
[image: image]



[image: image]




In Memory —

I dedicate this book to the memory of my father, Haywood Roseborough, the man that always had a cup in his hands. I know he’s up there in heaven with my uncles and brother, and Johnnie Taylor also is up there, singin’ the blues and arguing about whose angel wings are the most fly. And let me tell ya, hunny, with them around, I’m sure Jesus is still turnin’ water into wine.
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Introduction: What’s a Juke Joint?
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I get asked all the time what a juke joint is. That doesn’t surprise me: juke joints, sometimes affectionately referred to as “holes-in-the-wall” or “shot houses,” are not really well known, and they’re really not supposed to be—they were created to be hidden gems on purpose. This is a side of Black history—going back to the era of Jim Crow laws—that isn’t often talked about, but it’s a side that you should really get to know! The juke joint experience is incredible, if I do say so myself. Now, let’s be real: we all know that secret places, honeycomb hideouts, plus bad choices make the best stories!

Because back then, Black people in the South weren’t allowed into white establishments, so we did what we always do best, and that is CREATE our own vibe! Juke joints were invented by our community to do one simple thing: give folks a place to have good food and a good ole time.

You see, people would go then—and still do—to their local hole-in-the-wall to dance, laugh, talk smack, and drink a bunch of good-ass DRANKS after a long day . . . chile, just like you do now after work, for girls’ night, or when life is getting on your damn nerves. Except nowadays, people choose fancy restaurants serving weaker-than-water DRINKS and underseasoned appetizers. I’d rather put on some casual clothes and step into a hole-in-the-wall. Juke joints are usually found along the southern delta beltline of the Deep South. It’s the type of place that if you know, you know. You could have a juke joint right in your neighborhood and not even know.
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See, in a juke joint, people just wanna have a good time and leave their worries at the door. All the other things in life don’t matter when you step inside. It’s the most welcoming environment you will ever experience. I can get a couple strong dranks and a fried fish or chicken plate for less than twenty dollars and have the time of my life, too? Chile! Sign me up every time!

I was so blessed to know those happy times from a young age, being as I grew up in a juke joint. My father owned one, called Haywood’s Place, on the west side of Birmingham, Alabama, right next door to our house. Now, he wasn’t the only one in our neighborhood who owned one, but his juke joint was the most lit, considering the crazy stuff I saw growing up. Hunny, my mama taught Sunday school, and my daddy owned a liquor house (another name for juke joints), so it shouldn’t surprise you that I love whiskey and communion! I can pray for you or cuss you out—it’s up to you. I dance to the beat of yo’ music, as my daddy would say!

Lemme walk you through Haywood’s Place, so you can picture being in a juke joint yourself. Imagine a little wooden house where the smell of fried food and cigarette smoke fills the air and smacks you right in the face as soon as you step in. The symphonious sounds of Bobby Womack, Betty Wright, or Johnnie Taylor fill the room. Assorted tables and chairs are scattered around the room, and barstools lined up along the bar. My father had a jukebox that sat to the left and a dance floor as shiny as a new penny to go with it.

The ladies there smell all sweet, like White Diamond perfume, and the men have gold rings on every finger and toothpicks hanging out of the sides of their mouths. It’s loud, not because of the music but because of the people and all their activities. Folks are talking smack ’cuz they’re drunk, dancing and shouting about “get down now” or laughing, telling jokes, catchin’ up, and gossiping. You can just about get any drink made with simple stuff—a Sex on the Beach, Jack ’n’ Coke, gin and juice, ANYTHING with Hennessy, or whiskey neat. Let’s not forget that everything is usually garnished with those bright-red maraschino cherries (which are such a waste in my opinion, but who am I to talk!). Oh! And best of all: you can also get the best fried fish sandwich, pork chop sandwich, or fried chicken wings you’ve ever had! Now, at my daddy’s place, my mama did most of the cookin’ in the back. Don’t get me wrong, my daddy could burn with the best of them, but, hunny, it was NOTHIING like my mama’s fried fish and chicken. I guess everything is just betta with a feminine touch. The food and dranks are always served in a paper product or in plastic cups, with plastic utensils, just laid back and easy.
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My “quiet storm” brother, Haywood Jr., me, and my nephew Justin
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A typical weekend at Handsome Brutes Club in my hometown
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My dad, mom, brother, and uncles hanging out at Haywood’s Place before heading to a Bobby Womack concert


Of course there is always a bottle of hot sauce at the bar because hot sauce is like a good stiff drank—it makes everything better! Just ask the barkeep and they’ll hand it to ya!

Even if you’ve never been to a juke joint, you might recognize that enterprising mentality, which is all around us today in other parts of our lives. Juke joints were created because Black people did not have a space in white establishments to have a good time, to thrive, and to be themselves. When I got started creating on social media, I didn’t see a space for people that looked like me, I didn’t see a space for people that sounded like me, and I didn’t see a space for people that dressed like me and talked like me to just be their authentic selves. Creatives are making their own movies, they’re financing their own dreams, and they’re not waiting for the traditional circles to accept them. Everyone can live a juke joint lifestyle in their own way. You can create a space for yourself and people who are likeminded to feel safe, you can break down barriers, and you don’t have to take no shit! You can create wonderful memories while creating wonderful things.

I grew up in a neighborhood that wasn’t the best, but we sure had the best times, and it all started at Haywood’s Place—seeing my sister and her college girlfriends sneak into the juke joint to drink strawberry daiquiris, my father throw men out for being assholes, and my mama and her friends sit around at club meetings eating chicken salad and gossiping about the mess in the church. In this book I’m paying tribute to those good times and the juke joint lifestyle, the neighborhood, and the family recipes I loved so much growing up. Although we didn’t have a lot of money, we for sure didn’t let that stop us from having a ton of fun. My mama always say you ain’t gotta have a lot of money to make the best of times. And that’s exactly what we did.
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All the wonderful hood memories contributed to make me the woman I am today and inspired the recipes you’ll find in this book.

This is the way I like to make the foods that I enjoy. Some are traditional. Some are things I’d put on the menu at my own juke joint—call it “Danni’s Place.” Hey, you have to speak it into existence, right?! Until then, I am so happy and so blessed to share with you things that are truly dear to my heart. We’re making some delicious and nostalgic food, and it’s all just down-right SOPPED UP! Some things you might be able to relate to, and some things I’ll introduce you to, like my favorite burger spots in Birmingham that my father used to take me to. Either way, we are gonna laugh, dance, and smack our mouths, and I’m taking a page from my crazy daddy’s playbook, and that is to say what’s on my mind. These recipes are so endearing to me, and I hope that you love them just as much as my friends and family do. Turn up your favorite ole skool playlist, pour a li’l drank or wine in a plastic cup, and make whateva dish makes you say, “I want that right there.” Trust me, you can’t go wrong. All my food is easy to make and tastes incredible! Hunny, don’t let me take up too much time talking here . . . Let’s get to the good part—turn yo’ music up and turn the page!
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Red Cup Cocktails a.k.a. Dranks ’n’ Drinks

There is a difference between a drink and a drank, chile. And depending on what’s happening in your life, you will need both at different times.

Lemme explain the difference. A drink is like a glass of wine or a mild little cocktail. Like a tequila sunrise, or a mimosa. A drank is what you have at the juke joint, family gatherings, or someone’s house at the Friday night fish fry, and it’s always served outta a red plastic cup. When I am trying to be a bougie LA suburban mom or am having a dinner meeting, I have a drink. If it’s the weekend, or I’m near some type of blue water, or hell, if I just need to clear my mind because, you know, “life,” that’s when I’m gonna have a few DRANKS!

Growing up in the South, you start drinking coffee and beer as a baby. Something about “it kills the worms,” or at least that’s the lie they told us . . . So anyway, right or wrong, we all took a sip of your mama’s wine cooler or daddy’s Bud Light before we could even walk! You already know that if alcohol is involved, we are about to have a blast laughing or spend the evening breaking up our uncles’ fights. Regardless, we would do the silliest thangs. But I always say, “Bad choices make good stories,” and you know I ain’t lyin’! Anyway, drink responsibly, my
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Now, y’all know I have to thank some folks!

God, you are my everything, and I am forever grateful that you chose little ole me to be a vessel to the world. Without you, nothing is possible, but with you by my side, I know that ALL things are possible. Everything I have is because of you. And I’ll add more to that before I ever take it back!

My daughter, Riley, I dedicate this book to you: you have inspired me to love, dream, and thrive without limits, and I pray that as you watch me navigate my journey it will allow you to do the same.

Mama Z, Veda, Haywood Jr., and my crazy-ass family: thank you for always having my back. Your support means the world to me, and I will always be grateful!

To my wonderful team: Brandi Bowles, hunny, thank you for having my back and thinking of me. You are one of a kind and a true gem to the world.

Stephanie Fletcher, hunny, thank you for your patience, advice, guidance, and listening ear, and thank you to the wonderful team at Harvest for your hard work! What a ride this has been, but I wouldn’t change a thing. I appreciate all of you for allowing me the space to create and be myself without change, and I will cherish you and this experience forever!

I am extremely thankful for my wonderful supporters. Your unwavering support means the world to me; I do not take it for granted, and I can’t thank you enough, from the bottom of my big ole southern heart.

Danni Rose
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