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Glemeaiiae Paddleford
from A Flower for My Mother
Few food writers have traveled as widely and enthusiastically in the pursuit of culinary lore as Clementine Paddleford (1898-1967), longtime contributor to Gourmet, food edi​tor (1936-1966) of the New York Herald Tribune, and author of How America Eats (i960). James Beard, who met her as she was about to go "out for a cruise on an atomic subma​rine to see how they all eat," called her "the getting-aroundest person I have ever known"; she even learned to pilot a plane in order to crisscross the country more efficiently. Here, though, Paddleford sticks close to home, evoking her early years in Stockdale, Kansas, in an affectionate passage from her 1958 memoir, A Flower for My Mother.
HBO
Mother took little stock in the notion that there must be money to buy lei​sure in which to have a good time. She felt money was a prop on which peo​ple were inclined to lean too heavily. Why be a beggar in the midst of plenty? Even a garden event was often made a party occasion. The first strawberries of the season were guests of honor at a strawberry-shortcake supper. This fruit was seasonal then, no eating of berries around the calendar.
When the berries were full and red ripe, drooping to the ground under the leaves, my job was to pick half a milk-pail full for the first shortcake. It was as exciting as a treasure hunt, one's hand searching out the heart-shaped fruit deep under the leaves. A sudden glow of crimson—and into the bucket.
The shortcake was baked in a dripping pan, no mangy single biscuit business of "one for you" and "one for me." A rich biscuit dough was used, baked to flaky perfection, then turned to a turkey platter, split in two, the bottom half lavishly buttered. Over this went the crushed berries. On with the top half. More crushed berries over this; whole berries for decoration. The juice ran in rivulets, making a crimson lake in the plate. Hurry this to the table along with a water pitcher of cream. Little else was needed to make a meal. Enough shortcake was made for second and third helpings. Coffee for the ending, and as Mr. Pepys would write, always with such seeming sat​isfaction, 'And so to bed."

And here is the recipe I remember so well. Shortcake dough: Mix and sift three cups sifted flour, five teaspoons baking powder, one-half cup sugar, one teaspoon salt, and a pinch of nutmeg. Cut in one-half cup shortening with two knives or work with pastry blender. Beat one egg until light; combine with one-half cup milk (about) and add gradually to flour mixture to make a soft dough. Turn on a lightly floured board and knead with a light touch; knead quickly while counting to ten. Divide dough into two parts. Roll each into a round or oval, one-fourth inch in thickness. Place rings together with butter between. Bake in a 450° F. oven for twelve to fifteen minutes, Made in this fashion, the layers separate easily when the shortcake is baked, the outside crisp, the inside well done.
The strawberries: Wash two quarts strawberries or more and remove their Robin Hood caps. Lay the largest berries aside to keep whole. Slightly crush remaining berries with potato masher, add one cup sugar, more or less, as the palate dictates. Let ripen in a warmish place until the biscuit bakes. Split the great biscuit. Butter and center on your largest meat plat​ter. Ladle on half of the crushed sweetened fruit, cap with the top layer, add remaining crushed berries. The big berries, those with plump, perfect fig​ures, still wearing their bloom, are jewels for the crown. Pass with a pitcher of thick cream. Those top berries, cold and sweet like wine, the crushed ber​ries, warm and tasting of sugar and sun, the shortcake crunchy and rich of butter-divine in its goodness.
When sweet corn was ready, the very first pick was made a meal all by itself, nothing but roasted ears and bowls of melted butter. We had no fancy corn holders. We just took the ear in hand. It seems to me we are losing much these clays when we no longer make a touch contact with the good things of the earth.
By supper's end we were a well-buttered lot, greased from ear to ear. Sweet-corn kernels on clothes and hair, skin in our teeth. A splendid party.
When the first new potatoes and peas came along these were creamed together and eaten with a platter of fried chicken and a wilted lettuce salad.
Fried-mush breakfasts were an eventful meal, to follow usually a Saturday-night bowl supper of mush and milk. The mush was made with yellow corn meal sifted in fine pinches between thumb and finger into a big kettle of boiling salted water-violently boiling. With the other hand the cook stirred.
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The rule was a very little corn meal boiled a very long while (like for Injun porridge) in a vast amount of water. When all the meal was in, not a lump remaining, the kettle was pushed to the back of the stove where the mush slowly cooked with sputters and spurts as the slow rising bubbles broke, cooked and cooked until it was the consistency of thick whipped cream.
Mush left over (we always made plenty) was turned into a greased baking pan and put in a cool place until morning. By then it had set and was ready for slicing. Sometimes if there were left-over bacon, this was crumbled and stirred through the warm porridge.
Fried mush for breakfast was slathered with butter, served with a brown-sugar syrup or with sorghum molasses. And sometimes there was honey when the boys had found a bee tree and dared the taking.
The first big snow meant snowflake ice cream. It was made, if possible, while the snow was falling or very soon after. It must be a big snow, several inches deep, to avoid scraping into dirt. It should be a well-frozen snow and fine, not the soft, wet kind. Snow gatherers would hunt for a drift, scrape off the top surface, then scoop a bucketload of the glistening particles.
In the kitchen all would be ready. A custard had been made using a quart of milk, two eggs, one cup of sugar, a pinch of salt and vanilla flavoring. After cooking this was let come to room temperature. Snow was dipped into a big bowl and the custard poured in slowly, a second helper stirring vigorously. More snow, more stirring. As the mixture thickened it chilled and began freezing. When no more snow could be beaten into the mass, snowflake ice cream was served. One of my happiest memories of snowbound afternoons is "Mother and me" lapping into a bowl with big spoons. This nectar had to be eaten in a hurry. "Tastes good," I'd say. "Of course," she'd answer. "Tastes like mittens and vanilla." But the great ingredient was the stirred-in joy.
Therein lies the secret of my mother's cooking. Every last dish seasoned well with love. She knew that eating was more than just filling hollow legs, just as environment is more than a place. This is one of the things she tried to teach her daughter. Cooking should never be made a chore.
A Flower for My Mother (1958)
?uaa jHiiater
Pancakes
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Barbecue and grilling—and, in some circles, bread baking—are for some z-eason things about which many American men harbor strong, often misty-eyed, feelings. Here the novelist Evan Hunter (1926-2005) makes a similarly emotional case for pancakes. The almost mystical center of warm, familial, cozy Sunday mornings, they are his ultimate comfort food: hold the fripperies, just fix them out of the box with a little extra cream and serve with butter and syrup in a short stack. Hunter, the author of The Blackboard Jungle (1954) and the screenplay for Alfred Hitchcock's The Birds (1963), also created, as Ed McBain, some of the most enduringly popular modern American crime novels.
B    B    B
You have to understand pancakes.
If you call them griddle cakes or flapjacks, you don't understand them and you might just as well forget ever trying to make them. Griddle cakes are made in restaurants that have shiny aluminum stoves and fake chefs in big white pastry hats; they have nothing whatever to do with pancakes which are made in people's kitchens. Flapjacks are made by gold prospec​tors in little wooden shacks in Grade-B movies; they also have nothing at all to do with pancakes. If you don't understand the distinction, then you won't understand pancakes, either. All is lost, and you should buy yourself a waffle iron.
You don't cook pancakes. You make them.
You don't say, "I think I'll cook some pancakes this morning." You always say, "I think I'll make some pancakes this morning." In fact, you never say that either because there's only one time to make pancakes and that's on Sunday morning, and you don't have to think you'll make them, you know you'll make them. That is, if you understand them. If you understand pan​cakes, you instinctively know they are irrevocably linked to Sunday morning, and sleeping late, and people in robes with sleep around the edges of their eyes and dopey sleep-smiles on their mouths as they suggest, "Why don't you make some pancakes?"
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You'd make them anyway. This is Sunday morning.
Here's how you make them:
You buy yourself any one of the commercial mixes. Get yourself a big mixing bowl, a tablespoon, and a cup, and spread these out on the table. Now put the box where you can read the recipe. Sometimes, if you leave the box open after using it, you'll find cereal bugs in it the next time you try making pancakes. It's best to put the prepared mix in a container of some kind, but be sure to cut the recipe off the back of the box, or next time you won't know what you're doing.
The only change I make in the prepared mix recipe is to pour in about half a cup of heavy cream which, I find, gives the pancakes a richer taste and texture. Aside from that, pancakes shouldn't be tampered with. Don't go dropping diced apples into the batter, or blueberries, because then you're not making pancakes anymore. You're baking muffins or cakes.
Don't serve pancakes in any fancy way like putting ice cream on them or fruit, or brandy, or whipped cream. Just put a generous lump of butter-on top of each pancake in the stack and then liberally pour either syrup or molasses over them. It isn't advisable to put more than four pancakes in a stack. Excessive depth makes them difficult to cut and difficult to handle on the fork. If you put four in a stack, you can serve two people while your next batch is on the griddle. Pancakes don't encourage simultaneous serving, but there's a lively overlap and, as a result, a built-in anticipation, especially when children are sitting at the table waiting to be served. The cook always gets served last or, when the pancakes are especially successful, not at all. That doesn't matter.
What does matter is that everyone be in the kitchen while the pancakes are being made. It's important to joke a little with the cook and to hear the cof​fee bubbling on the stove and to smell the good heat-containing aroma of the sizzling round patties as they're taken from the griddle and carried to the ta​ble. It's important to watch the butter melting, to see the syrup dripping onto the plate. It's important that there be laughter in that kitchen and warmth.
You have to understand pancakes.
The Artists'and Writers'Cookbook (1961)
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Morning-After-Hog-Butchering Breakfast
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Edna Lewis (1916-2006), the granddaughter of an emancipated slave who had founded Freetown, Virginia, was widely hailed in the last decades of her life as one of the na​tion's leading authorities on Southern cooking. Leaving home as a teenager, she moved to AVashinglon, D.C., and eventually to New York, where in 1948 she helped to open a restaurant. Presiding over the kitchen at Cafe Nicholson, "Miss Lewis" (as she was known) became the toast of a generation of Southerners in the city, including on occa​sion Truman Capote and William Faulkner, as well as other celebrities. She went on to publish The Edna Lewis Cookbook (1972), The Taste of Country Cooking (1976), In Pursuit of Flavor (1988), and, with her companion in her later years Scott Peacock, The Gift of Southern Cooking (2003)-books that were ahead of their time in their emphasis on simplicity and freshness and that helped restore Southern food to its central place at the American table.
BBS
Black Raspberries and Cream
Eggs Sunny-Side Up
Oven-Cooked Fresh Bacon
Fried Sweetbreads
Country-Fried Apples
Biscuits-Corn Bread
Butter
Wild Strawberry Preserves-Wild Blackberry Jelly
Coffee
Hog Killing Hog killing was one of the special events of the year and generally took place in December—the exact time depending on a solid cold spell coinciding with the right time of the moon, which was when the moon was on the increase. The cold spell was essential, as the hogs could not be carved up until they
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were thoroughly chilled and the meat had firmed up enough to cut prop​erly. This took a good three days of hanging in the open air.
Aside from the special feeding, fattening, and cleaning of the.hogs that led up to the day of butchering, there were many other preparations to be made. Scaffolds for hanging the hogs had to be erected, and wood laid for the fires that would heat the iron drums of water needed for scalding and cleansing the hogs after they were killed. Many families had an outdoor or "summer" kitchen-an extra kitchen detached from the house which was used during the hot weather so that the continuous heat coming from a wood stove would not make the whole house unbearably hot. These summer kitchens were also useful at hog-killing time, as there was too much fat to be rendered, sausage meat to grind, and other cooking to handle easily in the main house, so they would be all scrubbed and put in order ahead of time.
The butchering day was a hectic one. Every family had a dozen or more hogs and we all joined in helping each other. After each hog was killed, it was carefully scalded so that, the bristles would scrape off easily, leaving a smooth, unmarked skin. After this was done, the hind legs were fastened together by a special stock called a gambrel, which was shaped like a rolling pin with pointed ends. The stick was placed between the legs and the pointed ends were inserted under the hocks. To hang the hog, which would be about six feet long, two men would hoist it up, hooking the hind legs over the top of the scaffold. The hog was then cut down the center. A large, round tub was placed underneath for the entrails to fall into. My father would remove the liver and the bladder, which he would present to us. We would blow the bladders up with straws cut from reeds and hang them in the house to dry. By Christmas they would have turned transparent like beautiful balloons. We always handled them with care and made them part of our Christmas decorations.
The following morning my brothers and sisters and I would rush out before breakfast to see the hogs hanging from the scaffolds like giant statues. The hogs looked beautiful. They were glistening white inside with their lining of fat, and their skin was almost translucent after the scraping.
We waited with impatient excitement through the three days of hanging; we were all looking forward to the many delicious dishes that would be made after the hogs were cut up-fresh sausage, liver pudding, and the sweet,

delicate tastes of fresh pork and bacon. One of my favorite foods that we always had after hog killing was crackling bread. When the lard was ren​dered and strained, little defatted pieces were left which we called crack​lings. Cut into small pieces and mixed into cornmeal batter they made a bread which was deliriously crispy and chewy. Meanwhile, we enjoyed the fresh liver, which my mother would pan-fry for breakfast or dinner.
When the three-day period of hanging ended, the hogs were carved up. The special skill that was needed for butchering was provided by an itinerant hog-killer, who would always appear a few days before the first cold spell that we waited for so eagerly, and who would often stay on for three or four weeks past hog killing. (It was not unusual for someone to arrive for a few clays' visit during the winter months and stay on for several weeks-sometimes until spring.)
As soon as the hogs were butchered, a series of necessary activities ensued that kept the Avhole community busy for at least a week or more. Besides all the special treats we would be enjoying at mealtime, it was the highly festive feeling of everyone working together that made this one of our favorite times in the year.
The first part of the hog to be removed was the layer of white fat that had seemed to glisten so when the hogs were hanging. This fat is known as leaf lard because it peels off in thin sheets or leaves. It is very special, as its taste and texture are so fine, and we always kept it and used it for pies, biscuits, and even cakes. A group of the women would be on hand to cut the lard into small cubes as soon as it was removed and then to render it in heavy iron pots. Sometimes the pots would be hung in a fork over an out​door fire. The fat had to cook very slowly in order to turn liquid. Then it was strained and poured into 5-gallon tins. After it cooled, it was sealed and stored in a cool, dry place.
Each piece of meat had to be carved to a certain shape, and as it was cut, trimmings flowed from the hams, shoulders, and bacon. They would form a great pile and huge pots were needed to render this fat, which would be used for frying meats and other foods that didn't require the same fineness of flavor that pastry does. It took three or four days of constant work to ren​der all of the lard, but when it was finished there would be a good year's supply for every family.
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Among the trimmings there was always some lean as well as fat, and this had to be carefully cut away. The lean from the trimmings was put into the "sausage bin," along with what we now call loin. I think that was why the sausage was so good, because it had in it pieces from all parts of the hog. Lard and sausage meat are still being prepared in the same way in this part of Virginia.
Once the lard was rendered, the women would turn to making sau​sage. First our meat was seasoned with sage, black pepper, and salt, then it-was ground in a sausage mill and made up into cakes and canned in jars, or stuffed into casings that came from the hogs' intestines and smoked. When all of the sausage had been cooked and sealed into jars, a piece of the jowl was cooked with the liver, then finely ground and seasoned with sage and onion. The jowl is mostly fat and makes the liver softer and lighter. We called this delicate pate liver pudding, and it was a favorite dish. Some of the jowls were cured with the hams and bacon; they were delicious sliced and oven-fried for breakfast as a change from bacon.
While the women were busy with rendering the fat and cooking the sausage and liver, the men would prepare the hams, bacon, and shoulders. These would be seasoned with salt, black pepper, saltpeter, and brown sugar and stored in a wooden meat box for about six weeks. The meat would then be cleaned with a stiff brush and hung from hooks in the smokehouse, where it would be smoked for three or four days over green hickory logs and sassafras twigs.
After the meat had been smoked, it was put into clean, white bags and tied securely to make sure no flies or other insects got into the meat. It was then left to hang in the smokehouse until it was needed, which was usually late summer. Hams were sometimes left to age for a year or two. They be​come quite mellow and delicious when they are left this length of time and are usually saved for special events such as family reunions, weddings, and graduations.
Black Raspberries and Cream Raspberries grew wild along the streams and edges of the nearby woodland and they ripened later in the season than strawberries. The black raspber​ries were particularly good for preserving because they remained firm, so

we could have them as a treat, served with cream, throughout the winter and on into the spring. We preserved them in what seemed to me a most intriguing way. We would mix the berries with equal amounts of sugar and place them in glass bottles. Then we would cork the necks with a piece of cotton and pour melted wax over the tops. We would keep the filled bottles in an opening in the ground under a board in the kitchen floor and bring them out on special occasions like hog-butchering day because the flavor was so exotic. I have never forgotten the taste of them.
Eggs Sunny-Side Up No breakfast was complete without eggs cooked in some form: boiled, poached, or fried. Even though we didn't have to buy them, they were greatly relished. Eggs of that day were fertile and had a real flavor. Of the various ways we cooked them-including wrapping them in wet brown paper and cooking them in the ashes of the fireplace-sunny side was the most elegant. They were more like a sunny-side souffle. They were always fried in the same pan that the bacon or ham had just been cooked in, so they would absorb whatever flavor there was left in the pan. When fresh eggs were broken into the hot fat they held their shape, and the sizzling fat would cause them to cook quickly and to puff up. We would shake the pan around while they cooked so that the hot fat splashed over the whites and this would make the eggs puff into a ball. We would then serve them quickly while still puffy.
The same technique can be used with butter as well. Heat the butter to the foaming stage; put in the egg, and tilt the pan to one side so that the egg will be enveloped in the butter. When fully puffed, serve.
Bacon Country breakfast bacon ranged from middling, jowl, shoulder to ham. Varying the cuts kept up a lively interest in each meal because every part tasted different-and I will never forget the taste of fresh bacon, sliced thin from the middling as soon as the meat was cold enough to carve, sprinkled with salt and fresh black pepper, whose aroma filled the air during hog-butchering time. The slices were placed in a hot skillet containing 2 table​spoons of lard, then set into the oven to cook for about 18 minutes. Fresh
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bacon should be cut from the section of the middling that is most fat. The lean part would be a bit tough.
The jowl, shoulder, and ham all have different flavors. They are first cured and then left hanging in the meat house. Each morning we would take a piece from the hook, place it on the workbench that was in the meat house, and with a sharp knife slice enough for breakfast, trimming away the rind from each thin slice. Returning to the kitchen, the slices were washed in a little warm water to take out excess salt, placed in a medium-hot frying pan, and set into a hot oven to cook. If bread was being baked the bacon would be placed on the floor of the oven. The slices could be turned if needed. If the bread finished baking first, the meat pan Avould be placed upon the rack in the oven. Total cooking time would be about 15 to 18 minutes, depending upon the thickness of the slices. This is an excellent way to cook very thin bacon, as I've said before; all kinds of bacon you buy today can be done this way. The over-all heat of the oven seems to completely relax the bacon, while giving it a crispy, chewy, baked flavor. When finished, remove from the oven and drain on brown paper
Fried Pork Sweetbreads There was very little meat for cooking immediately after hog butchering because all of the important pieces were put down in salt or ground into sausage and the liver went into pudding. But there was an assortment of organ meats, among them the sweetbreads, that were seasoned and put into an open baking pan and cooked in the oven. When everything was cooked, the contents of the pan was all brown and aromatic. I remember tasting the sweetbreads as a child, and they were delicious to me; I never forgot the fla​vor. I was disappointed later when I tried veal sweetbreads, expecting them to be brown and crisp like those we did. It would be hard to duplicate that dish now, but one can prepare delicious, crisp sweetbreads.
Serves 5 to 6 2 pounds pork sweetbreads (or if available, veal)
1 cup fresh bread crumbs, sifted fine

2 eggs, beaten l/i cup flour
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'/j teaspoon salt Y* teaspoon black pepper !/a cup (i stick) butter i lemon, cut in wedges Ya cup finely cut parsley
To prepare, wash the sweetbreads well in cold water, then plunge into boiling salted water for about 10 minutes. Then plunge into cold water, drain, and wipe dry. Place in freezer compartment for about 15 minutes to become firm enough to remove outer web and slice well into '/(-inch slices. Coat the slices in about two-thirds of the cup of fresh bread crumbs, and then in beaten egg, then in a mixture of flour, salt and pepper, and the remaining bread crumbs. Fry in butter a few minutes on each side and drain on brown paper. Serve hot, garnished with lemon wedges and finely cut parsley.
Country-Fried Apples
Serves 5 to 6 6 apples
3 tablespoons fresh bacon fat Yi cup sugar
Prepare apples by peeling, quartering, coring, and quartering again. Heat the bacon fat in a hot skillet and when sizzling add the apples. Cover and cook briskly until the apples become soft and there is juice in the pan. Timing depends upon the kind of apple you use, but you can tell the apples are soft when they begin to break up. Remove cover and sprinkle the sugar over the apples. Stir and cook with the cover off until the liquid has dried up and apples begin to brown. Cook medium-brisk until the apples are quite brown. Stir frequently. The apples should be a mixture of light and very dark amber.
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Corn Bread
Serves 5 to 6 2 cups sifted white cornmeal l/i teaspoon salt l/% teaspoon baking soda
2 teaspoons Royal Baking Powder

3 eggs, beaten

1 tablespoon lard
1 tablespoon butter

2 cups sour milk, or buttermilk

9 x 10-inch pan
Sift cornmeal, salt, soda, and baking powder into a mixing bowl, Stir in the beaten eggs. At this point set the baking pan in the oven with the lard and butter added. Pour the sour milk into the cornmeal batter and stir well. Now remove the pan from the oven and tilt it all around to oil the whole surface of the pan. Pour off into the batter what fat remains. Mix well and pour the batter into the hot pan. Cornmeal batter must be poured into a sizzling hot pan, otherwise it will stick. Bake at 400° for 25 to 30 minutes. Remove and cut into squares. Serve hot.
Note: Sometimes we would add a tablespoon of lard to the baking pan and return it to the oven to heat. Then we would pour the batter in, forcing the extra fat into the corners of the pan. (When cooked, the corner pieces of bread would have a lacy, crispy edge and there would be quite a bit of com​petition for those pieces when it was placed on the table.)
Hog-butchering breakfast was the kind of occasion when we would open some of the wild strawberry preserves we had made in mid-May and the wild blackberry jelly we had put up in July.

The Taste of Country Cooking (1976)
Q- (Bill 5c Keller
from Manifold Destiny
Nouvelle cuisine had degenerated into a lot of silly, overwrought dishes when photog​rapher Chris Maynard (b. 1948) and writer Bill Scheller (b. 1949) teamed up to cook their way across the country, literally, in the late 1980s. Their hilarious fusion of car-engine maintenance and cookery was a perfect counterpoint to frou-frou food; a vague aroma of diesel fuel wafts from their recipes (which give cooking times in miles and suggested routes). The pair also collaborated on The Bad-For-You Cookbook (1992), a satiric riposte to the dietary police who emerged on cue as the nation turned gourmet: in America there is always a backlash, and though the puritan impulse may hibernate, it never completely dies.
o  ei  a
Neither of us can leave Montreal without stopping first at Schwartz's, on Boulevard St.-Laurent.
Schwartz's is a little storefront deli that cures and smokes its own beef briskets, which it heaps high in the front window partly for display and partly so the countermen can quickly spear and slice them. "Smoked meat" is what Montreal prosaically calls this apotheosis of pastrami, and Schwartz's makes the best. You can eat it in the store. You can take it out and eat it at home. Or you may have to eat it on the sidewalk half a block away when the aroma coming through the butcher paper drives you nuts. What we had in mind, one summer's day in 1985, was to pack some in the car for a rest-stop picnic on our way back to Boston.
We were barely out of the city when we started to talk about what a shame it was that our pound of Schwartz's wouldn't be so alluringly hot when we pulled over for lunch. When you order this stuff the way Montreal insiders do-"easy on the lean"—room temperature just doesn't do it justice.
It was then that the idea hit. One of us remembered those stories we used to hear thirty years ago, about lonely truckers cooking hot dogs and
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beans on their engines. Why not Schwartz's smoked meat? It wouldn't even be cooking it—Schwartz had already done that—but just borrowing a little heat from the engine to warm it up. So we decided what the hell; if it worked for Teamsters, why not us?
We pulled off the interstate in Burlington, Vermont, bought a roll of aluminum foil, and triple-wrapped the sliced brisket. Opening the hood, we spied a nice little spot under the air filter of the '84 VW Rabbit, which seemed the perfect place to tuck in the package, and off we went. An hour later we arrived at a standard-issue Vermont highway rest stop, the kind that looks like they wash the trees, and voi?a.'-in minutes, we were putting away hot smoked-meat sandwiches that actually had steam rising off them. Best of all, we nearly made two women at the next picnic table choke on their sprouts when they saw that instead of a busted fan belt, we had actu​ally just dragged our lunch from the Rabbit's greasy maw.
Necessity, to rewrite the old chestnut, is the mother of necessary inven​tions—like ways to heat smoked meat when you don't have a steam table handy. But since inspired foolishness is the real hallmark of civilization, it wasn't long before we were inventing necessities. For instance, a dire need to roast a pork tenderloin on I-95 between Philadelphia and Providence. Car en​gines, we discovered, are good for a lot more than simply heating things up.
Soon we were calling each other (not on car phones, thank God) with news of our latest accomplishments:
"I poached a fillet of sole."
"I roasted a stuffed eggplant."
"I figured out how to do game hens."
"1 made baked apples."
Before long, those rest-stop stares of disbelief had been replaced by reac​tions infinitely more delightful to savor-like that of the toll collector who swore he smelled chicken and tarragon, but couldn't figure out where the hell it was coming from.
What we didn't realize, during those early years of random experimenta​tion, was that our burgeoning skills as car-engine cooks were going to serve us splendidly as we competed in one of the most grueling sporting events on the planet: the Cannonball One Lap of America Rally. The One Lap is an eight-thousand-mile-plus highway marathon, seven days of nonstop

driving in which participants must adhere to strict rules while reeking of spilled coffee and unchanged underwear. It might be the most exhausting and disorienting event ariyone would pay money to enter, but of course it makes you feel like a kid with nothing to do except ride his bike in the park for a week-with no grown-ups around.
Trouble is, it's damned difficult to stick to the rally routes and get any​thing decent to eat. Most people who run the One Lap follow a regimen of truck-stop breakfasts (not:necessarily eaten at breakfast time) and assorted pack-along calories drawn from the canned and bottled food groups. Our wonderful epiphany, shared by none of the fifty-seven other teams in the 1988 event, was that if we cooked on the big V-8 under the hood of our spon​sor's stretch Lincoln Towii Car, we could eat like epicures without screwing up our time and distance factors.
Here's what we did. Two days before the rally started in Detroit, we worked out a menu and did our shopping. Then we commandeered the kitchen of our friend Marty Kohn, a feature writer for the Detroit Free Press, and put together enough uncooked entrees to last us at least all the way to our midway layover in Los Angeles. Boneless chicken breasts with prosciutto and provolone, fillet of flounder, a whole pork tenderloin, a ham steak (a re​version to our simple heatlthrough days)—everything was seasoned, stuffed, and splashed according to;our own recipes, sealed up tightly in three layers of aluminum foil, and promptly frozen. We felt like we were turning Marty's kitchen into a tiny suburban version of those factories where they make air​plane food, with one big difference-our stuff was good.
The next day we transferred our frosty little aluminum packages to the kitchen freezer at the Westin Hotel in the Renaissance Center (try pulling a request like that on the next concierge you meet) and had them brought up with our coffee and croissants on the morning of the rally. The food went into a cooler, the cooler went into our Lincoln, and off we went. Every after​noon between Detroit and the West Coast we'd haul out another dinner, throw it on the engine, and cook it as we lopped a few hundred more miles off the route. Let our competitors use the drive-thrus at McDonald's. We ate well, very well indeed.
We would have done the same thing in L.A. for the return trip, but we didn't have the time. Anyway, it occurred to us somewhere around
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Albuquerque that we couldn't have done it, since none of the people we know in L.A have freezers. Everyone there eats out all the time, subsisting entirely on a diet of langoustine ravioli on a coulis of roasted red peppers.
By the time the rally ended, we'd gained more fame for our means of sus​tenance than for our position in the final standings: Everybody, it seemed, had something to say about car-engine cooking. Half the comments were expressions of pure disbelief (and this book is an attempt to convert the dis​believers), while the rest amounted to variations on "Truck drivers have been doing that for years." Please. All the truck drivers we've ever heard of who cook on their diesels are still punching vent holes in cans of Dinty Moore stew.
This is not to say we refuse to acknowledge the pioneers. We are by no means the first people to cook food on car engines. The idea dates back so far, in fact, that it predates cars altogether.
The Huns of the fourth and fifth centuries lived on horseback, and sub​sisted to a great extent on meat. When a Hun wanted to enjoy a hunk of unsmoked brisket-say, when he was tearing around in the One Lap of the Western Roman Empire (with points for pillage)—he would take the meat and put it under his saddle cloth, and the friction between Hun and horse would have a tenderizing and warming effect. (We think they used saddle cloths. If not, well, just don't think about it.) Since this was a situation in which a "cooking" effect was aehieAred by the application of excess heat gen​erated by the means of propulsion, it is clearly part of the line of descent that leads to hot lunch buckets in the cab of a steam locomotive, and to stuffed chicken breasts a la Lincoln Town Car. We can't say for sure, but it may also have been the origin of steak tartare.
But let's get back to that important qualification—excess heat generated by the means of propulsion. This disqualifies a lot of other attempts at mo​bile cookery, or at least relegates them to a different branch of evolution. We read recently, for instance, that the big, handsomely outfitted carriage Napoleon Bonaparte used during his military campaigns was equipped with an oil lantern mounted above and behind the rear seat that could be used for cooking as well as lighting. But whether or not the little corporal used his lantern to heat up leftover veal Marengo, the fact is that lanterns don't make carriages go. What Napoleon was really on to here was the ancestor of

the latest yuppie doodad, the dashboard microwave. Don't laugh-these are hard upon us, touted as just the thing for people too important to waste time revving up the molecules of frozen Danish in their kitchens. The traffic ac​cident of the future will involve some boob who, peeling a memo off his on-board fax machine, doesn't see the lady in the next lane taking a Pop-Tart out of her micro.
No such risk with car-engine cooking. Since you can't check to see if your dinner is done without getting out of the vehicle and looking under the hood, it's no more dangerous than pulling over to change a tire-a lot less dan​gerous, in fact, since you don't get to pick the location for a flat tire. As engine cooking spreads in popularity-which it will—interstate rest areas will take on a new, homey character. People will ask each other what smells so good, and lend each other oven mitts; those two rich farts in the Grey Poupon ad who are always borrowing each other's mustard will be joined by plenty of ordinary folks. Like most slow, low-tech enterprises, car-engine cooking will bring people together. Don't take this lightly; the only other way to pro​mote sociability on the road is to smile at strangers in the Howard Johnsons, and God knows where that could get you.
But ultimately, gastronomy overrides sociability. The best reason to cook on your car engine is the same desire to avoid indigestion that motivated us during the rally Unless you're carrying with you the collected works of Calvin Trillin or Jane and Michael Stern and have the time to detour to all the wonderful diners and rib joints they have chronicled, a long car trip is likely to bring you up short in the eats department. And it's not like the good old days were any better. We recently came across Henry Miller's The Air-Conditioned Nightmare, based on a six-month cross-country trip he took in a '32 Buiek back in 1941. Miller finished the trip in Los Angeles, not only dyspeptic over the philistines and materialists he claimed to have encountered all over the re​public, but with his innards devastated from eating in one greasy spoon after another. Poor devil-that '32 Buick probably had a lovely flathead six, as choice a cooking device as any six-burner restaurant range. If only he'd known. And being Henry Miller, he'd probably have felt better about America if only he'd known that in little more than a decade the philistines and materialists at Rambler were going to produce a car with a backseat that folded into a bed.
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But we digress. The point is that you can make better meals for yourself, on your engine, than the vast majority of the roadside stands can make for you. Not to mention that engine cooking is a great way to sample regional foods. Think about crayfish in Louisiana. Lake perch in Wisconsin. Abalone in Northern California (look ahead, if you must, to our abalone recipe). Azid think of the fun you could have on vacation, with endless, monotonous rides made bearable by salivating over that dinner cooking right under your own hood. Instead of "When are we going to get there?" the kids will ask, "When will the chicken be done?" Finally, the car-engine chef is using one of the tastiest and most healthful cooking methods, simmering foods in their own juices in a sealed package—en papillote, as they say when they cook on their Renaults in France.
We could go on, maybe even mentioning the conservation benefits of cooking with heat that otherwise would be wasted—at the risk, of course, of sounding like refugees from the 1970s gas shortage Moral Equivalent of War. But who knows? If there's another energy crisis, we might be hailed as the heralds of a kinder, gentler way to cook dinner.
Manifold Destiny (1989)
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Primal Bread
The lack of decent bread was one of the great laments in the early days of America's gourmet revolution. Words like crusty, wood-fired, and most of all Poilane (the fabled bread baker of Le Cherche-Midi in Paris) were intoned like the names of lesser gods, while words like sliced, white, and Wonder were spat out as if they were the devil's own handiwork. Beginning in the late 1970s, people-particularly men-began baking bread. Some, seeking to appease feminist wives, brought to this activity a sense of medita​tion, the hope of acquired gentleness and, if nothing else, some credit for contributing to the housework. Others kneaded with a sanctimonious vigor-take that, you multi​national bread-baking conglomerate! Still others brought a connoisseur's diligence, sometimes misdiagnosed as obsessive-compulsive disorder, to the enterprise. Writing about the phenomena in the early 1980s, I visited one wacko who slept with his starter and another, a surgeon in Chicago, who'd flown a team of masons in from France to build a Poilane-style oven in his backyard. But Jeffrey Steingarten (b. 1942) is the only man I've met who almost turned down tickets to a Madonna concert because it might upset his natural sourdough starter. Once on a case (he graduated from Harvard Law School in 1968 and approaches food a bit like William Kunstler approaches the bench), Steingarten is indefatigable. Being served the best, and eating it with impunity is, he believes, an inalienable right. And Steingarten, an old-school curmudgeon and long​time food columnist for Vogue-his writings have been collected in The Man Who Ate Everything (1997) and It Must've Been Something I Ate (2003)-will go to any lengths to defend that right.
I    I   B
Wherefore do ye spend money for that which is not bread? . . . Eat that which is good, and let your soul delight itself in fatness.
Isaiah 55:2.
The world is divided into two camps: those who can live happily on bread alone and those who also need vegetables, meat, and dairy products. Isaiah and I fall into the first category. Bread is the only food I know that satisfies

completely, all by itself. It comforts the body, charms the senses, gratifies the soul, and excites the mind. A little butter also helps.
Isaiah was a first-class prophet but untrained as a dietitian. A good loaf of bread will not delight your soul in fatness. It contains almost no fats or sugars-mainly proteins and complex carbohydrates-because it is made from three elemental ingredients: flour, water, and salt. If you wonder why I left out the yeast, you have discovered the point of my story.
Every year I have an intense bout of baking, but these episodes now seem just a prelude, a beating around the bush, a period of training and practice for this year's assault on the summit: lepain au levain naturel, nat​urally leavened bread. I have slipped into a foreign language here because this is a bread most commonly associated with the Paris baker Lionel Poilane and his ancient wood-fired oven at 8 rue du Cherche-Midi, the most famous bakery in the world. When the baking is going well, Poilane's bread defines the good loaf: a thick, crackling crust; a chewy, moist inte​rior; the ancient, earthy flavors of toasted wheat and tangy fermentation; and a range of more elusive tastes—roasted nuts, butterscotch, dried pears, grassy fields—that emanate from neither flour, water, nor salt, but from some more mysterious source. This is the true bread of the countryside, Poilane writes, the eternal bread. This is the bread I can eat forever, and often do.
Pain au levain was the first leavened bread, probably discovered in Egypt six thousand years ago. Professor Raymond Calvel, in his definitive La bou-langerie moderne, places this breakthrough "c/rez les Hehreux au temps de Mo'ise," which is when les Hehreux were enslaved by les Egyptiens. I would love to believe this account but find it improbable. My own pain au levain adventure began much more recently.
Saturday, October 7,1989 I amass thirty recipes for creating a starter, or as the French call it, le chef. This is a piece of dough in which wild yeast and lactic acid bacteria live happily in symbiosis, generating the gases, alcohols, and acids that give this bread its complex taste and chewy texture. Com​mercial yeast is bred to produce clouds of carbon dioxide for a speedy rise, at the expense of other aromatic compounds. But your first loaf of pain au levain can take six clays to make from start to finish.
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Then each new batch of bread is leavened with a piece of risen dough saved from the previous baking. Compared with using commercial yeast, pain au levain is unpredictable, slow, and prey to variations in weather, flour, temperature, and the seasons. 'Playing with wild yeast is like playing with dynamite,' I was warned by the technical manager of a giant US milling company.
Chez Panisse Cooking has a lucid and detailed recipe contributed by Steve Sullivan, owner of the Acme Bread Company in Berkeley and a stupen​dous baker; he uses organic wine grapes to activate the starter. I am in luck: the New York State grape harvest is under way. I order a variety of excel​lent flours from Giusto's Specialty Foods in San Francisco, which supplies flour to Acme, and when they arrive I walk around the corner to the Union Square Greenmarket, buy several bunches of unsprayed Concord grapes, tie them in cheesecloth, lower the cheesecloth into a batter of flour and water, squeeze the grapes to break their skins, put the bowl near a pilot light on the stove, and go away for the weekend.
Two days later What a mess! My mixture of flour and grapes has over​flowed, sizzling and seething over the stove and running into those little holes in the gas burners from which the flames are supposed to emerge. I start again. There is something terrifying about the violent life hiding in an innocent-looking bowl of flour and grapes, and I lie awake at night wondering where it comes from.
My computer has collected 236 scientific abstracts on naturally leavened bread, but none has a definitive answer—as many as 59 distinct species of wild yeast and 238 strains of bacteria have been spotted in sourdough cul​tures. The truth is vital to me. Wild yeast living on the wheat berry would make Montana-Idaho country bread, because that's where Al Giusto says his wheat is grown. If they live on the grapes, it would be upstate New York country bread. But my goal is to bake Manhattan country bread with a col​ony of wild bacteria and yeast that can grow and flourish only here. I apply to Vogue for the funds to run DNA traces and gas chromatographs on all my breads and starters. I have received no reply as of the present writing. Maybe tomorrow.
Saturday, October 14 I have made a few loaves of bread with my grape starter—the early ones were pale purple-but must abandon the project in

a few days when I leave New York to eat in Paris for three weeks. Besides, I am extremely suspicious of yeast that live on grapes. They are too fond of wine rather than wheat. I am looking for yeast that love bread as much as I do.
Monday, April 2, 1990 In the August 1989 issue of his indispensable newsletter, Simple Cooking, John Thorne gives instructions for pain au levain based on the methods that Poilane himself employs. But I will wait until I can get hold of Poilane's paperback handbook, Faire son pain. My friend Miriam promises to find one for me in Paris.
Meanwhile, I turn to The Laurel's Kitchen Bread Book . . . and its recipe for desem (the Flemish word for levain), which is fastidiously designed to de​velop the yeast that live on stoneground whole-wheat. Everything must be kept below 60 degrees until the final rise to discourage the growth of acid-generating bacteria that thrive at higher temperatures, and everything must be sealed to avoid colonization by airborne yeast.
I telephone Giusto's and ask them to send me a sack of whole-wheat flour by overnight mail the moment it is milled. Then I walk around the house testing the temperature. Bread writers who live in the country typi​cally tell you that the perfect place for this rising or that is on the creaky wooden stairs going down to your root cellar. Don't they know that most people live in apartments? At last I create a zone of 55 degrees by piling a twenty-four-quart stockpot on a cardboard box at the edge of my desk with the air conditioner set to turbofreeze.
Late April It is a balmy spring, but I am wearing a winter coat at my desk so that Laurel's Kitchen desem will feel comfortable. My wife has the sniffles.
Early May Both of us have come down with serious colds, complete with fever. The desem starter smells terrific, a fresh fruity scent unlike any​thing I've made before, and the bread is rough and wheaty, full of complex aromas. But like all whole-grain breads, the strong taste of unrefined flour obscures the more delicate flavors I am after. Long ago I concluded that the only bread worth its name is made with good white flour; small amounts of barley, whole-wheat, or rye can be added for their flavor and color. John Thorne calls whole-grain bread "a kind of aerated gruel." If Isaiah were alive today, I'm sure he would agree.
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Fridayjune i, late morning Miriam and Faire son pain have arrived from Paris. Step One: create a bowlful of life. Poilane's instructions have you make a small piece of dough with one-ninth of the total flour and water and leave it covered for two to three days while the wild yeast and bacteria awaken and multiply to form an active culture.
Bakers weigh everything because flour can be packed densely or lightly in a measuring cup and doughs can be tight or aerated; it is their weight that matters. I dust off my electronic kitchen scale and set it to grams. Poilane says that all ingredients at all stages should be between 22 and 24 degrees centigrade, which equals 72 to 75 degrees on Dr Fahrenheit's ther​mometer—a nice, moderate room temperature. Now I can turn off the air conditioner.
I weigh 42 grams of water and 67 grams of unbleached white flour, about a half cup, put them in a large bowl, and squish them together with the fin​gers of my right hand until the dough comes together into a rough ball.
I knead the chef with extra flour on my wooden counter for two minutes, put it into a rustic brown ceramic bowl, cover the bowl with a wet kitchen towel, secure the towel with a rubber band, and go about my business, This nonchalance lasts for five minutes, and then I am back in the kitchen, peeking under the towel to see if anything is happening. Twenty peeks and several broken rubber bands later, I scrape the chef into a clear glass bowl. It looks less like something from a French farmhouse but does facilitate obsessive observation.
I wash my rustic bowl in hot water and learn a lasting lesson: utensils coated with flour or dough are easily washed in cold water; hot water makes the starch and gluten stick to everything, including itself. If the dough has hardened, soak the utensils in cold water. If you leave them long enough, your wife may get disgusted and clean them up herself Do it too often and there will be a price to pay.
For the rest of the day, at three-minute intervals, I search for the appear​ance of tiny bubbles against the glass.
Saturday, June 2, immediately after waking In just twenty-four hours, the kitchen towel has grown dry and stiff, the dough has darkened and crusted over, and two spots of pale blue mold have appeared on it. This is not the life-form I had in mind.

I make the morning coffee and start all over. This time I use bottled spring water. New York City tap water is rated among the most delicious in the nation, but chlorinated water of any kind can inhibit the growth of yeast. And weeks later, when I grow attuned to small differences in the taste of my breads I find that you can recognize things like chlorine in the crust, where flavors are concentrated.
Instead of white flour I weigh out some organic whole-wheat flour: organic because pesticides and fungicides deal death to microbes, and whole​wheat because if yeast do actually live on the wheat berry, it is on the outer bran layer that they will, I figure, be found. Instead of a colorful, charming kitchen towel, I use plastic wrap this time. It may prevent a friendly air​borne microbe or two from settling on the chef, but it keeps the dough from crusting over.
Sunday, June 3 Is that a bubble in the chef or a flaw in the glass of the bowl? The chef still smells like wet whole-wheat flour, nothing more.
Monday, June 4 The chef has swelled and smells tangy, somewhere between beer and yogurt.
Tuesdayjune 5 No further change. Maybe I have failed. Maybe my chef is dead. But it is time for Poilane's Step Two, doubling the earlier quanti​ties and building the chef into what Poilane calls the levain, which you leave from twenty-four to forty-eight hours to ferment.
Wednesday, June 6, bright and early The thing is alive! I think it is trying to talk to me. In only twenty-four hours the levain has risen to the top of the bowl and is pressing up against the plastic wrap. Large bubbles proudly show themselves through the glass. There can be no doubt about it: I have created life in a bowl in my kitchen!
In Step Three you build the levain into two pounds of bread dough, tri​pling its weight by dissolving it in 252 grams of water and working in 400 grams of flour and 15 grams of salt. Now that a happy fermentation has begun, I shift to Giusto's white organic unbleached bread flour. The kneading begins, twenty long minutes of it, stretching the dough away from my body with the heel of my hand, folding it back toward me, giving the dough a quarter turn, and doing it again and again. Besides aerating the dough, this motion unkinks the protein molecules and lines them up next to each other, where they link into a network of gluten. The dough becomes satiny and elastic
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so that as the yeast produces more carbon dioxide it can stretch and expand around bubbles of gas.
I find twenty minutes of kneading unendurable. Mine is not the atti​tude of a true artisan. Hand kneading puts the baker in touch with his living dough, you read, endows him with responsibility for his bread. Soon I will switch to my KitchenAid K5A heavy-duty home mixer equipped with a dough hook. It pummels and whirls instead of kneading, but it does pro​duce acceptable results, especially when I take over for a few minutes at the end.
Seven o'clock that evening Poilane is fuzzy on forming a round loaf, so I follow the standard procedure-flattening the dough with the smooth domed surface facedown and rolling and stretching it into a tight spheri​cal package. I have bought a banneton, a professional linen-lined rising basket, from French Baking Machines to replace my makeshift two-quart bowl lined with a kitchen towel. I flour it heavily and lower the loaf into it, smooth side down. Then, to create a moist, draftless environment, I inflate a large Baggie around the whole thing and tie it tightly. My loaf will rise until midnight.
I spend part of the evening in a state of wonder. The first miracle is that a handful of wheat flour contains everything needed to create the most satisfying and fundamental of all foods. Then I marvel a while about yeast. Why does the yeast that feeds on wheat produce a harmless leavening gas and appealing flavors rather than poisons? And why does wild yeast seem to do best at room temperature? Yeasts were ci'eated long before rooms were. Is this a coincidence or part of Somebody's master plan? Last, I wonder at the role of salt. Nearly all recipes call for about 1 percent salt by weight-much more and you kill the yeast and bacteria, much less and the yeast grow without restraint and exhaust themselves too soon. Is it mere chance that the chemically ideal level of salt is precisely the amount that makes bread taste best?
Midnight The loaf has barely budged and I am getting worried. Better give it another two hours. My wife has already gone to bed. She sees this as a dangerous precedent. But several weeks will pass before my compulsive baking threatens to destroy the marriage.

2 a.m. Through the inflated Baggie I can see that the loaf has swelled by half. I have preheated the oven to 500 degrees with a thick 16-inch terra cotta tile on the oven shelf and a Superstone backing cloche on top of it. This device, manufactured by Sassafras Enterprises, is an unglazed ceramic dish with a domed cover that creates something like the even, penetrating, steamy heat of a brick oven. The tile underneath increases the stored heat-in the oven and protects the bottom of the bread from burning. Elizabeth David's English Bread and Yeast Cookery has a photograph of a nearly identi​cal baking cloche from 500 B.c, excavated from the Agora in Athens.
I invert the banneton on the fiery base of the cloche, slash the top of the loaf in a checkerboard pattern with a razor blade to encourage a good rise in the oven, pour a quarter-cup of warm water over the loaf to create extra steam (a frightening but successful gesture I learned from The Laurel's Kitchen Bread Book), sprinkle flour over the top for decoration, and cover with the preheated dome.
2:30 a.m. I lower the heat to 400 and uncover the bread to let it brown. It has not risen as much as I would have liked and my slashes have become deep valleys.
3:00 a.m. My first pain au levain is done! When I tap the bottom of the loaf with my forefinger, it sounds hollow, a sign that the starch has absorbed all the excess water, turning from hard crystals into a soft gel.
As I know unequivocally from both book learning and experience, bread is not at its best straight from the oven. Complex flavors develop as it cools, and if you love your bread warm, you should reheat or toast it later.
3:05 a.771. Just this once, I cut a slice of hot bread. The crust is crisp and tender, the aroma and taste are complex and nutty if a little bland. But it is overly sour and its crumb is dense and gray. Yet I am not disappointed. Butter improves matters, as it does everything in life but one's health, and I know that the flavor will improve by the morning. Which it does.
3:20 a.m. I am falling toward slumber when my heart starts racing and a wave of dread washes over me. I forgot to hold back part of the dough as the chef 'for my next loaf!
]:2i a.m. I can't fall asleep. I drag myself into the kitchen and whip up a new chef. This time it takes two minutes, and I am confident it will work
584

JEFFREY STEINGARTEN

PRIMAL BREAD

585
perfectly. I eat another piece of bread and sleep contentedly. In the morning, my wife objects to crumbs on the pillow.
Thursday, June 21 I am baking as fast as I can, six generations so far with my new chef. With each baking the chef grows more vigorous and its flavor more assertive but a bit less acidic.
My wife feels that my baking schedule has prevented us from going away on sunny summer weekends. She says it is like having a newborn puppy without the puppy. She has always wanted a puppy. And she is unhappy that every surface in the apartment has a delicate dusting of Giusto's bread flour. But it is only when I nearly turn down tickets to the Madonna concert for fear that Madonna will interfere with my first rising that she puts her foot down. I refrigerate the dough overnight, as I've done with other breads, and find that the final flavor has, if anything, improved. But my bread is still too dense, and I do not know what to do about it.
Tuesday, July 31 I throw myself upon the mercy of experts. Noel Comess left the post of chef de cuisine at the Quilted Giraffe four years ago, at the age of twenty-eight, to start the Tom Cat Bakery in an abandoned ice cream factory in Queens, and his sourdough boule is the best in the city. He agrees to let me snoop around one evening. His room temperature is 85 degrees, much warmer than Poilane's, and the proportion of old risen dough to new at each stage is less than I have learned to use. I watch him form several loaves and realize that beating down the dough is the last thing that natu​rally leavened bread needs. We pore over his books. Noel loves baking bread and the continuous, selfLrenewing process of pain au levain.
Back at home I round my loaves more gently and find that they bake higher and with a more varied texture. But they still look like my bread, not like Noel's. A warmer rising temperature sometimes helps and sometimes doesn't. And my chef is simply not active enough to use the proportions that Noel does.
I turn to Michael London. From 1977 to 1986 Michael and his wife, Wendy, ran a patisserie in Saratoga Springs, New York, called Mrs London's Bake Shop—Craig Claiborne once compared their creations favorably to Wittamer's in Brussels and Peltier's in Paris—and now from the makeshift kitchen of their Federal-period brick farmhouse in nearby Greenwich they run the Rock Hill Bakehouse, where they bake three times a week. I cannot

count the mornings I have rushed down to Balducci's or over to the Green-market to buy a giant loaf of Michael's Farm Bread before they disappear.
An unstable and sweltering little plane carries me to upstate New York. I am bearing a Baggie filled with 4 ounces of chef and my latest loaf of bread. Michael and Wendy critique the loaf I have brought, and then we eat it with butter from their cow. Their percipient and blonde seven-year-old daughter, Sophie, loves my bread. I watch Michael make his levain, and he shows me how to invigorate my starter. As you build the dough from one stage to the next, the chef, the levain, and the dough should always be used just at the peak of their activity. We sleep for a few hours, wake at one in the morning, make a ton of dough, sleep until five, when his four helpers arrive, and begin shaping loaves for the final bake.
Michael builds my 4 ounces of strengthened starter into levain and then into 20 pounds of dough. He bakes several loaves with it, and they look just like Michael's other breads, not like mine at all. The secrets, it seems, lie in the baker's art and intuition, not just in the bacterial composition of the air, the flour, or the grapes. A professional French hearth oven does not hurt either.
Thursday, September 6 My baking schedule is less frenzied, twice a week now, and my wife eagerly awaits the finished product. My chef is happy and strong and aromatic, the man from UPS has got used to lugging up a 50-pound bag from Giusto's every week or two, and I have vacuumed most of the organic bread flour out of my word processor. Most days the bread is more than good enough to eat, and some days it is so good that we eat nothing else.
Vogue, November 1990
{one}
Th
e Invention of Cooking
Tkcjirst Involution
"A loaf of bread," the Walrus said, "Is chiefly what we need: Pepper and vinegar besides Are very good indeed— Now if you're ready, oysters dear, We can begin to feed."
— LEWIS CARROLL, THROUGH THE LOOKING-GLASS
Thus you can see everything, the food in the raw and the chemistry of fire— which not only stills the howl of the hygiener but adds vivacity to the room.
—-WILLIAM SANSOM, BLUE SKIES, BROWN STUDIES
THE    TRANSFORMING   FIRE
t is no way to eat oysters. You see the fastidious eater fiddling with them in restaurants, coating them with lemon juice strained through muslin napkins, or dosing them with bizarrely flavored vinegars, or sprinkling them with glowing stains of vermilion Tabasco or some other blindingly, chokingly hot sauce. This is deliberate provocation, designed to refresh the bivalves before death, a little mild torture under which you can sometimes feel that you see the victims wriggle or flinch. Then the diner manipulates spoon and scoop, prising and sliding the oyster out of its bed onto a curl of cold silver. The sheen of the creature clashes with the shine of the cutlery as he raises the slick, slippery mollusk to his lips.
Most people like to eat them that way, but it means they forfeit the full, true oyster moment. Unless you discard the utensils, raise the half-shell to your mouth,
NEAR    A    THOUSAND    TABLES
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throw back your head, scrape the creature from its lair with your teeth, taste its briny juice and squelch it slightly against the palate before swallowing it alive, you deprive yourself of a historic experience. For most of history, oyster eaters enjoyed the slightly fetid, tangy smell of the inside of the shell, undoused with the disguis​ing dressing of aromatic acids. This was the way fourth-century poet and traveler Ausonius liked them, in "their sweet juice, mingled with a sensation of the sea," Or in the words of a modern oyster expert, your aim is to receive "some piercing intu​ition of the sea, and all its weeds and breezes. . . . You are eating the sea, that's it, only the sensation of a gulp of sea water has been wafted out of it by some sorcery."
For almost uniquely, in the repertoire of modern Western cuisine, the oyster is eaten uncooked and unkilled. It is the nearest thing we have to "natural" food-—• the only dish which deserves to be called "au naturel" without irony. Of course, when you eat it in a restaurant, its shell has been barbed and undamped with all the panoply of civilization by a trained professional, wielding appropriate tech​nology, an inviolable ritual and a stylish flourish. Before that, the oyster was reared underwater on a stone tile or wooden trellis, herded in an oyster bed, grown for years under expert eyes and harvested by practiced hands—not plucked from a rock pool as a prize seized from nature. Still, it is the food that unites us with all our ancestors—the dish you consume in what is recognizably the way people have encountered their nourishment since the first emergence of our species.
Even if you are one of those people who think they hear the scream of the pear or peanut as they seize it and munch it raw, you will still find virtually no food in modern Western cuisine as convincingly "natural" as the oyster, for, with very few exceptions, such as some fungi and seaweeds, the fruits and vegetables we eat—even the "wild" berry picked from the bramble—are the result of genera​tions or eons of selective breeding by man; the oyster remains a product of little modified natural selection and varies markedly from sea to sea. Furthermore, we eat it while it is still alive. Other cultures have more foods of this kind. Australian aboriginals guzzle witjuti grubs, seized from gum trees, plump with half-digested wood pulp in their guts. Nenets chomp the living lice lifted from their own bodies "like candy." Nuer lovers are said to show mutual affection by feeding each other lice freshly plucked from their heads. Masai drink blood squeezed from wounds in live cattle, Ethiopians like honeycombs with the young larvae still alive in the chambers. And we have oysters. "There is a dreadful solemnity" in eating them, as Somerset Maugham observed, which "a sluggish fancy cannot grasp," and which would surely make the Walrus weep without hypocrisy. What is more, oysters are fairly unusual among raw foods because they are usually ruined by cooking. To put them in steak-and-kidney puddings or skewer them wrapped in bacon, as the

English do, or smother them in various kinds of cheese sauce, as in the dishes called oysters Rockefeller and oysters Musgrave, or to stuff them in an omelette, as in the signature dish of the regional cuisine of the Chinese province of Xiamen, or to chop them for stuffing Thanksgiving turkey, is to smother their taste. Inventive recipes can occasionally be more successful; I once had an impressive dish of oys​ters at the Athenaeum, lightly poached in wine vinegar and pasted with spinach-flavored bechamel. Such experiments are justified for fun but rarely advance the frontiers of gastronomy.
The oyster is an extreme case, but all raw food is fascinating because it is anomalous—an apparent throwback to a precivilized world and even to a prehu​man phase of evolution. Cooking is one of relatively few odd practices which are peculiarly human—-odd, that is, in the scales of nature, judged by the standards of common approaches to nourishment. One of history's longest and most luckless quests has been the search for the essence of humanity, the defining characteristic which makes human beings human and distinguishes them collectively from other animals. The effort has led nowhere. The only objectively verifiable fact which sets our species apart from others is that we cannot successfully mate with them. Most of the other features commonly alleged are inadmissible or uncon​vincing. Some are plausible but partial. We arrogate "consciousness" to ourselves without knowing quite what it is or whether other creatures have it. We claim unique powers of language—but other animals, were we able to communicate with them, might dispute this. We are relatively inventive in problem solving, rel​atively adaptable in our ability to inhabit varied environments, relatively dexterous in our use of tools—especially of missiles. We are relatively ambitious in our works of art and in making embodiments of our imaginations. In some respects, in these connections, the gaps between human behavior and that of other species are so enormous as to qualify, perhaps, as differences of quality. We are genuinely unique in exploiting fire: though some other primates—chimpanzees, for exam​ple—can be taught to use it, too, for limited applications like lighting a cigarette or releasing the odor of incense, or even keeping a fire alight, this only happens under human instruction and only people have ever taken the initiative in har​nessing flame. Cooking is at least as good as all the other candidates as an index of the humanity of humankind—except for one serious qualification: in the vast span of human history, cooking is a late innovation. There is no possible evidence more than half a million years old, no absolutely convincing evidence from more than about 150,000 years ago.
Of course, it all depends what one means by cooking. Cultivation, in some eyes, is a form of cookery—"terrain excoqucre," as Vergil called it—'exposing clods
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to the baking sun, turning the earth into an oven for seeds. Animals with suitably robust stomachs prepare their food by chewing the cud: why should this not be classed as cooking? In hunting cultures, the men who make the kill often reward themselves with a meal of the partially digested contents of the stomach of their prey: instant replacement for the energy expended in the hunt. This is a kind of natural protocookery—the earliest known instance of eating processed food. Many species, including ours, make food edible for infants or the infirm by chew​ing and spitting it out. Warmed in the mouth, attacked by gastric juices, pounded by mastication, it acquires some of the properties of food processed by the appli​cation of heat. The moment you rinse your food in water-—as some monkeys do with some nuts—you start to process it, and indeed some real raw food freaks like to leave on the dirt. Like Farmer Oak in Far from the Madding Crowd, they would "never fuss about dirt in its pure state."
As soon as you squirt lemon juice at your oyster you are beginning to alter it, to change texture and taste: a generous definition might call this cooking. A mari​nade, applied for a long time, can be as transforming in its effects as the applica​tion of heat or smoke. Hanging meat to make it gamey, or just leaving it around to rot a little, is a way of processing for texture and digestibility: it is obviously an older technique than cooking by means of fire. Wind drying, which is a special​ized form of hanging, works a profound biochemical change on some foods. So does burying—a technique, once common to induce fermentation, familiar to anyone who has eaten kimchee in a Korean restaurant but rarely used in modern Western cuisine. It is, however, commemorated in the name of gravlax: literally, "grave-salmon." Burial as quasi-cookery is also recalled in the dark tint now chem​ically applied to cheeses of kinds which were traditionally preserved in earth. Among some horse-borne nomads, cuts of meat are rendered edible by being warmed and pressed in the horse's sweat under the saddle on a long ride (below, p. 77). Churn​ing milk is a process of almost alchemical magic: a liquid becomes a solid, white becomes gold. Fermentation is even more magical, because it can turn a boring, staple grain into a potion that can change behavior, suppress inhibitions, conjure visions and unlock imaginary realms. Why should cooking with kindled flame be privileged among all these startling ways of transforming food?
The answer, if there is one, lies in the social effects of fire-cooked food. Cook​ing deserves its place as one of the great revolutionary innovations of history, not because of the way it transforms food—there are plenty of other ways of doing that—but because of the way it transformed society. Culture begins when the raw gets cooked. The campfire becomes a place of communion when people eat around it. Cooking is not just a way of preparing food but of organizing society

around communal meals and predictable mealtimes. It introduces new specialized functions and shared pleasures and responsibilities. It is more creative, more con​structive of social ties than mere eating together. It can even replace eating together as a ritual of social adhesion. When Bronislaw Malinowski, the pioneer of Pacific island anthropology, was at work in the Trobriand Islands, one of the ceremonies that most impressed him was the annual yam harvest festival in Kiri-wina, where most ceremonies took the form of food distribution. To the accom​paniment of drums and dancing, food was arranged in heaps, then carried off to the various households to be eaten in private. The climax of what most cultures think of as a feast—the actual eating—"is never reached communally. . , . But the festive element lies in the preparations."
Cooking in some cultures becomes a metaphor for the transformations of life: Californian tribes, for instance, used to put women who had just given birth and pubescent girls into ovens dug in the ground, covered with mats and hot stones. In others food dressing becomes a sacred ritual, which not only crafts society but also nourishes heaven with sacrificial emissions of smoke and steam. Amazonian peoples who see "culinary operations as mediatory activities between heaven and earth, life and death, nature and society" generalize a notion which most societies apply to at least some acts of cooking.
The normal Japanese term for a meal—gohanmono—literally means "hon​orable cooked rice." This reflects not only the ubiquitous and essential place of the rice staple in japan but also the social nature—indeed, status—of feeding. Life is measured in ritual meals. At a child's birth, parents receive gifts of red rice or rice with red beans from family and neighbors; at a first birthday, they distribute frag​ments of a rice cake the child has stepped over. A new home is erected with a sac​rifice of two fish and inaugurated with a meal for neighbors. Wedding guests take food gifts home from the reception—rice cakes on which cranes or turtles are depicted or fish paste molded into the same shapes, as talismans for longevity. Other meals mark communion with the dead, and their anniversaries.
In Hindu society, "the rules concerning food are extremely important for marking and maintaining social boundaries and distinctions. Castes rank them​selves in terms of purity, and this is reflected in the kinds of food which may or may not be shared with other castes... . Raw food can be transferred between all castes, whereas cooked foods cannot, since they may affect the purity status of the castes concerned." Cooked foods are divided between further classifications. Those cooked in water are distinguished from those fried in clarified butter: the latter can be exchanged between a wider range of groups than the former. Apart from the rules determining what foods may be shared or exchanged, eating habits
NEAR    A    THOUSAND    TABLES

THE   INVENTION   OF   COOKING
and dietary prescriptions are peculiar to groups of certain status. Vegetarianism, for instance, is proper to the highest and "purest" castes, "while meat-eating and alcohol-consumption are associated with less pure status. Certain untouchable castes are marked most obviously by the eating of beef." The Tharu, the third rank in Dang, Nepal, will not exchange food with lower castes or feed them in then-houses, but will eat pork and rats. The complexity of Fijian taboos has made them popular with anthropologists as objects of study. In Fiji, when particular kinds of groups eat together, they are confined to mutually complementary foods. In the presence of warriors, chiefs eat the captured pigs, but not fish or coconuts, which are reserved to the warriors.
Today, in cultures that think of themselves as modern, most of the food we speak of as raw comes elaborately prepared to the table. It is important to specify "food we speak of as raw" because rawness is a culturally constructed, or at least culturally modified, concept. Though we commonly eat many fruits and some vegetables with minimal preparation, we take their rawness for granted because it is culturally normal. No one speaks of raw apples or raw lettuce. Only if the food in question is normally cooked, but acceptable raw, do we specify raw carrots or raw onions or whatever. When meat and fish are served raw in the West, their rawness is so exceptional that it takes on extra connotations of subversion and risk, of barbarism and primitivism. The Chinese traditionally classified barbarian tribes into "raw" and "cooked" according to the degree of civilization they saw in them; and a similar mental classification of the world comes easily in the West, where literary tradition has long equated lust for raw flesh with savagery, blood-thirst and the rage of gastric impatience.
The classic "raw" meat dish of Western cuisine is steak tartare. The name alludes to the ferocious medieval reputation of the Mongols, also known, from the particular name of one group of Mongol tribes, as Tatars. The word reminded medieval ethnographers of Tartarus, the classical hell, and made it seem especially appropriate to demonize these enemies. The dish as it is known today, however, is a focus of civilized overcompensation. The meat is ground into soft, curling, ver​micular twists of bright flesh. As if to make up for its rawness, its preparation is usually turned into a table-side restaurant ritual, when the waiter ceremoniously folds in, one by one, flavor-stretching ingredients which might include seasoning, fresh herbs, spring onions and onion shoots, capers, bits of anchovy, pickled pep​percorns, olives and egg. Vodka is an unorthodox but immeasurably improving addition. The other raw meat and fish dishes licensed by civilization are equally removed from nature—their nakedness heavily dressed, their savagery sanitized by elaboration. "Raw" ham is heavily cured and smoked. Carpaccio is sliced with

courtly finesse into delicate slivers and no one thinks of eating it until it has been drizzled with olive oil and bedecked with pepper and Parmesan. Gravlax, though no longer buried, is layered with salt, dill and pepper and basted with its own must for several days before it is ready to eat, "If our remote ancestors ate all their meat raw," wrote Brillat-Savarin in a work of 1826, which is still the gourmet's bible and the gourmand's apologia/'we have not entirely lost the habit ourselves. The most-delicate palate will respond very well to Aries and Bologna sausages, smoked Hamburg beef, anchovies, freshly salted herrings, and such other things, which have never been subjected to fire, but which stimulate the appetite for all that."
Sushi, which is now a dt rigucur fashion accessory in the West, genuinely involves raw fish which is only very lightly dressed, if at all, with vinegar and ginger; but the main component of the dish is cooked rice. Sashimi is a reversion to a more dramatic state of rawness, but is nonetheless prepared with great elaboration. The slices offish must be of translucent slimness, shaved with a well-tempered blade, and the presentation must be unstintingly elegant—so that the raw state of the food actually heightens the eater's sense of participation in the civilizing process. The garnishes must be chopped, teased and shredded in an ample variety of fash​ions and an array of nicely contrived sauces must be served. Danes like raw egg yolk as a garnish or sauce, but even this comes separated from its white. At the "endless raw meat banquets" to which Laurens van der Post was created in Ethiopia, prep​aration was minimal but the formality of the proceedings was elaborate. "The raw-meat was passed, bleeding and lukewarm from the living animal, from one guest to another. Each man would take the edge of the meat firmly between his teeth and then, slicing upwards with a sharp knife, would cut off a mouthful for himself—in the process narrowly missing taking the skin off his nose." The slices were not eaten undressed but dipped in berebere, a sauce so spicy that it "gives the impression of being hot enough to cook the meat"; it can also transform a stew into a mixture "so fierce that it practically makes the ears bleed." Occasionally a slice of meat would be passed over a man's shoulder to the women and children who stood in silence behind the diners. All these foods are raw only according to a very narrow defini​tion, They are so changed from the state of nature—whatever that is—as to be unrecognizable, presumably, to the hominid ancestors we imagine for ourselves, who supposedly ate anything edible that came to hand. After the invention of cooking, in most of the world, it seems, even the raw became rarefied.
In most cultures, the origins of cooking are traced to a divine gift, Promethean fire, or to the luck of a culture hero. Fire is a secret betrayed by a defector from Olympus. In ancient Persia it was elicited from the heart of rock by a hunters misdirected missile. For the Dakota Indians it was struck from the earth
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by the claws of a jaguar-god. For the Aztecs, the first fire was the sun, kindled by the gods in the primeval darkness. To the Cook Islands, it was brought by Maui after his descent into the bowels of the earth. An Australian aboriginal found it-secreted in the penis of a totemic animal, while for another tribe it was an inven​tion of women, who cooked with it during the men's absence on the hunt and hid it inside their vulvae. "Everybody has his own Prometheus" and so does almost every culture.
The real origins of the domestication of fire are unknown. All theories about it seem to have been sparked like struck flint by some sudden illumination. None occurred more memorably or endured more tenaciously than that of the "father of modern paleontology," Abbe Henri Breuil. In 1930, a young protege of Breuil's was Pierre Teilhard de Chardin, the Jesuit anthropologist who, in his turn, would become one of the most powerful figures in the intellectual history of the century. Teilhard was working in China, combining scientific and missionary work in the best Jesuit tradition, excavating the cave dwelling of "Peking Man"—a hominid who lived half a million years ago, supposedly before tool making and fire kin​dling. He showed Breuil a stag's antler and asked his opinion of it. "When still 01 fresh," Breuil replied, "it was exposed to fire. And it was worked with a crude stone implement, probably not of flint, some sort of primitive chopping tool."
"But that's impossible "Teilhard replied. "It comes from Chou Kou-tien."
"I don't care where it comes from," insisted his mentor. "It was fashioned by a man and that man knew the use of fire." As with all other theories about the date of the domestication of fire, doubts have accumulated in recent years, Breuil, how​ever, erected on the piles of ashes excavated at Chou Kou-tien a seductive but fan​ciful reconstruction of hominid sophistication. In his imaginary portrait of life there, a woman makes flints, while "a Pekin Man is cutting a deer antler" and a couple nearby are making fire. The man first produces a spark by friction while the woman holds out a tuft of dry grass and leaves to catch it. "She will then carry it to the hearth which is between them surrounded by small pebbles. Behind them another fire burns brightly cooking a joint of wild boar." In reality, there is no evi​dence either of flint manufacture or of the kindling of fire for hundreds of thou​sands of years after the date of the relevant remains.
It might be supposed that cooking ensued by inevitable extension from the domestication of fire. In the modern West the commonest myth is well represented by the imaginary account of the origins of cooking in Charles Lamb's A Disserta​tion upon Roast ~Pig. A swineherd accidentally immolates a litter of piglets in a con​flagration he caused by carelessness, and

While he was thinking what he should say to his father, and wringing his hands over the smoking remnants of one of those untimely sufferers, an odour assailed his nostrils, unlike any scent which he had before experienced. ,., A premoni​tory moistening at the same time overflowed his nether lip. He knew not what to think. He next stooped down to feel the pig, if there were any signs of life in it. He burnt his fingers, and to cool them he applied them in his booby fashion to his mouth. Some of the crumbs of the scorched skin had come away with his fingers, and for the first time in his life (in the worlds life, indeed, for before him no man had known it) he tasted—crackling!
"The thing took wing" until "the custom of firing houses" was superseded by the intervention of a sage, "who made a discovery that the flesh of swine, or indeed of any other animal, might be cooked (burnt, as they call it) without the neces​sity of consuming a whole house to dress it." It is curious that Lamb traced the ori​gins of this important technology to China, which has indeed been the world's most technically inventive country, over recorded history as a whole, but which is usually inadequately acknowledged in the West. More commonplace is Lamb's assumption that cooking must have been invented by accident. Accident has recently been rehabilitated in historical writing, because in the random world revealed by quantum physics and chaos theory, unpredictable effects indeed seem to ensue from untrackable causes. Cleopatra's nose resembles a butterfly's wing; the latter can stir up a storm; but for the formers few centimeters of adventitious elegance, there might never have been a Roman Empire. "Virtual" historians are always telling us these days that but for this or that accident the whole course of history would be different and that kingdoms are lost for the want of a nail. Really, however, accidents are only observable in the historical record if they confirm the way things are already going. The accident is our model for explaining change in "primitive" societies, which we vulgarly suppose to be static and stupid. Yet inven- . tions are rarely, if ever, contrived by genuine accident: there is always a shaping imagination at work or a practical observer on hand.
It is possible that cooking of a sort was practiced even before fire was tamed. Many animals are attracted to the embers of naturally occurring fires, where they sift for roasted seeds and beans rendered edible by burning. Chimpanzees in the wild today can readily be observed practicing a technique which can be safely ascribed, by analogy, to hominid foragers. To a creature with enough brainpower and dexterity, some of the features of burnt-out woodland, such as the piles of ash and the partly burned trunks of fallen trees, might have appeared as natural ovens,
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smoldering with manageable heat, in which tough-husked seeds or tough-skinned pulses, unchewable legumes and cartilaginous flesh could be processed.
The cooking revolution was the first scientific revolution: the discovery, by experiment and observations, of the biochemical changes which transmute flavor and aid digestion. It isn't called "kitchen chemistry" for nothing. Meat—despite the disfavor it draws from modern dietitians who are minatory about saturated fats—is an unbeatable source of nutrition for human bodies but it is fibrous and muscfy. Cooking makes the proteins in the muscle fibers fuse, turning collagen to jelly. If direct fire is applied, as was probably the case in the earliest cooks' tech​niques, the surface of meat undergoes something like caramelization as the juices are concentrated: for proteins coagulate when heated and "Maillard reaction" sets in between the amines on a protein chain and some of the natural sugars in fat. Starch has been the source of energy for most people for most of recorded history, but it is inefficient until it is cooked. Heat disintegrates it, releasing the sugar which all starch contains. At the same time, dry heat turns dextrins in starch brown, imparting the comforting look we associate with cooked food. In most cul​tures, for most of history, the chief alternative to dry heating is immersion in hot cr> water: this softens muscle fibers in meat and makes carbohydrate particles swell. At about 175 degrees Fahrenheit, they break up and permeate the mixture. Sauces thicken in consequence. Heat retextures other foods so that they can be chewed or easily dissected by hand—"a primary spurt in the civilizing of eating habits, long before the introduction of chopsticks or knives and forks." Because cooking makes food more digestible, you can eat more of it: fifty tons of it in a modern life​time. The result, up to a point, is higher human efficiency. A further consequence is the opportunity of excess, with effects on society that we shall broach in due course (below, p. 101).
As well as increasing the consumption of edible foods, cooking can work a livelier magic by making palatable what would otherwise be poisonous. Fire destroys the poisons in some potential foods. The magic which makes toxic plants comestible is particularly valuable to human beings, because poisonous food can be stored without fear of depredations by competing creatures, then detoxified for human consumption: this is the cultural advantage which made bitter manioc a staple food in ancient Amazonia and nardoo root a prized food among Australian aboriginals. Bitter manioc, the Amazonian staple, which is the usual source of tapioca, contains enough prussic acid to kill anyone who eats a meal-sized quan​tity, but this can be dissipated by the processes of pounding or grating, soaking and heating which are used to prepare it. How the Indians who first cultivated this plant, and came to rely on it, discovered these peculiar properties is an intriguing

but insoluble problem. Most harmful infestations can be neutralized by cooking. Pig meat is often infected with a worm that causes trichinosis if ingested by humans: thorough cooking makes it harmless. Salmonella bacteria are killed by brisk and thorough cooking, listeria by intense heat. Notably exceptional is the deadliest bacterium, Clostridium botulinum. It is unharmed by most cooking processes and survives the range of temperatures attained in all traditional cuisine, though recipes with a high acid content can arrest its development.
As soon as the effects of heat on food began to unfold before men's eyes, the future of cooking was foreshadowed. Literally or originally "focus" means "hearth." Once fire became manageable it inevitably bound communities together, because tending the flame required division of labor and shared effort. Fire functioned as a focus, we assume, before or apart from its adaptation for cooking, because of the other functions which make people gather around it: for light and warmth, for protection from pests and predators. Cooking perfected fire's power of social mag​netism by adding enhanced nourishment to these functions. It socialized eating by making it an activity practiced in a fixed place at a fixed time by a community of eaters. Formerly, it is safe to infer, there was little incentive to eat communally. Gathered foods could be consumed on the spot or secreted to be eaten at will. Though we can imagine hominids gathering around a raw carcass for communal feasting, like buzzards around a bone, eating was not necessarily a forger of com​munity before the invention of cooking; collaborative ventures, such as the hunt and the kill and the organization of collective security, galvanized the group but fragments of beasts hunted or scavenged could be dismembered or distributed for eating apart. When fire and food combined, however, an almost irresistible focus was created for communal life. Eating became social in a unique way: communal but uncoliaborative. The enhanced value cooking imparts to food elevates it-above nourishment and opens up new imaginative possibilities: meals can become sacrificial sharings, love feasts, ritual acts, occasions for the magical trans​formations wrought by fire—one of which is the transformation of competitors into a community.
In the contemporary world, it has still been possible to recapture or reex-perience a primitive sense of the power of this combination. It comes through the childhood recollections of the "peasant philosopher" of the 1930s, Gaston Bachelard:
Fire is more a social being than a natural being
I ate the fire, I ate its gold, its
odor and even its crackle, while the steaming wafer crunched between my teeth. And it is always thus, with a sore of luxurious pleasure .,. that the fire proves its
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humanity. It not only cooks, it makes the biscuit crisp and golden. It gives mate​rial form to man's festivities. However far back you may go in rime, the gastro-nomical value of food always outweighs its alimentary value, and it is in joy, not in pain, that man has found his spirit.. .. From the teeth of the chain the black cauldron hung. The three-legged pot stood over the hot ashes. My grandmother would puff up her cheeks and blow through a steel pipe to reawaken the sleep​ing flame. Everything would be cooking at the same time: the potatoes for the pigs, the choice potatoes for the family. For me there would be a fresh egg cook​ing under the ashes.
FIRST   FOOD    TECHNOLOGIES
Ingenious imaginations were needed to cross the practical and conceptual gap that separates domestication of fire from the invention of cooking. In some climates fire can be quickly drilled. In some places, if suitable flints and kindling are to hand, it can be struck with reasonable reliability. In very remote antiquity, how​ever, most societies did not enjoy ideal conditions for making fire. It had to be gar​nered and preserved, in the style of the sacred flame which even in modern ~^ societies we sometimes keep alight in memory of our honored dead or in celebra​tion of our "Olympic ideal." For most of the past, in most places, it was easier and more reliable to keep fire alight and to carry it around than to kindle it at need. Some peoples have lost or perhaps never had the techniques for igniting it—or maybe they simply think of fire as too sacred to make themselves. This is said to be why some tribes in Tasmania, the Andaman Islands and New Guinea travel to beg fire from their neighbors, if it is extinguished, without trying to start it by means of their own. In the Easter light ceremony, with which vigil mass begins, in darkness, in Catholic and Orthodox churches, Christian tradition preserves an ancient memory of how serious it can be when a society loses fire and rekindles it from scratch.
Even if you can get fire when you want it, it is not easy to apply it to cooking. Charred in the naked flame or suspended in the smoke or baked in the embers of a fire, some foods cook satisfactorily. This is a convenient method if the fire is being kept alight anyway for another putpose: as a watchfire, say, or for warmth or to keep predators or demons at bay. Though impossible whete no solid fuel is used, and inconvenient even in the best-equipped high-tech modern kitchen, this is a kind of cooking capable of achieving dishes of great sophistication. Archestra-tus of Gela recommended bonito wrapped in fig leaves with a pinch of marjoram, consigned to the embers until the leaves blacken and smoke. Charring seems simple, but can be made versatile by the use of pastes and marinades to coat foods

before they are consigned to the flame, or by basting with well-chosen liquors or sauces. If this was the first form of cookery, it remains one of the most appetizing and surely one of the most widely practiced. An unbroken tradition unites the suburban barbecue or campfire weenie roasts with one of the most famous feasts in Western literature: the banquet with which Nestor the charioteer honored Athene in the Odyssey.
The axe cut through the tendons of the heifers neck and it collapsed. At this, the women raised their celebratory cry.. . . When the dark blood had gushed out and life had left the heifer's body, they swiftly dismembered the carcass, cut out the thigh bones in the usual way, wrapped them in folds of fat and laid raw meat above them. The venerable King burnt these on the firewood, sprinkling red wine over the flames, while the young men gathered round with five-pronged forks in their hands. When the thighs were burnt up and they had tasted the inner parts, they carved the rest into small pieces, pierced them with skewers and held the sharp ends to the fire till all was roasted.
Yet this—which can be surmised as the most primitive technology of cook​ing—has obvious disadvantages. It permits only a limited culinary repertoire. It cannot cope with foods which require slow cooking. It requires carcasses to be butcheted raw, with unnecessary expenditure of energy; and it consumes large amounts of fuel. It has unmistakable connotations of savagery, especially if the meat is only given rudimentary butchering before the roasting. An Italian visitor to the pampa in 1910 was struck by the "utterly primitive" way the gauchos cooked their meat in the hide "so that it conserves its bloody juices" and ate it with razors while seated on tree trunks.
The early cook's solution was the invention of the hot-stone griddle: using fire to heat stones, and hot stones to cook food on. This is particularly effective for foods that come naturally wrapped by coatings which retain moisture while being permeated by heat—-mollusks by their shells, for instance, or some kinds of fruits or wild grains by thick or densely fibrous husks. Alternatively, food can be leaf-wrapped, as for ember cookery. In this style of cookety, the stones can be piled in order to envelop the food in heat, though this does not mean that hot stones have the same result as embers: if they press on the food, their weight affects it. If cavi​ties are created to avoid this, they form air pockets and the effect of all-around heat is diminished. The time-honored ways of getting around these problems are to use suitable leaves, grasses, turf or animal pelts as upper layers of insulation. It is not hard for a traveler imbued with a modest spirit of adventure to find this style
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of cooking today. A few years ago in the Cook Islands, Hugo Dunn-Meynell sam​pled leaf-wrapped parcels of manioc, breadfruit, taro, octopus, sweet potatoes, suckling pig, parrot fish and chicken marinated in guava juice, on pumice stones heated over pits of coconut husks. Some families used pits over a century and a half old. The husks were lit by rubbing banana wood sticks together.
In contemporary civilization, at least until recently, the likeliest context in which to reexperience hot-stone cuisine has been the clambake. In New England in the late-nineteenth and early-twentieth centuries, these were genuine communal or civic undertakings, perpetuating practices which early colonists learned from Indi​ans. The town outing enacted in Rodgers and Hammersteins Carousel, where "that sure was a real good clambake" and the revelers "sure had a real good time," captures the romance, ingenuous or innocent, with which traditional clambakes are remem​bered. So does the intent, intense concentration with which clambake eaters bend to their task in Winslow Homer's painting. The clams had to be dug from the sand while the fire was made of driftwood and seaweed to heat the stones. Because the clamshells open with heat, the upper insulators had to be impermeable: otherwise the clams' natural juices would evaporate with unpalatable effects.
A refinement of great importance in the history of hot-stone cookery was the cooking pit. This innovation took ingenuity to devise, but no tools except a dig​ging implement to fashion. A dry pit could be heated with stones to make an oven. A pit dug below the water table, heated by the same means, made a boiler or poacher. This represented an innovation of enormous importance—unequaled by any subsequent technical innovation in the history of cooking until our own day: it facilitated boiling, a new method of cooking or, at least, one which previ​ously could only be approximated by using a tripe or skin filled with water, sus​pended over the fire, as a cooking pot. Late but representative examples were discovered in Ireland at Ballyvourney, County Cork, in 1952, where the water table was high enough to keep water from seeping away. In the second millennium B.C., a trough had been opened in a peat bog and lined with timber, Nearby an oven had been made in piled-up dry soil by scooping out a cavity and lining it with stone. There are at least four thousand similar sites in Ireland alone. Experiments conducted on the spot showed that large joints cooked satisfactorily in a few hours if hot stones were regularly replaced under a turf lid. About seventy gallons of water can be brought to boiling point in about half an hour by this method. In clay soil, the inner lining of the pit would tend to bake into earthenware, making the sides watertight enough for water to be poured into pits in which it did not occur naturally. Alternatively, the inside of any pit could be smeared with clay and fired to hardness.

Pit-cooked food is not easily obtained in the modern Western world, except by experiment in the field (or, occasionally, at a traditional open pit barbecue in the American Southwest). In his cowboy days, which extended into the early decades of this century, James H. Cook considered it a treat to enjoy a hog's head "Indian style": buried among live coals for several hours in a pit two and a half feet deep, It "came from the hole resembling a lump of charcoal, but the flavor appealed greatly to such epicures of the brush country as usually feasted on it." Cooking pits are still favored by traditional cooks in rural locations in much of the Pacific and parts of the Indian Ocean. It must be admitted, however, that civiliza​tion tends to crowd them out. Their great disadvantage is that for all but a few small or simple dishes which demand little heat, it is necessary, even for dry cook​ery, to kindle fire outside the pit and heat it by transferring hot stones. Neverthe​less, an effect similar or identical to that of pit cookery can be procured by using the clay oven usually called "tandoor," or by some such name, in India and the Middle East. Tandoori cuisine is surely a development from pit cookery. In essence, the tandoor is a cooking pit, elevated above ground. Fire is kindled inside it: the aperture at the top has to be broad enough to keep the fire supplied with oxygen but narrow enough to be conveniently sealed with a heavy lid without much temperature loss once the fire has been allowed to die down. While the structure heats up, dough can be slapped onto the outer walls to make flat bread. After the fire dies, the heat-retaining properties of the oven can be used to bake meat, fish and vegetables or to stew casseroles,
All these technologies—of cooking with embers, naked flames and heated stones, in pits or over open fires—certainly predated specialized cookware. Though shells may have made good stock pots, in antiquity, there are few places in the world with shells large enough for economical cooking. Only those of turtles and similar creatures can have preempted the manufactured pot. Yet pots—even those hewn from wood—must be supposed to have been relatively late inventions in the history of humankind; those of clay or metal, of course, arose later still. Weaving fronds or grasses is a simpler technology to master and if the right kinds of plants are available can produce entirely watertight vessels, such as are still in use among peoples of Northwest America. A frequently asserted explanation for the invention of earthenware pottery in remote antiquity is that wicker vessels were smeared with clay as insulation to enable them to be suspended over fire.
Because of che perishable nature of basketware, it is impossible to date the origins of cookery in manufactured pots. A simpler option, however, was called into use earlier: filling skins, tripes, cauls or stomachs of animals for cooking in. The skin is of limited usefulness as a sealant in most species and is frequently
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more valuable if it is stripped off the carcass before cooking and tanned for gar​ments, pouches and awnings. The internal organs, however, are nature's cooking vessels—reliably impermeable and elastic enough, in most quadrupeds, to contain all the other edible parts of the animal and more. Because they can be filled with water, they can function as boilers and—if, say, a small intestine is packed and placed inside a large one—they make serviceable bains-marie, as long as the cook has some method of shielding them from damage by excessive direct heat. Nowa​days, surviving traces of this early style of cookery can be found even in the most sophisticated cuisines. The best sausages are still stuffed in strips and tubes of innards. No respectable blood pudding comes packed in anything but a length of intestine. In many popular sweet puddings nowadays a muslin cloth (to hold the contents together while cooking) does duty for the outer casing which a stomach or bladder formerly supplied. Bag puddings are a way of using offal (or, in cog​nate dishes, blood), which would perish quickly if left uncooked. For this reason, they occur frequently in the cookery of transhumant herders. Haggis, the "chief​tain o' the puddin race," is an example easily attainable today wherever the Scots diaspora has reached, The recipe does not really evoke a very primitive age because 10 it calls for a large admixture of oatmeal, which is a sedentary cultivator's food. But the other ingredients—chopped lungs, liver, heart—are typical. In purer herds​men's food, blood and fat might fill the cavities which in the haggis are stuffed with oatmeal.
Nomad lives would be encumbered by batteries de cuisine and it is therefore among nomads that one should expect to find enduring examples of the use of innards as cooking pots. At least, manufactured pots have never entirely replaced their primitive predecessors in nomadic cuisines, although even nomads seem to appreciate metal vessels, provided they can be made easily transportable: culinary variety is, within limits, a form of luxury almost universally esteemed and, in any event, a pot is a convenient container to cook a stuffed gut or stomach in. Turkic peoples have a curious range of cookware. The qazan, which literally means "hollowed-out thing," is a capacious tin vessel with built-in feet designed to be easily lashed to a horse. The Turks also consider it indispensable to carry a rack for steaming dumplings over an open fire. Their former use of shields as cooking trays is perpetuated in the broad, shieldlike shallow dish known as a saj. The spear can be a toasting fork. In some cultures, it is tempting to imagine the brochette evolving from the use of sticks as skewers. In most of the Eurasian steppe there are no trees and sticks are rare and precious. The shish kebab—the universal gift of Central Asian cuisine—is more likely to have been cooked in antiquity on a dagger.

At their most solemn feasts, however, most peoples tend to eat their most tra​ditional foods and among the steppeland nomads this means reverting to cooking in skins and stomachs and guts. Sharon Hudgins is the author of the most vivid modern accounts of steppeland dining experiences. She was served with a sheep's head in its skin, wool intact, at a Buriat banquet in 1994. Her husband was exempted from need to sing a sheep's head song—the relic of the propitiatory ritual which seems inseparable from solemn meals in most traditions. Libations were poured and scraps of fat flung into fire. Toasts, which the Buriats like to make in grain spirit imported from their sedentary neighbors, were accompanied by songs. The next course was a sheep's stomach filled with cow's milk, sheep's blood, garlic and spring onions, tied with intestines.
All the Buriats around the table waited expectantly for me to take the first bite, Bur I didn't know where to begin. Finally our hostess leaned over and sliced the top off the stomach. The contents had not been fully cooked and blood oozed out onto my plate. She took a large spoon, scraped out some of the semi-coagulated mass, and handed the spoonful to me. .. . The other guests waited for me to make the next move. And suddenly it occurred to me: pass the dish around. That s exactly what they wanted.
Irrationally, some meals made by stuffing intestines still command a certain prestige in Western gastronomy, whereas puddings cooked in stomachs are now regarded as food unfit for gourmets—rustic dishes which betray primitive origins. In some versions of andouilles and andouillettes, a pig's large intestine is stuffed mainly with chopped bits of the small intestine, without sacrifice of cachet. Boudins blancs are tidbits of great delicacy. A gourmet might relish a melting morcilla but think a goat's paunch gross, such as the roasted one stuffed with blood and fat with which Odysseus was rewarded for his prowess in wrestling.
Levi-Strauss was right to suppose that boiling "requires the use of a recepta​cle, a cultural object," since a skin or tripe used as a boiler has really been trans​formed into an artifact by human imagination, and a boiling pit is a substantial contrivance, which has to be dug and lined. But by the same standard the spit or the skewer, and even the kindled fire, are cultural objects, too, and roasting or grilling must be classed as "cultural" or "civilized" no less than other methods, In the transition to culture, or the early "civilizing process," a bigger step than boiling was therefore taken by frying: this required manufactured vessels, because, although you can use innards as boilers, you cannot use them as fry pans. The sequence of evidence begins with the first earthenware shards. In Japan, the oldest
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examples which recognizably belonged to pots date from the eleventh millennium B.C., in Africa and the Middle East from about three thousand years later. In Greece and Southeast Asia they date from c 6,000 B.C. This technical advance made the modern batterie de cuisine essentially complete. When cooks had earth​enware pots, which were resistant to fire and impenetrable by water, they could add frying to the repertoire of roasting, boiling and grilling. We like to congratu​late ourselves on the accelerating pace of modern technological change; but since the invention of earthenware, nothing else we have devised to cook with has had such an enriching effect, and none, until the microwave, opened up the possibility of any genuinely new method of cooking. In the meantime, we have acquired tools and gadgets which made culinary processes easier, without extending their range.
THE    ERODING    WAVES
Cooking has done individuals and societies so much good that it seems unsur​prising that the cooking revolution has been sustained to our own days. Yet no practice is so beneficent as to disarm distrust. Cooking today is condemned by critics; and its socializing effects are said to be under threat from technological o       change.
The end of cooking has been tearfully predicted and ardently desired. What might loosely be called the anti-cooking movement is now more than a hundred years old: it started among feminists and socialists, who wanted to liberate women from the kitchen and replace the family with a wider community. Charlotte Perkins Gilman wanted to make cookery "scientific," as she said: in effect, this meant eliminating it from most people's lives, secluding it from the sights and sounds and smells of the larder and the range and confining them to kitchenless apartments, while professionals in meal-making factories saw to it that energy levels were maintained for a world of work. "It is impossible," she wrote, "that half the world, acting as amateur cooks for the other half, can attain any high degree of scientific accuracy or technical skill." As well as from progressive critics, cooking came under attack from primitivist prejudices. Gandhi despised it. He tried fruits and nuts, goat's milk and dates, in a search for a satisfactory diet which could be eaten without it, Underlying his preferences, perhaps, was the same kind of bralv minical vanity which made Professor Godbole, in A Passage to India, affect indif​ference to all food, of which he ate copiously but abstractedly, encountering it "as if by accident." Today, the prejudice in favor of what is "natural"—and therefore sup​posedly precultural—makes raw food attractive to modern urbanites repelled by our overcontrived lifeways, seeking readmission to Eden. Civilization seems ossi​fied and one way of transcending its limitations is to reach for the recovery of the

raw. Romantic primitivism allies with ecological anxiety. The new soul food favored by many middle-class African-Americans dumps the fat-rich dishes of Dixie tradition—collard greens suppurating with pork fat, pigs' feet with black-eyed peas and the like—in favor of raw or marinated vegetables. The fashion for crudites in smart restaurants and for repulsive "salad bars" in popular eateries, where dog-eared leaves and sad shreds of salad vegetables lie exposed to contami​nation, are evidence of how far the taste for raw refreshment now reaches.
The popularity of raw food does not mean that cooking is going to stop. But it may be unrecognizably changed by other pressures. Cooking was a precious invention because of the way it forged community. Contemporary eating habits threaten to unpick this achievement. Food on the fly feeds the values of hustle, nourishes the anomie of postindustrial society. People eat while they are doing other things, with eyes averted from company. They are on the streets, hurrying between appointments or sauntering between pleasures. They are at their desks, with their gazes riven to the computer monitor. They are at lectures and seminars, looking at the whiteboard or the screen. Before they left home in the morning they did not share breakfast with the rest of their household, either because modern working hours are staggered or because leisure for breakfast has been crowded out of the daily routine. When they get home in the evening, there may be no meal to share—or if there is, there may be a shortage of sharers. Sandwich shops can be sociable: the old-fashioned kind, where you waited in a potentially companionable queue before ordering your sandwich from the person who made it, buzzed, at a low level, with dialogue and encounters; but the big market in the industrialized West today is for impersonal sandwiches, grabbed ready-made from refrigerated shelves and bolted down in isolation.
The loneliness of the fast food eater is uncivilizing. Food is being desocial-ized. In the microwave household, home cooking looks doomed. Family life must fragment if people stop having shared meals, for as Carlyle once said, "If the soul is a kind of stomach, what is spiritual communion but an eating together?" The microwave should not be underestimated as a device with the power to change society. Its rise has been startlingly rapid. In 1989, fewer than 20 percent of French respondents to a survey had microwaves and defrosters at home; a year later the figure had risen to nearly a quarter; by 1995 it was over half. I suspect that some, at least, of the alarm this trend arouses is justified. Technically, of course, microwave technology is just one form of cooking; it uses electromagnetic rays to penetrate the food instead of the infrared radiation generated by fire. It is the first innova​tion since the frying pan genuinely to have opened up a new cooking method: to food lovers, its arrival ought to have been an auspicious occasion but it cannot
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fairly be said that the results have been very exciting. Most microwaved dishes look unappetizing because electromagnetic radiation cannot brown food on the outside. The texture of what is served is boring because the process cannot deliver crisp effects or, indeed, any great variety of texture. In most kitchens, the device is used only to heat up a rechauffe; this may work well for the relatively limited range of dishes which benefit from reheating, such as curries and casseroles, but most dishes on reheating acquire a tired appearance and a distinctive flavor—slightly earthy, slightly acrid.
Despite these deficiencies, people like microwave ovens for two reasons, nei​ther of them good, First, for "convenience": it is a quick, clean way to heat up pre​cooked, prepacked meals, In partial consequence, the fastest growing market in the modern West is for boring, overprocessed pap. Of course, this is not entirely the microwaves fault, for the irresistibility of pap is as marked in food literature as in food. Readers who could have Brillat-Savarin settle for the Williams-Sonoma catalogue. The microwave oven is part of what might be called pap culture. Ready-prepared meals in various forms have tended to be demanded, throughout history, in highly urbanized societies. The rise of the microwave is a consequence as well as a cause of their renewed popularity today (see below, pp. 216-22). The second great virtue of the microwave in its admirers' eyes is that it is liberating. Eaters can choose to heat up whatever ready-mades are to hand—which in modern Western cities means that a huge choice is on offer. No reference to community of taste needs to be made. No matriarch or paterfamilias has an opportunity to arbitrate for a family. No one in a household has to defer to anyone else. Moreover, no two people need to eat at the same time or table. This new way of cooking is stagger​ingly counterrevolutionary. It reverses the cooking revolution, which made eating sociable, and returns us, in this respect, to a presocial phase of evolution.
Food nourishes: the cooking revolution extended this effect by increasing the range of edible foods and easing digestion. Food gives pleasure, which cooking can enhance, It forges society, especially when cooking provides focus and structure, After the invention of cooking the next great revolution was the discovery that food has other virtues and vices: it can encode meanings. It can do the eater good of kinds which transcend sustenance and evils which are worse than poison. It not only maintains life but also enhances it and sometimes degrades it. It can change the eater for the better or worse. It has spiritual and metaphysical, moral and transmutative effects. Curiously, perhaps, the people who best exemplify this dis​covery—and who therefore introduce the next chapter—are cannibals.
