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I keep lists. Some copied into notebooks in neat italic script in blue-black ink, others scribbled almost illegibly in soft pencil on the back of an old envelope. Most remain in my head. There is the usual inventory of things I need to do, of course, but also less urgent lists, those of books to read or read again, music to find, plants to secure for the garden, and letters to be written (few of which will ever see the light of day). One list that has remained in my head is that of favorite scents, the catalogue of smells I find particularly evocative or uplifting. Snow (yes, I believe it has a smell), dim sum, old books, cardamom, beeswax, moss, warm pancakes, a freshly snapped runner bean, a roasting chicken, a fleeting whiff of white narcissi on a freezing winter’s day.

High on that list comes cress seeds sprouting on wet blotting paper. It is a smell I first encountered in childhood, a classroom project that became a hobby. Cool and watery, fresh yet curiously ancient, as you might expect from a mixture of green shoots and damp parchment, it has notes of both nostalgia and new growth about it. Sometimes, when I have watered my vegetable patch late on a spring evening, I get a fleeting hint of that scent. A ghostlike reminder of how this whole thing started.

I guess I have always grown something to eat: that cress on a blotter when I was still in short pants; beans in a jam jar; carrots and candytuft in a forlorn strip of my parents’ garden. There were the tomato plants precariously balanced on the window ledge of my student digs, orange and lemon seeds and other unmentionable plants nurtured under grow lights, salad sprouters, a bucket garden on a balcony. Then there were the herbs in pots that lethally adorned the fire escape of my first apartment and its communal garden. That I would one day turn my own lawn into a vegetable patch was, I suppose, inevitable.

Perhaps because I was brought up on frozen peas—they were virtually the only vegetable that passed my lips until I was in double figures—I now have a curiosity and an appetite for vegetables that extends far beyond any other ingredient. Shopping at the market on a Saturday morning, I will spend four or five times as long choosing my beans, tomatoes, or lettuces than I will buying anything else. Vegetables beckon and intrigue in a way no fish or piece of meat ever could.

The beauty of a single lettuce, its inner leaves tight and crisp, the outer ones opened up like those of a cottage garden rose; the glowing saffron flesh of a cracked pumpkin; the curling tendrils of a pea plant; a bunch of long, white-tipped radishes; a bag of assorted tomatoes in shades of scarlet, green, and orange is something I like to take time over. And not only is it the look of them that is beguiling. The rough feel of a runner bean between the fingers, the childish pop of a pea pod, the inside of a fur-lined fava bean case, the cool vellumlike skin of a freshly dug potato are all reason to linger. And all this even before we have turned the oven on.

Their beauty and tactile qualities aside, what you do with them is loaded with even greater sensual pleasure. Just listen to this: a supper of golden pumpkin with a crisp crumb-crust flecked with parsley and garlic; a dish of emerald cabbage leaves with shards of sizzling ginger; a crumbling soft-pastried tart of leeks, cream, and cheese; a bright carrot chutney on a mound of ivory-colored rice to make your lips prickle. Soporific risottos of asparagus; gratins of potato, garlic, and cream; yellow tomatoes with a sauce the color of terra-cotta that makes your mouth tingle with chile, lemongrass, and fresh mint. None of this is difficult, time-consuming, or expensive. It is straightforward, approachable cooking for eating either for its own sake or on the same plate as a piece of meat or fish.

While still enjoying my crackling pork roasts and grilled lamb, my baked mackerel and crab salad, I have become more interested than ever in the effect of a diet higher in “greens” than it is in meat—both in terms of my own well-being and, more recently, those implications that go beyond me and those for whom I cook. As Michael Pollan, author of In Defense of Food (The Penguin Press, 2008), says: “In all my interviews with nutrition experts, the benefits of a plant-based diet provided the only point of universal consensus.” On a personal note, I would simply say that I feel much better for a diet that is predominantly vegetable based.
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Every little bit helps

We have damaged this planet. We have plundered its natural resources, emptied its seas, scorched its earth, turned its beating heart into a toxic rubbish dump. There have been decades, if not centuries, of take rather than give. I do not wish to relinquish entirely the deep sense of fulfillment I get from eating meat and fish, but I now place less importance on them in my diet than I did. It is the meat and the crackling rather than the vegetables that are now on the side. When you lift the lid of my casseroles, peer into my pots, or read my plate, it is the veggies that play the starring role.

And yes, it is worth “reading” our plate before we dig in. Where did that food come from? Does it sit comfortably with our conscience and what we believe good food to be? What, other than our immediate appetite, does it benefit, and crucially, what damage is that plate of food doing?

If digging up our gardens, getting an allotment, shopping at farmers’ markets, growing organically, and eating sustainably is seen as a sign of our collective guilt for what we have done to the planet, then so be it. We can never totally undo what has been done. But there are some of us, hopeful, deluded, possibly a wee bit mad, who are happy to try to put in more than we take out. One of the ways we can do that is to eat a greener diet.

Swapping my lawn for leeks and lettuces has a lot to do with wanting to know as much as possible about what I am eating. It is, I suppose, my way of making a deeper connection with my food, a desire to know the whole story rather than just what it says on the label. More than anything, the move is about a desire for simplicity. Our food production has become so complicated, with its air miles, pesticides, extended shelf life, marketing, and packaging. I hanker after something simpler, more honest and direct. More holistic, if you like. The idea of planting a seed, watching it grow, then eating the result instantly does away with much of the baggage that goes hand in hand with our modern food supply.

I don’t have to grow or cook. There is enough good food out there for a life free of both garden and stove. But in much the same way as I cook partly for the gratification of watching a potato turn from ivory to gold in the pan, for a taste of the sticky stuff on the surface of meat as you turn it in the roasting pan, for the feel of a ripe peach and its blessed juice trickling down my stubbly chin, I grow for the joy it brings. I like getting my hands in the soil as much as I like rubbing butter into flour to make pastry. Sometimes there’s bread dough under my fingernails, sometimes manure. Sometimes, truth be told, there’s a bit of both.

I plant seeds because I get a buzz from watching green shoots poke through the soil, from looking after them as something precious and vital, protecting them from the pigeons and foxes and clumsy feet that roam the modern city garden, from feeding them and watching them bloom. Cooking with vegetables you have grown gives not only an extraordinary sense of completeness and a simplifying of the food chain, but also the chance to experience a profound respect for an ingredient—something we are unlikely to feel for an item picked up in a “two for the price of one” promotion in a supermarket. It helps us to understand our food and to appreciate its value, I might even suggest to develop a certain reverence.

I don’t own acres of land and probably never will. The bulk of my fruit and vegetables still come from market stalls, shops, and a weekly organic box delivery. I still go to the produce market and the supermarket for much of my fruit. What I grow is simply the icing on the cake. If it seems as if I’m playing at it, then fine, I will wear whatever label you want to hang round my neck, but all I know is that I am having fun with the space I have and eating some great food.

Right now, as I write, my little urban garden is home to three varieties of zucchini; two of fava beans; pole beans; runner beans; borlotti; ruby, white, and yellow chard; peas—both snow and purple podded; spinach; five varieties of tomatoes; three of potatoes; summer squash; pumpkin; and beets. I have seven varieties of lettuce, plus arugula, cabbage, cavolo nero, Brussels sprouts, globe and Jerusalem artichokes, carrots, leeks, red cabbage, and more herbs than you can shake a mezzaluna at. I’m not sure the cauliflower will survive, though—you need to know what you are doing with that one.

And to think I could have had a piece of grass on which to kick a ball around instead.

[image: A bird’s-eye view of an empty yard plot]

Moving in

I moved into this house on a scruffy London terrace on the eve of the new millennium—the date chosen not for the possibility of harnessing any beneficial cosmic energy abroad on that auspicious point in the calendar but simply because I knew it would be the only day of the year the Aussie movers could block the exceptionally narrow lane with a van and get away with it. As revelers’ fireworks lit up the night sky and the whole world partied, I released three elderly and somewhat bewildered cats into their new and laughably empty home, upended a bottle of not very cold champagne into the only glass I could find, and toasted the echoey old house and its long, thin, and abandoned garden.

The house had previously been home to a celebrated collection of Italian art, a Victorian slum so grim it had a closing order slapped on it, and a hospice run by Catholic nuns (one of whom appears not to have quite departed). It had also had one of its front windows blown out during the Second World War. It holds mysteries, too. Why is there a false wall in the scullery and what does it hide? The attached garden has the elongated, rectangular proportions typical of many terraces all over England but has the advantage of being west facing and a good bit longer than usual. Curiously, it looks much (much) larger in photographs, particularly those taken from the chimney stacks, than it really is. At only 40 feet (12 meters) long, we are hardly talking about much more space than the average allotment.

The land on which the house sits had, until the early 1800s, been pasture for the local dairy farms. The remains of dairies are scattered all over this part of London. There has been a cheesemonger, in various guises, farther along the terrace since Victorian times. Mostly laid to lawn that had gone to seed, the garden had but a single fig tree, its gray branches stretched out like spindly, adolescent arms across the brown grass, and an old and graceful golden robinia. The space was basically a clean slate.

At the stroke of midnight, I sat down on the back steps and vowed to dig up my lawn and grow at least some of my own vegetables and fruit.

In a city garden as small as this, I could only dream of any idea of self sufficiency (this is hardly the lost gardens of Heligan), but over the next few years I would go on to grow dark, smoky-leaved cabbages, violet carrots, Turkish Orange eggplants, eight varieties of potato, speckled pole beans, and gnarled and exquisitely flavored heirloom tomatoes. I would experience the pleasure of growing food from seed, to complement the food I trudged home with from the shops; vegetables and fruit that have become the new backbone of my daily cooking and eating and have signaled an important, life-enhancing new order in my kitchen.

The site

A friend, perhaps after one glass of rosé too many, once referred to the space as having a cloisterlike quality to it. True, its high hedges and tall gates make for a feeling of solitude. You do indeed feel hidden. And yes, there is shade and a corridor around the perimeter, and the vegetable patch is laid out in a series of six small beds similar to those of early monastery gardens. At night you can hear your footsteps on the deep gravel paths and the stone terrace. In winter you can see fox prints in the snow. At dusk in midsummer the garden is heavy with the scent of white jasmine and crimson sweet peas. There are bees, butterflies, squirrels, foxes, and, two gardens away, a resident woodpecker. But in reality, it is nothing more than just the back garden to a London terraced house. And a shabby one at that.

The garden’s feeling of enclosure and protection—of a secret space—exists partly because of the trellis mounted on top of the old brick walls and the thick growth of ivy that has formed a solid, tangled mass around it. In places, I need to climb a ladder to trim the top and use a machete to beat it into submission. At the far end is a row of tall hornbeams, chosen for the piercing green of their young leaves in spring and the fact that their bright leaves offer reflected light to the neighboring houses, rather than blocking it as would leylandii.

Small though it is, the garden is split into three distinct enclosures: an old York stone terrace that is home to the rickety, recycled dining table; the diminutive vegetable patch of which I now write; and a tiny, gated section of tranquil, fragrant green-and-white shrubs. My sanctuary. I should also include the wide garden steps that are currently home to pots of everything, from Tradescant roses and lemon thyme to purple sage, runner beans, and wild strawberries. Getting much afternoon sunshine, this space is useful for ripening tomatoes and even, in a good year, eggplants. It is an absurd amount to cram into a tiny city garden, but I like the fact that every inch is put to good use.

There is also a large, deep lightwell, to which I have never really given a name. “Terrace” would imply endless sunshine, “patio” makes me cringe, and “basement” just sounds plain depressing. Whatever you call it, the space is sheltered, warm, and enjoys the afternoon sun. Lined with tiny, French wire-cut bricks rescued from the restoration of St. Pancras station, it is home to a large and much used cold frame (the best money I have ever spent), terra-cotta pots of tomatoes and zucchini and, in deepest summer, an eight-foot tepee of green beans. It is where I plant all my seeds, pot up seedlings, and overwinter the pelargoniums and the more fragile of the potted herbs. A Petite Negra fig tree has made its home here too, its branches dripping with almost-black fruit in late summer. A billowing rose—Souvenir de Madame Léonie Viennot—clambers up the sunny side, hiding a dodgy wall that desperately needs attending to. It is dark and a little damp in the way that basements often are, and is very much a silk purse made from a sow’s ear, but an invaluable little space nevertheless. It often makes me feel I could have made more of “basements gone by.”

Every wall is used: an espaliered Doyenne du Comice pear on the south-facing wall, a fig in the basement, a Fragola grapevine framing the kitchen doors. I would put something up the kitchen walls if it didn’t mean removing the headily fragrant Chinese jasmine that frames the scullery window.

I realize I have created what is effectively an allotment to which I don’t have to travel. But then, the waiting list for an allotment in my part of the world runs into years. When I look at the garden now, with its ivy-clad walls, its rows of radishes, its quinces and espaliered pears, not to mention the bed of Arran Victory potatoes and “dinner-plate” dahlias, it is hard to picture it nine years previously, when it was just a patch of ill-mown grass.

By default, the space has become a haven to butterflies, bees, and ladybugs, and amid its low box hedges, rambling nasturtiums, and small fruit bushes lives a family of cute but not totally welcome urban foxes.
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Self-sufficiency—dream on

There is no possible way I could be self-sufficient in vegetables and fruit with a garden of this size. Most friends with allotments treat what they pick as a bonus rather than expecting it to meet all their vegetable needs. That is not the point. I grow simply for the pleasure of growing; for the joy of watching seeds turn into plants and seeing them—sometimes—come to fruition. Failures? Listen, there’s been more than a few. But the surprising successes, such as the eighty bunches of Fragola grapes that hung like fairy lights from the two tiny vines in the (appallingly wet) summer of 2008, the endless tomatoes, or the glowing yellow zucchini flowers that greet me each autumn morning, are worth the occasional row of lettuce seedlings disappearing overnight or the Florence strawberries that were eaten by everything in the garden except me.

I have sown somewhat more than I have reaped. But as somewhere to watch things grow, a place to tend and nurture, to sit and eat, to drink and think, to taste and smell, and most importantly to understand the unity of growing, cooking, and eating, it is a monumental success. At least it is to me.

The soil

I garden on clay and I cannot tell you how much hard work has gone into getting the soil right. A few weeks after I moved in, Montague Don, friend and at that time stablemate at The Observer, stuck his spade into the parched soil and declared it “typical London clay. It’s going to need a lot, and I mean a lot, of organic matter.”

And organic matter it has had. Bucketfuls of compost made from my own vegetable peelings, bag after bag of well-rotted horse manure, bracken and sheep’s wool from a traditional hill farm in the Lake District, and much from my local council’s green waste system (it collects our garden trimmings, even our old Christmas trees, turns them into compost, then offers the sweet, tobacco-textured results back to the community). The garden’s soil is now as rich and sweet as Sachertorte.

The ground has seen no chemicals and no peat since the day I picked up my spade. Every cell in my body believes in organic gardening, even if it does mean the odd heartache when a row of fava beans is munched by slugs overnight because (whisper it) the organic slug pellets don’t work as well as the nonorganic ones.

Once the lawn was dug up and recycled, the ground dug first mechanically, then by hand, the real work of getting the soil “right” started. Many are the days I could barely straighten my back from carrying bags of manure from the pavement through to the garden. Like many typical terraced homes, we have no back entrance, so there is no alternative but to carry eighty bags of steaming horseshit through the house. I have learned to pick a dry day.

My soil is now what I hope Monty might call “in good heart.” If I have one piece of advice for anyone “growing their own,” it is to get this right before you plant a single seed. Even if it means missing a season while you plant green manure such as red clover or trefoil. The soil is like a bank account. We should put in more than we take out.

[image: A lush, landscaped garden]

The seeds

I get my seeds from friends, seed catalogues, and specialty nurseries. I have always preferred the artisan and the cottage industry to big business, and tend to take that approach with seeds too. It’s not that there is anything wrong with the big seed companies, far from it; it is just the way I like to do things. The choice of organically grown seeds is getting wider by the year. It is a mistake to turn our noses up at the more pricey seeds, which can often turn out to be better value. I have found that you generally get what you pay for, and bargain-basement seeds often mean a poor germination rate.

Wherever your seeds come from, they need some form of organization. An old shoebox, constantly in a state of suppressed chaos, sufficed for several years. When it finally fell to pieces, I found opened packets five years past their pull date. Then someone gave me an old church collection box, much polished, with spookily creaking hinges and two compartments just the right size for seed packets. What used to hold the harvest festival coins now holds a harvest festival of its own. The important thing is that your seeds have somewhere dark, dry, and cool to wait. Heat, moisture, and light will render them impotent in no time.

The seed catalogues have become an annual source of inspiration, information, and temptation. Winter afternoons are often spent thumbing through seed pamphlets and trawling Internet sites before putting in my order for violet-colored beans and firecracker-red chiles. It is almost impossible not to get carried away. You could do worse than follow my habit of writing out your wants list in the late afternoon, then taking a red pencil to it the next day. A night’s sleep can often induce a reality check.

I struggle for outdoor space to grow, but more crucially for space indoors to germinate. This old house has just two tiny windowsills. Both are filled to bursting with little coir pots, toilet paper roll middles, and seed trays, all filled with seed compost by the first week in March. Sprouting seed by the window is fine for the initial germination but can produce spindly plants unless the room is cool. As luck will have it, this house is almost permanently cool, even in deepest summer. Friends have been known to wear a fleece to dinner.

It was with great relief that I discovered the joy of the garden-ready plug plant—a bag of plump little seedlings delivered to your door all ready to pot up. What seems expensive at first glance turns out to be a saving, in that I treasure each little plant even more. I use this system for things I find tricky to germinate, which includes the brassica family and tomatoes. Everything else I grow from seed.

[image: A pile of green fava beans on a pile of leaves]

Into the garden

    The decision to surround each of the six beds with box hedging is an attractive one, but to be honest, I wouldn’t do it again. Raised beds would be my recommendation to anyone setting up a vegetable garden from scratch. Hedges, however neatly they frame your peas, beans, and swaying sunflowers, are also snail hotels, providing a home for hundreds of gastropods who come out at night, drink from your beer traps, then go on a drunken rampage. So, unlike the average allotment holder, I cannot plant directly into the soil. I have to germinate my seeds in pots, then transfer them when they are big enough to put up with losing the odd leaf or two to munching snails. Too many have partied on my carefully nurtured seedlings. I sometimes think the hedges would have gone long ago if it wasn’t for the achingly beautiful sight of them covered in snow. (See a lovely image of this.)

Compost

At the very back of the garden, hidden in the last of the small enclosures and shaded by the branches of a damson tree, is the compost heap. A mixture of prunings, annual weeds, vegetable peelings, and the odd bit of cardboard, this source of horticultural treasure has at last done well. After a tricky start, I now have a deep store of black, moist, homemade compost.

Despite being properly constructed of heavy, untreated wooden slats with air holes and a strong cover of old carpet, the compost heap at first refused to work. Nothing seemed to rot down; the prunings and peelings remained in much the same state for months on end. Visiting the Fern Verrow biodynamic farm in Herefordshire and admiring their several heaps at various stages of production, I could see straightaway that mine was too dry. The pile had too many twigs and not enough moist green stuff. It needed a drink. Watered regularly, topped up with every bit of soft, green leaf or vegetable peeling I could muster, the decomposition process soon started and the heat built up.

Turning the compost is something that serious gardeners tend to get almost emotional about. Not me. I often fail to remember to turn the contents over for weeks on end, forget to cover it in winter, and allow six-foot-high (two-meter-high) potato plants to take root in it. Yet now it has got going, it seems to cope with my neglect just fine. Ideally, I should go in there with the pitchfork once every two weeks and lift the bottom to the top. At the very least I should push the garden hose down into its depths in dry weather. But invariably I just leave it to sort itself out. Which it now does. Just remember to keep your heap moist and give it more green stuff than brown.

Slugs, snails, and other buggerances

I am troubled by slimy creatures more than most because of the box hedging around the veg beds and the ivy covering the walls. I use a twice-annual application of nematodes to fight off the slugs. The snails meet a quicker end.

Having been through the lexicon of slug and snail protection methods, I have settled on the following: Young plants get a deep copper ring placed around them that gives any approaching snails a mild electric shock. Tender plants are also protected by wicker cloches, which, though not entirely slug-proof, do help a bit. I sometimes resort to environmentally friendly slug pellets. The most successful deterrent of all is “the gardener’s shadow.” One trip into the garden after a rainfall and I can collect a hundred of them in just a few minutes. Another good way is to upturn stones, bricks, and old pots in winter. You will find them clustered together, spending the winter in little communes.

The urban fox is a problem, and none more than the ones who live under next door’s robinia tree. They look cute enough sunbathing on their lawn in the afternoon, sometimes six at a time, and they spend time in my garden, curled up in a flower bed three feet from where I am digging, but they also cause untold damage. They dig up plants, excavate vast holes under the compost, and loosen the boards. I have found nothing that will deter them (infuriatingly, the cubs sleep next to the expensive electronic fox-scarers). Worst of all is when they go shopping, bringing other people’s carelessly stored rubbish bags into my garden. Yes, there are times when I could happily shoot them myself, but they remain part of this garden, and I feel it is as much their space as mine. Probably more so.

I resort to organic sprays for serious attacks of white, green, and black fly, but also plant chives, garlic, and masses of marigolds to deter them. And even if the pyrethrum they contain doesn’t do the trick, nothing looks prettier than a marigold in a vegetable patch.

Tools, and why they matter

My gardening tools mean as much to me as my kitchen equipment. Yes, every trowel, plant label, and piece of string is beautiful and with good reason. Just as carpenters take care of chisels, just as architects care about what pen they use for their drawings (believe me, they do), then I care about my kitchen and gardening equipment. It matters to me that something feels good in the hand, that it has a certain patina, and that it does the job well. Most of my stuff is secondhand and much loved. Yes, my copper spade and Japanese pruning shears cost a bit of money, but, like a decent kitchen knife, they make each job all the more pleasurable.

[image: A pile of garden tools]

The payoff

There are two ways to put up a set of shelves. There are those who buy them flat-packed and put them up as quickly as they can. Job done. Something to hold the books and DVDs while they watch television. Then there is the sort of person who makes them from scratch, choosing the wood, feeling the grain, taking time over every detail, and enjoying the process. The shelves become more than just something to hold books.

It’s the same with cooks. There is the “do-it-and-dust-it” cook, who does it purely to get something on the table with which to fill the belly, and then there is the one who takes delight in unfolding a cabbage leaf by leaf, rubbing his or her hands over the rough skin of a russet apple, or sniffing a freshly cut lemon. The person who finds satisfaction in choosing the right knife and picking the right pot, who enjoys the scent of ingredients and the feel of food in his or her hands. Chopping, slicing, stirring, tasting, seasoning all become acts of contentment rather than chores to be hurried through. Although there is something in this book for both sorts of cook, it is this second person who I suspect and hope will get the most out of it.

Watching someone you love eat a tomato you have grown yourself makes it more than just a tomato. It becomes a source of glorious, yet strangely humbling, pleasure.

[image: A basket of fresh vegetables]

In the kitchen

I am a gentle cook, and one who believes that there is delight in food far beyond what is on the plate. Choosing a seed from a catalogue (who could resist a squash named Amish Pie or an apple called Cornish Gillyflower?), planting it, nurturing it to harvest, then picking it and taking it into the kitchen adds more to the satisfaction of a supper than any amount of flashy presentation. Even a vegetable or fruit chosen with care at the market, brought home in its paper bag, and treated with respect can bring a certain fulfillment.

There is little point in taking the trouble to grow our own vegetables unless we can find an adequate technique to get to the heart of the ingredient. With a sweet potato, that technique would involve using dry heat such as baking or roasting to unleash its melting sweetness. An onion is cooked slowly in olive oil, duck fat, or butter to tease out its hidden sugars. A head of fennel is sliced as thin as parchment to temper its unrelenting aniseed notes. A pumpkin is left to mellow, a Brussels sprout to freeze. That is why it is often fascinating and sometimes difficult to cook something you don’t know very well, working out the best way to get it to show you its reason for being.

Sometimes, capturing the energy that emanates from that vegetable or fruit is straightforward. A bright, vivid green spinach leaf might need nothing other than a little steam and lemon juice to do it justice; a fat, starchy parsnip might ask for little more than a good roasting to prove to us its worth. Other vegetables are more complex and difficult to get to know (I am still trying to discover what makes kohlrabi tick).

I would like to think I know more now than I did before I picked up my trowel and dug that first furrow for red and white radishes. How to get the best out of a vegetable, yes, but also the different ways to treat it in the kitchen, which seasonings will make it sing, what other ingredients it is most comfortable or most exciting with. What are the classic recipes not to be missed by a newcomer and what new ways are there that might be of interest to an old hand?

Right now, I have come in from the vegetable patch—a romantic mingling of vegetables, fruit, herbs, and flowers—and feel elated. There is an unusual abundance, even for midsummer, and a sense of energy in the garden. I have just picked the first tomatoes of the year. Tiny, green-shouldered Sungold, no bigger than a malted milk ball. They are sweet-sharp and burst refreshingly in my mouth. Almost best of all is the deep, herbal scent of tomato leaves on my fingers. Another one for my list.

[image: Lush potted plants on steps]

A note on the US edition

In editing this book for an American audience, we sought to do two things: one, to make it as much a treasure trove of information, inspiration, and solid cooking advice for Americans as it is for its original British audience; and two, to retain the book’s engaging style and tone. To that end, the recipes and cooking instructions have been Americanized, so that ingredients, terminology, and measurements are familiar to US readers. Any errors or omissions are that of the American publisher, Ten Speed Press.

The allotments referred to throughout this book are small parcels of land leased to private citizens in England (and Europe) by local government entities for the purpose of growing food crops. Allotments differ from community gardens in that they are not worked by a group of people, but by the individual to whom the land is leased.

The organic-box program in the UK is equivalent to the US system known as Community Supported Agriculture, or CSA, in which farmers deliver their locally grown produce directly to consumers in a weekly box throughout the farming season. In this program, farmers offer a certain number of “shares” to the public; consumers purchase a share and in return receive a weekly produce delivery.

The vegetable diaries and growing seasons reflect the experiences in the particular climate of a London garden. In the vegetable varieties sections, US-friendly cultivars are denoted with asterisks.
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 Asparagus

 [image: Asparagus bloom]

There is a moment in late April, somewhere between the end of the plum blossom and the height of the apple, just as the Holly Blue butterflies start to appear in the garden, that the early asparagus turns up at the farmers’ market. Tied in bunches of just six or ten, these first green and mauve spears of Asparagus officinalis are sometimes presented in a burlap-lined wicker basket, as if to endorse their fragility and their expense. Their points tightly closed, a faint, gray bloom of youth still apparent on their stems, it would take a will stronger than mine not to buy.

The older I get, the more interested I become in the shoots that the Persians called asparag, and in Pershore, the heart of the old British asparagus trade, they still call “sparrow-grass.” The farms around Kent and Suffolk sell it from open sheds an egg’s throw from the Weld in which it has been grown, and where I have been known to bring it back by the armful when it’s cheap enough. You see the occasional row on an allotment, but the plants take up the most space of any vegetable and require vigilant picking and careful transport home. “Grass,” as it is so often known by greengrocers and farmers alike, remains expensive for a reason.

Life is full of small rituals, and never more so than in my kitchen. The first asparagus of the year is boiled within minutes of my walking through the door with it, butter is carefully melted so that it is soft and formless but not yet liquid, then I eat it with the sort of reverence I usually reserve for mulberries or a piece of exquisite sashimi. It is almost impossible not to respect those first spears of the year.

The short, six-week season starts in late April, and once it is up and running, the price drops and the bundles get fatter. I could have it everyday—in a salad with cold salmon, stirred into a frugal rice pilaf, chopped and stirred into the custard filling of a tart, or grilled and served with lemon juice and grated pecorino. I might get tired of its side effects—it contains methyl mercaptan, which makes most people’s pee stink—but its flavors the strongest sign yet that summer has started.

By mid-June all but a few stragglers have gone, and the farmers rest their ancient plants till next spring.

Asparagus in the garden

There are days when I covet my neighbors’ untended, overgrown garden. It’s a haven for the foxes whose earth stretches far under the “lawn,” on which they lie sprawled in the sun, six at a time. The land would make a much-needed overflow for my own vegetable patch.

In celebration of the luxury of more space, my first planting would be asparagus, one of the few vegetables I have yet to grow for myself. The crowns, as the root-balls are known, take up a considerable amount of room, far more than I can afford to offer them in my own tiny garden. You can raise plants from seed, if you are capable of waiting three years for them to gather strength before your first pick. Most people buy two- or even three-year-old crowns instead. They are usually delivered in late spring, wrapped in newspaper, a mass of dangling, spiderlike roots sporting a short stalk or two. You dig them in—they thrive on sandy soil and sunshine—planting them in deep, manure-lined trenches under a generous 4 inches (10cm) of soil, and then you must pamper them with seaweed and more manure and ply them generously with drink.

As a thank you, they will send up occasional spears from late April to midsummer. Picking stimulates growth, but it is unwise to pick for too long. The farmers around my childhood home in Worcestershire would never harvest for more than six weeks for fear of exhausting the plants. Leaving a few late arrivals to develop into feathery fronds—the sort a bridegroom attaches to a buttonhole carnation—will help to restore the crown. Resting Welds in growing areas can be spotted in late summer by tall fronds dotted with carmine berries, waving in the breeze.

Asparagus needs to be cut, never pulled, and you should slice as near to the crown as possible. The temptation to pick every last spear should be avoided. I have seen growers lowering their bundles into buckets of water after cutting to keep the ends moist. Dried up, they will find few takers.

Asparagus in the kitchen

There are two types of asparagus of interest, three if you count the fat “jumbo” spears, whose flavor is rarely as impressive as their size: the thin “sprue,” finer than a pencil, and the thicker spears for picking up with our fingers. Sprue is my favorite size for working into a salad with samphire, melted butter, and grated lemon. Being supple, it tangles elegantly round your fork.

The thicker spears are most tender at their flowering point, less so at the thick end where the stalk has been cut from the plant. You can often eat the entire spear, and a tough end is no real hardship—it acts as something to hold while we suck butter off the tastiest bits. Some people prefer to trim their “grass,” whittling the white end to a point with a paring knife or peeler.

Get the spears to the pot as quickly as you can. They lose their moisture and sweetness by the hour. If you have to store them (I often buy three bunches at once at the Sunday farmers’ market), stand them in a bowl of water like a bunch of flowers.

We can safely ignore the more far-fetched ways to boil asparagus, which range, in case you have a fancy to try, from standing them upright in a pan with their feet supported by new potatoes to cradling them over the water in a kitchen towel like a baby in swaddling clothes. Well intentioned, but unnecessary. Just lower the bundle of stalks tenderly into a shallow pan of merrily boiling water. If they are too long, let the points rest on the edge of the pan, where they will steam while the thicker ends tenderize in the water. They are good grilled over charcoal too, where the smokiness they take on makes up for the very slight lessening in juiciness. And they can be baked in aluminum foil or parchment paper with butter, a few sprigs of tarragon or chervil, and some moisture in the form of white wine or water so that they effectively steam in the sealed parcel.

Once we have tired of boiled asparagus and melted butter, the spears make a deeply herbaceous soup or a mild, rather soporific tart and marry well with pancetta or soft-boiled eggs. A few in a salad will make it feel extravagant, even if the only other ingredients are new potatoes, oil, lemon juice, and parsley. My all-time favorite asparagus lunch is one where a small, parchment-colored soft cheese is allowed to melt lazily over freshly boiled spears. The warm cheese oozing from its bloomy crust makes an impromptu sauce.

Seasoning your asparagus

Butter Melted, for dressing lightly cooked spears.

Lemon juice An underused seasoning for buttered asparagus. Particularly good where Parmesan is involved.

Tomato A fresh tomato sauce, made by roasting small tomatoes, crushing them with a fork, then stirring in olive oil, crushed garlic, and a splash of red wine vinegar.

Parmesan Finely grated over buttered spears or used to form a crust on a gratin of asparagus and cream.

Bacon Toss a pan of bacon or pancetta snippets and its hot fat over freshly cooked spears.

Cheese Soft, grassy cheeses, especially the richer cow’s milk varieties.

Eggs As a filling for a tart, or simply soft boiled, as a natural cup of golden sauce in which to dip lightly cooked spears.

And…


* Weed your asparagus bed by hand. A hoe may damage emerging shoots.

* Despite not providing a harvest for the first three years, a crown can remain prolific for twenty years or more. I have heard of them even older.

* I was taught how to pick asparagus by a grower in Evesham. He showed me how to push the soil gently away from the lower part of the stalk with your fingers to reveal the end, which you then cut as close as possible to the crown, taking care not to cut into it.

* This vegetable loses its sweetness by the hour. Anything that has traveled from overseas is likely to disappoint.

* Avoid cooking asparagus in aluminium pans. It can taint the spears.

* Roll lightly cooked spears in thinly sliced ham, lay them in a shallow dish, cover with a cheese sauce, and a heavy dusting of Parmesan and bake until bubbling.



[image: A lush bush in a garden]



[image: ]

A pilaf of asparagus, fava beans, and mint



A pilaf of asparagus, fava beans, and mint

Asparagus is something you feel the need to gorge on, rather than finding the odd bit lurking almost apologetically in a salad or main course. The exceptions are a risotto—for which you will find a recipe in Appetite—and a simple rice pilaf. The gentle flavor of asparagus doesn’t take well to spices, but a little cinnamon or cardamom used in a buttery pilaf offers a mild, though warmly seasoned base for when we have only a small number of spears at our disposal.

enough for 2





fava beans, shelled – a couple of handfuls

thin asparagus spears – 12

white basmati rice – ⅔ cup (120g)

butter – 4 tablespoons (50g)

bay leaves – 3

green cardamom pods – 6, very lightly crushed

black peppercorns – 6

a cinnamon stick

cloves – 2 or 3, but no more

cumin seeds – a small pinch

thyme – a couple of sprigs

green onions – 4 thin ones

parsley – 3 or 4 sprigs




    

to accompany the pilaf


chopped mint – 2 tablespoons

olive oil – 2 tablespoons

yogurt – ¾ cup (200g)




Cook the fava beans in deep, lightly salted boiling water for four minutes, until almost tender, then drain. Trim the asparagus and cut it into short lengths. Boil or steam for three minutes, then drain. Wash the rice three times in cold water, moving the grains around with your fingers. Cover with warm water, add a teaspoon of salt, and set aside for a good hour.

Melt the butter in a saucepan, then add the bay leaves, cardamom pods, peppercorns, cinnamon stick, cloves, cumin seeds, and sprigs of thyme. Stir them in the butter for a minute or two, until the fragrance wafts up. Drain the rice and add it to the warmed spices. Cover with about ¼ inch (1cm) of water and bring to a boil. Season with salt, cover, and decrease the heat to simmer. Finely slice the green onions. Chop the parsley.

After five minutes, remove the lid and gently fold in the asparagus, fava beans, green onions, and parsley. Replace the lid and continue cooking for five or six minutes, until the rice is tender but has some bite to it. All the water should have been absorbed. Leave, with the lid on but the heat off, for two or three minutes. Remove the lid, add a tablespoon of butter if you wish, check the seasoning, and fluff gently with a fork. Serve with the yogurt sauce below.

To accompany the pilaf

Stir 2 tablespoons of chopped mint, a little salt, and 2 tablespoons of olive oil into ¾ cup (200g) thick, but not strained, yogurt. You could add a small clove of crushed garlic too. Spoon over the pilaf at the table.



Warm asparagus, melted cheese

I have used Taleggio, Camembert, and English Tunworth from Hampshire as an impromptu “sauce” for warm asparagus with great success. A very soft blue would work as well.

enough for 2





thick, juicy asparagus spears – 24

a little olive oil or melted butter

soft, ripe cheeses such as St. Marcellin or any of the above – 2




Bring a deep pan of lightly salted water to a boil. Trim any woody ends from the asparagus and lower the spears gently into the water as soon as it is boiling. Cook for four or five minutes, until tender enough to bend. Lift the spears out with a slotted spoon and lower them into a shallow baking dish. Brush them lightly with olive oil or melted butter.

Preheat the broiler. Slice the cheese thickly—smaller whole cheeses can simply be sliced in half horizontally—and lay them over the top of the spears. Place under a hot broiler for four or five minutes till the cheese melts. Eat immediately, while the cheese is still runny.



A tart of asparagus and tarragon

I retain a soft spot for canned asparagus. Not as something to eat with my fingers (it is considerably softer than fresh asparagus, and rather too giving), but as something with which to flavor a quiche. The canned stuff seems to permeate the custard more effectively than the fresh. This may belong to the law that makes canned apricots better in a frangipane tart than fresh ones, or simply be misplaced nostalgia. I once made a living from making asparagus quiche, it’s something very dear to my heart. Still, fresh is good too.

enough for 6





for the pastry

butter – 7 tablespoons (90g)

all-purpose flour – 1¼ cups (150g)

an egg yolk







for the filling

medium-thick asparagus spears – 12

heavy cream – 1¼ cups (284ml)

eggs – 2

tarragon – the leaves of 4 or 5 bushy sprigs

grated pecorino or Parmesan – 3 tablespoons




Cut the butter into small chunks and rub it into the flour with your fingertips until it resembles coarse breadcrumbs. Mix in the egg yolk and enough water to make a firm dough. You will find you need about a tablespoon of water or even less.

Roll the dough out to fit a 9-inch (22cm) tart pan (life will be easier when you come to cut the tart if you have a pan with a removable bottom), pressing the pastry right into the corners. Prick the pastry base with a fork, then refrigerate it for a good twenty minutes. Don’t be tempted to miss out this step; the chilling will stop the pastry shrinking in the oven. Meanwhile, preheat the oven to 400°F (200°C). Bake blind for twelve to fifteen minutes, until the pastry is pale golden and dry to the touch.

Decrease the oven temperature to 350°F (180°C). Bring a large pan of water to a boil, drop in the asparagus, and let it simmer for seven or eight minutes or so, until it is quite tender. It will receive more cooking later but you want it to be thoroughly soft after its time in the oven, as its texture will barely change later under the custard.

Put the cream in a pitcher or bowl and beat in the eggs gently with a fork. Coarsely chop the tarragon and add that to the cream with a seasoning of salt and black pepper. Slice the asparagus into short lengths, removing any tough ends. Scatter it over the partly baked pastry shell, then pour in the cream and egg mixture and scatter the cheese over the surface. Bake for about forty minutes, until the filling is golden and set. Serve warm.



Roast asparagus

There is no joy in undercooked asparagus. Neither, curiously, is there much flavor. It must be soft and juicy, otherwise it loses much of its magic. Baking the spears in an aluminum foil parcel in the oven will suit those who don’t like messing around with boiling water and steam, and keeps the asparagus surprisingly succulent.

enough for 2





thin asparagus spears – 1 pound (450g)

light, mild olive oil – 2 tablespoons

the juice of a lemon




Preheat the oven to 350°F (180°C). Place the spears on a large sheet of aluminum foil. Drizzle over the oil and lemon juice and then scatter over a seasoning of salt. Bring the edges of the foil up and seal them tightly (you want the asparagus to cook in its own steam). Bake for fifteen to twenty minutes, until the spears are tender.
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Asparagus with pancetta



Asparagus with pancetta

Cured pork products get on well with our beloved spears, bacon and pancetta especially. Although it is not especially easy to eat, requiring fingers and forks, a rubble of cooked, chopped pancetta, and especially its melted fat, makes a gorgeous seasoning for a fat bunch of spears.

Boil a bundle of asparagus until it is just tender. Drain it carefully, then lay the spears in a shallow baking dish. Preheat the oven to 400°F (200°C).

Melt a generous slice of butter in a shallow pan and fry a handful of diced pancetta, or mildly smoked bacon if that is what you have, until its fat is golden. Spoon it, and the butter, over the asparagus, then sprinkle with a little grated Parmesan. Bake for ten minutes, until the cheese has melted.
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Beets
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I have a weakness for a beet in all its guises: sliced in a sweet-sharp salad, slowly baked with cream, grated in a mustardy rémoulade, pickled in a lip-smarting vinegar, and as an ingredient in contemporary meat patties. Newly harvested and pushed through the mill of a juicer, a fresh beet can sometimes taste as if you are biting into clean, sweet earth.

The earthiness is not to everyone’s taste. Neither is the sugar quotient that can make beets difficult to marry with other ingredients. The intensely savory qualities of beef and its roasted fat contrast well, as do the knife-edge notes of marinated herring or mackerel. Anything exceptionally acidic or high in umami—an aged Parmesan, perhaps, or some thin slices of dark rye bread—is worth a try. Soy sauce can be a strangely good partner too, but the two are difficult to bring together in a recipe without upsetting purists.

Beet’s concentrated jewel-like color is both its joy and its downfall. It is Murphy’s law that it should marry so happily with the virginal white of goat cheeses, mascarpone, and thick puddles of crème fraîche, none of whose looks are improved by a pink stain curdling the outer edge. Unable to take baby-pink food to heart, I make a habit of mixing the scarlet roots with dairy ingredients or mayonnaise only at the last minute, often passing a bowl of sour cream and chopped dill around for diners to anoint their own salad at the table. The exception being beet “dauphinoise,” an extraordinarily successful, if luridly colored, accompaniment to a beef rib roast or a bowl of brown basmati.

The organic vegetable box has introduced many of us to the opportunity that is a bunch of beets. It was initially the inclusion of beets in my weekly delivery that caused the most angst in my house. To waste an old rutabaga for want of inspiration was one thing; to fail to cook a bunch of garnet bulbs and their blood-veined plumes of green leaves quite another.

At first, I returned the tops to the fridge with a promise to use them tomorrow (then forgetting). It took a while to learn that I needed to pounce upon them the moment the box arrives. Once they have even slightly wilted, they are as good as compost.

In deepest summer I have taken to buying a bunch of golden beets—much used in Victorian kitchens but all too rare now—whenever I see them, if only for the interest they arouse. Steamed, sliced, and tossed with walnut oil, white wine vinegar, and a pinch of grated orange zest, they glow on the plate. They bleed less dramatically than their bloody soul mates, yet possess the same earthy qualities. Elegant and cheering on a gray summer’s day with rounds of chalky sheep’s cheese and slices of tobacco-brown bread.

The red-black globes we know so well are the domesticated form of wild sea beet, which grew around the coastlines of the Mediterranean. Cultivated by the Greeks and the Romans, their leaves were used as potherbs, while the swollen roots were used medicinally rather than in the kitchen. Stephen Nottingham, whose worship of all things beet has provided a fascinating and exhaustive Internet study, points out that the Romans used the roots to produce a curative broth. To this day, beet juice is drunk to “stimulate and cleanse the kidneys.” But we can thank the Victorians for giving it the prominence it has in our kitchens today.

A beet in the garden

I grow beets two ways: first, a single row planted in the same sunny bed as the summer squash, and secondly as salad leaves in seed trays, to be picked long before they get the chance to form a bulbous root. The large beet leaves I cook instead of spinach tend to come as a gift with those bunches of deep-red roots I buy at the market, the large leaves from my garden-grown roots being too tatty to serve as a vegetable.

Bolthardy is the variety I have grown most successfully. It is reliable and has no inclination to bolt (though its leaves could be more prolific). The golden beets in my patch have so far stayed on the small side, but were nevertheless worth the space.

Most people sow in April and I usually follow suit, but it is a mistake to plant too early. If spring is cold, then wait awhile, otherwise things tend to sulk. Those wanting to keep themselves in beets through to the autumn might like to sow in June, too. Sow the seeds in clusters, then thin to 2¾ inches (7cm) apart, chucking the thinnings into the salad bowl. Seeds take approximately twelve weeks to mature, though some of mine have taken considerably longer. April sowings should be just about large enough in August. June plantings will keep you going through to early winter. Keeping the snails away from their tuft of leaves is a problem. I resort to eco-friendly slug pellets.

Varieties

Bolthardy* Self-explanatory really. It’s hardy and bolt resistant.

Bull’s Blood* An eighteenth-century variety with exceptionally dark red leaves.

Chioggia Barbietola* A sweet variety with red and white rings inside. Cooks to a slightly disappointing pink.

Cheltenham Green Top Elongated, tapering root, dull green leaves.

Burpee’s Golden* A round root of saffron gold and green leaves with yellow veins. Turns a deep orange-yellow when cooked.

Egyptian Turnip-Rooted A slightly flattened, deep-red root, much of which grows out of the ground. Good for those with shallow soils.

Blankoma* A large, white variety I can get less than excited about.


*Available from US seed sources.



A beet in the kitchen

If you boil a bunch of small summer beets they will be ready in twenty minutes. Their skins should come off with a brush of the thumb—a soothing job if you don’t mind carmine fingers. The wiry tuft of stem can be pushed out easily enough too. Cut the warm beets into quarters and toss with a fruit vinegar such as raspberry, a splash from the walnut or hazelnut oil bottle, and perhaps some fresh dill. A sweet salad such as this is particularly good with oily fish fillets grilled until their skin crisps.

Older specimens whose circumference is approaching that of an orange can take up to forty-five minutes to reach tenderness but are still rarely less than delicious. There is likely to be a more obvious earthiness in older roots, but the inherent sweetness will still be there. Dressing them with something sharp while they are still warm will balance the sugar level. Try a shake-up of cider vinegar, walnut oil, and a pinch of warm, musky caraway seeds that you have briefly toasted in a shallow pan.

If the oven is on anyway, I sometimes bake my beets, each one wrapped in loosely crumpled foil so they partially steam as they bake. It’s a good use for those bits of used-but-clean aluminum foil you keep for recyling yet rarely do anything with. A little water in each will stop them scorching. The flavor and indeed the sweetness seem particularly intense. They take longer to cook this way—much longer, a good hour for a small one—but the cost is negligible if there’s a slow roast in the oven anyway. They are ready when you can pierce them through the heart with a skewer. As you might a vampire.

The all-staining juice that seeps from a cut beet will leave its print on anything it touches, and you will be lucky not to color at least your fingers, if not your shirt. Much of the leakage can be avoided by keeping the beet’s skin intact and the plug of stem in place throughout the cooking process. Cut either one beforehand and the juice will seep into the cooking water, leaving you with Barbie-pink beets and a pan of blood-red water. The only time I peel at the outset is when I’m using one raw.

A raw beet has much going for it. I toss the coarsely grated roots into a carrot salad (dressed with lemon and mint leaves); fold them into yogurt with a hint of crushed garlic to make a beet tzatsiki to accompany falafel; introduce them into a celery root rémoulade; and occasionally toss them through a salad of winter leaves. The trick is not to overmix or prepare too early. A light, last-minute stirring of grated roots through the yogurt or mayonnaise is all that is needed. Any earlier or more thoroughly and you have got a marshmallow-pink lunch.

Oily fish love a beet at their side. I often include them, boiled and thinly sliced, in a herring salad (both ingredients enjoy being partnered with dill) and have served a salad of yellow beets with grilled sardines before now. I also like a pile of it, grated raw, on the same plate as gravlax. It is a sensation with the traditional accompanying mustard sauce.

Perhaps unsurprisingly, this vegetable is good in sweet things. I use it in a cake whose crumb is also freckled with blue-gray poppy seeds, where its inclusion keeps the cake moist. I rarely mention the addition of the vegetable until everyone reaches for a second slice.

And then there are the leaves. Many produce markets, farmers’ markets, and vegetable boxes supply their Betula vulgaris with its plume of leaves intact. It is a reliable sign of freshness, as they wilt after only a day or two. They are good to eat, but are less tender and more robustly flavored than those members of the beet family grown for their leaves alone, such as chard.

My own beet leaves have never been particularly plentiful, possibly because I grow a relatively new variety that was developed for its bulbous root rather than its leaves. Heirloom seeds may give a more plentiful crop.

The early leaves that appear three or four weeks after planting are fine in a salad. To prevent them softening too much, dress them only minutes before eating. The older leaves can be steamed in a finger’s depth of water. Cover with the lid and they will steam themselves to tenderness in a minute or two. Stir-frying with garlic and green onion is an instant vegetable dish, though they do tend to disappear in the pan the way spinach does.

Seasoning your beets

Dill Scatter chopped fronds over a beet salad.

Rye bread Dark bread, cream cheese, sliced beets. A sandwich of great sophistication.

Gherkins The sour note is a balance for the sweetness.

Onion A savory base for any warm beet dish.

Sour cream, fromage frais, crème fraîche Piquant dairy produce, including buttermilk and yogurt, provides an uplifting note that is exciting with the sweet earthiness.

Vinegar Almost any vinegar works well, including the more mellow versions such as balsamic and those made with soft fruit.

Cumin The dusty, almost fetid notes of toasted cumin seeds can be included in any beet dish, but particularly when it is served as a soup.

Apple juice Apples can always be worked into a beet salad, but the juice can be included in a refreshing dressing too.

Horseradish Freshly grated in a salad, stirred into crème fraîche as an accompaniment, scattered over a beet purée.

Walnut oil The most appropriate oil for dressing the warm roots.

Mustard A sound choice for seasoning a salad.

Capers A sharp shock to make the sugary roots sing.

Chocolate File under strange but true. Better still, make the moist beet cake.

And…


* While walnut oil is probably the most appropriate dressing for a beet salad, the most suitable cooking medium is a flavorless oil such as peanut or vegetable.

* The pink-and-white striped Chioggia variety doesn’t bleed as dramatically as the red varieties. The yellow ones don’t seem to bleed at all.

* Oily fish, sardines, mackerel, and herring, are a safe bet for a beet-type accompaniment. Grilled or marinated fish are particularly fine.

* Beet risotto is often cited as worth eating. Use a strongly flavored stock and be generous with the Parmesan.

* Try adding grated raw roots with chopped dill to an omelette.

* Roast, peel, cube, and dress with walnut oil and lemon juice as a side dish to cold roast pork.

* Shred raw and mix with mustard mayonnaise to make a pink-freckled rémoulade, as an accompaniment to thinly carved air-dried ham.

* Steam and mash to eat alongside boiled ham and parsley sauce. A pretty plateful.

* Use as a substitute for carrots in a traditional carrot cake.

* Partner with pickled fish such as rolled herring fillets in a salad with spinach leaves.

* Thinly slice roasted or steamed golden beets, then dress with a vinaigrette of olive oil, balsamic vinegar, a dab of Dijon mustard, and the zest and juice of an orange. A few rings of paper-thin onion, raw and sweet, wouldn’t go amiss. Call it a carpaccio if you must.

* I once made a beet quiche. As it came from the oven, it looked like a huge, round bruise.
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A light touch for meatballs





A light touch for meatballs

Late spring, 2007. Six small beets, round as golf balls and not much bigger, arrive in a thick brown paper bag, its edges sewn together with string. The air of moist Riverford soil and sweet roots wafts up as the bag is torn open, but the day is leaden with damp and cold and I have rarely felt less like eating a beet salad.

Supper is going to be meatballs: fat, crumbly patties of ground lamb with garlic, dill, and parsley. It crosses my mind that a handful of grated beets might sweeten the ground meat and lighten the texture.

What we end up eating on the coldest spring day for years is plump rounds of sweet and spicy meat, crunchy with cracked wheat and crimson with the vivid flesh of finely grated beets. The inclusion of the roots has broken up the solid lump of ground meat and married well with the garlic and clean-tasting herbs. We dip the sizzling patties into a slush of shredded cucumber, yogurt, and mint, given a snap of piquancy (to balance the beets) with a spoonful of capers.

makes 12 to 16, enough for 4 or more





fine or medium cracked wheat – ½ cup (75g)

raw beets – 9 ounces (250g)

a small to medium onion

ground lamb – 14 ounces (400g)

garlic – 2 large cloves, or even 3, crushed

chopped dill – 2 heaping tablespoons

parsley – a small handful, chopped

a little peanut oil







for the dressing

cucumber – about a third of a medium one

mint – the leaves from 4 or 5 sprigs, chopped

capers – a tablespoon

yogurt – ¾ cup (200g)




Put the cracked wheat in a bowl, pour over enough boiling water to cover, then set aside to swell.

Peel the beets and onion and grate them coarsely into a large bowl. Add the ground lamb, garlic, dill, parsley, and a generous grinding of salt and black pepper.

Squeeze any water from the cracked wheat with your hands and add to the meat. Mix everything together thoroughly, then squish the mixture into little patties about the size of a flattened golf ball. Cover with plastic wrap (I do this tightly because the chopped garlic will taint everything in the fridge), then chill for at least an hour.

Preheat the oven to 350°F (180°C). Make the dressing by grating the cucumber coarsely and leaving it in a colander, lightly sprinkled with salt, for half an hour. Squeeze it dry, then mix it with the chopped mint, capers, and yogurt. Season with salt and black pepper.

Heat a nonstick pan, brush the patties with a little peanut oil, and fry until golden on both sides. Try not to move the meatballs very much when they are cooking; you risk them falling apart. Once they are lightly browned on both sides, carefully lift them into a baking dish and finish in a hot oven for fifteen to twenty minutes (incidentally, you can only tell if they are done by tasting one, as the beets give them a rich red color, making it impossible to gauge by sight whether they are cooked).

Drizzle with the cucumber dressing and eat.





Chickpea patties, beet tzatsiki

The chickpea possesses a dry, earthy quality and a knobbly texture that I find endlessly useful and pleasing to eat. No other member of the legume family has quite the same mealy, warm nuttiness.

This is the bean I want bubbling on the stove when there is pouring rain outside, filling the kitchen with its curiously homey steam as it slowly simmers its way to tenderness. Unlike its more svelte cousins, the flageolet and the cannellini, the chickpea is almost impossible to overcook. The length of time it takes to soften rules it out of weekday cooking for me, so I sometimes resort to opening a can. Chickpeas, often labeled ceci or garbanzo, leave their can relatively unharmed, which is more than you can say for a flageolet. They make good patties that you can season with cumin, chile, garlic, sesame, or coriander and fry until lightly crisp on the outside.

Chickpea patties need a little texture if they are to be of interest. I process them only so far, leaving them with a texture that is partly as smooth as hummus with, here and there, a little crunchiness.

The patty mixture needs a good ten minutes to rest before cooking. To calm the garlic notes, I spoon over a sauce of yogurt, grated cucumber, and mint or a similar one of shredded beets, taking care not to overmix it to a lurid pink.

makes 6 small patties, enough for 2





chickpeas – a 14-ounce (400g) can

garlic – 2 cloves

ground cumin – a teaspoon

ground coriander – a heaping teaspoon

hot paprika – a scant half teaspoon

an egg

flat-leaf parsley – a small bunch

mint – a small bunch

olive oil

lemon wedges, to serve







for the tzatsiki

beet – a large raw one

plain yogurt – ¾ cup (200g)

garlic – a single juicy clove, well crushed

mint leaves – a few




Drain and rinse the chickpeas. Put them in a food processor with the garlic, cumin, coriander, paprika, egg, and a generous grinding of salt and black pepper. Chop the parsley and mint leaves coarsely (I use a couple of tablespoons of each), add to the processor, then blitz until smooth, but still with some small pieces of chickpea detectable. It is much more interesting with a slightly lumpy texture than a totally smooth one. Leave to firm up for a few minutes while you make the tzatsiki (your first thought may be that the mixture is too soft to make patties).

Grate the beet finely. Stir in the yogurt, a little salt and black pepper, the garlic, and a few chopped mint leaves.

Warm a very shallow layer of olive oil in a nonstick frying pan. Take heaped tablespoons of the mixture out of the bowl and place them in the hot oil, pressing down lightly to smooth the top. Leave them be until the underside is golden. I avoid any temptation to prod and poke; they must be allowed to form a thin crust. Flip over confidently but tenderly with a spatula to cook the other side. They are done in three or four minutes, when the outside is faintly crisp and golden and the inside is soft and creamy. Serve with the beet tzatsiki and the lemon wedges.
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Goat cheese and beet salad with toasted hemp and poppy seeds





Goat cheese and beet salad with toasted hemp and poppy seeds

A good contrast here between the sweetly warm beets, nutty hemp, and tangy goat cheese. Any crisp, slightly bitter salad leaf will work. The English-grown ivory and crimson chicory, crunchy, juicy, and appealing to the eye, works well but the classic white would be just as welcome.

enough for 4





for the salad

small to medium beets – 8

hemp seeds – 2 teaspoons

chicory – 7 ounces (200g)

goat cheese – 12 to 16 slices

a small basket of mustard and cress

poppy seeds – 2 teaspoons







for the dressing

red wine vinegar – a tablespoon

Dijon mustard – a tablespoon

hemp seed oil – a tablespoon

olive oil – 3 tablespoons

coarsely chopped parsley – 2 tablespoons




Bring a deep pan of water to a boil. Make the dressing by mixing the vinegar and mustard together and then adding the oils. Stir the parsley into the dressing with a grinding of salt and black pepper.

Trim the leaves from the beets (save them for cooking like spinach), taking care not to cut the skin. Wipe the beets clean of any mud or sand. Put them into the boiling water and decrease the heat to an energetic simmer. Test the beets occasionally for tenderness, either by lifting them from the water and rubbing the skin—it will peel off easily if the beet is ready—or by testing with a skewer. They should be ready in about thirty minutes, depending on their size and age.

Drain the beets and, when they are cool enough to handle, remove their skins. Cut each one into six wedges from stalk to root. Toss gently in some of the dressing and set aside.

Toast the hemp seeds in a nonstick pan for a minute or two, until they smell warm and nutty. Separate the chicory leaves and toss gently with some of the dressing. Divide them among four plates. Add the goat cheese, mustard, and cress and tuck in the beets. Scatter the poppy seeds and toasted hemp over the salad.
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Marinated mackerel with dill and beets





Marinated mackerel with dill and beets

Clean flavors here, a delightful main-course salad for a summer’s day. You could use other fish, such as red mullet, if you prefer, but the richness of mackerel’s flesh goes well with the sweet beets and tart marinade. Some watercress would be good with this, and maybe a few slices of dark bread and butter.

enough for 4





medium beets (golden or otherwise) – 4

a little olive oil

mackerel – 4, filleted







for the marinade

cider vinegar – 3½ tablespoons (50ml)

lemon juice – ½ cup (120ml)

bay leaves – 2

a small carrot

an onion

garlic – a small clove

sugar – a teaspoon

coriander seeds – a teaspoon

juniper berries – about 12

white peppercorns – 5

black peppercorns – 5

olive oil – ⅓ cup (80ml)

a little fresh dill – finely chopped




Preheat the oven to 400°F (200°C). Wash the beets and wrap them in foil, then bake for fifty minutes or so, until tender—or, if you prefer, boil them in deep, unsalted water for about thirty minutes, until tender when pierced with the tip of a knife. Remove and discard their skins. Slice into thick rounds and set aside.

For the marinade, pour the vinegar and lemon juice into a stainless-steel saucepan with ⅔ cup (150ml) water. Add the bay leaves. Scrub the carrot and slice it finely. Peel the onion and slice that similarly. Peel and squash the garlic and add it to the pan, together with the carrot and onion, sugar, coriander seeds, and juniper berries. Bring all to a boil, then add a teaspoon of salt and the peppercorns. Pour in the olive oil and let the mixture simmer for a minute or two, until the onion has softened slightly. Turn off the heat.

Warm a little olive oil in a nonstick frying pan. Season the fish fillets and lay them, skin side down, in the oil. Let them color, then turn them over. Lift them from the pan and place in a shallow dish.

Add the dill and beets to the marinade. Pour over the fish and let cool. Lift the fish onto plates and spoon over the vegetables and juices.





A chilled soup of goat cheese and beets

In the 1980s, puréed beets, snipped chives, and swirls of sour cream made a startling chilled soup that became an almost permanent fixture at the café in which I cooked for much of the decade. The most outrageous Schiaparelli pink, it was a picture in its deep white-porcelain tureen. I wish now I had had the nerve to include the finely chopped gherkins whose sweet-sour pickle notes could have lifted the soup from its candy-cane sweetness. One glance at a Russian or Swedish cookbook would have been enough.

enough for 4





raw beets – 1 pound (500g)

peanut or vegetable oil – 2 tablespoons

green onions – 4 to 6

vegetable or light chicken stock – 3 cups (750ml)







for the goat cheese cream

softish goat cheese – 3½ ounces (100g)

thick yogurt – 3 tablespoons

mixed chopped chives and mint – 2 tablespoons




Preheat the oven to 400°F (200°C). Cut the leaves from the beets (cook them later, treating them as you might spinach) and scrub the beets well. Put them in a roasting pan with a tablespoon of oil and three of water and cover tightly with aluminum foil. Roast for forty-five minutes to an hour, until dark and almost tender.

Warm the second tablespoon of oil in a shallow pan. Chop the green onions and let them soften for five minutes or so in the oil. Set aside.

Peel the beets and chop the flesh coarsely. Put them in the pan with the onions, pour over the stock, and bring to a boil. Simmer for seven or eight minutes, cool slightly, then purée in a blender until smooth. Check the seasoning. It will need salt and black pepper. Pour into a pitcher and chill in the refrigerator.

To make the cream, remove the skin from the goat cheese and mash the flesh with a fork. Stir in the yogurt and chopped herbs. Serve the soup when it is thoroughly chilled, adding spoonfuls of the herb cream at the table.
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Beet seed cake





Beet seed cake

This tastes no more of beets than a carrot cake tastes of carrots, yet it has a similar warm earthiness to it. It is less sugary than most cakes, and the scented icing I drizzle over it is purely optional. The first time I made it, I used half sunflower and half Brazil nut oil, but only because the Brazil nut oil was new and I wanted to try it. Very successful it was too, not to mention boosting everyone’s zinc levels.

enough for 8 to 10





self-rising flour – 1¾ cups (225g)

baking soda – half a teaspoon

baking powder – a scant teaspoon

ground cinnamon – half a teaspoon

sunflower or Brazil nut oil – ¾ cup (180ml)

light muscovado sugar – 1 cup (225g)

eggs – 3, separated

raw beets – 5 ounces (150g)

juice of half a lemon

golden raisins or raisins – ½ cup (75g)

mixed seeds (sunflower, pumpkin, flax) – ½ cup (75g)







for the icing

confectioners’ sugar – ½ cup (50g)

lemon juice or orange blossom water

poppy seeds




Preheat the oven to 350°F (180°C). Lightly butter a rectangular loaf pan (8 × 4 inches [20 × 9cm], measured across the bottom, and 2¾ inches [7cm] deep), then line the bottom with parchment paper.

Sift together the flour, baking soda, baking powder, and cinnamon. Beat the oil and sugar in a stand mixer until well blended, then mix in the egg yolks one at a time. Grate the beets coarsely and fold into the mixture, then add the lemon juice, golden raisins, and the seeds.

Fold the flour, baking soda, and baking powder into the beet mixture and combine at low speed.

In a separate clean bowl, beat the egg whites until light and almost stiff. Fold gently but thoroughly into the beet mixture, using a large metal spoon (a wooden one will knock the air out). Pour the mixture into the prepared pan and bake for fifty to fifty-five minutes, covering the top with a piece of aluminum foil after thirty minutes. Test with a skewer for doneness. The cake should be moist inside but not sticky. Let the cake rest for a good twenty minutes before turning it out of its pan onto a wire cooling rack.

Make the icing. Sift the confectioners’ sugar into a bowl and add enough lemon juice or orange blossom water to achieve a consistency where the icing will run over the top of the cake and drizzle slowly down the sides (about three teaspoonfuls), stirring to remove any lumps. Drizzle it over the cake and scatter with poppy seeds. Rest for a bit to set before eating.
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An extremely moist chocolate-beet cake with crème fraîche and poppy seeds





An extremely moist chocolate-beet cake with crème fraîche and poppy seeds

I have lost count of the number of appreciative emails and blog mentions about the brownies and the chocolate almond cake in The Kitchen Diaries. They are received gratefully. It is true that I am rarely happier than when making chocolate cake. I especially like baking those that manage to be cakelike on the outside and almost molten within. Keeping a cake’s heart on the verge of oozing is down partly to timing and partly to the ingredients—ground almonds and very good-quality chocolate will help enormously. But there are other ways to moisten a cake, such as introducing grated carrots or, in this case, crushed beets.

The beets are subtle here, some might say elusive, but using them is a lot cheaper than ground almonds, and they blend perfectly with dark chocolate. This is a seductive cake, deeply moist and tempting. The serving suggestion of crème fraîche is not just a nod to the sour cream so close to beets’ Eastern European heart, it is an important part of the cake.

enough for 8 as a dessert





beets – 8 ounces (250g)

fine dark chocolate (70 percent cocoa solids) – 7 ounces (200g)

hot espresso – 4 tablespoons

butter – ¾ cup plus 2 tablespoons (200g)

all-purpose flour – 1 cup plus 2 tablespoons (135g)

baking powder – a heaping teaspoon

good-quality cocoa powder – 3 tablespoons

eggs – 5

superfine sugar – scant 1 cup (190g)

crème fraîche and poppy seeds, to serve




Lightly butter an 8-inch (20cm) springform cake pan and line the bottom with a round of parchment paper. Preheat the oven to 350°F (180°C).

Cook the beets, whole and unpeeled, in boiling unsalted water. Depending on their size, they will be tender when pierced with the tip of a knife within thirty to forty minutes. Young ones may take slightly less. Drain them, let them cool under running water, then peel them, slice off their stem and root, and process in a blender or food processor until a coarse purée.

Melt the chocolate, broken into small pieces, in a small bowl set over a pot of simmering water. Don’t stir.

When the chocolate looks almost melted, pour the hot espresso over it and stir once. Cut the butter into small pieces—the smaller the better—and add to the melted chocolate. Push the butter down under the surface of the chocolate with a spoon (as best you can) and let soften.

Sift together the flour, baking powder, and cocoa. Separate the eggs, putting the whites in a large mixing bowl. Stir the yolks together.

Now, working quickly but gently, remove the bowl of chocolate from the heat and stir until the butter has melted into the chocolate. Let sit for a few minutes, then stir in the egg yolks. Do this quickly, mixing firmly and evenly so the eggs blend into the mixture. Fold in the beets. Whisk the egg whites until stiff, then fold in the sugar. Firmly but gently, fold the beaten egg whites and sugar into the chocolate mixture. A large metal spoon is what you want here; work in a deep, figure-eight movement but take care not to overmix. Lastly, fold in the flour and cocoa.

Transfer quickly to the prepared cake pan and put in the oven, decreasing the heat immediately to 325°F (160°C). Bake for forty minutes. The rim of the cake will feel spongy, the inner part should still wobble a little when the pan is gently shaken.

Set the cake aside to cool (it will sink a tad in the center), loosening it around the edges with a thin icing spatula after half an hour or so. It is not a good idea to remove the cake from its pan until it is completely cold. Serve in thick slices, with crème fraîche and poppy seeds.
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End of sample




    To search for additional titles please go to 

    
    http://search.overdrive.com.   


OEBPS/images/Slat_9781607740407_epub_016_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Slat_9781607740407_epub_137_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Slat_9781607740407_epub_015_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Slat_9781607740407_epub_136_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Slat_9781607740407_epub_014_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Slat_9781607740407_epub_135_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Slat_9781607740407_epub_013_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Slat_9781607740407_epub_134_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Slat_9781607740407_epub_012_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Slat_9781607740407_epub_133_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Slat_9781607740407_epub_011_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Slat_9781607740407_epub_132_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Slat_9781607740407_epub_010_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Slat_9781607740407_epub_131_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Slat_9781607740407_epub_130_r1.jpg







OEBPS/images/Slat_9781607740407_epub_cvt_r1.jpg







OEBPS/images/Slat_9781607740407_epub_019_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Slat_9781607740407_epub_018_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Slat_9781607740407_epub_139_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Slat_9781607740407_epub_017_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Slat_9781607740407_epub_138_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Slat_9781607740407_epub_005_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Slat_9781607740407_epub_126_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Slat_9781607740407_epub_004_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Slat_9781607740407_epub_125_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Slat_9781607740407_epub_003_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Slat_9781607740407_epub_124_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Slat_9781607740407_epub_002_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Slat_9781607740407_epub_123_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Slat_9781607740407_epub_001_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Slat_9781607740407_epub_122_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Slat_9781607740407_epub_121_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Slat_9781607740407_epub_120_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Slat_9781607740407_epub_009_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Slat_9781607740407_epub_008_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Slat_9781607740407_epub_129_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Slat_9781607740407_epub_007_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Slat_9781607740407_epub_128_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Slat_9781607740407_epub_006_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Slat_9781607740407_epub_127_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Slat_9781607740407_epub_038_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Slat_9781607740407_epub_159_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Slat_9781607740407_epub_037_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Slat_9781607740407_epub_158_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Slat_9781607740407_epub_036_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Slat_9781607740407_epub_157_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Slat_9781607740407_epub_035_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Slat_9781607740407_epub_156_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Slat_9781607740407_epub_034_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Slat_9781607740407_epub_155_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Slat_9781607740407_epub_033_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Slat_9781607740407_epub_154_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Slat_9781607740407_epub_032_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Slat_9781607740407_epub_153_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Slat_9781607740407_epub_031_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Slat_9781607740407_epub_152_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Slat_9781607740407_epub_030_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Slat_9781607740407_epub_151_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Slat_9781607740407_epub_150_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Slat_9781607740407_epub_039_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Slat_9781607740407_epub_027_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Slat_9781607740407_epub_148_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Slat_9781607740407_epub_026_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Slat_9781607740407_epub_147_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Slat_9781607740407_epub_025_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Slat_9781607740407_epub_146_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Slat_9781607740407_epub_024_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Slat_9781607740407_epub_145_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Slat_9781607740407_epub_023_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Slat_9781607740407_epub_144_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Slat_9781607740407_epub_022_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Slat_9781607740407_epub_143_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Slat_9781607740407_epub_021_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Slat_9781607740407_epub_142_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Slat_9781607740407_epub_020_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Slat_9781607740407_epub_141_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Slat_9781607740407_epub_140_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Slat_9781607740407_epub_029_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Slat_9781607740407_epub_028_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Slat_9781607740407_epub_149_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Slat_9781607740407_epub_059_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Slat_9781607740407_epub_058_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Slat_9781607740407_epub_179_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Slat_9781607740407_epub_057_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Slat_9781607740407_epub_178_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Slat_9781607740407_epub_056_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Slat_9781607740407_epub_177_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Slat_9781607740407_epub_055_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Slat_9781607740407_epub_176_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Slat_9781607740407_epub_054_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Slat_9781607740407_epub_175_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Slat_9781607740407_epub_053_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Slat_9781607740407_epub_174_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Slat_9781607740407_epub_052_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Slat_9781607740407_epub_173_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Slat_9781607740407_epub_051_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Slat_9781607740407_epub_172_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Slat_9781607740407_epub_050_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Slat_9781607740407_epub_171_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Slat_9781607740407_epub_170_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Slat_9781607740407_epub_049_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Slat_9781607740407_epub_048_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Slat_9781607740407_epub_169_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Slat_9781607740407_epub_047_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Slat_9781607740407_epub_168_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Slat_9781607740407_epub_046_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Slat_9781607740407_epub_167_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Slat_9781607740407_epub_045_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Slat_9781607740407_epub_166_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Slat_9781607740407_epub_044_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Slat_9781607740407_epub_165_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Slat_9781607740407_epub_043_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Slat_9781607740407_epub_164_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Slat_9781607740407_epub_042_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Slat_9781607740407_epub_163_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Slat_9781607740407_epub_041_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Slat_9781607740407_epub_162_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Slat_9781607740407_epub_040_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Slat_9781607740407_epub_161_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Slat_9781607740407_epub_160_r1.jpg
AW |






OEBPS/page-template.xpgt
 

   
    
		 
    
  
     
		 
		 
    

     
		 
    

     
		 
		 
    

     
		 
    

     
		 
		 
    

     
         
             
             
             
             
             
             
        
    

  

   
     
  





OEBPS/images/Slat_9781607740407_epub_079_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Slat_9781607740407_epub_078_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Slat_9781607740407_epub_199_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Slat_9781607740407_epub_077_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Slat_9781607740407_epub_198_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Slat_9781607740407_epub_076_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Slat_9781607740407_epub_197_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Slat_9781607740407_epub_075_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Slat_9781607740407_epub_196_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Slat_9781607740407_epub_074_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Slat_9781607740407_epub_195_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Slat_9781607740407_epub_073_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Slat_9781607740407_epub_194_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Slat_9781607740407_epub_072_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Slat_9781607740407_epub_193_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Slat_9781607740407_epub_071_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Slat_9781607740407_epub_192_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Slat_9781607740407_epub_070_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Slat_9781607740407_epub_191_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Slat_9781607740407_epub_190_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Slat_9781607740407_epub_069_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Slat_9781607740407_epub_068_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Slat_9781607740407_epub_189_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Slat_9781607740407_epub_067_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Slat_9781607740407_epub_188_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Slat_9781607740407_epub_066_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Slat_9781607740407_epub_187_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Slat_9781607740407_epub_065_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Slat_9781607740407_epub_186_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Slat_9781607740407_epub_064_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Slat_9781607740407_epub_185_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Slat_9781607740407_epub_063_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Slat_9781607740407_epub_184_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Slat_9781607740407_epub_062_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Slat_9781607740407_epub_183_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Slat_9781607740407_epub_061_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Slat_9781607740407_epub_182_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Slat_9781607740407_epub_060_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Slat_9781607740407_epub_181_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Slat_9781607740407_epub_180_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Slat_9781607740407_epub_099_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Slat_9781607740407_epub_098_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Slat_9781607740407_epub_097_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Slat_9781607740407_epub_096_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Slat_9781607740407_epub_095_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Slat_9781607740407_epub_094_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Slat_9781607740407_epub_093_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Slat_9781607740407_epub_092_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Slat_9781607740407_epub_091_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Slat_9781607740407_epub_090_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Slat_9781607740407_epub_089_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Slat_9781607740407_epub_088_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Slat_9781607740407_epub_087_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Slat_9781607740407_epub_086_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Slat_9781607740407_epub_085_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Slat_9781607740407_epub_084_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Slat_9781607740407_epub_083_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Slat_9781607740407_epub_082_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Slat_9781607740407_epub_081_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Slat_9781607740407_epub_080_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Slat_9781607740407_epub_cvi_r1.jpg
NIGEL SLATER





OEBPS/images/Slat_9781607740407_epub_tp_r1.jpg
Tender

A cook and his vegetable patch

NIGEL SLATER

Photographs by Jonathan Lovekin

S
TEN SPEED PRESS
Berkeley





OEBPS/images/Slat_9781607740407_epub_214_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Slat_9781607740407_epub_213_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Slat_9781607740407_epub_212_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Slat_9781607740407_epub_211_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Slat_9781607740407_epub_210_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Slat_9781607740407_epub_215_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Slat_9781607740407_epub_203_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Slat_9781607740407_epub_202_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Slat_9781607740407_epub_201_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Slat_9781607740407_epub_200_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Slat_9781607740407_epub_209_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Slat_9781607740407_epub_208_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Slat_9781607740407_epub_207_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Slat_9781607740407_epub_206_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Slat_9781607740407_epub_205_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Slat_9781607740407_epub_204_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Slat_9781607740407_epub_115_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Slat_9781607740407_epub_114_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Slat_9781607740407_epub_113_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Slat_9781607740407_epub_112_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Slat_9781607740407_epub_111_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Slat_9781607740407_epub_110_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Slat_9781607740407_epub_119_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Slat_9781607740407_epub_118_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Slat_9781607740407_epub_117_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Slat_9781607740407_epub_116_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Slat_9781607740407_epub_104_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Slat_9781607740407_epub_103_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Slat_9781607740407_epub_102_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Slat_9781607740407_epub_101_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Slat_9781607740407_epub_100_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Slat_9781607740407_epub_109_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Slat_9781607740407_epub_108_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Slat_9781607740407_epub_107_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Slat_9781607740407_epub_106_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Slat_9781607740407_epub_105_r1.jpg





