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An Important Note to Readers


Not everything in Gastro Obscura should be eaten. Some of the foods
in this book are a wonder to learn about, but do harm to partake in.
As for the rest, we encourage you to try them.
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Every morning, dabbawalas throughout Mumbai transport homemade lunches to office workers, using codes on the packages to indicate their destination.



introduction


Eating may be the most immersive, visceral travel experience. It requires an engagement of every sense, from the sound of dishes clattering in an alleyway kitchen, to the smell of garlic hitting hot oil, to the joy of seeing a plate of food before you as you sit, utensil in hand, about to taste. Humans around the world are bound by the necessity and pleasure of eating, and there is no faster way to glimpse the heart of a place than by experiencing its food.


A guiding mantra at Atlas Obscura is that wonder can be found around every corner—not just in uncharted and far-flung locales but down the street, down some stairs, into the Victorian-era public toilet that now houses a London coffee bar. While travel is a beautiful way of seeking wonder, you’ll find within these pages that adventures don’t always require a plane ticket. From the award-winning smokehouse in an Arkansas living room, to the Thai food stalls in a California parking lot, to the Mexican auto body shop that transforms into a taqueria every night—wondrous food is everywhere.


Gastro Obscura is a book that scratches the surface of a mind-bending world of eating. We love tasty food, but we aim to be explorers rather than gourmands. Seekers rather than epicureans. This book is more than a menu of foods worth tasting—it’s a collection of forgotten histories and endangered traditions, obscure experiences, culinary ingenuity, and edible wonders. It’s a noisy, delicious, action-packed feast that spans seven continents, and over 120 countries and, as often as possible, tells you exactly where and how to experience things for yourself.


Most of the entries in this book came from the Atlas Obscura community—over half a million incredible users who share tips with us every day—and our remarkable team of editors who scour the earth to find even more wonders. What you hold in your hands is a massive, collaborative effort made possible by every person who pointed us to a surprising restaurant, a charming fruit, or a Canadian hockey arena above the Arctic Circle that locals have turned into a thriving greenhouse.


We have always believed that wonder can be found wherever you are open to searching for it. Well, here it is, sitting right in front of you, waiting to be eaten. Dig in.


Cecily Wong and Dylan Thuras
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Friday Night Pudding Feast





The Pudding Club at the Three Ways House Hotel ○ england




From the outside, the Three Ways House Hotel is a typical 19th-century British bed-and-breakfast, made out of golden stone and engulfed in ivy. On Friday nights, however, the hotel plays host to the Pudding Club—an institution with a self-proclaimed mission of preserving the “great British pudding.”




Since 1985, dozens of dessert-lovers from around the world have gathered weekly to gorge on a banquet of British puddings, presented with pomp by the hotel’s resident Pudding Master—the mastermind who curates the menu. Traditionally, British pudding is a cake-like dish made with suet, or hardened animal fat, that’s steamed for hours and can be sweet or savory. But the word can also apply to desserts in general, and at the Pudding Club, the Friday feast includes traditional puddings like jam roly-poly, spotted dick, and sticky toffee pudding, as well as non-steamed puddings like rice pudding, sliced-bread-and-fruit summer pudding, apple crumble, passion fruit roulade, and syrup sponge cake.


The seven-course pudding extravaganza is a feat of endurance, and those who make it through the evening are awarded a certificate. According to Pudding Master Lucy Williams, the club is not just about indulgence, but celebrating dishes that have fallen out of modern favor.






	How to try it


	Interested parties must call the hotel and book in advance. After gorging on pudding, you can sleep in one of the hotel’s seven dessert-themed rooms.
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The Three Ways House Hotel was originally a doctor’s house.










Brawny Liquid Beef





Bovril ○ England




In 1870, as Napoleon III led his troops into the Franco-Prussian War, he ordered one million cans of beef to feed his men. The request went to a Scottish butcher living in Canada named John Lawson Johnston, who tweaked a recipe for meat glaze to make “beef fluid,” a thick, glossy paste that tastes exactly as you might guess: very salty and very beefy. The result was Bovril, England’s iconic concentrated beef paste.




Bovril was touted as a constitution-boosting, meaty superfood that could be spread on buttered toast or diluted and drunk as a restorative tea. Marketing claims (some endorsed by real scientists) declared the paste could make the infirm well, the elderly strong, and the young healthy. One advertisement even claimed that “Bovril fortifies the system against influenza.”


Victorians loved the beef-in-a-jar. From breakfast tables to hospitals to football stadiums, a hot thermos of Bovril tea became the preferred way to warm up and gain strength. The foodstuff was considered patriotic—it fed British soldiers during the Boer War—and it was celebrity approved.


Ernest Shackleton ate Bovril during his 1902 Antarctic expedition. Famous Victorian strongman Eugen Sandow claimed Bovril gave him strength. Even Pope Leo XIII was depicted in a Bovril ad (albeit without his permission) drinking a mug of beef broth above the slogan: “Two Infallible Powers: The Pope and Bovril.”


Fluid beef made Johnston a very wealthy man. In 1896, he sold Bovril for £2 million and died four years later, in Cannes, on a yacht.






	How to try it


	Beloved Bovril is widely available in British supermarkets. If you’re interested in how the beef extract has been marketed over the decades, visit the Museum of Brands in Notting Hill, London. It has a bunch of old Bovril posters and vintage-style merchandise.
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Early 20th-century ads for England’s favorite liquid-beef-in-a-can.








A Kingly Liquor to Drink While Driving





The King’s Ginger ○ england




King Edward VII was 62 when he took the throne from his mother, Queen Victoria, in 1901. Elderly and overweight, he still partied hard. His joyrides around the English countryside in his topless Daimler exposed him to the very British elements (chilly and damp) and concerned the royal physician.




In 1903, the doctor commissioned an established London merchant, Berry Bros., to formulate a warming, fortifying beverage to put in the aging monarch’s driving flask. The result was The King’s Ginger, a brandy-based elixir with ginger, honey, and lemon, designed specifically “to stimulate and revivify His Majesty during morning rides.”


The king loved his new zesty liqueur. Not only did he drink it in his “horseless carriage,” he brought it along while hunting and generously passed around the bottle. By the time Edward died in 1910, the royal family was hooked. Berry Bros. continued to make and sell The King’s Ginger exclusively to nobility, who purchased hundreds of cases of it every year in unlabeled bottles.


In recent years, a bartender asked the maker, now Berry Bros. & Rudd, for a standardized version of the elusive drink, and the company enlisted a Dutch distiller to make the beverage for the masses. A modern version debuted in 2011, using a base of neutral grain spirits instead of brandy, along with ginger, lemon oil, Glenrothes single malt scotch, and sugar. At 82 proof, it takes just a few sips to get your engine revving.






	How to try it


	Find The King’s Ginger (for the masses) online and at retailers across the UK, USA, Australia, and New Zealand.
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NOTTINGHAM’S SUBTERRANEAN DRINKING DEN





The Lost Caves ○ england




Damp, dimly lit, and decorated with skulls, chandeliers, and stuffed animals, this secret drinking establishment is part of the extensive cave system that’s cut into the soft sandstone below the city of Nottingham.




Accessed via a dark and uninviting alley, through a heavily disguised door with a brass skull handle, you’ll find a staircase to the basement beneath a 200-year-old building. In this basement, a further series of rock-cut steps leads into the cavernous void beneath the city. The final descent into the Lost Caves is by escort, as there is a strict maximum occupancy. Inside, 26 feet (8 m) below the venerable George Hotel (now the Mecure), which has accommodated guests as diverse as Charles Dickens and Elizabeth Taylor, is a most unlikely cocktail palace.


When, why, and by whom these deep grottoes were excavated is unknown; however, they appear to have been adapted for the purpose of storing and brewing ale on rock-cut ledges. Today, instead of barrels of beer, the cushion-padded rock ledges are used as seating for the bar’s subterranean drinkers.






	How to try it


	The access to the Lost Caves is somewhere in the vicinity of the Mecure Hotel and the Lost Property Bar. Dress warmly. Any more information would spoil the fun.
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Beneath the streets of Hockley is one of Nottingham’s best-kept secrets.








Outlawed ice-Cream ware





Penny Lick ○ england




Penny licks were England’s most nefarious ice-cream paraphernalia. As the name suggests, a few licks of ice cream cost just a penny. Included in that price was the sizable risk of contracting tuberculosis.




In the mid-1800s, ice cream had become a beloved and affordable treat, sold all over the streets of England. Ice-cream vendors called Jacks served tiny scoops in glass cups called penny licks, which came in three sizes: the standard and most popular penny lick, the wee ha’penny (halfpenny) lick, and the larger tu’penny (two penny) lick.


These small glasses were designed especially for ice cream—or more specifically, for an ice-cream optical illusion. As Jacks paddled the dessert into the cup, the conical shape and thick glass magnified its contents so that even the tiniest serving appeared bountiful.


After finishing their ice cream, customers licked their glasses clean and handed them back to the Jack, who would serve the next customers from the unwashed cups.




When tuberculosis swept the nation, the medical establishment pointed to the penny licks. An 1879 English medical report blamed a cholera outbreak on the reuse of glassware, and fear of tuberculosis led the city of London to ban penny licks in 1899. Some vendors continued to use the illicit ice-cream cups through the 1920s and 1930s, until a breakthrough in ice-cream technology eradicated the need for their glassware for good. The mighty waffle cone emerged as the new single-use vessel of choice, knocking out the penny lick with its portability, edibility, and complete absence of infectious disease.






	How to try it


	Penny licks are a rare collectible these days. Wash well before using.
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“The Noted Eel-and-Pie Houses”





M. Manze ○ england




The M. Manze Eel and Pie House at 87 Tower Bridge Road is the oldest eel-and-pie shop still standing in London. Open three or four hours a day, Manze’s serves only lunch, and their lunch menu consists of just two things: eels and pies.


Throughout the 1700s, eels were so plentiful in the River Thames that a net cast at any spot would pull up a hearty catch of cheap protein. Working-class East Londoners, or Cockneys, grew to love them, and eels became the go-to meal for the city’s workhands. Capitalizing on the eel craze, pie shops (which generally trafficked in mutton and potatoes) started serving them up how their clients liked them: naturally jellied.




Thanks to a huge amount of collagen, eels are gelatinous by nature. With skin and bones intact, round chunks of eel are boiled in water flavored with vinegar, bay leaves, peppercorns, and onion, then left to cool in the liquid, which gently congeals into a translucent jelly. These quivering hunks of cold, tender meat are considered Britain’s first fast-food takeaway, commonly scooped into cups, doused with hot chili vinegar, and eaten on the go.


By the end of World War II, London boasted more than 100 eel-and-pie shops—but as the Thames grew polluted, supply decreased and the city’s interest in eel eating waned.


At Manze’s, eels are still king. They can be ordered cold and jellied or hot and stewed, or served with mash and slathered in “liquor”—an alcohol-free parsley sauce that also goes on pies. The small, no-frills shop is operated by the grandson of the original owner, Michele Manze, who came to London in 1878 from the Italian village of Ravello. The decor, with its green-and-white tiles and long communal tables, hearkens back to Victorian days, when eels reigned supreme.






	How to try it


	M. Manze has three locations in London—the Tower Bridge location is the oldest. The second oldest, on Peckman High Street, was built in 1927.
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A server at Manze’s adds parsley sauce to a plate of mash and pie.













Table Etiquette in the Victorian Age


Nineteenth-century England was rife with highly specialized eating utensils, serving devices, and table decor—especially extravagant in well-to-do homes. Designed in the spirit of gentility over essential function, Victorian kitchen gadgetry served a higher purpose, which was impressing dinner guests, brandishing status, and proving just how fabulous a fussy table could be.


Ice-Cream Forks


The first recorded owner of a table fork was an 11th-century Byzantine princess who died of plague. Some said this was an apt punishment for using a fork, which looked suspiciously like the devil’s pitchfork. The Victorians had no such concerns, and forks were used with abandon. A spoon could be used when eating a bowl of ice cream but the ice-cream fork—a shallow, three-tined protospork—was used exclusively for eating ice cream served on a plate.
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Mustache Cups


Impressively shaped mustaches of the era looked stately and dignified until confronted with a hot cup of tea. The heat melted the mustache wax, causing the corners to droop.


In the 1870s, British potter Harvey Adams invented the mustache cup, featuring a patented, wing-shaped ledge that created a handy barrier between facial hair and tea.


The cups came in many shapes and sizes, from the large pint-size “farmers’ cups” to small porcelain pieces sculpted like conch shells or embossed with the name of the owner.
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Celery Vases


Wild celery, native to the Mediterranean, wasn’t cultivated in England until the early 1800s, and it didn’t grow easily. Those who succeeded in obtaining some celery needed a way to flaunt it. Glass-blown celery vases—featuring embellishments like fluted edges and the owners’ name engraved on the bottom—were used as centerpieces on fashionable tables.
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Pickle Castors


These jewel-toned, pressed-glass jars were a mainstay on posh Victorian tables. The castors were fitted in a silver holder, accompanied by small silver tongs, and were embellished with anything from personal messages to gargoyles.


Beyond their role as ritzy table decor, pickle castors signaled that a home employed enough servants to prepare pickles, and display the produce.


Pie Birds


Placed in the middle of a pie, the small, hollow ceramic birds released steam from the hot filling, while appearing to blow huge gusts of air through their upturned mouths.


The idea was that this bird chimney would vent the pie and keep any juices from bubbling over, but as any baker knows, a few cuts with a knife would perform the same trick, albeit without the avian whimsy.
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Mead-Making Paradise





The Holy Island of Lindisfarne




In the 7th century, at the request of King Oswald of Northumbria, Irish monk Saint Aidan established a monastery on the isolated tidal island of Lindisfarne. The monastery, which survives in ruins, would become the base for spreading Christianity throughout Anglo-Saxon England. Many also believe that the Lindisfarne monks were excellent mead-makers, who crafted the golden liquid in the name of spirituality. Mead is one of the oldest tipples in the world, appearing in ancient Greek texts, Hindu scriptures, and Norse mythology, in which drinking certain meads was a pathway to scholarly intelligence.


Often called the elixir of the gods, it’s fitting that some of the finest mead is produced on “Holy Island.” While monks no longer helm the operation, mead-maker J. Michael Hackett was drawn to the history of Lindisfarne. In the early 1960s, he opened St. Aidan’s Winery on the island and set about making a modern version of the ancient brew, which he called Lindisfarne Mead. Drawing cues from the ancient Romans, who included grape juice in their meads, the team at St. Aidan’s starts with a base of fermented honey, adding aromatic herbs, fermented wine grapes, and water drawn from a local well. A neutral spirit fortifies the holy mixture, which tasters describe as light, silky, and dry. The medieval mead from the tiny island (population 180) is now distributed internationally.




	How to try it


	St. Aidan’s Winery is open to the public during Lindisfarne Island’s “open tide” times, when the island is safely reachable by causeway. About twice a day, during high tide, the island becomes inaccessible.
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Indian Curry IN BRITAIN


During their 200-year occupation of India, the British developed a fondness for the country’s complex, pungently spiced cuisine. Curry, especially, made a big splash in the 19th-century English diet: Housewives worked hard to re-create Indian flavors with domestic ingredients while Queen Victoria, credited with making curry fashionable in England, employed an Indian staff who prepared food for the royal family.


To make the dish more accessible, Brits invented curry powder in the 18th century. The spice blend, with its base of turmeric, garlic, cumin, and fenugreek, was a far cry from Indian cooking, where different dishes were spiced uniquely and the catch-all word curry did not exist. (The word curry is likely a bastardization of the Tamil word kari, which, depending on how it’s pronounced, can mean “to blacken” or “to bite.” Fifteenth-century Portuguese colonists took it as an all-purpose word for Indian food: curry.) As British influence spread around the globe, so did curry powder, which was introduced as a British food to countless cuisines in places like Japan, Thailand, and the Caribbean. Even Indians, working abroad as indentured laborers, were given rations of curry powder with their pay.


In the mid-20th century, Bangladeshi immigrants arrived in London, mostly jumping ship at the port after toiling in the engine room on long steamship voyages from India. The new arrivals bought up small cafés and “chippies” (fish and chips shops) that had been damaged by the bombings in World War II and could be had for a bargain. Alongside the English standards, these new shops sold curry and rice for the growing South Asian community. They also stayed open late—a strategic move to attract the English drinking crowd, who began to order curry as their post-pub meal, sometimes with rice, sometimes with chips.
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A chef tends to trays of yellow curry in a stall at the Southbank Centre food market in London.





The influx of Indian immigrants throughout the 20th century kept curry pumping through the country. Chicken tikka masala, the creamy tomato curry found on every Indian restaurant menu, is perhaps the dish that best represents the British Indian palate. Most food historians believe the dish was created in the UK by an accommodating Indian chef. When his Indian chicken preparation was too dry for gravy-loving English tastes, the chef drowned the tandoori meat in sauce, creating a curry that sells tens of millions of servings every year. As of 2015, one of every five restaurants in the UK serves curry, and the most popular among them is chicken tikka masala.


What was once a cheap option for takeout has become a point of pride for Britain. Michelin stars and international honors now decorate the walls of many Indian restaurants in the UK. The British Curry Awards, modeled after the American Academy Awards, is a televised black-tie affair that holds a distinguished place on the British social calendar (former prime minister David Cameron called them the “Curry Oscars”). Culinary luminaries, along with celebrities, come together to honor the best Indian restaurants in the UK. The neon-lit venue holds 2,000 esteemed guests, and the ceremony is syndicated around the world, from Europe to Australia, the Middle East to South Africa, where it’s enjoyed by millions of curry fans.









A Fabled Fish Head Pie





Stargazy Pie




Tom Bawcock’s Eve, a Christmastime festival held in the Cornish seaside village of Mousehole, celebrates the night that Tom Bawcock, a 16th-century Mousehole folk hero, sailed out to fish despite dangerous storms. As the story goes, he returned with enough catch to end a local famine. In some versions of the tale, Bawcock brought along his cat, who helped calm the storm.


To honor the brave fisherman, revelers tuck into stargazy pie, a classic savory fish pie of potatoes, eggs, and white sauce, with the added flourish of intact fish heads (and sometimes tails) craning their necks through the crust, as though looking up at the stars. An anchovy-like fish called a pilchard is typically used, but really any small fish will do—so long as it has a head.






	How to try it


	Tom Bawcock’s Eve is held annually on December 23. The Ship Inn, a historic pub perched on the edge of the harbor’s wall, gives out free stargazy pie to celebrate the holiday, often doled out by a local fisherman dressed as Tom Bawcock.
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A Coffee Bar in a Victorian-Era Urinal





The Attendant, Fitzrovia ○ England




These ornate, underground urinals once served the Victorian gentlemen of London. Now they serve diners espresso, flat whites, and avocado toast. Walk down the stairs to take your seat at one of the full-size, porcelain urinals and sip your coffee among the most elite, historical toilets in Fitzrovia.




Originally built in the 1890s, these public toilets were closed in the 1960s. They sat boarded up for more than 50 years before being reimagined as an upscale coffee bar.






	How to try it


	The Attendant has other shops in London, but only the Fitzrovia location (27A Foley Street, London) has the urinals.
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Health Milk on a Budget





Artificial Asses’ Milk ○ england


Since antiquity, donkey milk has been used as a cure-all and cosmetic—by those who could afford it. Cleopatra was said to bathe in tubs full of asses’ milk to preserve her skin. Hippocrates recommended donkey milk for a range of conditions, including liver problems and fever, and from the 1700s to the early 1900s, Europeans considered donkey milk a superfood that cured lung problems, blood problems, and even hysteria. Poet Alexander Pope drank donkey milk for his many health issues, writing in a 1717 letter, “I also drink asses’ milk, upon which I will make no jokes tho’ it be a fertile subject.” The composition of asses’ milk closely resembles human breast milk, and so orphanages and new parents found it a helpful supplement.




But asses’ milk was not cheap, and those looking for an affordable alternative attempted to replicate the natural product. An 18th-century recipe for “Mock Asses Milk” begins with boiling barley in water, adding hartshorn (ground-up deer antlers), enrigo root (a thistle-like plant believed to soothe coughs), and a handful of snail shells, and then diluting the brew with cow’s milk.


Snails show up in almost all the renditions of ersatz donkey milk—often tossed in whole. The “Mock Asses Milk” author included a finger-wagging note at the end of his recipe, saying, “You may leave out the snails if you don’t like them, but it is best to use them.”






	How to try it


	Making artificial asses’ milk has fallen out of fashion, but if you must, snail season starts in the summer.
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The Knights Templar Longevity Diet


Graybeards were a rare sight in the 13th century. Male life expectancy—even for the wealthy—was just 31 years. For those who made it to their twenties, that number jumped to 48 years. The Knights Templar, then, were an extraordinary exception: Many members of the Catholic military order lived long past 60, and even then, they usually died at the hands of their enemies rather than from illness. While many believed the knights’ longevity was bestowed upon them from above, modern research suggests the order’s strict dietary rules could have been the vital force behind their health.


The knights, an order of renowned fighters, warriors, and jousters, are believed to have lived genuinely humble lives. Early in the 12th century, a long and complex rulebook called the Primitive Rule of the Templars established the knights’ vows of poverty, chastity, and obedience. Knights were ordered to eat together silently, and table items were to be passed “quietly and privately … with all humility and submission.” The men also ate in a kind of buddy system. Due to an alleged “shortage of bowls,” two knights shared one eating vessel, and each man was ordered to monitor his eating partner, making sure he wasn’t taking more than his share or eating too little. (As the order was notoriously rich, this bowl sharing was likely a demonstration of abstinence.)


Balancing the fasting demands of the devout and the nutritional requirements of active, military lives, the knights alternated days of meat eating and vegetarianism. Three days a week, the knights ate meat—usually beef, ham, or bacon—which was especially abundant on Sundays. Meatless days brought bread, milk, eggs, cheese, grains, and vegetable stews to the table. On Fridays the knights fasted, which meant land animals were replaced by fish. Their varied diet was supplemented with wine, served in moderate and diluted rations. By medieval standards, these practices put the knights at the apex of clean and sensible living, which extended their lifetimes well beyond what was considered, at the time, possible without divine intervention.
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Jacques de Molay (ca. 1243–1314), last Grand Master of the Knights Templar.












Dormant Underground Dairy





Bog Butter ○ ireland




When digging up peat in rural Ireland, it’s not uncommon to bump into a huge block of butter. Wrapped in animal skins or packed into a wooden or earthenware container, chances are the butter has been buried for hundreds of years, and while it might be too funky to actually be tasty, it’s likely still safe to eat.




Bog butter is exactly what it sounds like: cow’s milk butter buried in peat bogs. (It can also refer to underground beef tallow, but that’s less common.) Bog butters are typically several hundred years old, but some have been around for multiple millennia: A 3,000-year-old bog butter was recently taste-tested and described as having an extremely moldy aftertaste.


The butter, of course, was not intended to be eaten centuries later. Bogs are cool, low in oxygen, and high in acidity, and therefore excellent places for preserving perishable items (also evidenced by the remarkably well-preserved human remains extracted from bogs). The bog was likely used as a refrigerator, and the owners of the butter never came to get it—or simply forgot where they left it. Other theories suggest that the butter was an offering to the gods or was being hidden from thieves and invaders. Whatever the reason, a lot of butter was abandoned in the bogs around Ireland and the UK and is still being found today. The older the butter, the funkier the flavor. Recently, there have been experiments that intentionally age butter in bogs. They found that if you let the butter bog age for just a few months, the taste can be pleasantly earthy, like good Parmesan cheese.




	How to try it


	If you have a bog nearby, wrap some butter in a cheesecloth and towel, bury it, and leave it there for at least a few months. Remember to make a note of your burial site.
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honeycomb Toffee and Purple Seaweed





Dulse and Yellowman ○ northern ireland




Before there was salted caramel popcorn or chocolate-covered pretzels, there was dulse and yellowman, an old-school sweet-and-salty treat sold at the Ould Lammas Fair in Ballycastle, the oldest fair in Northern Ireland, with roots in the 17th century.


Yellowman, the sweet half, is a golden, toffee-like honeycomb made from brown sugar, golden syrup, butter, vinegar, and baking soda. The last two ingredients create a carbon dioxide reaction, which gives the candy a unique crunchy and bubbly consistency. Smashed with a hammer, yellowman is usually sold in uneven shards.


Dulse, the salty counterpart, is a type of seaweed harvested at low tide along the coasts of Northern Ireland. Irish monks began harvesting this seaweed (an activity known as “dulsing”) some 1,400 years ago. It can be eaten raw or tossed into soups, but most often dulse is dried in the sun and turned into chewy, reddish-purple seaweed chips.


Why these two became a classic combination is open to debate, but dulse and yellowman have been sold alongside each other for hundreds of years. A local shopkeeper and bog-oak carver named John Henry MacAuley memorialized their partnership in a ballad about the fair, which included the lines, “Did you treat your Mary Ann to some dulse and yellowman / At the Ould Lammas Fair in Ballycastle-O?”




	How to try it


	The Ould Lammas Fair typically occurs on the last Monday and Tuesday of August. The dulse and yellowman are sold separately and can be combined.
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A vendor sells yellowman at Lammas Fair.








An Edifice to an Elite Fruit





Dunmore Pineapple House ○ scotland




On Christopher Columbus’s second voyage to the Caribbean, in 1493, he and his men stumbled upon a deserted village on the island now known as Guadaloupe. They found a pile of fresh produce, among them the strange, impossibly sweet fruit that Columbus described as resembling a pinecone, with the sweet interior of an apple. Smitten, he brought the pineapple back to Spain, where Europeans quickly developed a passion for the tropical fruit.




Sugary foods and fresh fruits were a rarity in 16th-century England, and the pineapple became a highly sought-after item, not just for eating but for showing off. Only the richest and best connected had access to the exotic fruit, which had to be transported on long, blistering journeys across the ocean, and often spoiled before reaching port. By the 17th century, pineapples were in such demand that a thriving rental market emerged: A pineapple could be hired for a party, used as a centerpiece, then returned so it could be bought and eaten by someone wealthier. (An 18th-century pineapple cost about $8,000 in today’s currency.) Ship captains also used the fruit as status symbols, displaying them outside their homes as a way to announce their return from exotic travels abroad.


The Pineapple House in Airth, Scotland, is perhaps the world’s most extravagant proclamation of wealth and homecoming. John Murray, the fourth Earl of Dunmore, left his ancestral home in Scotland for the wilds of the colony of Virginia, where he became the last English governor of the region. When he returned to Scotland in 1776 (with a reputation for terrible diplomacy), he constructed a behemoth 45-foot (13.7 m) pineapple atop his mansion, announcing to his neighbors that he was home, and he was wealthy. The house may be a symbol of colonial excess but the masonry work is exceptional, full of artistic detail and technical merits, and in 1973 the house was restored by the National Trust for Scotland.




	How to try it


	The Dunmore Pineapple House is open to the public and available to rent for holidays. It sleeps four.
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The Leading Iron Soft Drink





Irn-Bru ○ scotland




Originally called Iron Brew, the bright orange soda of Scotland was forced to change its name after World War II, when British legislation cracked down on food labeling. Suddenly, the words on packaging had to reflect what was actually inside, and the problem wasn’t iron: The soda, which has a light but discernible taste of rust, contains .002% ammonium ferric citrate. The issue was that Iron Brew wasn’t actually brewed, and so it became Irn-Bru. The sweet, creamy soda remains the most popular soft drink in Scotland, outselling even Coca-Cola.




That Irn-Bru contains iron is a point of pride for the drink. Advertisements, which have attracted controversy over the years, feature drinkers gaining muscleman strength and women shaving their newly grown beards. The blatantly false phrase “Made in Scotland from Girders” was used for years (the iron in Irn-Bru is a food additive). The drink has been compared to liquid bubble gum with a spicy aftertaste similar to ginger, although many devotees contend the flavor is impossible to describe faithfully. It’s often called Scotland’s other national drink because the beloved soda falls second only to whisky.




	How to try it


	Irn-Bru is available everywhere in Scotland. For a very Scottish cocktail, order the Irn-Bru Spritz at Bertie’s fish-’n’-chip restaurant in Edinburgh. It combines Irn-Bru with Prosecco and Angostura bitters.
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The equivalent of 20 cans of Irn-Bru is sold every second.










Haggis Hurling





The World Haggis Hurling Championship ○ scotland




A stuffed sheep’s stomach soars through the air, spinning rapidly before thudding to the ground. The boiled exterior, free from any tears, still holds the contents crammed inside. It is a well-thrown haggis.




Haggis hurling is one of Scotland’s stranger sports. Contestants climb atop a platform, usually an overturned whisky barrel, and lob a boiled sheep’s stomach stuffed with sheep pluck (a sheep’s heart, liver, and lungs), onion, oatmeal, suet, and spices. The goal is to throw the haggis, Scotland’s national dish, as far as possible. Each haggis is inspected prior to hurling to ensure the food hasn’t been enhanced with firming agents.


Haggis hurling as we know it today began when Robin Dunseath, an Irishman, placed a newspaper ad about reviving the “ancient sport” at the 1977 Gathering of the Clans (a two-week gathering of descendants from Scotland’s various clans). Dunseath alleged that the game arose from a 17th-century custom where women tossed haggis to their husbands while they worked in the bogs and the men caught the airborne puddings in their kilts.


Dunseath eventually became the president of the World Haggis Hurling Association and wrote an entire book, The Complete Haggis Hurler, about the sport’s history. Decades later, he revealed the whole thing was a hoax—he originally placed the advertisement to gauge the gullibility of the Scots.


But his revelation didn’t end the fun. Haggis hurling is still popular at Highland games and festivals throughout Scotland and countries with suitable numbers of Scots. The World Haggis Hurling Championship is held annually. The current world record belongs to Lorne Coltart, who managed a 217-foot (66 m) throw at the Milngavie Highland Games in 2011. Dunseath, meanwhile, has distanced himself from the sport he invented and has said that he finds it surreal that people—gullible or not—still hurl haggis.




	How to try it


	Scotland holds the world championships around the birthday of noted poet and haggis lover Robert Burns on January 25. The prize for breaking the haggis hurling record is a year’s supply of haggis.
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A competitor at the 2015 World Haggis Hurling Championship.







The Village Sin Eater: The Worst Freelance Gig in History


When a loved one died in parts of England, Scotland, or Wales in the 18th and 19th centuries, decorum required that the family place bread on the chest of the deceased, then call upon a paid professional to absolve the departed of all worldly transgressions. This professional was not a priest, but the local sin eater, whose job it was to eat the chest bread and, with it, all the misdeeds of the deceased.


This was not a metaphorical service. The family who hired the sin eater believed that the bread literally soaked up their loved one’s sins, and once it had been eaten, all the misdeeds were passed to the hired hand. The sin eater’s soul was considered sullied with the depravities of countless men and women, and although the service was distasteful, it was also an essential step in getting loved ones to heaven.


The literal price of absorbing a lifetime of sin wasn’t much better. For each service, the sin eater made a mere four English pence, the equivalent of a few US dollars today. Those who were willing to risk their souls were very poor, but perhaps they were on to something else: The bread and ale they were required to consume, while technically representative of sin, was still a free meal of bread and ale.


The origins of sin eating are murky, but the practice likely grew from older religious traditions. Historically, scholars believed it came from pagan rituals, but some academics now think it developed from a medieval custom: Before a funeral, nobles once gave food to the poor in exchange for prayers on behalf of the deceased. Symbolic breads like the ones eaten on All Souls’ Day, which represent the dead and are eaten by the living, may also connect to sin eating.


The last known sin eater in the United Kingdom was Richard Munslow, who took on the role after losing his three children to whooping cough. He died in 1906. Nearly 100 years later, he was commemorated with a churchyard ceremony and a proper funeral of his own.
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Welshman’s Caviar





Bara Lawr ○ wales
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Laverbread, or bara lawr in Welsh, might be the only “bread” you can spread on toast.




The thick, sticky, and nutritious goop is made by boiling laver, a green-black seaweed that grows along the Welsh coastline. Packed with protein and minerals, especially iron and iodine, the seaweed has a briny flavor akin to oysters or olives. You can eat the seaweed raw, but most prefer the taste after it’s been boiled for about six hours and then kneaded into a paste (the kneading may be the reason it’s called laverbread). The resulting spread tastes of the sea, salty and crisp.


Whether fried in bacon fat, mixed with oatmeal into laverbread cakes, or simply spread on a slice of toast, bara lawr is an essential part of a full Welsh breakfast.


This former food of last resort for early Welshmen is now a point of pride. Welsh actor Richard Burton called this local delicacy “Welshman’s caviar.” In 2017, the European Commission bestowed the humble laverbread with a protected-food designation, which it shares with iconic food and drink like Parma ham and champagne.






	How to try it


	Try laverbread toast as part of a Full Welsh breakfast at the Pettigrew Tea Rooms in Cardiff. (The rest of the Full Welsh: sausage, bacon, egg, mushrooms, tomatoes, baked beans, and black pudding.)


	






	[image: Image]


Wild laver growing at Freshwater West, a beach in Pembrokeshire, Wales.










	

		
Western Europe


		The Castle Beer Spa


		


		Starkenberger Beer Pools ○ austria




		Inside the 700-year-old castle owned by Austrian brewer Starkenberger, you can enjoy a complete beer-centric experience with beer trivia, beer history, beer drinking, and the natural extension of these activities: bathing in beer.




		The seven 13-foot-deep pools each contain some 42,000 pints of warm beer (and some water). Bathers can sit and relax, fully immersed in ale, which is rich in vitamins and calcium—said to soothe the skin and help cure open wounds and psoriasis.


		The pools opened in 2005 when the old fermentation cellar of the 700-year-old castle became obsolete. The beer pool is kept quite hot, so order a cold one while you soak. Drinking from the pool is ill-advised.


		

			How to try it


			Starkenberger Castle is located in Tarrenz, in western Austria, perched at the top of a hill. At about $300 for a two-hour session, bathing in beer isn’t exactly affordable, but it’s considerably cheaper than the 42,000-pint DIY option.
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			The walls of the spa feature painted murals.


		


		


		International Collection of Sourdough Starters


		


		Sourdough Library ○ Belgium




		Hidden inside a Belgian baking corporation’s research center is a sourdough library: 107 sourdough starters kept alive and fed to preserve the biodiversity of bread. Glass-door fridges line the walls, the Mason jar samples displayed almost jewel-like, two to a shelf. Karl De Smedt, who has run the library since 2013, knows the story behind each starter. His quest is to find and identify as many sourdough starters as possible. And according to Mr. De Smedt, he is the world’s only sourdough librarian.




		The starters on the shelves are leavened naturally, with living yeasts and bacteria from their home environments. When part of the starter is added to flour and water and baked, it results in a loaf of sourdough bread. Before the rise of commercial yeasts some 160 years ago, most of the world’s bread was made with starters. Depending on the microbes in the ingredients, the air, and even on the baker’s hands, each starter has the potential to produce a uniquely flavored loaf.


		De Smedt regularly travels to add starters to the collection, which currently contains samples from approximately 20 countries including Japan, Hungary, China, and Italy. Each was made by different people and with different ingredients, from juice to holy water. Every few months, the starters are fed with flour from their home bakeries so that their microbial makeups don’t change too much. Regular feedings can keep bacteria colonies alive indefinitely, so some starters have illustrious histories that can be traced back decades. In De Smedt’s library, for example, there are starters sourced from the descendants of Yukon gold miners, who used the bubbling mix to make bread and flapjacks for hungry miners.


		

			How to try it


			The Sourdough Library, located in St. Vith, Belgium, is not open to the public. However, if you reach out to Karl De Smedt on social media, he’s known to give tours.


		


		[image: Image]


		


		
A Hedonistic Gauntlet


		


		Marathon du Médoc ○ france




		Runners competing in the annual Marathon du Médoc must complete a 26.2-mile (42.2 km) run in the September heat, while wearing a costume not intended for racing, and stopping along the way to drink 23 glasses of wine and nibble on local specialties like foie gras, oysters, steak, and ice cream. Many of the runners even begin the race hungover: The night before, it’s tradition to partake in a “pasta party” that features copious amounts of local wine.




		The 10,000 or so participants dressed as Smurfs, adult babies, grapes, and hula dancers traverse a stunning landscape of vineyards, stopping at designated chateaus to eat and imbibe. Along the route there are bands and orchestras playing music where runners can pause for a dance break and lakes to jump in for cooling off. During breaks, racers drink water and pop Imodium to stabilize their weakening constitutions, which doesn’t always do the trick. All that bouncing shellfish and bordeaux leads to frequent sightings of cartoon characters vomiting along the side of the road, then starting up again.


		The idea is to finish, not to win. The race lasts for six and a half hours and a common technique is to use the full amount of time to enjoy the journey as much as possible. Still, running 26 miles is never an easy feat. Even when emboldened by liquid courage, it’s best to channel the wisdom found on a sign once seen along the course: “Pain is just the French word for bread.”


		

			How to try it


			You can register for the Marathon du Médoc on their official website. Book your accommodations well in advance, because the hedonistic race is extremely popular.


		


		

			[image: Image]


			The costumed, culinary marathon runs through the Médoc wine region before the grape harvest.


		


		


		The Inscrutable Liqueur of Life


		


		Green Chartreuse ○ france




		In 1084 CE, St. Bruno of Cologne formed an order of silent monks called the Carthusians. They resided in a valley of the Chartreuse Mountains, a region of the French Alps near Voiron. By 1605, they were a large, well-respected order, and King Henri IV’s Marshal of Artillery presented the Carthusians with an ancient alchemical manuscript for an elixir that would prolong life.




		After looking over the document, even the most learned of monks were at a loss. The concoction called for 130 different plants. It required advanced distillation, infusion, and maceration techniques. No one attempted the recipe until 1737, and even then, it’s assumed the monastery’s apothecary took creative liberties.


		A lone monk delivered the first bottles of the potent herbal tonic (which was 69 percent alcohol) to surrounding villages by mule. In 1764, the Carthusians adapted the recipe into a milder liqueur called Green Chartreuse. The update, which was still potent at 55 percent alcohol, is the version we consume today: herbaceous and sweet with sinus-clearing heat. The monks themselves recommend serving it cold, either chilled or on the rocks.


		Despite increasing demand, the order has continued the tradition of having just two monks handle the entire process, passing down the recipe through the generations. Today, only Dom Benoît and Brother Jean-Jacques know all the ingredients and how to turn them into the beloved vegetal liqueur. Once they’ve readied a batch, they age it in huge oak casks inside the world’s longest liqueur cellar. Several years later, the same men test the product and decide if it’s ready for bottling.


		

			How to try it


			Green Chartreuse is sold at liquor stores worldwide. To learn all about how it’s made, visit the Chartreuse Cellar in Voiron, France. It happens to be the longest “liqueur cellar” in the world, and the tour ends with a tasting.
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			Champagne Was Once an Energy Drink




			On July 24, 1908, the London Olympic marathon went down in history as one hell of a race: Fifty-five runners started off from Windsor Castle, but only 27 made it to the finish line. The majority of runners quit before the halfway mark, and a number of them were drunk.


			Before the mid-20th century, brandy, champagne, and strychnine (best known now as rat poison) were thought to be performance enhancers, a tradition with roots in ancient Greece and imperial China. The drinks were doled out to endurance athletes by trainers, who often followed behind in cars or on bicycles, as a midrace boost. Alcohol was commonly accompanied by drugs, such as heroin and cocaine, to dull pain and increase aggressiveness. Stimulant drugs ran unchecked until the 1920s, while alcohol was used all the way into the ’80s. (Champagne was especially revered for its rejuvenating effervescence.)




			At the 1908 Olympic marathon, however, the potent draughts proved unreliable. Twenty-year-old Canadian runner Tom Longboat, the favorite to win, fell victim to the brutal summer heat and, at mile 17, turned to champagne. Two miles later, he collapsed and was out of the race. Meanwhile South African Charles Hefferon took a massive four-minute lead, but two miles from the finish line he also accepted champagne, which caused such intense stomach pain he let two runners pass and finished third.


			At the finish line, 80,000 spectators watched as the front-runner, Italian pastry chef Dorando Pietri, reeled toward the end. In the last quarter mile alone, an exhausted and dazed Pietri had collapsed five times, had run in the wrong direction, and had his heart massaged by concerned medics. Worry for Pietri’s life resulted in a doctor supporting him across the finish line, causing his eventual disqualification and a redistribution of the race’s medals. Some say Pietri was simply drunk, while others believe both he and Longboat were suffering from strychnine poisoning.


			But not all the boozed runners fared poorly. De facto gold medalist Johnny Hayes admitted to an energizing gargle of brandy during the race, and bronze medalist Joseph Forshaw also turned to brandy in order to treat a stubborn side stitch. At the time, trainers believed that dehydration was better treated with wine than water (the 1924 Paris Games stocked its rehydration stations with glasses of wine), which is a theory that has since been dismantled by science, along with a mess of soused runners.
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				Irish-American Olympian Johnny Hayes crossing the finish line to de facto victory.


			


		


		


		
24-Hour Mollusks


		


		Oyster Vending Machine ○ FRANCE




		There are a wide variety of oyster shops on France’s Île de Ré, but none stay open throughout the night. Oyster farmers Brigitte and Tony Berthelot, whose shop L’Huitrière de Ré is open six days a week, make their mollusks available at all hours with a vending machine that dispenses fresh oysters 24/7 next to their shop.




		The vending machine was specially fitted for oysters, which are available in packages of two to five dozen. A dozen oysters runs about $8, which is the same price as next door at their store. (For safety and health reasons, all oysters are sold closed.) Customers who order ahead of time can text their request to the store and have their order placed in the vending machine, where it can be retrieved with a personalized code. With this option, they can add on other grocery items like pâté and sea asparagus, which will be waiting beside their oysters.


		

			How to try it


			The oyster vending machine is located at La Maison Neuve on Ars-en-Ré. It accepts credit cards.
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		Cocaine-Laced Wine


		


		Vin Mariani ○ France




		In 1859, Italian scientist Paolo Mantegazza published a paper on the potential benefits of a little-studied South American plant called coca. Inspired by the findings, a French chemist named Angelo Mariani invented a potent tonic—bordeaux wine spiked with 6 milligrams of coca leaf per ounce.




		Vin Mariani became a smash hit in Paris, then spread throughout Europe and the United States. This was due in part to Mariani’s aggressive marketing campaign, which involved commissioning famous artists to design advertisements. An endorsement from the pope didn’t hurt, either. The pontiff praised the fortifying effects of the tonic wine “when prayer was insufficient.” Throngs of celebrities—from Ulysses S. Grant and Thomas Edison to Queen Victoria, Henrik Ibsen, and Jules Verne, sang the praises of Vin Mariani. And a volume of Medical News from 1890 confirms that “no recognized medical preparation has received stronger endorsement at the hands of the medical profession.”


		Vin Mariani was potent stuff. When cocaine and alcohol are imbibed together, a third chemical compound, called cocaethylene, forms as the intoxicants are metabolized in the liver. This intense psychoactive is more euphoric, powerful, and toxic than cocaine or alcohol alone.




		Mariani, hailed as the world’s first cocaine millionaire, didn’t stop with wine. He made coke-laced teas, throat lozenges, cigarettes, and even a signature spread called Mariani margarine.


		But all parties must come to an end. In 1906, the United States began enforcing labeling regulations, and the dangers of cocaine became more widely known. A coca-less version of Vin Mariani was produced in the United States, but it lost sales to a competing beverage that was also originally based on coca: Coca-Cola.


		

			How to try it


			The days of cocaine-laced bordeaux are over, but try regular bordeaux—it’s very good.
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			In this 1899 advertisement, Pope Leo XIII endorsed the popular cocaine wine.


		


		


		The World’s Largest Fresh Food Market


		


		Rungis Market ○ France




		Five miles south of Paris, in a suburb called Rungis, lies a little-known epicenter of international gastronomy. Occupying about 578 acres, Rungis Market has a seafood section the size of a soccer field, a fromage pavilion with hundreds of different cheeses, ceiling-high towers of lettuce and oranges, and a department specifically for game meat. Beyond the onslaught of groceries, there are also 19 restaurants, a bank, a post office, a hotel, gas stations, and the market’s own police force.




		It takes about 13,000 workers to run Rungis Market, many of whom are second- or third-generation vendors. Work begins around midnight, with the various departments opening their doors beginning at 2 a.m. (Seafood opens first, fruits and vegetables last at 5 a.m.)


		A version of this market has existed since the 5th century, but the location has changed throughout time. In 1135, Louis VI moved it from the banks of the Seine to Paris’s city center, where it became the famed Les Halles. It remained in Les Halles until 1969, when it moved to its current location in Rungis.


		

			How to try it


			To visit the market you’ll need to book a tour, which often includes breakfast at Rungis. Shopping requires a buyer’s card, which costs an annual fee.
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			More than one million tons of fruits and vegetables pass through the Rungis Market each year.


		


		


		
hand Cheese with Music


		


		Handkäse mit Musik ○ germany




		Handkäse mit Musik is a specialty of the southern Hesse region, where slices of the handmade rounds (hence the name “hand cheese”) are paired with tart Apfelwein, or apple cider. Buttered bread is a popular vehicle for the translucent, smelly cheese, along with a smear of onion and a sprinkle of caraway seeds.




		Locals say that after eating this cheese, the music comes later—a nod to the flatulence that accompanies eating raw onions.


		Beyond stinky-cheese lovers and fart-joke enthusiasts, Handkäse mit Musik has gained a strong following of dieters, bodybuilders, and runners. The cheese is high in protein, low in fat, and really gets digestion moving.


		

			How to try it


			Try the Frankfurt restaurant Lohrberg-Schänke, which serves hand cheese along with other Hessian specialties.
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		Spaghetti Ice-Cream Sundae


		


		Spaghettieis ○ germany




		Telling a kid they’re getting ice cream and giving them a plate of dinner food instead will likely result in outrage and despair. Unless the plate is Spaghettieis—an ice-cream replica of Italy’s national dish and a ubiquitous German treat.


		Dario Fontanella, the man responsible for this ice-cream artifice, was the son of a northern Italian immigrant who arrived in Mannheim, Germany, in the 1930s and eventually opened an ice-cream parlor. In 1969, Fontanella decided to honor his family’s homeland with dessert.


		Fontanella re-created an iconic bowl of spaghetti, tomato sauce, and parmesan cheese by feeding vanilla gelato through a chilled spaetzle press. This device extruded thin strands of ice cream shaped just like the egg noodles it was designed to produce. Fontanella placed his ice-cream “spaetzle” on a bed of whipped cream and topped it with strawberry “tomato” sauce and white chocolate “parmesan” shavings. A wafer or cookie on the side mimicked a piece of Italian bread.


		Today, the dessert is so well-known that no German child would think twice before diving into a bowl of the faux-spaghetti. And even though Fontanella was awarded the Bloomaulorden—the highest citizen’s award in Mannheim—he never patented the creation. As a result, just about every German ice-cream parlor makes some version of the frozen delight. Outside the country, the sundae that masquerades as dinner remains relatively unknown and can still trick children.


		

			How to try it


			Dario Fontanella’s family ice-cream parlor is still going strong. You can eat the original Spaghettieis at Eis Fontanella in Mannheim.
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A Shrine to Volcanic Tomato Paste


		


		Tomato Industrial Museum ○ greece




		When the Vlychada tomato-paste factory opened in 1945, Santorini was still a sleepy island. There was no electricity; coal powered the machinery, and seawater was pumped in to wash and steam the tomatoes. Farmers reached the factory on foot, leading mules carrying woven baskets full of tomatoes. The factory was a gathering place for islanders, who took immense pride in the singular tomatoes produced from their soil.


		Domati Santorini may look like standard cherry tomatoes, but they are uniquely marked by the island’s climate and geology. Santorini sits on an active volcano, which erupted in 1646 BCE and covered the island in rich volcanic ash. The local tomato’s sweet flavor, intense aroma, and thin skin come from these ancient nutrients, along with its ability to thrive with minimal water. (Like many crops on the dry island, they pull the moisture they need from the morning mist and require no irrigation.) The already concentrated flavor makes exceptional paste, or pelte, and tomato factories flourished from the 1920s to 1970s. The tomato business has since declined, but the iconic crop is still a pillar of Santorini cuisine and its heyday has been memorialized at the Tomato Industrial Museum.


		Despite the dreary name, the museum’s exhibits give insight into a lost side of the island, before tourism became the main industry. Beyond processing equipment and historical materials, the museum shows interviews of elderly former factory workers telling stories about a bygone era, which you can watch while eating bruschetta and sipping a glass of local wine.


		

			How to try it


			Guided tours run every 30 minutes and are included with the €5 admission. Also included is entrance to the contemporary art gallery next door.
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		A rare and Nameless Seafood


		


		Fried Octopus Ink Sacs ○ greece




		The small, mountainous island of Kalymnos has some of the best, most obscure seafood in all of Greece, and fried octopus ink sacs might be the most unknowable of them all. Not only is this dish difficult to find, it has no official name.


		The key to a good fried ink sac is to avoid puncturing it so that it holds its delicate shape and retains most of the ink inside. After briefly boiling it to harden the skin, chefs carefully cover the nugget in flour and lightly fry it in olive oil. Typically seasoned with just salt and pepper, the texture is like thick oatmeal, while the flavor has the rich gaminess of chicken liver.


		The ink sacs are a part of Kalymnos’s long history of embracing offal. When sea-sponge harvesting was the island’s main industry, divers would be at sea for months and subsisted on every part of the fish they captured. Although the industry has been greatly diminished by sponge disease outbreaks, the divers’ food philosophy has left its mark on local cuisine. A search through the island’s fish markets and tavernas will reveal the likes of two-pound octopus roe, parrotfish intestines, and sea squirts preserved in saltwater.


		

			How to try it


			Sink your teeth into some ink sacs at O Sfouggaras, a beachfront restaurant in the southern Kalymnos village of Vlichadia.


		


		[image: Image]




		

			[image: Image]


			Tom Carvel


			(1906–1990)


			[image: Tom Carvel]


			When listing the innovations of the Greeks—among them philosophy, geometry, alarm clocks, and the Olympics—soft-serve ice cream doesn’t come readily to mind. But Tom Carvel, born in Athens as Thomas Karvelas, is the man behind this iconic invention.


			An immigrant, Carvel lived on New York City’s Lower East Side and scraped together a frugal living shining shoes, fixing cars, and drumming in a Dixieland band. At the age of 26, a doctor found a tubercular spot on his lung and gave him three months to live. In search of fresh air, Carvel borrowed $15 from his future wife, Agnes, and fled to upstate New York to live out his few remaining days selling ice cream from the back of a truck.


			On Memorial Day weekend in 1934, two years after his diagnosis, a flat tire forced Carvel to pull off to the side of the road, derailing his plans to sell cold treats on one of the busiest ice-cream days of the season. But passing cars mistook him for a roadside stand and stopped for ice cream, delighted by the unique texture of his melting desserts. Business was better than usual, and so Carvel decided to stay put, striking an agreement with the pottery store next door for use of their electricity. In 1936, Carvel was still alive and still selling his (slightly melted) ice cream, so he expanded into the pottery store, which remained a Carvel shop for 72 years.


			Taking hold of his second chance at life, Carvel went to work. Distilling knowledge he gained while working in Army post exchanges during World War II, Carvel built his own machinery. He engineered a system that used a short icy barrel, where cream would freeze instantly along the wall, with sharp blades that would scrape the cold cream into soft ribbons. And although ice cream was his medium, he is perhaps best known as the “father of franchising.” He began peddling fully built stores, which included training, equipment, recipes, and his trademark.


			Carvel became the unlikely mascot of his growing ice-cream empire. He was known for a deep, gravelly, attention-grabbing voice, described as “terrible, but mouthwatering,” which he broadcast widely through the radio commercials he famously performed live and unscripted. For decades, Carvel was one of the best-known voices in advertising, doling out ad-libbed commentary on achieving the American Dream. He is credited with the invention of soft-serve, but also the ice-cream cake, the “buy one get one” coupon, and a College of Ice Cream Knowledge. He held more than 300 patents, copyrights, and trademarks.


			When Carvel died in 1990, there were approximately 800 ice-cream stores operating under his name, and by most accounts, he’d made a triumphant exit (he’d recently sold his business for $80 million). But scandal surrounds the octogenarian’s passing. Carvel’s niece, Pamela, and his widow, Agnes, spent two decades in court battles against the president and vice president of Carvel’s foundation and trust—whom Pamela accused of murdering her uncle with poison. Although much of the proceedings ended inconclusively (Pamela’s request for the body to be exhumed was denied), Carvel’s legacy remains formidable—his ice-cream powerhouse is still thriving in his adopted country.
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LSD Nightmare Fish


		


		Salema Porgy ○ CYPRUS




		In Arabic, it is known as “the fish that makes dreams,” which is a mild way of describing the visions the salema porgy is capable of inducing. Certain porgies contain a toxin known to trigger several days of vivid, sometimes frightening hallucinations, which scientists equate with the effects of taking LSD.




		The potent silvery sea bream lives off Africa’s east coast and throughout the Mediterranean. Ancient Romans supposedly used the fish as a recreational drug, while Polynesians employed its psychedelic powers during ceremonies. The effects can last for days and can include dark, demonic hallucinations. A 2006 study published in Clinical Toxology examined two cases of men who ate salema porgy on the French Riviera. One man had auditory hallucinations of “human screams and bird squealing.” The other “was not able to drive anymore as he was seeing giant arthropods around his car.”


		Scientists understand very little about the forces at work behind the fish’s hallucinogenic side effect, which is officially known as ichthyoallyeinotoxism. One theory is that it’s the result of something in the phytoplankton they eat. There might also be seasonal influences at play: The 2006 study reports that levels of the trip-inducing toxin are highest during autumn, but most poisonings happen in late spring and summer. Further complicating things is that most salema porgy aren’t hallucinogenic at all, and those that are lack uniform poison distribution. The head is a common psychedelic source, but some sections are toxin-free, and unfortunately you won’t know for sure until you’re chasing enormous spiders from your car.


		

			How to try it


			Salema porgy is available throughout the Mediterranean, particularly around the French Riviera.
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			From the outside, you can’t tell which of these porgles will give you nightmares.


		


		

			Unicorn Horns


			The Whimsical Way to Test for Poison


			For centuries the great minds of Europe, from Aristotle to Leonardo da Vinci, believed unicorns were real. So did physicians, who claimed the pure white horn of the unicorn could detect poison—a valuable tool at a time when illnesses and ailments were often chalked up to poisoning. The theory went that the horn, when dipped in food or wine, would smoke or sweat if it came in contact with poison.


			By the Middle Ages, the unicorn horn was the must-have item among the royal and the royally rich (especially those with enemies). But how did they get a unicorn horn in a world without unicorns?


			For years, the Vikings held the secret: Out sailing in Arctic waters, they hunted narwhal whales for their single ivory tooth, which grew up to nine feet in length and swirled, tapering to a point. Back ashore, the Vikings sold the tusks as unicorn horns, and by the 12th century, the twisted shape of the narwhal tusk was the accepted image of a unicorn’s magical extremity.


			Rare and irrationally expensive, “unicorn horns” became both status symbol and mystical tool. Lorenzo de Medici owned a narwhal tusk that was worth 6,000 gold coins, while Queen Elizabeth I reportedly received one worth £10,000 (the price of an entire castle). Danish rulers were once crowned on a “unicorn horn” throne, which is still on display at Copenhagen’s Rosenborg Castle. Remarkably, there was not a single case of a horn smoking, sweating, or detecting poison, which did not deter the booming, centuries-long unicorn horn trade.
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		RENAISSANCE WINE WINDOWS


		


		Buchette Del Vino ○ italy




		Around the city of Florence, be on the lookout for small windows along the street level, most of them plastered over and painted. Called “buchette del vino” in Italian, these sealed-up portals were once used for the easy distribution of Italy’s favorite beverage, and hence their name: wine windows.


		In 1559, Cosimo de’ Medici decreed that noble families could sell wine from their vineyards directly from their palaces. Anyone on the street could knock on the windows built into the facades of the Renaissance palaces, asking for wine service. A servant would take the customer’s empty bottle and their payment, refill the bottle in the cellar, and pass it back to the street.


		When bubonic plague swept through the city in the 17th century, the system became even more valuable. The windows allowed vendors to sell wine without hazardous hand-to-hand or face-to-face contact. At a time when drinking water was often contaminated with disease, wine was prized for being both sanitary and medicinal.


		By the 20th century, the buchette del vino had fallen from favor, but several windows have recently reopened in a new era of social distancing. Babae, for example, a restaurant in Florence’s Santo Spirito neighborhood, revived its centuries-old wine window and safely dispenses glasses of red.


		

			How to try it


			According to Florence’s Wine Windows Association, there are 152 visible wine windows in the center of the city, which can be found by using the association’s interactive map. To make use of a functioning wine window, visit Babae, located at Via Santo Spirito 21/R.
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			The Wine Window Association has placed plaques beneath some of Florence’s prominent buchette del vino.


		


		


		Maggot Pecorino


		


		Casu Marzu ○ italy


		You slice into a wheel of perfectly aged pecorino, peel back the top, and find a wriggling mass of maggots. If it’s casu marzu, all is going according to plan.


		“Rotting cheese” in Sardinian, casu marzu is the product of larvae-driven fermentation. Cheese makers initiate the process by cutting a small hole in a wheel of sheep’s milk cheese and leaving it outside. Flies—Piophila casei, to be exact—slip in through the opening and lay eggs. After the larvae hatch, their excretions break down the cheese’s fats and proteins, creating a soft, creamy texture.


		When the gooey liquid known as lagrimas (“tears”) leaks through the rind, the cheese is ready to eat. It is pungent and sharp, a bit like ripe gorgonzola, with a mild acidity left in the larvae’s wake.


		Even though the creamy hunk of cheese might look harmless, approach with caution. As The Science of Cheese points out, “Cheese skippers [maggots] are able to jump a few inches, so consumers are advised to protect their eyes” when unsealing the wheel.


		Sure, a maggot to the eye would be unfortunate, but the larvae can do far more damage to your insides if they’re alive when eaten—including pain, nausea, and vomiting. But you can’t just buy cheese with the maggots already dead; that’s a sign it’s gone bad. The solution? Plenty of people take the risk and eat the live maggots. Alternatively, they mash them to death and smear the cheese on pane carasau, a type of flatbread. Or they seal a piece of cheese in a zipped plastic bag. When the sound of pattering maggots stops, it’s snack time.


		Although casu marzu is the most famous maggot-infused cheese, it’s not the only one. Elsewhere in Italy, there’s marcetto in Abruzzo, casu du quagghiu in Calabria, saltarello friulano in Friuli, and cacie’ punt in Molise.


		

			How to try it


			Due to health risks, casu marzu’s legal status is murky (it’s banned in the EU), so you’ve got to do some sleuthing to find it. A simple inquiry at a Sardinian cheese shop will usually point you in the right direction.
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			The Gladiator Diet
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			What epitomizes the Western ideal male physique more than the Roman gladiator? Lean and rippling with muscle, gladiators are portrayed in classical art and contemporary pop culture as specimens of corporeal perfection—when in reality their abdominals and pectorals were likely covered in a quivering layer of subcutaneous fat.


			The excavation of a 2,000-year-old gladiator grave, which housed the bones of 67 fighters, showed that gladiators carb-loaded. Using a technique called isotopic analysis, Viennese researchers tested the gladiators’ skeletal remains for elements such as calcium and zinc and found the fighters ate little meat, but plenty of carbohydrates and calcium. Their findings were confirmed by Pliny’s Natural History, where gladiators are referred to by the nickname hordearii (“barley eaters”).


			According to the researchers, the largely vegetarian diet was not the result of poverty, but a way to improve gladiators’ performance on the battlefield. Weight-adding foods such as carbohydrates provided a layer of bodily protection, which meant nerve endings would be less exposed and bleeding cuts less perilous. As an added benefit, the extra protective layer of fat created a more satisfying spectacle: Flesh wounds would gush blood, but the gladiator could keep on fighting.


			Like modern athletes, gladiators also took calcium supplements. They drank potent brews made of charred plant or bone ash; the calcium level in their bones was exorbitant compared with the bones of average citizens.


			Before a big gladiator game, fighters were sometimes invited to a celebratory banquet, where they had the rare opportunity to eat more decadent foods, such as meat. But attending these banquets was also a risk, as drunk and disorderly hosts and guests were liable to start the bloodshed early, and in the pursuit of entertainment, some gladiators lost their lives before the competition officially began.


		


		


		Threads of God


		


		Su Filindeu ○ italy




		Twice a year, pilgrims in Sardinia trek from the city of Nuoro to the village of Lula under cover of night. They walk in solidarity, forgoing sleep and shelter—sometimes by the hundreds, sometimes by the thousands. Twenty miles later, at the entrance of Santuario di San Francisco, they reach their destination.




		These seekers persist not to find the sanctuary itself, but to eat what may be the rarest pasta in the world. Su filindeu—literally “threads of God” in Sardinian—is unfathomably intricate. It’s made by only three women on Earth, all from the same Sardinian family, who work every day to produce and stock enough pasta to feed the pilgrims who arrive, just twice a year, for the Feast of San Francesco. In Nuoro, this tradition has been passed down through the women of the Abraini family for nearly 300 years.


		The ingredients are simple: semolina wheat, water, and salt. The serving preparation is similarly uncomplicated: gamy mutton broth and a helping of tangy pecorino cheese. Making the pasta, however, is nearly impossible. Engineers from the Barilla pasta company attempted, unsuccessfully, to build a machine that could reproduce the technique. Celebrity chef Jamie Oliver also visited Sardinia in hopes of mastering the elusive noodle. After two hours, he gave up.


		Paola Abraini, the current matriarch of the su filindeu tradition, says the hardest part is “understanding the dough with your hands.” She kneads the mixture until it feels like modeling clay, then separates it into smaller pieces and works them into cylinders. If the semolina lacks elasticity, she dips her fingers in a bowl of salt water. If it feels dry, unsalted water does the trick. The balance, says Abraini, can take years to understand. She should know, because she’s been at it for more than 40.


		When the consistency reaches perfection, Abraini stretches the dough in the air like an accordion, then doubles it and pulls again. With each pull the strands multiply, growing increasingly thin. After eight pulls, she’s left with 256 wispy threads. She gingerly stretches the fine pasta across a circular wooden frame, crisscrossing three layers of noodles to form an intricate “woven” pattern. After the su filindeu dries in the sun, it’s broken into square pieces and put aside for the pilgrims.


		

			How to try it


			Book a trip to Sardinia during the Feast of San Francisco in May and October. Don’t forget your walking shoes.
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			Paola Abraini, matriarch of the only family that can make su filindeu, displays her mastery.


		


		


		Smuggler’s Salami


		


		Caciocavallo dell’Emigrante ○ italy




		Imagine it’s the early 20th century. You’re leaving your hometown in southern Italy, about to board a ship that will take you thousands of miles across the Atlantic to build a new life in the United States. Naturally, you begin to think about comfort foods. In the New Country, you’ll want your beloved cheese and cured pork. The cheese is easy, permitted to freely cross into America. But how will you bring the soppressata, when meat is banned from entering the country? A group of migrants from Vallo di Diano in Salerno managed to solve the riddle: You hide the pork inside the cheese.


		Caciocavallo dell’emigrante, literally the “caciocavallo of the migrant,” is the ingenious method of concealing one illegal delicious thing (spicy pork soppressata) inside a second—legal—delicious thing (a ball of caciocavallo cheese). The name of the cheese, which refers to a cavallo (“horse”), derives from the traditional cheese-making technique of hanging it in pairs, linked by a rope that resembles reins.


		Today, there are only a handful of cheese makers who still create this contraband cheese-salami ball, following a recipe that has been handed down, mostly orally, across generations.


		

			How to try it


			Depending on your country’s meat-import regulations, you might be able to order caciocavallo of the migrant from Italian retailers online. But for the real thing, you’ll need to go to Salerno.
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SICILY’S MANNA BAKERY


		


		Fiasconaro ○ italy




		For centuries, scholars have debated the origins of manna, the mysterious substance that, according to the Bible, God provided as food for the Israelites while they traveled through the desert. But in Pollina, a region in the Madonie mountains of Sicily, there’s no debate: Manna is the dried sap of Fraxinus angustifolia, the narrow-leaf ash tree. A substance with ancient roots, manna has been cultivated in Sicily since around the ninth century, when Arabs introduced the practice of collecting the ash tree’s resin. Today, manna is collected by a small handful of producers, many of them over the age of 70, during a fleeting harvest window at the end of summer. With the advent of cheap sugar and modernization, it’s a tradition in decline, but a local sweet shop is working to put manna back on the map.


		Fiasconaro is an artisan bakery in the town of Castelbuono. Among its specialties is a panettone—Italy’s traditional Christmas bread—drenched in manna icing. Sicilian manna has a delicate, natural sweetness some describe as a cross between honey and maple syrup. The biblical substance, all sourced by hand from the region’s harvest, also flavors the bakery’s gelato and a thick, spreadable cream that’s well worth a culinary pilgrimage.


		

			How to try it


			Fiasconaro is located in Castelbuono’s Piazza Margherita. It ships its panettone all over the world, but those able to visit the bakery are rewarded generously with samples.
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			Manna drips from incisions on a narrow-leaf ash tree.


		


		


		A Very Distracting Easter Cake


		


		Cassata Siciliana ○ italy




		Sicilians have a proverb: Tintu è cu nun mancia a cassata a matina ri Pasqua, or “Sad is the one who does not eat cassata on Easter morning.” Cassata Siciliana is the superstar of Sicilian Easter, an elegant, baroque-style confection with a liqueur-soaked sponge cake, layers of sweetened ricotta, pistachio-tinted marzipan, white glaze, and colorful candied fruit. Traditionally served at Easter, the cake is a decadent way to break the Lenten fast.


		Nuns, who began the tradition of making cassata for Easter, were the first to experience the beguiling power of the delicious cake. In 1574, nuns at a convent in the Sicilian village of Mazara del Vallo liked making and eating the cake so much that they neglected their prayers, and the local diocese banned cassata making during Holy Week.


		The version enjoyed today was invented by Salvatore Guli, a 19th-century Palermo baker who added marzipan and colorful decorative swirls to the cake’s exterior—taking inspiration from the nuns of Palermo’s Martorana convent, who famously made marzipan that resembled fruits.


		The flavors that make cassata Siciliana so uniquely delicious showcase the island’s multicultural history. Sugar, almonds, lemons, and oranges came from ancient Arab influence. The sponge cake came from Spanish rule and the white fondant icing from the French conquest.


		

			How to try it


			Pasticceria Oscar in Palermo makes an excellent traditional Cassata Siciliana.
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		Cured Tuna Heart


		


		Cuore di Tonno ○ italy


		Every year between May and June, bluefin tuna migrate through the Mediterranean Sea. They travel through Gibraltar, up to Corsica, and down to Sardinia, where fishermen set up nets during the fleeting season. The short window of time, coupled with increased regulation around this prized and increasingly rare fish, means that Sardinian chefs make use of every possible part of the bluefin, including the heart.




		To prepare cuore di tonno, a fresh tuna heart is salted and pressed under weights for about three weeks. After the organ has been drained of its moisture, it’s left to dry in the open air until the black, briny mass is rock hard. The ocean-heavy odor might recall the bilge of a ship, or another Sardinian specialty, bottarga (cured tuna roe). The practice harks back to a time before refrigeration, when the abundant summer catch had to be cleverly preserved and rationed throughout winter.


		Like bottarga, cuore di tonno is a powerhouse of flavor, and a few shavings off the block will impart a salty, savory, metallic tang to a dish. A shower of grated tuna heart over fresh ribbons of pasta topped with an egg yolk is a classic application, but the delicacy can also be added to soups and sauces or sliced thinly, doused with olive oil, and eaten as an antipasto.


		

			How to try it


			The menu at Al Tonno di Corsa in Carloforte, Sardinia, revolves around tuna and includes both tuna heart salad and bottarga.
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			The tuna hearts are left out to air-dry until they are rock hard.


		


		

			Fish Sauce Factories  of the Roman Empire


			Fish sauce was a wildly popular Roman condiment. Called garum, it was made by salting fish entrails and allowing them to ferment into golden, pungent, umami-laden liquid.


			Archaeologists have excavated an immense, sprawling trail of fish sauce factories across the ancient Roman Empire, dotting the coastlines from the western Mediterranean to the northern reaches of the Black Sea.


			The factories, which date between the 2nd century BCE and the 6th century CE, featured a central patio, rooms to clean the fish and store the product, and an array of sunken rectangular basins for fermenting the garum, typically built from cement and lined with a paving material called opus signinum that kept precious liquid from seeping out. Finished fish sauce was poured into amphorae (slim ceramic jars) and distributed throughout the empire in what was a booming, sophisticated network of production and transport.


			Garum factories made use of every fishy morsel: The flesh of large fish was salted and dried, while the entrails, along with less desirable small fish, were used to make garum. Like other fermented products (think wine), garum varied hugely in quality. The purest sauce, distilled from tuna parts, could fetch $500 a bottle in today’s currency, while cheap baitfish-and-viscera varieties were the fish sauce of commoners and enslaved people. For everything in between, mackerel was the fish of choice.


			The densest concentration of factories was found along fish migration routes, enabling fishermen to bring their catch ashore and directly to the processing sites. The Strait of Gibraltar, which every spring still plays host to schools of traveling bluefin tuna, was surrounded by factories that would process the massive annual catch. Shoals of sardines around the western tip of France made the region of Brittany another fish factory hot spot, home to an enormous site called Les Plomarc’h, which cranked out cheap garum for the Roman army. Away from the migratory fairways, the salting sites were modest; this is especially true closer to Rome, where there was a demand for fresh fish at market.


			Garum was used as something of a mother sauce: By adding honey, vinegar, herbs, or oil, Romans created dozens of derivative condiments. In the famed first-century Roman cookbook Apicius, more than 75 percent of the 465 recipes call for garum. Excavations of Pompeii revealed that Romans of all social classes had easy access to fish sauce and used it daily: The city’s signature garum container, the urceus, was found everywhere throughout Pompeii’s ruins, in shabby shops and wealthy homes, even kosher versions in Jewish kitchens. Across the empire, garum amphorae have been recovered underwater, lost in ancient shipwrecks, and on land from Britain to Africa, showcasing the expansive, formidable reach of Rome’s fallen condiment.
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			Delicious Diaspora


			dutch indonesians in the netherlands
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			Until the very end of the 16th century, the Portuguese ruled the spice trade world, sailing between Indonesia and Portugal on a nautical route they fiercely guarded. That all changed in 1592, when a Dutch cartographer published a chart with detailed instructions on how to sail to Indonesia, known then as the East Indies.


			Shortly after, three Amsterdam merchants began plotting an expedition in secret: A spy was sent to Lisbon, posing as a merchant, to confirm the cartographer’s charts, which were also cross-referenced with intelligence from other knowledgeable Dutch travelers. With this information, the men raised enough capital to build four ships, hire 248 crew members, and set sail in 1592.


			By most accounts, the voyage was a catastrophe. The roundtrip journey took more than two years, during which they lost 154 men, killed one Javanese prince, were stranded six months on Madagascar, and held for ransom, raided, and generally disgraced. But they did return with pepper, nutmeg, and mace, all of which were so valuable at the time that the expedition was still deemed a profitable success. In 1602, the Dutch set up a trading post in Java, eventually taking forcible control of the entire country and remaining there until Indonesia gained independence in 1949.


			Three hundred years of colonial rule and intermarriage led to a braiding of cultures and a mixed-race community known as “Indos.” Today, roughly 10 percent of the Dutch population has some Indonesian blood. And Indonesian cuisine—spice-heavy, sweet, sour, and spicy—has found its place among traditional Dutch fare, sometimes evolving into new Indo dishes unique to the Netherlands.


			Rijsttafel is the ultimate example of Netherlands-specific Indonesian cuisine. Dutch for “rice table,” rijsttafel was created in Indonesia for the Dutch colonists as a way to indulge in a large assortment of dishes from the numerous islands. Rijsttafel consists of many small plates, typically a dozen or more curries, stir-fried vegetables, satays, fritters, and stews, served with rice in various preparations, together on the same table. Not only was this meal indulgent for the colonists, it was also meant to impress visiting dignitaries with its breadth and magnitude. Since Indonesia’s independence, rijsttafel is not easily found on the islands—Indonesians are less interested in excess and find that mild Javanese dishes, for example, don’t necessarily go well with the heavily spiced food of Sumatra. But the rice table is alive and well in the Netherlands, where the meal is loved on land and—even today—by seafaring Dutch: A Dutch naval tradition is to eat rijsttafel every Wednesday afternoon.


			Spekkoek (or “lapis legit” in Indonesian) is a riff on a German multilayered spit cake, called Baumkuchen, where batter is brushed onto a rotating spit, layer by layer. When Dutch traders arrived with this recipe, Indonesians added spices (cinnamon, clove, nutmeg, mace) to the batter and built the layers in a pan, using a broiler to cook each delicate stratum before carefully adding a dozen more. This labor-intensive preparation required butter from the Netherlands and spices from Indonesia, resulting in a special-occasion cake that’s still expensive today (in Amsterdam, spekkoek goes for about €20 a kilo, about 2.2 lb).


			Friet saté pairs the ubiquitous Dutch french fry with a generous topping of peanut sauce (called saté sauce because it’s typically used for meat skewers).


			Split pea soup with rice and sambal (spicy chili sauce), macaroni and cheese packed with lunch meat (hot dogs, Spam, or corned beef), and steamed meatloaf with sweet soy sauce are all classic Indo comfort foods.
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THE WORLD’S FIRST FLOATING FARM


		


		Floating Farm ○ netherlands
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		In 2019, a new farm opened in one of Europe’s largest and busiest ports—not in the area, but literally floating in the port of Rotterdam. Called Floating Farm, it’s the first of its kind, though hopefully not the last.


		The idea came to CEO and founder Peter van Wingerden while in New York City during Hurricane Sandy. In the wake of the flooding, he watched the largely imported produce disappear from city markets and realized the world of tomorrow would need to produce food closer to consumers—and it might need to float. His solution for the future is now realized in the three-story concrete platform that’s home to 35 cows producing 700 liters of milk every day.


		The farm is unparalleled in its sustainability. Half the farm’s energy comes from 50 solar panels floating beside it in the shape of a milk bottle. On the farm’s top level, cows graze from a mixture of hay and grass clippings from local parks and golf courses, and drink purified rainwater collected from the roof. Their manure is converted into fertilizer, which is used to regrow the very fields from which they’ll later eat.


		Only two humans are needed to operate the farm. Most of the work is performed by robots, using AI to milk, feed, and clean up after the cows. The milk itself is processed on the farm’s second floor, and the pasteurized milk and yogurt are sold on-site and in grocery stores throughout the city.


		

			How to try it


			Floating Farm is located in the Merwehaven, a harbor within Rotterdam’s port. It’s currently open to the public on Fridays and Saturdays from 11 a.m.–4 p.m.
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			This three-story floating farm is home to 35 lactating cows.


		


		


		
Blood-Sucking Sea Monster


		


		Lamprey ○ portugal




		If you’re a species that has spent millions of years sucking blood, getting cooked in a vat of your own is due punishment. Such is the plight of the parasitic sea lamprey, which gets boiled in a bloodbath as part of traditional Portuguese cuisine.


		At first glance, lampreys might seem more like monsters than meals. These parasites resemble wormy eels with sharp, winding rows of teeth. In the North American Great Lakes, they’re not seen as dinner, but as parasites that kill other species and accumulate mercury.


		But one man’s horrific, prehistoric pest has been another man’s delicacy for thousands of years. Roman servants prepared lamprey at Julius Caesar’s banquets. During the Middle Ages, only members of the upper class had access to its hearty, prized meat. Across southwestern Europe, Christians were drawn to lamprey’s texture, akin to slow-cooked steak, and its lack of fishy aftertaste. Demand was especially high during Lent, when eating land animals was forbidden.


		In Portugal, stewed lamprey is still a suitable beef replacement. From January through April, you’ll find this creature marinated in its own blood and served with rice all over the country. Every March, 30,000 gourmets flood the small village of Montemor-o-Velho for the annual Lamprey and Rice Festival. During the Christmas season, nuns, bakers, and families celebrate by fashioning sea monsters out of sweet egg yolk. This treat, known as lampreia de ovos, features a lamprey replica covered in icing—a more kid-friendly version than the blood-coated dish.


		

			How to try it


			Fresh lamprey is seasonally available in restaurants across Portugal, as well as in Spain and France. In Finland, lamprey is served pickled year-round.
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		Decoy Sausage


		


		Alheira ○ portugal




		After the Spanish Inquisition spread to Portugal in the 16th century, Jews had to tread very carefully. The ruthlessly pro-Christian era was deeply anti-Semitic, and those practicing Judaism were persecuted, exiled from the country, or burned at the stake in Lisbon’s Rossio Square.


		Even practicing Judaism in secret was a dangerous game. Informants were everywhere, pouncing at the opportunity to report an overheard Hebrew prayer or, equally incriminating, a lack of hanging sausages. To protect themselves, the Jews of Mirandela created alheira, a decoy sausage that looked just like the porcine variety but was made with kosher-friendly poultry and bread. Hanging in their homes and gracing their dinner tables, the sneaky sausage likely saved hundreds of lives.


		Today, not all alheira is kosher, and pork fat is often mixed into the filling, which can contain anything from veal to duck to salt cod. The garlicky smoked tube meat (alheira gets its name from the Portuguese word for garlic, alho), typically served with fries and a runny egg, has earned a near universal place on Portuguese menus, beloved now for its taste rather than its life-saving abilities.


		

			How to try it


			Head to the northeastern city of Mirandela, where the alheira is protected by a PGI (Protected Geographic Indication) certification. All sausages are produced according to strict regulation and are considered the best in Portugal.
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Bacon Fat Pudding


		


		Pudim Abade de Priscos ○ portugal




		In the northern Portuguese city of Braga, in the parish of Priscos, there once lived a man named Manuel Joaquim Machado Rebelo. Known as the Abbot of Priscos, Rebelo became one of the country’s most lauded chefs during the 19th century, preparing elaborate banquets for the royal family and Portugal’s elite. The abbot was notoriously close-lipped about his recipes, but he did let one slip, and his formula for pork fat and wine pudding became his legacy.


		Pudim Abade de Priscos begins with a golden liquid caramel slathered around a pudding mold. Poured into the caramel skin is a classic custard of sugar, egg yolks, and cinnamon, amped up by two regional ingredients: port wine and pork fat. The effect is a smooth, velvety bite with the subtle unctuousness of lard, cut by the wine’s sweet acidity. Two hundred years later, the Abbot’s bacon fat pudding is still considered a first-class recipe and a Portuguese classic. It’s often described as a magic trick of gastronomy because the custard is so ethereal it vanishes in your mouth.


		

			How to try it


			Casa dos Ovos Moles in Lisbon makes traditional, Braga-style bacon pudding they sell by the kilo (the equivalent of 2.2 lb), the half kilo, or in individual servings.
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		The Sauciest Sandwich in Porto


		


		Francesinha ○ portugal




		Your typical francesinha, or “little French woman,” is a sandwich only by definition. Indeed there is bread, and between that bread is meat, but the word sandwich does not do justice to the magnitude of the meat, which is a trio of cured ham, steak, and linguiça sausage. Nor does it suggest that the meat and bread are covered in gooey melted cheese, then slathered in a secret sauce that contains beer, tomato, chilies, and, allegedly, even more meat. A runny egg adds surplus lubrication, which means there is typically a side of french fries for dipping in the “sandwich.”


		Residents of Porto, where the behemoth was born, suggest limiting yourself to two francesinhas a month, both for general health and safety as well as to ration your delight throughout the year. Delight rationing has been an ongoing issue for this dish: Originally a popular food for bachelors, the sandwich was once considered so decadent, it was inappropriate for a woman to order one.


		

			How to try it


			Porto is the hotbed of francesinhas; try Lado B Café for a saucy version, or Café Santiago F for a cheese-centric rendering surrounded by fries.
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A Home for Macanese Cuisine


		


		Casa de Macau ○ portugal
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			Macau’s inner harbor, ca. 1880.


		


		For more than four centuries, Portugal controlled the small island of Macau, just off the coast of southern China. When Portuguese traders first landed in the 16th century, Macau was under the control of the Ming dynasty, who used it as a commercial port until around 1550. After a rocky start, relations improved when the Portuguese helped rid the coastline of pirates, and the Chinese allowed the Portuguese to settle. By the mid-19th century, the Portuguese had colonized the island. They erected Portuguese-style buildings, controlled the port, and enslaved Macanese women—and women from other Portuguese colonies—as wives.


		Tasked with cooking for their European husbands, the wives from Macau, Goa, and Malacca (all former Portuguese colonies) improvised the dishes they’d never tasted. Bacalhau, the Portuguese dried codfish, was braised in soy sauce and tamarind. Coconut milk replaced cow’s milk and sweet-and-savory Chinese sausage, called lap cheong, was used in place of chouriço. Wives learned to bake pastéis de nata, the predecessors to the Chinese egg tarts known as dan tat. They made samosas that tasted more like egg rolls and Portuguese-style fried rice.


		In Lisbon, the Casa de Macau helps preserve this historic gastronomy. The private association, according to its president, was founded to unite the Macanese diaspora: Portuguese raised in Macau who have returned to Europe and those with mixed Portuguese and Macanese blood. (The term Macanese is still complicated because it describes natives of Macau, both with and without Portuguese heritage.) At special events throughout the year, the Casa de Macau serves a Macanese meal in a Macanese-style dining room, decorated with East Asian art and pictures of the founders on the wall.


		

			How to try it


			Casa de Macau is located outside Lisbon’s city center, at Avenida Almirante Gago Coutinho, 142.


		


		

			[image: Image]


			Pastéis de nata.


		




		


		
Vermouth Hour


		


		La Hora del Vermut ○ spain




		Every afternoon in Madrid, when the sun is at its highest, internal clocks chime and locals begin to fill the neighborhood bars, gathering for the singular, essential purpose of preparing their appetites for lunch.


		Known as vermouth hour (“la hora del vermut” in Spanish), this daily ritual is fundamental to the routines of many Spaniards, occurring just before the big daytime meal. The objective is to tease open your hunger with an aperitif (an alcoholic drink meant to stimulate the appetite), and in Spain, the daytime standard is vermouth—so popular it’s usually available on tap, in at least a few varieties. The classic Spanish vermouth is red, sweet, and herbaceous, made from a white wine that’s been fortified with brandy and left to steep with a combination of warm spices, bitter herbs, and fruits such as orange, cherry, or grapefruit. Straight from the tap, served over ice or straight up, Spanish vermouth is notoriously smooth and easy to drink—much less sweet than the traditional Italian variety. Snacks are also a major component of la hora del vermut. Mussels, anchovies, and the ubiquitous jamón (ham) all make for excellent accompaniments; olives are pretty much obligatory. Spaniards are known for their late schedules—lunches in the early evening and dinners at 11 p.m. are commonplace here—and so a glass of vermouth and a hearty snack is a welcome early-afternoon repast.




		

			How to try it


			Every bar in Spain will have a selection of vermouths, often on tap, most of which are produced within the country. In Barcelona, Quimet & Quimet has been pouring vermouth for more than a century in a quintessentially old-school joint. At Bar Electricitat, they leave a bottle of vermouth on your table and you tell them how many glasses you’ve had.
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			A Sip Before Dinner


			A peritifs are a glorious facet of the European lifestyle. Like a slow seduction before a meal, aperitifs open the palate and arouse the appetite before you settle into the main event. A pre-meal glass of liqueur or fortified wine—enlivened with a mix of fruits, roots, and spices—is a tradition that extends across the continent, because when it comes to extracting maximum pleasure from everyday eating, no one does it like the Europeans.


			Lillet


			[image: Image]


			A key ingredient in James Bond’s favorite martini, Lillet is 85 percent white bordeaux wine, 15 percent macerated-citrus liquor. (France, 17% ABV*)


			Ouzo 12
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			Fiery and sweet, anise-flavored ouzo turns from clear to cloudy when poured on ice. (Greece, 38% ABV)


			Ginja Sem Rival
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			Ginja, the local sour cherry, steeped in aguardente (“fire water”) is the most traditional drink of Lisbon, served as a thick, sweet shot—with or without the cherries. (Portugal, 23.5% ABV)


			Maurin Quina
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			A fortified wine laced with cherries, quinine (bark extract), and bitter almonds. (France, 16% ABV)


			Yanhelivka


			With hints of dill, ginger, mesquite, and lemon, this Ukrainian blend is also touted as an aphrodisiac. (Ukraine, 33% ABV)


			Mandarine Napoléon


			The recipe for this cognac flavored with mandarin peel was inspired by Napoleon, who liked his cognac with a touch of orange. (Belgium, 38.5% ABV)


			Rabarbaro Zucca
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			Chinese rhubarb, bitter orange peel, and cardamom make a sweet, botanical tipple. (Italy, 16% ABV)




			Becherovka


			A closely guarded, medicinal synthesis of cinnamon, clove, chamomile, and ginger. Technically a digestif meant for after-dinner sipping. (Czech Republic, 38% ABV)




			*alcohol by volume
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				Becherovka kiosk in Karlovy Vary, the liqueur’s hometown.


			


		


		


		
Fried Lemon Leaf Challenge


		


		Paparajotes ○ spain




		No matter how well you speak castellano or tolerate the blazing summer sun, Murcianos of southeastern Spain can always tell whether you’re a local by how you eat a paparajote—the traditional treat of the citrus town—made by battering a lemon leaf, deep-frying it, and dusting it with cinnamon and sugar. Take a bite of the paparajote and your cover is blown. The lemon leaf, which is unpalatably bitter, is not for eating. Its purpose is to give the paparajote shape and a slight citrus tang. To pass the test, pick up the leaf by its stem, pull the batter off, and eat the crispy, sugary, donut-like shell. Discard the lemon leaf, and you’ve passed a cultural test as well as enjoyed the delightful, hyper-regional sweet that leaves most tourists cringing from lemon peel mouth.


		

			How to try it


			Paparajotes are available only within Murcia, typically during the spring, when you can find them at festivals such as Bando de la Huerta. During the off-season, the paparajotes at Rincón de Pepe and La Parranda Taberna are very tasty.
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		MONASTERY FOOD CAFÉ


		


		Caelum ○ spain




		Within Barcelona’s medieval Jewish quarter, Caelum (“heaven” in Latin) provides a treasure trove of delicacies made in monasteries all around Spain. The café specializes in sweets, such as the nun-made egg yolk candy Yemas de San Leandro from Seville, and Tocinillo de Cielo, a custard invented by 14th-century nuns in Jerez de la Frontera.


		The ground floor holds the cozy café, complete with an elaborate window display of heavenly cakes and pastries, where visitors can enjoy their chosen treat along with coffee and tea. Afterward, a trip to the building’s basement offers a surprising piece of medieval history. Below the café are the remains of the quarter’s public baths, whose stone walls and vaulted ceilings are right at home among the centuries-old monastic delights.


		

			How to try it


			Caelum is open from 10 a.m. to 8:30 p.m. every day, including Sundays.
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An Enchanting Party Punch


		


		Queimada ○ spain




		At every good Galician punch party, the host recites an incantation, then sets the bowl of punch on fire. Like any proper host, she wants to ward off the evil spirits and invite good fortune for her guests. After the alcohol burns in a brilliant blue flame, she ladles the queimada into cordial glasses.


		The taste of the caramelized sugar and lemon peel, the earthy coffee beans, and the heat of orujo brandy swirl magically together in the glass. The first sip banishes evil spirits, the second clears your mind of hate, and the third fills your soul with passion.


		Queimada is a traditional punch of Galicia, and the ritual surrounding its consumption is known as conxuro da queimada (“the spell of queimada”). Although the drink’s origin is unknown, it draws from the cultures of Celtic Druids, the Moors, and Spanish colonies in South America. Galicians perform the ritual at events such as weddings or dinner parties. If you can’t get an invite to either, visit Galicia in June or October: There are queimada performances on Halloween, which is derived from the Celtic holiday of Samhain, and St. John’s Night (also known as Witches’ Night) on June 23.


		

			How to try it


			Instructions on how to conduct your own conxuro da queimada can be found online, but if you try this at home, make sure to use a clay pot or earthenware bowl, which best contains the fire.


		


		[image: Image]


		


		Waffle Roulette Vendors


		


		Barquilleros de Madrid ○ Spain




		Barquillos are simple treats: waffle dough pressed into a checkered pattern, then rolled into tubes, cones, or other shapes. But to get one (or ten), you’ll have to play for it. Waffle vendors, called barquilleros, will remove the outer metal canister and begin a game of roulette using a wheel on its top. You can pay once to spin for either one or two barquillos, or pay more and spin as many times as you want, racking up waffles until you stop or the ticker lands on one of the four golden markers, at which point you lose everything.


		The traditional barquillo nearly vanished during the food shortages under Francisco Franco’s dictatorship. Luckily, the Cañas family of Madrid persisted in carrying on the barquilleros’ legacy, and today Julián Cañas, a third-generation barquillero, maintains a shop in the city’s Embajadores neighborhood. On weekends, Cañas and his sons also roam Madrid’s plazas and parks with baskets of waffles under their arms and roulette tins on their backs.


		Barquillos can also be found in pastry shops, but for the most authentic experience, look for a barquillero in public spaces such as the Plaza Mayor, El Rastro market, or El Retiro park. The roaming, gambling members of the Cañas family also make appearances at fiestas such as the San Isidro Festival.


		

			How to try it


			Barquilleros de Madrid, the shop run by the Cañas family, is located at Calle de Amparo 25.
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			Barquilleros at Madrid’s Las Fiestas de la Paloma in 2015.


		


		


		The art of Table-Side Frothing


		


		Asturian cider pouring ○ spain




		In Spain’s northern region of Asturias, cider pouring is more performance art than table service. At local cider bars, known as sidrerías, servers pop the cork and hoist the open bottle high into the air. From this altitude, the elevated hand tips the bottle while a lowered hand catches the cloudy liquid in a glass until it’s roughly a quarter full.


		The servers aren’t just capitalizing on an opportunity for theatrics, they’re enhancing the taste of the beverage. Asturian cider, made from fermenting five kinds of apples into a funky medley of barnyard flavors, contains approximately 6 percent alcohol and is almost entirely flat. The long-distance cascade into the glass creates a splash that supplies effervescence and foam while also releasing the cider’s aromas. Because bartenders might spill a few drops in the process (perhaps due to all their no-look pours), some establishments litter the floor with sawdust to absorb the constant splashing and spills.


		Rather than sipping and savoring the tart drink, patrons shoot their small pour back in one swift go. The drinker then shakes out any last dregs of cider onto the floor to freshen the cup for the next drinker, and the entire pouring ritual begins again.


		

			How to try it


			In Asturias, you don’t order a glass of cider. The drink comes by the bottle, which includes the tableside pouring and frothing service.
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			A long-distance pour at a sidería in the Spanish town of Ribodesella.
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