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“When it comes to swining and dining in Louisiana, Dixie Poché has it covered. From snout to
tail . . . it’s all here.” —Chef John D. Folse, Louisiana’s “Culinary Ambassador to the World”
Southwest Louisiana is famous for time-honored gatherings that celebrate its French Acadian
heritage. And the culinary star of these gatherings? That’s generally the pig. Whether it’s a
boucherie, the Cochon de Lait in Mansura or Chef John Folse’s Fete des Bouchers, where an
army of chefs steps back three hundred years to demonstrate how to make blood boudin and
smoked sausage, ever-resourceful Cajuns use virtually every part of the pig in various savory
delights. Author Dixie Poché traverses Cajun country to dive into the recipes and stories behind
regional specialties such as boudin, cracklings, gumbo and hogs head cheese. From the
Smoked Meats Festival in Ville Platte to Thibodaux’s Bourgeois Meat Market, where miles of
boudin have been produced since 1891, this is a mouthwatering dive into Cajun devotion to the
pig.“Dixie Poche, author of two other looks at the state’s rich culinary traditions, Louisiana
Sweets and Classic Eateries of Cajun Country, takes a deep dive into the connection of
Louisiana’s unique people and food with the noble hog.” —Houma Today“The book takes a
nostalgic look at visiting old-time ‘mom and pop’ Cajun meat markets and provides a behind-the-
scenes look at the many dishes that made them famous. It also serves as a travel guide to many
local eateries and festivals in which the culinary star is the pig.” —The Advocate
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AuthorFOREWORDThere’s a saying in the old African American churches of Louisiana that
once the congregation has contributed to the collection plate, a preacher dissatisfied with the
offering might encourage greater donations by saying, “Thank y’all so much for bringing me the
pig tails and feet, but we need to get a little higher up on that hog.” As Louisianans, we tend to
dine “higher up on that hog” with every outdoor food function and meal we eat.We’re blessed in
Louisiana. Our temperate weather and rich, alluvial soil allow us three great growing seasons.
Wild game is abundant—from white-tailed deer to land birds and migratory waterfowl. The
waters of the Gulf Coast teem with fresh shrimp, oysters, crabs and finfish. And it really doesn’t
matter who’s cooking. Grant it, Mamère’s cooking is hard to beat, but the roadside cafés serve
great étouffée and gumbo, too. Pull into any gas station, and you’re sure to find delicious boudin,
boudin balls and crispy cracklings to die for. Then, there are our outdoor food feasts—crawfish
boils, shrimp and crab cookouts, fish fries, cochon de laits and boucheries. It’s the pork-related
cuisine that St. Martin Parish native Dixie Poché finds so fascinating.In 2016, I was inspired to
preserve the tradition of the boucherie by hosting one at my White Oak Estate & Gardens in
Baton Rouge. Louisiana Public Broadcasting stepped in to document the harvesting, cooking
and camaraderie associated with this living Louisiana tradition. We passed such a good time
that we made it an annual outdoor gathering every February. That’s where I met Dixie, who
hobnobbed with the butchers and chefs demonstrating the art of preparing Cajun delicacies
such as hog’s head cheese, andouille, boudin, maudlin, crackling and other “Spoils of the
Boucherie.”Dixie elucidates on a variety of topics in her book from the arrival and history of the
pig in Louisiana to traditional recipes. She discusses Louisiana boucheries alongside similar pig-
related celebrations of other regions. Her text covers many of the pork festivals that are held
yearly throughout the state, such as the Boudin Festival in Scott and the Swine Festival in Basile.
But what wins my heart—and stomach—is Dixie’s inclusion of popular grocery stores and



specialty meat markets in the heart of Cajun country. For those not yet indoctrinated into the
food ways of Louisiana, she carefully defines some of our favorite Cajun pork dishes.Cajun Pig is
a tremendous resource tool that is seasoned with great historic photographs as well. When it
comes to swining and dining in Louisiana, Dixie Poché has it covered. From snout to tail—it’s all
here!—Chef John D. Folse, CEC, AACLouisiana’s “Culinary Ambassador to the World”Gonzales,
LouisianaACKNOWLEDGEMENTSIt’s been an eye-opening experience for me to attend a pig
roast as I peer eye-to-eye with a roasted pig with an apple in its mouth. From a distance, I saw
chefs stirring what I mistakenly believed to be chocolate pudding in a bowl. It was actually pig
blood; the chefs were preparing blood boudin.I enjoyed many one-of-a-kind experiences as I
jumped in the car to travel through South Louisiana to dance to zydeco music and hunt for mom-
and-pop shops to sample an endless array of boudin balls or pickled pig lips. And those were
just the appetizers! The heartwarming stories shared by shop owners and chefs reminded me of
my aunt and uncle who ran a meat market in St. Martin Parish. I admired their dedication to
customers along with the mouth-watering dishes of their Sunday plate lunches.Thanks to Chef
John Folse for setting the stage for so many writers and chefs. He has a vast knowledge of
Cajun history, and I am appreciative of his assistance. It was through his annual Fete de
Bouchers that my interest in writing about boucheries was sparked.I am grateful for the
hospitality shown to me by the Henry family in Mermentau Cove. Their Beau Chenes farm was a
perfect venue for hosting the Cadien Toujours Boucherie. This organization and the efforts
behind it to share Cajun traditions are admirable.Thanks to Joan Kaiser Bergeaux of Krotz
Springs for spending so much time with me sharing the amazing Orphan Train story of her
grandparents.Small general store, Jeanerette, Louisiana, 1938. New York Public Library.Finally,
a very special merci to photographer/French teacher/Cajun cook/cousin/friend Annette Huval for
rising at rooster’s crow to attend piggy events and shoot amazing photos that tell the delightful
story of old-fashioned Cajun gatherings.Author’s NoteROAD TRIPPIN’ IN THE SOUTHIf you
come to a fork in the road, take it.—Yogi BerraDiscovering a diamond in the rough for dining out
has always been a beloved pastime of mine. I’m searching for something cozy like Grandma’s
house where each table is topped with vintage salt and pepper shakers. Knickknacks are
scattered on shelves. Autographed photos of celebrities who have stopped by to dine adorn the
walls. I hop up to an empty seat at a well-worn lunch counter, perfectly placed for people
watching while listening to local chatter. A cheery waitress asks me how my day is going and
recites the blue plate special. When an eatery has been in the same family for years and they
are excited to share their stories, I know I have opened a treasure box.Fresh wildflowers in
mason jars, cloth napkins folded on dining tables, aroma of food simmering in the kitchen and
mismatched dining chairs are all eye-catching. The creativity of the plating and layers of
seasoning of the plated dishes say a lot too. Are there unusual dishes on the menu? Although
squirrel sauce piquante is a camp-style Cajun delicacy, you won’t find it on too many menus.My
curiosity for trying out new places began when my family and I enjoyed road trips during
childhood summer breaks. When we were hungry and ready to chow down, it was rare that we



picked up fast food. Rather, we chose a ramshackle barn-like building located on a back road.
Off-the-beaten path was definitely the way we traveled. We came upon a restaurant with its
gravel parking filled with locals. If the joint was hopping with lots of action, we agreed this was a
sure sign of great eats. We loved to sample fried chicken with a delicious taste and crispiness
equal to my mother’s home cooking. Once we settled down at a table near the window, my father
eavesdropped to the jibber-jabber of nearby customers. It made him feel at home if he overheard
someone speaking French, as that usually meant that there were Cajuns in the house. He would
go over to shake hands. “You never know,” he’d comment to us, “we may be
cousins.”Pontachoula, Louisiana roadside shop from 1936. New York Public Library.Sitting up
tall, all prim and proper in a restaurant, we were thrilled to choose whichever dish we liked from
the menu. Settling in for the grand experience, we began with a soda pop, which was quite a
treat, as we had only Kool-Aid or well water to sip on at home. We ordered chocolate cake for
dessert only if we had cleaned our plates. Leftovers were never taken home, as it was
considered rude to walk out with an uneaten meal packed in a paper bag.The doggie bag trend
of leftovers was introduced during the 1940s, when Americans experienced shortages. Under
President Franklin D. Roosevelt, limits were placed on the quantity of foodstuffs such as butter,
coffee and sugar. Rationed items were expanded to include canned goods, red meat, dairy
products and fats, which challenged many Americans to feed their families. If they also owned
dogs, it made sense to take home leftover food, such as steak bones, from restaurant meals to
feed their pets. Early doggie bags were printed with the sketching of a dog above the
restaurant’s name. Although there was a time when it was considered tacky to take home
leftovers, the trend gradually expanded and became acceptable. This also discouraged diners
from overeating large portions. It became sensible for Tuesday’s dinner leftovers to be served as
Wednesday’s lunch by taking home the remaining uneaten entrée.Our family adventures usually
began on Memorial Day. Before the sun peeked above the horizon, our crew was already on the
road to launch our trip. There was less traffic early in the day, and the temps were cooler. The
girls were dressed in pajamas. We rubbed sleep from our eyes as we tumbled into the backseat
of our baby-blue two-door Ford Fairlane. Suitcases, folding chairs, a hotplate for cooking and a
picnic basket had been loaded in the trunk the night before. Because he didn’t want to miss out
on the best food in the South, my father asked for suggestions when we stopped at a roadside
stand to buy a bushel of juicy peaches. “Where do you suggest we break for lunch up ahead?”
he’d inquire.If my father lucked into spotting a drive-in restaurant up ahead, he’d screech on the
brakes while veering off the road to enjoy a homemade hamburger with fried onion rings for
lunch. Carhops precariously skated over to our car as they balanced a tray piled on with drinks,
hamburgers and malts. The curb service phenomena of serving fast food to customers in their
cars began at drive-in restaurants in the 1920s, when the Pig Stand opened in Dallas, Texas.
Carhops were both male and female, although during World War II, more women served as
carhops as men joined the military. Their colorful uniforms, topped off with a sporty cap, became
memorable symbols of the period.My sisters and I took turns resting on the window ledge of the



rear window, watching as trees and handwritten yard signs of “Farm Eggs for Sale” whizzed by.
With excitement, we chanced upon a small town hosting a Fourth of July parade. Since my dad
was not familiar with the one-way streets leading to who knows where, he took a chance by
following a line of cars. Unbeknownst to us, the caravan was actually part of a Main Street
parade, and we managed to be at the end of it. We pretended that we were VIPs as we waved to
the crowd and rolled through the parade following snazzy convertibles, tractors pulling floats and
marching bands. My only regret was that we didn’t have a red-white-and-blue streamer as we
joined the festivities.Stuckey’s began in the South during the Great Depression and remains
popular for its pecan candies. Courtesy of Stuckey’s.“Don’t you think it’s time to stretch our
legs?” my mother announced when she spotted a Stuckey’s billboard sign up ahead. That was
her way of saying that her sweet tooth was ready for fudge. With its homey atmosphere,
Stuckey’s was a magical, multipurpose place for us, serving as a store, restaurant, gas station,
bathroom break and gift shop. My sisters and I had saved up dimes to buy a trinket from the
scads of novelty items.Stuckey’s had a humble beginning during the Great Depression. Pecan
farmer W.S. Stuckey Sr. owned a family orchard in Eastman, Georgia. In the early 1930s, with his
pecans in tow, he built a roadside stand to attract drivers en route to Florida by displaying
batches of his wife Ethyl’s homemade pecan candy. After seeing early success during the
1940s, they sold their roadside stand and opened their first retail store in Georgia, soon adding
two more in Florida. Their pecan treats became a symbol of a Southern delight, leading to
further growth of Stuckey locations.As we wandered through the countryside, we were whisked
off to a town square in East Texas bordered by tidy neighborhoods. Across from the courthouse
and next to the gazebo, a group of men wore John Deere caps and chewed on toothpicks as
they enjoyed playing their daily checkers game. Once we lucked out on finding a good parking
spot with the coins already in the meter, we headed to the five-and-dime store, then to the old-
fashioned drugstore to order a milkshake. The soda jerk waved from behind the ice cream
counter, where he poured root beers, scooped ice cream and made floats. These entertaining
ice cream specialists became known as “soda jerks” because of the “jerking” motions the server
used in swinging the soda fountain handle back and forth to make delicious treats. The pairing of
drugstores with soda fountains gained popularity during the 1920s. Adding a soda fountain may
have filled the void of socializing, which had declined during Prohibition when taverns shut their
doors. Teenage boys became soda clerks and prepared creamy milkshakes made of milk, ice
cream and flavorings.Entertaining ice cream specialists were called soda jerks beginning in the
1920s. Library of Congress.Before dusk, we’d hunt for lodging with a swimming pool and would
often find an Alamo Plaza Hotel Court to serve as our overnight retreat. This chain of Southwest
adobe stucco–style buildings resembled San Antonio’s Alamo. Started in Waco, Texas, in 1929,
it was considered the first motel chain in the United States. We welcomed something roomy with
two bedrooms and a kitchenette.There’s a song proclaiming, “The stars at night, are big and
bright; deep in the heart of Texas.” And Big “D” Dallas was a destination we enjoyed as we
picked our favorite animals at the zoo and looked down from the top of the Ferris wheel at Six



Flags. As my mother said, we also “spent time in Mexico” by enjoying dinner at the downtown El
Fenix Restaurant, which was opened by the Martinez family in 1916. It was here that we were
introduced to Mexican cuisine. My father surprised us when he spoke to the waiter in Spanish
terms he had picked up along the way. It was our first time feasting on tamales—a blending of
cornmeal, spicy shredded pork and green chilies. The refried beans were a perfect side dish, a
change from the red beans and rice we were accustomed to at home. And how we enjoyed
crunching what I called the “taco sandwiches.” Our feast was topped off with sopapillas dipped
in honey. Our waitress always received a nice tip, as my father recalled his gratitude at receiving
a tip during his earlier lean years of delivering telegrams by bicycle as he worked his way
through college.Alamo Plaza. Library of Congress.A trip to north Louisiana coincided with the
celebration of my mother’s birthday in late July. We visited the Watermelon Festival in Farmerville
to enjoy a parade and contests galore—watermelon eating, seed spitting, decorating, largest
home-grown melons and a bout or two of arm wrestling. Although my family did not enter any of
these competitions, we did enjoy slices of the juicy fruit.Another memorable meal was at a
luncheon eatery in a wood frame house. The wraparound porch was cooled by ceiling fans. With
a breeze coming through after a quick rain and a blue sky with cotton candy clouds, we enjoyed
the outdoors and picked a table under a magnolia tree. As we listened to the cooing of doves,
we enjoyed fried catfish, purple hull peas and a sweet sampling of golden mayhaw jelly
slathered on our Southern biscuits.Our lunchtime also became a sobering history lesson when
we learned that at one time, cafés such as this one did not allow African Americans to enter as
customers. My dad had a way of telling a story that kept us mesmerized as he explained that
during the late 1950s, Woolworth’s was a popular five-and-dime chain store throughout America
and its lunch counters were popular for quick bites. We recalled our frequent shopping trips to
the Woolworth’s in downtown Lafayette, where we enjoyed grilled cheese sandwiches and a
slice of pie in the dining area.Unexpectedly, Woolworth’s became the focus of national attention
in 1961, when four African American college students sat at the “whites only” lunch counter in
Greensboro, North Carolina. They were hungry and attempted to order lunch, as did other
diners. Though the young men were denied service because they were Black, they
courageously refused to leave. The police were called in, and the situation led to news coverage
as the story spread. This incident spurred more sit-ins throughout America.In Louisiana, a
similar sit-in occurred when seven students from Southern University in Baton Rouge sat down
to order lunch at Kress, a popular downtown eatery. They were arrested for breaching the peace.
Similar protests occurred for equal access to public accommodations until the Civil Rights Act of
1964, which outlawed racial segregation in public places, was passed under President Lyndon
B. Johnson.Our next stop was circled in red on our state map as we traveled through north
Louisiana, venturing to where outlaw lovebirds Bonnie and Clyde were ambushed in 1934.
Although we had missed seeing the pair’s graves in their hometown of Dallas, we did view the
historical marker near Arcadia, Louisiana, commemorating the site where the law ended the
gangsters’ crime spree. My dad filled us in about the duo’s rip-roaring time through the South,



where they robbed gas stations, small stores and banks. He also relayed the story that the
partners in crime must have had a sweet tooth, as during their jaunts, they were known to have
stopped at Lea’s Pies in Lecompte, Louisiana, to sample a slice of the famous treats. Still a
nostalgic setting, Lea’s was always a target on my family’s radar as a dessert break whenever
we were in central Louisiana. Opened in 1928, originally as a garage, Lea’s slogan proclaims,
“Pie Fixes Everything.”One summer, we traveled to the Mississippi Gulf Coast to build
sandcastles at the beach. Ever keen to share new cuisine and experiences with his family, my
father suggested that we drive north just a little ways for some “Praise de Lard.” I mistakenly
guessed that we were heading to some sort of a religious revival. It wasn’t what I expected at
all.As we bumped along a dusty back road, we could smell the scent of cooking a mile before we
arrived. “Well kids, we’ve made it to heaven,” my father announced as we stopped in front of a
red falling-apart shack, topped with a handmade sign, “Praise de Lard BBQ.” We jumped out of
the car, finding our way to one of the rickety picnic tables. We were served our first taste of lightly
tinged barbecue ribs. They oozed sweetness and spiciness at the same time. The pork and
beans were abandoned as we switched our focus to the meaty delights. We couldn’t seem to get
enough as we gnawed away at juicy ribs, licked our fingers and scrambled to grab more. Without
batting an eye, the pit master declared that our family looked as happy as “a tick on a pig.” And I
guess that was good, because we were happy as we guzzled down sweet tea and sopped up
barbecue sauce with cornbread wedges.While we indulged on this slap-up feast, my mother
reminisced about her introduction to smoked ribs, which was during an earlier family boucherie.
The country gathering involved much scrambling to collect tables and tools to set up outdoor
cooking stations. It was one of her favorite times, which she enjoyed with her family as a special
occasion. The local priest was always invited, and he blessed the event early in the
day.Preparing to cook a rice and gravy dish. Courtesy of Annette Huval.It was at one of these
get-togethers that she and her sister collaborated on preparing the specialty of pig’s stomach,
called ponce in French. After the pig’s stomach was meticulously cleaned out, it was stuffed with
sausage meat. It was baked in a low oven similar to how a roast is cooked. Hours later, when the
masterpiece was done, the cooks exclaimed how prettily the ponce had turned out. Surely it was
the best that they had ever cooked, how delicious it would taste—everyone would enjoy it. You
would have thought they were presenting a baby to the rest of the family with all the praise they
shared in tribute to the cooked pig’s stomach. All the ponce was missing was a baby bonnet!
Such was the love for all of the wonderful pork dishes.Our wanderlust treks through the South
were precious. Stopping at one-of-a-kind joints was a pleasure. As my family and I rambled
through big cities, along bayous and on Main Street USA, spanning our beautiful country, our
many unplanned side trips led to unforgettable surprises. “What’s the rush?” my father asked
with an infectious smile. He never admitted that we might actually have been lost.1T-COCHON
(WE MEAN “LITTLE PIG”)I am fond of pigs. Dogs look up to us. Cats look down on us. Pigs treat
us as equals.—Winston ChurchillWhen you grow up in Louisiana, chances are good that you
have been led to a dinner table where a gamut of tasty bites are served on a platter—nutria



stew, alligator kabobs, cow brain, baked possum, boiled crawfish or stewed blackbird. Well, you
get the picture. The list of these one-of-a-kind dishes lovingly prepared by Southern cooks is
endless. Don’t you wonder what possessed a brave soul to be the first to sample a raw oyster by
swallowing it whole or throw a cow tongue into a stew?There comes a time when you become
acclimated to finding a hog’s head peeking up at you from Grandpa’s outdoor chopping block.
And this brings us to a passion for the Cajun pig, the source of countless Louisiana spreads—
boudin, cracklings, pork chops, bacon or ham.Many’s the time when you have entered
Grandma’s kitchen and something wonderful is cooking under the lid of the black iron pot. It
smells incredible, this mix of onions and meat. Grandma always proclaims it’s chicken she’s
cooking, just to fool you into trying it, as you may not be keen to eat something exotic. You’ve
learned to trust this little lady with her faded kitchen apron who reaches up to kiss your cheek as
she slaps your hand with her wooden spoon when you try to get a sample of the dish. You’ve
gone through this experience many times, knowing that the mystery meat is more likely to be a
variety of animal parts like pig butt or cow tongue or some unpronounceable waterfowl. Even
though Grandma doesn’t use a measuring spoon and can’t recite the recipe, she presents a
tasty meal every time.Many delicious dishes are derived from the Cajun pig. Courtesy of Roby
Poché.Le cochon has had quite a following of fans through the years; it was one of the first food
animals to be domesticated. In some cultures, pigs are considered a symbol of wealth.
According to the Chinese zodiac, people born during “pig years” such as 2019 may look forward
to finding good fortune in their future.Ironically, there are two St. Anthonys, and both are
considered patron saints of swine. One hailed from Egypt and one from Padua, Italy. St. Anthony
of Egypt is identified as the patron saint of not only swine but also swineherds. He is often
depicted in paintings as a hermit with a pig at his side.A popular tradition in Spain honors both
saints. In the medieval village of La Alberca, famous for its ham, one lucky pig roams freely
throughout the village for six months. It is well fed, sheltered and spoiled by the citizens. The pig
is known as El Marrano de San Anton, or “the pig of St. Anthony.” Blessed on July 13, the feast
day of St. Anthony of Padua, the pig is temporarily protected and treated with TLC. It continues
to run around the village and wears a bell strapped around its neck to alert drivers, who stop
their vehicles on cobblestone streets to escort the pampered pig to safety.Vintage illustration of
piggy sitting by the fire. New York Public Library.How quickly the situation changes. The honored
guest, namely the pig, becomes a platter of pork chops and is served for dinner on January 17,
the feast day of St. Anthony of Egypt. It became a customary act of kindness for the pig to be
donated to the poorest family in the village. In modern times, however, the village auctions off the
pig for charity. On the day following the festival, townspeople lead their animals to church for a
blessing and pray for good health and fertility.
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