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Foreword





I’m old enough to remember many of the fine – and perhaps not-so-fine – foods Tom Doorley talks about in this wonderful book: Irel coffee, Peggy’s leg, Neapolitan ice cream and all the rest. Although some of them are long gone, the memories linger on – not to mention the tastes.


I share Tom’s love of food, whether it be plain or elaborate, a quick snack or a proper home-cooked meal, a picnic by the sea or a fantastic meal out in a restaurant, with excellent service and good linen. Food is a key part of who we are as a country, particularly in our current troubled times, and it is important that we encourage an appreciation, indeed love, of it in everybody, particularly the younger generation.


I have to say, however, that the intricacies of tastes, culinary techniques and so on, about which some people wax lyrical, leave me somewhat cold. My wife Kathleen has been known to spend lengthy periods of time discussing with Tom the nuances of the ingredients used in a particular dish, the combination of flavours, and so on. For myself, as Tom says in relation to wine, when it comes to food, I know what I like, and that’s that. And he evidently loves mushrooms: reading them, collecting them, cooking them, eating them. Personally, I will have no truck with the things.


Tom is a wonderful writer with a light touch: reading one of his restaurant reviews is always an entertaining, as well as an edifying, experience. This is a lovely, amusing collection of pieces on all aspects of food and drink. I heartily recommend it to everyone with an interest in the subject.


Gay Byrne



















Food is an important part of a balanced diet.




 





                                              Fran Lebowitz






















Introduction





Wallowing in nostalgia is one of life’s simplest, cheapest and most guiltless pleasures; if I didn’t keep a firm check on myself, I’d do it almost all the time. The great thing about memory, when it’s filtered through our nostalgic instincts, is how we manage to skip all the nasty and scary bits of the past. We concentrate solely on the positive, even though it may come with, as a side dish, a sense of loss.


Tastes and smells can transport you way back. The smell of hot tar on an autumn day puts me right back in second class at national school. Not because our beaten hands were dipped in hot pitch, I hasten to add. It’s because Griffith Avenue was getting a new road surface at the time.


But the smells and tastes of certain foods are the most evocative. Hot toast. Scorched flour on a baking tray. Sugar being melted to make fudge. A warm tea cosy. Pepper mingling with butter and molten egg yolk. The icing on a coffee cake. Roast beef resting while the gravy is made. All of these, in my mind, conjure up images from my childhood that are so vivid that I can almost reach out and touch them.


This book is largely a collection of memories, with a generous glug of celebration. Celebration of the simple things with which many of us grew up. For good measure, I’ve added a few things which I only discovered in more recent years.


I want to thank Seán O’Keeffe of Liberties Press for thinking that this would be a good idea, and I also want to thank the whole team there for their unflagging support. Katrine Olsen doggedly helped to unearth the history of red lemonade and other curiosities. Douglas Appleyard put me right on numerous aspects of the Irish biscuit, and my friends on Twitter – dozens of them – were hugely generous in sharing their own memories, often saving me from my own often imperfect recollections. A big thank-you to all.


Over the years, my various editors at the Sunday Tribune, the Irish Times and, most recently, the Irish Daily Mail have encouraged me to write about food beyond the realms of restaurants. Some of my nostalgic meanderings first saw the light of day in those newspapers.


I am very touched that Gay Byrne, one of my heroes, has so kindly supplied an introduction to this collection of thoughts. I hope they ring a few bells and conjure up some pleasant memories. And if you manage to wallow in a bit of nostalgia, especially in these trying times, I’ll be a very happy writer indeed.


 


Tom Doorely



















Sunday breakfast





It’s Sunday morning and I’m eight years old. It’s late spring or early summer, and it’s a bright morning. There are two sounds. The clinking of cutlery and crockery downstairs as breakfast is prepared. And the click-clack of well-polished shoes on the pavement outside as the early Mass-goers take a brisk stroll to the church.


Between that combination of sounds, and the smell of bacon and pudding wafting its way up the stairs, and the warm bed, and the sunlight forcing its way through the curtain and making strange patterns on my bedroom wall, it’s all very comforting, all very secure. This is essentially what always happens on the Day of Rest before we go and get fed with the Host. Continuity. Safety.


My mother enjoyed Sunday breakfasts. They were extensive affairs. There would be rashers – always back rashers, cut properly thick, not like the Parma-ham-like stuff we get nowadays. And they were cooked to a crispy sweetness with not even a suggestion of white scum. Nor did they shrink.


And there would be plump sausages, pricked all over with a sharp little paring knife, to avoid explosions on the hot surface of the pan. Sausages that would often be split down the centre and hinged open so as to fit snugly into that great treat, a sausage sandwich.


There would also be black pudding, smooth-textured but for the nuggets of pork fat that lubricated the interior; the kind of pudding that, despite its attractively crunchy surface, could be spread on toast almost like pâté. And white pudding likewise.


There would be fried eggs, done on a very hot pan so that the edges were a little crisp and frizzy, but with molten yolks which were bright orange one moment and then obscured with opacity as my mother spooned a little hot fat over them.


Fried bread was another essential. And it was not just bread tossed into hot fat or oil. My mother used to dip each slice in milk. She claimed that this reduced the fattiness. It may have done, I suppose, but not by much.


The bread that got fried in those days was almost invariably white batch loaf. It was later that we got to eat fried brown soda bread – a delicacy much enhanced by both the taste and texture of a runny fried egg. A meal in itself.


Leisurely as it was, Sunday-morning breakfast did have some degree of urgency to it. Not only did it have to be consumed in time to allow for the mile’s walk to the church, but in those days you had to fast for at least an hour before receiving Communion. Everyone checked the time at which they placed the last morsel in their mouth.


Occasionally we would go to early Mass on a Sunday; this expedition would be carried out on an empty stomach. This can’t be right, but I seem to remember always returning to the smell of cooking bacon – the most welcoming fragrance in the world.



















Tea





I usually drink tea from a mug, ideally a large one. The first tea is poured into me within minutes of rising, but sometimes an hour or more before breakfast. Tea is what gets me going in the mornings, and it sustains me into the afternoon.


I believe Tony Benn has a pint mug for his tea, but I expect he has to pace his drinking from it very carefully. The trouble with really big mugs is that the tea is too hot for comfort at first, and then cools rapidly. By the time you get to the last few mouthfuls, the stuff has gone tepid. And tepid tea is no use to man or beast.


Big mugs are handy, though, in one respect. They carry a sufficient amount of tea to see you through having a bath. Whereas a normal-sized mug, taken to the bathroom, causes only frustration.


Occasionally, I have my tea from a fine bone-china cup – usually in the Merrion Hotel, a splendid haven for tea in the afternoon. I realise that a certain amount of ceremony enhances the enjoyment of this great beverage. And on the very few occasions when we use the mid-nineteenth-century tea service that has been handed down through Johann’s family, there is simply no doubt about it at all.


When that tea service came into contact with its first splash of tea and crumb of cake, the taking of tea in the afternoon involved larruping into bread and butter, possibly cucumber or cress sandwiches, a slice of Victoria sponge, a nibble of fruit cake and possibly even scones with jam and cream. This was in the days when the cooked breakfast was compulsory (no other kind was known), luncheon was a three-course meal, and dinner, at about eight o’clock, would involve soup, fish, main course, cheese, pudding and savoury. Unless you were entertaining, in which case you would add a few courses.


Over the years, we have come to eat less, and to exercise less; the tea ceremony has been replaced by the mug in the kitchen with a few ginger nuts for dunking. So much for progress. But every now and then, it’s worth reviving the proper tea ceremony in the late afternoon.


Make a few rounds of cucumber sandwiches (the only things in the whole world to justify the existence of modern sliced pan). Peel the cucumber, slice it very thinly and season with just a hint of salt and freshly ground pepper, preferably white. And don’t even think of using anything other than good Irish butter. Trim the crusts off.


Make scones, and serve them warm from the oven with thick cream (or clotted cream if you can get it) and home-made jam, preferably raspberry. Of course, people have come to blows over the sticky question of what goes on first: the jam or the cream. My view on this is clear. Just try doing both and you will know that jam has to go on first. Otherwise you will end up trying to get the jam to adhere to the cream, which is as fruitless an exercise as King Canute’s well-known request to the sea. (And do remember that ‘home-made’ doesn’t have to mean made by you.) We often add a sticky gingerbread cake into the equation.


I tend to favour the smoky flavour of lapsang souchong in the afternoon, but you may find that it comes as a bit of a shock to your guests. This is not a time for tea bags. Tea bags are devices created by Satan himself: because the tea is finely milled, it will stew very quickly and become unbearably tannic. I don’t care if the great tea experts disagree. They are trying to sell the things anyway. Tea bags are not as evil as instant coffee, but they are far from benign. And why do the really cheap ones taste of machine oil? I think I’d prefer not to know.


So whatever sort of tea you choose, be sure that you use the leaf version, and that you warm the pot thoroughly before brewing. Never re-boil the water; it must be absolutely fresh. Put in the tea and pour on the freshly boiled water, but don’t stir until the tea has had a chance to draw for a few minutes. Then let the leaves settle and pour through a tea strainer (something that was once to be found in every household but is now largely confined to jumble sales and antique shops).


Some people like to put their milk in first. To me, this is the kind of genteelism, like sticking up your little finger as you drink from the cup, that makes me physically wince. It’s ‘naice’ and ‘refained’. And it makes me want to scream, but it’s up to you.


Actually, it also affects the taste of the tea. I’m not sure why this is – maybe the hot tea briefly raises the temperature of the milk beyond a certain point – but milk-first tea has a slightly sweeter, vaguely caramel-like taste that I simply don’t fancy.


Some of the milk-first tendency claim that this bizarre practice is based on respect for fine china. The suggestion is that it’s a way of protecting your ancient Spode from the shock of hot tea. I don’t know who came up with this daft notion, but I’m morally certain that no china tea cup has ever been shattered by a splash of scalding Darjeeling. No, I’m afraid it’s a class issue.



















Porridge





Not very long ago, when I was staying in a very pleasant hotel in the west of Ireland, I ordered porridge for breakfast. And when it arrived, I had the opportunity to break with the habit of a lifetime. It was served with a little jug of warm honey on the side.


Sweet porridge? This was not something that was ever eaten in my family, although I married into one where it was the usual thing. I toyed with the idea of ignoring the honey and simply fortifying the porridge with a modest dose of salt, but then I thought again. Try anything once, as they say, except incest and folk dancing.


And so I drizzled on the warm honey (it has to be warm, otherwise it will be too thick to distribute over the surface of the gloopy cereal). And I tucked in.


It was fine. It was certainly very different. It was, in a strange way, comforting. Indeed, it reminded me of something very long ago. I must have had it, or something like it, when I was very small. And for some reason I had a flashback to when I was five years old or less, being led by the hand to the Froebel school in Eccles Street. I suspect I had been set up for the day with … sweet porridge!


Memory plays lots of tricks, but I imagine I was converted soon after that to the salty version. The appeal was complex: there was a nuttiness, a chewiness to the pinhead outmeal that made our porridge more textured than the pap you get if you use rolled outs.


In those days, milk came in glass bottles, and by the time you got to removing the foil cap (provided the local birds had not pecked a hole in it), there was a fine layer of cream at the top. This was what went on the porridge, and when it was poured you got a combination of milk and lovely, slightly yellowish cream, which appeared in swirls.


Having given the bowl a stir, the salt would start to migrate into the creamy milk and the whole thing became a rich, savoury, warming combination. How such simple materials could become a delicious meal was a constant source of wonder. In a sense, this was my first experience of a dish becoming much more than the sum of its parts. A kind of alchemy.


Porridge has the great virtue of feeding you well for very little money. And as carbohydrates go, it releases quite slowly, so the benefits and the sense of – I love this


word – satiety are pleasantly persistent. I mean, you feel full for quite a while.


Flahavan’s was the porridge with which I grew up. I remember when they got into terrible trouble with a radio commercial. We were already familiar with their TV ad, which showed very cold and wet people clambering on to a crowded bus (one of the old ones with the open  platform at the back), and their slogan, which started: ‘When there’s a brrr in the month …’


But then they had the temerity to suggest that the winters were very cold and damp in Donegal, and that this was why Flahavan’s had a big following up there. The people of Donegal were outraged. If Joe Duffy had been running Liveline in those days, the subject would have fuelled the programme’s sense of outrage for days.


As it was, Flahavan’s went back to images of cold wet people, but in a less geographically defined area. And everyone was happy again, and headed off to work or school with a tummy full of hot oatmeal.


 



















Toast





When I say that bread was the staff of life in our house when I was little, I don’t mean the white sliced pan and Slimcea that took the 1960s, for some reason, by storm. I remember Darina Allen saying that it was always shop bread that was wheeled out when visitors arrived, especially clerical ones.


In our household, we ate a lot of brown soda bread. This was made with sour milk (milk used to go sour in those days, instead of just turning foul and disgusting) and fashioned into a round, flat loaf with four distinct quarters marked by the knife before it went into the oven.


But we also had white bread. White soda bread never really did it for me. It was just a bit too dense. OK, the harm was taken out of it by the judicious application of strawberry jam. That added lubrication made it seem more like a scone than a slice of bread.


Bread was delivered every day by the man from Boland’s with the slow-moving electric van, in the back of which were lots and lots of well-worn wooden trays. And the bread of choice, I’m happy to say, was the batch loaf.


If you have never encountered a batch loaf, I’m not at all sure how I can start describing it for you. For a start, it’s shaped more or less liked a cube, with a dome of well-browned (virtually burnt) crust on top. Its sides always seemed to be adorned with what I can only call flakes of bread, which could be pulled off very readily and popped straight into the mouth.


The bread itself had rather more substance than the sliced pan which I would occasionally be fed in other, less fortunate people’s houses. While very fresh white sliced pan would vanish almost into thin air upon being chewed (and it has not got any better in the meantime), you always knew, with the batch loaf, that you were eating bread.


Batch loaves have a tendency to go, if not quite stale, a little denser after their first bloom of freshness. And it is at this stage, perhaps, that they really come into their own, for this is when they make, arguably, the best toast.


We were a somewhat Luddite household, as were many in the 1960s and 1970s. Gadgets were relatively expensive in those days, and as a result dedicated toasters were something of a rarity. We used to stick bread under the grill or, less often but more excitingly, onto a fork, which would then be held in front of the fire.


My father, who was essentially Victorian, although he was actually born during World War One, greatly liked the notion of toastings things, especially crumpets, in front of the fire. And he acquired, or perhaps inherited, at least two proper toasting forks in the course of his life.


One of them, in lovely old brass, is telescopic. This is used mainly to toast marshmallow these days, but I still remember the excellent toast,  always with a faint suggestion of coal-smoke, that came from its sooty prongs.


It’s a bit of a skill, toasting in front of a real fire. Get too close, and the bread bursts into flames; stay too far away, and it dries out. It’s important to remember, too, that there is quite a distinction between something that is toasted and something that is burnt. Carbon is not much fun. And burnt bread tastes bitter – no matter how hard you try to scrape off the charcoal with the back of a knife.


I suppose it was because my salad days were spent in a slightly frugal era that toast was almost always made with bread that was past its best. It was a way of using up the stuff rather than letting it go mouldy and useless.


So toast varied. If the bread had dried out too much, the toast would shatter as soon as you tried to butter it. The best toast was made from bread just on the cusp of staleness. No, actually, the best toast was made from fresh bread, but we only got that (usually with Bovril) if we were sick.


There is, of course, a special category of toast which, unless you have tasted it yourself, sounds just like the ordinary version. This is Aga toast. Aga toast is made by placing your slice of bread inside a device that looks like a hinged round tennis racket made of wire mesh, and then sticking it under the lid of the hotplate. If the Aga is good and hot, the bread will toast very quickly and develop a texture and character that only this form of cooking seems to be able to achieve.


My favourite bread for the Aga treatment is the turnover. This is not entirely unlike the batch, but the crust is more delicate and its shape, in profile, looks a bit like the letter ‘L’.


The heat of the hotplate makes a slice of fresh turnover seem both crunchy and fluffy at the same time. And if that isn’t the ultimate form of toast, I don’t know what is.



















The decline of the Irish sausage





There’s nothing like nostalgia for helping you to get it wrong. When I look back fondly on far-distant breakfasts, I may be mistaken in thinking that the sausages were always plump, glistening, meaty and perfectly seasoned with the magical mixtures known only to the best butchers. But I’m pretty sure I’m right.


I will never forget my first encounter with an inferior sausage. It looked all wrong from the start. It was too … I’m not sure … perfect and angular. And it had a kind of dull surface, with no glistening to mention.


Inside, although fully cooked, it was pink. And the texture … dear me, the texture was like a cross between cake and melted fat. Which is probably pretty much what it was, in effect.


In the good old days, sausages were meaty things which needed to be pricked before they went into the pan. Otherwise the melting fat (and yes, there was a lot of fat) and the rising internal temperature would cause an explosion, in which underdone minced pork would be scattered over all four walls of the kitchen. And yes, sausages were fried. I can’t remember when my family took to grilling them, but I suspect it might have been at the dawn of the health-conscious 1980s. Breakfast, when I was a child, involved a pan. Always. And sometimes two of them.


The American writer Michael Pollan advises us to avoid eating anything that would be unknown to our grandparents. Well, put like that, this is a recipe for a pretty dull existence. My grandparents knew nothing about polenta, and I’m not sure they were at all up to speed on the benefits of garlic. I think Mr Pollan means that we should keep our diets free of stuff that had not been invented by the time our grandparents came along. Put like that, it’s sound advice.


So, don’t eat sausages. Granny wouldn’t recognise them.


There are probably several reasons for the decline of the sausage. One is the general drive towards making as much food out of as little raw material as possible. Hence the way sausages are packed with filler rather than pork. The other has to do with the horror which we have developed, with the aid of certain vast commercial interests, of fat. Instead of acklowedging that sausages are as much about fat, if not more so, than about meat, and that they are therefore not an ideal part of the daily diet, people madly want to have their sausage, but with reduced fat. Not possible. Something has to give.


Of course, there are people making proper sausages, and it’s remarkable how a butcher’s skill can turn the dull, lacklustre meat that passes for commercial Irish pork into something really worth putting under the grill. But such sausages are not easy to find. Research and local intelligence are needed.


I don’t know what it would take to make your average, industrial modern sausage (which seems to have more rusk in it than meat) explode. But blowing it up would be a whole lot more fun than eating it.



















Coffee





I quite like coffee experts. There is so much to be known about the subject, and yet they wear their knowledge lightly. I often wonder why we have wine columnists and, as far as I can gather, no coffee columnists. Maybe the coffee experts realise that most normal human beings find the minutiae of such subjects unbearably tedious.


I can get quite excited – no, perhaps I should say ‘moderately interested’ – in terroir and vine clones and drip irrigation, but having written about such things for longer than any other wine commentator in the country, I’ve decided that only the terminally anorakish could possibly find such things interesting. I now take the same view towards coffee. I’m pretty sure there are two varieties of coffee plants (Robusta and Arabica), and that how much roasting you give the beans is important. Beyond that? I’m sorry, but I don’t think my life will be greatly enhanced by knowing the rest.


I’m like one of those people who drive wine writers mad by saying, often with a slightly inane grin: ‘I don’t know much about wine, but I know what I like!’ Well, I know what I like when it comes to coffee. I like espresso to be intense and bitter; not too hot, but much more than just warm. I like a cappuccino that is in no danger whatsoever of being confused with a café au lait, and if I’m drinking a mug of black, unsweetened coffee, I like it dark, rich and reasonably rounded. The stuff that the coffee experts describe as ‘fruity’ I find either to be the equivalent of Beaujolais or just deadly dull.


So yes, I’m a bit of a coffee savage. I’m like the eejit who drinks only Australian Shiraz and who would more than likely spit out a Burgundy if he were to take a mouthful by accident. But I like my coffee made really well, using water at the correct temperature and a squeaky-clean machine. This rarely happens in Ireland. Indeed, my favourite coffee estabishment (which had better remain nameless) serves complete rubbish. I go there for the chat and the likelihood of bumping into friends. The normal stuff is bad enough, but on the one occasion I ordered a decaf I thought I might be sick. Right there, on the spot.


When I was growing up, there were two points of contact with coffee. All of us Dubliners knew about coffee beans because Bewley’s in Grafton Street had, in their shop window, a machine for roasting them. And when Bewley’s stopped roasting on the premises, one of the great aromas of Dublin vanished into thin air. The nearest you will get to it these days is the haunting perfume that wafts down from St James’s Gate when they’re roasting the barley at what my grandfather always referred to as ‘the Brewery’.


Now, while I knew about coffee beans from my earliest days, I didn’t encounter one close up until many years later. Coffee came in two forms. There was the instant stuff – Maxwell House, in our case – and Irel, a thick, sweet coffee syrup (I think it may, at one stage, have contained chicory), to which you could add boiling water and have … well, a type of drink.


We didn’t drink Irel or Camp, the British equivalent, in our household. They were used to make the icing for coffee-and-walnut cake, the mainstay of Sunday-afternoon tea if visitors were expected.


At first, instant coffee came in the form of a fine powder. Then it was decided to process the powder into ‘granules’, presumably because it would look somewhat less unattractive in this form. Some misguided soul may even have thought that it would look more like real coffee.


The advent of coffee granules did nothing for the taste of instant coffee. It was, and always has been, beyond redemption. But there were some forms of the stuff that tasted less unpleasant: Blend 37 and Gold Blend, both from Nescafé. In my early teens, I weaned my parents on to these rather more expensive brands, arguing that, considering how little coffee was drunk in our house, the additional expenditure would hardly be vast.


You need to be my age or older to appreciate that for a long time, real coffee was regarded as highly exotic and, in practical terms, very difficult and fiddly to make. I remember, back in the 1970s, the late Clement Freud suggesting that you should take one or two coffee beans and put them under the grill so that the magical aroma would waft out to impress the guests at your dinner table – then make a pot of Blend 37. You know, it probably worked: the smell of roasting coffee is so much better than the taste of the stuff. It’s the same with Gitanes. They smell great in the open air – very Gallic and evocative – but the senses are not nearly as grateful if you actually go and smoke one.


One innovation in the 1970s brought real coffee a little closer, at least in theory. This was the coffee bag. This was like a tea bag, only filled with very finely ground coffee. The great advantage was that you could make coffee just as easily as you could make tea. The disadvantage was that the coffee always tasted stale and weak. But it was still better than the average instant.


My last memory of coffee bags is this. My mother had made a big pot with the things. As she lifted it to pour, the body of the pot parted company from the base, which remained on the table. Hot coffee and sodden coffee bags went everywhere, and I was left, rather illogically, with a lasting distrust of the things.


By the time I was at university, the plunger pot had arrived. While most students lived on Pot Noodles and Lucozade, there were some, especially as we hit the Sophister years, who took on the mantle of sophistication by doing things like brewing real coffee in their rooms. An Athena poster on the wall and a coffee pot by the stove: that was the Trinity style of the day. Regular pilgrimages to Bewley’s would be made – usually for the smallest quantity of coffee that could be dispensed.


And even then, I’m not sure I knew anyone who had a coffee grinder. I realise now that my wife’s family down in County Meath had had one for decades, but it was a manual affair and it must have taken days to produce enough to make a potful.


When we got married in 1984, we got the usual combination of useful and useless gifts. But the two great survivors are a couple of cast-iron casseroles, which are in almost daily use, and a Bodum plunger pot, which has been retired to our Dublin flat, where, with its second replacement glass, it still regularly gives sterling service.


Of course, the plunger pot was the Nespresso of its day. As for such machines, we got an Illy espresso maker years ago. It still works, and we have enough gadgets in the house. It makes a fine espresso but, just as is the case in so many cafés, it would make an even better one if we managed to clean it regularly.



















Where have all the rashers gone?





Call that a rasher? That mean little waif-like slice of cured pig meat? That rindless scrap which will shrink to a fifth of its not-terribly-impressive original size upon exposure to the grill? That is not a rasher. It’s a sliver.


And it’s not just any old sliver. It has been so pumped up with water, and the various agents required to keep the water from escaping again, that it will not so much grill or fry but steam. And in doing so will produce white scum. And while white scum is now regarded as perfectly normal in rasher-eating circles, I am old-fashioned enough to think that it has never been part of what you might call the Essentials of Bacon (with apologies to Sir Francis).


The rashers I remember best were far from slivers. They were manly slices, tranches really, cut from a whole side of bacon by the butcher while you (your mum, really) waited. They were closer to being thin bacon chops than the microtomed stuff you get in vacuum packs these days.


I don’t know if they were wet-cured or dry-cured back then, but I do know that the rashers of the 1960s were never too salty, and they cooked to a meaty crispness. The rinds were thick enough to puff into a fabulous savoury honeycomb of crunch that would put you in mind of pork scratchings.


Even the best of the modern rashers are sliced far too thinly. Maybe it started as a ruse to get us to think that we were getting more for our money. But by now it has become a fashion. I’m not sure you could sell thickly cut rashers these days.


You know, I sometimes think that it’s not just concerns about healthy eating that has demoted the ‘full Irish breakfast’ to the status of an occasional indulgence. No, it’s the fact that the rashers are swimming in white scum and the sausages are like extruded styrofoam.


Fancy a croissant and coffee?
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