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  To all my cooks. Love and kisses from “the land of blood, meat, and fire.” A todos mis cocineros. Amor y besos desde “la tierra de sangre, carne, y fuego.”




  

    

  




  

    AUTHOR’S NOTE


  




  WHEN I WAS ASKED by Algonquin to consider an expanded second edition of Seasoned in the South, I happened to be in New Bern at the home of my parents. Naturally, as I began to consider things to include, lots of scenes from childhood sprang to mind. Writing the book had caused me to do this anyway to some degree, and I now realize that the process had led me to reappreciate some of the things that I had considered ordinary growing up. I’ve gone back and tried to re-create some of the things that we did in 1950s eastern North Carolina as middle-class families who were benefiting from all that postwar America had to offer. We were small-town South, but that was different from our rural neighbors. New Bern was as old and as urban as it got in that part of the world. It had its own gentility that governed a lot of what we did, especially socially and at the table. This new edition contains both holiday specialties from those days as well as some more modern recipes to plump up this offering.




  I ought to take this opportunity to thank everyone I’ve ever known in my whole life for the reception that the first edition of this book received. People were kind and generous beyond anything I ever imagined—especially here around Chapel Hill, where it honestly seemed to me that the whole community put its collective shoulder to the wheel in my behalf and shoved me on toward success. I need to also thank my mother, sisters, and aunts, who instantly became research assistants when I needed help fast.




  Bill Smith


  Chapel Hill, January 2006




  

    

  




  [image: image]




  

    

  




  

    PREFACE


  




  THE FIRST TIME I ever saw Bill Smith he was dancing on top of a table to a song named “Cakewalk to Kansas City” in a show named Diamond Studs, a strictly local product created by an outfit known as the Southern States Fidelity Choir. It was summer 1973. Bill wore blue jeans and a red T-shirt and a diamond earring. He was dancing like crazy, and the whole shebang was headed straight to New York.




  Looking back, I find this image emblematic of both Bill Smith and Chapel Hill, not only in those wild years when we were all young but today as well. A sleepy little Southern town transformed by a great university, Chapel Hill has always been a haven for artists, writers, and musicians, original thinkers and mavericks of all kinds. Exuberance and innovation flourish. (Back when the North Carolina legislature was discussing whether or not to fund a state zoo, Jesse Helms suggested, “Just put a fence around Chapel Hill.”)




  No wonder “musicians’ theater” originated here or the “new Southern cuisine” was invented at Crook’s Corner by Bill Neal and Bill Smith.




  Today Bill Smith and Crook’s Corner are an institution. You’ll find them smack at the center of things, both literally and symbolically.




  There’s Bill, threading his bike through the traffic on Rosemary Street as he rides to work, greeting everybody along the way, or at the farmers’ market every Saturday morning with his basket, choosing kumquats.




  And there’s the restaurant, right on the corner, in the same building that used to be Miss Rowena Crook’s fish market. There it is with its famous Bob Gaston pig sculpture on the roof, along with a lot of Clyde Jones’s chain-saw “critters” and a glittery collection of hubcaps on the wall, and big spiky plants and weird flowers growing all over the sidewalk; there it is, looking like a piece of funky folk art itself. It sits right at the intersection of the New South and the Old South. Though Franklin Street has gone corporate a little farther east, Al’s Garage is still catty-corner across the street, and gospel music still swells out of the historic St. Paul A.M.E. Church next door.




  Inside, Crook’s is a combination of a city bistro (black and white tiles on the floor, good art on the walls) and your grandmother’s kitchen, with a little bit of New Orleans thrown in. It’s almost a party atmosphere.




  Though he’s a genius cook, Bill Smith is not really a foodie. He’s more interested in his diners’ total experience: he wants us to enjoy ourselves. Therefore, he is the best host in the world, attentive, expansive, and even exuberant (remember that dancing on the table) in his approach to food.




  Bill is wide open to everything. A local Latin American festival inspired his amazing Mango Salad, for instance. His kitchen staff (Vietnamese, East European, Chinese, etc.) has provided many new recipe ideas (as well as great vacations). And since he always cooks from scratch, he invents new dishes on the spot to make use of whatever his longtime farmer friends and suppliers bring him.




  He’s open to the serendipitous gifts of the season as well. I will never forget one magical midsummer night when my husband and I had just sat down at Crook’s; Bill literally bounded up to our table with the news that he had—just that afternoon—created his first Honeysuckle Sorbet after going out to gather the blossoms in the middle of the night, when their perfume is headiest. (This is my second favorite image of Bill.) Another summer favorite of mine is his Tomato and Watermelon Salad; try this, it’s unbelievably delicious and refreshing.




  Winter brings its comfort food to Crook’s: the famous Chicken Pot Pie, soups, stews, roasts, meat loaf. Spring arrives with the best Soft-Shelled Crabs in the world, demystified in these pages. I mean, they are so easy—and if I can make these, you can damn well make them, too.




  This is true of all Bill’s recipes, by the way. He’s never showing off, but he allows us to. So go for it. Try the Cashew Cake and the Really Good Banana Pudding. Jump up on that table! Bill is simplifying for us. So now I can actually cook my absolute all-time favorite dish in the world, Bill’s Fried Oysters with Roasted Garlic Mayonnaise. I ate supper at Crook’s with my late son every Sunday evening for ten years or so, and I believe we ordered the fried oyster appetizer every time, splitting the generous portion. Now, each bite brings back those treasured evenings. These are happy memories; this is happy food.




  —Lee Smith




  

    

  




  

    INTRODUCTION


  




  Cuisines de Grand-mère and Grandmother




  I REMEMBER THE FIRST TIME I ever cooked anything amandine. It was the late 1960s. We lived in big group houses. I had just bought my first color TV and Julia Child preceded Masterpiece Theatre on Sunday nights on PBS. We would cook whatever she said and then sit down to eat and to watch Thérèse Raquin or The Moonstone. We felt like we were leading very civilized lives indeed. It would be many years before I would cook for a living. I first had to work on my checkered past.




  My first serious kitchen job was a part-time position. I was planning to travel to Europe with a friend and I needed extra cash. One of my roommates was the head waitress at a French restaurant, and the kitchen there needed someone to peel potatoes and chop parsley. When I came back that fall, the job was still there. The aesthetic of cooking had suited me to a tee, but I had never considered it as a profession. My luck is such that I often fall into good situations unaware.




  Restaurant kitchens are places of attrition, and within five years or so I found myself promoted to head chef. The restaurant was a small upscale place with an eye toward the traditional cuisine bourgeoise, that everyday yet refined cooking of the middle class. We did all the classics: beef burgundy, coq au vin, tart Tatin, etc. This was not such a great cultural leap for me given my grandmothers.




  I grew up at a time and in a family where good meals together were a matter of course, understood to be essential. I come from sturdy Southern middle-class stock, and Southerners share more with the French than just New Orleans. Sensibilities can be similar as well. I grew up being cooked for by relatives who had survived the Depression but who still expected food to be good in spite of the privation. The cuisine de grand-mère that we practiced at La Residence was similarly formed at the same place—where the expectation of good food collides with the need for economy. That was the cuisine of my grand-mère as well. It was a key element in a calm, modest, and orderly home.
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  Aunt Hi




  THE KITCHEN IN my father’s mother’s house was presided over by my Aunt Hi, a wonderful cook who was never satisfied unless you left the Sunday dinner table in a gluttonous stupor. In my mother’s mother’s house the kitchen’s overseer was my great-grandmother Inez, remarkable for both her cooking and for the age at which she continued to do it. Every weekday she prepared an enormous midday meal for everyone in the extended family who had “put their name in the pot.” In those days in the South, big lunches and lighter suppers were still the custom. These lunches were always called dinner and we all would come from school and office whenever we could.
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  My great-grandmother (left)




  Both of these women cooked Southern after their own fashion. Hi was from Georgia and her cooking was more traditional. Chicken with pastry comes to mind. Grandmother had Northerners as grandparents—“those mean Yankee Germans,” everyone called them—and sometimes their cuisine would infiltrate, albeit informed by a generation in North Carolina. She often cooked lamb, which was unusual. I was absolutely raised on sauerkraut and for years I ate tripe sautéed in butter and bread crumbs because I had been told it was fish.




  I began chefing in the late 1970s, just when new American cuisine was beginning its roll and nouvelle cuisine had reared its head in France. We anticipated the publication of certain cookbooks like others did blockbuster movies. A parade of new ingredients began appearing in cooking magazines and we would send emissaries to big cities to bring them back. Pesto, kiwis, pink peppercorns, sun-dried tomatoes, and balsamic vinegar all took their turns.




  Sometime during the ensuing twenty-five years, something strange has happened. We went from demanding that women be allowed to have careers outside of the home to needing wives to work as well as husbands. So now when I see the wonder that a plain-roasted chicken can produce, I realize that almost no one cooks regularly anymore. People have no time. Cooking today often seems to be either a hobby or a nerve-racking project such as preparing a big dinner party or a traditional holiday meal. I doubt that this is going to change anytime soon, and so I’ve tried to make this book a reliable, easy-to-follow, and hopefully entertaining project guide that might also be of interest to the hobbyists.




  I’ve simplified my approach to food over the years and most of these recipes reflect that. In the heady 1970s I sought out the rococo; now I prefer meals that are to be eaten and not dissected at the table — good food as a backdrop for good conversation.




  I’ve tried to arrange these recipes in a logical way, but that doesn’t always work. Sometimes the order of preparation isn’t the same as the order of presentation.




  The recipes do follow what I see as a logical seasonal progression: a year in the kitchen. This is the way I direct my menu. The weather, the farmer, and the fisherman dictate it as much as I do. This rule makes good cooking easy and continually provides favorite things to look forward to year after year.




  Over the years, almost without noticing it, I’ve gathered a network of local people who supply me with much of my produce, seafood, and dairy. If you try to do as much from scratch as possible, then this enforces seasonality on your menu. It also keeps your money in the community and strikes a tiny blow against corporate agriculture and the mass-market food industry. Best of all it’s always, always better.




  This all started years ago when Mrs. Mary Andrews called me up out of the blue to see if I would buy one hundred stems of mint for six dollars. Fourteen years later I’m still buying from her, as well as from her sister and some of their friends. I’ve known Ken Dawson, from whom I buy produce, since 1968, long before I was a cook and just when he was beginning to farm. I’ve known Cathy Jones almost that long. I get a wonderfully refined herby salad mix from her.




  Some of the people I buy from now I see at the farmers’ market, but most of them I deal with directly through phone ordering. I use my visits to the market to fine-tune the menu. I might find pretty herbs or unusual vegetables. Often there are nice radishes for the pâté plate or tomatoes for a summer salad. I can also buy flowers for the bar.
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  Wonderful cheese is made here now, and produce like fennel and exotic chile peppers are grown in bulk, but my real treasure may be the farmers who just grow a little of this and that from time to time and who call me when they think about it. It is from them that I get things like fresh figs, Jerusalem artichokes, mayhaws, Kieffer pears, persimmons, a couple cups of raspberries, or a few bunches of baby turnips. Oh, and the pounds and pounds of shelled pecan halves …




  THERE ARE A LOT of recipes from the restaurant kitchen repertoire that are impossible to pass on because they depend on an ongoing accumulation of scraps and leftovers that would not be found in the home. Once upon a time I suspect that the kitchens of large, multigenerational families worked like this, but those days are gone. To me, the good use of these things is almost a point of honor. This probably comes from being raised by people who survived the Depression. It seems wrong to be wasteful. To my staff, I probably just appear cheap.
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  My recipe tester and I chuckled as we contemplated instructions that begin, “Take some old, dry this” or “Save the membranes, drippings, and cartilage from that,” but many of these things add extra layers of flavor and nuance that would be otherwise impossible. A handful of fresh herb stems is always welcome in the stock pot, as are the skins, seeds, and juice of fresh tomatoes that have been diced for dressings and garnish. Stale garlic toast is an excellent thickener for certain soups or as a base for aioli. Bones are invaluable for stocks and sauces. Fresh pork fat is priceless for terrines and pâtés. We clarify gallons of butter for sautéing. The discarded curds and whey make spectacular risotto. We generate gallons of egg whites. These become macaroons, nut tortes, and meringues. We sift nuts before toasting them because the small crumbs will burn. The siftings can be incorporated into cookie dough. The trimmings from puff pastry become wonderful little cookies for ice creams.




  I save chicken and duck livers in the freezer one by one until I have enough for a pâté. Ditto for the little crumbs of sweetbreads that are too small to use in a main course. We also trim lots of beef. All of the scraps are browned in the oven and added to the stock pot. Pork shoulders become a Sunday night pot roast. Ham bones, scraps, and fats become seasonings for collards and black-eyed peas. Parmesan cheese rinds can be added to vegetable stocks if you are careful—they want to sink and scorch. And mushrooms that have darkened a little past prime make the best mushroom soup.




  Last but not least, pork ribs roasted to a crisp with lots of salt and pepper, and duck hearts and gizzards rescued from the roasting pan, make excellent snacks for the staff.




  All this reminiscing makes me realize how long I’ve been at this and I find it startling. I owe a great debt to all of my colleagues and coworkers of the last twenty-five years. The profession and those people have added an amusing layer of richness to my life that I doubt I could have found anywhere else, other than in a hot kitchen.
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  Fall




  STOCKS




  Brown




  Chicken




  Duck




  JERUSALEM ARTICHOKE RELISH




  FRIED FISH WITH GREEN TOMATO RELISH




  PORK COUNTRY PÂTÉ




  TWO- (OR THREE-) BIRD PÂTÉ




  ONION JAM




  FRIED OYSTERS WITH ROASTED GARLIC MAYONNAISE




  MUSSELS WITH SAFFRON




  HI’S OYSTER STEW




  BAKED WINTER SQUASH SOUP




  BAKED SWEET POTATO SOUP




  DUCK AND ONION SOUP




  MASHED RUTABAGAS




  BRUSSELS SPROUTS




  SCALLOPED POTATOES




  USING A WHOLE DUCK




  Salt-Cured Duck Legs




  Seared Duck Breast with Aigre-Doux




  Basic Sauce for Duck




  FRIED GREEN TOMATOES WITH SWEET CORN AND LEMON BEURRE BLANC




  PORK ROAST WITH SAUERKRAUT




  CASHEW CAKE WITH MADAME CONSTANCE’S MAPLE FROSTING




  PERSIMMON PUDDING FROM CROOK’S CORNER




  POACHED PEARS




  Crème Anglaise




  Caramel Sauce




  AN OUTDOOR SUPPER AFTER THE LAST OUTING OF THE SEASON




  Crab Stew




  Mustard Slaw




  Roasted Oysters




  Lemon Pie with Cracker Crumb Crust




  Pepsi with Peanuts




  IT’S ABOUT TEN BLOCKS to work and I always ride my bike. As I round the corner at Pritchard and Rosemary, I catch the first aroma. Brown sauce at La Residence where I once worked. A block further along, the bistro is caramelizing onions. At Mediterranean Deli they are making mujaderra. Then a cluster of Asian places with the smells of sesame oil and curry. If the breeze is right, there will be the fragrance of one of those wonderful stews from the Ethiopian restaurant. Recently, the aroma of phò has arrived at the corner of Church and Franklin streets. As you might guess, there is a sort of restaurant district on the west side of Chapel Hill. In the fall there is something about cool, damp weather that causes smells to linger in the air. I first noticed this years ago when I lived in New York and would walk by the chestnut and hot dog carts.




  Chapel Hill is a university town, and our year really begins in the fall. North Carolina is often still mild at this time of year, so there is more likely to be a slow decline in local produce rather than an abrupt ending caused by a sudden freeze. In mid-October I get my last bag of salad herbs from Cathy Jones. It changes as the summer progresses; the final batch is usually heavy on kales and arugula with a sprinkling of marigold petals and basil tips. The cheese makers keep going until Christmas week. Mrs. Andrews brings me her last persimmons. Between the rain and the deer she says there aren’t many left. Her sister Blanche Norwood should have plenty of pecans, though. Bill Dow will soon have fennel again, one of our best cool weather crops, which ten years ago had to be special-ordered from California. We find ourselves entering the season of bulbs, roots, and stews, much of which will call for good stocks.




  
STOCKS




  IN MY KITCHEN there is almost always a stockpot on the stove. Stocks are the real foundation of good cooking. Even if you are really busy and need to find shortcuts, I would still advise taking the time to make stock. Generally, I use either a brown stock or a poultry stock, but I am something of a medievalist in this regard and will pitch pork bones into the chicken stock or chicken carcasses into the veal broth if I have them.




  
BROWN STOCK




  Brown stock is the basis for Bourbon Brown Sauce (page 215), which I use in many ways. Almost no one goes to the trouble of making this from scratch anymore. I’ve always been proud of the fact that we do at Crook’s Corner. It’s hard to make a small amount of this successfully, but it can be reduced to a syrup by boiling and can be frozen for later use.




  Makes about 1 gallon




  8 pounds veal (or beef if you must) bones




  2 large carrots, peeled and sliced (about two cups)




  2 large onions, peeled and coarsely chopped (about four cups)




  1 bunch celery, leaves discarded, washed and chopped (about four cups)




  1½cups dry red wine




  3 bay leaves




  1 tablespoon whole black peppercorns




  In cool weather, 1 turnip, peeled and chopped (optional) Other meat and vegetable scraps




  Cool water




  Preheat the oven to 375° F. Spread the bones evenly on a sheet pan and roast until they are a pretty reddish brown color all over. It will be necessary to rotate the pan and turn the bones often to prevent burning. This will take at least an hour depending on the oven and the size and moisture content of the bones. In the restaurant I almost always have meat scraps (generally pork or beef) left over from butchering, and I put these onto the pan as well. (Poultry is okay, but beware of lamb because of its strong flavor.) This boosts the meatiness of the stock. Some people like to brown the vegetables as well, but I rarely do.




  Put the browned bones in the stockpot, discarding anything that has burned or blackened because it will make the stock bitter. Then you must deglaze the pan. This means setting it on top of the stove over the highest heat and pouring on the wine to dissolve all the cooked-on bits of meat and juice. Use a spatula to dislodge everything and scrape all of it into the pot. Fill the pot with cool water and the rest of the red wine. Then add the carrots, onions, celery, bay leaves, and peppercorns. In winter I add a turnip to the stock, but only one because its flavor is so strong. This is a habit I picked up years ago in Quebec where it is common. It will give the stock a sturdier finish for the cold weather.




  I simmer this stock very slowly over low heat for at least 3 days. Most people I know won’t have the nerve to do this at home, but I recommend cooking this for as long as possible. Put it on early in the morning when you will be home all day. In the restaurant we continually produce vegetable scraps that will improve the stock, and I pitch these in during the entire cooking process. The peels and seeds of tomatoes are particularly good additions. You have to be careful, however, not to add so much stuff that there is not enough liquid. If the stockpot is easy to stir, you should be okay. Resist the temptation to add salt since in all likelihood the stock will be reduced later, magnifying its saltiness.




  When the stock is rich and tasty, strain and degrease it. Use in making Bourbon Brown Sauce for Grilled Steaks and Sautéed Chicken Livers (page 215).




  
CHICKEN STOCK




  This is a slightly different way to produce a good chicken stock. Whole chickens are poached in a method that the Chinese call velvetizing. The meat can be used in another recipe such as Millionaires’ Chicken (page 212), but because the recipe begins with raw chicken the cook must go hungry initially.




  Makes about 4 quarts




  2 whole chickens (about 3 pounds each), well rinsed and patted dry




  1 large carrot, peeled and chopped (about 1 cup)




  3 stalks celery, leaves discarded, washed and chopped (about 1 cup)




  1 large onion, peeled and chopped (about 2 cups)




  Water




  1 teaspoon salt (optional)




  In a large stockpot, bring to a boil enough water (about 6 quarts) to float the two chickens. Add the chickens. When the boil returns, set a timer for 15 minutes. At the end of that time turn off the heat, cover the stockpot, and let sit for 20 minutes. Then remove the chickens from the broth and refrigerate. Return the stock to a boil. As soon as the chickens are cool enough, pick the meat from the carcasses and reserve it for another recipe. Add the skin and bones back into the stock along with the vegetables. If the broth will be used for soup, add the salt now. If the broth is for sauce, don’t. Simmer until the bones fall apart, about 40 minutes more. Strain and degrease the stock.




  
DUCK STOCK




  No matter which part of the duck I plan to use, the first thing I do is to prepare a stock. I always brown the carcasses, although there are certain Asian recipes that call for the duck to be used raw.




  Makes about 4 quarts




  Duck bones and giblets, minus the livers, from 2 whole ducks




  1½ cups of dry white or red wine




  2 large onions, peeled and chopped




  1 head celery, leaves discarded, washed and chopped




  2 large carrots, peeled and chopped




  2 bay leaves




  1 teaspoon whole black peppercorns




  Cool water




  Preheat the oven to 350° F. Place the bones and giblets out on a sheet pan, spreading them as far apart as you can, and cook until they are a pretty dark red color, at least 45 minutes. Discard anything that appears burned or the stock will taste bitter. Turn them from time to time as they cook. Although I cook all the hearts and gizzards this way, they rarely make it into the stockpot because I can’t resist rolling them in salt and pepper and eating them right out of the oven. I’m the only person I know who can reach into the cavity of a dead bird, withdraw a handful of entrails, and consider himself lucky. If I nibble at all, I know I’m doomed, so sometimes I quickly put everything into the stockpot to remove the temptation. Gizzards floating in cold water are not as appetizing.
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“Sacred ground for Southern foodies.
Crooks Corner is  nightly celeb

with a prerace By LEE SMITH
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