





[image: Cover: Twochubbycubs Dinner Time by James Anderson & Paul Anderson.]














[image: image]





TWOCHUBBYCUBS


DINNER TIME


Tasty, slimming dishes for every day of the week


James Anderson & Paul Anderson


Photography by Liz and Max Haarala Hamilton




[image: Logo: yellow kite]












First published in Great Britain in 2022 by Yellow Kite


An Imprint of Hodder & Stoughton


An Hachette UK company




Copyright © James Anderson and Paul Anderson2022


Photography by Haarala Hamilton © Hodder & Stoughton2022 (except images pages 18–19 © James Anderson andPaul Anderson).




Illustration by Tom Owen © Hodder & Stoughton 2022




The right of James Anderson and Paul Anderson to be identified as the Author of the Work has been asserted by theminaccordance with the Copyright, Designs and Patents Act 1988.




Cover image:  Cover photography by Haarala Hamilton © Hodder & Stoughton Publishers 2021	






All rights reserved. No part of this publication may be reproduced, stored in a retrieval system, or transmitted, in any form or by any means without the prior written permission of the publisher, nor be otherwise circulated in any form of binding or cover other than that in which it is published and without a similar condition being imposed on the subsequent purchaser.






A CIP catalogue record for this title is available from the British Library




Hardback ISBN 978 1 529 34004 4


eBook ISBN 978 1 529 340051




Yellow Kite


Hodder & Stoughton Ltd


Carmelite House


50 Victoria Embankment


London EC4Y 0DZ




www.yellowkitebooks.co.uk




Notes


The information and references contained herein are for informational purposes only. They are designed to support, not replace, any ongoing medical advice given by a healthcare professional and should not be construed as the giving of medical advice nor relied upon as a basis for any decision or action.




Readers should consult their doctor before altering their diet, particularly if they are on a set diet prescribed by their doctor or dietician.




The calorie count for each recipe is an estimate only and may vary depending on the brand of ingredients used, and due to the natural biological variations in the composition of foods such as meat, fish, fruit and vegetables. It does not include the nutritional content of garnishes or any optional accompaniments recommended for taste/serving in the ingredients list.




Where not specified, ingredients are analysed as average or medium, not small or large. Eggs are medium, butter is unsalted and milk is semi-skimmed unless otherwise stated. All vegetables are washed.




Associate Publisher: Lauren Whelan


Project Editor: Isabel Gonzalez-Prendergast


Copy-editor: Annie Lee


Nutritionist: Kerry Torrens


Internal Design: Clare Skeats


Photographers: Liz and Max Haarala Hamilton


Food Stylist: Frankie Unsworth


Prop Stylist: Jen Kay


Production Manager: Diana Talyanina









Also by TheTwoChubbyCubs


#




[image: image]





The Cookbook




[image: image]





The Diet Planner




[image: image]





Fast and Filling










INTRODUCTION



We start this book by asking you to picture a scene in your mind. Don’t close your eyes, please, you’ll never be able to read the description below, unless our publishers really have pushed the boat out and created an audiobook. If that’s the case, I apologise in advance for my voice: if you were expecting Robson Green and got Linda Robson then I can imagine you’re disappointed. Not because Linda doesn’t have a lovely voice, you understand, but she isn’t a 37-year-old Geordie bloke either. We digress – but do get used to that – so back to your imagination.


Imagine two incredibly handsome men in a stylishly equipped kitchen. One has a fabulously shaped beard and dresses like he’s just wandered in from a Fred Perry photoshoot somewhere frightfully exotic. He’s calm, solid and smells like the breath of a giggling angel. The other, slightly shorter, yes, but no less striking on the eye, is moving around the kitchen with the delicate grace of a ballet dancer, his deft movements belying his rotund stature.


Perhaps you’ll imagine music in the background – something tasteful, non-intrusive, an LP selected at leisure from a charming retro store in a darling town on the shores of Lake Como. You look at the table between them, adorned with succulent treats: plates full of steamy stews, bowls of precious pastas and salads that look as though they’ve fallen from the gods above. The silverware gleams as the candles burn brightly and the wine – perfectly paired and poured – flows as free as a mountain brook after autumn rain.


You can hear their conversation – airy snippets of relaxed days, delivered with laughter and love. Even the silences that swell are impeccably timed. It is an image that warms your soul, gladdens your heart and makes you want to reach through the ethereality of your mind and join them for dinner.


Well, imagine all of that playing as an advert on a telly far too big for the living-room, with two slack-jawed blokes sat in front of it, both with their evening meal perched on their knees, picking half a Springer spaniel’s worth of dog hair out of the mash, and you’ve got us: the twochubbycubs. About as fancy and elegant as a floozy behind the bins of a flat-roofed social club, us.


Speaking of us, and frankly we can think of no finer topic of conversation, a little on who we are. Long-time readers of the blog and the books will already know, but for those tight buggers who have been holding out until our books appeared in charity shops or the bargain bin at Asda, an update. I am James: six foot two and a smile that lights up a room. It’s like the lights on a crashing plane, only the exit you’ll be guided towards will always be behind me. Oh, behave. I’m the writer and it is my job to fill every other sentence of our books and blogs with nonsense and words that haven’t been heard since the nineteenth century. I’d blame Susie Dent, but she’s precious to us all.


On that note, a note of apology: at various points in this book I will switch between writing as me and writing for the two of us as the cubs. So please forgive any stray switches of perspective and grammatical errors: I did try, we promise, but we know not what I did.


Paul, on the other slightly less fat hand, is the cook and the one (mostly!) who will disappear into the kitchen for an hour or two and then burst through the doors with something delicious for me. Sometimes he even manages to do it without setting the kitchen on fire, which comes as a blessed relief as I’ve only got one half-naked sprint into the garden in me per year. Paul couldn’t cook to save his life when we first got together, but is now confident and sassy among his shiny saucepans – testament indeed that you can do anything you set your mind towards, even if you do need to stand on an apple-box to reach the kitchen counters.


Together we are known as the twochubbycubs – two blokes both alike in a lack of dignity who like to cook well, eat better and, more importantly, have fun along the way. Our blog has been running for nine years and although the title of cubs is starting to do some seriously heavy-lifting as we both advance in years and simultaneously make an ‘oooh’ noise when we spot a comfy chair, it’s still excellent fun for us to write and cook for you all. Neither of us can believe that we’ve managed to convince anyone – let alone our publishers – that we are ones to follow, yet somehow we persist. You choo-choo-chose us, and we’re ever so grateful.




[image: image]





With the blog in mind, a reminder to most and a warning to others: we don’t half like to gab. You’ll spot from our recipe intros that we don’t focus on waffling on about some ingredient and bore you to death, but rather like to use them as jumping-off points to talk about something entirely irrelevant. We have toned down the swearing because we’ve spotted that some of you like to give the books to your infants as though they were rusks, but aside from that, this is just the blog in book form.


Now, we want to make one thing clear from the off, as we always do: we are not chefs. We aren’t trained, we aren’t food scientists, we’re not nutritionists – we really are just two blokes who enjoy cooking and talking about themselves. With this in mind, we want you to know that not a single recipe in this book should cause you any difficulty when cooking, and we have kept the recipes as simple and as direct as we can. You’ll be straining nothing more than excellently cooked pasta, we promise. If you’re new to cooking or unsure of yourself in the kitchen, make us a promise: try the recipes you’re not sure of. Give them a go: worst case scenario is that you’ll have some delicious food, even if it doesn’t look quite right. And for those more confident, use the recipes as a jumping-off point: the best dishes are the ones you make your own. Change the ingredients, add some extra spice – it doesn’t matter as long as what you cook tickles your pickle.


With the inspiration delivered, we must now address the elephant in the room: why a book solely dedicated to evening meals?


To answer, we must first start with a confession: neither of us do breakfasts. Never have. Very occasionally we’ll decide to buck our ideas up and start the day in a healthy way, but this ethos never lasts. I’ve long since come to terms with the fact that my morning routine will forever consist of 800 cigarettes and a can of Monster. Paul is much the same, though sometimes he’ll sneak back to bed with the smell of ketchup and hash-browns on his breath.


As a result, coming up with breakfast recipes was always an utter pain – there’s only so many ways you can faff about with an egg or grill some bacon before you just want to get back into bed. Don’t get us wrong, we love a jar of overnight oats as much as the next person pretends to, and a fried breakfast is never going to be turned away with a haughty sneer, but for us the evening meal is the one we plan and look forward to. So, with that in mind, we wanted to create a book that you’ll turn to for your most important meal – your dinner – and thus here it is.


The biggest problem when writing a book about dinner is that every single person and their dog seems to call their evening meal something different. As someone from the North East, it’s tea. Paul, having been born in the wagon of a travelling show, calls it dinner. People who make their own tapenade and unironically listen to The Archers refer to their evening meal as supper, which is the most ludicrous of all, given supper clearly refers to the 11 p.m. dash to McDonald’s because dinner didn’t quite hit the spot, or in the case of my childhood, the four slices of buttered toast sprinkled with cinnamon and sugar that I used to sneak before bed. For the sake of keeping those most likely to send us ‘correction’ letters quiet, I’ve acquiesced and agreed to ‘dinner’ rather than ‘tea’. But please, know that you’re wrong.


But, when you think about it, I’m not wrong about dinner being the most important of our meals. Breakfast is nearly always a dashed affair, even when you’re one of those awful American sitcom families where the harried-looking matriarch prepares a breakfast spread that spans the entire table, only for her husband to dash in, grab a slice of toast and kiss her on the cheek as he flies out. Often accompanied by a teenage daughter with a face like a slapped a*se refusing to eat and the son yelling he’s ‘eating out at Kimberley’s’ as he climbs out the window. I know! I should write for TV. If those were my kids and husband they’d be eating that bloody breakfast for four days in a row. No, breakfast is solitary and easily the worst of the meal trifecta.


Then what of the humble lunch? Well, don’t get me wrong, lunch has a place. But for most, lunch is sustenance crammed into the day in whatever quick form it can take to get you through the afternoon. We add leftovers of yesterday’s dinner, or we buy a meal deal and feel sad about our life choices while we choke on a sandwich. A good lunch out is restorative, of course, but far from the norm. Think to yourself of your last few memorable meals – how many of those were spent scrunched over a keyboard on your lunch-break? It is rarely lunch that we look back upon and do that whimsy-smile reserved for precious memories. However, in the spirit of giving, do know this: a lot of the dinners here will be perfect for lunch the next day.


Dinner, however, is where the action is. The dinners of our respective childhoods are wildly different, though. For me, with parents who worked odd shifts and a sister who spent most of her time throwing DVD box-sets at my mother and shouting, it was the rare opportunity to have everyone together. We weren’t posh, so dinners were always consumed in the same room but at different heights: parents on the sofa, sister usually sat glowering somewhere and me lying on my belly in front of the coal fire. It was during these meals I remember finding out what everyone was up to, future holiday plans, the reasons why my mother was cross with the milkman. I imagine if you were to ask them what they remembered of me during those meals it would be my abject silence, given my tendency to wolf down my dinner lest I ever get asked to share.


Paul never had the luxury of a family sit-down, though he suggests it could be because he was upstairs ‘finding himself’ most of the time. His mother never called him down for whatever ready-meal-delight she had hauled from the freezer that evening, though even now he sits bolt upright at the ding of a microwave. He’s Pavlov’s dog reborn as a human and clad in Blue Harbour seconds. He does remember, on the rare occasion of dining together, all the meals being served up on hideously patterned trays with padding underneath, presumably because his mother needed somewhere to balance her ashtray between forkfuls. We laugh about it now, but you have no idea how much use we get out of those trays these days: it’s second only to having my dessert served directly from a trolley as my favourite delivery mechanism.


Nowadays, we nearly always eat together – out of necessity to a degree because lord knows I’m not going to cook when I have Paul, who I can holler at and icily criticise his offerings, but mostly out of the comfort of sitting together and blathering on to one another. Our dinners are always punctuated by some random TV because I hear screams in silence, but it’s always an opportunity to catch up with one another and put the world to rights. It’s telling indeed that whenever Paul goes away, even though I can cook, I don’t bother: it’s not the same without his monologues about what has vexed him or the anxiety of me watching exactly how much of his meal he’s going to drop on to the carpet. That’s less of an issue now thanks to the addition of Goomba, our new dog, who treats the floor like a grazing table at all times. It’s also lucky that fourteen years of Paul staring at me with doleful, pleading eyes for the scraps off my plate has prepared me for the same from Goomba.


So that’s why this book is exclusively dinners: because we consider them to be the most important of all. If we’re wrong we apologise, and recommend you turn to our blog and previous books for breakfast and lunch ideas: you’ll find some absolute blinders among the filth. But if you have come this far into the book, we’ll ask you to come a little further, then laugh because we said come twice: join us for dinner!


(Elbows off the table please and I think that’s your nipple in the gravy, you saucy minx.)


James & Paul x
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KEEP IN TOUCH AND TAG US WITH YOUR TASTY DINNERS!
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A NOTE ON BODY POSITIVITY AND WEIGHT LOSS



You see, running a weight-loss/slimming/kn*b-joke-factory blog is a bit of a double-edged sword. We want to help people lose weight with delicious, easy-to-cook recipes that don’t taste like diet food, but we also never want anyone to feel they have to lose weight to be happy. You don’t.


Over the years, we have learned that it isn’t your body that shapes your mood, but rather, how you view it. We place so much emphasis on what others think when their eyes fall upon our body – we fret about stretchmarks and the fact our nipples tickle our ears when we lie on our back and to what end?


Take me (James). I have spent about 30 of the 37 years of my life worrying about different parts of my body. I’ve been too fat, too thin, too tall, too short. I think I have weirdly bulgy eyes when I concentrate. I have enough forehead that I could advertise the blog on there and include all the pop-up adverts. Just when I think I’ve come to terms with one aspect of my body, another one demands I criticise it.


However, I am also a realist. So a few years ago, fuelled by the TV show we did, I finally took control of the one thing I could change: my weight. I figured that if I lost the weight and became thin and capable of walking into a high-street clothes shop without a collective gasp of fright, I’d be a happy man. Ten stone weight loss later: I wasn’t. I don’t suit being that thin – I look like a hot-air balloon crushed into a telephone mast. Physically, being that skinny wasn’t for me (and note that I was still four stone away from my ‘correct’ weight according to my BMI, which shows what a load of tut that barometer can be) but mentally, I was so sure I’d be content at that point.


I had a period of self-reflection and I wish I could give you some epiphany here, but it’s as simple as this: happiness comes from within. If you can’t accept who you are, come to terms with your faults and wrinkles, you’ll never be at peace.


So, how to change the outlook of someone who has spent a life criticising himself? Surprisingly easy. I stopped giving a toss about what those I didn’t know thought and learned to accept the kind words of those that matter. Paul, for example, has inexplicably chosen to spend a third of his life with me and still looks happy when I come galumphing across the lawn. That ripples across my family, friends, conquests. If you ever want a good measure of yourself, take note at how those who love you look at you. Everyone else? They can eff off. Can you remember one single stranger you saw yesterday? If they’re that fleeting in your life, why waste your energy worrying about what they think?


It takes time, because all good things do, but you’ll realise that you’re less self-critical. I actually ended up putting four stone back on, and I can say, with my hand on my heart and the other hand in a bag of crisps, I’m possibly the most content I’ve been with my body. Those who love me, love me, and for the first time in forever, I include myself in that.


Blimey. Feels like I’ve just spent an hour in the confession box. But see, I mention all of the above because sometimes it helps to hear that the confident, brassy tart behind the social media posts struggles with his body in much the same way as almost everyone else does. In being as open as I can be, I hope to help you make sure you’re losing weight for the right reasons. If you want to be healthier, great, if you want to lose weight so you can get nicer clothes or play with your children, more power to your elbow. But if you’re thinking you’ll be happy if only you were skinnier, examine whether that’s really true. We can offer you delicious food and some laughs along the way but your happiness has to come from yourself. If you use this book to lose some weight and work on your body confidence, we promise the end result will be so much more glorious.












THE ONE-POUND-A-WEEK WEIGHT LOSS CHALLENGE



Let’s turn to the business of actually losing weight and the other message we push: the one-pound-a-week approach. Over the page you’ll see a collection of circles, and although you may be clutching your pearls and thinking we’ve had a fit of the vapours (a fair enough assumption), we shall talk you through it all and encourage you to give it a go.


Both Paul and I spent years attending slimming clubs in the ‘battle’ to try and lose weight. Every week we would turn up, pay our subs, stand on the scales, make small-talk, then sit down and listen to everyone talk loudly about their weight losses and gains and bowel movements. I’ve genuinely never heard so many people talk so freely about their poops, and I used to be a medical secretary for a gastroenterologist.


The classes worked – perhaps it was the fear of stepping on the scales, perhaps it was the fact we’re suckers for stickers – but the weight loss never stuck with us. We would lose a stone, maybe two, and then we would have a blip or a weight gain and that would be it: binge eating, shame-stuffing, trips to the chippy and tears of pure gravy. We completed the join up, lose weight, put weight on, stop going, rejoin cycle so many times that the church hosting the classes gave us our own parking space. We had to change the way we did things.


Now, before we get to the good bit, we want to make it clear that the above may not be your experience and that’s absolutely fine – slimming classes are a good fit for some people, and if they push you to success, you must keep going and enjoy it because a successful programme is one that works for you. There’s no diet shaming with twochubbycubs, unless you’re taking weight-loss miracle products you bought off a sentient set of eyelashes on Facebook.


So, why didn’t the weight loss stick? Why were we consistently getting a stone or two off and then not so much falling off the horse as tumbling off and making a ragù from it? Simple: the pressure to lose four or five pounds a week. We had come to accept that such weight loss was healthy and consistently achievable, and it just isn’t. As the good doctor Ian Malcolm once said, life finds a way. There will be weeks when you have plans, or when you over-eat, and sometimes you’ll do everything right and for whatever reason your body is spiteful and holds on to every little morsel of fat it can, and you’ll gain weight. That is life.


But if you have set yourself up to expect a few pounds a week in weight loss, then what do you feel when you’ve gained, stayed the same or only lost a pound or two? Angry. Upset. Ready to eat your feelings. When, of course, that’s absolute and utter nonsense and it’s this mentality that you need to change.


The one-pound-a-week challenge, then. It’s all about reframing your approach so that you concentrate on a tiny, easily achievable target and celebrating those victories as and when they come. If you were setting out to climb a mountain, we have to presume that (after checking first to see if there was a taxi service or cable-car) you wouldn’t look to sprint right to the top without resting your legs a few times on the way up. That applies to weight loss too: whether you’ve got three stone to lose or twenty, if you focus on one tiny target at a time, it’ll feel far more do-able.


Consistently hitting your one-pound-a-week target and celebrating these tiny steps will have a happy side-effect, we guarantee: very often you’ll end up losing more than a pound. The fact you’re in a positive frame of mind and approaching your weight loss with no pressure on yourself will lend itself to smart decisions and guilt-free eating, which will in turn lead to bigger results on the scales. Great! But you don’t record that, at least not on the chart. You stay focused on that one pound a week and everything else is a happy accident.


The chart overleaf shows 52 little blank circles, all ready for you to fill in with:




	a charming green if you’ve hit your one-pound-a-week target;


	a urine-sample yellow if you’ve stayed the same; and


	a raging red if you’ve put on weight.





If you put on weight, no belly-aching – as we said before, it’ll happen and that’s life. If you manage to get through the year and that chart is entirely green that’s great, but we encourage you to enjoy life a little more. Weight gain shouldn’t be used as a stick to beat yourself with, not least because if you’re anything like us, you’ll probably use a baguette.


For every few green dots you manage to complete, bloody well celebrate them. How quick we are to make a thing about our failures and yet when we have cause to celebrate, we downplay it, we don’t make a fuss. That’s the second thing that needs to stop: we’re not suggesting you dash out and remortgage your house at every quarter stone, but do something that makes you happy. Doesn’t need to be expensive: it can be going out somewhere new or seeing an old friend for dinner. You’re making positive progress and that ought to be rewarded.


You can give yourself bonus points if you manage to tie your celebrations into things you had put off because of your weight, and it’s here that we can talk about Paul, the ex-elephant in the room. See, for all that I can waffle on about my weight loss story until you push Wotsits in your ears and tell me to stop, Paul is this year’s real hero. Eagle-eyed viewers may spot a substantial change between Paul’s author photo from book one and the one we’ve used here: he’s lost over eight stone. We both had a COVID scare: his was contracting it and struggling to breathe, mine was him contracting it and me having to make my own dinners. We’ve both suffered terribly.


Realising that he wasn’t happy with himself and was at risk of causing himself a serious medical mischief, he set about losing the weight, following the one-pound-a-week challenge, though because he’s hip and hi-tech he made himself a chart on his phone. For the first time in forever, his weight loss was consistent – week in, week out, more loss and a happier Paul. He celebrated his changes by doing all manner of things that he had put off because of his weight: a public swim, seeing mates he hadn’t seen in years, actually buying clothes from somewhere other than the court-appearance-casual section on Jacamo.


As a loving husband, it was a delight to see him come back out of his shell. Whereas I’ve always been excellent at pretending all is OK when inside I’m all a-quiver, Paul wears his heart on his sleeve, and that sleeve has been dragged across his dinner plate. I saw him miserable and comfort-eating and always disappointed with himself when he slipped back into bad habits. This new Paul is back to being the fun, relatively easy-going chap who tumbled me roughly across a golf course for a hole-in-one when we first met and didn’t walk with his face to the floor so he couldn’t see people gawping at him. It’s glorious.


We mention Paul’s weight loss purely because he’s the proof of the pudding: reframing the weight loss approach into a succession of little targets with every victory celebrated will lead to continued, manageable losses. For the first time in his entire life he’s in control of his weight loss and sticking to it, and this could very easily be you. You could be Paul, though you’ll need to get yourself equipped with eighty-seven pairs of stonewashed jeans before you can ever truly claim that title.


We wish you every success with your weight loss, we truly do. But remember: don’t let it define you.
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