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For Dad

ACKNOWLEDGMENTS
The thing about the acknowledgments is that no one ever reads them  except people who expect to be acknowledged. So unless you have  some reason to hope (or fear) that your name will appear here,  you’re not even reading this at all. Which is too bad, because while it  is true that in, say, travel and self-help books, this is where the authors thank their Sherpas and shrinks, and rehabbed movie stars  praise the staff and support team at Betty Ford, in cookbooks it’s  where the steamy sex scenes are. You didn’t know that? Ha. I didn’t  think so.
First of all, I have to thank any and everyone in area code 212 (Verizonspeak for Manhattan) who had anything at all to do with this  book. As I mention (okay, okay, dwell on) throughout the book,  being a Republican in the Pink Apple is, next to the Maytag Repairman’s, the Loneliest Job in Town. So to those of you who came out  of the closet (if only the linen closet), stepped up to the plate (if only  the heirloom Limoges), and stood up to be counted (if only on the  fingers of one hand), this book’s for you.
Many of you appear in the actual text, attached to your recipes and  anecdotes. Others of you contributed in ways only you could: Julie  Begel Meyer and Erni Brown, testers and tasters and so much more.  Jim Flaherty, Bob Skibsted, Regine and Francois Sicart, Lynnie Giordano, and Mona Mangan, champions and cheerleaders from start to  finish. Brilliant Bob Tore, who led me to my agent, the dazzling Jane  Dystel. Mary Bahr, editor extraordinaire, tutor, tester too, and friend.  Laura Ford, Beth Pearson, Kate Blum, and Tom Perry, the dream team  at Random House. The intrepid superintendent, doormen, deskmen,  handymen, and porters in my apartment building, who ate their way  through most of this book, often at odd times of the day (and night),  and were most forthcoming with their opinions and suggestions. Boy,  were they ever. West of the Hudson, Jane Andrae Vetter started it all,   opening doors while husband Tom opened stone crabs and sauvignon blanc. Mary Ann Azar Allison, my cousin Sheila Sprague, and  much of the cast of the 1996 Grayson family reunion are all vividly, if  mostly invisibly, represented here.
In fairness, I must mention that the political views of many of these  generous individuals do not always reflect those of the management—not by a long shot—but sometimes, like this time, pals trump  politics, and I am the richer for it.
Which brings me, here at the very end, to where it all began, and  still begins, with Mom. Along with, somewhere in that big Republican  Convention in the sky, Dad. Whatever spirit and soul and guts and  glory—and goofy—that may have trickled down to us, starts there.
And lastly, a special and heartfelt thanks to every administration,  present and past, who have taught me the most valuable lesson of all:  In America, you can get away with anything, including a cookbook  called  How to Eat Like a Republican.

FOR THOSE WHO FEEL THEY HAVE RECEIVED  THIS BOOK IN ERROR
Look, we who live to watch Peter Jennings’s election-night predictions accept that not everyone in America, let alone Florida, is a Republican. We realize you may have bought this book by accident, or  perhaps even received it as a “gag” gift. To that end, I have prepared  a useful guide to a more complete understanding and greater enjoyment of the book you now, even if inadvertently, hold in your hands.
Here then, some Frequently Asked Questions about How to Eat  Like a Republican.
FAQ #1: What in the world is this book about?
How to Eat Like a Republican is part cookbook, part how-to for non-Republicans, part how-come (as in “how come we ever ate that????”),  part payback (“thanks, Mom, for all the swell tricks with Lipton Onion  Soup Mix”), and part sheer revenge, as in the horrible night a coven  of New York Democrats invited innocent people to dinner under the  pretext of a whole roasted prime tenderloin, and served instead a  whole roasted baby tuna: “Great news! I was walking by Citarella,  saw them carrying in this gorgeous thing, and raced home and froze  the tenderloin!” My date, a Republican and a fish-hater (a Republican  redundancy, by the way; see Chapter 3, “Fish”), memorably reacted  by getting dead drunk and passing out at the table with his face in a  plateful of the gorgeous thing.
Put another way, How to Eat Like a Republican is about food over  frou-frou, life before balsamic vinegar, and a growing suspicion that, as  a friend of mine once wrote in a heart-wrenching country-and-western  anthem: “Just Outside Manhattan, There’s a Place Called USA.”
And there aren’t any New York Democrats there.
FAQ #2: Why on earth would anybody write this book?
I decided to write How to Eat Like a Republican because somebody  had to, because food should be good, food should be fun, politics are   funny, and Republicans are just plain funnier than Democrats. Unintentionally so, but so. We’re just so gosh-darned earnest.
Plus, now that they’ve pulled this campaign finance reform scam  on us, Republicans need all the money they can get. Anybody wanna  buy a cookbook?
FAQ #3: Speaking of which, who in Sam Hill would buy a book called
How to Eat Like a Republican? Other than the pervert who bought it for me.  First of all, Republicans. The seven or eight who live in Manhattan, of  course (civics lesson: even with Rudy and Mike, registered Democrats  in New York City outnumber registered Republicans five to one, or  roughly the ratio of women to men on any given Carnival cruise), and  the others, the president-electing others, who live everywhere else.
And second, Democrats, especially the self-styled Northeast Cultural Elite, who keep Republicans around for amusement, much as  the French kept small playful dogs around, right up to that unpleasant Marie-Antoinette–Louis the Whichever incident.
Both ways, everybody wins, except for anybody who voted for  Ross Perot, which is a problem no cookbook can solve, not even  mine.
FAQ #4: Where do these wonderful and wonderfully easy recipes come  from?
Thanks—I knew you’d come around. The truth is, many of the delectable recipes in How to Eat Like a Republican could have come  straight out of almost any community cookbook; in fact, I suspect  many of them did. My own mother thinks her own Mother’s Company Ham Loaf might be from a local cookbook she bought forty  years ago in Miami Beach (Miami Beach??? And that woman is a Republican!!!! ), but she’s not sure; it might be from Aunt Maxine. Either  way, it is so sensational, nobody really cares.
And that’s the point. Republicans mostly grow up on food that, if it  didn’t come off a Pillsbury box, somebody just made up one night,  usually in a pinch and probably with the aid of a can opener. The  family likes it; it gets scribbled down on the back of the telephone bill  (or, if the Republican is also a Virgo—a truly troubling thought—tidily  inscribed on a lined index card) and then passed around. Some of  these recipes remain inviolable, the gospel according to Nobody Remembers Who; others pick up hitchhikers as they make their way   around the country with each cook adding her own spin. However  they arrive, the ones that survive have earned it, and several have  earned their way into How to Eat Like a Republican.  A dubious distinction perhaps, but this collection is a highly arbitrary one, with me  doing all the arbitrating.
One last point: Very unlike community cookbooks, whose intentions are invariably virtuous, involving as they do the raising of sums  for various charitable institutions (such as the Republican National  Committee),  How to Eat Like a Republican is not high-minded at all.  In fact, it’s pretty low-minded, once you get into it. Deliciously low-minded, but low-minded just the same.
FAQ #5: I am a Democrat. Will I be insulted by this book?
I certainly hope so. As will some Republicans, as there are individuals on both sides (and You Know Who They Are) still bearing the  scars from their Sense of Humorectomies—a sort of comic circumcision many Americans endure at birth. In other words, this book is an  equal opportunity offender, albeit with a distinct leaning to the right.  How to Eat Like a Republican is a celebration of good old-fashioned  bipartisan mean-spiritedness, because isn’t that the American way, for  Pete (Domenici’s) sake?
FAQ #6: I am a New Yorker. What does a Republican actually look like? 
Hmm, this is a tough one. Because unless you accidentally attend a  rally for George Pataki, George Bush, or Georgette Mosbacher, you  could easily live a lifetime in the northeast corridor without ever setting eyes on one.
But let me try:
To begin with, while it is true many WASPs (and you do know what  they look like, don’t you?) are Republicans, many, many more Republicans are not WASPs; Rudy Giuliani, Colin Powell, Arnold  Schwarzenegger, Senator Ben Nighthorse Campbell, and Dr. Condoleezza Rice spring to mind. No, most of today’s Republicans do not  regularly ride to the hounds; they ride to the next tee shot in their  own EZ-Gos; or, in some parts of the country, in their Cadillac Escalades to the nearest neighbor, often several hundred thousand acres  of good grazing land away.
So you have to be careful. It’s not as easy as it used to be, and first  thing you know, your daughter comes home from Yale engaged to   one, and just like that, The Nation won’t renew your subscription.  Told you she should have gone to Bard.
But it’s a good question, and it has prompted me to prepare the following handbook, a special pull-out section to carry with you at all  times. Actually, it’s more of a rip-out section, as perforations were too  expensive for a book this cheap.

REPUBLICANS OF NORTH AMERICA:  A FIELD GUIDE
The Big Fat Rich Republican: the  person whose name is on the brand-new gym/library/computer center at  the prestigious Ivy League college his  kid just got into, despite a 560 (combined) on his  SATs and an arrest on two counts of possession.
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The New Republican: a Democrat who got rich.
The Fake Republican: a Democrat, only a really rich one, politically  ambitious but politically unknown, who lives somewhere where  there are wayyyyy too many Democrats seeking public office. He  knows it will be tough to win the primary the old-fashioned way, so  presto-change-o, he becomes a Republican, dodges the primary,  and simply buys the general election.
Or maybe that is the old-fashioned way.
The Stealth Republican: similar to the above, but much cheaper to  pull off. This is a true red-blooded Republican who lives somewhere where there are wayyyyy too many Democrats seeking to  keep Democrats in public office. So he registers as a Democrat and  votes in the Democratic primaries for the lamest possible candidate  in the field, a real loser even a Republican can beat, even in New  York. Don’t you just love the two-party system?
The Boy Republican: the brand-new junior partner at the brokerage/investment banking/real estate firm that, coincidentally, bears  his same last name.
The Girl Republican: the beautiful blond (always) daughter of The  Big Fat Rich or The New Republican. She is pro-choice (usually   choosing Neiman’s over Saks, but it depends on the sales), much to  the consternation of her parents, but Knows In Her Heart that so is  Laura Bush. She is the future of the party. Which begins in about  half an hour, by the way, and the bouncer at the door is an old  boyfriend, so no problemo.
The Movie Star Republican: a very small category, occupied almost  entirely by a huge Austrian guy who is married to a skinny little Big  Fat Rich Democrat. Go figure.
The Country-and-Western Singing Star Republican: a musical artist  of such depth, sensitivity, vulnerability, and originality that he/she is  actually invited to perform for the president and first lady of the  United States of America at the Kennedy Center in Washington, D.C.
Just about every Saturday night.
The Temporary Republican: a Democrat from New York, who, for  his own safety, puts an American flag in his lapel and an NRA  bumper sticker on his rental car as he travels through Arizona and  Orange County, California.
The Ex-Republican: rarely sighted, as he usually operates disguised  as a U.S. senator, who, in order to thoroughly piss off the Party, hog  some headlines, bewilder the people who voted for him, and endear himself to the French, renounces his Republicanism and begins  calling himself an Independent, which is Navajo for Democrat. He  even votes for the Clinton health-care plan, making him very independent indeed, as even the Democrats didn’t.
The Dead Republican: the ex-Republican if Tony Soprano were running the RNC.

HOW TO USE THIS BOOK
As most of you will have never before seen a Republican cookbook, at least not knowingly, you may need a little help navigating  this one. Please take a moment to scan this section, as it will add immeasurably to the experience.
On the surface, the book is very straightforward, almost childlike in  its simplicity. Organized loosely along the lines of a dinner party,  recipes for cocktails and appetizers glide gracefully into first courses  and main courses, then slide smoothly through side dishes and  brunch dishes, concluding pleasantly, if predictably, with desserts.  No surprises here. But in the interest of full disclosure, there are some  aberrations I feel I must point out: specifically, three close encounters  of the Republican kind not present in your average cookbook, and  beginning with children.
1. FAVORITE SONS AND DAUGHTERS: The Care and Feeding   of the Republican Acorn
I tread softly here, as I realize it is a disturbing thought for some people to learn that Republicans actually have children. What’s more,  they get them the same way non-Republicans do, which is a disturbing thought for some Republicans. But facts are facts, and much as  my non-Republican friends might disagree, the little tykes have to eat,  so they can grow up healthy and strong and vote a straight party line.  So sprinkled here and there you will find some things especially kid-appropriate—yours to embrace or avoid; I leave it to you.
2. COOKIN’ WITH COKE: Pop Culture, Republican Style
Let’s get one thing straight right off the bat: The only thing Republicans put up their noses is ZiCam. So all you body-piercing, tattoo-wearing, dirty-lyrics-writing non-Republicans just back off; our coke  has a last name and it’s Cola. Therefore, from time to time you will   stumble upon an offering or two from a curious subculture of Republicans, those who use soft drinks as a cooking ingredient. It’s  probably a Southern thing—most scary food things are—but be that  as it may, don’t sneer until you’ve tasted Chicken Gizzard Candy with  Ketchup and Coke, Straub’s Sticky Chickies in Coke, St. Bernard’s Choca-Cola Cake, and other carbonated  concoctions. All strange but true, and truly, tastily Republican.
And now, the thorniest issue of all, one I have struggled with since  the inception of the book:
3. GIVE ME LIBERALS, THEN GIVE ME DEATH  A Short and Highly Selective Sampling of Non-Republican  Recipes from Certain Leftward-Leaning Friends Who   Demanded Equal Time but Aren’t About to Get It
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You know who they are. The arugula eaters. The people who buy  free-range chicken, prepare their own duck confit, and establish relationships with their fishmongers in order to get first crack at all that  fish the Republicans wouldn’t touch with a stick. In New York, we  call them Democrats. You probably have your own name for them. At  any rate, in the interest of still being invited to their dinner parties, I  have included a handful of their recherché offerings, such as: William  Least Heat-Moon’s Pappy Van Winkle on the Rocks, Magi’s  Baked Gnocchi (what did I tell you?, my own Aunt Emmy’s  Bleeding Heart Brownies (Aunt Emmy still has her 1980  JANE WYMAN WAS RIGHT button pinned to her purse), and a (very) few  others.
These and the other recipes in this vein will be clearly and emphatically marked by the symbol shown above. I do not necessarily  recommend these contributions, but they are, after long deliberation,  included, so do with them what you will.
And now, let’s get down to business.
Gentlemen, start your Osterizers.
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