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  Foreword

  We tend to take our food for granted because we have to eat. So, we often eat without ever giving thanks to whichever deity we worship for our daily fare. Or then, tipping the scale way down in the opposite direction, some of us look at food, not as deserving of our full gratitude or to be enjoyed unconditionally, but as a part of a strict social rite to practice with business partners, or even, in extreme cases, as a way to climb the ladder of fame.

  Mercifully there are also the others, all those who work in small communities, keeping the flame of good fare burning for all, using their fresh local ingredients with enthusiasm and personal flair, teaching the gospel of purity and simplicity. Michele Jordan is one of these dedicated souls. Long before she came to the School for American Chefs as my student, I noticed her well-written articles in a Sonoma County newspaper and admired her good culinary sense and techniques.

  Michele has now written a very lively book on the liveliest of all condiments and my very favorite of all: the lowly mustard. May this attractive volume bring all cooks and inveterate cookbook readers a joyous renewed acquaintance with this oldest and most popular taste booster.

  Madeleine Kamman

  Director and Professor

  School of American Chefs, Beringer Vineyards

  St. Helena, CA, October 1993
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  Introduction

  to the Second Edition

  So much has changed in the world of food since I began writing The Good Cook’s series in the early 1990s, with a single exception: Mustard.

  Interest in one of the world’s favorite condiments has increased, with mustard festivals, including the Napa Valley Mustard Festival, launched the year after The Good Cook’s Book of Mustard was published, and both local and national mustard competitions. Barely a year passes that I don’t get a home-crafted mustard in the mail.

  It’s mustard itself that has not changed. The major styles—Dijon, coarse-grain, English, and American ballpark mustard among them—remain what they have been for decades and in some cases, centuries.

  There are scores of new flavored mustards, too, mustards with chocolate nibs, cranberries, raspberries, chipotles, lavender, blue cheese, figs, all manner of herbs, and more. About the only type of mustard I’ve never seen is licorice, and I expect it to appear sometime soon.

  Yet mustard itself endures, just as it is, without the discovery of heritage varieties or the development of new hybrids. Mustard is mustard, perfect as it has been for millennia, and that is a good thing.

  So, what has changed since I wrote the first edition of this book, and what does it offer that the first edition doesn’t?

  I have changed, matured as a cook, grown in confidence as a writer, found both my footing and my voice. I look back on the original manuscript and, honestly, I am proud of it, especially of the research I did at a time when the Internet was not much more than a glimmer in a few pairs of eyes. I spent time in libraries, relied on research librarians, reached out via snail mail, and traveled to France as I sought the story of mustard. I have left the narrative section of the book much as it was.
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  The recipes are almost completely new, except for the chapter of homemade mustards, as basic recipes and techniques have not changed at all. Other recipes reflect my travels since that first edition, my constant experimenting in the kitchen, my developing skills, and our ability to communicate world-wide in an instant.

  One other thing has not changed, and that is the vitality of the mustard seed. It still spreads over the landscape like a bright yellow fever, a spring fever that announces the changing season. It is especially riveting when you are drunk with love, traveling down a back road, marveling in its golden beauty and thinking of your sweetie.

  [image: image]


  Introduction

  to the First Edition

  In March of 1993, I was on the train headed north from New York City to Saratoga Springs, and from there to Yaddo, the artists’ colony on the outskirts of town. A few days earlier, I had left California’s Sonoma County in the full bud of spring, its greens and golds and yellows stretched out over the countryside that I had loved and thrived in for over two decades. As I rode through the stark gray Hudson River Valley, the earth was wrapped in a monotone dream, nothing but the soft, uniform colors of winter in the Northeast, a sight entirely new to this born-and-bred California girl. The journey became a barren dreamscape between youthful California and the enduring splendor of Yaddo, a magical piece of land already alive with creative energy when my homeland was still in the early struggles of new statehood. In 1849, a year before California became a state, Edgar Allan Poe composed The Raven on the site that was to become Yaddo. What a profound joy it was to walk where he walked, to see what he saw. Yaddo has changed little since those years.

  For two months, I would neither cook nor test a recipe nor wander through gourmet shops looking for inspiration among the wines and the oils, the vinegars and the honeys, the mustards. I would not visit a farmers market, nor would I gather armfuls of wild spring mustard for my table. Rather, I would spend my days and nights writing and reading and reflecting in the protected solitude that only an artists’ colony can provide. I would work on a project about my friend and mentor, M. F. K. Fisher. As I anticipated the weeks ahead, and of time spent immersing myself in her work and of mingling my voice with hers, I thought of some of our last days together and of a particular visit nearly a year earlier, in the last spring of her life.

  In that spring of 1992, California was in its sixth year of drought. January was dry; February brought no rain; in March each day was bright and harsh. Thirst prevailed in all of us and in everything: in the fields and hills that were the dry gold of summer already, in the deer who came down toward the towns and cities to find food and water, in the streams and creeks that had slowed to a trickle or less. We were very thirsty. And then in early April, the rains at last came, glorious torrents that drenched the thirsty soil, germinating seeds that had long lain dormant. The rains were not enough to ease the drought; those would come the next year. But they were sufficient to awaken the sleeping mustard, a hearty seed that can drowse within the soil for a hundred years, awaiting the proper conditions.

  The mustard that bloomed soon after was the most beautiful, most abundant any of us had seen in years, perhaps decades. Every piece of undeveloped land seemed covered in a bright yellow fever. Mustard was woven between grapevines like gold stitches on a patchwork quilt; it stretched over the vast open spaces between the towns and cities of Sonoma County; it covered the low, lush hills of Alexander Valley in a profusion of golden blossoms. The hearty yellow flowers pushed through cracks in sidewalks and cement. It was a glorious, dizzying display, and it was through this golden turmoil that I drove to see my friend.

  With her vocal cords ravaged by illness, Mary Frances could no longer converse, so during my visits, I often read to her. To capture the spirit of this warm day with its mustard covering the hills around us, I had brought along a story I had written called “Mustard Love,” about my first spring in Sonoma County, when I lived in the low hills east of the town of Petaluma in an area known as Lakeville and drove daily through the back roads to the university where I was a student. There were no housing developments in Lakeville at that time, no shopping centers or luxury homes; there was, in fact, nothing much at all except eucalyptus trees and sweeping, gilded fields of mustard, nearly heartbreaking in their beauty. It reminded me of a train ride between Paris and Epernay, where for mile after mile as far as the eye could see there had been nothing but golden mustard and the sharp blue sky.

  Mary Frances apparently enjoyed the piece, smiling and shrugging her shoulders in a characteristically evocative gesture that always seemed to convey pleasure. We talked of Dijon, and of the intriguing black facade of the Grey Poupon store on the corner of rue de la Liberté where we had both bought mustard. After our visit, as I wound my way back through the yellow hills to my home in Sebastopol, The Good Cook’s Book of Mustard sprung to mind, fully formed and in clear focus. Once its publication was secured, I told Mary Frances of the project, of how I conceived of it that day with her when we read the mustard story, of how together we had evoked so vividly my memories of France in the spring and the tastes and smells of Dijon. The book was clearly hers, I said, as the dedication would show. Beyond words at all by that time, she gripped my hand, hunched up her shoulders, and beamed for a minute. I felt she approved and was pleased, even though she often criticized single-subject cookbooks. I kissed her hand and, for the first time in her presence, had to hold back tears. She died just a few days later, on June 22, 1992. I hope this book tells a story that would make her proud to appear on its first pages.

  Although this book began as both a simple labor of love and an exploration of a favorite ingredient, it quickly became an exercise in fun and good humor as well. There is something about mustard that makes people act, well, silly. During the year or so that I worked on the manuscript, I came across inane recipes, goofy T-shirts, buttons shouting “Please Pass the Mustard,” and even a silent film from the 1920s complete with a mock trial of a gentleman ignorant enough to try to eat a ham sandwich without mustard. The sandwich, represented by a skilled and wonderfully costumed actor, offered crucial evidence. Before too long, my trail led me to the court jester of mustard humor, Barry Levenson, and his Mount Horeb Mustard Museum in Mount Horeb, Wisconsin.

  The discovery of Barry and his passion was like tapping into a great golden vein of subterranean mustard. Barry loves mustard, collects it, writes about it, and sells it. He epitomizes the lighthearted exuberance, the robust silliness, and expansive good humor with which mustard lovers pursue their hearts’ desire.

  Barry’s food emporium offers scores of commercial mustards that I have not seen elsewhere. I decided to try a selection of his favorites. The box arrived by second-day air and I set out with every intention of being judicious and measured in my tasting, trying three or four, writing for a while, sampling again, so that my palate would be fresh and open for each new round. About thirty minutes later, I was happily lost in a golden fog, dozens of mustard jars open around me, spoons everywhere, all of my mineral water gone, cracker crumbs scattered like confetti testifying to my frenzied feast. One particular jar sat empty, a Vidalia onion mustard that is without doubt the best commercial mustard condiment I have ever tasted. I took a deep breath and settled back to recover.

  Mustard at its best is like that, conducive of harmless indulgence and lusty good times. It is with this spirit that I suggest you approach finding your favorite mustard condiments, with enthusiasm informed by the hints and guidelines I offer throughout this book. I wish you as much of a good time as I had, and as I continue to have as new mustards appear on the market almost weekly.

  Finally, I couldn’t possibly write about one of my favorite foods without allowing myself to indulge in touting my specific preferences. This is not an objective assessment, but rather a highly opinionated tribute to the mustards l like best of all. The Good Cook’s Book of Mustard is not really about commercial mustards or about condiments made with the spice. It is about mustard itself, its many varieties and preparations, its history and early uses, the folklore that attributes specific powers to it, and the many ways it functions in the kitchen. Still, when we cook with mustard, we must choose from among the hundreds that line our market shelves. I’m happy to share the ones that I prefer.

  My favorite brand of mustard is a sassy little Dijon from the French company PIC, imported exclusively by a store in Berkeley, California, Kermit Lynch Wine Merchant, which also imports some of Italy’s finest olive oils and great French and Italian wines. The mustard is irresistibly good and I’m forever sneaking fingerfuls of it as I walk past one of several mustard shelves in my kitchen. I like it so much I buy it by the case. When making, say, mustard cream, I notice a significant difference when I use PIC. It is the most suave, elegant mustard I have come across. After PIC, I favor Dessaux and L’Etoile for Dijon mustards, and when I can’t find those, Grey Poupon serves me well. I often hear Grey Poupon Dijon mustard, now made domestically by Nabisco Foods, Inc., criticized and I heartily disagree. Licensed by Grey Poupon of France to produce the only Dijon mustard outside of France, Nabisco does an outstanding job. The texture is perfect and if it’s not quite as strong as the French-made Grey Poupon, it still packs a good wallop of heat. The flavors are well balanced, and it is not overly salty. Grey Poupon is one of the few excellent ingredients that one can find in nearly every supermarket. And it is relatively inexpensive, so don’t break your budget looking for the most exotic Dijon mustard around. Good Dijon mustard from French producers is often a treat, and I pick up new ones when I see them. But for day-to-day cooking, when I need mustard for a sauce or a soup, I know that l will get consistently good, reliable flavor with Grey Poupon. Maille, a French company older than Grey Poupon, makes an excellent Dijon, as well as a green peppercorn mustard that has a superb flavor, although I don’t like that it contains vegetable oil, an unnecessary addition.

  I don’t care for most of the Dijon-style mustards made in this country, either by major companies or by small producers. I wish I could say otherwise, but I can’t. I find they have a floury texture and lack both the compelling flavor of my favorites and the elegant texture of the French mustards. There are, however, scores of wonderful flavored mustards made by small companies all over the country, many of which begin with a commercial mustard base that is most often imported. I am wild about the Vidalia onion mustard made by Oak Hill Farms in Atlanta, Georgia; Duck Puddle Farm of Ivyland, Pennsylvania, makes a fine Southwestern mesquite mustard that is great with smoked poultry (or by the spoonful). A lovely whole-grain mustard is made by Arran Provisions on the Isle of Arran, Scotland; and l love the dark richness of the black mustard made by Wilson’s of Essex, England.

  And finally, a hot dog on the street in New York City, San Francisco, Santa Rosa, anywhere at all, should be topped with any humble ballpark mustard, sharp and bright and perfectly suited to its purpose.
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  PART I

  All About Mustard

  What is Mustard?

  A friend opens his desk drawer and there sits a tiny plastic package, one side white, the other clear, revealing the bright yellow mixture inside: Ballpark or American mustard, a remnant of a now forgotten lunch on the run, a sandwich at his desk, perhaps, or egg rolls from the nearby Thai restaurant, which are always accompanied by the little packets. This is a scene repeated across the country daily, people finding little packages of mustard when they open their desk drawers, their cars’ glove compartments, the packets of silverware and condiments on airlines, a bag holding a deli sandwich or some Chinese-to-go. Millions of little packages of mustard spurt their yellow interiors each year; millions more are discarded, forgotten, tossed into the corner of the pantry. Ask an American child about mustard and chances are the description will closely resemble the sharp yellow paste inside the little packet my friend found. This is mustard as most Americans have known it in this century, the mustard M. F. K. Fisher described as tasting “bright yellow,” a flavor she considered essential to her chilled buttermilk soup. It is, indeed, our mustard, but it is not mustard as most of the world has known it or knows it today.

  Mustard is a plant, a member of the Brassica genus of the Cruciferae family, so named for its flowers, which sport four petals in a cross-like configuration. All varieties of mustard are fast growing and, like other brassicas, thrive in cooler weather. Mustard blooms in the early spring and, in many areas, its bright yellow flowers are the first sign of the coming of the new season. Each mustard plant produces hundreds of seeds that are grouped together in pods. Today, commercial mustard seed comes from just three species of Brassica, but the seeds of mustard plants, both wild and cultivated, have been used for millennia to season the foods we eat. In earliest times, the seeds were chewed with meat, possibly to disguise the flavor of decay. There are records of mustard’s cultivation as early as 5000 to 4000 B.C., and mustard seeds have been found in Egypt’s great pyramids. In A.D. 42, Columella’s De Re Rustica included a recipe similar to today’s well-known mustard sauce, which is simply a mixture of ground mustard seed, acidic liquid, and seasonings. Although technically, mustard can refer to the entire plant, it is prepared mustard, this sauce with such ancient roots, that we think of when we hear the word. What is it, exactly, that has intrigued the human palate for so many thousands of years?
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  The characteristic quality of mustard is its sharp, bright heat, an element that is released partially by the simple chewing of the raw seed. This sensation is the result of a chemical reaction that occurs when the outer shell, or husk, of the mustard seed is shattered and its cellular structure broken. The enzyme myrosin, in the presence of oxygen and water, reacts with a glucoside within the seed’s heart to produce a particularly volatile substance, acrinyl isothiocyanate in white mustard, and allyl isothiocyanate in brown and black mustards. With white mustard, the burning sensation caused by this compound is felt only on the tongue. With brown and black mustards, there is also a sense of vaporization that affects the eyes, nose, and sinuses in much the same way as with Japanese wasabi. This sensation is activated by the same chemical, the glucoside sinigrin. The reaction is both the key to mustard’s intrigue and the reason mustard was not widely accepted in the United States until 1904, when Francis French developed a mild recipe based exclusively on white mustard seeds. He suspected that Americans were not buying mustard because they did not like its heat, and his success suggests that he was right. Today, French’s mustard—bright yellow from turmeric and tart from vinegar—accounts for 40 percent of all mustard consumed in this country. The rest of the world, however, seems to prefer mustard not only with more heat, but also with more nuance and range of flavor.
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  Mustard’s many nuances come not so much from its natural flavors, but from the ingredients used to produce the paste or sauce. There is limited variation in mustard itself: mild and hot, and coarse-ground or smooth. It is the choice of liquids, of flavoring agents, and the degree of milling that determines the subtle variations in a particular mustard’s taste and texture. A variety of liquids—from apple cider vinegar and lemon juice to wine and beer—may contribute their flavors, and a broad range of herbs, spices, and aromatics add essential elements. Nearly all mustards are, and should be, finished with the addition of salt, which not only helps preserve the flavors, but, because salt dissolves on the tongue, also brings them together in a harmonious finish on the palate.

  Although it is mustard the sauce, the condiment, that we think of when we hear mustard, the word also refers to the dry ground seeds, many types of greens, and, in regional slang, to the delicious yellow fat in the center of a crab’s body. What you receive when you ask for “the mustard” varies greatly with where you do the asking. Certainly, if you’re standing at the elbow of a crab picker in Maryland, you just might get that delicious fat. In many regions of France, you would be given a pot of Dijon, though in certain areas you might receive a tart, coarse-grained mixture, the mustard of Bordeaux or of Meaux. In America’s heartland and in diners nearly everywhere, you would receive a plastic squeeze bottle of the bright yellow sauce. In restaurants in cities like Berkeley, San Francisco, Boston, Chicago, and New York, however, you would receive a more fashionable mixture, probably a Dijon, but possibly a house-made specialty mustard. In delicatessens, your options might be limited to American brown mustard, a mildly spicy mustard that is less tart than ballpark mustard. In Chinese restaurants throughout North America, a small bowl of very hot mustard, a simple mix of water and hot mustard flour, would be set on your table. In Germany, the mixture might be coarse or smooth, but in either case it would probably be brown rather than yellow, somewhat sweet, and fairly hot. In England, it would depend on where you were, although in most places you probably wouldn’t have to ask for mustard. It is automatically served with roast beef, bangers, Cheddar cheese, and other standard British fare. Many pubs feature their own house blends, and the English are known for their hot mustards.

  Interestingly, mustard as a condiment seems to be most popular in northern temperate climates. It is not widely used in Latin America (although it is popular in Argentina, where beef is a major part of the diet) nor in most of Africa. The Arab world has largely ignored mustard. India uses mustard oil and mustard seed, but prepared mustard is not among the many condiments that accompany most Indian meals. With limited exceptions, mustard does not play a significant role in the cuisines of southern Europe either.

  
    Cutting the Mustard

    The phrase “cut the mustard” is a common contemporary expression, indicating that someone is up to the task or the standards at hand. According to the 1986 edition of The Dictionary of American Slang, it entered the English language in the early 1900s from Philadelphia, where it was said that “groups … have special vested interests. And that’s not gonna cut the mustard.” It is suggested that mustard refers to “the genuine thing” and may be based on mustard as hot, keen, and sharp, all of which can also mean excellent.

  

  The History of a Plant

  An endless field of bright yellow mustard stretching as far as the eye can see is a glorious sight and one that is repeated throughout the world each spring. Mustard thrives in any temperate climate and requires no special care to grow. Rather the opposite, actually; so prolific and hardy is the plant that it is often considered a weed. Mustard, however brilliant in the spring, is commonplace. Although it is the world’s second most popular spice—only black pepper is consumed in greater quantity—no wars have been fought to obtain it and it has never commanded a high price on the world market.
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  Mustard, the plant, received its common name from the prepared condiment mustum, referring to the unsweetened, unfermented grape juice with which it was blended by the Romans, and ardens, referring to its fiery taste. Although just three species of the genus Brassica are harvested to produce what we generally call mustard, the word itself sometimes is used to indicate all brassicas, making such diverse vegetables as broccoli, cabbages, bok choy, Brussels sprouts, cauliflower, kale, kohlrabi, rutabaga, and turnip seem more closely related than they actually are. They are indeed part of the same family, Cruciferae, and of the same genus, Brassica, but they belong to different species entirely. All brassicas display the four-petaled flowers of their family, all are fast growing, and all flourish in cooler weather. Most members of the large group also contain chemicals that, in the presence of oxygen, precipitate a reaction that creates a volatile, irritating oil, but in many members, it is released primarily as an aroma rather than as a sensation on the palate. Only a few member plants produce the sort of heat given off by mustard.

  Humans have taken advantage of mustard’s savory qualities for thousands of years, and because its use extends far back into prehistory, it is impossible to know its exact origins with certainty. There are indications that mustard seeds were chewed by our ancestors as long as ten thousand years ago. These seeds would have been gathered from wild mustard. Records indicate that mustard was cultivated in China four or five thousand years before the birth of Christ. White mustard heralds from the eastern Mediterranean. Black mustard was first recorded in Persia, and brown mustard had its genesis in the Himalayan region, although the plant appears to have migrated to three separate regions—China, the southern Ukraine, and the Indian subcontinent (India, Pakistan, and Bangladesh)—where it developed distinct and different characteristics. Although today the majority of mustard worldwide is made from the seeds of Brassica juncea, the variety that developed in Bangladesh was unsuitable for this purpose. Its seeds were—and are—used for their oil.

  Romans took the mustard seed with them to Gaul, thus introducing what would become a spice strongly identified with France and French cuisine. Dijon, ancient capital of Burgundy in eastern France, today is considered the capital of the mustard world. Indeed, its very name is synonymous with the prepared condiment and over half of the world’s prepared mustard comes from Dijon. From France, the use of mustard spread throughout Europe, into England, and to America with the first Spanish explorers. It grows wild throughout North America, although it is generally believed that Spanish padres scattered it along the Pacific Coast, where it flourishes today. Upon his return to America after serving as minister to France, Thomas Jefferson planted mustard in his garden and ordered the prepared condiment from Paris. Mustard naturalizes quickly—that is, it reseeds itself and needs no human intervention to thrive—and by the time of the Civil War, some seventy years after Jefferson’s planting, there were plenty of greens from the wild mustard in the region to provide essential nourishment for the soldiers.

  Today, mustard grows wild in every temperate region of the world. It is cultivated in many countries, but Canada supplies the majority of the world’s commercial mustard needs. Additionally, commercial farmers and home gardeners grow dozens of types of mustards. It is a robust, fast- growing plant whose leaves make an excellent green for both salads and sautéing. Some varieties have a great deal of heat, even when they are quite young; others are milder, with just a hint of mustard’s characteristic fire. Mustard sprouts also provide an interesting, easy way to introduce mustard’s spicy flavor into our diets. They can be grown on any kitchen counter, and can be used whenever more common sprouts—alfalfa or onion, for example—are called for. They are particularly good on chicken sandwiches and on simple cream cheese sandwiches, where they add a bright spark of flavor.

  VARIETIES OF LEAF MUSTARD

  Brassica Juncea

  These mustards represent the nonhybrid seed currently available in the United States.

  
    
      
      
      
    
    
      	
        Variety

      
      	
        Other Names

      
      	
        Description

      
    

    
      	
        Aka Takana

      
      	
        India mustard

      
      	
        Large dark purple leaves with white ribs, pungent

      
    

    
      	
        Ao Takana

      
      	
        India mustard

      
      	
        Large bright green leaves, pungent

      
    

    
      	
        Common Leaved

      
      	
        Chinese Leaf mustard

      
      	
        Dwarf with thick stems

      
    

    
      	
        Curled

      
      	
        new in 1987

      
      	
    

    
      	
        Dai Gai Choi

      
      	
        Broadleaf Mustard Cabbage

      
      	
        Tall, large green leaves, broad stems, closed heads; mustard flavor

      
    

    
      	
        Florida Broad Leaf

      
      	
        Large Smooth Leaf

      
      	
        Round or oval serrated dark green leaves, cream-colored ribs

      
    

    
      	
        Florida Giant

      
      	
        new in 1991

      
      	
    

    
      	
        Fordhook Fancy

      
      	
        Burpee’s Fordhook Fancy

      
      	
        Fringed deeply curled dark green leaves; mild

      
    

    
      	
        Gai Choi

      
      	
        Chinese Mustard Cabbage, Chinese Mustard Spinach, India mustard

      
      	
        Tall; mild but distinct mustard flavor

      
    

    
      	
        Giant Curled

      
      	
      	
        Deep green leaves, crimped and frilled at edges; mild

      
    

    
      	
        Giant Curled Chinese

      
      	
        India mustard

      
      	
        Bright green curly leaves; excellent as cooked greens or in salads

      
    

    
      	
        Giant Red

      
      	
        Japanese mustard

      
      	
        Large deep purplish red leaves with white ribs; strong mustard flavor

      
    

    
      	
        Giant Southern Curled

      
      	
      	
        Large bright green leaves, curled and fringed on edges

      
    

    
      	
        Green Wave

      
      	
        Yellow/Green Curly; Chinese Green Wave

      
      	
        Darkest green of curly mustards; spineless, deeply frilled; spicy hot flavor

      
    

    
      	
        Green in Snow

      
      	
      	
        From northern China; mild flavor; good in winter greenhouses, early spring, late fall

      
    

    
      	
        India mustard

      
      	
      	
        Semiclosed head, large leaves on broad thick stems; lots of mustard taste

      
    

    
      	
        Leaf Heading

      
      	
        Chinese Leaf mustard

      
      	
        Large light green leaves; sweet and tender

      
    

    
      	
        Miike Giant

      
      	
        Giant Japanese Tendergreen

      
      	
        Thick dark green leaves, crumpled and frilled; pungent

      
    

    
      	
        Miike Purple

      
      	
        Japanese mustard

      
      	
        Purple, clear peppery taste

      
    

    
      	
        Old Fashion

      
      	
        Old Fashion Ragged Edge mustard; Hen Peck

      
      	
        Long, ruffed leaves; superb for salads

      
    

    
      	
        Slobolt

      
      	
        new in 1987

      
      	
        Smooth, dark green leaves

      
    

    
      	
        Southern Giant Curled

      
      	
        Southern Curled

      
      	
        Large, bright green leaves with crumpled frilled edges; mild, mustardy flavor

      
    

    
      	
        Source: Garden Seed Inventory, 3rd edition, 1992.

      
    

  

  
    The Faith of a Seed

    The kingdom of heaven is like to a grain of mustard

    seed, which a man took, and sowed in his field:

    Which indeed is the least of all seeds: but when it is

    grown, it is the greatest among herbs, and become the

    tree, so that the birds of the air come and lodge in the

    branches thereof.

    The Bible, New Testament, Matthew

  

  Mustard’s agricultural importance reaches beyond its use as a food crop. It functions as green manure when it is plowed back into the earth before it goes to seed. Mustard plants also attract garden pests. Harmful insects are drawn to their volatile oils and lay their eggs on the leaves. The mustard plants are then removed, the unhatched eggs along with them, before the pests can harm the crops. Mustard is particularly effective in attracting insects away from cabbage, cauliflower, radish, kohlrabi, Brussels sprouts, turnips, and collard greens. It is often planted between rows of fruit trees and grapevines where it will also draw insects from the crops, but commercial gardeners warn that it should be used with care and removed before it goes to seed. Mustard naturalizes in a single generation and, because its seed is so hardy, it can become an annoying weed. Wild mustard can be effectively broken, and thus controlled, by rolling a field—a technique common in farming—early in the day, while the mustard is still wet from the morning’s dew. The secretions of mustard’s roots help balance an acid soil, and although the white and black varieties are said to reduce populations of nematodes (parasitic worms found in some soils), they also deplete nonacid soil.
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