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This book is dedicated to the amazing women in my family who are no
longer with us: my two fearless grandmothers, Bernice Ford and Cora
Walker, and my sweet aunt Katherine Ryan. They were three wonderful
women, and three wonderful cooks, and I was blessed to have learned
from all of them.


Acknowledgments

This book would not have been possible if not for my mother, Patricia Walker Ford, who is chiefly responsible for keeping the spirit of our family recipes alive, and inspiring me to do the same. My advice to anyone with children is to encourage them to cook the way my mom encouraged me: whenever I asked her to make something I loved, she told me, “Well, go in there and start … I’ll talk you through it.” A schoolteacher for twenty years, she always said that there’s no such thing as a mistake, there’s only a lesson learned for the next time—especially when it comes to cooking. Thanks for everything, Mom!

During the writing and recipe testing process, I felt so lucky to have the help and support of my family and friends, including everyone who gave me recipes and ideas for this book. This includes my sister and mentor Devon O’Day, my aunt Brenda Johnston, who keeps us on track with the facts on the family, my cousin Sue Walker, my daddy, Charles, who keeps me laughing, and of course my husband and constant companion, Campion Murphy.

I also want to thank my coauthor Melissa Clark, whose attention to detail has been amazing, and without whom this dream could not have been fulfilled.

Many thanks are due to the tireless recipe testing and editing of Karen Rush, Zoe Singer, and Sara Epstein. I’m also lucky to be able to thank my fantastic editors at Scribner, Beth Wareham and Rica Allannic, who had enough faith in the proposal to turn it into a book.

Last, but not at all least, I must send a huge heartfelt thanks to one of the biggest crusaders behind this book, and possibly the most encouraging fan of my cooking all along, Candice Bergen. She encouraged me to write this book in the first place. So anyone who enjoys a recipe from this collection really has her to thank.



[image: Image]Foreword[image: Image]


When Faith and I started working on Murphy Brown in 1988, she was very young but she knew how to do two things: She knew how to act and she knew how to cook. As I am a die-hard eater, it was her cooking that really got my attention.

It started with her bringing home-baked, still steaming fluffy biscuits to the set or fresh peach cobbler or corn muffins. Coconut cake, blondies—things she’d made just that morning, still hot and bubbling. The smell would slither around the set and soon you couldn’t get near the long crafts table (the snack zone for the crew) because it was packed with people in line for Faith’s food. And not just baked goods, but black-eyed peas, jambalaya, gumbo, po’ boys. Foods I’d only read about in travel magazines. Sumptuous-looking, delicious-smelling, mouthwatering, my-mama-taught-me meals.

In the mornings, on the set for breakfast, Faith would scoop out the insides of a split bagel and fill it with egg-white salad—hard-boiled egg whites mixed with Dijon mustard, dill, capers, and mayonnaise—which she’d whip up while the bagel was toasting. I would drool in my car on the way to the studio just thinking about Faith’s stuffed bagel (Bagel Farci, as I called it) and hope she’d have time to make me one … or two.

Of course, if she really wanted to get me, her secret weapon was mini pecan pies that melted in your mouth. I swear—the crust was so light … and buttery … and they were bite-sized so you could eat about forty and not even feel full—just fat.

One rainy night, Faith and I met on a hilltop halfway between our two houses so she could hand me a crock of gumbo hot off the stove for my husband, who craved it. She’d packed it in a willow basket, lined with blue and white gingham.

Faith’s food is always presented wonderfully: colors of containers coordinate with the napkins they’re nestled in, Mason jars are tied with French ribbon. When she serves food, she always does it beautifully—the table looking as festive as the meal. Her kitchen is comfy and cozy with overstuffed sofas, a collection of ceramic roosters, bowls heaping with tomatoes from her garden. Attention is given to every detail.

Of course, Faith is a fast learner and in the early “Murphy” years, besides comedy and cuisine, she developed expertise in how to dress and how to decorate a house, talents she already possessed but now had the means to express.

During our ten years on Murphy Brown, I came to depend upon Faith’s advice for virtually everything: “Faithy, what should I have for lunch?” “Fa-ayth. Do I look too fat in this dress?” “Fa-ayyth, do I put a lamp here or a mirror?” “Faithy, what do you think of the color of this wall?” “How do you keep the birds off your tomatoes?” “Who can I get to cut my hair?” “Should I cut my hair?” “How come I’m not getting a laugh with this line?”

Everything Faith does, she does well. I think it’s a combination of natural ability, Southern pride, and a mama who taught her how to plant and pot and pickle and pluck, and a daddy who taught her how to shoot whatever moves in that swamp where they had their huntin’ camp.

In fact, Cooking with Faith is just the beginning of what I think should be a series: Decorating with Faith, Gardening with Faith, Dressing with Faith, Exercising with Faith, Dieting with Faith, and, my personal favorite, Eating with Faith—which I hope to do more of now that she’s been considerate enough to move to New York to star in a series. We’ll start with the mini pecan pies….

—Candice Bergen

COOKING WITH FAITH
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When people first meet me, they think it’s a novel idea that I’m an actress who cooks. But I’ve been cooking for longer than I’ve been acting. Growing up in the small town of Pineville, Louisiana, I was the shy and scrawny kid (even though I ate like a pig) who disappeared into the wall. Since I wasn’t particularly outgoing, I guess I found my way to popularity by learning to cook at a young age. People always like someone who bakes a killer brownie, or invites you over for a homemade meal.

I learned how to make my first recipe when I was about eight years old. It was purple hull peas, cooked until they’re soft with a little bit of bacon. If you’ve never had them, purple hull peas are related to black-eyed peas but the pea is greener. My maternal grandparents, Larry and Cora Walker, grew them on their farm, and my grandma Cora and my mother, Pat Ford, made them for me ever since I was a baby. So I loved them from when I was old enough to chew (or even before—my mother says she craved them when she was pregnant with me!). But there was one thing I always noticed: my grandmother made hers a little bit better than my mother did.

One summer when my sister and I came home after spending a couple of weeks with my grandma Cora, I said, “Mama, I think you need a new stove.” When she asked why, I said, “Well, your stove just doesn’t cook purple hull peas like Grandma Cora’s stove.”

My mother laughed. “Well,” she said, “I don’t think it’s the stove. I think it’s the way Grandma Cora makes those peas. I tell you what, the next time you go over to Grandma Cora’s, I want you to watch her like a hawk. And when you come home you can be in charge of making the peas from now on. So you have to learn how to make them just like she makes them.”

And I did.

That’s how it started. I discovered that I loved to cook, and that I was good at it, too. As a teenager I would spend hours watching Julia Child and her local Pineville equivalent, Mildred Swift, on television. I was fascinated by the way Julia kind of bumbled around until she came up with something great. I could relate. For me cooking was always about finding my way in the kitchen, trying out new ideas until I found one that worked. Then it became part of my repertoire.

But even before all that, I had learned the basics from my mother and grandmother, like how to assemble your ingredients and do the prep work before you start cooking. My grandmother was an amazing cook and my mother and her sister, my aunt Brenda, still are. Not that they would cook anything fancy, just good, old-fashioned, homey food—Southern-style, naturally, since we lived in the South. They didn’t use written recipes, they simply cooked from their souls.

In addition to giving me their vintage recipes, my mother and grandmother taught me about all the little details and techniques that go not just into making a dish, but into making it special. Even toast could be special. I make toast the way my grandma used to. She never had a pop-up toaster, so she’d use a toaster oven or broiler, toast the bread a little bit, spread butter on it, and put it back in, so that when you took it out it had little pools of butter on the top. It’s amazing toast. To this day only a toaster oven or broiler will do for me. That same care and attention makes everything a little more delicious, even if it’s as simple as spreading the mayonnaise out to the corners of the crust when you make a sandwich, or standing and stirring, not walking off, when you make brown gravy.

Another thing I learned from my family was how to eat balanced, healthful meals. This may surprise you if you think that all Southern cooking is heavy and fat-and-carbohydrate based. And while we certainly ate plenty of the traditional dishes like chicken and dumplings, roast beef po’ boys, gumbo with andouille sausages, and all those heavenly Southern desserts like pecan pie and banana pudding, we also loved vegetables, and made them a large part of every meal.

My grandma and grandpa Walker had a farm and my parents a garden, so we grew our own mustard and turnip greens, squash, cabbage, peas, okra, and tomatoes. There was little we didn’t grow. My dad, Charles, and his parents, Grandpa Dewey and Grandma Bernice Ford, grew a special kind of speckled green beans—Grandpa Ford was so proud of those. We always had fresh corn from my Grandpa Walker’s farm—we helped harvest it each year. And there were so many purple hull peas that my sister and I would stain our fingers lilac having pea-shelling contests. Whoever won got a nickel or an extra dessert, which seemed like a big haul at the time!

In the heart of summer, our meals were based around our home-grown fruits and vegetables. With breakfast biscuits there were homemade fig preserves with figs from Grandma Walker’s three huge fig trees, and peaches from her peach trees. At lunch we’d have purple hull peas, of course, and greens simmered until falling-apart tender, creamed corn, fried okra, cornbread, and fresh sliced tomatoes, with peach ice cream for dessert. I never forgot the way those tomatoes tasted. It’s the kind of thing you hang on to.

All of it is. Once you know what it’s like to eat meals made with love and care, and plenty of homegrown fresh fruits and vegetables, you’ll find a way to keep doing it.

I did, even when I moved to New York City at the age of seventeen. I moved there to model for the summer and make money for school, but it didn’t work out that way. I ended up taking acting classes and working commercially, and, at the same time, cooking more than ever. Auditioning and running around the city can wear you down, and I would find myself coming home from a stressful day and chopping vegetables. The meditative aspects of cooking helped me relax. It was comforting. So I’d cook up a beef stew or a big vegetable soup or pot of greens. I don’t know who I thought was going to eat all that food, and I’d end up feeding all my roommates and inviting friends over. Sharing food is a great way to create bonds with people.

In New York I was exposed to a lot of other influences when I went out to eat. We never really went to restaurants when I was growing up. Sure, there was barbecue and pizza and things like that. But going out to dinner in New York opened my eyes. If I had a dish I liked at a restaurant, I would try to memorize its flavors and re-create it at home. I still do that today.

After four years in New York, I moved to Los Angeles and continued working and taking acting classes, and cooking, of course. I would use my cooking skills to bribe people to come over to my house to rehearse so I didn’t have to schlep out to theirs. I also would cater our showcases—where we would perform for agents, managers, and casting directors. I guess I thought if I didn’t get an acting job I could get some kind of cooking job from it. But eventually, I did get an acting job—the role of Corky on Murphy Brown.

For me, working steadily didn’t mean giving up cooking. I’d make food for people on the set all the time. I would prepare my breakfast—maybe a scooped-out bagel filled with egg white salad and tomatoes—and when I sat down to read through the script Candice Bergen would say, “Well, that looks really good. Can I have one?” So I would make her one, too. Once on the set of a movie I even found myself in the catering truck, teaching the caterer to make a giant pot of authentic Louisiana gumbo! Food and cooking may not have been part of the script, but they were always on my mind.

It was in Los Angeles that my own cooking style started to develop. That’s when I began experimenting, and making the traditional recipes I grew up with a little lighter. As an actress, I had to keep fit. I started using olive oil in things instead of lard or bacon, just to see what would happen. That’s how I adapted my mother’s Sizzlin’ Salad (page 31). She always made it with bacon grease, which is delicious. But I thought, what if I try making this with olive oil? And it worked! That was just the beginning.

But always, at the heart of my cooking style are my mother and grandmother’s treasured dishes. I never go long without making something of theirs. But I also continue to update and lighten them so they fit into my lifestyle in Los Angeles. It’s probably in part because of the culture I live in now, but I find that I care more each day about what I put into my body. Striving to eat healthfully means keeping my cooking really clean, simple, and natural.

I don’t go overboard. As with my family’s meals during my childhood, balance is what I look for. Let’s face it, if I’m going to have fried catfish, I’m going to have fried catfish. Sometimes I’ll make oven-fried catfish, which is less messy and a little healthier, but there are times when only deep-fried catfish will do. So I’ll serve it on a bed of greens and to me, the vegetables balance the meal. And maybe I’ll eat a little less catfish because the greens filled me up. It’s a real change from the all-you-can-eat catfish places I went to as a kid, where the fried fish was served with hush puppies and potato logs and then you might have a little bit of coleslaw and some pickles. I do things differently now.

Whenever I can, I make healthy substitutions, and I always try to use fresh ingredients. I don’t cook my greens to death anymore like we used to. It takes eight to ten minutes to cook mustard and turnip greens, whereas we used to cook them for hours. And we used salt pork. Now I rely on turkey sausage, turkey bacon, and turkey tasso. Where I can, I cook with olive oil or vegetable oil instead of lard, and add butter as a flavoring at the end of cooking.

All of this keeps my cooking a little bit more healthful, but still fulfilling and delicious.

And that is the philosophy behind Cooking with Faith.

This book is about the way I cook now—a combination of the homespun, heirloom dishes I grew up with, and my own lighter, healthier, more modern versions and creations. It’s also about the relationships in my family, as I’ve cooked and adapted family recipes. We continue to learn from each other in the kitchen and my mom shares her opinions in the “Mom Says” notes throughout the book. There is food here for anyone, and anytime, whether you feel like making my grandmother’s fabulous peach cobbler, my mother’s meat loaf with brown mushroom gravy, or my warm chicken salad with field greens and hot-and-sweet pecans. I want to encourage daughters who might not cook to try to with their mom or their mom’s mom. I think women have so much to gain from cooking together, especially moms and daughters.

But as much as it’s about what I love to cook, Cooking with Faith is also about helping others tap into a way of cooking that is simple yet full of flavor and feeling. This kind of cooking is timely because we’ve gotten away from the traditions that I learned growing up. Well-made food is an experience. It’s about taking pride in what you eat. It’s a remedy for an increasingly fast food-reliant society—I mean, how can you be that much in a hurry?

As I’ve learned through the years, meals don’t need to be extravagant, just made with love. I hope this book shows people that even basic, homey food is excellent if you pay attention to details. Cooking and sharing my recipes is a way of preserving something that was important to me in my formative years, something that I know every cook will understand. It’s not the fanciest cooking in the world, but whether it’s a steaming bowl of grits, a crisp salmon cake, or a fluffy slice of lemon pie, it tastes so much better—and means so much more—when you take the time and the care to do it right.
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Sugar snaps grow well in Louisiana, and I love to just sit and eat them like potato chips. I boil up a bunch for a minute or two, then stick them in the fridge, ready to pull out as an hors d’oeuvre for guests to nibble on while I’m cooking.

The dipping sauce is salty like ponzu sauce—which I order with edamame, or fresh soybeans, when we go out for sushi—but with a little honey for Southern sweetness and hot sauce for zing. It’s also great as an alternative dip for Crispy Chicken Tenders (page 22) or with other veggies like carrots, steamed broccoli, and cucumbers.

SERVES 6

Salt

¼ cup soy sauce

¼ cup rice vinegar

2 tablespoons finely chopped fresh ginger

2 tablespoons honey

¼ teaspoon hot sauce

1 garlic clove, minced or passed through a garlic press

2 tablespoons Asian sesame oil or toasted sesame oil

1 tablespoon vegetable oil

2 scallions, chopped

1 pound sugar snap peas, trimmed


	
Bring a saucepan of salted water to a boil and fill a large bowl with water and ice.



	
In a stand blender, process the soy sauce, vinegar, ginger, honey, hot sauce, and garlic until smooth. With the motor running, slowly drizzle in the oils. Transfer to a small bowl and stir in the scallions.



	
Blanch the sugar snaps in the boiling water for 1½ to 2 minutes, then drain and immediately transfer to the ice water to stop the cooking. Drain well and serve the peas with the sauce as a dip. The peas and sauce can be made up to 2 days ahead. Store, covered, in the refrigerator.
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The first time I had artichoke dip was when a guy I dated in high school took me to a party where there was a bowl of it. I remember thinking, “This is the most amazing food.” “Oh, honey, we’ve been doing this for years!” my friends said. But it was news to me. I still feel I missed out, and I may be overcompensating, dressing up my dip with fresh basil and Cajun seasonings, but it’s just so good. I make it much lighter than traditional dip, so it’s more about the artichokes and herbs.

MAKES ABOUT 2 CUPS, SERVING 8

½ cup plain dried bread crumbs

2 tablespoons butter, melted

2 (6-ounce) jars marinated artichoke hearts, drained

4 garlic cloves, minced or passed through a garlic press

1 cup regular or nonfat cottage cheese

1 cup grated Parmesan cheese

⅓ cup chopped fresh basil

3 tablespoons light or regular mayonnaise

1 tablespoon freshly squeezed lemon juice (from about ½ lemon)

1 teaspoon Faith’s Special Seasoning (page 266) or Cajun seasoning (see Sources, page 267)

1 teaspoon hot sauce

Crackers or bread


	
In a small bowl, combine the bread crumbs and melted butter. Set aside.



	
In a food processor, or on a large cutting board, chop the artichokes and garlic together until the artichokes are coarsely chopped and the mixture is a little chunky.



	
In a medium bowl, combine the artichoke mixture, cottage cheese, Parmesan, basil, mayonnaise, lemon juice, Faith’s seasoning, and hot sauce and mix well. Transfer the mixture to an 8-inch baking dish (or similar sized dish) and smooth the surface. This can be done up to 6 hours ahead. Refrigerate, covered, until ready to bake.



	
Preheat the oven to 375 degrees F.



	
Top the dip with the bread crumb mixture and bake for 25 to 30 minutes, until bubbly and golden brown. Serve hot with crackers or bread for dipping.
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I like to set out little bowls of these crispy pecans for people to nibble on with drinks at parties. They’re really quite addictive. They’re also great on salads. Little packages of these also make nice homemade gifts for the holidays, and the recipe can be doubled easily.

MAKES 2 CUPS

2 cups pecans

2 tablespoons butter

¼ cup honey

4 teaspoons Faith’s Special Seasoning (page 266) or Cajun seasoning (see Sources, page 267)


	
In a nonstick skillet over medium-high heat, toast the pecans for 2 minutes, tossing occasionally, until fragrant.



	
Add the butter and toss it with the pecans until it melts. Turn off the heat and add the honey and Faith’s seasoning. Stir to coat well and spread out in a single layer on wax paper to cool. The pecans will keep at room temperature in an airtight container for up to 1 month.
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You rarely go to a potluck luncheon or family get-together in the South where you don’t see deviled eggs. And you might think a deviled egg is just a deviled egg, but everybody makes them differently. I’ve always loved my mom’s so much that when I was little, she’d make a couple extra for me to have on our way to the party.

MAKES 1 DOZEN

6 eggs, hard-boiled (see Boiling Eggs), peeled and halved lengthwise

3 tablespoons light or regular mayonnaise

1 tablespoon chopped pimento

1 tablespoon sweet pickle relish or chopped dill pickle (whichever you prefer)

1 tablespoon chopped green olives

1 tablespoon chopped scallion (green part only)

Salt and black pepper

Sweet paprika


	
Scoop out the yolks from the eggs and place them in a bowl. Arrange the whites on a serving plate and set aside. Mash the yolks well with a fork, then add the mayonnaise, pimento, pickle, olives, scallion, and salt and pepper.



	
Spoon the mixture into the egg white shells and dust lightly with paprika. The pretty reds and greens should peek through. Deviled eggs can be prepared up to 6 hours ahead. Store them, covered, in the refrigerator.







BOILING EGGS

Choose a saucepan large enough to hold the eggs in a single layer. Place the eggs in the saucepan and fill with enough water to cover them by 1 inch. Bring up to a boil, then start timing and boil for 1 minute. Cover the pan, turn off the heat, and let rest for 15 minutes. It’s easiest to peel hard-boiled eggs under a stream of cold water. The fresher the eggs, the more difficult they are to peel.
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Po’ Boys at Ray’s Pee Gee

Po’ boys are a big thing all over the South—I would be willing to bet there’s not a person in Louisiana who doesn’t eat them once or more a week. You can basically make anything into a po’ boy, so you never get sick of them. They’re the South’s answer to a hero sandwich, grilled, on French bread. You grill the inside of the bread and fill it with hot or room-temperature ingredients like sliced roast beef or turkey or fried fish, oysters, or shrimp, and then you can either eat it as is or grill and press the whole sandwich. Most po’ boy places give you a choice of pressed or unpressed. Both are great.

The best place for po’ boys, ever, as far as I’m concerned, is Ray’s Pee Gee in Monroe, Louisiana. That’s where my family went on Friday nights when I was growing up, and for us, Ray’s po’ boys set the gold standard.



PO’ BOY WISDOM

It’s not hard to make a great po’ boy, but there are some things to keep in mind. One of the most important is the bread. You’ve got to find a soft, light loaf of French or Italian bread that’s not too dense or crusty. The loaf should be about 18 inches long, with a tender crust that you can easily bite through and an airy inside to soak up the butter. Don’t use a fine French baguette or a chewy Italian loaf from a fancy bakery. Those are better for eating by themselves. I always say that if a loaf of bread is really good to eat by itself without being heated in plenty of butter, it’s probably not the right kind for a po’ boy.

And another thing: you have to use a griddle or a frying pan or even an electric pancake pan—something with a flat surface—to toast just the insides of the bread. Don’t use a toaster oven because it will dry out the tops and cause the bread to crumble when you bite it.

When you dress the bread, make sure to spread the mayonnaise to the edges so you get some in every mouthful. And be sure to have all your fixings for the sandwich ready before you grill the bread. That way, when it’s done, you can put the sandwich together quickly and serve it while still hot.

That’s a po’ boy at its best!



Of course, you can get a po’ boy anywhere in Louisiana now, and even across the country, but they’re not the same. They don’t dress them right, with mayonnaise and pickles, or take the time to make sure the bread is hot, buttery, and crispy. At Ray’s, they’d always have a big metal pan of melted butter that they’d brush on the inside of the bread. Then the slices went face down onto the griddle until they turned golden brown and were heated all the way through. Their po’ boys were served fresh and hot, so they stayed juicy and crunchy at the same time.

When I was eight, my family moved to Pineville, about two hours away from Monroe. But we still craved Ray’s po’ boys and would drive there every now and again for dinner. After a while, my mother said, “This is ridiculous, to drive so far for a sandwich. I’m going to learn how to make them at home.” And she did, following Ray’s example; then she taught me. It’s not quite Ray’s, but I think our version is a pretty close second.

[image: Image]Mom Says: The sandwiches can be kept in a warm oven (preheat it to 250 degrees F, then turn off the heat) for 5 or 10 minutes if there is any waiting for everyone to get to the table. These recipes make two po’ boys each. Most people consider a half loaf of bread to be one whole po’ boy. So, a fourth of a loaf is half a sandwich. At most places, you can order either a half or a whole. A hungry man can usually eat a whole one. Faith’s husband can, and then will exercise two hours in the gym just to work it off. But Faith and I will usually just eat a half.

[image: Image]




[image: Image]Rest of the Pot Roast Po’ Boys[image: Image]


Roast beef po’ boys were always my favorite at Ray’s Pee Gee’s, and they’re a perfect lunch or supper for the day after you make pot roast. In fact, my real reason for making a beef pot roast is so I can have a po’ boy the next day! I like mine with a little horseradish, but of course the amount of heat is up to you.

[image: Image]Mom Says: Some po’ boys are good when only the inside of the bread is toasted. But there’s just something about a roast beef po’ boy that you’re going to dip in gravy. It’s much better when you press and grill the outside for a minute after the whole thing is put together.

SERVES 2 TO 4

1 pound roast beef (see Juicy Beef Pot Roast, page 134), thinly sliced

1 cup gravy from Juicy Beef Pot Roast

¼cup light or regular mayonnaise

2 tablespoons bottled horseradish, optional

1 large soft loaf French or Italian bread, sliced in half crosswise and lengthwise (see Po’ Boy Wisdom, page 10)

6 tablespoons butter, melted

2 large tomatoes, sliced

4 large romaine lettuce leaves, shredded


	
To heat the meat, warm the gravy in a skillet and then place the meat in it, a few slices at a time, for 3 to 4 minutes each. (Alternatively, you can steam the slices in a steamer insert in a large covered pot for 3 to 4 minutes.)



	
In a small bowl, combine the mayonnaise with the horseradish, if using.



	
Warm a griddle or skillet over medium-high heat. Have all the other ingredients laid out so you’re ready to assemble sandwiches as soon as the bread is done. Brush the cut side of each piece of bread with melted butter. Place the bread slices buttered side down and cook until browned, 2 to 3 minutes.



	
Liberally spread each slice of bread with mayonnaise. Layer the bottom halves of the bread with sliced tomatoes, shredded lettuce, and slices of the warm beef. Close the sandwiches and return them to the warm griddle for 1 minute. Press down firmly and cut in half on a cutting board. Serve immediately, with individual dipping bowls of gravy for each person.
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Me and my mom, Pat, fixing dinner in the kitchen.




[image: Image]Catfish Po’ Boys with Creole Tartar Sauce[image: Image]


In the South, whenever you do a fish fry, you should always offer pickles on the side. If you also put out some freshly grilled bread, then anyone who wants a po’ boy can make it right then and there. When it comes to a fried fish po’ boy, that’s when you get into your tartar sauces instead of using plain mayonnaise. For this recipe, I make a spiced up dressing that I call Creole tartar sauce because when you order something “Creole” in New Orleans, like a Creole Bloody Mary, it’s just loaded with horseradish. And so is the sauce.

These po’ boys start out with Southern-Style Fried Catfish. You can assemble them using lettuce and tomatoes, and serve a big scoop of Grandpa Walker’s Favorite Crunchy Southern Slaw on the side. But what I really like to do is to leave off the lettuce and tomato altogether and spread the slaw right on top of the fish inside the sandwich instead. It adds a great crunch.

SERVES 2 TO 4

Creole Tartar Sauce

¼ cup light or regular mayonnaise

2 tablespoons catsup

Freshly squeezed juice of ¼ lemon

1½ teaspoons bottled horseradish

1½ teaspoons sweet pickle relish

½ teaspoon hot sauce

¼ teaspoon Worcestershire sauce

In a small bowl, whisk together all the ingredients. Refrigerate, covered, until ready to use, or overnight.

Po’ Boys

1 soft loaf French or Italian bread, sliced in half crosswise and lengthwise (see Po’ Boy Wisdom, page 10)

6 tablespoons butter, melted

1 pound catfish fillets, fried (see Southern-Style Fried Catfish, page 82)

4 large lettuce leaves

2 large tomatoes, sliced

1 recipe Grandpa Walker’s Favorite Crunchy Southern Slaw (page 38), optional

Sliced dill pickles


	
Warm a griddle or skillet over medium-high heat. Have all the ingredients laid out so you’re ready to assemble sandwiches as soon as the bread is done. Brush the cut side of each piece of bread with melted butter. Place the bread slices buttered side down and cook until browned, 2 to 3 minutes.



	
Liberally spread both sides of the bread with the Creole Tartar Sauce. Place a piece of warm fried catfish on top of a slice of bread, followed by lettuce and tomato (or a scoop of coleslaw, if using), then sliced pickles. Place the other half of the bread on top, press firmly, cut in half, and serve immediately, with extra tartar sauce on the side.






[image: Image]Smoked Turkey and Avocado Po’ Boys with Sweet Tangy Mayo[image: Image]


This is not your typical Louisiana po’ boy. No one there would ever think to add slices of avocado. But in L.A., avocados are used everywhere, and I love them. However, there’s an art to using one in a po’ boy. You have to press the avocado onto the bread and compact it a little so that it doesn’t slide off the sandwich. If you use the avocado next to the tomato and lettuce, it slips right out the sides when you bite down. But if you put it between the bread and the turkey, it will stay put—until you eat it up, that is.

SERVES 2 TO 4

Sweet Tangy Mayo

½ cup light or regular mayonnaise

¼ cup catsup

¼ cup sweet pickle relish

1 teaspoon hot sauce

Mix together all the ingredients, cover, and refrigerate until ready to use, or overnight.

Po’ Boys

2 tablespoons olive oil

¾ pound sliced smoked turkey breast

1 large soft loaf French or Italian bread, sliced in half crosswise and lengthwise (see Po’ Boy Wisdom, page 10)

6 tablespoons butter, melted

1 large avocado, peeled and sliced

4 large red leaf lettuce leaves, shredded

2 large tomatoes, sliced


	
In a large skillet, warm the olive oil over medium-high heat. Fold the turkey slices in half and fit as many in the skillet as you can. Sear the slices for about 30 seconds on each side, then transfer them to a plate lined with a paper towel. Repeat until all the slices are seared. Turn off the heat, return all the turkey slices to the skillet, and cover to keep warm.



	
Warm a griddle or skillet over medium-high heat. Have all the ingredients laid out so you’re ready to assemble sandwiches as soon as the bread is done. Brush the cut side of each piece of bread with melted butter. Place the bread slices buttered side down and cook until browned, 2 to 3 minutes.



	
Liberally spread each slice of the warm bread with tangy mayo. On the bottom halves of the bread, layer the avocado, turkey, lettuce, and tomato, in that order. Place the warm top halves on each sandwich, press firmly, cut in half, and serve immediately.
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[image: Image]Grilled Veggie Po’ Boys with Homespun Basil Hummus[image: Image]


Putting hummus on a po’ boy with grilled veggies is a terrific idea, though not very traditional in the South. I like it because chickpeas are full of protein and really fill you up. I usually offer these po’ boys as a meatless alternative at my barbecues. After everything is set out, I coach my friends on how to spread hummus on one side of the bread and layer the vegetables on top, then put a little more hummus on top of the vegetables. The flavors are amazing, and the vegetables are very juicy, so when you bite into a veggie po’ boy, juice drips down the bread.

SERVES 2 TO 4

Homespun Basil Hummus

2 garlic cloves

1 (16-ounce) can chickpeas, rinsed and drained

3 to 4 tablespoons freshly squeezed lemon juice (from 1 lemon), to taste

3 tablespoons tahini

1 tablespoon extra-virgin olive oil

1 teaspoon hot sauce

¼ teaspoon salt

¼ cup chopped fresh basil

Put the garlic cloves in a food processor or blender and process or blend to finely chop. Add all the other ingredients except the basil and blend or pulse until the mixture is pureed. Add the basil and 2 tablespoons water and pulse until a spreadable consistency is achieved, adding an additional tablespoon of water if necessary Taste and correct the seasonings, adding more lemon juice, hot sauce, and salt as needed. Refrigerate for up to 2 days or use immediately on grilled veggie po’ boys.

Po’ Boys

1 small eggplant, cut lengthwise into ¼-inch-thick slices

1 red bell pepper, cut lengthwise into ¼-inch-thick slices

2 yellow squash, cut lengthwise into ¼-inch-thick slices

3 large portobello mushrooms, cut into ¼-inch-thick slices

6 tablespoons olive oil

2 teaspoons Faith’s Special Seasoning (page 266) or Cajun seasoning (see Sources, page 267)

1 soft loaf French or Italian bread, sliced in half crosswise and lengthwise (see Po’ Boy Wisdom, page 10)


	
Preheat the grill or use a stovetop grill. Alternatively, preheat the oven to 425 degrees F.



	
Place the vegetables in a large bowl, drizzle them with 3 tablespoons of the olive oil, and sprinkle them with Faith’s seasoning. Toss well.



	
Grill the vegetables, using a grilling basket if desired, turning every 5 minutes and moving them around the grill, taking care that they don’t burn, until sear marks appear and they are cooked through, 10 to 15 minutes. Transfer to a platter and keep warm. If you are using the oven instead of a grill, spread the vegetables in a single layer on a baking sheet and roast in the oven until golden and tender, 20 to 25 minutes, turning once or twice to ensure even cooking.



	
Brush the cut sides of each piece of bread with the remaining 3 tablespoons oil. Place the bread slices oiled side down on the grill and cook until browned, 2 to 3 minutes.



	
Liberally spread each piece of bread with hummus. Layer veggies on each bottom slice and close with a top slice. Cut each po’ boy in half and serve immediately while hot and crispy.






[image: Image]My Favorite Chicken Salad Sandwich with Roasted Red Peppers on Sourdough Toast[image: Image]


My mother used to make chicken salad with eggs and celery and finely chopped chicken, and that’s a homey thing for me. I make mine a little chunkier, and I’ll toss in anything from walnuts, mustard, or a little curry, to capers or gherkins. This is a very adaptable recipe. If I have extra pesto around, I spread some on the toast, and I may add fresh herbs or greens like basil or arugula to the salad. The only things I rarely change are the roasted red peppers and the bread. Really good marinated roasted red peppers are something I keep in my pantry for those times when you open the refrigerator and think, “Oh, gosh, what am I going to make a sandwich with?” They brighten up everything, from pasta to salads to sandwiches.

SERVES 8

2 cups chopped cooked chicken (see Mom Says, page 102)

2 celery stalks, chopped

½ small red onion, chopped

1 carrot, chopped

¼ cup chopped toasted pecans (see page 244)

1 tablespoon chopped fresh parsley

1 tablespoon chopped fresh cilantro

½ cup light or regular mayonnaise

¼ cup sweet pickle relish

2 tablespoons freshly squeezed lime juice (from about ½ lime)

1 tablespoon Dijon mustard

¼ teaspoon black pepper

Salt

8 slices sourdough bread

2 roasted red bell peppers, homemade or store-bought (see Roasting Peppers, opposite), seeded and halved lengthwise

2 cups watercress or shredded red leaf lettuce


	
In a medium bowl, mix together the chicken, celery, onion, carrot, pecans, parsley, and cilantro. In a separate small bowl, stir together the mayonnaise, pickle relish, lime juice, mustard, and pepper. Pour the dressing over the chicken mixture and toss thoroughly Taste and add salt if you like. The chicken salad can be made 1 day ahead. Store it, covered, in the refrigerator.



	
Toast the bread slices. Place ½ to ⅔ cup of chicken salad on each sandwich. Put half a roasted pepper on top of the chicken salad, followed by watercress or lettuce. Place the other slice of toast on top, press each sandwich together firmly, cut in half, and serve.







ROASTING PEPPERS

I like things that are char-grilled and smoky and peppers, both bell and chile, are no exception. Store-bought roasted peppers don’t usually taste as good: You have to make sure they’ve been roasted (if you buy them in jars, the label will tell you if they’ve been roasted or not). You also should see little blackened bits of skin. Sometimes I roast or grill a bunch of peppers on the weekend, then store them in the fridge to use during the week. They also freeze well for a few weeks.

To roast the peppers, use tongs to place them directly in the flame on a gas stove burner or over the grill and keep turning until they are blackened all over and beginning to go limp. Remove each pepper from the heat, wrap it in two paper towels, and set it aside for a few minutes. As you unwrap each pepper, wipe the blackened skin off with the paper towels. Remove the seeds and stems and you’re ready to go.
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