
Tamales as an open system

Do not lie to yourself: you must set aside an entire day for this task. 

Trim the fat and cut up into chunks about 3 and a half to 4 pounds of pork shoulder. Quarter a large 
onion and mince four cloves of garlic. Place the pork shoulder, onion, garlic, salt, pepper and enough 
water to cover the pork shoulder into a dutch oven, bring it to a boil and then reduce heat to a simmer 
for at least three hours.

You are in no rush. This is the time in which you must ruminate on mixture.

When one is mixed, there can be a certain amount of indeterminate cultural soup that occurs over 
time. At its best it results in a feeling of fluidity; one feels defiant of borders and definition. At its worst, 
there is a feeling of imposter syndrome in which one lacks a strong sense of place. Behaviors and 
appearances can become modified, changed, colonized. Language can be lost. But the resistance of 
food is strong and its link is much harder to break. The sensations of tastes experienced early in life, 
or even in the womb become linked to cravings later in life creating a cultural connection that is 
hardwired into one's senses. 

You stir the pot.

You must also make a red chile sauce. You will need 12-15 large chiles (like Hatch), five garlic cloves, 
a pinch of salt, a pinch of flour and a spoon full of shortening. You may want to wear gloves during this 
process but you also may not, if you have something to prove to yourself. The peppers should be 
cleaned and roasted (preferably on a grill or over open flame, but an oven will do), for only a few 
minutes or until they begin to give off an aroma. Then soak them in water until cool. Blend the peppers 
and a couple cups of their water with garlic, cumin and salt until they form a smooth paste. Put a dab 
of shortening in a sauce pan and add the chili paste and flour. Simmer about 10 minutes until desired 
thickness (you can add more water if necessary). 

Tamale is anglicized from the Spanish tamal which came from Nahuatal tamalli. It's the amalgamation 
of the predatory linguistic shuffle dance of colonization followed by retroactive auditory imitation. 
Tamales are believed to have originated between 5,000-8,000 BC with indigenous cultures utilizing 
them as an easily portable food source. As a child you have loved the format of tamales as much as 
eating them. You remember how they always felt like little sculptures; the perfect object that was food 
and container in one. This was by design. Tamales, consisting largely of corn, which is sacred to 
indigenous cultures, were considered sacred food. When you begin to look into the “fillings” of original 
tamales, you find fruits, eggs, fish, even lizards and a much wider variety than their contemporaries 
due to the specific nature of the tamale's portability and what might be available at a given time in a 
given location. A natural pocket, perfectly ergonomic and taken on trips as well as eaten for 
ceremonies.

You must not stand on ceremony. The communal logic of the tamale tells us that the burden of making 
this process-heavy food is lessened when shared by a group. Like many ancient foods, it is also by 
design that it can feed a crowd.

After as many hours as you can stand to share space passively with the pork's powerful aroma, you 
must remove the meat from the broth, strain the broth and reserve it in a bowl. Shred the pork with two 
forks, clawing at it with one in each hand. Add the pork to the red chile sauce in a sauce pan and let it 
simmer on low for some time until integrated.

Integrated; mixed. Taste the sauce and see if it needs something.



Resistance is born bite by bite. Not neatly or beautifully – though beauty is in it – but in an 
interdependent web that is so systematic you cannot see the full arc of its reach at once. It is born out 
of necessity. It is like when you are in bed with a lover and you both realize you would not be there 
except for the particular combination of problems in your lives that led you each to that moment.

You have to work the masa.

In a large bowl, add 6 cups corn masa, about ¾ cups shortening (now is not the time to forego fat) and 
a touch of broth to make it thick and beat the mixture together until you have a smooth paste that can 
be worked with the fingers.

The way the señita folds the masa at Myrtle-Wyckoff is too much for the tourist looking to capture it on 
their iPhone. It won't stop someone from trying to make a documentary about it, however. A list, a post, 
a blog, an article with an introduction by a foodie or a critic. They will try to quantify what is overtly 
unquantifiable; to slice and dissect the masa instead of simply touching it and ingesting its warmth. It 
is comfort made physically tangible; what the blogger would deem “authenticity” and what an 
academic cannot describe. It is a sensation more aligned to understanding that comes only from lived 
experience.

You must multi-task: you should have about 50 corn husks on hand and soak them in batches in warm 
water for at least half an hour in order to remove the corn silk strands. Let each batch drain on a cloth 
towel.

In Yukio Mishima's “The Priest of Shiga Temple and His Love”, the story is set against a backdrop of 
meditation he calls “thinking of the Lotus seat on which the lord Buddha sits”. Mishima's fractal-like 
meditative images form a suggestive chain one can concentrate on to exercise the powers of the 
imagination and thereby escape the mundane qualities of this mortal plane. You might similarly 
contemplate the simple, repetitive motion of folding tamales into their husks. There is a shift in spatial 
perception that occurs when one is truly lost in a meditative act that is alike to snow-blindness. The 
world around you steels and your heartbeat slows as you concentrate only on the sensation of muscle 
movement. It is one more way the tamale is a channel, connecting you to those who came before, 
those who folded them before you were born. The action is an imprint.

You must imprint the masa with your fingertips to form each tamale. Take a spoonful of corn masa and 
spread it in the center of one of the drained husks with your hands until it forms a protective barrier. If 
the husk is small, as they naturally vary in size, you can place two together to give enough room to 
work with. Spread a spoonful of your pork and chile sauce mixture on top of the masa: not too much, 
not too little. Fold the sides of the husk inward and fold the bottom of the husk upwards, so that your 
edible package is complete. You can begin to stack them into a steamer basket placed inside of your 
dutch oven. Place each tamale upright with the folded bottom as its feet; until you have amassed a 
sizable anthropomorphized group standing at attention. Add water to just below the bottom of the 
basket in your dutch oven and bring it to a boil. Cover the tamales and reduce the heat and let them 
simmer for 30-45 minutes until tender.

You must take a bite of the warm corn masa cradling the spiced pork shoulder. The ancient grain 
dissolves on your tongue, the chiles burn your palette releasing capsaicin which causes you pleasure. 
This sensation doesn't ask what percentage you are. It doesn't ask what borders were crossed or 
when.  It simply welcomes you home. As you take another bite and begin to peel back the husk, a 
small formation is pushing its way out of a pinhole at the bottom of the corn husk. You watch as it 
grows before your eyes. A sinewy brown strand begins leaking out of the pinhole. It deepens into a red 
color, then spreads itself onto a circle of newly formed corn masa. Another tamale is forming from your 
tamale. This tamale has a neatly folded husk, a perfect circle of corn masa and pork shoulder. You 



squint. Another tamale is forming from that tamale, a neatly folded husk, a perfect circle of corn masa 
and pork shoulder. You squint. This tamale is forming a chain to still another beyond.













My mom was never one to cook with measurements. It was all instincts. A pinch of this, a 
dash of that, enough of this so that you can smell it. Trying to learn a recipe from her took 
keen observation, questions, and trial and error. “So you mean about a tablespoon? What’s 
that exactly? How do you know it’s hot enough?” 

I would proudly send her my creation based on the instructions I had cobbled together, such 
as her addictive chili oil, and she would respond with “it looks like the oil was too hot, see 
how dark it is? It won’t be as spicy” or a “Not bad.” 

As my interest in preserving historical textile arts expanded, I came to realize many of these 
traditions are dwindling. Instead of upholding crafts, younger generations find them time 
consuming or they are simply encouraged to pursue other fields. I noticed the same had 
happened to me. I had started off diligently using and learning Mandarin while living in Tai-
pei, but once we moved to the US, my writing skills essentially remained at the elementary 
school level. Later, with the help of computer pinyin, I was able to text with my relatives and 
colleagues, adding fashion industry terms to my minimal vocabulary. Yet every time I visit the 
bustling streets of Chinatown, I am back, dusting off my roots to the surprise of store keep-
ers as I gleefully collect my bounty of produce whose names I only know in Mandarin - or 
even only by their flavors. Dumplings perfectly encapsulate this hybrid.

Cultural Hybrid Veggie Dumplings
Whitney Newton



1. Cut the ends of the peppers and mushrooms and bottoms of the bok choy off. Compost them。
2. Wash all the veggies, making sure to wipe away all the sand between the bok choy stalks, removing some 
of their origin。
3. Replacing hand chopping for efficiency, losing the unique cuts and artful craft,  food process the bok choy 
and mushrooms. Relocate these to a new bowl, away from where they were able to grow。
4. Food process the peppers and tofu。
5. 加油!* Pour 2 tablespoons of oil in a pan on medium heat。

*Add oil! A phrase that is used to encourage/ cheer someone on! 
6. Once the oil is warm (up to the cook, I still am trying to figure out how my mom knows), if you prefer a 
spicier filling, as I do, add the peppers and cook until fragrant。 
7. Add the bok choy and mushrooms, with a few shakes of frustration, or salt, and a healthy pour of soy 
sauce for the miscommunications and divided views. Cook until done。
8. Include the tofu now. Cook until warm 。
9. Drain any flavorful and culturally rich liquid from the filling, and set aside to cool。
10. Fill a small bowl with water, being thankful if it doesn’t need to be boiled before consumption。
11. Place a dumpling wrapper in your non-dominant hand. In the center, add a small spoonful of filling. Be 
careful to handle the dumpling with care as it’s easy for this melded history to be scattered in the rush and 
distractions of the 21st century。
12. Dip your fingertip into the small bowl of water and draw a semi circle on the dumpling wrapper, thinking of 
the moon. Dumplings are eaten as a symbol of prosperity for Chinese New Year, held on a new moon。
13. Stitch the wet side of the wrapper with the dry side by pinching them together with your fingers, 
appreciating its tactility. Make sure the seams stick, akin to the times when you don’t need a translation app 
to understand your mom’s texts. Feel free to get creative, add in some pleating inspired by the Miao skirts。
14. Set dumplings aside until you have enough to overfeed your guests (or until you’ve run out of filling/ 
wrappers)。
15. Give the pan an encouraging douse of oil, on medium heat. Place the dumplings on the pan in a circular 
pattern, from the outer edge to inner like an embroidered spiral。
16. Once the oil starts to sputter, pour a little water over the dumplings and immediately cover, as you would 
do with the lunches you brought to school, ashamed of the smell。
17. Cook until the water is gone. If the wrappers are still looking floury, add another splash of water, letting the 
steam reveal a hint of its true contents。
18. While the dumplings are absorbing the stories around them, add all the sauce 
ingredients together in a bowl。
19. Once the water is gone and the bottoms have become a nice golden brown, 
plate them, dip in the sauce, and enjoy! 
20. Forget how many you’ve eaten as per the rule。
21. Let your mom know, reminding her that you still hold on 
and crave some of what once was。

Ingredients
Circular dumpling wrappers from your local Chinatown. 
No one has the time to make them anymore. 

For the filling:
1 bag of bok choy (about 10-12 pieces)
10 or so shiitake mushrooms 
2 tiger peppers (can be subbed with serranos or jalapenos)
A package of spicy szechuan dried tofu or five spice tofu
(based on spice level)
Cooking oil (avocado or vegetable)
White pepper
Soy sauce
Salt 

Sauce proportions:
92% Soy sauce (not La Choy)
5% Chinkiang Vinegar 
(Googled, as I just know it as cù)
3% Sesame oil 
Chili oil (optional)

Cultural Hybrid Veggie Dumplings
Whitney Newton





//”speculative breads for breaking the status quo”
//Laura Splan, 2021, generative text animation
//download open source code: laurasplan.com/breads-for-breaking

PFont myFont;
String[] movement;
String[] action;
String[] bread;
int probability;
String temp1 = “ “;
String temp2 = “ “;
String temp3 = “ “;
boolean start = true;
int lastElapsedTime, duration;
int delay = 2;

void setup() {
  size(600, 600);
  movement = loadStrings(“movements.txt”);
  action = loadStrings(“actions.txt”);
  bread = loadStrings(“breads.txt”);
  myFont = loadFont(“Times-Bold.vlw”);
  textAlign(CENTER);
}

void draw() {
  if (start == true) {
    temp1 = movement[int(random(0, movement.length))];
    temp2 = action[int(random(0, action.length))];
    temp3 = bread[int(random(0, bread.length))];
    start = false;
  }  
  
  if (millis() % 8000 < 4000) { 
    if (millis() - lastElapsedTime > duration) {
      if (millis() % 8000 < 1000){
        duration += delay;
      } if (millis() % 8000 > 1000 && millis() % 8000 < 2000){
        duration += (delay * 2);
      } if (millis() % 8000 > 2000 && millis() % 8000 < 3000){
        duration += (delay * 6);
      } if (millis() % 8000 > 3000 && millis() % 8000 < 4000){
        duration += (delay * 14);
      }
      animation();
      lastElapsedTime = millis();
    }
    
  } else {
    duration = 0;
    probability = int(random(0, 3));
  }
  
}

void animation() {
  background(255);
  fill(0);
  textFont(myFont);
  
  if (probability == 0) {
    temp1 = movement[int(random(0, movement.length))];
  }
  if (probability == 1) {
    temp2 = action[int(random(0, action.length))];
  }
  if (probability == 2) {
    temp3 = bread[int(random(0, bread.length))];
  }
  
  text(temp1, width/2, height/2-66);
  text(temp2, width/2, height/2);
  text(temp3, width/2, height/2+66);
}
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Rice Dumpling(Zongzi/粽子)/ My Mon’s Fusion Style 

 

Ping-Yu Pan 

Taipei 

 

As I doing my art project Family Recipe since 2014, I found Taiwanese Cuisine presented a multi-

culture phenomena. It has very significant features from its immigrant and colonial history. The 

invention story of beef noodle soup reflected the history, so does the rice dumpling, every family has 

its own unique recipe from its roots. 

In Taiwan, there are two main strains to make Rice Dumpling, which we call South and North 

rice dumpling. The other types of rice dumpling, like Hakka, Huzhou, Cantonese or Aboriginal rice 

dumplings etc.,those rice dumplings are also very popular. People used to like to joke the divided idea 

of south and north rice dumpling, like a civil war during Dragan boat Festival. But the truth is their 

differences are not so obvious anymore. Using steamer or poaching in water, using bamboo leaves or 

bamboo shoots leaves are probably the most distinguish features for two. 

I found my mom’s rice dumpling recipe shows a fusion style. Her cook research were bases on 

television program, recipe books and her practice experiences. In the base of North trend, she 

combines different flavor, ingredients and technique from different sources.  
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Rice Dumpling(Zongzi/粽子) 

 

1. Ingredients/ for 20 rice dumpling 

1.1 

 pork shoulder butt         1200g 

 peanuts                  300g 

 chestnuts                  20 

 salted cured duck egg yolk     24 

 sundried mushroom        15-20 

 glutinous rice             1200g 

1.2 

 ginger                   6 slices 

 chili                        1-2 

 garlic                       3-5 

 brown sugar                  6t. 

 rice wine                 1/2cup 

 pickled melon                 3t. 

 soy sauce                 1/2cup 

 Five Spices Powder/ or a bag of spices (star anise, 

fennel, clove, Licorice, pepper, cinnamon/ seasoned 

orange peel, etc.)       1/ 6t. 

 Water                       2L 

 star anise                    3-4 

 Sichuan pepper               1t. 

 pork fat slice              1/4cup 

 shallot                   1/2cup 

 salt                       1/2t. 

 bamboo leaves             40-50 

 

2. Preparation 

2.1 Make a marinade pot & Pork shoulder butt 

a. Fried ginger, chili slices and garlic in a hot oil pot. 

b. Make caramel with brown sugar. 

c. When the caramel is ready, put rice wine, soy sauce, few spoons of pickled melon, stir 

fried to mix the flavor together. 

d. Then pull in 1L water, and a bag of spices into the pot, cook until soup is boiled. 

e. Cut pork in square, cook pork in marinade soup for 30-40min. 

f. Take out pork for cool down. 

2.2 Marinade peanuts 

a. Put peanuts in cold water soak for 2 hour. 

b. Put some star anise and Sichuan pepper in boil water, then put peanuts cook for 2 hour. 

c. Soak peanuts in the soup for latter. 

2.3 Fried chestnuts 
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a. Fried chestnuts in a hot pan, cook until you can see chestnuts have get a slice brown and 

oily look. 

b. Take out chestnuts for cool down. 

2.4 Bake salted cured duck egg yolk 

a. Place a baking paper on a baking tray, put egg yolk on baking paper, and sprinkle some 

rice wine on top. 

b. Put into oven, bake for 10min in 180℃. 

2.5 Rice mix 

a. Rinse glutinous rice and soak in water for 2 hour. 

b. Soak sundried mushrooms into water for soften mushrooms (10min.), take them out to 

slice, we can save mushrooms’ water for favored water latter. 

c. Boil a pot of hot water with mushrooms’ water, and one cup of marinade soup to make a 

pot of favored water, keep it boiled on stove. 

d. Fried shallot slices with pork fat slice in wok, take it out when you get scent, don’t burned 

it. 

e. Keep using pork fat slices in a hot wok, put sundried mushroom slices and salt, stir fried 

them until you can small scent of mushroom. 

f. Pull glutinous rice into it, get a cup of favored water into wok to fried rice. Keep fried rice 

when it absorbs all water, put another cup of favored water to fried rice again, keep doing 

this 3 or 4 times, until rice is about 70% cooked. For finish rice mix, put shallot back to the 

wok mix with the other ingredients. 

g. Put lid on the wok for mix rice for 20min. 

 

3. Wrap 

a. Bamboo leaves has washed, drained. 

b. Take two or three leave layered together, to make a wider space. 

c. Folding a small pocket in the middle, put rice mix into bamboo pocket, about 1/3 in space. 

d. Then stuffing pork, duck egg yolk, chestnuts and peanuts on the top of rice mix, that’s fill another 

1/3 space in bamboo pocket. 

e. Stuffing rice mix again, to fill the rest 1/3 space. 

f. Folding leaves from top to seal rice dumpling, then it tie up. 

g. Keep finishing all rice dumpling wrapping. 

4. Steam 

a. Prepare a pot of hot water on stove, then put steamer on the pot. 

b. Put rice dumpling into steamer, steam for 1 hour. 
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How	to	get	through	the	day	-	Plant	Spirit	Guide	
	
Wake	up!	Put	some	Chichorium	Intybus	roots	to	boil.	Wake	up!	Wash	your	face	
with	Ocimum	Basilicum	water.	To	be	radiant	all	day,	loved	and	cherished.	Wake	
up!	Drink	the	black	Chichorium	Intybus	drink	and	smell	some	Mentha	
piperita.	Rub	it	between	your	fingers	and	inhale.	To	be	awake	and	focus.	Yes,	
you	are	clarity.		
	
If	you	go	out,	fill	your	pockets	with	Melampyrum	Nemorosum	to	keep	away	the	
evil	eye.	And	not	to	be	robbed	or	harmed.	Leave	some	at	home,	too.	So	your	
home	won’t	be	damaged.		You	are	untouched.		
	
Make	yourself	some	Salvia	Officinalis,	Achillea	Millefolium,	Paeonia	
Officinalis,	Melilotus	Officinalis	infusion.	To	keep	your	immune	system	from	
crashing	down	throughout	the	day.	Add	Hypericum	Perforatum	to	calm	you	
down.	Calm	down.		Add	Tanacetum	Vulgare	to	connect	with	your	spirit.	To	
fulfill	your	potential.	To	be	at	your	best.	Yes,	you	are	the	best.		
	
Always	keep	a	full	moon	harvest	of	rose	close.	You	might	want	to	meet	your	love.	
To	be	loved,	drink	it.	Wash	yourself	with	it.	You	are	pure	love.	
	
Rub	some	Mentha	piperita.	Focus.	Drink	more	Chichorium	Intybus.	Wake	up.	
	
If	you	have	food,	you	must	drink	some	Sambucus	nigra	infusion	after.	To	shed	
those	toxins	out.	And	bad	energy,	everything	out!	To	purity	of	body	and	mind.		
	
Want	to	go	out	after	a	long	day?		sniff	some	Acorus	Calamus	powder.	To	be	at	
your	vibrant	very	best.		Spirited	and	vibrant,	that’s	who	you	are.		
	
At	home	alone	again?	Calm	down.	Drink	some	Melissa	Officinalis.	Bathe	in	
Matricaria	Chamomilla.	Smoke	some	Passiflora.	Sleep	deep,	gone	in	your	
dreams.	You	are	whatever	you	want	to	be.		
	
*	Plants	featured:	
Chicory	–	Chichorium	Intybus	
Basil	–	Ocimum	Basilicum	
Mint	–	Mentha	piperita	
Wood	cow-wheat	–	Melampyrum	Nemorosum	
Sage	–	Salvia	Officinalis	
Yarrow	–	Achillea	Millefolium	
Paeonies	–	Paeonia	Officinalis	
Sweet	clover	–	Melilotus	Officinalis	
St.	John’s	wort	–	Hypericum	Perforatum	
Tansy	–	Tanacetum	Vulgare	
Rose	–	Rosa	Damascena	
Elderflower	–	Sambucus	nigra	
Sweet	Flag	–	Acorus	Calamus	
Lemon	Balm	–	Melissa	Officinalis	
Chamomille	–	Matricaria	Chamomilla	
Passionflower	–	Passiflora	
	





Elaborate Death of My Young Deception 

When I was asked to participate in the cookbook project, I knew it was an invitation to visit my 
mother, her mother, her mother’s mother. They are all gone. They were gone before I knew 
them as adult woman. Before I was old enough to hear them voice their pain, but that doesn’t 
mean that I didn’t feel it.  


Strong, powerful, beautiful woman living in a pattern of silence. How long has this been going 
on? Abuser silences abused, abused becomes abuser, abuser silences abused. How were we 
convinced to hurt each other? These women had so much love to give. They died of self 
inflicted broken hearts bruising themselves and their young. For what? Because that’s how it 
was. Traditon.Traditions.


And boy could they live into that tradition. They were diligent and competitive. Avid bridge 
players. Sometimes the prospect of winning took over and they forgot to analyze the rules of 
the game. They forgot to ask themselves if the game was a game worth playing.


They could cook and they loved food. We all had a sweet tooth and it became the way forward. 
A little sweet was able to balance any sour. 


I’ve now found myself alone on the floor of my tiny Brooklyn kitchen letting the smell of my 
Kugel waft through the air as it cooks in the oven. I knew it had to be Kugel because we all 
loved it. The last time I ate it was when my Mom brought it to Boston for my college graduation 
in 2009. She made it in Baltimore and drove it up with pride. She was also armed with Silver 
Palate Cookbooks for myself and all my roommates. What a bittersweet connection we had. 
One that is so true, but also so constricted by the world around us. It was like she was passing 
the torch to become the next great Jewish housewife. 


After that we struggled. The wild in me could not become that wife. Could not become that 
supporter. Could not become subservient. 


The juvenile in me was mad at my mother that she was that woman. We tore each other up 
instead of working together. Her love tried to shield me from the oppression. She blamed it all 
on herself, and taught me to blame myself, and the self hatred was ramped. 


Then all of the sudden she had three months. Three months to be what we should have been 
that whole time. It was so beautiful. There was nothing left but love. Sometimes in pain it is 
easier to dismiss how good it was, but we are nothing if we don’t celebrate the sweet stuff. 


So at thirty-three, I finally realize that I’ve framed my life around becoming unchained by this 
sexist system. At thirty-three, I’ve found myself making a kugel because I want to, because I 
want to connect to the sweetness in my mother, in her mother, and in all the hurting mothers 
I’ve known, have yet to meet, and will never know. 


I’m listening to Bonnie Rait Radio and I remember what my mother looked like when she heard 
this music. 

	 A dash of Freedom 

I’m wearing my new black eyelet holiday sweater that I’ve only worn alone and I remember how 
good she always looked and I can finally trust that it was all for her.

	 Something just for You  



I used a cast iron instead of a pyrex and I remember how it got increasingly harder for my 
mother to go with the flow. 

	 An invitation to be Resourceful  

I mixed the cinnamon and sugar for the topping and I remember the cinnamon and sugar 
container that was hiding in our coffee cabinet. She thought it could go on anything. 

	 A bit of Sweet 

A bit of sweet to counteract the sour. When she left I promised her I would keep pushing. She 
did what she could to unlearn the patterns and I’ve now got to keep pushing.

	 Unravel the knots


We can make change. We can take individual responsibility. We can grow collectively. 

	 One step forward


I sent a picture to my friends because pride is a part of my growth. I finally understand that if 
an individual shines, we all shine brighter. 

	 Let your light shine 

The neighborhood came over to eat it with me and we laughed about the sour and the sweet.

	 Whisk the eggs because we are better together.  

When my friends showed up to join me, I was reminded that my community will eat what I am 
serving. Let’s serve the sweet and fill up on love until we are so full that we have to share with 
every living thing on this suffering planet we call home. 
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洗腦湯 xǐ năo tāng

Introduction

洗腦/xǐnăo was originally used to describe the coercivetechniques used by the Maoist government in China
to transform people into mindless followers of the new Chinese social system. During the Korean War,
some American prisoners of war were 洗腦/brainwashed by the Chinese Army. While reporting on this
matter, journalist Edward Hunter first used the word洗腦/brainwashing in the Miami News in September
1950, which is the earliest known English-language usage of the word "brainwashing"
Nowadays, during the election seasons, or while there are controversial political issues, the phrase "洗腦
/xǐnăo" is everywhere on the internet. People often accuse the supporters of the opposite standpoint to be
brainwashed by political parties they supported. However, while it seems like almost everyone has been
brainwashed according to these accusations, the detail of the contemporary brainwashing techniques is
still a mystery.
Here, in this recipe of xǐ năo tāng, we will demonstrate how you can wash a brain at home to give you some
hands-on insights into how things are actually done.

Ingredient

head (undamaged), ginger, goji berry 枸杞, ligusticum川芎, codonopsis pilosula 黨參, rice wine, salt.

Method

1. Carefully crack the head open with a cleaver. Avoid damaging the brain during this step. Remove the brain
from the skull.
2. The blood-brain barrier is a highly selective semipermeable border covering the brain. It can protect the
brain against toxins, pathogens, and memes. Therefore, in order to successfully wash the brain, we must
first carefully remove the blood-brain barrier with bare hands or a toothpick.
3. Place the brain under a trickle of running water to wash away any residue memory of the past.
4. Just like boiling a frog, cooking a brain is an excruciating but numbing process. place the cleansed brain,
water, ginger, goji berry, ligusticum, codonopsis pilosula in a pot over low heat. Turn the heat off as soon as
it starts to boil.
5. Finally, as a finishing touch, add a splash of rice wine to make the brain intoxicated.
6. Salt to taste. Drink it while it is hot. Repeat the process if necessary.





SAUERKRAUT

“After the fermentation, bake a cake!”

Preparation: days to weeks        Easeful             Yield: enough
with patience and careYou’ll sense when. 

Cabbage
Salt 
Water, probably

You will be creating an environment in which life can flourish and thrive. 
In that small utopia, cabbage becomes sauerkraut.

Note, harm follows if you don’t tend to the environment with care, 
assuring that it is protected and that appropriate resources are abundant. 
If you are new to the process, ask an elder, a friend or a neighbor with 
experience for guidance.   

To start, you will remove any damaged outer leaves, and the tough core To start, you will remove any damaged outer leaves, and the tough core 
from the cabbage. You want to provide the organisms, the friendly 
bacteria, in this new environment the best and most tender offering of 
cabbage leaves. Chop and shred the cabbage as thinly as possible. Work the 
salt into the cabbage. The cabbage will release juice in this process, 
which might be enough. You might need to add more salt water brine. You 
will know soon. 

IntoInto a non-reactive container, press the cabbage down. If the cabbage is 
not fully submerged in liquid, this is the moment that you will assist and 
add a bit more salt water until a state of full coverage is acheived.  

Now,Now, this environment needs a little more assistance, gentle pressure. The 
cabbage will need to be weighted with something in order to keep it 
submerged; the friendly bacteria need an anaerobic environment in order to 
thrive. The object that provides this service needn’t be specially 
designed; Alice Waters suggests it could be a rock on a small plate with a 
diameter slightly smaller than the container.  The bacteria need 
protection from mold that could overpower their efforts and create a 
harmful result. harmful result. 

Once everything has been set into place, let it be, at room temperature. 
This will require trust in your nurturing effort. After a week or so, you 
might need to skim the top of the brine to reestablish a thriving 
environment. At this time, you can also taste the sauerkraut (it will be 
sauerkraut by now). If it is ready, cover and refrigerate to halt the 
fermentation. If more intensity is desired, replace the weight and allow 
the process to continue, checking back in on the taste from time to time. 
Your relationshipYour relationship with the flavor will tell you when it is right. 





Half-time Orange Slices for Female Athletes 

1. Take one ripe Navel Orange  

Infuse with: 

- Agility 

- Speed 

- Power 

- Strength 

- Defiance  

- Focus 

- Spirit 

- Humor 

- Resilience  

- Leadership 

- Motivation 

- Confidence 

- Courage 

- Humility  

- Communication 

- Optimism  

- Self-Discipline 

- Hope for Equality 

- Patience 

- Perseverance  

- Style  

- Flair 

 

2. Slice into equal segments  

 

3. Share with teammates 

 

4. Play! 

 

 



Old Bread Bread
A non-conforming recipe

I have sat down to write this recipe countless times, utterly failing countless times. Turns out, I don’t think this
recipe wants to be written - or rather, it doesn’t want to be defined as a recipe, at least not in a traditional sense.
After searching the internet, asking other bakers and friends and bread enthusiasts, I have to say… I don’t think
Old Bread Bread can be defined exaclty.

Old Bread Bread is a loaf of bread made by mixing crumbs of old, stale, dry bread into new dough. It’s the
ultimate no-waste food, particularly when you realise it is actually incredibly adaptable: you can re-appropriate
nearly any old, sad, stale bit of something by incorporating it into bread dough. Stale croissants (deliciously
buttery), dry cake crumbs (surprise chocolate flecks!), a piece of stinky cheese you forgot at the back of your
fridge (hello cheese toastie!)… and the great classic: those stone-hard, dry bread ends at the bottom of the bread
bag, the bits you forget about or your teeth aren’t quite qualified for gnawing on. No throwing those out anymore.

This bread refuses labelling, rejects specific measurements or precise instructions. It’s impossible to actually
write a recipe for it - you have to feel the dough, really pay attention to it.

And this is what is really insanely satisfying in this bread. It sort of tells you: screw this. I’m not fitting into a
predefined mould. What are recipes anyway? Thom Eagle calls recipes lies (albeit useful ones) and I think Old
Bread Bread would agree with him. Old Bread Bread doesn’t fit the capitalist ideals of homogenised experience,
shape, flavour; nor does it accept the flattening ideologies of globalised trade. It requires time, attention,
awareness and a throwing away of any preconceived ideas of what the ‘perfect loaf of bread’ should look like. It
asks you to be present, to not judge (yourself or your dough). Old Bread Bread welcomes amateurs, allows for
experimentation and creativity and opens up space for a questioning of the rule systems we live in. It is
impossible to predict how its dough will behave, and that is okay. More than okay - it’s wildly fun and engaging as
soon as we let go of expectations.

Here is a non-recipe for Old Bread Bread.

Take a handful of old bread ends, crumbs, dry bits you may have forgotten about. Feel free to substitute with
other stale baked goods.
Soak the dry bread in a splash of hot water, leaving it in a bowl until it absorbs the liquid and becomes mushy.
Squeeze most of the water out and set aside.

Prepare your basic bread dough
Here’s how I do mine:

150g levain (pre-prepared sourdough starter if you’re into it)* or 7g dry yeast
275g warm water
425g flour (i like to use a mix of white and wholemeal)
13g salt

Mix the levain or dry yeast with the warm water. Add the flour and salt mix until well
incorporated (you should get a dough that holds together and is only a little bit sticky).
Remember how this dough feels - heavy, perhaps, but together. This will be
your reference.

Now the fun part begins. Add the soaked bread bits to your prepared, fresh dough. Fold them in, as if you’re
using the new dough as a blanket to wrap the mushy bits in. You’ll notice the dough will become much more wet
suddenly - this is where your awareness and presence in the moment kicks in. Add flour, little by little, to combat
the wetness, and aim to return the dough texture to its stage pre-mush. You might have to add lots more flour, or
only a little. Fold your flour in, kneading the dough by pulling and folding it onto itself (it really isn’t as technical as
it sounds, go with whatever movement feels natural).

Line a loaf tin with baking paper, and pour your dough in (you may need two tins, or save the remainder of the
dough in the fridge, covered, for later). Cover with a cloth and let ferment at room temp for 2-3h until it rises a
little above the rim.



Pre-heat the over to 220ºC/428ºF and place your bread in, baking it until it has risen and become golden, about
45min to 1h.

Wait until the bread has cooled down before slicing it, it makes it easier to cut - or don’t! Who can resist warm
bread with butter!



e-biotic batteries 

Batteries are a collection of cells whose 
chemical reactions create a flow of electrons 
in a circuit. All batteries are made up of 
three basic components: the anode (the '-' 
side) and the cathode (the '+' side), known 
as the electrodes, and an electrolyte (a 
substance that chemically allows the flow 
of electrons between the anode and the 
cathode.
In our biotic battery the sourdough is the 
anode. Sourdough is made by the 
fermentation of dough using naturally 
lactobacilli and yeast. In this biotic process 
electrons are released.  

how a battery Works and Why one made With Sourdough

We need create a cathode, a material that traps these electrons in its atomic structure, to 
generate a potential difference. In our recipe the cathode is made by mixing charcoal 
(carbon) in a gelatin base. Between the sourdough and the charcoal we put a layer of 
wet paper allowing the flow of electrons.

My recipe explores the electronic 
possibilities of the fermentation 
processes since these microbiotic 
processes release electrons. I just 
have to capture them with a positive 
electrode (cathode) to create an 
operating battery.

The philosophy is try to imagining 
the shapes, materials and 
techniques  if the historical 
development of electronics would  
happened  in feminized 
environments. That's why I looked 
in the kitchen, within pots and in the 
textile works, connecting in this path with sustainable and open access visions about 
electronics.

paper

wet paper

sourdough

gelatin + charcoal



procedure
Anode:
While mixing the glycerin with gelatin, slowly add the 
hot water. Keep the mixture warm, so it will not solidify 
before adding the activated charcoal. let it cool in a mold

Cathode: 
Combine flour and warm water in a container. Stir 
vigorously to incorporate air; cover with a breathable lid. 
Leave in a warm place, 25-30°, for 12-24 hours. At this 
point you may begin seeing some bubbles indicating that 
organisms are present.

Ingredients
Activated charcoal
Gelatin 12 gr
Glycerin 0,5 gr
Hot Water 60ml

Paper (or coffee filter)

¾ cup flour 
       +
½ cup warm water

= Sourdough 

Scoop up some sourdough and put it on a piece of kitchen paper and cover it. Place it 
on top of the gelatin layer with charcoal. Dampen the paper that will be in contact 
with this layer. Prick the anode with a pin and do the same with another pin on the 
cathode. Connect it with a multimeter and measure the volts

You can turn on a led if you make many units and connect them in series and in 
battery following this scheme. Depending on the activity of the sourdough and its 
humidity level, you will get more or less power. To turn on a led you need 3 volts. 
With one unit you can reach up to 0.5 volts

Check the video for references https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=obXTIkiA43k

credits:Research and writing: Elisabeth Lorenzi @elisabeth.lorenzi
Illustrations: Tina lorenzi @tinailustrina
English proofreader : Nicola Squillacciotti 
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https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=obXTIkiA43k


  

Stina’s Rice & Peas Haitian / Caribbean 
mish mash 

A staple dish that is found in both Caribbean and African cultures, it is one of my favorites!  West African 
slaves brought this dish to the Carribean and passed it on to their descendants. 
Integrated in most Black households, doing a quick search I found out that historically, it was served on 
Sundays (the slaves only day off) and that the food provided enough nutrients to the body for the coming 
work week. In Creole French, we call it Riz collé.  I grew up both around Haitians but also around 
Jamaicans and have eaten so many variations of this rice. Sometimes, I add coconut milk to the mix, 
other times I use black beans instead of red beans. Here is one variation of this flavourful rice.  Enjoy! 
  

Ingredients needed for this recipe:


1. Red kidney beans (not canned)


2. 1 and a half cup of white rice
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3. 10 cups of water


4. 4 tbsp of oil (canola or any other vegetable oil will do)


5. 1 hot pepper


6. A stem of fresh thyme


7. 1 medium size onion (chopped)


8. 1/2 a spoon of cloves


9. 1 tbsp of crushed garlic


10. 1 cube of chicken broth / 2 tbsp of liquid broth


11. Salt and pepper to your liking


Prepping your beans


	 Caribbean dishes are known to be cooked slowly, so planning sometimes is required in 
advance before attempting to make this dish. Soaking your red kidney beans 8-24 hours in 
advance allows them to soften, making the task a lot easier to do and guarantees the beans 
will be fully cooked the day of. 


The following day, immerse the beans into a pot of water on the stovetop and boil until the 
beans are soft. Once they are soft to the touch, rinse under cold water and set aside. 


Adding flavour to your rice


In another pot, pour the oil, and add the onions, the garlic and the chicken broth, salt, pepper 
and cloves. Stir gently on a medium heat. Slowly add the brownish/ red cooking water of your 
beans to the mix. Once that pot begins to boil, add in your rice. 


While gently stirring, add your thyme and hot pepper. Reducing the heat of the pot, cover the 
rice and let it cook for 20-25 minutes while periodically checking it. 


Serve and enjoy!
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TASTE
is umami
is culture and knowledge
is open to fermented food

is shared in groups
is porn

is death
is global
is fusion

TASTE is diversity
is North
is East
is South
is West

is explosion
is
is
is
is apolitical

is political
TASTE

is coevolution
is symbiosis
is (in-)human culture

CULTURE
is practice and knowledge

is grassrooted
is empowering
is local
is network

culture is social fermentation

CULTURE is FOOD
FOOD is POLITICAL
SOCIAL and FERMENTATION Poem by Maya Minder

2019



Three Undoubtedly Incorrect Recipes

At first when you wanted to look for a recipe online you would browse linked and

nested indices to maybe find out how to make pad thai but just as likely something

else—pão de queijo or a bong from an apple.

But as information is digitized the index itself begins to take the place of the

object. Access to the index is a form of wealth, but harder to stockpile than dried beans

for the end of the world. And anyhow, there’s always the danger the apocalypse might

end the internet and burn down the beans. I suppose to be safe we should memorize

recipes and pack portable utensils in case marching with signs doesn’t have the

powerful effects we hope.

Francis Yates, in The Art of Memory, quotes a fourteenth century text that lists

Thomas Aquinas’ four rules to remember well,

The first is that he should dispose those things which he wishes to remember in a

certain order.

The second is that he should adhere to them with affection.

The third is that he should reduce them to unusual similitudes.

The fourth is that he should repeat them with frequent meditation.

I would add that one should also draw and write things down; but although the

medieval concept of memory was physical and emotional, and inseparable from a

certain kind of image, paper was probably hard to come by. But the thinking hand is an

idea from medieval times, when the activity of the mind was written into the body and

read back, perhaps more effectively through chopping and stirring than writing.

The last time I checked, GoogleTranslate, which decodes about a hundred

languages, didn’t touch a single language indigenous to the Americas. The edges of the

taxonomy are always arbitrary and always justify their existence for very good reasons.

Only about five percent of languages possess any sort of vitality online. Video

archives of people speaking endangered languages don’t count, the language has to be

growing in use. Wikipedia is often used to compare the way languages work online, but



even in English it is mostly written and edited by a body of men not representative of the

majority of English speakers.

When I began to look at the geographic range of the indigenous languages of the

Americas, I found that I live within a few blocks of the greatest number of Otomi

speakers outside of the central altiplano of Mexico. There are a number of initiatives in

New York City to make records of endangered indigenous languages. Most concentrate

on young men (for all the usual very good reasons), but I can’t help thinking of the way

medical research was, until recently, conducted exclusively on young men and the

findings presumed to apply to everyone. Women migrants are harder to find and more

vulnerable, working less in public, but they speak a different dialect of any language. A

small example: while almost everyone far from the home talks nostalgically about food,

women and girls are still more likely to have practiced cooking and to have in mind

specific processes and sensory memories which they associated with food from home.

In the case of those dishes we “adhere to with affection,” the gestures of cooking

and serving lodge themselves in us through repetition. Cooking is a task that won’t stay

done—I prepare, serve, and eat the food, or else no one eat it and it rots, but neither

outcome is stable; everyone get hungry again within hours. Like bathing and being kind,

you have to keep doing it on purpose. And a recipe is a snapshot of that species of

work, a bracketed description of a thing always in transition, a translation and a

description of a translation.

San Jerónimo Acazulco Otomi is the most fragile of the Otomi dialects, spoken

by only a handful of people, most seventy or older. I watch a video of a woman

describing in a clear voice how engagements and marriages came to take place in the

old days, the long negotiations over meals in which baskets of fruit, liquor, and cloth

were exchanged over weeks. In the end, she said, an ox was prepared in a great

wedding feast, a stew cooked in six enormous pots.

---



Pão de Queijo

Heat the oven to about 200 C. Bring a cup and a bit of milk, a cup and a half of

water, a half cup of butter, and a generous pinch of salt to a bare boil on the

stove, stirring devotedly all the time. Remove from the fire and add in 4 cups of

tapioca flour bit by bit—stirring unceasingly. Add an egg and stir until smooth,

then add another and keep on stirring even though it’s nearly impossible. Then

add in about two and a half cups of grated hard cheese from Minas Gerais and

don’t stop stirring until every bit is mixed in. Shape into gooey balls and bake for

12-18 minutes, checking to make sure they are golden and puffed. Serve and

eat.

A pipe made of an apple

Twist the stem off an apple and bore a small hole there, going about halfway

through the apple. Bore another hole in the side of the apple to meet the first

one. The hole on the side can be a bit wider, but it has to connect to the hole

from the top. Blow through them to make sure there are no apple chunks of apple

obstructing the air. Put a pinch of herb in the bowl where the stem used to be,

light it, and smoke through the side.

Pipian sauce

Put a fresh green chile, a ripe red tomato (or two, depending on the size), a

generous handful of peeled and toasted pumpkin seeds, some coriander seeds,

a couple of teeth of garlic, and a crunchy deep fried tortilla into a metate and

pound everything to a pulp. Transfer it all to a hot frying pan with a good spoonful

of lard and push it around until it is fragrant and the color begins to change. Peel

and chop a couple of xoconostles (gently sour tunas from a prickly pear cactus)

as well as two or three floury potatoes. Boil these until they are soft enough to

smash into the ingredients in the frying pan. Mix everything up and let it sit long



enough for the flavors to combine, then serve with chicken or eat it straight with a

spoon.



I have a recipe that is influenced and interpreted based on my heritage and somewhat of a sense of guilt for not being
more involved in upholding certain family traditions or taking the initiative to learn more about the family history and
lives of the particular antecedents who gave me my cultural DNA. Both my maternal and paternal grandmothers were
known to be the most culinary skilled within their respective circles. Many of their recipes could be described as
traditional Ashkenazi Jewish dishes: kasha varnishkes, stuffed cabbage, matzo ball soup, noodle kugel, gefilte fish (I
think the reason I'm obsessed with gefilte fish is that my earliest tastings were homemade rather than the store
bought kind), and latkes.

My culinary conversations with my grandmothers occur when I am making latkes. To me, this dish is a meaningful
way of expressing my Jewishness and honoring the strong women in my life who were instrumental in my becoming
an artist and someone who is kept awake at night thinking about other people.

Latkes are intrinsic to Hanukkah, which is a holiday all about resisting oppression and collaborating with others in our
communities for the purpose of physical, mental, and spiritual liberation. In today's society there's been an alarming
and steady rise in anti-Semitism, racism, chauvanism, and transphobia. I never actually write down my recipes. I
approach cooking through an experiential process. I also rarely take notes, whether things work well or are a
complete disaster. That said, my latkes are some of the most consistent things I make. The foundation for my latkes
begin from what I think I remember to be my grandmothers' processes. Of course, each grandmother's latkes were
largely different. One would have large chunks of potato and a course-texture, the other a more smooth and flat
patty-like consistency. I try to achieve a middle ground.

Latkes for Liberation

Oil is the traditional catalyst and crux of the latkes and the symbolic Hanukkah message of perseverance in the face
of adversity.  In the story of Hanukkah, the Holy Temple was destroyed and left for ruin. The Jewish community
figured that they had only enough oil to light their Synagogue's lamp for one night at most. Instead, it lasted 8 days. A
miracle. Today, we are faced with a major environmental crisis and oil production and pollution is a major factor in the
devastation of our natural world. It is important to be conscious about what oil we are consuming and cooking with.
Some oils are environmentally worse than others, while some oils are socially and culturally detrimental. Let's try and
change tradition by circumventing the use of oil. We can think about this in the spirit of our ancestors who got a lot,
while conserving what little resources they had left. This is all too true about our depleted natural resources. We have
the power to transform our daily rituals to become more environmentally sustainable and compassionate.

● 2 large Russet Potato, peeled and cut into 1/4 pieces
● 1 medium onion peeled and cut into 1/4 pieces
● 3-4 scallions sliced
● 1 teaspoon of minced thyme
● 1/4 cup chickpea flour (for other gluten-free alternatives you can substitute in a nut flour such as hazelnut or

almond meal). I like using nuts.com for sourcing these ingredients
● 1/2 teaspoon garlic powder
● 1/2 teaspoon baking powder
● 1/2 teaspoon salt

Line a baking sheet with parchment paper. Put potato, onion, scallion and thyme in a food processor and shred.
Transfer shredded ingredients to a paper towel over a colander and drain as much water as possible from the
mixture. Pour mixture into a mixing bowl, add chickpea flour (or alternative nut flour), garlic powder, baking powder
and salt.

Make this recipe for as many as 8 nights. Each night, take a photograph of the process (whether it is mixing, baking
or eating) and perform a mitzvah by sharing informational content regarding environmental and social justice with
your network and community at large. This could include:
1. A land acknowledgement with information on how to support Indiginous culinary organizations.

http://nuts.com/


2. A post notifying others about a specific skill or resource you have and are able to offer at no cost or as a barter (i.e.
seed or plant sharing, cooking lessons, leftover or surplus ingredients).
3. Post a recipe that is meaningful to you and explain its meaning.
4. Volunteer at a food bank or donate whatever you can afford (whether it is materials or money).
5. Offer to cook a meal and/or deliver food to a person who is in need.
6. Volunteer at a community garden.
7. Start a compost pile.
8. Plant something.

Preheat the oven to 425 degrees F.
Line a baking sheet with parchment paper. Put potato, onion, scallion and thyme in a food processor and shred.
Transfer shredded ingredients to a paper towel over a colander and drain as much water as possible from the
mixture. Pour mixture into a mixing bowl, add chickpea flour (or alternative nut flour), garlic powder, baking powder
and salt. Mix well. Take spoon fulls or 1/4 cup sized portions of the batter and pour onto the parchment paper lined
baking sheet. Flatten the dollops of batter with the spoon. Put latkes in the oven and bake until golden brown (approx.
30 minutes). Be sure to flip the latkes after about 20 minutes.
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