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			To the forever inspiring Maya community and to Mexico’s Yucatán Peninsula, Dios bo’otik.
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Foreword by René Redzepi


			Every year right after Christmas, when Copenhagen is about to be at its bleakest, I tap out. My wife and I wrangle our three little daughters and set out on the twenty-hour odyssey to Mexico. When we get there, we like to spend most of our time in the Yucatán, as close to the water as possible.


			During those two or three weeks, the kids spend the days crawling all over us, I tackle the reading list that has grown on my desk throughout the fall, and I wear flip-flops again. For someone in my trade, it’s as close as you can get to normal. And it always works out for us: we focus on one another and I undergo the necessary reboot for the grueling months that await me back in Denmark: new year, new interns, new menu.


			The people, the beaches, that rare feeling of being allowed to disconnect—it’s more than enough to make the journey worthwhile. But recently it has become clear that the reason we want to add more days to the Tulum leg of our trip is the restaurant Hartwood.


			When you go to Eric and Mya’s place, you’re right in the jungle. There’s no roof, no walls, just a little bit of electricity. At dusk and into the starry night, the space transmits an energy that’s difficult to describe: Desmond Dekker plays on the sound system, and cocktails of mezcal mixed with fresh-squeezed juices keep coming your way. We’d be happy going there again and again just to sit on one of those benches and take it all in. 


			But once a whole grouper arrives at the table and everyone starts attacking it like they haven’t seen food in days, you realize that you’re there to eat. Then Eric sends out a watermelon salad—exactly what you were craving at that moment, even though you didn’t know it—followed by a simmering cauldron of beef cooked with honey and plates of beets, octopus, and other offerings from the area, all perfectly cooked over the embers.


			I am a mega-fan of Mexican cuisine. I love tasting the layers of history in the food. But what Eric cooks doesn’t taste Mexican. This is despite the fact that Hartwood is as local as local gets: Eric spearfishes for his seafood and visits markets in town, where families sell produce grown right beside their homes. Farmers in the middle of nowhere are the lifeline of the restaurant.


			The cooking is singular and addictive—the reason people line up for hours every day to eat there, even though their  vacation time is precious. When I’ve been working so hard I can’t tell if it’s day or night, and I know I need to take a break even though I don’t have the time, this is the place I dream about.


			I’m sure Eric and Mya didn’t imagine it when they first hung that little sign in front of the restaurant, but they ended up making food you can’t get anywhere else and transforming the area in the process. It makes me happy and a bit jealous when I think about the fact that they did all this by leaving the big city and finding their own path. 


			Tokyo, January 2015


	

			
The Yucatán: Come Find Us
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			The Yucatán Peninsula is at the southeast corner of Mexico, a flat mass of land just south of the Tropic of Cancer, with the Gulf of Mexico to one side and the Caribbean to the other. When you fly over the Yucatán, all you see is a thick carpet of green. At first it might seem like you’re looking at field or pasture, but it’s jungle, and it’s so dense you can’t see through the canopy to the ground below. 


			Three states make up the Yucatán Peninsula: Campeche, Yucatán, and Quintana Roo. Hartwood is in Tulum, a small town in Quintana Roo that’s a ninety-minute drive south from Cancún, the now-intense resort area that was created in 1970 on what was then a desolate beach. The shoreline to the south of Cancún is known as the Riviera Maya, a tourist-bureau name for one of the most beautiful coastlines anywhere: white sand, teal water, palm trees. When you think of the perfect image of a Caribbean beach, you’re thinking of the Riviera Maya.


			The Riviera Maya gets its name from the Mayas who still live here. For many in the region, Spanish is a second language—Yucatec Maya is spoken at home. Tulum is a modern town built inland from a Maya temple complex that dates to the fifth century. Almost everything here can be measured on one of two timelines, one ancient and the other just a few decades old. 


			Development of the beach zone in Tulum didn’t begin until the 1980s. A ten-minute drive from town, the beach still doesn’t have power lines or telephone service. Until recently, the only tourists were international beach bums or yoga fanatics staying at hotels that were little more than shacks of lashed-together branches with thatched palm roofs. 


			A single road runs along the water, and it wasn’t paved until a decade ago. On one side are the beach and the beach hotels, which are now more than shacks but are still low, simple buildings that are easy to put back together after a storm. On the other side is the jungle. That’s where you’ll find us. 


	

			
It Began


				

					[image: ]

				


			In December 2009, we found ourselves at the one stoplight in Tulum, wondering what would happen if we didn’t make that right turn toward the airport. For the last few days of our escape from freezing New York City, we’d been fantasizing about starting a new life here. What would our lives be like if we didn’t have to work until 2 a.m. every morning and weren’t always worried about paying rent? There were restaurants in Tulum, but there was room for more, and everyone in town seemed to know how to relax. When they worked, they worked hard, but when they had time to themselves, they spent it drinking up this paradise. We could picture swimming in the clear blue Caribbean in the morning, cooking in the evening, and closing up to travel during the summer. 


			Sometimes you dream out loud because it feels good to put voice to a fantasy, then you go back to your old habits. But the more we talked, the more we began to realize that we were serious about staying. Maybe. What if we changed our tickets, told everybody back home that the flights were canceled, and spent a few days crunching numbers and looking at real estate? What if we changed our lives entirely? 


			At the time, the only commitment we had was to each other. We didn’t have kids. We didn’t own property. We had jobs we could leave. We knew we were fortunate to have work following the financial collapse the year before, but we were so caught up with the high-RPM restaurant world that we never had time to see each other. 


			 


			We’d begun asking ourselves what it was all for. Then, finally, one day, we decided it was time to give up a rent-stabilized East Village apartment, pack up our lives, and move to Tulum. 


			We returned to Mexico in May 2010. We had only a vague plan at that point. We were still looking at properties and just beginning to untangle the complicated regulations that governed the real estate on the beach. It’s a protected environment, and it’s literally off the grid—the power lines stop at the bend in the road. We weren’t interested in taking over an existing restaurant. We wanted to build one ourselves—even if that meant installing a septic system and having potable water trucked in every day. If we wanted electricity, we’d have to look to solar panels and gas generators, so we decided that the restaurant would cook everything on wood, either on a grill or in an oven—no propane burners or electric rings. That meant finding a supply of properly cured hardwood in a part of the world where the jungle is so lush and humid that dead trees don’t dry out—they’re eventually reabsorbed by the land. 


			In July, we found a place: an unappreciated, overgrown piece of the jungle right on the beach road with a fig tree out front. The plot was about 3,000 square feet, and it sloped steeply. The palm trees and plants were so thick you couldn’t see the ground. We fell in love with it. 


			We could afford it because of the money we had saved, the possessions we’d eBayed, and Mya’s good credit rating. At the time, there wasn’t much on the jungle side of the road. All the hotels and most of the restaurants were on the beach side, facing the water. There were a handful of restaurants and shops on the jungle side, but it was generally ignored, more of a place for a hotel to locate a generator or a parking area. But it was within our budget. And, from the front, you could catch glimpses of the beach, though you could hear the water better than you could see it. 


			We signed the papers in August. 


			When we’d first started talking about doing this, everyone looked at us like we were crazy. It was just the two of us, but it finally began to happen. The permits were filed and approved and we started to clear the land. We didn’t have a crew of workers or a backhoe; we had ourselves and some machetes. As we hacked though the plants, we came across snakes and iguanas and other creatures. There was standing water in places, and you could sink into the mud up to your thighs. It was certainly culture shock from what we knew in New York, not because of the overwhelming sense of being out in nature, but because we were moving so slowly after living in a city where everything is boom-boom-boom. We were forced to realize our approach was totally wrong and we needed to relax a little bit. 


			That’s when we first learned the double meaning of mañana. It can mean two things: it can mean “tomorrow,” or it can mean, “Yeah, later, like tomorrow or something.” When you’re told, “Mañana, mañana,” you’re actually going to get it tomorrow morning. If you need it right away, it’s better to hear the mañana, mañana rather than just the mañana. Because when you get just the mañana, well, you never know when that will be. It could be sometime tomorrow, or never. Or it could mean, “Next week when I feel like it, or when I need money again, because right now I don’t need money, so, yeah, mañana.” Both mañana, mañana and mañana serve their purpose. You just need to know when you need which one.


			We were working with a team of talented young architects who were hungry to get a start in Tulum. At first they wanted something more streamlined and modern, but we wanted a place that looked frozen in time, as if settlers had just tied up their boat and unloaded all of their possessions, their battered metal teapots and silverware and linen napkins. We wanted it to feel like a shipwreck. And we wanted it to be open to the sky and to the road and to the jungle. 


			All of our hard work is what drew people to Hartwood, especially in the beginning, when it was so simple and we were really just right out in the open for everybody to see. We were sweating. We made mistakes. But people were kind. In an era of huge, well-financed restaurants, they saw what was going on and said, “This is a love project, isn’t it?”


			It still is.
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					Cenotes provide respite from the heat when the ocean can’t cool you off. There is nothing that compares to its crisp, mineral-rich water. Cenotes are home to turtles, fish, tropical birds, and—from time to time—a crocodile or two.


	

	

			
The Open Kitchen


			When we built the restaurant, we decided to keep most of it open to the sky. That wasn’t the plan at first, but as we started clearing the land, we realized that the sky was an important part of why we loved it there. One night there were so many stars that we stopped working to look up. There was nothing we could build that would be as beautiful as the night. 


			The downside is that when it rains hard, we have to close. Sometimes we know when the rain is going to come, and we don’t open that day. But other times we’re caught off guard, the entire staff standing under the roof in the kitchen looking out onto an empty restaurant. The truth is, we’ll take it. The magic of serving food to a “room” of people sitting under the stars is worth the risk of the occasional rainout. 


			The restaurant has two and a half walls. One wall is the back of the kitchen, where we built the grill and wood-burning oven, and the other wall separates our property from our neighbor. The wall in the front of the restaurant is a half wall you can easily step over. We wanted to be open to the activity outside: vendors and tourists on beach cruisers during the day, taxis and people dressed for dinner and carrying flashlights at night. After we close, the night porters hang their hammocks, keep watch over Hartwood, and discourage visitors.


			There are no power lines here, but we have a simple though effective system of solar panels and a gas generator to replenish the batteries so that the freezer stays cold and the sound system stays on. The fact is, we could use lots of power and run the generator all night, but we chose not to do that because when you come here, we want you to talk to your friends and feel the breeze float in off the jungle. 


			Sky, stars, and the glow of the oven at the edge of the jungle—these are the foundation of the Hartwood experience. 
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					Hard work and all our hearts went into building the kitchen at Hartwood. Once we set foot on our little piece of land, we never left. Whether or not the restaurant is open, we’re in the kitchen every day. 
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					We string together gardenias on jute twine and then hang them from meat hooks. Beauty and fragility juxtaposed with a certain rawness is how Hartwood could be described.
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					The smell of roasted and burning wood is in our skin and a part of us. It adds depth to the food we serve and makes each bite more flavorful. But to smell and taste smoke is a gift. Our daughter agrees.




		

			
The Yucatán Seasons


			Spring, summer, fall, and winter don’t mean much in Tulum. Instead, there’s high season, which starts with the winter holidays, when tourists from the United States and Europe fill the hotels and pack the beaches. The craziest stretch is from Christmas Eve through New Year’s, when it seems as if all of New York City has flown down to go for a swim. It’s exciting to feel the rise of that buzzy energy, but the beach road is jammed with traffic all day long, and we’re so busy we don’t have time to see any of our friends who came down. High season peaks again on Valentine’s Day and during the midwinter school break in February, then ends after Semana Santa, the holy week that follows Easter Sunday.


			Almost all of the businesses here make most of their money during the high season. That means there’s an explosion of activity in October and November, when Tulum is overtaken by a mad rush of construction. New restaurants appear out of nowhere, old restaurants grow second floors, all the walls get a fresh coat of paint. The work is done then because there won’t be time to stop and fix anything until April.


			Then there is the rainy season. The wet weeks start in late June and end in October. Because we’re on the sea, we do get freak storms during the dry season, and dry stretches when it should be wet, but we usually know when the rains will come. In July, an extreme heat settles in that doesn’t leave until early October. 


			Hartwood is closed in September: between the heat and the rains, there’s no point in staying open, so we use the time to work on the restaurant. Maintenance is essential in this environment, and this is the time for us to do the big jobs (fix the roof, refurbish the septic system) we can’t do when we’re open. 


			But when it comes to produce, the season is never-ending. Something is always just coming into the markets in this abundant region. Every day there is produce at its peak.
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The Hartwood Way


			At Hartwood, we start a lot of our dishes on the grill and finish them in the wood-burning oven. The grill gives you nice markings and a subtle wood flavor so that the food has a foundation of char and smoke, while the oven cooks it quickly and thoroughly. It’s not so different from how most professional kitchens work: there you start with a sauté pan 
on the burner, then finish by putting it in a hot oven. We’re doing the same thing, only the fuel we use is wood.


			At home, most people don’t have a grill and a wood-burning oven. But you have other options, and what you do is up to you. You could cook the food entirely on the grill: Start over a high-heat, high-flame zone and then move to a medium-hot part of the grill, where it will cook through without being incinerated. You could grill over wood, then complete the dish in a preheated conventional oven. Or if you don’t have a grill, turn up the burner on your range: use a well-oiled cast-iron skillet brought to a high temperature on a burner so that it gives what you’re cooking a nice sear, then transfer the pan to a hot oven. 
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					Clockwise from top left: Avocado leaves, whole mamey, dried jamaica (hibiscus) flowers, cinnamon bark, plátanos, and mamey cut in half. 


			 


			How to Cook with Wood


			We don’t choose to work over open flames because we’re fire junkies who need to prove ourselves by how hot we can get our oven. We do it to be in a silent conversation with the fire. It’s amazing that something can be so quiet and yet so powerful. No two fires are ever the same. The fire is like the sea or the wind, a force of nature that you can direct but that you can’t fully control. You build it, tend to it. Then you follow it.


			The best way to understand how to cook with wood fire is through practice. Experience is the best teacher, and you’ll learn more from your mistakes than when everything goes as planned. That said, there are a few tricks you can get from this book.


			One, roast the wood before putting it on the fire: Place two or three pieces of wood at a time on a grill grate set well above the kindling so that the flames dry out the wood even more than it is already. (Make sure that the grate is high enough that the wood won’t catch—it’s okay if a few splinters flame up, but you don’t want to start a second fire.) If you roast logs before adding them to the fire, they will ignite in seconds, not minutes.


			Two, use a four-inch stub of candle to help start the fire. (At Hartwood, we use the ends from the candles from the dining room.) Crumple up two or three sheets of newspaper, pile the kindling on top, and put the candle deep in the center of your construction—it’s the nucleus. When you light the newspapers, the fat from the candle will act as an accelerant, and the candle will fuel the fire.


			Three, use the roasted wood to build a structure that will allow the air to come in and feed the flames. You want the air to enter through the bottom, so stack the wood to create an opening that functions like a door. Put light, dry wood on the bottom and denser wood on top. The light wood will catch more easily and then ignite the denser wood, which will burn into a bed of embers. That’s what you want. You can use the high flames of a catching fire to heat up pans and boil water, but you want to cook over low flames or embers. High flames will scorch the outside of what you’re cooking and leave the inside raw; the rolling flames you get from the embers will give you a good surface sear and cook the food all the way through.


			The flames are what make grilling with wood different from grilling with lump charcoal or briquettes—that and the flavor they impart, which is smokier and cleaner. You can learn to control the flames. It’s not so different from cooking on the stovetop, where you turn the burner knob to increase the heat. Add wood to bring up the temperature and create more flames: If you add two pieces, it’s similar to giving a quarter-turn to the knob; four pieces it’s a half-turn. If you want to bring the heat down, use your tongs to move some of the wood to the side. 


			When you’re cooking a piece of meat, you want high heat, with intense flames, to add grill marks and to sear the exterior. You don’t want fat-fed flare-ups, but the high heat is important. It should be uncomfortably hot—if you can hold your hand close to the grill, there isn’t enough heat to cook a steak or a piece of lamb. 


			It’s different when you’re cooking fish. You want high heat at first to crisp up the skin so that it doesn’t stick to the grill, but then you want to bring down the heat quickly so that the flesh cooks evenly. If you add pieces of wood to sear the skin, you may want to move them to the side to cook the fish the rest of the way, then repeat for the other side. This isn’t a hard-and-fast rule, though. It could be that the wood you’re using produces intense flames, or it could be that it burns down and becomes part of the bed of embers. You’re not going to learn how to grill over wood from a cookbook, you’re going to learn by doing. You need to watch the flames, the wood, the food. You need to make mistakes. You will get better, but it will take time. 
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					Eusebio brings us top-cut wood, dried out by the sun, to fuel our fires.


			 


			The Wood-Burning Oven


			A wood-burning oven is another beast. Each oven has its own personality, and it takes time to understand the particular characteristics of how it works. As you get to know your oven, you’ll see that it doesn’t have a uniform temperature. There are hot spots, more stable pockets, areas where the flame licks along the ceiling and curls down toward the floor. Every time you use it, it’s an education. Test the limits of your oven within reason, and test yourself. Try everything: meat, fish, vegetables, bread, cakes. Once you start on this path, your approach to cooking will change forever.


			The oven at Hartwood is fed by a channel of air that moves in through the door and runs directly to the burning wood in the back. The channel is about two feet wide, and that section is not as hot as the rest of the oven. We use the hearth in front of the oven door (which we had made by the local iron guy) as a place to dry out our kosher salt, which clumps up in the humidity. We toast spices, seeds, and nuts just inside the door. It’s easy to keep an eye on them there and monitor the heat. 


			The pockets directly to the right and the left of the fire in the back are the hottest parts of the oven. This is where we put the food we need to blast with heat. The areas just to the left and the right of the door aren’t as hot, but they hold a steady temperature. This part of the oven is heated as much by the thermal mass of the masonry as by the fire in the back. The flames roll down off the ceiling about six inches inside the door. This is where we can finish a dish and crisp up the skin of fish or poultry.


			When we cook, we might braise in the area just inside the door, then uncover the pan and crisp up the skin closer to the flame. When it’s time to serve the dish, we reheat it and add color by moving it to where the flames loop down just inside the door. We play the oven like it’s an instrument, using different parts of it to find the right tone and timbre. 


			A wood-burning oven isn’t just a tool you fire up. A wood-burning oven is alive. 
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El Almacén


			
The Larder



				

					[image: ]

				


					This Yucatán traveler brings us different types of honeys and bee pollen. These natural sweeteners are also good for one’s health.


			Suddenly we had a new world of ingredients to discover—the Caribbean was at our fingertips: we could flag down fishermen as they drove their cooler-filled minivans and pickup trucks along the crazy, washed-out road that leads from the port in Punta Allen through the Reserva de la Biósfera Sian Ka’an. Skeptical of us at first, the men opened the coolers to show off seafood that they’d just caught by spear or line: the eyes of the fish still gleaming, the scales reflecting colors we’d never seen before. Even the lobster brought in from the reef seemed otherworldly: all enormous, with meaty tails and no claws.


			As we traveled around the region to find affordable building materials, we also became driven in our search for ingredients. Where did the vegetables at the market come from? Then we began to notice Mayas stepping onto the road from little unmarked trails that were at most two feet wide. Soon we were randomly walking into the jungle down these unknown paths. We’d go for miles, and then suddenly, there’d be a small milpa, or farm. At first the parched clearings looked like the moon, but gradually we began to see that there were tomatoes, squash, beans, and chiles growing between the rocks, seemingly defying nature to survive under the endless sun.


			Drives to distant markets presented us with produce that we had never even seen before. Every day expanded our palates, our Spanish vocabularies, and our dreams for what Hartwood could be. 


			 


			
Building Flavor
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			Our cooking isn’t complicated, because our kitchen—humid, smoky, crowded, exposed to the elements—can’t pull off anything that calls for extreme precision or control, but the food we produce is complex because we use what’s around us to build flavor. Every dish has a balance of sweet and spicy, fresh and dried, oil and acid. So we might cook that fish with habaneros and serve it with a roasted sweet potato basted with dark honey from the state of Tabasco, then finished with some of the chamomile hanging to dry above the grill. We might add charred spring onions rubbed with that roasted chile oil and sprinkled with toasted guajillo chiles that have been pulverized in a spice grinder. 


			Some of our flavoring elements are very simple: honeys, salts, fresh and dried herbs, fresh and dried chiles. Some take more work. The pickles need time to sit, and the three oils we use—roasted chile oil, roasted garlic oil, and roasted onion oil—take some effort to prepare, but they’re essential to this food. 


			The idea behind the recipes here isn’t that far from the mantra you get in so many restaurants—that if you start with the best ingredients, you shouldn’t need to do too much to them. But if you take that idea too literally, you might end up doing nothing at all. Instead, the little we do adds layers so that the bright clarity of those fresh ingredients is delivered with fully formed chords of flavors in the background. 


			You probably won’t taste chile in the roasted chile oil. You probably won’t even taste the oil. But you will taste something that makes the other elements of the dish snap into focus, and that fish will be unlike any other fish you’ve grilled. You don’t build flavor to overwhelm your senses, you build flavor to heighten the purity of what you’re cooking. 


			Here are some of the ingredients you’ll see filling our kitchen crates, lining our pantry shelves, and hanging from the rafters to dry. Our advice on finding the less-familiar ones: almost every town now has a Mexican grocery store. Before you start ordering online, get to know your community.


			Chiles


			After living in Mexico for a while, you develop a taste for how everybody eats. It’s important to get the mix of how to do spicy: tomatoes, pickled onions, vinegar, lime juice, and other ingredients break the heat a little, or bring it out.


			Down here, even the dried chiles are a little moister and fresher than the ones you get in the States, which have been sitting for who knows how long (another reason why it’s really worth seeking out a Mexican market). Some are sharp and fade quickly, some are long lasting. Some are fruity, some are smoky. Some are faint, some are intense. Sometimes we want a smoky chile with mild heat that fades quickly, other times a fruity chile with mild heat that lingers. It depends on the dish.


			Unless otherwise specified, the seeds should be left in. But if you’re not used to cooking with chiles, start by using half the seeds and membranes—which is where the heat is—and then work your way up. 
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					Smoked crickets (bottom, center), or chapulines, are always found in our kitchen because they are so addictive. Clockwise from there, you’ll see some of our favorite dried chiles, including onza, skinny red árbol, large dark morita, tiny pequín, bright round cascabel, chawa, and smoky chipotle.


			 


			Ancho A dried poblano. Sweet, smoky, kind of raisiny.


			Árbol The tiny medium-hot guy is a workhorse at Hartwood. We use the dried chiles in many of our dishes.


			Cascabel A super-flavorful dried round chile with a nutty, smoky aroma. We use it every day in our Roasted Chile Oil (see recipe), which it turns a beautiful amber.


			Chawa A dried chile that’s sweet and mild, the chawa is close to the Fresno peppers you get in the United States. It has a smooth flavor—a little fruity, with gentle heat that doesn’t linger. We rehydrate this chile in water for sauces, or infuse it in a little oil.


			Chipotle Another workhorse. A dried jalapeño, the chipotle has a smoky and intense flavor that then drops into the background, which means you can use it for just about anything from fish and shellfish to steak to rabbit.


			Guajillo The smoky sweetness of this dried chile makes it great with fish and seafood, including shrimp, lobster, and octopus.


			Habanero These super-hot lantern-shaped chiles are typical of the Yucatán. We use them fresh, dried, and powdered. They can be orange, green, or white, depending on ripeness.


			Habanero Manzana Manzana means apple, and the habanero manzana is a larger, fruitier habanero. You have all the fire of a traditional habanero, but the added sugars balance the spiciness somewhat. This is a chile that wants to be roasted.


			Jalapeño These familiar chiles are easy to find in the states—no matter where you shop, chances are you can get fresh jalapeños. They are especially great pickled; see recipe. 


			Morita A close relative of the chipotle, the morita is also a smoked jalapeño. But because it spends less time in the smoker, it is more supple and moist, and a little sweeter. The short smoking time also allows the red color of the vine-ripened chiles to come through.


			Morron Morron is the Spanish name for bell pepper. With their natural sugars and high water content, these are perfect for cooking in the wood-burning oven and on the grill.


			Mulato A close relation of the poblano, the mulato is allowed to ripen until it’s red, and then it’s smoked. It has a slightly licoricey, chocolatey flavor. It’s one of the building blocks of a classic mole.


			Onza Spicy and slightly sweet, this versatile chile from Oaxaca goes with fish or meat. Onza is not easy to find in Tulum, but when we do, we use it in stews and soups.


			Pasilla When you dry the chile chilaca, you get pasilla, which has the dried-fruit flavor of a plum or a raisin. It adds a bass note to salsas and stews, and because it only has a mild heat, you can use it to build flavor without setting fire to your mouth.


			Pequín You see this chile growing wild in the jungle. When dried, it’s the size of a Tic Tac, and it has a super-sharp heat that explodes on your tongue but disappears almost immediately. It wakes up your palate, then it gets out of the way and lets you taste the rest of the dish.


			Poblano Big, dark, and really subtle, with a slight fruitiness. Poblanos can be cooked down, almost like onions, to give body and flavor to a dish. 


			Serrano Great for pork belly. We also thinly slice these to give just a kiss of heat to ceviches.


			Xcatic (esh-ka-teek) These long, thin chiles look like a banana pepper but are much more spicy. They have a fresh heat that opens up the mouth. These are fantastic pickled. Grill a pork chop, add a pile of minced pickled chiles xcatic with some of the pickle solution, and you have a meal. (See photograph.)
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