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ADVANCE PRAISE FOR VERACRUZ ALL NATURAL


“There’s always been more to Veracruz All Natural than the sum of its parts—the deep, soulful flavors, the bright spark of citrus and chiles, the layers of history carried in every bite. This book captures that spirit. It’s a love letter, a guide, and a celebration of everything that makes food—and the people behind it—so beautifully alive.”

— JOSHUA McFADDEN, author of Six Seasons and Six Seasons of Pasta

“This book is not just about recipes but about the joy of discovery, the comfort of tradition, and the connection that food creates. If you’ve ever been to Veracruz All Natural, you know exactly what I mean. And if you haven’t yet—well, let this book be your invitation.”

—FORD FRY

“Reading this book brought me back to Veracruz. The story of these two women reminded me of my own journey. Coming to Texas, facing challenges without papers, and still holding on to a dream. I feel connected to them because I’ve lived those similar struggles. Through food, they found a way to survive and succeed, and their recipes beautifully represent the flavors and traditions of Veracruz, carrying our heritage with pride.”

—GONZALO GUZMÁN, author of Nopalito
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THIS BOOK IS DEDICATED TO OUR MOM, REYNA GUTIÉRREZ, AND TO VERACRUZ ALL NATURAL
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INTRODUCTION OUR STORY

GROWING UP IN VERACRUZ, MEXICO, we had entrepreneurship in our blood. Both our mom and dad were business owners, and their drive shaped us. Mama Reyna ran a restaurant out of our tiny home, turning our living space into a bustling hub of activity. By the time we were eight, we could knead masa, blend aguas frescas, chop vegetables, and run to the chicken store on the corner without a second thought. While other kids played with Easy-Bake Ovens, we were baking makeshift cakes in old tuna cans over a fire in the backyard. We were resourceful and creative, and knew hard work and its value. The lessons stayed with us long after the flames of those backyard fires died down.

A few years before we moved to the United States, Maritza and I started working together selling encyclopedias in small villages across the state of Veracruz, along Mexico’s eastern coast. At dawn, our aunt would pick us up in her brown van, packed tight with stacks of books we had to sell that day. The team—my aunt and her partner, two other sales boys, and us—squeezed in the little space left, our knees bumping against one another as we set off. Before we arrived at the first village, we’d make a quick stop to grab something to eat. A tamal or atole (a corn-based drink) was always the perfect choice—filling enough to calm our stomachs for the hours ahead.

Once we arrived, our aunt would hand each of us three heavy books and a handful of contracts for customers who wanted to set up payment plans. We walked the quiet streets of each pueblito, knocking door-to-door hoping to make a sale. When hunger struck again, we’d convene at the local tortillería to buy a kilo of fresh, hot tortillas, then to a corner store to pick up fresh cheese and pickled jalapeños. That was always the best part of the day, sitting together, laughing, eating, and savoring the simple joy of being young and in one another’s company. The tacos of crumbly queso fresco softening against the warm tortillas and spiked with jalapeños were all the more delicious because of—not despite—their simplicity. Those days were our first taste of life beyond our home kitchen, a chance to explore the world of sales and customer relationships. We may not have known it then, but we were learning lessons about food, business, and community far beyond what was written in the encyclopedias we carried.

Around the same time, our older brother Armando was in college, Maritza had finished high school, and we found ourselves asking, what now? The gap between our reality and that of other social classes became even more apparent when Armando began his studies and made friends with people from very different means. Seeing the opportunities that a college education could provide planted a seed in him—a desire to find a better life, not just for himself, but for all of us.

As we transitioned into adulthood, the weight of responsibility grew heavier, both for us and for our parents. It became clear that it was time for us to start taking care of ourselves. In our community, it was common for girls to begin searching for a boyfriend or even a husband by the age of fifteen, someone who could support them as they started a family. But that wasn’t the life we wanted. Maritza dreamed of continuing her education beyond high school, though sadly the financial strain was simply too much for our family. Even finishing high school had been a sacrifice, and once she had done so, Maritza chose to set aside her dreams to help support our family—a decision made out of necessity.

Armando was the first of us to leave for Austin, Texas, joining an uncle and aunt who were already living there. Before long, our dad followed. Armando was a driving force in our family’s decision to relocate: He always had a clear vision and an unwavering ambition to change the course of our lives. Once he arrived in the United States, Armando focused on working hard and saving every dollar he could. Every week, at the same time, he would call us. To get the call, we’d walk to a neighbor’s house on the corner of the street, which was our only telephone access. For about thirty minutes, Armando would describe his new life: the safety and peace of his surroundings, the green trees, a beautiful lake where families gathered to spend time together. His words painted a picture of a place so different from what we knew. When our dad joined him, the two of them sent home whatever money they could save.

Armando never stopped trying to convince our mom to reunite the family, and after many conversations, we knew our departure was inevitable. Looking back now, we’re forever grateful to him for being the spark of our new life. But at the time, we didn’t feel that way. The thought of leaving behind everything familiar was overwhelming, even with the promise of a better future.

Reyna: One afternoon in the spring of 1999, when I was sixteen, my mother pulled me aside in our little dirt-floored home and told me we would be leaving in the morning. She said it was our only hope for better opportunities. All I heard was that I was leaving my friends and extended family behind. Maritza had chosen to stay with our grandma for the time being. My mom didn’t tell me what to expect, or how risky it was to cross the border, because she wanted me to feel hopeful, not scared. I knew deep inside that she was worried and in my mind the shock outweighed whatever optimism my mother wanted me to embrace.
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Maritza at a school dance in Veracruz, 1987
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We left the next morning. I was dressed in black jeans and my best blouse, a shiny one not really fit for traveling. We had packed a few changes of clothes and personal hygiene items in a backpack and headed to the bus that would take us and other immigrants to the border between Mexico and Texas. We would cross the Rio Grande on foot. I don’t remember much of the bus trip, but I do recall arriving in Piedras Negras, a Mexican border town about two and a half hours from San Antonio.

The plan was to wait until our coyote gave the signal to cross the Rio Grande. He handed us a plastic bag and we stripped to our underwear and placed the clothes we had been wearing in the bag to keep them dry. He then told us we had to leave everything behind to not look suspicious walking with backpacks. I remember feeling devastated when I was forced to leave my little photo album on the riverbank. It had a white plastic cover, and its pages were filled with snapshots of my life: my school dances, my best friends, a picture of me in my beige quinceañera dress and a tiny wallet-size photo of my dear cousin Rosi. That worn, precious picture was the only thing I managed to save. I slipped it into my hair bun, desperate to keep it dry and safe. It was my last tangible connection to the life I had left behind.

The call to start the crossing came and the coyote insisted that my mom and I cross separately, but my mom refused, understanding the dangers of traveling alone as a young girl. Together, we huddled on one inflatable tube that plunged into the cold, rushing waters of the Rio Grande by daylight and someone pushed us across to the other shore.

Our first meal in the United States happened the next day at a McDonald’s in San Antonio, and it felt like an introduction to a completely new world. We’d never eaten burgers and fries before. While fast-food chains existed in Veracruz, they were considered a luxury compared to street food or my mom’s home cooking. Our second meal was a burrito, which was just as foreign to me as McDonald’s—it wasn’t something people ate in Veracruz, or in most parts of Mexico, for that matter. We arrived in Austin late at night, disoriented and unsure of the time. But I’ll never forget my awe as I took in the clean streets and the bright lights of downtown. The buildings seemed to sparkle, and the sight was unlike anything I had ever seen. It was a moment that marked the beginning of an entirely new chapter in our lives.

Maritza: Meanwhile, I stayed behind in Mexico. I had met somebody who had been selling encyclopedias with us and I decided to remain with our grandmother. A few months later, my boyfriend chose to go north as well. I was just eighteen years old and wanted to “do things correctly,” so I married him. One week later, we set out on the same route my sister and my mom had taken. My mother-in-law escorted us on a bus to the border. Once there, we rented a hotel room and tried to make sense of the process, though we had little information. Strangers approached us offering guidance and we didn’t know whom to trust. An older woman stood out: She had a warmth that put us at ease, and in that moment, she seemed like the best option to help us.

The next evening, we met the woman at a house that felt like a makeshift hostel. Inside, beds of every kind—bunk beds, singles, and mats on the floor—were crammed into every corner. It wasn’t a permanent residence; people came and went, waiting for their chance to cross. The house was crowded with people lying on the floor, standing, or sitting—some with companions, others alone. The uncertainty of what came next was suffocating.

We were there for only a few hours, though it felt like days. Suddenly, the phone rang. The call had come—it was time. At 9 p.m. we left the house. We had to put the clothes we were wearing in plastic bags and cross in our underwear. It was October, and the night was cold and dark when our group of about fifteen people reached the edge of the river.

We had no inflatable tubes and no assistance, and I didn’t know how to swim. Anxiously, I told my fear to the man leading the group. He gathered everyone and instructed them to stay close to me. “You just go to the other side of the river.” Then he added. “If someone stays behind, there’s nothing we can do.” As we entered the water, the group dispersed. The current was strong, and I was alone. The farther I waded into the river, the harder it became to touch the bottom. The current pulled at me and dragged me away. I desperately tried to keep my head above water, but I was feeling my strength leaving me. Finally, I screamed for my husband who was nearing the US shore. For a moment, he hesitated, torn between safety and the sound of my voice, then, he threw himself into the water, swimming back to me. Reaching beneath the surface, he grasped my arm and pulled me forward. We fought the current and made it to the other side.
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2010: We put out our first “palapa,” and it was actually the strongest day of sales we’d ever had. This day was the turning point of our success.

Once across, we found a hollow in the ground—perhaps carved by the river—where we quickly changed into the dry clothes we had carried in the small plastic bags. The chill of the night was biting as we dressed, but there was no time to rest. We were instructed to walk. For what felt like an hour, we hiked through thick brush with thorny bushes scratching our legs, until we reached a highway. There, we waited for about thirty minutes. My body ached from the cold and exhaustion. The next set of instructions came: We had to run fast and without stopping into a neighborhood where there was a particular house. By the time we finally arrived, it was early morning. The house was empty of furniture and crowded with people who looked like they’d been there for days. Some were injured, others looked sick, and the air was thick with the smell of sweat. We spent a day and night in that place, without food, and eventually, we were told to pile into an SUV. The driver tried to separate me from my husband, insisting that I board the first vehicle, but we refused and waited for the next ride together. Hours later, we arrived in Austin.

I have a clear memory of looking up at the sky and seeing the clouds lined with the rays of the rising sun. I felt a wave of relief: We made it! Then, almost immediately, the anxiety crept back up, the uncertainty of a new life just beginning.

We lived with our father and brother in a three-bedroom apartment in East Austin. To us, it already felt like a huge step up. For the first time, we had hot water, a solid floor, heating and air conditioning, and a real kitchen with appliances. There was even a washer and dryer—and a pool! These were luxuries we had never known, and we were grateful.

But with those comforts came new challenges. Though our mother had always taught us to be independent and self-sufficient, life as young female immigrants in Austin was anything but easy. It was terrifying to even leave the apartment, not knowing if we might be stopped by authorities and what the consequences could be. While we had been taught English in school, we had never actually used it in real life. Meeting people, finding work, and contributing to our new community all felt out of reach because of the language barrier. In many ways, our brother took on the role of our father after he moved to the US. He guided us as best he could, helping us navigate this unfamiliar world.

We were both hired as servers at the same Mexican restaurant, and we worked hard to save every penny while our mother found work cleaning houses. The job was an adjustment in every sense. Communicating with customers was challenging, and the food we served was confusing. We’d rarely eaten flour tortillas in Mexico, and the nachos, liquid cheese, overstuffed burritos, and enchiladas drowned in red gravy were completely foreign to us. Whether the menu was labeled Tex-Mex or simply Mexican, it was a far cry from the vegetable- and seafood-based dishes we’d grown up eating. Still, we pushed through. Those early days were a whirlwind of adapting to a new culture, learning on the job, and finding our place in this new world. We wanted to thrive—not just survive—and every step we took, no matter how small, brought us closer to that dream.
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2010: Recovering from a long day after a crazy shift.

In Austin, almost everything felt foreign, but we discovered one comforting truth: We could still find Mexican ingredients. Re-creating some of our favorite dishes from home became a way to stay connected to the culture and traditions we had left behind. Certain ingredients central to our cooking were surprisingly expensive or difficult to source, but we managed to create family meals that reminded us of our Sunday dinners in Veracruz. Those meals brought us a sense of belonging in a place that still felt unfamiliar.

As we became more comfortable with our surroundings, we started to notice something important. The food we missed most—the fresh, wholesome, vibrant dishes of Veracruz—was nearly impossible to find here. It wasn’t just the flavors but the way this food made us feel: nourished, energized, and comforted.

That realization sparked an idea. What if we could introduce the food of Veracruz to our new community? We had a hunch that Austin, with its blend of health-conscious, outdoorsy, and adventurous eaters, would embrace the fresh, nutritious, and flavorful meals we had grown up eating. We soon realized we had identified a niche—one that combined health and comfort in a way that felt authentic to us. With that, we began developing a menu inspired by the food of our childhood, a menu we were excited to share with our new neighbors. It wasn’t just about cooking; it was about creating a bridge between two worlds, bringing the heart of Veracruz to Austin’s table.

Of course, the American Dream isn’t something that’s just handed over. The country is built on the contributions of immigrants, especially when it comes to the culinary world, yet despite the value that immigrant communities bring, there are few pathways to obtain legal residency. Without the proper papers at the time, we had no access to public assistance, bank loans, or even bank accounts. Everyone told us it was impossible to open a business without documents, that we would never be able to make it. But our mother had always taught us that dreams without action are just fantasies. So, despite the odds, we were determined to make it work.

We had a million reasons to keep pushing, but none was more powerful than our desire to relieve our mother. By the time we were settling in the US, she was battling health issues. We couldn’t bear the thought of her continuing to clean houses. We wanted to unburden her and give her the life she deserved—a life where she wouldn’t have to work so hard just to get by.
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2011: Damian, Maritza’s son, loved playing while helping us. It kept him entertained while we worked long shifts, since we couldn’t afford a babysitter.

Our business began in a small trailer tucked away in a corner of César Chávez Street, adjacent to downtown on the east side. We were fortunate to have a generous friend, Rania, who rented us space in the parking lot of her convenience store, El Aguacate, for almost nothing. The lot was small, just spacious enough for us to assemble fruit cups and prepare smoothies, aguas frescas, and Mexican snow cones, known as raspados. We offered flavors like tamarind, watermelon, pineapple, peach, and coconut—flavors that were new to Austin at the time.

Reyna: The trailer was originally designed for raspados, and it came with the necessary freezer equipment. In front of the trailer, we had two small tables, but even that wasn’t enough to catch the attention of passing drivers, despite our efforts to wave them in. We were open from 7 a.m. to 9 p.m., and on our most profitable day, we earned eighty dollars. It wasn’t much, but it felt like a small victory in a sea of challenges.

Maritza: We made sacrifices just to keep the business afloat. We often slept in the trailer, and sometimes we would turn off utilities at home to save money. By then I was a mother and sometimes I reflect on the fact that one of my kids’ earliest memories was of all the candles replacing the lights in our apartment. For him, it was a beautiful reality, a world where even the simplest things, like a flickering candle, could create a sense of warmth and magic.

After two years of fourteen-hour days alternating working at the restaurant and in the trailer, and with the help of our mom, we were able to buy a bigger trailer, and we added tacos to the menu. That’s when word began to spread. We saw that we had to offer more than snacks. The community was a patchwork of people. There was a strong Hispanic population of Chicanos and Mexicans, as well as African Americans and newly arrived artists who were attracted to the vibrant East Austin scene. Those locals were excited by what we took for granted: handmade tortillas pressed to order, unique homemade salsas like our five-chile Salsa Macha and dairy-free Creamy Jalapeño Salsa. We had vegetarian and vegan tacos filled with roasted poblano chiles, refried beans, mushrooms, potatoes, cauliflower, carrots, greens, and avocado, because that’s how we eat at home. We adapted Austin’s famous breakfast migas into a portable taco version (page 106) that our busy customers could grab from the window and take on the go to work or the gym.

Over time, we realized how much we loved working together, and how our skills complemented each other perfectly. In the beginning, we handled everything, from inventory and purchasing to customer service and marketing. For three years, we worked as waitresses while simultaneously building our business. It wasn’t until we sustained ourselves solely with the profit from the trailer that we could finance our own growth.

In our world, leading by example always took precedence over profits. We believed in doing things the right way, even if it meant sacrificing short-term gain. Because of this, we slowly established ourselves as one of the few female Mexican business owners at the time, navigating an industry shaped by challenges such as cultural barriers and evolving labor standards. Today, our journey has taken us much further than we ever imagined. We’ve grown into four food trucks, four brick-and-mortar locations, and a 130-seat sit-down restaurant. We serve thousands of guests every day, and yet every taco is still cooked to order, with handmade tortillas and homemade salsas. It’s a testament to the heart and soul we’ve poured into this business.

In 2022, just as we were preparing to open our first full-service restaurant, Veracruz Fonda & Bar, The New York Times published an article about us. It said, “The Vázquez sisters have done more than serve popular tacos from a food truck. They’ve changed the landscape of Austin dining, paving the way for more regional Mexican offerings in a city long defined by Tex-Mex cooking, and helping other immigrants, and their families, to build restaurant groups with minimal capital.” It seemed unreal. That morning, among the joy, excitement, and the showering of congratulations, it dawned on us that we had built something that had reached people outside of our city. In November 2024, we received a Michelin Bib Gourmand award.

For two girls who grew up in a one-room dirt-floor house in Veracruz, making our way to Austin in 1999 as teenagers with no resources, the accolades were remarkable. It was a gift to not just be recognized for the naturally healthful vegetable- and seafood-based cuisine of Veracruz and elsewhere in Mexico and Texas—but as role models and entrepreneurs.
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In Reyna’s home kitchen—our mother, Reyna Gutiérrez; Reyna Vázquez; and Maritza Vázquez.




OUR FOOD

A LONG, NARROW CRESCENT ON Mexico’s eastern side, the state of Veracruz is historically a major entrance point for people from Europe and Africa. These influences shine through in our cuisine. For example, African influences inspire stews thickened with peanuts and root vegetables. Rice and seafood are infused with coconut, and we often use plantains, tamarind, hibiscus, and sesame seeds—all ingredients found in food from West Africa and the Caribbean. European cuisine inspires dishes like our famous pescado a la Veracruzana, a dish that features two ingredients that don’t appear “Mexican”: olives and capers. These ingredients also show up in our stews (estofados) along with almonds and raisins. Arroz a la tumbada, a saucy rice dish, could easily be seen as a close cousin to Spanish paella.

Indigenous Mexican traditions remain strong, too, shining through in vegan stews of beans, seeds, and chiles, salt-cured nopales (cactus paddles with the heartiness of sliced steak), and our wide variety of tamales, from giant zacahuiles (massive tamales that can serve hundreds of people) to individual ones filled with raw shrimp. These traditions evolved long before the Spanish brought most meat and dairy animals to Mexico, with protein coming primarily from beans, greens, nuts, and seeds.

We have now lived in Texas for more than twenty-five years, which is longer than we lived in Mexico, and so our food has evolved. We will always feel connected to the flavors of Veracruz and southern Mexico, but we have been influenced by Austin, too. The Southern American diet was a novelty for us, and we had to adapt to what our customers needed. We’ve aimed to be inclusive from the beginning.

We didn’t realize it at the time, but the “cuisine” that we grew up with, despite our having little money, was rich, varied, healthy, and delicious. Our small bodies were fueled primarily by queso fresco, beans, and tortillas. We never ate much red meat, and it still plays a minor role in our diets today compared to other proteins like shrimp, chicken, and eggs. Meat was reserved for special occasions. In its place, we usually used bones, chicken feet, pig feet, buche (pork stomach), and basically whatever the butcher would clean off the good cuts of meat. He knew my mom would ask for the “cat food” and he knew what she meant. My mom had to be creative with her tiny budget and would use the worst pieces and transform them into main dishes fortified with vegetables or rice—and a really good salsa, of course. That was the magic of her cooking.

Shrimp and other shellfish were inexpensive everywhere in Veracruz, and we put them in soups and stews. The shells flavored the broth. We had a fisherman uncle who would bring us fat and flaky red snapper (huachinango), slender but meaty snook or sea bass (robalo), tender mojarra (a type of tilapia), and buttery pámpano. These are the building blocks of our cooking today.

Veracruz’s varied climate and geography make for a produce-rich region. Our counters were stocked with sturdy vegetables like ripe plantains, chayote (a firm summer squash), nopales, cauliflower, mushrooms, and all kinds of potatoes and sweet potatoes. Our corn was earthy, chewy and savory, not like the sugary sweet corn that’s popular in the US. Easy techniques—like charring vegetables and using powerfully flavored herbs, spices, and chiles—help give our dishes a deeper flavor than they would have if we simply cooked meat in a sauce. Our food is still vegetable-heavy, which resonates with our local customers and is adaptable to many diets.

When we call our food “all natural,” this is what we’re talking about: We start with vegetables and fruit harvested at their peak. We have adapted our cooking to our busy Texas schedules dictated at first by working multiple jobs and now by running our growing business. In Veracruz we’d enjoy spending the day cooking for the family; now we rarely have the luxury of time. Luckily, growing up in a home that doubled as a restaurant taught us efficiency and the value of prepping everything in advance. These skills come in handy for our taco truck businesses, but they are also indispensable for making economical, varied, and energizing meals at home that can be pulled off on a busy weeknight.

We hope that this book inspires you to try dishes, ingredients, and techniques that may feel unusual at first but will soon become familiar and comforting. Working with masa is even easier than making pie crust, biscuits, or pancakes, because it’s so forgiving. Burning ingredients (see Tatemado) is a bonus, not a mistake. Because sauces are key to so many of our dishes, it’s easy to make vegetarian substitutions without compromising a dish’s integrity or authenticity. Main dishes can become appetizers—or tacos the next day—and salads, sides, and veggie dishes are complex enough to make into full meals by adding rice, beans, salsa, and/or fresh tortillas. Let these recipes be inspirations and not rigid rules.

Disfruta!
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Description 1




1 THE VERACRUZ ALL NATURAL PANTRY AND BASICS
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“Ajo, cebolla y limón y déjate de inyección.”

(GARLIC, ONION, AND LIME, AND FORGET THE INJECTION.)

This Mexican take on “an apple a day keeps the doctor away” shows how the core ingredients of Mexican cooking—garlic, onion, and lime, plus corn, beans, tomatoes, chiles, squash, and other simple ingredients—make for an exceptionally nutritious and delicious plant-rich diet full of complex carbohydrates, protein, and fiber.

This chapter offers the basic rice, bean, and broth recipes that, along with tortillas, are the building blocks for making simple and healthy meals from scratch.




A NOTE ABOUT INGREDIENTS:

Salt: We use Morton’s kosher salt, and each recipe was tested with that brand. Different brands of kosher salt vary in volume and salinity. So, a teaspoon of one brand’s kosher salt may not taste the same as another’s. Always taste as you go—especially at the end, before serving the dish—and adjust as needed.

Oil: Our preferred cooking oil is avocado oil. It’s minimally processed, with a neutral flavor and a high smoke point, meaning it can tolerate the high cooking temperatures we use without smoking. We also like to use extra-virgin olive oil, because it adds a complementary layer of flavor to most of our dishes. When shallow or deep-frying, any neutral cooking oil can be used if cost is an issue.

Onions: We use white onions because that’s what we used in Mexico. Their relatively mild flavor and low sulfur content make them especially refreshing when used raw or quickly charred. Red onions can be a good substitute, because they also have a low sulfur content, making them less pungent when raw. Yellow onions are not the best substitute, though, because they’re pungent and sulfurous, and turn sweet and complex only when cooked for a long time. Fun fact: If you’re only used to cooking with yellow onions, you might be surprised that cutting white onions is much easier on your eyes.

Mexican crema: Like sour cream and crème fraîche, Mexican crema is a cultured cream that’s comparable in composition to sour cream but a little less sour and thick. It is usually labeled as “crema,” “crema Mexicana,” or “media crema.” It’s available at any Mexican or Latino market and most large supermarkets. Look in the refrigerated dairy aisle (where you’d find sour cream) or the canned dairy aisle (where you’d find evaporated milk), as there are refrigerated and canned versions that can be used interchangeably. While all brands work well, we like Nestlé Media Crema in the can, which is a little looser and less salty than other brands; it’s imported from Mexico but easy to find here. If we are looking for a creamy texture in a sauce, we often use coconut milk and/or Greek yogurt in place of some of the cream, which makes the sauce a bit lighter and more complex.



A NOTE ABOUT EQUIPMENT AND HEAT:

A tortilla press is a must for making your own corn tortillas. (There are other ways to roll or pat out corn tortillas, but tortilla presses are ubiquitous because they do a far better job than any other tool.) They are affordable and easy to find online or in Mexican groceries.

We grind small quantities of chiles, garlic, and spices in a molcajete, a Mexican mortar and pestle made of volcanic stone that has a coarser texture than other mortars and pestles, which is ideal for grinding tough dried chiles, vegetable skins, and hard spices. If you don’t have a molcajete, use a blender (if




A NOTE ABOUT TIMING:
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