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  INTERNATIONAL CONVERSION TABLES





  These conversion tables are intended to help all users of this cookery book – wherever they live in the world. The weights and measures used throughout this book are

  based on British Imperial standards. However, the following tables show you how to convert the various weights and measures simply.




   




  International Measures
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  Conversion of Fluid Ounces to Metric




   




  

    

      	

        Measure


      



      	

        Ounces    


      



      	

        Metric


      

    




    

      	



      	

        1 fl oz


      



      	

        28.4 ml (millilitres)


      

    




    

      	

        1¾ Imperial pints (approx)


      



      	

        35 fl oz


      



      	

        1 litre (1000 ml)


      

    




    

      	

        1 Imperial pint


      



      	

        20 fl oz


      



      	

        600 ml


      

    




    

      	

        ½ Imperial pint


      



      	

        10 fl oz


      



      	

        300 ml


      

    




    

      	

        ¼ Imperial pint


      



      	

        5 fl oz


      



      	

        150 ml


      

    




    

      	

        4 tablespoons


      



      	

        2½ fl oz


      



      	

        70 ml


      

    




    

      	

        2 tablespoons


      



      	

        1¼ fl oz


      



      	

        35 ml


      

    




    

      	

        1 tablespoon


      



      	

        5/8 fl oz


      



      	

        18 ml


      

    




    

      	

        1 dessertspoon


      



      	

        2/5 fl oz


      



      	

        12 ml


      

    




    

      	

        1 teaspoon


      



      	

        1/5 fl oz


      



      	

        6 ml


      

    


  




  (All the above metric equivalents are approximate.)




   




  Conversion of Solid Weights to Metric




   




  

    

      	

        2 lb 3 oz


      



      	

        1 kg (kilogram)


      

    




    

      	

        1 lb


      



      	

        453 g (grams)


      

    




    

      	

        12 oz


      



      	

        339 g


      

    




    

      	

        8 oz


      



      	

        225 g


      

    




    

      	

        4 oz


      



      	

        113 g


      

    




    

      	

        2 oz


      



      	

        56 g


      

    




    

      	

        1 oz


      



      	

        28 g


      

    


  




   




  Equivalents




  

    

      

        1 UK (old BSI standard) cup equals 1¼ cups in Commonwealth countries




        4 UK tablespoons equal 5 Commonwealth tablespoons




        5 UK teaspoons equal 6 New Zealand or 6 Canada or 8 Australian




        1 UK dessertspoon equals 2/3 UK tablespoon or 2 UK teaspoons




        1 UK saltspoon equals ¼ UK teaspoon




        In British cookery books, a gill is usually 5 fl oz (¼ pint), but in a few localities in the UK it can mean 10 fl oz (½ pint). A quart is a quarter of a gallon

        (2 pints).




        Other non-standardized measures include:




        Breakfast cup = 10 fl oz (approx)




        Tea cup = 5 fl oz (approx)




        Coffee cup = 3 fl oz (approx)


      


    


  




  Oven Temperatures




   




  

    

      	

        Description


      



      	

        Electric Setting    


      



      	

        Gas Mark


      

    




    

      	

        Very cool


      



      	

        225°F (110°C)


      



      	

        ¼


      

    




    

      	



      	

        250°F (130°C)


      



      	

        ½


      

    




    

      	

        Cool


      



      	

        275°F (140°C)


      



      	

        1


      

    




    

      	



      	

        300°F (150°C)


      



      	

        2


      

    




    

      	

        Very moderate


      



      	

        325°F (170°C)


      



      	

        3


      

    




    

      	

        Moderate


      



      	

        350°F (180°C)


      



      	

        4


      

    




    

      	

        Moderately or fairly hot


      



      	

        375°F (190°C)


      



      	

        5


      

    




    

      	



      	

        400°F (200°C)


      



      	

        6


      

    




    

      	

        Hot


      



      	

        425°F (220°C)


      



      	

        7


      

    




    

      	



      	

        450°F (230°C)


      



      	

        8


      

    




    

      	

        Very hot


      



      	

        475°F (240°C)


      



      	

        9


      

    


  




  These temperatures are only an approximate guide as all ovens vary slightly, according to the make and country of manufacture.




   




  A Note on Preparation Times




  The recipe timings given in this book are all approximate. Most take into account the time needed for both preparation and cooking but some do not include time for resting,

  soaking or chilling.










  GLOSSARY





  This glossary has been included to aid the modern cook, who may not be familiar with some of the ingredients used in this cookbook. In some cases, you might use this guide to

  seek out authentic ingredients in order to be true to the recipes; in others, you might use it to choose suitable substitutions.




   




  

    

      	

        angelica 


      



      	

        Herb used in preserves. Now almost impossible to find in its fresh form, but candied strips are widely available to use as decoration on cakes and desserts.


      

    




    

      	

        cabbage lettuce 


      



      	

        Any of several varieties of lettuce with a round flattened head, resembling a cabbage.


      

    




    

      	

        Carolina rice 


      



      	

        Variety of American long grain rice.


      

    




    

      	

        celery powder 


      



      	

        Ground dried celery seeds.


      

    




    

      	

        loaf sugar 


      



      	

        Sugar that was sold moulded into a solid conical shape and packaged in paper.


      

    




    

      	

        mushroom ketchup  


      



      	

        Condiment originally brewed from mushroom juice (modern brands are made from mushroom powder) and commonly used to highlight the flavour of beef or game.


      

    




    

      	

        mustard flour 


      



      	

        Finely ground mustard seeds.


      

    




    

      	

        paste 


      



      	

        Pastry.


      

    




    

      	

        panada 


      



      	

        Paste made from bread or flour, used in forcemeats.


      

    




    

      	

        paprika pepper 


      



      	

        Paprika.


      

    




    

      	

        Patna rice 


      



      	

        Variety of Indian long grain rice.


      

    




    

      	

        ratafias 


      



      	

        Light biscuits, risen using egg whites, very similar to macaroons or amaretti biscuits.


      

    




    

      	

        sago 


      



      	

        Starch derived from the sago palm, used in baking, puddings or as a thickener for desserts.


      

    




    

      	

        salad oil 


      



      	

        Any light vegetable oil suitable for dressing salads, such as olive oil.


      

    




    

      	

        Savoy fingers 


      



      	

        Sponge finger biscuits, also known as lady fingers.


      

    




    

      	

        walnut ketchup 


      



      	

        Condiment made from pickled walnuts boiled down with spices, often used to flavour meat.


      

    


  










  INTRODUCTION





  I have dedicated this book to my mother, who, like my grandmother, my great-grandmother and myself, was in domestic service, first as that lowest of the low, a kitchen maid,

  and later as a cook. Many of the recipes and hints I have inherited from them. The others are those I learnt in service from the cooks I served under, or invented myself and improved by trial and

  error.




  You may wonder why I felt that a cookery book such as this needed to be written, or could possibly be of any interest now that one can produce meals in a matter of minutes. You may think that

  from time to time I go on a bit about present-day food, but don’t think I’m decrying instant meals – far from it. I think that they are a great boon to a busy housewife,

  especially if she also works outside the home. I know from experience how hard it is to come home tired, exhausted from working in somebody else’s house, office or factory and then have to

  start preparing and cooking a meal.




  Again, I’m not going into the rights or wrongs of housewives working outside the home. You can divide them up into two types: those who work because they really have to for financial

  reasons and those who are so bored with just being housewives that, even if they didn’t need the money, they would go to work anyway. No, I’m all for freedom of choice and freedom of

  action and I bless the things that make these easier. When my family was young and I had to go out to work to earn more money, there were no instant meals. You could buy some frozen foods but you

  certainly couldn’t buy a meal which you could stick in the oven and in about twenty minutes’ time it would be edible; edible, that is, to the people who haven’t been used to home

  cooking.




  Mind you, even if there had been these instant pre-packed meals, I wouldn’t have been able to afford them. It was then, and still is, cheaper to cook a meal at home. Look at the quantity

  to start with. Some of these packeted jobs say ‘enough for three’ – well, I can only think that the manufacturer must be basing people’s appetites on those of sparrows,

  because I could eat the whole lot myself. There doesn’t seem to be the same bulk in prepared food as there is in fresh food, even if you cook the same quantity. Perhaps because it’s

  been dehydrated and hydrated back again (if that’s the word for it), it seems to lose something – something else, I mean, apart from flavour. And although bulk may not be the sort of

  thing to mention in a cookery book, it is important when you are feeding a family. For growing boys and girls and maybe a husband who does a manual job, bulk counts for something. It doesn’t

  have to be bread and potatoes – bulk can be very tasty and very nourishing, but it requires time to prepare, you can’t just open a packet and produce it.




  Mention of bulk brings me to what is called a balanced diet, one that is sort of measured in scientific scales and worked out in calories. This is not a scientific cookery book. When I was a

  cook I didn’t know anything about calories or vitamins, and people didn’t seem to bother about diets. I’ve not written a book in which you weigh up the calories – I

  wouldn’t dare with some of the recipes I’ve given. We didn’t cook by science. We selected our menus by common sense and cooked food that was appetizing and nutritive.




  Many’s the time since I left service that I’ve gone through my tried and trusted recipes and wondered whether I should keep them. It didn’t seem to me that anybody would ever

  take the time and trouble to prepare the meals that we did when I was a cook. But today there does seem to be a revival of interest in the culinary arts, and modern implements have provided

  satisfactory short cuts that make it possible to prepare the dishes in much less time than it took us. So I feel that, by giving you the chance to try some of my recipes, you will be able to turn

  back the pages of history and taste the meals of past generations.




  Not that the people I worked for were fabulously wealthy – not by their standards, at any rate. But a considerable portion of their incomes went on food. It was considered absolutely

  necessary to have three large meals a day: breakfast, lunch and dinner; and the preparation of these occupied the cook and the kitchen maid all day and every day. They did nothing else. They

  didn’t make beds, answer doors or wait on table – preparing food was the sole purpose of their lives.




  People didn’t eat out much, except when visiting each other’s houses. They preferred to eat in the privacy and comfort of their homes, and you can’t blame them for that; they

  had opulent houses, a large staff, tip-top food and service, and if we had those things today we should stay in and enjoy them. It’s a way of life that’s vanished for ever. Not that I

  think it’s a fact to be mourned. By its nature it was a safe, solid and a secure existence for the few. It could never be emulated by the masses. Not that it worried us particularly, and it

  didn’t rub off on to us. When I married the milkman, who earned a wage of £3 5s 0d a week, I had to come down from eating butter to eating margarine, from rump steak to shin of beef or

  stewing steak, and from cream to evaporated milk, but I was able to accept it easily because we were taught that we were not with ‘them’ or of ‘them’, that our worlds were

  apart in every way; so we didn’t ally ourselves to the kind of eating and comfort that they had. We were made to feel different and we felt different.




  When I wander around London today and look at some of the very large houses where I and other servants that I knew worked, and where we spent so many hours in the dark basements, I find it hard

  to believe that two worlds could live in one house as we did. One world was a world of warmth, ease and plenty, and the other below stairs so different. Not only did we not count as individuals,

  but we knew we didn’t count. We literally lived in the same house but in a world apart. But as I prepared this book I felt that what I was doing was salvaging something that was the

  best of both these worlds. I now look back on myself not as a skivvy, as we were so derogatively called, but as a person who was doing something that was really worthwhile, and something that, when

  I became a cook, I found great pleasure in doing and in having done well. Everyone has to work for a living, but there’s a great difference between working at something that is a craft and

  working at something where you are just a cog in a vast machine and the end result shows nothing of you at all. All right, it’s not like painting or sculpture; it isn’t something that

  lives for ever – it’s demolished within half an hour of your having prepared it. But nevertheless, there is the pride of achievement. There you are, with the ingredients on the table in

  front of you – eggs, butter, sugar, meat, fish or what have you – and it’s up to you to transform them into something that bears no relation to the separate ingredients, something

  that isn’t lasting, but something about which you hope people will say, ‘That was marvellous.’




  Food is more than just food. I never eat food because it does me good, I eat it because I like it. I like it to be prepared and cooked well, and I like trouble taken over it. I’m not fussy

  – I can eat sausages and mash, fish and chips, with the best of people. I’m not pretending that all my days are taken up spending hours over the stove – of course they’re

  not. Nevertheless, there are the occasions, and very frequent occasions, when I spend a lot of time cooking just for the sheer pleasure it gives me.




  I would like to make the point that all of the recipes I give have been tried out, and although I can’t pretend that they’re the sort of things that you can knock up in a few

  minutes, many of them can be adapted to a simpler pattern. Generally they are leisurely recipes, suiting the leisurely way of life that we had. Leisurely, I mean, for those who ate the food after

  we’d prepared it. It was a time when eating was a major pleasure in life. Meals were more than something to be enjoyed, they were something to plan, to relish and savour, to compare,

  criticize and recall. Many’s the coroner’s inquest we’ve had on meals next morning when the lady of the house has come down.




  So, as I add this to the hundreds of cookery books already published, let me say that even if it is only history, it is history that can be brought to life, and, who knows, with the way the

  world is going, with greater mechanization leading to more leisure, perhaps one day people will again find the time to give to cooking the attention that it deserves.




   




  Margaret Powell, 1970.
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  LEARNING TO COOK





  Lots of girls nowadays by the time that they get married know a great deal about cooking, because their mothers have let them learn it at home. Today

  people have got more money and can experiment, but when I was a girl money was so tight and food was so precious that my mother couldn’t possibly let me practise at cooking. I used to peel

  the vegetables and do other odd jobs for her, but that was all. I’d get upset about it because I would have loved to make pastries and cakes. I was always anxious to learn. I knew that other

  mothers let their daughters cook and I thought Mum was being unkind. When you’re young you don’t really understand about the shortage of money.




  So it was that when I went into domestic service as a kitchen maid at the age of fifteen, I knew nothing about cooking at all. This surprised the cook. She was a Scot, and she told me that up

  there no mother would dream of bringing up a daughter without instructing her in the rudiments of cooking from a very early age, but she was quite kindly. ‘Well, gal,’ she said when I

  joined her, ‘you’re going to have to begin at the beginning. It may be no bad thing at that. At least you’ll learn to do things my way. Just keep your eyes and ears open and do as

  I do or as I tell you.’




  The first thing I learnt was the utensils that she used and what she used them for: the knives, saucepans and the different kinds of basins and casseroles, the dishes and

  pie-dishes.




  For instance, with pans: for sauces, and especially a sauce that had to be left on the heat, you choose one with a heavy base because sauces, by their very nature, can burn easily.




  The size of a dish shouldn’t be a matter of speculation. You must choose, for instance, a casserole dish that is large enough to contain all the ingredients that you are going to use, and

  it’s important when you are making a soufflé to ensure that the dish is going to be high enough when the soufflé rises.




  One of the first things I did in a practical way was to learn how to prepare vegetables. At home we were very rough and ready. I would take as little of the peel off the potatoes as possible

  because we needed to economize. I didn’t bother about making them look perfectly round in shape or removing every piece of peel, and we cooked all the cabbage, including the stalk, to make it

  go as far as possible, but in this kitchen none of the outside leaves was used and every leaf was pulled from the stalk. The same with spinach: when my mother cooked spinach she would wash it once

  and then put the whole lot in. I didn’t know that you had to pull off the stalk, wash what was left three or four times at least, and cook it in the smallest amount of water.




  Again, at home I’d only seen potatoes done three ways: roasted, boiled or mashed. I was astonished when I found the variety of methods there were of preparing them.




  Asparagus I’d seen in shops but I’d never handled it. I didn’t know that you had to scrape the bottom off each stick, put it into water with a dash of lemon to keep the bottom

  of the stalks white and then put another dash of lemon juice in the water when you cooked it.




  There were (apart from asparagus) vegetables which were unknown to me. Things like artichokes: the Jerusalem ones were the foulest possible things to peel, and the other

  kind, the globe artichokes. I could never understand why they were both called artichokes, because two more dissimilar vegetables I’d never seen, and when I discovered the small amount that

  people ate of globe artichokes, I just felt they were a waste of money, but I still had to find out how to prepare them. When the cook asked me whether I knew how to cook vegetables and I said,

  ‘I have a rough idea,’ I didn’t realize how truthful I was being.




  The elementary rules I learned about cooking were that many vegetables are enhanced by adding butter or cream, and that they can be ruined by bad cooking just as easily as any of the more

  expensive dishes. When she felt I’d learnt the rudiments of preparing and cooking vegetables, the cook showed me how to prepare birds for the table. In this particular place we used to have

  game sent down from Scotland: grouse, partridge and pheasant. All of which was, of course, new to me. The only bird we had at home was a chicken for Christmas.




  Of course, I didn’t know game had to be hung, unplucked and undrawn, with a hook through the head on a rail in the passage. Sometimes the birds hung there so long that I’d come down

  and find the heads on the hook and the bodies on the floor. Then the cook would say that they were ready. Plucking them had to be done with great care, because if you pulled the feathers the wrong

  way you broke the skin. I watched the cook do the first one. I’ve never seen anyone pluck a bird as quickly as she could. The feathers simply flew. Then I had to learn to gut them, pull the

  insides out. It was a horrible job, but I had to know how to do it, and finally how to singe them by holding them over the fire.




  After this I was initiated into the rites of preparing fish. Often the fish were delivered to the door in a bucket alive, so I had to kill the poor things first. I didn’t know where the

  vulnerable part of the fish was, but after one flapped up just as I was cutting its head off and scratched my nose, I became very wary of them. I used to get the heavy iron

  poker from the kitchen range and hit them about the head with it. I don’t suggest that you do this today. Anyway, fish don’t come like that any more. Cook showed me how to prepare fish:

  how to cut off the fins without cutting into the body, how to remove the head and clean the inside, how to get the black skin off without breaking the flesh and how to fillet. My first efforts

  weren’t always successful, but I learned by trial and error, and when I made errors, that particular fish was given to the servants to eat.




  The main thing is to have the right kind of knife. Any old knife won’t do, and, like all knives, the one used should be kept very sharp. We had a man round every month to do ours.




  Then I had to start preparing the meals for the other servants. The cook showed me how to prepare and cook beef that wasn’t of the best quality, because naturally we servants didn’t

  have rump or fillet steak. She used to soak it in vinegar and water: the quantity was about one gill of vinegar to one quart of water. It would soak for three or four hours, and this made it

  tender. Then it was cut up and placed in the dish and water added, barely covering the meat. It was put in the slowest part of the oven and left for an hour and a half before being covered with

  pastry. She showed me how to flavour it with herbs, rubbing them between the hands until they were fine powder. They weren’t powdered in advance because that way they seemed to lose their

  flavour.




  Most that I learned, though, came from taking the cook’s advice to keep my eyes and ears open. As my mother and grandmother told me, very few cooks would explain to a kitchen maid how they

  made particular dishes. Not because it was a big secret, but with seven or eight people to cook for upstairs, they couldn’t be bothered, and no doubt they thought that, as they’d had to

  learn as they went along, you’d have to do the same. Mind you, I chose my moments, and those moments were generally when the cook had to sit down to do a particular job.

  She would tell me then.




  I remember once when she was making a sponge with just eggs, sugar and flour – no butter. I said, ‘Why do you have to sit and beat that for twenty minutes with just a wire

  whisk?’ She explained to me that it was to get as much air as possible into the mixture; that it was the air that made it rise. I’d thought it was just to mix the eggs with the sugar.

  But if it was an intricate dish I couldn’t get anything out of her. So I used to watch. Fortunately, I was blessed with a very good memory, and when I got to my bedroom at night I used to jot

  down the things I’d seen her do. I didn’t always know the proportions, but I learned these later by trial and error.




  By the time I left my first place I had a whole notebook filled with dishes. The under-housemaid who I shared a room with used to say, ‘I can’t see why you bother, you don’t

  get paid any extra, sitting up half the night writing things out.’ But when you’re an under-housemaid the jobs are just routine; except for the basic things, cooking isn’t.




  Another thing that helped me was that in one place where I was a cook they used to give a lot of dinner parties with certain special dishes, and the madam would engage a chef to come in and cook

  these in my kitchen. After we’d served ‘them’ upstairs, the chef, the butler, myself and the head parlour maid would have our meal afterwards. The drinks would be brought out and

  the chef would begin to get mellow. Then I’d start to butter him up, flatter him and give him all the old flannel. I’d say that never in my life had I seen such a marvellous dish, and

  how I would love to be able to make it, but of course it was beyond the powers of poor little me. He would say, ‘Oh, it’s not as hard as all that.’ Then I’d ask him how he got a certain texture, and gradually, bit by bit, by the end of the evening I’d have got the recipe out of him.




  Another thing I learned as I moved around was that cooks have different methods of doing things. In my first place, for instance, we never had such a thing as a tammy cloth, so that in my second

  place as kitchen maid, when cook said to me she was making a clear soup, get the tammy cloth out, I didn’t know what she meant. ‘Huh, fine sort of cook you must have had back at your

  last place,’ she said. It appeared that a tammy cloth was a large piece of fine woollen material, and if you were making either clear soup or a purée, you emptied the mixture into it

  with a person at each end, and they then twisted the cloth in opposite directions so that the soup or purée would ooze out through it. I must say I thought a hair sieve was just as good. But

  I later used this bit of knowledge to impress my employer. When I took my first place as a cook, I said to the lady of the house who wanted a clear soup, ‘Do you like it put through a hair

  sieve or a tammy cloth, madam?’ I don’t think she’d heard of either, but I could see I’d risen in her estimation.




  Never, I found, should you say to a cook, ‘Oh, but I’ve seen it done another way.’ Nothing riled a cook more, because it sounded as though you were insinuating that it was done

  better than the way she did it. Husbands often make the same mistake. When I first got married, my husband would sometimes say that he would like a dish that his mother used to make. For instance,

  a roly-poly pudding with treacle. When I made a treacle pudding I put the treacle at the bottom of the basin and the mixture over it so that when I turned it out the treacle had been cooked with

  it, but no, he wanted it the way his mother made it, which was a roly-poly in a cloth and the treacle dolloped on afterwards. Easier, yes, but infuriating to a wife who’s been a cook, and, of

  course, if you say anything it looks as if you are criticizing your mother-in-law.




  So that’s how I learned cooking. Watching, and by trial and error: what you would call the hard way. Just as at that time a farmer’s boy learned to be a farm

  labourer. There was no method about it. You picked it up as you went along. Today, of course, practically every girl is taught at school, and if she shows any real interest, she knows a lot by the

  time she leaves. If she wants to take it up professionally, there are many ways she can go about it.




  She can do it the way I did, by going into domestic service, and domestic service today has a great deal to offer. I know this because I’ve been back into it recently. Things have changed

  and changed fast. In my young days I was press-ganged into it by my mother saying it was quite different from when she was a girl; but that was a fallacy. It hadn’t altered. The money was

  better, but as regards the amount of work, the inferiority feeling, the distinctions between ‘them’ and ‘us’ and the scarcity of time off, there was no difference at all.

  But now you’ve only got to read the advertisements to see that domestic service is a very different proposition.




  You see: ‘Kitchen maid wanted, £7 per week, own room, television, liberal outings.’ Well, you can’t say that you’re going into ‘service’ as you were in

  my day. I’m sure there wouldn’t be that difference in the social status between ‘them’ and you. You would be treated like a person in your own right, allowed to run your

  life, and there would be far more opportunities to learn how to cook. As well as learning by doing, you could go to evening classes. Again, you wouldn’t have the hard work of grating,

  mincing, or beating by hand. You wouldn’t be cooking on the kitchen range, lugging in coals from morning till night, washing up with soda or soft soap and ruining your hands. You’d have

  rubber gloves to work in or barrier creams, you’d have gas or electric stoves, electric mixers, liquidizers, and you’d be sure to have these things because today

  they go with servants, and servants go with money and well-run houses.




  If you don’t want to go into domestic service, then you can attend a technical college. You can have a complete course and learn every branch of cooking, or if you want to specialize in a

  particular subject, you can do so. For instance, if you want to be a pastry cook or to know how to make cakes and decorate them, you need only study that and it’s possible to earn your living

  by specializing; and of course there are examinations to pass, and then you’ve got qualifications. Qualifications today in any job are what references were in my day. You can’t really

  get anywhere without them.




  Not that I particularly wanted to get anywhere. I just wanted to find myself a husband and to get out of service. You didn’t have to have a reference for that.




  I think if I had been to a technical college and qualified I wouldn’t have gone into service. I’d have gone into a hotel, as a vegetable cook to start with, and then worked my way up

  to being an assistant chef. I know you don’t often hear of women chefs. Men have done their best to keep us out and they’ve succeeded, largely by bad language, temperamental behaviour

  (rudeness) and heavy drinking, if what I hear is true; but the quality of their work leaves much to be desired, and they seem to have lost the capacity for taking pains which women still have. So I

  can see another bastion of masculine superiority falling to us soon.




  As I have said, my ambition in life was to find myself a husband and, as a result of the slaughter in the First World War, they weren’t easy to come by. I knew the cliché that the

  way to a man’s heart was through his stomach, but first I had to find the man, and having found one, I wasn’t given the opportunity of catering for his stomach. Coffee and cake in the

  kitchen for a tradesman was all I dared chance, but even if I’d been able to offer him what they were getting upstairs, I don’t think it would have made the

  slightest difference because the working-class man’s stomach couldn’t appreciate that kind of food.




  Today there are more opportunities for seduction through feeding. Opportunity to travel has titillated men’s appetites. So if you have marital ambitions as I had, you’re on to a good

  thing. There again, marriage and family need not be the end of your career. You can advertise yourself as willing to go out and cook dinners at night. There are a number of people who love to give

  dinner parties but don’t want the chore of doing the cooking. They want to play the hostess and they don’t want to be dashing in and out of the kitchen. There’s good money in

  this, and I think it’s an ideal way of adding to the family income.




  I’ve told you something about the way I learned to cook. It was a hard way but it wasn’t a bad way. Still, it is one that nobody today has to endure because the facilities now for

  learning to cook are such that no one now getting married has an excuse for saying, ‘I don’t know how to boil an egg.’ I believe that the ability to cook is as important as the

  roof over your head, the clothes you wear and the entertainments that you expect.




  I would say that money spent on food, if you’re prepared to take the trouble to choose and cook it well, is never money wasted. If your purse doesn’t allow you to buy the expensive

  food, then find out how to cook the cheaper, because, with a little know-how, a little money can go a very long way.
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  CHOOSING AND BUYING





  One of the first things the cook told me about when I went into service was choosing and buying food. ‘All you need, gal,’ she said, ‘is

  experience, forethought and common sense.’ Well, I had no experience, not of her sort of food; forethought, indeed any sort of thinking, I’d found, was discouraged; but common sense I

  suppose I did have.




  Although the tradesmen used to call for the orders, the cook would often shop around in the afternoon. She could go out every afternoon, not like the under-servants who only had the strict time

  allotted to them. She said that she went to compare prices, but I don’t believe that she was interested in saving money for our employers. I think she went to keep her face in front of the

  shopkeepers, because not only did she get some nice little Christmas boxes but every three months she went round paying the bills; and since about this time she would come back with a new hat or

  new clothes, it’s my opinion she used to collect her percentages – cook’s perks – and why not!




  I must admit it was very necessary then to know when food was in season; now, with deep freezing, we get practically everything all the year round. In those days, particularly with fruit and

  vegetables, if you didn’t watch for the allotted time you didn’t have them at all. And of course the season varied with the weather so that you couldn’t fix

  the dates accurately. You did, of course, with pork: pork was never eaten out of season, and the season was when there was an ‘r’ in the month. It was the same with fish –

  particularly trout and salmon. You get them all the year round now, not that frozen salmon bears any resemblance to fresh, but nevertheless, it’s there. Shopping wasn’t done so much in

  bulk then; today people often buy enough for the whole week, and some items for even longer.




  One thing I remember that was bought in bulk was soap. It was bought by the half-hundred weight in awful mottled grey bars. It was my job to cut them up in slices about two inches thick and lay

  them along the shelf over the range to harden, and they did harden – like concrete. The same thing happened with candles; we used to harden them too. None of it made much sense when you think

  how, on the one hand, people would bother about saving money by buying soap in bulk and hardening it so that it would last longer, and on the other, they would spend money on good food and later

  throw half of it away into the pig bins. ‘Economies’ like that drive me up the wall.




  We also bought potatoes in bulk – sacks of them, and they were kept in one of the cellars that ran under the pavement, with manholes above them. One terrible day the coalman lifted up the

  wrong manhole and shot a ton of coal right down on top. I thought the cook would have gone stark staring mad. The coal had to stay there; the coalman couldn’t possibly have shifted it, so we

  left it until we gradually worked our way through. By the time we got to the potatoes they weren’t a pretty sight or a pretty smell.




  Most food was ordered as we wanted it. This the cook did at least once a day by telephone. The tradesmen would deliver, and the cook was very particular that no one ever came with meat,

  fish or vegetables without her making them wait while she inspected the goods. By watching and listening to her I learned something about choosing.




  Beef, she insisted, should always be bright red and very fine grained, with fat white not yellow. She would prod the meat with her finger, and if it felt clammy or moist it had to be taken back.

  Mutton had to be dark-coloured, otherwise it was returned. It’s difficult today to tell what colour the meat is; it all seems to me to be a sort of dull grey. As for the red gravy we used to

  fight over as children, it’s a thing of the past. All I seem to get now is a joint reposing in a pool of water. I suppose the freezing does something to the blood and turns it to water. Veal,

  unlike beef or mutton, had to be white-coloured, very close grained and dry. Never would cook have veal that was moist; if it was, she returned it saying it was stale.




  Fish, too, was carefully examined. I remember her saying something about salmon which I’ve never heard from anyone else: that it should have a small head, small tail and thick shoulders. I

  remember smiling and saying, ‘I didn’t know a salmon had shoulders.’ That, I found, was a mistake. I never tried to be funny again.




  Regularly we had chickens. Fowl, cook said, had to have smooth legs and a smooth comb; if either the legs or the comb were rough, it was an old bird. Then white-legged fowls were for boiling and

  dark-legged ones for roasting. When we had duck they were chosen for their yellow feet and yellow bills; the feet had to be pliable, because if a duck had stiff feet, according to cook, it was

  stale.




  Many people think, and it’s probably because of the various hygiene laws that have been introduced in recent years, that there was a lot of dirty food around in the early twenties; and our

  methods of choosing food by handling it are considered unhygienic today. Perhaps they were, but if you want to make the right choice I can’t believe that there’s

  any other way of doing it. I think in the old days it was what happened to food after it had been taken home that caused the food poisoning.




  Look at our supermarkets. There’s the food arrayed on the racks and the public prod it. I have seen them pick up loaves and feel them to see if they’re new or not, and then put them

  back. I know many articles are wrapped in Cellophane, but someone is handling them when he wraps them and you don’t see him do it. Whereas in my day you went into the shop and watched the

  assistant cut what you wanted of, say, cheese. You could see whether his hands were clean and you saw where the cheese came from. Today that kind of thing is done behind the scenes. I prefer seeing

  it done and seeing where it comes from. I was brought up on the motto that cleanliness was next to godliness – and when I was a cook I preached the same gospel.




  The kitchen tables were witness to this. Talk about whiter than white. And larders – why, the smell of the larder in my first place was like a garden in spring. On the shelves were pieces

  of charcoal which kept it sweet. Although cook would select fresh meat, she would keep it until she knew it was ready, and it would be sprinkled with herbs and powdered charcoal, which were washed

  from it before it was cooked, but the meat would taste like ambrosia or whatever comparison you may like to make. At any rate, whatever meat you ate you knew what it was, and if you were sat

  blindfold in front of meat today you’d have difficulty guessing.




  The whole business of shopping has, of course, changed. Naturally, when I was in service we used the ‘best’ shops, and because we were good customers, we were given the best. When we

  weren’t satisfied we were allowed to criticize and return the goods. We were on very friendly terms with the tradesmen and errand boys. Ideas would be exchanged and discussed between us so

  that choosing and ordering was a pleasant business.




  Today for many of us shopping can be a chore. You set out with your two-wheel basket, battle your way round two or three supermarkets, pick up your tins, packets and

  Cellophane bags and try to work out how much you have spent. This operation makes me look like a lunatic because I have to add up out aloud – I’m no good at mental arithmetic – so

  I stand there talking to myself while the other customers give me queer looks and a wide berth. You never get to know the staff – there’s no friendly banter. Those that you do see

  standing around you feel sure are store detectives watching your every move. Then you queue up to pay the cashier, whose eyes are down on your basket and whose fingers click up the figures like

  some super bingo player. Then you’re in the street and starting to regret half the things you’ve bought, but it’s too late. There’s no going back. You haven’t the

  stamina or the courage.




  Well, that’s how it used to be for me. Then I saw I was becoming a nervous wreck so I decided to change my ways. Now what I do is what I call shopping around, and I look on it as an

  adventure. If you shop around you can save yourself up to twelve shillings a week or more if you’ve got a family of, say, yourself, your husband and four children. It’s a matter of

  taking trouble looking and not buying everything that’s in the one place because it happens to be convenient. (Most people have got more time to do the shopping in today because the housework

  isn’t as tedious, nor does it take up the time that it used to.) You also want to make sure that you’re getting what you’re paying for. Don’t pick up a packet and think to

  yourself that it holds half a pound or a pound, because it doesn’t necessarily show. Manufacturers use various weights and measures to baffle the liveliest brains – and packets and

  cartons are, as the Bible says, ‘a snare and a delusion’. And it’s the same with jam. Most of the pots of jam that look exactly like the old pound pots did you’ll find

  contain only fourteen ounces. So you want to swot up on weights like grams so that you’ve got some inkling of what the actual contents are.




  I was in a supermarket the other day studying two bottles of sauce, one of fourteen grams and the other of twenty-five grams and trying to work out if it was cheaper to get the bigger bottle. An

  assistant came up and said, ‘Can I help you?’ so I said, ‘Yes, how many ounces are there in fourteen grams and how many ounces in twenty-five grams?’ He grinned at me and

  said, ‘I don’t know, mother; it’s all Greek to me.’




  One of the most important points when you’re buying pre-packed things is to make sure they weigh what they say they weigh. Shops are compelled by law to provide scales for the customers to

  check the weight. I’ve found that very few customers take advantage of this. Perhaps they’re afraid of the peculiar looks they’ll get from the assistants. I’m not. I do it

  regardless of the way the other customers gawp at me as if I was a sort of freak. All too often I’ve found goods underweight, never overweight. This is cheating and I don’t like being

  cheated.




  Another imposition I ran across recently was over the price of sausages. They were 3s 7d a pound, but if you bought under a pound they were rated at 3s 9d a pound. I tackled the

  manager on this (managers make a beeline for the back of the shop now when they see me coming in, they’ve got to know me). He said it took longer to weigh them and wrap them. That’s an

  absurd argument and a cheat, particularly in a town where there is a large percentage of old people who don’t want a pound of sausages at a time.




  I’ve advocated shopping around, but as far as meat is concerned, my advice is find yourself a good small butcher and settle for him: if possible a man who owns his own shop and who takes

  pride in his meat and will do what you ask him. Once you’ve found him keep him happy, butter him up, flatter him, joke with him, play on the old masculine ego.

  It’ll be worth the effort. For instance, if you want to make a liver pâté, he’ll mince it for you – you won’t get it done in a supermarket, they sell their own.

  He’ll salt beef for you – you can choose the beef yourself and then he’ll salt it. It’s not like choosing a piece of salted beef in a shop when you don’t know how long

  it’s been out of the brine. He’ll get to know your likes and dislikes and the depth of your pocket.




  I’ve got a magnificent butcher. He took some finding; he’s one of the old school – he still wears a straw hat. I’ve always found that a butcher who wears a straw hat is a

  good butcher; it’s a symbol of the trade. My butcher’s father was a butcher and so was his grandfather; they always wore straw hats so he wears a straw hat. It may not look very

  hygienic – but he never says that you or he should eat it. When I go there he knows I haven’t a lot of money and that I like the best possible value and he advises me. He shows me not

  only what’s good for today but things that are going to be ready in two or three days’ time. All right, it costs a penny or two more than the supermarkets, but real service, advice and

  help save money every time.




  Living as I do by a seaside town, the thought of buying frozen fish from the supermarket has never entered my head. Even if I lived inland it wouldn’t. It has the taste and consistency of

  cotton wool and it’s expensive. Again, I know the fishmonger and I’ve made it my business to be friendly. I go in and tell him what I want and I add that I don’t want it to come

  to more than two shillings. ‘What do you think this is,’ he says, ‘a bloody draper’s shop?’ But he’s prepared to play along and give you what he knows you want.

  He knows what’s fresh and what’s good. It pays you to stick to one man if you can. You can’t expect anyone to take the same interest when they know that you’re either a

  casual shopper, or you’re making a convenience of them because you haven’t got the time to get to your usual supermarket.




  Again, although I don’t always stick to the same one, I like to buy at a greengrocer’s rather than a supermarket. I like to inspect a cabbage and make sure

  it’s got a heart to it, to look at cauliflowers and to feel the sprouts. I don’t want to find everything done up in tight Cellophane bags. I don’t think I’m mean, but it

  worries me that they don’t sell vegetables by weight; they sell them by the packet. It’s the same with apples and tomatoes, you can’t really tell what they’re like. It

  stands to reason, doesn’t it, that somebody has to be paid to clean and wrap things in bags, be it potatoes, cabbages, tomatoes, apples or what have you, and those wages are passed on to you.

  What’s the point because, when you get home you cut the Cellophane off and you throw it away. So what have you paid for? Something that’s no good to you at all.




  I suppose I can be accused of clinging too much to the old ways of doing things. What I found a pleasure is looked on today as a chore, but shopping then was a pleasure because the shops were

  small, you were known and you were welcomed. You never had to look round to find and see what you wanted. The shopkeepers would tell you of any new lines they had in and you would have time to

  think, because you didn’t do your shopping on just one day a week. You made a regular thing of it and it was a matter which concerned the shopkeepers and you. Today the shopkeepers have

  dropped out and it’s a contest between the manufacturers and you as to whether they are going to capture your precious bit of money. They’re at you with their advertising on television,

  in newspapers and on hoardings, through your letter-box and by door-to-door canvassing. The shop is just a collection depot for their goods. If you complain to a shop manager he tells you to write

  to the manufacturer.




  Since choosing good materials is so much a part of good cooking, we’ve reached a very low state, but I still feel that there are a few shops left that cater for

  people who want to cook well, so it’s worthwhile shopping around, pitting your wits against the manufacturers and making sure that you don’t pay more than you should.
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  KITCHEN EQUIPMENT





  I remember when I first went into service as a kitchen maid the sense of amazement I had when I saw the kitchen range. It was a vast, black, shiny thing

  that took up the whole of one side of the room. This, although I didn’t know it at the time, was to become a nightmare to me, with the endless stoking, cleaning and polishing that it

  required. But, like its modern counterparts, it was the most important item of kitchen equipment, and as such I was required to give it the respect the cook felt it deserved.




  Despite its size there were only two main ovens on either side of the fire. The larger oven, owing to the way the flues were arranged, got much hotter than the smaller, which was used to make

  cakes or anything that needed very slow cooking. The larger one was used to roast, for making pastry or for anything that wanted a quick oven.




  To grill, you lifted the top off the fire and made it an open fire, put an iron plate over it and grilled the meat on that. Whatever you were cooking had to be watched the whole time and

  continually basted. You couldn’t leave it because the heat of the fire was such that the outside would have become hard and dry. Frying was also done on the middle part

  of the range. Again, you couldn’t put things on and leave them; they needed constant watching.




  When I look back I find it extraordinary how very little was ever spoilt using kitchen ranges. I remember cooking a wedding cake, four tiers. The bottom two tiers were cooked in the large oven

  and the two smaller tiers in the small oven. They didn’t burn; indeed, they were cooked to perfection. But I don’t think that cooking the way we did, the hard way, was better. Equally

  good results can be obtained by cooking on electricity, by gas or oil-fired stoves. It’s only heat that cooks food. There’s no special merit attached to coal as coal.




  Equipping a kitchen in the twenties was a major operation. Four large saucepans were permanently in evidence – the stock pots. We always had four kinds of stock on the go: white, brown,

  clear soup stock and a fish stock, and every other day two of these were boiled up, so that each day we had two large iron saucepans on the kitchen range.




  There was a large fish-kettle with its perforated platform fitting inside which could be lifted straight out of the kettle and the fish rolled on to the plate without breaking the skin. There

  were countless copper saucepans for general use, and foul they were to clean. We must have had, too, at least half a dozen large enamel pans. And there was a thing called a bain-marie: a huge

  square pan which was filled with boiling water, and there were little saucepans fitted inside, and into these we poured the sauces. The bain-marie would then be put to one side of the stove and the

  sauces were kept hot and ready to serve. It wouldn’t be very much good, though, on a gas or electric stove unless the stove was exceptionally large, because it took up a lot of room.




  We had a three-tiered steamer, as many vegetables were just steamed, two frying pans which were made of iron, and an enamel omelet pan. I don’t recommend enamel pans

  for omelets as they were always inclined to stick.




  On the kitchen table there were two or three colanders, nutmeg graters, flour dredgers, mincing machines, a coffee mill, smaller mills in which we ground peppers, all worked by hand – very

  hard. There were two or three sieves – practically everything seemed to be put through sieves, a wire sieve or hair sieve, and of course an absolute necessity to most recipes in those days:

  pestles and mortars. We had two, one large, one small, and in the middle of the table were the scales.
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