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Praise


‘There are few food writers as witty and informed as Laura. I devoured this book.’ Georgina Hayden


‘As moreish as the snacks it celebrates, The Joy of Snacks is a smart, funny and moving meditation on the little things that make life great. I loved it’ Ruby Tandoh


‘Laura Goodman is a simply perfect food writer and everything she does is a dream’ Ella Risbridger


‘It’s so refreshing to read a cookbook that makes me laugh! Laura does the near impossible; her food and her good humour are as delicious in real life as on the page’ Alice Levine


‘An utterly joyful read. I cannot think of a nicer afternoon than to settle down with this book and a variety of snacks alongside’ Rukmini Iyer


‘Naked, unashamed and witty, Laura Goodman delights, tempts and insults our intestines with raucous, dangerous and surprising suggestions’ Miriam Margolyes
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About the Book


This book is a celebration of snacks in all their glorious forms, guaranteed to fill your day with snacking joy.


It’s full of lists, essays and recipes to take you from your morning coffee (cinnamon crumble cakes and cherry-marzipan hand pies) to your evening wine (oeufs durs mayonnaise and mushroom pâté) via salsas, hot dips, crispy bits, crab nachos and frozen piña coladas in the sun.


The Joy of Snacks will lift your spirits while satisfying your deepest snacking desires, helping you squeeze the joy out of life’s big and small moments, whether it’s party time or Monday morning.









For Rich, who is always ready to demolish a
massive bag of crisps with me.









WELCOME TO SNACKTOWN


We eat donuts with our coffee, pâté with our wine, nachos while we watch Drag Race and ice lollies in the garden. We eat crisps and dips whenever we get the chance, absolutely nonstop, you just try and stop us. Any and all events are snackworthy. This is how we punctuate our days with joy.


We eat snacks for lunch, snacks for dinner, and snacks at snacktime. We eat whimsically, by which I mean according to our whims, not sitting cross-legged in a wildflower meadow surrounded by curious rabbits. But it hasn’t always been this way.


For a long time, we were encouraged to balance our meals carefully in order to keep hunger at bay until the next mealtime; the goal was to eliminate our unseemly inclination to snack. So, each January, we’d turn our attention to ‘meal planning’. Everything in our lives would be more correct if only we would work harder on Sundays, stacking our fridges with boxes of boiled eggs, cooked couscous and cut cucumber, so that we might throw together a depressing meal at any moment.


Forbes magazine suggested we were clinging on to ‘traditional eating patterns built around three “square”, structured meals a day’, but that gradually these ‘had given way to modern eating styles characterized by frequent snacking’. And Bee Wilson wrote in the Wall Street Journal: ‘There’s still a lingering sense of moral disapproval about snacking, which is strange given that most of us snack more often than we brush our teeth.’


We are embracing snacks more all the time. But, of course, some of us have been snacking right all our lives. Nigella’s silken midnight feasts have been taking place for as long as I can remember, even while her peers pointlessly filled vol-au-vent cases with prawns. And when my daughter Zipporah was a baby, one of the first questions she recognised (and responded enthusiastically to) was: ‘Would you like a snack?’


If you want to snack well, the first step is admitting it.


I am never freer or happier to exist than in the moment I decide to go hell for leather on a bag of corn chips, forsaking my appetite for lunch. One thing that radically improved my first day back at the office post-lockdown was a chunk of tahini, fig and chocolate tiffin wrapped in greaseproof paper in my pocket. And the best thing I made in 2020 wasn’t a meal; it was a warm, cheesy caramelised onion dip – deluxe and savoury in the extreme, devoured communally with hungry friends on a frosty Saturday afternoon before it all went wrong (you can find it in the dips chapter).


I have lovingly assembled this book to fill you up with snacking joy. I hope you’ll snack on its essays, lists, thoughts, memories and claptraps as whimsically, unselfconsciously and wholeheartedly as possible – on the train, in your bed, at the park, while you cook, wherever you are, whatever time it is.


Are you going to ruin your dinner? Do you care? Are you a square? Will that couscous keep till tomorrow? Come on then; let’s snack.


LIFE SNACKS I (USA)


I don’t remember anything, unless you can tell me what I was eating while it happened. And I don’t remember what I’ve eaten, unless there was a big feeling served alongside. Here is the first instalment of a patchy highlight reel, made of snacks.


•Generic red wine from Cupcake Vineyards and a box of Cheez-It Duoz next to a fledgling campfire in Yosemite after a long day of avoiding bears. Picture my bliss. I have no idea that later, in the dead of night, a family of raccoons will enter my tent. My snacks will be locked up elsewhere, but that won’t stop those mad, creepy Cyril Sneer adversaries from leaving dusty footprints over my belongings (and my soul).


•A bag of blueberry cake donuts from a bakery in a strip mall near my auntie’s house in Long Beach, with coffee, in her car.


•A large square slab of cheesecake from Canter’s in West Hollywood after a day being busy and alone in LA.


•We hired a vehicle the size of a house in Texas in 2012. I wouldn’t do that again, but the fact is that when another car went into the back of us within 30 minutes of leaving the Alamo office, it did not so much as rumple our bumper. We were flashing with invincibility as we remained within our fortress to eat a paper bag of tater tots from Keller’s drive-thru.


•Bagels (pastrami, Swiss cheese and pickles) prepared by my husband, Rich, and taken up to the Griffith Observatory for a Friday night La La Land moment you hate to see.


•A Boston Creme donut from Kettle Glazed donuts in LA, smudges of chocolate glaze left clinging to the paper bag.


•Here’s a triumph of international travel, and – as someone who left her engagement ring at gate four of Lanzarote airport – I don’t have many of them. We made a detour to Russ & Daughters to get an airport bagel picnic before flying home from NYC, and handled our goodies with supreme care all the way to the gate. My bagel: pumpernickel, filled with smoked salmon and scallion cream cheese, wrapped in blue and white paper with the word PUMP scrawled on it. Also: a chunk of cinnamon babka, wrapped in clingfilm, bearing the word PIECE.
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Crispy bits


I’m going to get into some classic snacks in this chapter, but before I do, I want to spend a bit of time thinking about one feature that ties so many of the great snacks together: crispness. Another Snacks Author™ might press on without acknowledging that if you fancy a snack, you could just buy yourself a bag of pickled onion Monster Munch and be done with it, but not this Snacks Author™, no way. This one likes to go deep, even if we just met. I love your top! How was your childhood? Let’s talk crispy.


The sound of crispy


In a 2020 Bon Appétit article entitled ‘There’s an Entire Industry Dedicated to Making Foods Crispy, and It Is WILD’, Alex Beggs put on a lab coat, assessed the copious research, felt fried chicken sandwiches betwixt her teeth, and headed to a mixing studio to meet the guy who recorded the Pringles sound library. But my main takeaway was per the heading: that crispy is an industry. There are scientists – many of them – devoted to ‘making crispy crispier’.


The Oxford Learner’s Dictionary has the definition of crispy as:


(of food) pleasantly hard and dry


But more scientific definitions refer to the sound the food makes when it shatters between your teeth. A journal article called ‘Critical Evaluation of Crispy and Crunchy Textures’ defines crispy as:


a dry rigid food which, when bitten with the incisors, fractures quickly, easily, and totally while emitting a relatively loud, high-pitched sound.


Dr Charles Spence, a Professor of Experimental Psychology at Oxford University, focuses on eating as a multisensory experience. In the Adelaide Review, he talked about sound as a ‘powerful driver’ for us in the enjoyment of food. And he pointed to the popularity of snack foods like biscuits, crisps and popcorn as evidence for the appeal of noisy food.


There was a t-shirt I wanted a few years ago by a Danish fashion label beloved of women my age that just said SNACK ATTACK three times across the front. The message is visceral, is it not? When I read the words I can hear a snack attack coming on. SNACK ATTACK SNACK ATTACK SNACK ATTACK. Foil packets, snatchy hands, puffy maize, furiously gnashing incisors.


In Spence’s book Gastrophysics, he suggests that crispy’s appeal might come down to it being a cue for freshness – like a crisp apple or lettuce leaf. But as far as snack foods go, it seems more likely that ‘our strong attraction to fat’ may be relevant: ‘. . . we all come to enjoy those foods that make more noise because they probably have more of the rewarding stuff in them than other, quieter foods.’


Crispy has been busy in recent years. Google’s Ngram feature, which tracks the use of words over time across millions of books, shows a steep rise in use of the word crispy since 1980, getting steeper still around the turn of the millennium. Why? Most modern phenomena seem to be traceable to the rise of social media, and crispy foods do seem to make perfect snackable content – we can see crispy before we hear it. Or maybe it’s just that the world is now so deeply troubling that we need to feel and hear food shattering between our teeth more often. We urgently need to nosh on joy. And crispy is joy, scientifically speaking. Studies have shown that we find crispy ‘appealing’, ‘pleasurable’ and ‘fun’.


Crispy à la carte


The crispy foods that people lose their heads over on Instagram often come from the ‘snacks’ section of a restaurant’s menu, especially in London – they’re fritters, fries, bhajias and scratchings, resplendent from the fryer. This wasn’t a menu section that really existed 15 years ago, and I’m a bit surprised to discover that I’ve been eating from London menus long enough to conduct this history lesson, but here we are – life just thunders along, until it doesn’t, but anyway.


In 2011, some thirtysomething chefs known as the Young Turks, Isaac McHale and James Lowe, along with their front-of-house pioneer pals, Daniel Willis and Johnny Smith, started a residency upstairs at an east London pub otherwise known for its affiliation with Jack the Ripper. They were serving cheffy food in a pubby pub and it was blowing even the most egregious high-profile food minds; 2011 was like that – we started to believe things could be different, or maybe it’s just that I was 26. The offering at Upstairs at the Ten Bells was a set menu with four courses plus snacks.


They’d made a conscious choice to use their own terminology, and that included the word snack. Daniel Willis, who I met in ye olde Spitalfields way back then, told me recently: ‘We were in the shadows of French cuisine and so “snack” was a way for us to reclaim “amuse bouche”.’ He summarises what they were doing at the Ten Bells: ‘Ambitious food, tasting menu format, but in a dingy pub. And, obviously, very charming and casual service.’ He jokes, but it’s true. The service was key – they made fancy food feel like something we could have fun eating. Daniel helped, and so did the word snack.


The snack that was pictured alongside all the reviews and glossy magazine profiles was their buttermilk fried chicken in pine salt – these were perfectly craggy, golden nuggets served nuzzling pine leaves. They were crispy, as these restaurant snacks often are, because the point of them is to get you hyped for what lies ahead. To pounce on your mood and your teeth with pleasure and fun.


Sometimes menus have snack sections and sometimes they don’t, but either way these snacks are not the same as starters – they’re simple and shareable. I’m talking about little fried whitebait, calamari, mozzarella sticks, loaded potato skins – you know the guys, many of them are old friends. And I just want to dedicate a moment to a crispy centrepiece snack that does its job a little too well: the Blooming Onion at Outback Steakhouse.


This is an onion, cut to unfurl like a flower, battered generously and submerged in hot oil until every last petal is totally crisp. It sits in the middle of the table inducing mania – it’s hard to believe no matter how many times you’ve seen it – and quickly renders everyone near it unable to eat their Outback Sirloin with Lobster and Mushroom Topping and Dressed Baked Potato. The Blooming Onion happens to be an onion, but it’s really just a big, explosive, golden, inconceivable crispy, with a dip in the middle. The only thing that’s as consummately crispy as this is the scraps on your chips. Both are wildly snackable.


Crispy at home


Discovering the wider crispy industry can shatter an illusion: we thought we were out here getting our crispy kicks according to our whims, but it turns out capitalism long-ago saw and raised our simple obsession with rigid, easy-to-fracture foods. What about in the private home, though? You return to pick at the bits left in the macaroni cheese dish just after declaring yourself done, and that’s real. Those crispy bits really do happen to us, like magic, in our actual lives.


We, the home cooks, are also obsessed with making crispy crispier. Our tracksuits are our aprons and lab coats, our teeth are our Penetrometers and Texturometers (real machine names) and we induce the Maillard reaction every day like it’s nothing (the chemical reaction that gives browned food flavour).


We have cute little passive aggressive fights at the table over crispy duck pancakes and the bottom of the paella (the soccarat! A crispy word if ever I heard one!). We hold the crispiest chips up to the light so that everyone can see what we’re about to penetrate. We devote ourselves entirely to the skin of our pork belly, and routinely get burnt basting chickens and eggs. And we – busy though modern life indisputably is, all the research says so – will actually wait an extra 40 minutes to gratiné a Pyrex of cheesy food before we eat it. Lasagne tops are our jackpots.


Every Christmas, the media whips up a celebrity tête-à-tête about whose method creates the crispiest roast potatoes. At the climax of the year, as we all sit down to contemplate what really matters to us, the biggest names in food are finally, once and for all (until next year), pitted against each other in the ultimate test: crispy bits.


Nothing gets us going or keeps us coming back for more like crispy. In a 1990 article in the Journal of Food Quality, food scientist Alina Szczesniak wrote that crispness is a ‘stimulant to active eating . . . It appears to hold a particular place in the basic psychology of appetite and hunger satiation, and encourages continuous eating. It is particularly well suited for consumption when the body activity is low, e.g. when reading or watching a movie or television.’


Active, continuous eating while watching TV, or as you and I know it: snacking.


The staggering potential of nachos


With a lot of foods that we’ve stolen from other cultures, we have at least a vague idea of how they started and how we might be corrupting them. For instance, we’re aware of ongoing debates in the background of our lives about whether it’s proper to add cream or white wine to a spaghetti bolognese, even if our family recipe contains mushrooms or Marmite. But nachos have travelled so far from where they began that most of us do not have a clue what a ‘real’ bowl (or basket? Or tray?) of nachos actually constitutes.


Most of us came to know nachos as the American cinema or ballpark dish of tortilla chips topped with: a half-arsed salsa, sour cream, beans, avocado, black olives, pickled jalapeños and cheese with so little cheese in it that it must legally be called ‘nacho cheese flavoured sauce’. And if you’re from the UK, your first nachos were probably a shadow of even this, compiled with Doritos, scepticism and restraint, which are three qualities that no one is looking for in their nachos.


Despite most of us starting our relationship with nachos the sad way, we still love them – because they are crisps with stuff on top, which makes them inherently great. This is a dish with more potential than a straight-A student, and almost as much as a slice of toast. If you have ever made nachos at home, you will know how thrilling it is to contemplate the prospects of your tortilla chips as you upend the bag into a bowl. Oh, the toppings you will scatter!


The real origin story of nachos takes place not in the Watford Cinema Park on the Kingsway North Orbital Road in Garston, but in 1940 in Piedras Negras, a city in the Mexican state of Coahuila, just over the Rio Grande from Texas. As the story goes, a regular customer from Eagle Pass in Texas arrived at the Victory Club in Piedras Negras out of hours with some pals and asked the maître d’, Ignacio Anaya (whose nickname was Nacho), to fix them a snack. Nacho found some freshly fried corn tortillas and topped them with melted cheese and pickled jalapeños. He called it: Nacho’s Special.


Is it good news that the original nachos only had three ingredients? Or is it actually woefully depressing to consider the miserable gubbins that British pubs are throwing on top of tortilla chips to make a dish they pass to the customer at a cost of £12.95, when it could all be so simple? You decide.


In 1995, to reclaim their joy, the people of Piedras Negras, together with the people of Eagle Pass over the bridge, launched Nacho Fest, which, every October, features record-breaking nachos, bulgogi nachos, caviar nachos, cheeseburger nachos, and jalapeño-eating contests. Festival guidelines state that nachos must contain three things – tortilla chips, cheese and a type of chilli – but otherwise, nacho artists should be free to express themselves. Compare and contrast to the guidelines provided by the Brotherhood and Sisterhood of Tarte Tatin in Lamotte-Beuvron, France. They state that any deviation from the original caramelised upside-down apple tart (apples, sugar, butter for the filling; flour, butter, egg for the pastry) must not under any circumstances be considered a Tarte Tatin. Your onion, beetroot and banana versions are tartes renversées (overturned tarts) at best.


Nachos represent adaptability, flexibility, change, possibility and fun, so they show up in places designed for fun, which is maybe why we love them even when they’re bad. When I came to love LA’s food scene it was because I felt hopped up on an experimental energy I was not feeling in London, where the rents are so high that every new idea must be a safe bet. At that time it seemed like you couldn’t even be a restaurant in London if you didn’t expose some brick and buy a joblot of Edison bulbs. I was so over it that my eyeballs were permanently at the back of my head, which was not comfortable. In 2016, I found LA’s delicious, sunny freedom infectious and energising, and one of the best places to load up on it was via the nachos. The city of angels, strip malls and taco trucks gave me pig-ear nachos, lobster nachos, kale nachos and nachos in a bag. Plus, good old spray-cheese nachos and generously swagged ‘classic’ nachos too. It gave me juicy, zippy, delightful, blue-sky snacking life.


Please accept what follows as a topline summary of my lived nacho experience. Bad nachos, crab nachos, nachos that aren’t nachos at all. What can I say? I play fast and loose. You should see my tarts.


Bad nachos, a haiku


Sigh. The naked chips.


I have run out of good times.


And I just started.


Crab nachos, a recipe


This is like a big, crabby, fiery, fresh salad with tortilla chips as the leaves. All it requires is a bit of chopping and assembly and your reward is a party in every damn mouthful, as it should be.


Serves 2–4


¼ cucumber


3 tablespoons lime juice


½ teaspoon caster sugar


¼ red Romano pepper


4 little radishes


2 spring onions


¼ red onion


2 avocados


a handful of fresh coriander


125g sour cream


½–1 tablespoon chipotle in adobo paste


200g salted tortilla chips


100g white crab meat


2–3 tablespoons pickled jalapeños


limes


fine sea salt


1.Get the ingredients ready to deploy, one at a time. First, the cucumber. Finely slice it into half-moons, and put them into a bowl with 2 tablespoons of the lime juice, the caster sugar and a pinch of salt. Toss, and leave.


2.Slice the red pepper as finely as you can, along with the radishes.


3.Finely chop both types of onion so they’re sprinklable.


4.Slice the avocados, as you like, and finely chop the coriander.


5.To make the crema, mix the sour cream with 1 tablespoon of lime juice and the chipotle in adobo paste (starting with the smaller amount and adding more to taste).


6.Tip the tortilla chips into a nice big rectangular dish like a roasting Pyrex or a deep brownie tray.


7.Now scatter the crab, cucumber (leave behind the pickling liquid), red pepper, radishes, onions, avocado, pickled jalapeños and coriander over the chips, distributing them as evenly as you can. Take a good look. Do you want more of anything? Add it now.


8.Drizzle the crema all over (use it all!).


9.Serve with extra lime wedges and salt.


Crispy potato nachos, a dream


The chips best suited to wearing toppings in a nacho style are waffle fries, because of all that gorgeous surface area. But if you gently squash some baby potatoes before you fry them, you get something that might be better. Big, rugged, golden coins, with crispy nooks and scraps galore.


I got the idea for the recipe below from Matty Matheson’s YouTube channel, which is my favourite quick televisual snack. He uses fingerling potatoes but it’s not so easy to shop for those in the UK. To write this recipe, I used whichever small potatoes came in my vegetable box and tested it repeatedly with generic supermarket ‘baby potatoes’.


In homage to Nacho, I topped the crispiest potatoes in the world with cheese sauce and pickled jalapeños to create a hybrid snack that’s a spectacle of crispy excellence. I can’t see why you wouldn’t love it.


Serves 2–4


500g baby potatoes


60g Cheddar cheese, grated


½ teaspoon cornflour


85ml evaporated milk


2 tablespoons crushed tomatoes (or chopped tomatoes, crushed a bit before adding)


2 teaspoons Dijon mustard


a pinch of cayenne pepper


vegetable oil, for frying


flaky sea salt


1 spring onion, finely chopped


3 tablespoons roughly chopped pickled jalapeños


1.Boil the potatoes until completely soft but not falling apart – about 15 minutes once the water’s boiling. Drain them and rest them on a chopping board when they’re done.


2.Prepare some cheese sauce ingredients: mix the grated cheese and cornflour together in a bowl with a fork.


3.In a small pan off the heat, whisk together the evaporated milk, tinned tomatoes, mustard and cayenne, until even. Leave it there, poised and ready.


4.On a chopping board, flatten the potatoes one at a time with a masher – go as thin as you can without breaking them (though it’s fine if some break).


5.In your widest frying pan, pour enough vegetable oil that it comes 1½cm up the sides of the pan, and turn the heat on.


6.When the oil’s hot (you can use any stray potato in the masher to test the temperature), arrange the potatoes in an even layer and sprinkle with a big pinch of salt.


7.Fry the potatoes for about 10 minutes without touching them (you can use a fork to take a tentative peek underneath now and then), or until the underside has crisped right up and you can lift the potato in one without it breaking.


8.Turn and fry for 6–8 minutes on the other side, or until very, very crispy all over.


9.When the potatoes are done, lift them on to kitchen paper, then arrange them on a plate.


10.In the meantime, heat the milk mix over a low flame and when it’s warm, whisk through the cheese and cornflour and keep heating and whisking until all the cheese is melted and the sauce is smooth and glossy. If it thickens up too much, loosen it off the heat with a splash more evaporated milk.


11.Pour the cheese sauce over the crispy potatoes.


12.Sprinkle over the spring onions and pickled jalapeños.


Once you pop


All hail the food that is named for being crisp (in the UK, at least). Time to make a little space, in fact, because we’re going to tackle the elephant in the room. Crisps are snacks and snacks are crisps. Every other snack is just trying to be as good as crisps, which is a big and not necessarily savvy claim for what is still the beginning of a book containing 50-odd snack recipes.


If you’ve got friends coming over, you might make one or two of the recipes in this book: why not? I put a lot of effort into them. But whether you do or you don’t, you’ll serve crisps. I know you will. Potato chips, yes, but also puffs and curls and straws and balls. ‘Crisps’ made of beetroot or chickpeas or maize kernels or lentils or corn. You might help your pals wind down with some elementary cheese and onions, or you might prefer to demonstrate your social status with ‘hummus crisps’ whose bags have lots of green on them and shout loudly about their questionable credentials. You may choose to wow your guests with a limited edition kettle effort from the Co-op (they never miss), or to take them on a sensory nostalgia trip via a buffet of Skips, Space Raiders, Royster’s and Wheat Crunchies. Surprise them by demonstrating that M&S’s Cheese Tasters are cheesier than Wotsits or blow their minds by introducing them to McCoy’s Muchos (the air pockets! Astonishing!). Say ‘I love you’ with imported Cheetos; it’s the only way.


The sharing bags weigh 150g or thereabouts, and of course that doesn’t mean you’re sharing them. In the UK, we are bigtime scoffers (technical term) (what else are we going to do out here?), so we get through a good number of those bigger bags without troubling ourselves to socialise. I don’t know about you, and I know that scoffing is complicated, but I love to open them alone and never peg them back up. I feel free and fantastic when I make a conscious decision to do that – I think this is my version of sitting alone at a bar, drinking a Martini. It is absolutely true that once you pop, you can’t stop, and it feels good to give in to that Pringly truth once in a while.


Modern food developers talk about the concept of a ‘food adventure’ – we love to see the world via the crisp packet. Crisps are part of being on holiday and they’re also crucial for finding the holiday in the everyday. You don’t need me to tell you this, because you’re always thinking about the moutarde Lay’s you found at a baffling French bus station and you like your paprika Crunchips washed down with a Fanta Limone. I feel weak remembering the oregano Lay’s of Greece (the sweaty hike to the good beach), the garlic Munchitos of Spain (the pre-tapas tapas by the pool), and the Flamin’ Hot Cheetos of the USA (the passenger seat of a hire car on a gaping freeway). In Japan, I made pilgrimages to snack heaven, 7-Eleven, where I loved seaweed crisps, soy sauce and mayo crisps, pickled plum crisps, pizza crisps and ponzu crisps. No one packs a packet with umami magic like Japan.


So there’s the pursuit of adventure, and there’s the pursuit of luxury, too: in the same way that we occasionally want to stay somewhere nicer than an Airbnb that smells faintly of drain, we occasionally want to bring home a giant bag of something souped up and truffly to distinguish the work day from the evening. A little hit of the outrageous, at a price we can just about afford, if we don’t think about it too much or calculate our gross expenditure. And this is an area in which we buy in and we buy in again. We don’t stop to check if we’re being swizzed.


Not that crisps have to contain caviar to make our hearts skip a beat. Devoted snackers are always on the lookout for new flavours, but we’re loyal to classics, too. There is not one thing from my childhood I remember more clearly than the way my mouth would water at the Tesco till when my mum paid for the salt and vinegar crisps. I knew crisps were special. Children know. It’s no wonder that we still lose ourselves in the crackle of the packet, the oil on our fingertips, the first new-season crisp between our teeth. Crisps are wonderment. Crisps deliver. Good times are in the bag; you just have to break the seal.


Some crisps that have existed in the world


Raspberry bellini (Tyrells)


Raclette (Lay’s)


Pecan Pie (Pringles)


Mint Mischief (Lay’s)


Blueberry (Lay’s)


Avocado salad (Cheetos)


Kebab and onion (Crunchips)


Vanilla ice cream (Monster Munch)


Salted caramel and double cream (Kettle Chips)


Labneh and mint (Lays)
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Crispy curry chickpeas


Just as I, a millennial, am not ashamed of spending too much money on oat lattes (a source of many of the golden joy coins in my metaphorical treasure chest), I love chickpeas. They don’t always get a fair crack; for instance, I once attended a vegan taco pop-up where the proprietors used a chickpea slur as their USP (‘not a chickpea in sight’), which I felt was way off the mark.


I love the chickpea’s life-saving versatility. Kids love hummus and granddads do, too, if they’re brave enough to try. In these uncertain times, you can never have too many ways to use your chickpeas.


So here they are, made crisp and snackable, and smothered with flavour. The recipe makes a bowlful for two people to pick at while they wait for dinner.


Serves 2


1 x 400g tin of chickpeas


1 tablespoon olive oil


½ teaspoon fine sea salt


2 teaspoons curry powder


flaky sea salt


½ lemon


1.Preheat your oven to 200°C/180C fan/gas 6.


2.Drain the chickpeas well, then tip them into the middle of a clean, dry tea towel. Roll them around under your hands until they’re completely dry.


3.In the rolling process, some of the chickpeas’ skins will loosen. Don’t go mad trying to remove every last sheath, but help along the ones that are on their way.


4.Tip the chickpeas into a roasting tray and toss with the olive oil and fine sea salt.


5.Bake for about 30 minutes, shuffling them around every 10 minutes so they cook evenly, until they’re crispy.


6.Toss them with the curry powder, a big pinch of flaky sea salt and a squeeze of lemon. Get ’em while they’re hot.


CAMPOP (The Campaign for Real Popcorn)


The bagged popcorn you can get as part of a meal deal is a health fad in disguise and it doesn’t taste good. On the face of it, it’s a chance to team your sandwich with a wacky savoury snack. But the reality is cardboardy. These popcorns yield about 3% of the salty joy they promise on their jolly bags.


But hot popcorn tossed in so much butter or oil that it’s slippery – now there’s a snack made in heaven. And in this state, popcorn can seize whatever flavourings you throw at it, and then it really pops.


That’s the popcorn I want for you when you’re having a low-key weekend; you only need a few minutes to surprise the people you love when they wake up from their nap. This is how you have an at-home cinema experience so cosy you kick your legs out with glee, sending popcorn shooting across the room. Good popcorn is lovely with wine, cocktails, hot chocolate, soda or tea – that’s versatility. A bag of kernels costs £1.25 and equipment-wise, all you need is a saucepan with a lid. It’s a no-brainer! Just watch your blankets for grease.


[image: image]


Popcorn on the hob


(I’m sorry I can’t remember where I picked up the 4-kernel technique, but it really helped me put a stop to both burnt bits and unpopped bits.)


1.Put 2 tablespoons of groundnut or coconut oil into a wide pan with a lid, along with 4 popcorn kernels.


2.Put the lid on the pan, turn the heat up to medium and wait for all 4 kernels to pop.


3.Turn the heat off, add 100g of kernels to the pan and swirl it so that they’re all coated with oil.


4.Count to 30, then put the lid on and turn the heat up to medium.


5.When the corn starts popping, move the lid so it sits slightly ajar.


6.When the popping slows and there are about 3 seconds between each pop, you’re done – turn the heat off.


What’s your flavour? (Tell me what’s your flavour.)


Paprika and ‘cheese’


Melt 60g of salted butter (or vegan alternative) in a small pan with 3 tablespoons of nutritional yeast flakes (the ‘cheese’) and ½ a teaspoon of hot smoked paprika. Add to the popcorn pan, put the lid on and shake.


Truffle and Parmesan


Add 4 tablespoons of white truffle oil and 55g of finely grated Parmesan to the pan, put the lid on and shake.


Brown sugar and cinnamon


Melt 60g of salted butter (or vegan alternative) in a small pan with 2 tablespoons of brown sugar and 1 teaspoon of cinnamon. So as not to burn the cinnamon, drizzle this on the popcorn once it’s in the bowl rather than while it’s in the pan.


Accept all cookies? Nah, mate


When I see a cookie and decide to buy it, I know what I expect from it. It’s not that there is only one way for me to enjoy a cookie, it’s that I require a cookie baker to have committed to the direction they chose. So, if the cookie before me is a wide, flat disc, then yes, I do need it to be crisp at the edges and chewy everywhere else. But let this cookie be that and more – let the baker have understood that what they’re producing is an important artefact of wonder, so they have browned the butter and doubled the vanilla accordingly. If the café taking my money claims its cookie is salty, let there be flaky salt on top of an already salted butter dough. And if a cookie is meant to be ‘double chocolate’ then let me be absolutely clear: it won’t be enough that it’s brown in colour – it must have abundant chunks. I’m handing my money over, and in return, I need you to have tried.


I don’t think that’s a lot to ask, but have you noticed how bad people are at their jobs sometimes? I added that ‘sometimes’ to make me seem more reasonable than I am, but have you noticed how bad people are at their jobs? The truth is, I’ve never bought as many disappointing anythings as I have cookies. Usually: they’re dry and hard, and they don’t have enough chocolate in them.


Cookies I have loved include: warm, crumbly ones brought to my table when my lunch was delayed, a big, malty one in a restaurant where it was the only dessert on the menu (very cool move), sweet ones with white chocolate in them, chic ones with tahini in them, cookies with felicitations iced on top, cookies with Kinder Buenos pressed on top, commiseration cookies, party cookies, skillet cookies, warm ones, cakey ones, chewy ones, ones that are really chocolate shortbread, a praline one that came with free soft serve because the waiter didn’t want to see me eat it without, even though it was breakfast time. There is never only one way.
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