

[image: image]





Nantucket


Open-House Cookbook


by Sarah Leah Chase


Illustrations by Judith Shahn


Workman Publishing
New York




For K.


Who encouraged me to write before he encouraged me to cook, and who has always provided islands of inspiration in both. Thank you for teaching me that clouds may indeed be embraced...





Acknowledgments


At first glance the name of my food operation—Que Sera Sarah (loosely translated as “whatever will be me”)—announces itself as a highly personal venture. Yet, such could never excel without the behind-the-scenes support of a wonderful range of people who lend a most essential substance to my quirky visions and lifestyle. Que Sera Sarah never could have made the leap from dream to reality if it were not for the generous encouragement and patience of my mother, Dun Gifford, Bill Euler, and Andy Oates, fully complemented by the aesthetic talents and innovations of De and Paul Madden, and Todd Winship. A mere thank you does not begin to express my gratitude. Enter Richard Rainwater, whose insatiable culinary curiosity and enthusiasm exist in a class by itself. He deserves a special award for giving my palate a range that roams from the fajitas of Fort Worth to the foie gras of Manhattan’s Quilted Giraffe.


The confidence to write this cookbook would have stayed in incubative stages far longer if it were not for the opportunities and New York notoriety so warmly extended to me by Sheila Lukins and Julee Rosso of The Silver Palate. I am most appreciative. Both my agent Reid Boates and my editor Suzanne Rafer deserve rounds and rounds of Champagne toasts for guiding my Nantucket naïveté through the perils of publishing. I am also especially indebted to Suzanne for being able to maintain the unique balance between caring friend and respected mentor.


Though our paths scarcely cross, I am grateful to Sonya Pollack for sharing the sanctuary of her home in Dionis with me through the winters of working on this book. The coziness and isolation have given me many blissful hours of writing and recipe testing.


Last, but certainly not least, there is very deep felt acknowledgment for my Nantucket staff and friends—Sterling, Olga, Candace, Elena, Ann, Ellen, John, and Jerry—who keep me laughing even while chopping onions and make me feel loved through even the worst kitchen calamities. A final P.S. goes to Kitdi Dolce and Richard Meech, two who provide me with the magic of spiritual companionship.








Introduction


Que Sera Sarah


We owe much to the fruitful meditation of our sages, but a sane view of life is, after all, elaborated mainly in the kitchen.


—Joseph Conrad


A long time ago, I used to study language philosophy late into the night. I would lie awake pondering whether language determined reality, or reality language. I dreamed of becoming a semiologist, not a chef.


Today, I still possess a restlessness that keeps me awake and curious at odd hours of the night. Now, however, more often than not I am lost in a mouthwatering mound of the latest cooking publications. I worry less about which came first—the chicken or the egg—and more about the best ways to roast a chicken, hard boil an egg, roll a grape leaf, or intensify the flavor of a sorbet. This transformation from the world of ideas to the art of creating gastronomic delights occurred through nothing more extraordinary than falling in love.


But the circumstances were not quite so predictable: an irresistibly arrogant and nimble French chef didn’t whisk me away to a three-star auberge to live plumply ever after; a dark, alluring Italian count didn’t twirl my tender heart helplessly like just so many strands of fettuccine; an elegant sushi roller didn’t set my romantic sensibilities blindly ablaze with a fiery blast of wasabi paste; and a gorgeous, young California Adonis posing as a culinary star didn’t bring about a confusion between passion fruit and true fulfillment. No, I fell irrevocably in love—not with a person or an ideal or even a cuisine, but with of all things, an island—Nantucket Island.


There was absolutely nothing subtle about this seduction, as Nantucket has it all and almost too much: lucent baby blue skies; blustery cumulus days; impenetrable fogs and gentle lavender mists; waters that sparkle, lap, wave, and enchant everywhere in dramatic cliffside seascapes, cozy harbors, sensuously duned beaches, and even secluded inland ponds. There is sun that shines often, hugging people, hydrangeas, and curious old attics alike and rains that intimidate with fervent but cleansing tantrums. Graceful old elms and oaks shade, pine forests remain hidden secrets, and twisted lanes and cobblestoned streets captivate with quaintness. Stately old sea captains’ homes cluster throughout the town as if to lend historical anchor to the island’s etherealness; but, then, they too are imbued with spirituality as legends of household ghosts are common and whisper of long lost others who could never bear to leave Nantucket, either.


In retrospect, I should have grasped that cooking would become my creative and emotional outlet. I was thirteen years old when I first came to Nantucket to summer as a mother’s helper for a favorite aunt and uncle who ran a fascinating antiques business on the island. I was warmly welcomed into their immaculately restored sea captain’s house. My sunny golden bedroom served as a microcosm of Nantucket history as it was filled with island treasures—old lightship baskets, whirligigs, seafaring chests, whaling journals, island-loomed blankets, and just-polished brass candlesticks. I loved to gaze down at the wisteria bordered patio below or dream for long hours in front of the sparkling harbor view. But, my very favorite part of the house was the kitchen—a singular blending of early American antiques, state-of-the-art appliances, and irresistible new aromas. My aunt was (and always will be) a fabulous cook. While every little aspect of Nantucket seemed to strike my fancy with magical power, it was in truth the creations and flavors of my aunt’s kitchen that were to linger the most indelibly.


My favorite chores as a mother’s helper became those of assisting in the family meals and learning hors d’oeuvre assembly for the busy entertaining schedule. As a neophyte, I was initially astounded by the amounts of food my aunt would prepare. My most repeated refrain became, “Auntie Diane, why are you preparing so much food?” It didn’t take long to grasp the answer and it was at this point that I learned several essential lessons that were to have a grand influence on the development of my own approach to cooking. First, I noted that imaginative and skilled cooks attract an entertaining array of charismatic and appreciative friends, well versed in the art of spontaneously “dropping by” and loving to be unexpectedly fed. In short, plentiful food and exciting people go together.


Next, I was quick to glean that if one is to expend the effort and emotion required of the best culinary triumphs, it makes sense to prepare generous quantities to cover the next day’s inevitable cravings. The third and most important insight for me, however, was realizing that there was something in my aunt’s style of cooking that intuitively captured the very essence of Nantucket. Indeed, a meal in my aunt and uncle’s Union Street home—the setting, the conversation, and of course the food—was capable of communicating almost all that needed to be known about the highly specialized art of loving Nantucket. In subtle but unforgettable ways, all the generosity and outrageousness of Nantucket abounded at their dinner table. (Leftovers, if any, never lasted more than 24 hours.)


It took some maturing to sort out the real significance of all my impressions. I continued to summer on Nantucket and to visit whenever possible. In the meantime, I also took the usual collegiate plunge into exploring the philosophical purpose of life. A strange but satisfying balance ensued in spending part of my year searing swordfish steaks and simmering batches of ratatouille and the rest dancing upon Nietzschean tightropes, dipping into existential abysses, and waiting for Godot. An undeniable clue to my future occurred when I realized that my stack of Gourmet magazines had superceded in thickness my senior honors thesis on language. At that point I concluded I might fare better by shedding the encumbering words of my abstract essays and instead confront my love for Nantucket with the seemingly more supple medium of cooking. Bertrand Russell beckoned no longer and instead Brillat-Savarin blazed the path to new ways of communication and fulfillment—“Tell me what you eat, and I will tell you what you are!”


As I was understandably nervous about my leap from scholar to shopkeeper, I decided to name my food business “Que Sera Sarah,” reasoning that if one questionable course of life failed, the name was versatile enough to sustain a few more trial ventures. Perseverance prevailed and eventually gained me an adorable and affordable pink (Heaven!) shuttered shop in a former rooming house in the heart of town.


Once I got the life’s investment of kitchen equipment—which was too wide to pass through the narrow Nantucket doorways—off the street and into the shop, I hired the artist/tenant on the floor above me, to help with the chopping, dicing, and dishing of both salads and people. I also snagged a beautiful wandering student, who read Women in Love during the store’s initial slow moments, to sell the first culinary creations. I had no real scheme in mind except to cook the foods I liked most, which were predominantly cold preparations, utilizing Nantucket’s ocean bounty in combination with inspirations from European travels. I hoped that if I approached this task with enough integrity and passion, other lovers of Nantucket would share in an appetite for my personal culinary whims. The transition to the professional field of cooking was not terribly difficult, as I soon discovered that my Sabatier chopping knives were almost as dangerous as collegiate nihilism, and that the very hands that once beheld being and nothingness so well adjusted amiably to onions and potatoes.


From the beginning, the Que Sera Sarah shop exuded a cross-section of Nantucket’s iconoclastic artistic energy. It was never my policy to hire highly trained professional cooks, as I preferred surrounding myself with an eclectic range of painters, carpenters, writers, designers, philosophers, and entrepreneurs. I found that their interpretation of food as well as their knowledge of passing topics, staved off any forms of culinary drudgery.


For example, Sterling captured on canvas the odd pieces of cake or stray caviar eggs that did not sell and gave the most accurate astrological forecasts daily, predicted according to the ease with which the croissant dough rolled out. Elena would titillate, amuse, and shock with random excerpts from a current writing assignment—about her life with an emotional vampire—while tossing a batch of Kielbasa Vinaigrette. Olga knew every scandalous event that had occurred on the island in the last fifteen years (let alone past fifteen minutes) and possessed a unique talent for making up instant song lyrics. A kitchen favorite began: “I know it’s late, I know you’re weary. Why don’t we bake?” Through all this chatter, Jane could be found quietly kneading peasant bread in a far corner to the rhythmic meter of her next poetry endeavor. And in the midst of these wonderfully inspiring scenes, I would take on the role of kitchen choreographer. I drained Moroccan Carrots, snatched the oatmeal cookies from the oven at the perfect moment, whisked in an egg yolk here and there to bind a mayonnaise back together, and always placed the hearts tenderly on each sausage in brioche. A sane view of life was, after all, elaborated mainly in the kitchen.


The past six years spent cooking have successfully provided the chance to take the beautiful raw ingredients of my beloved island and evoke through taste and personal stylization, many other sensory appeals of my life on Nantucket. I have learned how to cook fish so that it summarizes the sea, to arrange tomatoes in alternating splashes of red and orange in tribute to Madaket sunsets, and to seal memories of September in jars of beach plum jam. The endless hours I devote to the perfection of foods in the Que Sera Sarah shop are seldom questioned because only an environment as generous as that of Nantucket can inspire such devotion and loyalty. The kitchen days that still begin at 6 A.M. and end near midnight bring to mind the saying: “Cooking is like love—it should be entered into with abandon or not at all.” Such a sentiment seems to go hand in hand with the abandon it takes to live, laugh, and thrive on an island thirty miles out to sea.


Sarah Leah Chase


Nantucket Island, May 1987





Appetizers and Favorite Nibbling Foods
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“When shall we live if not now?”


—Seneca




It seems clear to me that those who lead the most enviable lives in a summer retreat are endowed with natural spontaneity and guiltless abandon. When there are warming rays of the sun to absorb, endlessly cresting waves to ride, billowing spinnakers to sail, wild pink roses to inhale, ripening blueberries and raspberries to gather, monumental novels to escape into, cool silver shooting stars to gaze at, and indeed all of summer’s sizzling passion to savor, there is little time left to think of meals in a traditional and boringly balanced fashion. Nonetheless the food consumed should have an intensity equal to the life sustained. Nibbling at whim on selective, seductive, and savory morsels has always seemed to me the perfect way to breeze through summer holidays.


The recipes that make up this versatile collection were born out of enjoying many, many summers of plenty on Nantucket Island. Share them with lots of friends or simply secrete them away for private indulgence when the mood strikes.






Scallop Puffs Que Sera


A very favorite Nantucket hors d’oeuvre among friends and customers. The recipe makes twelve dozen puffs, but they need not be made all at once. The scallop mixture keeps for a week in the refrigerator, so that you can make them as needed for spur-of-the-moment entertaining


3 tablespoons unsalted butter


1 pound bay scallops, quartered


2 teaspoons finely minced lemon zest


3 cloves garlic, minced


3 tablespoons chopped fresh dill


2 cups grated Swiss or Gruyère cheese


2¼ cups Hellmann’s mayonnaise


Freshly ground pepper to taste


12 dozen 1-inch bread rounds cut from good-quality commercial white sandwich bread, lightly toasted


Sweet Hungarian paprika


Lemon slices and dill sprigs for garnish


1. Melt the butter in a medium skillet or sauté pan over medium-high heat. Add the scallops, lemon zest, and garlic. Cook, stirring constantly, until the scallops are just barely cooked through, 2 to 3 minutes. Add the dill and cook 30 seconds longer. Let cool to room temperature.


2. Add the cheese, mayonnaise, and pepper to the scallop mixture and stir to combine well. Refrigerate in a covered bowl until ready to use, but no longer than a week.


3. Preheat the broiler.


4. Place the toast rounds ½ inch apart on baking sheets. Top each toast round with a heaping teaspoon of the scallop mixture and sprinkle lightly with paprika.


5. Broil the puffs 5 inches from the heat until puffed and golden, 2 to 3 minutes. Transfer the puffs to platters and garnish with lemon slices and dill sprigs. Serve hot.


Makes 12 dozen.





Caviar Tartines or the Best Way to Eat Caviar


To begin with, the best way to eat caviar is to eat only the best—Russian Beluga. Next, the pomp and circumstance of elaborate caviar paraphernalia must be removed in favor of somewhat more peasanty infusions—fresh crusty bread and slabs of sweet butter. A 125-gram tin of Beluga is the preferred size, for anything smaller is too dainty. The company should be kept to a minimum, perhaps, to just your favorite person in the entire world. There must definitely be drink; either your most coveted bottle of French Champagne or crystal shooters of iced 100-proof vodka would do. Moonlight and the sound of the surf breaking in the background are lovely too but not entirely necessary.


The scene set, the bread must be sliced—about ½ inch thick—and then spread generously with sweet butter. Sterling silver is always appropriate for this action. Then, literally slather the buttered bread with a fortune of the precious eggs—more than you would ever dare be caught consuming in public. This is your basic caviar tartine—a fabulous balance of extravagance and simple peasantry.


Repeat over and over again breaking only for sighs of ecstasy and sips of Champagne or shots of vodka. For the duration of the caviar supply and the period of ensuing afterglow, you will know what it is like to leave the shadowy world of earthly foods and ascend to the purest level of Platonic inception.






Caviar Ceviche


Serve this loosely interpreted ceviche on dainty glass plates as a sophisticated starter at a formal party. Small flutes of iced vodka would make a perfect accompaniment.


1 pound bay scallops


½ cup fresh lemon juice


3 tablespoons vodka


2 teaspoons very finely grated lemon zest


¾ to 1 cup crème fraîche or sour cream


1 jar (30 grams) Sevruga caviar


Thin lemon slices and fresh parsley or other leafy herb for garnish


1. Toss the scallops, lemon juice, vodka, and lemon zest together in a mixing bowl. Cover and let marinate in the refrigerator for 4 hours.


2. Just before serving, drain the scallops thoroughly and toss with enough crème fraîche to bind. Quickly and gently fold in the caviar, being careful not to break the delicate eggs. Spoon the ceviche on 8 plates and garnish with lemon slices and a sprig or two of parsley.


Makes 8 appetizer servings.



Cornmeal Blinis with Favorite Caviars


These fluffy little golden pancakes make an elegant first course when served on individual plates or quite the decadent nibble when passed hors-d’oeuvre style at parties. I like to top these blinis with three caviars. If you are feeling extravagant, try Beluga, Ossetra, and Sevruga, although a selection of good American caviars such as golden, salmon, and sturgeon will sparkle as well.


1 package (¼ ounce) active dry yeast


½ cup warm water (105° to 115°F)


1 cup light cream


1 cup unbleached all-purpose flour


½ cup yellow cornmeal


3 large eggs, separated


1 teaspoon sugar


½ teaspoon salt


½ cup (1 stick) unsalted butter, melted and cooled


1 cup crème fraîche


3 jars (2 ounces each) of 3 different caviars


1. Sprinkle the yeast over the warm water in a small bowl and let stand for 5 minutes. Pour the yeast mixture into a blender and add the cream, flour, cornmeal, egg yolks, sugar, salt, and melted butter. Blend until smooth. Pour into a large bowl, cover with plastic wrap, and let rise in a warm, draft-free place until doubled in bulk, 1 to 1½ hours.


2. Beat the egg whites in a mixing bowl until soft peaks form. Gently fold the whites into the batter just until incorporated.


3. Heat a griddle over medium-high heat and brush lightly with butter. Drop the batter 2 tablespoons at a time onto the griddle to make little pancakes 1½ inches in diameter. Cook, turning once, until lightly browned on both sides. Transfer the blinis to a baking sheet. Place in a single layer. Repeat with the remaining batter until all are cooked.


4. When you are ready to serve, warm the blinis briefly in a skillet or in a preheated 350°F oven just until warm to the touch. Top each blini with a dollop of crème fraîche and then a small spoonful of one of the caviars. Serve at once.


Makes about 3½ dozen.




Light Cream


If you have any problem finding light cream, half and half can be substituted although the results will be slightly less rich. You can also approximate commercially packaged light cream by blending equal amounts of whole milk and heavy or whipping cream. For example, to make 1 cup light cream, mix together ½ cup milk and ½ cup heavy cream.






Steamed Clams Que Sera


Charting the tides, squinting in search of myopic clam holes, and breaking a fingernail or two while furrowing for bivalves are among the simpler summer pleasures of shore living, but cooking up a great feast of one’s labor makes the day one of the most rewarding of the lazy sunny season.


5 dozen littleneck or steamer clams


⅓ cup olive oil


3 cloves garlic, minced


4 ounces hard Italian sausage, cut into ¼-inch dice


3 ripe medium tomatoes, seeded and cut into ½-inch dice


1 tablespoon dried oregano


1 teaspoon dried red pepper flakes


1 teaspoon fennel seeds


Salt and freshly ground pepper to taste


1½ cups dry white wine


3 tablespoons fresh lemon juice


3 tablespoons chopped fresh basil


1. Scrub and rinse the clams under cold running water to make sure they are free of sand and grit.


2. Heat the oil in a pot large enough for cooking the clams over high heat. Add the garlic, sausage, and tomatoes and cook, stirring constantly, for 5 minutes. Add the oregano, red pepper flakes, fennel seeds, salt, and pepper; cook 1 minute longer.


3. Pour the wine and lemon juice into the pot and then add the clams. Sprinkle the basil over the top and cover the pot tightly. Cook the clams just until they all open.


4. Ladle the clams and cooking liquid into shallow bowls and serve with crusty bread.


Makes 12 to 15 appetizer servings, or 4 to 6 light entrée servings.



Roasted Garlic


This is a perfect example of very simple food that is purely fabulous. While squeezing the garlic out of the roasted husks can be a bit messy, it is part and parcel of the whole sensual enjoyment of this preparation.


8 whole heads fresh garlic


⅓ cup extra-virgin olive oil


1½ teaspoons coarsely ground pepper


1½ teaspoons dried thyme


1 teaspoon salt


1. Preheat the oven to 350°F.


2. Trim the point off each garlic head to expose the tops of the cloves. Place the heads next to each other in a shallow baking dish, such as a 9-inch pie plate. Drizzle the heads with the oil and sprinkle evenly with the pepper, thyme, and salt.


3. Roast the garlic for 30 minutes. Reduce the temperature to 250°F and cook 1 hour longer.


4. Serve the garlic with slices of crusty French bread, butter, and goat cheese if you like. Pop the cloves out of the skins and spread on the bread.


Makes 8 servings.


French Onion Tart


One bite of this delectably rich and savory tart creates instant transport to the sybaritic south of France. It makes a popular party hors d’oeuvre when cut into small squares and garnished with olives and springs of fresh herbs. Cut into large squares, the tart is an indulgent form of luncheon sustenance to fuel a day spent lazing on a sandy beach.


½ recipe Pizza Dough (see recipe)


Anchovy Pesto Spread:


3 cans (2 ounces each) anchovy fillets (about 20)


3 cloves garlic, minced


2 tablespoons balsamic vinegar


½ cup fresh parsley leaves


1 teaspoon dried thyme


2 large egg yolks


1 cup fresh white bread crumbs


¾ cup olive oil


Freshly ground pepper to taste


1 to 2 tablespoons fresh lemon juice


Filling:


¼ cup olive oil


4 very large Spanish onions, cut into thin rings


1 tablespoon sugar


2 cloves garlic, finely minced


Niçoise olives and parsley sprigs for garnish


1. Make the pizza dough up to the point it is ready to roll out.


2. Prepare the anchovy pesto spread: Place the anchovies, garlic, vinegar, parsley, and thyme in a food processor fitted with the steel blade. Process to a smooth paste. Add the egg yolks and bread crumbs and process again until smooth. With the machine running, pour the oil through the feed tube in a thin, steady stream and process until the mixture is thick and creamy. Season to taste with pepper and lemon juice.


3. Prepare the filling: Heat the oil in a 4-quart pot over medium-high heat. Add the onions and cook, stirring frequently, for 10 minutes. Reduce the heat to medium-low and continue to cook, stirring frequently, for another 10 minutes. Stir in the sugar and cook 5 minutes longer. Finally, stir in the garlic and cook another 5 minutes. Remove from the heat.


4. Preheat the oven to 375°F. Brush a 15 x 10-inch baking sheet lightly with olive oil.


5. To assemble the tart, roll out the pizza dough to fit the baking sheet. Place the dough in the pan and crimp the edges decoratively. Using a rubber spatula, spread about 1 cup of the anchovy pesto spread in a thin even layer over the dough. (The remaining spread can be stored in the refrigerator up to 2 weeks and used for another tart or as a sandwich spread or vegetable dip.) Spread the onion filling evenly over the anchovy spread.


6. Bake the tart until the edges are crusty and golden brown, 30 to 40 minutes. Let cool to room temperature. Cut into small or large squares and garnish with Niçoise olives and parsley sprigs.


Makes 15 x 10-inch tart.



Marinated Goat Cheeses


I always have a large platter of these dumplinglike cheeses marinating on one of the store counters. They are so beautiful spattered with brilliant green summer basil and pretty pink peppercorns shimmering under a bath of rich olive oil. The crusty heel of a loaf of French bread and, perhaps, a smear of two of roasted garlic are natural accompaniments.


8 Crottin goat cheeses (2 to 3 ounces each) or other small, round, hard goat cheeses


1½ cups extra-virgin olive oil


4 bay leaves


1 tablespoon mixed white, black, and green peppercorns


1½ tablespoons dried thyme


3 large cloves garlic, cut into slivers


3 tablespoons slivered fresh basil


1 tablespoon dried pink peppercorns


1. Place the goat cheeses on an ovenproof platter or flat dish large enough to hold the cheeses without touching. An earthenware pie plate works well.


2. Heat the oil, bay leaves, mixed peppercorns, and dried thyme in a small saucepan over medium-high heat until you hear the mixture begin to sizzle and pop. Immediately remove from the heat and pour over the cheeses.


3. Scatter the slivered garlic in the marinade and sprinkle with the basil and pink peppercorns. Let marinate in the refrigerator overnight to firm up the cheeses. Bring to room temperature before serving.


Makes 8 appetizer servings or 24 hors d’oeuvre servings.



Sausage in Brioche


Decorative and delicious, sausages in brioche are equally popular for an impulse breakfast, lunch, or snack or, sliced into bite-size rounds, as a cocktail nibble. The plump little dough heart adorning each sausage adds great flair.


Brioche Dough:


1 package (¼ ounce) active dry yeast


1 tablespoon sugar


⅔ cup milk, heated just until warm to the touch (110 to 115° F)


4 large eggs


4 to 4½ cups unbleached all-purpose flour


1 cup (2 sticks) unsalted butter, melted and cooled


2 teaspoons salt


Filling:


8 tablespoons Dijon mustard


16 thin slices Provolone cheese


16 cheddarwurst sausages or other plump smoked sausages 5 to 6 inches long


Egg Wash:


1 large egg


1 tablespoon water


1. The day before you plan to serve the sausages, prepare the brioche dough: Place the yeast and sugar in a mixing bowl and pour in the warm milk. Let stand until puffed and foamy, about 5 minutes. Whisk in 2 of the eggs and about ¾ cup flour to make a mixture of the consistency of pancake batter. Cover the bowl with plastic wrap or a damp towel. Let rise in a warm, draft-free place until tripled or more in size, 1½ hours.


2. Transfer the mixture to a heavy-duty mixer fitted with a dough hook or a large mixing bowl if making the dough by hand. Add the remaining 2 eggs, the butter, and salt and mix until well combined. Gradually work in the remaining flour to make a soft (not stiff) elastic dough.


3. Transfer the dough to a clean large bowl. Cover with plastic wrap or a damp towel and let rise overnight in a cool spot or in the refrigerator.


4. The following day, preheat the oven to 375°F. Line 2 large baking sheets with parchment paper.


5. Roll out half the dough ¼ inch thick on a lightly floured surface. Cut the dough into eight 5-inch squares. Reserve the scraps for making the decorations later.


6. Spread ½ tablespoon Dijon mustard down the center of each square. Top with 1 slice of the Provolone. Place a sausage on the cheese. Roll up the sausage in the dough and seal the seam (not the ends) with your fingertips. Place the rolls seam side down and 2 inches apart on the prepared baking sheet. Repeat with the remaining dough, mustard, cheese, and sausages.


7. Mix the egg and water in a small bowl. Using a pastry brush, brush each roll with the egg wash. Gather all the scraps of dough together and roll out ¼ inch thick. Cut out hearts (or another shape) with a 1- to 1½-inch cookie cutter and place 1 heart on the top of each roll. Brush the rolls again with the egg wash.


8. Bake the rolls until light golden brown all over, 25 to 30 minutes. Serve the sausages hot or at room temperature. They can also be reheated in a 350°F oven for 5 to 7 minutes.


Makes 16 servings.





Brie in Brioche


Brioche dough can also be used to enclose 8 to 10 baby ½-pound wheels or two 1 kilo wheels of Brie. Roll the dough into a circle large enough to completely cover each wheel. Wrap the wheel in dough, trim any excess, and place seam side down on a parchment-lined baking sheet. Brush the top and side of the dough with egg wash and decorate with shapes cut from the scraps of dough. Strips of dough braided or woven into a lattice make pretty designs. Brush the dough again with the egg wash and bake in a preheated 375°F oven until light golden brown about 25 to 30 minutes. Be careful not to overbake; if the Brie melts too much it will ooze out of the dough.


Serve the Brie at room temperature, for if it is hot it will be too runny and messy to eat. The baby wheels make great picnic fare, and the larger wheels always make a dressy and delicious presentation for cocktail parties.






Country Pâté with Beer and Fennel


This recipe has been a longtime favorite. It is a rather coarse-textured pâté packed with strong, distinctive flavors. While delightful served in the traditional manner with a crock of tart cornichons, it is even more irresistible when tucked into a crusty loaf of French bread with lots of mustard. The best part of making this pâté is that a good swig or two of the cooking beer always seems to make the assembly of the recipe seem almost effortless.


5 tablespoons unsalted butter


2 large onions, chopped


5 cloves garlic, minced


1 bunch scallions (white bulbs and green stalks), sliced


1½ cups fresh parsley leaves, minced


½ cup shelled pistachios


2 tablespoons fennel seeds


3 pounds sweet Italian sausage, removed from casings


2 cups beer, preferably imported


1 pound lean ground veal


1 pound sliced bacon


1 package (8 ounces) Pepperidge Farm’s herb-seasoned crumb stuffing


4 or 5 large eggs


Salt and freshly ground pepper to taste


6 whole bay leaves


1. Melt the butter in a large skillet over medium-high heat. Add the onions, garlic, and scallions and cook until soft and translucent, about 7 minutes, stirring occasionally. Transfer the onion mixture to a large mixing bowl. Stir in the parsley, pistachios, and fennel seeds.


2. Sauté the sausage in 2 batches in the same skillet over medium-high heat. Cook each batch for 2 or 3 minutes, crumbling the sausage into smaller pieces with the back of a wooden spoon. Add ½ cup of beer to each batch and cook just until the sausage is no longer pink. Add each batch to the mixing bowl and stir to combine with the onions.


3. Add the ground veal to the same skillet and cook with another ½ cup beer just until the veal is no longer pink. Add to the mixing bowl.


4. Cut 6 slices of bacon into ½-inch dice. Cook in the same skillet until the bacon renders some of its fat; do not let it begin to become crisp. Add the crumb stuffing and the remaining ½ cup beer. Cook, stirring constantly, for 30 seconds and then add to the mixing bowl.


5. Add 4 eggs to the pâté mixture and beat to make a moist, but not wet, meat-loaf–like mixture. Add the last egg if necessary to bind the mixture. Season with salt and freshly ground pepper.


6. Preheat the oven to 350°F.


7. Place 3 bay leaves in a row down the center of each of two 9 x 3-inch loaf pans. Line each pan with the remaining bacon slices by arranging the strips crosswise in the pan to line both the sides and bottom. Let the ends of the slices hang over the edges of the pan.


8. Pack the pâté mixture very tightly into the pans, pressing down firmly with the back of a spoon or your hands. Fold the overhanging bacon over the top of each pâté. Completely wrap each pan tightly with aluminum foil. Place the pans in a larger baking pan and fill the pan with enough hot water to come halfway up the sides of the pâté pans.


9. Bake the pâtés for 1½ hours. Remove the pâtés from the oven and weight for several hours with a heavy object (such as a 5-pound bag of flour or a large can of tomatoes) placed on each pâté. Refrigerate for several hours.


10. To unmold the pâtés, run a knife around the sides of each pan and invert the pâté onto a clean surface.


11. The pâté will keep up to 2 weeks, tightly wrapped in the refrigerator. The pâté can also be frozen, tightly wrapped in plastic wrap and then in aluminum foil, up to 2 months.


Makes two 9 x 3-inch pâtés.



Sicilian Loaf


I used to make this recipe years ago as a hot meat loaf when it was my turn to cook a family meal. Over the years my fanaticism for cold foods has given reincarnation to Sicilian Loaf as one of my shop’s most popular chilled pâtés. When sliced thinly, the roulade effect of the baked prosciutto and provolone makes a very pretty presentation. Leftovers make robust sandwiches layered with strong mustard, lettuce, and sliced garden tomatoes.


1½ pounds ground beef sirloin


1 pound ground veal


1 medium onion, chopped


4 cloves garlic, minced


2 tablespoons dried Italian herb blend


½ cup chopped fresh parsley


2½ cups fresh bread crumbs


2 large eggs


1 cup tomato juice


1 tablespoon salt


2 teaspoons freshly ground pepper


8 ounces thinly sliced ham or prosciutto


12 ounces sliced Provolone cheese


1. Place the sirloin, veal, onion, garlic, Italian herbs, parsley, and bread crumbs in a large mixing bowl and mix it together with your hands. Add the eggs and tomato juice and blend it in with your hands to bind the mixture. Season to taste with salt and freshly ground pepper.


2. Preheat the oven to 350°F.


3. Place a large sheet of parchment or waxed paper on a work surface. Shape the meat mixture into a 15 x 10-inch rectangle on the paper. Arrange the ham in an even layer over the meat mixture. Cover the ham with 8 ounces of the sliced cheese. Starting from one long side of the rectangle, roll up the meat loaf like a jelly roll and pat the ends gently to make a good loaf shape.


4. Pulling on the paper, carefully slide the meat loaf onto a large baking sheet. Bake for 50 minutes. Arrange the remaining cheese over the top of the meat loaf and bake until the cheese is lightly browned and bubbling, about 10 minutes longer.


5. Let the loaf cool to room temperature, then wrap it in aluminum foil and refrigerate for several hours or overnight. Using a serrated knife, slice it into ¼-inch slices.


Makes 8 entrée servings or 20 to 25 hors d’oeuvre servings.



Smoked Bluefish Pâté


A popular and very Nantucket appetizer.


1 pound smoked bluefish, skinned and flaked


12 ounces cream cheese, at room temperature and cut into small chunks


6 tablespoons unsalted butter, at room temperature and cut into bits


1 medium red onion, minced


¼ cup chopped fresh dill


2 tablespoons capers, drained


3 tablespoons fresh lemon juice


2 tablespoons Cognac


Freshly ground pepper to taste


Lemon wedges and capers for garnish


French Toast Rounds (recipe follows)


1. Beat the bluefish, cream cheese, and butter in a mixing bowl with a hand mixer just until combined. Add the onion, dill, capers, lemon juice, and Cognac; beat until blended but do not overbeat so that the pâté will have some texture. Season to taste with pepper.


2. Pack the pâté into small crocks or 1 large one. Cover and refrigerate for a few hours to mellow the flavors. Garnish with lemon wedges and capers and serve at room temperature with toast rounds.


Makes about 3 cups.



French Toast Rounds


While these toasts were invented simply as a way to use up stale bread, they have developed such a devoted following that we now have to bake extra bread just to meet the demand. One customer from Connecticut is so addicted to these that we have named him “Mr. Toast.” The toast rounds do add a nice homemade look when serving cheeses and pâtés, and I must admit these are indeed quite delicious.


2 loaves day-old French bread, cut into ¼-inch thick slices


½ cup olive oil


1½ tablespoons fines herbes or Italian herb blend


1. Preheat the oven to 350°F.


2. Arrange the bread slices in a single layer on baking sheets. Lightly brush 1 side of each slice all over with oil, then sprinkle lightly with the herbs.


3. Bake just until crisp and light golden brown, 12 to 15 minutes. Let cool to room temperature and store in an airtight container.


Makes 4 to 5 dozen.


Pastel Chicken Pâté


This pâté is full of the complex flavors of other pâtés but is lighter in texture and summery in color.


8 whole boneless, skinless chicken breasts, cut into ½-inch chunks


1 cup plus 3 tablespoons snipped fresh chives


5 tablespoons chopped fresh tarragon


1¼ cups diced thinly sliced baked ham


½ cup shelled pistachios


5 tablespoons pink peppercorns


⅔ cup Cognac


2 teaspoons salt, or more to taste


1 teaspoon freshly ground black pepper, plus additional


2 large eggs


2 large egg whites


½ teaspoon grated nutmeg


2½ cups heavy or whipping cream


1. Place one-quarter of the chicken breasts in a large mixing bowl. Add 1 cup chives, 3 tablespoons tarragon, the ham, pistachios, pink peppercorns, ⅓ cup Cognac, 2 teaspoons salt, and 1 teaspoon black pepper; toss together. Let the mixture marinate at room temperature for 30 minutes.


2. Meanwhile, place the remaining chicken breasts in a food processor fitted with the steel blade and process until the meat is ground. Add the eggs and egg whites and process until smooth. Add the remaining ⅓ cup Cognac, 3 tablespoons chives, 2 tablespoons tarragon, and the nutmeg and process until blended. With the machine running, pour the heavy cream through the feed tube and process until thoroughly blended.


3. Preheat the oven to 350°F. Brush a 16 x 5-inch loaf pan with vegetable oil.


4. Add the processed mixture to the marinated mixture in the mixing bowl and stir until well combined. Spoon the pâté mixture into the prepared pan. Cover with aluminum foil. Place the pan in a larger baking pan and fill the larger pan with enough hot water to come halfway up the sides of the pâté pan. Bake until the top of the pâté is just firm to the touch, about 1 hour. Let cool to room temperature. Invert onto a clean surface, wrap in plastic wrap, and refrigerate until ready to serve.


Makes 16 x 5-inch pâté.


June Taylor Chicken Legs


I was at first dismayed when I realized that of all the esoteric fare available at the store these simple chicken drumsticks were one of the most popular items. Then I thought of the little legs in a chorus line, and that infused enough humor into the daily preparation of trays and trays to make it enjoyable.


20 to 24 chicken drumsticks


⅓ cup vegetable oil


½ cup Dijon mustard


⅓ cup dry white wine


Salt and coarsely ground black pepper to taste


1½ cups fresh bread crumbs


1. Preheat the oven to 350°F.


2. Arrange the drumsticks in rows on a large baking sheet. Using a pastry brush, brush each drumstick lightly with oil. Whisk the mustard and wine together in a small bowl and brush this mixture generously over each drumstick. Sprinkle the drumsticks with salt and pepper, then sprinkle the bread crumbs evenly over all the drumsticks.


3. Bake the drumsticks for 50 to 60 minutes. Cover the drumsticks with aluminum foil if they seem to be getting too brown. Serve the drumsticks warm or at room temperature arranged on a large platter in a chorus line.


Makes 10 to 12 hors d’oeuvre servings.


Summer Steak Tartare


This wonderful rendition of classic steak tartare captures the flavors and fragrances of summer and takes a delicious bit of license with the standard presentation.


1½ pounds finely ground very lean beef tenderloin


3 shallots, minced


1 clove garlic, minced


1½ tablespoons capers, drained


½ cup chopped fresh basil


½ cup chopped fresh parsley


10 sun-dried tomatoes, packed in oil, drained and minced


2½ tablespoons Dijon mustard


2 tablespoons Cognac (optional)


2 large egg yolks


Salt and freshly ground pepper to taste


1 bunch arugula


2 ounce wedge Parmesan cheese


2 hard-cooked egg yolks, pressed through fine sieve


1. Using your hands, thoroughly combine the beef, shallots, garlic, capers, basil, parsley, sun-dried tomatoes, mustard, and Cognac in a mixing bowl. Blend in the raw egg yolks and season the mixture with salt and pepper.


2. Line a serving plate with arugula leaves. Mound the steak tartare on the center of the plate. Shave the wedge of Parmesan cheese with a vegetable peeler to make thin shards and scatter them over the steak tartare and arugula leaves. Sprinkle the sieved egg yolks over all to create a fine spattered effect. Serve at once with toast points.


Makes 8 servings.



Orange Rosemary Muffins with Sliced Duck Breast


The pronounced flavors in these savory bite-size sandwich hors d’oeuvres capture the essence of summer lushness.


Orange Rosemary Muffins:


½ cup (1 stick) unsalted butter, at room temperature


1 cup sugar


2 large eggs


2 cups unbleached all-purpose flour


1 teaspoon baking soda


½ teaspoon salt


1 cup sour cream or well-shaken buttermilk


1 cup golden raisins


1 large orange, zest grated, orange juiced


1 tablespoon dried rosemary


Duck Breasts:


3 whole boneless duck breasts


¼ cup fresh orange juice


2 tablespoons orange-flavored liqueur


¼ cup fruity olive oil


Salt and freshly ground pepper to taste


Honey mustard


1. Prepare the muffins: Preheat the oven to 375°F. Lightly grease miniature muffin cups, 1½ inches in diameter.


2. Using an electric mixer, beat the butter and sugar in a mixing bowl until smooth and creamy. Beat in the eggs, one at a time, then continue beating until light and fluffy.


3. Sift the flour, baking soda, and salt together. Add the flour mixture to the butter mixture alternately with the sour cream, blending thoroughly after each addition.


4. Place the raisins, orange zest, and rosemary in a food processor fitted with the steel blade and process until finely minced. Stir the raisin mixture into the batter.


5. Spoon the batter into the muffin cups, filling each cup almost to the top. Bake until light golden brown, 10 to 12 minutes. Remove the muffins from oven and brush the tops lightly with the orange juice. Turn out onto a wire rack and let cool completely. You will have enough batter for about 5 dozen muffins.


6. Prepare the duck breasts: Grill the duck on an outdoor grill, preferably over mesquite or another flavorful wood chip. Grill the breasts, skin side down, until the skin is well browned, 4 to 5 minutes. Turn the duck and grill 2 minutes longer for rare meat. Let the duck cool, then cut diagonally into thin slices.


7. Place the meat in a shallow bowl. Add the orange juice, liqueur, oil, salt, and pepper and toss to combine. Let marinate for at least 1 hour.


8. To serve, split each muffin in half and spread the bottoms with a generous dab of honey mustard. Fold a slice of marinated duck breast in half and place over the mustard. Replace the top on each muffin and when all are assembled, arrange in a flat basket or on a serving platter. These will hold unrefrigerated for to 2 to 3 hours if covered with a lightly dampened cloth.


Makes 5 dozen.


Sweet-Potato and Peanut Chips


A simple and irresistible nosh that finds its inspiration way down in the land of Dixie. When not serving them as a fast-to-disappear party hors d’oeuvre, try them as an accompaniment to barbecued ribs or Southern fried chicken.


¾ cup honey roasted peanuts


2 large sweet potatoes, peeled and sliced ⅛ inch thick


½ cup (1 stick) unsalted butter, melted


Salt to taste


1. Preheat the oven to 475°F. Line 2 large baking sheets with aluminum foil. Lightly butter the foil.


2. Process the peanuts in a food processor fitted with the steel blade until finely chopped but not powdered; transfer to a bowl. Dip the potato slices in the melted butter to coat both sides. Arrange the slices on the prepared pans in rows that are close together but not overlapping. Sprinkle the top of each potato slice generously with peanuts.


3. Bake the chips until the tops are lightly browned and the potatoes are just tender, 15 to 20 minutes. Watch carefully that they do not burn. Transfer the chips to paper towels to drain off any excess butter. Let cool 5 minutes. Taste and sprinkle with additional salt if desired. Arrange the chips on trays and serve.


Makes about 4 dozen.



Baby Chiles Rellenos


Although quite a bit of work to make, the delectable results make it all worthwhile. I love these.


2 cans (4 ounces each) whole green chiles


1 can (8 ounces) whole pimientos


8 ounces Monterey Jack cheese


8 ounces Monterey Jack cheese with jalapeño peppers


Batter:


2 cups unbleached all-purpose flour


1 tablespoon ground cumin


2 teaspoons salt


2 cups beer, preferably imported


Coriander Dipping Sauce:


3 cloves garlic, minced


8 canned whole tomatillos


1 cup fresh coriander leaves


½ cup whole or slivered blanched almonds


⅓ cup fresh lime juice


½ cup olive oil


Salt and freshly ground pepper to taste


Vegetable oil for deep frying


1. Drain the cans of green chiles and pimientos. Cut the chiles and pimientos into ½-inch-wide strips. Cut both cheeses into ½-inch cubes. Wrap the green chile strips around the plain Monterey Jack cheese and the pimiento strips around the jalapeño Jack cheese, securing each with a wooden toothpick. Place them all on a tray and refrigerate for a few hours.


2. Meanwhile, prepare the batter: Stir the flour, cumin, and salt together in a mixing bowl. Add the beer and whisk until smooth. Let stand at room temperature for at least 1 hour.


3. Prepare the dipping sauce: Place the garlic, tomatillos, coriander, and almonds in a food processor fitted with the steel blade; process until smooth. Add the lime juice and olive oil and process until blended. Season with salt and pepper. Transfer to a small bowl.


4. Pour 1 inch vegetable oil into a large skillet and heat to 400°F. Dip the chilled cheese morsels, one at a time, in the beer batter and immediately drop in the hot oil. Do not crowd the pan. Fry, turning once, until light golden brown. Drain on paper towels. Serve immediately with the dipping sauce. (The chiles rellenos can be fried up to 3 hours in advance and reheated in a 375°F hot oven for 5 minutes, just before serving.)


Makes 4 to 4½ dozen.


Stuffed Grape Leaves (Dolmas)


I like my grape leaves cold or at room temperature and therefore prefer a filling without ground meat. These are done in the Persian tradition with the sweet addition of currants, cinnamon, and nutmeg balancing the saltiness of the brine-packed grape leaves in mysterious ways. The only problem with grape leaves is the time-consuming labor of rolling each individual one. During the late summer cocktail party frenzy, I often think I would trade all my food processors, attachments included, for an automatic grape-leaf roller. Short of that, friends’ Greek mothers are always welcomed with open arms in late August.


Filling:


½ cup plus 3 tablespoons olive oil


1 medium onion, minced


1½ cups converted rice


4 cups chicken stock, preferably homemade


½ cup dry white wine


⅔ cup currants


2 tablespoons ground cinnamon


1 teaspoon grated nutmeg


½ cup pine nuts, lightly toasted


1 cup minced fresh parsley


Salt and freshly ground pepper to taste


1 jar (16 ounces) grape leaves packed in brine (preferably from California, for they tend to be better than the imported Greek brands)


½ cup fresh lemon juice


½ cup water


Lemon slices and fresh mint sprigs for garnish


1. Heat 3 tablespoons oil in a large skillet over medium-high heat. Add the onion and cook for 4 minutes. Stir in the rice and cook 2 minutes longer, stirring to coat the rice well with the oil.


2. Reduce the heat to medium and pour in 2 cups of the chicken stock and the wine. Add the currants and simmer uncovered, stirring occasionally, for 10 minutes. Add 1½ cups more chicken stock and simmer 5 minutes longer. Add the remaining ½ cup chicken stock and cook another 5 minutes, watching the rice carefully throughout and stirring occasionally to prevent burning.


3. Reduce the heat to low, stir in the cinnamon and nutmeg, and cook 1 minute. Let cool, stirring occasionally to fluff the rice. Add the pine nuts and parsley and toss to combine. Season to taste with salt and pepper. (Be careful not to salt heavily as the grape leaves are quite salty.)


4. Rinse the grape leaves under cold running water and pat dry. Place 1 leaf, vein side up, on a dry working surface. Place about 1 tablespoon filling at the center stem end of the leaf. Shape the filling into a compact log, about 1 inch long, and roll up the leaf as tightly as possible, folding in the sides as you roll to make a compact bundle. Repeat with the remaining grape leaves and filling.


5. Line the bottom of a 4-quart pot with any torn grape leaves to prevent the stuffed leaves from burning and sticking to the pot. Pack the stuffed leaves in concentric circles in the pot, making as many layers as necessary.


6. Pour the lemon juice, ½ cup olive oil, and the water over the grape leaves. Place a heatproof plate on top of the grape leaves with a heavy can (such as tomatoes) on top. Simmer the grape leaves over medium heat for 40 minutes. Let cool completely with the plate and can still on top.


7. Arrange the grape leaves on a platter and garnish with lemon slices and sprigs of mint. Serve at room temperature or slightly chilled. Store any extra or leftover grape leaves in the refrigerator.


Makes about 60.





Sunny Sauces, Sips, and Skinny Dips
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Those languorous spells of hot, hot, and hazy summer days call for effortless sustenance in a soothing variety of cooling liquid forms. The splendid selection of sauces in this chapter can all be made ahead and either dolloped on an entanglement of pasta or splashed atop sizzling fare from the grill at the last minute. The dips require just a flick or two of the food processor blade or, at most, a rhythmic flexing of the chopping knife. The sips—the most cooling enticement of all—demand only a good supply of ice, a liberal pouring hand, and a few choice libations spiked with a dash or two of island mixing secrets.
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