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‘The Calf at two o’clock,’ suggests Angus Jones. ‘Let’s meet there and we can talk it through.’

And so, at a table in a smoky pub in Clapham Old Town, south-west London, in the spring of 2006, we wash away lunchtime (and a slice of early evening) with plenty of beer, chat and bonhomie.

Over the course of the afternoon, Angus and I get down to business. I’m coming up to my thirty-second birthday and have one critically acclaimed restaurant behind me and another that, well, wasn’t such a hit. Angus owns a restaurant site nearby that I’ve had my eye on. He’s looking for a business partner. Perfect timing. I’m nervous because this is my one big shot – though that’s something I don’t tell him. We are strangers but, in that moment, we agree to give it a go. This’ll be a restaurant where I can cook my socks off and provide our guests with great food and – crucial – escapism.

It’s late. We shake on a deal made by beer. ‘Goodnight, Angus. Lovely to meet you,’ I say. And we sway away. At breakfast the next morning with my wife, Vicki, I reflect. A foolish pipe dream? A mad challenge-ridden idea conjured up by two slightly drunk guys, and destined to be forgotten by dinner?

What follows is what, in fact, happened …

‘Remember why people come to Trinity …’

We are in the dining room. The room. Soon, the first of our guests will arrive. Above me, the ceiling rose, shaped like a canelé, that dainty plump cake. In front of me, the brigade of chefs and the front-of-house team are gathered in a semi-circle for a succinct five-minute pre-service briefing about the special dishes and the V.I.P. guests. They’ve heard it before, but I’m reminding them once again why people come to Trinity, and therefore the reason for our existence.

‘People do not come to Trinity because they are starving. People do not come here because they’re thirsty,’ I say. ‘They come for escapism. To escape life for a few hours. They want to know that they’ll eat extremely well and that the wine list is exciting, and they want to be treated like royalty.’ (Sometimes they are royalty.) ‘We sell an experience of escapism, one that they’ll remember for a long time.’

I look to the door, and my memory whisks me back. Just for a split second, I am at the pass, a few months after our opening in the autumn of 2006 …
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It is mid-week in January, and the restaurant is empty for lunch. No covers. Nothing. Then a woman appears at the door. I reckon she’s in her mid-sixties. She is striking and confident, in a flowery red dress and red slippers that complement her crazy red hair, and she is wearing what seems to me a dressing gown – I’m a young chef, what do I know about fashion?

‘Welcome to Trinity,’ says the manager. The woman removes her slippers, and she places them by the door. ‘Let me show you to the table,’ says the manager, but the guest skilfully circumnavigates him and zips across the floor to sit at a table of her choice (admittedly, there are a few to choose from). She has only one course accompanied by a glass or two of wine and she smokes a few cigarettes (this is before the smoking ban in restaurants). She pays the bill with a card and then, at the door, she slips back into her slippers. I watch through the window as she mounts a bicycle that’s fitted with a basket and zooms away, a wispy vision of shades of red vanishing behind a dirty red double decker, the 417 most likely.

I glance at the name on the payment slip. Dame Vivienne Westwood – iconic punk and new wave fashion designer – lives nearby. She would return for lunch at least a dozen times, and always the same routine: on her own; removing her slippers at the door; dodging the manager; zipping straight to the table she wanted.
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Since those early days, Trinity has served over half a million people. At least one hundred guests have dined here more than one hundred times (they’re the real regulars). It’s unusual for a restaurant to have only one entryway, but that’s how it is at our restaurant. Just one door leads into Trinity. Whether you are here to feast with family and friends, or to cook or to serve, or if you have saved for the treat of a meal or are renowned and famous, or if you are carrying the meat, fish or veg, or delivering boxes of fabulous wine … Whoever you are, you arrive – and later leave – through our front door at number four, The Polygon, in Clapham Old Town. (Having only one door means that the chefs must walk through the dining room to reach the kitchen.)

At the age of sixteen, I became an apprentice in the kitchens of Claridge’s, that grand dame of Mayfair, where I worked under head chef, John Williams. The first time I saw the hotel’s dining room was when my late father-in-law, Jim, took me for lunch. Up until then I’d prepped and cooked to help feed the guests at their tables one floor above the kitchens. I could only imagine what the dining room looked like. Then, with Jim, I sat there as a guest, wide-eyed at the grandeur and opulence of the room, thinking, This is incredible. This is another world. This was the world on the floor above the kitchens.

Later, at The Square, also in Mayfair, I worked under Phil Howard. The restaurant wasn’t open on Saturday lunchtime, but I came in to do the set-up shift ahead of evening service. I’d cook a staff lunch, though just for two. The receptionist, Katherine, and I would sit in the dining room, a solitary couple, and eat. Other than that, the chefs at The Square came in through the back door, left through the back door and, in between, never saw the dining room.

When I arrived via those back doors and snaked through corridors to change into my whites and then cracked on with my duties in the kitchen, never did I consider that one-by-one those doors were leading me eventually to this destination of telling you about them in the opening pages of a book about my own restaurant. The circle of life, hey.
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This book takes you behind the one door of Trinity. You will find recipes for many dishes which we have served both in the main dining room and in our restaurant on the first floor, Upstairs at Trinity. Weaved throughout there are stories about the restaurant, the people and, of course, the dishes and their inspirations.

The publication of Trinity: The Cookbook also marks a milestone anniversary. The restaurant was opened in September 2006, and this book comes twenty years later, in September 2026. It is a book which has been twenty years in the making, and that’s just the Trinity part. As you will discover, my story began a long while back and, for some reason, the journey kept on going. I have tried to capture the essence of Trinity, the main characters, and implant its DNA into the pages which follow.

There are five main sections: Morning, Lunch, Afternoon, Dinner and Late Night, as well as a section for Christmas. Often a dish lends itself to a particular time of day. Little spongy madeleines, for instance, are an elevenses treat with coffee – we snack on yesterday’s batch in the kitchen before lunch – so you’ll find them in Morning. Gâteau Opéra is an afternoon treat and therefore belongs in that section. Our famous Tarte Tatin, crisp-edged and caramelised, is for sharing in Late Night. As the day develops from section to section, so too does the tale of Trinity and its evolution since 2006.

Within this book there is a second book, The Trinity Repertoire, which is cosily embedded in the back cover. While small, the Repertoire is a big-hearted kitchen companion brimming with short, concise recipes, and I like to think that it’ll be hanging around your kitchen for many years and become a trusted friend, a place to go to seek satisfaction and indulgence, a place you can trust for inspiration. All the better if it becomes battle scarred with olive oil (though only good olive oil, please), dusted with floury thumbprints and, from time to time, used as a trivet.

I have tried to make our recipes as user-friendly as possible, and to strip away those elements which make our plates of food exceptionally refined, though leaving you with the deeply satisfying elements of our cookery. Of course, it is all in here should you wish, but I want you to lean into and love your cookery. I don’t want you to be fazed or discouraged by unnecessary complexities, regardless of whether you are cooking from the big book or the small one.
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When we opened, the team was small. To date, about six hundred people have worked at Trinity but, back then, there were fewer than ten of us. In the kitchen there were only four chefs, including Jamie Draper and Joe Sharratt. They had been with me at Thyme, my first restaurant, which was down the road in Clapham, and then Origin, my restaurant at the Hospital Club in Covent Garden.

The front-of-house team was led by Darren McHugh (aka Daz), a wise and witty Dubliner, and Leah Kirkland, who’d arrived from New Zealand a year earlier. She was excellent and would go on to become Trinity’s General Manager, before departing in 2020 and returning to New Zealand to care for her father. There she opened her own restaurant and, in 2025, was awarded top sommelier in New Zealand. And then there was Alain, who began as a kitchen porter at Thyme. He is still with me to this day and, among other duties, running the bar at Trinity. I was determined not to repeat the horrors of the launch of Thyme. Trinity would launch differently, with a short menu and limited reservations so that we could cope in the kitchen, and with specific times for reservations. These considerations led to a controlled service on the first night of Trinity.

On the second night, we unleashed it a bit. I remember leaving the kitchen to come into the room and, for a moment, I stopped to take in my surroundings. The windows were slightly steamed up, and the room was merry with chit-chat, laughter and clinking glasses. Smoky too. My guests were happy. It almost had a thumping heartbeat. I thought, I’ve brought this thing to life. After the dramas and demise of Origin, the birth of Trinity was amazing. I was back where I wanted to be. A place where I belonged. Although there would be many challenges to follow.

[image: ]

I must tell you that in this book I do not dwell on the hardships of Trinity’s first decade. Actually, if possible, I avoid writing about them. This is because today I am in a happy place in life. I do not want to transport myself from contentedness to ‘the Dark Days of Trinity’, as I call that gritty, difficult time. However, it is critical to be aware that Trinity was not an overnight business success.

Sure, the early reviews were good, if not excellent, and we won awards, and the restaurant was busy. But this business is no easy thing, and Trinity was not a straightforward run to financial success. I had experienced the drawn-out failure of Origin, my restaurant in the Hospital Club in Covent Garden. I was haunted – perhaps driven – by an overwhelming fear that this venture, too, would go wrong. There were two or three occasions when we ran out of money at Trinity. Angus had to step in and bail out the business. For years I worked double shifts six days a week. I didn’t take a single week’s holiday for the first four years of Trinity.

I’ll spare both you and me the pain of reliving the specifics. But the fact is that nine years after the restaurant opened, I’d got myself into such a rut that I plotted an escape route. The plan was to turn Trinity into a brasserie. Vicki and I would move with our children, Jack and Rosie, from London to East Sussex, where we’d live and run a pub. I thought that I could (almost) run Trinity remotely from there. So, we would create a brasserie on the ground floor, with further covers upstairs on the first floor, and there would be a flat on the top floor of the building. That was the plan.

On Father’s Day in June of 2015, we did our final service: 101 covers. Then we closed the restaurant, ready for the refurb. The team and the guests were gone. The builders and architects were here and would remain for four months.
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When the refurbishment was a month away from completion, I popped in one evening in late August to lock up after the builders. I walked into the kitchen, which at that stage was almost finished. I had designed that kitchen myself, poring over every minute detail and drawing sketches of how I envisaged it.

I had shared these sketches with Rod Cullen. Over the years he has helped me create seven kitchens and is always tolerant of my ways. The benches – our work counters – were raised so that taller chefs like me wouldn’t have to bend or stoop; for ten years I’d suffered back pain. (The detail in that kitchen design was incredible, and after eleven years of a busy seven-day-a-week operation, it still remains in great shape. Rod, thank you.)

I stood in the kitchen and took in the view, beyond the pass and the recently fitted green banquettes in the dining room, and through the large windows. From where I stood, and in the fading light of that September evening, the room was absolutely stunning. At that moment these thoughts went through my mind: I need to stay here. I need to do this. And I need Trinity to be awarded a star. I need Trinity to excel. I need Trinity to become all the things I dreamed it would be.

I rang my business partner. ‘Angus, I want to stay here, and I want to create the restaurant that we always wanted.’ We had a long conversation, first about the madness of my idea, but finally revised our plan and we agreed on this: I would stay in situ; we would park the brasserie plans; instead, we would create the best restaurant possible, aiming for a Michelin star.

Angus and I also agreed that if Trinity haemorrhaged money and we didn’t win a star, then we’d revert to the original brasserie plan, and it would be a publican’s life for me and my family in East Sussex.

A couple of days later, I gathered the staff to announce the change of plan. ‘From here on in, from this day forward, we don’t make a decision unless it answers the question: Is that a Michelin-star level?’ From now on, every ingredient would have to be of the most exceptional standard and quality. With this new mindset, Trinity could no longer have a table of eight, as it had done previously, because six at one table is the most we can do at a consistently excellent level. Thousands of questions followed and have done since, in our quest for the best. We raised our game to the most impeccable standards, even though we did not have a star.

We worked like a bunch of maniacs as well. I ran the kitchen of our new restaurant, Upstairs, on the first floor, and spent periods on the pass downstairs in Trinity’s dining room. For the first time I was standing back and, although directing the team as a whole, I had given the daily kitchen steerage to Aaron Potter, head chef. This was a good move.
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Five years earlier – in 2010 and when I was 36 years old – my debut cookbook, How to Eat In, was published. This was thanks to Amanda Ross, a special person who has been a mentor and supportive of me for many years. She is the creator of Saturday Kitchen, and its executive producer. I would credit that BBC TV show for helping to put Trinity on the map, and Amanda introduced me to the publishers of my first book. That book opened with a few words about persistence, a fundamental trait of a restaurateur.

Now, within a hundred yards of Trinity, there’s a church, the Holy Trinity. It dominates a corner of this eastern edge of Clapham Common. Thousands of people walk past the church every day, never giving it a second glance, unaware of its significant place in history. It is a symbol not only of faith and hope but also persistence. In the 1800s the church was a meeting place for William Wilberforce – the politician who lived nearby – and the ‘Clapham Sect’. Here, they would gather to discuss campaign tactics. Their campaigning took years but resulted in the abolition of slavery.

On the same Common in the 1870s, the lads from Clapham Rovers played and perfected their skills. They won the FA Cup in the 1879–80 season. Of course, the Rovers and Wilberforce and his ‘Saints’ have nothing to do with restaurants, but perhaps the enduring spirit of persistence hangs heavy in the air over Clapham.

And, after all, the church had partly inspired the name for our restaurant. ‘I don’t have a name in mind,’ I’d said to Angus. ‘But I reckon it should be one word, which is clear, simple and easy to spell.’ I’d seen too many restaurants open with names that were almost unpronounceable or meaningless. With his analytical mind, Angus immersed himself in the task of coming up with a name.

We were across the road from Holy Trinity, while Royal Trinity Hospice is close to the restaurant. Our building is situated on The Polygon, which viewed from above is a triangle. Trinity. The word kept coming up, and there wasn’t another London restaurant with the same name.

Our logo was designed: a big ‘T’ (for Trinity) created with the use of symbols of eating and drinking well. It is an elaborate, beautiful T, and symmetrically composed so that on each side there’s a knife, fork and spoon, and the central stem features a bottle of wine, two bunches of grapes and a pair of fish. The base of the T’s stem is a fork with two knives. A mouthwatering masterpiece, that logo continues to be used. Maybe we thought we could place it on the cover of a Trinity cookbook, were we ever fortunate enough to see one published.
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Trinity the name partly inspired Trinity the menu, as we could serve dishes which comprised three components, for me a dream come true. The dishes of Trinity today still focus on three components, with each one of them cooked to the highest standard. That, for me, is harmony and perfection.

Back then we had an à la carte menu with five starters, five mains and five puddings. There was a tasting menu too, at about thirty quid a head. We compiled a wine list with some 20 whites and 20 reds, as well as Champagne and ‘stickies’ (dessert wines), and I took on a sommelier (15 more have followed).
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One Friday afternoon in the autumn of 2016 I received an email from Michelin, asking if I would be attending the annual awards ceremony which was taking place in London, beside the Thames at the Savoy Theatre. In a phone call with Rebecca Burr, the editor of the Michelin Guide, she said they’d really like me to be there, as I was ‘a very important part of the ceremony’. I took that as confirmation that we had won a star, though I was still unsure.

On the day itself, I arrived with Aaron Potter and Leah Kirkland, and we were led to an anteroom to await the awards presentation on stage. In walks John Williams, my mentor at Claridge’s.

That was emotional, to win a star on the same day as John. Another one of those full-circle moments. The ceremony saw Trinity named as a one-star restaurant in the 2017 edition, and it has retained that honour. Leah and I took ourselves next door to The Savoy where we celebrated with a bottle of Champagne before returning to Trinity.

How does it feel to win a Michelin star? There was an enormous sense of relief that all our hard work was for the right reason. I was proud to have delivered the plan for Angus, and I felt like this was the beginning of a new chapter. The restaurant reached heady heights, and very quickly. We ploughed on, but now with the Michelin endorsement that our cookery was at a grand level. Everything changed. From there on in, it’s been nothing but brilliant and successful. My life has turned around.
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In my life at Trinity there have been two periods which came about inadvertently but brought unexpected beneficial results. Serendipitous periods, you might call them.

The first was that refurbishment in 2015, and the second came later, during the lockdown of Covid in 2020, which also lasted about four months. During both periods I could not work because Trinity was closed. However, I could still engage in my passion for cooking, which I did with gusto, and I felt inspired. Those two times of enforced absence from Trinity enabled me to change so much in my life.

These days things are remarkably different with my work, with our partner restaurants, the work that I do with our social channels, the work that I am privileged to do as Chair of the Royal Academy of Culinary Arts, and the expansion of our little group of restaurants. What remains the same, however, is the art of cookery. It is my constant. It has kept me whole and gives me so much more than just wonderful dishes to share.

[image: ]

‘Let yourself in,’ said Angus, ‘I’ll leave a key under the doormat.’

Angus had one final request before we went ahead with our business partnership. He wanted me to cook a meal for him at his home in Clapham. Vicki and I arrived in the afternoon, carrying bags of ingredients, and I spent the next few hours in the kitchen. When Angus and his girlfriend walked through the door, the four of us sat down to pot-roast rose veal with lemon thyme cooking juices. It was a staple of The Square and bound to win over my new-found business partner. We pulled the corks from a couple of good bottles of wine. The food, the wines, the company, the chat and simply the happy headiness of the evening cemented a bond which would last to this day. That’s another great thing about cooking and eating, isn’t it? When done well they can lead to a doorway of change and opportunity.

As I reflect, I feel an immense sense of pride. I look out at the London restaurant scene and beyond and see so many Trinity alumni doing fantastic things in hospitality, many with stars in their own right. It is this I am most proud of, as well as glancing into the dining room, brimming with guests in whose lives I have been privileged to play a small part.

All said and done, that’s what restaurants are – beautiful memory makers.

Before We Begin

Here are the rules I tend to follow when cooking. There are more, of course, and these are my own rules, founded on my personal experience in the culinary arts. However, they have seen me right on many an occasion. I hope that they help you, too.

Whenever possible, I cook meat – and fish, for that matter – on the bone or attached to its carcass. Why? For the ultimate flavour, shape and consistency of the protein.

After cooking, I rest meat for a long time. Often longer than it has been in the oven. This will significantly improve the eating, and your cookery. Resting is essential – allow for it when considering cooking times.

I tend to cook meat and fish with plenty of heat, followed by periods of no heat, then back to high heat and repeat. For me, the mid-point resting is critical for excellence in protein cookery.

‘Stand over cooking time’ in a pan is the time in which magical things happen once the pan is off the heat, but you need timing and judgement. Use this period of heat like a precious gift.

Season at the very beginning of all your cookery. This takes practice, repetition and good judgement. You will be rewarded.

Sharp knives make a huge difference. Most of the refinement you see in this book and elsewhere is due to one thing: razor-sharp knives.

Use uncomfortably heavy-based pans. They are best at conducting and retaining heat, which is a gift and will transform your cookery.

Let the decision on what to cook be made by your belly and not your ego. Cooking food you desperately want to eat is so much more satisfying and rewarding.

Buy the best ingredients you can afford, do as little with them as you can and serve them as generously as you can afford to.

I use two olive oils and two salts. A cheaper olive oil – olive pomace oil – for cooking and a first-press early-harvest oil for drizzling over or eating as is. I use a simple mass-produced sea salt for big-batch cooking or blanching and a sea salt such as Maldon for raw foods or seasoning cooked items.

Cooking with frugality is at the heart of every great cook. Make stocks from your chicken carcasses. Save vegetable trimmings for long, slow braises. Keep the bones from your roast beef for next week’s gravy (in the freezer, of course). This makes cooking the adventure that never ends.

Finally – but this could well be the first rule – never cook when you are angry or upset. You can taste it, trust me.
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MORNING
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Morning

Imagine you are a bird in the morning sky over Clapham.

You see our staff as they make their way to the front door of Trinity to begin the morning shift. They are walking or cycling across the common. Look! One of them is sprinting. He’s late. Others are hopping off double deckers on the high street. Some are emerging from Clapham Common tube station and then strolling along The Pavement. They pass shops and cafés and Moen’s the butchers where, on the other side of the glass, Garry Moen is proudly applying the final artistic touches to his eye-catching window display of organic meats.

Most likely, you would see Renée first, who makes the shortest commute: a 5-minute walk from home. Renée joined the team in 2021, and she opens the restaurant at 7.30 a.m. She brings in the fresh laundry of dazzling tablecloths, napkins, chef whites, aprons, tea towels. She brings in the deliveries of produce – I’m talking about big boxes of vegetables, fruit and dairy, which have been dropped off in the early hours. Renée assembles the tables outside. She irons the white linen tablecloths. She irons and rolls the white linen napkins.

Come 8.00 a.m., the chefs arrive, change into their whites, turn on the ovens, don their aprons and talk about last night’s football match or, if they were working, how it went in the kitchen: was it calm or was it – a favourite word of chefs – carnage? Sometimes it was dangerously close to carnage but was ‘kept under control’. Harry Kirkpatrick joined the brigade in 2018 and has been head chef since 2022. Harry has seen it all and helped me to manage it all, bailing out when necessary.

Before cooking begins, there’s a half-hour kitchen tidy-up. The stoves, ovens and surfaces are cleaned, even though they were given the same treatment after service last night. The floor is thoroughly mopped – swish, swish and swish again. The fruit and vegetables are put away, the suppliers’ invoices are checked, and the empty boxes are dismantled and – bash, bash – flat-packed. The KP (kitchen porter) takes out those boxes and other recyclable rubbish ready for collection.

Soon, Reservations Manager Hannah Jones is here, along with the office team, led by Abbey Hooper, who at the age of 14 started waitressing in the market town of Monmouth, southeast Wales, and later came to London on a whim, working her way up within our business to become operations director. Thank God for whims.
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Chefs work long hours, but even before I began my apprenticeship at Claridge’s I was used to an early start for work. As a kid growing up in Essex, I had a paper round, which meant rising before dawn. Actually, I had three paper rounds (and subcontracted one of them to another boy). My big break came when, aged 14, I reached the top of the waiting list to do a milk round on Saturdays. The milkman was terrifying, gruff and grumpy. He’d pull up outside our house in the electric milk float at 3.20 a.m., aglow from behind the wheel in his fluorescent lime-green gilet. If I wasn’t on the pavement, waiting and ready to jump on board, he’d simply continue driving, disappearing at 8 miles per hour into the darkness.

All being well, off we’d go to the rattle of hundreds of bottles in their crates. He barked the orders, and I learnt to follow commands. ‘Two red, one blue, one gold, 43,’ and I’d grab the bottles from the crates and dash to number 43. I sprinted up and down flights of stairs in blocks of flats. I mastered the skill of carrying five bottles of milk in each hand (I groaned a little if my hands were full and the milkman shouted, ‘Don’t forget the loaf of bread!’). That was my Saturday morning routine for three years. At Christmas, when customers left tips of cash in their empties on the doorstep, the milkman was adamant: ‘I’m delivering. You stay in the float.’ He did share the tips, but just a little.

The round finished back at the dairy, where I’d collect my pay – 15 quid and a bottle of creamy gold top – and walk home. Shortly afterwards, Dad would return from work. Every Saturday he cleaned the windows of a bakery, and he’d come home with cakes. We tucked in heartily, gulped gold top, and afterwards I’d dash out of the house with my skateboard, to play with my mates.

As a child, I drank hot milk with honey (thank you, Mum), and later gold top became my breakfast when I started at Claridge’s. Leaving the house, I’d grab a pint from the doorstep and swig it on the bus or the train heading into London. Today, I also like hot milk infused with chamomile, or with a splash of whisky. So perhaps my dessert, Milk and Honey, was in the stars (or maybe the Milky Way). The recipe is on page 48, and I hope that now you’ll appreciate why I consider it perfect for this chapter.
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The morning buzz is building. The coffee machine hiss competes with the ring of the phones, and the brigade is now busy with pots and pans on scorching stoves. The chefs take just a moment to down a strong coffee and bite into a plump madeleine or a crisp-edged financier, small leftover cakes from last night’s service (you’ll find the recipes on pages 58 and 62). The place is alive to the harmonious melody of chopping and slicing and clattering, with blenders whizzing and knives being sharpened on a butcher’s steel. This is our music – the unstoppable rhythm of a well-bonded band, marching in step toward the victories of lunch service.

Lots of us chefs are in this profession because we landed in it and discovered that we almost needed the regimented structure and discipline of a top professional kitchen. We received a pat on the back, something that we never had at school. When, for the first time in my life, I received affirmation and confirmation … Well, then I was hooked. I thought, I can do something with this. I pushed further. Perhaps it’s like running around a track 25 times and someone telling you, ‘Actually, you could be one of the best here.’ The next lap is 10 times quicker. You have found a purpose in life. Passion is sparked. Other chefs have similar stories. And so, we have stayed. We are here.

The front-of-house team arrives and changes into uniforms, and now the pace picks up another notch or two. Glasses, cutlery, crockery and tableware are polished to a standard of spotlessness. Tables are starting to be laid, with the tablecloths ironed for a second time.
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I’m thinking of Harry Dye, head waiter, and of that Christmastime morning in 2022. It was 10ish, and he was ironing tablecloths on the tables. The front door opened, and Harry looked up. ‘I’ve come for an interview with Abbey,’ said the young lady. Her name was Charnice, and her career in this wonderful industry had begun when she helped her grandparents in their fish and chip shop on the Kent seaside. After the interview, she waved goodbye to Harry. Charnice had confessed during the interview that she had never heard of a Michelin-starred restaurant, but we hired her. Within two shifts she and Harry felt a definite attraction, and within five shifts they were texting each other. By the time the final glass was poured at our staff Christmas party, they were an item.

On a night off in June 2024 they came to Trinity for dinner, and at table four they relished a feast which, Harry reminds me, included Norfolk asparagus with eels and sauce divine; beef tartare; braised leeks and violet mustard; ceviche of succulent and sweet Mylor prawns; chicken galantine; and agnolotti with a filling of red mullet. They clinked glasses of their favourite wine, a Riesling produced by JJ Prüm.

‘Let’s have a breath of fresh air,’ said Harry to Charnice after the main course. They left the table and went outside. Ten minutes later, when they stepped through the doorway – the same one at which Charnice had first appeared 18 months earlier – they were engaged to be married. Harry had gone down on bended knee but uncharacteristically flustered, he didn’t know which finger to put the ring on, or indeed which hand. He couldn’t propose at the table because Charnice had previously told him that she didn’t approve of restaurant proposals (far too public and potentially awkward). Outside was within the rules.

At Trinity we don’t write with chocolate on plates, but I made an exception for this happy young couple. I inscribed a chocolate ‘Congratulations’ on a plate and sent it out to them. When Harry Met Sally is a cracking movie, but when Harry met Charnice is just one of countless sweet and heartwarming stories that have unfolded at Trinity. As you can see, romance blossoms not only between guests seated at the tables but also those who stand beside them.
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Walk up the stairs to Upstairs, one floor above, and again you’ll sense the activity. Staff come here to work on their laptops, or we’ll have a wine tasting. Bang on 11 o’clock, the staff meal is plated and placed on the pass, and it is handed out by the front-of-house team. We eat while still working. As we move closer to midday and the arrival of the first guests, the anticipation grows.

We know from experience that inevitable obstacles will have to be overcome. Those people upstairs are still tasting wine. They’re supposed to have gone, but they don’t want to leave. There’s an issue with a reservation. And in the kitchen, there’s another problem: ‘Where’s the turbot?’ ‘It hasn’t arrived, Chef.’

At precisely 11.30 a.m., we stop what we’re doing and gather in the dining room for a briefing – what is known in the profession as ‘morning prayers’. It is a speedy, no-faff meeting. We stand in a circle, discuss special dishes on the menu, VIPs who are due to visit, and any other business. Then we return to our last-minute duties, which we know as ‘lines and wobbles’; checking the tables and ensuring that they are lined up.

Tick, tock, tick, tock … 12 noon. Boom!


‘At the beginning there were no recipes to follow. I mean, none had been written. Instead, we had to watch, ask, listen and remember. We shared knowledge. But most importantly we had to learn to cook with feel, with touch. We were questioning all the time, every step of the way, so that we truly understood all the nuances of cookery. And you know what, it made everyone in that kitchen a really incredible cook. It also shaped the way that I cook, which is so similar to the way Adam cooks. This style of cooking he instilled into all of us.’



AARON POTTER
2010–2018



Roll of Honour

When I was younger, I got to spend a week every year with my dad. That’s because he only took one week’s holiday from work, when we’d all go camping. My mum, my sister and I would stay on for a bit longer, but for Dad it was only ever one week – seven precious days with his family.

We’d pile into Dad’s van, a red Bedford Rascal, and drive to the campsite in Ashburnham in East Sussex. Close to the seaside, the village is also a few miles from Senlac Hill, the site of the battlefield where William the Conquerer fought Harold in 1066.

Dad and I had a regimented routine. He’d wake me up early, and we’d be fishing by 5 a.m. At 7 a.m. on the dot we’d jump in the Rascal and drive to the little town of Netherfield. We were going to Sid’s, the local bakery. Behind the counter, Sid was short, grey-haired and (to my young eyes) old. Sid looked like a Sid.

Dad would buy about 70 rolls, and what wasn’t for us was to be shared between friends back at the campsite. ‘Take these,’ Dad would say to me, handing over bags of rolls, while he paid Sid and placed a bread order for the following day. Then it was, ‘See you tomorrow,’ and we’d drive back to the campsite.

This daily routine had such an impact on my senses that it was never to be forgotten. The rolls were still warm from the oven, and that little Bedford Rascal was filled with yeasty bread aromas that were overwhelmingly, unbearably, unbelievably fantastic. In the 10 minutes it took to reach the campsite, I’d devoured two rolls. (The journey, incidentally, was along a road quaintly named Brown Bread Street.)

Every morning, I’d be looking at my blue Swatch watch, and at one minute to seven, I’d say, ‘Dad, can we go to Sid’s now?’

These camping trips began when I was about 11 years old and I was about 15 when we went for the last time. I do wonder if the experience started something within me. I felt a connection to the bakery and to the bread. I was fascinated by Sid’s work ethic and dedication to his craft. Also, I enjoyed giving the bread to the other campers. Through my dad, of course, I saw the rewards of both fishing and thoughtfulness. Give more than you take, that’s my advice.
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It was years ago, but I can still see it so clearly in my mind’s eye, as if it was yesterday. I’m at Thyme in Clapham, my first restaurant, and it is 2001. Damian Allsop has come to meet me. He’s been working as a pastry chef at El Celler de Can Roca, the famed restaurant in Catalonia run by the Roca brothers, Joan, Josep and Jordi. Damian is on his way to the top, but his progression has been temporarily slowed on account of a bad accident.

He’s looking for work, though part-time, as he’s still recovering. We get on, we click, and he joins the tiny team at Thyme. ‘Damian, aside from desserts, we need a bread,’ I say. ‘Can you help?’ I want a bread that can be made in large batches. I envisage something Mediterranean, between focaccia and ciabatta. Then I say, ‘When I was a kid, I got to spend a week with my dad …’ and I tell him about Sid, the master baker, whose bread rolls had golden, blistering tops. How did he achieve that tasty blistering effect? Over tea and coffee, and over days – or even weeks – Damian and I talk excitedly about Sid’s bread, and Damian tries to recreate it. One morning, he hands me a warm bread roll. Its top is blistered. I bite into it and I’m back in the red Rascal, Dad at the wheel, heading from Sid’s to the campsite.

Water and oil burst when they meet in extreme heat. The trick is to make that happen on top of the bread, so that the burst creates blistering. ‘He must have been brushing them with vegetable oil,’ says Damian. ‘They popped when they were in the oven.’ Damian developed that recipe. And there was more … He makes the mother dough starter, the living culture of yeast and bacteria from which our bread will continue to be made to this day. With ingredients such as raisins, apple juice and mushrooms, this ferment is a big chemistry set of craziness that just explodes.
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Almost two decades later at Trinity, and Covid-19 was here. The pandemic led to lockdown, which meant the closure of restaurants. The Trinity team disbanded. We said farewell, never knowing when we’d next see each other. Before we went our separate ways, I said, ‘Wait, take this …’ I nipped into the kitchen and portioned out parts of our mother dough. It was the same mother that Damian had created at Thyme. From Thyme, it had come with me to Trinity. From Trinity, it has gone on to be the mother starter for the bread at Charlie’s at Brown’s, and at Constance. Some of the mother dough is in my freezer at home.

Our bread at Trinity is the same one that Damian developed. It is like ciabatta. The dough is poured out onto the bench, cut into triangles and then pulled and turned and put into a hot oven to be sealed. When guests arrive and are seated, we get a ticket in the kitchen and know to put the bread straight into the oven to be crisped up – 6 minutes at 190°C, and it’s golden. The rolls are brushed with olive oil, sprinkled with fleur de sel and sent to the table.

Recipe List

Trinity Bread

Re-formed Trinity Bread

Baguettes

Smoked Salmon and Garnishes

Cured Sea Bass, Blood Orange, Chilli and Olive Oil

Gougères

Devilled Egg Gougères

Pumpkin or Squash Gougères

Comté and Truffle Gougères

Canelés

Peaches and Cream

Milk and Honey

Rosie’s Chocolate Mousse

Raspberry Tartlets, Blackcurrant Leaf Crème Mousseline

Beeswax Madeleines

Tarte Fine of Quince

Brown Butter Financiers


Trinity Bread

MAKES 50 ROLLS

If there was one single food item that best symbolised Trinity, I think it would have to be the bread. Never changed, never charged for, never not been served, since 2006. About half a million guests have broken bread with us. And not just bread, but Trinity Bread. I suggest you fully bake and enjoy half of them, and part-bake (see recipe) the remaining half and freeze them for future enjoyment.




For the sourdough starter


	65 g strong white bread flour, plus extra for feeding

	65 ml water, plus extra for feeding



For the pre-ferment


	500 ml cold water

	12 g fresh yeast

	500 g strong white bread flour (high protein content)



For the bread mix


	625 g strong white bread flour (high protein content)

	350 ml cold water

	32 g sea salt flakes

	10 g caster sugar

	50 ml extra virgin olive oil

	pre-ferment (see above)

	375 g sourdough starter (see above)

	good-quality olive oil, for greasing

	extra virgin olive oil, for drizzling

	sea salt flakes






To make the sourdough starter, mix the flour with the water in a jar. Cover loosely and leave at room temperature. Feed it by adding fresh flour and water in stages (typically equal weights), letting it peak between feeds until it reaches the quantity and strength you require.

After about 3 days, it should be bubbly, rise after feeding and smell mildly sour. Once it can double in 4–6 hours after a feed, the starter is ready to use.

To maintain it, store it at room temperature and keep feeding it the same way daily, or store it in the fridge and feed about once a week.

The evening before you make the bread, make the pre-ferment. Mix together the water and yeast in a large bowl and, once the yeast has dissolved, stir in the flour. Cover and leave to prove in the fridge overnight, ready to make the bread the following day.

The next day, make the bread mix. Put the flour and water into a stand mixer fitted with the dough hook attachment and mix on the lowest speed for 5 minutes. Let the dough sit for 30 minutes to autolyse, allowing the flour to absorb the water and relax back again.

Add the salt, sugar, olive oil, pre-ferment and starter (try not to let the salt touch the starter or pre-ferment for too long). Mix for 5 minutes on low speed, then for 10 minutes on a higher speed until smooth. Scrape the bowl down and mix for a further 5 minutes. The dough should be tight and elastic.

Transfer the dough to an oiled deep tray or a container. Using an oiled hand, pull the dough from one corner to the middle, then rotate the container 90 degrees and repeat. Repeat eight times, so that each corner is pulled into the centre twice. Cover with a lid or cling film and rest for 30 minutes. Repeat the folding and turning process every 30 minutes, three more times.

Clear your work surface and make sure it is clean. On the fourth round of turns, oil your hands and release the dough from the bottom of the tray or container. Quickly and confidently flip the dough out of the tray so that the underside is on top – this is the presentation side. Pour some oil over the dough to make sure all areas are covered and the dough doesn’t dry out. Gently press into the dough to knock back – the aim is to make the dough an equal thickness across its width to ensure that it proves again evenly to the same height. Leave to prove for about 30 minutes, or until doubled in size.

If you’re using this dough to make our focaccia (see page 27), this is when you’ll divide up and use the dough.

To bake, you will need two heavy-duty baking sheets, and ideally one more baking sheet to transfer the dough.

Preheat the oven to 240°C fan. Yes, it’s hot, so be careful, please. Place the two heavy baking sheets in the oven to heat up and give the oven plenty of time to reach the correct temperature. Line the remaining baking sheet with baking paper (cut no bigger than the trays in the oven).

Now that the dough has relaxed, use a metal dough card/scraper to cut the dough into long lengths, about 7 cm wide. Then, cut these into fist-sized triangles. Transfer them onto the lined tray as you go, leaving space in between them.

Quickly open the oven door, place the cold tray (with the rolls on) into the oven, hovering over one of the preheated baking sheets. Place your thumb between the paper and tray and quickly slide the sheet back, so that the bread is left on the paper on the hot tray. Repeat with both trays.

Bake for 7 minutes until crusts form and golden blisters appear – remember it all started with those precious blisters (see page 23)!

Remove the bread from the oven by gently pulling the paper beneath the rolls until they fall out of the oven – you’ll need a container to catch them. Allow the rolls to cool on a bench, using a pastry rack is ideal.

Brush the rolls with extra virgin olive oil and add a sprinkle of sea salt right away while warm.

Alternatively, you can leave the rolls to cool, freeze them, and then finish baking them when you want them. If allowed to cool after baking, reheat for 5 minutes at 190°C fan.

If freezing, ideally defrost before reheating the rolls for 5 minutes at 190°C fan.

Salted French butter is the perfect accompaniment to our bread.




‘The technique, foundation and methodology in Adam’s cooking is close to perfection. That’s something which is hard to come by. You only learn it through working with exceptional food every day – touching it, feeling it, understanding it. A recipe can’t teach you how to be like that. Actually, Adam was not big on recipes. Instead, he’d guide us, encouraging us to cook with intuition, passion and love.’



TOM SELLERS
2008–2010 / 2012–2013
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Re-formed Trinity Bread

SERVES 8–12

We know it as re-formed Trinity bread because it comes from the same dough that we use to make bread rolls. And so, it is indeed Trinity bread, but in another form. While the rolls are served in the dining room downstairs, a separate piece of dough is baked as a huge focaccia for our guests Upstairs. This re-formed bread is airy and light, with a crispy top that’s dimpled and glistens with olive oil, salt flakes and crunchy rosemary. It’s ideal for sharing and freezes well. Perfect if you are making Trinity bread and wish to make good use of the offcuts.





	1 kg (half batch) Trinity Bread dough (see page 24)

	5 sprigs of rosemary, leaves roughly chopped

	good-quality extra virgin olive oil, for drizzling

	sea salt flakes






Place the dough on a tray lined with baking paper, cover tightly with cling film and transfer to the fridge to prove overnight. Sleep well.

The next day, preheat the oven to 220°C fan.

Remove the dough from the fridge and scatter the rosemary over the top. Drizzle generously with oil and season just as generously with salt.

Bake in the oven for 30 minutes and then reduce the oven temperature to 180°C and bake for a further 20–30 minutes until the dimpled top is golden and crispy. If the base needs more colour, remove the bread from the tray and bake it directly on the oven shelf for up to 10 minutes.

Allow the bread to cool, before slicing and finishing with more olive oil and salt.
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Re-formed Trinity Bread



Baguettes

MAKES 12 SMALL BAGUETTES

For years we served cheese with oat biscuits or different types of breads, such as crispy flatbreads, lavash and a bread made from duck fat. Then I concluded that what I really like most with cheese is nothing more complicated than a baguette. So, I set the team on a mission to make beautiful, handcrafted baguettes and, for a bit of guidance, we turned to Richard Bertinet. He is one of the great bakers of our times, and he came to Trinity to present the brigade with a masterclass. It was from then that these little baguettes originated.





	500 g strong white bread flour

	310 ml water

	100 g active sourdough starter (room temperature)

	11 g sea salt flakes

	3 g fresh yeast

	wholemeal flour, for dusting






Put the flour and water into a stand mixer fitted with the dough hook attachment and mix on the lowest speed until a dough forms. Leave the dough to rest at room temperature for 30 minutes to form the autolyse.

Now add the starter, salt and yeast and mix on the lowest speed for 10 minutes. Scrape down the bowl and mix for a further 5 minutes.

Transfer the dough to a large bowl and work it to form a ball. Pull one ‘corner’ of the dough to the centre, turn the bowl 90 degrees and repeat. You need to turn and pull eight times. Cover the bowl with cling film and leave to rest at room temperature for 20 minutes. Then, repeat the process of pulling and turning eight times. Do this four times, so that the dough has a total of 32 turns.

Once the turns have been completed, divide the dough into 150 g pieces. Roll each piece in on itself like a Swiss roll. Place the dough on a tray lined with lightly floured baking paper and leave to rest in the fridge overnight.

The next day, divide each piece of dough in half. Flatten the dough out to a rough rectangle and gently fold the top third over the second third. Then fold the bottom third over the top to encase that. Seal the seam well. Turn over so that the seam is on the bottom, then, while applying light pressure, roll from the middle outwards to taper the ends.

Dust the baguettes with wholemeal flour and leave to prove in rows on baker’s muslin or clean tea towels for 30 minutes, then transfer to the fridge to rest for 30 minutes. The dough should spring back gently when pressed with a finger. (Under proved: springs back quickly. Over proved: dent remains when pressed.) Transfer the baguettes to a tray lined with baking paper.

Preheat the oven to 260°C fan, giving it at least an hour to heat up. Place two upturned baking trays in the oven to heat up.

Score each baguette with one confident cut (when baked, this slash allows the expanding gas to escape). Carefully slide the baguettes onto the hot upturned trays in the oven and bake for 8–10 minutes, or until the baguettes are golden. Remove from the oven and place on a wire rack. Listen to the sounds of the baguettes ‘singing’ – cheerfully, they snap, crackle and pop as their hot crusts meet the cooler air.
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Smoked Salmon and Garnishes

SERVES 8–10

Flashback. The kitchens at Claridge’s, late 1980s. Within the huge walk-in fridge there’s another walk-in fridge, and it’s small. I pull the metal door and step inside, and for a moment stand and gaze in wonderment. I inhale the gentle, deep, smoky aromas. This little room is a chilled larder crammed with sheer luxury.

There are tins of caviar and quail’s eggs, but the shelves are lined mostly with smoked ingredients, all of them specifically stored here so that their smokiness doesn’t permeate other ingredients in the larger walk-in fridge. And this is where we keep the sides of smoked salmon. Not a few sides, or a dozen, but scores of them, hanging by string in all their alluring dark-orange glory. Soon they would be prepared, one by one, placed on the trolley and wheeled into the dining room. Then the guests would get to enjoy them. Every few days, 50 or 60 sides were delivered to the kitchen. They had been treated with respect by the supplier, H. Forman & Son, and arrived in pallets, lovingly wrapped up in sheets of white paper.

When they arrived, the sides of salmon were untrimmed. Martyn Nail was John Williams’ sous chef at the time (and later he’d become head chef at Claridge’s). Martyn, who was to become a big part of my life, showed me how to clean and prep the smoked salmon. With a sharp, thin-bladed knife, the leathery skin is removed. The bones are removed from the belly of the fish, cutting between the rib cage and flesh. Next, starting at the head of the salmon, the pin bones are removed. Any firm bits of cartilage or thin bones are also removed. This leaves a boneless, neatly trimmed fillet. I could never complete the task without having a nibble (or five) of the flesh.

Preparing smoked salmon every day of my life became a cathartic experience. I looked forward to it. In time, I learnt that the salmon should be cured with the best-quality salt, and never sugar. It should be allowed to dry in the fridge before being smoked. Then, the fish is cold-smoked overnight for at least 12 hours. I don’t like the fish to be too firm, but quite soft and with some fattiness. It should not have an overbearing taste of smoke or taste fishy or oily. The skill of smoking salmon lies in creating a harmonious balance between soft fish and light smoke, with a bit of texture and bite to it.

To serve, it should be carved in thin slices, starting from the head. Each part of the fish has a slightly different level of saltiness. So, for each serving, include a slice from the head, another from the belly, and a slice from the tail. In other words, don’t carve from only the top or the belly.

Chef always tasted the smoked salmon before it was served, so I’d slice a piece from the top of the side and take it to him. He’d taste and – fingers crossed – nod approval. The side of smoked salmon was placed on the dining room trolley, a majestic sight. Alongside the fish, I placed lemon halves wrapped in muslin, as well as garnishes and a long-bladed carving knife for the waiter to slice the salmon in the dining room. I prepared slices of bread to go with it, too. A mantra played in my head to keep me alert: smoked salmon, garnishes, lemons, bread, knife on the trolley … smoked salmon, garnishes, lemons …

For lunch service, this glorious delicacy had to be on the trolley at 11.30 a.m. on the dot. That’s when the waiters came to collect it. I loved that whole process and I mastered it, partly because I cleaned and prepped hundreds and hundreds of smoked salmon. When I was the night chef, I’d go into that tiny walk-in fridge, just to stand and be surrounded by all those products, and yes, to eat a slice of smoked salmon (and, occasionally, a spoonful of caviar).
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When I opened Charlie’s at the grand Brown’s Hotel in Mayfair, I brought the tradition back into my life. Smoked salmon is served from a trolley in that dining room. And here at Trinity, we have a trolley of smoked salmon on Fridays. It is supplied by Moxon’s, the fishmonger in Clapham, which is owned by Robin Moxon, not only a dear friend of Trinity but also a dear friend of mine.

What a magnificent starter it is. Someone stands at the table and slices that beautiful salmon thin as can be. We serve it with slices of malted rye bread and garnishes of pickled cucumber, pickled shallots and whipped crème fraîche. It comes with a garnish of Polonaise sauce, which is a combination of toasted breadcrumbs and grated hard-boiled egg yolks and egg whites as well as herbs. This we bind with vinaigrette dressing to make a sauce. Polonaise brings texture, richness (of egg) and oomph. Keep it in the fridge. A little of this sauce goes a long way; never smother a dish with it.

Smoked salmon, however, is the stand-alone star. You may wish to make all of the garnishes or make none at all. Often, I like my slices with nothing more than a squeeze of fresh lemon juice, a turn of the black pepper mill and a slice of good bread.

There is only one time of year when I have a side of smoked salmon at home, and that’s at Christmas. I unwrap it on Christmas morning – a stunning gift to myself and my family – and carve. That’s our tradition: slices of smoked salmon, later followed by prawn cocktail (see page 294).





	1 side of top-quality smoked salmon, unsliced (and never vacuum-packed)

	lemon halves wrapped in muslin, to serve

	buttered brown bread, to serve



For the pickled shallots and cucumbers


	2 banana shallots, sliced into 3 mm rings

	1 small cucumber, sliced into 3 mm rounds

	100 ml Chardonnay vinegar

	100 ml water

	100 g caster sugar

	½ teaspoon fennel seeds

	½ teaspoon coriander seeds

	½ teaspoon sea salt flakes



For the whipped crème fraîche


	200 g good-quality crème fraîche

	4 g sea salt flakes

	lemon juice, to taste

	freshly ground black pepper

	extra virgin olive oil, to serve



For the Polonaise


	20 ml white wine vinegar

	1 teaspoon Dijon mustard

	60 ml extra virgin olive oil

	juice of ½ lemon

	2 hard-boiled eggs, yolks and whites separated

	30 g toasted breadcrumbs (see Note)

	10 g dill, chopped

	20 g shallot, diced

	sea salt flakes and ground black pepper






To make the pickled shallots and cucumber, first put the shallots and cucumber into separate bowls.

Bring the remaining ingredients to the boil in a small saucepan and then leave to cool. Once cool, pour the pickle liquor over the shallots and cucumber and leave to sit for 2–3 hours.

To make the whipped crème fraîche, whisk the crème fraîche with the salt in a bowl until thick, then season with lemon juice and black pepper. Before serving, slightly indent the top of the crème fraîche with the back of a spoon and drizzle with olive oil.

To make the Polonaise, first make the dressing by whisking together the vinegar and mustard in a bowl, then whisking in the oil to emulsify. Add the lemon juice and season with salt and pepper, to taste, then whisk once more.

Grate the egg yolks and egg whites separately, then mix both with the toasted breadcrumbs, dill and shallot. Bind with the dressing.

To serve, place the side of smoked salmon on a board and carve it at the table. For each guest, carve a slice from the head, belly and tail. Serve the smoked salmon slices with small bowls of the garnishes, as well as the lemon halves wrapped in muslin and triangles of buttered brown bread.




NOTE

Should you wish to make your own brioche breadcrumbs for the Polonaise, first trim away the crust, slice the loaf and blend it to make fine crumbs. Melt 250 g unsalted butter in a sauté pan, add the brioche crumbs and sauté over a medium-low heat until golden, stirring to prevent the crumbs burning. Strain through a fine-mesh sieve and drain on kitchen paper, then store in an airtight container.
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Smoked Salmon and Garnishes



Cured Sea Bass, Blood Orange, Chilli and Olive Oil

SERVES 4

Sea bass and blood oranges are in season at the same time, around late February to early March. They are unbelievably good together, and perhaps that’s why this dish has been on our menu for many years, served in the dining room downstairs and also Upstairs. It’s not a challenge. Sousing liquor (it’s a cinch to make) is poured over thin slices of fish and the juice of the oranges mixes with the liquor to balance it, with a little sea salt and, of course, a dash of your finest olive oil. On the palate, it is fresh and slightly sweet, and the chilli brings a hit of heat which complements the warmth of the olive oil. On the eye – the white fish, segments of red blood orange, red chilli and the greenish olive oil – it is colourful, dramatic and stunning. This dish requires the freshest fish and, if you want full confidence, I suggest freezing the fillets before slicing. The freezing process will kill most parasites and also make slicing easy.





	400 g sea bass centre-loin fillet (best from a large fish), filleted, pin-boned and skinned – ask your fishmonger to do this

	2 blood oranges, segmented

	1 red or green chilli, deseeded and thinly sliced

	4 basil leaves, torn

	good-quality extra virgin olive oil

	sea salt flakes



For the sousing liquor


	250 ml white wine vinegar

	125 ml water

	125 g caster sugar



For the orange dressing


	75 ml orange juice (ideally blood orange)

	75 ml best-quality extra virgin olive oil

	½ teaspoon caster sugar

	a large pinch of sea salt flakes






Make the sousing liquor by whisking together the vinegar, water and sugar in a bowl.

Slice the sea bass at an angle, in slices about 5 mm thick. Lay the slices in a dish and cover with the sousing liquor. Leave them in the liquor for 3–4 minutes.

Meanwhile, make the orange dressing by combining the orange juice and olive oil with the sugar in a bowl. Season with salt.

For each serving, arrange the cured sea bass and orange segments in a wide, shallow bowl (or plate). Scatter with the chilli and torn basil leaves. Pour the orange dressing into the bowl and dot it with olive oil. Season with salt.




NOTE

This also works beautifully with grapefruit instead of blood orange, as photographed, below.
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Cured Sea Bass, Blood Orange, Chilli and Olive Oil


All Things Bright and Beautiful

Vicki Byatt

The alarm goes off in the darkness before dawn, and by six I’m zipping along Battersea Park Road near the Thames, off to a magical wonderland …

Set beneath the towering shadows of Battersea Power Station, New Covent Garden Market spreads over almost 40 acres of Nine Elms on the south bank of the river. It’s a thriving hub for wholesalers of fruit and vegetables, but I go for the flower market, a stand-alone building slightly tucked away from the fruit and veg.

There are mornings when I might be exhausted and a bit glum in the cold, rainy weather, but that’s quickly forgotten as I step through the door. The dazzle of thousands of flowers and plants of all sizes, shapes and shades, with gorgeous perfumes, is instantly uplifting. Many of the vases in London’s restaurants are adorned with the produce from this corner of SW8.
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I come to buy flowers for Trinity, Bistro Union, Constance and for my flower shop, Trinity Florist, which opened in Fulham Pier in November 2025. I browse in Porter’s Foliage, probably my favourite shop, which in spring is filled with blossom, or at Christmastime with holly and eucalyptus.

As I look around, the construction of floral arrangements for Trinity is gradually coming together in my mind. Which colours will I use? Which filler flowers and foliage catch my eye? Maybe I’ll opt for a structural display or settle on a meadowy, wispy look (waxflower, with small star-shaped flowers on lanky, trailing stems, is a great filler – perfect for a bride’s bouquet – and comes in all sorts of lovely shades of pink, lilac and emerald).

I have a rough idea in advance of what I’d like, but sometimes that plan goes out the window, as I’m stopped in my tracks – wow, I’ve got to have that. It’s a feeling that can take me back to my childhood, when I fell in love with gardening while tending the beds with my mum. Her mother was a fantastic gardener – anything would grow for her. Mum and Nan were my green-fingered role models.
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A few years back, Adam asked me to take over the planters at the front of Trinity. They needed a complete re-do, so we ripped everything out and started all over again with Salvia ‘Hot Lips’, miscanthus grasses, dwarf acer trees and rosemary bushes that drape over the sides of the planter, and lots of bulbs for the spring.

I took a course in floristry and became responsible for arranging the big vase in the dining room, the bud vases on the tables and the displays Upstairs. During the Covid-19 pandemic, I took online courses. My confidence grew. My style developed.
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My arrangements are as seasonal as possible so that they sort of match Adam’s food, and our styles marry well. Think of the first taste of asparagus in spring or that first strawberry of early summer. Well, I feel that same excitement with the arrival of the year’s first poppy, peony or dahlia, and the wait is well worth it. My favourite arrangements are of blossom – quince, magnolia, cherry, apple, peach and apricot. There’s something beautiful about the stark branches and the soft flowers.

I help out others in the restaurant, too. A chef might ask for tulip petals for a
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Comté and Truffle Gougères
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Peaches and Cream
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Milk and Honey



























[image: ]
Milk and Honey



Rosie’s Chocolate Mousse

A Precious Thing























WINE PAIRING NOTES
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Raspberry Tartlets, Blackcurrant Leaf Crème Mousseline
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Beeswax Madeleines
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Tarte Fine of Quince
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Brown Butter Financiers
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This book is dedicated to Rose Wall.

Everybody needs that person whose belief in them is unconditional and unwavering.

A bastion of hope and giver of self-belief.

Dearest Nan, you were that and more.

Thank you.

Adam x




1. Hors d’oeuvres, Canapés and Snacks

2. Breads, Butters and Doughs

3. Soups: Chilled and Hot

4. Sauces, Garnishes, Dressings and Pickle Liquors

5. Fish and Shellfish

6. Meats

7. Vegetables

8. Cakes, Patisserie and Biscuits

9. Desserts and Puddings
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