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Excerpts from

HAVE FAITH IN YOUR KITCHEN

by Faith Sibley Fairchild

A Work in Progress

CORN PUDDING

2 cups fresh corn, cut from the cob 

                       or

2 cups canned, frozen, or cooked corn

2 large eggs, slightly beaten

1 1/2 tablespoons unsalted butter melted

2 cups scalded whole milk

1 teaspoon sugar

1 teaspoon salt

1/8 teaspoon pepper

Preheat the oven to 325° F. Mix all the ingredients together and pour into a buttered baking dish. Set it in a pan of hot water, the water halfway up the sides of the dish, and bake until firm, approximately 45 minutes. Best with fresh corn, yet still a good side dish for a winter evening when elephant's eye high stalks are but a dream. Serves 4-6.

CRAB CAKES

1/2 cup mayonnaise, preferably Hellman's

1 large egg, slightly beaten

1 tablespoon mustard, Dijon 

1 pound fresh lump crabmeat, drained

1 cup crumbled saltines, 25-30 crackers

Vegetable oil

People have very strong feelings about crab cakes. They're like barbeque—beef or pork? Catsup based or mustard based sauce? With crab cakes, the debate starts with the crab —Maryland, Louisiana, and Maine devotees weighing in on one coast; Washington on another. Faith loves all and any crab, but is partial to Maine's Peekytoe crab, because she lives there. Then, breading, crackers, or potato as binding? Worcestershire sauce, Old Bay, Tabasco or all three to complement the crustacean? Celery? Onions? The following is the recipe Faith's family prefers after many happy trials. The Fairchilds like their crab cakes crabby with as few additions as possible.

Combine the mayonnaise, egg, and mustard. Mix well, then fold in the crabmeat and saltines. Faith puts the saltines between 2 sheets of waxed paper and rolls them with a rolling pin to crumble them. Let the mixture stand for about 3 minutes before shaping it into patties. This recipe makes 12 patties. Put them on a baking sheet, cover with waxed paper or Saran and refrigerate for an hour. 

Fry the cakes in vegetable oil, about 3-4 minutes on a side until they are golden brown. Drain on a paper towel and serve. Do not fry the cakes in olive oil or any other oil with a strong taste. Faith uses canola oil.

For spicy cakes, add 1/2 teaspoon of hot sauce to the first three ingredients. Faith often serves her crab cakes with a dab of mayonnaise mixed with Old Bay seasoning to taste on the side. 

BLUEBERRY MUFFINS

2 1/2 cups flour

1 cup sugar

2 tablespoons baking powder

3/4 teaspoon salt

1 teaspoon nutmeg, preferably freshly ground

3/4 teaspoon cinnamon

2 large eggs

1 cup milk

3/4 cup unsalted butter melted

2 cups blueberries

butter for greasing

Preheat the oven to 400° F. Sift together the dry ingredients: flour, sugar, baking powder, salt, and spices. Lightly beat the eggs, milk, and melted butter together. Add this to the dry ingredients and mix. Fold the blueberries into the batter and fill each cup in the muffin tin completely, not 3/4. Faith learned this trick from Lori Boyce by way of Kyra Alex's cookbook, Lily's Cafe. Makes 2 dozen muffins.

PASTA WITH SMOKED CHICKEN AND SUMMER VEGETABLES

4 pounds skinless, boned chicken thighs and/or breasts

2 cups diced carrots

2 cups diced zucchini

2 cups diced summer squash

1 cup diced yellow or red onion

1 diced red pepper

1 large sprig fresh rosemary

1 cup vinaigrette with 1 1/2 teaspoons fresh rosemary leaves

16 ounces tortellini, dried or fresh

5 ounces fresh chevre

salt 

pepper

Smoke the chicken on the grill, using hickory chips, apple wood, or any flavor you prefer. While it is cooking, dice the vegetables and make the vinaigrette, using your own recipe or Faiths—1 part balsamic vinegar to 3 parts olive oil plus 1/8 teaspoon Dijon mustard, pinch of salt and pepper. Add the rosemary leaves and shake well.

Steam the vegetables with the sprig of rosemary until soft, but not mushy. Remove the rosemary and toss the vegetables with the vinaigrette. Cook the tortellini according to the instructions on the package, drain and add the chevre, mixing it thoroughly.

Cut the cooked chicken into bite-sized pieces and add to the tortellini. Add the vegetables and mix gently. Salt and pepper to taste.

This is a wonderful dish to bring to a party, as Faith does, garnishing it with nasturtiums from the garden. It should sit for about an hour and be served at room temperature. It can also be served over greens as a salad. Serves 8-10, at least.

COMFORT COOKIES

2 sticks unsalted butter at room temperature

1 cup brown sugar

3/4 cup white sugar

2 large eggs, slightly beaten

1/2 teaspoon vanilla extract

2 1/4 cups all purpose flour

1 teaspoon baking soda

1 teaspoon salt

1 1/2 cups semi-sweet chocolate chips

1 1/2 cups butterscotch chips

1 cup coarsely chopped walnuts

Cream the butter and sugars together by hand or with an electric mixer. Add the eggs and vanilla extract. Beat until fluffy. In a separate bowl, combine the flour, baking soda, and salt. Add to the butter mixture and stir or mix well. Stir in the chips and walnuts. Drop golf ball sized portions onto a non-greased cookie sheet. Bake in a preheated 325˚ oven for 15-20 minutes. They should be golden brown. Use the longer time for a crisper cookie. Cool on brown paper or racks. Makes 2 dozen cookies.

You can substitute the chips and walnuts with whatever comforts you or your family and friends —other chip varieties—they now have Reeses's and M&M chips, raisins, other kinds of chopped nuts. These are especially comforting when they're still warm and the chips haven't hardened. This is a variation of Kyra Alex's extremely comforting chocolate chip cookie recipe, again at Lily's Café in Stonington, Maine.

Note on Recipes:

Substitutions can always be made: Egg Beaters, margarine, low fat mayonnaise, or other forms of milk—1%, 2%, skim.

AUTHOR'S NOTE

On the morning of September 11th, I was driving to a neighboring town for a reason I cannot now recall. I turned on the radio and heard what I first assumed to be a review of some disaster movie, but soon realized, fighting disbelief, was an actual news bulletin. I stopped at once and turned around. 

What I do clearly remember from the short drive is what a beautiful day it was. At the moment I heard the news, I was looking at the Flint Farm fields stretched out on one side of the narrow road, the barn and farmhouse on the other—all under a cloudless blue sky. The farm dates back to the1640's and Flints are farming it still. It will always be farm land; the family has given it to a trust. It will always be there. Growing up in New Jersey, approaching New York City so many times from across the river, I watched the Twin Towers go up and become a part of the familiar skyline. We thought they would always be there too.

Returning home, I ran into the house, unable to say anything to my husband except, "Turn on the television." We watched in horror as the second plane struck. Then, in what seemed like a very short time, saw the towers fall to earth. All day footage of two young women crouched behind a car appeared over and over again. They were clinging to each other looking up, then one pulled the other to her feet and they ran, shoeless, disappearing into the cloud of ash and debris. From their faces, you could tell they were screaming. There was no sound.  I see their faces still.

There were no degrees of separation September 11th. Everyone knew someone affected. The first tragic news was that the mother and stepfather of one of the administrators at my son's school had been on the plane that went down in Pennsylvania. She has taken comfort from the knowledge that those passengers were able to prevent something even worse. A friend's brother didn't make it out; another friend's son did. We didn't try to make sense of it all, but went to a town vigil; prayed at our church, open all day and night; then finally attended the service and silent march the high school students organized. It was impossible to keep back the tears at the sight of all those youthful faces, quietly walking toward the bleachers at the football field. They could not, still cannot, know how different their lives will be.

And I was writing this book. I'd started it in July and was immersed in Faith's world. I wasn't able to get back there for many weeks. I talked with writer friends, some experiencing the same difficulty; others finding solace in their work. 

Instead I read, cooked, cleaned closets—and we went to Maine. Especially that first weekend, it was the place we wanted to be. Away from CNN and the other stations for a while; the three of us together. As we drove north, every car displayed a flag. Turning off the turnpike onto the back roads to "Sanpere Island", every yard had a hand-lettered sign, more flags. It was Indian Summer. We sat watching the tides, the osprey still in her nest on the opposite point, and broke bread with friends, cherishing their company.

When I got back to this book, I rewrote the few post September 11th attempts I'd made. I'd lost the rhythm of Faith's life, just as my own had been so disturbed, but it came back. The book takes place in the summer of 2001, ending on September1st with a wedding. I think back to that summer and it now seems like some kind of Camelot, my own uncomplicated days very different from Faith's. As I wrote, I found myself giving her some of those moments as well—moments removed from the plot where she watches her children and husband, wanting to remember the secure, serene feeling forever. Just as many of us date things from before the Cuban Missile Crisis and before the assassinations of the Kennedys and Martin Luther King, we have another before. Yet, once back, this book was a joy to write, as they all are—especially at the end. I returned to it remembering the answer British mystery writer P.D. James gave when asked why crime fiction is so popular. She said, "These novels are always popular in ages of great anxiety. It's a very reassuring form. It affirms the hope that we live in a rational and beneficent universe."

This hope was affirmed in countless ways immediately following September 11th and continues to be in ways large and small all over the globe. This hope is my wish for you, dear reader.

