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FOREWORD

Much ado is often made about the need for a sense of place and the life-fulfilling pleasure we feel when we find one. The restaurant Arrows is one of those places, and The Arrows Cookbook gives us just that pleasure.

Much has also been made during the last thirty-year revolution about the way America dines, and of its engine of “local,” “fresh,” and “organic.” This cookbook is the substance of that movement that drove America to have the world’s best “tables,” and Arrows is one of them. Clark Frasier and Mark Gaier rightly claim that the process of preparing a wonderful meal starts with perfect ingredients and, at Arrows and in this book, the slogans of America’s culinary revolution are actually lived, not just explained. Their flower, fruit, and vegetable garden is not just a showpiece or a public relations mantle, but is as much a part of the restaurant as the building itself and the cooking going on within it.

Some years ago, Clark and Mark stood at the cooking line in my restaurant in front of me and dreamed. Years later I stood with them at Arrows on one of its birthdays, on a warm American summer night, chilled Champagne in hand, and looked around at what had also been a dream of mine: a country restaurant supplied with what is grown on the land around it. I have never brought my dream to life, but these two men have, elegantly, simply, and with an honesty that will always be fresh and inspiring.

When I walked into Arrows’s dining room for the first time, my heart stood still for a moment when I saw the enormous bouquet of wild and cultivated flowers at the entrance. The six-foot-long briar runners and whole branches of flowering fruit trees hanging at the entrance were a bit of each corner of the wild and cultivated garden brought inside. The arrangement surpassed any of my efforts in my restaurants, and I knew I was home.

The Arrows Cookbook takes us all there as well.

Jeremiah Tower
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INTRODUCTION

All cooking is a process. Measure, mix, bake for an hour. Yet it is obvious that the process of preparing a meal begins long before the oven is heated. Name an ingredient, from anglerfish to zucchini, and it probably begins with a seed. The evolution of food from seed to supper has been the chief preoccupation of man throughout history.

The life of a restaurant is also a process. When Arrows opened in 1988, we had in mind a casual brasserie, not the elegant country destination it grew to become. And it was several years before we began growing our own food from seed.

Our journey to a two-hundred-year-old farm in northern New England began a continent (and several climate zones) away. After many years working for the talented San Francisco chef Jeremiah Tower of Stars, we decided to open our own restaurant. We had watched the gourmet craze that swept America during the 1980s from both sides of the kitchen door, and we had mixed feelings about Americas new obsession with fine cooking. On one hand, any trend that pulled Americans away from the frozen-food aisle and back into the fresh produce section of the grocery store was a good thing. On the other hand, the new cuisine seemed driven more by status than sustenance. While striving for trendy cuisine based on the latest exotic flavor, Americans forgot their own good cooking.

But we remembered. Mark grew up in Ohio where his mother cooked every meal with fresh ingredients from the surrounding Amish countryside. On special occasions her dinners could rise to the level of elegance, but mostly she made solid, heartland suppers like Mark’s favorite, pork roast. As a child Mark always looked forward to strawberry season, when he and his brothers and sisters would pick berries at a nearby farm all day, stop at the dairy for vanilla ice cream, and then go home—to wait impatiently as Mom baked pie.

Clark also grew up picking summer berries, near Loon Lake in Washington State, where he spent glorious vacations with his grandparents. There he would rise early to go trout fishing, cooking his catch over a sizzling charcoal grill at the end of the day. Such memories, tied tightly to family and home, constitute a culinary tradition in any society.

Of course, we did not intend to relive our boyhood memories in a restaurant. Nor could we deny our passion for cooking traditions from other cultures, especially the flavors that Clark grew to love during a year studying Chinese at the Beijing Language Institute. Asian cooks strive for balance and contrast—the philosophical notion of yin and yang as applied to cuisine, if you will. Sweet is contrasted with sour, hot with cool, crunchy with smooth, fried with steamed. Asian cooks pay great attention to individual ingredients, yet the combination transcends the specific.

It’s easy to see the difference between Asian and Western cooking, but what struck Clark were the similarities. Watching Chinese peasants cure cabbages for the winter, he thought of sauerkraut, the Central European mainstay that evolved from the need (before refrigeration) to preserve summers bounty. Curing pork into hams is a fall ritual in rural China, as it is on many farms in Maine. (Pigs are expensive to feed and shelter through the winter, so fall is the traditional time of slaughter around the world.) We wanted a restaurant that celebrated these universal culinary traditions, which are rooted in the march of the seasons.

Whether those seasons gallop or crawl depends on where you live, of course. In California, where the growing season stretches from February to November, we naturally turned to our abundant local crops for inspiration; Poached Garlic Soup with Thyme and Red Pepper Creams (page 214) was an early hit. Using fresh greens and herbs to lighten sauces became one of our trademarks. Here we were building on Southeast Asian cuisine, in which fresh herbs brighten the taste of hearty noodle soups like the Vietnamese national dish, pho.

Our plan was to open a restaurant where we lived in the California coastal town of Carmel. But jaw-dropping real-estate prices there turned our passion for food into a discouraging scramble for cash. We wanted to greet customers, not huddle with lawyers and bankers.

One evening in 1988 when we had really begun to despair, friends of Marks called to say they were selling a restaurant in Ogunquit, Maine, an artists’ colony and seaside playground for proper Bostonians since the nineteenth century. Mark had lived in Maine years earlier; he loved the state’s rugged natural beauty, the fishing boats laden with lobsters and clams, and the deep-rooted locals who used humor and ingenuity to carve lives from the rocky terrain. A voice seemed to be saying, “Go east, young men.” (Yes, we were young then.)

Off we flew to have a look, arriving in Maine during one of the harshest winters in memory. The restaurant, in a colonial-era farmhouse, was named Arrows—a whimsical reference to the home’s authentic “Indian shutters,” which were meant to protect settlers against attack. It was closed for the season; snow had drifted halfway up the first-floor windows, and the heat was shut down. Looking back that was probably a good thing. Had it not been so bone-chilling cold, we might have lingered long enough to notice all the work needed.

[image: Image]

Instead we saw a home—and an old one at that. Built in 1765, it was constructed out of materials from the surrounding woods, like all houses of that time. The framework was made of massive spruce trees, cut with hand saws, then dragged, or “twitched,” out of the forest by teams of oxen. Carpenters shaped the logs into square beams using a hand tool called a broadax. Highly skilled craftsmen called joiners cut the ends of the beams into mortises and tenons, perfectly matched joints that locked together the framework. (Metal fasteners, which had to be hand-wrought at great expense, were reserved for hinges and other essential moving parts.) This carpentry was so exacting that every joint was labeled and matched; today you can often see those Roman numerals or letters chiseled into the beams of New England farmhouses.

The house was speaking to us, and not just figuratively. Every time the biting northeast wind whistled through the gables, the old place creaked and moaned. We signed a lease with an option to buy, flew home to California, and packed our bags.

The phrase “What have we done?” could have been invented for that car trip east across the United States. The luxurious world of Bay Area restaurants quickly receded behind the interstate monotony of motels and McDonald’s, and we arrived in Ogunquit on a cold, dreary day in March. Clark’s parents, who lived in California, had come along on the drive to help us move and open the restaurant. In Maine we were joined by Mark’s brother and his wife, who lived in Hampden, Maine, three hours north of Ogunquit. From dawn to dusk we cleaned ovens, painted walls, and scoured floors. Clark’s mother made grocery runs, and every night we collapsed, starving, around a table in the chilly bar to devour rib-sticking meals like black bean soup and cornbread, washed down with samples from the wine salesmen.

The pressure was enormous, but so was the sense of accomplishment and the love of our families working together. The gods of the hearth must have been smiling on us because we made our opening date just as our credit cards were maxing out.

The first menu was simple, in part because good ingredients were so hard to come by, but it was unlike anything the area had ever seen. Compared to California, with its long growing season and dedicated network of artisanal food purveyors, Maine was a culinary backwater. Thankfully that has changed. Ogunquit now boasts a grocery store with entire aisles devoted to organic foods, not to mention pristine heads of Belgian endive and radicchio. But in 1988 locally baked bread was unheard of, and the choice of cooking oil was corn, corn, or corn. We’ll never forget our first Maine Thanksgiving. We had 120 reservations for a sumptuous New England feast of salmon, oysters, and roast turkey, and we spent Wednesday night in a frantic drive around the region looking for extra-virgin olive oil and fresh nuts. (We finally found both in nearby New Hampshire, which seemed to be the last stop for specialty food trucks.)

At least we had seafood. Lobsters, clams, scallops, and cod are literally sold on street corners in Maine, right off the back of fishermen’s trucks. Impeccably fresh, these elemental New England ingredients formed the basis of our early cuisine, and we still cook with them daily. But we wanted more. We knew that the finest fish in the world were being hauled in every day, right off the coast of Ogunquit, and promptly flown to restaurants in New York and Tokyo. Local stores almost never carried halibut or bluefish, to say nothing of more exotic fare like sea urchins. Distributors with larger selections often didn’t handle the fish properly. Now, thanks to conscientious purveyors, we get our pick of the freshest local mussels, striped bass, oysters, and tuna—not to mention loup de mer from France and crayfish from New Zealand that are still kicking when we open the case.

We weren’t alone, of course, and as more Mainers began to demand better food, the local growers and fishermen responded. But in the meantime, the only way we could get good bread was to bake our own. And it didn’t take long to realize that if we wanted produce like that in San Francisco, we’d have to grow our own.

Thus was the garden born of necessity, from a ragged field of witch grass at a time when iceberg was about the only lettuce we could order. Now, thanks to the tireless work of a succession of dedicated gardeners, our growing beds stretch over almost an acre of land, providing the restaurant with 270 varieties of vegetables, herbs, and edible flowers. It has, in fact, become the first destination for diners, who arrive early to stroll the grounds. Quite unintentionally, the garden conceived to fill the restaurant’s needs is now a primary attraction.

We wish more American chefs would grow their own food. The main obstacle is that in America innovative cuisine chiefly emanates from big cities where gardens aren’t practical. Yet in many countries the best chefs work close to the countryside—where the food is. Some of the greatest restaurants in France and Italy are off the beaten path, where the chefs tend primeval plots of asparagus and gooseberries.

Those chefs know what we have learned: Food from your own garden not only tastes better but also makes you a better cook. It’s common knowledge that fresh-picked vegetables have more taste and a crisper texture than anything trucked into a grocery store; how else to explain the renaissance of local greenmarkets in towns and cities across America? But cooking homegrown food goes beyond a passion for freshness. On an even more elemental level, the process connects the cook to a cycle of nature that our ancestors understood intuitively but that, for most of us, has been lost in the modern world. Participating in that cycle—which begins with a seed, progresses to the dinner table, and concludes in the compost bin, where it begins again—is more satisfying than the pleasures of any single meal. When you cook homegrown food, you’re not the “end user” of the food chain, you’re in the middle of it.

This connection to nature is not just an intellectual conceit. The French have a word, terroir, that literally means soil but connotes something deeper and more personal—the unique soil of one’s own land. They understand that on some cosmic level, man is rewarded in health and happiness when he consumes the vital goodness of his own land. It’s why that carafe of rough local wine in a little French country auberge tastes so exquisitely perfect—and why it doesn’t taste the same in Paris or Pennsylvania. If all that sounds vaguely spiritual, so be it. Gardens are heavenly places, and the world could use more of them.

You don’t have to believe in the cosmic wisdom of cooking from the garden; it’s enough to realize that your garden will make you smarter about food. When you stroll the produce section of the supermarket, what you notice about peppers, eggplants, and tomatoes are their differences. But in the garden you notice instead how similar they are. (All three are fruits because we eat the seed pod, but they are also all members of the Solanaceae family.) You notice their stalks, thick and woody but often in need of staking as the fruit ripens and swells; their long, drooping leaves; their five-pointed flowers with five separate stamen. You might also notice they attract the same insects. (Yes, even those pesky bugs can teach us.) By understanding this kinship in the garden, one begins to see how these vegetables can work together in the kitchen. That’s how we came up with Polenta Lasagna (page 235), which marries these vegetables in a new way, but in a way that makes sense according to nature. Cooking from the garden has kept our culinary experiments firmly rooted (no pun intended) in a larger reality, and it will do the same for you.

We hadn’t planned on being pioneers in a culinary wilderness, much less garden-club tour guides. Yet the harder we worked at creating our own food supply, the deeper kinship we felt with the colonial homesteaders who had built our farmhouse and cleared the land. As is so often the case, what began as a problem turned into a blessing. Self-sufficiency became our link to the past and began to inform every aspect of Arrows.

While we had always made abundant use of fresh herbs in our cooking, once we started gardening, herbs took center stage—in part because they were there. The truth is you’re not going to run to the supermarket for a sprig of rosemary. But when you have rosemary—and mint, chervil, orégano, parsley, thyme, cilantro, basil, and sage—growing outside your kitchen door, you will find ways to use them every day.

Consider our love affair with root vegetables. In sunny California we almost never roasted turnips, beets, parsnips, and such; it’s just not something you think of eating under a palm tree. But in Maine we came to realize why New Englanders cherish these hearty vegetables on cold nights, for the long, slow baking process fills the house with warmth and aroma. Now we plant whole sections of our garden in root vegetables.

For the first seven years, we lived above the restaurant and put all of our money into renovations. Like many people who buy an old country home, our life became a replay of that classic Cary Grant-Myrna Loy film, Mr. Blandings Builds His Dream House. There is a law of old farmhouses that says that as soon as you solve one major problem—say, the need for a new septic system—something else goes, like the well. One year brought new wiring, which añowed us to properly light the dining room. In another year we commissioned a local craftsman to make 125 black walnut and cherry chairs. In 1995 we bit the bullet and ripped out the claustrophobic kitchen, trashing the old equipment and building a brand-new space with high ceilings and dramatic casement windows overlooking the restaurant’s entranceway Clark’s dad, an accomplished woodworker, made the beautiful hutch and wine stands in the dining room. Countless other refinements and improvements came every year.

Our wine list had been growing steadily to the point where our dirt-floor basement cellar was overflowing. When the Boston Globe’s wine critic, Robert Levy, gave us a great review in 1989, we knew it was time for a real cellar. A vacant space above the restaurant became a state-of-the-art temperature-controlled wine room.

Such was the process that took Arrows from simple bistro to dining destination. Our greatest satisfaction has been the loyalty of our customers, many of whom have been coming every week for fifteen years. Some are year-round locals, including folks from nearby Portland, a thriving small city with a vibrant waterfront district. Others are “summer people” who spend most of the year in cities far from Ogunquit. Still others make the hour-and-fifteen-minute drive north from Boston just to dine at Arrows. They all come for the food, the garden, and the friendship.

And they have far more choices in Maine today. In recent years the Maine dining scene has exploded, and we are gratified to see many other talented chefs opening restaurants in the Pine Tree State.

The newcomers remind us that the process never ends. Our next project is building an outdoor brick oven. The idea came from our young sous-chef Justin Walker, who loves grilling, smoking, and just about anything prepared outdoors. We liked his oven concept—and promptly put him in charge of it. Meanwhile there’s always a new pepper or tomato to grow and a rare wine to find. At this writing, we’re searching for a 1985 Taylor’s Fladgate port. No distributor carries it, but we keep looking. Maybe next year.

[image: Image]







[image: Image]
SPRING
RETURN TO MAINE
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As do many businesses in Maine, Arrows goes into hibernation for part of the winter. The break is a fact of life for Maine’s seasonal economy and provides an opportunity for reflection and rejuvenation that year-round restaurants don’t have.

Our off-season is not just a time to kick back. Most years we travel across North America and often to Europe or Asia, where we seek out local recipes and wines, tour markets, and meet chefs—getting new inspiration for the coming season at Arrows. During a recent winter, we traveled to Tuscany for white truffles and Hawaii for outdoor barbecues. But we don’t just hang around in the sun all winter. We also spent a week in icy Beijing, where the hearty food and dark Xiao Xing wine warmed us nightly.

When we returned to Maine in late March, we felt renewed and ready for another season as we opened up the house. Our garden wasn’t so sure, however. It had disappeared under three feet of snow, and the greenhouse was so buried under drifts that it was actually dark inside. With the restaurant scheduled to open in mid-April, we had our work cut out for us. We just started shoveling. Once we got our raised garden beds cleared of snow, we were able to put Plexiglas over them and thaw the soil quickly. (Raised beds are elevated piles of earth surrounded by a wood frame. Covered with glass, they become miniature greenhouses called cold frames. For instructions on how to make your own, see page 80.) In three days, with snow still all around the beds, we were ready to plant. To meet our goal of putting greens on the table the first night we’re open, we’ve been known to garden in snowshoes.

By late winter our master gardener is starting thousands of seedlings in her nearby nursery: 28 types of lettuce, dozens of tomato varieties, 15 eggplant species, 29 specialty greens, and on, and on. After the seedlings sprout, they go under banks of shop lights. With this system, Arrows can start as many as three thousand seedlings at once. You can do the same thing at home with a simple shop light (see page 61) or even a sunny windowsill.

Deciding what to grow is based on discussions we have every winter with our gardener, who keeps careful records of which varieties performed well over the previous summer. (Just about every vegetable comes in dozens of varieties, called cultivars, that are adapted to specific climates; thus King of the North bell pepper would be a poor choice in Florida.) Some cultivars like Brandywine tomatoes and Cippoline onions are stalwarts that we grow year in and year out. But last year we reintroduced some heirloom lettuce varieties that Arrows hadn’t grown in years: the unusual sharp-lobed Hussard and a multicolored heirloom variety called Freckles. Three new perennial strawberry beds should be yielding by next year; the challenge will be getting berries into the kitchen before our staff devours them.

Inside the house, winter’s stillness is slow to leave, and we always feel we’re interrupting. The doors squeak in complaint, and the dust seems deeded in place. Stripped of linens, silver, and flowers, the dining room is as barren as the snow-covered garden, except for the dozens of prosciutto hams hanging from the ancient beams. In late fall we begin the process of curing our own hams (see page 306), which are left to air-dry over the winter in the restaurant.

After we take down the hams, the hard work of spring cleaning begins. Every year we refinish the wood floors, paint every wall inside and out, and polish the chairs with beeswax. All the china, silver, and glassware is meticulously cleaned and polished. New uniforms and equipment are ordered. Everything has to look absolutely fresh, as if the restaurant were brand-new. In fact, every year it seems like we are opening a new restaurant.

Spring is also the time to reconnect with the local folks who provide us with fish and meat and to take stock of our cellars. Clark spends several weeks making an inventory of our wine; bottles from France must be ordered months in advance. One of our veteran waitresses, who also helps in the wine cellar, took an interest in fine ports last year; over the winter she researched the subject and came back with a wonderful list. Now we have a selection of seventeen ports, including a distinctive Ramos Pinto from 1983.

Mark and our sous-chefs conduct the annual ritual of friendly haggling with suppliers, negotiating everything from the availability of specialty cheeses to the price of ducks. Once the restaurant opens, there is little time to fret over food costs; on a Saturday night with a full reservation book, we consider ourselves lucky just to get the ducks through the door! Meanwhile our pastry chef is busy planning her lineup of spring breads and desserts.

Another important spring task is preparing floral arrangements. Arrows is famous for its massive displays of cut flowers, which Clark supervises. The tour de force is a floor-to-ceiling explosion of color called Big Bertha, which is the first thing guests see as they enter the dining room. The arrangement begins with massive cuttings of tree branches, which change throughout the season. In the spring we start with flowering trees. This year we went over to a friend’s place that has massive old-growth lilacs and just started sawing. We literally hauled a truckload of lilacs. It’s hard to believe these amazing trees are so carefree, gilding rural Maine in purple beauty and sweet fragrance every spring and asking for nothing in return. So much of the season’s color has that spirit of determination. Brilliant yellow forsythia bushes deliver the first bloom of spring no matter how cold it is, and crab apple trees endure January’s ice storms to burst into pink and white blossoms in spring. It’s as if they, like us, can’t wait any longer.

Around town the first real signs of spring come in late April when local farmers’ markets reopen. Growers who’ve carefully tended their raised beds are selling the first spring greens. The gray landscape of winter recedes as crocuses unfurl in our flower beds. That’s when we begin the most exciting spring task—planning the opening-night dinner, which has to dazzle. What’s new in the garden is always the first inspiration—the first crops of spring include baby bok choy, arugula, Japanese mustard greens, and lettuce—but we draw upon our winter travels as well. We’re always taking notes and filing away flavors in our “taste memory.”

We also pay attention to what’s in season around the country, and so should you. In early spring we cook fresh ramps and morel mushrooms from Michigan, and fava beans and peas from California. (Good grocery stores and specialty markets often carry these items in season.) Within a few weeks we are serving fiddlehead ferns, which grow along mossy stream banks throughout Maine. The arrival of local fiddleheads tells us that spring has finally arrived in New England. The garden is growing, the phone is ringing, and Arrows is again in full bloom.
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APPETIZERS 

Asparagus Soup with Lobster, Morels, and Chervil

This is the ultimate spring soup. Few dishes could make a more elegant start to a celebratory dinner. It is not that hard to make, but be careful not to overcook the asparagus or it will lose its bright green color and turn mushy. We enjoy the delicate look of chervil, and its aniselike flavor brightens this rich soup. Chervil takes about six weeks to grow from seed, but you can plant it quite early (a month before the last frost) or grow it indoors in pots on a sunny windowsill.

Makes 6 servings

Kosher salt

2 bunches (36 spears) large asparagus, tough ends trimmed

3 cups Chicken or Vegetable Stock (page 23 or 24)

2 lobsters, 1¼ pounds each, steamed and shelled (pages 18 and 19)

2 cups heavy cream

1 tablespoon freshly squeezed lemon juice

8 tablespoons (1 stick) unsalted butter

4 ounces morel mushrooms, cleaned and trimmed

1 cup chervil sprigs, washed and dried

1. In a large pot bring 2 quarts water and 1 tablespoon salt to a boil. Prepare an ice bath by filling a medium bowl halfway with ice water. Put the asparagus in the pot, return to a boil, and cook for 1 minute. Drain the asparagus and submerge immediately in the ice water. As soon as the asparagus are completely chilled, remove from the ice water and wrap in a clean kitchen towel to dry.

2. Cut off the tips (about 1 inch) of 18 of the asparagus spears and set aside. Cut the rest of the asparagus in half and set aside.

3. In the jar of a blender, combine half of the asparagus (but not the reserved tips) and half of the stock and purée until smooth, about 1 minute. Push the asparagus purée through a sieve to remove excess pulp. Repeat this process with the second half of the asparagus and stock. The asparagus purée can be made a day in advance and kept covered in the refrigerator.

4. Cut the lobster tails crosswise into ¼-inch medallions. Split each claw into 2 pieces by cutting across the flat side.

5. In a heavy saucepan whisk together the asparagus purée, cream, lemon juice, and 1 teaspoon salt. Warm over medium-low heat, stirring occasionally to avoid scorching the soup. When the soup is hot, reduce the heat to the lowest setting.

6. While the soup is heating, melt 4 tablespoons of the butter in a large sauté pan over medium heat. Add the morels and sauté, adding 1 teaspoon salt. Cook, stirring, until all the liquid is evaporated and the mushrooms are tender, 10 to 12 minutes.

7. Add the lobster, reserved asparagus tips, and remaining 4 tablespoons butter to the morels, then stir for a minute or so to warm everything through.

8. Ladle the soup into 6 warm bowls or soup plates. Using tongs or a slotted spoon, divide the lobster, morels, and asparagus among the 6 bowls. Garnish with the chervil sprigs and serve at once.

A FRESH LOOK AT LOBSTER.


[image: Image]

Maine is rightly famous for its lobster. Most of the American catch comes from our state, which is one of the few places on earth virtually synonymous with a food item. (Idaho is famous for potatoes, but then so is Maine.) As chefs we think that’s pretty impressive, and we find ways to cook lobster just about every night at Arrows. We don’t have to go far to find them. A short walk down the road is our neighbor’s barn, surrounded by his lobster traps and a tangle of brightly painted buoys. A few houses away lives another lobsterman; once a year his massive diesel-powered boat is hauled into the driveway for cleaning and repairs. Sometimes he spreads his cod-fishing nets (many lobstermen also bring in finfish) out on the lawn for mending.

Lobsters are a way of life along the rocky coast of Maine, and not just for the thousands of hardy men and women who trap them in frigid waters in all kinds of weather. The bright red crustacean is a major Maine tourist attraction, providing income for everyone from T-shirt makers to informal dockside restaurants, where the traditional “shore dinner” includes lobster, steamed clams, and corn-on-the-cob.

Most of those lobsters are plunged into cauldrons of boiling water, then served with melted butter, plastic bibs, and nutcrackers. It’s simple and straightforward, and we’ve never met anyone who didn’t like it. But at Arrows we like to experiment with our state’s culinary specialty.

One of our favorite ways to cook lobster was inspired by our travels in Asia, where seafood is often steamed in bamboo racks over herbs and ginger. Back home in Maine, we discovered that fresh herbs and vegetables from our garden add a wonderful dimension to the delicate but rich flavor of steamed lobster. We recommend using Asian aromatics like ginger (which provides a sudden and searing “zip” of flavor), lemongrass (which lends a subtle green-citrus taste), and Vietnamese coriander (which has a licorice-like scent; if you can’t find any, substitute Thai basil or mint). For a Western flavor, try garlic, shallots, thyme, marjoram, or other herbs.

Steaming works great for recipes in this book calling for cooked and shelled lobster meat. Just chill the steamed lobsters over ice in the refrigerator, then pick out the meat from the tail and claws (see page 19). To reheat lobster meat, warm it in a saucepan with a little butter over medium heat for about 5 minutes.

A few words about buying lobster. Thanks to advances in shipping technology, live Maine lobsters can now be bought at grocery stores across America. Just remember that live doesn’t necessarily mean fresh; a lobster plucked from the briny deep weeks ago will not taste as good as one caught yesterday. A really fresh lobster is fill of fight; if it doesn’t flap its tail vigorously when plucked from the tank, choose another. Or you could move to Maine and get them from your neighbor. [image: Image]

STEAMING LOBSTER, SOUTHEAST ASIAN STYLE


2 stalks lemongrass

2 cups water 1 cup white wine

cup rice vinegar

2 tablespoons thinly sliced gingerroot

2 sprigs basil

2 sprigs mint

2 sprigs Vietnamese coriander, Thai basil, or additional mint

2 sprigs cilantro

4 live lobsters, I¼ pounds each

1. Cut the lemongrass into 2-inch pieces and smash with the side of a heavy knife.

2. Put the lemongrass and all the other ingredients except the lobster in the bottom of a large heavy pot. A standard clam steamer pot, which is inexpensive and sold in housewares stores, works best, but any large pot will do. Add about 1 inch salted water, then put a steamer basket, rack, or upside-down colander in the pot. Set the pot on the stove over high heat and bring to a boil.

3. Put the lobsters into the pot and cover tightly. Steam the lobsters for 14 minutes over a rapid boil. Remove the pot from the heat, and carefully remove the lobsters. Serve at once, or let cool and refrigerate in a covered container for up to 2 days.

NOTES

1. If you’re more comfortable killing the lobsters before cooking, simply plunge a chef’s knife straight down into the Crosshatch on the thorax (it’s about an inch behind the eyes). The lobster will be killed instantly; any flapping is the result of muscle contractions.

2. You can also cook the lobsters in a Chinese bamboo steamer, which is what we do at home. Each stackable basket of the bamboo steamer will hold 2 lobsters. Cooking time is the same as above. [image: Image]

SHELLING COOKED LOBSTERS
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Removing, or picking, the meat from a cooked lobster is similar to the process for eating a whole lobster at the table. The difference is you’ll be wearing an apron instead of a plastic bib, you’ll have your serious kitchen utensils at your disposal, and the lobster won’t be piping hot.

1. Twist the tail off the body, then break off the tail fins (at the very end) by bending them upward, revealing a hole in the tail cavity. Insert a fork into the hole and gently push the tail meat out through the other side. Using a chef’s knife, make a small incision lengthwise along the back (or top) of the tail meat, just deep enough to reveal the dark, thin intestine. Remove and discard. Cut the tail into several medallions or leave whole, as the recipe requires.

[image: Image]

2. Twist the claws off the knuckles, then twist the knuckles off the body. Grasp the small pincer of each claw and bend it backward until it breaks off. Hopefully the meat inside the pincer will stay with the rest of the claw; if not, remove it from the piece you just broke off by tapping it on the counter or by inserting a toothpick. Using the back of a cleaver or chef’s knife, crack the claws just enough so the shells can be pried open and the meat removed; you don’t want to smash the meat. Alternatively, cut the claw open with sturdy kitchen shears. Remove the inedible translucent cartilage running through the middle of the claw.

[image: Image]

3. Use the back of a cleaver or chef’s knife to crack open the knuckles. (You can also use kitchen shears here.) Pull the meat from the knuckles.

4. If you don’t like to waste any lobster morsels, you can also remove the tiny amounts of meat from the walking claws, commonly referred to as the legs. Pull them off of the body, break them in half at the joint, and line them up on a counter or cutting board. Run a rolling pin perpendicularly over the claws, and the meat will pop out. Many people don’t bother with this step and instead add the walking claws (and the rest of the lobster carcass) to vegetable or chicken stock.

5. It’s best to use the lobster meat on the same day it is cooked, but if necessary you can put all the lobster pieces in a sealable plastic bag and store in the refrigerator for up to 2 days.

TOMALLEY

New Englanders have endless arguments about which tastes better—the lobster meat itself or the tomalley, that soft green liver. The arguments usually end when a tomalley partisan is challenged to trade his tail for someone else’s tomalley—a transaction that has never occurred in lobster-eating history. But tomalley is undeniably tasty, both sweet and briny at the same time. We like to eat it right out of the shell, but it’s also good spread on bread.

ROE

If you’re lucky, you may find a female lobster filled with eggs, which are black as caviar when raw but turn bright red when cooked. (It is illegal for fishermen to keep lobsters with eggs showing on the outside, but when the eggs are still inside the body, there is no way to tell until the lobster is killed.) Eat the deliciously tangy eggs, also called coral, right out of the shell. You could also add them to an omelet the next morning. [image: Image]

English Pea Soup with Condiments

Fresh peas are a treat for the eyes; nothing else in the spring garden looks quite so vibrantly green. Serve the condiments for this easy soup in small bowls on a platter to be passed by your guests.

Makes 6 servings

FOR THE SOUP

Kosher salt

4 cups shelled English peas (about 3 pounds in the pod)

2½ cups Chicken or Vegetable Stock (page 23 or 24)

1½ cups heavy cream

1. In a large pot bring 2 quarts water and 1 tablespoon salt to a boil. Fill a medium bowl halfway with ice water.

2. Add the peas to the pot and cook for 2 minutes. Drain and transfer immediately to the ice water. As soon as the peas are completely cool, drain them in a colander.

3. Combine the peas with the stock and purée in the jar of a blender until very smooth, about 1 minute. Pour into a bowl and whisk in the cream and 1 teaspoon salt. The soup can be covered and refrigerated overnight.

TO SERVE

Small croutons

Bacon bits

Crème fraîche

Fresh herbs, such as chopped chives, tarragon, parsley, or thyme

Arrange the condiments in small bowls on a serving tray. Pour the pea soup into a medium saucepan. Warm over medium heat but do not let the soup get too hot as it will discolor. Ladle into 6 warm soup bowls and serve with the condiment tray.

NOTE: For a luxurious Maine twist on this soup, add the meat from 3 lobsters, steamed and shelled according to the directions on pages 18 and 19. Cut each tail crosswise into 5 medallions; leave the claws and knuckle meat whole. Melt 2 tableblespoon butter in a large sauté pan over medium heat. Add the lobster and gently heat until coated in butter and warm. Do not overheat the lobster as it will get tough. Season with salt and pepper and arrange over the soup just before serving.

CHICKEN AND VEGETABLE STOCKS


[image: Image]

Making stock is one of the most rewarding kitchen tasks because it is so elemental. Once you have some stock in your freezer, you can make sauces and soups quickly, even on a weeknight. Homemade stock makes food transcendent.

And yet, simple as it is, stock isn’t foolproof. If you don’t follow some basic rules, it can end up murky, with a muddled taste. What makes stock cloudy is prolonged boiling, so make sure you keep the heat at a low simmer after initially bringing the liquid just to a boil. The foam, which comes from impurities released by the bones under heat, should be skimmed off just when the stock comes to a boil; otherwise it adds a bitter taste. It’s also a good idea to skim off fat early in the process, so it doesn’t break down in the stock and confuse the flavor. You can also minimize fat by removing poultry skin and other loose fat before tossing the pieces into the pot.

Speaking of tossing things into the pot, resist the urge to dump lots of herbs into stock. We like our stock to be simple and direct, so we rarely use anything more than parsley, thyme, and bay leaf (Tarragon, however, adds depth to vegetable stock.) Any other herbs should come later, in whatever dish the stock is being used.

When straining the completed stock through a sieve, don’t drain to the very bottom because that’s where the tiny particles have settled. You don’t need every last ounce of liquid, and your stock will be clearer as a result. At Arrows we don’t brown our chicken bones because we like chicken stock to be light in color and flavor.

Canned stock doesn’t have the rich flavor of homemade, but it can be useful at times, and we usually keep some around at home. We would never use it to make sauces or gravy, but it’s okay in risotto, for braising meat (which will then fortify the stock with its own flavors), and in some Asian stir-fries. You can also use canned stock in a simple last-minute pasta sauce with a little butter to give it some richness. Most canned stocks are fairly salty, so be sure to season accordingly, or stick with low-sodium versions.

We like Swanson’s chicken and vegetable stocks, in either a can or a box. Specialty markets often carry nice organic stocks; the store-brand organic chicken stock sold at Trader Joe’s is quite good. We don’t use bouillon cubes, which have lots of unpronounceable additives.

[image: Image] Chicken Stock

Makes about 2 quarts

2 tablespoons olive oil

1 large yellow onion, peeled and chopped

1 large carrot, peeled and chopped

4 stalks celery, chopped

5 pounds chicken parts (necks, backs, and wings), skinned

5 quarts water

6 sprigs flat-leaf parsley 4 sprigs thyme

2 bay leaves

1. Warm the olive oil in a large pot over medium heat. Add the onion, carrot, and celery and sauté them until they start to soften, about 10 minutes.

2. Add all the remaining ingredients to the pot and bring just to a boil. Immediately reduce the heat so that the liquid simmers. Skim the foam and fat that rise to the surface.

3. Simmer uncovered for about 5 hours, skimming occasionally, until the liquid is reduced by half.

4. Strain the stock through a sieve into a nonreactive container and refrigerate uncovered overnight or until cool. The next day, remove and discard any congealed fat from the surface. Cover and refrigerate for up to 3 days or keep frozen for up to 2 months.

[image: Image] Vegetable Stock

Makes about 2 quarts

2 tablespoons olive oil

2 medium yellow onions, peeled and chopped

3 large carrots, peeled and chopped 6 stalks celery, chopped

4 ounces shiitake mushrooms, cleaned and halved

4 ounces white mushrooms, cleaned and halved

2 sprigs thyme

2 sprigs tarragon

2 sprigs flat-leaf parsley

2 bay leaves

12 whole black peppercorns

4 quarts water

1. Warm the olive oil in a large pot over medium heat. Add the onions, carrots, and celery and sauté, stirring occasionally, until lightly browned, about 15 minutes.

2. Add the mushrooms, thyme, tarragon, parsley, bay leaves, and peppercorns and cook, stirring, until the mushrooms are softened, about 5 minutes. Add the water and bring just to a boil. Immediately reduce the heat so that the liquid simmers.

3. Simmer uncovered for about 3 hours, skimming occasionally, until the liquid is light golden brown.

4. Strain the stock through a sieve into a nonreactive container and refrigerate uncovered until cool. Cover and refrigerate for up to 3 days or keep frozen for up to 2 months. [image: Image]

Asparagus with Mizuna, Blood Orange Vinaigrette, and Prosciutto

Raising asparagus takes time. At Arrows our asparagus patch is seven years old, and we are just starting to get a good crop. This dish uses the first of the seasons asparagus, which arrives right at the end of the blood orange season in supermarkets. If you don’t want the prosciutto, just leave it out; the asparagus and mizuna are great on their own.

Makes 6 servings

5 blood oranges

Kosher salt

½ teaspoon freshly ground black pepper

¼ cup red wine vinegar

¼ cup olive oil

¼ cup extra-virgin olive oil

2 bunches (36 spears) large asparagus, tough ends trimmed

12 very thin slices prosciutto, preferably Parma or homemade (page 306)

4 ounces mizuna or other field green (about 4 handfuls), washed and dried

1. Squeeze the juice of 3 of the blood oranges through a fine sieve into a medium stainless-steel saucepan. Use a peeler to remove the zest of 1 blood orange, avoiding the bitter white pith, then finely chop the zest with a sharp knife. Add the zest to the juice and bring to a boil over medium heat. Cook until the liquid is reduced by half. Set aside to cool.

2. Section the remaining 2 oranges according to the instructions on page 310.

3. Combine 2 teaspoons salt and the pepper in a medium bowl. Add the reduced juice and the vinegar. Whisk in both olive oils and set the vinaigrette aside. The vinaigrette will keep covered in the refrigerator for up to 2 days.

4. In a large pot bring 2 quarts water and 1 tablespoon salt to a boil. Fill a medium bowl halfway with ice water. Add the asparagus to the pot and cook for 30 seconds. Drain the asparagus in a colander, then immediately plunge it into the ice water. Allow the asparagus to chill completely, then remove from the water and wrap in a clean kitchen towel to dry.

5. Toss the asparagus in a bowl with half of the vinaigrette. Arrange 2 slices of prosciutto on each of 6 chilled plates and place 6 asparagus spears on each plate. Toss the mizuna with the remaining vinaigrette and divide among the plates. Sprinkle the plates with the orange sections. Serve at once.
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