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The Timeline of a Terribly Greedy Girl

The stories in this book are, I suppose, in some semblance of a chronological order. Be that as it may, I am a little fuzzy with dates, so I thought we should probably nail some of them down.

[image: illustration]





	1964


	1975


	1981–82





	Kay is born in Bangkok. Confusingly, her parents were expecting a boy.


	Kay is packed off to boarding school and proves to be terribly uninterested in lacrosse. And cross-country running.


	Kay studies fashion journalism at the London College of Fashion.





	1983


	1984–86


	1986–88





	Kay lands her first job: an extra and translator on the set of The Killing Fields in Thailand.


	Kay attends The Academy of Live and Recorded Arts in London, discovering that she loves radio and is very bad at tap dancing.


	While she tries to make it as a singer, Kay works in London fashion stores. She enjoys her staff discount.





	1988


	1991


	1992





	Kay starts working as a booker at Models 1 in London.


	Kay moves to LA with just $500 to her name. Unwise…


	Kay works as the production coordinator on a film called Natural Causes out in Thailand. No one has seen it.





	1993


	1994


	1995





	Kay goes back to Models 1 in London.


	Kay works as a coordinator on Operation Dumbo Drop, shooting in Thailand. Not many people have seen this either.


	Same job, different movie: The Quest with Jean-Claude van Damme. Kay’s hand appears in the film briefy.





	1996–99


	1999–2002


	2002





	Kay works as a model booker at Wilhelmina in New York.


	Gets a job at the London office of a film finance company.


	Gets married.





	2003–06


	2006


	2009





	Goes back to Models 1. Intermittently. Before heading to Los Angeles for a summer to make her first attempt at writing a book.


	Kay starts a catering company and discovers how many bacon sandwiches a lighting technician can eat. It’s a lot.


	Kay’s first cookbook is published.
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Introduction

Made in Bangkok

I’m gripping tight to my nanny Lune’s hand as we push our way through the people-packed market lanes. The air is hazy with smoke. The whiff of grilling pork cuts through the soft scents of jasmine flowers and incense. Mounds of red, green and golden curry pastes loom up from stalls like an edible range of mountains. Flapping fish splash ice and water onto the concrete floors. And there, beyond the piles of fruit, wriggling eels and boxes of fluffy day-old chicks, in a massive wok of bubbling oil, is breakfast: deep-fried savoury doughnuts, ready to be dunked into condensed milk so sweet it will make our teeth tingle. I am six, and this is home.

Is it any wonder I grew up to be A Terribly Greedy Girl?

I never planned to be a cook. In fact, I had set out to be a singer. But, by virtue of Paul Simon’s so-called incidents and accidents, I have found myself living a life entirely unplanned. It has led me from Bangkok to London to America and back. All because, whenever someone has asked me if I’d like to take this job or visit that place, my curiosity has always trumped my good sense. I have found myself cooking in Thai shacks on open-flamed Calor-Gas canisters and high-end ranges in Laurel Canyon homes. I have longed to buy fresh prawns in New York’s Chinatown for supper as much as I’ve delighted in fresh cockles outside Lewisham’s Brockley Jack pub with my grandfather.

Even before I ever cooked for a living, food formed the punctuation of my life. As I write these stories and recipes, I realize that this is not a book about how I came to be a cook. It is a book about how I became a woman who happens to be a cook. It is about how my Bangkok childhood and living and working on three continents have shaped my take on life and food. It’s about how I’ve tried to learn to take neither of them too seriously. What matters, after all, is not what’s in the saucepan, but who you stir it with.


Duck “Negroni”

Let’s face it: when it’s just two of you at home for Christmas, a whole turkey is a bit excessive. Which is not to say we haven’t done it – Fred has a bit of a thing for a roast turkey – but you do end up with an awful lot of leftovers. (The same goes for goose.)

So when it’s just the two of us (and Wilcox, Hepburn and Maya – our cats and the dog have to have a Christmas treat too), I am a big fan of duck. With its crisp golden skin and unctuous flesh, it feels appropriately decadent.

This recipe combines two of my favourite things, a nicely pink roasted duck breast and a Negroni. It’s bright and colourful, and with the red of the sauce coupled with the green of some cavolo nero, it looks like Christmas on a plate.

SERVES 2

2 duck breasts

1 shallot, finely chopped

1 garlic clove, finely chopped 125ml (4fl oz) red vermouth

1 teaspoon juniper berries, lightly crushed

the zest of ½ an orange

1 tablespoon finely chopped fresh parsley

1 teaspoon fresh thyme leaves

sea salt and freshly ground black pepper




Preheat the oven to 200°C (400°F), Gas Mark 6.

Lightly score the skin on the duck breasts and season them with salt and pepper. Place a small roasting pan over a medium heat until it’s good and hot. Then put in the duck breasts, skin side down. Season the flesh with salt and pepper, and cook for a good 5 minutes or so, until the skin is crisp and golden. Turn the duck, searing the flesh briefly, then put the pan into the oven.

Roast the duck breasts for about 10–12 minutes – by then, they should be nicely pink inside. Remove from the oven and set them aside on a warm plate to rest.

Return the roasting pan to the heat. Pour off all but a tablespoon of the duck fat. Then place the pan over a low heat and add the shallot. Cook the shallot until it’s soft and translucent – about 5 minutes – then add the garlic. Cook for a further minute or so, until it’s really fragrant, then pour in the vermouth. Add the juniper berries, orange zest and herbs and boil the sauce hard until it’s reduced by half. Then strain it through a fine sieve. If it still seems a little thin, pour it into a small saucepan and reduce to your preferred consistency.

To serve, slice the duck breasts on the diagonal. Place them on a spoon or two of creamy polenta. Spoon the sauce around the duck and accompany with some bitter greens or cavolo nero.
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10 Things I Learned in New York

1. You always find the freshest seafood in Chinatown. Truth. Which is perfect if you want to cook Thai prawns/squid/clams (delete as applicable) on the weekend. Take a bracing walk across the Brooklyn Bridge and turn right past TriBeca.

2. Skinning eels is not easy. Use a bathtub.

3. Always carry heels in your bag.

4. Always stand AGAINST THE SUBWAY WALL.
Never enter AN EMPTY SUBWAY CAR.

5. Never make eye contact on public transport (actually, this is probably more like 4b, but hey-ho).

6. You cannot buy wine in the supermarket. It is usually kept in a liquor store. Behind bullet-proof glass. Especially in Brooklyn.

7. You can furnish your whole apartment from stoop sales and dumpsters. Not to mention the flea market at 26th and 6th. As long as you don’t mind ending up with a gold velour sofa.

8. Most male models are NOT gay. But there’s only so long you can stare at a pretty boy before you have to talk to him.

9. Les Halles and Anthony Bourdain saved me more than once – there’s nothing like a rare steak and a pack of Marlboro Reds to help you deal with a vegetarian.

10. Living with a supermodel on the 49th floor in TriBeca is not conducive to making friends. Nor is having rather extraordinary black welts all over your limbs. I’ve got you now…

11. (Because, let’s face it, 5 was really 4b) The only good thing to come out of Sex and the City was the Cosmopolitan.
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Meet Me at the Formosa…

(or These are a few of my favourite bars)

The Formosa Café, on Santa Monica Boulevard, is more than just a bar. It’s Hollywood. Hollywood then; Hollywood now. It’s the Hollywood where Elvis had a date with Marilyn and tipped the waitress with a Cadillac. It’s the Hollywood where John Wayne would sleep off a heavy night and then cook the owner breakfast in the morning. It’s the Hollywood where Faye Dunaway pops in for a quiet martini, and where Mickey Cohen kept a safe in the floor.

It was the last place Elizabeth Short, the Black Dahlia, was seen alive. It was the unofficial commissary for the Warner Hollywood lot next door. Its owner won it in a bet. It was the place you came to get a drink, buy your lunch, cash a cheque or place a bet and get a date.

Everyone who was anyone, and a whole bunch of no ones, has had a drink at the Formosa. Still it marks the time, a witness to the glamour of movie stars and the failed dreams of the hopefuls who never made it, a witness to the gangland crime that underpinned the golden age of the movie business.

It’s a bar that (almost) never changes in a city where change is the only thing that stays the same. And it is my spiritual home. Walking into the dimly lit room from the bright LA sunshine makes you blink, makes you feel a little giddy. Then your eyes adjust and you realize that you’ve been transported back in time to an era of red-leather booths, wood and zinc bar-tops, dry martinis and drier humour. You’re in Old Hollywood now, baby. Movie stars’ portraits line the walls. Occasionally, they sit next to you.

I first walked in for a Dumbo Drop reunion. We’d been to a party for Danny Glover’s stand-in (who’d also been Big Bird on Sesame Street – the fame) and were looking for a “somewhere next”. John Bramley suggested here. (It’s all his fault.) I was enchanted to the point where I became a regular. I’d turn up for a margarita just before closing. Then I’d order another. At first, Vince the owner tried to refuse me. But I would steal the keys and wouldn’t let him lock up until he’d made me one. Terrible behaviour. But, then again, I had witnessed Vince bouncing ripped and hard-core stunt puppies, so I figured that if I was bothering him, he had ways and means to let me know. Instead, he’d make me my margarita in a pint glass and get on with cleaning up. It has proved the basis for a lasting friendship.

The Formosa was, to me, a perfect bar. Certainly, it was where I fell in love with bar culture. Before I moved to Los Angeles, drinking was something done at parties, in nightclubs or in pubs. Primarily in pubs. The World’s End was just a hop and























What Would Martha Do?

In a world where things seldom go to plan, there is always Martha.
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