GROCERY GUIDE:

L

NEW KAM MAN MARKET
ocated on the busiest stretch of Canal street as it transitions from Soho
to Chinatown, New Kam Man is hard to miss. It’s got a bright
yellow sign, a windowful of Peking ducks, and several

sprawling floors containing almost every pan-Asian ingredient you could need. Do you want a few ounces of $99/pound

dried abalone for your next banquet soup? I know where you

can get some. What about some (highly illegal) shark fins?

Word on the street is that Kin Hong, the owner of this market,

just got busted for possession of $39,000 worth of them. I sin-

cerely hope that story is made up, but on the other hand, I’d be hard-

pressed to stop shopping here. New Kam Man is grimy, sure, and some of

the meat products don’t seem like they possibly meet health codes, but
it’s also a colorful wonderland that has literally never let me down

when I’m looking for a specialized ingredient. After a few years

» BLACK VINEGAR: Also known as Chinkiang vinegar, this inky-black vinegar
is deeply smoky and fruity, reminiscent of a Balsamic. My favorite use for it is as a
dipping sauce for soup dumplings. If you want
to make a dipping sauce just like what you’d
get in Shanghai, you can cut the vinegar with
some soy sauce and add in a few strips of fresh
ginger. But even by itself, the vinegar is a perfect
foil to the gamy richness of a pork dumpling.
It’s also great drizzled over cold noodle dishes
during the summer, and I bet you could add it
to lots of different salad dressings to nice effect.

» CHILI BEAN SAUCE: This sauce can be a bit tricky to track down because it goes
by several names, including Doubanjiang and Toban-Djan. It’s sometimes referred
to as the “soul of Sichuan cuisine,” and that’s
for a reason. It’s bright red, spicy yet balanced,
and all the ingredients are fermented, adding
an umami tang. It’s the backbone of most ma
po tofu recipes (I don’t trust a recipe that calls
for less than a few tablespoons of it), but it’s
also used in dry-fried dishes and many stir fries.
If you want to cook Sichuan food, this is one of
the very first ingredients to add to your arsenal.

» CHINESE SAUSAGE: You may also find this sausage labelled as Lap Cheong,
but labels aside, it’s pretty easy to spot these long meat sticks floating around in the
refrigerated section. This sausage is sweet and
funky, sort of like a chewier version of bacon. It’s
basically meat candy, and I dare you to only eat
a bit of it. Despite looking so dried-out, you must
cook this stuff before eating, as it is raw. Have I
always followed this rule? No. But can I tell you
that, when sliced into coins and added to a fried
rice dish, this sausage adds distinctive, meaty
deliciosity to every grain of rice? Yes. Yes, I can.

» DARK SOY SAUCE: I don’t have much to say about this stuff, other than that
once you’ve tried it you’ll be ruined for all other soy sauces. It’s black, almost syrupy,
and has a savoriness and depth of flavor that
I’ve never tasted in another soy sauce. Oh, and
did I mention that, despite being aged for literal
years, this stuff only costs about $4 a bottle?
Yeah. You deserve a better soy sauce than the
shit Kikkoman’s been peddling, and this, friends,
is it. If you, like me, use a lot of soy sauce, this
stuff is the closest thing to a life hack that you’ll
find at New Kam Man.

» SICHUAN PEPPERCORNS: You probably already know what these are and
what they do, but I’m gonna rehash it anyway. Sichuan peppercorns create the distinctive “mala” flavor--a hot and numbing, yet
spicy sensation—that characterizes Sichuan cuisine. If your peppercorns are fresh, and you use
enough of them, you can create dishes that will
have your entire lips tingling with a strange,
cold heat. It’s addictive. If you aren’t sure where
to start, make a batch of sesame noodles, grind
up a teaspoon of Sichuan peppercorn, and
throw it right on top. Or try that on a bowl of ma
po tofu and watch your palette change forever.

» SPICY CHILI CRISP: What’s not to love about a condiment that comes with a
grumpy old woman’s face pasted to the front? This brand’s called Lao Gan Ma (“gan
ma” means grandmother in Chinese, and you
have to love a company that’s this on-point with
their branding). It’s less of a sauce and more
of a chili topping; it’s heavily crunchy, made of
shattering bits of dried chilis bound together
with chili oil. If that sounds like too much spice
to handle, don’t worry—chili crisp is incredibly
balanced, and also packed with MSG. I guarantee that once you try it you’ll want to dollop
it on top of any and all Chinese food you eat.

» LO MEIN NOODLES: These lo mein noodles are a staple purchase for me, and not
just because they’re better than any other Asian noodle brand I’ve tried (although they
are). It’s also because they’re ridiculously cheap—
at last check, $2 for 16oz of noodles. If I go to
Whole Foods, I can’t find lo mein noodles for less
than $6, which feels like a rip-off, and also like the
main reason I was using fettuccine in my Asian
dishes for months like a total loser. Don’t be like
me. Go to New Kam Man and stock up on these
babies, then go home and make a kickass noodle
stirfry to celebrate your savvy shopping abilities.

» SHIN RAMYUN: The only Korean product to sneak onto this list, this ramen puts
all other instant varieties to shame. Each package comes with two packets: one of
freeze-dried veggies, and one of broth powder,
which I find incredibly enjoyable. The broth is a
vivid red color and tastes super-spicy and MSGpacked. This is the kind of ramen that makes
you go, “hey, I can tell this is full of chemicals,
but I don’t care because it’s that good.” If you
love yourself, you’ll crack an egg in right before
the noodles are fully cooked and whisk that shit
around until you have Korean-y egg drop soup.

» FERMENTED BLACK BEANS: I’m not going to lie to you—these things don’t
look or smell appealing. They look like large, demented trash bag raisins, to put it
kindly. But what if I told you that these little
fug nuggets are the Chinese equivalent of a
hunk of aged Parmesan? When used sparingly,
fermented black beans add deep umami and
salty funk to any dish, and they’re definitely
going to up your stir fry game. Also, I want to
point out that these are not the black beans that
we think of from Mexican dishes—they are actually soy beans that are fermented so long they
turn black. If you don’t know, now you know.

» DRIED SHIITAKE MUSHROOMS: It’s kind of amazing to me that for less than
$3, you can buy an enormous potato-chip sized bag of shiitake mushroom strips.
Many Chinese recipes will call for you to rehydrate a handful of mushrooms in hot water,
then slice them and stir fry them. Oftentimes
you’ll also end up repurposing the soaking water, which is a delicious add-in to soup broths
or sauces. But since you’re buying such a huge
quantity of these, I want you to know that they
are useful in every type of cuisine; throw a
handful in your next batch of stock, or any
soup or braise that you want to beef up a bit.

of wandering through the market on a semi-regular basis, I’ve

figured out an all-star cast of ingredients I can’t live without.
These are the foods that have made Chinese cooking possible

for me (or, in the case of my favorite Korean ramen, have just

consistently made my day better when I need a quick meal).

Next time you’re in Chinatown, don’t feel intimidated—stroll in and

grab some stuff. Watch the addiction unfold, and know that it’ll all cost

you under $20. New Kam Man is my favorite grocery destination. —Christine

Getting to Garbage Beach is a
trek. We had to pass an “Unstable
Cliffs. No Public Access” sign, walk
down a sandstone path, cross an
abandoned storm drain, and finally
(with the help of a rope put there by
locals) slide down a steep 10-foot
dropoff. The reward for this hike is
a scenic beach with tide pools to
explore, and surfers to watch in the
distance. -Alan

I took this photo on the
Cabrillo Bridge, overlooking
all of San Diego. The bridge is
one way to access Balboa Park,
which contains not just the San
Diego Zoo, but many museums
such as the Museum of Man,
the Japanese Friendship
Garden, and the Museum of
Photographic Arts. -Alan
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TILES I SAW IN LISBON
**Tiles seen at the Museo Nacional do Azulejo, Lisbon, Portugal, March 2018. -Christine

On my first morning in Lisbon, I decided to make my
way to the Carmo Convent.
The convent’s roof was destroyed in Lisbon’s deadly
earthquake of 1755, but miraculously, the majority of the
church’s structure remained
unharmed. The building was
intentionally left roofless to
remind Lisbon of the disaster of the earthquake. I have
never experienced anything
like what I felt when I walked
into the convent. The missing
ceiling’s arches vault towards
an open, blue sky, bending
ideas of what a church should
look like. Nature is slowly reclaiming the exposed
pillars, which are covered
in moss and small ferns in

I spent three days in Lisbon,
walking everywhere and
working up enormous appetites. Lisbon in the spring is a
tricky place for a walker. The
city isn’t built on a grid, and
was not made to account
for cars or large amounts
of pedestrians. Streets deadend frequently, and roads
convert into flights of stairs
with seemingly no warnings
to vehicles. To top it all off,
the sidewalks are about half
the width of those found in
any US city, and they become
treacherously slick when
hit with even the slightest
amount of drizzle. In March,
it never stops drizzling. The

result of all these obstacles
is that, after a full day of
walking, you feel the same
exhilaration and fatigue
that you might experience
after completing a distance
hike. I couldn’t get enough.
The city is known for its
jewel-like miradouros--scenic
lookout points scattered
across the peaks of its many
hills. On any given miradouro, at sunset, you will find a
tiled courtyard with at least
one bar serving open-air
drinks, and probably some
street musicians strumming guitars. As tricky as
the city can be for a walker,
the views make it worth it.

The 28 Tram is a historical
line that runs through some
of the oldest sections of the
city, and utilizes only original
1930’s tram cars, which are
all bright yellow paint and
lacquered wood interiors.
One rainy morning I made
my way to the first stop of
the line and waited my turn.
The line was already so long
it wound around an entire
cobbled courtyard. I waited as several trams came,
filled up, and left, seemingly
on no schedule--sometimes
they would come in bursts
of two or three, then ten
minutes would pass and only
one would show up. Finally
I made it onto a tram and

snagged a coveted window
seat. The tram is a hot spot
for pickpocketing, as tourists
become so immersed in the
views that they forget where
their bags are. I made sure
to wedge mine between
the window and my body.
As the tram took off, flying
through the narrow streets
at a slightly breakneck speed,
I was wowed by the colors of the city. It was still
drizzling outside, and there
was a sheen of water rolling off of the windows as
we rounded sharp corners
and flew down steep hills.
When I made it to the last
stop on the line, I decided
to walk all the way home.

some places. The ground is
patchworked in grass where
cobblestones have eroded
away. Standing within those
ancient walls, all I could do
was stare straight up into
the sky. I was jet-lagged and
keyed up from my first foray
into a new city after an overnight flight. I was alone, and
listening to an album I love.
The sky, which had been gray
and drizzly only moments
before, turned bright blue. I
felt mildly stunned. It was a
weekday morning and there
were only a handful of other tourists sharing the experience with me. Looking
at them, I could tell I wasn’t
the only one feeling moved.

Here are some of the things
you can eat in Lisbon: whole
sardines, fried in a tempura batter and served with
house-made aioli. Chunks
of salt cod coated in glossy,
just-cooked scrambled eggs,
tossed with shoestrings of
crispy potato. A round of
aged goat cheese drizzled
with rosemary-infused honey, then baked until molten,
served with crusty bread.
Lisbon is an eater’s paradise, but my favorite thing I
ate there might have to be
a pastel de nata. I woke
up early one morning in
an effort to beat the lines
at Pasteis de Belem, the
famous confectionary of

pasteis de nata located next
to Jeronimos Monastery. I
placed my order and immediately received three
custard tarts, still warm
from the oven. I took them
outside and ate them in the
sunshine, with milky coffee,
looking out over the monastery grounds. The custard
filling was just set, with a bit
of tremble to it, and the perfect amount of sweetness.
The crusts were shattering
as I bit down. I ate two of
the hot tarts, relishing them
slowly, and packed away the
third for later, satiated. Then
I went and wandered the
monstery grounds for hours.

