LAVEDE MAD SPINACH WITH CHICKPEAS, WALNUTS AND BACON

6-8  
slices of thick-cut bacon 
1 
Tbsp minced garlic 
½ 
white onion, diced. 
2 
large handfuls of raw unsalted walnut halve 

1 
can chickpeas (appx. 15 ounces)  
1 
Tbsp dried paprika  
1 
Tbsp oregano  
1 
Tbsp thyme  
3 
large pinches of salt
5 or 6 
giant handfuls of fresh spinach
Place a large (12- or 15-inch) sauté pan over high heat (cast iron works wonders, if you have it). 
Chop up bacon into inch-sized pieces (6-8 slices of thick-cut works best) and add to the pan, cooking until they start to become slightly browned, about another 3 to 5 minutes. Remove bacon with a slotted spoon and set aside, leaving the lovely renderings in the pan. 
Add  minced garlic and  white onion, diced. Saute until onions become translucent, 3 to 4 minutes. Add walnut halves and once they start to glisten a toasted brown, add chickpeas  and generously season with dried paprika, oregano, and thyme. 
Sprinkle 3 large pinches of salt across the mixture. 
Stir continuously for about 5 minutes. Mix in spinach and cook for another 2 minutes until the leaves start to appear wilted, stirring as you go so that all the ingredients mix together.
 Add the bacon back in. Toss once more and remove from heat. 
Serve over rice, quinoa, or as is.

*Danish for “cooked.”
Fischoff worked as a server and bartender at Girasole in Pittsburgh, where most of the front-of-house-staff was furloughed.

When I left for Copenhagen in 2007 to research my graduate thesis on the squatter community of Christiania, I had one purpose: to write about the concept of freedom as told through the histories of its people. What was pegged as a car-free, hash-trading, alternative tourist attraction in every European guidebook was a community who had risked everything to maintain a semblance of a “free town.”

In Copenhagen, I biked past a bakery at every corner, relished fresh and pickled varieties of fish, and layered freshly buttered toast with thinly sliced chocolate. And pork in every form that rivaled any I’d ever tasted—my friends joked that there were more pigs in Denmark than people. I loved the delicacies of a world I was desperate to be mine.

I was not raised in a family of chefs. I had no legacy of secret recipes passed down from great-grandparents. In my college apartment kitchen, I experimented as if I was a biology major entering the lab. I stuffed meats with seasonal vegetables, sliced cheeses whose names I couldn’t pronounce, and flavored sauces with whatever spices my roommate perched on the cupboard shelf.

I wanted to share my world—my cuisine—with the Danish twenty-somethings who welcomed me into a community that was wary of outsiders. Together we got tear-gassed at police protests and skinny-dipped in the Stradsgraven, and with impeccable English they taught me that philosophy was to be discovered not just in books but through living. Without an heirloom dish or perfected American staple, the only dinner I could think to cook was one I created. So with on a student’s budget and a tiny grocery store the size of a single American aisle, I threw together a basket of chickpeas, spinach, walnuts and bacon—a shortlist of ingredients that became a moment of my own Danish history. (Which can be made without the pork!) 
Serves:  2 as a main or 4 as a side

