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Introduction

While I was writing this book, most people I know learned not to ask two particular questions: How is it coming along? and What is it about? Some kept asking anyway, which was actually much appreciated. The answer to the first question was almost always a moan, often very long, sometimes monosyllabic. To the second question I would answer simply, Vegetables, and most of the time I really felt that it was enough of an explanation. Caught on a good day, I might have added that the book is also about my relationships with the vegetables I work with as a professional cook, and with the people who grow them. It is also about the place where this happens, and my place in that place.

Now that the book is done, I guess thats still the answer I would give. Food is life. We all know that intuitively but often forget it or lose touch with the importance of food in our lives beyond the basic need for sustenance. A healthy culture needs a healthy food culture, one that is built on trust and making the connections and relationships that shape a community.

I have been living with the structure of this book for so long that it seems completely natural to me, and I have to remind myself that it may not be quite so obvious to others. The vegetables I have chosen to write about are not listed in alphabetical order nor arranged in a pattern that reflects the seasons of a year. Instead, they are grouped according to shared characteristics, whether that be their colouring, as in the opening chapter Its a green thing, or their habitat as in both Wild pickings and Growing in the dark.

In A passionate pursuit I suppose the grouping is less obvious, but these are the vegetables that are currently a major source of interest, even obsession, both to me and to Ultan Walsh, the grower who provides much of the local produce we use at Caf Paradiso.

Very early, back in that innocent but hugely enjoyable stage of just sitting around talking about a potential book, I visited Ultan often, to pry further into something which I took for granted: the hows and whys of his work as a grower. I already knew that we shared a special affection for certain vegetables, such as the artichokes and asparagus that were thriving on his new farm. I knew too that we were both excited by the possibility of producing vegetables that might be thought of as non-native, or those that are difficult to grow in this part of the world. During those conversations, I came to understand better the deeply personal way in which a grower works with his produce and his specific piece of land. It was when he burst my linear notion of seasonality that I realised I needed to look at the produce from a new angle and to dig deeper into the characteristics of different vegetables and their potential.

The result, this book, is therefore a very personal take on the vegetables I have encountered in a year and a bit of concentrating on the possibilities of one small corner of the southwest of Ireland. Its a combination of things I know or believe to be true, things I have learned in the process, and some stuff that you might find amusing. Oh, and a pile of recipes that I hope you will find useful in the kitchen if the text gets your juices going.






Its a green thing


It all comes down to the rain in the end. Of course it does. How could it be otherwise? Of the many clichs and myths surrounding Ireland, two of the most unavoidably true are that its a green place, and it rains a lot. These are facts. Its a simple equation. The rain makes the place green. That, and the temperate climate, which means the land never gets scorched in summer or frozen in winter. The damned grass never stops growing.

Coming in to land at Cork Airport, you will still occasionally hear stifled gasps and hushed exclamations at just how green the fields are down below. Not just from first-time tourists  they expect it, theyve read the brochure  but also from returning natives whove popped abroad for a spot of weekend shopping and martinis. We Irish may be a moneyed lot these days, but we still get excited at the sight of our little green home.

Those who know and care about these things say that green is the colour of hope. HmmI like that. Hope is a very strong force in life, nothing like the wishful thinking it is often taken for. It is a positive, purposeful energy, and in my green-tinged world, that connection makes sense.

Green has long been an obsession of mine. The colour, that is. My eye is drawn to flashes of green in every visual setting. Artwork, furniture, a row of books, crockery on a shelf or shoes in a shop window; clothes especially, whether on a body or hanging on a rack. I wear a lot of green, and feel comfortable with myself in green more than any other colour. I took to it quite young, glorying in its many shades  and there are so many, far more than the forty that the hoary old Irish ballad glorifies.

Some greens are fun in a shocking way, most just merge into the background  literally, in a rural context, of course. The ones in the dark green-black, olive-tinted sphere are almost soberly elegant. Almost. There are dozens that seem bearable when viewed in an indoor mirror, but in the light of day make you resemble a lost American tourist looking for Killarney. I actually love them all, in the way a good parent likes his children equally, or a cat lover pampers every one of her disdainful feline fold.

In the vegetable world, greens have long been lumped together. Mind you, now that I think of it, the political Greens are usually treated in the same way  tolerated, patronised, thought of as vaguely good for you, an off-centre sideshow to the real focus of the political table.

Green vegetables, if they are eaten at all, have very often been taken as if they were medicine, a source of some necessary but unidentified nutrients, and swallowed as such without any expectation of pleasure. Eat your greens, that familiar old war-cry, translates into: Enjoy your dinner but eat that dull but healthy stuff I put on your plate too; its good for you. It was inevitable that this attitude led to greens being cooked as though they were medicine too, with little care given to how they might taste.


In the days before the arrival of modern calabrese broccoli to our shops, the range of greens eaten in most households where I grew up was narrow, and greens typically meant cabbage. Whatever was on the plate in the way of protein, the accompaniment was always cabbage, and the cabbage was good for you. It was no great punishment to me, however. I liked cabbage, but that was just luck, it wasnt why it was fed to me.

It seems to me there are plenty of families now who dont even bother to inflict greens on themselves in this way. Sometimes its a basic lack of health awareness, despite the burgeoning produce markets and the ubiquitous high-profile foodie campaigners on our TV screens. For those who do fuss over their nutritional requirements, the options for satisfying these has widened to include supplements, pills, fortified breakfast cereals and milk products, and other horrors. Believe in that lot if you will. Even if we were to accept that these fulfil all our nutritional needs, does it mean the end of usefulness of our traditional medicinal greens?

If anything, I think there is a certain freedom in it. A freedom to not bother, if youre that way inclined. But also, a freedom from thinking of greens as medicine. A freedom, if you like, to love them for the rich and complex flavours they bring to the table.

Eating greens for pleasure; now thats an interesting concept, and a real cause for hope. And yet, I only realised the extent of my own fascination with greens when teasing it out with another devotee. I have been fortunate in the last few years to be working with Ultan Walsh of Gortnanain Farm, a grower who, like me, has a passion for the food he produces. He grows vegetables that he loves, both as commercial crops and as food to use in his own kitchen. (In theory, he also grows what I want him to grow, even if its not something he cares for. Somehow we dont get much of a supply of those crops. I must get to the bottom of that one day)

Ultan and I have often eaten some new variety of greens he has produced, and then launched into a post-mastication analysis of how it stands in the league of greenness, and how it compares to others like it. Does its texture compensate for a certain flatness of flavour? Does it have a wonderfully satisfying taste but look like a pile of sludge on the plate? This ongoing inquest has always existed between us to an extent, but it became a top-of-the-agenda subject when he trialled Chinese kale. The purpose was to check out this exotic vegetable, see how it behaved as a crop and test it in a few recipes. We were also interested at the time to find some new greens to fill those gaps in the seasons when the fields are almost bare. Ultans first response was to declare it the best green hed ever eaten! Well, I wasnt expecting that; it wasnt even on the agenda. The best? How do you make such a declaration? What are the qualities of green? What is the vocabulary that speaks of greenness? The world of wine has a native language that allows those inside to speak fluently to each other about the endless intricacies of structure, flavour and all-round character of their subject. To outsiders, it can be an incomprehensible jargon, but there is no denying its fluency and the fact it has the practical usefulness of any proper language. Cheese and chocolate lovers sometimes aspire to creating a language of similar complex usefulness, though they still have a way to go.

So it is with the matter of greens. When Ultan and I eat some freshly cut Chinese kale or sprouting broccoli, cooked in olive oil with maybe a little chilli and garlic, we gush incoherently in praise of its very fine greenness indeed. By God, but thats a damn fine green, thats about as green as a green could get. And so on, our enthusiasm compromised by a lack of vocabulary.

To me, there is a quality in the finest greens that cant be measured in terms of nutrients or flavour. Other vegetables provide pleasures of taste, but in the inherent pleasure of fresh greens there is what can only be called a life force. It is like going straight to the source, accessing the most primal and vital food. It is engaging with life itself, in a pure and vibrant form that we can absorb but cant quantify. More prosaically, how to define the experience of eating greens must lie, of course, somewhere in the combination of texture, flavour and appearance.

The texture of greens can range from meltingly soft baby spinach to the crisp bite of Savoy cabbage and the satisfyingly chewy kales. Soft is good and I will happily sing its praises later, but the most prized greens in our canon have a tougher textural character.

The flavour is hard to pin down. I call it green, but thats not really enough, is it? At the top of the scale, there is some element of a strong cabbagey character, earthy with a little bitterness. However, when cooked these greens reveal a sweet note underneath. This unique combination makes the best greens  such as sprouting broccoli and black or Chinese kale  a great partner for olive oil, various spices and the sweetness of tomatoes and peppers. Add some sheeps cheese and you have a sense of what my heaven tastes of Of course heaven has a flavour! How could it not?

In this quixotic search for the ultimate green, colour is very important, and it may be the most telling element. Well, it would be, I suppose, given that were talking about vegetables that share a name with a colour.

The vegetables that rate highest in our admittedly very subjective quest have, in the raw state, a deep, dark shade of green, intense but self-contained. Toss them in a pan with some olive oil and they become vivid, glowing and translucent, a green unlike almost anything else in nature. Mind you, nature itself can get pretty vivid. One of the most electric greens Ive ever seen lit up my journey one spring morning, while I was driving through the West Cork countryside. I was on my way to see my good friend Bill Hogan, to cook a dinner celebrating his wonderful artisan cheeses. I hadnt been out that way in a while, but felt familiar enough with the area not to pay too much attention to the scenery. Just enjoying the drive, listening to Grant McLennan sing his beautiful melancholy. The morning had that peculiar mixture of thin sunshine and comically heavy showers that is typical, yet never quite expected, of West Cork in May. (Why does the rain surprise us? Have you ever met an Irishman with proper rain gear? Do we not expect rain in our lives or do we just not take any notice of it? Never mind, we could get stuck on that tangent forever.) Suddenly, I came to the top of a long rise in the road just as the rain took a short break, allowing the timid but still blinding sun a moment of glory. Unfolding in front of me, as I sped along, was an idyllic rural scene. For some reason, probably the music, my attitude was different and I took notice of my surroundings. Small fields of grass and meadow of the most vivid green, dripping with moisture, lit by striped sunlight, and marked out by hedgerows in which the creamy hawthorn blossom was dominated by the shockingly bright yellow, bright orange of gorse flowers. There is something in the gorse that turns the fields of West Cork to eleven on the monitor. I kid you not. Go look for it if you get a chance.


The essential greens are those on your doorstep

So much for the notion ofgreen, and the essence of what it is about green vegetables that turns me on so much. Perhaps its time to take a look at the specific ones that do it for me. As with all the vegetables in this book, what follows here is a study of those that have been closest to my heart over the past year. Most are long-standing favourites, but even then they have become new again to me in the way that I work with them, which is constantly evolving, and, even more so, in the way that I procure them. Green vegetables, more than any others, have to be fresh to give their best, and the only sure way to get fresh greens is to grow them yourself or to source them from a local supplier who can deliver what you need when you want it. The shorter the journey from field to kitchen, the more we can access the almost magical qualities of foods that, being so recently picked, are simply bursting with life. It is in the forming and nurturing of the relationships essential to that transaction that we can change the way we value our greens. When it comes right down to it, the ultimate reason these vegetables are so important to me is because they are grown close to where I work by people I know and trust.

Here then, from cabbage to watercress, via asparagus and chard amongst others, is a personal take on the most truly vital ingredients of my kitchen.

The iconoclastic lover of heartless cabbage

Cabbages of all sorts have been playing a huge role in the diets of most parts of Europe for hundreds of years. So Im told, anyway. They certainly played a big part in my youth, which concerns me a lot more. It may be subjective and provincial, but my youth, despite fading into the past, still affects my relationship with food more than European history does. If the opposite is true for you, Id love to read your dissertation on cabbage and its role in the fall of the Austro-Hungarian Empire.

I know its an old Irish clich now, but I did in fact eat a lot of cabbage as a child. I can at least spare you the weary and hackneyed description of the smell of over-boiled cabbage permeating the house, simply because I have no memory of it. My mother never over-boiled cabbage. When she used it in classic bacon n cabbage (yes, we did have it a couple of times a week), it was added to the pot lateish with the lid kept off, and cooked until soft but not disintegrating. Hows that for enlightened?

I do, however, have a reference for the type of horrific food smells that can cause distressing memories. No, not from my friends houses, because everyone in the town was similarly enlightened. (Thanks to the town council for sponsoring that comment.) In New Zealand, there is a similar modern trauma amongst the newly sophisticated regarding the smell of long-boiled mutton, often combined with cabbage as well. I knew about it from hearsay before I ever experienced it. Like the cabbage legend on this side of the world, their version is often used as a way to laugh at country cousins or the ignorance of an earlier generation.

When I finally came nose to nose with the olfactory reality, I was living in a small town in the middle of the North Island of New Zealand. One quiet day of many, I went out for a cycle to pass the time. I could have gone swimming or cricketing or rolling bowls around the green like everyone else, but I was feeling unsociable. Miles out of town, I was overtaken by one of those serious bike people, decked out in the kind of tight-fitting, outrageously gaudy outfit that would get cyclists thrown out of all but the most hedonistic of gay clubs. He pulled over and made small chat, always delighted to meet someone interested in bikes, and so on. He was not a young man, and thus was very proud of overtaking youngsters. He was also running a small cycling club in a part of the world that didnt care much for the sport, always on the lookout for new members. I wasnt exactly fit at the time, but I was young and had my own bike, so I guess I was fair prey. I was also foreign and way too polite. Against my better judgement, I followed him to his nearby house to sign up to a glittering cycling career.

It was one of those classic Kiwi country homes, a tiny shack of timber with a tin roof and a small front porch on which there is always an old couch with cushions held together by the dog or cat hairs of their usual occupants. While the club chairman went into the back room to get forms, I stood in the kitchen. There was a tall pot on the stove. I recognised it from the legend. In it goes a piece of a dead sheep with plenty of water, and maybe a couple of onions if youre really cooking. On goes the lid, heat turned down low, and off to work you go. When you get home, you call it dinner. Or maybe when you get home, you put the cabbage in  I never did pay enough attention. Anyway, the smell was vile, even sulphurous. I wasnt professional enough to do an analysis, but I would swear there was definitely cabbage in this one. The smell wasnt just coming from the pot  every part of the house reeked of it, from the endless daily ritual. By the time the chairman came back with the paperwork, I was a couple of miles down the road, moving a lot faster than when Id met him. Saved by the reek of long-boiled dinner.

Because I have no childhood odour trauma about cabbage, I have never been uncomfortable with it, which must be why I still find it one of the most useful, affordable and flexible vegetables, both at home and in a restaurant kitchen.

The first book I usually turn to when trying to decide what flavours to pair with a vegetable is Jane Grigsons Vegetable Book. Although Ive never knowingly cooked directly from it, the book works as a springboard to an almost endless range of possibilities because of Grigsons passionate but detailed research. True to form, she doesnt hide her disdain for what she considers the coarser greens. On spring cabbage and its inability, or disinclination, to form a heart, she quips that heartlessness is never a desirable quality. Its a fun line she must have enjoyed writing. I would have liked an evening in her company to discuss it  wouldnt even have minded losing the argument, though an argument it would have been.

However, she clearly adored some cabbages, and rightfully placed the Savoy at the top of the pile. The Savoy is a highly cultivated vegetable, with a sweet flavour and wonderfully crunchy texture which makes it just as good eaten raw or cooked. Despite the recent trend against long cooking of cabbages, I think the best way to cook Savoy is to braise it for an hour or more in olive oil, wine and stock, with the possible addition of spices and the extra sweetness of tomato. After that you can add anything you fancy that goes with cabbage: I like chickpeas, lentils, seeds such as fennel, coriander, caraway and cumin, sweet peppers, fennel, even potatoes in a reverse of the classic method of adding cabbage to spuds. Not all at the same time, mind. Pick a well-matched two or three. In Paradiso we use it as a wrapping for dolmas and timbales, as well as a braised side dish. Savoy isnt the most obviously smooth wrapping material, but the flavour makes it worthwhile and it only takes a little effort to flatten the leaves if you need to.

Even after losing my imaginary argument with Ms Grigson, I still love spring cabbage, partly for its lovely soft, pliable leaves and its relatively mild flavour, but mostly because it arrives in early spring just when we are tiring of the stored winter foods. Putting away the winter things and moving on is one of the most exciting times in the vegetable year. It changes your focus from the past to the potential future. Spring cabbage has the flavour of new growth, of life and hope and the mad optimism of a new year.

The brassica that divides people most, however, is surely the Brussels sprout  an eccentric name for a gloriously eccentric-looking plant. Brussels sprouts are compact cabbages in mini form, with concentrated flavour. But what an astonishing-looking plant they come from. It grows about 60cm (2 feet) high with a few dozen sprouts clinging to the stalk, while out of the top it puts up what it clearly believes to be a decent attempt at a cabbage. And its not far wrong. The leaves are indeed good cabbage, and have the advantage, culinarily speaking, of clinging to life when the sprouts and most other winter greens are gone. These should, however, be cooked like winter rather than spring greens. They are tough, having been hanging around all winter, and are best braised or thinly sliced and fried.

The sprouts themselves are as adaptable as the entire range of cabbages put together. They are best known as a simply boiled vegetable  hard or soft, as you like it. But they also fry well, with spices and tomato. They are good in creamy gratins with strong cheeses. The sprouts can also be shredded leaf by leaf and added to salads, soups or stews. Brussels sprouts with chestnuts is a classic combination, one that gets a frequent run-out at Christmas, but they also go well with other nuts, including walnuts, hazelnuts and macadamias. I believe they work with blue cheese too, but not everyone agrees with me. You have to admire that about Brussels sprouts  as much as they are pigeonholed by local tradition, they are also just as happy dressed up in exotic gear.

The thing about sprouts is that very few people can agree on how to cook them. Leaving out those who simply cant abide the vegetable at all, the rest of us who profess to love them  there is apparently no middle ground with sprouts  are very subjective about how they should be cooked, so it is very difficult to say anything other than this is how I like mine. For everyone who likes them lightly steamed, there is another who likes them almost mushy, and really loves them that way, so you cant say its wrong or ill-advised. Every winter at Paradiso I try a new twist on sprouts. The recipe to follow later with a blue cheese cream and spiced potato gnocchi is this years model. I love it, but I accept that its a personal thing.


There is also a relatively new cabbage that we used for the first time last winter. In fact, its relatively new to everyone except the Ethiopians. It was only in the late 1950s that it was first brought to Europe and America. It is called Abyssinian cabbage, but you may have come across it as Texsel greens, a very unglamorous name given to it by people trialling it as a crop in, er, Texas, would you believe? Ultan first grew it to fill that gap in mid-to-late winter. It can survive outdoors in our summer, but the fields and tunnels are full of greens then. So instead, he grows it in a tunnel in the dull days of November to February, to give us some badly needed variety at that time, something softer and lighter than most winter greens.

We harvest it in two ways for Paradiso: firstly as a cut-and-come crop where small-to-medium leaves are picked from closely sown plants; and secondly as a plant grown to full maturity when the leaves are almost the size of spring cabbage. The younger, cut-and-come leaves are close to spinach in texture, and can be used in almost the same way, bearing in mind that they do have a slightly tangy cabbage flavour. This works well with the sweetness of tomato and garlic, and it is comfortable too with the zing of ginger and some of the sweeter spices like nutmeg, paprika, fennel and cinnamon.

Even at full size, the leaves are relatively soft, somewhere between a coarse spinach and spring cabbage. This is a refreshing food to have in the depths of winter, when you want the flavour of fresh greens but are not in the mood for the full-on hit of kale. You can even eat the sprouted shoots, which cook like sprouting broccoli. The large leaves make a good wrapping for dolmas, timbales and terrines, but they are best cooked simply in any way that works for spring cabbage, especially stir-fried and seasoned with sesame and soy sauce.

Flowering brassica  the true cabbage royalty

When I think of great brassica, however, it isnt the headed cabbages I dream about at all, but the flowering heads of broccoli and the loose leaves of kale. It is astonishing that purple sprouting broccoli has been grown for hundreds of years, yet it has remained relatively obscure in recent times. Meanwhile, the vegetable generally known as broccoli or, properly, calabrese, has taken over the Western world in a mere thirty years.

On the other hand, sprouting broccoli has the drawback of being a vegetable that doesnt accord with the average supermarket buyers criteria. It has a long growing season, is time-consuming to harvest on a large scale, and it needs to be eaten when very freshly picked. But for the consumer, the flavour of sprouting broccoli has an intensity, richness and complexity that shows up the big-headed green version as the one-dimensional thing it is.

It doesnt take much imagination to see how those attributes can be seen as positive attractions to those whose main priority in food is not mere convenience. This is a vegetable that sits in the ground over winter, then produces the most beautiful and intensely flavoured shoots in late winter, and continues producing more for eight to ten weeks. Its arrival at this lean time of year gives it a very special place in the hierarchy of all vegetables. There are varieties that crop even earlier, depending on the mildness of the winter, and others that go on producing into late spring. This is an area where the breeding of varieties to extend the season can only be seen as a good thing. The autumn in which I wrote this piece was so mild that many broccoli plants due to sprout early, as in shortly before Christmas, were already putting out a crop in early November. What is a grower, or a cook, to do? Scold the plant for unseasonal behaviour and ignore the crop? Or be grateful for such an early treat? I value the principle of seasonality as much as anyone, and I love those vegetables which remain resolutely and stubbornly seasonal. But there is a big difference between growers using their skill and knowledge to extend the season of a plant and a supermarket flying the stuff in from the opposite hemisphere because we cant go a week without it. It is mainly because of this intelligent and useful extending of sprouting broccolis season that we are finally beginning to see it more frequently in markets and even in some supermarkets.

The last time I wrote about purple sprouting broccoli, in Paradiso Seasons, I suggested that the only hope for wider recognition of its virtues was if both the public and the growers viewed it as a vegetable on a par with asparagus in terms of perceived value and price. I didnt know then that in Italy, where it has been loved for centuries, it has long been treated as such when sold at markets. It was even referred to as Italian asparagus in eighteenth-century England.

Purple sprouting broccoli has a big rich flavour; a little bitter, yes, but with that essential innate sweetness too. It is great in stir-fries with hot spices like chilli and ginger, but is just as comfortable in pasta dishes with the sweetness of tomato or peppers, and herbs like thyme, basil and oregano. It works with most cheeses, but especially soft sheeps milk cheeses like Knockalara, or mild blues. One of the nicest and simplest ways to prepare it is to simmer it in a small amount of water in a covered pan until just tender, and then dress it with olive oil, salt and pepper. This simple dish is equally good whether served at room temperature or piping hot.

Cime di rapa, or broccoli raab, is a somewhat similar vegetable, but it is grown more for its leaves than for the flowering stalks. The leaves are wonderfully bitter, yet cook as quickly and as softly as spinach. When cooked in olive oil, the leaves shrink quickly but become the most darkly vibrant shade of green. The edible stalk is sweeter than the leaves, which makes the combination such a deliciously balanced flavour. The skin of the stalks can be slightly stringy, so its best to either peel them or chop them finely. As I write, we have only eaten a trial crop, but it is a vegetable I am very excited about for the coming years. It is wonderful in pasta, as a perky side dish for a comforting risotto and cooked with the tomatoes and chillies that complement dark greens so well.

There is a great love of flowering brassica in Chinese cooking, and most of the favourites are from a range of greens going under the general name of choi sum. One that we have taken to using in the restaurant is Chinese broccoli, sometimes known as Chinese kale. (Well, it isnt technically one of the choi sum family at all, but it is grown and used in the same way.) For some reason, faced with the choice of names, Ultan and I decided to go with kale at first. I think he had kale on his mind that week, trying to find ways to make sure we always had a couple of kale varieties on the menu.

To confuse the matter even more, if you are lucky enough to come across this gem in a Chinese restaurant, as I did in a wonderful place in London doing a modern take on dim sum, then it will probably be called gai lan. Probably. Dont bet your house on it. It might be kai lan, or any of a number of variations on the two. Outside of horticultural books, these terms can be more casual tools for communication. We choose one and go with it. That way, I know what the grower means, my cooks and floor staff understand what I mean and, hopefully, so do the people eating in the dining room. Nonetheless, when it came to serving the vegetable, I reverted to Chinese broccoli. Next year, Ill go for broke and use gai lan. It must be a brassica thing, this confusion over names. Im sure the rest of the vegetable world is much more conformist.

While not exactly a fast grower, Chinese broccoli gives results much faster than its Western cousins, putting out flowering stems with soft leaves attached. As with sprouting broccoli, these stems are the prized part of this amazing vegetable. It has that classic combination of sweetness and slight bitterness, and the young leaves are delicious too. The texture of the stem, picked at the right time, is tender and juicy, with a little bite. In the pantheon of greens, it has it all. It is often picked as a young whole plant, when every part can be eaten, and can be presented on the plate as one piece, which looks very striking.

Chinese broccoli has strong enough flavours to carry quite a lot of spices, and works especially well when flavoured with chillies, ginger, soy sauce or sesame oil. But if you think of it as having a character close to sprouting broccoli, then you can see how it can be used with European seasonings, with garlic, tomatoes and herbs, even with cheeses, as well as in the usual contrasting role with risotto and other comfort foods. It is great with eggs too, especially served straddling a soft omelette.

The timely revival of lowly kale

Not fifteen years ago, the only kale to be found was the curly green one. Even then, most people believed it to be fit only for cattle; a tiny minority enjoyed it from their own gardens, but it never showed up on shop shelves. Kale may have suffered from its association with poverty and hunger, something it shares with the wonderful but often derided swede turnip.

There is something tragi-heroic in kales history, in the way it fell from a dull but important survival food to something looked on with disdain. Kale is a tough character, it survives well in cold weather and in poor soil, and it is a low-maintenance, cut-and-come source of food. Most importantly, it over-winters well and can go on through the lean months of March and April, the notorious hungry gap months. So much for the heroic. Foods that nourish through times of deprivation are quickly left behind when the good times roll in. Throwing off the badge of poverty, the survival food is discarded, denied even, and replaced by the exotic, by what can be afforded.

Years ago, I was discussing roots with a German grower working in West Cork, who supplied me with local and imported vegetables, a man who went by the descriptive name of Organic Joe. I was moaning about the high price of imported roots like celeriac and salsify, and the humble turnips too, though I never bought those from him. He said that for a new generation of growers and foodies in Germany, Holland and other parts of Europe, roots were something of an exotic. They had largely disappeared once the post-war economic boom kicked in and people could finally put away the foods that helped them survive when rationing was necessary. As one generation shied away from roots and the associations they brought to the table, the next generation went back to them as something with the dual appeal of being both exotic and traditional. So it may have been for poor old kale in these parts. I dont think this is a conscious thing or an overt snobbery; it just happens that people unthinkingly move away from the things that have associations with the parts of their history they would rather forget.

In the early 1990s, as Ireland became more self-confident due to its increasing wealth, there seemed to be the beginnings of a new lease of life for kale, echoing Organic Joes theory on roots. Kale, having been rejected by a generation or three, was at once new to us and obviously part of our food history. At first, there was a renaissance for the traditional curly kale. Not long after, other more exotic varieties began to show up. By the late 1990s, we were seeing kale as a newly fashionable ingredient. Put away that dull old cabbage, dear, were having kale for dinner tonight.

The first of the immigrant kales that I fell in love with was cavolo nero, the Italian variety, and still my favourite. Again, the issue of naming comes up here. Weve always called it by the loose translation black kale, not for any reason other than that it became the term in common usage between grower and kitchen. I know this can seem annoyingly careless to those who are fastidious about the proper names of vegetables. Im generally as fussy as the next person about attention to detail but, in naming things, common usage often dictates the rules.

Black kale is a strikingly handsome plant, growing up to 1 metre (3 feet) high, with long leaves fanning out from the stem. The leaves are the most fantastic colour. Definitely a green, but purple too at the same time, a very intense purple that is almost black. Take a look at the water in the pot next time you boil some. It will be a beautiful, bright, shade of green. No purple there at all. Meanwhile the kale itself will have become more intensely dark. Whats going on here? Most greens become brighter and more translucent when cooked. This one leaks its green colour, intent on becoming a black vegetable. Cooked in olive oil and stock, its deep colour glistens, and the strong flavour has the perfect balance of bitter and sweet elements.

A new favourite is Red Russian, though the colour is really more of a magical blend of a silvery translucent green with pink shading. It has a softer, more open leaf than the black kale, and it cooks faster to give a more tender vegetable. We still persist with the curly green variety too, but I admit it is only as a back-up to the current two favourites. Others we have tried and liked, and will definitely come back to, are Pentland Brig, Red Bor and Raggedy Jack.

All kales can be cooked in the same ways, making allowances for their toughness. If you are using leaves with a thin stalk, simply chop them coarsely. This is especially good when you are adding kale to stews, as the stalks cook down to a softly chewable texture. If the stalks are thicker or seem tough, pull the leaves from the stalks, discarding the stalks, and then take one of two options. The first is to boil the kale in a large pot for anything from four to ten minutes. If the cooked kale is to be part of a dish, such as in pancakes, frittata, tarts or gratins, cool it by dropping it into cold water. Squeeze out the water and chop the kale. How thorough you need to be in squeezing out the water depends on the dish. If you intend to add the kale to a soup or risotto, its not such a serious issue, but if you are making gnocchi or putting it in a frittata, try to get it as dry as possible. Alternatively, for a simple side dish, wilt the kale by frying it in olive oil over medium heat, splashing regularly with stock or water until the kale is tender. This simple method makes kale a perfect foil for rich food, such as egg or cheese dishes. Most kales are strong enough to take quite a lot of spicing, especially chillies, cumin and coriander seeds, and ginger.

Kale is traditionally a winter crop, and, as such, it is a vital part of our repertoire during those lean months. However, we also use it in summer, sometimes even from plants grown in a tunnel. Kale in a tunnel? In summer? That may seem to go against the accepted thinking on the subject of kale, and indeed on the whole notion of serving vegetables according to their season. Over the years, Ultan has developed growing patterns to ensure that we always have a variety of different greens to work with. In fact, because of kales affinity with different ingredients and flavourings (it loves tomatoes and herbs, but also chestnuts and potatoes), I like to have one or two varieties around most of the year.

In the early summer, when the spring greens are disappearing, kale from the tunnel is very welcome, and is followed by outdoor kale which crops through the summer. The kale of deepest winter is the hardiest, with the toughest leaf and the strongest flavour. Kale grown in a tunnel is a different beast. It grows quickly, producing softer leaves. These cook faster too, giving a softer texture and a sweeter, milder flavour. The Red Russian is particularly successful this way, finishing up closer in texture to coarse spinach than to winter kale. Its a lovely summer green, simple as that, and very welcome on my plate and in my menus.

Another misleading theory about kale is that it is bitter in early winter before the first frost. Bitterness in greens is a good thing, but the theory suggests that at this time of year it is not balanced by any sweetness when the vegetable is cooked. The frost theory is applied to other brassica too, especially Brussels sprouts. Some go as far as to say these greens need a few weeks of frost. (Weeks of frost? Brrno, thanks.) I would agree that the first outer leaves of kale in early winter are not as sweet as the inner ones later on, but they are far from unusable or completely lacking in balance. To rigidly await the arrival of frost only makes sense in a location where the weather patterns are predictable and there are plenty of alternative greens. Many vegetables with a long season go through changes in flavour and texture during their picking time. This is something to be celebrated and savoured, even if some adapting of recipes is called for. The best analogy I can make is with the Sungold tomatoes that Ultan grows all summer long. Through the season, their flavour moves across the spectrum from acidic to sugary sweet, and few people agree on when they are at their best. They are, however, always good. In any case, while the climate in West Cork may not be a sub-tropical nirvana, the winters here are not very cold. If we were to wait for a decent number of consecutive frosty nights before we picked the crop, then some winters wed never get to eat kale at all.

Whether growing kale or doing any other kind of gardening, you can only ever take a manual or instruction book as a guide, not a bible. The rest depends on your own circumstances, as well as your needs and tastes. This is true of cookery books too, including this one. Ultan puts it succinctly when he says that every locality, every field or side of a hill, every tunnel or glasshouse is a micro-climate. In her classic book Grow Your Own Vegetables, Joy Larkcom says that all gardeners need to be experimenters who have to co-operate with the conditions and requirements of their particular garden, as well as with the local weather patterns. By the same token, all cooks in their own kitchens have to be experimenters too.

Asparagus, perennial king of a gardening renaissance

I received an e-mail from a man I know, lets call him Harry, who contacts me occasionally with proposals for business opportunities. Mostly they involve me working very hard and him adding to his stash. Still, I like looking at projects, fantasising about dream kitchens with more chefs than I need or can afford, turning out food I havent yet imagined. I can even get as far as thinking about what Ill do with my share of the millions. Alas, the projects never happen, yet each time I mull over the possibilities with the same enthusiasm.

However, this most recent e-mail opened with news of his asparagus bed. Doing well, apparently, and giving the best asparagus in the world of course, though the slugs are causing sleepless nights. Now, Harry is young and wealthy. He knows the ways of the business world and has the tough streak needed to function in it. He also takes a good chunk out of life and is equally partial to a New York nightclub or a weekends ice-climbing. So, this e-mail was a new twist. (By the way, one of the many methods used by organic growers to deal with slugs is to crawl around at dusk, snipping them in half with decently sharp scissors. Now, that takes character. Good preparation for the cut-throat world of business, I would think.)

I tell this story to illustrate the fact that gardening, especially the growing of vegetables, is becoming fashionable, infecting peoples imaginations like some sort of virulent contagion. I have been told by people who give talks about vegetable cultivation that the audience is growing and the age profile is dropping alarmingly. Encouragingly, I should probably say. It is surely a bit ironic that while we cram our modern cities with hideous shoebox apartment blocks, those who have access to land, even a tiny piece of earth to dig, are turning to the ancient activity of growing food. There is a different focus this time round, however. Sure, people are growing a few spuds and onions, but there is greater emphasis on speciality and heirloom vegetables, on the varieties that you cant get in shops, as well as on those vegetables that need to be eaten very fresh and which are therefore usually in poor condition by the time they appear in a shop. Even where potatoes are being grown, the focus is on early varieties that are immeasurably better to eat when freshly dug. This new gardening is more about a love of food than saving on the household budget.

In a sense there is a new model being created for the kitchen garden, where the old staples are being replaced by vegetables further up the hierarchy; higher up the social ladder, one might say. Opinion on the aristocracy of vegetables may vary, but in almost everyones list you will find asparagus. In a rapidly growing minority, you will also find seakale. Both asparagus and seakale require a commitment of time and energy that gives a return that cant be measured in volume, only in depth of pleasure. This makes them more than a mere luxury, because they can only be had through work and careful attention. And I say this as someone who doesnt garden but who envies those who engage in this primal pastime.

It is ironic that, for such a classy vegetable, an asparagus bed is not much to look at during its productive season. The beautiful shoots poke their heads up, quickly grow to a size worth picking and eating, and then theyre gone, cut down and off to the kitchen to make someones day. Your typical asparagus bed, therefore, is a brown patch of earth with a mixture of a few short juvenile spears and some long grassy stalks, the ones that were never fat enough to pick, waving in the breeze.

The first time I saw an asparagus bed, however, it was a thing of beauty indeed. The bed was in its first year and Ultan had sensibly picked none of the shoots for eating, instead allowing them all to grow as they wished. The spears had grown to be long, delicate fronds, almost 2 metres (6.5 feet) high, and they were a pretty sight. Letting the asparagus grow would strengthen the plant below ground and set it up for good cropping in later years. The following year, he did it again, though I suspect he cheated a little this time, sneaking the occasional tea-time treat. We finally got some for Paradiso in the third year, although he picked for a fortnight only. It was worth the wait. Fresh asparagus has an intensity of flavour that might shock a palate used to pale supermarket imitations.

Freshly cut asparagus, from a variety grown for flavour as well as for yield, is indeed the king among aristocrats. It sets a benchmark for the flavour of other vegetables. How often do you hear or read that a certain vegetable has a hint of asparagus? Usually it is said in hope or bluff more than truth. And yes, good asparagus does have an element of primal green in its complex and intense flavour. It also has a definite earthy sweetness that leaks easily after picking, which is one of the best reasons to buy locally grown asparagus when it is available.

Asparagus has a proud history. It has been cultivated for close to forever, at least as far back as Roman times, and was produced on a large scale around Venice in the sixteenth century. All that time, and continuing today, it has been the jewel in the vegetable market of every culture lucky enough to be able to grow it, and smart enough to embrace it. It is shocking, then, to think of how, in Ireland, it went from being the most exclusive exotic to the mundane in what seemed like the vegetable equivalent of the speed of light. As well as shocking, it is perhaps a wry reflection on the values of a newly rich society.

Asparagus certainly played no part in the Ireland in which I grew up. Years later, it was rumoured to be occasionally available in the finest restaurants. Or, you might come across it on your holidays in France. (If, that is, you were the sort to take holidays anywhere other than the nearest beach.) There may have followed a short time when Spanish asparagus appeared in good greengrocers (remember them?) for a short season and at a high price.

If there were such a time, it was brief and quickly shoved aside by the scenario of mediocre asparagus on the shelves all year round. Usually European in origin for the traditional six- or eight-week season of May to June, for the rest of the year it is imported from Peru. So, before we even had a chance to divide ourselves into those who could afford or appreciate asparagus and those who couldnt or wouldnt, the beautiful vegetable has been reduced to a bog-standard ubiquitous imitator. Think about this: has anyone ever gushed excitedly to you on a cold winters morning about the amazing asparagus they had for dinner the night before, and which they bought cheaply at Tesco? Not likely.


One of the finest qualities of asparagus as a crop is the way it resolutely sticks to its seasonal pattern. By the same token, one of the worst qualities of the people purchasing for supermarkets is their myopic belief that you, the punter, will only be interested in a vegetable if it is in the same place on the same shelf every day of the year. And going cheap. When almost all vegetables have been manipulated, teased and tricked into lengthening their productive seasons, the few that have remained unbendable hold
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Sprouting Broccoli and Oyster Mushrooms in Ginger Broth with Pumpkin and Macadamia Dumplings





	Serves 4 as a starter, 2 as a main dish



	vegetable oil



	4 small handfuls (about 350g/12oz)
purple sprouting broccoli



	100g (3 1/2oz) oyster mushrooms,
sliced or torn if large



	4 spring onions, diagonally sliced











	FOR THE BROTH



	1.5 litres (2 3/4 pints) water



	1 medium onion, roughly chopped



	2 celery sticks, chopped



	1 carrot, chopped



	4 garlic cloves



	85g (3oz) fresh root ginger, sliced



	1 fresh chilli, sliced



	1 handful fresh coriander leaves



	1 handful fresh parsley leaves



	100ml (3 1/4fl oz) soy sauce










	FOR THE DUMPLINGS (MAKES 8)



	100g(3 1/2oz) pumpkin flesh, diced



	1 tbsp shelled macadamia nuts,
finely chopped



	finely grated zest of 1/2 lemon



	1/2 tsp lemon juice



	2 tsp chopped fresh coriander



	8 wonton wrappers








Spring Cabbage Dolma of Pumpkin and Chickpeas with Sesame Yoghurt Sauce







	Serves 4
FOR THE DOLMA



	1.2kg (2 3/4 lb) peeled and seeded
Crown pumpkin or similar



	olive oil



	1 medium leek



	1 tbsp cumin seeds



	1 tbsp coriander seeds



	4 garlic cloves, finely chopped



	2 fresh mild green chillies, halved,
seeded and sliced



	250g(9oz) cooked chickpeas,
or one 240g can, drained



	salt



	1 head spring cabbage



	about 200ml (7fl oz) water or stock











	FOR THE SESAME YOGHURT SAUGE



	175g(6oz)tahini



	2 garlic cloves, crushed



	1 tsp ground cumin



	1 pinch cayenne pepper



	juice of 1/2 lemon



	175g (6oz) plain yoghurt










Fresh Pasta with Abyssinian Cabbage, Dried Tomato, Chilli, Pine Nuts and Sheeps Cheese






	Serves 2



	3 tbsp olive oil



	1 red onion, halved and thinly sliced



	2 garlic cloves, sliced



	1 mild red chilli, halved, seeded and thinly sliced



	2 handfuls Abyssinian cabbage leaves
(about 160g/5 3/4oz), roughly torn



	2 tbsp sun-dried tomatoes, thinly sliced



	1 tbsp pine nuts, lightly toasted



	salt and pepper



	250g (9oz) fresh tagliolini or other thin
pasta



	60g (2 1/4oz) Cratloe Hills or other hard
sheeps cheese such as Pecorino, finely
grated







Fresh Tagliolini with Shredded Brussels Sprouts, Sage and Pine Nuts







	Serves 4



	250g(9oz) Brussels sprouts



	2 tbsp olive oil



	150g (5 1/2oz) shallots, thinly sliced



	12 fresh sage leaves, sliced



	4 garlic cloves, sliced



	4 canned tomatoes, finely chopped



	finely grated zest of 1 orange



	1 tbsp pine nuts, lightly toasted



	salt and pepper



	450g (1lb) fresh tagliolini,
or other thin pasta



	50g(2oz) butter



	50g (2oz) Desmond, Parmesan
or other hard cheese, finely grated






Brussels Sprouts with Roast Shallots and Spiced Potato Gnocchi in a Blue Cheese Cream







	Serves 4



	400g(14oz) Brussels sprouts



	15g(1/2oz) butter



	4 garlic cloves, finely chopped



	1/2 tsp caraway seeds



	150ml (5fl oz) vegetable stock or water



	300ml (10fl oz) double cream



	85g (3oz) mild blue cheese, such as
Cashel Blue



	freshly grated nutmeg, to serve









	FOR THE ROAST SHALLOTS



	200g (7oz) small shallots, peeled
(roots left intact)



	olive oil









	FOR THE SPICED POTATO GNOCCHI



	400g(14oz) floury potatoes



	60g (21/oz) Desmond, Parmesan
or other hard cheese, finely grated



	2 egg yolks



	1/2 tsp cayenne pepper



	85g(3oz) plain flour



	salt and pepper



	butter










Braised Savoy Cabbage with Apricots, Pecans and Caraway






	Serves 4 as a side dish



	30g(1 1/4oz) dried apricots



	2tbsp olive oil



	400g (14oz) Savoy cabbage, shredded



	1 medium white onion,
halved and thinly sliced



	4 garlic cloves, finely chopped



	1 tbsp caraway seeds



	50ml (2fl oz) brandy



	salt



	30g (11/4oz) shelled pecans, halved






Watercress Hummus






	Serves 8-10 as a snack



	100g (3 1/2oz) watercress



	100ml (3 1/2fl oz) olive oil,
plus a little extra to serve



	200g(7oz) cooked chickpeas,
from dried or canned



	2 garlic cloves, crushed



	1 tsp ground cumin



	1 pinch cayenne pepper



	1 tbsp tahini



	juice of 1 lemon



	salt






Chinese Broccoli with Cashews and Fresh Chillies








	Serves 4 as a side dish



	1-2 fresh red chillies



	1 tbsp olive or vegetable oil



	400g(14oz) Chinese broccoli



	2 garlic cloves, sliced



	1 tbsp soy sauce



	100ml (3 1/2fl oz) vegetable stock or water



	40g (1 1/2oz) shelled cashews, lightly toasted






Roasted Asparagus with Blood Orange Aoli








	Serves 4 as a starter or side dish



	500g (18oz) fat asparagus spears



	olive oil









	FOR THE BLOOD ORANGE AOLI



	2 garlic cloves, unpeeled



	200300ml (710fl oz) olive oil



	juice of 2 blood oranges



	2 egg yolks



	1 egg



	1 tbsp chopped fresh dill



	salt and pepper



	juice of 1/2 lemon (optional)






Sprouting Broccoli with Leek and Shallot Farrotto







	Serves 4



	3 tbsp olive oil



	500g (18oz) purple sprouting broccoli



	1 medium red onion,
halved and thinly sliced



	1 fresh hot red chilli, halved and sliced,
seeds included



	4 tomatoes, halved and sliced



	salt and pepper









	FOR THE FARROTTO



	1.5 litres (2 3/4 pints) vegetable stock



	3 tbsp olive oil



	250g (9oz) leeks, washed and thinly sliced



	250g (9oz) shallots, thinly sliced



	4 garlic cloves, finely chopped



	leaves from 1 sprig fresh thyme



	1 tbsp chopped fresh sage leaves



	200g(7oz)farro



	100ml (3 1/2fl oz) white wine



	100g (3 1/2oz) butter



	85g (3oz) hard sheeps cheese, freshly grated











Sesame and Ginger Chinese Broccoli on an Oyster Mushroom Omelette









	Serves 4



	150g (5 1/2oz) oyster mushrooms, shredded



	2 garlic cloves, sliced



	olive or vegetable oil



	1 tbsp chopped fresh coriander



	salt and pepper



	400g(14oz) Chinese broccoli



	1 tbsp grated fresh root ginger



	1 tbsp soy sauce



	100ml (3 1/2fl oz) vegetable stock or water



	1 tsp toasted sesame oil









	FOR THE OMELETTES



	olive oil



	8 eggs



	4 dsp water






Black Kale with Sweet Peppers, Olives and Smoked Cheese Polenta







	Serves 4



	500g (18oz) black kale (cavolo nero)



	2 sweet red peppers



	5 tbsp olive oil



	1 mild red chilli, halved,
seeded and chopped



	2 garlic cloves, sliced



	2 tbsp black olives, halved and stoned



	200ml (7fl oz) vegetable stock or water,
plus an extra splash to serve









	FOR THE SMOKED CHEESE POLENTA



	1 litre (1 3/4 pints) vegetable stock



	200g(7oz) coarse maize



	salt and pepper



	60g (2 1/4oz) smoked Gubbeen
or other lightly smoked cheese, grated



	40g(1 1/2oz) butter



	1 tbsp chopped fresh sage leaves








Cime di Rapa with Sweet Pepper and Fried Hazelnut Gougres








	Serves 4



	2 tbsps olive oil, plus an extra splash



	600g(1 1/4 lb) cime di rapa



	1 red pepper, quartered, seeded and
thinly sliced



	2 garlic cloves, sliced



	1 tbsp fresh root ginger, thinly sliced



	2 tbsp sweet sherry



	2 tbsp water, plus an extra splash









	FOR THE GOUGRES



	110g (4OZ) strong white flour



	25g (1OZ) hazelnuts, roasted and finely
chopped



	170ml (6fl oz) water



	60g (21/4oz) butter



	2 medium eggs



	80g (3 1/2) Gabriel, cheddar or other
hard cheese, grated



	salt and pepper



	vegetable oil for deep-frying








Red Russian Kale with Orange and Nutmeg






	Serves 4 as a side dish



	500g(18oz)kale



	2 tbsp olive oil



	2 tbsp vegetable stock or water



	finely grated zest of 1 orange



	juice of 1/2 orange



	1/4 tsp freshly grated nutmeg



	salt and pepper






Asparagus with Pine Nuts, Red Onion and Capers






	Serves 4 as a side dish



	500g (18oz) medium asparagus spears



	2 tbsp olive oil



	1 medium red onion,
halved and thinly sliced



	1 tbsp pine nuts, lightly toasted



	1 tbsp small capers, drained



	salt and pepper








Warm Couscous Salad with Watercress, Avocado and Citrus-marinated Feta









	Serves 4 as a main dish, 6-8 as a starter



	300g(10 1/2oz) couscous



	salt



	1 tbsp olive oil



	4 spring onions, thinly sliced



	2 garlic cloves, sliced



	1 tsp cumin seeds



	1 tsp fennel seeds



	1 fresh mild red chilli, halved,
seeded and thinly sliced



	2 tbsp chopped fresh mint leaves



	2 tbsp chopped fresh coriander leaves



	100g (3 1/2oz) cherry tomatoes, halved



	115g (4oz) watercress, chopped



	1 large avocado, peeled and diced









	FOR THE CITRUS-MARINATED FETA



	100ml(3 1/2fl oz)oliveoil



	finely grated zest and juice of 1 lemon



	1 tbsp orange juice



	finely grated zest of 1 orange



	finely grated zest and juice of 1 lime



	200g(7oz) feta cheese,
cut into 2cm(3/4 in) dice






Black Kale and Aubergine Spring Rolls with Ginger and Tamarind Dipping Sauce







	Serves 4
FOR THE SPRING ROLIS



	200g (7oz) black kale (cavolo nero)



	400g (14oz) aubergine, finely diced



	olive oil



	1 tsp tomato pure



	2 tsp soy sauce



	1 pinch caster sugar



	4 spring onions, thinly sliced



	1 fresh red chilli, halved, seeded



	and thinly sliced



	1 tbsp coriander seeds, ground



	4 cloves, ground



	1 pinch freshly grated nutmeg



	8 spring roll pastry sheets



	vegetable oil, for frying









	FOR THE TAMARIND SAUCE



	3 tbsp tamarind pulp



	300ml (10fl oz) water



	3 tbsp caster sugar



	1 tbsp rice wine vinegar



	3cm (1 1/4 in) piece fresh root ginger, chopped



	1 whole dried birds eye chilli










Asparagus, Spinach and Durrus Cheese Egg Rolls with Balsamic Beetroot Sauce







	Serves 4
FOR THE BALSAMIC BEETROOT SAUCE



	500g (18oz) beetroot, cooked and peeled



	500ml (18fl oz) water



	500ml (18fl oz) balsamic vinegar









	FOR THE EGG ROLLS



	500g (18oz) medium asparagus spears



	500g(18oz) spinach



	2 tbsp tomato pesto, see recipe on page 227



	salt and pepper



	6 large eggs



	3 tbsp milk



	1 tsp chopped fresh chives



	olive oil



	200g (7oz) Durrus or other semi-soft cows



	milk cheese, thinly sliced













New Zealand Spinach, Puy Lentils, Fennel and Sheeps Cheese on Tomato Crostini







	Serves 4



	60g (2 1/4oz) Puy lentils



	800g (1 3/4 lb) New Zealand spinach



	olive oil



	1 medium red onion,
halved and thinly sliced



	1 fennel bulb, quartered and thinly sliced



	2 garlic cloves, finely chopped



	salt and pepper



	1 lemon, to squeeze over the finished dish



	60g (2 1/4 oz) Cratloe Hills, Pecorino or other
hard sheeps cheese









	FOR THE TOMATO CROSTINI



	4 slices day-old sourdough bread



	olive oil



	2 tbsp tomato pesto, see recipe on page 227










Artichoke, Asparagus and Quail Egg Salad with Citrus Dressing






	Serves 4



	16 medium-sized asparagus spears



	4 small artichokes



	juice of 1 lemon



	12-16 quail eggs



	juice of 1/2 orange



	finely grated zest of 1 orange



	200ml(7floz) olive oil



	1 tbsp chopped fresh chives



	salt and pepper



	200g(7oz) rocket









Spinach, Aubergine and Chickpea Curry







	Serves 4



	1kg(2 1/4 lb) spinach



	4 tbsp olive oil



	2 medium red onions, diced



	200g(7oz) cooked chickpeas,
from dried or canned



	2 garlic cloves, finely chopped



	2 fresh hot green chillies, halved and thinly
sliced, seeds included



	1 tbsp coriander seeds, ground



	1 tbsp cumin seeds



	1 large aubergine, approx. 400g (14oz),
cut into 2cm (3/4 in) dice



	1 x 400g (14oz) can tomatoes, chopped



	salt






Green Seakale with Orange, Tomato and Fresh Sheeps Cheese






	Serves 4 as a starter or side dish



	4 tbsp olive oil



	1 small red onion, thinly sliced



	2 garlic cloves, sliced



	1 x 400g (14oz) can tomatoes, drained
and chopped



	400g (14oz) seakale shoots, about 10cm
(4in) long, leaves attached



	200ml (7fl oz) vegetable stock or water



	finely grated zest of 1 orange



	juice of 1/2 orange



	1 pinch freshly grated nutmeg



	salt and pepper



	125g (4 1/2oz) Knockalara or other
fresh sheeps cheese






Chard with Couscous, Raisins, Pine Nuts and Lemon Oil







	Serves 4



	85g (3oz) golden raisins



	300g (10 1/2oz) couscous



	280ml (9 1/2fl oz) warm vegetable stock



	1kg (2 1/4 lb) chard, including stalks



	olive oil



	1 medium red onion,
halved and thinly sliced



	2 garlic cloves, finely chopped



	2 tsp cumin seeds



	1 tsp fennel seeds



	1 tsp turmeric



	2 tbsp pine nuts, lightly toasted



	salt and pepper









	FOR THE LEMON OIL



	finely grated zest and juice of 1 lemon



	200ml (7fl oz) olive oil










Chard, New Potato and Chickpea Soup with Lemon and Roast Garlic






	Serves 4



	10 garlic cloves, unpeeled



	olive oil



	finely grated zest and juice of 1 lemon



	600g (1lb 5oz) chard, including stalks



	1 medium red onion, diced



	100g (3 1/2oz) cooked chickpeas,
from dried or canned



	400g (14oz) new potatoes, washed and diced



	1 litre (1 3/4 pints) vegetable stock



	1 tbsp chopped fresh basil leaves



	1 tbsp chopped fresh mint leaves



	salt and pepper









Chard, Lentil and Roast Plum Tomato Gratin







	Serves 4



	400g (14oz) fresh plum tomatoes



	olive oil



	salt and pepper



	100g (3 1/2 oz) Puy lentils



	1kg (2 1/4 lb) chard, including stalks



	2 garlic cloves, finely chopped



	leaves from 1 sprig fresh thyme



	100ml (3 1/2fl oz) white wine



	50g (2oz) fresh breadcrumbs



	50g (2oz) Desmond, Parmesan,
Pecorino or other hard cheese, finely grated









Watercress Soup with Walnut and Sweet Pepper Salsa







	Serves 4



	FOR THE SOUP



	15g (1/2 oz) butter



	2 medium onions, chopped



	2 garlic cloves, finely chopped



	250g (9oz) floury potatoes, peeled and
chopped



	50ml (2fl oz) white wine



	leaves from 1 sprig fresh thyme



	600ml (1 pint) vegetable stock



	200g (7oz) watercress



	75ml (2 1/2fl oz) double cream



	salt and pepper









	FOR THE SALSA



	1 red pepper, seeded and finely diced



	1 mild red chilli, halved,
seeded and finely diced



	1 shallot, finely diced



	12 walnut halves, chopped



	juice of 1 lemon



	1 tbsp olive oil











OPS/images/cover.png
2
G
23]

P

Wild Garlic,

Gooseberries and Me

A chef’s stories and recipes from the land

i
=]

Denis Cotter





OPS/images/cover.jpg
2
G
23]

P

Wild Garlic,

Gooseberries and Me

A chef’s stories and recipes from the land

a2
=]

Denis Cotter





OPS/images/logo.jpg





