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“GENTLEMEN,” said Mr. Peregrine Touchwood, “Man is a Cooking Animal; & in whatever Situation he is found, it may be assumed as an Axiom, that his Progress in Civilization has kept exact Pace with the Degree of Refinement he may have Attained in the Art of Gastronomy. . . . From the Hairy Man of the Woods to the Modern Gourmet, apportioning his Ingredients & blending his Essences, the Chain is Complete!”


Introduction to:


The Cook & Housewife’s Manual,


Med Dods,


Edinburgh, A.D. 1826




DEDICATION


Contrary to current routine this volume is not dedicated to Publisher, Wife, Friend, Mistress or Patron, but to our own handsome digestive tract without which it never could have seen light of day.




A FOREWORD



IT WAS all of fourteen years ago during a first adventure around the world that we made the agreeable discovery that all really interesting people—sportsmen, explorers, musicians, scientists, vagabonds and writers—were vitally interested in good things to eat and drink; cared for exotic and intriguing ways of composing them. Diplomats and colonial officials were pungent gourmets.


We soon discovered further that this keen interest was not solely through gluttony, the spur of hunger or merely to sustain life, but in a spirit of high adventure. It was intrigue of the unexpected in herb or spice or sauce; the titillating savour of exotic ways of putting flesh to fire or greens to bowl.


Sportsmen boasted of a new Malay curry as proudly as they would pelt a ten foot tiger. Explorers took the same agreeable thrill in discovering a succulent Calalou as in sourcing the Congo.


Diplomat, artist and scientist beamed on a special Black Sea Bortsch from Odessa as he might on an international pact; a Brazilian basket of deep fried whole shrimp became as vital as a tube of madder lake to painting a Rio beauty’s shawl; a Tahitian fish salad with lime and coconut dressing took rank with making health contagious instead of grippe.


But most important of all, these people who cared for superior food were equally interested in the history of those exotics, their traditional background, their romantic origin!—something this volume has endeavoured to possess.


That was all we needed to start us on this pleasant madness of receipt collection. Being a passionate collector of divers and amazing addenda from all over the world, it was a relatively simple matter to hang a field note book and pencil among other burdens as we threaded our way from bazaar to eating house to bistro to coffee shop.


Thus an agreeable and mounting collection has lived with us faithfully three voyages and a quarter million miles around the world, across Europe; in Asia, Africa, the British and Dutch East Indies; the Philippines, Hawaii and the three Americas. It has snupped Bahamian and other island dishes through the whole sweep of the West Indies, and various coastwise Americana through ten thousand additional sea miles sailing our own deep water ketch Marmion from Key West to New England’s north shore. We eagerly delved back into bygone years in canoe and under tent among the Florida Keys, the river and lake region of central Florida. We recorded a few choice memories from twenty-five years spent in the deep south: Florida, Virginia, South Carolina, Tennessee.


This initial volume—barely half the collected list!—represents our final selection of exotic savouries. Each one is beloved and notable in its place and, something not yet found in parallel efforts—lists ingredients which at most can take no longer than seventy-two hours to possess in any part of America. In moderate proportion it is a collection of lusties. Certain dishes do appear to list many ingredients, but if readers will take pause to note each of these, a vast proportion are found on any sanely stocked kitchen shelf.


IN A WAY this collection was begun for fellow men, by a man. Having traveled far too much for our own good we had come to indorse womanhood mainly for her beauty, grace, discretion and charm. Having lived in many cities we had learned to flee from Women-with-Brains, Women-who-Did-Things; had learned to cleave, rather, to thoughtful young eyes and lovely smiles who sat back quietly and let us talk and prove ourself to be a monstrous clever fellow. Owning every book on cookery extant in English—and a few in foreign tongue—right from the golden age of Louis XV, through the cooking renaissance of Brillat-Savarin and clear up to our present incomparable Henri Charpentier, there had been a score of immortal chefs. Yet with possible exception of the late Madame Poulard, French sorceress of the omelette pan, what now remembered woman had ever dared create anything beyond the already written word of former male cookery masters? What delectable dish had even been named for a woman, except those by a man chef for some lovely and famous patroness?


Yes, it terrified us to think what might happen if we surrendered our collection of stout dishes for a squad of critical female readers to compare to their own floating islands or quaint tapioca affairs. Away with floating islands, a pox on sago depressions! And by gad sirrah we didn’t need any pink paper panties on our roast fowl either. No sir. This exotic cookery business of ours wasn’t to woo any promoter of strawberry socials, women’s auxiliary luncheons, or the demure young bride. Our mission was not promoting fancy pastries for profitable sale, coy desserts for diverting the attention of brides. All these questionable depravities had already been done only too well by every woman’s cook book in Christendom.


In our lawless way we doubted if any lady would give a rusty bobbie pin if we had eaten South India curry in Trichinopoly, enchilladas in Taxco, corned beef and’ in Dinty Moore’s in Shanghai. Or what did they care if we had gorged on arroz con pollo in Barranquilla, a lordly rijstafel in Soerabaja, beefsteak and kidney pie in St. Albans, or earthenware bowls of scalding and immortal onion soup at L’Escargot in its sixteenth century spot near Les Halles, Paris’ vast central markets?


Why should any nice lady care if we’d consumed small Korean shrimp in Seoul, bird’s-nest soup in Formosa; sampled frozen coconuts in Bangkok or sat crosslegged in Kyoto during the cherry blossom festival eating sukiyaki and sipping endless thimblefuls of hot saki served by laughing dolls in bamboo patterned kimonos? What weight could it possibly carry in the world of women that we had explored twenty-one courses of a Mandarin dinner—including hundred-year-old eggs, candied duck, Fishes Dipped in the Six Perfumes, and a huge Mandarin host who could belch louder than Sir Walter Raleigh—across the narrow Pearl River channel from Shameen, in Canton? It certainly wouldn’t matter a jot that we had been introduced to blinis and sour cream with good black Russky caviar shipped in via Harbin, while we sat across from a Manchu princess of the blood who smoked funny long White Russian cigarettes, sat between red lacquer columns of Erik Nyholm’s Buddhist Temple of the Propitious Pearl which broods on the very top of Western Hills—has brooded there in fact for five hundred years—sat there sipping chilled chablis and eating blinis and watching the steel coin of Old Buddha’s summer palace lake while the dying sun lashed Peking’s stark Tartar Wall through her eternal age-old haze of red dust—when Peking was Peking.


What would they care about things consumed on the terrace in front of the nipa-thatched Manila Polo Club, when the peak of Meriveles stood notched and black against the afterglow? Or about the time our bride and I sat until the small hours before dawn with Walter Spies, watching the legong dancers, listening to the gamelans, and running through his own harmonizations of Balinese music for five pianos—and consumed mild Bali curry of cucumbers and eggs and eggplants, sprinkled with freshly grated coconut and crumbled Bombay duck, which last is no duck at all, but an odd dried species of Indian fish which for reasons not pertinent to mention rises to the nets of dark strange fishermen of the Malabar coast near Goa?


Why should we fancy up a volume for this drove of feminists whose whole day was spoiled, setting sun of which found them unpossessed of some new disguise for bread pudding when—but how could they know it?—any male with the digestion of a titmouse would rather top off a good dinner with a sound spot of Stilton cheese-and-port than the duckiest little prune whip born of egg whisk?


No, to our wry and ungarnished male mind it seemed high time some loyal brother actually did something for his random fellow man.


Then a perfect howl went up. Widely scattered lady acquaintances told us, rather bluntly we thought, just where we rated in the family of reptiles. Our friend Coe Glade, leading contralto for Chicago and San Francisco’s opera, first viewed us coolly through improbable huge dark eyes and tartly informed us that she owned national renown for composing Sunday morning breakfasts. Another cool lady volunteered advice that she had just completed a three months’ course at Le Cordon Bleu in Paris, and she guessed we hadn’t troubled to do that! Ernest Hemingway’s wife Pauline proved to us how beach birds should be stuffed.


Then came climax. A very handsome girl advertising genius, who had resided fourteen years in Havana, fastened on our lapel in the Stork Club and supposed all the way through a six course meal that we knew all about Moros y Cristianos—Moors and Christians, or black beans and rice. That we had included Pollo Piña, Camagüey—which was fowl of discreet age and rearing after being smothered in sun-ripe pineapple pulp, the peel of small green limes, raisins and a gift of white rum. She imagined that our knowledge of muskmelons impregnated with Anis del Mono—which is Spanish anise liqueur of the monkey head label—and chilled colder than cold, would fill a whole chapter. And how about langostas boiled in sea water the way they did them out Matanzas way with a green sauce of mayonnaise, lime, garlic salt and Nepal pepper? . . . Well, and so we were getting up a man’s cookery book were we. And what now, precisely, did we intend doing about it? Furthermore, because of our questionable stove-side conceits for male amateurs she imagined all smart American women from Seattle to Key West now had to put on sackcloth and ashes, admit gullible feminine mediocrity, and bow down forever to pink quivery things that leer out of ice boxes at you and taste like pink soda pop with a dab of vanilla cotton batting on top. So, and so, and so! . . .


Our head was bloody but unbowed. We hung on grimly, waiting for the bell—and the check—when a great light exploded across our groping brain. We suddenly realized that all America was seething in a thumping renaissance of good cookery, master and mistress alike. In spite of prohibitions and depressions, wars and rumours of wars; in face of rubber stamp personal mediocrity with which all ruling gentlemen seemed bent on moulding their citizens, this slow rebirth in one of the truly fine arts quickly became the most cheerful and tolerant gleam on the whole current horizon.


Why, now, when we really stopped to think of it, the entire American scene was fairly waving with grills, salad tongs, coffee biggins and duck presses! Ladies had sloughed off gardening gloves for asbestos grilling gauntlets. Perhaps the base betrayal of the prohibition era had blessed us in disguise, spurring all men and women into knowing what was fit for primate nourishment and thirst! No longer would it be smart to boast ignorance in proper food and wine. Strong men openly strutted their pet species of crêpes suzettes, and other strong men clapped them on the back.


It was incredible. It was like wrist watches. Before our naive entry into the last European war any American gentleman caught wearing one of those useful time pieces was in danger of audible ridicule in company, suspect, if not in bodily peril. A scant dozen years back any Yankee male friend guilty of tossing salad, poaching a filet of sole or whipping up a deep dish apple pie was in contempt—held to be a hair different from his normal fellow; a foppish gazing-stock, an irregular queer fish whom all orderly men looked upon with that mortified disbelief they would feel should a favourite maiden aunt remove her upper plate at a White House banquet.


Dark eyes so charmingly opposite us had caused the light to break—that ladies as well as gentlemen at last were racing into this new and healthful sport of random cookery. This combined battle of the pots was why American shops were designing, discovering, infinitely smarter and more colourful utensils; why the once-trite corner grocery was fairly burgeoning with bayleaf, soya sauce and basil. No local yokel stared now when asked for mango chutney, wild rice or tarragon vinegar. We bet that even those dwelling in truly isolated sectors could post a letter to the nearest city and get our hickory salt and Nepal pepper within a couple of days.


Mentally we started waving the star spangled banner for this national rebirth of good taste. Our mind’s eye saw a vast and orderly company, men and women, marching rank on rank with grilling racks at shoulder arms. It all made us feel very proud and confident and homey. We sipped a leisurely dry Amontillado sherry to the brown eyes opposite. We were very proud of our countrymen, but especially so of our countrywomen—woman. We raised the thin stemmed crystal. Then just as we were going to speak of all this the waiter stood between us and thrust menus at us, with the gift only waiters seem to have.


But our feminine gourmet of the dark eyes didn’t even glance at it. She smiled up at the waiter with more charm than the situation called for and said, “Bring me a prune whip, please. With lots and lots of nice thick cream on top. If you haven’t got one tell them to make one!”


Then she looked back at us blandly. “Now,” she said, “remember you were going to tell me things about all kinds of strange things to eat.”


THIS VOLUME, then, is a company of hand-picked receipts we have met during world wanderings, or which have been added to the collection through grace of friends and correspondents with dilatory or permanent domicile in odd and intriguing spots of the globe. Although we don’t list the eternal Frenchman’s live snails, or hundred-year-old eggs, or sea-slugs—bêche de mer—or bird’s nests of swallow spittle, or deep fried octopus, or creamed rattlesnake, or alligator tail, we have at one time or another and for one reason or another eaten all of these.


In this primary volume it seemed more neighbourly to cleave those select exotics that have most appealed to the American side of our palate; those which require ingredients neither rare nor too difficult of source. In this process half were rejected. All the residuary list has been eaten with gusto by ourselves. Each has stood the test of time in situ, and we can affirm that none is any chancey addendum supplied by some local armchair explorer whose travels abroad have taken him as far toward the mysterious East as Coney Island.


We therefore invite you to cruise with us on the magic carpet of your own kitchen saucepan, and share the rare flavours from many far off places. It is our further earnest hope that such trusting and gustatorial readers will find half as much pleasure in recreation of these dishes as we had in their original consumption!




CHAPTER I



A DESIGN FOR COOKERY


Relating where Imagination & Daring take Their Part; why Suspect the Lean & Hungry Chef; & brief Instruction on Measurements & Heats; & finally an Invitation to The Mixer.


CREATION of an Exotic Cookery Book of this sort presupposes not only the ability to read on the part of its readers, but the additional attributes of intelligence, imagination and a hustling spirit of adventure.


With bookshop shelves groaning beneath their burdens of routine cookery books there can be no place here for formulae or instruction on such items as the making of brown or white foundation sauce; what basting is; what is meant by marinate, lard and score; just as we assume vocabulary including such essentials as au gratin, brochette and sippet; or truss, toss and skewer; or when we say “faggot” no bundle of inflammable dry twigs is indicated but a clutch of sweet herbs. With a selected list of exotics having already cut down original strength by half through lack of space, it would not be reasonable to bleed elected receipts further by inclusion of elementary matters of this type. And in passing it is profitable to note that, besides the host of books on general cookery compiled for housewife or amateur, there are several small limply bound volumes for the professional chef, dealing tersely with hundreds of sauces, egg dishes in 1000 ways, the chef’s reminder, and so on.


This then is solely a book of succulent exotics, not a general primer on making raw food palatable.


FROM the start every amateur chef might do well to approach his kitchen with a gleam of imminent adventure in his eye! Preparation of a fine exotic dish can be exactly like a latter-day Columbus sailing to new and unknown worlds. It required imagination to make Queen Isabella part with her jewels. It took daring to sail westward in those top-heavy high-pooped sailing ships, equipped with doubtful compasses and having no valid assurance what lay before them; or what mysteries and thrills hid behind that setting sun.


There can be the same adventure in cookery, explorations of a milder and more healthful sort. Preparing a worthy dish is like painting a fine portrait, composing a nocturne or setting down a sonnet. There is constant chance of putting something individual into the deed, letting the chef dominate the receipt.


The herb shelf is a three-manual pipe organ, the sauce cabinet is a palette of varied colour, a simple black pepper handmill can be an un-purchasable violin of overtone. No reader should be too bound by the written word. Take the essentials, then set sail on private adventures of amateur cookery common to no one. With a very little experience we can vary any receipt this way or that, to reflect our own personality, taste, or climate.


The best exotics all over the world are not found in any cookery books. The Hawaiian, Javanese, Spaniard or Russian who first did them well had never even heard of cookbooks; in all probability could not read one if he had. Time and later chefs caught up the original dish, garnished and improved it. Tribes and provinces approved it. It became individual, and in its own peculiar way brushed with immortality. The trouble with too many chefs, amateur and professional, is that they forget that every elaborate salad came from green shoots; that larded pheasant was first grilled on a sharpened stick. In other words, there is a limit to fancy trimmings. It takes no biochemist to mark this dead line. It comes when the trimmings become so pungent that they confound the worthwhile flavour of the basic dish. And especially in delicate fine items like small game, fish, shellfish and certain inner quadruped importances like sweetbreads, too much fancying up is likely to approach debacles we too often find abroad—like drowning a brace of partridge in vast seas of red sauerkraut!


Receipts here should be followed in basis, then slightly varied to suit the vagaries, whims and moods of the chef. Toss in a spoonful of vanity to impress the lovely audience of the moment, a dash of daring, a pinch of conservatism and a cup of confidence. And so, fellow adventurers in gastronomy: Good hunting!


JUST WHY the LEAN & HUNGRY CHEF IS SUSPECT


“. . . Beware the lean and hungry chef,” is an old proverb, and nothing could be more true. In other words when cooking any dish: Taste, taste, TASTE!


No chef, male or female, amateur or professional, can ever create without tasting his way through the dish so as to catch and preserve each little nuance of flavour, bouquet, texture, piquancy. No professional worthy of his basting spoon can taste his way through life without building up certain comfortable and ample layers of en bon point around the equator. Sometime explore the kitchen of any truly fine restaurant and ask to see your chef; or aboard a fine ship, or in a southern plantation house. A lean and hungry chef cannot be plying his craft and the truth is not in him.


DISREGARD the CULT of MYSTERIOUS BOASTERS


BUT THIS chef inspection must not be permitted to cast the amateur down. Just like plumbers, ship navigators and professional hunting guides, all professional chefs dearly love to twine an aura of mysterious and solitary knowledge about their work. Both God and the prophets are on the side of their own private kettle! Your hesitant questions will fetch evasive answers. You will be left feeling of somehow having violated one of the more important social niceties in the mere process of asking—of being guilty of being a mental pygmy, an amateur childishly poking its untutored nose into the affairs of elders. This, dear reader, is—if we may be pardoned the idiom—a clutch of horse-feathers.


Nonsense! It took us twenty-five years to learn that navigating a small ship—or a large one for a’ that—was a matter of arithmetic, trigonometry and horse sense; not one of the black arts. It took us thirty to discover that any citizen with brain enough to hurdle grammar school can, with a little imagination and gambling spirit, turn out as good or better food in limited quantity at a time than the average professional chef. And one of the main reasons is that he cooks for fun, not for pelf. It is a high spot in the week when all the blackamoors depart and we have kitchen and grills to ourself. It is a joy, not a grim profession. The amateur is not frayed with the burden of daily routine. It is far easier for him to conjure up that slight Umph! which can salvage an average dish from its mediocrity and enshrine it among the company of the culinary elect.


WITH IMAGINATION RELY on FOUR BASIC PRINCIPLES in COOKED DISHES, & REMEMBER to KEEP THEM HOLY


Proper and accurate measurements.


Proper cooking temperatures.


Proper length of cooking time.


Proper time for serving.


It is amazing how often we catch ourself being careless with measurements; have oven or water too hot or cold; produce food inaccurately timed, or see it served dreadfully warm when it should come sizzling directly from broiler. . . . Have hot foods hot as hades; cold foods arctic cold!


A FINAL PLEA for the AMATEUR NOT to ATTEMPT too many DISHES at a GIVEN TIME, SINCE a FEW THINGS of MERIT CAN OUTSHINE a PLATOON of MEDIOCRITY . . . and a WARNING on LIABILITY of GUEST-HELPERS


It took us years of good-natured misjudgment to learn that few guests are worth their blasting powder in kitchen. Most of them seek only the easy and amusing tasks, dirty endless tools and merely succeed in delaying matters. Especially women with a little knowledge are a major cross. Give them a copy of the Old Testament to run through. It will engage their attention, keep them silent, improve the mind.


From many years’ trying experience take warning from us, and assume from the start that if things are going to taste right and come out on time, we must do the whole show without help or interference. It is wiser to attempt a one- or two-dish meal of importance, than a seven course affair which not only will prove mediocre nourishment but a fair ticket to the booby hatch.


The elder Strauss certainly never tried setting down three or four Viennese waltzes at the same time, and most certainly didn’t have a duet of well-meaning ladies jot his notes down for him if he had! Be firm on this and in the end such a routine will be recognized as just and right, and command due respect.


TEMPERATURE CHART for the OVEN and DEEP FAT KETTLE


This is important, especially when roasting large meat and poultry items, or deep frying items of some size which tend to cool boiling fat. Oven thermometers come with all good stoves these days, and an accurate deep fat thermometer is very easily found in any decent hardware store.






	Very Slow Oven

	250° Fahrenheit






	Slow Oven

	300° Fahrenheit






	Medium Oven

	350° Fahrenheit






	Medium Hot Oven

	375° Fahrenheit






	Hot Oven

	400° Fahrenheit






	Very Hot Oven (mainly for wild ducks)

	450° to 500° Fahrenheit







Certain technical institutions list more heats than this, but no chef born of man could use them due to variables: Temperature of meat when put in oven; efficiency of oven in question, as no two are exactly alike. If the temperature needle swings a few degrees over those given here, don’t let it spoil the fun. We aren’t running a high tension chemical laboratory anyway. Preparing pleasant dishes is 80 per cent sanity and 20 per cent technicality, after all.


TELLING OVEN HEATS without THERMOMETERS of any SPECIES


An English friend discovered this for us, and in England they still do many things the old way, and not one family in a dozen has anything like a cooking thermometer in the house.


Simply put a piece of white paper in oven.


Look at it in 5 minutes.


Slow Oven: Paper golden brown in 7 minutes.


Medium Oven: Paper golden brown in 5 minutes.


Hot Oven: Paper dark brown in 5 minutes.


TIME TABLE for COOKING MOST MEATS


Beef: Rare, 15 minutes per pound; well done, about 20 minutes.


Fowls: 20 minutes per pound on the average.


Lamb: 30 minutes per pound.


Pork: 30 minutes per pound.


Veal: 30 minutes per pound.


DEEP FAT KETTLE COOKING TEMPERATURES


[image: image]


SEASONING, a PLEA to MAKE IT LIGHT at the OUTSET of a DISH


This is a thought so obvious that many an amateur chef has ignored it to his shame, and straightway become hoist by the petard of his own salt shaker. For Einstein in all his glory, nor the combined genius Edison and Steinmetz, could never lift over-salting out of a dish once ruined. . . . And this applies especially to liquids which are to be boiled down, reduced, for quite a while in their cooking. A dish of black bean soup may be mildly salt at the outset, but when thick may taste like the Dead Sea.


Countless experienced and otherwise sound cooks still make this mistake.


The same caution applies to pungent peppers, sauces and herbs in cooked dishes. It is so easy to add the needful dash just before serving, so impossible to subtract an overdose when once in, or to dilute with additional raw materials and still have the dish be recognized by its own author, when done.


HERBS in HOT and COLD DISHES


We have found that herbs, dried herbs especially, may be used at least three times as freely in a chilled, uncooked dish like salad, as can be used in cooked affairs. Heat extracts the volatile oils and flavours from the herb leaves. Overseasoning results from too generous herb donation to soups, roasts, and the dressings of fowls; whereas in a French dressing the taste is so slightly drawn out by the liquids that quite a lot makes only a reasonable flavour difference in final estimate by taste.


A WARNING on the USE of WINES in COOKERY


Nothing adds such delicate zest to many soups, fish, shellfish, crustacean and amphibian items, as a little wine. But except for white or red unfortified wines actually used in cooking, poaching or basting food, NEVER ADD to the COOKING DISH until JUST BEFORE DISHING up at TABLE.


This means sherry, port, Madeira and Marsala—ALL FORTIFIED WINES, whether DRY or SWEET!


Why? . . . Well, a fortified wine means one which has been raised in alcoholic content through later addition of suitable amounts of brandy—which last of course runs far higher than wine in proof—around 35 per cent alcohol, against from 10 to 15 per cent. . . . Under any heat this alcohol vanishes in steam, takes most of the taste and lovely aroma with it. What remains in the cooked dish is most depressing. It tastes like dregs from an old cask boiled down with a raccoon pelt, and has never been known to endear any chef to a gourmet’s heart.


A FINAL DUET of ADVICE, concerning the VIRTUES of USING BUTTER & SUGAR in COOKERY


Here too is an ancient secret, ignored by too many chefs of all degree—probably by its very obviousness. Butter added to all sorts of fish, flesh, vegetables and sauce picks up the basic nature of the whole dish and endows it with an additional richness which we’ve found improbable in any other fatty agent. It is not economical in pennies, but if an amateur chef’s reputation isn’t worth thirty cents worth of dairy butter every other Thursday we had better go back to some other and more balanced form of indoor amusement.


When we said sugar in cookery we did not limit ourselves merely to obviously sweet dishes, but to many, many others. The ancient Chinese have always recognized this virtue and although we cannot over-eat their candied Peking duck we render credit where credit is due on other things. As a strict matter of fact there was no civilized cookery anywhere in the world until the middle of the 18th Century—except in China. . . . A little sugar on steak to be broiled, on pork; in the boiling water for the tenderizing of green peas, corn on the cob, carrots, lima beans; in green salads—but here have a care that the dressing is not made to taste sweet, a common American fault by those who should be advised. Sugar is something for each amateur to experiment with. It has the fine faculty of amplifying and framing the main delicate flavour of certain foods, much as odd products of a non-scented nature are used to fetch out the true worth of a fine perfume essence.


HEAVEN’S GIFT to the AMATEUR CHEF—the WARING MIXER


The world is so full of indirect commercialism in these civilized days that many publishers of standing actually hesitate to mention a thing of merit by name, for fear of being thought a sponsor with a material interest in the item involved; or for fear of giving offense to some other lively manufacturer producing something of similar nature.


We debated the question all through composition of this volume, and of The Exotic Drinking Book, and have decided to speak our own mind without fear. Certainly no one hesitates extolling genius in Alexander Graham Bell, Simon Lake or Dr. Alexis Carrell, for their telephones and submarines and antiseptics, and we fail to see why Mr. Fred Waring should be ignored in these pages when his contribution to food and drink preparation is just as vital in its own especial way as the previous three gentlemen have been to a very testy and bewildered world.


Mr. Waring has always appeared to us as a gentleman, a scholar, probably the best golfer in modern musical circles, and a maestro of a cleverly melodic musical school all his own which many other internationally known bandsmen and radio staffs have flattered through out-and-out imitation, without too much credit to the originator. Besides these minor talents Mr. Waring proved himself a still more able citizen by pouncing on an invention designed primarily to agitate fluids and ice—with a nicely controlled violence and centripetal activity which does things in sixty seconds to a New Orleans Fizz which it took Mr. Ramos’ six or eight active bartenders five or six minutes of progressive effort and fatigue to produce.


But what it was able to do to food was something we wager even its parent never dreamed of at the start. For reducing green groceries such as spinach, carrots, celery and the like, to health-giving pulps or vitamin drinks for aged and young, it has no peer. For purees or any fine blending it is a pearl beyond price.


Wherever our antique English or French cookery books coyly say, “Rub through sieve,” or “Pound fine in a mortar,” we turn a superior shoulder and toss the whole assembly in the Waring Mixer, and presto, the job is done—if not to complete fineness at least to a point where final putting through sieves and other reducers is simply a matter of gentle gravity aided by a helpful spoon, and not a major muscular task. To get what we mean we can only suggest rubbing a gallon of our Barranquilla Black Bean Soup through a sieve, then next time turning the whole puree problem over to the rapidly turning blades of Mr. Waring’s brain-child, and draw personal conclusions as to whether labour has been saved or not.


Of course, this Mixer is too well known to all American hosts to need either explanation or introduction, but for benefit of new arrivals to these relatively free and lucky shores we submit the following non-technical information.


There is a metal covered, liquid-proof, non-tarnishing chromium base of decent modern line and sound electrical engineering, which houses a motor with vertical spindle, of high rpm, and requiring rare and modest oilings in well indicated spots.


The top half of the mixer is a strong heavy glass mixing unit of 32 ounce working capacity, resembling a four-leaf clover in cross section, and which is in fact like a big sloping sided tumbler or bar glass. This whole unit lifts off base for pouring.


Through the mixer bottom runs a special high speed bearing and a short vertical spindle on which triple tempered steel blades are mounted. The lowest pair drive substances upward; the center pair are actually knives and do much of the cutting up; the top pair draw the substances down into the whirling blades again—like a miniature airplane propeller. When glass mixing unit is set on base the motor shaft automatically engages the base of mixer spindle.


This Mixer is no toy. It is made for heavy and constant usage. Clubs and hotels toss in jiggers of spirits, juices, big lumps of ice, and away she goes. No damage to anything. It makes fruit pulp and puree and mixes all sorts of things from shrimp cocktail dressing to tropical Daiquiri Cocktails until—if so desired—the latter may be dished out with a spoon like snow from a Sun Valley ski-run. There is, literally, nothing else remotely like it.


Since Mr. Waring is a gentleman of shy and retiring demeanor, we will not attempt to agitate his nervous sensitivities by frequent allusion to this speedy labour saver by its usual family surname, but simply by the two-word title The Mixer. And those who read, mark, learn and inwardly digest its uses will call us thrice blessed for time and labour saved, entirely aside from any mechanical thoroughness in the job it does.


BASIC STOVE–SIDE MEASUREMENTS to REMEMBER






	1 Pinch or a few Grains

	: Slightly less than 1/8 Teaspoon






	2 Teaspoons

	: 1 Dessertspoon; 1/3 Oz. Avoirdupois






	3 Teaspoons

	: 1 Tablespoon; 1/2 Oz. Avoirdupois






	2 Tablespoons

	: 1 Oz. Avoirdupois






	8 Tablespoons

	: 1 Gill; 1/2 Cup; 4 Oz. Avoirdupois






	16 Tablespoons

	: 1 Cup; 1/2 Pint; 8 Oz. Avoirdupois






	4 Cups

	: 1 Quart; 32 Oz. Avoirdupois







DON’T FORGET the OLD, OLD RULE


1 Level Tablespoon: ½ Oz. of Butter, Milk, Salt, Sugar or Water. Plenty accurate enough for average usage.


A COMPLETE TABLE of WEIGHTS & MEASURES GIVING WEIGHTS in OUNCES and CORRESPONDING MEASUREMENTS MAY BE FOUND in the APPENDIX on PAGE 209, together with OTHER PERTINENT LORE.


Due to many old English receipts, and in fact many old-time American cookery notes, diaries and the like, listing proportions in ounces this table has been included for readers who wish to explore such green pastures.


SYMBOLS of MEASUREMENT USED in this VOLUME






	1 tsp

	: 1 Teaspoon






	1 tbsp

	: 1 Tablespoon






	1 pt

	: 1 Pint






	1 qt

	: 1 Quart






	1 gal

	: 1 Gallon







ALL MEASUREMENTS in this VOLUME ARE LEVEL




CHAPTER II



HORS d’OEUVRE & CERTAIN FIRST COURSE IMPORTANCES


Eighteen, or so, Exotic Whets both for Pre-Solid & Pre-Liquid Use which Can Cause One to be Honoured Among Men; A brief Dissertation on the Regal Caviar; West Indian Sauces for Cocktails of Seafoods; together with a Brace of Stiffeners for the Failing Spine.


SCHOLARS eagerly inform us that the French word “hors d’oeuvre,” literally translated means “outside the work;” but like most scholars and literal Gallic translations this weighty disclosure leaves much to the imagination. As near as we can learn it probably was idiom for certain dishes which, by character or type of service, were more or less apart from the main routine of a meal.


An appetizer, or whet, is anything that inspires a desire or relish for food. The amateur should hold this thought constantly in mind in order not to be gradually drawn in to the mounting wave of questionable taste now sweeping America—that of stuffing guests with ten times more hors d’oeuvre, canapes and the like than he should have, and sending him brimming with cocktails and with all appetite quit, to face the really important thing of the evening: dinner.


An hors d’oeuvre which in quantity or type destroys appetite or dulls the delicate taste buds is a mischievous thing, the enemy of all fine gastronomy, and should be smitten hip and thigh. Do not let us be deceived in this thing. No matter a host’s wealth, rank, manners or morals; in spite of all excellence in materials served, the truth is not in him if either through solid or liquid whets he destroys appetite.


The grand pre-revolutionary Russian, our modern Dane, Swede or Norwegian, will muster an array of hors d’oeuvre, or smörgåsbord, in variation and tonnage to preclude all hint of their being appetizers as we think of the word. Hors d’oeuvre to these gentlemen meant many tasty dishes to compose a major part, and often all, of any given meal. As such it has its own virtue and tradition, being a definite section of the meal, not just an appetizing first course.


After considerable dining abroad we have definitely come to the conclusion that the American host tends to burden his hors d’oeuvre tray too heavily, and also is leaning more and more toward that risky piece—the canape. Either go whole hog or none; either trot out the whole gamut of smörgåsbord table and make dinner a slight minor addition to the feast, or serve barely enough fresh, smart, piquant and daintily garnished appetizers to titillate the appetite into a small frenzy for courses to come.


In conception and purpose the canape is a pretty little item but, being married as it is to odd bits of bread or toast foundation the very construction of the thing makes its virtue almost impossible except when guests are quite few in number. During recent years our house seems to have instituted a Christmas afternoon business where people drop in for carols, wassail bowl—hot and cold—and other seasonable thoughts. It has gradually amplified in scope; and starting harmlessly enough we found ourselves last year confounded by a list of one hundred invited, and nearer two hundred arrived. So this last Christmastide we prepared. Allowing five average varied canapes per guest, that made an even thousand to compose. Professional sources tend, we had found, toward fancy colours and all the crisp flavour of cotton petit point, with three Filipinos working, by the time the last canape was ready the toast under Number I was already soggy and tough as saddle leather. It just cannot be done in quantity unless a whole platoon is flung into the work. With so many frantic varieties extant, we dodge them.


One thing worthy of remembrance is that hors d’oeuvre of all kinds should, in all ways possible, be pleasing to the eye as well as the palate. A few brightly garnished, fresh, crisp appetizers are worth a burden of hours-old, drab, careless affairs—regardless of merit in raw materials. And in this connection may we add a single re-emphasis on the old truth: Serve hot dishes hot, and cold dishes cold. Lukewarm items lose all charm and character.


The most civilized thought in liquid accompaniment to such dishes leans always toward the dry type of cocktail, or fortified wine. Our true gourmet will accept the briefest course of hors d’oeuvre, accompanied by not more than two dry cocktails, or vermouth, vermouth and bitters, or dry sherry, and no tobacco at all if his will is valent. He will view costly additional outlay on tray after tray of needless canapes with a wistful air, willing by whatever gods he may afford that the tariff of all this costly display of extra provender might reasonably be applied against a bottle or two of truly fine vintage instead of the good—but seldom exceptional—wine American hosts usually choose.
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Food
Doughnuts, crullers,
fritters & small mixes
Fishballs, oysters, cro-
quettes & uncooked
things generally
Chops & cutlets, breaded

Time to Cook

3to 5 minutes

1to2 minutes
5 to 8 minutes

Temperature

370° Fahrenheit

395° to 390° Fahrenheit
400° to 390° Fahrenheit





