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The kitchen cupboard


I grew up in a house in the country called Pinewood Cottage. The larder there was a large wooden cabinet lined with old newspapers. It was always filled to the brim: canned peaches that we’d won at a tombola stall, sticky honey pots, old jars of homemade mince meat, open cereal boxes, split pasta bags, crusty-edged bottles of ketchup and mustard. The entire contents were placed Jenga-like and you had to prise open the door in a very particular way. When you got inside, you had to be careful that the contents didn’t tumble onto your toes while also fending off cats and dogs looking optimistically for another meal. It was precarious. It was chaotic. The larder is where it all started.


It wasn’t a strict home and we were a happy, boisterous family. Mumma was often frantic with six hungry mouths to feed. She would be the first to admit that she’s not the greatest cook. She didn’t have the will, patience or time. She’s a petite woman with wild curly red hair. She was always very supportive, teaching me sewing, art and literature. Not so much about cooking.


Corners were always cut. A roux was made by pouring flour over cooked pasta, then adding butter and milk later. Onions were ‘cut’ with the bluntest knife possible. It normally worked out ok in the end, but from an early age I realised I could help. ‘Mumma, what are you doing?’


Although I was the second youngest of five, as soon as I could push a chair up against the stain-covered oven, I was interfering and experimenting with food. My first culinary adventure was ‘Baked Bean Pie’. I still remember pouring the boiling hot water over the chalky white granules of Smash, and watching in amazement as they ballooned into fluffy clouds of fake potato.


I hated school dinners though. My little sister Primrose and I would often go without, to save our one pound dinner money. By home time, we would be starving. Mum would be waiting, brandishing a white paper bag containing two iced buns, and we’d bicker over who got the one that wasn’t stuck to the inside of the bag.


Pancake day with Mumma was an explosion of flour, eggs and burnt batter. Dad was more meticulous and organised in the kitchen, preparing the most perfectly-cut Marmite sandwiches with salt and vinegar crisps wedged inside. He was also more adventurous with flavours. He ate everything. Mouldy bread and cheese was ‘penicillin’, while prawn heads were ‘calcium’. He’d stick the prawn heads on the ends of his fingers to tease us, then suck and slurp on their insides before gulping them down.


Nothing went to waste. The excess fat from roasts would be drained off and spread over bread the next day. The brown meat jelly looked like cat food, and Dad would have it dangle and wobble over his lips while making agreeable noises. On holidays, he fancied himself as an artist and would arrange a plate in the form of a face, using salami, cheese, cucumber and tomato.


Food was a humble thing in our house. There were never any individual plates. We shared everything. There was a farm shop nearby where we’d pick up fruit and veg, and buy warm loaves of bread that had just come out of the ovens. Eggs were gathered everyday from our chickens at the bottom of the garden. We tried to grow our own herbs and vegetables but rosemary was the only thing that survived the deer that roamed around freely.


The kitchen was what brought my family together. ‘We’re home!’ We’d pour into the kitchen, and Mumma would barely wipe the large old battered table before plonking the food down. We ate like a pack of wild animals. A steaming bowl of green soup would be ladled out, and I’d find a huge piece of potato that had escaped Mum’s blender, and sometimes a dog hair too that I would have to tease out of my mouth later. We’d still squabble over the last spoonfuls.


Dad died unexpectedly when I was in my teens. He had been a huge source of inspiration to me. I used the money he left me to train as a chef and went straight to work after graduating. Cooking was, and still is, a way for me to escape the pain of his loss.


I didn’t know anyone in London, but I wanted to be alone, and the kitchen soon became my home from home. I was sad and very angry that my dad had been taken from us, and although I didn’t know it at the time I needed a way of turning those feelings into something positive.


The kitchen was like being part of a busy dysfunctional family. There was no time to worry about life on the outside, and we barely had the chance to experience it in any case. Life as a chef is all-consuming. Which is not to say that the first kitchens I worked in were friendly places. They could be terrifying. They are often sterile and cold, populated by tough, motley characters. I didn’t meet very many people who had a real love for food, and on the rare occasions when I did, they became friends for life. You need to earn people’s respect and trust in a kitchen. This can take some time.


At the beginning, I was peeling sacks of potatoes and vast quantities of fragile soft-boiled eggs. I knew I needed experience, and that this would be lowly-paid or even unpaid. I used to turn up at the door of kitchens where I admired the chef’s work, holding my roll of knives, and ask to work for free. I purposefully moved around, staying about a year in each kitchen. I always attached myself to the person I thought was the best chef, even if this meant getting in extra-early, or cleaning their section. It’s exhausting after long shifts. I would often leave feeling like I was moving in slow motion while everyone around me was running at double speed.


I’m dyslexic and found conventional schooling a challenge, but the visual and practical side of cooking came naturally to me. I was instantly excited by the work, and that feeling has never left me. In fact, my work has become a complete obsession. I’m told I even talk about it in my sleep.


In the summer of 2009, a waitress tipped me off that there might be a promising job. After a quick trial on a quiet Sunday morning, I was offered the position of Head Chef at Polpetto, a new restaurant above The French House on Dean Street in Soho. I didn’t know it then, but The French House and its dining room have an iconic status amongst the Soho fraternity, and foodies in general. The renowned Fergus Henderson had been a previous incumbent before he opened his restaurant St John’s. The list of regulars reads like a ‘Who’s Who’ of the great and the good of British artistic and literary life.


The restaurant was meticulously pieced together with a rusty tin ceiling, red banquettes, old bentwood chairs and miscellaneous antique light fittings. Even the crockery was a jumble of second-hand oddments and flowery patterns that were similar to the china I was collecting at home. The restaurant was a beautiful little gem, and I could tell from the start that it was a place I could make my own.


It was a refreshing change to work with people who were as passionate and excited about food as I am. Their enthusiasm for Venice and Venetian cooking traditions, in particular, was infectious and after a few trips to that beautiful city I also caught the bug.


The fish market in Venice has been around for some 500 years, and sits just beyond the Rialto Bridge in the heart of the city. I first encountered the market on a bitterly cold and damp morning in early February, before the Carnevale. It was freezing cold, but I quickly forgot about that as I tried to take in as much of the uniquely beautiful city as I could.


I went from stall to stall. I’d never seen so many species. Many came straight from the swamp pools that surround Venice. ‘Canoce’, for instance, are a local type of sweet crayfish, unlike anything I had seen or eaten before. The razor clams were tiny, as small as my little finger, and much sweeter and more flavoursome than the full-grown variety I had eaten in England. The soft-shelled crabs were alive and sold by the bucket-load. The trestle tables were buckling under the weight of octopus, squid, sea bream, mackerel, tuna, sardines and any number of other fish.


After the market I toured some of the more prestigious ‘bacari’ that dot the city. A ‘bacaro’ is a small Venetian wine bar that sells ‘cichetti’ – small bite-sized morsels designed to fill a hole between breakfast and lunch, or indeed lunch and dinner. These canteens are firmly embedded in the local fishing and trading traditions, bringing together all types of people. All are welcome, and this sense of egalitarianism and accessibility, which were already essential elements in my attitude to feeding people, chimed with me completely.


Venetian food focuses on fresh ingredients, and a lot of fish. The fish is simply prepared, raw or grilled. Vegetables are fried or only lightly boiled, to retain as much of their own flavour as possible. Meat, though rarely eaten in Venice, is mostly slowly cooked.


Nothing is overdone, and it was this simple approach to food that captured my imagination and gave me the basis for developing the menu at Polpetto. Although I was classically trained in the French style, it didn’t take me long to get excited about this type of food.


As time went on, I became more and more interested in ingredients that were slightly off-beat or sometimes forgotten. My approach to cooking relies on a few central ingredients – three at the most, or four at a push. It’s become my thing, I guess. I see food in almost filmic terms: a good story always has a single lead, normally with two supporting roles. Any more and the plot becomes confusing and overly elaborate.


Stocking a kitchen is simpler than people think. There are a few key ingredients that no kitchen should be without. They are the building blocks; a kind of backbone to any dish. These shouldn’t be overlooked and they all need to be of the highest quality. Olive oil, salt, honey, chocolate, vinegar, flour, eggs, mustard, nuts, unwaxed lemons and lots of fresh herbs are what make simple food shine. None of my food goes without one or more of these ingredients.


I follow the seasons, almost religiously. It is logical that ingredients will always taste better when in season, whether it’s white currants, bobby beans, sloe berries, quinces, acorns, coco beans or nettles.


My kitchen is stripped-back and basic, out of necessity, where the Magimix is the only real piece of technology. But this works well, and it’s perfect for me.


You have to be creative with what you have. A kitchen can be run on a shoestring but even if you have unlimited resources there should be no waste. Remnant off-cuts of San Daniele ham scraps can be used to season sauces or made into croquettes. Any stale focaccia bread is torn and baked into breadcrumbs, fried into pangrattato or even toasted for bruschetta.


This frugal approach, and a menu that changes sometimes between services, means that the relationship with suppliers is critical. My ‘veg man’ is brilliant at finding the most obscure and hard-to-obtain items. I receive a text late afternoon to tell me what fish has been caught that very morning. A thick, friendly West Country accent converses with me about supplies of the finest shellfish and seaside vegetables. Even my mum has become a valued supplier, bringing me wild garlic, honeysuckle and nettles from her garden. I’d struggle without them.


Throughout my culinary life I’ve taken inspiration and sustenance from those early years at Pinewood Cottage. Meals were about making the best of seasonal ingredients, improvising with what we had (even if what we had didn’t exactly go together) and experimenting, sometimes to the point of absurdity. But it was fun and it was about sharing, and most of all it was about coming together, being one.


[image: Image]







Amongst the pots & pans


With simple food it is particularly important that you buy the best quality ingredients that you can get your hands on.


My kitchen is never without unwaxed lemons, bundles of fresh herbs wrapped in damp cloth and a fine olive oil. I especially like the flavour of Planeta olive oil, which has a clean, slightly bitter beginning and lengthy spiciness at the end.


Punnets of free-range eggs sit on my shelves. I try to buy them from the local farmers’ market but otherwise from quality suppliers like Clarence Court, which are easily available in the supermarket.


Using Mulino Marino ‘00’ flour or Polenta Valsugana will get a dish off to a good start. They can be found in any well-stocked Italian deli.


Morcilla, salt cod, Ortiz anchovies and Unio Moscatel vinegar can all be bought at Brindisa or over the internet. They are truly beautiful ingredients to work with and very much valued in my kitchen.


There are three salts I mainly use: Maldon, Cornish and Celtic grey. Maldon and Cornish salt with their flaky pyramid shape work perfectly raw, crushed over a dish to season or in baking. Celtic grey salt is best for salting water and joints of meat. It adds a complexity to food, especially when salt-roasting, which calls for large quantities.


A good pepper mill and black peppercorns are a must. Avoid using anything pre-ground – it just won’t have the same freshness.


I often find myself zig-zagging around town gathering all these bits and pieces for my cupboards. Once you have accumulated all these basic ingredients, you will feel ready to tie your apron strings.


The temperatures in my recipes are for fan and gas ovens, as those are what I tend to use. If you have a conventional oven, simply add 20°C to the fan oven temperature. For example, where the recipe says 150ºC/gas 3, preheat the oven to 170°C instead.


One final thing: remember to weigh fluids (rather than relying on measuring jugs) wherever possible, especially when preparing bread dough, as it makes for greater accuracy and consistency, which will make all the difference. Converting fluid measurements is simple – just use 1ml:1g for water, stock, alcohol, vinegar, apple juice and milk. Oil is 1ml:0.92g, yoghurt is around 1ml:0.94g and maple syrup 1ml:1.34g.
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One



I’ve always been around olive oil. For me, it’s the starting point, the be all and end all. Almost every plate of food I’ve ever cooked has it in. A drop or two in the pan to begin the cooking process or a trickle over the plate at the very end. Often it’s both. And I’m not alone.


People forget how amazing olive oil is because it’s become so common. It’s almost become invisible and yet it’s so essential. More people are using it than ever and global consumption grows every year. In fact it has doubled in the last twenty-five years. What was once considered a rare and valuable commodity has become common or garden.


Olive oil was an early discovery for me because my mum used it for absolutely everything. I come from a big English family but we have always eaten very simply. Every meal was a big spread for everyone to share – a bowl of soup, bread, cold meat, cheese and the ever-present bottle of extra virgin olive oil. With so many mouths to feed this was easier than preparing individual plates. Eating together around a big table meant that everyone talked and we’ve always been a very close family, I think because of this.


Mum didn’t reserve the extra virgin for just mealtimes either. She used to rub it on our sunburn, pour it in our baths, apply it to squeaky doors and stick it in our ears to stave off ear infections. She is an amazing mother but she wasn’t a master in the kitchen while I was growing up. She regularly burnt onions in smoking oil when cooking. Of course, I know now why she burnt them – extra virgin olive oil has a much lower smoking point than other oils.


That said, I use olive oil in so many different ways and most recipes don’t call for taking it above its smoking point anyway. I use it for almost everything, from sautéing to sweating, from baking bread to searing meat, and for brushing down roasts and fish before cooking. Its varying grades increase its versatility, and the finest should be savoured in its raw state. A dash on a plate of thickly sliced summer-ripe tomatoes; dressing a beef carpaccio; or simply to plunge your bread in.


Think of it as you might salt. Raw olive oil adds body and depth to food, and can balance out acid levels from wine, lemon juice, vinegar and other astringent ingredients. It can also reduce spice levels. Its real genius is that it manages to remain full-bodied without feeling greasy, like most other oils. It’s also thicker, and much more aromatic and flavoursome.


We humans are conditioned to crave fats. We love oil-rich dressings on our salads and butter on our bread and potatoes. Fat does equal flavour but olive oil’s rich, viscous texture makes dishes tastier by providing an unctuous base to carry those flavours. A bold olive oil is sensational when splashed on a char-grilled steak, for instance. It will emphasise the steak’s meatiness and tone down the bitterness of the char.


So there you have it, olive oil is my number one ingredient. Rightfully highly prized for thousands of years.


Best of all, I love it.
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Poached rabbit in olive oil with Pink Fir potatoes


This is one of my favourites at Polpetto. It brings back happy memories of early spring days working on new ingredients and ideas. The rabbit needs to marinate for at least six hours, so I prepare it the night before I want to cook it.







Makes four large bowls


For the rabbit:


4 large rabbit legs or 1 rabbit, jointed


40g salt


½ tbsp caster sugar


4 sprigs of oregano


4 garlic cloves


1 unwaxed lemon


about 500ml extra virgin olive oil


For the potatoes:


100g Kalamata olives


500g Pink Fir potatoes


1l chicken stock (or water)


1 unwaxed lemon


3 sprigs of thyme


a pinch of salt


a splash of extra virgin olive oil


1 head of celery





Place the rabbit legs on a roasting or baking tray and scatter over the salt, sugar and oregano sprigs. Using the flat of a knife, bash the garlic (still in its skin), then run a peeler over the lemon, cutting slivers of the skin. Fold the bashed garlic and lemon slivers through the salty rabbit legs. Cover with cling film and chill for at least six hours or overnight.


When you are ready to cook, preheat the oven to 150ºC/gas 3. Rinse off the marinade and pat the meat dry. Place the rabbit, garlic, lemon and oregano in a deep baking tray. Pour over enough olive oil to cover the meat. Cover the tray securely with foil and place in the preheated oven. Cook gently for three hours. The olive oil needs to be kept just under simmering point, with no bubbles breaking the surface.


Remove the pits from the olives, then roughly chop them to a coarse paste and set aside for later.


After the rabbit legs have been cooking for about two and a half hours, start preparing the potatoes. Pop them whole in a large pan, cover with the chicken stock and place on a high heat. Peel in the lemon rind, then scatter over the thyme sprigs and salt, and add a splash of olive oil. Once the stock has come to the boil, reduce to a gentle simmer for fifteen to twenty minutes until the potatoes are tender. Test that they are cooked by feeling whether a knife goes through easily.


Check the rabbit after three hours – it should be tender, nearly falling off the bone but without much colour. Remove from the oven and set aside while you finish making the broth.


Remove the outer celery sticks and cut long thin ribbons from the pale centre sticks with a peeler. Stir through the potatoes and leave to simmer for a couple of minutes to wilt the celery. Ladle the potato, celery and broth into large bowls and top each with a piece of rabbit, a scattering of olives and some of the oil that the rabbit was cooked in.
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Braised lettuce, cockles & bacon


We tend to think of lettuce just as salad, but it can be even better when cooked. Sweet and fragile braised baby gem lettuce works well with cockles and bacon, and new season olive oil is key in bringing these contrasting elements together. It adds a touch of the Mediterranean to what would otherwise be very traditional English fare.







Makes four small bowls


400g cockles (or clams)


4 baby gem lettuce heads


1 onion


1 bunch of spring onions


1l vegetable stock


2 tbsp butter


100g bacon lardons


new season extra virgin olive oil, to finish





Prepare the cockles first. Fill the sink with cold water and lower the cockles in. Discard any that are open. Rub them in the cold water with your hands to loosen all the grit, drain through a colander and let the water out of the sink. Repeat this a couple more times to make sure all the grit and dirt has been washed away. If you’re not going to use the cockles immediately, keep them in about a centimetre of cold water in a bowl covered with a damp cloth in the fridge.


Cut the baby gems in half and remove the central core. Keeping the leaves still attached, rinse the lettuce halves in cold water. Grate the onion. Chop the spring onions to the thickness of a pound coin.


Pour the vegetable stock into a pan and, as it heats, add the butter, onion and spring onions. Bring the stock to the boil and simmer for a couple of minutes to infuse the onion flavour. Add the lettuce halves and cover with a circle of greaseproof paper topped with a heatproof plate, so that they stay submerged in the stock. Cook for three to four minutes so that they are soft but not sludgy, then remove from the heat.


While the lettuce is cooking, place a large pan (one with a lid) over a low heat, and once it’s hot, add the lardons, cooking them relatively slowly so that they go crispy but don’t burn. After five to eight minutes the lardons will start to crisp up. Add a ladle of your lettuce stock to the cockles and stir through. Turn up the heat, place the lid on the pan and let the cockles steam for two minutes, then give the pan a shake. The cockles will begin to pop open if they haven’t already. Cook for a further couple of minutes then discard any unopened ones. Gently fold the lettuce pieces through the cockles and taste the broth before seasoning as it can be salty.


Ladle some stock and lettuce into each bowl, topple on a couple of spoonfuls of the cockles and lardons, and trickle over the olive oil. Best eaten immediately, with bread to mop up the juices.







Olive oil poached cod with butter lettuce & fennel


This floppy inexpensive lettuce is delicate and sweet, with green curly leaves. Be careful not to overdress it as the delicate soft leaves will go limp. Poaching the cod will stop the fish drying out, and means that it will break into moist plump chunks. This dish also works well with pollock or halibut instead of cod.







Makes two large plates


2 × 170g skinless cod fillets


3 unwaxed lemons


a good pinch of salt


4 sprigs of thyme


about 500ml extra virgin olive oil


1 fennel bulb


1 butter lettuce





Preheat the oven to 200ºC/gas 7.


Pat the fish dry with kitchen roll and leave on a plate to reach room temperature.


Thinly slice two of the lemons. Season the cod with a good pinch of salt and rub over the flesh. Place in a deep baking tray and layer over the lemon slices and thyme sprigs. Pour over the olive oil – it should cover the fish by about a centimetre, so it’s totally submerged. Cover the tray tightly with tin foil and place in the oven for ten to fifteen minutes until the cod is opaque and the flesh flakes easily.


Whilst the cod is cooking, remove the outer layer of the fennel and cut the bulb in half vertically. Using your knife tip, cut the core out leaving the bulb intact so that the remaining leaves stay together. Slice as thinly as possible on a mandolin or by hand. Place the fennel slices in cold water with the juice of half a lemon to keep them crisp and stop any discolouring until serving.


Discard the outer leaves of butter lettuce. Pull the inner leaves back from the heart, rinse under cold water to remove any earth and then tear the leaves into large pieces.


In a bowl, mix the fennel and butter lettuce with a squeeze of juice from the remaining half lemon, warm olive oil from the cod and salt to taste. Strew the fennel and lettuce on the plates, place the fish alongside and serve immediately.
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Milk risotto & salmoriglio


This savoury rice pudding is comfort food in the truest sense. It’s also easy to prepare and it has an elegance about it. Milk risotto is part of the street food tradition of Florence, while salmoriglio is a Sicilian condiment usually prepared for use with meat or fish. Normally the sauce is made with oregano, parsley and garlic, but I have left these last two out to ensure that it brings a light, floral, herby finish to the rice.







Makes six large bowls


For the risotto:


4 banana shallots


1 garlic clove


1 head of celery


500ml chicken stock


1l milk


100g butter


2 bay leaves


a pinch of salt


300g carnaroli rice


70–80g Pecorino cheese


For the salmoriglio:


8 sprigs of oregano


2 unwaxed lemons


100ml extra virgin olive oil


salt





Peel the shallots and garlic clove. Bash the garlic with the flat of your knife and chop through the squashed clove (I add a pinch of salt to help to break it down). Finely dice the banana shallots and set aside. Discarding the outer celery stalks, pick the leaves and keep them to garnish. Finely dice the paler centre stalks and set aside.


Pour the stock into a pan and put it on a back burner over a low heat to warm up. Do the same with the milk in a separate pan.


In another pan melt two thirds of the butter over a low heat, then add the shallots, garlic, celery, bay leaves and salt. Cover and leave to sweat down, checking after ten minutes – the vegetables should be soft and tender without colour.


Pour in the rice, turn up the heat and give the contents a good stir to coat each grain of rice in the buttery mixture. Keep stirring it for a couple of minutes until the rice becomes translucent. Add a ladle of stock at a time, stirring until the liquid is absorbed before adding the next one. Then add the milk in the same way.


While the rice is cooking, grate the Pecorino and make the salmoriglio. Pick the leaves from the oregano and zest the lemons. Roughly chop the zest and oregano together, trying not to bruise the oregano leaves, then place in a small bowl and stir in the olive oil along with a good squeeze of lemon juice and salt to taste (I add a good pinch).


Remove the risotto from the heat and stir through the Pecorino and the remaining butter. Eat from shallow bowls with a little of the salmoriglio over the top.
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Bruschetta


This is the best way to use up stale bread. It’s also an excellent way to taste a good quality olive oil. This works particularly well with sourdough or ciabatta, but whatever bread you use, make sure it is stale as it needs to be quite hard once toasted so that you can grate the garlic on it.







Makes two slices


2 thin slices of stale bread


1 garlic clove


extra virgin olive oil





Grill the bread until it’s crisp.


Peel the garlic and rub the toasted bread with it. You need effectively to grate the garlic onto the bread, ensuring that there are no lumps so that there is a smooth finish when you’re done.


Dribble over your favourite olive oil and serve straight away.
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Drowned tomatoes


As suggested, these tomatoes are swimming, or even drowned, in olive oil, which accentuates their sweetness and depth. Especially pleasing through crisp salad leaves, toppled over a soft poached egg on toast or even steamed with clams. You can use any variety of tomato to make this recipe, from golden cherry to sweet baby plum, but I find that heritage work particularly well.







Serves four to six


550g mixed heritage tomatoes


4 garlic cloves


1 bunch of thyme


2 or 3 bay leaves


1 tsp sugar


a pinch of salt


about 250ml extra virgin olive oil





Preheat the oven to 170ºC/gas 5.


Run the tomatoes under cold water and pick out any stalks.


Place the garlic cloves in warm water for a couple of minutes – this helps to loosen the skin. Pop them out of their skins.


Slice the tomatoes in half and gently lodge them cut-side down in a pan or casserole dish that can go in the oven. Thinly slice the garlic and scatter it over the tomatoes. Drop over the thyme and bay leaves, and sprinkle with the sugar and salt. Pour over the olive oil until the tomatoes are sitting in about half a centimetre of it.


Bake for about forty-five minutes until the tomatoes are soft, a little wrinkly and blistered and have absorbed most of the olive oil.


These will keep for a few days in a jar or airtight container stored in a cool place or, if cooled first and kept under a layer of olive oil, up to a week in the fridge.
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Tapenade


This French classic is beautifully moreish. You can make it by hand or in a food processor. In either case, I think the texture is a personal thing. I prefer a coarse mixture but some people prefer it smoother and runnier, so add the olive oil to taste. The olives taste best if you buy them cured in olive oil as it retains their freshness and olivey flavour. I often squeeze this tapenade under the skin of a chicken before slow roasting it, and it’s perfect on toasted bread as an afternoon nibble.







Makes 500g


1 garlic clove


1 fresh red chilli, whole


2 tbsp capers


3 anchovy fillets


250g green olives, pitted


150g Kalamata olives, pitted


a pinch of dried oregano


1 small handful of flat-leaf parsley


4 sprigs of thyme


1 unwaxed lemon


125ml extra virgin olive oil, plus extra





Peel the garlic and roughly chop the chilli. Rinse the capers under cold running water.


Grind the garlic to a fine paste using a mortar and pestle. Add the chilli pieces, capers, anchovies, olives and oregano to the garlic and pound together until they form a coarse paste.


Pick the parsley and thyme leaves, roughly chop and stir through the olive paste. Zest over the lemon, then halve and squeeze in the juice. Trickle in the olive oil and stir – if necessary add more oil until it combines to your preferred texture.


Alternatively put everything in a food processor and blend together.










Mayonnaise


Most mayonnaises are made with ordinary flavourless oils, such as sunflower. I always make mine with a combination of extra virgin olive oil and rapeseed. I love the fruity flavour that the olives give to extra virgin oil, balanced by the lightly-flavoured rapeseed oil. There is something so satisfying about making your own mayonnaise, and there’s nothing like fresh mayonnaise on salads, vegetables and crusty bread.







Enough for eight to ten heaped tablespoonfuls


3 medium egg yolks


a pinch of salt


2 heaped tsp English mustard


100ml rapeseed oil


about 200ml extra virgin olive oil


juice of 1 unwaxed lemon





Put the yolks in a large bowl with a pinch of salt. Add the mustard and whisk. Slowly trickle in the rapeseed oil, whisking continuously, and then do the same with the olive oil. The whisk will begin to feel heavier and the mixture will begin to look thick and wobbly. When you get to this point be careful because you may not need to use all the oil. If the mixture gets too thick or becomes shiny and looks as if it is about to split you can add a splash of lukewarm water to loosen it.


Slowly add the lemon juice to taste – this will cause the mixture to turn whiter and more mayonnaise-y. Stir through salt and pepper to taste, along with another splash of lukewarm water if it seems too thick.


Fresh mayonnaise should be stored in a jar or airtight container in the fridge and eaten within a day or two at the most.










Sauces & dressings


Dill, caper & lemon


My favourite way to have this sauce is with a whole grilled sea bream or similar white fish.







1 bunch of dill


½ tbsp Lilliput capers


zest of 1 unwaxed lemon


100ml extra virgin olive oil


a pinch of salt





Chop the dill roughly and place in a bowl. Do the same with the capers. Zest in the lemon. Pour in the olive oil with a pinch of salt and stir together. Any you don’t use will keep for a couple of days if stored in a jar or airtight container in the fridge, although the vibrant green colour of the freshly-made dressing will fade.


Rosemary & anchovy


This simple dressing works really well with cauliflower and roasted pine nuts, broccoli or lamb. I particularly like using Ortiz tinned anchovy fillets for this.







1 sprig of rosemary


4 anchovy fillets


1 unwaxed lemon


50ml extra virgin olive oil
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