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Magic Pot
I'm a good cook but don't do it much anymore.
When Cajun became a thing, people asked, "Do you cook Cajun?" 
I didn't know how to cook any other way. From deep in the bayous of South Louisiana, we didn't fix souffles and foie gras but mastered gumbos, jambalaya, boiled crawfish, and fried catfish.
I often cooked chicken in my fifty-year-old cast-iron Dutch oven, smothered in its juices, seasoned with onions, bell pepper, and celery, known as the Cajun trinity. The chicken cooked until it fell off the bone, and I served it over white rice.
When I prepared this meal, people oohed and aahed and asked for the recipe. I had none. I learned to do this by watching my grandmother and mother for years, but I tried.
—season chicken parts with Tony Chachere's Creole Seasoning, a mixture of all things Cajun, and whatever else you have—paprika, garlic powder, parsley flakes, a splash of Worcestershire,
—heat a cast-iron Dutch oven to excess and sear chicken to the point of burning,
—add water or bouillon, put on the lid, reduce the heat, and let it cook, adding liquid as needed,
—cook it some more,
—add the Cajun trinity and continue to cook,
—once the aroma fills the house, seeps into your clothes, and the chicken falls off the bone, it’s ready.
They tried but said their chicken never came out as good as mine. Some even bought Louisiana cast-iron Dutch ovens, hoping that might make a difference. It didn’t.
They repeatedly asked me what I did, thinking surely, I had omitted some key ingredient. I hadn't.
Finally, I grew tired of repeating myself and said, "It's the pot. It's a magic pot."
Somehow, that satisfied them, and when invited over, they always asked, "Are you making magic-pot chicken?"
