







In Praise of The Hemingway Cookbook

“A wonderful culinary biography of one of America’s premiere writers.… Cooks, cookbook collectors, and of course, fans of Hemingway will find much to savor in this wonderful volume.”

—JENNIFER A. WHEELER
Executive Director, The Ernest Hemingway Foundation of Oak Park

“For someone who reads cookbooks like novels, what a delight to find both in one publication. What a pleasure to romp with Hemingway as he eats and drinks his way through life. Liberally sprinkled with appropriate quotations, citations, and biographical data along with detailed recipes and menus, this book will certainly find a place in the kitchen and on the bookshelf of gourmets, gourmands, and the literati.”

—HOWARD B. CARRON, PH.D.
editor-in-chief, Cigar Lovers Magazine

“Papa had some pungent comments about wine then that still ring true today.”

—HARVEY STEIMAN
editor at large, Wine Spectator

“Authentic recipes from Hemingway’s favorite places bring to life an aspect of his life and writings long overlooked. Food was obviously very dear to Hemingway’s heart and an integral part of his expansive love of life. ¡Olés! for The Hemingway Cookbook”

—PENELOPE CASAS
author, Tapas: The Little Dishes of Spain


The Hemingway Cookbook

An early-morning writing session while on safari.
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“I have discovered that there is romance in food
when romance has disappeared from everywhere else.
And as long as my digestion holds out I will follow romance.”

—ERNEST HEMINGWAY


Introduction
DINING WITH HEMINGWAY
Wild Gastronomic Adventures

“Ernest had a talent for making people feel that any pretension toward an appetite of life must be backed up with a healthy appetite for food.”

—Peter Griffin, Less than a Treason

Hemingway writing as a young boy.
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Have you ever encountered a storyteller who could engage your imagi-nation as if it were his or her own, someone who can describe a person or place and you feel that you hold in your imagination a nearly complete and genuine experience of that person or place? Then, if you are fortunate enough to encounter that person or visit that place, they are exactly as you expected them to be? For me, Ernest Hemingway is one of those storytellers. I find myself drawn in, participating wholly in the creation of the intricate, near-reality he creates. That is the primary reason why I enjoy reading his writing, and that is why I am privileged enough to have you read mine.

Ernest Hemingway was in many ways an explorer. He lived in several different countries and traveled far from home for months at a time. He also traveled deep inside his own imagination and the minds of his characters, uncovering dark vestiges of torn and hardened individuals. He had an insatiable appetite for new and novel geographies, experiences, and people, attending to each detail with the dexterity and acumen of a natural historian. It is no surprise, then, that so many have followed him in search of that same newness, that same disconcerting, energizing imbalance that must be overcome in a new place. When I follow Hemingway, I am continually amazed at his great talent for taking me away to the landscape that he paints on the page. When I visit the settings, it feels exactly as I imagined when reading his work. It is a wonderful experience, and it makes reading Hemingway that much more of a personal adventure.

Ernest Hemingway was also a tremendous eater and drinker. For better and worse, he indulged his appetites to the fullest. His books are filled with episodes about food and drink, sometimes spectacular, other times intriguing in their mundane presentation. Regardless, The Hemingway Cookbook is a product of my belief that the same gut-warming, mind-racing sensation enjoyed by the follower of Hemingway’s journeys may be evoked by the preparation and enjoyment of his food and drinks.

The sounds of the words themselves—Aguacates, Purée de Marron, Chambéry Cassis, or Amontillado—linger beyond the turn of the pages. The textures, tastes, and smells remain on the palate long after the dust jacket earns its keep. This was the foundation of Hemingway’s art: to not only provide for his readers a description of the emotion evoked but to communicate the source of that emotion, creating for the reader that very same sensation. He crafted a fiction that stalked us and struck more quickly and fiercely than reality ever could. And there, sustaining, defining, and redefining the characters that we sense so profoundly, are the details of their eating and drinking endeavors.

Hemingway uses native foods and drinks to convey his characters’ insider status. Participating in the local cuisine with the knowledge of the native, Hemingway’s characters feel at home, and so do we, the readers. Amid their epic struggles with death and love they find treasure and foundation in the cuisine of the lands in which they are adrift. Participation in the life of the fiction and, thus, in the life of the writer himself may explain why Ernest Hemingway has inspired every generation since his own to embark in pursuit of that elusive sense of what has been called “more-being”: to attain a sort of world-citizenry from the Plaza de Toros to the Parisian café to the Gulf Stream.

In our own enduring quest to gain some membership in his fiction and his legend, the preparation and consumption of the food and drink included here in The Hemingway Cookbook evoke the solitude of fishing his trout streams, the drama of watching his bullfights, and the camaraderie of hunting his game. It is as individual an adventure as the fiction itself.

There is no easy way to arrange a book about a man as prolific and well traveled as Ernest Hemingway. This book is laid out roughly chronologically, focusing on the central country or region of each time period. Within each chapter, focus is placed on the novels and short stories that take place in that region or were written in that time period. I have tried to include some pertinent biographical information, particularly if the anecdotes pertain directly to the recipes included. For the complete picture of Hemingway’s life, read Carlos Baker’s seminal work, Ernest Hemingway: A Life Story, or any volume of Michael Reynolds’s brilliant series of Hemingway biographies.

I have tried to provide a taste of the food and drink that were most important in Hemingway’s life and the life of his fiction. It would be virtually impossible to include every recipe. (For a fascinating analysis of the role of food and drink in Hemingway’s fiction, as well as a complete index to the references to food and drink therein, read Samuel J. Rogal’s For Whom the Dinner Bell Tolls, 1997.) Therefore, I have chosen recipes that accompany important moments in Hemingway’s life and art.

I have tried to stay true to the original recipes of the time. Thus, many of you may find yourself buying lard for the first time in many years, or frying in a lot of butter, or mixing some serious drinks. If you know the old adage “whatever doesn’t kill me makes me stronger,” you may want to keep it in mind as you prepare some of these Hemingway feasts.

The sources for the recipes themselves are varied. Several, such as the Roast Suckling Pig and the Paella de Langosta, come from the original restaurants where Hemingway enjoyed them. Other recipes, primarily those from the Cuba and Idaho years, are based on written records or interviews with Hemingway’s closest friends from those days, such as Forrest “Duke” Mac-Mullen, Tillie Arnold, Gregorio Fuentes, and his fourth wife, Mary. Of the remaining recipes, the very traditional ones are based on cookbooks from that time.

It is my hope that by preparing the recipes in this book you may revisit the first time Hemingway’s, or any author’s, prose truly touched you. One of the wonders of Hemingway’s work is that it may be enjoyed on so many levels, from the starkly empirical to the analytically profound. Through preparing these dishes, a new dimension of enjoyment may be added, strengthening the personal ties that each reader once had with the fiction alone.

I have written a book that I believe will satisfy the full spectrum of Hemingway readers and will help everyone enjoy the world he created for us. Maybe you will read a book of his you never read before. Maybe you will see something new in your favorite short story that reminds you why it’s your favorite. Regardless, I wish every reader the wonderful experience of cooking these meals and spending some more time in the thralls of your own imagination, sated and rapt, at the feet of a master storyteller.


1
THE EARLY YEARS
A Taste for Life

“Don’t be afraid to taste all the other things in life that aren’t here in Oak Park. This life is all right, but there’s a whole big world out there full of people who really feel things. They live and love and die with all their feelings. Taste everything, Sis.”

—Ernest to his sister Marcelline, 1919

A family portrait of the Hemingways in 1909.
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(Top row, left to right) Ernest, Ed, Grace, (bottom row) Ursula, Sunny, and Marcelline.

Ernest Miller Hemingway was born July 21,1899, and ate meat, vegetables, eggs, and fish shortly thereafter. His father, Dr. Clarence Edmonds Hemingway (known commonly as Ed), believed such foods were essential for nursing babies to grow up strong and healthy. His mother, Grace Hall Hemingway, lamented the decision. She noted in her daughter Marcelline’s baby book her annoyance at receiving the babies for nursing with onions on their breath.1
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Ernest Hemingway and his sister Marcelline, 1916.

The Hemingways lived in the affluent and proper Chicago suburb of Oak Park. Grace Hemingway, once an aspiring opera singer, remained ambitious in her endeavors as a music teacher, suffragist, and painter. Mothering six children did not lessen her distaste for housework, and she continued her pursuit of the fine arts over the culinary arts. In fact, she was such a stranger to the kitchen that when she finally mastered a recipe from her mother’s cookbook, she decided to quit while she was ahead. When Marcelline suggested that she learn to make a layer cake, Grace replied, no doubt with chin up and eyes beaming, “I proved I could cook with my tea cake, and I’m not going to take a chance of spoiling my reputation by trying anything else.”2

This recipe is based on Grandmother Hall’s English tea cake recipe, which Grace contributed to the 1921 edition of the Oak Park Third Congregational Church Cookbook. The author would like to thank Jennifer Wheeler and the Ernest Hemingway Foundation of Oak Park for their generous assistance in obtaining this recipe.

Grace Hall Hemingway’s English Tea Cakes

The original recipe for these tea cakes is rather vague in its instructions. Grace shared the recipe with Liz Dilworth, the mother of Ernest’s best friend from upper Michigan, where the Hemingways had a summer cottage on Walloon Lake. The Dilworths lived in Horton Bay on Lake Charlevoix. Mrs. Dilworth, known as Aunty Beth to the Hemingway children, ran a small restaurant called Pinehurst Cottage, famous for its fried chicken dinners. Mrs. Dilworth worked out the exact proportions of the recipe and taught Grace how to prepare it. After secretly mastering the recipe at the Dilworths’, Grace finally prepared the hot bread in the Hemingway kitchen and served it with great pride and joy. Ed could hardly contain his praise: “Delicious! Grade, delicious!”3

12 SERVINGS (4 TO 6 9-INCH CAKES)

1½ teaspoons active dry yeast

½ teaspoon salt

1½ cups warm water (110° F)

4 cups all-purpose flour

1 tablespoon butter, melted

2 teaspoons lard or shortening

2 large eggs, beaten

½ cup plus 2 tablespoons sugar

¼ cup warm milk

1 cup dried currants or raisins

Plenty of extra melted butter for swathing

To set the sponge, whisk together the yeast, salt, and water in a mixing bowl for several minutes until the yeast is completely dissolved. Stir in l½ cups of the flour and mix until smooth. Cover with a towel and let stand in a draftfree space for 2 hours.

When the sponge has risen, stir in the butter and lard, along with the remaining flour, beaten eggs, sugar, milk, and currants or raisins. Mix thoroughly to form a stiff batter. Cover and let stand up to 1 hour.

Preheat the oven to 350°F.

Divide the batter evenly into four buttered pie tins and let rise for at least 2 hours. Bake in the center of the oven for about 20 minutes, or until golden brown. Remove the cakes to a cooling rack, brush with a lot of melted butter, cut into wedges, and serve while still warm.

Grace’s tea cake recipe was also published in The Nineteenth Century Women’s Club Historical Centennial Cookbook, along with a recipe for “Ernest Hemingway’s Cold Cucumber Soup.” Ernest’s connection with this sweet cucumber and leek broth is unclear, but here it is:

Ernest Hemingway’s Cold Cucumber Soup

4 TO 6 SERVINGS

3 cucumbers

1 tablespoon butter

1 tablespoon chopped fresh dill or mint

1 leek, white part only, sliced, or ¼ cup chopped onion

1 bay leaf

1 tablespoon all-purpose flour

2 cups fresh chicken stock or canned broth

1 teaspoon salt, or to taste

White pepper (optional)

1 cup half & half

Juice of ½ lemon

1 tablespoon honey (optional)

Peel and slice two of the cucumbers. Peel, seed, and grate the remaining cucumber. Heat the butter in a large, heavy saucepan. Add the sliced cucumbers and cook over low heat for a few minutes. Add the dill or mint, leek, and bay leaf and cook over low heat until tender, about 20 minutes. Stir in the flour and cook for a few more minutes, stirring constantly. Add the stock and salt and simmer gently for 30 minutes. Remove the bay leaf and let the mixture cool slightly. Purée the mixture, half at a time, in a blender or food processor. Return to the pan and add the white pepper to taste. Add the half & half, lemon juice, and honey; then taste and adjust the seasoning. Stir in the grated cucumber. Refrigerate until ready to serve. Serve in a chilled bowl.

Ed Hemingway extended the same moral sense of discipline and responsibility that ruled all aspects of his life to food and eating. He was a passionate outdoorsman, hunting a vast array of game for the Hemingway table. This was particularly useful when the family would retreat from Oak Park each summer to their cottage on Walloon Lake in upper Michigan. Dr. Hemingway would often stay behind to work at his family practice, but when he was out in the country he was truly in his element. He quickly began to share his passion with his young son.
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Ernest at age 5 with his first gun.

Ed Hemingway believed in hunting for food and eating everything that he killed. So, in Ernest’s fourteenth summer, when Ernest and summertime chum Harold Sampson returned triumphant after hunting and killing a porcupine that had injured a neighbor’s dog, Dr. Hemingway did not shower them with praise as expected. Instead, in his typical firm and unforgiving tone, Dr. Hemingway made them eat the animal, which turned out to be “about as tender and tasty as a piece of shoe leather.”4
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Ed Hemingway in the Great Smoky Mountains in North Carolina, 1891.

Ernest’s older sister Marcelline, in her memoir of those early years, At the Hemingways, shares one of her father’s anecdotes that displayed his skills and experience as a chef and outdoorsman. It is a story that Ernest no doubt heard repeatedly and loved, for details of Ed’s youthful adventure show up years later in his son’s early writings. It was not the last time that Ernest would take the stories of others and make them his own.

In the summer between his graduation from Oberlin College and his medical training at Rush Medical College in Chicago, Ed was asked to participate in a geological expedition in the Smoky Mountains. The expedition lasted longer than expected, and the supplies began to run low. Determined to provide a good meal (he was, after all, asked on the trip because he could cook), Ed shot some partridge and a few squirrels, coaxed honey from a bee’s nest, and whipped up a meal of fried game, biscuits, and blackberry pie. To his fellow campers’ amazement, Ed explained how he rolled out the piecrust using a beer bottle as a rolling pin.5

His father awakened Ernest’s love of the outdoors, of fishing and hunting, in those first summers on the lake. Ernest would eventually take that same, all-consuming passion for sport and adventure and apply it to the bullfights, deep-sea fishing, big game hunting, and virtually any endeavor upon which he embarked. As a young boy, though, the cottage door opened into deep woods, trout streams, campfires, and endless adventures. He saved the sights, sounds, and smells, as he would throughout his life. Eventually he would return through that same door, this time into his imagination, when his gift beckoned and he could not resist.

The summers in Michigan served Ernest in both his fiction and his journalism. In an early article for the Toronto Star, Ernest offered a howto guide to cooking in the bush. Later, in one of his finest short stories, he follows Nick Adams on a fishing trip to the “Big Two-Hearted River.” In both cases, he takes particular care to share the sensation of the foods.
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Trout fishing in Sun Valley, Idaho, 1939.
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Hemingway trout fishing at Horton Creek, July, 1904.

Camping Out

In January 1920, Ernest traveled from Oak Park to Toronto to act as companion and tutor to the son of wealthy parents he met in Michigan while speaking on his wartime adventures. While there, he began writing for the Toronto Star, whose editor found Ernest’s straightforward prose and good humor perfect for the paper’s new direction. Young Hemingway had his own byline and received a penny a word for his articles. Hemingway would eventually work as a European correspondent for the Toronto Star during his time in Paris.

In his article “Camping Out: When You Camp Out, Do It Right,” Hemingway shows that, even as a very young man, he had a knack for writing with an air of gentle, humorous authority. When he lectures on exactly how to prepare a delicious meal in the bush, it seems only wise to listen carefully.

Fried Trout

Ernest loved trout fishing and he loved eating trout. He enthusiastically shared his pleasure with his earlier readers, as he would later do after visiting the Spanish Pyrenees (see Trucha a la Navarra, page 84) and Switzerland (see Trout au Bleu, page 58). Interestingly, our first introduction to Hemingway’s trout is very similar to its Spanish counterpart. So we may take this campfire version as an introduction to trout, a dish that will reach great heights of gastronomic pleasure as the years pass. For now, let us follow young Ernest as he sets up camp and begins to prepare the day’s catch, and we will learn what to do and what not to do.

4 SERVINGS

1 cup Crisco or vegetable shortening

4 whole trout, cleaned

1 cup cornmeal

8 slices bacon
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Hemingway fishing in Michigan at Walloon Lake, summer 1916.

Hemingway instructs: “The proper way to cook is over coals. Have several cans of Crisco or Cotosuet or one of the vegetable shortenings along that are as good as lard and excellent for all kinds of shortening. Put the bacon in and when it is about half cooked lay the trout in the hot grease, dipping them in cornmeal first. Then put the bacon on top of the trout and it will baste them as it slowly cooks….

”The trout are crisp outside and firm and pink inside and the bacon is well done—but not too done. If there is anything better than that combination the writer has yet to taste it in a lifetime devoted largely and studiously to eating.”6

Heat the Crisco in a skillet over medium heat (or over coals, not open flame, if cooking by campfire). While heating the shortening, coat each trout in cornmeal and set aside. When the shortening is hot, cook the bacon halfway. Just before it browns, remove from the pan. Place the trout in the pan (this may require two batches, depending on your luck on the river). After 5 minutes, turn the trout and place 2 strips of bacon over each fish. Cook for another 10-15 minutes, depending on the size of the fish.

While the trout are cooking to perfection, Hemingway suggests you placate the hungry mob with coffee and pancakes.

Pancakes

When camping, Hemingway carried with him a sack of prepared pancake flour so that he could simply add water, mix until most of the lumps are out, and cook on a hot, greased skillet. To this day, nothing takes the hard edge off a campsite hunger like a hot stack of pancakes. Ernest’s favorite toppings were apple butter, syrup, or sugar and cinnamon.7 While today you may simply bring along any instant pancake mix, the purist would want to prepare the following pancake mix before leaving home. You can find the powdered milk and eggs at any well-stocked outdoor store.

2 SERVINGS

1 cup all-purpose flour

¼ teaspoon salt

½ tablespoon sugar

½ tablespoon baking powder

2½ tablespoons powdered milk

3 tablespoons powdered eggs

¼ cup shortening

Before leaving home, mix all the dry ingredients together. Add the shortening and stir with a fork until thoroughly incorporated. Store the mix in an airtight container.

To make the pancakes, add slightly less than 1 cup of water per cup of pancake mix. Mix well, but don’t worry about all of the lumps. Pour out mix to form round pancakes on a hot, greased griddle. When the edges are just browned and bubbles form, flip the pancakes and cook the other side until lightly browned. Any of Ernest’s recommended toppings go wonderfully with the pancakes.

Stewed Apricots

The stew kettle was an essential implement around the Hemingway campfire. In it he would soak, overnight, dried apricots in plenty of water. By the next morning, the fruit would have returned to its “predried plumpness,”8 and could be cooked until very tender and enjoyed as a sweet snack after the pancakes were gone. Ernest would also use the kettle to cook macaroni or to “…concoct a mulligan in….”9 Of course, the thoughtful camper will be boiling water in the stew kettle for washing dishes while it’s not in use for cooking.
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Hemingway hiking around Walloon Lake in Michigan, summer 1916.

Campfire Apple Pie

In this recipe, Ernest takes a page from his father’s book of cooking tricks, suggesting that the reader roll out the piecrust using a bottle. It also shows an attention to detail and presentation, most likely attributed to Ed’s deliberate teachings. Hemingway recommends using a reflective campfire baker. These days, such devices are hard to come by. If you have one, by all means dust it off and start baking. Otherwise I would recommend using a Dutch oven or a baking device such as the Outback Oven Ultralight, which converts your own cooking pot into a fine campfire baker.

For the filling

1½ cups dried apple slices

½ cup sugar

For the piecrust

2½ cups plus 2 tablespoons sifted all-purpose flour

1 teaspoon salt

¾ cup shortening, preferably chilled, plus a little more

4-5 tablespoons cold water, or more if needed

Soak the apples in 3 cups cold water overnight.

Mix 2½ cups flour with salt. Blend in the % cup lard with a fork until it reaches the consistency of coarse meal. Add just enough water to work into a “… good workmanlike dough …”10

Flour any clean, flat surface available. Divide the dough into two pieces, with one piece slightly larger than the other, and use a bottle to roll out the dough in circles large enough to fill a pie tin, preferably the kind with holes. Spread a little more lard on the dough, sprinkle with flour, then roll one piece around the bottle and unroll it into the bottom of the pie tin.

Drain the soaked apples, mix in the sugar and 2 tablespoons flour, and place in the pie tin. Drape the top dough over the pie, crimping the edges with your fingers. Then, “cut a couple of slits in the top dough sheet and prick it a few times with a fork in an artistic manner. Put it in the baker with a good slow fire for forty-five minutes and then take it out, and if your pals are Frenchmen they will kiss you.”11

These recipes, direct from Ed’s storytelling, are as intricate as any Hemingway would ever provide for his readers. While he wrote many spectacular descriptions of exquisite dishes and extravagant meals, Hemingway was not a particularly skilled cook. In fact, when Ernest was prevailed upon to instruct on the preparation of “The Hamburger” in Venice in 1954, he took haste in delegating that responsibility to friend and biographer A. E. Hotchner.12 The food that Nick Adams prepared in “Big Two-Hearted River” is a much better representation of the foods Ernest himself would prepare when out in the wild on his own.
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Hemingway trout fishing in 1913.

“Big Two-Hearted River”

In the late summer of 1919, Ernest and two friends took the train to Seney, on Michigan’s upper Peninsula, to fish and camp by the Fox River. Seney was a ghost town, just as the fictional Nick Adams found it when Ernest brought him there. Hemingway wrote “Big Two-Hearted River” in Paris in 1924, telling the story of a young man on a fishing trip. He included in this story his acute focus on the most minute details, implanting “it in geography and, insofar as possible, … [knowing] what time it was on every page.”13 This newly developed characteristic in his emerging style is seen clearly when Nick settles by his campfire to eat:

Nick put the frying pan on the grill over the flames. He was hungrier. The beans and spaghetti warmed. Nick stirred them and mixed them together. They began to bubble, making little bubbles that rose with difficulty to the surface. There was a good smell. Nick got out a bottle of tomato catchup and cut four slices of bread. The little bubbles were coming faster now. Nick sat down beside the fire and lifted the frying pan off. He poured about half the contents out into the tin plate. It spread slowly on the plate. Nick knew it was too hot. He poured on some tomato catchup.14

Pork and Beans and Spaghetti

Never before have pork and beans been afforded such heroic status as when Nick Adams settled in to eat by the shores of Hemingway’s “Big Two-Hearted River.” While this dish may seem simple and common, when eaten alone in the bush by a favorite trout stream after a long journey you may understand its ascension into the pantheon of haute cuisine litéraire.

2 SERVINGS

1 can prepared pork and beans

1 can prepared spaghetti

Ketchup

4 slices bread

Pour the can of pork and beans and the can of spaghetti into a saucepan. Warm over a medium fire until the bubbles come fast to the surface. Pour half out onto a plate (preferably tin). Add ketchup to taste. Allow to cool sufficiently before eating. Serve with bread for wiping up the sauce.

Canned Apricots

Nick Adams also brings apricots along on his camping adventure. Contrary to Hemingway’s suggestion in “Camping Out,” Nick enjoys canned apricots rather than stewed. One need only imagine the sweetness of the syrup from the can to understand his preference for this canned version. Either way, apricots provide a succulent dessert, simply prepared and profoundly enjoyed by the fire.

Coffee According to Hopkins

Hemingway closes Nick’s meal and Part One of “Big Two-Hearted River” with a pot of coffee. Not just any coffee, but coffee according to the specific method of Nick’s friend Hopkins, a “very serious coffee drinker.”15 Most likely Hopkins is loosely based on Charlie Hopkins, Hemingway’s friend and editor at the Kansas City Star. Hemingway made the fictional Hopkins an oil millionaire who had a particular penchant for coffee making. Nick argued with him at every point but eventually saw the light. The following recipe is “straight Hopkins all the way.”16

2 SERVINGS

2 cups cold water

3 heaping spoonfuls ground coffee

Sugar

Pour the water into a coffeepot. Use ice-cold stream water, if available. Add the coffee. Bring the water to a boil, allowing it to overflow and run down the side of the pot just to assure yourself that it is, in fact, boiling. Remove the pot from the fire and sprinkle in a little cold water to settle the grounds. Pour coffee into apricot cans or coffee cups as per your preference. Do not let the coffee steep in the pot. Add sugar to taste.

These were the foods of Ernest Hemingway’s youth, expressions of the characters of his mother and father, and symbols of the freedom and adventure of the Michigan woods. He would return again to Michigan, and its summer people would be on his mind for years to come as he lived and wrote. He would rarely return to Oak Park and would never write explicitly about his hometown. He lost his father to suicide in 1928, and grew continually more distant from his mother, who died in 1951.

Growing up in Oak Park and Michigan, his father had instilled in him a voracious appetite for new experiences. He had tasted adventure, and he longed for more and greater ones. He could never have imagined what awaited him in northern Italy and later in Paris and beyond. And yet in many ways he was always well prepared for what lay ahead.


2
ITALY
Remembrance and War

“‘I like a retreat better than an advance,’ Bonello said. ‘On a retreat we drink barbera.’

‘We drink it now. Tomorrow maybe we drink rainwater,’ Aymo said.

‘Tomorrow we’ll be in Udine. We’ll drink Champagne.’”

—A Farewell to Arms

Ernest in uniform.
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Ernest graduated from Oak Park High School in 1917 and faced the prospect of work, college, or war in Europe. Through his uncle Tyler (Hemingway), who was in the lumber business in Kansas City, Ernest learned of a position with the Kansas City Star that would be available in the fall. After yet another joyous summer in Michigan, Ernest left for Kansas City. His work at the Star was as close to a formal education in the fundamentals of writing as he would ever have. “Use short sentences,” the Star’s stylebook said. “Use short first paragraphs. Use vigorous English, not forgetting to strive for smoothness.”1 He acquired his first tools. The raw material from which he “whittled a style for his time”2 lay in wait close by, though never close enough until it was upon him in a blanket of fire, earth, and metal.

In the spring of 1918, the war in Europe beckoned. Ernest could not imagine missing out on “the most exciting drama ever produced.”3 Although his poor eyesight kept him out of the armed services, he quickly volunteered when the American Red Cross began recruiting ambulance drivers.

On the morning of May 22,1918, Hemingway left New York on the French liner Chicago, bound for Bordeaux. After chasing incoming German shells around Paris and taking a spectacular train ride through the Alps, he was assigned to ARC Section Four in Schio, 24 kilometers northwest of Milan.

After three weeks with Section Four, Ernest was impatient to get out and find the war. His opportunity came when the Austrians increased their assault on the Piave River Valley above Venice and volunteers were needed for emergency canteens. About two weeks later, as Ernest was delivering cigarettes and chocolate to soldiers in a riverside trench, the war found him. Everyone heard the dull, rhythmic flutter of the 420-caliber projectile. When it struck the ground, “… there was a flash, as when a blast-furnace door is swung open, and a roar that started white and went red….”4 Ernest was badly wounded in both legs by the trench mortar and by machine-gun fire that struck him hard as he attempted to carry a wounded Italian soldier to safety.

After the first of several operations to remove the shrapnel, a brief stay in a field hospital, and a grueling train ride to Milan, Ernest eventually found comfort in the American Red Cross hospital, where he found his first love. She was Agnes von Kurowsky, an American nurse seven years older than Ernest.

The true details of their love affair remain obscured beneath Ernest’s youthful bragging and his eventual fiction. This woman, and this chapter of his life, became the basis of one of the great novels to emerge from the trenches of World War I—A Farewell to Arms. This novel, along with Across the River and into the Trees, whose main character could very well be Frederic Henry 30 years later, reflects Hemingway’s lifelong, bittersweet love of northern Italy. Both of these books offer a rich and wonderful selection of Italian cuisine, providing for us, amidst the sorrow of lost battles, an indulgent sustenance.

[image: image]

Recovering in the Red Cross Hospital, Milan, July 1918.

A Farewell to Arms

It was almost 10 years after Ernest limped home from Europe before he had obtained the emotional distance and the skill to use his wartime experience for his fiction. He was bitter and hurt when Agnes, who remained in Europe, wrote that she had fallen in love with another. When the fiction finally came, he created Frederic Henry and Catherine Barkley and gave them evenings together and tense hours apart, much as he may have either experienced or hoped to experience with Agnes.

As Frederic was about to return to the front, he and Catherine took a room in a hotel across from the Milan train station and spent an evening together before they had to part. In this scene of passion, heightened by their imminent separation, Hemingway provides for Frederic and Catherine a meal befitting their love:

“Monsieur and Madame wish dinner in their rooms?”

“Yes. Will you have the menu brought up?” I said.

“You wish something special for dinner. Some game or a soufflé?”

The elevator passed three floors with a click each time, then clicked and stopped.

“What have you as game?”

“I could get a pheasant, or a woodcock.”

“A woodcock,” I said. We walked down the corridor. The carpet was worn. There were many doors. The manager stopped and unlocked a door and opened it…

[image: image]

Hemingway with his first love Agnes von Kurowsky, in Milan, Italy, 1918.

Catherine wore my tunic over her shoulders while we ate. We were very hungry and the meal was good and we drank a bottle of Capri and a bottle of St. Estephe. I drank most of it but Catherine drank some and it made her feel splendid. For dinner we had a woodcock with soufflé potatoes and purée de marron, a salad, and zabalione for dessert.5

THE MENU

Woodcock Flambé in Armagnac
Soufflé Potatoes
Purée de Marron
Salad
Zabaglione

Wines
Capri
St. Estephe

Woodcock Flambé in Armagnac

Hemingway shared his knowledge of wild fowl with Frederic Henry, who orders woodcock without hesitation. Frederic knows that woodcock is superior in delicacy to pheasant and is in season during the autumn frost. One can safely assume that Ernest also shared with Frederic his knowledge of hunting woodcock and the best way to prepare it as well:

While the woodcock is an easy bird to hit, with a soft flight like an owl, and if you do miss him he will probably pitch down and give you another shot. But what a bird to eat flambé with Armagnac cooked in his own juice and butter, a little mustard added to make a sauce, with two strips of bacon and pommes soufflé….6

While the game connoisseur would demand that woodcock be prepared without being drawn (with the intestines still in the cavity), it may be difficult to find woodcock these days that are not drawn. Frederic and Catherine no doubt enjoy their birds accompanied with a sauce flavored with the bird’s intestines mixed with foie gras. The following recipe assumes that your birds have been drawn. If you are unable to find woodcock, you may substitute another dark-meat game bird, such as hazel grouse or snipe (2 snipes for each woodcock).

4 SERVINGS

4 woodcocks

½ lemon, cut into 4 wedges

Salt

Freshly ground black pepper

8 slices bacon

4 tablespoons butter

1 teaspoon Dijonstyle mustard

¼ cup Armagnac (or other fine brandy)

Preheat the oven to 400° F.

Rub the inside of each bird with a piece of lemon and season inside with a pinch of salt, and outside with a pinch of salt and pepper. Set aside.

Place the bacon in a large skillet and cook over medium heat. When the bacon is browned and plenty of fat is rendered, remove the bacon from the pan and set aside. Add the butter to the skillet and heat until it begins to foam. Truss the legs of the birds, place in the skillet, and brown on all sides, 5 to 8 minutes. Remove the skillet from the heat and transfer the birds to a roasting pan. Roast the birds for 10 to 15 minutes, basting frequently with the bacon fat. The birds are done when the juices run clear where the leg meets the body when the skin is cut.

Transfer the birds to a plate and remove the trussing. Place the skillet on the stove over medium heat. Stir the mustard into the leftover juices in the skillet. Place the birds and bacon back into the skillet and add the Armagnac. Heat briefly and ignite the brandy on the edge of the skillet. Use care doing so and keep your face a safe distance from the skillet. When the flames die, transfer the birds and bacon to a warm serving platter. Pour the juices from the skillet over the birds and serve.

Soufflé Potatoes

The accidental invention of this dish dates back to the inaugural run of the first French railway in 1837 from Paris to Saint-Germain. The menu for the celebratory banquet included the requisite fillet of steak and fried potatoes. Setting a foreboding precedent, the official train carrying King Louis-Philippe and his queen was, of course, delayed. The cook therefore removed his frying potatoes from the oil and let them cool. When the train finally arrived, the chef courageously replaced the potatoes in the hot oil, not knowing what gastronomic aberration might result. What did result were these delicate and puffy chips, which have remained a dinnertime treat ever since.7

2 SERVINGS

2 cups vegetable oil, or enough to deep-fry

2 large potatoes

Salt

Pour the oil into an 8- or 9-inch skillet or into a deep fryer and heat over medium-high heat. Peel the potatoes, then wash and pat dry. Cut the potatoes into slices, just less than ¼ inch thick. Wash and dry the slices. When the oil has warmed to approximately 300° F (150° C), place the potatoes in the oil. This will take a few batches. When the slices float to the surface, remove them and drain on paper towels or on a brown paper bag. Allow the slices to cool completely.

When the potatoes have cooled, reheat the oil to 350° F (180° C). Return the potatoes to the oil and fry until they are puffed up and lightly browned. Drain the potatoes, sprinkle with salt, and serve on a warm platter.

Purée de Marron (Chestnut Purée)

4 TO 6 SERVINGS

1 pound chestnuts, unshelled

¼ rib celery

1½–2 cups chicken stock

2 tablespoons butter

¼ cup heavy cream

Freshly ground white pepper

Pinch of salt, depending on saltiness of stock (optional)

To shell the chestnuts, cut a groove about [image: image] inch deep on the rounded side of the shells. Drop chestnuts into a pot of boiling water. Return water to boil and cook for about 5 minutes. Remove from heat. Take a few nuts at a time and remove the shells and the skins. If the nuts don’t peel easily, return them to the pot and soak for a bit longer.

In a medium saucepan, combine the peeled chestnuts, celery, and chicken stock just to cover. More stock may be necessary if chestnuts are dry. Bring to a boil. Reduce heat, cover, and simmer until stock is absorbed and chestnuts are completely tender, 30 to 40 minutes. Put the mixture through a food mill, mash with a fork, or purée in a food processor. Transfer to a clean saucepan. Add the butter and stir until thoroughly mixed. Place the pan over medium heat and add the cream, pepper, and salt. Stirring constantly, bring the purée to a boil. Add more cream or milk to obtain desired consistency.

Zabaglione

4 SERVINGS

4 egg yolks

1 egg white

¼ cup sugar

¼ cup dry white wine

½ cup kümmel (or kirsch)

In the top part of a double boiler, combine the egg yolks, egg white, and sugar. Whisk until thickened and light yellow. In the bottom of the double boiler, bring a few inches of water to a boil, then reduce to a simmer. Place the top of the boiler over the water and continue whisking until foamy. Slowly add wine and liqueur. Whisk until the mixture is foamy and bubbling and begins to stick to the whisk. Remove from the heat. Serve immediately in dessert glasses.

Note: It is essential to continue whisking while the mixture is over the heat. If the mixture sticks to the pan or the yolks begin to coagulate, remove immediately from the heat and whisk vigorously. Zabaglione must be thick and frothy.

Having brought Frederic and Catherine safely along the shores of Lake Maggiore to Switzerland—she is pregnant and he has escaped from the war—Hemingway was left alone to toil with the ending of his novel. During the novel’s closing drama, Catherine struggles in labor all day long, as Frederic is sent away from the hospital three times to eat. These attempts at meals stand in stark contrast to the idyllic splendor of their feast together in Milan. Hemingway’s taste for using food to illuminate the tenor of a scene, its fertile passion or its hollow fear, is exemplified by the final tragic passages of A Farewell to Arms.

BREAK FAST

Catherine goes into labor in the darkness of early morning. At the hospital, she sends Frederic away to have breakfast. As the light of day slowly emerges, he goes to a cafe to eat:

I walked down the empty street to the cafe. There was a light in the window. I went in and stood at the zinc bar and an old man served me a glass of white wine and a brioche. The brioche was yesterday’s. I dipped it in the wine and then drank a glass of coffee.8

Brioche

There is considerable variety to this traditional French pastry made from yeast dough augmented with eggs and butter. The most common forms are the Parisienne and the Nanterre. The Parisienne, or tête, consists of a smaller ball of dough placed atop a larger one in a fluted mold. The Nanterre is loafshaped, made by placing large balls of dough in a loaf pan, creating a knobby effect. This recipe, adapted from Linda Dannenberg’s book Paris Boulangerie-Pâtisserie makes two marvelous loaves of brioche or two large Parisiennes. The Parisiennes (even yesterday’s) are fine for Frederic’s breakfast, while the Nanterres will accommodate the red raspberry preserve that David and Catherine Bourne spread on their brioche in the opening pages of The Garden of Eden.

2 LARGE PARISIENNES

2 tablespoons lukewarm water

2 tablespoons dry yeast

4 cups all-purpose flour

¾ cup milk

2 large eggs

1½ teaspoons vanilla sugar, or 1½ teaspoon sugar and ¾ teaspoon vanilla extract

1½ teaspoons salt

½ cup unsalted butter, softened

¼ cup plus 3 tablespoons sugar

For the glaze

1 large egg, well beaten

1½ tablespoons unsalted butter, melted

Pour the water into a small glass, sprinkle on the yeast, and set aside for about 10 minutes. At that time, place the flour in the bowl of a mixer fitted with a dough hook or on a flat work surface.

In a small saucepan, slowly heat the milk until lukewarm.

Form a well in the middle of the flour and pour in the yeast, milk, eggs, vanilla sugar, and salt. Mix the dough together on low speed, or with your fingers, until smooth.

In a separate bowl, combine the butter and sugar and stir until pale and smooth. If you have been working by hand, move the dough to a large buttered mixing bowl. Add the butter-sugar mixture, very little at a time, pinching the dough together and stretching the dough up from the bottom of the bowl with each addition. When all of the butter and sugar is incorporated, the dough should be sticky and elastic. Form the dough into a ball. Cover the bowl with a damp towel and let dough rise for about 2 hours, or until doubled in size. At that time, punch the dough down, cover the bowl with plastic wrap, and refrigerate overnight.

The next day, remove the dough from the refrigerator and let stand for 1 hour. Turn the dough out onto a lightly floured work surface.

For Parisiennes, divide the dough in two. Cut one-third off each half of the dough. Quickly form the larger pieces into balls and drop into large, buttered brioche molds. Form the smaller pieces into pear-shaped balls. Make a small indentation in the center of the larger balls and place the smaller balls on top, pointed side down, pinching around the edges to seal the seam between the pieces. Cover and let rise another 2 hours, or until doubled in size. Preheat the oven to 350° F. Using wet scissors, make some small incisions in the base of the dough from the edges toward the crown. Lightly brush the dough with the beaten egg. Bake for 40 to 45 minutes, or until golden brown. Brush the brioche with the melted butter and let cool on a wire rack.

LUNCH

After breakfast, Frederic walks back to the hospital, stopping to root through a trash can to find something for a scavenging dog, but finds nothing but a gravelike pile of coffee grounds and dead flowers. At the hospital, Catherine has been moved to the delivery room and remains in labor into the early afternoon. At two o’clock, Frederick again leaves the hospital and returns to the same cafe for lunch:

At two o’clock I went out and had lunch. There were a few men in the cafe sitting with coffee and glasses of kirsch or marc on the tables. I sat down at the table. “Can I eat?” I asked the waiter.

“It is past time for lunch.”

“Isn’t there anything for all hours?”

“You can have choucroute.”

“Give me choucroute and beer.”

“A demi or a bock?”

“A light demi.”

The waiter brought a dish of sauerkraut with a slice of ham over the top and a sausage buried in the hot wine-soaked cabbage. I ate it and drank the beer.9

Choucroute Garni (Garnished Sauerkraut)

4 SERVINGS

4 cups fresh sauerkraut, or 1 2-pound can

8 slices lean smoked bacon

12 juniper berries

1 teaspoon caraway seeds

Dash of salt

1 teaspoon pepper

1 medium onion

1 whole clove

1 cup water

2 cups dry white wine, such as Riesling or other Alsatian wine

4 garlic sausages, or other high-quality sausage

2 slices cooked smoked ham

Preheat the oven to 325° F

Strain and rinse the sauerkraut thoroughly with cold water. Place the bacon slices in a large heavy casserole. Cook over medium heat until a film of fat covers the bottom. Add half the sauerkraut. Slightly crush the juniper berries in a mortar and mix together with the caraway seeds, salt, and pepper, then add the mixture to the sauerkraut. Stick the onion with the clove and place it in the middle of the casserole. Add the remaining sauerkraut. Pour the water and wine over the sauerkraut. Cover the casserole and bake for 1½ hours.

Remove the casserole from the oven and, if the sauerkraut is too dry, add a little more water. Bury the sausages in the sauerkraut and place the slices of ham on top. Cover and bake for another 30 minutes.

Serve with large glasses of cold beer. Frederic orders a “demi,” which is a half-liter glass.

DINNER

As the tragedy of Catherine’s delivery unfolds, Frederic is sent to the cafe once again. This time it is brightly lit and crowded inside. Dinner, as with the two previous meals, consists of leftovers. This final meal at the cafe near the hospital, with the strange taste of eggs and beer, and the unfriendly clientele, sets the tone for Frederic’s hurried return to Catherine. “Suddenly I knew I had to get back.”10 Hemingway has taken us through this ordeal, a day on the clock but the suffering of a lifetime, and engaged us through the otherwise benign act of eating. As Linda Underhill and Jeanne Nakjavani wrote in “Food for Fiction”:

As a result of this kind of specific detail, food and drink in Hemingway’s fiction become, at moments of crisis in the story, a code to signify the mood, lending truth to the setting, and representing adventure.11

Across the River and into the Trees

Other than a few brief visits in the 1920s, Hemingway would not return to Italy until 1948. He had seen three more wars firsthand, and the initial romance of that first war seemed immeasurably distant. When he returned to the location of his wounding in 1922, newly married and living in Paris, he learned a hard lesson: “Chasing yesterdays is a bum show,” he wrote in the Toronto Daily Star, “and if you want to prove it, go back to your old front.”12 And even with this knowledge and nearly 50 years old, he bent down to bury a 1,000-lire note in a small hole beside the very crater where he was first struck down.

Hemingway returned to Italy a celebrity, the single bestselling author in Italy since World War II. He would no longer be staying in hotels across from train stations without any luggage, but at the Gritti Palace Hotel in Venice and Locando Cipriani in Torcello, traveling with 14 pieces of luggage. He was the aging veteran of his war and his art, looking in mirrors and denying the truth. His book began as a story about duck hunting, but soon it too began chasing yesterdays.

Ernest arrived in Genoa in the fall of 1948, at the same port from which he had limped home, an injured and changed young man, in 1918. Hemingway spent the next few months exploring the northern Italian countryside, visiting his old front and enjoying his star status in “the magical city of Venice.”13 In December, on a hunting trip, Ernest met Adriana Ivancich, an 18-year-old Italian beauty descended from a long line of aristocratic Venetians. It was not long before Ernest was calling her “daughter.” She was the same age as Hemingway when he was wounded by the riverbank in Fossalta.

Throughout this trip to Italy, Hemingway was looking back over 30 years. He saw his own experiences of the war mingle with those he created in A Farewell to Arms, and he saw Adriana, the figure of beauty and youth, enticingly close. As Carlos Baker wrote of this experience, the “past and present, the imagination and the reality, contended within him for mastery.”14 The only way he could wrest control again was to write. In the early spring of 1949, Hemingway began Across the River and into the Trees, the story of an old, embittered military man and his love for a very young, very beautiful Venetian countess.

Colonel Richard Cantwell, a composite of real-life military men, is primarily as Hemingway imagined himself had he become a professional warrior rather than a writer. Renata, the countess, is clearly based on Adriana. The details of their relationship, like Frederic and Catherine’s, was a wishful fiction. The essence was true—the battle-weary veteran seeking to recapture his youth in the eyes and heart of a beautiful young woman. Ernest was well aware that the name Renata—which he had taken from role model Gabriele d’Annunzio’s book Notturno15—translated as “reborn.”

The Colonel’s battles are elsewhere as he and Renata share Venice together. Whether hunting near Torcello in the Venetian Lagoon, dining at the Gritti Palace Hotel, or drinking martinis at Harry’s Bar, Hemingway’s story is a “prose poem essentially devoid of action but rich in meditative discourse … on the courage and equanimity, toughness and resilience, the interconnectedness and distance of youth and old age.”16 As we saw when the war raged in A Farewell to Arms, the food and drink that Cantwell and Renata share reflect their indulgent passion. They feast, and Venice is alive.

HARRY’S BAR

Then he was pulling open the door of Harry’s bar and was inside and he had made it again, and was at home.17

Guiseppe Cipriani began his career at age 14 in a pastry shop in Verona. Like Hemingway, he enthusiastically went to war in 1918. Fortunately for Guiseppe, the armistice was signed and the fighting stopped on the eve of his departure for the front lines. Upon his return he began working as a waiter, eventually settling in Venice. He recognized in himself the essential traits of a restaurateur: a passion for food, a love of people, and a desire to bring the two together to create a truly enjoyable dining experience.

In 1927, Guiseppe became the barman at the Hotel Europa-Britannia because the owner recognized that he “had a way with the customers.”18 The following summer he met an American student named Harry Pickering, who came to Italy with his aunt to cure his alcoholism but ended up spending most of his time in the Europa bar. When Harry’s money ran out, Guiseppe lent him 10,000 lire. Harry promptly left. He returned months later, carrying Guiseppe’s money and another 40,000 lire with which they could open a bar together. On May 13, 1931, they opened Harry’s Bar. For the complete story of this legendary Venice landmark, read Arrigo Cipriani’s marvelous book, Harry’s Bar (Arcade, 1996).

Hemingway discovered Guiseppe Cipriani’s bar and restaurant in 1949 and quickly became its most famous regular customer. He and Cipriani became fast friends, and Guiseppe’s son, Arrigo, who now runs Harry’s, remembers that Heming-way was the first customer with whom his father drank.

As much as Ernest enjoyed the interior of Harry’s (see The Montgomery, page 189), he loved the excellent duck hunting near the island of Torcello in the lagoon. Hemingway resided at the Cipriani’s guesthouse on the island and took several wintertime hunting trips to the surrounding marshes and canals. In 1935, he had written an article for Esquire magazine that explained his passion for hunting these beautiful and spirited birds. The behavior and the calls of some seemed designed to aid the hunter, while he found that those that were harder to hear were better to eat:

Why does the curlew have that voice, and who thought up the plover’s call, which takes the place of noise of wings, to give us that catharsis wing shooting has given to men since they stopped flying hawks and took to fowling pieces? I think that they were made to shoot and some of us were made to shoot them and if that is not so well, never say we did not tell you that we liked it.19

It is not surprising that Ernest took every opportunity to fight the early morning bitter cold to hunt again and again in the Venetian environs. One such trip provided the wonderful opening scene of Across the River and into the Trees:

His head low, he swung the gun on a long slant, down, well and ahead of the second duck, then without looking at the result of his shot he raised the gun smoothly, up, up ahead and to the left… and as he pulled, saw it fold in flight and drop among the decoys in the broken ice.20

Arrigo Cipriani fondly remembers Papa’s early morning duck hunting trips in Torcello with Emilio, his boatman. Cantwell reminisces about the ducks he once offered to the bellman at the Gritti Palace, who could not afford a meal of such expense. We, too, may feel that roast duck is, as the bellman put it, “outside of our way of life.” And yet with the help of Signore Cipriani we may truly indulge ourselves in the spoils of Hemingway’s love of hunting ducks in the icy waters outside of Venice.

I never knew that anything could be so wonderful to eat. When your teeth close on the small slice of meat it is an almost unbelievable delight.21

Roast Duckling (Anitra Arrosto)

From The Harry’s Bar Cookbook

6 TO 8 SERVINGS

For the Sauce

6 tablespoons olive oil

Necks, wings, and giblets (except livers) from ducks

Chicken bones or carcasses or extra duck carcass

2 ribs celery, cut into chunks

2 onions, coarsely chopped

2 carrots, cut into chunks

1 teaspoon chopped fresh thyme, or ¼ teaspoon dried

1 teaspoon chopped fresh rosemary, or ¼ teaspoon dried, crumbled

1 clove garlic, halved

1 cup Marsala

½ cup dry white wine

6 tablespoons flour

1 quart hot chicken stock, or more as needed

Salt

Freshly ground pepper

For the Ducks

2 3- or 4-pound ducks

Salt

Freshly ground pepper

6 flat-leaf parsley sprigs

6 fresh rosemary sprigs

4 fresh thyme sprigs

2 cloves garlic, halved

1 large onion, sliced

½ cup Marsala

Preheat the oven to 450° F.

To make the sauce, put 2 tablespoons of the olive oil and the duck necks, wings, and giblets and the bones and/or carcasses in a roasting pan and roast until they are well browned, about 30 minutes.

Meanwhile, heat the remaining oil in a soup pot over high heat. Add the celery, onions, carrots, herbs, and garlic and cook, stirring frequently, until they begin to brown, about 5 minutes. Pour the Marsala and white wine into the pot and boil hard, stirring constantly, until the wine has evaporated. Sprinkle on the flour, stir it in well, and cook over medium heat, stirring constantly, for 3 or 4 minutes. Add 3 cups of the stock to the pot and whisk it in until it forms a thickened sauce. Add the roasted bones to the pot.

Pour off the oil in the roasting pan and deglaze the roasting pan with the remaining cup of stock, scraping up all the brown bits from the bottom of the pan. Add this to the pot and bring it to a boil.

Stir the mixture as well as you can, reduce the heat, and simmer, uncovered, over low heat, for 1 hour. Season with salt and pepper to taste. Set aside.

To roast the ducks, place a shallow roasting pan with a rack in the oven to preheat at 450° F. (This will keep the ducks from sticking.) Season the cavities of the ducks with salt and pepper and fill with the parsley, rosemary, thyme, garlic, and onion. Place the ducks breastside up in the preheated roasting pan and roast until golden brown, about 30 minutes. Prick the skin of the ducks well, especially the breast and thighs, reduce the heat to 350° F, and continue to roast for 1 to 1½ hours longer. Prick the ducks every 20 minutes to allow the fat to drain from beneath the skin. Start testing the ducks for doneness after 1 hour by piercing the flesh near the thigh bones with a sharp fork; when the juices run clear, with no sign of pink, the ducks are done.

While the ducks are roasting, finish the sauce. Strain it. If it is too thin, boil it, uncovered, to reduce it. Taste and carefully adjust the seasoning.

Remove the ducks and the rack from the roasting pan and spoon off as much fat as possible, leaving any juices in the pan. Set the roasting pan over the burner, pour in the Marsala, and cook over high heat until reduced by half, about 3 or 4 minutes, scraping up all the browned bits from the bottom of the pan. Add this to the sauce, stir to combine well, and heat through. Taste and adjust the seasoning. Carve the ducks and put them on a platter. Serve the sauce on the side.

GRITTI PALACE HOTEL

From their large corner room on the third floor, Ernest and his fourth wife, Mary, commanded a magnificent view of the Grand Canal as it turned sharply to wrap itself around them. The luxurious Gritti Palace Hotel with its worldclass restaurant served as a fitting domicile for the Hemingways (and Cantwell) as they sated themselves with Venetian charm. The Colonel and Renata dine repeatedly at the Gritti, enjoying dinner and breakfast served with wit and elegance. As they arrive, they are greeted by the Gran Maestro, a friend of the Colonel’s from the war and a fellow member of El Ordine Militar, Nobile y Espirituoso de los Caballeros de Brusadelli, a fictitious organization named after a Milanese profiteer who, during a property dispute, publicly blamed his young wife for clouding his judgment through her “extraordinary sexual demands.”22 Nevertheless, the Colonel and Renata partake of a feast befitting their passionate reunion and their surroundings.

“I have saved your table. We have a very fine lobster if you would like him to commence with.”

“Is he really fresh?”

“I saw him this morning when he came from the market in a basket. He was alive and a dark green and completely unfriendly.”

“Would you like lobster, Daughter, to start your dinner?”

“I would love some lobster” the girl said.

“Cold, and with mayonnaise. The mayonnaise rather stiff.” She said this in Italian.23

[image: image]

Hemingway at Harry’s Bar.

THE MENU

Dinner at the Gritti Palace
Hotel, Venice

Lobster Salad
Scaloppine with Marsala
Cauliflower Braised with Butter
Artichoke Vinaigrette

Wines
Capri Bianco
Valpolicella

The Colonel and Renata do indeed commence with the lobster before moving on to the veal and vegetables. He’s a big lobster and the Colonel likens him to George Patton. The Gran Maestro stems Renata’s concern that he may be too tough: “He’s truly not tough. He’s only big. You know the type.”24

Lobster Salad

2 SERVINGS

2 carrots, diced

1 parsnip, diced

1 leek, white part only, diced

1 rib celery, diced

1 onion stuck with 2 cloves

Bouquet garni (a few sprigs of parsley, thyme, rosemary, and a few bay leaves bundled and tied together or in a cheesecloth bag)

1 clove garlic

2 cups dry white wine

Salt

Pepper

Pinch of cayenne pepper

2 small live lobsters (1¼ pound each), or 1 large lobster (about 2½ pounds)

Juice of ½ lemon

Hard-boiled egg and capers, for garnish

Wine

Capri Bianco, secco and really cold

To a large stockpot filled with 8 to 10 cups water, add the diced vegetables, onion, bouquet garni, garlic, wine, salt and pepper to taste, and cayenne. Bring to a boil. Lower heat and simmer, covered, for 30 minutes. Add the lobsters and simmer, covered, for about 20 minutes, or until the lobsters turn bright red.

Drain the lobsters and chill. Remove the tail and the tail meat. Crack the claws and remove the meat from the claws and the knuckles. Cut the lobster meat into uniform pieces. Arrange the meat on a bed of lettuce and season with salt and pepper to taste and a little fresh lemon juice. Cover with mayonnaise, garnish with quarters of hard-boiled egg and capers, and serve.

For the mayonnaise

MAKES ½ CUP

1 egg yolk

¼ teaspoon salt

1 teaspoon Dijon-style mustard

½ cup olive oil

1 teaspoon tarragon vinegar

Salt

Dash of freshly ground white pepper

Combine the egg yolk, salt, and mustard in a food processor. Pulse briefly to combine. With the food processor on, very slowly add the olive oil until the mixture is thickened and silky. Add the vinegar and salt and pepper to taste and process briefly to blend.

The Colonel and Renata continue their meal with the attentive assistance of the Gran Maestro. The Countess orders a simple meal of steak with mashed potatoes and a plain salad. The Colonel orders the classic Scaloppine and accents it with braised cauliflower and an artichoke. He accompanies the food with the light, dry Valpolicella.

Scaloppine with Marsala

This recipe is adapted from Cuisine of Venice.

4 SERVINGS

2 pounds veal, thinly sliced

3-4 tablespoons all-purpose flour

3 tablespoons butter

3 tablespoons olive oil

½ cup dry Marsala

Salt

Pepper

Carefully trim any white skin from the veal. Place the slices of veal in a single layer between two pieces of wax paper. With a flat wooden mallet, pound the slices to approximately [image: image]-inch thickness. Make several small incisions along the edges of each slice to prevent it from curling up while cooking. Dredge each slice lightly in flour. Shake to remove any excess.

Melt the butter in a large skillet over medium heat. Add the olive oil and heat almost until it begins to smoke. Add several slices of veal to the pan, being careful to leave plenty of room between the slices. Sauté for 3 minutes on each side, moving often to prevent sticking. Remove the veal to a warm serving plate while continuing to saute in batches.

Deglaze the skillet with the wine, scraping up all the bits that have stuck. Season with salt and pepper to taste. Pour the Marsala over the scaloppine and serve.

Cauliflower Braised with Butter

2 SERVINGS

2 tablespoons butter

2 tablespoons olive oil

½ head cauliflower, cut into crowns

Salt

Pepper

1 cup chicken stock, or enough to cover

Combine the butter and olive oil in a large saucepan. Place over high heat until the butter is melted and frothy but not browned. Add the cauliflower and toss until well coated. Sauté the cauliflower for 2 minutes, or until just lightly browned. Add salt and pepper to taste. Pour in the stock. Lower the heat and simmer, covered, for 10 minutes, or until tender. Remove cauliflower with a slotted spoon and serve immediately.

Artichoke Vinaigrette

This was one of Hemingway’s favorite vegetables, 25 and the Colonel enjoys this dish, once thought to be an aphrodisiac, “taking a leaf at a time, and dipping them, heavy side down, into the deep saucer of sauce vinaigrette”26

4 SERVINGS

Vinaigrette

¾ cup finest olive oil

¼ cup wine vinegar

Salt

Pepper

2 cloves garlic

Artichokes

4 artichokes

4 lemon slices

2 tablespoons lemon juice

Prepare the vinaigrette 2 hours before serving. Whisk together the olive oil, vinegar, and salt and pepper to taste. Add the garlic and steep for 2 hours.

Clean the artichokes by plunging them repeatedly, upside down, into cold water. Cut the stems off, leaving a flat bottom. To prevent discoloration, tie a slice of lemon to the bottom of the artichoke with kitchen string. Break off any tough bottom leaves. Cut off the top third of the artichoke and trim the top ¼ inch off the remaining leaves with scissors.

Bring a large pot of water, salted and with 2 tablespoons lemon juice added, to a boil. Add the artichokes and boil for about 30 minutes. The artichokes are done when an outside leaf pulls away easily. Remove the artichokes, drain upside down in a colander, untie and remove the lemon slices and rinse the artichokes thoroughly in cold water. When cooled, open them slightly, remove the very thin center leaves, and scoop out the choke with a spoon. Serve whole, one per person, with vinaigrette in a saucer for dipping the leaves.

The Market

Early one morning, before daylight, the Colonel embarks on an excursion that was one of Hemingway’s favorites while in Venice. He would cross the Grand Canal at the Rialto bridge to the spectacular fish and vegetable market on the far side of the city by the Adriatic. Ernest loved the market, and shared its sensory feast, as well as his own taste for clams on the half shell, with the Colonel:

He loved the market. A great part of it was close-packed and crowded into several side streets, and it was so concentrated that it was difficult not to jostle people, unintentionally, and each time you stopped to look, to buy, or to admire, you formed an îlot de resistance against the flow of the morning attack of the purchasers.

In the market, spread on the slippery stone floor, or in their baskets, or their rope-handled boxes, were the heavy, gray-green lobsters with their magenta overtones that presaged their death in boiling water. They have all been captured by treachery, the Colonel thought, and their claws are pegged.

He went past these, stopping to ask one seller where his clams came from. They came from a good place, without sewerage and the Colonel asked to have six opened. He drank the juice and cut the clam out, cutting close against the shell with the curved knife the man handed him.27

Clams on the Half-Shell

Shucking clams requires little more than a firm grip and a basic clam knife. Yet the rewards for this simple labor are exquisite. To prepare clams on the half-shell, first rinse the clams thoroughly under cold water and discard any clams that are broken or that will not close when squeezed shut a few times. Hold each clam with the hinge firmly wedged in the palm of your offhand. Holding the knife in your strong hand, wedge the knife into the seam of the narrower side of the clam. Pull the blade into the seam using the fingers of your off hand. Work the blade up and down slightly to separate the shells, keeping the clam level to hold the juice. The clam has two muscles on either side of the hinge, which must be severed. Place the tip of the blade against the inside of the upper shell, and sweep the knife first to one side to sever that muscle, then to the other side. Sever the second muscle, then open the clam and discard the top shell. Run the knife under the clam to release it from the lower shell. Serve about 6 clams per person, and accompany them with lemon wedges.

The Colonel returns from the market “in the cold, hard Venice light of morning”28 to meet Renata at Piazza San Marco to have breakfast at the Caffe Florian and to watch the crowds of people. Renata, though, decides that breakfast there is “worthless” and that she dislikes the square so crowded. She is very hungry, and they decide to return to the Gritti: “We’ll give breakfast the full treatment,” the Colonel said. “You’ll wish you had never heard of breakfast.”29

The Gran Maestro seats them in the empty dining room, gives the Colonel the situation report on bothersome compatriots and other potential intruders, and details for Renata her “breakfast to end breakfasts:”30 “We can make our fabricar rognons grilled with champignons dug by people I know. Or, raised in damp cellars. There can be an omelet with truffles dug by pigs of distinction. There can be real Canadian bacon from maybe Canada, even.”31 Renata accompanies her meal with tea rather than coffee, and the Colonel orders a decanted flask of the Valpolicella to go with an order of the Canadian bacon.

THE MENU

Breakfast to End Breakfasts:
The Gritti Palace Hotel,
Venice

Rognons Grilled with
Champignons
Omelet with Truffles
Canadian Bacon

Rognons Grilled with Champignons

2 SERVINGS

2 veal kidneys

Pinch of salt

Pepper

4-6 tablespoons melted butter

4 large mushroom caps

Preheat the broiler.

To prepare the kidneys, peel off the exterior membrane. Slice the kidneys in half, not quite severing them in two. Trim off any fat and skewer the kidneys on two metal skewers each to keep them flat when grilled. Season with a pinch of salt and pepper, brush liberally with melted butter, and place on a broiling pan.

Clean the mushroom caps with a damp towel. Brush with melted butter, season with salt and pepper to taste, and place on the broiling pan with the kidneys, capside up. Set the pan about 5 inches from the heat and broil the kidneys and mushrooms, basting with butter, for 6 to 8 minutes on each side. Remove the kidneys to a warm serving platter, slice the mushrooms, and place them around the kidneys. Drizzle on any remaining butter.

Omelet with Truffles

When buying truffles, choose carefully, as a purchasing error could cost you literally their weight in silver. The Italian white truffles used in this dish should be pale beige in color and very firm. Buy your truffles shortly before you plan to use them, as they will spoil quickly, which will be evident by their aroma—distinctly similar to a gas leak. Purchase a truffle slicer while you’re at the store, for, if you acquire a taste for these pungent and costly fungi, this tool will be indispensable.

2 SERVINGS

2 tablespoons butter

1 truffle

Pinch of salt

Pepper

4 large eggs

1 tablespoon Madeira

Melt 1 tablespoon of butter in a skillet over medium heat. Slice the truffle and fry it in the butter for 10 minutes. Season with a pinch of salt and pepper to taste and allow to cool. Break the eggs into a bowl. Add salt and pepper to taste. Add the wine, and beat thoroughly. Add the truffles. Melt the remaining 1 tablespoon butter in a clean skillet. When the butter is sizzling but not yet brown, pour in the eggs. When the omelet begins to set underneath, prick the bottom a few times with a fork and lift to allow the uncooked egg to run through. When the eggs are only slightly runny and creamy on top, fold the omelet in half and slide onto a warm platter. Garnish with more slices of truffle, if desired.

Canadian Bacon

The Colonel enjoys an order of broiled bacon, which is thickly cut and broiled for about 1 minute on each side.




End of sample
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