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Dedication
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For Rafe, my little wolf.

May you always have an appetite for good food and adventure.
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A Taste of Westeros

By George R. R. Martin

[image: Decorative initial letter A featuring a stylized medieval figure holding a platter with food. Dragons adorn the lower part of the letter.]

Are you hungry again?

Good. This is just the book for you: a cookbook full of recipes from the world of Westeros, the setting for A Song of Ice & Fire, Fire & Blood, A Knight of the Seven Kingdoms, and my other epic fantasies.

Over a decade ago, we gave you the first official cookbook, A Feast of Ice & Fire, with recipes from all of the Seven Kingdoms of Westeros and a few of the lands beyond. That was very well received, so here we are again. Make no mistake; that book is not this book. You cannot eat the same thing every day, so Chelsea Monroe-Cassel has returned with all new dishes, compiled with the aid of Maester Alton—a food-obsessed maester of the Citadel, who has wandered through the realms and throughout history, collecting recipes from both high tables and low.

They certainly tempt me. I don’t cook … but I do eat. That much I have in common with my characters. Rich or poor, old or young, male or female, maester or mummer, highborn or low, we all need to eat … and what we eat can say a lot about us.

There is a lot of food in my novels. Everything from wedding feasts with seventy-seven courses to that horse’s heart that Daenerys Targaryen wolfed down. Too much food, certain critics are wont to complain. The word they like to trot out is gratuitous. Uncalled for, unnecessary, unwarranted, just too damn much. My great big fat novels would not be nearly so big and fat if only I would cut out all the gratuitous feasting, the gratuitous violence, the gratuitous heraldry, and of course the gratuitous sex (that is usually the biggest complaint).

To which I say, pfui.

When used in the context of literary criticism, “gratuitous” usually translates to “more than I wanted” or “did not advance the plot.” And you know, often that is true. Was it necessary for me to mention that the minor knight who just entered the lists bore seven golden hedgehogs on a field of dark green? In that sex scene, couldn’t I just have tumbled them into bed and cut to “the next morning”? And the feasts, oh those feasts, surely the only thing that mattered was what the characters were saying, not the honey-roasted duck they were eating as they said it?

Well, no. Not for me.

It’s not the destination that matters to me, it’s the journey. I have been a voracious reader for as long as I can remember. A reader of fiction, specifically. Fiction is not about getting from point A to point B as fast as possible. It can educate, but it is not educational at heart. For that, nonfiction is infinitely superior. Fiction is about emotion. The heart, not the head. Fiction gives us vicarious experience. It takes us beyond ourselves and the world around us.

“A reader lives a thousand lives before he dies,” I said once. “The man who never reads lives only one.” I grew up in the projects of Bayonne, New Jersey. Our family was working-class and poor. We didn’t even own a car. We never went anywhere. But I had books. Books that took me to Paris and London, to Barsoom and Trantor and Middle-earth, to Ancient Rome and the Hyborian Age and Chicago in the Roaring Twenties. I danced at Gatsby’s parties, climbed Mount Everest (and Mount Doom) and the Cliffs of Insanity. I loved and lost, I loved and won, I kissed a thousand fair maids, I climbed a scaffold with Sydney Carton and did a far, far better thing than I had ever done.

Of course, I never did any of those things, not really. I only read about them. The experiences we have in books cannot possibly compare with the experiences of “real life.” Real life is certainly more intense … when we are living it. When we are immersed in the moment, with all of our senses working. Yes, certainly.

Afterward, though—the next day, the next year, ten years later—perceptions can change. I was twelve or thirteen when I passed through the Mines of Moria with Gandalf and the Fellowship, but I still remember that experience vividly. An experience I never had. Yet I could not tell you what room I was in when I read those words, what day it was, whether I was in bed or in a chair, whether it was summer or winter, who my teacher was that year. It is Moria I remember, Moria that shaped me.

I love nothing more than opening a new book and falling through the pages. The tales that I love best are totally immersive. That’s what I aspire to provide to my own readers as well. I want them to see the colors of the knights’ surcoats in the tournament. I want them to hear the clash of steel on steel when swords cross, to hear the shrieks of dying men on the battlefield. If a song is sung, I want them to hear the words, get a sense of the rhythm. I want them to remember the sunsets, to glimpse fireflies in the dusk, to feel the heat of the dragon’s fire. I want them to live my story, not just read it. When they sit down at my table, I want them to taste the food.

Nothing is gratuitous, as I see it. It is all part of the experience. If the plot is all that matters to you, well, there are Cliff’s Notes you can read in a tenth the time.

Me, I will stay with novels—the richer and more immersive the better.

I hope you’ll enjoy cooking the dishes within these pages. And I hope the taste of them will take you back to the first time you tasted them in the pages of A Game of Thrones or A Storm of Swords or (one day, I hope) The Winds of Winter. Pass the mead, please, and have a slice of dragon-roasted goat.

—George R. R. Martin
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Introduction

By Maester Alton

[image: Decorative initial letter E with fish and and a bird intertwined into its shape.]

Every maester who spends his career not in service to some great lord but at the Citadel itself hopes for at least one of two accomplishments: to attain the rank of archmaester, surpassing all others in one of the twenty-one scholarly disciplines (represented by the wide array of metals that may appear in the links of a maester’s chain), or to leave for posterity some great work—a piece of scholarship that lifts the Crone’s Lantern and shines the light of knowledge on some previously unknown corner of the world, that those who come after may think on what we have learned and enter into dialogue with us even after our bones are dust and our names preserved only in the yellowed vellum of that celebrated manuscript.

For me, I know there will be no triple link, and no acolytes to call me “archmaester” in my dotage when my mind’s best years are spent. The wisdom of the older archmaesters is oft honored more for the paths it cut in youth rather than the roads it is likely to open in the twilight years, when the edge of reason is dulled with sleep and insight clouded with dreams.

I flatter myself in thinking that were there a link for knowledge of meat and mead, my knowledge in that realm would long since have earned me the triple link and the honorific that I seem here to spurn with such bad grace, knowing it to be beyond my reach. No matter. Instead I leave behind me this manuscript, which I hope will one day be recognized as a useful inquiry into the foods of the Seven Kingdoms and beyond, and how those dishes reflect the places and the peoples who enjoy them.

I leave this missive as preface to what I regard as my life’s greatest work, that you—future reader known only to me by our shared passion for the subject of this text—might understand what it is you hold in your hands. It is more than a mere collection of recipes; it is a history of Westeros and those invisible ties that bind us much closer than any of us realize to our neighbors across the narrow sea. It is a story of who we are.

But first, I will say a few things about who I am.

I was born in a time of peace, the only son of Ben Beesbury, Lord of Honeyholt. My youth was spent on the shores of the Honeywine, where I fashioned my dreams from the legends of old and the songs of traveling singers. I knew in my heart that I would master skill with sword and shield, and one day distinguish myself on the field of battle, bringing glory to my House.

But late in the reign of King Aegon V, the harvests were bountiful and summers long, and there was little need for famed warriors. Eventually, with time came temperance, and I arrived at the realization that I was not suited for a warrior’s life. My accomplishments would be with a quill, not at the quintain, and words would be my weapons: I would be a knight of the mind. I resolved to travel to the Citadel and forge a chain, despite the protestations of my father who had no other son to inherit lands and title, which instead passed to my cousin Warryn upon my father’s death. Yet when I arrived, hungry for knowledge but lacking in direction, still I sought to distinguish myself with some great work. At first, I considered a treatise on the keeping of bees—a hobby of my youth more or less compulsory for those of my household—but it did not take long to learn that several other maesters, one of them my own grandfather’s great uncle, had already written definitive works on the topic.

I took to wandering aimlessly through the shelves of the Citadel’s vast library, pulling books and scrolls at random—searching, I suppose, for some sort of direction. I still remember the moment when I made the discovery. The recipe fragment I found was of brittle parchment, the ink scarcely legible apart from the words at the top: Cake of Limone. Instantly, I recalled the lemon cakes of my youth: delicate pastries in which sweet honey and sour citrus vied for dominance. My senses ignited with the remembered taste and smell, and there I stood in the stacks, mouth watering. So I found at long last the interest that would bloom into a lifelong passion. To my knowledge, the study of the foods and drinks of Westeros has not yet been undertaken by any maester.

Shortly after this, Prince Rhaegar Targaryen came to the Citadel, seeking some scrap of lore in our archives. Like so many others, I was struck by his quiet intensity, his zeal for learning. And when he played his harp for us, I wept with the rest for the sheer beauty of it. This, I thought, was a future king worthy of whatever humble gifts I could offer. I threw myself into my research, compiling recipes with the intent of presenting my work as a coronation gift to Prince Rhaegar when he took up his father’s crown.

But the gods laugh at the plans of men, and everything changed when Prince Rhaegar was felled at the Trident. All the kingdom’s hope, and mine, was bound up in the beautiful prince who loved his books more than battle.

One thing was certain: no longer would a study of Targaryen cuisine be welcome at court. I confess that I became dispirited and set my work aside.

It was not until a colleague of mine in King’s Landing, knowing my interest in the subject, secretly obtained and sent a packet of recipes from the Red Keep’s kitchens, fearing their destruction in the upheaval surrounding Robert’s Rebellion. Some of these recipes appeared to have come to Westeros with the Targaryens, and might provide the sole surviving glimpse into the foods enjoyed by the dragonlords of Old Valyria. Despite myself, my curiosity was once again piqued.

With the Citadel’s vast archives at my disposal, I set to work again in earnest. This time, I sought out recipes that ought to be preserved as well as those that sparked my own personal interest. What could a food tell us about the people who ate it? What incredible dishes survived to our present day from ancient origins? Did any recipes survive the Doom of Valyria?

So I present to you, dear reader, the culmination of my life’s work. What began as a regal gift has grown in scope to a record of the very identity of these Seven Kingdoms and the fiery past that forged us. I may never possess the mask, ring, and rod of an archmaester, but at least here, in these pages, I hope to be regarded as that which I set out to be so long ago in my youth: a knight of the mind.

Yours in service,

Maester Alton


OEBPS/images/f004-01.jpg





OEBPS/text/nav.xhtml


Contents







		Title Page



		Copyright



		Note to Readers



		Dedication



		Contents



		A Taste of Westeros by George R. R. Martin



		A Note on Modernization by Chelsea Monroe-Cassel



		Introduction by Maester Alton



		The Pantry



		Mustard from Oldtown



		Brown Butter Pastry Crust



		Spice Blends



		Mango Relish



		Rosehip Syrup



		Klihilla Sauce



		Seasoned Butter



		Bone Broth



		Royal Dough



		Citrus Curd



		Almond Milk









		Breakfast



		Dothraki Dahanikh



		Garlic Sausage Patties



		Poor Knights



		Barley Griddlecakes



		Gravy-Poached Eggs



		Thick Cream of Wheat with Honey and Butter



		Oaten Porridge with Cheese



		Braavosi Pepperfish









		Sides, Starters & Snacks



		Pentoshi Curried Mushrooms



		Redwyne Roasted Grapes



		Honey Roasted Chickpeas



		Dressed Greens with Apples and Pine Nuts



		Pentoshi Buttered Parsnips



		Boiled Beans with Bacon



		Braavosi Mussels



		Dornish Roasted Red Pepper Paste



		Salted Cod Cakes



		Potted Hare



		Riverlands Creamed Leeks









		Soups & Stews



		Pottage with Spring Greens



		Meereenese Soup with Ginger



		Onion Broth with Carrot and Goat



		Dragonstone Jaerhilla



		Spicy Lentil Stew



		Creamy Chestnut Soup



		Egg-Lemon Soup



		Garlic Broth with Chunks of Whitefish, Carrot, and Onion



		Beef and Barley Soup









		Breads



		Sigil Bread



		Sesame Rings



		Bread and Salt



		Flaky Flatbread



		Fried Breadsticks



		Olive Loaf



		Jaedo Havon



		Cinnamon Swirled Loaf



		Ironborn Ship’s Biscuits









		Mains



		Highgarden Dumplings



		Dothraki Blood Pies



		Pease Pie Laced with Bacon



		White Harbor Meat Pie



		Roast Goose Sauced with Mulberries



		Crown Roast of Boar’s Ribs



		Boiled Beef with Horseradish Sauce



		Stargazy Pie



		Tenderloin Skewers



		Pentoshi Honeyed Duck



		Mutton Chops Sauced with Honey and Spice









		Desserts & Sweets



		Stewed Plums



		Apple Crisps



		Cherry Tart



		Honeycake with Blackberries and Nuts



		Poppyseed Pastries



		Lace Wafer Cookies



		Fried Fig Tarts



		Marzipan



		Rhoynish Pudding



		Valyrian Gingerbread









		Drinks



		Spiced Rum as from the Summer Isles



		Hippocras



		Kvass



		Mead Three Ways



		Spiceflower Brew



		Myrish Firewine



		Volantene Ale



		Winter Town Wassail



		Winter Tea



		Dothraki Pepper Beer Syrup



		Dōnor Vīgilla









		Dishes Organized by Region



		Suggested Menus



		Index



		Acknowledgments



		About the Authors



		About the Publisher











Guide





		Cover



		Contents



		The Pantry













		1



		2



		3



		240



		4



		5



		6



		7



		8



		9



		10



		11



		12



		13



		14



		15



		16



		17



		18



		19



		20



		21



		22



		23



		24



		25



		26



		27



		28



		29



		30



		31



		32



		33



		34



		35



		36



		37



		38



		39



		40



		41



		42



		43



		44



		45



		46



		47



		48



		49



		50



		51



		52



		53



		54



		55



		56



		57



		58



		59



		60



		61



		62



		63



		64



		65



		66



		67



		68



		69



		70



		71



		72



		73



		74



		75



		76



		77



		78



		79



		80



		81



		82



		83



		84



		85



		86



		87



		88



		89



		90



		91



		92



		93



		94



		95



		96



		97



		98



		99



		100



		101



		102



		103



		104



		105



		106



		107



		108



		109



		110



		111



		112



		113



		114



		115



		116



		117



		118



		119



		120



		121



		122



		123



		124



		125



		126



		127



		128



		129



		130



		131



		132



		133



		134



		135



		136



		137



		138



		139



		140



		141



		142



		143



		144



		145



		146



		147



		148



		149



		150



		151



		152



		153



		154



		155



		156



		157



		158



		159



		160



		161



		162



		163



		164



		165



		166



		167



		168



		169



		170



		171



		172



		173



		174



		175



		176



		177



		178



		179



		180



		181



		182



		183



		184



		185



		186



		187



		188



		189



		190



		191



		192



		193



		194



		195



		196



		197



		198



		199



		200



		201



		202



		203



		204



		205



		206



		207



		208



		209



		210



		211



		212



		213



		214



		215



		216



		217



		218



		219



		220



		221



		222



		223



		224



		225



		226



		227



		230



		231



		232



		233



		234



		228



		229



		235



		236



		237



		238



		239











OEBPS/images/Title.jpg





OEBPS/images/f013-01.jpg





OEBPS/images/f014-01.jpg





OEBPS/images/p09.jpg





OEBPS/images/9780008696252_Cover.jpg
48 725 GEORGE R R.MARTIN

[N E OHI(

GAME OF | H

LOOI\MX K






OEBPS/images/f008-01.jpg





OEBPS/images/f006-01.jpg





OEBPS/images/p15.jpg





