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			CHAPTER ONE

			A THEORY OF DINNER

			 

			
				“They broke bread in their homes and ate together with glad and sincere hearts.”

				—ACTS 2:46

			

			“See you on Sunday.”

			The dinners started years ago, in a drafty loft on an empty block in Williamsburg, Brooklyn, with a tiny gas stove and an enormous butcher-block prep table. Later they occurred in a walk-up in Greenpoint, a few miles north along the East River, with tiny babies sleeping in the hall. Big vats of pasta. Roasted chickens. Platters of ribs. Then came epic meals out on Long Island, in a little house steps off Main Street, and quieter ones on the southern coast of Connecticut, in a white kitchen out of a Cheever short story. Clams and corn, vegetables roasted on a sheet pan, ducks braised in a pot, huge briskets, many pizzas, stir-fries, ham, chili, turkey, repeat.

			
			We gathered in Maine to eat off a wood stove, and in Florida to pick at grouper or trout as the sun fell into the Gulf. We cooked on roofs, in yards, in kitchens small and dingy, large and luxe, and beneath fluorescents in a narrow Brooklyn parish-hall galley, to feed groups of twenty, thirty, more. We cooked for family, real and imagined, informally, formally, somewhere between the two. We cooked for friends who were happy or troubled, for people in programs that had them floating a line between the two.

			The point was to cook or, more accurate, the point was to gather around a table with family and eat, and to do that regularly enough that people knew it was happening, could depend on it somehow, this consistency in a world that doesn’t offer a lot of that outside of work and pain. Sunday dinner. Sunday supper.

			Word got around. And the calls or texts would start coming: “There dinner on Sunday?”

			Yes. See you then. Bring wine or a cake, a friend, some flowers, nothing at all.

			People are lonely. They want to be a part of something, even when they can’t identify that longing as a need. They show up. Feed them. It isn’t much more complicated than that. The point of Sunday dinner is just to have it. Even if you don’t particularly like entertaining, there is great pleasure to be had in cooking for others, and great pleasure to be taken from the experience of gathering to eat with others. Sunday dinner isn’t a dinner party. It is not entertainment. It is just a fact, like a standing meeting or a regular touch football game in the park. It makes life a little better, almost every time.

			There is some science to back up the assertion. We know that children who eat with their families regularly do better in school. They have better vocabularies. They are less likely to develop eating disorders, abuse drugs or alcohol, become teen parents. They have better manners. They have higher self-esteem. Have your kids eat dinner with adults—not just their parents, but friends from work, from the street, from the gas dock or library reading group—and they are likely to learn more about the human condition than children who do no such thing.

			A number of years ago I cooked a dinner for a couple dozen people at a church in Brooklyn, a duty I took up a few times a season then: a Sunday dinner to follow a short, late-afternoon service. My children fumed throughout the liturgies of word and table alike, as children do. They saw the time spent in pews as silly and boring, a waste of time they might have better spent reading manga or doing homework.

			Perhaps they were right. But also, as they generally did, my children shared dinner with the rest of the congregation after the service, talking with grown-ups from the neighborhood, artists and teachers, seekers and the lost. They drew crayon drawings on the paper tablecloths and played with kids they saw weekly but whose last names they did not know.

			
			My children enjoyed these dinners, though I know they were loath to admit it. They disliked all that preceded them. “Church ought just to be dinner,” one of them said that night. I smiled in response and, if I were a better parent, I might have said that this is already the case, at least in a church that sees its beating heart in the sacrament of the Eucharist: the consumption of bread and wine. But the kids were off clearing the tables by then, and asking for ice cream.

			So that was a successful Sunday dinner, in my mind. They ate with others, and appreciated the experience. That’s not nothing. The experiences mount.

			Adults benefit from the fellowship of the table as well, as much as and probably more than children. “Life satisfaction” is a term of art used by social scientists to capture a person’s overall happiness and well-being. Life satisfaction, the academics say, is strongly correlated with time spent with those who care about you and about whom you care. Dinner is a marvelous way to create that time, to mark it, to make it happen. The life satisfaction does not come from the first meal, or the fifth or the twentieth, but from the effort itself, from the accrual of experience in cooking the meal and sharing it. Regularity matters. Sunday dinners, at their best, are simply special occasions that are not at all extraordinary. They become that way over time.

			See You on Sunday is a book to make those dinners possible. It is intended as a rough guide to the business of preparing meals for groups larger than the average American family, which currently hovers in the neighborhood of three. In general, then, the recipes in the book are all written for yields of around six servings (or four to eight depending on portion size), though they are all easily scaled up to feed a crowd and indeed, in some cases—gumbos, roasts, and others—they are meant expressly to feed a large group.

			The recipes are mostly simple, if occasionally labor-intensive. They are largely free, I think, of fanciness. The intention is that you can make them. They derive from decades spent cooking for my family and for groups ranging from six to sixty, and from years spent talking to restaurant chefs and cookbook authors and home cooks in connection with my daily work at The New York Times, where I have done many things but have always written about food.

			The architecture of the book is simple too, or is meant to be: chapters devoted to proteins and grains, to vegetables and dessert, as well as to the joys of exception—taco dinners and pizza parties, meals just for the family, a fine occasion for friends.

			Some stipulations about what Sunday dinners mean for the home cook. First: They are not intended to be feasts in the banquet sense of the word. Food costs matter. Veal for a crowd is expensive. So is grouper, so sometimes are duck legs, and a standing rib roast of beef ought to be a rare treat. You are not a feudal landowner entertaining the serfs. You are a member of a family, real or imagined, cooking a meal. So you will see a lot of recipes within this book for cheaper cuts of meat and, along with them, exhortations that you stretch out one-pot meals with gravies and sauces. A vat of something flavorful with a pot of white rice or a tray of roasted potatoes is sometimes all you are after. Simplicity can be more than enough.

			
			“Just throw some stuff in a pot,” the Reverend John Merz said to me once. “Put that on rice. That’s it.” Merz runs our Episcopal parish in Greenpoint, Brooklyn. He was giving me advice before the first meal I ever cooked for his congregants and advising me to keep it simple. I’ve known Merz since childhood, when the last thing that could have happened was that John Merz would become a priest. Which is to say: He didn’t say “stuff.” I’ve kept the advice in mind ever since.

			An equally important stipulation, from the point of view of both value and health: See You on Sunday offers a number of recipes for grains and vegetables that rightly ought to be seen not as side dishes to accompany a main-event protein but as equal, if not greater, players on the dining room stage. The words of Michael Pollan should ring true for Sunday dinners as in the rest of our diet: “Eat food. Not too much. Mostly plants.” That may be difficult to do in the face of fried chicken or roast pork, to be sure. (And these make terrific Sunday dinners.) But it is worth noting all the same.

			I came to the belief on my own, with no intention, by accident. I was cooking a Sunday dinner out on Long Island, off the grill. It was high summer, and the farm stands nearby were thick with produce. I roasted Fairy Tale eggplants over the fire, daubed them with goat cheese, and drizzled them with olive oil. I melted onions after that, getting them soft and slightly charred. Squash got a similar treatment, and I hit them with a splash of lemon juice amid the oil. The main event was meant to be smoke-roasted chicken—I had a couple of them, beautiful local birds I’d rubbed in spice. These I put to one side of the old gas grill that had lately come into my possession, and on the other I put a pack of wood chips in a perforated envelope of aluminum foil. Fire went to that side. The chicken side I left unlighted. I put the top down and went into the house to make a pilaf and get some corn going.

			But as I say, it was an old grill new to me, with balky qualities I had yet to discover. When I went out to check on the birds, they were incinerated: coal-black husks, burned beyond recognition. I quietly tipped them into the trash, returned to the kitchen, fluffed the rice, and served it with the vegetables: a vegetarian feast. A dozen people did not remark on the loss. I learned a great deal from that night, and not just about gas grills.

			A third exhortation: Set the table. A degree of ceremony ought to accompany the business of a regular dinner in your home, some sense that Sunday night is unlike other nights, that there is a formality to the ritual even if the ritual isn’t formal. Put out napkins, place settings, some low candles, a tablecloth. The object of a Sunday dinner is to eat, but it is not only to eat. A table set for the people who are going to share the meal has a civilizing effect.

			
			Finally, do not take any of this too seriously. The purpose of cooking regularly for friends and family is simply to do it, and to make better the lives of all involved in the process of eating the meal. That will happen in fits and starts, not always successfully, which is just fine. A failed dinner or a not very good stew is as much part of the journey as an exceptional meal or a brilliant dish. Each takes its place in the history of your shared meals, to be remembered by all involved according to its hilarity or excellence. Each is just another stone in the foundation of a tradition. Get cooking.

			
				
					
						HOW TO SET UP YOUR KITCHEN

						 

					

				

				YOU CAN GO YOUR WHOLE LIFE with just a few pots and pans, a cutting board, a good chef’s knife, and a colander in which to drain pasta. But if you’re going to cook Sunday suppers, you’re going to get good at them and then people are going to start to drop by to join you in eating them, and sooner or later there are going to be quite a few people to feed. You ought to set up your kitchen accordingly. (You’ll thank me come Thanksgiving.)

				So to accompany that chef’s knife and cutting board, that colander and your favorite pots and pans, lay in a serrated bread knife, a paring knife, and a good vegetable peeler. Keep the knives sharp with a steel and replace the peeler every couple of years. Get a zester for citrus and to turn Parmesan into snow (replace it every few years as well). You’ll do well to secure a set of mixing bowls and an offset fish spatula that I guarantee you’ll use for far more than fish. Heavy kitchen tongs will come in handy day after day, as will a couple of big flathead wooden mixing spoons. Do you need a whisk? Yes. You’d be surprised.

				You’ve probably got a big pot you boil water in for pasta. You need a big Dutch oven, as well, ideally an enameled cast-iron one with a lid that fits it well. You can make stews and soups and gumbos in it, bake bread, roast chicken, mash potatoes. A really large pan will come in handy for frying things, in either cast iron or stainless steel. Perhaps you’ll end up with one of each. I went decades without a deep cast-iron chicken fryer with a lid. Now I use it all the time.

				
				Maybe you have a roasting pan. That’ll work hard for you, but what you need on top of it is a couple of sheet pans, known sometimes in cookware shops as jelly-roll pans. You can roast on them, bake cookies as well, but they are not just for cooking per se. They are invaluable prep tools when cooking in bulk. Put one next to your cutting board for scraps as you peel and chop. Use another to stage the ingredients you’ll need to cook on the grill, or to salt and pepper your meats in advance of cooking them. Use sheet pans below your pie plates when you’re baking, so when the pies weep, they don’t bubble sugar onto the oven floor. Use sheet pans once or twice for something that isn’t heating through, such as frozen Tater Tots for the kids, and you’ll use them for everything, again and again. Already have a sheet pan? Get another. Have two? My friend and Times colleague Melissa Clark was asked that once. Her answer: “Get a third.”

				You don’t absolutely need a bench scraper. But it’s sure nice to have one to shovel chopped onions and peppers onto a sheet pan to dump in the Dutch oven, or to sweep trimmings and waste from your cutting board onto a sheet pan while you prep. You do need a lot of bar or dish towels, though, so you can keep the kitchen clean as you work, and to use in addition to or in place of oven mitts when you’re working with hot pots and pans.

				Next, a few gadgets and machines. You should get a pepper mill, so you can grind black pepper and not use the batch-ground stuff that isn’t as good. A rice cooker is a Sunday dinner standout—a set-it-and-forget-it friend. I know you can make good rice without one. I do, sometimes. But the machine always does, and holds the finished grains perfectly for hours. In the financial history of my Sunday meals, the thirty-five dollars spent on it has paid off handsomely.

				A stand mixer is more expensive. So is a food processor. You can do without them, of course. But they’re a joy for making doughs and blitzing up sauces and whipping things, and their cost too will amortize over time. (Or you can get yourself married. Those tools will arrive as gifts almost as surely as an awkward toast at the rehearsal dinner.)

				Finally, get yourself a digital instant-read thermometer. There is no better tool for letting you know, quickly, what’s happening inside your food. Use it to ensure perfectly cooked meats and right-temperature frying. Don’t guess. Guesswork is the enemy of Sunday suppering.

				
				If you want to understand the importance of a well-stocked pantry in this Sunday game, try cooking a meal in other people’s kitchens. Their pantries come in a bunch of varieties but mostly fall between two poles: a kitchen in which the cooking is a breeze because literally everything you need is in the fridge and the cupboards, down to the tin of anchovies you decide at the last minute you’d like to use in the sauce for the cauliflower; and a kitchen in which the refrigerator is empty but for a bottle of champagne and a wilting bunch of celery, and the shelves next to the stove hold only a near-dead bottle of olive oil, fifteen boxes of herbal tea bags, and a dusty jar of Mrs. Dash.

				Your own pantry may fall closer to one than the other, for reasons of circumstance or thrift. I’ve worked at both ends. But if you’re serious about cooking often, for yourself and your family as much as for larger groups, you would be wise to emulate the one with the healthy larder of nonperishable or semi-perishable goods. There is little more frustrating than discovering late in a recipe that you don’t have any red pepper flakes, or cider vinegar, or butter, and no percentage at all in needing to buy olive oil each time you set out to cook. Make clam chowder someday with lobster stock fished out of the freezer and you’ll experience a revelation, just as you will when you thaw out some chicken stock to use in a stew, just as you will when you drizzle hot honey over fried chicken or a savory waffle. Do you need to make your own mayonnaise? You do not. But, boy, is it good when you do.

				So look down the following list and consider the recipes beyond it and, perhaps, start to chip away at the contents at the market and at the stove, so you can cook what you like, when you like, and don’t find yourself cursing because you don’t have any ground cumin and that damn Sifton seems to put it in every fourth recipe he writes.

				
					
						 

						PANTRY AND FRIDGE

						 

					

				

				
					 

					ANCHOVIES

					 

					BAKING POWDER

					 

					BAKING SODA

					 

					BEANS, CANNED, OF MANY VARIETIES

					 

					COCONUT MILK, CANNED

					 

					CORNSTARCH

					 

					FLOUR, BOTH ALL-PURPOSE AND FINELY MILLED INSTANT FLOUR, LIKE WONDRA

					 

					HONEY

					 

					KETCHUP

					 

					MAPLE SYRUP

					 

					MAYONNAISE

					 

					MUSTARD, DIJON OR WHOLE-GRAIN

					 

					NUTS, A LOT OF DIFFERENT KINDS

					 

					OIL, INCLUDING EXTRA-VIRGIN OLIVE OIL; NEUTRAL OIL, SUCH AS CANOLA OR GRAPESEED; AND SESAME OIL

					 

					PASTA, DRIED

					 

					RICE OF ALL VARIETIES, WHITE AND BROWN AND WILD

					 

					SALTINES, PLAIN (UNSALTED)

					 

					SAUCES, INCLUDING CHILI-GARLIC, GOCHUJANG, HOT PEPPER, OYSTER, SOY, AND WORCESTERSHIRE

					 

					STOCK, IDEALLY HOMEMADE, THOUGH STORE-BOUGHT WORKS EVERY TIME

					 

					SUGAR, BOTH GRANULATED WHITE AND BROWN

					 

					TOMATOES, CANNED

					 

					TOMATO PASTE, TUBED OR CANNED

					 

					VINEGARS, INCLUDING BALSAMIC, CIDER, RED WINE, RICE WINE, AND WHITE WINE

					 

				

				
					
						 

						SPICES

						 

					

				

				
					 

					CHILI POWDER

					 

					CINNAMON

					 

					CORIANDER, GROUND

					 

					CUMIN, GROUND

					 

					PAPRIKA, SWEET, HOT, AND SMOKED

					 

					PEPPERCORNS, BLACK

					 

					RED PEPPER FLAKES

					 

					SALT, KOSHER

					 

					THYME, DRIED

					 

				

				
					
						 

						FREEZER

						 

					

				

				
					 

					CARROTS

					 

					CORN

					 

					FRUITS

					 

					PEAS

					 

					STOCKS, HOMEMADE

					 

				

				
					A NOTE ON SALT AND PEPPER

					 

				

				ALL THE RECIPES IN THIS BOOK were developed and tested using kosher salt and freshly ground black pepper. If you cook them with table salt and ground black pepper from a little metal can, you may well be disappointed by the results.

				More specifically, all the recipes in this book were developed and tested using Diamond Crystal brand kosher salt and freshly ground black pepper. That isn’t a product endorsement so much as a stipulation. Salt, after all, is salt: sodium chloride. But finely milled table salt has a significantly higher density by volume than coarse grains of kosher salt. And within the world of kosher salt, which has two main players in the United States, Diamond Crystal has an appreciably lower density by volume than its chief competitor, Morton’s. Use Morton’s or table salt in its place, and you will want to use less salt than I call for in the recipes. Taste as you go.

				
				As for pepper, I’ll make an aesthetic judgment. The canned stuff lacks the floral pungency of freshly ground pepper. It sits around. It gets stale. Get yourself a good pepper mill and you will use it every day.

				
					HOW TO SET A TABLE

					 

				

				THERE IS A SACRAMENTAL ELEMENT TO Sunday suppers, even if you have them on Wednesday nights with just a couple of friends. You are giving a gift of yourself and receiving fellowship in kind. The table is the stage on which that transaction occurs. You should make it nice.

				You can do that in a thousand ways. You could spend the afternoon ironing napkins, then set each place as if for a dinner at the finest restaurant in town, with multiple forks and knives and spoons and glasses for water, for wines. You could set out flatware and china on a sideboard for guests to assemble on their own: coffee mugs filled with utensils, piles of plates, sheaves of rumpled napkins folded as best as the children could. You might arrange candles on the table, over a damask cloth, or next to place mats, in view of flowers. Here are your grandmother’s salt cellars. There is a boat for the gravy. You could make a picnic and have everyone sit on the grass and eat off milk crates or a piece of driftwood.

				There are only a few rules. The most important is that you never set your table as an afterthought. Intentionality is what matters most in almost every aspect of a Sunday supper. You set the table because you care about what will happen at it, and you have thought through what that means.

				So, roughly speaking, everyone needs a plate and implements to serve and eat the food. Everyone needs at least a glass for liquids, and a napkin for laps. Everyone needs elbow room. Some will need extra salt and pepper. Not everyone carries hot sauce in her bag.

				If you are setting a relatively formal table, each setting should follow the same model. A napkin should be placed to the left of the plate, with a fork on top of it, tines facing up. (Two forks if you’re serving an appetizer or salad before the main dish, the appetizer one smaller than the first, and set to the left of the big one.) Take care with that napkin. It can be paper, in a pinch, but it should always be folded like a book, with the spine facing the plate. Don’t fold it like a flower or put it on the plate itself. You are not a caterer. On the right side of the plate, a knife, the sharp edge facing inward toward the plate, and perhaps a spoon to its right, if you are serving soup or want to use it for dessert. Place a water glass a few inches above the knife and, if you like, a wineglass just above and to the right of the water glass.

				
				That’s it. Repeat around the table and then, if you live in a cold climate, remove the plates to the kitchen so you can heat them through and return them when you serve the food. For hot food, there is no greater indignity than a cold plate.

				Now look at the table and ask yourself what’s missing. Candles, maybe, but don’t go crazy on their height: You want to be able to see everyone. Little votives or tea candles are the way to go here, placed down the middle of the table so you can eliminate overhead lights. (The great restaurateur Keith McNally once said that if you don’t look better in his dining rooms than you do outside of them, he’s failed at his job.) Maybe some low flowers. Water pitchers. Wine, opened and ready to pour. No soda bottles. Make sure there is room to place your platters of food. If there is not, make room in the kitchen or on a sideboard to do so.

				And are you serving bread with your meal? There is no need for bread plates or butter knives. Just let people have at the loaf and the butter on its plate, and allow the crumbs to fall where they may. The ritual of a Sunday supper should never be solemn, and rarely formal. A little mess around the edges shows that plain. Let’s eat!
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					HOW TO WARM PLATES

					 

				

				YOU DON’T HAVE TO BE A maniac about this, but it is a simple truth that putting hot food onto cold plates is not something you want to be doing. It’s not being fussy to say so. You made a nice lasagna and it’s piping hot, and you’ve let it rest a few minutes to set up, and now you’re serving it to a dozen people. If everyone’s waiting to eat until the last person gets her serving, and the plates are chilly, the first person served is going to be eating lasagna that’s appreciably less hot than the last. Warm plates are not good etiquette, in other words. They are good sense.

				
				Now, if you live in a warm climate, or cook in a home where someone likes the thermostat clicked up above 70°F, this advice may not apply. Your plates and platters are warm because the air in which you use them is warm. But I grew up in the Northeast, in the home of Carter Democrats who wore pilled sweaters to dinner from Thanksgiving through Easter. Before dinner, we took our plates and platters cold from the sideboard. Here are three good ways we warmed them before use.

				
					1. Heat your oven to its lowest setting—probably 170°F or so. Then turn the oven off and put all the plates and platters you need onto the grates within it, and allow them to toast in the dying heat until you’re ready to use them.

					2. But you’re using the oven to cook the meal! Place the plates and platters on top of the stove, in proximity to the oven vent that’s probably behind the burners, and rotate the plates every ten minutes or so, until they’re warm or you’re ready to use them. Some stoves have shelves above them for just this purpose, and people use them instead to store spices that quickly grow stale in the heat, or to display their beautiful enameled cast-iron Dutch ovens, or stacks of stainless-steel pans. Those can be moved aside.

					3. Finally, some dishwashers have a “plate warmer” function that does just exactly what you’d think it does. Just load the machine and hit the button.

				

				
					ON DRINKS AND WINE

					 

				

				SUNDAY SUPPERS ARE NOT DINNER PARTIES. Really, they’re not. They are gatherings of family and friends in the presence of food and drink, and they ought always to be festive and full of good cheer. But they are not a time to play mixologist with the tiki drinks or sommelier with a vertical tasting of Châteauneuf-du-Papes from Bonneau. That’s entertaining, which is a different affair from serving a regular, if sacrosanct, meal. If you’re having Sunday supper on a Sunday, probably most everyone has work or school in the morning. On a Thursday night, same. A Sunday supper is not a time to rage.

				That said, there has never been a dinner not improved by some kind of aperitif, whether it be a spritz or a mug of Red Zinger tea, a gin and tonic or a tall glass of mineral water with lime. And wine with the meal—at least if your culture allows for it or you’re not working a program that keeps you alive—is not merely convivial but also an act that for some leads back down a long historical chain: to the culture of the ancient Greeks, to the blood of Christ, to the four cups of wine at the seder table, even to the mindful drinking in some Buddhist practices.

				
				So if you can have it, have wine—have plenty—with your meal. (If you can’t, go hard at iced tea, at lassis, at sugarcane juice.) Have guests bring bottles, or lay in your own. Serve plenty of still or sparkling water, as well, and perhaps iced tea or lemonade for the children. Serve beer if it matches the grub. There is no need to spend time figuring out what varietal goes best with chili (a chilled zinfandel, perhaps?) or gumbo (a Loire chenin?). Just serve cold beer, and that’s the Sunday supper done. “No better form of sodality has ever been devised,” Christopher Hitchens wrote in his memoirs. “The tongue must be untied.”

				Above all, and despite my efforts to champion moderation, try not to run out during the meal. The transubstantiation of water into wine was a miracle at Cana, one not likely to be repeated soon—and even if it is, what are the chances it happens at your Sunday supper? So do some loose math. A standard-sized bottle of wine yields around six servings, more like four in the crowds I inhabit, and you can figure dinner will run two servings per person, minimum. For beer, consider three bottles per person, even if most everyone drinks only two and a few don’t drink at all. (At least there’ll be some in the refrigerator tomorrow, and maybe some wine on the counter as well.) Finally, if you don’t traffic in sparkling water (there, a bottle per person is good advice), make sure to have a few pitchers of still tap water on the table at the meal’s start. Moderation in all things, but not water. You’ll need plenty of that. Refill your pitchers as needed.
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			CHAPTER TWO

			BIRDS

			 

			Chicken is where we start our journey. There is no better, more versatile, more delicious protein with which to begin an exploration of the joys of cooking for friends and family. Roast a good-sized bird in a hot oven under a shower of salt and pepper and serve the result with a salad thick with herbs, a fresh baguette, and a few pats of salted butter and you will be instantly indoctrinated into the fellowship of the Sunday supper.

			Crisp skin gives way to luscious meat, and chicken juices run into the dressing on the greens, the heat melting them a little, the acidity cutting the fat ever so slightly, while the bread acts as a bridge between all three. Take a sip of wine and smile into the candlelight. A roast chicken dinner is a complete explanation of why we cook.

			Fried chicken will work as well. So too will chicken baked below mustard and bread crumbs, above soft, fragrant leeks. Relatively inexpensive, relatively easy to prepare, and deeply versatile on the stove, chicken pays dividends long after the meal you’ve made is gone. (Save your bones: Make stock!)

			And chicken is astonishingly popular. Americans love it, in all its forms. “Chicken” is generally the number-one recipe search term at the website of The New York Times. Strip out “pizza” and “cake” and it’s the same business over at Google. When people look around for something to cook for their friends for dinner, what they’re looking for more often than not is chicken.

			
			There are other forms of poultry, and Americans love them too. This chapter includes recipes for their preparation. There are recipes here for turkey, for turkeys are delicious and feed a crowd, and ought to be cooked more often than simply on Thanksgiving. There is a recipe for goose, as well. Goose is a good thing to cook once in a while, if only to harvest the copious amount of fat that sits beneath the bird’s skin and use it to roast potatoes. Duck, likewise, and more often.

			But again and again, here in the United States, we return to chicken. You might as well know how to cook it well.

			Start by buying a good chicken. Time was, the only chicken you could reliably find at the supermarket was the bright yellow factory model, its sad goldenrod skin slack against plastic sheathing. That chicken is still out there, but you have no need for it. Better chicken is now widely available. It ought to be the only chicken you buy.

			Look at the poultry case at the best supermarket you know. There are countless options. Here’s an Oberlin-educated vegan chicken with a degree in religious studies. There’s an antibiotic-free all-natural chicken with an interest in Chopin who goes inside the coop only when it rains. There are hormone-free chickens. “Natural” chickens. “All natural” chickens. Kosher chickens. The terms begin to stack up, and it is difficult to know what to think.

			The only label that matters, the only one that can reliably tell you anything about the chicken you are considering buying, is the one that declares the bird “USDA organic.” A chicken declared to be “organic” by the United States Department of Agriculture is one that has eaten only organic feed, that has not been given antibiotics, and that has been given access to the outdoors. A chicken that is certified as USDA organic is generally speaking a good chicken. It tastes of chicken. It is better than the alternatives.

			Those alternatives are crazy making in their labeling. You may see a chicken that is “vegetarian fed.” Sounds good, until you consider that stale doughnuts are a vegetarian feed. So is old white bread. So are antibiotics. You might find a terrific vegetarian-fed chicken. You might not. Buyer beware. Likewise with “kosher” chicken. A kosher chicken has been slaughtered in accordance with Jewish dietary law. But it may have been raised under a different faith. Who knows?

			As for a “free-range” or “free-roaming” chicken? These labels mean only that the chicken “has been allowed access to the outside,” according to the USDA regulations. How much access, the government does not say.

			
			How about a “hormone-free” chicken? The administration of hormones to chickens is illegal in the United States. You can’t find a chicken that’s been raised on hormones here. If a chicken is labeled “hormone-free” it is the equivalent of a sign on a banana declaring it “nut-free.”

			Sometimes you will run across a chicken labeled as “natural” or “all natural.” Follow the regulations of the USDA closely enough and you will see that “natural” means just that no artificial ingredient or added color is in the meat. That is not much to go on.

			So get the organic chicken. That is the best place to start.

			Next, consider the size of the bird, and whether you should buy it whole or in parts. There are little fryer birds, sometimes called broilers. These weigh in the neighborhood of 2½ to 4½ pounds and are good for small meals; I’ll sometimes roast two for six people. And there are larger roaster chickens, up in the 5- and 6-pound range, appropriate for a family or small group of friends.

			For larger meals where you want chicken parts, you can buy whole chickens and butcher them—not hard. Or you can buy just the parts you need. These are sold bone-in or boneless, with skin or without. For the purposes of this book and perhaps of good cooking in general, I recommend buying whole birds when you can use them, bone-in thighs the rest of the time, and only sometimes skinless or ground chicken.

			Notice I wrote “thighs.” Chicken thighs appear a lot in my recipes—meat of dark complexion, dense with fat, full of flavor. You can make fantastic chicken breasts for a crowd. The ones that come off the roasted whole chickens that follow in this chapter will prove the point plain. But for a mess of chicken, for a mess of people, it is often best and almost always cheaper to cook dark meat alone. Chicken thighs are more forgiving of time spent over heat. They are generally moister, more flavorful. In the hierarchy of chicken, thighs fall right under whole birds and just above wings.

		

	
		
		
			
			ROAST CHICKEN

			THERE ARE PROBABLY AS MANY recipes for roast chicken as there are people who roast them. You can make a roast chicken pretty fancy if you like, with brines and butters, aromatics, varying oven temperatures, glazes of sweetness and fire. You can roast a chicken on top of sliced onions or potatoes or both. You could stuff quartered lemons into the bird’s cavity or rub harissa beneath its skin. And someday, perhaps, you will do all of these things. But start with a simple roast chicken; serve it with a salad, some warm bread, and plenty of butter; and you’ll maybe do that quite a lot: a dinner for friends, easily made. The key is a hot oven to start, a 15-minute blast of heat that helps seize tight the bird’s skin, followed by a run of 45 minutes to an hour of even cooking at 350°F to arrive at a golden, burnished skin above tender, juicy meat. A single chicken serves four or five people. For a crowd, I generally double this recipe, using two cast-iron pans or a large roasting pan to hold the birds. It takes a little longer to finish, but not a great deal longer.

			
				3 tablespoons olive oil

				1 whole chicken, in the neighborhood of 3½ to 4 pounds, patted dry

				Kosher salt and freshly ground black pepper

			

			1. Put a cast-iron pan that will comfortably fit the bird into the oven and heat to 500°F. (Or two pans for two birds, or a stainless-steel roasting pan for same.) Rub the oil all over the chicken and season aggressively with salt and pepper.

			2. When both the oven and the pan are hot, about 25 minutes, remove the pan from the oven, carefully put the bird on its hot surface, breast side up, and place it in the oven. Cook for about 15 minutes, until the skin has started to turn pale gold.

			3. Turn down the heat to 350°F and allow the bird to cook until it is golden brown and an instant-read thermometer inserted into the meaty part of the thigh registers between 155° and 160°F. (No thermometer? Wiggle the drumstick. The chicken is done when the drumstick is loose in the socket of the thigh.)

			4. Remove the chicken from the pan, tipping it to allow the juices to drain, then place it on a carving board to rest for 5 to 10 minutes. Carve and serve, drizzled with the hot juices from the pan.

		

	
		
		
			
			PAN-ROASTED CHICKEN THIGHS

			HERE IS CHICKEN AS BLANK canvas, a dinner you can serve with virtually any sauce, side dish, or starch that you like. All you need to do is get the skin crisp, and you’ve got a successful Sunday supper right there.

			
				12 bone-in, skin-on chicken thighs

				Kosher salt and freshly ground black pepper

				¼ cup neutral oil, such as canola or grapeseed

			

			1. Heat the oven to 475°F. Pat the chicken dry with paper towels and season generously with salt and pepper.

			2. Place a couple large cast-iron pans or heavy-bottomed skillets over high heat, and swirl into each enough oil to coat the surface lightly. When the oil shimmers, put the chicken thighs into the pan, skin side down, and cook for 2 to 3 minutes, then reduce the heat to medium-high. Continue cooking, moving the chicken pieces around occasionally to encourage the skin to crisp and the fat to render, for a further 10 to 12 minutes, until the skin has turned a tawny brown.

			3. Transfer the chicken to the oven and cook for 12 minutes or so, then return the pans to the stove top and set over a medium flame. Flip the chicken pieces and cook for 4 to 5 minutes, until the chicken is entirely cooked through. Transfer to a warmed serving plate and allow to rest a few minutes before serving.

			
				
					YOU SHOULD BE MAKING CHICKEN STOCK MORE REGULARLY

					 

				

				YOU’VE GOT THE BONES. USE THEM. Take what you’ve got left over from roasting a chicken and put them in a pot with an onion and a carrot and a stalk of celery and some peppercorns and a bay leaf and, should you have them, a sprig or two of fresh parsley and thyme. Cover that with water, bring it just to a boil, then reduce to a simmer and allow it to bubble along for 6 to 8 hours, or overnight. Strain the stock through a sieve in the morning and pour it into what pint and quart containers you have lying around from take-out orders. Allow the stock to cool and then freeze it until you need it. Even if you leave out half the ingredients, or cook the stock for only a couple hours, it will still be better than any stock you buy at the market for four times the price.

			
		

	
		
		
			
			ROASTED CHICKEN LEGS with CILANTRO GREMOLATA

			SOUNDS FANCY! IT ISN’T AT all. This is a simple dinner that’s easily scaled up to serve a crowd: roasted chicken legs showered in herbs and topped with what amounts to a cilantro salad, perfect with rice and beans. It is best eaten outside, with bare feet on sand, but it evokes that pleasure even in a dining room in the depths of winter.

			
				8 chicken legs, or thighs and drumsticks

				Kosher salt and freshly ground black pepper

				3 tablespoons olive oil

				1 tablespoon ground cumin

				½ cup roughly chopped fresh cilantro

				Juice of 2 limes

				2 cloves garlic, peeled and minced

			

			1. Heat the oven to 500°F. Pat the chicken dry with paper towels. Season the pieces aggressively with salt and pepper, then place them, skin side up, in a shallow baking pan and toss with a drizzle or two of the oil. Dust with the cumin and place in the oven.

			2. Roast the chicken until the skin is crisp and a knife inserted and removed from the flesh of a thigh results in clear juices, 30 to 40 minutes. Remove from the oven and allow to rest for 5 minutes or so.

			3. Meanwhile, as the chicken cooks, combine the cilantro, lime juice, garlic, and the remaining oil to make the gremolata. Sprinkle the gremolata over the chicken and serve, ideally with rice and beans.

		

	
		
		
			
			CHICKEN ADOBO

			YOU COULD ASK EVERY FILIPINO on the planet for a recipe for chicken adobo and receive a different answer from each, every one passionately defended as the best. It is the national dish, many Filipinos say: chicken (or pork or fish) braised in vinegar until it is pungent and rich, sweet and sour and salty at once. Sometimes the meat is crisped at the edges in high heat after braising; mostly it is served with the remaining sauce. Adobo’s excellence derives from the balance of its flavors and the alchemy of the process of cooking it. The braising softens the acidity of the vinegar, which then combines with the flavor of the meat in beautiful ways. Grilling or frying intensifies the taste yet further. My recipe comes from Brooklyn, where I learned it from Romy Dorotan and Amy Besa of the restaurant Purple Yam. When I published an article about it in the Times in 2011, my email in-box soon flooded with emendations. You must use peppercorns! You cannot use soy sauce! Your vinegar is wrong. Fish is better. Pork is better. Chicken is just fine. Really, it is much better than that.

			
				1 cup coconut milk

				¼ cup soy sauce

				1½ cups rice wine vinegar

				12 cloves garlic, peeled

				3 whole bird’s-eye chiles or other fiery chile

				3 bay leaves

				1½ teaspoons freshly ground black pepper

				3 to 4 pounds bone-in, skin-on chicken thighs

			

			1. Combine the coconut milk, soy sauce, rice vinegar, garlic, chiles, bay leaves, and pepper in a large nonreactive bowl or resealable plastic freezer bag. Add the chicken and turn to coat. Refrigerate overnight or for at least 2 hours.

			2. Place the chicken and marinade in a large lidded pot or Dutch oven over high heat and bring to a boil. Immediately reduce the heat to a simmer and cook, stirring occasionally, until the chicken is cooked through and tender, about 30 minutes.

			3. Heat the broiler. Transfer the chicken pieces to a large bowl, raise the heat under the pot to medium-high, and reduce the sauce until it achieves almost the consistency of cream, about 10 minutes. Remove the bay leaves and chiles.

			4. Place the chicken pieces in a roasting pan and place under the broiler for 5 to 7 minutes, until they begin to caramelize. Remove the pan, turn the chicken, baste with the sauce, and return to the broiler, 3 to 5 minutes more. Remove the chicken from the pan, return the chicken to the sauce, and cook for a few minutes more. Place on a platter and drizzle heavily with the sauce.
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			TRINI-CHINESE CHICKEN

			YOU CAN FIND VERSIONS OF this dish all over Trinidad and Tobago, a taste of that nation’s diversity of culture and commitment to the delicious. The skin is fried into a lacquered mahogany. The meat beneath it tastes of five-spice, ginger, and soy and is generally accompanied by the hum of oyster sauce mixed with the zing of the pickled Scotch bonnet pepper sauce that is seemingly omnipresent on the island’s tables. Do not stint on the lime used in the marinade. It offers a tartness that helps cut the saltiness of the soy.

			
				8 to 10 chicken thighs, legs, and wings (about 3 pounds total)

				2 tablespoons Chinese five-spice powder

				3 or 4 limes

				3 tablespoons soy sauce

				One 2-inch knob fresh ginger, peeled and minced

				½ cup neutral oil, such as canola or grapeseed

				2 tablespoons sesame oil

				½ cup oyster sauce

				1 to 3 tablespoons Scotch bonnet pepper sauce, such as Matouk’s

				Freshly ground black pepper

				¼ cup chopped green scallions

			

			1. In a large nonreactive bowl, toss the chicken with the five-spice powder, then with the juice of 2 of the limes, the soy sauce, and ginger. Cover and marinate in the refrigerator for at least 30 minutes and up to a full day.

			2. Combine the oils in a large skillet set over medium-high heat. There should be at least ¼ inch of oil in the pan. When the oil is hot, remove the chicken from the marinade, allowing the excess marinade to drip back into the bowl, and fry, in batches if necessary to not crowd the pan, turning the pieces frequently, until well browned and cooked through, 15 to 20 minutes.

			3. Meanwhile, make the dipping sauce. Combine the oyster sauce, 1 tablespoon of the hot pepper sauce, and the juice of the third lime and stir to combine. Adjust the seasonings with more hot sauce, lime juice, and black pepper to taste.

			4. Garnish with the scallions and serve with white or fried rice, with a drizzle of the sauce over each piece of chicken and the remaining sauce on the side.

		

	
		
		
			
			CHICKEN MILANESE

			YEARS AGO I WENT TO a colleague’s house for a dinner party that was in its execution exactly the sort of meal that defines a Sunday supper: a collection of friends who shared superlative chicken cutlets with salad served across the top, and who then left the remnants on the table to dance the two-step in the living room. This was on a weeknight, after a busy day in the newsroom, and the meal at first seemed to be a magic trick, an exercise in defying the laws of time management. But cook this dish a few times and you’ll see. Pound out the cutlets in the morning, then cook at night. The chicken cooks quickly and holds well in a warm oven, or can be served at room temperature with no diminishment of awesome. Dress some baby greens with a spray of lemon juice and olive oil and capers, then plop some on top of each cutlet served.

			
				2 to 2½ pounds boneless, skinless chicken cutlets

				5 large eggs

				2 cups panko or other unseasoned bread crumbs

				1½ cups all-purpose flour

				Kosher salt and freshly ground black pepper

				1½ cups extra-virgin olive oil

				2 lemons, cut into wedges

			

			1. Prepare the chicken. Place the cutlets between pieces of plastic wrap and, with the flat side of a meat pounder, pound them until they are about ¼ inch thick. If cooking right away, heat the oven to 200°F. Otherwise, wrap the chicken in plastic wrap and store in the refrigerator until ready to do so.

			2. Crack the eggs into a large bowl and whisk them together. Put the bread crumbs and flour into two separate wide, shallow dishes. Season everything—eggs, flour, bread crumbs, and chicken—with salt and pepper. Working with one cutlet at a time, dip the chicken into the flour, turning to coat and shaking off the excess. Then dip into the egg, lift out, and allow the excess to drip off. Dip the cutlet into the bread crumbs, pressing firmly to help them adhere. Place the chicken on a sheet pan, separating layers with wax paper, if necessary. You can refrigerate these for a couple hours if you have time.

			3. Place a large skillet over medium-high heat and swirl into it enough of the oil to coat the bottom to a depth of roughly ¼ inch. When the oil shimmers, and a bread crumb dropped into it sizzles nicely, add 2 or 3 of the cutlets to the pan, leaving plenty of space between them. Fry the cutlets until golden brown, about 2 minutes, then turn carefully and fry the other sides until also golden and cooked through, another 2½ to 3 minutes.

			4. Transfer to a baking sheet covered with paper towels to drain, then to a platter. Sprinkle with some salt and place the pan in the oven to warm. Repeat with the remaining cutlets. Serve with the lemon wedges and a salad.

		

	
		
		
			
			CHICKEN PAPRIKA

			THE STANDARD RECIPES FOR THIS russet-hued stew call for the paprika common to markets in the middle of the last century, mostly sweet and never smoked. But using fiery Hungarian paprika or smoked Spanish pimentón instead gives the dish a complexity and depth of flavor that pairs beautifully with butter-slicked egg noodles. It is a meal that lends itself well to consumption on one of those cool evenings when it might be spring, summer, or fall, with rain in your recent memory.

			
				5 to 6 pounds bone-in, skin-on chicken thighs and drumsticks

				Kosher salt and freshly ground black pepper

				2 tablespoons neutral oil, such as canola or grapeseed

				1 large yellow or Spanish onion, peeled and diced

				5 cloves garlic, peeled and minced

				3 tablespoons hot Hungarian paprika or smoked Spanish pimentón

				4 tablespoons all-purpose flour

				2 cups chicken stock, ideally homemade or, if not, low-sodium

				1 large ripe tomato, chopped, or 1½ cups canned tomatoes (or a 14-ounce can)

				1 pound egg noodles

				2 tablespoons unsalted butter

				1 cup sour cream

			

			1. Pat the chicken dry with paper towels. Season aggressively with salt and pepper. Heat the oil in a large Dutch oven or heavy pot set over high heat until it shimmers. Sear the chicken, skin side down, in batches in the oil, until it is golden and crisp, 5 to 7 minutes. Turn the chicken over and repeat on the other side, another 5 to 7 minutes. Remove the chicken to a plate to rest.

			2. Pour off all but 3 tablespoons of the accumulated fat and oil in the pot. Return the pot to the stove, over medium heat, and add the onion. Cook, stirring frequently with a spoon to scrape off any browned bits of chicken skin, until the onion has softened and gone translucent, about 5 minutes. Add the garlic and stir again, cooking it until it has softened, 3 to 4 minutes. Add the paprika and flour and stir well to combine, then cook until the mixture is fragrant and the taste of the flour has been cooked out, 3 to 4 minutes. Add the stock and whisk until smooth. Add the tomatoes, raise the heat to high, and bring to a boil.

			3.  Return the chicken to the pot, skin side up, stacking it in the liquid, if necessary, and lower the heat to medium. Cover the pot loosely and cook until the chicken has cooked through and the sauce has thickened slightly, 25 to 30 minutes.

			4. Meanwhile, set a large pot of heavily salted water to boil over high heat. Cook the noodles in the water until they are almost completely tender, approximately 6 to 8 minutes. Drain the noodles and toss them in a bowl with the butter, then toss again to coat.

			
			5. Serve the chicken on top of the noodles, then stir the sour cream into the remaining sauce and ladle it over the whole.

		

	
		
		
			
			COUNTRY CAPTAIN

			HERE IS A TASTE OF the low country of South Carolina and Georgia, food you’ll find in restaurants and home dining rooms alike, where matrons of both Charleston and Savannah have claimed it as their city’s own. It has been a staple of southeastern Junior League cookbooks since at least the 1950s and is found in various forms in older cookbooks dating as far back as the eighteenth century, a dish that can offer the sense that everything really is different in the South, that it is the one last, true regional culture in the United States. It is also a great deal of fun for a group of people to eat: Condiments galore should accompany the dish. Which ones is a decision left entirely up to the host. But definitely crumbled bacon and almonds. Diced mango or shredded coconut would not be objectionable, given the seafaring history of the residents who first cooked it, nor would a chutney or tart apple or sliced banana or yellow raisins. The resulting dish is salty and sweet, of no great spiciness, a meal that sees its roots in the exotica of curry and the beauty of one-pot cooking.

			
				¼ cup all-purpose flour

				2 teaspoons kosher salt, plus more to taste

				1 teaspoon freshly ground black pepper, plus more to taste

				1 teaspoon dried thyme

				2 tablespoons unsalted butter

				3 pounds bone-in, skin-on chicken thighs (about 8 pieces)

				4 slices bacon

				1 medium yellow onion, peeled and diced

				1 medium green bell pepper, seeded and diced

				2 celery stalks, trimmed and diced

				1 tablespoon minced garlic

				2 tablespoons best-quality curry powder

				3 tablespoons currants

				One 28-ounce can chopped tomatoes and their juices

				3 tablespoons slivered almonds, toasted

			

			1. Heat the oven to 325°F. Combine the flour, salt, black pepper, and the thyme in a bowl. In a large skillet, melt the butter over medium-high heat until it foams. Dredge the chicken in the flour mixture, shaking off the excess, and fry, in batches, if needed, until browned on all sides, about 8 minutes. Transfer the chicken to a plate and drain off all but 1 tablespoon of the fat in the skillet.

			2. Return the skillet to medium heat, add the bacon, and fry until crispy. Transfer to a plate. Once cool, crumble and set aside.

			3. Add the onion, bell pepper, celery, garlic, curry powder, and 1 tablespoon of the currants to the skillet and sauté over medium-high heat until soft and fragrant, about 7 minutes. Stir in the tomatoes and their juices, bring to a boil, and simmer over medium-low heat for 10 minutes. Season to taste with salt and pepper.

			
			4. Spread 1 cup of the tomato sauce in the bottom of an oven-safe casserole large enough to hold the chicken snugly in one layer. Arrange the chicken on top. Pour the remaining sauce over and around the chicken. Cover tightly with aluminum foil and bake for 35 minutes. Remove the foil and cook for 15 minutes more.

			5. Top with the crumbled bacon, the remaining 2 tablespoons currants, and the slivered almonds. Serve with rice and any other condiments you wish.

		

	
		
		
			
			CHICKEN PROVENCAL

			THIS IS A RECIPE I learned from Steven Stolman, a genial clothing and interior designer who happens to be a top-flight home cook and whose Confessions of a Serial Entertainer is a useful guide to the business and culture of dinner parties and general hospitality. This recipe makes for a perfect dinner-party meal: chicken thighs or legs dusted in flour and roasted with shallots, lemons, and garlic in a bath of vermouth and under a shower of herbes de Provence—generally some mixture of rosemary, marjoram, savory, oregano, thyme, and lavender. The chicken goes crisp in the heat above the fat, while the shallots and garlic melt into sweetness below. You could serve the dish with rice, but I prefer a green salad and a lot of baguette to mop up the sauce.

			
				4 chicken legs or 8 bone-in, skin-on chicken thighs

				2 teaspoons kosher salt

				1 teaspoon freshly ground black pepper

				½ to ¾ cup all-purpose flour

				3 tablespoons olive oil

				2 tablespoons herbes de Provence

				1 lemon, quartered

				8 to 10 cloves garlic, peeled

				4 to 6 medium shallots, peeled and cut in half

				1/3 cup dry vermouth

				4 fresh thyme sprigs

			

			1. Heat the oven to 400°F. Season the chicken with the salt and pepper. Put the flour in a shallow pan and lightly dredge the chicken in it, shaking the pieces to remove excess flour.

			2. Swirl the oil in a large roasting pan and place the floured chicken in the pan. Season the chicken with the herbes de Provence. Arrange the lemon, garlic, and shallots around the chicken, then add the vermouth to the pan.

			3. Put the pan in the oven and roast for 25 to 30 minutes, then baste the chicken with the pan juices. Continue roasting for another 25 to 30 minutes, until the chicken is very crisp and the meat cooked through.

			4. Serve in the pan or on a warmed platter, garnished with the thyme.
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			CHICKEN SHAWARMA

			THIS IS A HOME COOK’S version of the shawarmas, doner kebabs, or gyros served out of street carts and fluorescent-lighted dives in cities across the globe, wherever Turks and Arabs and Greeks have come to live and work. All those names have similar meanings, tied to the traditional preparation of the meat on a rotisserie. “Shawarma” comes from Arabic: “turning.” “Doner” is from the Turkish: “turn around.” “Gyro” is Greek: “circle.” Here the work of the rotisserie is done by a very hot oven, which crisps the exterior of the marinated chicken thighs while leaving the interiors moist and succulent, perfect for piling into a warm pita with a host of condiments and side dishes, from feta and olives to baba ghanoush and tahini, really whatever you like. In New York shawarma is often served with white sauce—yogurt cut through with mayonnaise and lemon juice, flecked with garlic. You can make a red sauce, as well, by simmering ketchup with red pepper flakes and a hit of red wine vinegar until it goes syrupy and thick, or just use your favorite hot sauce instead.

			
				Juice of 2 lemons

				½ cup plus 2 tablespoons olive oil

				6 cloves garlic, peeled, smashed, and minced

				1 teaspoon kosher salt

				2 teaspoons freshly ground black pepper

				2 teaspoons ground cumin

				2 teaspoons hot paprika

				½ teaspoon ground turmeric

				Pinch of ground cinnamon

				Red pepper flakes

				2 pounds boneless, skinless chicken thighs

				1 large red onion, peeled and quartered

				2 tablespoons chopped fresh flat-leaf parsley

			

			1. Prepare a marinade for the chicken. Combine the lemon juice, ½ cup of the oil, the garlic, salt, pepper, cumin, paprika, turmeric, cinnamon, and red pepper flakes in a large bowl, then whisk to combine. Add the chicken and toss well to coat. Cover and store in the refrigerator for at least 1 hour and up to 12 hours.

			2. When you’re ready to cook, heat the oven to 425°F. Use 1 tablespoon oil to grease a rimmed sheet pan. Add the quartered onion to the chicken and marinade and toss once to combine. Remove the chicken and onion from the marinade and place on the pan, spreading everything evenly across it.

			3. Place the chicken in the oven and roast until the chicken is browned, crisp at the edges, and cooked through, 30 to 40 minutes. Remove from the oven, allow to rest for a few minutes, then slice into bits. (To make the chicken even more crisp, set a large pan over high heat, add a tablespoon of oil to the pan, then the sliced chicken, and sauté until everything curls tight in the heat.) Scatter the parsley over the top and serve with tomatoes, cucumbers, pita, white sauce, hot sauce, olives, fried eggplant, feta, rice, really anything you desire.
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