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Discover the flavors of Nova Scotia with recipes, stories and photographs from 27 incredible
restaurants in and around Halifax. Halifax is famous for its fresh and flavorful seafood. But as the
largest city in Canada’s Maritime Provinces, it should be no surprise that Halifax boasts a wide
variety of culinary traditions with some of the country’s finest restaurants. With cuisine ranging
from classic Canadian to Italian, Thai, Chinese, Japanese, Greek, and more, Halifax combines
its local bounty with global flavors. In Halifax Tastes, Liz Feltham collects delectable recipes
from twenty-seven restaurants across the Halifax and Dartmouth area. With stories and
gorgeous photography of the food and the scenery, Halifax Tastes offers a mouth-watering
window into the culinary world of Halifax—and lets you bring the flavor home.

From the PublisherHere is an historic adventure of extraordinary power waiting to sweep you
away to exotic lands as one of the most popular writers of our time conquers new storytelling
worlds. Louis L'Amour has been best known for his ability to capture the spirit and drama of the
authentic American West. Now he guides his readers to an even more distant frontier -- the
enthralling lands of the 12th century.At the center of The Walking Drum is Kerbouchard, one of
L'Amour's greatest heroes. Warrior, lover, scholar, Kerbouchard is a daring seeker of knowledge
and fortune bound on a journey of enormous challenge, danger and revenge. Across the
Europe, the Russian steppes and through the Byzantine wonder of Constantinople, gateway to
Asia, Kerbouchard is thrust into the heart of the treacheries, passions, violence and dazzling
wonders of a magnificent time. From castle to slave gallery, from sword-racked battlefields to a
princess's secret chamber, and ultimately, to the impregnable fortress of the Valley of Assassins,
The Walking Drum is a powerful adventure of an ancient world you will find every bit as riveting
as Louis L'Amour's stories of the American West.--This text refers to an alternate kindle_edition
edition.About the AuthorOur foremost storyteller of the American West, Louis L'Amour has
thrilled a nation by chronicling the adventures of the brave men and woman who settled the
frontier. There are more than three hundred million copies of his books in print around the world.
--This text refers to an alternate kindle_edition edition.Excerpt. © Reprinted by permission. All
rights reserved.Chapter 1 NOTHING MOVED BUT the wind and only a few last, lingering drops
of rain, only a blowing of water off the ruined wall. Listening, I heard no other sound. My
imagination was creating foes where none existed. Only hours ago death had visited this place.
This heap of charred ruins had been my home, and a night ago I had lain staring into the
darkness of the ceiling, dreaming as always of lands beyond the sea. Now my mother lay in a
shallow grave, dug by my own hands, and my home was a ruin where rainwater gathered in the
hollows of the ancient stone floor, a floor put down by my ancestors before memory
began. Already dawn was suggesting itself to the sky. Waiting an instant longer, my knife held



low in my fist, I told myself, “I will have that gold or kill any who comes between it and me.” Fire
no longer smoldered among the fallen roof beams, for rain had damped it out, leaving the smell
of charred wood when it has become wet, and the smell of death. Darting from the shadows to
the well coping, I ran my hand down inside the mouth of the well, counting down the cold
stones. Two…three…four…five! With the point of my fine Damascus dagger, I worked at the
mortar. Despite the damp chill, perspiration beaded my brow. At any time the men of Tournemine
might return. The stone loosened. Working it free with my fingers, I lifted it to the well coping.
Sheathing my knife, I ran my fingers into the hole, feeling for the box my father had hidden there.
They touched wood. Gently, carefully, I drew it from the hole, a small box of strange-smelling
wood. Then from behind me, a soft footfall! “Turning, I saw that a dark figure loomed before me.
So large a man could only be Taillefeur, lieutenant to the Baron de Tournemine, a veteran of
mercenary wars. “So!” Taillefeur was pleased. “I was right! The old wolf hid treasure, and the cub
has returned for it.” “It is nothing,” I lied, “some trifles my father left me.” “Let me have those
trifles”—Taillefeur extended his hand—“and you can be on your way. Let Tournemine hunt his
own children.” The night was cold. The wind chilled my body beneath the rain-soaked clothing.
Nearby a large drop fell into a puddle with a faint plop. Among those who stopped at the house
of my father over the years had been a lean and savage man with a knife-scarred, pockmarked
skin. Grasping my arm with fingers that bit into my flesh like claws, he grinned a lopsided grin
and advised, “Trust to your wits, boy, and to your good right hand.” “He had emptied his glass,
leering. “And if you’ve a good left and some gold, that helps, too!” My left—my left hand rested
upon the stone I had removed from the well coping. Boy I might be, but I was tall and strong as a
man, dark as an Arab from the sun, for I was not long from the fishing banks beyond Iceland
where I had gone with men from the isle of Brehat. “If I give you the box,” I said as I gripped the
stone tighter, “you will let me go?” “You are nothing to me. Give me the box.” He reached a hand
to receive it, and I swung the stone. Too late, Taillefeur threw up his arm to ward off the blow. He
saved himself a crushed skull, but the blow felled him in his tracks. Leaping over his body, I fled
to the moors, and for the second time in a few hours the moors were my saving. What boy does
not know the land of his boyhood? Every cave, every dolmen, every dip in the land and hole in
the hedges, and all that lonely, rockbound coast for miles. There I had played and imagined
myself in wars, and there I could run, dodge, and elude. As I had run that afternoon to evade the
men of Tournemine, so I ran now. Behind me Taillefeur staggered to his feet. He got up and,
groggy from my blow, staggered into the wall. I heard him curse. He must have glimpsed me
running, because he gave a great shout and started after me. “Dodging into a hollow choked
with brush, I scrambled through a tunnellike passage known to wolves and boys, and as the
storm clouds were scattering like sheep to feed on the meadow of the sky, I came again to the
cove. The ship was there. The crew was ashore filling casks with water, and when they saw me
coming, two of them drew swords and a third nocked an arrow to his bowstring, looking beyond
to see if I was accompanied. It was a squat, ill-painted vessel with a slanting mast and a single
bank of oars, nothing like the sleek black ships of my father, who was a corsair. The two who



held swords advanced, looking fiercer when they realized I was but a boy, and alone. “I would
speak with your captain,” I said. They indicated a squat man, running somewhat to fat, in a dirty
red cloak. His skin was swarthy, his eyes deep-sunk and furtive. I liked not the look of him and
would have withdrawn had not the men of Tournemine been behind me, and searching. “A boy!”
He spoke impatiently. “But a tall boy,” one of them assured him, “and a strong lad, too!” “Where
do you sail?” I asked. “Where the wind takes us.” He eyed me with no favor, yet with a measuring
quality in his glance. “To Cyprus, perhaps? Or Sicily?” “He gave me quick attention, for such
places were known to few but wandering merchants or Crusaders. But we upon this coast of
Brittany were born to the sea. We were descendants of the Veneti, those Celtic seafaring men
who, with their Druid priests, refused tribute to Rome and defied the legions of Julius
Caesar. “What do you know of Cyprus?” he sneered. “My father may be there. I seek him.” “It is a
far place. What would a father of yours be doing there?” “My father,” I said proudly, “is
Kerbouchard!” They were astonished, as I expected, for the ships of Kerbouchard harried the
coasts; attacking the ships of many nations, trading beyond the farthest seas. My father’s name
was legend. “Your voyage would be useless. By the time you came to Cyprus, he would have
sailed.” “There were lessons I had yet to learn, and one was not to talk too much. “His ship has
been sunk, and my father has been killed or sold into slavery. I must find him.” The captain
seemed relieved, for no man wishes to incur the displeasure of Kerbouchard, and he knew what
he planned to do. Tall I was, and broader of shoulder than all but two of his crew. “Ah? If you sail,
will you work or pay?” “If the price be not too great, I will pay.” The men of the crew edged nearer,
and I wished for a sword. Yet what choice remained? I must escape with them or face the dogs
of Tournemine. “I could offer a piece of gold,” I suggested. “You would eat that much!” he said
contemptuously, but his hard little eyes sharpened. “Two pieces?” “Where would a boy lay his
hands upon gold?” His sudden gesture took me by surprise, and before I could move to resist, I
had been seized and thrown to the ground. Despite my struggles, the box was torn from my shirt
and broken open. Bright gold spilled upon the sand, and some of the coins rolled, setting off a
greedy scramble. The captain took the gold from their reluctant fingers to be divided among the
crew. “Take him aboard,” he commanded. “He has paid his way, but he shall work also or taste
the whip.” “My knife was jerked from its sheath by a moonfaced man with unkempt hair, who
belted it. Him I would not forget. Damascus blades were hard to come by, and this was a gift from
my father. “You’ve learned something,” the captain said, maliciously. “Never show your money
before strangers. But do your work, and you shall live to see Sicily. I know a Turk there who will
pay a pretty price for such a handsome lad.” He grinned at me. “Although you may not long be a
lad after he lays hands upon you.” Bruised and battered I was, but when my foot touched the
deck a thrill went along my spine. Yet when taken to my place at the slaves’ bench, and seeing
the filth in which I must work, I tried to fight. That men could exist in such evil conditions seemed
impossible, although there was little cleanliness in the houses along our coast, other than in my
father’s house. “He had traveled in Moslem lands in Africa and Spain, and brought to our house
not only their rich fabrics but their way of living and their love of hot baths. Shackled to my oar, I



looked about me with distaste. How long I could endure this I had no idea, yet a time would
come when I would learn how much a man can endure and yet survive. The condition of these
galley slaves was abject, and I pitied them, and myself as well. Their backs bore evidence of
what happened when their overseer walked along the benches with his whip. --This text refers
to an alternate kindle_edition edition.Read more
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For madraG, whose quiet courage and fierce determination in the face of battle are awe-
inspiring, and deeply humbling.Text copyright © 2013, Liz FelthamImages copyright © 2013,
Scott MunnAll rights reserved. No part of this book may be reproduced, stored in a retrieval
system or transmitted in any form or by any means without the prior written permission from the
publisher, or, in the case of photocopying or other reprographic copying, permission from
Access Copyright, 1 Yonge Street, Suite 1900, Toronto, Ontario M5E 1E5.Nimbus Publishing
Limited3731 Mackintosh St, Halifax, NS B3K 5A5(902) 455-4286 nimbus.caPrinted and bound
in ChinaDesign: Jenn EmbreeLibrary and Archives Canada Cataloguing in PublicationFeltham,
LizHalifax tastes : recipes from the region’s best restaurants / Liz Feltham ; Scott Munn,
photographer.Issued in print and electronic formats.1. Cooking, Canadian—Nova Scotia style. 2.
Cooking—Nova Scotia—Halifax. 3. Cookbooks. I. Munn, Scott II. Title.TX715.6.F445 2013
641.59716’225 C2012-907361-XNimbus Publishing acknowledges the financial support for its
publishing activities from the Government of Canada through the Canada Book Fund (CBF) and
the Canada Council for the Arts, and from the Province of Nova Scotia through the Department
of Communities, Culture and Heritage.IntroductionTimes are good for restaurant-goers in the
Halifax Regional Municipality.HRM’s food fabric has been woven into a patchwork quilt over the
years: the typical Greek-owned family restaurants like the Canadiana (in its Barrington Street
location), Cousins, and Athens have squares; early pioneers of fine dining—Fat Frank’s Frank
Metzger, Alex Clavel’s Clipper Cay, and Deanna Silver’s Silver Spoon have squares. Take-outs
and chip trucks have earned squares: Willman’s, Bud the Spud, John’s Lunch.And the fabric is
shot through with ethnic threads; some, like Chinese, Italian, and Indian, are more tightly
interwoven than others (like Russian, Ethiopian, and Spanish).Ethnic cuisine began with the
donair and rode a sushi tsunami, from Addis Ababa (Ethiopian) to Zorba the Greek and
everything in between.A handful of chef-owners brought early influences and continue to do so
through their legacy of outstanding restaurants: Maurizio Bertossi brought Italian cooking out of
the red sauce and Chianti era, first in the kitchen at La Perla and then in his namesake
daMaurizio and now il Mercato, the Bicycle Thief, and Ristorante a Mano. Unni Simensen’s
Scandinavian way of cooking begat Scanway Restaurant, then Sweet Basil, Saege, and her
flagship pastry and catering shop, Scanway Catering.Sometime in the nineties, hotel restaurants
started to shake the stigma of being just amenities for guests; Ray Bear turned Gio at the Prince
George into a destination restaurant; Luis Clavel at Seasons by Atlantica and Erwin Palo at Café
101 in the Holiday Inn Harbourview compete successfully on the national level, experiment with
molecular gastronomy, and put their personal stamps on the once generic hotel restaurant
standard.Locavore, fifty-mile dining, fresh and local: all catchphrases for the trend of ethical,
environmentally responsible, purist food consumption—eating food that is produced locally.
Branded as a new idea but the same way our forefathers and mothers ate. A handful of chefs
were doing this a decade ago: Fid’s Dennis Johnston, Chives’s Craig Flinn and Darren Lewis,
the Halliburton’s Scott Vail, all heading to the farmers’ market to chat with suppliers, look for
what was in season, and plan menus around the offerings.And the neighbourhood restaurant is



regaining footholds lost in the days of “everybody goes downtown to eat.” Chris Smith’s
Jamieson’s and the Christakos’ Brooklyn Warehouse are two shining examples of how to do it
well.It’s a great time to eat out, all right.But with the proliferation of local fishmongers, butchers,
farmer/vendors, artisan cheeses, bakeshops, and microbreweries, it’s also a great time to cook
at home. Which is, after all, what this book is all about—being able to recreate some of Halifax’s
favourite restaurant dishes right at home.But the remarkable range and richness of offerings
poses the question: Why these particular restaurants? Constrained by pages, we had to
somehow cut into the culinary pie and pull out a cross-section of recipes to represent HRM. We
needed to consider things geographically—not all restaurants are in the downtown core. We
thought about the restaurant’s lifespan, and whether or not it had a good chance of being around
when the book came to print. And culinary diversity was a factor, from family diners to fine dining
and everything in between. There were some restaurants that we would have loved to include,
but our invitations were declined. There are many great places that didn’t make the book for one
reason or another, so please don’t be too upset if your favourite isn’t here—a lot of our favourites
didn’t make it either.Ultimately, these are the ones that did make it, and we think you’ll find some
recipes you like. All of these recipes have been kitchen tested, adapted for the home cook, and
written to help you get the best results whether you’re a cooking rookie or an old hand at the
stove.Bon appétit!startersJust like the preview for a movie or the back cover of a novel, the
appetizer is designed to give you a hint of things to come. These starters are sure to get your
taste buds warmed up and ready for the main event. Unless, of course, you decide they’re
worthy of being the main attraction.hummusMid-East Food CentreThe Mid-East Food Centre is
the place to find any ingredients you may need to create your own feast, or enjoy the offerings of
the on-site café—and whatever you do, don’t skip the baklava. This hummus makes a great dip
for veggies and pita chips and a healthy spread for sandwiches and wraps.Makes about 1 1/2
cups2 cups cooked fresh or canned chickpeas2 cloves raw garlic4 tablespoons fresh lemon
juice1 tablespoon tahini paste1 teaspoon allspice1 teaspoon cumin1/4 cup canola oilsalt and
pepper, to tastePurée chickpeas in a food processor; add garlic and blend until smooth. Add
lemon juice, tahini paste, allspice, and cumin. Slowly pour in canola oil and process until all
ingredients are well mixed. Add salt and pepper to taste.roasted beet and goat cheese
saladStories at The HalliburtonA small but innovative menu fuelled by local ingredients is the
hallmark of Stories’ offerings. In this elegant salad, Chef Scott Vail uses local red, golden, and
“candy-striped” (chiogga) beets.Makes 4 appetizer-size salads.Salad1 pound very small
unpeeled mixed beets3 sprigs fresh thyme2 tablespoons red wine vinegar2 tablespoons olive
oil1/2 teaspoon salt1/2 teaspoon pepper1/4 pound young arugula8 ounces goat cheese2
ounces pistachios, peeled, roasted, and coarsely choppedPreheat barbecue or oven to 375°F.
Divide beets according to variety (to keep the red beet colour from bleeding into the others), and
lay them onto separate squares of double thickness aluminum foil. Place into each package a
sprig of thyme, and drizzle red wine vinegar, olive oil, salt, and pepper over beets. Fold the edge
of the foil and roll up to form a tight package.
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