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Dedication

For my daughters: Carlota, Inés, and Lucía

For my wife, Patricia

And for all the people in my life who made me who I am, especially those who are no longer with us.
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Preface

My name is José Andrés, and I am a cook.

At home I’m a husband and a father—or at least I’m trying to be both. But at work—even more than a chef, humanitarian, or TV host—I am a cook.

Why do I say that? Because there is something noble, creative, humble, and fundamentally human about cooking.

Cooks perform magic by taking raw ingredients, preparing them in the way they want, lighting a fire, and conjuring up a meal that is flavorful, warm, and nourishing. You put everything in a pot, some water and ingredients, and after love and time and heat and warmth, you end up with a dish. Cooking in a terra-cotta pot is the closest thing in a kitchen to becoming a mother. All the ingredients grow together in a pot that bears life.

You often work in hot, cramped spaces, to high standards, under high pressure. Sometimes burning yourself, feeling the fire. But with control and joy, in a team of strong players.

You can experience much of life in the chaos of a kitchen. Things go right until they go wrong. You may be missing the ingredients you need. You may have more mouths to feed than you expected. You might have to make up a new name for your dish. If you drop your Spanish potato omelet tortilla as you’re flipping it over, transform it into a Spanish potato dip by putting it in a blender. It’s okay. Don’t let the bad moments bring you down. If you adapt, you can show what you can do.

That’s what it means to change the recipe. When all else fails, or the situation cannot be fixed, you need to adapt. On the go, in real time.

That’s been my approach throughout my life, inside and outside many kitchens. It’s what I did at my restaurant company, the José Andrés Group. It’s what I learned at DC Central Kitchen, the beloved nonprofit where I played so many roles. And it’s also been our approach at World Central Kitchen, the humanitarian organization I founded to feed people after disasters. To survive and thrive, to change the world around you, you need the skills to adapt in a crisis, to take a different turn in life.

In the middle of dinner service in a restaurant, the computers crash or the dishwasher breaks, and you need to roll up your sleeves. After a hurricane or a flood, or in the middle of a war, you rarely have everything you want. Food supplies are disrupted. Communications may be down. Kitchens may be destroyed. That’s when you change the recipe.

People often ask me: “José, how do you feed so many people in your restaurants or after disasters?” I do believe that complex problems often have simple solutions.

To make a Spanish tortilla, you need to break some eggs. To fix the broken parts of our world, you often need to break the rules. That’s how you can turn a simple dish into a plate of hope—whether it’s a Thanksgiving dinner with friends and family or a meal after an earthquake in a hungry world.

This book is a guide to living your life with that philosophy in mind. It’s what a lifetime of cooking has taught me—and continues to teach me.

Buen provecho!
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Growing Up

Early Lessons

If you want to cook, you must first learn how to master your fire.

—MY FATHER




You Don’t Need Everything to Be Happy

I was born in Asturias in the north of Spain but moved as a young child to Barcelona. The difference between the two places was enormous. It was like living in another country: the buildings look different, the language sounds different, the food is different. I was just five years old, but I felt different, too: at home, but away from home.

My dad felt good in Barcelona. He was born in a small town called Puebla de Valverde in Teruel and grew up in Catalonia. But for my mom, there was always a sense of something missing, and my parents made up for that with their cooking. She loved recreating the dishes she remembered her mother cooking when she was a child. As for my dad, he always dreamed of being a chef, even as he worked as a nurse.

My mom, Marisa, made these red peppers that were without a doubt the best red peppers ever tasted by mankind—because of the love she put into them. She would roast the peppers until the skins were blackened and separated from the flesh. Then she would set them aside, and the peppers would start almost crying, releasing all their gelatinous, sweet juices. I didn’t know if they were tears of happiness or sadness, but they were tears of flavor and goodness in any case. I loved to lick my fingers as I would sometimes help her peel them. The texture of those roasted peppers had such a loving human touch. They felt velvety and smooth on my fingertips.

Once they were peeled, she would take a terra-cotta casserole, heat some oil inside, and add some garlic. The garlic would start dancing as the oil started to heat, and my mom would start dancing to the rhythm of the oil and garlic as they celebrated their encounter. She could be very funny that way. Then she would add the red peppers, torn by hand into big strips, and make sure they got to know each other. “Hello, garlic,” she’d say, “let me introduce you to the peppers!” With the help of an old wooden spoon, she would mix all the ingredients together with a soft but steady hand. Then she would add a little water and bring it up to a slow, continuous simmer. As the water evaporated and reduced, a velvety sauce would wrap the peppers like a liquid blanket, making them shiny and tasty. Finally, she would add some sherry vinegar at the end to give it a little kick. They were now ready to eat. While they were delicious hot, I always preferred them after a night of rest, eating them at room temperature the next day. Even peppers appreciate a good night’s rest. We could eat those peppers on top of a slice of toast, or maybe next to some fried eggs. They were simple and yummy, like candy. They tasted like love.

I don’t know if we ate that way because my parents sometimes struggled to make ends meet. They did not manage their finances well, and the red peppers were something of a delicacy. They both worked as nurses, often on back-to-back shifts, passing me and my brothers between them as they said hello and goodbye at the hospital. My dad worked two jobs, and my mom became a nurse after she was pregnant with my third brother. Our family could sustain itself only with two working adults and three jobs, including a night shift.

We lived well, but money was not plentiful. By the time the end of the month came along, there was little food left in the fridge—a common experience for many other Spanish families. That’s when my mom got creative. She would make sure that emptiness was not something to be sad about. That’s when she made us our end-of-month treat: delicious fried croquetas.

Croquetas were my mom’s chance to transform the very last of the leftovers into something magical. You could use the best ham or chicken to make them. But you could also use the leftover dried ham, or the last piece of dry chicken on a bone that should have been thrown out a long time ago. You could add nothing at all. Or you could add the last half of a forgotten, old boiled egg that nobody wanted to eat. While my dad chopped up these leftovers, she would make a creamy bechamel sauce with olive oil and butter, adding maybe a little onion, and then the least amount of flour possible. I loved watching the volcanic explosions as the bechamel thickened. I loved it even more when she let her wooden spoon rest. My little fingers could wipe it clean, and I could lick my fingers one by one.

My mom would leave this delicious mixture in the fridge overnight to cool down so she’d be able to roll these creamy croquetas. That’s when I would see my opportunity for a second tasting and would sneak into the kitchen. I’d open the creaky door of my bedroom, creep silently down the hall, cross the living and dining rooms in the darkness of night like a Navy SEAL, albeit one who sometimes bumped into the sharp edges of the old wooden table. Then I would open the glass door into the small vestibule, and finally the door into our small kitchen. Then I would open the fridge and, without hesitation or guilt, dig my fingers into the mixture to scoop out a mouthful. To cover up the evidence, I would push the mixture back together.

The only problem was that my three brothers had exactly the same idea. They each would scoop out their own handful, then push back the mixture to cover up their crimes. With all our thumbprints, the top of the bechamel looked like the surface of the moon with all its craters. Early the next morning, our mom would complain there was little left to make the actual croquetas. She would ask who did this. My brother Mariano would always look at me. My brother Jordi would stare at the floor as if to say he had no clue. And our little brother Eduardo would put on his angel face, as if to say he was too much of a saint even to think about committing such a crime. Our mom would put on her serious face, but at the time I thought she smiled to herself when she turned her back. As if she was happy in the knowledge that we loved the bechamel of her croquetas. She soon wised up to our tricks and started to make us a little plate of mixture to steal—as long as we didn’t touch the big pan for the real thing. Even so, there was nothing better than misbehaving a little by eating from the real platter.

The next day, she would break up an old hunk of dry bread to make breadcrumbs and put them into the coffee grinder to turn the larger crumbs into smaller crumbs. (My dad always complained when his coffee turned into a thick sludge afterward.) She would roll palm-sized cylinders of the bechamel mixture into flour and then add a little egg wash so the crumbs could stick to the outside. Then she would fry them to the point where they were crispy, golden brown outside but creamy inside. Oh my God, we would die for those simple croquetas, made from the last leftovers in the corner of the fridge. We would count them coming out of the frying pan to make sure everybody got the same number on their dish.

My mom could turn minimalist ingredients into delicious meals. She could make a garlic soup from just bread, water, garlic, and a little smoked pimentón paprika. She could turn simple red peppers into a statement of love. She could transform old chicken and egg into a crispy, creamy taste of heaven.

It wasn’t just my mom. One spring vacation, when I was seven or eight years old, we visited a distant uncle in a small town. We arrived late at night, in the rain, at his old home in Rivas, Teruel. I recall the house was a traditional, sturdy building with thick old walls, no electricity, and candlelight. It was dark but welcoming, not scary, but it did feel a little medieval. He took us to the kitchen, where there was a big table and a beautiful orange light coming from the fire at the back, where a metal cauldron was sitting in the heat. At the edge of the big table, my uncle sat down to cut an old hunk of bread with a traditional navaja folding knife, making a mountain of breadcrumbs. (To this day, I love carrying one of these classic knives, usually with a wooden handle, on my foraging and research trips. It’s funny how the way you act can be influenced by people and places you encountered long ago. I’ve lost many of these small craft knives at airport security because I forget to pack them in my checked luggage.) He sprinkled some water with his fingers on top of the crumbs, to add some moisture, then placed a small cloth over the top. His hands moved like those of a musical maestro. He would let the crumbs rest, sometimes from the night before, so they would be evenly rehydrated.

Then he took a big piece of tocino bacon fat, the fatty belly with little or no meat, and melted it in the cauldron. He scooped up the breadcrumbs with the cloth and added them to the melted bacon fat. Holding a simple wooden spoon, he gently stirred the crumbs for the next 30 or 40 minutes. If he moved them too much, they would clump together. If he moved them too little, they would quickly burn. As the crumbs continued to fry in the fat, he took out a small pan—the kind of pan that had been in a family for generations, that could tell stories of legendary meals from long ago—and a little metal tripod to place in the fire. He added some oil and started frying one egg at a time. Each fried egg was placed carefully on a metal plate and then covered with these delicious breadcrumbs, called migas. My mouth was watering as the runny yolk mixed into the crumbs, like lava rolling down a hillside, and the crispy edges of the egg white complemented the texture of the crumbs. I couldn’t help looking into the cauldron to see if there were any migas left over.

That humble plate of breadcrumbs and egg, flavored only with the bacon fat and olive oil, is something I have never forgotten to this day. It was the first time I thought that cooking could be extraordinary: simple, flavorful, and astonishing.

You don’t need the best ingredients in life to create a special dish or a lasting memory. You play with and enjoy what you have. You just need a sense of magic, wonder, and fun. You need to take care with what you do, with simple methods learned through years of repetition. Above all, you need a sense of love for the people around you—love from the ones giving, and love for the ones receiving. Sometimes, happiness can be found in a plate of old bread.




Control Your Fire

Where my mother achieved more with less, my father achieved more with more. He was maximalist where she was minimalist. He loved to feed the many, while she was a magician of feeding the few.

He took care of the sophisticated dishes, the expensive seafood, the big gatherings. He took care of Sundays, the bigger celebrations, and the summer gatherings of family and friends, inviting everybody and—most of the time—never keeping count of how many were going to come over. My mom was always worrying about what would happen if more people showed up. My father was the opposite: he invited everybody and looked forward to finding out who would arrive. “If more people come,” he would say, “we’ll add more rice to the pan.” For my father, big problems had very simple solutions.

He would cook at home, but his true love was cooking outdoors, in the mountains outside the city, or on camping trips when we were younger. His idea of heaven was cooking a big paella—or a big pot of anything—for friends on an open fire in the middle of the countryside.

My job sometimes was to make the fire. I was no more than ten years old, and I would gather the firewood with some of my friends. It was cool for a young boy, helping his dad make the fire. And it wasn’t easy. If he made a paella with chicken or rabbit, he needed to sauté the meat in the middle, not the outside of the pan where it would burn. So the fire needed to be intense in the middle, but only in the middle. Then he would add the vegetables and the tomato and let the tomato reduce. At that point, the fire needed to increase a little. Finally, he would add the water (or the fish stock, on the days he made a seafood paella) and would need a very heavy boil for 20 minutes or so. The heat would allow all the flavors of the meat and vegetables to release into the water, which was now turning into the most beautiful savory stock. My father would know the right moment to add the rice, and at that point the fire would need to be at its most intense.

It was like going to church for mass. Everything had its ritual, its moment. The fire was a vital part of that religious experience.

One day, after years of helping him and mastering the fire, I realized I wanted to do more than make the fire. I wanted to cook. I wanted to stir the pan. That day was not a good day for cooking outside. It was windy, and my father needed help with the fire.

I got upset. But he brushed me aside. “Hey, we can handle this without you,” he said. “Move away.”

It was a good lesson in knowing my part to play. There were others who could come and take over. Sometimes it’s better to let another person step in to pick up the slack, often with more energy than before. I myself love it when people want to do more. It’s something that needs to be encouraged. But that day was not my time—not yet, anyway.

When we finished eating, he pulled me to one side and told me something I never forgot. “Son, I know you wanted to do the cooking,” he began. “But I needed you to look after the fire. Controlling the fire, mastering the fire, is the most important thing you can do. When everybody wants to do the cooking, they forget about what’s really important. If you want to cook, you must first learn how to master your fire.”

Sometimes you want to take the lead before you’re ready, before you know how to lead. Sometimes you take the lead and you still have lots to learn about how to lead. Control your fire. Master the fire. Master yourself and identify the source of energy within you. Understand what you’re good at doing and what you love to do. Then you can do whatever you want.

I don’t always succeed in controlling my fire, even today. With clarity in life comes a sense of perspective. You can do great things by going big, like my dad. But it takes a team, and it takes skill, time, and practice.

Everyone needs to play their role, and everyone needs to find, master, and control their own fire. The time will come when you will take the lead. Be ready for that moment by knowing yourself—your strength and your weakness—better than anyone else. Your strengths will make others, and the mission, better. And by knowing your weaknesses, you will make yourself and the mission better by listening and learning from the expertise of those around you.


OEBPS/text/nav.xhtml


Contents







		Cover



		Title Page



		Dedication



		Contents



		Preface



		1. Growing Up: Early Lessons



		You Don’t Need Everything to Be Happy



		Control Your Fire



		Stand Your Ground—but Know When to Give In



		Seek Out Simple Pleasures



		Get Out of the Frying Pan









		2. Starting Out: New Opportunities



		Shoot for the Stars



		Say Yes to Help



		To Create Is Not to Copy



		Find Your New Frontier



		Drop Your Anchor



		Commit to What Matters



		Look Closely at the Forest



		We the People



		Innovation Might Be Under Your Nose









		3. Changing the Recipe: Action and Impact



		Liberation, Not Redemption



		You’re a Player, Not a Spectator



		You Really Don’t Know Everything



		Act with the Fierce Urgency of Now



		Embrace Complexity



		Sow the Seeds of Hope



		Build a Team of Soulmates



		Fight the Good Fight



		Build Community with Humanity



		Work Somewhere You Can Make a Bad Decision



		Do Good by Doing Your Job



		You Already Made the Hard Decision



		Don’t Be Afraid of the Loud Voices



		Good Leaders Harvest Goodness



		Learn for Yourself



		Don’t Waste Time in Futile Meetings



		Look Beyond Black and White



		Serve Something Greater Than Yourself









		4. Fixing the World: Fresh Thinking



		Time Is Your Most Valuable Ingredient



		Stay Hungry for Stories



		Move Forward Fearlessly



		Take Small Steps



		Change the System



		Democracy Needs You



		Your Purpose Is Finding Your Purpose



		Don’t Burn Yourself



		Find Your Guide



		Build Longer Tables, Not Higher Walls



		Don’t Surrender to Cynicism









		Change Your Recipes: For the Young and Hungry at Heart



		Microwave Cacio e Pepe



		Quick Corn on the Cob, Four Ways



		My Microwave Omelet



		No-Waste Tuna Salad









		Appendix



		About the Author



		Also by José Andrés



		Copyright



		About the Publisher















Guide





		Cover



		Contents



		1. Growing Up: Early Lessons




















		iii



		v



		vi



		vii



		viii



		ix



		x



		1



		2



		3



		4



		5



		6



		7



		8



		9



		10



		11



		12



		13



		14



		15



		16



		17



		18



		19



		20



		21



		22



		23



		24



		25



		26



		27



		28



		29



		30



		31



		32



		33



		34



		35



		36



		37



		38



		39



		40



		41



		42



		43



		44



		45



		46



		47



		48



		49



		50



		51



		52



		53



		54



		55



		56



		57



		58



		59



		60



		61



		62



		63



		64



		65



		66



		67



		68



		69



		70



		71



		72



		73



		74



		75



		76



		77



		78



		79



		80



		81



		82



		83



		84



		85



		86



		87



		88



		89



		90



		91



		92



		93



		94



		95



		96



		97



		98



		99



		100



		101



		102



		103



		104



		105



		106



		107



		108



		109



		110



		111



		112



		113



		114



		115



		116



		117



		118



		119



		120



		121



		122



		123



		124



		125



		126



		127



		128



		129



		130



		131



		132



		133



		134



		135



		136



		137



		138



		139



		140



		141



		142



		143



		144



		145



		146



		147



		148



		149



		150



		151



		152



		153



		154



		155



		156



		157



		158



		159



		160



		161



		162



		163



		164



		165



		166



		167



		168



		169



		170



		171



		172



		173



		174



		175



		176



		177



		178



		179



		180



		181



		182



		183



		184



		185



		186



		187



		188



		189



		190



		191



		192



		193



		194



		195



		196



		ii



		iv














OEBPS/images/tit_img.jpg
W’"fﬁwe

wol Lo

6
BEC""SE e ovT 3 EAKIN

“)
,
40sE ANDRES

WITH RICHARD WOLFFE

e

An Imprint of HarperCollins Publishers





OEBPS/images/9780063436169_Cover.jpg





