s preferences.




trust yourself I am not a professional cook. I am an amateur and a lover of all things culinary. I learned to cook with trial and mostly error. Over the years I have learned three essential things: control your heat–watch the fire carefully, flavors are usually diminished by things cooking too quickly (though there are exceptions)–trust yourself, and taste as you go. When you approach a meal with fear that it’s going to be terrible, it probably will be. Approach it like it is going to be delicious. And don’t forget the importance of the seasoning–that last pinch of salt or squeeze of lemon–especially when you’re preparing simple, ingredient-driven food–can be the most important step.
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FROM LEFT TO RIGHT: dark agave nectar, light agave nectar, honeycomb, maple syrup, manuka honey, brown rice syrup

















 


 


 




Oddly, some of the most exhilarating creative moments I experience take place when I stand in the kitchen faced with the task of making dinner when I wasn’t expecting to. For the cook who comes home from work and hasn’t had time to go shopping, the importance of the well-stocked pantry is paramount. The pantry for me isn’t just dried and canned goods. I make sure to have fresh things with a good shelf life—garlic, onions, shallots, root vegetables, as well as homemade prepared items I always keep in my fridge—Slow-Roasted Tomatoes (here), Basic Tomato Sauce (here), along with celery, leeks, and carrots, and herbs wrapped in damp towels. With a well-stocked pantry, great meals can be completely spontaneous.





 



ESSENTIAL FOOD ITEMS TO KEEP IN YOUR KITCHEN



Oils


Olive (I especially like extra virgin olive oil from Spain and Italy.)


Canola (good for baking and dressings)


Safflower and peanut (good for frying)


Grapeseed (great for dressings)


Toasted sesame and hot pepper sesame (good for flavoring)


Vinegars


Mostly I use red and white wine vinegar, but a variety, including balsamic, rice wine, sherry, and champagne, is lovely to have on hand.


Condiments and Sauces


Vegenaise (My most often-used and beloved ingredient. It can be found at most grocery stores and all health food stores–unfortunately not yet in London. Regular mayo is fine and works, but Vegenaise is a healthier alternative.)


Dijon mustard


Coarse, seeded mustard


Tomato paste


Cholula hot sauce


Sriracha (commercial or homemade, see here)


Miso (white, barley, and red)


Unsweetened peanut butter


Good jams and preserves (including ginger, raspberry, blueberry, and apricot)


Real Vermont maple syrup


Mirin


Fish sauce


Soy sauce


Bragg Liquid Aminos


Canned Goods


Canned tuna (packed in olive oil)


Anchovies!


Beans (including kidney, black, cannellini, and butter beans)


Canned whole peeled tomatoes with their juice


Rices, Pastas, Legumes


Dried lentils


Pastas (including spaghetti, penne, pappardelle, rigatoni, macaroni, and whole wheat pasta)


Soba noodles


Short-grain brown rice


Bomba rice (for paella)


Go-To Produce


Onions (yellow and red)


Garlic


Fresh ginger


Lemons


Celery


Carrots


Herbs (including basil, parsley, cilantro, and chives)
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In the Fridge



Organic butter


Organic large eggs


Bacon (I use a lot of turkey and duck bacon.)


Cheese (including Parmigiano-Reggiano and other hard cheeses that will last the longest if wrapped properly in an airtight container or plastic wrap, also Gorgonzola, mozzarella–which lasts only for two to three days–and sharp Cheddar)


In the Freezer


Stocks


Vegetable Stock (here)


Fish Stock (here)


Chicken Stock (here)


Ice cream


Frozen vegetables (including peas, corn, and edamame)


For Baking


Arrowroot starch or cornstarch


Baking soda


Baking powder


Light agave nectar


Brown rice syrup


Flours (including white spelt, whole spelt, buckwheat, and unbleached all-purpose)


Sugars (including unrefined dark brown, confectioners’, and granulated cane)


Vanilla beans and/or extract


The Spice Shelf


Maldon salt


Coarse or kosher salt


Garam masala


Celery seeds


Cinnamon (whole and ground)


Cumin (whole and ground)


Chili powder


Red chile flakes


Fennel seeds


Coriander seeds


Nutmeg


Black peppercorns


Pimenton (Spanish smoked paprika)


Dried whole chiles


Saffron


Cloves (whole and ground)


Ground ginger


Wasabi powder


Some Other Ingredients


Bonito flakes, kombu, wakame, and kimchi (found in Asian grocery stores or online–see here)


Salt-packed capers


King Arthur bread flour or 00 flour (both the higher-protein “bread” and “pasta” varieties for pizza and pasta doughs–found in Italian specialty markets or online)


Nuts (including almonds, walnuts, and pecans)


Seeds (including sunflower, pumpkin, and sesame)


Dried fruit (including raisins and cranberries)


 



RECIPES FOR STOCKS, SAUCES & SPECIAL INGREDIENTS





basic tomato sauce




THIS SAUCE IS A SIMPLE, perfect tomato sauce. Slow cooked to bring out the sweetness, it is the perfect base for many things in this book and delicious on its own with some penne or spaghetti. My daughter eats this maybe slightly too often… my son prefers pesto.
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YIELD: 4 cups
ACTIVE PREPARATION TIME: 15 minutes
TOTAL PREPARATION TIME: 1 hour










2 tablespoons extra virgin olive oil


6 cloves garlic, peeled and thinly sliced


4 fresh large basil leaves


2 28-ounce cans whole peeled tomatoes with their juice


Coarse salt


Freshly ground black pepper









Heat the olive oil in a large saucepan over low heat, add the garlic, and cook for 5 minutes. Add 2 of the basil leaves and stir for a minute. Add the tomatoes and their juice and the 2 remaining basil leaves. Turn the heat to high. Bring the sauce to a boil, turn the heat to low, season with salt and pepper, and let it bubble away on low heat for 45 minutes, stirring occasionally and crushing the tomatoes with your wooden spoon. Cool and refrigerate.
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roasted bell peppers





ROASTED RED PEPPERS WERE AMONG the first antipasti my father learned to prepare (and with great pride). In his version, after roasting, sweating, and peeling the peppers, he would marinate them in olive oil and (painfully) thinly sliced garlic overnight. The next day he would bring them back to room temperature, lay some anchovies over the top, and finish with a scattering of coarsely chopped Italian parsley. He would serve them with a massive smile on his face, like he really had gotten this gourmet thing down. They are great to have on hand to serve up à la Bruce, in a roast veggie sandwich or panini, or atop a salad niçoise.
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YIELD: flexible
ACTIVE PREPARATION TIME: ½ hour
TOTAL PREPARATION TIME: 1 hour











Roast whole bell peppers over an open gas flame on high heat, rotating with tongs, until completely blackened all over. Be patient–you want the flesh to soften and the skin to be totally, totally charred; it should take 15 or 20 minutes. After the peppers are cooked, put them in a large metal or glass bowl, cover it with plastic wrap, and let them sit until they’re cool enough to handle (the covered bowl creates steam which makes it super easy to peel the peppers). Incidentally, a plastic bag works too.







When they’re cool, slip off and discard the charred skins, running them under water as needed to remove all the skin. Cut the peppers open and discard the seeds. These keep for 1–2 weeks well rubbed with a little olive oil and stored in an airtight container in the refrigerator.











 




vanilla bean sugar




SWEET RECIPES ALWAYS BENEFIT from using real vanilla beans, their beautiful paste scraped out, adding those delightful black flecks to batter, French toast, anything your heart desires. Instead of throwing the empty pods in the bin or compost, I add them to a jar of organic sugar, which is then infused with the vanilla flavor, nice when baking.








 





slow-roasted tomatoes





A PANTRY ESSENTIAL. THIS METHOD turns even the most flavorless out-of-season winter tomatoes into gorgeous, sweet ones. I always have them in the fridge to brighten up sandwiches, salads, cheese plates, and the like.
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YIELD: flexible
ACTIVE PREPARATION TIME: 5 minutes
TOTAL PREPARATION TIME: 3–5 hours









Vine-ripened tomatoes


Olive oil


Salt









Preheat the oven to 275°F.







Cut the tomatoes in half horizontally, rub with a tiny bit of olive oil and a pinch of salt and bake seed side up in a 275°F oven for 3–5 hours, or until they look nearly sun dried (the edges will be caramelized and the moisture will be almost entirely evaporated). These keep, well refrigerated in an airtight container with a bit of olive oil, for at least a week, so make a whole bunch at once.













“I’m not gluten free but I like gluten-free food.”


—APPLE
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lee’s homemade sriracha





LEE GROSS IS A (MOSTLY) MACROBIOTIC chef I have known and worked with at various times over the past decade. He was the chef who taught me about macrobiotics around the time that my father became ill and I got hell bent on the family eating better. Trained by Michio Kushi at the Kushi Institute in Becket, Massachusetts, and at Johnson & Wales in Rhode Island, Lee beautifully fuses the concepts of healthy and delicious. He has taught me a world of food knowledge that I apply all the time. One day when I was talking about my love for this spicy, smoky condiment, he informed me that it was full of chemicals. Luckily he came up with this version, which is just as delicious and preservative free! Don’t worry—it still keeps for ages in the fridge.







[image: image] 
YIELD: 5 cups
ACTIVE PREPARATION TIME: 30 minutes
TOTAL PREPARATION TIME: 2 hours







1¼ cups peeled cloves garlic


1 pound red jalapeños, stemmed and sliced into thin rings (remove some seeds for a milder sauce)


2¼ cups rice wine vinegar


¼ cup plus 1 tablespoon light agave nectar


2 tablespoons coarse salt


1 tablespoon arrowroot powder


2 tablespoons fish sauce (or you can substitute soy sauce if you are vegetarian)









Put the garlic in a small saucepan and add cold water just to cover. Bring to a boil, immediately drain, cool the garlic under running water, and return it to the saucepan. Cover with cold water and repeat the blanching process. Thinly slice the blanched garlic and combine with the jalapeños and vinegar in a larger pot. Bring to a boil, cook for 3 minutes, and remove from the heat. Add the agave and salt and stir to combine. Let mixture sit undisturbed for 1 hour to steep and cool.







Whiz the mixture in a blender until smooth (it’s okay if all the seeds don’t blend in). Return the pureed sauce to the pot, bring to a boil, lower the heat, and simmer for 10–15 minutes, skimming any foam as necessary, until the sauce is slightly reduced and has some body.







In a small bowl, dissolve the arrowroot with 1 tablespoon of lukewarm water. Whisk into the simmering sauce and cook for 2 minutes more, or until the sauce is nicely thickened (it should be slightly thinner than ketchup). Remove the sauce from the heat, let cool slightly, and stir in the fish sauce.











 





vegetable stock





GOOD STOCK IS ESSENTIAL to have in your freezer. As vegetable stock out of a box can be completely insipid, I started making and freezing this robust stock since it brings vegetarian soups and stuffings up a notch.







[image: image] 
YIELD: 3 quarts
ACTIVE PREPARATION TIME: 10 minutes
TOTAL PREPARATION TIME: 1 hour plus cooling









1 large yellow onion, peeled and roughly chopped


2 large carrots, peeled and roughly chopped


1 stalk celery, roughly chopped


1 large leek, roughly chopped


3 cloves garlic, peeled and whacked with the back of your knife


4 sprigs fresh parsley


4 sprigs fresh thyme


2 sprigs fresh tarragon


1 bay leaf


1 teaspoon coarse salt


1 teaspoon black peppercorns


3 quarts cold water









Combine everything in a pot. Bring to a boil, lower the heat, and simmer for 45 minutes. Let it cool and strain into a clean container.







Keeps 1–2 weeks in the fridge, 6 months in the freezer.
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chicken stock





THIS STRAIGHTFORWARD CHICKEN STOCK is foolproof and makes a great base. Make sure to use organic chicken!







[image: image] 
YIELD: about 10 cups
ACTIVE PREPARATION TIME: 10 minutes
TOTAL PREPARATION TIME: 2 hours plus cooling
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