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THE PIGGY WIGGY BLUES

by Fergus Henderson

Why are we so good to eat, why? oink oink oink oink

You can brine us then smoke us for bacon, that’s the Gloucester Old Spot’s lot

Cure our limbs and you’ve got ham oink oink oink oink

Looking for fat, how about that, middle white, lard on legs

Get on up like a lardon machine oink oink oink oink

This is what you do to me charcuterie

Put your horse’s bone in my thigh oink oink

The onomatopoeic lop, flavour is loppishish, needs an Alice band for those ears

The giant orange sofa Tamworth, ladies and gents oink oink oink oink

Trotters bring unctuous sticky, tails that go crispy

The little things like chitterlings, poo pipe, woohoo!

Roast chop sandwich, raised pork pie

Ears cheeks and nose I tell no lie, pigs head is the tops woohoo woohoo!

The table is laid, your number is up, it’s dinner time pig oink oink squeal squeal!

Sizzle, woohoo woohoo!
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HOW TO USE THIS EBOOK

Select one of the chapters from the main contents list and you will be taken to a list of all the recipes covered in that chapter.

Alternatively, jump to the index to browse recipes by ingredient.

Look out for linked text (which is underlined and/or in a different colour) throughout the ebook that you can select to help you navigate between related recipes.


“The difference between involvement and commitment is like ham and eggs. The chicken is involved; the pig is committed.”

MARTINA NAVRATILOVA




[image: Illustration]



[image: Illustration]






CONTENTS

FOREWORD BY JOSH OZERSKY

TRIBUTE BY DIANA HENRY

INTRODUCTION

PRIME CUTS

From Wild Boars to Berkshires

NOT-SO-PRIME CUTS

Hogtopia

CHOPPED, MINCED & MIXED

Feeding

SAUSAGES

Breeding

CURED

Slaughter

SNOOT TO TAIL

Buying & Butchery

SMOKED

Live-fire Cooking

BASIC RECIPES



INDEX

ACKNOWLEDGEMENTS


FOREWORD BY JOSH OZERSKY

The pig, the most perfect of all animals, never stops giving. From its snout to its tail, its chops and its cheeks all the way down the jellied feet that float in brine atop seedy American bars, the pig epitomizes the commitment of carnivores not to waste one bit of living flesh. What you can’t use goes into sausages, and what can’t go into sausages goes into scrapple. Eventually nothing is left but fat (one’s own) and happy memories.

Which isn’t to say that just anyone knows how to cook pork.

Like any animal, a pig is made up of many muscles, each one adapted to a different task – the shoulder for propulsion, say, or the tail for expression, and they can’t all be cooked the same way. Each is made up itself of multiple disparate elements: muscle tissue, collagen, sinew, nerve, bone, fat and tendon. Each one cooks at a slightly different rate, and of course, no two animals are ever exactly alike. The real pork masters, from Hong Kong to the Carolinas, don’t so much cook pork as draw it out, as one might a shy girl on a first date, or a glass of Scotch that needs just a few drops of tap water to be its own best self.

A great pork cook uses hot fires, slow fires, salt, a few spices here and there, and that’s it: the rest happens more or less by itself. And the rest, at its best, can easily be astounding. The Tamworth and Berkshire hogs sourced by Richard Turner for his restaurants have creamy, firm and fragrant fat, the kind that you could spread on toast if you needed to, the kind that secretly powers half the good things that come out of the world’s kitchens. The meat is red and strong, and tastes like the animal it’s from: a hardy, independent-minded forager, fearless and inexhaustible. Those massive, all-consuming jaws are powered by some of the densest and most delicious muscles in the animal kingdom; the hams come from legs that jump and strut, big powerful muscles that are in almost constant motion, at least in the wild. The best pork, of the sort Turner sells at his craft butcher shop, comes from pigs that feed in the sun, copulate freely and live a good life. Sadly, though, I have to admit a melancholy fact few conscientious meat eaters will admit openly: even the worst pork is still pretty good. The murder mills of the United States are an atrocity, but the bacon they produce affects even sober men like marijuana, and their cheapest blade chops seethe with sweet juices and soft, pillowy pockets of fat.

As I write this, in the next room, leftover spare ribs, stiff from the refrigerator, are slowly softening and sizzling in a toaster oven. They come from commodity animals, and are being cooked in a cheap appliance weighing less than the book you are holding. I just ate one, and it was better than any tornado; two others are still warming and crisping as the time clicks away, and all I need to do is continue ignoring them. Pork is the most forgiving of meats, and for that reason the best for beginning cooks. It takes a lot to ruin it.

It is possible, of course. I never get over how many recipes assume otherwise. Modernist cookbooks are especially wrongheaded, assuming pork to be the raw material for the chef’s creative genius, or the virtuosity of his technique. But the pig doesn’t need geniuses or virtuosi. It doesn’t need to be in tuiles or cocktails. It doesn’t require its image on the forearms of oversexed line cooks. No, all it needs is love, and patience, and a deep but invisible skill on the part of the person cooking it. Such a person is Richard Turner. Listen to what he says, follow his instruction faithfully, and you won’t go far wrong. The pig will see to that.

[image: Illustration]

Josh Ozersky
Restaurant Editor, Esquire


TRIBUTE BY DIANA HENRY

I know when Richard Turner is in my house. The photography for his books is done here and I have to hide upstairs in my study as the smell of pork, in all its wonderful guises, drifts up through floorboards and open windows and makes me weep with hunger. Occasionally I venture downstairs and embarrass myself. The kitchen is so full of luscious things I know neither where to start nor where to stop. His terrines: the most perfect I have ever tasted (French men! Hang your heads in shame!). His pork burgers: I ate one with so much enthusiasm that the juices dripped down my chin and had to be mopped up by Richard before I left the house. His ham in cola: my children loved this so much they begged me to marry him. His deep-fried pickled mushrooms: how the hell did he even think these up (and why didn’t I get there first)? Rillettes, Scotch eggs, quiche, you may think you’ve tasted good versions of these, but Richard’s cooking makes you think again about such classics (as well as bringing new dishes to your life). And this big bourbon-drinking, porcine-loving hunk is also great at salads (I’ve paid him the ultimate compliment by stealing many of them).

I’m pretty fussy, hard to please. Nobody ever seasons well enough for me, or they get the flavour balance slightly wrong. But Richard Turner’s food sends me. He simply has an amazing palate. He’s touchingly (and unexpectedly) modest too. When I go ‘Oh my God Richard, that is so good!’ he says (blushing) ‘Really? Do you think so?’ and he means it.

Of course he does have his drawbacks. He leaves, in his wake, a trail of empty bourbon bottles. He makes everyone he knows eat too much. And my freezer is always full of his bloody pork fat (#notaeuphemism). But he is a love, great craic and a bloody fantastic cook. May he always return to my kitchen.
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Diana Henry
Food writer, London


INTRODUCTION

I have been fascinated by pork all my life. Like many people, I grew up on pork sausages, bacon and ham, with big old joints of roast pork at the weekend, memories of my mother cooking the Sunday roast, the smell enveloping the whole house, and the crackling, ohhh the crackling...

Fast forward 15 years and I’m working long hours, with only Sundays off, in top Michelin-starred-to-the-hilt restaurants and am deluded enough at this point to fancy myself as a bit of a chef. When I cook a Sunday roast, friends and family find ways of turning up – I’m a chef, right? So my Sunday roast must be something to behold, and it is. The meat is perfectly cooked, my vegetables are al dente (the trend at the time), the roast potatoes crispy and fluffy. The gravy is a bit overworked but, hey, I don’t yet have the confidence to cook with total simplicity. There is one niggling problem though. It never quite attains the smell and flavour of my mother’s roast, especially when I cook pork. It smells different, it tastes different, the texture is wrong and where is the bloody crackling?

Ten years later and I have joined Hawksmoor, the London steakhouse where the cooking is simple, relying on the quality of the produce. As Alain Ducasse so eloquently said, ‘No geniuses have ever come from the kitchen. We are simply the bridge between nature and our clients.’ Nowhere is this illustrated so well as at Hawksmoor. They have strong links with their butcher/farmer, Tim Wilson of The Ginger Pig, and during countless trips to his farm I finally taste the roast of my memories – Tamworth pork roasted in Tim’s farmhouse kitchen, with a deep meaty porkiness, crispy crunchy crackling and translucent wobbly fat. It is an epiphany.

Later I meet Tom Adams, a young lad cooking up a storm in a van on the south bank of the Thames in London, and we plot to open Pitt Cue Co. in Soho together. On one of our research trips to the United States, Tom overdoes it a tad and upon our return he takes time off to recuperate. During this time we walk through the woods at the bottom of his parents’ garden where we scheme great piggery. Four beautiful Middle Whites duly arrive and run free in Pitt Woods, hand-fed and cared for by Tom during his convalescence. It’s here that I fall in love with pigs, and when the day comes for those Middle Whites to make their final journey, they must be the most loved and cared-for pigs in England. The resulting pork is as good, or maybe even better, than what I tasted in that Yorkshire farmhouse years before, and I begin to understand what went so wrong with my attempts at roasts ten years previously.

This book is about that epiphany, and how the rearing of pigs directly informs the taste of the pork at the end of their journey. My hope is that by understanding that journey we can make informed decisions on what and where we buy. The chapters, together with the features between them, set out a rudimentary map of what it takes to make great pork.

Although the features on piggery are a fundamental part of that map, I am not expecting you to go out and buy two pigs tomorrow. I just want to engender a better understanding of what it takes to make good-quality meat. I’m lucky enough to be involved with amazing companies – from Turner & George to Meatopia, Tavern, Hawksmoor, Foxlow, Pitt Cue Co. and The Ginger Pig – all of which labour to promote the appreciation and understanding of proper, jaw-droppingly good meat. It is through working for and with these companies that I’ve realized we have all been the victims of a terrible crime against our stomachs. But it is not too late – read the features on piggery and take up the mantle with zeal, vote with your wallets and buy only the best. You will thank me when you taste the results.

The meat of this marvellous beast can be some of the best-tasting, most popular and versatile in the world, and we have developed a bewildering number of ways to preserve, keep and cook nearly every part of the pig, more so than any other animal. Almost every region has unique and interesting ways of preparing pork – you could spend a lifetime researching pigs and pork and still not know it all.

It’s important to respect an animal that has been raised for meat, firstly by giving it a good life and a humane death, and secondly by using every part of the animal. You’d be amazed at what can be done with a pig’s feet, ears or snout, and if this book conveys that nose-to-tail ethos, then my job is mostly done. It is by no means comprehensive – pork is entirely too versatile for one book to manage – but I have tried to cover every part of a pig in recipes.

I am indebted to the amazing chefs and cooks that took time out of their busy schedules to contribute a recipe. I hope I did you justice. Meredith Erickson, Aaron Franklin, Fergus Henderson, Judy Joo, Neil Rankin, Mitch Tonks and Valentine Warner, I salute you.

Hog is a celebration of all things porcine. My hope is that by understanding the whole picture, we can all make informed decisions about what we consume. And if we consume the best pork, we will enjoy it all the more.

Now it’s over to you: read, digest, lick your lips, source some great pork and cook to your heart’s content.
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Richard H. Turner
London




PIGS, HOGS AND SWINE – SOME USEFUL TERMINOLOGY

Barrow A castrated male pig

Boar A male pig that has not been castrated

Dam A mother pig

Gilt A young female pig at least six months of age that has had no more than one litter of piglets

Herd A group of pigs

Hog An adult castrated male pig usually over 54kg

Hybrid A cross of two or more breeds of one species

Litter A group of piglets born together

Maiden A young female before being mated

Pig Any of the animals in the genus Sus, within the Suidae family of even-toed ungulates

Piglet A baby pig, aged eight weeks or less

Porker A pig reared to a weight of around 60kg, slaughtered at around six months

Runt The smallest piglet in a litter, often requiring extra care

Shoat A weaned, adolescent pig

Sire A father pig

Sow An adult female pig that has had at least one litter of piglets

Suckling pig A piglet, slaughtered at 6–8 weeks

Suid Any member of the family Suidae, including pigs and wild boar

Swine Pigs

Weaner A young piglet that has been weaned

Working boar An adult male pig used for breeding
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Everything you’d want in a beef book.

Click here to order today!






