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				Wampanoag

				Shinnecock

				Tunica-Biloxi (Yoroniku-Halayihku)

				Oglala Lakota

			

			In the beginning, they were here! It’s as simple as that. Call them Native Americans, Indigenous Peoples, First Peoples, or as does the Smithsonian Museum on the Mall in DC, American Indians. Whatever denomination you wish to use, the fact remains that they were here First: before the Europeans, before the Africans. Attempting to date their arrival time on this continent is complicated. Recent research using DNA testing, and being mindful of the oral traditions of the Native peoples, suggest that that there may have been a Native American presence in this hemisphere more than 36,000 years ago. Other scholars, in what some feel is a highly controversial move, suggest moving the line back to 130,000 plus years ago. Clearly, we aren’t sure. The fact remains that in the beginning of our nation’s story, they were here, and they had been a long-established presence when first contact with arriving Europeans occurred.

			The names of the peoples are many, and the fact that many of these names are not broadly known speaks to the destruction and devastation caused by contact: Wampanoag, Pequot, Narragansett, Mohegan, Shinnecock, Mohawk, Seneca, Shawnee, Creek, Cherokee, Choctaw, Chickasaw, Seminole, Tunica, Biloxi, Comanche, Arapaho, Wichita, Cheyenne, Diné, Apache, Zuni, Hopi, Pueblo, Bella Bella, Chinook, Haida, Nootka, Paiute, Nez Perce, Serrano, Miwok, Pomo, Shasta, Yokuts, and more—so many, many more.

			They lived across a wide range of climates and ecosystems, and had diets that reflected their regions, with as much variety as evidenced in the difference between, for example, the food of the British and that of the Sicilians.

			Those in coastal regions depended on the bounty of the Atlantic and Pacific oceans and had diets that were rich in a variety of fish. In the Northeast, there was lobster. Anyone sitting down to a $70 lobster dinner today would be amazed by the lobsters then, left to grow old and to a size that must have looked like prehistoric monsters. They were so abundant that they were used as everyday fare, as fertilizer, and as bait with which to catch the more-desirable cod. There was also an abundance of mollusks: mussels, clams, oysters, and more. Thomas Hariot, an English ethnographer, astronomer, and linguist who documented the failed Roanoke expedition, looked into the waters of the North Carolina Outer Banks and recognized sturgeon, herring, trout, alewife, and mullet in abundance. He might not have had to look too far down because, as Captain John Smith reported in 1608 in Virginia, he saw a massive school of fish “Lying so thicke with their heads above the water” that his boat could scarcely get through. Indeed, from February to May, the Algonquians who lived in the area were dependent on the sea and the bounty it yielded. It all seemed nothing short of miraculous to the Europeans who arrived. The Native peoples fished, sun-dried, and smoked fish and shellfish on racks of branches as depicted by Englishman John White in his 1590 illustrations. Salmon marked the Northwest with the same abundance.

			Game was also varied, and available in prodigious quantities. Having been on Martha’s Vineyard when the deer are in rut, I can easily understand why venison was the major animal protein in the Northeast, and indeed in much of the country. Hunting was very serious business indeed, with methods developed and perfected to stalk game. In the Southeast, Choctaw and Chickasaw were recorded as using animal skins as methods of disguise, with an astounding level of nuanced skill and mastery. As reported in Dumont du Montigny’s 1753 Mémoires Historiques sur la Louisiane:

			When a deer was killed, the hunter first cut off the head as far down as the shoulders.

			…then he skins the neck without cutting the skin and having removed the bones and flesh from it, he draws out all the brains from the head. After this operation, he replaces the bones of the neck very neatly and fixes them in place with the aid of a wooden hoop and some little sticks.… He carries it with him hung to his belt when he goes hunting, and as soon as he perceives a bison or deer, he passes his right hand into the neck of this deer, with which he conceals his face, and begins to make the same kind of movements the living animal would make.

			On the Plains, the buffalo indeed roamed in such numbers and their herds were so vast that the pounding of their hoofs sounded like thunder. When they were hunted and butchered, the uppermost layers of fat and meat were often transformed into pemmican by pounding it with the wild berries that were regularly available and consumed; this preserved both items, and provided a portable, calorie-dense food with a range of nutrients. While buffalo meat was the food mainstay on the Plains, other animals like bear, antelope, and occasionally smaller game were also eaten.

			Throughout much of the land, corn was so important that it was, and is, considered a primordial mother by many groups. The growing of corn was often part of an elegantly designed system of agriculture that we know in the Anglo world as the Iroquoian Triad, or the Three Sisters. In it, corn, beans, and squash are planted together to grow in symbiotic harmony. The beans use the corn stalks for support and the squash leaves shade the young plants. The result is a more abundant harvest and, when eaten together, the three foods provide a complete protein.

			While tribal social and political structures varied, groups of tribes often banded together to form powerful alliances, the largest of which was known to Europeans as the Haudenosaunee Confederacy. It comprised members of the Cayuga, Mohawk, Oneida, Onondaga, and Seneca who came together to aid each other through trading and mutual support, even sharing food in times of war and famine. It has been argued that some aspects of their representative form of governance may have been folded into the ideas of the original framers of the American constitution.

			Their tradition of mutual aid was perhaps at the basis of the help that was offered to the initial European settlers, like the bushels of corn that the Oneida sent to George Washington during the Revolutionary War.

			While the Native peoples’ world was not entirely the romanticized Peaceable Kingdom, it was nonetheless a world of interdependency and self-sufficiency that would be disrupted and devastated after contact with the Europeans. The Wampanoag and Shinnecock met the British in the coastal Northeast; the Natchez, the Biloxi, and others met the French and the Spanish in the Southeast; the Sioux, Iowa, and Plains Cree met the French in the headwaters of the Mississippi and Missouri rivers, while others met the Spanish downriver. Contact with Europeans settlers, trappers, and conquistadors was not a happy time for any of them.

			Despite destruction and privation, some of their descendants continue their foodways, whether through preservation of traditional ingredients and techniques, or through replication, evolution, or reimagination, wherever they are.

			Julianne Vanderhoop, a Wampanoag chef from the island of Martha’s Vineyard, cooks a contemporary version of her tribe’s seafood-rich traditional foods, while Sean Sherman, an Oglala Lakota chef, focuses on researching and developing a decolonized cuisine: imagining what indigenous foods would look like today had colonialism never reached this land. Renée Hunter, a Shinnecock whose father lived on the reservation on eastern Long Island until his death at 104, still craves the tastes of dishes from her childhood summer visits and continues some of the tribe’s culinary traditions in her Manhattan apartment.

			The American braid begins, by necessity, with the Indigenous peoples. John Barbry, a Tunica-Biloxi, probably expressed it best when he simply stated that, “the Tunica and the Biloxi encountered the French in 1699. So, we’ve had that relationship for a long time. Of course, we would be influenced by French culture and the people.… It’s hard to kind of break those things apart.”

			Through the course of post-contact history, new grains, fruits and vegetables, and meats have been added to traditional diets for most Native communities, for good and for otherwise. The fry bread that many associate with the foods of the Southwest speaks more to the wheat flour and the cooking traditions of Europeans—and yes, colonialism—than to the original traditions of the Native peoples; fry bread is itself an object with two stories: one, of oppression and the forced replacement of Native foods, another, of resilience and resourcefulness in the face of that oppression.

			Among many Native peoples, though, there is a growing movement to decolonize food and return to the traditional ways of eating and to traditional forms of food production, where plants were grown in symbiotic harmony with the land. Their work posits hope for the future and a return to more agri-culture, and less agri-business.
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			Moshup’s Child

			Julianne Vanderhoop

			I no longer remember when I first met Juli Vanderhoop; I knew her great-uncle and vividly remember the taste of his simple but delicious food served at his café on the cliffs of what was then called Gay Head on the Massachusetts island of Martha’s Vineyard. African Americans have been summer residents of the island for more than a century and a half. My parents were among the families who bought summer houses there, and I have returned to it every year since, making it a place to which I have a deep connection of over half a century.

			The Native origin story, though, stretches much farther back: The Wampanoag story tells of Moshup, the giant who shaped the land of Noepe, now called Martha’s Vineyard. He was responsible for the glorious multihued cliffs of Gay Head, an area that is today again called Aquinnah, after its Wampanoag name, and meaning “land under the hill.” Anyone driving on their way to those cliffs seeing Julianne Vanderhoop scurrying around the Orange Peel Bakery might assume she was just another of the many summer workers on this famed island off the coast of Massachusetts. But if they happen to see her a few hours later, as she curates her offerings of bread, pies, local honey, house-made granolas, and drinks, or prepping her menu of Thursday night pizzas and full suppers on Sundays, cooked in the beehive stone oven that she had painstakingly constructed, they might think, “Wow, that’s an enterprising individual!” They would only begin to get the real measure of Julianne.

			Juli, as she is known to all’s fiefdom, is situated on the road to the Aquinnah Cliffs and surrounded by forest lands, where dappled sunlight plays off the small brook that runs through it. Her bakery is on her family land near Black Brook; it is land that is sacred to the Wampanoag tribe.

			Juli comes by her enterprise and her commitment naturally. The Vanderhoop family is legendary on the island. Juli’s relative, Napoleon Madison, wearing full tribal regalia, appeared on the postcards of my youth. He was the medicine man of the Aquinnah Wampanoag tribe. Juli’s brother Buddy is a renowned fishing charter boat owner who has taken out such island notables as James Taylor, Jim Belushi, President Obama, and Spike Lee. Her grandfather used to play with Tashtego, the legendary whaler, and her great-uncle Amos Smalley killed the whale that was immortalized as Moby Dick.

			The Native peoples are a quiet presence on the island that has become known as a vacation spot for the rich and famous. Aquinnah is the smallest of its townships, with a population of 439 in the 2020 census. Forested thickets contrast with the dunes and crashing Atlantic waves on the beaches of the island’s south shore, and the awe-inspiring splendor of the multicolored clay cliffs. The township is a throwback to days long gone.

			Juli herself, though, is an oh-so-modern woman who has done everything from working as an early childhood educator to piloting commercial jets. When she returned to her native Aquinnah after years in “America”—as the mainland is called by many on the island—she rapidly became active in the town’s life. She is currently on several island boards and is a select person of the town and active in its governance.

			It’s not surprising, then, that when Juli set her sights on working in food, she became a culinary force in her “up-island” location. She had been taught to bake by her stepfather, Luther Madison. Baking had been a type of meditation for him, as she once told an interviewer for Edible Vineyard:

			They told him he had two months to live, but he’d make pies every day and lived for 16 more years. When he wasn’t feeling well, he’d roll out of bed and make the crust. Then go back to bed. Then he’d get up to fill the pies. Then back to bed. Then up to put the lid on. Back to bed. Up to bake the pies. Back to bed. It was his meditation. Watching this process, I fell in love with food and the oven.

			To me, she mused:

			Although my heritage is mixed, I was raised Native, a lifelong [tribal] member here on the island. I guess Natives these days would say, “It’s not about your blood quantity, it’s about your system of values.” I feel that being born and raised on our territorial homeland definitely has helped me to grasp the real meaning of the community and what our environment brings into our lives.… Where I was raised, you are challenged every day by the weather that was around you or things like that. You really had to find a balance to get through the day and that’s what was impressed upon me from a young child, that the Gay Headers were strong and that they had the will to survive and get things done. That’s what I was taught.

			The natural world of Aquinnah/Gay Head was always a constant in Juli’s life.

			I was really raised out on the dunes. The earth yielded its bounty. In the summertime, we’d have plenty of fish, plenty of bass. The fish would change in the wintertime as we went onto the boats. So we would have a lobster, flounder, and monkfish if we were kind of lucky. (Even though monkfish wasn’t eaten really a lot back then! It was called goosefish. We’d more play with it on the beach, and my father would warn us about its jaws.)

			Sometimes, I would go watch my father fishing. I would collect everything from steamers to mussels and what we called sweetmeats—I don’t even know the real name for them! There were always quahogs; there were always lobsters. I’ve always loved raw shellfish and I love to go shellfishing. We’d go down and we’d do the wiggle waggle with our feet; we dance around and pull at least 40 or 50 clams. Then we’ll go home. We’ll cook some and we’ll have some on the half shell and it’s definitely a great experience.

			There was also venison, as well as ducks and geese. My grandfather had a big garden, but our vegetables, honestly, I don’t remember at all. There were cranberries and we even have a holiday in honor of the cranberry. Aquinnah wasn’t such a bad place for a kid.

			Juli is very much a person of her place, and her community is of primary importance to her. It is so important, that during her global travels as a pilot, she eventually decided to come back home to this small island. When she returned in the early 2000s, she was looking for something to do. A friend suggested that as she was thinking of working in the food realm and loved baking she start a bakery. She imported a wood-burning beehive oven and built it by hand. That oven now serves as an anchor for the community. Owned by a Native person wanting to fill a seat at the culinary table on Martha’s Vineyard, in the space that is her ancestral homeland, her Orange Peel Bakery welcomes not only summer visitors, but especially year-round residents of Aquinnah and members of the community. They come to eat, buy baked goods, catch up on local news, or purchase food they may not be able to get nearby, miles from the nearest supermarket or grocery store. The bakery, with its large yard, festively decorated with lights and charming mismatched furniture, is a gathering place as much as it is a business. (In fact, the baked goods are offered with a box by the door for your cash—on an honor system.)

			Juli’s oven has multiple purposes. Aside from the delicious breads and cookies that she bakes and offers for sale at her bakery, she uses the oven to create community. Aquinnah is the smallest and the poorest of the towns on the Vineyard, with little year-round commerce, and its up-island location can make it feel remote and distanced from the other towns on the island. But, with events like Pizza Night, a weekly happening that has been going on for more than a decade, Juli brings together not only tribal members and locals but also tourists and down-islanders, and, as her reputation grows in the culinary world, food lovers from all over. She provides the pizza base; guests have to bring their own toppings. The pizzas are expertly baked and then served to those who brought the ingredients. In recent years, Juli has gone beyond Pizza Night and now hosts catered dinners, concerts, and pop-ups featuring chefs of color from around the world, where the food is all prepared in that huge oven. Or she may do a menu featuring the fish and shellfish that have long sustained the Wampanoag, that she remembers so fondly from her youth. Sitting around the outdoor tables near the oven on any given summer afternoon, it is heartening to notice the number of folks from both within and without the immediate Aquinnah community who stop to pick up goods or just to say hi. Juli has used food to provide an anchor for her community and has shared her community’s way with food and life with the world.

			The bakery is also a place that Juli has developed into a year-round business: no mean feat in a very small spot on a seasonal island. During COVID, the bakery became a community hub offering foods that residents might otherwise have had to drive about twenty miles down-island to obtain. There are also a growing number of Orange Peel branded items and a book exchange brimming with books donated by and of interest to the community. The bakery has not only allowed her to earn a living, it has cemented her community together.

			The other part of Juli’s community work is about embracing the traditional crafts and contemporary culture of her people. She keeps bees, selling and using their honey, and is creating a line of products that will take her traditional foods beyond the immediate community. Juli has steadily moved beyond her Aquinnah surroundings to bring the word of her cooking and Wampanoag traditions to others both down-island at events like the Martha’s Vineyard African American Film Festival and the Martha’s Vineyard Museum’s first food symposium, but also beyond the Vineyard community in articles in local and national newspapers and on television shows as well. Her efforts were honored by her 2023 receipt of the Vineyard’s prestigious Martha’s Vineyard Community Foundation’s Creative Living Award.

			Her recipes celebrate the Wampanoags’ connections to the sea, and to the land on which she lives, the island that they called Noepe.

			
				Sugar Maple

				The sugar maple, a tree in the lychee family, is native to eastern Canada and the eastern United States, best known for producing the maple sugar and maple syrup that top today’s pancakes and were a vital sweetener in Native cuisines for centuries.

				The Abenaki have lived in what became northeastern Vermont for thousands of years, and have long been cultivating sugar maple trees and producing syrup on their land using traditional methods to tap the sap. The sap, a clear liquid, is collected in springtime and boiled to concentrate the sugar. The leaves, which have their own sweetness, are also eaten, as are the inner bark and seeds.

				Like the Abenaki, the Ojibwe of Minnesota also harvested maple sugar. To harvest the sugar, a hole is bored into the tree, a spigot is pushed into the hole, and the spigot diverts the sap into a collection container. Finally, the collected sap is put into a large kettle and boiled. The Ojibwe people boiled the sugar down to granules that became their primary seasoning. Other groups created syrups; both were valued as trading goods. Historically, women played a major role in sugar production, but with the need for wood cutters, water gatherers, and more, there was work for everyone and sugar making became a time of coming together.

				Cranberries and Cranberry Day

				Cranberry bushes are low vines of small evergreen shrubs that grow in sandy soil of the northern hemisphere; anyone driving along the lower Cape Cod highways can peer out the car window at cranberry bogs. In commercial cultivation, the bogs are flooded in autumn for harvest, which ideally takes place after the first frost. In recent decades, cranberries have been recognized as a superfood, and are now touted as being able to prevent urinary tract infections, reduce inflammation, improve heart health, reduce cavities, and maintain digestive health.

				The fruit, twenty-first century virtues notwithstanding, is a traditional one for the Wampanoag tribe, who do not flood them, but let them grow naturally. On the second Tuesday in October, members of the Wampanoag tribe of Aquinnah on Noepe, as the island of Martha’s Vineyard is known to them, celebrate Cranberry Day. The bogs and vines have been tended on Noepe for over two hundred years, owned by the tribe as part of their trust land.

				On Cranberry Day, tribal children are excused from school, relatives arrive, and food is prepared for the communal supper that will end the day. The food may include clam fritters, clear broth clam chowder, and stuffed quahogs, all traditional dishes. And there are always many forms of cranberries celebrating the age-old connection of the simple North American berry with the People of the First Light.

			

			Beer-Battered Maple Leaves

			and Cranberry Syrup
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			Serves 6 to 8

			Sugar maple trees are abundant in the Northeast, and maple was the traditional sweetener for many of the Native peoples. The syrup and sugar of maple are vital, but the leaves of the tree are also edible, slightly sweet in taste, and make a surprising snack when battered and fried. While Juli developed the recipe on her own, it is interesting to note that sugar maple leaves are also fried in tempura batter and eaten in Japan. Sugar maple leaves are worth the effort to find. The young leaves that can be foraged in the spring are surprisingly tasty.

			Here, the fritters are served with a syrup that Juli devised that combines the sweetness of maple sugar and the bracing tartness of the cranberries that were a major foodstuff and source of vitamins for the Wampanoag.

			Vegetable oil, for frying

			2 cups all-purpose flour

			2 teaspoons baking powder

			½ cup dark beer

			15 to 20 medium-sized maple leaves

			Powdered sugar, for sprinkling

			Cranberry Syrup (recipe follows) or maple syrup, for serving

			
					
					Pour 1½ inches of oil into a Dutch oven and heat over medium heat to 350°F. Line a baking sheet with paper towels and set near the stove.

				

					
					In a medium bowl, mix the flour and baking powder together and gently stir in the beer, leaving a splash or two behind, until the batter comes together. The batter should coat the back of a spoon but not be loose and runny; if it’s too thick, add the rest of the beer. Do not overmix the batter; just get it mostly smooth.

				

					
					Working in batches, dip the leaves one at a time into the batter and immediately place in the oil to fry until golden brown, about 90 seconds. Flip and fry about 90 seconds more. Place the leaves on the paper towels.

				

					
					Sprinkle them with powdered sugar before serving with cranberry or maple syrup.

				

			

			Cranberry Syrup

			Makes about 2¼ cups

			Cranberry syrup can be used in cocktails, such as mimosas, or added to seltzer to make a refreshing summertime swig!

			1 pound cranberries, fresh or frozen

			1½ cups maple syrup

			1½ tablespoons fresh lemon juice

			
					
					In a heavy pot, combine the cranberries, syrup, and 1½ cups water and bring to a boil over high heat. Reduce the heat to medium and simmer briskly until the consistency is slightly thicker than water, about 45 minutes.

				

					
					Remove from the heat and use a potato masher to crush the berries to a slightly chunky consistency. (Alternatively, transfer to a blender and pulse 10 to 20 times.)

				

					
					Transfer to a fine-mesh sieve set over a medium bowl and strain, pressing on the solids gently to extract the liquid. Discard the solids.

				

					
					Add the lemon juice and allow to cool to room temperature before transferring to a container. Store in the refrigerator for up to 10 days or in the freezer for up to 1 month.

				

			

			Clear Broth Clam Chowder
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			Serves 6 to 8

			The word “chowder” may come from the French term chaudron or chaudière, meaning “a cauldron,” but the main ingredients of this dish are the clams that were the culinary mainstays of many of the Atlantic tribes. Unlike the more typical New England clam chowder that uses dairy, this chowder, like many of the traditional ones of the Native peoples, has a clear broth that allows the briny, ocean taste of the hardshell clams called quahogs in the Northeast to come through more intensely. This chowder is seasoned simply with onion, dill, and some salt pork, a European addition to the pot and an indication of the early braiding of foodways, as it was often a staple on sailing ships. The chowder is made with a base of fish stock, and tastes of the salt air that surrounds Aquinnah.

			6 ounces salt pork, rinsed and cut into ½-inch cubes

			1 medium onion, finely chopped

			½ teaspoon fennel seeds, crushed

			2 cups chopped clams (I like to use Cento)

			½ teaspoon brandy (optional)

			1½ pounds russet potatoes, peeled and cut into ½-inch cubes

			2 cups fish stock, store-bought or homemade (recipe follows)

			1½ cups bottled clam juice

			2 tablespoons minced fresh dill

			Kosher salt and freshly ground black pepper

			Crackers, for serving

			
					
					In a Dutch oven, cook the salt pork over medium heat, stirring regularly, until browned and crisp, about 15 minutes. Using a slotted spoon, transfer the pork to a small bowl.

				

					
					Remove all but 2 tablespoons of the rendered fat from the pot. Add the onions and fennel seeds, and cook, stirring occasionally, until the onions are softened, 10 to 15 minutes.

				

					
					Increase the heat to high. Add the clams and brandy (if using) and cook, stirring constantly, for 2 minutes. Add the potatoes, fish stock, clam juice, 1 tablespoon of the dill, and reserved salt pork. Bring to a boil, then reduce the heat to maintain a simmer and cook until the potatoes are tender, about 15 minutes.

				

					
					Taste and season with salt and pepper, if needed. Ladle into serving bowls, garnish with the remaining dill, and serve with crackers.

				

			

			Fish Stock

			Makes 1 quart

			Fish stock is a handy pantry item. Leftover stock can be used as a poaching liquid as well as in soups, stews, sauces, and risottos.

			4 pounds fish bones (from white fish, such as flounder, bass, or halibut), cut into 2-inch pieces

			1 cup dry white wine

			2 cups chopped onions

			5 medium celery stalks, coarsely chopped

			4 medium carrots, coarsely chopped

			Herb bundle: Bay leaves, parsley, and thyme sprigs (to taste), tied together with kitchen twine

			Kosher salt

			
					
					In a stockpot, combine the fish bones and water to cover by 1 to 2 inches. Add the wine and bring to a boil over high heat. Reduce the heat to low and skim off any white foam from the top. Add the vegetables and herb bundle and adjust the heat to let simmer. Cook for 25 minutes. Season lightly with salt, then strain the stock, discard the solids, and let it cool.

				

			

			Mustard-Aioli Roasted Bluefish
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			Serves 2

			Bluefish is a popular game fish that is abundant in the waters off Martha’s Vineyard. When the blues are running, they seem to be everywhere, but most often the fatty fish is found smoked. Juli cooks it fresh and attenuates the somewhat oily taste of the bluefish with a contemporary nod to European culinary traditions in the form of a lemony, mustardy aioli, spread on top before roasting, which also helps to keep the fish juicy. While the rich taste of bluefish is beloved by locals, this method also works well for other fish. Just make sure to adjust the cooking time if you have thinner fillets—they will cook faster.

			2 skin-on bluefish fillets (6 ounces each)

			Kosher salt and freshly ground black pepper

			Vegetable oil or softened butter, for greasing

			¼ cup mayonnaise

			2 tablespoons fresh lemon juice

			4 teaspoons Dijon mustard

			½ teaspoon garlic powder

			¼ teaspoon cayenne pepper

			
					
					Preheat the oven to 400°F.

				

					
					Pat the bluefish dry with paper towels and season with salt and black pepper on both sides. Grease a large skillet with the oil and place the fish skin-side down on it.

				

					
					In a small bowl, whisk together the mayonnaise, lemon juice, mustard, garlic powder, and cayenne until combined. Coat the top of the fish fillets evenly with the mayonnaise mixture.

				

					
					Roast until the bluefish flakes apart when gently prodded with a paring knife and registers 140°F, about 8 minutes. Serve hot.

				

			

			Wampanoag Clam Fritters
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			Makes 8 large or 16 small fritters

			Soft-shell clams, also called steamers because they are usually cooked that way, are somewhat difficult to obtain if you don’t live in an area where the mollusks are abundant. They are worth the search in the same way that soft-shell crabs are; they are delicate in texture and briny in flavor. Be sure to pull off the tough outer coating of the siphon, which is a prominent feature of these clams.

			Steamers are also known as Ipswich or Essex clams or, somewhat ironically, fryers, because that’s the other way they are most often enjoyed.

			If you cannot find steamers, substitute hard-shell littleneck clams, or even canned whole clams. The steamers are seasonal, showing up in the Northeast between May and October. Here, the clams’ natural briny sweetness serves as a surprising foil for the tender fritter batter.

			⅔ cup all-purpose flour

			1 teaspoon baking powder

			½ teaspoon kosher salt

			½ teaspoon freshly ground black pepper

			Minced fresh chives or cayenne pepper (optional)

			⅓ cup whole milk

			⅓ cup bottled clam juice or Fish Stock (this page)

			1 large egg

			10 ounces freshly shucked clam meat, or 2 (10-ounce) cans baby clams (I like Cento brand), drained

			2 cups vegetable oil, for frying

			
					
					In a small bowl, whisk together the flour, baking powder, salt, and black pepper. If desired, stir in some chives or cayenne.

				

					
					In a medium bowl, whisk together the milk, clam juice, and egg. Add the flour mixture and clam meats to the milk mixture and stir to combine.

				

					
					In a medium Dutch oven or deep sauté pan, heat the oil over medium-high heat until it reaches 375°F. Adjust the heat as needed to maintain this temperature. Line a plate with paper towels and set near the stove.

				

					
					Working in batches to avoid crowding, carefully spoon fritter batter into the hot oil and fry until golden brown on each side, 3 to 5 minutes, flipping halfway through cooking. Use ¼ cup batter for large fritters or 2 tablespoons for smaller ones. Transfer the fried fritters to the paper towels to drain. Serve hot.

				

			

			
				Thanksgiving

				Entering the third decade of the twenty-first century, there is probably no American holiday more contentious than Thanksgiving. The holiday that became national by decree of President Abraham Lincoln in 1863, in the middle of the Civil War, is one that celebrates the much-fictionalized meeting between the Wampanoags and the Pilgrims. Today, we see with clearer eyes the problematic relations between the European settlers and the Indigenous people, leading to the eventual violent European conquest of the land. Of course, we also feel the momentum of ritual and celebration by millions of families who simply take the occasion toward the end of the fall to come together and feast.

				But for a window on what could have been, it’s worthwhile to read this passage by Edward Winslow who attended that first Thanksgiving in 1621:

				Our harvest being gotten in, our governor sent four men on fowling, so that we might after a special manner rejoice together, after we had gathered the fruits of our labors; they four in one day killed as much fowl, as with a little help beside, served the Company almost a week, at which time amongst other recreations, we exercised our Arms, many of the Indians coming amongst us, and amongst the rest their greatest king Massasoit, with some ninety men, whom for three days we entertained and feasted, and they went out and killed five Deer, which they brought to the Plantation and bestowed on our governor, and upon the Captain and others. And although it be not always so plentiful, as it was at this time with us, yet by the goodness of God, we are so far from want, that we often wish you partakers of our plenty.

				We really don’t know what they ate, although likely—as Juli Vanderhoop’s recipes have shown—there were plentiful fish and clams, other shellfish, eels, and cranberries along with the corn, beans, and squash that the Wampanoag had taught the Pilgrims to grow using the Three Sisters method. The harmony evidenced by the gathering was short-lived, but it provides one of the very few examples of the potential of rapport between Europeans and Native peoples that we have from the early days of what would become the United States.

				A Note About Salt

				Salt is a complex matter in recipe writing. Savory dishes tend to be forgiving and while novice cooks should follow the recipe amounts, more adept cooks will often ignore them and salt to taste. Baking, however, is more complex and can go awry if the wrong salt is used. Morton’s kosher salt is twice as salty as Diamond Crystal kosher salt. In the recipes in Braided Heritage, unless otherwise stated, Diamond Crystal kosher salt was used in development and testing.
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			Reservation Remembrances

			Renée C. Hunter

			Renée C. Hunter breezed into my life as she sneaked out to my front porch on Martha’s Vineyard to have a few puffs of a clandestine cigarette one summer’s evening. I’d been entertaining an old friend that I had reconnected with on the island after forty years; Renée was her best friend and we found that we shared some history through her. I had been intrigued by her and was glad to have a few quiet minutes to speak with her. She was petite and elegant, wearing an armful of silver bracelets, jeans, and a top made stunning with a cashmere Hermès shawl, designed by Black Texan artist Kermit Oliver: an outfit that was multilayered, an interesting read. The Kermit Oliver shawl, I suspected, signaled that she might have some connection to the Native peoples that he illustrated so beautifully in his work. This suspicion was furthered by recognition of her wrought Navajo and Zuni bracelets, and eventually confirmed by Renée herself when she informed me that she was a fully enrolled member of the Shinnecock tribe.

			As we got to know each other better, I learned that her father lived on the Shinnecock reservation on the eastern end of Long Island. I vaguely remembered the reservation as a small place, where I had gone to the annual Labor Day powwow when I was a small child. In those days, the reservation was nestled among the potato fields that were the agricultural mainstay of the region. Seventy years later, those potato fields have morphed into the enclave of the super-rich known as the Hamptons. Today, the small reservation is
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			Clam Pie
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			Venison Stew
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				Powwows

				
				
				
			

			Strawberry Shortcake
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			Strawberry Compote
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			Culture Warrior

			John Barbry

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			Beef Boulettes and Gravy
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			Pan-Fried Galettes
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			Chicken Gizzard Jambalaya
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			Roux

			
			
			
			
			
					
					
				

			

			Pork Stew
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			Chicken Fricassée
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			The Sioux Chef

			Sean Sherman

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
				Bison and Buffalo

				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
			

			Maple and Spruce Braised Rabbit
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				Wild Rice

				
				
				
				
				
				
			

			Wild Rice and Mustard Green Cakes
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