three years, and | made exactly one meal. Apart from the plate of slimy
pastal made on my first night there, | ate every single meal out. | am
baffled by even the most basic act of applying heat to food. (Would that
be toasting?Boiling? | have noidea.)

Just this morning, | waddled down to the hotel buffet and
marveled at the waffle iron; | couldn’t have been more impressed
by an alien spacecraft. | took the prescribed cup of yellow goo—a
completely inedible substance, as far as | can tell—and put it in this
machine, and out came a fluffy, delicious waffle. | have no explanation
for how that happened.|l don't know what goes into waffle batter, and
I don't know why making it hot transforms it into something so good.
No joke, | have a better chance of explaining the physics of black holes
than the alchemy of waffles.

And you, you assholes who can make waffles and all sorts of
other tasty things out of oil and flocks of dead birds and maybe some
kind of root vegetable?You are strange and glorious wizards.

You might think 1’'m making fun of you at this point, but I'm
being completely sincere. When | watch sports, | sit back and revel
in my understanding, in my perceived (and wrong-headed) closeness
to the participants. When | watch food shows, | sit there mystified
and salivating, like a dog that doesn’t understand how his bowl keeps
getting magically filled. And even though | have a far, far greater
chance of becoming a decent cook thanl do of becoming even a
remotely passable athlete—every house has a kitchen, including mine
for some reason—I am wedded to the illusion that hitting a home run
makes perfect sense, and turning an octopus into something not only
edible but amazing is the product of an elusive witchcraft.

We all need our impossible fantasies.

I watch you becausel will never be you.

Chris Jones is a writer forE squire and the winner of two National
Magazine Awards.
ILLUSTRAT ION, PA GE 3 by Emily Wallace.
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byAndy Staples




Barbecue gets pigeonholed as a regional cuisine enjoyed by
people with provincial tastes, and that stereotype endures because it
is partially true. Every time | mention a joint on my Twitter feed, | get
responses from people in other states claiming that beef/pork/mutton
isn't real barbecue and that mustard-/vinegar-/ketchup-based sauce is
an unacceptable dressing for said meat.

| understand why. Before | began covering college football and
basketball for Sports lllustrated | was intolerant of other barbecue
cultures. | was a pulled pork/mustard-based die-hard. Then my job
took me to Austin for brisket. 1t took me to Raleigh, where | had whole
hog chopped and covered in vinegar-based saucel t took me to a tiny
house in Northport, Alabama, called Archibald’s, where they serve the
best ribs on the planet. My intolerance was wrong. It's all barbecue.
The only rule is that the meat must be smoked.* After that, all bets
are off. If someone happens to grow up in another culture and then
introduces elements of that culture’s cuisine into the barbecue canon,
it isn’t cause for xenophobia. Itis cause for celebration.

So give thanks that Jiyeon Lee didn’t continue her career as a
pop star in her native Korea. Be grateful that Lee studied atLe Cordon
Bleu and met partner Cody Taylor while working in the kitchen of
Atlanta’s since-shuttered Repast. This confluence of events has made
it possible for diners to walk into Heirloom Market and order the spicy
Korean pulled pork sandwich.

A pulled pork sandwich with slaw is standard issue in Georgia.
A pulled pork sandwich that incorporates gochujanda spicy Korean
pepper paste) and kimchi slaw is not. The mash-up marries the best of
Korean and Southern barbecue, and it adds several layers of intrigue
to a staple that occasionally needs a kick. The Korean influences don't
stop at the sandwich, though.

| visited Heirloom Market in March while in Atlanta to cover
the second weekend of theNCAA basketball tournament. The locals
who pointed me toward the place raved about the brisket, but whenl
arrived for a 1 p.m. lunch, all the brisket was gone. | considered this a
good sign. Theribs, soaked ina gochujangnarinade before smoking,

didn't need any of the three sauces (tomato-based, vinegar-based, spicy

Korean) on offer. Still, they paired well with any member of the trio.
The Korean fried sweet potato with black sesame seeds was a welcome
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change from the baked beans-and-slaw side doldrums, and the mac
and cheese is Lee and Taylor's winning riff on a classic.

Parking is an adventure at this former liquor store: a barbecue
badge of honor.On my visit, the owner of the next-door convenience
store helped guide me to a spot sol wouldn't hog one reserved for his
customers. Lines can be long, and seating space is limited. None of
this matters. The food is worth the trouble.

Asian cuisine blends well with barbecue because many of the
main ingredients are complementary. Heirloom Market isn't the first
to fuse the flavors, but it's notable because it merges them so well.
There are, of course, lots of other global barbecue inspirations out
there. The Brazilian churrascotradition and the Argentine/Uruguayan
asadocelebrate South America’s way with beef, from flank steak
to sweetbreads.In South Africa, a braai centers around boerewoys
the nation’s favorite sausage. Shish kebabs, kofte(meatballs), and
chicken are popular at the Turkish mangal. So America's finest food
group is truly a culinary citizen of the world. Chefs from Baltimore
to Birmingham, bring it on. Because not all of us who love barbecue
crave only the stuff smoked in our hometown pits.

Andy Staples is a senior writer for Sl.comH ealso runs a food blog,
“H eavenis a Buffet.”
PHOTO, PA GE 5 by Dustin Moody.

* This is not to be confused with the grammar rules about the word
barbecue which are extremely rigid and importanBarbecueis not
averb.It'sa noun, and it isn't a synonym forgrill, no matter what
Merriam and Webster say. It mostly describes slow-smoked meat, but it
can describe an event if smoked meat is the main course. If you attend an
event in someone’s backyard and the host hands you a hamburger or a hot
dog, you are not at a barbecue. You are at a cookout.
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