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			DEVILED-EGG TOSTADAS
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			When I was messing with the opening menu for Molly’s Rise and Shine, I had fun thinking about what dishes qualify as breakfast. We hit the classics: biscuits, grits, breakfast sandwiches. We combined early-morning flavors from different places: labneh sprinkled with za’atar and everything-bagel spice. And we hallucinated: bagel chips with green cream cheese and canned sardines. And then there’s, well, this. It’s a dish that takes a time-tested Mexican formula (tostada, beans, tasty stuff, salsa) and applies the flavors of Southern picnics and roadside stores.

			Assemble each one yourself, if you’re feeling fancy, or set out the components and have everyone get involved.

			MAKES 12

			
				Deviled Yolks

				Yolks from 12 hard-boiled eggs (feed the whites to your dog)

				¼ cup plus 2 tablespoons sour cream

				¼ cup plus 2 tablespoons finely crumbled cotija cheese

				¼ cup plus 2 tablespoons well-shaken buttermilk, plus more if you need it

				1 juicy lime, halved

				½ teaspoon kosher salt (Diamond Crystal or about half as much Morton), or more if you like

				Tostadas

				¾ cup Gas-Station Bean Dip (this page)

				12 store-bought tostadas

				¾ cup drained pickled banana pepper rings, roughly chopped

				Some finely chopped red onion

				1½ cups lightly packed roughly chopped cilantro

				3 juicy limes, for zesting and juicing

				Peanut Butter Salsa Macha (this page) for serving

			

			To make the deviled yolks: In a food processor, process the yolks, sour cream, cheese, buttermilk, juice from half the lime, and salt to a smooth puree, about 30 seconds. Season with more lime juice and salt until you’re happy, and gradually blend in a little more buttermilk if the mixture seems too thick to spread onto the tostadas.

			To make the tostadas: Remove the bean dip from the fridge 10 to 15 minutes before you want to eat, so it softens up a bit for spreading. Evenly spread the deviled yolks across the tostadas (about 2 tablespoons each). Add some little dollops of the bean dip, about a tablespoon’s worth per tostada.

			Sprinkle on the banana peppers, onion, and then the cilantro. Use a Microplane to zest the limes over the tostadas, as evenly as you can. Halve a lime or two and squeeze them on. Spoon on that spicy-ass salsa macha, until you’re happy. Eat.

			COLLEEN’S BAGEL BITES
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			In its short albeit storied history, Turkey and the Wolf went through a school-snacks phase, where we re-created heady, just barely more sophisticated versions of our nostalgic favorites. There were steak-and-cheese Hot Pockets, blood-sausage Lunchables (with an Andes Mint on the side), and Colleen’s ode to Cheese & Pepperoni Bagel Bites. This one stuck around, though, because it’s better than good. It’s all about her thoughtfully rendered tomato cream cheese—at room temp, to make it and your joy more spreadable—paired with supermarket-quality pepperoni and a wild amount of toasted fennel seeds. Scale it up for a bigger party.

			MAKES 12

			
				3 tablespoons fennel seeds

				6 tablespoons unsalted butter, room-temp so it’s mayo-soft

				6 plain bagels, halved

				Heaping 1½ cups Pizza Cream Cheese (this page), room-temp so it’s nice and soft

				1 tablespoon red chile flakes

				4 ounces thinly sliced pepperoni (about 60 slices)

				Big ol’ handful of Italian basil leaves

			

			Put the fennel seeds in a small skillet, set it over medium heat, and toast, shaking the pan frequently, until they’re fragrant and a shade darker, about 3 minutes. Set them aside.

			Get your oven to 400°F with a baking sheet in there.

			Butter each bagel and, when the oven is ready, put them cut-side down on the hot baking sheet. Bake until the cut sides are golden brown, 5 to 7 minutes. Remove from the oven.

			When the bagel halves are cool enough to handle, liberally smear the cream cheese on them. Sprinkle with the toasted fennel seeds and chile flakes, then top with the pepperoni and basil. Or put everything out and let people choose their own adventure.

			COLLARDS AND GRITS WITH SALSA MACHA
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			The first time I tried salsa macha with collard greens, I knew we had a fun dish in the making. Turns out smoky, spicy, and nutty goes real well with rich, sweet, and vinegary. The marriage bed for this freaky couple is stone-ground grits made with butter and cream cheese. Go huge on the peanuts; they really tie the room together. Slip on some fried or poached eggs, if you want.

			SERVES 4

			
				Grits

				1½ cups whole milk

				1½ teaspoons kosher salt (Diamond Crystal or about half as much Morton), or more if you like

				¾ cup good stone-ground grits

				Heaping ⅓ cup Philadelphia cream cheese, room-temp so it’s nice and soft

				¼ cup sour cream

				3 tablespoons unsalted butter

				2 teaspoons Tabasco jalapeño sauce, plus more for the freaks

				¾ teaspoon freshly ground black pepper

				For the Dish

				3 cups Scotty’s Good-with-Everything Collard Greens (this page), hot

				Peanut Butter Salsa Macha (this page) for serving

				¾ cup salted roasted peanuts, roughly chopped

				¾ cup packed roughly chopped cilantro

				4 lime wedges

			

			To make the grits: Combine the milk, salt, and 1½ cups water in a medium pot and bring to a boil over medium-high heat. Whisk the mixture with one hand and pour in the grits with the other; whisk constantly until it returns to a simmer, about 2 minutes. Turn down the heat to low so the grits simmer gently and cook, stirring occasionally, until they’re tender, about 45 minutes. Don’t worry if they look a little dry and sad. They won’t in a minute.

			Add the cream cheese, sour cream, butter, Tabasco, and pepper and whisk well to melt the butter and totally mix in the cream cheese. Add more salt and Tabasco until you’re happy. Turn off the heat and cover to keep them warm, if necessary.

			To assemble the dish: Spoon the grits into four bowls, then top with the collard greens (plus a little pot likker, if there is any hanging around). Spoon on some salsa macha, spreading it around to distribute the spiciness, then pile on the peanuts and sprinkle on the cilantro. Serve with the lime wedges.

			DON’T SLEEP ON THE CARROT YOGURT
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			New customers at Molly’s usually go for the fried chicken biscuit or Grand Slam McMuffin—after all, we opened the place hot off all the love for Turkey and the Wolf’s meatwiches. But regulars know the deal. Our carrot yogurt is the sleeper hit on the menu. That’s because it’s got a sneaky carrot puree swirled in, Liz’s carrot marmalade spooned on, and my buddy Nini Nguyen’s granola on top, which I’m pretty sure she stole from a famous restaurant.

			SERVES 4

			
				Carrot Puree

				2 cups sliced (about ½ inch) carrots

				2 tablespoons maple syrup

				1 teaspoon kosher salt (Diamond Crystal or about half as much Morton)

				For the Dish

				4 cups whole-milk Greek yogurt (or whatever you fuck with)

				2 to 4 cups Nini’s Granola (this page) or your favorite one

				1 cup or so blueberries (or whatever berries are ripe)

				2 tangerines, clementines, or satsumas, peeled and separated into segments

				Handful of mint leaves, torn

				1 lemon, for zesting

				Heaping 4 tablespoons Liz’s Carrot Marmalade (this page) or honey

			

			To make the carrot puree: Put the carrots in a medium pot, cover with an inch of water, and get it boiling over high heat. Lower the heat and cook at a rolling simmer until the carrots are poke-a-finger-through-them tender, about 1 hour. (Sorry you burned your finger.) Use a slotted spoon to move the carrots to your blender, but don’t ditch the water yet.

			Add the maple syrup, salt, and just enough of the cooking water to get the blender moving (say, 3 tablespoons). Blend on high speed until totally smooth, about 1 minute. Let it cool and chill it in the fridge, where it’ll keep in an airtight container for up to a week.

			To assemble the dish: Plop the yogurt in bowls, add some or all of the carrot puree, and use a spoon to swirl it all around so it looks cool. Top each with ½ to 1 cup of the granola, some berries, citrus segments, and mint leaves. Zest the lemon over all the stuff and spoon the carrot marmalade over each bowl. It’s ready to go.

			Nini’s Granola

			Nini Nguyen taught us how to make this awesome granola before she became a food celebrity. If by some strange turn she isn’t a celebrity by the time this is published, then just give it another few weeks. Makes about 7 cups

			
				⅔ cup unsweetened shredded coconut

				3 cups rolled oats

				One 10½-ounce can (2 cups) salted roasted mixed nuts, roughly chopped

				½ cup grapeseed oil or mild olive oil

				½ cup packed light brown sugar

				⅓ cup maple syrup

				2 teaspoons kosher salt (Diamond Crystal or about half as much Morton)

				½ cup golden raisins

				¼ cup dried currants

			

			Get your oven to 325°F. Line a baking sheet with parchment paper.

			Spread the shredded coconut on the baking sheet and bake, rotating the pan halfway through, until light brown, 5 to 8 minutes. Dump the coconut into a small bowl and let it hang out.

			Turn your oven temp to 275°F.

			Mix together the oats and chopped mixed nuts in a large heatproof bowl. In a small pot, get the oil, brown sugar, maple syrup, and salt to a boil, stirring occasionally, then dump the mixture into the bowl. Mix it all real good to coat the oats and nuts.

			On that same parchment paper–lined baking sheet, evenly spread the oat mixture into more or less a single layer and bake until the oats turn a nice caramel color, 2 to 2½ hours. Give it a little stir every 45 minutes or so, but if you like clusters, not so much near the end.

			Take the mixture out of the oven and let it cool a bit. Add the toasted coconut, raisins, and currants and mix it all together. Let it cool completely, when it shall fulfill its crunchy promise.

			Eat it now or keep it in an airtight container at room temp for up to 1 month.
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			Liz’s Carrot Marmalade

			Liz Hollinger, pastry chef and co-leader of the kitchen at Molly’s Rise and Shine, was the reason that we turned yogurt-for-breakfast into a carrot dish. She made this component based off a similar marmalade she tried in Greece. She killed it, and our carrot yogurt (see this page) wouldn’t be the same without it. Makes about 2 cups

			
				1 tablespoon white sugar, plus 1⅓ cups

				1½ teaspoons powdered fruit pectin

				4 cups carrot juice (from the store)

				2 cinnamon sticks

				1 tablespoon plus 1 teaspoon pink peppercorns

				6 whole cloves

				6 cardamom pods, smashed open

			

			Mix together the 1 tablespoon sugar and the pectin in a small bowl. That’s your pectin bomb, and you’re gonna need it toward the end.

			Put everything else into a medium heavy pot and bring to a boil over high heat. Lower the heat and cook at a rolling simmer, stirring occasionally, until the liquid reduces by about half, 30 minutes or so.

			Pour the mixture through a fine-mesh strainer, discard the solids, then return the liquid to the pot. Stir in the pectin bomb, get the mixture boiling again over high heat, then boil, stirring nonstop, until it looks glossy and thickens enough to easily coat the back of a spoon, about 2 minutes. Let it cool completely.

			It keeps in the fridge for up to 1 month.
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			MOLLY'S BISCUITS
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			These are the best biscuits I’ve ever had, and I don’t have shit to do with them. Credit goes to a slew of people, beginning with chef de cuisine Nate, who kicked off this triumphant year-long pursuit of deliciousness; he spent a solid six months experimenting before we opened our breakfast spot, Molly’s, and stole his mom’s boyfriend’s move of adding white vinegar (to amp up buttermilk’s tang). Swade gets some credit, too, for pissing in the punch bowl when he chimed in, months into Nate’s struggle, with, “Why not try citric acid instead of vinegar?” Fucker was right.

			But the lion’s share goes to brilliant pastry chefs Liz and Jess, who gave the Biscuit Boys a good-job pat and then fixed our shit. They froze and grated the butter, which creates little pockets of steam in the oven and clinches a real tender crumb. They used two kinds of liquid fats: buttermilk for ooh-damn-tanginess and sour cream for richness. And they instituted some fold-and-roll action, giving it sandwich-friendly structure for, say, the breakfast sandwich of my dreams: scrambled eggs, Jimmy Dean, cheddar, and mayo. Or, just top with some Country Gravy Upgrade (this page).

			P.S. Citric acid is easy to buy online, at baking supply stores, and even at a lot of grocery stores.

			MAKES 12

			
				1½ sticks (12 tablespoons) unsalted butter, frozen

				1½ cups buttermilk

				½ cup plus 2 tablespoons sour cream

				4 cups all-purpose flour, plus more for rolling

				2 tablespoons plus 2¼ teaspoons baking powder

				2 tablespoons kosher salt (Diamond Crystal or about half as much Morton)

				1 tablespoon white sugar

				1½ teaspoons citric acid (see P.S.)

				1 egg

				1 tablespoon heavy cream or whole milk

				Flaky sea salt (optional)

			

			Get your oven to 400°F. Line a large baking sheet with parchment paper (or lightly coat the baking sheet with nonstick spray).

			Use the large holes of a box grater to grate the frozen butter into a bowl, then put it back in the freezer. In a medium mixing bowl, whisk together the buttermilk and sour cream and set aside in the fridge. In a large mixing bowl, whisk together the flour, baking powder, kosher salt, sugar, and citric acid.

			Now, you want to make the dough without warming the butter too much. So get ready—speed is important from here on. Add the grated butter to the flour mixture and toss well with your hands, breaking up any big clumps of butter but not doing the usual “working in the butter” business. Instead, you’re basically just coating the butter bits in the dry stuff.

			Next, pour in the buttermilk mixture and use a flexible spatula to mix everything together in about eight big swooping folds. You’re trying to get all of the dry mixture wet without working it too much (that’d give you chewy biscuits). Then, use your hands to quickly finish the dough, giving it a couple of folds in the bowl and incorporating any wet or dusty spots.

			Dust the counter with about ¼ cup all-purpose flour. Give yourself a good 2 feet by 1 foot of space for the biscuits, even though you’re not going to roll them that big. Dump the dough onto the floured surface and dust the top of the dough blob with another 2 tablespoons or so flour. Pat the dough blob into a rough 6-inch square that’s about 2 inches high.

			Using a rolling pin and working from the middle out, roll out the dough to a nice even 10-inch square. Use your hands to brush off any excess flour.

			Fold one of the sides about a third of the way over the dough, then fold the opposite side over the folded dough. Rotate the dough a quarter turn clockwise (or at least the same direction each time) and roll out the dough to make that nice even square again. Repeat this process (fold like a letter, quarter turn, and roll it out) three more times, for a total of four folds, but on the last time, stop before you roll it into the 10-inch square. If your square begins to look wonky, take a moment to pat the dough into a neater rectangle between those quarter turns.

			After the fourth fold, roll out the dough once more, but this time make a rectangle measuring about 7 by 10 inches. Trim the edges with a bench scraper or knife—a straight edge makes the biscuits rise better. Cut the dough into twelve 2- to 2½-inch squares and put them on the baking sheet with a good 2 inches between each one.

			In a small bowl, whisk together the egg and heavy cream until there are no blobs of egg whites. Brush or rub the biscuit tops with a thin layer of this egg business, then lightly sprinkle with flaky sea salt.

			Bake on the center rack, rotating the pan halfway through, until the undersides are fully golden brown and a toothpick poked in the center comes out nice and dry, 20 minutes or so. Serve the biscuits warm.

			Wrap up any leftovers. They’ll stay pretty delicious in the fridge for a couple of days and freeze well, too. Reheat in a low oven before serving them again.
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			Colleen makes this mean sausage gravy for when biscuits (see this page) need smothering. Pour it on, then add fresh cracked pepper for flavor and maybe some chopped scallion to ward off scurvy.

			MAKES ABOUT 5 CUPS

			
				¼ cup rendered bacon fat, lard, or unsalted butter, plus a little more if needed

				¼ cup all-purpose flour

				12 ounces raw breakfast sausage (preferably Jimmy Dean)

				2 large white or yellow onions, cut into small dice (about 4 cups)

				¼ cup finely chopped garlic

				1½ tablespoons awase miso

				2 teaspoons chopped thyme

				2 teaspoons finely chopped sage

				4 cups whole milk

				1 cup heavy cream

				1 tablespoon Louisiana-style hot sauce

				Scant 1 teaspoon apple cider vinegar

				Scant 1 teaspoon Worcestershire sauce

				1 tablespoon freshly ground black pepper

				2 teaspoons kosher salt (Diamond Crystal or about half as much Morton)

			

			Get the bacon fat hot in a medium skillet over medium heat. Sprinkle in the flour and immediately get whisking and keep whisking until the resulting roux turns the sandy brown color of Brad Pitt’s hair when it was long in the ’90s, 3 to 5 minutes. Scrape the roux into a bowl and set aside.

			Get a medium Dutch oven or heavy pot hot over medium-high heat, then add the sausage and brown, breaking up clumps and stirring sometimes, about 5 minutes. Scoop the sausage onto a plate, leaving any fat behind (if there’s not much, add another teaspoon or two of bacon fat), then add the onions and garlic and sauté in the fat until the onions are translucent, 5 to 7 minutes. Add the roux, along with the miso, thyme, sage, and browned sausage and cook, stirring frequently, for a couple of minutes, so the flavors meld.

			Stir in the milk, cream, hot sauce, vinegar

			
			
			
				[image: ]
			

			
			
			
			
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
				
				[image: ]
			

		

	
		
			ACKNOWLEDGMENTS

			Thanks, Mom! You got four kids that are now adults and actually friends with each other, an amazing feat that I attribute fully to your superpowers. None of this shit would be happening without your support and the support of Will, Molly, and Saint. Thanks for thrifting all the tables, chairs, and cups we needed to get the restaurant open, and driving with them in a two-story pile on the back of your semi-broken-down pickup truck for fifteen hours in the rain to get them to New Orleans. And thanks for all the other stuff, too.

			There are only two things that money can’t buy and that’s true love and homegrown tomatoes; and if I had to choose, fuck tomatoes. There ain’t nothing in this world without my wife, Lauren Agudo. Thank you for sharing your time with me in this lifetime. Plus, thanks for all the stuff you do to make sure the restaurants keep rolling down the track. I’ll tell ya the rest in person. And thanks to our dog, Darla. Darla is just so great.

			Thank you to my brothers and sister. Will, making a book with you as the photographer is a dream come true. Thank you for absolutely killing it, and for letting me use your K2 Fatty rollerblades occasionally when I still had TRS Lightnings, which is a pretty good metaphor for all you’ve given to me. Saint, I know your waist is slender, your fingers, they are small, but it would not make you tremble to see ten thousand fall in Super Street Fighter II on Sega Genesis. Thank you for putting a strong wit out into the ether for me to strive to emulate. Molly, you’re the best Hereford. Thanks for inspiring an entire restaurant and helping me with everything I’ve ever written, including papers in college when you were in tenth grade. And thanks for the free therapy.

			The most massive thank you to Liz Hollinger, Phil Cenac, Kate Mirante, Nate Barfield, Will Mondros, Scotty Yelity, Bob O’Donnell, Migdalia Pabon, Leticia Alarado, Michael “Swade” Swadener, Sarah Roberts, Mac Folger, Chris Lorio, Colleen Quarls, Daniel Bourgeois, Jess Stokes, Ian Willson, Andew Dupuis, Nadia, Brett, Gail, Caroline, Savannah, Amber, Josh, Mikey, Kevin, Miriam, Christin, Bronwen, Thelma, Wayne, and everyone else that has ever shared their world with Turkey and the Wolf and Molly’s Rise and Shine. It ain’t me. You guys are it.

			To Lauren Holton, Turkey and the Wolf would never have taken off without you. Your cocktails were effortlessly cool and so are you, and I know people didn’t show up those first few months to see me, so I owe ya one.

			To Via Fortier, the host of the party. I’m not sure there are enough pages to list your contributions to the restaurants and to my memory bank of good times. Let’s go out to dinner tomorrow. And thank your mom for me, for creating you and for all the recipes. They’re pure gold.

			To Kim Witherspoon and the team at Inkwell for believing that I could write a cookbook and then making sure some publishers did, too.

			To the team at Ten Speed Press, especially Kelly Snowden, Emma Rudolph, and Betsy Stromberg, for buying that cookbook and patiently and thoughtfully helping me create something that I’m really fucking proud of.

			To JJ Goode for telling me I should write a cookbook and then actually writing the cookbook, even though you don’t understand how to properly use the word “y’all” in a sentence. Seriously though, I wouldn’t have gotten down this road without you.

			To Shavon for delivering smiles and bread and lighting up the room when you walk in and always wearing our merch.

			To Leighann and Dan for making the bologna before you had a place to make it and then continuing to make it after you opened a busy-ass butcher shop that didn’t need to be making it, and for being our pals.

			To Toure Folkes for your friendship and for helping us grow.

			To Dan Stein for being my light.

			To Nini Nguyen for being such a good friend, for sharing recipes and pastry knowledge, for charting our path through Hong Kong Food Market, and for showing me my favorite parts of NYC.

			To Ashtin Berry for your friendship, advice, leadership, lessons, shopping suggestions, and conversations over too many drinks.

			To Remy Robert for expertly testing the recipes and providing much needed input.

			
				[image: ]
			

			To Matty Matheson for doing the all-caps things on Instagram, which I copied and probably helped me get a book deal.

			To Joe Trippi and Zane Gould for teaching me to cook the first stuff I ever cooked. To Chris Shortall and Mike Stoltzfus for teaching me the second stuff I ever cooked. And to everyone at Coquette.

			To Ashlee Arceneaux Jones for the lettering in this book, the eye for design, the “order here” sign at Turkey and the Wolf, the undertaking that was the sign at Molly’s, and, most important, being my bud. I can’t imagine how this book would look without you. You’re amazing.

			To David Weiss for manufacturing the shit out of our white bread for us, for putting up with wild bread orders, and always having a backup ready to go.

			To Michael Solomonov for letting me copy off his hummus and chicken homework.

			To Ann Redding and Matt Danzer of Uncle Boon’s for providing endless inspiration to this fanboy.

			
				[image: ]
			

			To Leo Gonzales for the illustrations in this book and so many more. You crush so hard every time. To Kenny Cox for the murals at both restaurants, merch, designs, and half my tattoos, including the one that led to an FDA investigation of whether we were running a tattoo shop out of the restaurant. To Stewart Freeman for being the first ever Turkey and the Wolf illustrator and for that time you shaved your head like Friar Tuck and I laughed myself into astral projection. To Seth Fountain, Paul Portis, and Meep for amazing design work.

			To Danny and Bonnie’s Seafood for having the best cracklin, to Rahman Mogilles and the McHardy’s team for having the best fried chicken, to Adolfo Garcia and La Boca for having the best steak, to Quoc Trieu and the Tan Dinh team for having the best fish-sauce wings and short ribs, to Tiffany Higgins for having the best crabmeat, to Nina Compton for having the best game nights (and food), to Prince Lobo and Addis NOLA for having the best beef tibs. And once more to everyone in this paragraph for being a supportive friend.

			To the late Julia Reed for showing us what cool looks like and always being there for us.

			To Ryan Pfeiffer, Elaine Marisol, and the Big Kids Staff.

			To Tom Bielskas, our most reliable customer. To Brian Gibbs for being our most generous customer. To JJ Redick for being the regular customer that’s best at basketball.

			To Jennifer Coolidge for being so cool and so generous and so supportive.

			To Kemper, Delia, and Mike Maupin for creating and running my childhood home base.

			To Southern Solidarity for being there for our unhoused New Orleans neighbors.

			To Michael Jordan, Steve Irwin, and Beyoncé.

			And finally to Robert Hereford, my old man. Thank you. You’re the reason I have a mustache. You’re the reason I always have Guy Clark and the Grateful Dead stuck in my head. You’re why I like drinking beer out of a small glass. My memories of you are a fucking blessing.

			
				[image: ]
			

		

	
		
			ABOUT THE AUTHORS

			Mason Hereford is the owner (and depending on who you ask, sorta the chef) of Turkey and the Wolf in New Orleans, a counter-service sandwich joint that Food & Wine and GQ magazines, both called one of the most important restaurants of the decade. He also owns Molly’s Rise and Shine, a breakfast spot nearby that Food & Wine listed as a Best New Restaurant in America. He credits any success to his colleagues who constantly inject their character into the restaurant. Mason was born and raised on rollerblades in rural Virginia; he now lives in New Orleans and will never leave.

			JJ Goode helps people write books, and mostly cookbooks, which are the best books. He has coauthored several New York Times bestsellers and has been nominated for several James Beard Awards. He writes essays and articles sometimes, too. The editors of The Norton Reader selected his Gourmet magazine essay on cooking with one arm for their anthology of nonfiction, which includes writing from Nora Ephron, Barack Obama, and Jesus.

		

	




OEBPS/images/025_HERE_9781984859006_lay_art_r12.jpg





OEBPS/images/8.jpg





OEBPS/images/025_HERE_9781984859006_lay_art_r11.jpg





OEBPS/images/059_HERE_9781984859006_lay_art_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/058_HERE_9781984859006_lay_art_r1.jpg
Lo
- e ® .
- N
@ & e
@
) . 3 . &
. € d € o ¢
€ ®
€ - 3
&
k4 &






OEBPS/images/057_HERE_9781984859006_lay_art_r1.jpg







OEBPS/images/055_HERE_9781984859006_lay_art_r1.jpg







OEBPS/9781984859006_nav.xhtml

		
			Contents


			
						Cover


						Title Page


						Copyright


						Contents


						Introduction


						1: A Month of Sundays: Breakfast
					
								Deviled-Egg Tostadas


								Colleen’s Bagel Bites


								Collards and Grits with Salsa Macha


								Don’t Sleep on the Carrot Yogurt


								Molly's Biscuits


								Country Gravy Upgrade


								Grand Slam McMuffin


								Meatloaf: The Bagel, Not the Musician


					


			


						2: The Salad Ranch: Salad
					
								Buffalo Waldorf Salad


								The Cabbage Patch


								Pig Ear Cracklins Upgrade


								Leftover Fried Chicken Salad


								Sunday Morning Coming-Down Potato Salad


								The Wedge


								Lamb, Peas, Mint, and Cereal Salad


					


			


						3: Big Hat, No Cattle: Vegetables
					
								Sweet Potato Burrito


								Roasted Sunchoke and White Truffle Dunkaroos


								White Bean Hummus with Chile-Crunch Peas


								Gas-Station Tostadas


								Double-Decker Boomtown Upgrade


								Visualize Whirled Peas on Toast


								Okranomiyaki


					


			


						4: Delta Folly: Some Seafood
					
								Catfish Blues


								Crab Cake Muffs


								Roe a la Jiffy


								Lobster Tostadas


								Hot Tuna


								How We Eat Sardines


								McCaviar


								Shrimp with Grapes and Nuts


					


			


						5: Enjoy Every Sandwich: Sandwiches
					
								The Bellair (The Reason We Make Sandwiches)


								The Collard Melt


								The 86'd Chicken-Fried Steak


								The Tomato


								The Italian-American


								The Softshell Crab


								The Bologna


								Meatloaf: The Sandwich, Not the Musician


					


			


						6: Shake Hands with Beef: Dishes for Meat Lovers
					
								Chicken Potpies That Fit in Your Pocket


								Corner-Store Pork Rind Tacos


								Fried Chicken Skins and Deviled Eggs


								Spicy Fried Chicken Salad on Roti Paratha


								Slow-Cooked Lamb Necks with Fixings on Roti Paratha


								Hog’s Head Cheese


								Hog’s Head Cheese Rice


								Hog’s Head Cheese Tacos


								Hog’s Head Cheese Collards


								Grocery-Store Tonnato Sauce


					


			


						7: Side Hustle: Fixings
					
								Mom’s Famous Burnt Tomatoes


								Buttermilk Mashed Potatoes


								My Best Attempt at Anne Hereford’s Apple Fritters


								Mason’s Danksgiving Day Puree


								Used to Call It Stuffing, Now I Call It Dressing


								Scotty’s Good-with-Everything Collard Greens


								There Should Probably Be a Salad (Caesar)


					


			


						8: Mama Tried: Burger-Joint Fare
					
								The Mama Tried Burger


								Dan Stein as a Hot Dog


								Corned Dog Upgrade


								Via’s Corn Dogs with Her Mom’s Mustard


								Not Yo Mama’s Peanut Butter-Bacon Burger


								Spicy Chicken Thigh Roaster Sandwich


								Nate’s Spicy Fried Chicken Sandwich


					


			


						9: Just Liquor and Dessert from Here On Out: Desserts
					
								No-Churn Ice Cream Sundae


								Beet Butter and Tahini on Ice Cream


								Magic Shell and Potato Stix on Ice Cream


								Crunk Chunks on Ice Cream


								Candied Peanuts, Nutter Butters, and Toasted Coconut on Ice Cream


								Cheez-Its and Peanuts on Ice Cream


					


			


						10: When I Dip, You Dip, We All Dip: Dips, Spreads, & Other Stuff
					
								Verdant Blender Sauce


								Tay’s Mustard


								Bellair-Style Herb Mayo


								Peanut Butter Salsa Macha


								Halfway-Homemade Hot Sauce


								Pizza Cream Cheese


								Anchovy Crème Fraîche


								Spicy Russian Dressing


								Big Zesty Buttermilk Dressing


								Gas-Station Bean Dip


								My Best Try at Colleen’s Onion Dip


								Shrettuce


								Nate’s Spicy Chicken Spices


								Chicken Salt


					


			


						Dedication


						Acknowledgments


						About the Authors


						Index


			


		
		
			Landmarks


			
						Cover


						Cover


						Title Page


						Start


						Table of Contents


						Index


						Copyright


			


		
		
			Print Page List


			
						i


						ii


						iii


						244


						v


						vi


						vii


						viii


						ix


						x


						xi


						xii


						1


						2


						3


						4


						5


						6


						7


						8


						9


						10


						11


						12


						13


						14


						15


						17


						16


						18


						19


						21


						20


						22


						23


						25


						24


						26


						27


						28


						29


						30


						31


						32


						33


						34


						36


						37


						39


						38


						40


						41


						42


						43


						44


						45


						47


						46


						48


						49


						50


						51


						52


						53


						55


						54


						57


						56


						58


						59


						61


						60


						62


						63


						65


						64


						67


						66


						68


						69


						71


						70


						72


						73


						75


						74


						76


						77


						79


						78


						80


						81


						82


						83


						85


						84


						86


						87


						88


						89


						91


						90


						92


						93


						94


						95


						97


						96


						98


						99


						100


						101


						102


						103


						104


						105


						106


						107


						109


						110


						111


						112


						113


						114


						115


						116


						117


						119


						118


						120


						121


						123


						122


						124


						125


						126


						127


						129


						128


						130


						131


						133


						132


						134


						135


						137


						136


						138


						139


						141


						140


						143


						142


						145


						144


						146


						147


						149


						148


						150


						151


						153


						152


						154


						155


						157


						156


						158


						159


						161


						160


						162


						163


						165


						164


						166


						167


						168


						171


						170


						172


						173


						174


						175


						176


						177


						178


						179


						181


						180


						182


						183


						184


						185


						186


						187


						188


						189


						191


						190


						192


						193


						194


						195


						197


						196


						198


						199


						200


						201


						202


						203


						205


						204


						206


						207


						209


						208


						210


						211


						213


						212


						214


						215


						216


						217


						218


						219


						220


						221


						222


						223


						224


						225


						226


						227


						228


						229


						230


						231


						232


						iv


						233


						234


						235


						236


						238


						239


						240


						241


						242


						243


			


		
	

OEBPS/images/054_HERE_9781984859006_lay_art_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/053_HERE_9781984859006_lay_art_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/052_HERE_9781984859006_lay_art_r1.jpg
7

g ¥






OEBPS/images/000_powerUp.jpg
P
oUW
eR
U
I






OEBPS/images/051_HERE_9781984859006_lay_art_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/050_HERE_9781984859006_lay_art_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/27.jpg
comPrToN

2
W
W
~N
~
9
<







OEBPS/images/26.jpg







OEBPS/images/025_HERE_9781984859006_lay_art_r19.jpg










OEBPS/images/9781984859006_cover.jpg










