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  Introduction


  Blue Ridge Cuisine: Mountains of Flavor


  The Blue Ridge Mountains earn their name from the blue haze seen from a distance, its rolling ridges fading into the horizon. A beautiful place to explore, it offers craggy, steep hills to climb for wild blueberries, waterfalls tumbling into streams with elusive trout, and verdant coves to search for ramps, chanterelles, even bears.


  For centuries, both the Cherokees and early white settlers lived well off what these mountains provided. Mountainous terrain meant only patches of land that could be farmed or larger fields in valleys that frequently flooded. Despite those challenges, small family farms produced much of what was needed.


  The Blue Ridge region has long been known for its apple stack cakes filled with apple butter, sourwood honey, rainbow trout, skillet corn bread, cathead biscuits, and beans, but today, there’s a new culinary energy erupting from the area.


  From the southern edge of North Carolina up to central Virginia around Charlottesville, the Farm-to-Table movement is thriving, and so—once again—are small farms and artisanal food providers. A greater number of restaurants feature local foods from local farmers and food artisans on their seasonal menus. Slow Food conviviums hold monthly events highlighting local foodways. Nonprofit agricultural projects, such as Blue Ridge Women in Agriculture, help farmers and local food markets thrive.


  Weekly tailgate markets are held in just about every small town throughout the Blue Ridge, with tables overflowing with heirloom varieties of veggies and fruits, fresh goat cheese, sorghum syrup or honey, and handcrafted baked goods—all culinary treasures to be savored.


  Chat with these farmers at the markets, and you’ll witness their passion for growing inherently better-for-you and better-tasting veggies without chemicals. Taste their pork chops and beef steaks from animals that have enjoyed roaming freely on grassy pastures, and you’ll understand why today’s farmers make such an effort to “do things right.” Reducing carbon footprints, renewing soil, and conserving energy are all part of the process of producing great-tasting food. That’s a lot to balance.


  So do not assume these farmers are hillbillies. More young farmers, and those on a second career, have learned sustainable farming techniques from college studies or internships with other organic farmers. They’re utilizing economic development grants available from the national tobacco settlement program to replace tobacco as the main cash crop and joining co-ops to economize on expensive equipment like refrigerated trucks.


  “Sustainability” is their mission. To make the business of farming work, they’ve got to be able to market their products and take care of the earth they work to keep it producing. It’s a business of working with forces beyond their control—like floods, drought, or frost, or an economic downturn, sometimes all within the same year.


  “Local” Inspiration


  The Farm-to-Fork movement in the Blue Ridge, as elsewhere, involves a lot of heart and soul.


  Gail Lunsford inherited Wake Robin Farm in Madison County, North Carolina, which has been in her family for seven generations, since the early 1800s. When husband Steve Bardwell decided it was time to retire from his own specialty software business, home to the mountains they went.


  Then they realized there wasn’t a local tailgate market. So they helped organize a weekly market in Marshall, a one-whistle train stop along the French Broad River.


  And then they realized there was no bread being sold at the market. Steve and Gail both liked to bake, so they experimented and added some commercial ovens to their back porch. When those loaves met with such success not only at the market but also with restaurants, Steve built a wood-fired hearth oven out back, from which they produce European-style and whole grain breads from organic flours from North Carolina’s Lindley Mills.


  For their Wednesday and Saturday farmers’ markets, Steve has to stoke a fire twenty-four hours before the bake. Traditional levain-method (made from sourdough starter) and yeast-boosted breads have to be started, kneaded, and allowed to rise. Around midnight before market days, they don headlamps and stopwatches on lanyards and start the baking, finishing just before the sun comes up. They take a nap, then off to the market.


  Or take Sally and Mark Tueting of Sweet Seasons Farm near Batesville, Virginia. “Do you like freedom? So do chickens. And cows. And turkeys. And pigs . . .” reads their blog. Their four young children like the freedom, also, of playing with the free-range animals right in their backyard, or scooping up still-warm eggs, or catching baby turkeys.


  Mark is a history teacher who moves the portable chicken coops and livestock daily before and after his high school duties, while Sally, a journalist, supervises all. Renovating the old farmhouse they moved to several years ago is still a work in progress. “Four kids and one bathroom?” she says with a laugh.


  Just as they are determined to raise their kids in this wholesome environment, they raise all of their animals in a humane way, with lots of human interaction and respect. Farm income comes from selling fresh eggs to restaurants in Charlottesville, Virginia, and others, and “petit” beef (steers slaughtered at one year of age to avoid winter-purchased feed), and pork and lamb by the sides. Mark is rehabilitating the soil of the pastures used in rotation for his grazing livestock, much like the grass-farmer guru Joel Salatin, lauded in Omnivore’s Dilemma by Michael Pollan, whose Polyface Farm lies over the other side of the Blue Ridge at the base of the Shenandoah Valley.


  For chefs to offer local foods, they have to have local resources they can depend on, not only for quantity but also quality. Most get to know their farmers and count them among their friends. Josh Smith, while chef at Local Roots in Roanoke, got in the fields with the sheep and lambs at Border Springs Farm. The staff at Red Hen in Lexington, Virginia, helped load shiitake spores into the logs from where they eventually sprouted. John and Julie Stehling at Early Girl Eatery in Asheville, North Carolina, have potluck dinners with Jamie and Amy Ager of Hickory Nut Gap Farm, which supplies the restaurant with meats.
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  Keeping things local keeps the money local, too. “The economics of local foods and locavores in general close the loop for the economic formula that is a restaurant or farm,” says Tomas Rahal, chef/owner of Mas (or more formally, Mas Tapas) in Charlottesville. “By connecting the two you continue the sustainable efforts by everyone to make the best outcome possible.”


  When a truck stop at the intersection of I-81 in Meadowview, Virginia, threatened to suck dollars from the local economy, a group of foodies decided to fight back. With fifteen investors, a general store and restaurant, the Harvest Table, was founded. “We are not a ‘fair-weather’ local food restaurant that has a few local items, perhaps in peak season,” says director Steven Hopp. “We are devoted to sourcing as much of our goods as close to home as possible. Our idea is a long-term goal of re-creating a regional sustainable system with an eye to the future.”


  The food movement is powerful, says Hopp. A professor of environmental studies, he and his wife, renowned author Barbara Kingsolver, and daughters moved back to his family farm and decided to devote a year to living off what they grew and produced, buying what they otherwise needed within their local community. Together they wrote the best-selling Animal, Vegetable, Miracle: A Year of Food Life, which describes their commitment.


  All across the Blue Ridge are farmers, chefs, and food artisans who are just as passionate and committed. In this book you’ll find their stories, with a bit about each recipe or the person who shared it, whether it was from a celebrated chef, or the farmer who wanted to showcase his product, or the home cook sharing a sacred family tradition.


  “We need to understand every time we eat something, we are eating the story behind that food,” said Josh Viertel, the president of Slow Food USA.


  Like with any story, there’s a backdrop for food, too. To understand the cuisine of the Blue Ridge today, take a look at how its people have eaten well for centuries.


  Living Off the Land


  The land of the Blue Ridge provided everything the Native Americans needed for food, shelter, clothing, and medicine. The Cherokees arrived during the last Ice Age and by 8000 BC, about the same time that agriculture began in China and Europe, had established semi-permanent villages. By the time early Spanish explorers arrived, they had a sophisticated network of villages, homes, gardens, and orchards.
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  William Bartram was a naturalist who traveled throughout the wilderness of the Southeast beginning in 1773 to collect samples and seeds to be sent to England, and later joined Lewis and Clark on their great expedition out west.


  When Bartram wrote about encountering the Creek and Cherokee Indians in western North Carolina, he seemed most impressed by their foods. Men hunted and fished, while women gathered and gardened.


  He noted their meats were from bear, venison, rabbits, and turkeys caught in the wild, and even domesticated goats and pigs that we now know were left behind by the Spanish conquistador Hernando DeSoto during his explorations through North Carolina’s mountains in 1549, two centuries earlier.


  Bartram listed what’s called the Three Sisters—corn, beans, and squash—as well as sweet potatoes and pumpkins grown in communal gardens by the women. Corn was planted in hillocks, and once sprouted, beans and squash were planted around it. The beans used the cornstalks as beanpoles; the squash grew low and kept weeds down. There were also cultivated peaches adopted from the Spanish and grafted wild plums and persimmons the Cherokee nurtured in large orchards.


  Fresh ramps were gathered in the spring, as well as other native greens that grew in moist bottomland. Grapes and berries grew wild. Bartram wrote about coming upon a group of Cherokee women frolicking naked among a clearing of ripe strawberries.


  The Cherokee used bear grease and oils from acorns, walnuts, and hickory nuts. Stews were a constant, kept warm over coals, cooked in fragile pottery urns or suspended buckskins. To get the water or stew to boil, hot stones were carefully added to the liquid, one by one. Trout was also roasted on grids of saplings, as were buffalo and other meats.


  Bread was an important staple of the Cherokee diet. Chestnuts or acorns were ground into meal, as was corn, then simply mixed with water and cooked on a hot rock or pan. Molasses and blackberries made sweeter breads.


  A still revered Cherokee dish is bean bread, made from corn that has been treated with wood ash to remove its outer layer, which makes it “hominy.” It’s beaten into a fine mash, to which pinto-style beans are added and again mashed. Then the mixture is shaped into round patties, fried or, more often, wrapped in green cornhusks, tied with string, and dropped into boiling water like dumplings. In the old days, Cherokees spread these with bear grease or oil rendered from passenger pigeons.


  To make it through the winter, the Native Americans dried vegetables and fruits in the sun. They made a fruit leather from a puree of persimmons and other berries. Meats were also hung to dry.


  Cast-iron pots and knives were quickly accepted in trade with the settlers, as Native Americans had no metals. So were apples, although some settlers reported finding orchards already established in Cherokee villages when they arrived. That was due to the trading paths that moved goods quickly through the Southeast. Of interest, the term apple was an insult exchanged among the Cherokee, implying “red on the outside, white on the inside.”


  When the first German, Scots-Irish, and English settlers arrived in the 1740s the Cherokees tolerated them. Then more and more settlers claimed territory, and officials reneged on negotiated treaties. By the French and Indian War in 1756, they sided with the British, only to declare war on them three years later. The Cherokee thought they were fighting to preserve their homeland, not give it over to British settlers. Peaceful coexistence was constantly interrupted by skirmishes from both sides. In 1838 a majority of the surviving Cherokee who had not purchased land were rounded up and forced to evacuate on the devastating Trail of Tears to Oklahoma. The Cherokee that remain today are descendants of those who hid or who owned land.


  Grits and Determination


  The Blue Ridge sits on the Eastern Continental Divide. Getting to these mountains from the east or coastal ports required travel on foot or horseback, because rivers flowed eastward. Most settlers followed a major trading path that became the Great Wagon Road, leading from Pennsylvania down in a southwest direction through Virginia.


  Stagecoach stops along the way in Virginia had quite a few inns and merchants established by the 1770s. Western North Carolina is more rugged, so the first land grant there was not given until 1787. By the mid-1800s, there were pockets of communities all over the Blue Ridge, but many settlers lived a long, steep walk from anybody else.


  When you farm on these steep hills, you don’t have to bend your back much to hoe, wrote a descendant of the Brinegar clan, who lived in the cabin just off the Blue Ridge Parkway, milepost 238.5, in North Carolina’s Doughton Park. The cabin is now open to the public.


  With a lush forest and outcropping rock surrounding the cabin, it’s about as idyllic as one can imagine. But it was not an easy life that Martin and Caroline Brinegar led. Living so far from any towns, they had to produce about every single thing they ate or wore or used.


  They were typical of isolated mountaintop families. Married at ages twenty and seventeen, they built themselves a cabin in the same neck of the woods as their families in 1885. The cabin had two rooms and a sleeping loft, and outside, a springhouse, root cellar, and barn. Three of their four children survived and were raised there.


  How did they get by? They had a garden, of course. They also harvested sorghum, to make a sweet syrup for the “cakes” of buckwheat that Caroline fashioned in a dough tray carved from buckeye trees. The buckwheat and rye flours were ground at a gristmill five miles away. Caroline also tended herbs, onions, and beans in her garden. Butter was churned after milking the dairy cow, and eggs were gathered daily.


  Martin made beehives, called “gums” because they were carved from black gum trees, with forked sticks inside for the bees’ honeycomb. Cattle and sheep were kept, not only for meat but also for their hides and wool.


  During the summer, hogs were turned out into the woods to fatten up on May apples, chestnuts, and acorn mast. Some pigs got so fat during their summer feast that they were easy to round up, but would plop down to rest on the way back to the farm. That wild diet gave the pork meat a rather earthy flavor, so they’d have to keep the hogs penned for a while before slaughter, feeding them grains and kitchen scraps.


  [image: This log cabin and other outbuildings at Humpback Rocks on the Blue Ridge Parkway at milepost 8.8 are typical of what early settlers built. Elizabeth Wiegand]


  Winters were brutal at that elevation, 3,500 feet. During those cold months, they lived off dried beans, stored potatoes, dried apples, and sauerkraut and fruit “canned” in stone jars, topped with beeswax, and stored in the running water tray of their springhouse. Bits of cured ham were used sparingly in soups and stews.


  Imagine their joy in finding the greens of spring—lamb’s quarters, “woolen britches,” narrow dock, and dandelion—that were always parboiled, never served raw. And the whole family would delight in berry-picking outings up and down the sides of the mountain. Wild dewberries, huckleberries, blackberries, and strawberries were eaten raw, baked in pies and cakes, and preserved in jams. They also gathered “wildfish mushrooms,” what’s called morels today.


  What did they do for cash to buy coffee, sugar, salt, flour, and other staples, as well as tools?


  Extra cabbage and “Irish” potatoes were grown to sell. The money made from the hams they cured with sugar and salt were used to pay taxes, another annual chore that required Martin to walk seven miles or so down to the county courthouse.



  [image: Baker Steve Bardwell of Wake Robin Farm Breads pulls hundreds of rolls and loaves from his outdoor wood-fired oven each week for farmers’ markets and restaurants. Elizabeth Wiegand]



  They went to the woods to collect roots to sell to pharmacists in Jefferson and Boone. Long, narrow hoes worked out “sang,” or ginseng, as well as bloodroot, alum root, black snake root, black cohosh, and witch hazel. They slivered off the bark of wild cherry trees.


  Martin made shoes. Others in the community brought him cowhides to use for their new pairs, and he dipped thread in beeswax. Caroline had a four-poster loom she brought to her marriage, which allowed her to weave fabric not only for her own family but also to sell. But first she had to harvest the wool from the sheep, or the fibers from their flax, and spin those into yarns and threads. She developed quite a reputation for her weaving skills.


  The Brinegars did not partake of nor make fruit brandy or moonshine like their neighbors did for extra money. That’s because Martin was quite religious and made a seven-mile trek to church each Sunday.


  They survived the wicked floods of 1916, taking in others whose families and houses washed away. During a huge forest fire in 1934, Caroline climbed onto the roof and dumped buckets of water onto the shingles, the water handed up by a bucket brigade of family and neighbors. The house survived although its surroundings burned. After Martin died of pneumonia after yet another long, wet walk, Caroline remained at the cabin for about a decade, until 1937.


  She refused to believe they’d build a “turnpike.” She rebuffed all efforts to sell or leave the cabin she’d spent fifty-nine years living in. Blue Ridge Parkway officials finally told her they’d like for her to remain to demonstrate her weaving. She was quoted as “wanting no part of them outside people.” When she left, she took her four-poster loom with her.


  Today, stop at milepost 238.5, and look inside the Brinegar cabin and outbuildings. You’ll find suggestions of a lingering pioneer spirit, a spunk and determination to live hard but well.


  Today’s Blue Ridge Cuisine


  With such a heritage of self-sufficiency, a reliance on small family farms, and long-running farmers’ markets like Roanoke’s, today’s Farm-to-Table movement is thriving in the Blue Ridge.


  Across the country, there is a renewed interest in fresh and local foods. It’s ubiquitous. We want to know where our food comes from and if it’s safe to eat. We’re learning to re-capture the treats of each season and enjoy their fleeting pleasures. We need to cut back on our carbon footprint, so many are becoming “locavores,” eating food grown within our home regions rather than shipped across the country. Many of us are facing obesity from too much fast food, and realize that healthy meals can be made quickly at home, especially if you’ve got fresh, wholesome food from local markets. There’s a renewed interest in creating delicious meals in our own kitchens and sharing that food around a table surrounded by loved ones.


  A bounty of good food comes from the good earth of the Blue Ridge. In this book, you’ll get to meet some of its hardworking farmers and chefs and taste the fruits of their labors. You’ll learn about traditional foods and foodways. Enjoy these stories and recipes, for they are the heart and soul of today’s Blue Ridge cuisine.


  [image: Along the Blue Ridge many farmers keep their meat production on a small scale, ensuring more humane treatment of animals, like these piglets at the former Maple Creek Farm. Molly Z. Nicholie]
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  Chapter One


  BREAKFAST AND BRUNCH


  A hearty breakfast provides the energy needed for a day full of activities, be it weeding, hiking, or riding the Blue Ridge Parkway. Most farmers rise before sunup and take care of chores first, then have their coffee and breakfast. For the rest of us, brunch is a favorite option for lazy weekends spent in a cozy cabin.


  Most breakfast choices involve eggs. Opt for free-range eggs you’ll find at farmers’ markets. Crack open the thick shell of an egg from a free-range chicken, and you’ll be amazed at the intensity of the bright yellow-orange of the yolk. They are also less runny or watery than commercial eggs, and you can truly taste the difference—all good reasons why they are prized by many chefs and home cooks.


  Free-range chickens, by definition, are allowed access to the outside. How much “access” differs according to growers. Wayne Uffelman of Blue Hill Farm allows his 600 chickens to roam free from their big barn, out into fields and hillsides, during the day. In the evening, he walks around with a feed bucket calling to them, and they rush home to be shut away from predators during the night. Some large commercial “free-range” chickens have an open door, with perhaps just a very small yard in which to trot and peck. Other farmers or backyard suburbanites have chicken houses with small, fenced-in yards that the birds tend to decimate within weeks.


  “Chicken tractors” are one way farmers can allow chickens access to fresh pasture without having the hens wander away or be eaten by predators. They are basically portable yet large pens that are moved, systematically, over pastureland. The chickens get fresh grass, maybe even fresh cow pies to find grubs in, and other earthly delights their kicking and scratching unfolds. In return, the land is fertilized with the chicken manure, the cow pies are dispersed, and the soil is aerated. What a win-win.


 


  FRESH FRUIT SMOOTHIE


  Home milk delivery seems like a blast from the past. In Virginia’s Roanoke Valley, Homestead Creamery provides that service and also sells its milk in recycled glass bottles, along with freshly churned butter and yogurt. At the dairy’s store, there’s also old-fashioned, churned ice cream.


  Local products are important to Andrea Griffith, who was the first executive chef at Primland Resort at Meadows of Dan, Virginia, just off the Blue Ridge Parkway, and now at another luxury resort in Alabama. “Why buy chemically altered food when we’ve got good, clean food out our back door?” she asked.


  ½ cup yogurt


  ½ tablespoon honey


  2 cups ice


  1 banana, diced


  1 cup seasonal fruit, diced (strawberries, blueberries, plums, apples, peaches)


  Raw sugar


  For garnish


  ½ banana, diced


  ¼ cup seasonal fruit, diced


  Splash crème de cocoa


  2–4 fresh mint leaves, for garnish


  1. Combine yogurt, honey, ice, banana, and seasonal fruits in a blender. Puree until smooth.


  2. Pour into a tall (10- to 12-ounce) cocktail glass.


  3. Sprinkle with raw sugar. If you have a kitchen torch, you can caramelize the top as Andrea does.


  4. Garnish with diced bananas mixed with diced seasonal fruit, crème de cocoa, and fresh mint leaves.


  MAKES 2 SERVINGS



  THE CHEROKEE’S LEGEND OF THE STRAWBERRY



 [image: chpt_fig_001]



  There’s a Cherokee legend about how strawberries came to be.


  The First Man and First Woman lived very happily together at the edge of the forest for a long while. But as with any relationship, they started to get on each other’s nerves.


  So First Woman decided enough was enough and left.


  First Man didn’t worry until a few days had passed and she hadn’t come back.


  The Sun felt sorry for the First Man and decided to help him out. To entice the First Woman to stop walking away, he put blueberries in her path. She took no notice and kept walking. Then the Sun caused some gorgeous blackberries to grow in her path. She kept walking.


  So the Sun caused a plant never before grown on Earth to sprout up beneath her feet. Initially, First Woman smelled a lovely aroma. She sniffed and looked around, then saw a plant with shiny green leaves, lovely white flowers, and a large, luscious red berry. She picked up the berry, smelled it, then gave it a taste. It was incredibly sweet, delightful to her palate.


  First Woman was so intoxicated by the pleasures of this red berry that she sat and ate the strawberries she could reach. And she forgot her anger. She thought about how sweet the berries were and how other things in her life had been sweet. She even thought, I need to share this with First Man, he won’t believe it. So she gathered a skirt full of berries, turned, and walked home, meeting him along the way, as he was looking for her. She placed a berry in his mouth, and all was forgotten and forgiven.
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  ASPARAGUS SCRAMBLE WITH PANCETTA


  Breakfasts at the Lion & Rose in Asheville, North Carolina, are memorable. Jim Palmer, co-owner and chef, says it all boils down to “It’s the Ingredients, Stupid.” He gleans fresh produce from the gardens of two employees and fresh eggs from the local farmers’ markets. Pancetta is Italian bacon that has not been smoked in the curing process. Regular bacon may be substituted.


  ½ pound pancetta, cut into small cubes


  3 tablespoons extra-virgin olive oil


  1 large onion, diced


  ½ cup balsamic vinegar


  ½ pound thin stemmed asparagus, cut into ½-inch pieces


  Herbes de Provence


  Salt


  Freshly ground black pepper


  1 cup cooked orzo (rice-shaped pasta)


  12 eggs, beaten


  ½ cup grated smoked Swiss cheese


  1 pint cherry tomatoes


  1 bunch kale


  Toast points


  1. Sauté the pancetta in 2 tablespoons olive oil in a skillet until crisp. Add the onion and sauté until tender.


  2. Meanwhile, place balsamic vinegar in a small saucepan and bring to a low boil. Simmer until the vinegar is reduced by half.


  3. Add the asparagus to the skillet and sauté until the asparagus is just tender. Do not overcook. Lightly season to taste with herbes de Provence, salt, and pepper.


  4. Incorporate the cooked orzo. Repeat seasoning. Add beaten eggs and shredded cheese, and season again. Scramble until the eggs are set and the cheese has melted.


  5. Meanwhile, heat remaining tablespoon of olive oil in a small skillet. Add cherry tomatoes, and slowly cook until they are warm and just beginning to burst.


  6. Serve egg mixture immediately over a bed of kale, surrounded by warmed cherry tomatoes, with balsamic vinaigrette reduction and toast points.


  MAKES 4 SERVINGS
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  SWISS APPLE QUICHE


  Maria Morgan-Cooke has quite a following from her days of cooking along Virginia’s Rockfish Valley, at Devils Backbone Brewery and at Basic Necessities, a lovely cafe and market. She now operates The Hungry Fox Catering company. Maria’s parents are the fifth generation of the Massie family to own Pharsalia, a plantation home built in 1814 in Massie’s Mill at the base of dePriest Mountain. Its separate kitchen, typical of early Southern homes, and other original outbuildings still remain. This recipe has been in Maria’s family for years.


  ½ pound sausage, cooked and crumbled


  2 cups peeled, sliced apples


  ¼ pound mushrooms, sliced


  2 cups grated Swiss cheese


  2 unbaked (9-inch) pie shells


  ¾ cup milk or cream


  1½ tablespoons melted butter


  4 eggs


  1 tablespoon flour


  1 teaspoon salt


  1 cup evaporated milk


  1. Preheat oven to 375°F.


  2. Layer sausage, apples, mushrooms, and cheese in the pie shells.


  3. Combine milk or cream, melted butter, eggs, flour, salt, and evaporated milk in a medium bowl; mix well. Pour egg mixture over the layered ingredients.


  4. Bake for 45 minutes. Let stand for 5 to 10 minutes before serving.


  MAKES 2 QUICHES, 6–8 SERVINGS EACH


 


  EGG BRUSCHETTA


  “My breakfasts are from ‘local scratch,’” says Jim Palmer with a laugh. Co-owner of the Lion & Rose Bed & Breakfast in the lovely, historic Montford neighborhood of Asheville, North Carolina, he’s also the Breakfast Man. Two of his employees keep him supplied with produce from their organic gardens, especially heirloom tomatoes.


  Jim suggests serving these bruschetta with a side of spicy chicken sausage or bacon.


  For the crème fraîche


  1 cup heavy cream


  3 tablespoons buttermilk


  For the bruschetta eggs


  3 large heirloom tomatoes, of different colors (yellow, red, purple)


  Salt


  Freshly ground black pepper


  ⅓ cup olive oil, plus more for the pan


  3 tablespoons balsamic vinegar


  ¼ cup chopped fresh basil or 1 teaspoon dried


  6 squares puff pastry, each 5 inches square


  1 cup crème fraîche


  ½ cup thinly sliced Gruyere cheese


  1 dozen eggs



  1. Mix heavy cream with buttermilk in a container and cover tightly.


  2. Leave at room temperature for 24 hours, then refrigerate until needed.


  3. For the eggs, finely dice tomatoes and season with salt and pepper to taste. Add the olive oil, balsamic vinegar, and basil. Toss mixture to coat tomatoes well. Let sit for at least 1 hour, then drain and reserve the liquid. Set tomatoes aside.


  4. In a saucepan over medium-low heat, reduce the reserved tomato liquid by two-thirds. Stir occasionally.


  5. Meanwhile, preheat the oven to 400°F.


  6. Place the puff pastry squares on an ungreased baking sheet. Score the pastry with a small, sharp knife ½ inch from all four edges.


  7. Place 2 tablespoons of crème fraîche within the inner scored portion of each pastry square. Place 2 to 3 tablespoons of the drained tomato mixture on top of the crème fraiche and top with slices of Gruyere cheese.


  8. Bake for 20 to 25 minutes.


  9. Meanwhile, cook eggs over easy (sautéed on both sides in a bit of olive oil until yolk is barely congealed).


  10. Place two eggs on each bruschetta then top with the tomato reduction sauce.


  MAKES 6 SERVINGS


 


  MOUNTAIN PIE


  Around Blacksburg and in that southwestern corner of Virginia, a cobbler is called “mountain pie.” Barbara Wright Still, a psychologist in Raleigh, recalls making this recipe with her older next-door neighbor, Freida Baker, when she was growing up. Freida had five boys who devoured a lot of Freida’s Mountain Pie. This is the recipe that Barbara jotted down while Freida worked in her kitchen.


  1 stick butter


  1½ cup sugar, divided


  1 cup all-purpose flour


  ⅛ teaspoon salt


  1½ teaspoons baking powder


  ¾ cup milk


  1 quart blueberries or peaches


  1. Preheat oven to 350°F. Place the stick of butter in a 13 x 9-inch pan, and put in the oven to melt.


  2. Meanwhile, mix together 1 cup of the sugar, and the flour, salt, and baking powder. Slowly stir in the milk.


  3. When the butter has melted, remove from the oven and swirl to coat the bottom and sides of the pan. Pour the batter on top of the butter.


  4. Gently fold remaining sugar into fruit, then spread over the top of the batter.


  5. Place in oven and bake for about 1 hour.


  MAKES 8 SERVINGS



  WILD BLUEBERRIES, AND BLACKBERRIES, AND RASPBERRIES . . .



  [image: Blackberries grow prolifically in the Blue Ridge and are used for pies, cobblers, sauces, or vinegars. Elizabeth Wiegand]
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  About the Author


  Elizabeth Wiegand is the author of The Outer Banks Cookbook (Globe Pequot, 2008; second edition, Globe Pequot, 2013) and a freelance writer whose articles on food, travel, and design have appeared in local and national publications. She has interviewed many of the nation’s top chefs, was chair of the local chapter of the American Institute of Wine and Food, and is a member of the Southern Foodways Alliance and Culinary Historians of the Piedmont, North Carolina. She maintains a blog at http://carolinafoodie.blogspot.com.


  Wiegand, a farmer’s daughter and North Carolina native, grew up on land her family had farmed since before the Civil War, and learned Southern cooking and foodways under her grandmother’s tutelage. Now the mother of three grown daughters herself, Wiegand has been cooking and exploring throughout North Carolina for decades, but she has also traveled and eaten her way through France, the Caribbean, Central America, and all over the United States. Behind every good bite of food is a good story, she believes, and that’s why she enjoys talking to groups about Southern foods and teaching cooking classes. She lives in Raleigh, North Carolina.
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Along the Blue Ridge many farmers keep their meat production on a small scale, ensuring more humane
treatment of animals, like these piglets at the former Maple Creek Farm.  Molly Z. Nicholie
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Short hikes can lead to gorgeous vistas, such as this pinnacle
at Grayson Highlands, Virginia. ~ Elizabeth Wiegand
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Four-year-old Jack Teuting of
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“ baby turkeys that he helps to feed /
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Providence Farm, which now sells Christmas trees. Elizabeth Wiegand
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