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				This book is dedicated to the memory of chocolate activist, the late Doug Browne (1966–2008) whose gentle spirit still guides the Grenada Chocolate Company, and to Mott Green, Edmond Brown, Miss Joyce, Shadel Nyack Compton and all the skilled farm crew who work the land and make some of the very finest chocolate in the world, sustainably and ethically.

They are a huge source of inspiration!
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				Writing this book has given me great pleasure. For me, chocolate is a deeply emotional subject. I am obsessed, and am fortunate enough to be surrounded by several tons of the best chocolate in the world.

			

			
				EARLY ADVENTURES 

				I was born in Tehran and had a globetrotting childhood before moving to London. I recall, at the age of four, standing at the edge of a lily pond just outside Addis Ababa with my family. I had an overwhelming urge to walk on the lily pads, though I was fully clothed. As my feet settled on a lily pad, it sank and I was in the water. Much drama ensued as I was pulled out, and it took me years to admit to my mother that it was no accident; I had quite deliberately stepped in. This event was just one of many that came to symbolise my sense of adventure and desire to break the rules just to see what happens. 

				When I was six, my father secured the post of Senior Registrar at the Hospital for Tropical Diseases at St Pancras, London. We started the long journey to England on a merchant vessel called The Zemoon, by dint of my father being ship’s doctor. We set off through the Gulf of Suez and then up the canal itself, shortly before it was closed by the long Arab-Israeli war, stopping at Piraeus for Easter Weekend. My birthday fell on Easter Sunday, and I recall a huge chocolate cake and thick creamy Greek yogurt; the first of many chocolate experiences that left an indelible impression on my mind. 

				At the hospital, all of Dr Coady’s five children were expected to take part in the yearly ritual of a Christmas Day ward round. The huge excitement of receiving a big box of chocolates from the patients with a pretty picture on the front (some bucolic scene, no doubt) was swiftly extinguished when we discovered the contents were inedible and covered in a white bloom. It was clear they had vintage pedigree. Feelings of disappointment buried themselves deep in the recesses of my mind, and the seed was sown: I needed to create an idyllic chocolate experience.

			

			
				
					[image: Beetle.jpg]
				
			

			
				The VW Beetle, our family car, in Addis Ababa: seven of us frequently travelled in it: my sister and I in the bucketseat, our two older siblings in the middle, our baby brother in his carry cot and our parents at the front. Photograph by Sybil Coady.

			

			

			
				CONVENT SCHOOL: MY FIRST CHOCOLATE EXPERIMENT

				We lived in Kuwait for a time and when I was nine I was despatched to a convent school in England, where my older sister was already installed. I was looking forward to joining her but the reality was a cold and stark one. The rambling buildings were freezing and the food practically inedible. The lack of warmth, banter and good food was somewhat compensated for by parcels from home containing our favourite things. The chocolate in these parcels was a comfort blanket in so many ways: it gave me a warm glow and a sense of security in my turbulent teenage years of incarceration at school, far away from home comforts. 

				I experimented with chocolate in my school holidays. On one ill-fated occasion I bought an egg mould, melted some Cadbury’s Dairy Milk chocolate, poured the melted chocolate into the mould and put it in the fridge. A few minutes later I tried to extract it from the mould. It wouldn’t budge. In the end I had to hack it out, the texture being that of plasticine. I was deeply frustrated, and there was no one to ask why this had happened. Of course, I now know that the chocolate needed to be tempered, and probably of a better quality to start off with, too. 

			

			
				LONDON LIFE

				At sixteen I escaped the confines of the convent and moved to a London day school. But this liberation was tinged with huge sadness, for this was the year that my father died unexpectedly. He drowned while swimming alone in the rocky Atlantic waters in the Gambia, where he was working at the time. This was a shocking event for all the family, and brought us closer than ever. Overnight my mother had to become the main breadwinner. We all did what we could to help run the household and found many ways to celebrate life, most of them taking the form of cooking and eating delicious meals.

				My parents were probably the first generation of ‘foodies’ as we know them today. They had grown up in the Second World War and endured rationing, and I can remember them describing the sense of joy and liberation at reading Elizabeth David’s A Book of Mediterranean Food. Ingredients such as olive oil and Parmesan are deeply ingrained in our family’s DNA, but they were new and exotic in post-war Britain. Throughout the 60s the whole family headed to Soho after attending Sunday mass at St Etheldreda’s Church in the city, to buy packets of spaghetti wrapped in deep blue paper. We would be given small matchbox-sized Torrone nougat wrapped in rice paper by the kind family who ran Parmigiani’s Italian deli. African and Middle Eastern dishes were regularly served up at the table and it was only when friends came for tea that we realised we were not conventional in our tastes. I also had a rather precocious enjoyment of wine, and was allowed my own thimble-sized wine glass. On special occasions, when a nice bottle was opened, I got to taste it. It gave me an early appreciation of wine and helped to develop my taste buds and olfactory sense. 

				My sisters and I studied at Mary Datchelor’s School for Girls. There was a great young art teacher, Miss Newman, who encouraged us to try new things such as textile printing and photography, and typography classes on Saturdays at Camberwell School of Arts and Crafts. I loved those Saturdays, working with a letterpress typesetter who had decades of experience in his craft. I worked diligently on my portfolio and was offered a place on the foundation course at St Martin’s School of Art. From St Martin’s I embarked on a BA Fashion and Textile Degree course at Camberwell School of Arts and Crafts. I realised quickly that this was not my life’s dream: the textile industry was in terminal decline, and it did not excite me that much. The printmaking and photography departments beckoned. These were the days before computers and all our work was created using paper and pens. It was a great discipline, and though I am no technophobe it is still the way I work today. Years of art school were hugely important in developing my visual aesthetic. The design side of Rococo is second nature to me, and I am still the originator of almost every piece of artwork and the overall brand identity.

			

			
				HARRODS

				Given my family situation, I needed to earn money to exist as a student and eke out my meagre grant. I visited my old convent school friend Nicky Cousins, who was working in Harrods Chocolate Department while studying. As I waited for her to break for lunch I got lost in a reverie, breathing in the wonderful smells, looking at the displays and taking in the atmosphere. I was brought back to earth by the voice of the young and extremely handsome confectionery department buyer asking, ‘Would you like a job?’ A few weeks later I was in a white coat, working under the guiding hand of benign grandmother Edie, and together we manned the tuck shop where staff bought candy bars and mass-market pre-boxed chocolates. My first customer was tall, ruggedly handsome and beautifully dressed. ‘I want the biggest box of Milk Tray you’ve got!’ Why would he come to Harrods to buy this, when he could choose any of the beautifully packaged handmade chocolates on offer? However, it was not for me to question his judgment, so I smiled sweetly and packed the box in a bag. As he walked away Edie announced that he was Michael Caine, who came in every year to buy them for his mum’s birthday. ‘They’re her favourites!’, Edie told me. Sadly Sir Michael’s mother died some years ago, but he has been and remains a regular Rococo customer.

			

			
				I was transferred to work on another counter the following week, with one of Edie’s fellow old-timers. I will call her ‘H’. She was a bitter soul, who ruled her domain with a rod of iron and was the antithesis of everything one might want as a customer coming into the world’s most famous department store. One transaction under her watch was particularly memorable – a Mars bar sold to a tourist who had the temerity to ask for a carrier bag. ‘H’ snatched the bag from my hand as I was about to hand it over, shrieking ‘You can’t give a carrier bag just for a Mars bar!’ as if this were the deadliest sin in the book. Once the bemused customer had left, ‘H’ turned to me and explained, ‘They only want the bag as a souvenir to prove that they’ve been to Harrods, and a Mars bar is the cheapest thing in the store!’ So what, I thought. Why not let them advertise the fact that they had been in Harrods and bought something, however small? I eventually graduated to the fresh cream chocolate counter, the height of luxury in the early ‘80s. The chocolates were mainly Belgian, filled with rich, sweet whipped butter cream, and they were very perishable, so each box would be packed for the customer as they waited, causing long queues. This was seen as part of the experience, and the customers were terribly polite. When their turn came they would often ask for ‘an assortment’, a bit of everything. As a young upstart I had the temerity to suggest that since this was the typical buying pattern, perhaps we could have a fast-track line for ready-boxed assortments, to ease the queues. My boss would not hear of it. Trying to come up with a solution that would improve customer experience was the seed of an entrepreneurial idea. It is not always possible to dispense with queues, but it is important to acknowledge the fact that customers are patiently waiting, and give them a great experience when they get to the front of the line. I continued to work there for a couple of years, until one day I arrived with a radical haircut from the Vidal Sassoon Academy, the chicest place to go for all of us impoverished students. It was a short punky crop: the back was red, and the front was green. The boss did not look happy and I was told that if I came into work like that again, I would no longer have a job. The time had come to call it a day. My time at Harrods had been enlightening and I had learnt a lot about selling chocolate, but knew there was room for a radically different retail approach: an indulgent, fantastical one, a chocolate paradise. Why would anyone choose to be put through ritual humiliation when you want to be welcomed into a fantasy world of chocolate and have someone tend to your every whim? I started to dream about having my own shop.

				AN EPIPHANY

				After graduating, I set up an interior painting business with my art school friend Frank Taylor, but though the concept was fun the business struggled. I was listening to the radio one day when I heard an advertisement: the Manpower Services Commission was funding a course for people who wanted to start their own business. It was then that I had my light bulb moment. I wanted to start my own business and knew exactly what it would be: my dream chocolate shop. I was interviewed and offered a place on the ten-week course. It was a great introduction to business. During one of our role-play sessions, I was asked for the name of my business. The name Rococo was a wonderful accident. It just tripped off my tongue, and the dictionary definition sealed my fate:

			

			
				Derived from the French word rocaille, meaning ornamentation, shell and scroll work, asymmetric. 18th century design style. Florid to the point of bad taste.

				By the end of the course I had perfected my business plan and was ready to seek funding for my mad scheme. Purely out of courtesy, the first person I saw was my local bank manager, where I had held my student account. I was taken off guard when he said that he thought it an excellent plan. He would be happy to help and give me the loan. There was, of course, a sting in the tail. He needed security; what could I offer? I did not have a penny to my name. When I told my mother about the meeting, she said she would guarantee the loan by putting up the family home as collateral. My brother also offered to fund the down payment. This was an astonishing act of faith from both of them, risking all the family’s assets on my venture. It certainly had the effect of motivating me to make the business succeed. 

				

				THE FIRST SHOP: A CHOCOLATE PARADISE

				Armed with a little knowledge, and a dangerous passion for chocolate, I opened the first Rococo shop on the King’s Road in Chelsea at Easter in 1983, at the age of 23. This was the moment I had been waiting for all my life and I was excited and nervous in equal measure. The decor in the first shop was wild and extremely camp. Working with Frank Taylor and Kitty Arden (who now designs Prestat’s packaging), I created the theatrical backdrop for Rococo. We stippled the walls with scumble glaze and I commissioned a sugar chandelier. Frank painted a beautiful ornate ceiling, a homage to Botticelli’s Birth of Venus with cherubs and clouds. From the minute the shop opened I was adopted by a charming couple, Leo and Philippa Bernard, who owned Chelsea Rare Books. Leo, my very first customer, was standing outside with their spaniel Tess on the morning I opened, just before Easter. The shop was filled with handmade eggs from a chocolate factory that supplied Charbonnel et Walker, and they rapidly sold out, but the wonderful Raymond Matthias – who had a garage filled with Belgian bunnies and Easter treats – dropped in daily to replenish supplies. We were all very happy. 
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				Selling bags of chocolate in Bonnington Square.Production still from ‘Radio Dog’ by Nick Turvey.Photograph by Mark Prizeman.

			

			
				People started to ask what the shop would be after Easter; pop-up shops didn’t exist then, and it was not seen as a viable business model to have a chocolate shop for 52 weeks of the year. The summer that followed was long and hot. The landlords put up scaffolding outside the building, so we were invisible and had the most dreadful time financially. We had started out in the middle of a long recession; Margaret Thatcher had her teeth bared and inflation roared away. Pretty soon I had to pay over 25% interest on my loan. I felt like I was running just to keep still. The only thing to do was have fun, so when the shop was quiet, friends popped in with Pimms and we would have a party, or cook lunches and hold board meetings where we voted on things like ‘Shall we get a shop cat?’. The answer was ‘yes’, and we found a beautiful stray at Battersea Dog’s Home, named her Coco, and put her to work as pest control officer. She was a beautiful, dignified and affectionate cat with many good friends, including Ali MacGraw, who thought she was a ‘just adorable kitty’. Sadly, someone reported her to the council, who issued her marching orders on the grounds of health and safety. Coco spent the rest of her life in the suburbs of South London, dining on fillet steak. 
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				A jumble sale in Bonnington Square gardens, circa, since transformed into the beautiful Bonnington Square Pleasure Garden.
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				Sunday Times Colour Supplement circa 1984. Lying on a freezing cold basement floor in midwinter!

			

			
					

				BONNINGTON SQUARE

				When I was finishing art school, just before I opened the first shop, my best friend Frank Taylor told me he and some friends were squatting in a house in Vauxhall’s Bonnington Square. It was a small square of empty Victorian properties that were more or less derelict. The minute I visited, I fell in love with the square. It was like something out of a Hitchcock movie or Ealing comedy – very run down, with no trees or plants, yet buzzing with musicians, writers, anarchists, hippies and painters. At Frank’s suggestion I moved in, without a moment’s hesitation. The house was extremely basic: one bathroom had the only hot water tank and we’d carry buckets of hot water down to the kitchen to wash up. I dressed the part of the respectable young lady and left the house early in 

			

			
				the morning to meet suppliers, in an effort to show that I was trustworthy and, more to the point, creditworthy, then headed to the shop. It was a Jekyll and Hyde existence. My shop neighbours thought I was very posh – some boys from a nearby shoe shop, Robot, convinced themselves that I was the daughter of a lord, and others swallowed my story that I had had an affair with one of Thatcher’s naughty-boy ministers and the shop was my pay-off – they fell for it hook, line and sinker. It was a time of huge change; the era of punk, when computers were just becoming affordable to the masses, and life was notching up several gears. I met many brilliant and talented people, many of whom have remained good friends: Scott Crolla and Georgina Godley, who had a chic and anarchic clothes shop called Crolla in Dover St; Sebastian Conran and his siblings Jasper, Tom, Sophie and Ned; a slighter older, more sophisticated crowd included Doug Hamilton (visionary creative director behind Orange Hutchinson, among others) and Brian Boylan (now Chairman of Wolff Olins) and the bohemian Chelsea arty set of Paul Kasmin, Danny Moynihan and Bill Amberg. All these people seamlessly merged into the London scene in which I belonged.

			

			
			
				A ‘SALON DE THé’ SUMMER

				I attended many art openings, tamer affairs than the club and gig nights I’d been used to during art school, with plenty of free-flowing, cheap Bulgarian wine. One such opening was a show of furniture and sculpture by Tom Dixon, Mark Brazier Jones and Nick Jones, who went on to form Creative Salvage. The pieces were bits of scrap metal welded together; junk recycled into objects. Their slogan was ‘never leave a skip unturned’. In spite of being made from ephemeral materials with little craftsmanship, they were compelling as works of art and had a raw energy and anarchic quality. I bought a piece I particularly liked for £25, titled ‘The African Queen’s Throne’. Tom dropped it off at Rococo the next day, and was amused at the juxtaposition of the rough metal object with the pristine white marble floor of the shop and the pink cherub interior. One day I suggested Tom make me a fancy swivelling office chair. On delivery, Tom joked that I was the first person to have bought two things from him, which made me his first Patron. We had the idea of turning Rococo into a Salon de Thé and gallery space for the summer. I knew we would not be busy selling chocolate – the season was September to Easter – so I was happy to find another use for the space. The Salon de Thé creative team comprised André Dubreuil with his statuesque assistant Joy Ayode, who were interior designers and specialist paint finishers, Georgina of Crolla, who designed the costumes for the waitresses (I was to be the Madame), and Tom Dixon and Mark Brazier Jones, who made the furniture. The identity of the shop was transformed; gone were Frank’s cherubs, and the sugar chandelier, now grey and dusty, came down. I was sad, but there was no looking back. The shop was populated with sculptural furniture that was neither safe nor comfortable to sit on, yet we served an Afternoon Tea of fine leaf teas, ice creams, and homemade scones and sandwiches. The Salon was a huge success, with global press coverage and articles about us in glossy magazines, including Italian Vogue and The Face. 

			
			
			A NEW ERA
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				Black and white design, using a Rococo bird motif from the antique Ornaments Tirés, published by A Morel & Cie Editeurs.
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				It was time to lose the dated pink and gold cherub wrapping paper. André lent me his old French books on design, beautiful leather-bound editions made from a series of copper plate engravings from A Morel et Cie, which was the birth of the Rococo monochrome period. I designed a black and white pattern using one of the pages, turning it into a repeating motif with the bird of paradise. At a party held by Leo and Philippa I met Robin de Beaumont, their elegant and recherché antiquarian bookseller colleague. He had a very good eye, not only for beautiful girls, but also for fine volumes. He came to the shop one day clasping a small red book, a chocolate mould trade catalogue from the late 1890s. In it were beautifully engraved line drawings of fantasy creatures, Easter eggs, chocolate bars and all the things that were on sale at that time to French confectioners and chocolatiers. The images were equally compelling: scallop shells, lobsters, oysters and fish, all deeply Rococo motifs, as well as heads and animals. It was not cheap, indeed it was priced at most of a month’s wages for me at the time, but I was seduced. Robin kindly gave me a discount and I remember his parting words: ‘You will not regret this. I know you will do something extraordinary with it’. I had the idea of making a sheet of tissue paper using my favourite images from the book. Fortunately all the images were out of copyright, as they were over 50 years old. I photocopied the images I liked most and glued them on to a sheet of paper. The whole process took about 10 minutes. Gordon, the printer, took one look at it and said, ‘I think it’s just brilliant, it’s going to look very beautiful!’ He took away the rough layout and had a copper roller made with the designs etched into it and the enduring Rococo brand was born; the blue and white patterns that everyone now associates with us. 

				Despite all I have said about friends and parties, I worked very hard, getting up early, diligently keeping the books and working most days behind the counter. At Easter there were queues out on to the street, and on our busiest days we would serve a thousand customers. At the end of those long days, we would crawl down to the basement and collapse in a heap, revive ourselves with a glass of Champagne, then set about filling the empty shelves for the next day. My mother and her friends would offer support, help pack eggs and feed us hot cross buns on Good Friday. On Easter Sunday, we would have a celebratory brunch behind locked doors for everyone who had helped the season go off with a bang, followed by three days of complete rest, while the shop was closed. That was the time when Rococo had the monopoly on designer chocolates. In the 1980s and early 1990s there was no one making chocolate on a small scale in London, just the institutions like Charbonnel et Walker, Prestat and the big department stores. We were offering something unique – wit and beauty in chocolate – but it took ten years to break even. The day I persuaded the bank to hand the deeds back to my mother was one of the best days of my life, and a huge weight lifted from my shoulders. 


			

			
				THE CHOCOLATE SOCIETY
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				In the 1980s a supplier, Robin Dalgliesh, introduced me to an exciting new product he was importing, a small black tin box of wrapped chocolate from Valrhona, designed by Sonia Rykiel. The first French designer chocolate had arrived. Valrhona produced well-crafted, exceptional dark chocolate, cleverly borrowing wine terminology from their wine-making neighbours in the Rhone Valley to market their products. In 1987 Robin sadly died of a rare blood disorder. Alan Porter, a fellow chocolate distributor of Robin’s, took over importing Valrhona, and we became colleagues and friends. There was a convivial dinner that culminated in a tasting of fine single malts, which were offered with the chocolate. They came from The Malt Whisky Society, and were a perfect foil for the Valrhona chocolate. I realised that what we lacked in the UK was a chocolate society. Alan and I decided to establish one. I designed the cocoa pod logo and, with our friend David Pearl, we wrote the copy expounding the joys of real chocolate. The Chocolate Society was launched in 1991 as a members organisation, introducing the delights of great chocolate to enthusiasts with talks, tastings, demonstrations and hands-on chocolate making, and access to chocolate by post. 

				I visited the Valrhona Ecole de Grand Chocolat and had my grounding in the theory and practice of artisan chocolate production. Alan and his wife Nicola converted one of their outbuildings into a chocolate kitchen and started to make ganaches, which were sold through the Society, then in their own shop. I realised that I had taken my eye of the ball for too long. I needed to put my energy back into Rococo and rise to the emerging competition, so I started producing small quantities of house truffles using Valrhona Manjari, cream and butter. 

			

			
				MEETING JAMES

				One summer’s day in 1992 I was helping Ted McNamara – neighbour, wise man and Alexander Technique teacher – prepare food for a garden party he was hosting. It was the last thing I felt like doing, as I was exhausted from a long day’s work lifting tons of chocolate, but I had committed to it and was not going to let him down. After several hours of chopping and cooking I returned home for a soak in the bath, and dressed up to go and put in an appearance. The party had started and there were tables of food and drink and people milling around. I was introduced to James Booth, a tall slim conventional-looking young man, who looked a little lost. He had just qualified in Acupuncture at the School of Chinese Medicine, and I offered to give him a guided tour through the labyrinthine garden, in its full mid-summer glory. I was so tired but James, for all that he was not my type (and I was engaged to someone else), was entertaining company. We talked about wild mushrooms, particularly morels. James knew they were called morilles in French and did not believe me when I said I thought they were simply morel in English. As I left the party James asked for my address, telling me that he was going to China for his postgraduate studies and would send me a postcard. I was surprised to receive a letter the next week: he had looked up the translation and said I was correct in my assertion of morel, and, would I like to go on a date before he left for China. He had not given a phone number, so I was compelled to write back. This led to a whirlwind romance, and we met up in Bali that November to marry in Ubud. The marriage was in the traditional Balinese Hindu Animist tradition, where the bridegroom ‘kidnaps’ the bride, they go to the volcano, and return to be blessed by the priest. Our guests at the blessing were our host family, a gamalan band and our Australian friend Derek. We later officially tied the knot at Brixton registry office with our families, and held a summer party a year after we had met, in the same garden, with all our friends.
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				ROCOCO FLAVOURS

				I have drawn and painted for as long as I can remember, having been encouraged by my parents to develop a good eye and a curious mind, and this creativity enables me to visualise colours and flavours. I always assumed that everyone could do this, but I am finally coming to understand that it is a gift. I use it when dreaming up new flavours for Rococo bars, such as our Violet bars and wafers: I looked for years to find a pure violet oil that was deep and fruity, not sweet and soapy like Parma Violets, that could be blended with our dark chocolate, eventually collaborating with a perfume house who made the perfect violet distillation. 

				My childhood memories inspired our Basil and Persian Lime bars and wafers. I have a lasting memory of raiding the kitchen cupboard, not for sweet things but for the dried black Persian limes. I would crack them open and pick out the tar-like treacly black fruit; intensely sour and deeply satisfying. 

				We were the first London chocolatiers to make sea salt, chilli, rosemary and black pepper chocolates in the early 90s. The idea for sea salt milk chocolate, imitated by chocolate makers worldwide, came to me when crystals of sea salt settled on my lips as I was walking along the beach in Cornwall, licking clotted cream ice cream. It subtly enhanced the sweetness – test this yourself by adding a flake of sea salt to your next taste of milk chocolate, or a piece of melon. 

				When we create our recipes, the act of balancing the chocolate with the flavouring is a fine one. We want the chocolate notes to sing out with the flavours, creating a harmonious entity that is greater than the sum of its parts, with no dominant note. To help us achieve this, we combined our house blend of Grenada organic chocolate with other couvertures, as pure Grenada is otherwise too dominant when blended with other flavours.

				THE ART OF CHOCOLATE MAKING

				To start production of our own handmade house truffles back in 1991, we converted a room on the ground floor of our Bonnington Square house into a kitchen to be used only for making chocolate; just a large marble table for tempering and a bain-marie for melting. It was a spiritual homecoming, crafting Rococo chocolates within a stone’s throw of Vauxhall Gardens, the home of Rococo London in the eighteenth century. 

			

			
				We experimented, tried out new flavours, and made beautiful one-off hand-painted figurines, eggs, rabbits, fish and hearts and our Artisan bars and house truffles. I hired our first part-time chocolatier, Jo Gaskell, a psychotherapist from a culinary family (her sister is cookery writer Jocelyn Dimbleby). Although she had not worked with chocolate before, she was a complete natural. Soon she was technically better than me. Our second chocolatier was Ruth Morgan, an artistic neighbour who took to the painting like the proverbial duck to water. One day a young pastry chef called Gerard Coleman came to see me in the shop, after reading my book The Chocolate Companion (a directory of chocolate makers around the world) and asked me if I would be his mentor. I suggested he learn with one of the masters in Europe. After a year in Brussels with Pierre Marcolini, Gerard returned and asked if he could join Rococo as our first full-time chocolatier. We were still working from our tiny kitchen, so it was a leap of faith, but it was great to have someone with the skills of a true pastry chef. Output grew and we developed a range of flavoured ganache prototypes, which we invited Nigel Slater to taste – he was highly enthusiastic. 

				I had a baby, was pregnant with my second child, and was juggling life as wife, mother and businesswoman. Now I had a headstrong young man on board who wanted daily meetings, and presented me with a vast shopping list of expensive equipment. Eventually I had to let him go and follow his dreams. I wished him well as he set up L’Artisan du Chocolat round the corner from the King’s Road. Now I had serious competition. The same book brought me Richard Von Geusau, a South African accountant who wanted to be a chocolatier. We met a few times and he set up his own boutique chocolaterie near Cape Town. We’re still in touch and he has a very successful business, Von Geusau Chocolates. Subsequently, a pastry chef working with Marco Pierre White came to me and proposed that we commission him to make a couple of limited edition chocolates for Chocolate Week. They were a great success, so, with the chocolate bit between his teeth, Paul A Young went to open a shop in Camden Passage. A plethora of bright young talent has emerged on to the chocolate scene in the last decade and it’s a great thing: London is one of the most creative and original cities for chocolate-making in the world, and I am proud to have been a part of preparing the ground for this flowering. It has also spurred me on to enhance what I do.

				In 2004 we opened our second shop in Marylebone High St and it was an instant success. Suddenly turnover doubled and we relocated the chocolate kitchen and mail order service to a large industrial loft in South London. The third shop and chocolate school in Motcomb St followed in late 2007. Together with our chocolatier, I run chocolate classes at weekends and we make fresh batches of ganache during the week, which form the Rococo Couture collection and change with every season. They keep for around two weeks, as there are no preservatives added, only butter, cream and pure ingredients such as lemon, passion fruit, mango, rose, lychee, salted caramel, violet, raspberry, cherry, saffron and cardamom, Grenada Rum, or Islay single malt. Laurent Couchaux, our chocolatier until 2011, came up with a wonderful range of ganaches. He submitted two for the Academy of Chocolate awards and received gold medals for both, and more recently won another couple of golds for ganaches made with our Grenada Chocolate Company couverture. Laurent returned to France, to spend more time with his children after ten years of being an ex-pat, and in early 2012 Barry Johnson joined us from the Michelin-starred Coworth Park as our new Prof du Choc.

				
			ETHICAL COCOA

				The future of cocoa concerns me greatly. Most cocoa farmers are over 70, and the young are moving to the cities. Unless we pay the real price for cocoa, we may have no chocolate in 10 years’ time. I want to be a part of reversing that trend in our own small way, and one of the most exciting projects we have embarked on is a joint venture with the Grenada Chocolate Company. The first time I came across their organic chocolate was when it appeared on my desk, having been deposited by the fleet-footed Mr Clayton, neighbour of the GCC and frequent visitor to the UK. It was clear that it had some pedigree. Not only was it made from the world famous Trinitario beans, it was made in situ using antique machines and solar power and, crucially, it was reversing the terms of trade, with all the value being added at the start of the production chain. The cocoa is ground into chocolate up the road from where it grows, and much of the chocolate makes its way into our Artisan bars. Our most recent project is the creation of Gru Grococo, made with a single day’s harvest from our land. They were fermented, dried, roasted and ground in one small batch, to our own special recipe with no added vanilla. A limited edition was shipped on a square-rigged brigantine from Grenada to London in spring 2012 using nothing but wind power. It is the fruition of a dream and I believe the way forward in the world of cocoa and chocolate, and social entrepreneurship.

				I think it is true to say that most of us love chocolate, but it is one of the most temperamental ingredients to work with. I want to share with you the dark secrets of what makes chocolate behave – or misbehave – the way it does, and demystify its nature. There is so much joy in sharing chocolate with your loved ones, and it is even more intensely felt if you have made them yourself, so delve into the recipes for our award-winning chocolates and confectionery, and our favourite pastries and cakes. You’ll discover the key principles of chocolate-making in indulgent and beautiful detail, from tempering and decorating to making the perfect truffle: the secrets of Rococo, told for the very first time.
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