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Foreword by Alice Waters


Darina invited me for my first visit to Ballymaloe in her characteristic expansive fashion: ‘Come any time!’ she told me. ‘Celebrate your birthday here!’ I had, of course, heard of the Cookery School and knew about the groundbreaking work that Darina was doing with Irish food – but even so, I was not prepared for the full attraction of the place. The first time I came, I stayed in the hotel that Myrtle Allen, Darina’s mother-in-law, had created, and it was magical: windows that opened right onto the garden, freshly picked flowers brought into your room every day. They always had a big buffet on Sundays and invited all their family and friends, with Myrtle and her husband Ivan there at the end of the table. I was so touched by those dinners, and the fact that I was so effortlessly included in them. The message was always ‘come as you are, bring your friends, and join us on Sunday night’. It was such a loving, lively scene every Sunday: the kids in the family would come in still dripping from the sea and have this beautiful meal around the table with their parents, aunts and uncles, cousins and grandparents. Sometimes one daughter would sing, or another would play music for the hotel guests. This is how Ballymaloe is: you are instantly made to feel completely at home – you are included, no matter what.


Darina took me out to see the Cookery School, and we did everything: we went out to the lobster boats in Ballycotton and saw the daily catch, visited the fat, happy pigs that rooted through the fields, gathered herbs from the garden and eggs from the henhouse. The School at that time was already a bustling, well-established institution, but was ever-evolving: they were developing their greenhouse, making cheese from the milk of their Jersey cows, inviting renowned chefs from all over the world to teach classes, and, of course, teaching all the fine forgotten traditions of Irish cooking. I remember Darina’s brother Rory, a chef and teacher himself, cooked up a soup for me with wild garlic, which remains one of the best things I’ve ever had. I learned about the sweet, milky pudding they make that’s so delicious, thickened with foraged carrageen moss, that my daughter Fanny now loves; and Darina’s husband Tim taught me to make the Irish soda bread I now make every Christmas. Almost every year since that first visit I have found myself back there, celebrating my birthday with friends it seems I have known forever.


As I have returned over the years, I have watched the School change and grow as Darina has become one of the most prominent voices in Irish food politics, and a vital leader in the Slow Food movement. Last year, at Ballymaloe’s first ever Literary Festival of Food and Wine, she invited the greatest chefs, authors, and voices in food to gather and exchange ideas, from Stephanie Alexander to Madhur Jaffrey, Claudia Roden, David Thompson, David Tanis and so many more. Darina is interested in the big picture of culture, forever challenging herself and others to expand the conversation about food into something deeper and more meaningful.


I think of Ballymaloe Cookery School as the very best sort of cooking school, and I send as many people to it as I possibly can. It is so exquisitely beautiful – you are always close to nature, digging your hands into the dirt, smelling the salt air. This is the sort of hands-on, immersive experience of cooking that is so important to impress upon people right now in order for them to understand the broader context of sustainability. I love how Darina takes her family and friends to have breakfast on the rocks down by the sea – bringing rashers of bacon, eggs, jam and marmalade she’s made and freshly baked bread – and everyone sits down on the big, soft grass by the side of the ocean and eats together. How can a young person – or an older one, for that matter! – not be seduced by that vision? I believe almost everyone who visits Ballymaloe Cookery School comes to think of it as a home away from home, much as I have – it is impossible not to fall in love with the way of life there. Ballymaloe’s great and powerful message is not just about bringing back an appreciation of food and taste, but an understanding of the culture of food, and of Ireland: a culture of stewardship of the land, tradition, hospitality, and, above all, beauty.
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Introduction


The Ballymaloe Cookery School opened on 5 September 1983 in converted farm buildings in the courtyard behind our house on the farm in Kinoith. I co-founded the School with my brother Rory O’Connell and it was the culmination of several years of planning and soul-searching.


I first came to work in the kitchens at Ballymaloe House fresh from the School of Hospitality Management and Tourism on Cathal Brugha Street, Dublin, on 16 June 1968. I had heard about Myrtle Allen, a farmer’s wife down in East Cork, who had opened a restaurant in her rambling old country house in the midst of a farm in Shanagarry, close to the little fishing village of Ballycotton. The menu was written every day depending on what was in season and available on the farm and in the gardens. Fish and shellfish came from Ballycotton and were added to the menu when the fresh catch was landed in the late afternoon. This was extraordinary at a time when most restaurants wrote their menu when they opened and it remained the same ten years later.


The food at Ballymaloe House was made from scratch every day. We shelled broad beans and peas and made ice cream from the fresh Jersey milk and cream. Veal, or rather baby beef, came from the male calves, fresh pork from the pigs in the farmyard, freshly laid eggs from the hens who fed on the food scraps from the restaurant, watercress from local streams. Local children foraged for blackberries, damsons, sloes and wild mushrooms and brought them to the kitchen door; Myrtle paid them generously and incorporated the fruits of their efforts into the menu. An older generation brought wild bilberries from the Knockmealdown Mountains and harvested carrageen moss from the little rocks in Ballyandreen after the spring tides. Berries and fruit came from the walled garden; tomatoes, cucumbers and lettuce came from the greenhouses in Shanagarry. In autumn over 15 varieties of apple came from the orchards around Kinoith and in May baskets full of asparagus came from the sandy field near the beach in Ballynamona.


I worked side by side with Myrtle and soaked up everything she said like a sponge; she was a gentle and patient teacher with an unerring belief in the importance of good raw materials. I soon realised that if you start off with fresh, naturally produced local food in season, then it is easy to create something utterly delicious, whereas mass-produced, denatured ingredients require a magician to make them taste good – that’s where those fancy sauces and twiddles on top are needed to compensate for the flavour that is not there originally.


In October 1970 I became a member of the Allen family by the simple expedient of marrying Myrtle’s eldest son Tim. We inherited Kinoith, the beautiful Regency house we now live in, and the surrounding farm and thriving horticultural enterprise, which included five acres of greenhouse, a mushroom farm and 65 acres of apple orchards. Since 1968 Myrtle had been giving cookery classes at Ballymaloe House to help to fill the bedrooms during the winter. She sweetly asked me to help; I weighed the ingredients and gave my opinion when asked. In 1981 she decided to take over the management of a restaurant in Paris to showcase Irish food: La Ferme Irlandaise. Her involvement in this restaurant meant that she was too busy to give classes at Ballymaloe House, but people continued to enquire, so she encouraged me to go ahead on my own. I thought no one would come to my classes because my name was totally unknown. But we really needed the money, so I plucked up the courage to put an advert in The Cork Examiner (now the Irish Examiner) for a series of eight Saturday morning courses. I taught them in the kitchen of the White Cottage, which had been converted into a self-catering unit for summer holiday lets. A local carpenter built a little dais for chairs, which I put in front of the window so guests could have a clear view of proceedings. My mischievous children used to come along to the window and put out their tongues and make funny faces behind people’s backs, which I had to pretend not to see.


For me the first class was the most scary. People arrived in their little fur jackets and BMWs. We hid our rusty old Renault 4L around the back of the house and welcomed them with freshly ground coffee and homemade biscuits. The response to the class was overwhelmingly positive – I suddenly realised that this was something I could actually do. Some things that I found easy and imagined everybody must know how to do, others seemed to find difficult and were really impressed by! I started to think about more classes and my dear friend Pauline O’Kennedy suggested starting a residential cooking school, like the Cordon Bleu in London or Paris. Irish people were sending their children abroad to learn to cook, so why not open a cookery school here? I thought about it off and on, but all the while I was cooking at home and occasionally at Ballymaloe House, as well as looking after a young family.
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In the vegetable garden at the Ballymaloe Cookery School.








At the same time I longed to learn more about Italian food and, as luck would have it, Jane Montant, then editor-in-chief of Gourmet magazine in New York, came to stay at Ballymaloe House. Myrtle introduced us and Jane told me about an Italian cook, Marcella Hazan, who gave classes in Bologna, which included trips to markets, local bakeries, cheesemakers, vineyards and restaurants. I wrote away for details – it cost £650, a fortune in those days. I longed to go, so Tim went to the bank, took out the last money we had and enrolled me on the course as a present. It proved to be the best investment he ever made. It was a wonderful week. The group were all American and I was the only Irish student they had ever had; they were intrigued that an Irish farmer’s wife had signed up.


When we visited the markets the produce was beautiful and fresh but I realised that it was no better than that at home in our garden and greenhouses. The week passed in a happy blur. On the last evening there was to be a celebration farewell dinner in a seafood restaurant in Cesenatico, the town where Marcella was born. The restaurant, La Gambara, was right on the beach and supposedly had the freshest, most wonderful seafood one could imagine. The fish dishes were indeed delicious, but no more so than the stunning fresh fish landed by our local fishermen in Ballycotton. Suddenly I truly, deeply understood what Myrtle had known all along – that fresh Irish produce is unsurpassed anywhere. I realised that the answer to my dilemma was staring me straight in the face. The solution was under my feet, a cooking school in the middle of our farm, close to the sea in Ireland – what could be more obvious? I came home with renewed determination to start a cookery school.


From the beginning we operated all year, coinciding with the school terms; I still had small children and so had many of my teachers, so I needed to be free during the school holidays. We offered two 12-week courses a year (this has now increased to three) intended to teach students a wide range of skills to equip them for a career in food, plus a whole series of short courses covering entertaining, vegetarian food, pub grub and cooking with fresh herbs, which were still unfamiliar to many. I also taught a new trends course every year, which had a loyal following. During the nouvelle cuisine era I included a series of classes covering that topic as well as a course entitled a Taste of Italy, France, Spain, Mexico or Morocco, depending on where I travelled.
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The Cookery School, which was converted from an old apple barn designed by Henry Hill, Myrtle’s father, who was one of a long line of renowned Hill architects in Cork City.
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The interior of the Pink Cottage, which was originally a cow byre with stalls for milking the cows. We converted it in the late 1970s, first into simple accommodation for a local potter, then a Farm Shop and subsequently a self-catering holiday cottage. It has been used as student accommodation from the start of the School. Originally furnished with traditional old dressers and settles, which we begged, borrowed and swapped, it is now rather more luxurious.
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The Pink Wash laundry, which overlooks Lydia’s Garden, and which the students use to do their laundry during the 12-week course; a skill some students learn for the first time, much to their parents’ delight!








The School has expanded over the years and on 11 September 1989, we found ourselves expecting 36 students from all over the world for the 12-week course, including five different nationalities: Irish, English, Scottish, American and Australian. Our numbers had doubled from 18 to 36 students between June and September so we needed to expand the School buildings to accommodate them. Our local builders were beyond heroic; they literally worked through the night for the last 3–4 days. I ran up and down the ladders with freshly baked scones, topped with raspberry jam and cream, to keep them going. It really was a race against time. When the first students arrived on Saturday and Sunday, the School still wasn’t finished, so we brought them into the conservatory in our house and welcomed them with homemade cakes and biscuits in the midst of the red geraniums, summer jasmine and plumbago.


We gave them a tour of the gardens, greenhouses and the farm, but we had to keep them well away from the School or they would probably have bolted, convinced that it couldn’t possibly be ready by 10a.m. the next morning. They would have reckoned without Will Kenneally and his ace gang of builders, carpenters, electricians, plumbers and painters, plus a whole team of cleaners who whipped the place into shape the moment the tradesmen finished. I remember the quarry-tiled floor in the hall was still damp as we brought the students into the newly expanded School on Monday morning. The heating in the dining room wasn’t connected for another week but fortunately the early September weather that year wasn’t too cold!


The School has grown in size from a small kitchen adjacent to our house, to a beautifully converted apple store complete with demonstration kitchens, four hands-on student kitchens, dining rooms, prep rooms and a shop. The Cookery School Shop sells preserves, chutneys, breads, cakes, raw milk from our Jersey cows and cookery-related items and gifts. Each year has lead to a new venture and we have developed the gardens one after the other over the past 30 years, adding a berry and currant garden to the original fruit garden and expanding the herb and vegetable gardens. In 1997 we even started the ambitious planting of a Celtic Maze in yew over a ¾-acre site (a costly enterprise which was conceived in 1991, the Year of the Maze). Then 1998 saw the completion of a colourful, airy new restaurant called the Garden Café next to the Cookery School, equipped with furniture made by our nephew Sacha Whelan and hand-painted by Nicky Krussman.


We grow most of our own fruit, vegetables and herbs for both Ballymaloe House and the Cookery School. When we started the School we didn’t have anything like the range of vegetables and fruit we have today. Tomatoes, cucumbers, lettuces, courgettes, peppers and the like were abundant in season but in the winter months we relied on the produce from the walled garden at Ballymaloe House – leeks, sprouting broccoli, Brussels sprouts and parsnips, all grown by Mick Cullinane, who produced superb winter vegetables and herbs for over 60 years. We now grow over 80 different different crops on the farm, in the garden and greenhouses, albeit in small quantities. It is just possible that our 100-acre farm now has a more diverse range of crops than any other farm in Ireland.
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Antony Worrall Thompson has been a guest chef at the School on several occasions since the early 1990s. The students have always loved his eclectic food, self-deprecating wit and the mischievous twinkle in his eye! He used to regularly propose to my teachers and he eventually married Jay, one of our past students, who assisted him at a demonstration at the Cookery School.
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Jane Grigson was always a food hero of mine and one of my greatest pleasures was when Jane was able to teach a guest chef course at the School. Her daughter Sophie came with Jane on further occasions and also to teach a course of her own in 1993.
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Students enjoying a hands-on cooking session in Kitchen Two. The photographer gathered all the students together from Kitchens One and Two (the main kitchens) for this busy picture, but we would usually have fewer students. There are four hands-on kitchens in total, which vary in size from 4–6 students in two, to 18 and 20 in the others. In each kitchen we have at least one teacher to every six students.








In the mid-1980s, when we could no longer get the sweet, juicy pork I remembered as a child, I decided to get pigs and bought two weanlings from a smallholder in West Cork while I was filming one of my Simply Delicious TV series. When our local butcher Michael Cuddigan retired in 2000, we decided to rear a few cattle to have our own beef. I got advice from Michael on what to buy in terms of traditional breeds and we now have Dexter, Angus, Shorthorn, Kerry and Jersey cows. The rest of our meat is supplied by local farmers and fish is bought directly from the boats in Ballycotton, a stone’s throw from the School. Where possible we try to source organic, local produce. The five Jersey cows provide milk and cream for the School from which the students learn to make butter, cheese and yogurt. Eggs come from our own chickens and are collected every morning by the students on a rota basis.
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An early article about the School, which appeared in The Boston Globe on 16 June 1985.








Over the years I’ve noticed students becoming more and more detached from the reality of how food is produced, so I decided to begin each 12-week course by introducing the gardeners and farm manager to the students. On the first morning we start with a welcoming cup of coffee and then I introduce the students to Haulie Walsh and Eileen O’Donovan. We then make our way to the fruit garden, where I have a wheelbarrow full of compost ready. This has been made from the food scraps and organic matter from the 12-week course a year earlier. I talk to the students about the importance of sourcing good ingredients, how all good food comes from good earth and that we all depend on the few inches of topsoil around the globe for our survival. I discuss the emerging food security concerns and remind them that there is no more than 90 days of food available in the world at any one time. I run my hands through the soil and tell them about the extraordinary bacteria, enzymes, minerals, trace elements and magic earthworms in the soil. Without rich, fertile soil we won’t have clean water or good food. All of this gets a rather baffled and confused response as they stand around in a polite circle, clearly thinking, ‘Crazy, aged hippy! It didn’t say anything about this is the brochure!’ – but by the end of the course they are every bit as passionate as I am.


Then we wander through the gardens, past the herbs, vegetables and fruits, through the wildflower meadow and down to the greenhouses, where Susan Turner, our consultant head gardener, is waiting to show them how to sow a seed. For me this is a very important first lesson of the course, because for many people food is something that comes wrapped in plastic off a supermarket shelf. In their busy lives they have little time to think about where it comes from or how it is produced, not to mention the breed or the variety. I know of no better way to give people a respect for food and those who produce it than to show them how to sow a seed and for them to watch it grow. We give each student a vegetable – it could be broccoli, spring onions or even lettuce, depending on the season – to put into the ground. They write their name on a lollipop stick and watch their vegetable’s progress over the three months of the course. The responsibility for caring for their plant is a real revelation, as is the understanding that it can take the full 12 weeks of the course for their sweetcorn or broccoli to be ready to eat. This also brings home the precariousness of our food system, as they begin to realise that you can’t just plant a vegetable and expect it to be ready to eat next week. Students suddenly appreciate the sheer work and dedication that goes into producing delicious ingredients, and realise that plants have to be regularly watered and animals need to be fed and cared for every day. It also ensures that they treat produce with more care and respect in the kitchen. Students are so excited when they harvest and cook the vegetables that they have grown and want to share this with the rest of their class.


Students on the 12-week course come from all over the world. There is a teacher for every six students and the day is structured so that everyone gets an opportunity to cook several of the dishes they have watched being demonstrated the previous afternoon. The afternoon demonstrations often cover as many as 25 recipes illustrating variations on the same techniques, ingredients and themes. By the end of the course, these recipes are a comprehensive anthology of everything the course has covered. These sessions are open to the public as well as the 12-week students.


The day officially starts at 9a.m. but many students begin at 8a.m. or earlier if they want to learn how to milk the cows. Duties are split by rotas and include picking salad and vegetables, making butter, preparing stock, weighing ingredients and general kitchen tasks that need to be done before the pressure of the morning starts. Students work in pairs, although everyone cooks their own dishes. Once they have completed their dishes, we have a tutor tasting, where the teachers mark each recipe. Continual assessment gives us the chance to gauge progress. Halfway through the course there is a mid-term test. At the end, there is a full examination, which together with the assessment marks, goes towards the 12-week course certificate.


The age range is as diverse as the nationalities and backgrounds of the students. There are a number of gap year students, 30-year-olds embarking on a career change, mothers whose children have left home, people working in the food business who want training and a qualification, B&B owners, food writers and food lovers from all walks of life.


When I joined the International Association of Culinary Professionals (IACP) in 1986 I met many iconic cooks, chefs, food writers and teachers and invited them to teach at the School. One of the earliest guest teachers in 1985 was Ada Parasiliti from Milan and Anne Willan, who ran the highly regarded Ecole de Cuisine La Varenne in Paris, came in 1991. John Desmond, who has worked in many three-starred Michelin restaurants, came annually for many years – an excellent teacher, he and his wife Ellmary own Island Cottage Restaurant on Hare (or Heir) Island off Baltimore. Each chef has added to our knowledge and their recipes have become favourites in our repertoire over the years.


Ever hungry and curious for knowledge and new ideas, I also incorporated what I learned from my travels into the courses. Fortunately food and agriculture are my passions, so each trip I had was a delicious experience, with a perfect excuse to eat for Ireland, all in the name of research. I introduced Mexican recipes after my trips to Oaxaca, Michoacán and Teotitlán del Valle; Asia provided further inspiration as dishes from Thailand, Singapore, Malaysia and Cambodia have been added to our curriculum. These experiences bring my classes to life as I paint word pictures of Vietnam, India, Laos, Europe and the US and their food for the students. After my first visit to California I was so excited that I have tried to return to the West coast at least bi-annually. The IACP Conference is held somewhere on the North American continent every year, which has given me the opportunity to visit many US cities including Denver, San Francisco, Dallas, Houston, Seattle, Chicago and New York. Slow Food has brought me to Salone del Gusto and Terra Madre in Turin, a life-changing experience.


When I first visited Galle in Sri Lanka in 2010, everyone was agog with excitement about the Galle Literary Festival. We caught the end of it and had fun with Louis de Bernières, author of Captain Corelli’s Mandolin, Skye Gyngell, Nick Lander and Jancis Robinson, all participants in the festival, who had stayed on for a few days to enjoy beautiful Sri Lanka. The festival’s wildly creative director Geoffrey Dobbs suggested that we think about having a literary festival at Ballymaloe and so the concept was born.


It took three years for The Ballymaloe Literary Festival of Food and Wine (or LitFest) to become reality. With the Ballymaloe connection it seemed natural to celebrate the work of iconic food and wine writers from around the world. When the decision was made to go ahead, I picked up the phone and invited friends from all over the world to come to Ballymaloe on the May Bank holiday weekend and all, apart from two people who were already committed, said yes. Alice Waters and Stephanie Alexander, who are both committed to edible food education, were top of my list. Grand dames of the food world Madhur Jaffrey and Claudia Roden, guest chefs in earlier years, agreed to return. David Thompson came from Bangkok to talk about Thai and Asian street food. Claus Meyer, co-founder of Noma, agreed to talk about the Nordic food revolution. David Tanis, prominent American chef from Chez Panisse, and David Prior, journalist for various publications including The New York Times, both said an enthusiastic yes, as did ‘King of Fermentation’ Sandor Ellix Katz. Thomasina Miers, Stevie Parle, Claire Ptak, Donal Skehan, Rachel Allen (all past students) and Skye Gyngell represented the new young voices in food. Joanna Blythman, Suzanne Campbell and Ella McSweeney gave a workshop on Digesting Unsavoury Truths. Bill Yosses, the White House pastry chef, came to tell us about Michelle Obama’s vegetable garden.
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(clockwise, from top left): Matthew Fort moderates a panel of Donal Skehan, Rachel Allen, Stevie Parle and Thomasina Miers giving a talk on New Voices in Food; my nephew, Sacha Whelan, expertly hand-carving a pata negra at the LitFest – in real life he makes beautiful bespoke wooden furniture and the hardwood chopping boards we use at the School; iced biscuits sold at the LitFest by past student Gail Porter; me and Madhur Jaffrey giving a cookery demonstration from her book Curry Nation; our line-up of 42 speakers at the LitFest included Sandor Katz, who drew people from all over the world, including a fan from Japan, and David Thompson, who gave a riveting demonstration on Asian street food; Rosie Campbell and Dennis McCarthy demonstrate falconry with the birds from their Animal Magic Wildlife Rescue Centre.








There were food historians, bloggers, foragers and restaurant critics attending literary dinners and readings, question and answer sessions and talks covering topics such as food writing for the digital generation. There was a strong Irish presence and a huge wine element organised by Colm McCan, sommelier at Ballymaloe House, who also teaches a number of wine courses at the School. People travelled from around the world to hear Jancis Robinson, MW, speak on wine grapes and her husband Nick Lander, restaurant correspondent for the Financial Times, speak on the Art of the Restaurateur.


The LitFest took place at Ballymaloe House, the Grainstore at Ballymaloe and the Ballymaloe Cookery School. There were back-to-back cookery demonstrations at the School plus Saturday Pizzas and Sunday Roasts from the wood-burning oven in the Garden Café. The huge fringe festival in the Big Shed at Ballymaloe took on a life of its own. It had a makeover with recycled furniture made from lots of pallets and was decorated with graffiti and a chandelier made from old whiskey barrels.


We had hoped for 2,500–3,000 people over the weekend; instead more than 8,000 visitors poured in, creating a continuous bustle of people roaming around the farmers’ market stalls and enjoying the many free fringe events. The festival received write-ups in The New York Times, International Herald Tribune, The Malaysian Times as well as the Guardian and over 100 other publications. It trended several times on Twitter in Ireland and Europe over the weekend; an amazing achievement. Plans have started for the festival in 2014 and it looks like it may be an annual, or at least biannual, event over the next few years.


When Rory and I started the school in 1983, I was aware of only one other cookery school in Ireland, Alix Gardner’s school in Ballsbridge, Dublin. Now there are around 40-plus, many of which are very successfully run by my ex-students. So we have created our own competition, which is great because it not only keeps us on our toes but also spreads the word and teaches more and more people to cook – a skill badly needed in a society, which, like many in the Western world, has placed greater emphasis on the value of academic rather than practical skills for the past two or three generations. Consequently, a high percentage of the population are no longer equipped with the basic skills needed to feed themselves properly. For many, anything more than slitting the top of a packet or reheating a pre-cooked meal in a microwave is a mystery. I love teaching people how to cook and feel fortunate that food is my subject. The look of pride on a student’s face when they take their first loaf of bread out of the oven gives me a feeling of excitement every time.
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Skye Gyngell has returned to teach at the School on many occasions. Here she is making a green salad and adding her own twist by grating lemon zest and Parmesan over it at the last minute before tossing. She loves to fill the salad bowl with freshly picked greens grown here at Ballymaloe.
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Sam Clark from Moro taught at the School in 2002, sharing the food that has made Moro and, more recently, Morito famous.
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Jacob Kenedy of Bocca di Lupo, another of my food heroes, visited the School in 2013 and showed us how to make artichokes a la giudia and a shaved radish salad, among other delicious dishes.








Over the past few years I’ve become more and more concerned about the quality of the food we eat. Food is the fuel for our bodies; if you don’t put good petrol in the tank, the ‘car’ won’t perform properly. It’s ironic that so many of us care for our cars and motorbikes much better than ourselves. We wouldn’t dream of putting inferior oil or petrol in them, yet we shovel any kind of old rubbish into our bodies and then wonder why we are low in energy, sluggish or lacking in concentration. For most people the only criteria when choosing food is price; never before have we spent so small a percentage of our income on food. The truth is that very few people connect the food they eat with how they feel. If we did, we would make it a greater priority.


At this point in time I have no intention of retiring and plan to keep teaching as long as I have the energy and strength. I am eternally curious and love learning as much as my students. Food, wine and farming give me the opportunity to add to my knowledge and meet fascinating, inspirational people – both here at Ballymaloe and on my travels across the globe – who are every bit as passionate as I am about delicious, nourishing food, sustainable farming and looking after the soil that nourishes us all. Ballymaloe Cookery School students now work all over the world cooking and teaching and are involved in food in a myriad of ways, from manning stalls at farmers’ markets to running farm shops and their own cookery schools, writing cookbooks and blogs to cooking on yachts, oil rigs, in the Outback or in pubs, cafés and food trucks. They work in food manufacturing, artisan food production, cake shops, delicatessens, bakeries and at food camps. Some give pop-up dinners, teach kids’ cooking classes, run dining clubs and make homemade chocolates. Others have careers as cooks and chefs, TV presenters, cheesemakers or organise food conferences and symposiums. They use their skills foraging, preserving, pickling, brewing, butchering and making charcuterie. It doesn’t matter where in the world I go now, from Asian airports to Sri Lankan beaches, gastropubs to cafés and food fairs, an ex-student will pop up, calling my name.


I love what I do and feel blessed to be teaching a subject that not only excites people but gives them the skills and confidence that will enhance the quality of their day to day lives.
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Jeremy Lee from Quo Vadis in London is a wildly entertaining teacher – this image captures a serious moment amongst the usual hilarity. When the students taste the food of our guest chefs they immediately add the chef’s restaurant to their ‘London list’ and plan to book a table and taste more when in town.
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Rory O’Connell teaching in the newly renovated demonstration kitchen in the summer of 2013.









Art around the School



The collection of art around the School is eclectic to say the least; a mixture of contemporary paintings, mixed media pieces, oils, etchings and watercolours of the gardens, plus some early portraits painted by our daughter Lydia while she was at art school in Florence. Poetry by Seamus Heaney and the ‘Deer’s Cry’ (also known as ‘St. Patrick’s Breastplate’), a beautiful piece from the late 7th or early 8th century, adorn the walls in the reception area close to the blackboard where the ‘Food from the Farm Today’ is written.


In 1987 the boxwood hedges in the herb garden were becoming more established. Rory and I had been working very hard setting up the Cookery School, so our caring GP Dr. Derry McCarthy ordered a rest and I spent a lovely two weeks with Mummy up in Cullohill. When I arrived back at the Cookery School I was met by Tim in a suit and I knew something was afoot. I was led out to the garden blindfolded and up the rickety steps of the viewing platform made of recycled greenhouse timber and old apple stakes. Suddenly down below people burst into a rousing ‘Happy Birthday!’ The herb garden was packed with friends gathered from all over the country and abroad – a surprise birthday party.


The family presented me with a beautiful stone sundial carved by Tanya Mosse, one of the multitalented Mosse family from Bennettsbridge in County Kilkenny. We have been collecting the drawings and paintings of her brother Paul since the mid-1990s; Nicholas Mosse’s pottery has been a part our lives since he first opened his studio in 1976, and his brother Keith is a woodturner extraordinaire. The huge timber bowl, which holds the green salad in the Blue Dining Room at the Cookery School every day, was turned by Keith from Irish elm in 1988. Oliver, the youngest member of this extraordinary Mosse family, is a horticulturalist and recently gave me a present of a truffle oak, which we hope will bear fruit in the not too distant future. Tanya’s sundial, carved in Kilkenny limestone, incorporated four cherubs on the panels of the pedestal (representing our four children) bearing gifts of fruit, vegetables, flowers and herbs. Owen Deignan, a member of the Royal National Lifeboat Institution (RNLI), made the actual sundial from brass. The piece embedded in the gravel in the boxwood semicircle on the northeast side of the herb garden, close to the old potting shed and remains of Lydia Strangman’s fernery.


In 1991, I commissioned sculptor Ken Thompson, of Ballytrasna, near Ballycotton, to made a bird bath for Tim for Christmas. It’s a beautiful piece, also carved from a chunk of Kilkenny limestone, large enough to be a tabletop – 1.4m (4½ft) in diameter and 9cm (3½in) deep, but with a shallow water bath in the centre. The inscription is a William Blake quote, which reads ‘He who binds to himself a joy/ Does the winged life destroy;/ But he who kisses the joy as it flies/ Lives in eternity’s sunrise’. On the inner circle is written ‘A Christmas gift from Darina to Tim 1991’. It sits outside the main entrance to the Cookery School surrounded by seats for the students to sit and chat around it every day in nice weather.


The Ballymaloe Baker (pictured above) is the newest addition to the grounds. This beautiful sculpture of a baker proudly taking a loaf of bread out of the oven on a paddle was also carved by Ken Thompson. Its inscription, in Latin, reads ‘T*D MMX mefieri fecit’ and translated means ‘Tim and Darina caused me to be made in 2012’. The students quickly christened it the ‘feck it’ statue, an irreverent play on the Latin word fecit.
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1983 The First 12-week Course


When my brother Rory O’Connell and I started the Cookery School in 1983, I was aware of only one other in Ireland: Alix Gardner’s school in Ballsbridge, Dublin. However, in the 30 years since then, over 40 cookery schools have opened across the country, many of which are very successfully run by my ex-students.


When we decided to open a residential cookery school, I decided to visit those with the best reputation and, wherever possible, enrol in an afternoon class. I was quite open with everyone about my own plans and was greeted warmly and generously by each and every school I visited.


Alix generously welcomed me at Ballsbridge to see how she operated her classes. Caroline Waldegrave and Sally Proctor showed me around Prue Leith’s and generously shared their experience with me, as did John and Beryl Childs at Tante Marie in Woking (now co-owned by Lyndy Redding, Andrew Maxwell, a past Ballymaloe student, and Gordon Ramsay). I went to see Sabine de Mirbeck’s cookery school in Sussex, where I had a lovely convivial day, lunch with the students and teachers and a tour of the school’s facilities and gardens. I also loved La Petite Cuisine in Richmond run by another superb chef and teacher, Lyn Hall. After the cookery demonstration I introduced myself to Lyn and I always remember her words as I enthusiastically told her about my plans: ‘Well, be prepared to work 11 hours a day and then it’ll be great!’ She wasn’t far off the mark.


The bank manager had turned down our original application for a loan to open a cookery school – in fact he was quite amused by the idea. My parents-in-law Ivan and Myrtle Allen generously acted as guarantors for us. So, as soon as Tim and I received the bank loan that we needed, we started the process of converting some farm buildings into a school and extra accommodation. The builders and carpenters worked non-stop for several months to get the kitchen-cum-demonstration area and dining room into shape. (The latter had been the children’s playroom plus an extra bedroom where we took overflow from Ballymaloe House on a B&B basis during the summer months.) The new kitchen was 6.4m x 6.7m (21ft x 22ft) with an A roof. We decided to put a long, narrow casement window along the front, overlooking the orchard, and inserted some skylights into the roof. The walls of the building were about 0.6m (2ft) thick, so we were able to have a wide windowsill for pots of herbs and edible flowers, including sweet geranium, and of course space to cool bread. I’ve always loved the image of a loaf of soda bread cooling on a wire rack by an open window in the traditional way.


The kitchen cupboards and shelves were made from white deal. Barry O’Keeffe, our local carpenter, made them and fortunately unpainted wood was just becoming fashionable. The counter and shelves were easy-to-clean white formica – I had always liked the look of it. The original plan had been to use hardwood, but that proved to be outside our budget.


We framed a couple of Tessa Traeger’s Vogue food posters and hung them on the walls. A couple of red wire grids to hang utensils completed the country chic look. The floor was tiled with beautiful terracotta quarry tiles imported from Spain by Stephen Pearce, our potter friend from the village of Shanagarry. The softly plastered walls were white-washed with burnt lime in the traditional way. A little corridor between the kitchen and dining room with a worktop and shelves on each side was our weigh-up area, where the preparation of ingredients for the cookery demonstrations was done. At the other side there was a washroom and store and an office-cum-library on the balcony overhead. This busy little office overlooking the dining room was where my secretary, Rosalie Dunne, worked when she joined us in February 1984. The phone was answered, enquiries and bookings dealt with, and recipes typed and printed. Anyone visiting the School was greeted from up here and immediately looked after. My cookbook collection was housed on shelves up under the eaves and the students were allowed to browse and borrow. Over the years the cookbook collection grew and grew and is now in the region of 3,000 copies and still expanding!
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The interior of the apple barn with the apples piled high (left) and the apple grader (right). Architects find this building of interest because it was designed with very tall windows to let in the maximum amount of light. These long, tall windows are still part of Kitchens One and Two at the School. The barn was designed using the minimum amount of timber needed to support the roof structure as it was built at the end of World War II when timber was scarce. These images show the farm buildings before their conversion into the Cookery School, with the Pink Cottage in its original state as a cow byre. It had a galvanised roof, which we later replaced with hand-cut slates and timber windows and doors. The White Cottage (bottom right) was where the original School was and this was where the students were taught for the first classes in 1983.
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A very much younger version of my brother Rory and me demonstrating together in the early days of the Cookery School. Right: Very intense pictures of me from the early days of School, looking like I could do with a hearty steak and good night’s sleep! From the beginning we used the gardens at the School to provide fresh produce for the students’ cooking. In the image on the top right I can be seen slathering butter onto chicken liver pâté – very of its time.





The dining room had a couple of round tables, just over 2m (6.5ft) in diameter, with a large wooden revolving lazy Susan (sometimes called a dumb waiter) in the centre, from which the dishes were accessible. I love round tables; they seem very welcoming and somehow there’s always room for another person. We used blue and white gingham tablecloths, beautifully laid with a little vase of flowers from the garden, small bowls of sea salt and pepper mills, unusual in 1983. From the beginning the students and teachers sat down together to relax, enjoy and discuss the results of the morning’s cooking, always a very convivial time. This interaction between students and teachers and sharing the results of the students’ labours is not a common feature in all cooking schools but something we really value at Ballymaloe. The students and teachers are often joined by a few guests, perhaps friends or family of the students who are always welcome to join us.


While the building was taking shape, Tim, Rory and I were grappling with another decision – what should we call the school? Shanagarry Cooking School? Darina Allen Cooking School? At that stage my name was totally unknown. However, the name Ballymaloe already stood for integrity and quality; Ivan and Myrtle Allen’s hotel and restaurant, Ballymaloe House, was highly regarded, with top ratings in the Good Food Guide and Egon Ronay Guides for the quality of its food. We didn’t dare propose it, but my parents-in-law suggested we call it Ballymaloe Cookery School. This was an incredible boost and a show of faith in us. A friend who had been in advertising helped us design a simple brochure. We put an advert in the national newspaper The Irish Times and the local Cork Examiner, and waited for the postman to come and the phone to ring. By now we were deeply in debt – it simply had to work, so we decided to operate all year round during the normal school terms.


There was NO money for extra advertising. We decided to charge similar fees to the Cordon Bleu and Prue Leith Cooking Schools in London – I was determined that if we were going to run a cookery school it would be as good as, if not better than anywhere else in the world. So we needed to charge enough to do it really well with a margin for generosity. If someone burnt their bread or made a mess of something I wanted to be able to give them more ingredients without feeling resentful. I was determined that everyone who came should feel that they had at least got value for money and, preferably, much, much more.


As I planned the menus for the first 12-week course in 1983, it suddenly occurred to me that I needed to incorporate a wine element into the course. It was almost unthinkable to enjoy a good meal without a glass or two of wine. In the early 1980s many people’s knowledge of wine was very limited. Most houses would have had a little sherry and whiskey, maybe a bottle of port wine in the sideboard in the drawing room or parlour, but it was another decade at least before one could buy wine in virtually every supermarket and garage forecourt. Consequently, many found wine an intimidating subject – they felt they ought to know a bit more about it but weren’t sure how to go about learning. There weren’t all that many books on wine and few off-licences.
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Rory and me with the students of one of the first 12-week classes.
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The mirror we had above the demonstration area from the beginning provided a view directly into the saucepans for the students, which intrigued people when they first came but is now a common sight at many cookery schools.
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This was initially a dual-purpose room; in the morning the students cooked in a hands-on session and in the afternoons we brought chairs into the centre of the room to create a demonstration area.





I decided to incorporate some wine lectures into our first 12-week course, and from then on I took every opportunity to learn as much as I could about the subject. I was very anxious to take the mystery out of wine, to equip the students with enough knowledge to make them comfortable about the subject in any social situation and to give them the necessary confidence, know-how and contacts to assemble a wine list in a restaurant.


My father-in-law, Ivan Allen, also came to my rescue, giving the wine lectures for the first couple of years, and since then we’ve had a series of wonderful wine lecturers, including the late John O’Connell, Kevin Parsons, Tom Doorley, Sacha Whelan and Colm McCan (head sommelier at Ballymaloe House for many years).


Tim and I swapped roles; he looked after the children, getting them to school and cooking for them, so that I could concentrate on getting the School up and running. We started on 5 September 1983 with 11 students on a 12-week certificate course that aimed to equip them with the basic culinary knowledge and skills to earn their living from their cooking. My brother, Rory O’Connell (who had been a chef at Ballymaloe House) and I did absolutely everything – wrote the recipes, which were then typed with an electric typewriter onto stencils and printed off on a Gestetner printing machine (this was before the days of word processors, computers and laser jet printers), demonstrated, taught hands-on classes, washed up and answered queries.


On the first 12-week certificate course we had ten girls and one lucky chap – all Irish. Several came from their own family-run businesses, either hotels or restaurants, and a couple of others were anxious to do the course so that they could cook and entertain with confidence and panache. Caroline Casey from Blackrock in Cork had always had a great interest in cooking. Her ambition was to start her own catering business doing lunches, private dinner parties, etc. She intended to go to London to do a course in cookery, but when she heard about the new diploma course at Ballymaloe she decided to enrol. Susan Cummins from Dublin wanted to concentrate on getting into the catering business in Ireland. Mary Cotter from Co. Cork already worked in the hotel trade locally and enrolled on the course to further her knowledge of cooking. Clodagh McAlinden worked in the Adam and Eve Restaurant in Cork but wanted to gain experience in cooking and to get new ideas for her job. Anna Sheehan, of Charleville, was also involved in the hotel business. She worked in her family hotel and, like Clodagh, wanted to gain the experience and confidence to cope with staff and the running of a hotel kitchen. Tim Rooney from Sligo had spent several years at sea, fishing. He had also done a business course, but discovered that his real love was cooking and that he yearned to work in a kitchen. Several of our first batch of students have continued in the restaurant business.


We taught an extensive range of cooking techniques: butchery, fish filleting, preserving, freezing, ethnic cooking and so on. There were lectures on menu-planning, food costing, food hygiene and career advice. We still cover all these topics and, over the years, have added in more information and expanded students’ learning opportunities.


Gradually, news of Ballymaloe Cookery School spread, mainly through word of mouth. Once we had settled in and things were up and running smoothly, we decided to have an official opening on 14 November 1983. We chose that date because we wanted to have the opening before the current class came up to their exams, and before Ballymaloe House was getting busy for the Christmas season. It was also a good way of generating publicity for the next course, which was to start in January 1984. We invited Michael MacNulty, Chief Executive of Bord Fáilte (Irish Tourist Board); Minister for Agriculture Paddy Hegarty; Pat McDonagh of Bord Bainne (Dairy Board); Maeve Bracken of CBF (The Irish Meat Board) and many friends and members of the press. Ever generous, my parents-in-law invited them all to Ballymaloe House. The new students cooked and proudly served a delicious afternoon tea at the Cookery School: little scones with homemade jam and cream, raspberry and almond tartlets, praline cake, gingerbread and a traditional Irish fruit cake called a barmbrack. There were speeches and much well wishing – I remember being amused and a little overwhelmed when I heard my friend Pauline O’Kennedy, who had always encouraged me, remark to my mother: ‘History is being made today.’
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Teaching a class in the original Cookery School, wearing what became my trademark red glasses.
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Equipping the School


When I started the School, I was determined to equip the kitchens with the best and most beautiful equipment. For me that was Le Pentole ICM saucepans, which I had bought one by one over the years for my own house from David Mellor’s lovely shop in Sloane Square, London. Simply designed, beautiful stainless-steel saucepans, they have solid three-layer bases in each (copper, steel and alloy) to conduct the heat. It was a big investment, but one that has proved to be worth every penny. I also chose David Mellor’s range of Provençale cutlery for the dining room, which we still use and enjoy.


Rory and I made a trip to Dehillerin in Paris, an old-fashioned kitchen shop on the corner of Rue Coquillière and Rue Jean-Jacques Rousseau. It is a cook’s heaven. Dehillerin has been owned by the same family for over 200 years and is known for selecting items for quality not just price. Kitchen utensils are piled high from floor to ceiling on (sometimes dusty) timber shelves. It is primarily for the professional chef, but you are just as likely to see American and Japanese tourists rummaging through the cramped and crowded aisles of this unique and historic store to find obscure utensils – all are welcome. I bought a nest of stainless steel bowls for every section in the School’s kitchen and they are still in use 30 years later. I also bought some madeleine and genoise tins and a couple of rum baba moulds, which would have been difficult to find in Ireland at the time.
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French Peasant Soup
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This is a very substantial soup – it has ‘eating and drinking’ in it and would certainly be a meal in itself, particularly if some grated Cheddar cheese was scattered over the top. We have added different variations to the soup over the years, sometimes including cooked beans, such as haricot, to the soup to make a more substantial meal, or a drizzle of kale pesto during the winter. When Myrtle Allen ran La Ferme Irlandaise in Paris serving Irish country food, she changed the name of this soup to Connemara Broth – the French loved it.


Serves 6


175g (6oz) unsmoked streaky bacon (in the piece)


1 tablespoon olive or sunflower oil


150g (5oz) potatoes, peeled and cut into 5mm (¼in) dice


50g (2oz) onions, finely chopped


1 small garlic clove, peeled and crushed (optional)


450g (1lb) very ripe tomatoes, peeled and diced or ½–1 x 400g (14oz) can of tomatoes and their juice


½–1 teaspoon sugar


700ml (1¼ pints) homemade chicken or vegetable stock


50g (2oz) cabbage (Savoy is best), finely chopped


sea salt and freshly ground black pepper


To serve


flat-leaf parsley, coarsely chopped


Remove the rind from the bacon if necessary and cut the bacon into approx. 5mm (¼in) strips. Blanch the lardons of bacon in cold water by bringing it to the boil over a high heat to remove some of the salt and nitrates, if present. Drain off the frothy water and dry the bacon lardons on kitchen paper.


In a frying pan, sauté the bacon in the olive or sunflower oil until the fat runs and the bacon is crisp and golden. Add the potatoes, onions and crushed garlic, if using, sweat for 10 minutes, and then add the diced tomatoes along with any juice. Season with salt, pepper and sugar. Pour in the stock, bring to the boil and simmer for 5 minutes. Add the finely chopped cabbage and continue to simmer just until the cabbage is cooked. Taste and correct the seasoning, if necessary. Sprinkle with lots of chopped parsley and serve.


This basic soup has been a Ballymaloe staple since the beginning of the School. It teaches students how to slice and dice and how to blanch and refresh, as well as how to extract salt from the bacon.
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Glazed Loin of Bacon
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We sometimes serve the bacon with spiced plums or Peperonata; in the earlier days the usual accompaniments were tomato fondue and champ. We use loin of bacon off the bone.


Serves 12–15


1.8–2.25kg (4–5lb) loin of bacon, either smoked or unsmoked


approx. 20–30 whole cloves 350g (12oz) demerara sugar (not soft brown sugar)


approx. 3–4 tablespoons pineapple juice (from a 400g (14oz) can of pineapple)


Put the bacon in a large saucepan, cover with cold water and bring slowly to the boil. If the bacon is very salty, there will be a white froth on top of the water and, if this is the case, it is preferable to discard this water. It may be necessary to change the water several times, depending on the saltiness of the bacon. Finally cover with hot water and simmer until almost cooked, allowing 45 minutes to the kg (approx. 20 minutes to the lb).


Preheat the oven to 240°C/475°F/gas 9. Remove the bacon from the pan and cut off the rind. Cut the fat into a diamond pattern and stud with cloves. Blend the brown sugar to a thick paste with a little pineapple juice, being careful not to make it too liquid. Spread this over the bacon. Bake in the preheated oven for approx. 20–30 minutes or until the top has caramelised. Remove from the oven and put on a carving dish. Carve in thick slices lengthways so each slice includes some of the eye of the loin and streaky bacon.






Fork Biscuits
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We’ve been making these simple biscuits since the beginning; originally they were plain, but we now have fun doing many variations on the theme. Try Jette Virdi’s Cumin Biscuits (see Variations); the spice proved to be a really good addition.


Makes approx. 45–50


225g (8oz) butter, softened


110g (4oz) caster sugar


275g (10oz) self-raising flour, sifted


grated zest of 1 lemon or orange


vanilla sugar, to sprinkle


Preheat the oven to 180°C/350°F/gas 4 and line two baking trays with baking parchment.


Cream the butter and add in the caster sugar, sifted flour and grated lemon or orange zest and mix until it all comes together. Alternatively, put all four ingredients in the bowl of a food processor and mix slowly until all the ingredients come together. (At this stage, the dough can be put in the freezer or kept in the fridge for up to a week.)


When required, bring up to room temperature and form into small balls the size of a walnut. Flatten them out onto the prepared baking trays using the back of a fork dipped in cold water. Allow plenty of room for expansion.


Bake in the preheated oven for approx. 10 minutes. Sprinkle with the vanilla sugar and leave to cool. When cold, store in an airtight container.



Variations



For Jette Virdi’s Cumin Biscuits, add 2 teaspoons of freshly roasted and ground cumin seeds and the freshly squeezed juice of 2 lemons to the basic mixture.


For cinnamon, ginger or chocolate biscuits, add 2 teaspoons ground cinnamon or ginger or 50–75g (2–3oz) chopped chocolate to the basic mixture.






Almond Tart or Tartlets with Raspberries or Loganberries
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These little tarts are still made at Ballymaloe House and are also a favourite here at the Cookery School. Students can’t believe how easy they are to make and how many variations they can explore with seasonal toppings – kumquats, rhubarb, raspberries, strawberries, blueberries… I have a particular soft spot for this recipe, apart from the fact that it is super-delicious. Years ago, when I was a student at Cathal Brugha Street College in Dublin, I went to an afternoon tea party with my boyfriend. Among the dainties on offer were little almond tartlets with homemade raspberry jam and a blob of cream. I loved them and ventured to ask for the recipe. The hostess was flattered but flatly refused; it was her secret. When I arrived at Ballymaloe a few weeks later, Myrtle had these little tartlets on the dessert trolley and she not only shared the recipe but showed me exactly how to make them.
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Ballymaloe House in Shanagarry.

Festive delights along

Ireland’s south coast

"By Joan Scobey !
Spectal to The Globé
s A lot more thar) potatoes and
(Irish stew are cooking along the
southern coast of Ireland. Inven-
tive chefs arc turning the natural
bounty of seafood and fresh farm
produce into a ney Jight Irish cui-
/sine: an international cooking
school affiliated with one of Ire-
land's best-loved inns has been es-
,dablished: Ircland’s only wine-pro-
Aducing vineyard has celebrated its
first vintage: and the annual
Gourmet_Festival always adds a
,doliop of Gaelic_hilarity to the
hewly-serious business of food.
This is a(t enticing menu for
Visitors to the area around Cork,
,who come to swim, sail and fish at
oastal s, canoe and hike
“ihe rlver"::l‘lv\ and explore old
1iand new Cork. whose history gocs
back to the Vikings. The Repub-
lic’s second cily is celebrating the
,B00tn anniversary of its charter.
nd the Irish will be celebrating
A if. What visitors
{might not expect is some of the
"'best eating in Ireland.
... At Kinsale, for instance, the
_picturesque resort and fishing vil-
lage 18 miles south of Cork, a re-
markable number of small chef-
{owned restaurants offer distinc-
_live cuisines, most of them utiliz-
ing the superb local seafood. “Fish
Swim in the front door.” say
_an Cronin. the tall. red-haired, ge-
nial proprictor and chef of The
_Blue Haven. a lively seafood res-
[taurant.
""" Cronin is alsothe spokesman
for the Good Food Circle, an infor-
“mal group of 10 young restaura-
~feurs” that sponsdts the Kinsale
" Gourmet Festival. d 4-day gastro-
nomic extravaganza the first
weekend in October.
""" “The Festival i$ fun. not at all
"Sertous.” says Cronin. It opens
with a champagne reception
'where you can samiiple fare from
the participating restaurants and,
‘after demonstrations by chefs and
“Jood and wine tions on any
pretext whatever. it ends with a
special contest. One‘tried recently.
for example, was a cocktail-shak
ing competition in Which the win-
er used 27 ingrediénts.

Harbor view at Kinsale

.- If you get to Kinsale and need
help with this cilinary bonanza,
‘head for the Harbour Bar in Sci
,Sit on the patio overlooki e
‘harbor and study the menus of
Kinsale over a drink: the propri-
or will call your order in to the
_restaurant of choice,
", Between meals, Kinsale. an in-
Isternational sailing and angling
\center, offers a varlety of diver-
Lsions. You can fish the wreck of
\ithe Lusitania lying 20 miles off
. shore, visit the 17thcentury forti-
" fications that guard the harbor,
wander the cobbled streets past
wAhe quays, the ramparts and well-
\dended Georgian homes. You can
svisit the museum (formerly the
“gourthouse where the Lusitania
inquest was held). Or you can
\ibrowse the picturesque shops of
/Market Street that, supply fish,
produce and meat to Kinsale's res-
taurants.
.. If you want to play country la-
éou and gentlemen, settle in at
ngueville. a Georglan mansion
n the beautiful Blackwater River
Valley in Mallow, 22 miles north
of Cork. Longuevilld is known for
its cuisine, its setting along the
“Irish Rhine,”" and its romantic
past that Includes/its forfeit to
Cromwell and itszrescue, 300
years later, by the Driginal land-
ow ¢

ners.
The 500-acre estate furnishes
virtually all provisions, from gar-
den vegetables, salmon and trout
(you can fish for yoir own), to the
hundred sheep that-graze on the
front lawn under towering oaks.

Darina Allen of the cookery
school.

A lot more than
potatoes and Irish
stew are cooking
along the southern
coast of Ireland.
Inventive chefs are
turning the natural
bounty of seafood
and fresh farm
produce into a new
light Irish cuisine.

Even the vintner is in danger of
being replaced because proprietor
Michael O'Callaghan recently un-
corked the first vintage of “Lon-
gueville,” a sweet Riesling grown
and bottled on the estate.

A French-style cuisine

The kitchen is supervised by
0O'Callaghan’s wife. Jane. who pe-
riodically goes to France to refresh
her imaginative and elegant coun-
try French-style cuisine. In keep-
ing with manorial life. you'll dine
in front of a white marbl ms
fireplace under the its of the

JOAN SCOBEY PHOTOS.

rumbling started again. He sent
her to X-ray — and there was the
baby clapping!”

If life at Longueville and Kin-
sale has a continental air, Bal-
lymaloe is all Irish. and celcbrated
for the special style of Myrtle Al
len. “It's the tradition of Irish
country house food with local in-
gredients of high quality - prime,
fresh, simply cooked. aid,

Surrounded by acres of serene
farmland and grazing sheep, Bal-
lymaloe is the pastoral country
house-hotel of Myrtle and Ivan Al-
len in 23 miles south-
east of Cork. Here, her cooking is
served up with easygoing hospital-
ity in the Yeats Room. named for
its paintings by Jack Yeats,
brother of poet William Butler
Yeats.

The Sunday evening buffet is
the best time to sample some of
the specialties that have won Myr-
tle Allen culinary recognition from
Michelin, Egon Ronay. and Gault-
Millau: fish soups, pates, sea ur-
chin, fresh oysters and mussels,
spiced beef and rib roasts, Bally-
maloe’s famous brown bread, and
sweets that are likely to include

caramel mousse and gooseberry
fool. The fixed-price meals are
$19.

Life at Ballymaloe is unhur-
ried. You might stroll down to the
nearby fishing village of Ballycot-
ton and watch the day'a‘rf!_‘m ch un-
Toaded. or drive to Waterford. Per-
haps play tennis or swim, or read

on the front lawn. You'll feel like
family, waiting for the next meal.

Truly a family enterprise

Ballymaloe is very much a fam-
ily enterprise. Myrtle Allen devel-
oped her recipes over the years.
testing them with her husband
and six children. One son runs the
surrounding 400-acre farm that
provides the dairy products, lamb.
pork and bacon for the kitchen;
another supplies vegetables and |
fruit from his 100-acre neighbor-
ing produce market: their wives
help run the kitchen and the ho-
tel. Ivan Allen buys the wine for
the outstanding cellar. and one
son-in-law manages the Allens’
Paris restaurant, La Ferme Irlan-
daise.

In 1983, daughter-in-law Dar-
ina started The Ballymaloe Cook-
ery School, which teaches Myrtle

presidents of Ireland. The typical
fare will be Longueville lamb, or
Blackwater salmon and trout, al-
ways garnished with vegetables
fresh from the garden.
Longueville has a fine wine cel-
lar. but you won't be discouraged
from trying the house wine. After
a sweef from the trolley. you'll re-
tire to the gracious high-ceilinged
drawing room for coffee. truffles
and perhaps a brandy. The fixed-
price dinner is $18.
O'Callaghan_claims the only
vineyard in Ireland. In 1978, he
planted his former rose garden
with a variety of German Riesling.
which thrives in a climate similar
to Ireland’s and hung “Vineyard"™
on the ron fence. How now culti-
vates 3 acres,
Vinification at Longueville has
a certain insouciance. The whole
family. including his 90-year-old
mother, picked the grapes,
crushed them in a mot laun-
dry mangle, then them
into oak barrels imported from
France.
The Lon,
particularly inventive wine re-
: “Every night | gave my preg-
nant wife, Jane, a glass of Longue-

3
3

1

ille label claims a

ville, but it didn’t agree with her |

at al said Michael. 1 thought,
“Oh, dear, what did | get wrong?"
and took her to the obstetrician.
He gave her a Medoc, and every-
thing was fine. He gave her a Bur-
gundy. no problem. Then he gave
her a glass of Longueville. and the

Allen's yle." Darina
describes it as “using the natural
produce of the area, which com-
bines rich farmland and an abun-
dance of seafood.” The school, set
in a lovely Regency House in the
middle of orchards and gardens,
offers several 1-weck courses, 3-
and 4-day sessions, and afternoon
demonstrations, in addition to the
12-week certificate course. The
school is open from September to
mid-May: for detalls, write to Dar-
ina Allen, The Ballymaloe Cookery
School, Kinoith, Shanagarry. Co.
Cork, Ireland (021-646785).

Joan Scobey s a free-lance
writer from New York:
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