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To my North Carolina family, especially Aunt Della, Aunt Jewel, Aunt JoAnn, Aunt Lucille, Aunt Vera, and Aunt Johnsie, great Southern cooks all, but the best was my late mother, Georgia Wilson White.


—RWW


To my daughter, Shamie Kelly, a true believer in the preparation of food.


—CFB
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Red mangroves, San Carlos Bay
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Tarpon season was always a busy time at the marina during those years; sadly, a fish had to be killed for taxidermy.





Hungry for food and drink—not so much for the mouth as for the mind; not for the stomach, but for the spirit.


—Marjorie Kinnan Rawlings
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Black mangroves along the Indigo Trail, J. N. “Ding” Darling National Wildlife Refuge
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PREFACE

In January of 1987, Mack, who ran Tarpon Bay Marina, called a meeting of the fishing guides and told us the feds were closing the bay to powerboat traffic. We had to be out by March.


“The Park Service plans to make a preserve out of Tarpon Bay,” he told us. “That means federal employees can live and work here, but we can’t.”


Because he had to deal with bureaucrats on a daily basis, Mack had a jaundiced view of the breed. One of his favorite lines was, “Take it easy on those guys—there’s a reason they work for the government.”


After nearly thirteen years making my living as a light-tackle guide, and nearly 3,000 charters, I was out of a job.


I remember feeling surprise, nothing more. Human nature mitigates shock with denial. Tarpon Bay was our home. By virtue of being on the water 300 days a year, fishing every small intersection of grass, mangrove, and sand, we had territorial roots. The bay was ours. The government couldn’t kick us out.


The government did.


My son Lee was seven, Rogan was five. I was burdened with all the financial obligations typical of self-employed Americans in the late twentieth century: quarterly taxes, a mortgage, car payments, insurance, utilities, plus college savings payments—a wistful luxury, it seemed at the time.


I had to find another job—but what? Aside from my Coast Guard Ocean Operators license and a high school diploma, I wasn’t qualified to do anything.


So I wrote a novel, Sanibel Flats.


Well … that’s an oversimplification. I put my boat on a trailer and guided part-time, but I also spent early mornings and late nights at the typewriter doing something I’d always wanted to do—write. I worked relentlessly—worked at learning this demanding craft, determined not to fail the sons and wife I adored … and still adore.


My life changed. I became a stay-at-home dad, cleaning and cooking—which was fine with me because I’d always loved to cook. My Deep-South mother believed men should be self-sufficient in the kitchen. I was. With no shortage of seafood, we ate a lot of fish, and I began to collect recipes. That’s right—real men collect recipes.
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A map of Tarpon Bay Marina
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Great egret in mangrove forest on Sanibel Island




Outside magazine soon began rewarding my labors at the typewriter with assignments to such far-flung places as Vietnam, Borneo, Australia, Cuba, Africa, and Central and South America. My collection of recipes grew, and so did my passion for cooking, as well as a new hobby—collecting hot sauces and growing chili peppers. It was on a trip to Cartagena, Colombia, that I met commercial chili grower Jorge Araujo, who was distraught because many hectares of his commercial pepper plants had accidentally cross-pollinated with wild chilies. The resulting pepper was wonderfully fragrant and pungent but not saleable to megacorporations such as Tabasco. Giorgio made the brave decision to produce his own sauce, and the results were extraordinary. The sauces tasted so good, I risked $5,000 from our slim bank account and imported a custom red sauce and a custom green sauce under my own label. I had no idea where, how, or if I could sell them.


They sold. Within a few months, I had to reorder.


Writing remains my life’s work and passion, but I’m still importing hot sauces. I am now involved with three great restaurants, including Doc Ford’s Sanibel Rum Bar & Grille, my first with award-winning flavors from the Caribbean Rim. I also have another location, Doc Ford’s Fort Myers Beach Rum Bar & Grille, a marvelous waterfront location on Matanzas Pass, and my newly opened Doc Ford’s Captiva Rum Bar & Grille on beautiful Captiva Island. Fishing, writing, and food—not a bad combination. Enjoy! Visit us online at www.docfords.com.


—Randy Wayne White
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After a good day of big game fishing










MEMORIES OF TARPON BAY
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At the good marinas around Florida, the old and important traditions die hard. —Captiva, RWW




Tarpon Bay was a type of marina once known in the South as a “fish camp,” which is to say the facility was long established, the bay was shallow, buildings were sun-bleached, and the docks were wobbly. Also, the marina sold fish—fresh, cooked, and frozen. Out back of the marina office, where mangroves shaded the water, there was a commercial scale and a cleaning table. Pelicans and egrets liked to stand on that table, waiting for handouts.


Tarpon Bay was not like the concrete and corrugated marinas preferred by government code-enforcers—which is probably why it was such a popular place. Dockage for small boats could be had at a price, and there was a waiting list. Joyce, the deep-fry cook, made the best conch sandwich on the islands, so at lunchtime, the traffic in the dusty parking lot was as noisy as the patrons were enthusiastic. Because Tarpon Bay Marina looked the way it looked—crooked docks, the bay, small boats, mangroves, and bleached wood—it attracted artists, too; artists not just of the heart, but also of the hand and the eye. These artists would set up their easels on the docks, mix their paints, and try to capture the look of the place. A very few actually captured the feel of the place; a rare occurrence that drew personal congratulations even from the marina’s fishing guides—not that we fishing guides were snobs, or even stingy with praise. It was just that, to congratulate anyone, we had to leave our shady lunch spots. Spend 300 days a year on the water, in the Florida sun, and your standards in art will sharpen even if your appreciation for art does not.


Tarpon Bay Marina did have its own feel. All good marinas do—and there are fewer and fewer good marinas. A good marina comprises more than the sum of its docks, bait tanks, and ship’s store. A marina is an ephemeral community as intricately linked as any coral colony, and with a personality flavored, more or less, by each of the individuals who form it. Some marinas are as friendly as stray dogs, some are grumpy and aggressive, and some are as uninteresting as the corporations that own them. You would have to ask a Tarpon Bay client how friendly we were, but I can say for certain that the marina was never uninteresting.
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(Clockwise from top) Tarpon Bay Marina office and seafood market. Marina owner, Mack. Nick at the marina’s front desk. I may have been talking to my publisher.




Tarpon Bay Marina was dominated by its proprietor, Mack. Mack was a big man partial to Cuban cigars and plantation hats, and he did everything with bold strokes and a capitalistic flourish. Mack made a lot of money as a banker, retired when banking lost its charm, and took a flyer on a marina. “Where free enterprise is just a little freer,” Mack was fond of saying.


He loved money—no, he loved the rituals involved with making money. Offer Mack a chance to bargain, an opportunity to dicker, and he would drop even the most compelling task to try and beat you down a dollar or two. Oh hell, Mack did love money. He didn’t lie about it, and I shouldn’t either. Hundreds of times in the years that I was at the marina, Mack looked up from the ringing cash register, winked, and said, “They’re playing my song.”


Mack was a good businessman, but he was more than that too. Mack had hobbies. He enjoyed gambling and fishing, and he dabbled in antiques and art. He collected paintings of clowns—everyone on the island knew that. But what few knew was that Mack’s collection of clowns extended into his own work corps. If you were a plain, honest, hardworking lug, you didn’t have much chance of being hired by Mack. But if you had some personality quirk, if your interests ranged beyond snook fishing, if your sense of humor was more liberal than your politics—then Mack probably had a job for you. Among the personalities who made up the marina community were Willie, an eighty-year-old German refugee, whose bad temper was exacerbated by low blood pressure and a stint in the Nazi youth corps; Graeme, who left his New Zealand home at sixteen to travel the world before settling on Sanibel where, for many years, he wooed a fascinating variety of women and worked—despite the fact that he was in the country illegally; and Nick, who was smart and hardworking, but who stuttered so badly that he was incomprehensible on the telephone.


So what did Mack do?


He put Willie in charge of the rental boats, which meant that, on a daily basis, Willie dealt with dozens of amateur boaters under the most maddening of circumstances. “Mister!” we could hear Willie yell from the docks at some bewildered rookie, “Don’t aim dah damn motor, steer it! It’s a boat, not a gun!”


He put Nick in charge of answering the phone in the fish market. Invariably, the caller’s first question was about variety, and we would all hold our breath while Nick replied by rote, “Grouper, sna-na-napper, flounder, sea trout, cah-cah-cobia, shark, and … da-dol-dah-da-dol-do-dol … maui maui.”


He made Graeme (the illegal alien) marina manager, which meant that it was Graeme’s responsibility to deal with all the petty, self-important government officials that a marina invariably attracts.


Graeme had roamed the world and knew many things, so ineffectual bureaucrats were hardly a challenge. Mack loved the irony of that, relished the private knowledge that the same people who would have scrambled to have Graeme deported (had they only known) were not in Graeme’s intellectual ballpark. “Take it easy on them,” Mack would say kindly. “There’s a reason they work for the government.”


Tarpon Bay Marina was not a mean-spirited place; indeed, it was usually amiable and always cordial. But if you could not laugh at yourself, it was not a place to linger. When Mack was once bested in a business deal, we began calling him “Top Dollar,” for he had paid top dollar for some piece of junk. He loved the nickname, and he always smiled a little when he heard it, so we called him that for years. Among the marina family, Nick was not embarrassed about his stutter, and we all pulled openly for him when he was on the phone. Year by year he became more confident so, on those occasions when he informed a caller, “And we have dadah-dol-da-dah … DOLPHIN,” the caller probably wondered why there was wild applause in the background.


As for Willie, his humor never much improved—but then, no one really expected it to.


We fishing guides certainly weren’t spared. Young guides are prone to haughtiness so, to keep us in our places, Mack would sometimes tell new clients outlandish stories of what they could expect to catch with us—and then laugh at their dejected expressions when we returned with fourteen-inch sea trout instead of the blue marlin and giant tuna he had promised (but that do not frequent the waters around Sanibel Island).


During my years at Tarpon Bay, I was also trying to be a writer, which Mack and Graeme and the rest well knew, so they offered encouragement when they could. Fishing guides are not easy to get in touch with. We are usually out netting bait before first light, fishing until noon, back on the water at one, and not finished at the cleaning table until well after five. At a busy marina, that is the schedule—and I sometimes fished that schedule for more than forty consecutive days without pause. Which is good for a guide, but bad for a writer, because editors cannot call you when you are in a boat chasing fish. So the few editors who were interested in my work made it a point to call the marina during my lunch hour.


On those rare occasions when they called, Mack or Graeme would unfailingly page me over the public-address system, even though I was right outside the door. I’m sure the editors heard them: “Paging Captain White, Captain Randy White, you have another damn call from New York,” which was a kind attempt to make me sound more important—and more in demand—than I actually was. When I received that page, I did not tarry—and not just because I was desperate for
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(Clockwise from top) The back docks, scale and cleaning table at the marina. Marina manager, Graeme. Filleting a fifty-pound black drum fish for my charter.
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Nick and I weigh in a tarpon at the scale. The big fish was to be mounted.




writing jobs, though I was. I hustled in because once, when I lingered, I arrived at the marina office to hear Mack telling an important editor, “Randy’s not going to cover the America’s Cup for you or anybody else until he gets these goddamn mullet gutted.”


I worked Tarpon Bay Marina as a fishing guide for nearly eleven years, several thousand charters. And I would probably be guiding there still if a few low-rung bureaucrats hadn’t decided to close the marina not only to powerboats, but also to fishing guides.


Never mind that most guides don’t tear up grass flats because they rarely go aground. Never mind that most guides are fanatical about game laws. Never mind that most fishing guides put on a daily workshop on the proper way to release fish—a tutorial that pyramids through all fishing society via our clients. The bureaucrats, even though they were trying to do their best, couldn’t understand this and, in the end, it didn’t matter.


As Mack would say, “Take it easy on them. There’s a reason they work for the government.”


It’s been a couple of years since the marina closed, but the influence it exerted on our lives is still felt by most of us. Graeme has sailed on to the Virgin Islands, where he finds the massive charter operation he runs almost as challenging as the name of the region in which he lives. Nick still stutters, but he does so as a confident young father and manager of a successful business. The other Tarpon Bay fishing guides, Alex and Neville, are busier than ever working out of a neighboring marina.


But not all of us are still around to feel the influence of Tarpon Bay. Willie passed away without once making peace with a rental boat operator—not that anyone really expected him to. What we also didn’t expect was that Mack, during a night of wagering at the greyhound races, would suffer a massive heart attack and die. But he did. The only thing about it that wasn’t surprising was that Mack went out a big winner, payoffs on a couple of rich trifectas folded lovingly in his money clip.


So what does all this have to do with my work and food? In high school, most of us learned that astronomers, by calculating the paths of known bodies, could deduce the existence of unknown and unseen planets. Well, in my books, Tarpon Bay Marina is the unseen planet; the molding gravitational force that may not have shaped the stories, but uncertainty had an influence. More than one of these pieces was finished in a rush at 5:00 a.m. so that I could get it into the mailbox and then hustle to the marina to start catching bait for the day’s charter. More than one of these pieces arrived in Chicago or New York with the grease stains from one of Joyce’s conch sandwiches still fresh on it.




[image: frn_fig_018.jpg]
(Clockwise from top) Marina owner Mack and boat manager Willie. The marina’s seafood market always offered plenty of freshly caught shrimp and whatever fish was in season. Joyce made a conch sandwich and chowder that I still think about today.




The marina also provided me with my biggest advantage as a traveler; no matter where I went, no matter who I encountered (or what marvelous foods I discovered), I could introduce myself as a fishing guide and enjoy a warmer welcome than most writers could expect—or deserve. People naturally trust and empathize with a fisherman. I don’t know why that is true, but it is. People quite rightly think that a guy who would travel halfway around the world in search of a fish—a fish he probably won’t catch anyway—not only deserves their help, but, by God, requires it.


—Batfishing in the Rainforest, RWW
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(Left) Nick displays a mixed bag of fish, including a nice size cobia. (Right) A quiet morning at Tarpon Bay
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Cooking lobster on the grill 









CHAPTER 1 
DINING WITH RANDY WAYNE WHITE
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“Breaking bread” draws you into the family and their realm of reality. It is a universal sign of initial acceptance and friendship. —RWW



Food is something that is a given in the lives of those of us lucky enough to have been born and raised in a time and land of plenty. I can still remember the smell of my Southern mom’s fried chicken, her green beans with bacon and onion, and small red potatoes cooking to the appropriate tenderness, with a background of baking homemade biscuits and sweet rolls. It was Sunday dinner, a tradition in my family and that of most other families raised in the ’50s. Unfortunately, this time with family and friends is increasingly rare in our age of computers, video games, satellite television, cell phones, and measuring by gigabytes, megabytes, and gigahertz. E-mail has even taken away the pleasure of hearing a loved one’s voice, much less enjoying their company at a meal. A meal together is where the day and week can be discussed, differences amicably ironed out, and plans made for the evening, next day, next month, or next year.

Sharing food brings those who do it closer as human beings. It provides a chance to give and receive, a chance to notice body language, to glance at everyone seated around the table, to illustrate our feelings and intentions to each other. A meal with others is a time when we show, even silently, affection and attention to those whom we otherwise tend to take for granted, or to those we have just met. A time for peace, reflection, and planning. My mother was a fabulous cook! As the second oldest of ten children and born in a poor Southern family, she left school after the fourth grade to help her mother raise her newer brothers and sisters while her father took care of the livestock, fields, and garden that provided almost all of the family’s food. Food was eaten fresh, canned for cooler and leaner times, or smoked and brined to preserve meats against the Southern heat. Refrigeration then, as in many tropical countries now, was unavailable or rare. Small animals such as rabbits, chickens, squirrels, and fish were eaten before they could spoil. But the larger protein sources, beef and pork, were smoked. I can still smell the smokehouse filled with hams, bacon, and strips of “jerked beef.” Beef and even chicken were canned for preservation, and the “fatback” or “salt pork” of butchered pigs was salted away.

My father genuinely loved my mother’s cooking, especially the Sunday and holiday meals. And she could bake; my gosh, did she bake! One year, she gave away more than fifty “Russian tea rings” to friends and many of my dad’s patients. The Amish patients were particularly appreciative, as they seemed more aware of all the work that went into making them. She made pies from fresh fruit with lard or solid Crisco crusts, “popovers,” cinnamon sweet rolls, breads, and, of course, there were the cakes. Two layers, three layers, seven-layer cakes in chocolate, white, or yellow. Then there was the frosting! My favorite is still the “seven-minute frosting”—a soft, light, creamy, yet not-too-sweet white cloud of a topping spread over multiple layers of cake, plain or coconut or caramel, with nuts and maraschino cherries.

She passed away in 1991 taking all of her cooking secrets with her. Of course she said she had none—“just a pinch of this and a little of that,” she’d say. I never saw my mom use a cookbook. Unfortunately, I didn’t inherit her talent, and I keep recipes, however rudimentary, of the dishes or methods I am particularly fond of—and occasionally, I even use them!

My dad—a 101st Airborne Paratrooper, with rare “Glider” wings, met my mother during World War II while he was in training at Fort Bragg, North Carolina. She was working as a cashier in the “PX” and swept him off his feet with her good looks, charm, and a strength I’ve only ever found in true Southern women. It’s an iron-fist-in-a-velvet-glove trait that my dad found irresistible. After a whirlwind romance, he made the mistake of marrying my mother without getting my grandfather’s permission.

Mom and her older sister had a strict curfew of ten o’clock, no exceptions—none—period. Well, on the day my folks decided to get married, my mom was twenty-one and my dad was barely twenty-one. They arrived back at her home one half hour after curfew, only to be greeted by my grandfather. Before they had a chance to explain their tardiness, Grandpa sent his 101st Airborne “Screaming Eagle,” beating feet with one slow, deep-throated, drawled sentence: “Son—if you
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This giant tarpon was mounted by my charter. Today, most tarpon aren’t killed for trophies or mounts, but are released to catch another day.



ever bring my daughter home this late again, I’ll shoot you down in the street like a dog.” I never did learn how they eventually broke the news they were married—but they did, and it lasted more than forty years.

Dad never got fat, but he ate damn well. He was particularly fond of my mom’s Southern fried chicken. (See “Georgia Wilson White’s North Carolina Fried Chicken” on page 161 for a recipe as close as I, or any of my aunts, could come to the real thing.) And he loved the way she prepared creamed onions. (That recipe, as close as possible, is also provided on page 186.)

His eyes would light up, and he would announce the specialty to the rest of us with delight. There wasn’t always a lot of money, but thanks to my mother, we never went hungry or had a meal that didn’t taste fit for a king.

A huge bright spot in my travels has been being invited to share the food—however simple or scarce—of the wonderful people I’ve met. “Breaking bread” draws you into their family and their realm of reality.

It is a universal sign of initial acceptance and friendship. Being touched by a stranger’s faith is not uncommon for an American traveler. Neither is being asked to share the food and company of many newly made friends while fishing in outof-the-way places. It is part of the adventure-travel experience. The borders of that experience are limited only by one’s disinclination to get off one’s duff and try something, anything, new. A careful, monotonous life, in its way, is predacious. It feeds upon that singular human spark in all of us which is brave-hearted and unique. Personally, I’d rather swim with sharks. There are far darker, far more sinister things out there cruising.

In hot climates—especially in many of the tropical countries and islands we tend to seek out for their beauty and the adventure they may offer—it is not considered rude to ask to inspect the kitchen, and the vegetable and meat products you may be eating from the “menu.” If you embarrass your travel partners with this request, then you are traveling with neophytes or need new travel companions. You will be the one enjoying your trip and eating experiences while they are at the pharmacia trying to remedy their self-inflicted gastrointestinal misery.

I was lucky enough to learn this early on from the son of a very wealthy and famous Eastern family who had travel experience far beyond my own. We had met by chance on a small Caribbean island where we had both sought solace and solitude and a few days to heal from the abrasions of life. We sat in a dirt-floor, thatched-roof cantina with dogs, children, and chickens running through, chasing or being chased, in and out of screenless doorways. While reviewing the chalkboard on the wall that listed the day’s offerings and prices, he said, “Hey, you do want to look at the kitchen and food with me before we order, don’t you?” My first thought was, “How could I embarrass the owners of this little establishment? They were a very nice couple with the children, dogs, and chickens who were our other dinner companions. But my new friend asked me this question as he was already heading toward the cooking area, so I followed and learned an invaluable lesson about eating in a world that does not (or cannot) abide by the food-quality rules that so many of us take for granted.

The rule “If you can’t peel it, boil it, or open it, don’t eat it” is not a bad one, but it is one that will deprive you of experiencing the smells, tastes, and satisfaction gained by eating local foods with old friends and new acquaintances.

My good friend and fellow author, Peter Matthiessen, is a Zen Buddhist monk, and he tells me Buddha said, “There is no joy in eating alone.” And it’s true. Try to enjoy food with as many people as you can. Share the recipes in this book, and you will be opening the door to friendships that may last you a lifetime!

—Dr. Dan White & Randy Wayne White
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Getting ready for my morning charter










CHAPTER 2 
DAYBREAK
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There is a weight to the early morning hours; a palpable density that’s a little like being underwater. You can feel the press of it on your shoulders, the pressure of it in your inner ear. The resonance of one’s own heartbeat is the test of silence—a fragile, fragile sound. —Captiva, RWW




The Early Morning Hour

Because morning was his favorite time, Tucker Gatrell was up before everybody. All his life, it had been that way. Tuck put coffee to the fire and added a handful of chicory for body. Outside, birds made their tentative first twitterings from the hush of jasmine and poinciana, and in the autumnal darkness the wind was freshening from off the bay, smelling of open sea and far islands. When the coffee was ready, he carried his mug to the porch, propped his boots on the railing, scratched [the dog] Gator’s ears to make sure he was there, then settled himself in that quiet time to watch the landscape change.

In the east, there was no sun, but an orange corona boiled over the horizon, throwing shards of westwarding light. The sky was a fragile lemon-blue, translucent as a pearl, and clouds over the Gulf absorbed the light in towering peaks, fiery like snow glaciers about a dark sea. Birds flying—Tuck could see their gray shapes closing. A formation of ibis—curlew, he thought of them—glided across the bay and were briefly illuminated, combusting into brilliant plumes that produced an ethereal white light. Then the birds banked into shadow, silent as falling stars, and were gone.

Tucker watched them, feeling a strange sense of loss and a curious ache, like nostalgia. He finished his coffee, then leaned to get at the foil pouch of Red Man in his back pocket as morning spread itself into graduated light, from dusk to pearl to pale green-blue.

“Don’t that air smell sweet!” Talking aloud, though no one was around to hear but the dog.

—The Man Who Invented Florida, RWW
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Early morning light at Mantanzas Pass
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Apricot-Raisin Granola

This recipe comes from Carlene’s good friend, Lynda Leonard-Boyce. Lynda and her husband Ken are past owners of the popular island restaurant, the Sanibel Café. If your family or friends are granola lovers, why not make your own? Try this one. —RWW


	5 cups old-fashioned oats, uncooked

	⅓ cup finely packed brown sugar

	½ cup wheat germ

	⅓ cup canola oil

	¼ cup honey

	¼ teaspoon almond extract

	1 cup raisins, regular or golden

	1 cup chopped dried apricots



Preheat oven to 350°F. Place oats in an ungreased 13 × 9-inch baking pan and heat in the oven for 10 minutes to toast. Place toasted oats, brown sugar, and wheat germ in a large bowl. Add canola oil, honey, almond extract, raisins, and apricots. Toss to mix until ingredients are well coated.

Transfer mixture to the ungreased baking pan and bake, stirring frequently, for 15 to 20 minutes or until granola is golden brown.

Remove granola from oven and cool in the pan. Stir until crumbly. Place granola in an airtight container and refrigerate until needed.

SERVES 8.

Recipe courtesy of Ken Boyce and Lynda Leonard-Boyce.





Brazilian Tuna Omelet

Mal Assado (mahlah-SAH-doh)

This is a great dish to serve with one or more of my Walden Pond Bloody Marys (page 228). —RWW


	3 eggs, separated

	1 tomato, seeded and chopped

	2 tablespoons chopped green bell pepper

	2 tablespoons chopped onion

	1 (6 ½ ounce) can tuna, drained

	salt and pepper

	2 tablespoons canola oil



Place egg yolks in a small bowl. Beat with a wire whisk. Set aside. Place tomato, bell pepper, onion, and tuna in a medium bowl. Stir to mix well. Season with salt and pepper to taste. Add beaten egg yolks and stir to combine.

Place egg whites in the large bowl of an electric mixer. Beat until whites are stiff but not dry. Using a spatula or wooden spoon, gently fold tomato mixture into beaten egg whites.

Place a large skillet over medium heat. Add 2 tablespoons of oil to skillet. When oil is hot, add egg mixture. Cook until underside is golden. Using 2 spatulas, gently turn omelet over. Cook until underside is golden. Serve Mal Assado along with rice and beans and a green salad.

SERVES 2.

Recipe courtesy of Randy Wayne White.





Broiled Florida Grapefruit

An unusual combination of tropical and Southern cooking. —RWW


	2 large grapefruit, cut in half

	4 tablespoons butter

	½ cup plus 2 teaspoons sugar

	2 tablespoons cinnamon

	4 sautéed chicken livers



Preheat broiler. Using a grapefruit or paring knife, loosen sections of each half-grapefruit. Cut a small hole in the center of each half. Place 1 tablespoon butter in each hole.

Place ½ cup sugar and the cinnamon in a small bowl and stir to mix well. Sprinkle each half-grapefruit with 2 tablespoons of the cinnamon-sugar mixture. Place grapefruit on a shallow-rimmed baking sheet. Place baking sheet on oven rack positioned

4 inches from broiler. Broil 8 to 10 minutes, or just until grapefruit tops are lightly browned and bubbling.

Remove baking sheet from oven. Place a chicken liver in the center of each half-grapefruit. Sprinkle each half with ½ teaspoon sugar. Return sheet to oven rack and broil 2 more minutes. Serve immediately.

SERVES 4.

Recipe courtesy of Randy Wayne White.





Pecan Pie Muffins

My Aunt Della Wilson Denson considered this recipe, a muffin for all occasions and was always a crowd pleaser at family brunches. —RWW


	1 cup of brown sugar, packed

	½ cup all-purpose flour

	¼ teaspoon baking powder

	1 cup pecans, chopped

	⅔ cup butter, melted

	2 eggs, beaten



Combine brown sugar, flour, baking powder, pecans and set aside. Use a whisk to combine melted butter, eggs and mix well. Stir all together until moistened. Put in paper-lined muffin pans. Fill cup ⅔ full. Bake for 30 minutes at 350˚F until light brown. Cool before eating.

MAKES 12 MUFFINS.

Recipe courtesy of Randy Wayne White.


[image: chpt_fig_008.jpg]
Della Wilson Denson







Captiva Cool

An island favorite for breakfast, brunch, or lunch. Serve with your favorite muffins and fresh fruit. —RWW


	2 tablespoons margarine

	6 large eggs

	4 ounces cream cheese, softened

	½ cup chopped scallions



Place a large skillet over medium-low heat. Add margarine. Place eggs in a small mixing bowl. Beat with a wire whisk. When margarine has melted, add beaten eggs, cream cheese, and scallions to skillet. Cook egg mixture, stirring constantly to scramble, until eggs are cooked through. Serve with muffins and fruit.

SERVES 2 TO 3.

Recipe courtesy of Mike Billheimer of The Lighthouse Café on Sanibel Island.




Favorite Beer Muffins

Yes, beer is a food. It can also be a delicious breakfast. —RWW


	1 tablespoon margarine

	2 cups biscuit mix of choice

	¾ cup favorite beer

	1 tablespoon granulated natural cane sugar



Preheat oven to 400°F. Grease muffin tins with margarine. Place biscuit mix, beer, and sugar in a large bowl. Stir vigorously with a wooden spoon until batter is smooth. Fill each muffin tin three-quarters full. Bake 12 to 15 minutes or until a toothpick inserted in the center comes out clean.

MAKES 6 MUFFINS.

Recipe courtesy of Randy Wayne White.


It was a powder-blue morning, summer-slick but with a September horizon. The meld of sea and sky created a translucent sphere into which I seemed to be traveling at speed: a liquid void on which floated dark islands that were as solitary as I. —Ten Thousand Islands, RWW
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Nayrilla’s Corn Bread

My grandmother Nayrilla Wilson like most Southern women of their time made their corn bread crusty and with little or no sugar. That is why the sugar in her recipe is listed as optional. I myself am a traditionalist. —RWW


	1 cup cornmeal

	1 tablespoon baking powder

	1 cup self-rising flour

	2 eggs

	2 tablespoons corn oil

	1 cup buttermilk

	2 tablespoons of sugar (optional)



Mix together in large bowl cornmeal, baking powder and flour. In a separate bowl beat eggs, corn oil and buttermilk. Add dry ingredients and stir until blended. Pour batter into an 8-inch square, greased pan. Bake 20–25 minutes at 350˚F or until firm when pressed. Serve warm.

SERVES 9.

Recipe courtesy of Randy Wayne White.
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Mexican Tomato Poached Eggs

Huevos ahogados (way-vohss), meaning drowned eggs, is one of my favorite breakfast recipes. It tastes especially great after a late-night party and served with one of my Doc Ford’s Captiva Sunrise cocktails—my version of a Bloody Mary, with rum (page 231)—this meal will get your motor running. —RWW


	2 tablespoons olive oil

	1 onion, chopped

	1 clove garlic, minced

	1 teaspoon dried oregano

	2 teaspoons dried parsley

	salt and pepper

	1 teaspoon chili powder

	2 green bell peppers, seeded and chopped

	1½ cups canned tomatoes, drained with juice reserved

	3 jalapeño or serrano chile peppers, seeded and chopped (optional)

	4 eggs

	2 to 3 cups cooked rice

	Doc Ford’s Green Flash Hot Sauce (available at www.docford.com)



Place a large skillet over medium heat and add oil. When oil is hot, add onions, garlic, oregano, and parsley. Sauté, stirring occasionally, about 3 minutes or until onions are translucent. Add salt, pepper, and chili powder to taste.

Add bell peppers, tomatoes, and hot peppers. Sauté, stirring occasionally, about 3 minutes or until peppers are tender.

Add reserved tomato juice. Bring to a boil. Gently crack eggs atop tomato mixture. Poach eggs for 3 minutes or until cooked through. Serve each poached egg atop a serving of rice. Top each egg with an equal amount of vegetable mixture. Sprinkle each serving with a few drops of my hot sauce.

SERVES 4.

Recipe courtesy of Randy Wayne White.


[O]ne of the earth’s few unique ecosystems—Florida’s River of Grass—actually begins on the outskirts of Orlando. “The real magic kingdom.” —Dead of Night, RWW




[image: chpt_fig_011.jpg]
Sanibel Island Lighthouse








OEBPS/Images/frn_fig_019.jpg





OEBPS/Images/frn_fig_002.jpg





OEBPS/Images/frn_fig_003.jpg
R o)






OEBPS/Images/frn_fig_006.png





OEBPS/Images/frn_fig_007.jpg





OEBPS/Images/frn_fig_004.jpg
f ?..._ s

- 'RANDY WHITE| _
_'. % Lighl Taclqe Tarpon ..’ i

Tagging S
. Fly Fishing * Shelling
- A “abbage Key,

gt o 'k
p: Home: 481-8784 |mww-
@ Visina: 472:3196 6





OEBPS/Images/frn_fig_005.jpg





OEBPS/Images/frn_fig_020.jpg





OEBPS/Images/chpt_fig_009.jpg
e






OEBPS/Images/chpt_fig_007.jpg





OEBPS/Images/chpt_fig_008.jpg





OEBPS/Images/frn_fig_008.jpg





OEBPS/Images/chpt_fig_005.jpg





OEBPS/Images/chpt_fig_006.jpg





OEBPS/Images/frn_fig_009.jpg





OEBPS/Images/chpt_fig_003.jpg





OEBPS/Images/chpt_fig_004.jpg





OEBPS/Images/chpt_fig_001.jpg





OEBPS/Images/chpt_fig_002.jpg





OEBPS/Images/chpt_fig_010.jpg





OEBPS/Images/frn_fig_013.jpg





OEBPS/Images/frn_fig_014.jpg





OEBPS/Images/chpt_fig_011.jpg





OEBPS/Images/frn_fig_011.jpg
LEE COUNTY, FLORIDA

TALLAHASSEE MERIDIAN

o 300 600 900 1200
SCALE - - e - — - FEET
g T.46S., R. 22 E.
gAY
i
T A 812
of
\,\‘6
1Ay o SEC. 23 LoT 3
p =L ) WDE
P nlt M CARMEN W. SHAFER - i
S TRACT(35) [
X DocKS MARINA
L, OIF T SHOP— i

h

=1 g
2

e gy
” =
o G
RES.\,g e~
e aRER & Ul
S — W
< &
el SN\
S 1\* ?\—
X <
7 »°
26 N
C. E. BAUMGARTNER ,// nEs %
-<
TRACT (43) ,MZ\
N2 IS
~— il | S
<
LoT I q
(NWI/4 NWi/4)
>
<
Q
PR\
A\
I\
\\\
AND \ 3
e VSERE I\ = <
g Q
TER =
\0 A Q
SlUae ASS 1t S — APT’V 1IN
R T = g
wﬂi —r g
lsland N'B'EL
) 4.1 >
captiv? 2\o
ZLT0 Z\0-
\ o
2
S
N
N
<

To





OEBPS/Images/frn_fig_001.jpg





OEBPS/Images/frn_fig_012.jpg





OEBPS/Images/frn_fig_017.jpg





OEBPS/Images/frn_fig_018.jpg





OEBPS/Images/frn_fig_015.jpg





OEBPS/Images/frn_fig_016.jpg





OEBPS/Images/frn_fig_010.jpg
b “ARPON BAY MARINA \
\ SAIBEL ISLAND. FLA. |

A. ——

(] .






