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How to use this ebook


Select one of the chapters from the main contents list and you will be taken to a list of all the recipes covered in that chapter.





Alternatively, jump to the index to browse recipes by ingredient.





Look out for linked text (which is in blue) throughout the ebook that you can select to help you navigate between related recipes.





You can double tap images to increase their size. To return to the original view, just tap the cross in the top left-hand corner of the screen.





Introduction



It all started for me as a child. I was brought up on a council estate in Birmingham in a loving family. My dad was a hard-working factory man, my mum was a cleaner and a dinner lady. I have two sisters, Gaynor and Gemma, plus a little brother, Gareth, also known as Gazzyboy. Food was really important at home. Everything was homemade and my mum was a great cook. We’d have lots of fresh veg and offal, never a frozen chip in sight! Mum would cook during the week, but my dad, who loved watching Keith Floyd, Ken Hom and Madhur Jaffery on the TV, was let loose at the weekend. This meant that one weekend would be Indian, the next my dad would get the wok out, and so on. It really inspired me to cook and try new flavours. On Saturdays, I’d go on trips to the Bull Ring market with my mum to bring back the meat and fish, plus (sometimes) a special treat, such as a little tub of cockles with white pepper and vinegar, a big nasty whelk or some pig’s trotters! The pig’s trotters would be boiled up and then eaten with a packet of crisps in my pyjamas while watching Blind Date, which meant I would be going to bed with sticky PJs.


When Mum was working, Dad was doing overtime and Gaynor was at her Saturday job at the hairdressers, I would look after Gazzyboy and Gemma. I loved to try out dishes on them. The first was beans on toast. I’d get a bit of onion and a teaspoon of curry powder in with the baked beans, put the beans on the toast and cover it with cheese. Or I would put grated cheese in the bottom of a bowl of soup, which was always a winner. #stringycheese. I thought I was a genius – and so did my brother and sister.


On special occasions, we would be taken to a curry house for a balti, in a little place called The Falcon. It wasn’t licensed, so Mum would always bring a bottle of tiger milk and my dad would take four cans of lager. We would order our baltis and a naan bread, which we called table naan, aka bread duvet. It was always epic! The balti dishes would come out sizzling and my dad would always say, ‘Don’t touch. They’re hot!’ But I couldn’t help myself. I think every true Brummie has a balti burn . . .


Being brought up in a large family surrounded by food and challenged with spices and things like pig’s trotters, set me well and truly on my way. I learnt to respect produce, the cost of it and the importance of food. When I was 14, I began washing up and making salads for a hotel lounge. I loved it. I was kept in line by a big German lady called Lisa. You didn’t mess with her! She looked after me like a son and would make me drink a pint of carrot juice a day and eat massive German sausages, as she always said I was too thin.


I was hungry for more knowledge, though, so when I left school I pushed for apprenticeships. A lovely woman called Tina Morris who was in HR at the hotel really helped make it happen. I worked in the main kitchen under Peter Wintle and a larger-thanlife character called Roger Kendrick. What a legend. R.I

.P x. Roger was Peter’s righthand man; he made me cry, laugh, love and hate the job. After a while banging out big banquets and dinners it was time to move on to the hotel restaurant, The Terrace, but when I got there I shit myself. It was the elite kitchen, the A-Team, and I was the whipping boy. The head chef who ran it was Tony Morrin. He was perceived as a bit of a nutter, but it was his passion for food, a perfection that made him a great chef. Tony helped me so much with everything, sending me first to Gary Rhodes for a stage, then to Aubergine, which was run by an amazing up-and-coming chef called Gordon Ramsay.





[image: image]





The sous-chef at The Terrace, Mark Hill, was the one who cooked the meat and fish. I was his commis (apprentice) and when I first started he would call me ‘Oi’. Mark was a right grumpy fucker but I learnt a lot from him and grew to love him. We would wash up all our own pans, he would never let anyone else touch them because, as he said, ‘They’re ours!’ I always knew I was going to be a meat chef after my time at The Terrace. I did a little stint on the larder with Sharon Cooney, a fantastic larder chef, but even she missed the heat and aggression of the stoves.


After years of being pushed, slapped and kicked, I moved onto the next part of my apprenticeship, the pastry. But I thought that was for girls, so I went in kind of sulking. Back then, the hotel would bake and make everything apart from banqueting bread, which was pretty impressive. I soon learned to love pastry. It took me a couple of weeks to get how it works, but I really loved it. I worked for a very clever and organised guy called Vic Jones, who knew everything from how to make 2,000 cheesecakes to a wonderful sweet trolley; only one problem – he was a Villa fan. So I finished my apprenticeship having done burgers, washing up, prepping racks of lamb, room service, waiting and accounts. Looking back, I had a brilliant schooling, both in cooking and in life.


From The Terrace, I went to work at Simpson’s in Kenilworth for seven years, under the chef patron Andreas Antona. There was a real family feeling about the place, with Alison, Andreas’s wife, in the front of house. I learned a huge amount, not just cooking, but about the restaurant industry as a whole. The two main chefs, Luke Tipping and Andy Waters, taught me loads, but it was Andreas who really looked after me. He put money in my pocket when I was skint and sent me on stages in France and even paid for the flights. He really pushed me forward. It was invaluable knowledge that helped us gain a Michelin star – an achievement I was made to celebrate by having the Michelin man tattooed on my leg, but that’s another story.


I was then incredibly fortunate to work for another chef patron, Claude Bosi, who taught me to be myself and develop my own style. In my opinion, he is the most naturally talented chef I’ve seen cook and one of the best in the country. At Hibiscus, in what back then was a little Shropshire market town called Ludlow, I would work 18 hours a day, 6 days a week. I could write a book on what happened during the short time I was there, from staff running away in the night, so me, Claude and a Japanese stagier called ‘Yousy’ get it right in the arse, to the dogs Didier and Flea in the kitchen and countless Michelin inspections. The cooking was wild. All the meat was cooked on the bone, as was all the fish, plus there were snails, frogs, whole pigs and foraging every week. I loved the produce we got. Claude had one Michelin star when I started and I was delighted when, in the next guide, he had two. Claude is a master chef and was well on the way to two stars with or without me, but I am very proud to have been a part of the team when he gained his second. And watch this space, as I’m sure his third will come to him in London.


After Hibiscus, I was ready to become the chef and cook my own food. Keith and Diane Stevenson, big foodies from Sutton Coldfield, wanted to open their own place, with me heading up the kitchen. It was a life-changing opportunity. We opened Jessica’s on a small budget, just outside the red-light district in Birmingham. There were only two of us in the kitchen – me and my sous chef, ‘Sandwich’ – and out front we had Pascal, the restaurant manager, and Renault, his assistant. It was brutal; we worked 6 days a week, 18 hours a day, drank a bottle of wine a night, and slept in the laundry for half an hour on our break. The hard work paid off, though. We smashed it, winning Birmingham’s first Michelin star and AA Restaurant of the Year. We got great reviews from some of Britain’s biggest food critics and I had 20 per cent of the business. I was almost living the dream. Something, though, was missing. I had always wanted to be the boss and to have my own restaurant. I woke up one day and said to my partner Kerry, ‘We are going alone.’ We had just got our first little house and our first child, Oliver, was two years old. Her face dropped because it was the first time in our lives together we were living comfortably. I had been at Jessica’s for just over four years and, when I left, Jessica’s folded at the same time. I took twenty grand out of my house, raided my piggy bank, smashed my credit cards and went to the bank. The bank gave me a lot of no’s and I was faced with lots of slamming doors but my accountant and good friend Mike Vousden spoke with the bank manager, Paul Reid, and made it happen. I took out a loan with a company that deals in grants called ‘Art’, who were great, and with the bank on side, Mike and I wrote my business plan and we were off. I found a site in town, 55 Cornwall Street, an old Victorian warehouse being used as a furniture shop. I had a really low budget, so had to be a little bit clever with my money. I paid the furniture guy and builders half of the bill upfront and promised to pay the remainder a month after opening, which turned out to be a rough first four weeks. We made just enough for the builders, furniture guy, staff and bills, leaving me with only enough to buy a bag of sweets. It’s been a great journey since, though, and it feels as if it’s just the start. Purnell’s Restaurant opened in 2007 on the seventh day of the seventh month at 7pm. Lucky number 7, eh? Now, almost seven years on, the restaurant has gone from strength to strength and I have been involved in TV programmes such as Great British Menu, Saturday Kitchen, and Great British Food Revival and I believe there is still loads to come for me and the restaurant. We are still striving and pushing forward and we now have Purnell’s Bistro and Ginger’s Bar, both of which are flourishing.


It was invaluable knowledge that helped us gain a Michelin star – an achievement I was made to celebrate by having the Michelin man tattooed on my leg, but that’s another story!


My family has grown, too, and we now have three little people. Ginge, Oliver, our eldest, Esme Summer, the princess, and our youngest, Vincent, aka Bam Bam. As for my restaurant family, I’ve had some great staff over the years, including my long-serving manager, Jean-Benoit Burloux (now sadly left). My new manager, Sonal Clare, my two sous chefs, Dave Taylor and Luke Butcher, and my PA, who is also my sister-in-law, Angela O’Carroll. Pete Casson, my pastry chef, who now runs my bistro and, of course, my soulmate, lover and mother of my children, Kerry. It’s certainly been an adventure!


This is not a restaurant cookbook or a home cookbook; it’s just a cookbook. If you want to cook a challenging dish from the restaurant such as haddock, eggs and cornflakes, you’ll find it here. If you want to cook something a bit more down to earth, such as faggots and peas, it’s also here. If you want to flick through it and then use it to prop up a wonky table, it’s good for that too. Enjoy the book, there’s some swearing, some true stories (which may have been slightly exaggerated because my memory isn’t that great) and loads of great recipes. Try them. They all work, promise.


It was brutal; we worked 6 days a week, 18 hours a day, drank a bottle of wine a night, and slept in the laundry for half an hour on our break.
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The pillow fight


This happened years ago, when I was much more rock n’ roll – I don’t tend to go around smashing up hotels! Daniel Clifford, a two Michelin star chef from Cambridge and a great friend of mine, was supposed to come with us. At 2am, when we were slightly pissed, we rang him leaving him message after message, about 25–30, which really pissed him off, but he later saw the funny side.


It all started on a road trip up North with Claude Bosi, my old head chef from Hibiscus, Shane Osborn, who at the time was head chef at Pied à Terre, Tom Kerridge, of the Hand and Flowers, and, of course, the man, Sat Bains. It began with a fantastic dinner. We were loud. Like so loud other diners were moved away from us. I remember one couple trying to enjoy an anniversary meal and to help them celebrate we sent over a bottle of Champagne. We also sent drinks to other diners, so it ended up costing a fucking fortune.


As I said, we were creating a bit of noise. Not in a bad way, we were just enthusiastic. As the night wore on we carried on drinking and started to get into morning territory. Claude, with his trousers rolled up, began throwing empty bottles of Champagne as he chased ducks around the stream (he has never been good at pulling the birds). I stripped to my pants and decided to throw some furniture around. As I tired of this game, I sat in the middle of the stream sipping on Champagne, laughing my head off.


We stayed over in a lovely cottage, which was proper beautiful. Well it was, until we’d lived there for a night. Everyone started to go to bed. The Frenchman and I were sharing. Tom had his own room and Sat bunked up with Shane the Ozzie. We were all getting changed when Claude said, ‘Let’s go and take out Sat and Shane.’ I thought, fucking great idea! So, dressed only in our boxer shorts and pillows in hand, we crept around the corner and smashed open the door. Only to be confronted by Sat, sitting ready at the end of the bed. To this day, I am not 100 per cent sure, but I think he was wearing silk pyjama bottoms.


As we all know, Sat is massive. I mean a mass of muscle! Claude shouted; ‘Fucking ‘ave it,’ and I just threw myself, waist high, at the big man. Sat hurled his pillow at me, with him still attached, and completely smashed me across the room. I fell on top of a coffee table, which had a massive porcelain lamp on it, and it exploded into bits on impact. Surrounded by broken lamp, I looked up to see Claude standing by the door, laughing his bollocks off. As were Sat and Shane. Then, before I knew it, it proper went off! Four big, half-naked chefs were rolling around with pillows, smashing and banging, with the odd touch of silk pyjamas thrown into the mix. After it calmed down, we all looked at each other, sweating and laughing and, for that split second, thought . . . gay!


We got up and tried to sort out the room, still really pissed. The funniest thing was that Sat took ages gathering the broken lamp. He swept the pieces into a big pile and strategically placed the lamp on top, saying; ‘They will never know . . .’


You may be wondering where Tom was in all of this. In the background, all we could hear was someone dragging concrete – well that’s what it sounded like. It was actually Tom snoring. Unbeknown to Us, he’d fucked off to bed!


It was one of the wildest, funniest... #roadtrip dinners I have ever been on. I will always remember being woken Up by the sound of Tom’s alarm. The fucking noise went on for about an hour, accompanied by the slow sound of dragging concrete and him not even stirring. (No pun intended.)


Anyway, the moral of the story is: never rely on a Frenchman when going into battle and always make sure you don’t ever pick a fight with a man wearing silk pyjamas who is twice your size!
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Watercress and Wasabi Pea Soup


Peppery, smooth and with a little heat. What me? Ha ha! No, although a great description. These ingredients – fresh green watercress and spinach, fiery wasabi peas and juicy water chestnuts – make a great team. Watercress is one of my favourite ingredients; a little retro, but it’s making a great comeback. It’s the George Foreman of lettuce and wow what a soup it makes.


Serves 4


For the soup


splash of vegetable oil


1 onion, peeled and diced


1 garlic clove, peeled and smashed


100g potatoes, peeled and chopped


1 litre chicken or vegetable stock


400g picked spinach


400g picked watercress


grating of nutmeg


pinch of ground ginger


1. Heat a saucepan with a little vegetable oil and sweat the onion and garlic over a gentle heat until soft.


2. Add the potatoes, cover with half the stock and simmer for 20 minutes, or until the potatoes are tender.


3. Add the spinach and watercress and simmer until wilted, then add the remainder of the stock, the nutmeg and the ginger.


4. Simmer for a further 5 minutes, then whizz in a blender until smooth and pass through a sieve.


To garnish


2 tablespoons wasabi peas


10 black peppercorns


150g soured cream


150g drained canned water chestnuts, thinly sliced


simple white loaf, to serve


1. Using a pestle and mortar, crush the peas and peppercorns, then add to the soured cream in a bowl and mix together.


2. Place the soured cream mixture in serving bowls and evenly sprinkle with the water chestnut slices. pour the soup over the top. Serve with bread.
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Butternut Squash Soup with Orange, Szechuan Pepper and Truffled Feta Terrine


Butternut squash always reminds me of autumn – the colour in particular. This is a simple soup without all the garnish bit. I love how the Szechuan pepper and the orange bring out the saltiness of the feta. The marriage between the orange and the squash also takes me back to my mentor and friend, Claude Bosi. He would combine the squash with sharp passion fruit – genius!


Serves 4


For the butternut squash


knob of butter or splash of vegetable oil


1 onion, peeled and chopped


3 carrots, peeled and chopped


2 garlic cloves, peeled


2 medium butternut squash, peeled, deseeded and chopped


2 litres chicken stock


salt and ground ginger


1. Heat a large saucepan with a little butter or vegetable oil and sweat the onion and carrots over a gentle heat until softened.


2. Add the garlic and squash and cook for about 10 minutes until the squash begins to soften.


3. Add half the stock with a light seasoning of salt and black pepper and simmer briskly for 5 minutes.


4. Add the remainder of the stock and simmer for about 10 minutes until the vegetables are tender.


5. Whizz the soup in a blender until smooth and season to taste with salt and black pepper.


For the feta terrine


100g full-fat milk


200g feta, crumbled


16g truffle, chopped


2g truffle oil


2g agar agar


1. Put the milk and feta with the chopped truffle and truffle oil in a saucepan and bring to the boil.


2. Add the agar agar and cook, stirring, for 1 minute.


3. Pour the mixture into a 17 x 22cm baking tray, at least 3cm deep, and leave in the fridge for about 2 hours until set.


For the orange oil


zest of 5 oranges


1 heaped teaspoon ground Szechuan pepper


400ml sunflower oil


freshly ground black pepper


1. Mix the ingredients for the oil together in a saucepan and cook over a low heat for at least 1 hour for maximum flavour.


2. Remove from the heat and strain through a sieve.


Cut the terrine into 2cm-square pieces and place four or five cubes in each bowl. Drizzle with the orange oil and add a twist of black pepper. Decant the soup into a large jug and serve over the terrine at the table.
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‘Birmingham Soup’ 1793


This dish makes me smile because people have always taken the piss out of Brum, saying it has no food culture other than curry. Bullshit! It’s a reinvention of a soup made by Matthew Boulton, who was one of the captains of industry in the late 1700s. He sold to his workers for an old penny; it’s costs a bit more now in my restaurant.
Although it involves several steps, it’s well worth the effort. At the restaurant, we serve it with smoked bone marrow, foie gras butter and, best of all, pikelets, not crumpets – unless you want a fight, that is.


SERVES 4


For the braised ox cheek


1 ox cheek, untrimmed/fat on


¼ bottle (190ml) of red wine


1 carrot, peeled and cut into 2.5cm pieces


2 celery sticks, cut into 2.5cm pieces


1 onion, peeled and cut into 2.5cm pieces


1 leek, cut into 2.5cm pieces


2 mushrooms, cut into 2.5cm pieces


2 tomatoes, cut into 2.5cm pieces


sprig of thyme


sprig of rosemary


1.8 litres boiling water


1. Preheat the oven to 200°C/gas mark 6.


2. Heat a frying pan until medium hot, add the ox cheek and render the fat until the cheek is golden brown. Remove from the pan and place in a deep roasting tin.


3. Deglaze the frying pan with the red wine, scraping up the sediment from the base of the pan.


4. Place all the vegetables on top of the cheek along with the herb sprigs and pour the wine over the top. Completely cover with the boiling water.


5. Cover the roasting tin tightly with foil and braise the ox cheek in the oven for 4 hours.


6. Remove from the oven and leave to cool in the liquor for about 1 hour.


7. Lift the ox cheek out and remove and discard any fat and sinew. Place on a flat tray and keep warm until ready to serve, covering if necessary.


For the smoked bone marrow


2 x 5cm pieces of bone with marrow


a handful of pet shop hay


a handful of hickory smoking chips


1. Preheat the oven to 200°C/gas mark 6.


2. Soak the pieces of bone in cold water for 1 hour until the marrow can be easily pushed out.


Using a smoker
1. Place the hay and smoking chips in the bottom of a smoker and burn until smoking, following the manufacturer’s instructions.


2. Place the bone marrow on the perforated smoking tray and leave to smoke for 4 minutes


Alternative method
1. Place the hay and smoking chips into a frying pan and set alight with a match.


2. Leave to burn until smouldering and then tip the smouldering ash into a glass bowl


3. Place a metal colander on top of the bowl and place the bone marrow in the colander.


4. Wrap the entire bowl and colander in cling film and leave to smoke for 6 minutes.


After smoking
5. Dice the bone marrow into 1cm cubes, place on roasting tray and warm through in the oven for about 3 minutes until just beginning to melt.


6. Place the bone marrow pieces on top of the braised cheeks ready to serve.


For the beef consommé


1 carrot, peeled and finely sliced


1 celery stick, finely sliced


1 leek, white part only, finely sliced


1 mushroom, peeled and finely sliced


1 tomato, finely sliced


3 large free-range egg whites


300g very lean beef mince


25g dried ceps


1 litre cold good-quality beef stock


ground ginger, to taste


salt


1. Put all the vegetables with the egg whites, mince and ceps in a food processor and pulse until smooth.


2. Heat the beef mixture through gently in a wide saucepan and then add the cold beef stock.


3. Stirring constantly, bring the mixture to a gentle simmer over a high heat.


4. Once the liquid is hot and a ‘raft’/crust of vegetables and mince begins to form, stop stirring.


5. Once the raft has fully formed, reduce the heat to barely a simmer and make a chimney (hole) in the middle.


6. Leave to clarify over a low heat for 1½–2 hours.


7. Remove from the heat and leave the consommé to cool, then strain through a damp muslin cloth or clean fine tea towel.


8. When reheating to serve, do not allow the liquid to boil, as this will cause it to become cloudy. Season to taste with ginger and salt.


Cut the ox cheek into four pieces and place in bowls along with the bone marrow. Pour the consommé over the top.


At the restaurant, we serve this dish over a bed of diced root vegetables, precooked lentils and barley with a drizzle of parsley oil. Alternatively, it can be served as for ‘Birmingham Soup’ 1793 – simply the cheek, bone marrow and consommé.
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Chunky Mulligatawny


Curry! Curry! But you may think, curry soup? You can’t beat this one, though. It’s nearly my favourite soup apart from oxtail. My brother and sisters love this; it’s a great classic and all I’ve done is polish it. Try it as a soup or a wintery main course.


Serves 4


splash of vegetable oil


300g braising steak, cut into small dice and dusted with plain flour


1 large onion, peeled and diced


1 carrot, peeled and diced


3 garlic cloves, peeled


2 teaspoons mild curry powder


1 teaspoon ground ginger


1 teaspoon ground cumin


185g white long-grain rice


1.5 litres hot beef stock


1 parsnip, peeled and cut into large dice


1 large carrot, peeled and cut into large dice


1 Bramley apple, peeled, cored and cut into large dice


salt and freshly ground black pepper


½ bunch of coriander, chopped


½ lime, for squeezing


Focaccia, to serve


1. Preheat the oven to 180°C/gas mark 4.


2. Heat a little vegetable oil in a flameproof casserole dish and brown the beef on all sides. Remove from the dish and set aside.


3. Add the onion, carrot and garlic to the dish and cook over a gentle heat until soft.


4. Add the curry powder, ginger and cumin and cook briefly, stirring. Add the rice, return the meat to the pan and stir together.


5. Add the hot stock and simmer for about 40 minutes until the meat is tender and the soup begins to thicken.


6. Add the parsnip and carrot and continue to simmer for about 15 minutes until the vegetables are soft.


7. Stir in the apple and simmer for 2 minutes. Season to taste with salt and black pepper and finish off with the chopped coriander and a squeeze of lime juice.


Serve in large bowls with a chunk of focaccia.






Easy Peasy Soup


This does exactly what it says on the tin – it’s easy. Don’t bother with the ham or cream if you’re too lazy, but even the garnish is easy peasy.


Serves 4


For the ham hock


1 ham hock


1 carrot, peeled


2 celery sticks


1 leek


1 onion, peeled


1 garlic clove, peeled


1 bay leaf


2 sprigs of thyme


2 branches of parsley


1. Prepare the ham hock ahead of the soup – the day before if necessary. Preheat the oven to 180°C/gas mark 4.


2. Place all the ingredients in a large, lidded ovenproof pot and cover with cold water. Bring to the boil and then reduce to a simmer.


3. Cover the pot with the lid, transfer to the oven and cook for 2 hours, or until the meat falls off the bone or you can pull the bone out. (This bone is known as the mustard bone and can be cleaned and used to serve mustard).


4. Leave to cool and then pick all the meat off the bone and shred. Set aside.


For the soup


knob of butter or splash of vegetable oil


1 onion, peeled and diced


1 garlic clove, peeled and crushed


500g frozen petits pois


½ bunch of tarragon, chopped


1 litre hot chicken or vegetable stock


salt and freshly ground black pepper


1. Heat a large saucepan with a little butter or vegetable oil and sweat the onion over a gentle heat until soft, then stir in the garlic.


2. Add the peas and tarragon and then pour in the hot stock and return to the boil.


3. Whizz the mixture in a blender until smooth and then pass through a sieve. Season to taste with salt and black pepper and keep warm.


For the mustard cream


300ml whipping cream


1 teaspoon wasabi


1 heaped tablespoon coarse-grain mustard


½ bunch of tarragon, chopped


1. Whip the cream until soft peaks form, but do not overwhip, otherwise the cream will split when the other ingredients are added.


2. Whisk in the wasabi and then the mustard and finish with the chopped tarragon.


Take four bowls and garnish with the shredded ham. Spoon in a tablespoonful of the mustard cream. Pour the warm soup over the top and serve.
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Leek and Potato Soup with Crème Fraîche, Crispy Barley and Chive Oil


Ahhh! Leek and potato, they’re like the best of friends. I love this soup cold, but for me it’s fantastic hot with crème fraîche and crunchy barley. It’s great just as a big bowl of soup, but if you want to show off at a dinner party, it’s also a fab way to get things going.


Serves 4


For the barley


185g pearl barley


salt


300ml vegetable oil


1. Cook the barley in a saucepan of boiling salted water for about 25 minutes, or until tender.


2. Meanwhile, preheat the oven to 110°C/gas mark ¼.


3. Drain the barley, refresh with cold water and drain again thoroughly.


4. Spread out on a baking tray and place in the oven for about 2 hours, or until completely dry.


5. Heat the oil in a large frying pan over a medium-high heat and fry the barley for about 1 ½ minutes until crispy. Remove with a slotted spoon and drain on kitchen paper.
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