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FOREWORD

By Wolfgang Puck

IN 1989, I GOT A CALL FROM MY OLD FRIEND SEPPI RENGGLI, the legendary executive chef of The Four Seasons in New York. He told me he knew a very talented young guy who had cooked under him, and thought that maybe this budding chef could bloom in California, especially with his love of new ingredients and cuisines from around the world.

That’s how I first heard of Mitch Rosenthal. The moment I met him, I was impressed not only by his talent and his enthusiasm for cooking good food but also by how much he knew—especially for someone who was basically self-taught, having risen from a New Jersey deli to apprentice in some of the finest kitchens in the country.

Mitch’s mind was wide open to new experiences, a quality I love to see not only in cooks but in people in general. I liked him immediately.

I hired Mitch as a sous-chef on the opening kitchen team in my new San Francisco restaurant, Postrio. A year later, he left us to soak up even more culinary experiences, traveling in Asia and Europe. I was sorry to see him go, so when he returned to the United States I immediately offered him a job at my seafood restaurant Granita in Malibu, where the guests enjoyed so many of his exciting new dishes inspired by Mitch’s travels.

In 1994, I offered Mitch and his brother, Steve, the opportunity to take over the kitchen of Postrio as its executive chefs. Even though he is someone so in love with travel and new experiences, Mitch stayed for eight years. Maybe that was because, though both brothers are great cooks, Steve took care of the management side of things, leaving Mitch to keep experimenting and trying new things at the stove.

What amazed me most about Mitch in his years at Postrio was what a positive influence he was on all the cooks around him. He was a good motivator, getting his young crew excited and always on the lookout for the best ingredients. Mitch has that rare ability to make other people feel the same passion he feels for good food.

I think Mitch’s ability to share his passion in the kitchen is what makes his book, Cooking My Way Back Home, such a rare and wonderful experience for home cooks.

Mitch is a man who likes big flavors and sharp contrasts of taste and texture in the food he cooks, and he understands the best ways to combine and cook great ingredients to get such bold effects. After all, this is a guy who once served Cajun food in a Jewish deli!

Mitch has traveled the world, and he brings its influences back to his kitchen. He has a very good touch with seasonings, introducing a wide spectrum of flavors to his food. There’s never a boring moment in Mitch’s cooking; it’s always exciting and full of discovery. That sense of excitement and discovery is why so many people love his restaurants. And that is why you will enjoy this book.

Looking through its pages, I find so many dishes I would love to eat right now, because I already know how good they taste. You don’t have to be Jewish to enjoy his Grandma’s Chopped Chicken Liver. His interpretation of Chicken and Andouille Sausage Gumbo is as good as anything you could find in Louisiana. As for his Bacon-Wrapped Stuffed Quail with Clams, I remember thinking when he first made that dish for me that it would be a strange combination; but I ended up eating two orders, marveling at how it reminded me of something you might find along the coast of Portugal or the Mediterranean, a perfect dish for San Francisco. And his Chocolate Butterscotch Pot de Crème from Town Hall is what every dessert should measure up to: Chocolaty, creamy, and rich with caramel, it has all of my favorite sweet flavors combined in one spectacular yet simple recipe.

It all tastes so good, and the recipes are so well written that you will get great results. It’s nothing less than I would expect from Mitch Rosenthal. He has every reason to be satisfied with what he has accomplished. And yet, as he always has, Mitch just keeps on looking for new tastes, continues to experiment, always coming up with exciting new dishes for us all to try.
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INTRODUCTION

A little about me

I GREW UP IN RESTAURANT KITCHENS. Honestly. From the time I was fifteen and washing dishes in a Jewish deli in Jersey until today, my entire life has been spent wearing kitchen whites. My chosen trade has allowed me opportunities I never thought possible. I’ve worked in some of the best restaurants in the country, and now, with my partners, Doug Washington and my brother, Steven Rosenthal, I own three restaurants in San Francisco and one in Portland, Oregon. Cooking has taken me places I never dreamed of. I’ve eaten food at roadside stands in Thailand and grand brasseries in Paris, sampled world-class smoked pork in rural Kansas and Iberian pork fat on the Catalan coast of Spain. But there’s one place cooking never took me, and that’s home.

I’ve survived much of the last thirty-five years on staff meals. The last thing I wanted to do after a double shift on the hot line was to go home and cook. But more recently things have changed. After establishing Town Hall, getting Salt House off the ground, and laying the groundwork for Anchor & Hope, I realized I was becoming a restaurateur. With each project, I was moving a little bit further away from the visceral pleasures of the kitchen. The less I cooked at work, the more I missed the simple act of cooking, of using a set of skills to create something memorable and delicious.

I offer this background by way of explanation for what I’m about to say: I had never really cooked at home until recently. Sure, I would whip up an omelet every once in a while, and knock out a turkey at Thanksgiving. But the experience of cooking for a few familiar faces around the kitchen table is new to me. It was only when testing the recipes in this book for the home cook that I actually cooked, really cooked, in my home kitchen. You see, I’m old school. I came up when kitchens still functioned on the apprentice system. I learned through the shared knowledge of the cook and a list of ingredients. Someone took you under his or her wing, showed you the proverbial ropes, and it was trial by smoke and fire. Those ingredient lists were just that: no amounts, just a list. I learned to cook by instinct, by feel. The idea of measuring a tablespoon of, say, black pepper, well, I just wasn’t used to it. This produced some tense moments in the kitchen when my wife, Mary, and I first began testing these recipes at home. She’s also a cook, and a good one, so when, by reflex, I would toss a couple of healthy pinches of salt into a pot of pozole, there would be a sharp, “Mitch, what are you doing? Did you write it down?”

MY LIFE IN RESTAURANTS STARTED IN 1975, when I got a job washing dishes in the kitchen of a small Jewish joint in Edison, New Jersey, called Jack Cooper’s Celebrity Delicatessen. It was run by Tom Plaganis, a big Greek guy who was passionate about food. After a few years of scrubbing pots and rinsing plates, he began to let me cover the breaks for the short-order cooks. Tom taught me not only how to handle a sauté pan, but also how to handle myself in a restaurant kitchen, how to understand the hierarchy, how to view the kitchen as a kind of machine. He taught me to focus on making sure my part of that machine operated smoothly. I fell in love with the whole idea and with its processes. Using all of my senses to create something tangible for someone appealed to me. But satisfying the customers wasn’t the only thing that I appreciated. I was also interested in the relationship of the chef to his crew. That early apprenticeship gave me a thrilling sense of being part of a long story, part of the elemental passing on of knowledge and technique.

When I was a kid, at vacation time, the whole family would pile into the car and drive south—to Virginia, the Carolinas, Georgia. I was immediately taken by the world below the Mason-Dixon Line: the pace, the people, the hospitality of the South made a real impression on me. So did the food. There was nothing shy or genteel about southern flavors. And I liked its social function, how food brought people together.

As I became more confident (and competent) in the kitchen, Tom allowed me to start putting some of my own dishes on the menu at the deli. This was right around the time that a friend gave me the landmark cookbook Chef Paul Prudhomme’s Louisiana Kitchen. If I had been impressed by the up-front flavors of the Piedmont South, imagine my reaction to the strength of flavor and seasonings that Prudhomme put into play. I immediately started adding dishes from the book to the menu at the deli. Looking back, there was something funny about serving New Orleans–style Cajun food in a Jewish-style delicatessen. Fortunately for me, Tom didn’t care. The disconnect is apparent now, but at the time, nothing seemed strange about putting kishke, knishes, and corned beef sandwiches alongside jambalaya, blackened chicken, and gumbo.

This was in the mid-1980s, when Prudhomme was taking his restaurant, K-Paul’s, on the road. When he came to Manhattan, I knew that I had to eat his food. I grabbed a buddy of mine, drove up to New York, stood in line for three hours, and, at long last, was given the chance to eat chef Paul’s food. I was blown away. After the meal, Prudhomme graciously spent time with me, speaking at length about the techniques that made his approach unique. It was a heady experience, a kid from Jersey who cooked Cajun out of a Jewish deli in Edison talking to chef Paul Prudhomme, the king of New Orleans kitchens, about his philosophy on cooking.

K-Paul’s was in town for six weeks. Of course, I went back. The line was long, but my patience was rewarded with another incredible meal. Prudhomme was the talk of New York, and I had heard that he occasionally let cooks train at K-Paul’s, so when he made the inevitable visit to our table, I asked him about his “stage,” a culinary internship program. Paul told me that they weren’t bringing anyone on just then, but to call him on Friday and he would let me know. At noon on that Friday, and every other Friday for months, I would go into the office at the deli and call Paul Prudhomme. Finally, after nearly six months, I called one Friday and Paul said, “Come on down to New Orleans and cook.”

During my two months at K-Paul’s on Chartres Street in the French Quarter, I experienced a professional kitchen and the camaraderie that exists among chefs for the first time. Every single cook in that kitchen shared an enthusiasm, passion, and respect for food.

I felt as if I had received years’ worth of experience in that short New Orleans stay (you need only look at the contents of this book to see how Prudhomme’s influence has carried me forward). When my stage ended, I took that new knowledge and headed back north to cook at the Four Seasons in Manhattan. That’s where I met Executive Chef Seppi Renggli, one of my most important mentors. Seppi taught me that it was okay to be unconventional, and that a chef did not need to stick to a single cuisine. On the same menu, he would offer an Indonesian curry alongside veal Pozharsky—and it worked. Some of my most interesting ideas about food, as well as my basic kitchen philosophy of being open and adventurous, of not being bound by a single cuisine, of letting varied styles intermingle on the menu, come from my days working with Seppi at the Four Seasons.

After the Four Seasons, I began an unsettled period in my career, moving from kitchen to kitchen, my peregrinations landing me in such places as Le Cirque, and Coco Pazzo in Manhattan, Gitane in New Jersey, finally ending up at a resort on the island of Saint Lucia in the West Indies. After six months, the authorities found out I didn’t have my work papers and kicked me off the island. Before I left I made a phone call. In my waning days at the Four Seasons, Seppi had told me that if I got the chance I should really cook with Wolfgang Puck. So before my unceremonious deportation, I rang up Wolfgang and asked him for a job.

My first of three tours in the Postrio kitchen was in 1989, the year it opened and took the San Francisco restaurant scene by storm. It’s sort of amazing to think that Wolfgang has now been at the forefront of American cooking for 40 years, but I learned why during my first stint at Postrio. Like Seppi, Wolfgang had a sense of adventure and whimsy, but where Seppi’s adventurousness appeared on the plate, Wolfgang’s was not only on the plate, but also the table and the chair and the walls … he changed the paradigm of what fine dining could be. It wasn’t just the food, it was the whole atmosphere and experience. Wolfgang also taught Doug, Steven, and me that focusing on the customer will always pay off. I’ll never forget walking through the lobby of the Prescott Hotel (where Postrio was housed) with Wolfgang one Saturday night. There was an older couple from Texas at the concierge desk lamenting the fact that Postrio was the one place they just had to eat at in San Francisco, and they couldn’t get a reservation. It was a Saturday night and there were over 400 on the books, yet Wolfgang walked up to the couple and said, “You want to eat at Postrio, come with me.” He marched them right over to the Host Station and said, “Find this couple a table.” I was just as surprised as those Texans.

The Postrio kitchen, with its emphasis on premium ingredients, opened up a new world of possibilities to me, a world populated with local farmers and purveyors, all with a deep dedication to their craft. Unlike New York, where ingredients would arrive to the belly of the restaurant in crates, or New Orleans, where food was often flown in from other parts of the country, at Postrio, fresh vegetables and meats were delivered by the people who grew them, the people who raised them. I had never experienced that kind of attention to ingredients.

Postrio didn’t only open culinary possibilities. It was also the first restaurant where Doug, my brother Steven, and I worked together. Steven and I started in the kitchen at Postrio as line cooks and quickly moved up the ranks, finally being named coexecutive chefs in 1993. Doug ran the front of the house. Each night after the restaurant closed, we would talk for hours about the kind of restaurant that we might open together. We imagined a place that we would want to visit again and again, one that was comfortable and served straightforward dishes—a place that didn’t take itself too seriously, but was still focused on great service and great food. We envisioned Town Hall.

[image: A three-story red brick building on a street corner, a vertical sign reading ‘TOWN HALL’ present on both sides of the corner]

A little about our restaurants

Walking into Town Hall for the first time is like arriving at a party that’s in full swing and you don’t know many people but still feel welcome. It’s loud and boisterous; everyone is clearly enjoying themselves. With the low candles, the lamps and chandeliers, the restaurant has a celebratory glow. On the walls is a mix of old and new, fine art and anonymous nineteenth-century portraiture, and an assortment of old family photographs and flea market finds. The large alcove to the right of the entrance is dominated by a long communal table that seats sixteen, but is more often ringed by a couple dozen people There’s a similar bustle at the bar, where drinks might be raised in celebration of, say, a rainy Tuesday night in San Francisco. That spirit even carries over into the dining room, where tables and chairs are set a little closer together than in most restaurants. That’s how it is at Town Hall now and has been since we opened in the fall of 2003. It is a different kind of casual fine dining, one that is completely contemporary, but with the feel and attitude of an old-time neighborhood joint.

Town Hall occupies the first two floors of a three-story corner brick building, one of the first structures built after the 1906 San Francisco earthquake. In a neighborhood of historic architecture, the building would not stand out, but because it’s surrounded by glass-covered modern and postmodern facades, this relic from an earlier era has a vivid presence: a turn-of-the-twentieth-century meeting hall in the middle of a bustling twenty-first-century city. The building plays a part in the mood and personality of the restaurant.

Like Town Hall, the spaces our other restaurants inhabit set the tone for the dining experience. Salt House, a few blocks away on Mission Street, is in a building that housed one of the city’s first postquake printing presses. Because of its brick walls and exposed steel I beams, the restaurant has a more industrial, edgy feel than Town Hall. The bare-bulb fixtures and artist Freya Prowe’s oversized Don Quixote mural on the back wall remind you that you are sitting in a previously industrial neighborhood that has moved into the twenty-first century. The food, too, playing off the design, takes a more contemporary approach.

Just around the corner at 83 Minna is Anchor & Hope, our most recent addition to the neighborhood. For years, I often paused outside this building, wishing that someone would open the doors so I could steal a glimpse inside. Finally, one cold, rainy fall day, the garage doors started to open as I was passing by. What struck me initially was the thirty-foot trestle ceiling with its massive skylights flooding the space with light (I wasn’t surprised when I later learned that the space had served as the studio of noted sculptor Beniamino Bufano). When the only things I saw inside were three parked cars and one car leaving, my mind began wandering to the architecture of coastal Maine. Doug, Steven, and I had been talking about opening a fish house, and this space, which had a weathered, faintly nautical look even before we draped knotty marine rope from the trestles, seemed tailor-made for the transformation. When a For Lease sign went up on the building three weeks later, we wasted no time in taking it over.

From Town Hall, on Howard Street, it’s just a few short blocks to Salt House at 545 Mission Street, and less than six hundred feet from Salt House to the front door of Anchor & Hope. We had no idea when we struck out on our own and signed the lease on Town Hall that this once-quiet part of the new Financial District south of Market Street would become one of the city’s liveliest neighborhoods: that the tallest building on the West Coast would start rising right next door to Anchor & Hope, that the empty lots nearby would soon become high-rent high-rises, or that the parking lot and bus station in the few hundred yards between Salt House and Anchor & Hope would be the future home of the largest development in the history of San Francisco, the Transbay Terminal and Urban Park, a massive hub for every train, bus, commuter rail, and rapid transit system in the entire Bay Area. At the same time this massive commercial enterprise has been undertaken, the area has been energized by the huge residential towers that have gone up nearby. So in the shadows of the cranes and pile drivers, there is a thriving neighborhood, a kind of small town that brings to each of the restaurants a clutch of regulars that know all of the staff by name and add a rich, welcoming atmosphere.

    [image: Two images, one of the inside of a restaurant with people sitting at a bar and at tables, in the afternoon. The second shows a small banner sign reading ‘salt house’ peeking over a doorfacing the street]

A little about this book

Writing a cookbook is a source of excitement, too. Every chef has dreams of seeing his or her book on the kitchen shelf, its pages dog-eared and favorite recipes splattered and smudged. I’m no exception. To get this book off your shelf and onto your countertop, I’ve brought together some of the favorite, most popular recipes from our restaurants. They represent a distillation of my thirty-five years working in professional kitchens. You’ll see how my experiences in those kitchens have influenced what I do in my own, how the veal Pozharsky I learned at the Four Seasons became the classic meatball dish we serve at Town Hall, or how an Italian technique I learned for preparing squab at Coco Pazzo is used at Anchor & Hope to quick smoke the all-American rainbow trout. I even reveal a few secrets from that delicatessen in Jersey (lemon chicken, anyone?).

The dishes here reflect the spirited mix of styles present in our restaurants: the southern flair of Town Hall, the cleaner, more contemporary approach of Salt House, and the focus on fresh seafood of Anchor & Hope. I have even included a few nods to the restaurant we opened while putting this book together, Irving Street Kitchen in Portland, Oregon, which puts the spotlight on the bounty of the Pacific-Northwest. Drawing from four restaurants has allowed us to showcase certain ingredients in dissimilar ways, to celebrate versatility. Here, you can fry shrimp for a sandwich, stuff shrimp into a lobster, or grab a sauté pan and whip up a New Orleans–style BBQ shrimp. If you like duck, you can smoke a breast on the stove top and pair it with a nectarine salad, or stuff it with a rich mixture of vegetables and duck fat and confit it from the inside out.

Although I encourage you to use locally grown and raised produce and meats whenever possible, which both supports local growers and ensures the dishes taste their best, the majority of the ingredients called for in the recipes can also be found in most local supermarkets. Admittedly, some may require a bit of sleuthing on your part to secure, (the sea urchin for example, or the Peppadew peppers), but finding them will be well worth your efforts. You’ll also notice that many recipes highlight the use of seasonal products. In other words, you want to make that tomato tart in summer, when tomatoes are at their peak of flavor.

Even though the recipes come from the four restaurants, they are aimed squarely at you, the home cook. All of our restaurants have small kitchens, so when we create our menus, we are forced to pare down the recipes to the fewest number of steps, so we can execute them for hundreds of guests in an evening. That means that relatively few changes were necessary to adapt them for this collection. Sometimes no shortcuts are possible, however, so some recipes are necessarily more involved than others, and while they might be daunting a first blush, they are still comparatively straightforward. These are what I call long-term relationship recipes. They take more time to prepare because you are layering flavors, introducing them at different points during the cooking process. For example, it requires time and patience to combine properly the caramelized vegetables, the Cajun spices, and the flavorful simmered meats for our jambalaya. But in the end, the work pays off in a jambalaya with incredible complexity and depth of flavor. It might be a challenge the first time, but a challenge never hurt, right?

Some of the dishes are presented as “sets,” taken directly from the menus at the restaurants. I did this to highlight the choices we make in creating a dish and the interlocking quality of the ingredients we use. Seared Tuna with Gigante Beans, Chard, and Italian Sausage is a prime example of this idea. It is presented here exactly as you have it in the restaurant. On the other extreme, say, smoking a prime rib, the focus is on the basic technique, and you are free to build a meal around that familiar centerpiece.

In these pages, I have tried to instill a sense of adventure and curiosity about cooking at home. That’s because to articulate the proper way to cook, say, a steak is impossible. Sure, I can tell you to how to build a hot fire and grill a rib-eye for three minutes on each side, but that’s inexact. In the end, cooking that steak is your experience, not mine. You should think of cooking that steak, or the clam chowder, or the pulled pork, as just that, an experience. I want you to have as much fun cooking the food as you do eating it.

While we often give approximate cooking times and cues, (your stove’s medium heat might not be my stove’s medium heat), these are not necessarily precise. So when you’re cooking, I want you to use all your senses constantly. I want you to taste, smell, touch, look, and, yes, even listen to your food. Listen to the rhythm of a stock. It should be, as Louis Armstrong once commanded his band, “Not too slow, not too fast, just half-fast.” Cooking should be sensuous, so open up that smoker and get your hands on that pork.

Although it took a while, I finally got the hang of measuring ingredients. I tested all of the recipes at home, to be sure that the dishes tasted like they do in the restaurants and to find the easiest path for you to arrive at the same flavors. In doing so, I hope I’ve been able to bring a little something from each of the kitchens I’ve been fortunate enough to work in these past thirty-five years.
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DOUG WASHINGTON’S
DINNER PARTY NOTES

WHEN WE WERE CONCEIVING TOWN HALL, many conversations focused on how we could make our restaurant feel more like a great dinner party. These discussions had nothing to do with food or recipes. They were about all the subtle, sometimes unconscious ways that we could use to make people feel more at ease, more relaxed and comfortable. After all, food is not the only reason you have a great time at dinner. It’s a lot about how you feel and how these feelings can be altered in subtle and small ways. Here are some ideas to help you throw a great dinner party that people will remember.


1. Let dirty plates sit on the table for a few minutes too long. This is by far the best part of the meal, so don’t kill it. People have eaten, had a glass (or two) of wine, and the mess makes them feel comfortable with one another.

2. Pack your guests in tight at the table. You don’t want too much room between place settings. Think of it as a wall of guests and any space between them is space for all of the energy to bleed away. Never leave the ends of a rectangular table empty; always cap them. If someone doesn’t show, remove the empty place setting right away.

3. Never move your guests. If they are all congregating in the kitchen or the front foyer or the hallway, leave them there. They are all there because (probably unconsciously) it’s the place they all feel the most comfortable. If you had a vision of hors d’oeuvres and Prosecco in the living room, let it go.

4. Avoid a lot of speeches and toasts. They break up the conversations that are just beginning to get going.

5. Leave formality to fine-dining restaurants. It’s okay if your silverware and/or plates are mismatched. Sometimes a table that is too “precious” creates an uptight feeling among the guests.

6. If little kids are present, always take care of them first. Forget about the food-magazine dinner party picture you have in your head. Feed them before they destroy your gathering.

7. Focus the lighting and candles (lots of small, low ones) on the table and avoid bright lights.



At Town Hall, we’ve seen it fifty times: A group buys out the whole restaurant and 150 people show up. All 150 crowd into a tight, little space at the bar and communal area and the entire dining room sits empty. People want to be crowded in with one another! They want to connect. Make it easier for them to do so.
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CHAPTER ONE




SMALL BITES
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Fresh Chickpea Hummus with Grilled Flat Bread

Pickled Vegetables with Coriander and Celery Salt

Marinated Olives with Mint and Chiles

Angels on Horseback with Rémoulade

Hamachi Tartare with Melon and Cucumber

Bienville Stuffed Mushrooms

Grandma’s Chopped Chicken Liver

Potato Croquettes with Peas and Ham

Hot Mixed Nuts with Truffle Honey and Maldon Salt

Medjool Dates Stuffed with Peanuts and Tasso
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Like most chefs, I LIKE TO EAT WITH MY FINGERS. The variety of “small bites” here offers a touch of that chef’s penchant for “kitchen tasting,” the grabbing of a little something off a sheet pan while passing through on the way into the dining room. At our restaurants, guests will order snacks like these with a cocktail at the bar, or while looking over the menu trying to decide what to eat.

BY PACKING COMPLEX AND SOPHISTICATED FLAVORS into a small bite, these finger foods will get your guests’ attention and put them in the right mood for the rest of the meal. That’s because whether in a restaurant or your home, small dishes like these are the first contact with the kitchen, and serve as a harbinger for what is to come. The recipes in this chapter embody many of the flavors and textures that you’ll see again and again throughout the book, here presented in miniature. All of them result in snacks that are intensely flavored, combining the sweet, the salty, and the aromatic. The stuffed dates are a perfect example. The combination of the potency of the tasso, the crunch of the peanuts, and the creaminess of the dates combine to create a savory with a strangely candy-like experience. Similarly, the simplicity of the angels on horseback, which is just an oyster wrapped in bacon and fried, is made larger than the sum of its parts with the addition of the sharp mustard rémoulade.

SOME OF THESE RECIPES are perfect for dinner parties. They’ll stimulate the appetite and invite guests to share in the dining experience from the beginning. Others are great to have around the house and can make a late-night trip to the refrigerator rewarding.
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Hummus, a mixture of mashed chickpeas, tahini, olive oil, and garlic, is a classic of the Middle Eastern table. In recent years, it has developed staple status in the States. This recipe uses fresh chickpeas. They are available for only a few months during the summer, and not widely, but if you are lucky enough to find them, buy some. Admittedly, fresh hummus is a bit more labor-intensive, since you need to pluck the chickpeas from their pods. But it’s worth it for the light, airy texture and bright, fresh green (for lack of a better term) flavor. Because fresh chickpeas are hard to find, directions for using dried chickpeas are also included. And although you can pick up a package of pita at most markets, you should grill homemade flat bread, the perfect warm, crispy accompaniment to the hummus.
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HUMMUS

2 cups shelled fresh chickpeas or 1 cup dried chickpeas, picked over, soaked overnight in water to cover, and drained

Salt

4 tablespoons extra-virgin olive oil

¼ cup tahini

Juice of 2 lemons

2 cloves garlic, smashed and then roughly chopped

1½ teaspoons salt

1 teaspoon ground cumin

½ teaspoon ground coriander

    

FLAT BREAD

1 tablespoon active dry yeast

1 tablespoon sugar

¾ cup warm water (about 110°F)

1¼ cups all-purpose flour, plus more for dusting

1 tablespoon salt



Extra-virgin olive oil for drizzling

Smoked paprika, for dusting



TO MAKE THE HUMMUS, in a small pot, combine the chickpeas with water to cover by about an inch and bring to a simmer, and then begin to cook over medium-low heat, skimming off any foam that rises to the top. Add 1 tablespoon salt and 2 tablespoons of the olive oil and simmer the chickpeas, uncovered, for 20 to 25 minutes for fresh and 45 minutes to an hour for dried, or until they are tender. Drain, reserving 1 tablespoon of the cooking liquid.

Put the cooked chickpeas and the 1 tablespoon reserved cooking liquid in a food processor and add the remaining 2 tablespoons olive oil, tahini, lemon juice, garlic, cumin, coriander, and 1½ teaspoons salt and process until smooth. Taste and adjust the seasoning. If you prefer your hummus more acidic, add a bit more lemon juice. Cover and refrigerate until serving. It will keep for up to 3 days.

TO MAKE THE FLAT BREAD, in a bowl, sprinkle the yeast and sugar over the warm water and let stand until frothy. This should take about 5 minutes. Add the flour and salt and mix well with a wooden spoon until a dough forms. Transfer the dough to a lightly floured work surface and knead for 7 to 10 minutes, or until smooth and shiny. (You can also mix and knead using a stand mixer fitted with the dough hook attachment on medium speed for 7 to 10 minutes.) Transfer the dough to a lightly oiled bowl, cover with a towel and let rest for 1 hour.

Preheat the oven to 350°F. Prepare a hot fire in a charcoal or gas grill.

Divide the dough into 6 equal balls; each will weigh about 2 ounces. On a lightly floured work surface, roll out each ball into an oval, making it as thin as possible. It should be about 10 inches in diameter.

Place the rounds on the grill, and cook, turning once with tongs, until they begin to brown and crisp on both sides. This should take about 2 minutes on each side. Transfer the flat breads to a large rimmed baking sheet and slip into the oven for about 5 minutes, or until just crisp.

Transfer the hummus to a serving bowl. Drizzle with olive oil and dust with smoked paprika. Serve right away, with the warm flat bread on the side.
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Pickled Vegetables with Coriander and Salt



[image: Pickled Vegetables with Coriander and Celery Salt]
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At Salt House, we stay away from long-cured dill pickles, instead opting to pickle a variety of vegetables for just a day or two before serving them. This recipe, with its classic use of coriander, mustard seed, and celery salt, is a boon for lovers of tart pickles. I count myself in that number, but if you prefer them on the sweeter side, just boost the amount of sugar slightly. You can use different vegetables according to the season or what you prefer. A batch of these pickles is great for a party or for keeping in the fridge for snacking.
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BRINE

2 cups cider vinegar

2 cups distilled white vinegar

2 cups water

1 cup sugar

2 tablespoons salt

12 cardamom pods, crushed

⅓ cup coriander seeds

2 tablespoons mustard seeds

1 teaspoon celery seeds



1 cucumber, cut into ¼-inch-thick slices

1 handful green beans, trimmed

1 bunch baby carrots, leafy tops discarded

6 pearl onions, blanched for 2 minutes and peeled

1 red bell pepper, halved lengthwise, seeded, and cut into ½-inch-wide slices

½ head cauliflower, cut into small florets

Celery salt to taste



TO MAKE THE BRINE, in a saucepan, combine all of the ingredients and bring to a boil over high heat, stirring until the sugar dissolves. Lower the heat to medium and simmer for 3 minutes.

Meanwhile, blanch the vegetables. Bring a saucepan filled with lightly salted water to a boil over high heat. Add the cucumber, green beans, carrots, onions, pepper, and cauliflower and blanch for 2 to 3 minutes, or until their color brightens and they have just begun to soften. Drain the vegetables and transfer them to a widemouthed heatproof glass or plastic container. Pour in in hot brine and rest a plate on top of the vegetables to keep them submerged. Place the container in the refrigerator to cool the contents.

The pickles are ready to eat the next day. They will keep for up to 1 month. To serve, garnish with a sprinkling of celery salt.
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Marinated Olives with Mint and Chiles
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Over the past thirty-five years, I’ve learned as much about food through my travels as I have cooking in restaurants. The first time my wife and I walked through the Marais district of Paris, we stumbled on an unusual market brimming with all sorts of spices and other specialties from around the world. Huge wooden barrels filled with different types of olives and other delights stood at the front of the shop. We explored each barrel, taking in the heady aromas. Our favorite was the barrel of olives flavored with mint, chiles, and orange peel. The simple addition of the aromatics gives another layer of flavor to each type of olive, rather than overpowering them, so while the marinade comes through, each olive’s individual characteristics remain.
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4 cups mixed olives, preferably 4 varieties that vary in color and size (I always include niçoise and picholine)

1 cup olive oil

2 cloves garlic, each sliced lengthwise into 4 pieces

Zest of 1 orange, removed in strips with a vegetable peeler

Leaves from 2 mint sprigs, torn

Leaves from 1 rosemary sprig

½ teaspoon dried chile flakes



PLACE the olives in a bowl. Add the oil, garlic, orange zest, mint, rosemary, and chile flakes and toss well. Transfer to a jar, cover tightly, and refrigerate for at least 3 days
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[image: Hamachi Tartare with Melon and Cucumber]




































[image: Bienville Stuffed Mushrooms]














    


































[image: Grandma’s Chopped Chicken Liver]

















    






[image: Potato Croquettes with Peas and Ham]


































[image: Hot Mixed Nuts with Truffle Honey and Maldon Salt]


























[image: Medjool Dates Stuffed with Peanuts and Tasso]
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