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INTRODUCTION


Before eating, open your mouth.

Proverb, Mauritania



I was never a holiday kind of guy. Perhaps it was because we observed few holiday rituals of any kind. Although we put up a Christmas tree every year, there was no ceremony to it—no drinking of eggnog or listening to carols while hanging ornaments. To me the tree seemed more or less like another piece of furniture. Over the past few years, however, the holiday season has taken on a new meaning for me as my family sits at the dinner table the week following Christmas to celebrate Kwanzaa.

This cultural observance for black Americans and others of African descent was created in 1966 by Maulana (Ron) Karenga, who is currently chairman of black studies at California State University in Long Beach. Kwanzaa means “first fruits of the harvest” in Swahili, but there is no festival of that name in any African society. Karenga chose Swahili, the lingua franca of much of East Africa, to emphasize that black Americans come from many parts of Africa. Karenga synthesized elements from many African harvest festivals to create a unique celebration that is now observed in some way by more than 5 million Americans.

When I first told my wife I was thinking about observing Kwanzaa, she barred the way to our attic and said she’d never chuck our Christmas tree lights and antique ornaments. I told her that wouldn’t be necessary. Kwanzaa, which runs from December 26 to New Year’s Day, does not replace Christmas and is not a religious holiday. (We now celebrate both.) It is a time to focus on Africa and African-inspired culture and to reinforce a value system that goes back for generations.

Like many people, I was introduced to Kwanzaa by chance, in late December a few years back. I was visiting the American Museum of Natural History when I heard the sibilant sound of African rattles. It was coming from a dance performance, part of the Kwanzaa celebration that has been held annually at the museum since 1978. The holiday didn’t make much of an impression on me then, but I returned to it after the birth of my son, Evan, in 1987.

I wanted Evan to have a three-dimensional sense of his African heritage. I wanted him to experience the pride of learning about the sublime Russian poet Aleksander Pushkin, the extraordinary American composer Duke Ellington, and Alexandre Dumas, author of The Three Musketeers. I wanted Evan to learn about the West African medieval empires—Songhai, Mali, and Ghana—and about the African explorers such as Esteban, who traveled throughout what is now Arizona and New Mexico in the sixteenth century, and about inventors like the mechanical engineer Elijah McCoy (who was the original “real McCoy”). I wanted him to understand that through tenacity, hard work, and purposefulness—all of which are grounded in the African and African-American ethos—blacks have flourished as well as survived. I wanted to train Evan to look for opportunity, and to prepare for it. And I wanted to have a forum for showing him examples of past successes, and for showing him that those people inevitably gave back to the black community in particular and to the general community in which they lived.

But how to do this? I could have made up some ritual. But then we’d miss the communal aspect, the idea that in households similar to ours people were involved in similar activities. We’d miss one of the major reasons for celebrating a cultural holiday, the hoped-for metaphysical bonding with other African-Americans.

There is Black History Month, of course, which I’ve always enjoyed. I look forward to being enveloped for four weeks in the membrane of black accomplishment as it comes to me from special radio and television programs and is represented in the special displays in bookstores. But this Gatling gun approach to black culture, laudable as it is, seems to lack focus. And unlike other long observances—Lent, for instance, or Ramadan—Black History Month has no agreed-upon ritual, structure, or climax.

I thought about my goals for Evan and decided that Kwanzaa was the best lens through which to view the landscape of the African diaspora and the lessons it has to teach. Because it is only one week long, and because of the ceremony, and because it climaxes with a glorious feast, Kwanzaa has an intensity and focus that provides the perfect atmosphere for my son to experience the joys of being black.

Kwanzaa also has the celebratory aspect that will provide memories for Evan and now my daughter, Siobhan, to savor as adults and to pass on to their children.

If you want to adhere strictly to the Kwanzaa program as Karenga conceived it, here is what you need to have and what they mean:


	Mazao: fruits and vegetables, which stand for the product of unified effort.


	Mkeka: a straw place mat, which represents the reverence for tradition.


	Vlbunzi: an ear of corn for each child in the family.


	Zawadi: simple gifts, preferably related to education or to things African or African-influenced.


	Klkombe cha umoja: a communal cup for the libation (I like to look at this as a kind of homage to past, present, and future black Americans).


	Kinara: a seven-branched candleholder, which symbolizes the continent and peoples of Africa.


	Mishumaa saba: the seven candles, each one symbolizing one of the Nguzo Saba, or seven principles, that black Americans should live by on a daily basis and which are reinforced during Kwanzaa.




On each day of Kwanzaa, a family member lights a candle, then discusses one of those seven principles. The principles, along with Karenga’s elucidation of them in 1965, are:


	Umoja (Unity): To strive for and maintain unity in the family, community, nation, and race.


	Kujichagulia (Self-determination): To define ourselves, name ourselves, create for ourselves, and speak for ourselves instead of being defined, named, created for, and spoken for by others.


	Ujima (Collective Work and Responsibility): To build and maintain our community together, and to make our sisters’ and brothers’ problems our problems and to solve them together.


	Ujamaa (Cooperative Economics): To build and maintain our own stores, shops, and other businesses and to profit from them together.


	Nia (Purpose): To make our collective vocation the building and developing of our community in order to restore our people to their traditional greatness.


	Kuumba (Creativity): To do always as much as we can, in whatever way we can, in order to leave our community more beautiful and beneficial than we inherited it.


	Imani (Faith): To believe with all our heart in our people, our parents, our teachers, our leaders, and in the righteousness and victory of our struggle.




The next-to-last day of the holiday, December 31, is marked by a lavish feast, the Kwanzaa Karamu, which, in keeping with the theme of black unity, may draw on the cuisines of the Caribbean, Africa, South America … wherever Africans were taken. In addition to food, the Karamu is an opportunity for a confetti storm of cultural expression: dance and music, readings, remembrances. Here is Karenga’s suggested way of conducting a Karamu as enlarged upon by Cedric McClester:


	Kukaribisha (Welcoming)

Introductory remarks and recognition of distinguished guests and elders.

Cultural expression through songs, music, dance, unity circles, etc.


	Kukumbuka (Remembering)

Reflections of a man, a woman, and a child.

Cultural expression


	Kuchunguza tena na kutoa ahadi tena (Reassessment and Recommitment)

Introduction of distinguished guest lecturer, and short talk.


	Kushangilia (Rejoicing)

Tamshi la tambiko (libation statement)

Kikombe cha umoja (unity cup)

Kutoa majina (calling names of family ancestors and black heroes)

Ngoma (drums)

Karamu (feast)

Cultural expression


	Tamshi la tutaonana (Farewell Statement)




When my family lights the black, red, and green Kwanzaa candles the last week of December, we do so with millions other black Americans around the nation. Major community celebrations are held in just about every city that has any kind of black population: Atlanta, Chicago, Philadelphia, Milwaukee, Dayton, Durham, and Charleston, to name just a few. The people who celebrate Kwanzaa comprise a cross-section of black America. They include Catherine Bailey of Boston, a teacher who has been celebrating since 1969; Saalik Cuevas, a Puerto Rican—American computer programmer who is as proud of his African heritage as he is of his Spanish and Indian backgrounds; and Diana N’Diaye, a folklorist at the Smithsonian Institution. Audie Odum-Stallato, a cooking instructor and caterer, has invited non-African-Americans to Kwanzaa as her way of sharing African culture. There are others for whom the idea of sharing Kwanzaa with anyone other than a fellow African-American would be anathema.

Some people, such as New York City caterers Carol and Norma Jean Darden, “Kwanzafy” their Christmas by using African-inspired Yuletide decorations and ornaments on their Christmas tree. Gwen Foster, an Oakland, California, social worker, also uses African-inspired Christmas decorations—including a straw wreath wrapped with red, black, and green ribbon that she hangs on her front door—in addition to holding a small Kwanzaa ceremony with her family on each of the seven days. Lincoln Pattaway and his family celebrate Kwanzaa in lieu of Christmas. Like Foster, the Pattaways, who live in Houston, also have an intimate family celebration—but on only one night of Kwanzaa. The other nights they do the town:


We meet in different areas: in schools, community centers. One of the reasons we move around is because the city is so vast and you want to make it available to everyone. The historical society I belong to sponsors one night. The other nights are sponsored by other groups. During our last celebration, there were about two hundred people. It was standing-room-only.

There are big banners and beautiful signs. There is also a table set the same way we would set it at home, with the candles, mat, fruit, and vegetables. Most people are dressed in African garb. We’re seated in front of the stage. Whoever is conducting the program for that night comes out to introduce themselves and the group. We are given a brief explanation of Kwanzaa. We light one of the candles and somebody speaks about that night’s principle. This year we sponsored self-determination (Kujicha of rice and beans and corn. After the seven days of Kwanzaa, we use that rice, beans, and corn to make the first meal of the year.

We spend the whole day after Christmas setting up the Kwanzaa table and decorating the house. By sunset we are dressed in African clothes and ready to light the candle for Umoja. We pour a drop or two of water right on the rug for the ancestors. Then we pass around the cup. Traditionally I start it off since I am the eldest male in the household. We discuss the principle. For instance, I said last year that not only African-Americans need unity, but the entire human race needs unity, so that there won’t be war, poverty, and hunger. After that I’ll say a short prayer. It could be the Lord’s Prayer or an African prayer. Then we snuff out the candles, and that signifies the end of the ceremony for that day. The ceremony lasts about twenty minutes. Then we eat.

Instead of a slew of gifts at the end of Kwanzaa, we give the children a few gifts each day. The first day will be something simple like fruit, books, a dashiki. We want them to get into the feel of this African holiday. The third or fourth day we might give them a cartoon book about the pyramids or Sun Man [a black hero-figure toy like the “He Man” toy] or something like that. On the last day, since this is America and we know that when they go back to school they are going to be asked what they got, we give the more commercial Nintendo, Ninja turtle video, train set—type presents. My wife and I feel that if we try to force Kwanzaa on our two sons, they might push it away. But if we try to incorporate it into our lives, it might take better.

We like to celebrate the last day of Kwanzaa. We might have forty-five people over to our house, close friends and family. What we do is supply basic foods for a mega Kwanzaa buffet and ask other people to bring salads. We go over all the Kwanzaa principles in detail, not just that day’s principle. For instance, last year we talked about Mandela as an example of Umoja because gulid) and our speaker, a local product, was an Egyptologist. After he spoke about Egypt, we had the libation. Then we asked the audience to make a circle. We drank from the unity cup and talked about commitment for the following year.

Because it’s a large group and so many people want to participate, we start at 7:00 P.M., and with the entertainment and activities, sometimes we’re still there at midnight.



Saalik Cuevas takes a much more intimate approach. Over the past twelve years that Saalik, his wife, Isha, and their two sons, Sha’ir and Na’im, have celebrated Kwanzaa, they have usually kept their observance to a family affair.


We had gotten to a point that we started getting more in touch with our African selves. A good friend invited us to a Kwanzaa celebration. We didn’t know anything about it, but were immediately struck by the spirituality of the affair. We made up our minds then and there to incorporate Kwanzaa into our lives. We started reading up on it. That first year everything was homemade. For the kinara, for instance, I used a piece of wood and seven apple juice caps covered with aluminum foil. The unity cup was a gourd we had bought. And that fall we bought what is called Indian corn, to represent our first son.

Our first Kwanzaa consisted of my wife, myself, and our eldest child. The second year we invited a few other family members. By then we had bought a kinara. It’s made of wood and lacquered red. It’s about 2 feet across and nearly 3 feet high. I got long tapered red, black, and green candles for it. We bought another straw mat that just about covers our whole table. Our unity cup is a white porcelain chalice.

Our Kwanzaa table now takes up the whole server in our dining room. We add to it year after year. We have African sculptures on the table, a basket of fruit, a separate basket with vegetables. The boys came up with the idea of having little baskets with him, it was the first time in a long time that black people had a common focus. This ceremony can last almost an hour.

After the ceremony, we ask people who are creative to do something. My mother-in-law, for instance, is a good speaker, and as an elder she will read from Kahlil Gibran about children. We might have someone who is a good singer lead us in an old spiritual.

As for the recorded music, we always play Sweet Honey in the Rock, who sing a song about the Nguzo Saba. And then we might play Olatunji, Marvin Gaye, the Supremes, or KRS-One. A woman once came up to me and asked me to give her a list of Kwanzaa songs. I gave her a copy of Billboard magazine, turned to the R and B charts, and said, “Here, choose any of these.” Any of those musics are part of the black experience, as are reggae, traditional African music, Afro-Cuban jazz….

One year we were lucky enough to have someone who was into the traditional African belief system, that of the Yoruba people in particular, and he did a blessing for us. And once we had someone who told traditional stories. Between the playing of music, dancing, and eating, the party can last all night.

The other days of Kwanzaa we snuff out the candles. But on Imani we let the candles burn down. It signifies the end of the holiday.



Catherine Bailey describes her personalized celebration:


My family and I celebrated our first Kwanzaa around 1969, with only the family as guests. But by 1972 we had a network of about fifty friends who were interested in sharing the festival with us. We had lots of teenagers and children along with more senior guests. My eldest son was not particularly interested in either Kwanzaa or Christmas, but my second son, especially after his return from Vietnam in 1972, participated actively in all of the aspects of Kwanzaa. We were especially blessed that my father lived to see a semblance of “Ethiopia stretching forth her hand.” My greatest regret was that our mother had passed away in the early 1940s. She would have loved Kwanzaa.

One of the most innovative features of Kwanzaa is the Zawadi tray filled with gifts for guests to take home. None of these gifts, with the exception of books, should be bought, according to Karenga. All of them should be homemade. For that purpose I have knitted, crocheted, sewn, baked, and wrapped my gifts, all tied with the red, black, and green liberation colors. Guests make their own selection from the tray.

I have worked out a well-organized procedure that over the years has resulted in fun-filled and very satisfying anticipatory pleasure for me and my guests. To all offers of “What would you like me to bring?” my answer is always “Bring yourself and, if you like, a friend.” I make sure I have the kind of music for listening and dancing that appeals to young and old. Letta M’Bulu, Olatunji, Nina Simone, and Hugh Masekela are perennial favorites. I am addicted to do-it-yourself projects, so I design the menus, always typed, with a map of the Motherland.



As you can see, there is a wide spectrum of ways to observe Kwanzaa. My family, like many others, takes an a la carte approach. We decided we’d have one Kwanzaa meal in the middle of the weeklong holiday.

Our first meal consisted of dishes that brought forth sweet memories of my childhood. I remembered helping my grandmother make collard greens, especially the arduous task of washing dirt from the leaves (and getting bawled out if someone got a gritty mouthful during dinner), and I remembered sorting and discarding the bad black-eyed peas for the Hoppin’ John she cooked. I remembered visiting West Africa when I was eighteen and tasting the spicy tingle of peanut soup for the first time. And of course there was a lifetime of cornbread.

Like our Christmas, our Kwanzaa tends to be a small celebration comprised of our nuclear family of four, although we do go to the daytime Kwanzaa cultural exhibits—dance performances and the like—held at the American Museum of Natural History or the Studio Museum of Harlem. After our Kwanzaa meal I relate the biography of a black man or woman or tell a black folktale, myth, or historical event. Every night during Kwanzaa, I talk about the principles as a bedtime story. Along with many other African-Americans, I interpret the Nguzo Saba in a broader way than Karenga did. For instance, I have defined Kuumba (Creativity) not only as leaving our community a “more beautiful place than we inherited it” but also as finding solutions to seemingly unsolvable problems. In other words, the house paintings of the Ndebele people of South Africa exhibit Kuumba, as do the bluesy strains of the late Charles Mingus. But so did director/ producer Robert Townsend when he took cash advances on all his credit cards (using his wit to come up with an unorthodox financial source) and used them to finance his first film, Hollywood Shuffle. I also define Nia (Purpose) not just as restoring “our people to their traditional greatness,” but also as focusing on a task and not getting distracted. Thus Townsend also showed Nia, or purpose, by using the money only for his film. And Frederick Douglass showed creativity and purpose in overcoming the institution of slavery that forbade him from learning how to read.

During my family’s Kwanzaa we don’t drink from the unity cup, but rather pour a small libation into it and leave it in the center of the table; and we prefer to use freestanding candles instead of putting them in a kinara. That may change, however, with this coming Kwanzaa or the Kwanzaa after that. It took several years for me to feel comfortable saying “Happy Kwanzaa.” But I think that is only natural. Any holiday, and the rituals that go with it, derives its symbolic and social power from its cultural context. It takes time for a cultural context to crystallize. It’s easy for someone to devise a holiday from on high, but it takes time for the buzz to develop, for people to find out if their neighbors are celebrating the holiday, and if so, how.

Since the celebration of Kwanzaa is only a quarter of a century old this year, it is still very dynamic. There are even those agitating to have it moved to February (Black History Month), May (Malcolm X’s birthday), or almost any time but that crazy month of December. I don’t think the people who want to move the holiday will prevail. But I know Kwanzaa is destined to transform further, as African-Americans calibrate their observances to what they are comfortable with and to the needs of their individual families.

To be sure, celebrating Kwanzaa is not an end in itself. Neither is having an Africa medallion swinging from your neck, wearing a kente cloth hat, or giving your children African names. Medallions, clothes, and newly created rites should remind us of our collective strength, and of the fact that this strength is manifest only through individual effort. What we are doing with Kwanzaa and “Afrocentricity” in general is using our culture as an ideal that each of us tries to live up to. The seven principles, or Nguzo Saba, are practical tools, guides for helping us live these ideals throughout the year. That, for me, is the ultimate benefit of Kwanzaa. As Saalik Cuevas says, “You take those principles and use them all year, and by the end of the year you will be a changed person.”


HOW TO USE THIS BOOK

There is a jazzy quality to everything black people do, a spirit of improvisation and self-creation. It is part of the African aesthetic. And it is very much a part of Kwanzaa.

This book is designed to provide all the components for your Kwanzaa celebration: stories to illustrate the principles of Kwanzaa and recipes for the special meals. It is to be used as a resource, a garden from which you can pick and choose the elements you want for your own Kwanzaa celebration.

Food is a big part of the holiday, and here you will find more than 125 treasured recipes, passed on through families but changed by each generation and each cook. There are no set menus or combinations that you have to follow, no rigid schedule of when to serve which food. Putting together your own Kwanzaa feasts is part of the joy of the holiday.

You can celebrate a different country of the African diaspora each day by cooking only foods of that country. On the first night you might serve Jamaican dishes, on the second food from the American South, on the third African, and so on … ending with a glorious all-out multinational banquet on the last night.

Or you can put together a menu for each night with no two recipes coming from the same land.

You can do a potluck supper and have everyone contribute a course that comes from the place where they were born, or the country their ancestors came from, or a place they have visited. This is a great way to start people talking about their particular families and history.

All-vegetarian dishes can be served, or you can create meals for special dietary requirements. You can even take one type of food, such as rice, and cook all the different recipes that use that food for one meal.

The possibilities are as wide as your imagination.

And you don’t have to save these recipes for Kwanzaa—you can cook from them year-round. But I like to save certain favorite recipes just for Kwanzaa.

In all the excitement of the food preparation, with all the delicious smells coming from the kitchen, and in the bustle of everyone pitching in, it is easy to delay planning the ceremony to the last minute. But planning the ceremony should be the very first thing you do.

Long after the foods are consumed, and the dishes stacked and put away, it is the stories and ceremony that everyone will remember. Kwanzaa is first and foremost a celebration of heritage and culture.

There are seven chapters of text in this book, just as there are seven principles celebrated in Kwanzaa. Each chapter starts with a list of all the principles, because each chapter contains stories that touch on all of them. There are few pieces of history, stories, or folktales that only have one moral, one point to make, one principle to illustrate. Most represent many principles—or all of them.

You can choose a principle to talk about—maybe one a night, in the order that Karenga established, as described in the Introduction—and then read a particular story or series of stories and talk about how that one principle applies to everything just heard.

Or you can read a story, or a few stories, and then have a spontaneous discussion about the principle or principles that the listeners think they represent.

If you have a small child, you may want to read only the folktales and the proverbs. And then you can tie them into simple lessons—how these principles relate to the child’s daily life.

Older children may want to hunt through the book themselves, choosing a story to read to you.

I have suggested some of the principles that I think are illustrated in each story. There is no one right answer, but rather as many right answers as there are people present.

One way to use the book is to read a few of the stories from each chapter in order, chapter by chapter, on each successive night. You can then talk about the principles in order, one by one, and see how that night’s principle is reflected in that group of readings.

Another way is to turn over each night’s readings to a different member of the family and have them search through the book for the stories they want to read to illustrate a particular principle.

The joy, the togetherness, the affirmation, come not only from a well-planned Kwanzaa but from the preparation process itself.



NGUZO SABA


Umoja (Unity)
Kujichagulia (Self-determination)
Ujima (Collective Work and Responsibility)
Ujamaa (Cooperative Economics)
Nia (Purpose)
Kuumba (Creativity)
Imani (Faith)



 


A single bracelet does not jingle.

Proverb, Congo



The principle of Unity (Umoja), sounded in this proverb, came to life during the Montgomery bus boycott. The boycott was successful, not because one person boycotted the bus lines, not because twenty did, but because the entire black population of Montgomery did. The black citizens also showed Creativity (Kuumba) in the various plans they concocted to sustain the boycott under intense pressure to end it.

In the 1950s the African-American community in Montgomery, Alabama, paid the same bus fare as the city’s white citizens, yet they were forced to sit in the back of the bus or to stand if a white person boarded when all the seats were filled. This ended in 1956 after the yearlong Montgomery bus boycott, arguably the most significant boycott of the Civil Rights era.

Many people think civil rights boycotts originated in Montgomery, but it was an ongoing tactic in an ongoing battle. The most recent actions against segregation of public transportation had taken place in Baton Rouge just three years earlier. One was a daylong boycott protesting the segregation of city buses, which ended unsuccessfully. A weeklong boycott three months later ended with a compromise.

The Montgomery boycott was not a spontaneous response in support of Rosa Parks’s refusal to give up her seat to a white man. It was a deliberate act and part of a historical continuum. It was yet another example of the resolve, discipline, and dignity of the African-Americans.

In this excerpt from the book Eyes on the Prize by Juan Williams, we pick up after the success of the one-day boycott that had been called by leaders of the African-American community in Montgomery, and after the vote by the people of that community to extend the boycott.

On Thursday, December 8, 1955, only four days into the boycott, the Montgomery Improvement Association (MIA), which included Dr. Martin Luther King, Jr., met with the city commissioners and representatives of the bus company to present their demands, which included seating on a first-come, first-served basis and the hiring of black drivers on black routes. The commissioners rejected the demands and hinted that the city’s 210 black cab drivers, who had been charging black riders the 10¢ bus fare, would be heavily fined if they didn’t charge every passenger the minimum 45¢ cab fare.

The boycott leaders now had to face the possibility that the taxicabs—their main source of alternative transportation—would no longer be available at low fares. King call Baton Rouge, Louisiana, to speak with those who had successfully staged a bus boycott months before. Rev. T. J. Jemison there had worked out a detailed strategy for transporting boycotters, a complex system of carpooling with dropoff and pick-up points and a communications network to connect those needing rides with those offering them. Jemison suggested that the MIA form a private taxi system. This could be done only if blacks in Montgomery could be convinced to use their cars to ferry maids and laborers to work. It was feared that this would be a tough sell. To many blacks, car ownership was a status symbol that distinguished them from the less privileged. But at a mass meeting of boycotters, more than 150 people volunteered their cars.

The MIA appointed a Transportation Committee to work with some black postal workers who knew the layout of the streets. They developed an efficient plan for transporting the boycotters. Within one week of the meeting at which people volunteered their cars, the MIA had organized forty-eight dispatch and forty-two pick-up stations.

The boycott had withstood its first assault. But setting up this elaborate system required funding. Mass meetings were held twice a week to keep the boycotters informed, to keep spirits high, and to collect contributions.

“This movement was made up of just ordinary black people, some of whom made as little as five dollars a week, but would give one dollar of that to help support the boycott,” a local reporter recalled.

In time the MIA bought several station wagons to use as taxis. The churches put their names on the side of many of the cars, which became known as “rolling churches.”

Days turned into weeks, and the boycott continued unabated. Yet the Montgomery city fathers and the police were undaunted. When their first attempt at breaking the boycott by pressuring cab drivers failed, they turned to other means. They would try to divide the leadership, set well-to-do blacks against poor blacks, and support segregationist organizations like the Ku Klux Klan, which would strike violently at the boycotters.

The City Commission met with three black ministers, none of whom represented the MIA. The commission’s hope was that the MIA did not truly reflect the will of the blacks in Montgomery. If more “reasonable” ministers were to agree to a compromise—the first ten seats in the bus for whites, the last ten seats for blacks, the middle section first-come first-served—perhaps the boycotters would stop their protest. The three ministers accepted the proposal, and the commission then leaked news of the agreement to a local newspaper, which ran bold headlines on the Sunday paper’s front page falsely announcing the end of the boycott.

But the leaders of the protesters heard about the hoax and went barhopping on Saturday night, passing the word that the story to appear in the morning paper was a lie—the boycott was still on. On Monday the bus manager announced tightly that there was “no noticeable increase on the Negro routes.”

Although the bus company was feeling the economic costs of the boycott and downtown businesses were also suffering, letters supporting the mayor’s “no talk” and “get tough” policy poured into City Hall. Many of the most prominent city fathers publicly and pointedly joined segregationist organizations. King’s house was bombed; his wife fled to a back room with their seven-week-old baby to escape injury. Two days later the house of another boycott leader was bombed. By the time the boycott was three months old, the white Citizens Council membership had doubled to twelve thousand. During that same time, a group of prominent white lawyers in Montgomery suggested that the city enforce an old and seldom-used law prohibiting boycotts. Eighty-nine blacks—including King and twenty-four other ministers—were indicted for conspiring to boycott.

Meanwhile, the boycott’s leaders were pursuing their own court case, filed on behalf of five women who were challenging the constitutionality of bus segregation. The boycott leaders now considered whether they might call an end to the strike. The best chance of victory lay with the courts, not in negotiations with city officials or the bus company. But King and others insisted on continuing the boycott. If the court did not rule in their favor, the boycott would still offer some chance of success. The boycotters stayed off the buses. They carpooled and walked through winter, spring, and on into the summer of 1956.

In June the five women won their suit, but the city commissioners appealed the decision to the Supreme Court. The buses remained segregated, and blacks did not ride them. Meanwhile, whites tried another way to choke off the boycott: preventing the “rolling churches” from getting insurance. Without insurance, these church-owned cars could not operate legally.

The liability insurance was canceled four times in as many months, and insurance agents throughout the South were pressured by the city commissioners, the white Citizens Council, and their supporters to refuse the boycotters coverage. But King arranged for insurance through a black agent in Atlanta, who found a British underwriter who agreed to sell the boycotters a policy. Blacks stayed off the buses through that autumn.

But the segregationists did not quit. In October the mayor sought a restraining order to prevent blacks from gathering on street corners while waiting for the “rolling churches.” The mayor claimed that the blacks were singing loudly and bothering residents, thus constituting a public nuisance.

He won a small victory on November 13, when a court granted the order. But on that same day the boycotters won a far greater triumph. The United States Supreme Court affirmed the lower court’s decision outlawing segregation on buses. The segregationists challenged the ruling, arguing that it violated states’ rights. The Supreme Court, however, refused to reconsider the case.

The written mandate from the Supreme Court did not arrive in Montgomery until December 20. The next day, nearly thirteen months after the boycott began, blacks boarded Montgomery City Lines buses. Nearly a year after Rosa Parks had defied James Blake’s order to move to the back of the bus—after months of walking, carpooling, litigation, and intimidation—the boycotters had won.

Years later, Jo Ann Robinson, who had helped initiate the boycott, said, “We felt that we were somebody.’”

But long before the Montgomery boycott, there had been black resistance to segregated travel. Toward the end of the nineteenth century, blacks had boycotted streetcar lines in more than twenty-seven cities. Montgomery itself had witnessed a two-year-long boycott of segregated car lines in 1900. In the end the local transportation companies acceded to the boycotters’ demands, but segregated seating was soon reinstated through city ordinances. So this story may not yet be over.

The trickster character is a familiar one in folklore around the world. This character—among the most popular animals are coyotes, rabbits, and monkeys—uses his wits to escape the clutches of stronger or more numerous foes. In black folktales one of the most famous tricksters is Anansi the spider (Brer Rabbit is a close second), who comes from the folklore of the Ashanti people of southern Ghana, Togo, and Ivory Coast. Anansi stories spread in great profusion to the West Indies, where he is known by many names, among them Nancy, Aunt Nancy, and Sis’ Nancy.

I chose this adapted folktale because for me it embraces the principles of Unity (Umoja), Collective Work and Responsibility (Ujima), Purpose (Nia), and Faith (Imani). While each of the sons has an individual talent, it is by being united and working collectively and singlemindedly (with purpose) that they succeed in helping their father. On a more symbolic and metaphysical level, Anansi’s misfortunes represent for me the buffeting of the spirit that we as African-descended people have suffered. But through the resourcefulness and united effort of millions of anonymous black men and women over hundreds of years, our spirit continues to shine.

Anansi and his wife, Aso, had six sons. To their parents’ surprise, at birth each son announced his name. First there was See Trouble, then Road Builder, then River Drinker, then Game Skinner, then Stone Thrower, and finally Cushion.

They lived happily and uneventfully for many years. Then one afternoon, while returning home from town, Anansi spotted a bright, beautiful, glowing sphere. He tucked it under his arm and was continuing on his way home when he slipped and fell into a lake. A big fish who lived in the lake swam by and swallowed him up.

“Oh, how I would give this glowing ball of light to the person who can rescue me,” Anansi thought, very much afraid.

Time passed. The sun fell behind the trees. It grew dark. But Anansi did not come home. Fearing for their father, the brothers asked See Trouble to close his eyes and find out what the matter was. He could hardly believe what he saw. “Our father is in the belly of a large fish,” he cried out. Immediately Road Builder cut a path to the lake through the dense forest, and his brothers followed it into the dark, starry night. When they arrived at the lake, River Drinker took a deep breath and sucked up all the water in the lake. There in the mud at the bottom of the lake lay the big fish, pumping its gills frantically and flailing about. Now it was Game Skinner’s turn. He jumped down into the mud and sliced open the fish. Anansi stepped out, the great ball of light nestled safely under his shirt.

Suddenly, an immense bird dove from a nearby tree and grabbed Anansi. It took him up into the sky. Stone Thrower grabbed a rock, threw it, and stunned the bird, who dropped Anansi. Down Anansi went. He sped down like a bead of rain. He thought surely this would be the end. But an instant before he hit the ground, Cushion placed himself at the precise spot were his father fell. Anansi was saved.

True to his promise, Anansi looked around, trying to decide which of his six sons should to get the bright, bright ball of light as a prize for having rescued him.

“If it weren’t for you,” he said to See Trouble, “nobody would have known where I was.”

“But if it weren’t for you,” he said to Road Builder, “nobody would have been able to go through the dense forest to save me.”

“And if it weren’t for you,” he said to River Drinker, “nobody would have been able to get to the bottom of the lake to fetch me.”

“And if it weren’t for you,” he said to Game Skinner, “I would never have gotten out of the body of the fish.”

“But if it weren’t for you,” he said to Stone Thrower, “all their work would have been lost, because that gigantic bird would have eaten me up.”

“And if it weren’t for you,” he said to Cushion, “surely I would have died when the bird released me and I fell to earth. So whom should I give the prize to?”

The brothers and their father looked at each other, puzzled. They scratched their heads. Finally Anansi said, “Let the Great Spirit put the prize up in the sky for you all to share.”

And it is still in the sky to this day. You can see it at night.

During the time of the Middle Ages in Europe, beacons of high culture issued from three great African empires: Ghana, Mali, and Songhai. This is the story of how the last of those kingdoms, Songhai, located in the northwestern region of Africa in what is now called Mali, rose to power under one of its greatest rulers. What impressed me about this story, which I got from a book called Afro-Americans, Then and Now by Jane Hurley and Doris McGee Haynes, was that Asikya surrounded himself with good counsel and helpers, which speaks not only to the principle of Collective Work and Responsibility (Ujima) but also to the principle of Faith (Imani) in the character of the people you choose as counsel.

There was a wise king named Askiya Muhammad, whose thirty-six-year reign began in 1493, the year after Columbus first arrived in the Americas. With the help of his friends and family, he restored the city of Timbuktu to its position as a world center of scholarship and trade and made the entire kingdom of Songhai great.

When Askiya became king, the country was in disarray. The roads were not safe for travelers because of robbers. People were afraid to come to Timbuktu.

Askiya attacked the problems of his country by first stopping the thieves. He built a powerful army to protect his people. It was said that Askiya’s army was so vast and swift that when they rode across the desert they seemed to fly off “like a cloud of grasshoppers.” Soon all of the robbers were subdued and the roads were again safe for travelers.

Merchants came to Timbuktu from many countries—by ship from Portugal and the Mediterranean countries, by camel from Cairo, Algiers, Morocco, and Baghdad. They traded their goods for gold, copper, wood, and hides. Students in Songhai were sent to Moslem universities, and the most brilliant of them were invited to stay at Timbuktu, where they were so well respected that they were given handsome endowments to continue their academic pursuits. Timbuktu became a rich and important city once more.

Askiya was also an excellent statesman and administrator. To help him rule more efficiently, he divided his kingdom and appointed directors, usually relatives or trusted friends.

As the ruler of the most powerful empire in the western Sudan, Askiya Muhammad considered it his sacred duty to spread Islam throughout the regions under his command. He saw himself as the “Renewer of the Faith.” First he sought to renew and deepen his own faith by embarking on a hajj, or holy pilgrimage, to Mecca.

The Songhai emperor was accompanied by 500 horsemen and 1,000 foot soldiers on his journey. He also took 300,000 pieces of gold, one third of which was reserved for the distribution of alms (gifts to the poor) in the holy cities of Mecca and Medina and for the support of a shelter for Sudanese pilgrims in Mecca. From all accounts Askiya Muhammad’s generosity on his pilgrimage came close to matching that of Mansa Musa, ruler of the West African kingdom of Mali, two and a half centuries earlier. After a two-year absence on his pilgrimage, Askiya returned to his kingdom and continued to make it a center of civilization.

Without debating the merits of America’s western expansion in the nineteenth century, the fact is that African-Americans were there and participated in almost every way imaginable. We were cooks, cowboys, soldiers, settlers, and outlaws. We even had an Indian chief or two. We fought with Native Americans against American troops and with American troops against Native Americans. Tales of Nat Love, Bill Pickett, and Mary Fields should be as interwoven into the lore of the Old West as those tales of Pat Garrett, Buffalo Bill, Sitting Bull, and Chief Dan George.

Clara Brown exhibited the strength and tenacity that was typical of black pioneers. She demonstrated the principles of Purpose (Nia) in her determination to find her daughter, Creativity (Kuumba) and Purpose (Nia) in accumulating money to finance her search, Faith (Imani) in her belief that she would eventually find her daughter and other relatives, and Collective Work and Responsibility (Ujima) in sponsoring her relatives and other blacks to take advantage of the opportunities of the West. The following excerpt was adapted from William Loren Katz’s book, The Black West.

Clara Brown, who saw her husband, two daughters, and son sold to different slaveowners, was destined to become a leading citizen of Central City, Colorado. She was born in Virginia in 1803 and three years later was sold with her mother to an owner who headed west. Several owners later, she was able to purchase her freedom. In 1859 she made her way to St. Louis, Missouri, where she persuaded a party of gold prospectors to hire her as a cook.

At the age of fifty-nine she found herself in the back seat of a covered wagon, one in a caravan of thirty wagons slowly making their way across the plains to Denver. In June, after eight weeks of travel, the wagon train reached West Denver. There she helped two Methodist ministers found the Union Sunday School, and she then headed toward Central City, hoping to earn enough money to purchase her family from slavery.

In Central City Mrs. Brown opened a laundry (50¢ for a blue or red flannel shirt), served as a nurse, and organized the first Sunday school. By 1866, and despite the fact that she never refused to help anyone in need, she had earned $10,000, including investments in mining claims. After the Civil War she searched in vain for her family. She did locate thirty-four other relatives, whom she brought to Denver by steamboat and wagon. It was only the first of many black wagon trains she would sponsor. Shortly before her death, Clara Brown was reunited with her daughter.

Clara Brown’s name is remembered with respect in Central City. The Colorado Pioneers Association buried her with honors; a bronze plaque in the St. James Methodist Church tells of how she provided her home for worship before the church was built; a chair at the Opera House is named in her memory. But undoubtedly she was remembered best in the hearts of those many she helped.




APPETIZERS

SPICED OKRA “SALSA”

Cook’s Notes: We serve this spiced okra in a bowl to spoon onto crisp whole-wheat crackers as a kind of African salsa. Don’t make this too far ahead or the okra will discolor.

Makes about 2 cups


SPICED OKRA “SALSA” (AFRICA)

Sheila Johnson got this recipe from African Cooking, one of the volumes in the Time-Life “Foods of the World” series. “What 1 try to do when 1 make my Kwanzaa menu,” says Johnson, who works with the education and job information center of the New York City Public Library, “is to choose ingredients that have some African connection. There are certain foods that I make sure I use: sweet potato, greens, rice, and okra. I choose okra because I grew up with it, served steamed and stewed. It is also common to Africa and has spread throughout the world because we have spread throughout the world.”




	3 cups water


	1 small onion, finely chopped


	2 garlic cloves, minced 1 teaspoon salt


	½ teaspoon cayenne pepper


	½ teaspoon freshly ground white pepper


	1 pound fresh okra, stems and tips trimmed, cut crosswise into 3 pieces




1. In a medium saucepan, bring the water, onion, garlic, salt, cayenne, and white pepper to a boil over medium-high heat. Add the okra and boil, stirring occasionally, until the liquid has almost completely evaporated, about 15 minutes.

2. Drain the okra in a fine sieve, and rinse it under cold running water; drain well again. Transfer the okra to a bowl, cover, and refrigerate for at least 1 hour or up to 6 hours before serving.

 

FRIED OKRA

Cook’s Notes: Even the most dedicated okra-hater will enjoy these crisp treats. While they always hit the spot at dinnertime, they also make a satisfying nibble to serve with cocktails.

Makes about 30


FRIED OKRA
(WEST AFRICA)

“This is my favorite way to eat okra,” says Audie Odum-Stallato, a New Jersey-based cook and caterer. “When okra is made like this and not sliced up, the vegetable’s juices don’t have a chance to get slippery. It’s a perfect way to enjoy okra if you like its taste but not its texture.”

According to Waverley Root, okra was introduced to the New World by African captives four hundred years ago. One vestige of this connection (and there are many) can be seen in Brazil, where a religious sect known as Candomble uses okra as a main ingredient in one of its consecrated dishes. It is prepared by its priestesses. Root writes, for ritual observances and must be made according to a rigid formula. To prepare the dish in accordance with the sacred rules takes several hours and deviation from that formula would be sacrilege.

Luckily Audie’s dish is faster, simpler and, if you fear the wrath of the gods, safer.




	1 pound fresh okra, stems and tips trimmed


	2 large eggs


	1 cup all-purpose flour


	2/3 cup water


	½ teaspoon salt


	¼ teaspoon cayenne pepper


	Vegetable oil for frying




1. Wash the okra well, then pat completely dry with paper towels.

2. In a medium bowl, whisk the eggs well. Add the flour, water, salt, and cayenne, and whisk until smooth.

3. In a large skillet, heat enough oil to reach ½ inch up the sides until it is hot but not smoking (an electric skillet set at 375° works well). In batches, toss the okra in the batter to coat completely. Fry until golden brown on all sides, turning occasionally, about 4 minutes. Transfer the fried okra to drain briefly on paper towels, then serve hot.

 

CURRIED LAMB SAMOOSAS WITH CHUTNEY DIP

Cook’s Notes: These bite-size pastries bursting with a tasty lamb filling, and served with a chutney dip, would be a hit at any holiday celebration. You can make the filling up to a day ahead, and fill the samoosas up to 4 hours before deep-frying.

Makes about 40


CURRIED LAMB
SAMOOSAS
WITH CHUTNEY DIP
(SOUTH AFRICA)

Samoosas, which originated in East India as “samosas,” are meat- or vegetable-filled pastries. They are popular as snacks in much of eastern and southern Africa, where they are sold at street stands. “I make them bite-size so they can be served at parties as hors d’oeuvres,” Audie Odum-Stallato explains. “I made them for Kwanzaa and they went like crazy!” Audie suggests that when you fill the wonton skins, make sure you squeeze out all the air. “If you don’t, a bubble might form in the skin and burst open in the oven.”




	1 tablespoon vegetable oil


	1 small onion, minced


	1 garlic clove, minced


	1 pound ground lamb or ground beef round


	1 teaspoon ground cinnamon


	1 teaspoon salt


	½ teaspoon ground cumin


	¼ teaspoon curry powder


	¼ teaspoon chili powder


	¼ teaspoon freshly ground black pepper


	⅛ teaspoon ground cloves


	1 cup store-bought mango chutney


	3 tablespoons orange juice


	40 wonton skins, about 3½ inches square


	Vegetable oil for deep-frying




1. In a medium skillet, heat the oil over medium heat. Add the onion and cook until softened, about 3 minutes. Add the garlic and stir 1 minute. Add the ground lamb and cook, stirring often, until the meat loses its pink color, about 5 minutes. Drain off any excess fat. Add the cinnamon, salt, cumin, curry powder, chili powder, pepper, and cloves, and stir for 1 minute. Remove from the heat and let the lamb filling cool completely.

2. Meanwhile, in a blender or food processor, process the chutney and orange juice until smooth. Cover, and let stand at room temperature until ready to serve.

3. Place a wonton skin on a work surface. Place about 2 teaspoons of lamb filling in the center. Moisten the edges of the wonton with water, fold it over diagonally to form a triangle, and press the edges to seal. Repeat the procedure with the remaining skins and filling.

4. Preheat the oven to 200°.

5. In a large skillet, pour enough vegetable oil to reach ½ inch up the sides. Heat the oil over medium-high heat until it is hot but not smoking. (An electric skillet set at 350° works well.) In batches, fry the samoosas, turning once, until golden brown, about 4 minutes. Using a slotted spoon, transfer the fried samoosas to a paper towel-lined baking sheet, and keep them warm in the oven while frying the remaining samoosas.

6. Serve the samoosas warm, with the chutney dip on the side.

 

BACALAITOS FRITOS WITH CILANTRO DIP

Garlicky Salt Cod Fritters

Cook’s Notes: In Puerto Rico these would be enjoyed as a side dish, but their crispy richness led us to use them as an appetizer, dipped into a verdant green mayonnaise. When choosing salt cod, be sure to get the boneless, skinless variety. While it’s more expensive, it is easier to work with. And pick out a nice thick piece with a snowy white coating. A yellowish tinge indicates age, and it will have a strong fishy taste.

Makes about 32


BACALAITOS FRITOS
WITH CILANTRO DIP
Garlicky Salt Cod Fritters
(BARBADOS)

Like so many foods of the African diaspora, saltfish—codfish salted so as to preserve it without refrigeration—was devised to provide cheap and efficient nutrition for African captives. It is eaten today throughout the Caribbean.

“This is one of the most popular finger foods in Puerto Rico,” enthuses Saalik Cuevas, a computer programmer. “It’s usually eaten as a side dish, or for lunch as an easily made meat substitute. When I visited my grandmother as a child, she would bring us a platter of bacalaitos in the mid-afternoon and they would tide us over until dinner.”




	1 pound boneless, skinless salt cod


	2/3 cup mayonnaise


	¼ cup chopped fresh cilantro


	3 garlic cloves, crushed through a garlic press


	1 fresh hot chile pepper, such as jalapeno, seeded and minced


	2 scallions, minced


	1 tablespoon fresh lemon juice


	2 cups all-purpose flour 2 cups water


	¼ cup achiote oil (see page 178)


	1 teaspoon salt


	¼ teaspoon cayenne pepper


	¼ teaspoon freshly ground black pepper


	½ cup olive oil




1. Rinse the salt cod well under cold running water, then place it in a bowl and cover with cold water. Refrigerate for at least 24 hours, changing the water four or five times during that period.

2. Drain the cod, place it in a large skillet, and add enough cold water to barely cover. Bring it to a simmer over medium-high heat; then reduce the heat to low and simmer, uncovered, until the cod flakes easily with a fork, 30 to 40 minutes. Using a slotted spatula, transfer the salt cod to a bowl and allow it to cool completely. Flake the fish with a fork.

3. Meanwhile, in a medium bowl, stir together the mayonnaise, cilantro, one third of the garlic, the chile pepper, scallions, and lemon juice. Cover and refrigerate for at least 1 hour or up to overnight.

4. In a medium bowl, whisk the flour, water, achiote oil, remaining garlic, salt, cayenne, and black pepper to form a smooth batter. Stir in the flaked fish.

5. Preheat the oven to 200°.

6. In a large skillet, heat the oil over medium-high heat until it is hot but not smoking. In batches, drop tablespoons of the batter into the skillet to form small fritters. Cook, turning once, until golden brown, about 4 minutes. Using a slotted spatula transfer the fritters to a paper towel-lined baking sheet, and keep warm in the oven while preparing the remaining fritters.

7. Serve the fritters immediately, as a finger food, with the cilantro sauce served on the side for dipping.

 

OVEN BARBECUED DRUMETTES WITH DEE DEE’S BBQ SAUCE

Cook’s Notes: Real barbecue must be slow-cooked outdoors over smoldering hardwood coals. But this method produces tasty “indoor” BBQ, and everyone will love nibbling on these sauce-drenched mini-drumsticks (they’re really cut-up chicken wings).

Makes about 3 cups sauce, about 30 drumettes


OVEN-BARBECUED DRUMETTES WITH DEE DEE’S BBQ SAUCE (UNITED STATES)

“Barbecue is something in the tradition from the southern side of my family,” says Dee Dee Dailey, who also has relatives from the West Indies. Dailey owns the Brooklyn-based catering service, Dee Dee Dailey’s Fine Catering. “My father’s mother was from Virginia. My barbecue sauce is medium-hot, not scalding. If you want it hotter, you can add a dash of red pepper. You should use only apple cider vinegar—never distilled white vinegar, because it tastes acrid.”



DEE DEE’S BBQ SAUCE:


	¼ cup olive oil


	1 large onion, finely chopped


	5 garlic cloves, minced


	2 cups tomato puree ½ cup cider vinegar


	½ cup packed dark brown sugar


	1 tablespoon Worcestershire sauce


	2 teaspoons dry mustard 1 teaspoon dried oregano


	½ teaspoon chili powder


	½ teaspoon salt


	¼ teaspoon freshly ground black pepper


	1 bay leaf




DRUMETTES:


	15 whole chicken wings (about 3¼ pounds), or 2% pounds precut chicken drumettes


	2 quarts water


	½ cup cider vinegar


	1 medium onion, sliced


	2 garlic cloves, crushed through a garlic press




1. Prepare the sauce: In a large saucepan, heat the oil over medium heat. Add the onion and cook, stirring often, until softened, about 3 minutes. Add the garlic and cook, stirring, 1 minute longer. Stir in all the remaining ingredients and bring to a simmer. Reduce the heat to low and simmer, uncovered, until slightly thickened, about 1 hour. The sauce can be used immediately, but it will improve in flavor if cooled to room temperature, covered, and refrigerated overnight. (The sauce can be made up to 1 week ahead; keep covered and refrigerated.)

2. Prepare the drumettes: Using a cleaver or a heavy knife, chop the whole chicken wings through the joints into three pieces. (Precut chicken drumettes need no chopping.) Discard the pointed wing tips (or reserve them for another use, such as chicken stock).

3. In a large saucepan, bring the water, vinegar, onion, and garlic to a boil over high heat. Add the drumettes, return to boil, and reduce the heat to low. Cook for 10 minutes. Drain the drumettes, discarding the cooking liquid.

4. Place Dee Dee’s BBQ Sauce in a large bowl, add the drained drumettes, and toss to coat well with the sauce. Cover, and refrigerate for at least 1 hour or up to 4 hours.

5. Position a rack in the top third of the oven, and preheat to 375°.

6. Lift the coated drumettes out of the sauce, and arrange them on a large lightly greased baking sheet. Bake, basting occasionally with the remaining sauce, until the drumettes show no sign of pink at the bone when prodded with the tip of a small sharp knife, about 30 minutes. Serve hot, warm, or at room temperature.

 

CONCH EMPANADAS

Cook’s Notes: Conch (pronounced “conk”) can be found in Italian neighborhood fish markets under the name scungilli. Tough as an old tire when raw, it must be pounded with a mallet, then long-simmered to reach tenderness, but luckily it is normally sold precooked. If conch is unavailable, substitute 1½ cups chopped cooked shrimp (about Yi pound).

Makes about 30


CONCH EMPANADAS
(UNITED STATES)

Here Dee Dee Dailey takes the Mexican version of the turnover—similar to Samoosas (page 16) and Kingston Meat Patties (page 114)—and as a salute to the West Indian side of her family, fills it with conch, a mollusk found in the Caribbean and popular as a food there.



CURRIED PASTRY:


	2 cups all-purpose flour


	1 teaspoon curry powder


	½ teaspoon salt


	12 tablespoons (1½ sticks) unsalted butter, cut into /4-inch cubes


	1/3 cup ice water




FILLING:


	2 tablespoons olive oil


	1 small onion, finely chopped


	¼ cup finely chopped green bell pepper


	2 garlic cloves, minced


	¾ pound precooked conch (scungilli), finely chopped (a food processor works best)


	2 tablespoons chopped fresh cilantro


	2 tablespoons chopped fresh parsley


	2 tablespoons bottled clam juice or water


	2 teaspoons Old Bay Seasoning


	1 teaspoon dried thyme


	¼ teaspoon freshly ground black pepper


	1 large egg, beaten




1. Make the pastry dough: In a medium bowl, stir together the flour, curry powder, and salt. Using a pastry blender or two knives, cut the butter into the flour until the mixture resembles coarse meal. Tossing the mixture with a fork, gradually sprinkle in the ice water, mixing just until the dough is moist enough to hold together when pinched between your thumb and forefinger. (You may need to add more water.) Form the dough into a thick flat disk, wrap it in waxed paper, and chill for at least 1 hour or overnight.

2. Make the filling: In a large skillet, heat the oil over medium heat. Add the onion and bell pepper and cook, stirring often, until softened, about 3 minutes. Add the garlic and stir for 1 minute. Stir in the conch, cilantro, parsley, clam juice or water, Old Bay Seasoning, thyme, and pepper. Cook, stirring often, until heated through, 1 to 2 minutes. (As conch has a distinctive “salt-of-the-sea” flavor, the filling probably will not need salt, but taste now to check for seasoning.) Remove from the heat and allow the filling to cool completely.

3. Preheat the oven to 400°.

4. On a lightly floured work surface, roll the dough out to form a 14-inch circle about ⅛ inch thick. Using a 3-inch round cookie cutter, cut out about twelve circles. Gather up and reserve the scraps.

5. Lightly brush the edges of the rounds with some of the beaten egg. Place about 2 teaspoons filling in the center of each round. Fold the rounds in half to enclose the filling, and press the edges with a fork to seal them. Transfer the empanadas to a lightly greased baking sheet. Repeat this procedure with the remaining dough and filling, combining the dough scraps and rolling them out last.

6. Lightly brush the tops of the empanadas with beaten egg. Bake until golden brown, 15 to 20 minutes. Serve hot, warm, or at room temperature.

 

RED SNAPPER SALAD ON CUCUMBER SLICES

Cook’s Notes: A Caribbean-inspired hors d’oeuvre for your fanciest Kwanzaa celebration—poached red snapper fillet salad dressed with a lime-cilantro vinaigrette.

Makes about 30


RED SNAPPER SALAD ON CUCUMBER SLICES
(UNITED STATES)

This delightful hors d’oeuvre is from Dee Dee Dailey’s extensive repertoire.



COURT BOUILLON:


	1 quart water


	½ cup dry white wine


	1 medium onion, thickly sliced


	1 medium celery rib, thickly sliced


	1 medium carrot, coarsely chopped


	1 parsley sprig


	½ teaspoon salt


	¼ teaspoon dried thyme


	¼ teaspoon peppercorns


	1 bay leaf




RED SNAPPER SALAD:


	2 red snapper fillets (about ½ pound each)


	1 tablespoon fresh lime juice


	1 garlic clove, crushed through a garlic press


	½ teaspoon salt


	¼ teaspoon chili powder


	¼ teaspoon freshly ground black pepper


	2 tablespoons olive oil


	¼ cup chopped fresh cilantro


	3 tablespoons minced red bell pepper


	1 English (seedless) cucumber, cut into 30 ¼ -inch-thick slices Cilantro leaves, for garnish




1. Make the court bouillon: In a large saucepan, bring all the ingredients to a boil over high heat. Reduce the heat to low and simmer for 30 minutes. Drain the court bouillon through a sieve set over a large bowl, reserving the liquid and discarding the solids. (The court bouillon can be made up to 1 day ahead; allow it to cool, then cover and refrigerate.)

2. Make the salad: In a large skillet, bring the court bouillon to a simmer over medium-high heat. Add the snapper fillets, reduce the heat to low, and simmer until the fish is just opaque in the center when prodded with the tip of a sharp knife, about 5 minutes. Using a slotted spatula, transfer the cooked fillets to a bowl and cool completely. Using a fork, flake the fillets.

3. In a small bowl, whisk together the lime juice, garlic, salt, chili powder, and pepper. Whisk in the oil until combined. Then stir in the cilantro and bell pepper. Pour this dressing over the cooled fish and toss well to combine. Cover, and refrigerate for at least 1 hour or up to 8 hours.

4. To serve, place about 2 teaspoons of the salad in the center of each cucumber round, and top with a cilantro leaf.

 

KELEWELE
Spicy Fried Plantain

Cook’s Notes: Use yellow-ripe, not-too-firm plantains for these marvelously seasoned nibbles. They could easily become a favorite cocktail-time hors d’oeuvre, especially when served with a Caribbean rum drink like Mavis’s Pineapple-Papaya Punch (page 267).

Makes about 60


KELEWELE
Spicy Fried Plantain
(CARIBBEAN)

Plantain in various guises is a popular snack throughout West Africa and the Caribbean. This variation was contributed by Dee Dee Dailey.




	4 large yellow-ripe plantains, peeled (see page 230)


	2 tablespoons grated fresh ginger


	1 tablespoon ground cloves


	½ teaspoon cayenne pepper, or more to taste


	¼ teaspoon grated nutmeg


	¼ teaspoon ground cinnamon


	½ teaspoon salt


	2 tablespoons warm water


	Vegetable oil for frying




1. Cut the plantains into diagonal slices about ½ inch thick. In a medium bowl, combine the ginger, cloves, cayenne, nutmeg, cinnamon, and salt. Stir in the water to form a paste. Add the plantain slices and toss to coat well. Let stand 30 minutes.

2. Preheat the oven to 200°.

3. Pour enough vegetable oil into a large skillet to reach ½ inch up the sides. Heat the oil over medium-high heat until hot but not smoking. (An electric skillet set at 350° works well.) In batches, fry the plantain slices, turning once, until golden brown, about 5 minutes. Using a slotted spoon, transfer the fried plantains to a paper towel-lined baking sheet, and keep warm in the oven while frying the remaining plantains. Serve warm.

 

SPINACH-LEEK DIP WITH CRUDITÉS

Cook’s Notes: Many cooks have a version of this chunky dip, swirled with emerald-green spinach, and you can personalize this one with your choice of herbs. Try ¼ cup of chopped fresh dill, basil, or tarragon.

Makes about 2½ cups


SPINACH-LEEK DIP WITH CRUDITÉS
(UNITED STATES)

Mavis Young, who co-owns a restaurant and catering company in La Mesa, California, gives this cooking hint: “We prepare this dip a day ahead of time and keep it in the refrigerator because that allows the seasonings to blend better.”




	1 (8-ounce) package cream cheese, at room temperature


	½ cup mayonnaise


	½ cup sour cream


	1 (10-ounce) package frozen chopped spinach, defrosted and drained


	2 scallions, chopped


	½ package dried leek soup


	1 (8-ounce) can water chestnuts, drained and chopped


	¼ teaspoon hot pepper sauce


	1 large acorn squash (about W2 pounds)


	Assorted fresh vegetables for dipping




1. In a medium bowl, cream the cream cheese, mayonnaise, and sour cream together with a wooden spoon until smooth.

2. In a sieve, press the defrosted spinach with your hands to remove as much moisture as possible. Add the spinach, scallions, dried leek soup, water chestnuts, and hot pepper sauce to the cream cheese mixture, and combine well. Cover, and refrigerate for at least 1 hour or up to 2 days.

3. Cut the acorn squash in half vertically. Using a large spoon, scoop out the seeds and enough flesh to create a large cavity in each half. Place the squash halves side by side in a large basket. Fill them with the dip, surround with fresh vegetables, and serve.

 

SWEET POTATO FRIES WITH CURRIED MAYONNAISE DIP

Cook’s Notes: We’ve never met a french fry we didn’t like, and this recipe is a delicious twist on an old favorite. The exotically spiced dip would also go well with potato or plantain chips, or a platter of raw vegetables.

Serves 6 to 8


SWEET POTATO FRIES WITH CURRIED MAYONNAISE DIP
(UNITED STATES)

Africa meets India in this dip, which marries the sweet potato—a food almost synonymous with the presence of black people—and curry.



CURRIED MAYONNAISE DIP:


	2/3 cup mayonnaise


	1/3 cup plain low-fat yogurt


	1 tablespoon curry powder


	1 teaspoon ground ginger


	½ teaspoon turmeric powder


	½ teaspoon chili powder


	½ teaspoon paprika, preferably sweet Hungarian


	¼ teaspoon salt




SWEET POTATO FRIES:


	3 medium sweet potatoes, “Louisiana yams,” about 1½ pounds


	Vegetable oil for deep-frying


	1 teaspoon salt


	¼ teaspoon freshly ground black pepper




1. Make the dip: In a small bowl, stir together the mayonnaise and yogurt. (Do not whisk, as the yogurt will thin out.) Stir in the curry, ginger, turmeric, chili powder, paprika, and salt. Cover, and refrigerate for at least 1 hour or overnight.

2. Preheat the oven to 200°.

3. Using a large sharp knife, cut the sweet potatoes into strips 3 inches long and V* inch thick. Pat dry with paper towels.

4. In a deep medium saucepan, heat the oil over high heat until a deep-fry thermometer reads 375°. In batches, deep-fry the sweet potato sticks until golden brown, 3 to 4 minutes. Using kitchen tongs, transfer the sweet potato sticks to a paper towel—lined baking sheet to drain. Keep the sticks warm in the oven while frying the remaining sweet potatoes. Sprinkle with the salt and pepper, and serve warm, with the curried mayonnaise alongside for dipping.

 

CHARLESTON CRAB SPREAD WITH BENNE CRACKERS

Cook’s Notes: Chunky seafood spread slathered onto crisp sesame (“benne”) crackers is a popular cocktail go-with down South Carolina way. Make the spread at least 8 hours ahead to allow the flavors to combine.

Makes about 2½ cups


CHARLESTON CRAB SPREAD WITH BENNE CRACKERS
(UNITED STATES)

The roots of black Southern seafood are hinted at in this great parry snack.




	1 (8-ounce) package cream cheese, at room temperature


	½ cup mayonnaise


	½ pound fresh crabmeat, picked over for cartilage, or imitation crab


	2 tablespoons minced onion


	1 garlic clove, crushed through a garlic press


	1½ teaspoons Old Bay Seasoning


	1 teaspoon fresh lemon juice


	1 teaspoon Worcestershire sauce


	2 tablespoons chopped fresh chives or parsley, for garnish


	Sesame-topped crackers




1. In a medium bowl, cream the cream cheese and mayonnaise together with a wooden spoon until smooth. Stir in the crabmeat, onion, garlic, Old Bay Seasoning, lemon juice, and Worcestershire until mixed. Cover, and refrigerate for at least 8 hours or overnight.

2. Transfer the spread to a bowl, garnish with the chives or parsley, and serve with the sesame crackers.

 

CHICARRONES DE POLLO
Fried Chicken Dominican Style

Cook’s Notes: Chicarrones de Polio are great appetizers, but we often serve them as a main course at dinnertime with Arroz con Coco (page 195) and a green salad. For the most flavorful results, allow a full 24 hours for the chicken to marinate.

Makes 12 appetizers


CHICARRONES DE POLLO
Fried Chicken Dominican Style
(DOMINICAN REPUBLIC)

These are the national snack of the Dominican Republic, and they will become one of your favorites too.




	6 chicken thighs (about 2 pounds)


	¼ cup soy sauce


	¼ cup fresh lime juice


	¼ cup dark rum


	1 tablespoon grated fresh ginger


	2 tablespoons light brown sugar


	¼ teaspoon hot red pepper flakes


	Vegetable oil for deep-frying




1. Using a heavy cleaver, chop the chicken pieces in half vertically, through the thigh bone. (Or have the butcher do this for you.) In a large nonreactive bowl, combine the soy sauce, lime juice, rum, ginger, brown sugar, and red pepper flakes; mix thoroughly. Add the chicken pieces and coat well. Cover, and refrigerate for at least 8 hours or up to 24 hours.

2. Pour enough oil into a large skillet to reach ½ inch up the sides. Heat the oil over medium-high heat until very hot but not smoking. (An electric skillet set at 325° works well.) Drain the chicken pieces, and pat them dry on paper towels. Fry the chicken pieces, turning often, until they are deeply browned on all sides and show no sign of pink when pierced with the tip of a sharp knife, about 15 minutes. Drain the chicken briefly on paper towels before serving hot, warm, or at room temperature.

 

PICKLED WATERMELON RIND

Cook’s Notes: You may not be able to find watermelon in the winter in your town, so keep this recipe in mind for summertime. You can put up the watermelon pickles then and let them ripen to perfection, to enjoy during the holidays on your buffet table. If you can’t find pickling salt, use plain noniodized salt.

Makes about 2 quarts


PICKLED WATERMELON RIND
(UNITED STATES)

Audie Odum-Stallato remembers that her mother would pickle cucumbers, green tomatoes, and various vegetables every year. Audie’s mother had heard about pickling watermelon rinds and asked a relative who lived in the South how it was done. “We used pickled watermelon rinds as a relish with a main dish,” Audie remembers. “It’s also really nice to use it in a potato salad instead of gherkins.” And what does pickled watermelon taste like to the novitiate? “Sort of like a pickled cucumber, but watermelon has a more delicate flavor,” Audie says.




	2 quarts cut-up watermelon rind, in 1-inch squares


	3 tablespoons plain noniodized salt Cold water


	2 tablespoons pickling spices


	1 quart cider vinegar


	3 cups granulated sugar


	¼ cup fresh lemon juice


	2 (1-quart) canning jars with brand-new lids and rings (see “Notes on Canning and Preserving,” page 205)




1. Using a small sharp knife, pare away all of the green rind and any remaining pulp from each rind square.

2. In a large bowl, combine the salt and 1 quart cold water, stirring to dissolve the salt. Add the watermelon rinds and enough cold water to cover the rinds completely. Cover with a plate to keep the rinds submerged, and let stand at room temperature at least 8 hours or overnight. Drain well.

3. In a large saucepan, bring the watermelon rinds and cold water to cover to a boil over high heat. Reduce the heat to medium, and cook until the rinds are crisp-tender, about 10 minutes. Drain well.

4. Place the pickling spices in a cheesecloth square, and tie it into a bundle. In a large saucepan, combine the vinegar, sugar, lemon juice, and pickling spices. Bring to a boil over high heat, stirring to dissolve the sugar. Reduce the heat to low, and simmer for 10 minutes. Add the watermelon rinds, return to simmer, and cook until the rinds are translucent, about 30 minutes.

5. Using a slotted spoon, transfer the watermelon rinds to two hot sterilized canning jars. Ladle the hot syrup into the jars. Wipe the rims clean with a hot wet cloth. Screw on the jars’ lids and rings, and let cool completely. Let the watermelon pickles stand for at least 1 month before serving.




End of sample




    To search for additional titles please go to 

    
    http://search.overdrive.com.   
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