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I dedicate this book to my dad, Jack Mixon, for teaching me how to do a lot of things, including barbecuing; and to Pat Burke, for showing me how to be a champion.
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WHO IS MYRON MIXON?

Here’s what you need to know: I am Myron Mixon, from Unadilla, Georgia, and I am the baddest barbecuing bastard there has ever been. As a three-time world barbecue champion, I’ve been dubbed “The King,” “The Best Hog Cooker in the World,” “The Man in Black,” and more nicknames than I can count—some nice and some downright vicious. No matter what you call me, there’s no denying the fact that I’m a fierce competitor and the winningest man in barbecue.

[image: At the fire pits]

Jack Mixon at his fire pits. In the football jersey is my best friend from school, John Evans, and that’s me on the left. (photo credit fm.1)

I wasn’t always top dog. Not by a long shot. I started out as a small-town operator working at my dad’s sawmill and moving from one hard-ass job to another. But I had been raised by Jack Mixon, which, if you’re from one of the ten counties that make up middle Georgia, means one thing: barbecue. Folks who knew my dad when he was young remember his shiny black hair and his take-no-prisoners attitude; he got noticed when he went places because he was tall and tough and he always drove the fastest cars (which I later found out was to stay ahead of the revenuers, but that’s a story for another book). Primarily, what my dad did was own a barbecue take-out business in my hometown, Vienna (pronounced VI-anna). Now, my ancestors may have come to this country in the 1600s, but my dad was about as salt-of-the-earth, as honest, and as hardworking a man as you’re ever likely to meet.
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I’m just a simple country boy:
one mama, one daddy.
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He was also tough as nails. When I was about ten years old, he had me doing grunt work around his barbecue pits: toting wood, firing up pits, loading fire barrels, and so on. I did stuff that most young’uns never got asked to do. Jack worked me and my brother Tracy like the free labor we were. I once asked to get paid for my work and Daddy said, “You do, you put your feet under my dinner table and sleep under my roof.” When other kids were going swimming and having fun, I was stoking fire pits.

[image: Jack’s Old South]

This is the building that actually housed the pits for Jack’s Old South. It was built around 1986. (photo credit fm.3)

Here’s one day I’ll never forget: I was just about twelve or so, and my dad had me and my brother Tracy in the yard with him. He had these two big old fire barrels that had to be kept filled with coals, which would be used to heat the barbecue pit. It was as much a job to keep those fire barrels filled as it was to shovel the coals into the pit. Every so often, my father would get off of the five-gallon bucket he was sitting on and he would walk up to the sheets of tin that we had placed across the top of the pits. He would run his hand—no probes or thermometers, just his bare hand—across the tin and then he would tell us to get off our asses and fire those pits. There were three big sections and we had to tend to them about every twenty minutes, or less. The shovels we used were about ten feet long and had steel handles. When they slid into the fire barrel, they’d get so damn hot. The heat was something fierce. My brother and I were trying to do our job, but we were mostly trying to keep ourselves from burning up. It sure wasn’t pleasant work, and we did it over and over, all day.

[image: Myron Mixon and Tony Woodward]

That’s me and Tony Woodard, one of my first assistants, competing on the circuit around 1997–98. (photo credit fm.2)





How Much Have I Won?

Here’s why you ought to pay attention to what I say: Since 1996, I’ve won more than 180 grand championships, 30 state championships (including wins in Georgia, Florida, Alabama, Virginia, Arkansas, Mississippi, Kentucky, Illinois, South Carolina, and Tennessee), and 11 national championships, and I’ve earned more than 1,800 total trophies. My team has also taken three first-place whole-hog awards at the Jack Daniel’s World Championship Invitational Barbecue competition, and we have been crowned the grand champion at the World Championship in Memphis three times (2001, 2004, and 2007). We have also taken first place in the whole-hog category at the World Championship four times (2001, 2003, 2004, and 2007). Jack’s Old South has been the Memphis in May Team of the Year with the highest number of points for eight years (from 1999 through 2004 and also in 2007 and 2009). We are also the only team to win grand championships in the Memphis in May, Kansas City BBQ Society, and Florida BBQ Association contests in the same year.






[image: 2001 May World BBQ Championship]

The Jack’s Old South team collecting our paychecks at the 2001 Memphis in May Word BBQ Championship—my first of three world titles.

My dad was pretty damn tough on us. People think I’m hard, but they don’t have a clue. Sometimes folks who knew my dad because of his barbecue still come up to me and ask if Jack is around. I tell them no, he ain’t, and you better be damn glad he ain’t. He was just a hard man, and a strict father. But he made me who I am; he was someone who could do anything he set his mind to. Without a doubt, the raising he gave me is what drove me to be able to do what I’ve done.
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What I do best is beat
everybody else’s ass.
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He schooled me on discipline, determination, and hard work, but what he really taught me was how to win. Even when I was a kid trying to keep from burning my hands off, I couldn’t help but pay attention to what my dad told me—mostly because I didn’t want to have to do anything twice. I learned about the whys and wherefores of barbecue the way the sons of farmers learn to grow crops. It became a part of me, a part of my way of thinking, and I didn’t even know it was happening. I didn’t realize it for a long time, actually—not until my father had a stroke and passed away unexpectedly in January of 1996. Until then, I didn’t want anything to do with barbecue.

[image: 2010 MIM World Championship]

2010 MIM World Championship on-site judging at the Jack’s Old South rig.

It surprises people when they find out that my first feelings about barbecue were so bad. So how did things turn around? I’ll tell you. By the mid-1990s, I had two boys of my own and was living a life that had nothing to do with barbecue. At the same time, my parents had started making and selling their own barbecue sauce from a recipe that came from my mother’s side of the family.
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It’s good to be the king.
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Myron’s Rules to Live By

Now that you know a thing or two about me, let me give you some advice before you strike that match.

It May Be Called Barbecue, but It’s Hard Work. This is something I learned in competition that you can apply at home right now: If you don’t take cooking seriously, you’re not going to make anything tasty. A barbecue might seem like the best place to just sit back and enjoy some good food and drinks, but if you don’t respect the fact that there’s a right way to do this, your food is never going to come out right.

It’s Not About Making Friends. I understand the camaraderie at the barbecue events, and the fact that folks are looking forward to driving up in their motor homes and getting into their little circles and having their little cocktails. There is nothing in the world wrong with that. But that is not what I’m about. If I want to get drunk and have my friends over, I do it on my patio beside my pool. I don’t have to spend two grand on ingredients and travel costs and all the rest of the contest expenses to do it. You know what I’m saying? Now, I’ve been as messed up as a football bat, but that’s been after a competition is over and I’m chilling out. Because you can’t win the party on Friday night and win the contest on Saturday: It does not work like that. So when you’re cooking, pay attention to what you’re doing.

Stay Cool. Some people get all in a tizzy over all their stuff, the dishes they’re making, all of it coming together at the same time. Well, guess what? That’s what cooking’s about. You’ve got to figure out a timetable for yourself. And you’ve got to keep a level head. You can get everything ready to go on time if you keep it calm and organized, and I’ll show you how.

Never a Dull Moment. When you present your barbecue to the judges at a Memphis in May event, you have to put on a show. You don’t want a lot of quiet time because you don’t want the judge thinking; you want his happy ass eating. My food is what wins. The presentation is just a floor show that you enjoy your meal by. That said, when people come to Jack’s Old South, they expect and they want the dog and pony show. When people come over to your house, don’t just sling the food at them. Let them see you work. Let them see that you know what you’re doing. Then go have some drinks around the pool and relax.




They were fairly successful with it and it was a nice side business for them, but it didn’t much concern me. When my father died, though, I started thinking about how I could help my family and continue my father’s legacy. At that point, I was focused on the sauce. It was a great sauce, but for it to sell, I knew that I needed to find a way to publicize it.

There is an important barbecue contest in Vienna, Georgia, called the Big Pig Jig. It began small in 1982, but it became an enormous event, with on-site professional barbecue judging and more than $20,000 in prize money. That event got me to thinking of entering some barbecue competitions to promote our family’s barbecue sauce. So just six months after my father passed away and with absolutely no professional barbecue experience (but plenty of confidence), I entered my first contest, the Lock-&-Dam BBQ Contest in Augusta, Georgia. To everyone’s surprise but my own, I took first place in the whole-hog category, first place in the ribs category, and third place in the pork shoulder category. Did I mention it was my very first contest?

[image: Big Pig Jig in Vienna, Georgia, 2010.]

Big Pig Jig in Vienna, Georgia, 2010. (photo credit fm.3)

After that, the sauce became a sideline for me, too. Once I got a taste of how successful I could be at competitive barbecue, I became single-minded in my devotion to it. I was going to become the champion of this universe, or die trying. I just kept pushing myself to create the best barbecue I could, and I kept winning and winning. Since then, I’ve won more barbecue competitions than anyone else and have earned more than $1,000,000 in prize money. I’ve got rooms in my house just for the trophies.

My professional life is on the competitive barbecue circuit and I have no intention of ever giving it up. I want to continue to win because I never want to give up the title of the winningest man in barbecue, and if someone wants to take my throne, they’re going to have to work their ass off to snag it from me. But some interesting things have happened along the way. As a result of all of my success at the various contests, I attracted the attention of a serious barbecue enthusiast who happened to also be a multi–Emmy award-winning television producer named John Markus. He wanted to work with me on some sort of barbecue show because he knew there was no one better to approach. So he taped me in my element, both at home and at contests, and pitched his ten-minute barbecue documentary to television studios. And that’s how the TLC network show that I’m on, BBQ Pitmasters, got its start.

[image: Myron and Jack the bulldog]

That’s me at home with my big white bulldog, Jack.

Well, let me tell you: The success of the show is nice and I get a kick out of doing those appearances, but I don’t for a second think it means I can stop tending the smoker and sit around the pool sipping daiquiris. In fact, nowadays I have to work twice as hard because my competitors have seen my recipes and techniques on television. But from the response to the show and my experience teaching a barbecue school (ten weekends a year in what I like to call the “House That ‘Cue Built,” a brick-and-mortar temple to barbecue erected at my home), I’ve come to realize how much home cooks would like to learn about how to make good barbecue, and I’ve realized how the things I do in competition can easily be adapted to what you do when you’re cooking in your backyard.

[image: ]

When it comes to Myron Mixon cooking whole hog … well, that’s just like spitting off a damn train, that’s just how easy it is for me.

[image: ]

No disrespect to my fellow barbecue professionals, but I don’t think the world needs another barbecue book that home cooks can’t and won’t use. I’m going to give you lessons on how to cook barbecue that will win, whether you plan to compete at a contest or just want to impress your friends and neighbors on the Fourth of July. I’m sharing my best stories from the front lines of the barbecue circuit, and I’m going to provide barbecue recipes, tips, and advice that you’ll really be able to use. Once I show you exactly how to make my barbecue, you won’t ever need to try any other way again. And I’m not just blowing smoke.

[image: And I’m not just blowing smoke.]
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Men like to barbecue. Men will cook if danger is involved.
—Rita Rudner



A FUNNY THING HAPPENS when I get to competitions: I find myself surrounded by lots of “friends” who show up at opportune times, like when I’m prepping my meat. These are people who want to watch me cook, see what I do, and figure out what techniques they can steal for their own food. I’m not ugly to them. In fact, I’m fine with their prying eyes because I know that no matter what they see me doing, they’re probably not going to be able to replicate the magic themselves. That’s not because I think I’m so divine—although of course I do think that—but it’s because there’s just no substitute for the amount of practice I’ve had. I’ve spent a lifetime growing up around barbecue, and I’m closing in on twenty years of competing on the professional barbecue circuit. So watch all you like, I say: You won’t be able to do what I do unless you put in the time.

Now, that said, I do appreciate the fact that people admire my food and want to learn some of my tricks. It’s flattering. And I like to help teams, especially the young ones just getting started who really want to learn, and so I figured out something I could do besides watch them all turn into eavesdropping fools. For a few years now I’ve been running a barbecue cooking school in my backyard barbecue pavilion, where I’ve set up an outdoor classroom. My students come for a weekend and learn how to do what I do in competition; they watch as I demonstrate how to cook all the major categories of barbecue meats, and they get the opportunity to work in teams and make their own. I attract a wide variety of students, from people who just want to learn how to make their barbecues better, to those who are interested in learning to cook on the circuit, to barbecue restaurant owners hoping to shoot some extra energy into their menu offerings.

[image: ]

You better step it up, son.
This ain’t no Backyard Barbecue!
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I have a lot of fun teaching, and to be honest with you, I wish my students would have a little more fun. I notice a whole lot of worriation among my pupils. They stress over cooking times and temperatures. If I say “Sprinkle some rub on the brisket,” they want to know exactly how much to sprinkle on; if I say “Let the chicken rest a few minutes,” they want to know exactly how many minutes. I think you have to be very mindful of times and temperatures when you’re cooking, and you have to set a timeline and be vigilant about sticking to it. Lord knows I’m sometimes a slave to my timelines, which I spend a lot of time devising


What is barbecue supposed to taste like?




What is the difference between grilling and barbecuing?









What’s the best barbecue cooker?





Can I smoke food on a gas grill?


Can I smoke on a kettle grill?









What kind of wood should I use?



What are the essential items to have in your barbecue pantry?
































Why do you put a pan of water in your smoker?


Why do you let meat rest after you cook it?




How should I start my fire?


How do I get my food to look like yours?
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