
        
            [image: cover]
        

    
Portuguese Famous Recipes: European Cookbook Series

By
Claude DeLucca


Text
copyright © 2014 Wangunbooks Publishing

Smashwords Edition

All
Rights Reserved


Coma-lhe Bem, a Beba-lhe Melhor!

(Eat
well and drink better!)

***

O
Jantar Esta Na Mesa

(The
dinner is on the table)
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Portugal And Food


BECAUSE Portugal is such a steep
narrow strip of land along the Atlantic it has to cling to its
rocky coast like a crab and wrest its living likewise from the sea
itself. Besides the fishing industry this country, still known by
its ancient name Lusitania, lives by making wines, chiefly port,
and by marketing the vinous specialties of its colonies, the
islands of Madeira and the Azores.

In consequence
of these two national activities, the Portuguese knows his fish and
wine even better than the Britisher knows his fish and chips. The
Lisboner can have oysters before every meal if he likes and wash
them down with dry golden Madeira, besides. Having been once a part
of Spain, the cuisine of Portugal is somewhat influenced by its
past, and as with Spain itself, there are oriental overtones to
many dishes.

Hordes of Moors
long ago deserted North Africa to settle among the Latins on this
rocky strip of seacoast, and they brought along the ancient cooking
arts of Arabia, their conquerors as well as Spain's and Portugal's.
So we find stuffed cucumbers, melons, almonds even in the soup, and
oriental rice.

But Portugal
long ago left her imprint on Eastern cooking, in exchange, as the
result of early voyages to India and the Orient, where she
introduced bread, which is still known there as pao, or pan.
Another of her contributions abroad was the cooking of shrimps
tempura style, which is the favorite mode of Japan down to this
day. The Portuguese, in fact, are almost as fond of rice as the
Chinese themselves.

The cooking of
Lusitania is also influenced by France, where the nobility of
Lisbon and Oporto have always sojourned; and by Italy, whose
language is indeed closer to Portuguese than Spanish itself. But
more than any other influence, the Brazilians have added their
fruits and eating fashions to the mother country that governed
Brazil through the Emperors Dom Pedro I and II down until
1889.

Just as Cortes
took chocolate to Spain from Mexico and it became the national
eye-opener, so early Portuguese travellers returned to Lisbon in
ships laden with rich Brazilian coffee, mellow sugar and rum. Soon
the two shores of the Atlantic were so close that the Portuguese
and Brazilian cuisines were scarcely distinguishable. Portugal
learned to cook bananas and eat goibada, the guava jelly that is
Brazil's national dessert, and before long she was putting coconut
in everything and sprinkling snowy mandioca meal on black beans a
Brazileira.

But in spite of
all these out-land influences the cooking of Portugal remains
basically native, and as marine as that of Scandinavia. In place of
the chicken-and-egg diet of mother

Spain, Lusitania
subsists on lobster and fish roe, oysters, shrimp and whitebait.
This North Atlantic whitebait is eel spawn, so fat and toothsome
that no other can compare with it. In the

seaports it is
eaten as commonly as spaghetti in Naples; and oddly enough, when
boiled white and plump this eel whitebait resembles the Neapolitan
staff of life.

Oysters
sometimes begin both main meals, and are so plentiful that the
over-production is shipped to England and France, where this
luscious bivalve is distinguished from all others by its delicate
sea green tint. The bulk of oysters consumed in France are
Portugaises de Claire and selected Verts Portugaises.

Shrimp are as
common here as mosquitoes in New Jersey. They go into most sauces
and accompany lobster every day in every way. Both of these
crickets of the deep, boiled red, appear alongside the ever present
sardine in the characteristic national bouquet do mar, which is
more of a seafood cornucopia than a bouquet, for it is crammed to
overflowing with mussels, octopi, ray, squid, eel, crabs, cod and
any other foolish fish that swims close enough to the craggy coast
to be caught.

Cod-fish
(bacalhao) is the marine mainstay, and one of the country's leading
products. In Brazil the Portuguese are commonly called "sellers of
cod," or more frankly just "cod-fish," even as the Brazilians in
turn are called "monkeys" by their Argentine neighbors. The catch
is salted down after being split through the middle, flattened out,
rubbed with salt and then dried so that it resembles a kite or a
jib sail.

Every kitchen
has its codfish flapping in a corner and hunks are cut handily off
it to plop into the soup or stew or to be more respectfully treated
as the piece de resistance. Salt cod grilled, and seasoned with
Portuguese olive oil, wine vinegar and a palmful of whole garlic
cloves, peeled, is something to write home about. A touch of garlic
and the whole world grins, but only to show its
ignorance.

The day's menu
of Portugal is quite as vinous as Spain's. The anis liqueur of
Spain is replaced by white rum from Brazil, and this is often drunk
before breakfast, especially by

the hardy
fisherfolk. The first meal of the day is meager enough, perhaps the
plainest of continental breakfasts. It is called just cafe, and
consists of little more than the ebony Brazilian coffee percolated
through a muslin sack—or if no sack is handy, a clean sock will do.
A chunk of bread goes with the coffee, butter or not, for cream is
as scarce in Portugal as in Spain, and consequently its best
cheese, Traz-os-Montes, is made of ewe's milk.

The fishwives of
Lisbon are as famous as the herring women of Scotland, and as
strong smelling. Waggish mermaids ashore, they get themselves up
gaudily in flat bonnets sometimes trimmed with sea-shells,
anemones, starfish, coral or seaweed, always picturesque, from acid
green shoulder shawl to colorful sea-wetted skirt.

They lug around
great baskets of dripping whitebait or sardines, go hawking them up
and down the residential hills, setting up raucous siren cries and
hurling oaths for caresses at one another. Or they load a cart with
soggy baskets of the morning catch from the scaly deep and propel
them by donkey power to the canning factories.

Shrimps and cod
are their special care, once the men drag their nets ashore.
Expertly the women gut and preserve the shining, flipping mess,
setting aside all smaller fry of little commercial value to take
home and feast upon, as do the Maine fishermen who have thereby
come to believe that baby lobsters and even tender minnows are the
tastiest of seafruit.

Besides being
blasphemous, these voluble Lusitanian fishwives are very religious.
Saint Anthony is their patron, and oddly enough he protects both
fishermen and cooks alike. In every seacoast town there is a shrine
to this saint who does double service, and there the temporarily
widowed fish wives rush at the first sign of an approaching storm
to drop on their knees in fish-scaly skirts and pray for the safe
return of their mates out of the angry sea.

A wooden or
plaster statue of Antonio, as the saint is called at home, is set
on every kitchen shelf to beam his benign blessings down on the
concoction of the day's fish chowder. He counts the onions and
carrots that go into the stew and stays the cook's hand when just
the right amount of pepper has been added. So if the dish doesn't
turn out exactly right it is Santo

Antonio's holy
fault and the housewife hotly yanks the saint down from his perch,
turns him up like a bad boy and spanks him with her slipper for the
failure. If a dish burns or displeases the master she takes Antonio
out to the well and hangs him head down in it, in dire disgrace—for
the fault is obviously his and never hers.

Lunch along this
craggy seacoast begins more often than not with delectable raw
oysters, fresh from the clear waters of the sea, served in their
shells with lemon and pepper freshground from the wooden mill on
the table. But inland, especially in towns, the standard appetite
opener is fiambres, frios, or cold cuts, taking the place of the
more elaborate Spanish entremesas; sliced native salamis always,
radishes, olives, fresh butter on a lettuce leaf, sardines and
shrimp, with plenty of pepper sauce, mustard and peppy
condiments.

And by the way,
the pepper sauce of Portugal is not to be sneezed at. It comes via
Brazil, and is quickly prepared at the table, for it is simply red
and green chilis mashed into fresh juice of limes preferably, or
lemons, with a wooden spoon. A trickle of this stimulating sauce
goes into everything.

The name of the
midday meal is almoco, which proves its twinship with the Hispanic
almuerzo, but fish here often takes precedence over the Spanish egg
dishes, and both are combined in shrimp or oyster omelets. Fish in
all fashions, from broiled bacalhao (codfish) through peixe
escabeche (pickled fish), to linguado (sole) with shrimp sauce.
Then eggs or not.

Bifes follow, of
course, mostly cooked with onion, and varied by pork, veal and
mutton on occasion. Chicken
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