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YIAYIA ANASTASIA’S MEDITERRANEAN ROASTED VEGETABLES FROM CORFU

This is a yiayia classic and a take on the traditional dish tourlou tourlou. It’s so simple to pull together but packs a flavourful punch through the amount of garlic and olive oil Yiayia anastasia uses. I like to make a huge tray of this so that there’s enough left for a salad the next day, which I’ll bulk up with quinoa or couscous. It’s also a great accompaniment to roast chicken, should you fancy adding a little Greek flavour to your Sunday roast.

Serves 4

Vegan

150 ml (5 fl oz/scant ⅔ cup) olive oil

2 red onions, chopped

½ bulb of garlic, cloves crushed or finely chopped

20 g (¾ oz) parsley leaves, chopped

2 heaped tablespoons dried oregano

1 tablespoon sea salt flakes

1 teaspoon ground black pepper

350 g (12 oz) carrots

300 g (10½ oz) large courgettes (zucchini)

400 g (14 oz) aubergines (eggplants)

300 g (10½ oz) green (bell) peppers

400 g (14 oz) potatoes, peeled and cut into wedges

2 tomatoes or 2 handfuls of cherry tomatoes, sliced or quartered

1 glass of water

TO SERVE

Traditional Tzatziki

feta

sourdough bread

Preheat the oven to 200°C (425°F/gas 7) and line a large roasting tin with baking parchment.

In a bowl, mix together the oil, onions, garlic, parsley, oregano, salt and pepper until combined.

Slice the tops off the carrots, courgettes and aubergines.

Slice lengthways into the peppers, courgettes and aubergines twice (once on each side) but don’t halve them – cut into them just enough to make an indentation running the length of the vegetable.

Stuff these indentations with some of the olive oil and herb mixture. Transfer the peppers, courgettes and aubergines to the prepared roasting tin.

Now drop the carrots, potatoes and tomatoes into the bowl with the olive oil mixture and toss to coat.

Arrange these vegetables in the roasting tin around the courgettes, aubergines and peppers.

Add the water to the remaining olive oil mixture and then pour what is remaining into the roasting tin.

Add an extra crack of black pepper, then transfer to the oven and roast for 1–1½ hours. During that time, if you see that the vegetables are taking on a little too much colour, turn them over or cover with foil to prevent them from burning. Yiayia Anastasia likes to cook this for as long as possible so that the flavours develop.

Serve with a blob of tzatziki, a chunk of feta and a good wedge of sourdough.
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YIAYIA ANASTASIA’S TRADITIONAL TZATZIKI FROM CORFU

Serves 4–6

Vegetarian

300 g (10½ oz) good-quality Greek yoghurt (it must be creamy and dense, such as Fage)

100 g (3½ oz) cucumber

4 garlic cloves (or 2 large cloves), crushed or very finely chopped

squeeze of lemon juice

handful of dill, finely chopped

1 black kalamata olive

sea salt and freshly ground black pepper

Put the yoghurt in a bowl.

On a surface covered with a kitchen towel you don’t mind getting a little messy, grate the cucumber (skin and all), then strain out any excess water using the towel to wring out the moisture from the cucumber (best to do this over a bowl or sink).

Add the drained cucumber to the bowl with the yoghurt, then add most of the garlic.

Mix well, then add lemon juice to taste and a pinch of salt and pepper. Taste and adjust the seasoning, adding more garlic if you can handle the kick.

Transfer to a serving bowl and sprinkle over the dill.

Top the tzatziki with the single olive, to serve in the traditional Greek taverna style.
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YIAYIA ANASTASIA

 Born Corfu, 1937

‘When I first married and I had my two children, we were so poor that we slept on the floor. In those years it was still difficult here, no one had any money and tourism wasn’t a thing. We had two rooms in the house and that was it. It wasn’t just us living in this house either. I moved in with my in-laws. They slept in one room and my husband Giorgi, the children and I all slept in the adjoining room. We couldn’t afford beds, so we slept on hay-filled mattresses.

Before I moved in, the house was just a small shack with animals running in and out – cows lived here. It wasn’t until I came to Perivoli village from the next village along that they moved the animals out and built a proper house with plumbing and electricity.

We would eat vegetables because that was what we could grow and what the odd neighbour would have to give us. We still exchange fruit and vegetables here in the village. If I grow too many peppers, I’ll give some to my sister Stamatella and she’ll give me the wild greens she picks. Life hasn’t changed for us much and we don’t ask for a lot – just enough rain for a good harvest.’
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THEIA STAMATELLA’S TSIGARELLI (SPICY WILD GREENS) FROM CORFU

Theia (aunt) Stamatella is my yiayia’s younger sister, and is famous in our family for her tsigarelli. Like her signature dish of wild greens with plenty of spice, Stamatella is warming and strong in equal measure. She’s lived difficult moments and raised her children alone in a Greek village at a time when single motherhood in rural Greece was unheard of and most definitely frowned upon. Like everything in life though, she did it with grace and kindness.

She is the aunt whose face fills with joy and eyes stream with happy tears when she sees me. She’s the one my British mother and I have fled to for comfort after too many harsh words from Yiayia. She will travel across the country at a moment’s notice to offer extra care for her grandchildren’s new-born babies. A Corfiot fairy godmother.

I’ve tweaked her tsigarelli recipe slightly in regards to the horta (wild greens) Stamatella uses, because the horta she forages in Corfu can be impossible to find, even in the rest of Greece. This dish is a great way to use up old beetroot, carrot and fennel tops, it’s super simple to make and is best served with crusty bread to soak up all that oil. I’ve actually also tried this as a sauce for pasta, which yielded great results.

Make sure to use a combination of greens and be aware that if you’re using spinach, it will wilt more than other greens, so it’s best to add it to the pan when there is just 5 minutes of cooking time left. Always include the stems of the greens – you want all the goodness in there.

Serves 4

Vegan

800 g (1 lb 12 oz) wild greens with their stems (can be a selection of beetroot/beet, carrot and fennel tops as well as chervil, nettles, spinach and dandelion), washed thoroughly

400 ml (13 fl oz/generous 1½ cups) water

150 ml (5 fl oz/scant ⅔ cup) olive oil

1 tablespoon ground black pepper

1 tablespoon paprika

1 teaspoon ground cinnamon

1 hot red chilli

5 cloves

½ tablespoon salt

125 g (4 oz) tinned tomatoes or fresh tomato, grated

Put all the ingredients into a large saucepan, bring to the boil and then simmer over a medium heat for 20–30 minutes until most of the water has evaporated and the sauce has come together nicely.
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THEIA STAMATELLA

 Born Corfu, 1940

‘I built my kitchen outhouse with its wood-fired oven myself when I was eight months pregnant. I would say it’s been a tough life. Years ago, our mothers just gave birth to babies one after the other. I was one of ten children, and it was my elder siblings who were left to take care of me, some of whom stole my food.

It was the years of the war and post-war and we didn’t have much to eat on the island. We had to make do with what we had. This is why women my age all know which wild greens to pick to put into a tsigarelli. There are all sorts of wild greens we can make it with.

It didn’t get better when I got married. My husband left me when I was 33 years old, still young and in my prime. He just decided to go and start a new life in America. We had three children together at the time. My eldest was only eight years old. He went to America for 44 years and now he’s back and wants to live together like man and wife.

He found a new woman in America and had a child with her. He even sent the boy here a few weeks at a time to learn Greek. He was six years old when he came for the first time, but what could I do? My husband sent him on his own on the plane and I couldn’t turn him away. It wasn’t his fault.

We never divorced and then five years ago, he showed up and wanted to come and live back in the family home. I didn’t want him but my children wanted to give him a chance, so he lives here now but we sleep in separate rooms. Other women in the village have the audacity to ask me why I don’t cook for him!

I stayed single for my children, even though I was incredibly young when he left. I didn’t go on and meet someone else. Other men wanted me right the way up until my seventies. Of course by that point it was an old man who asked after me, but still. I had a sewing machine and I made money for my family myself. I made it work.’
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YIAYIA EVANGELIA’S TOMATOKEFTEDES (TOMATO FRITTERS) FROM SANTORINI

I’m cooking with Yiayia Evangelia off-season in Santorini and it is a different island to the one I’ve visited in the past. Come summer, the caldera of this ancient volcano will be packed with photo-snapping tourists who cram into the village of Oia to get a glance at the dramatic sloping landscape and its now-famous white cube homes. Before the tourists, though, there were people like Eva, who have known and lived this island in very different circumstances.

She makes me cry with the poems she has written for loved ones and tells me stories of transcendent experiences she’s had in life. Spiritual and devoutly religious, she still mourns the loss of her husband, Carlos, and when she speaks about him, I have a strong sense of her loss.

Together we make tomatokeftedes using Santorini’s top produce: the tomato. The volcanic soil makes Santorini the perfect tomato-growing spot. Each and every one of the tomatoes I sneak into my mouth is a juicy, sweet burst of delight. When you’re shopping for produce for this dish, ensure you sample the tomatoes and choose ones in season, with plenty of flavour.

Serves 4–6

Vegan

500 g (1 lb 2 oz) cherry tomatoes off the vine

3 red onions, roughly chopped

100 g/3½ oz of spearmint (about 2 large bunches), leaves finely chopped

2 teaspoons dried basil

2 teaspoons fine table salt

1 teaspoon cracked black pepper

300 ml (10 fl oz/1¼ cups) water

500 g (1 lb 2 oz/4 cups) plain (all-purpose) flour

300 ml (10 fl oz/1¼ cups) sunflower oil

Greek yoghurt mixed with chopped dill, to serve

Put the tomatoes into a large bowl, roll up your sleeves and crush them in the bowl by hand. You want to see the juice pop from inside the tomatoes.

Add the red onions and mix in by hand, followed by the chopped spearmint leaves. Mix in the basil, salt and pepper by hand.

Once everything is combined, pour in the water, followed by the flour. Mix by hand until the flour becomes wet and combines with the tomato mixture.

Heat the sunflower oil in a dry, non-stick, deep frying pan (skillet) over a high heat for 1 minute or so until you can drop a tiny amount of your mix into the oil and it begins to rapidly sizzle.

Drop a level tablespoon of the tomato mixture into the hot oil. It doesn’t need to be a perfect shape – yiayiades care about flavour. Cook three or four tomatokeftedes at a time, depending on how many tablespoons of mixture can fit into your pan. You want space between each one so that they don’t stick together and become a clump. Fry for 2–3 minutes on one side, then use a spoon to lift from the underside and turn the tomatokeftedes over and fry for a further 1–2 minutes until they are crisp and reddish-brown all over. The frying time will become faster as the oil heats up, so check the undersides to ensure they aren’t burning.

Remove the tomatokeftedes with a slotted spoon and drain on paper towels. Serve with Greek yoghurt and dill for dipping.
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YIAYIA EVANGELIA

 Born Santorini, 1958

‘The dishes I make are at least four generations old, and here on the island we cook with what is available to us. We’re well known for our tomatoes, so many of our most traditional dishes include them.

I fast before special saint days as well as Easter and Christmas, so dishes like this are an important part of my diet. We Orthodox Christians don’t eat meat or dairy when we fast, and some don’t even allow themselves olive oil. I think it’s important to have these periods of self-restraint; it doesn’t just do good to the body, it purifies your mind. I find there’s more clarity and reflection when I fast. It’s a spiritual experience to cleanse.

Life on the island has changed so much in my lifetime. When I was a little girl, to get anywhere we would go by donkey, not by car. Before there were roads and tourists we were an island of fields and fields of fava (yellow split peas), tomatoes and grapevines.’
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YIAYIA KATINA’S PRASSOPITA (LEEK PIE) FROM FLORINA

Born Meliti, Florina, 1939

Dedication by Meni Valle, food educator and cookbook author

Florina in northern Greece is where my family is from. Along with its beautiful mountain landscape and stunning lakes, this region is famous for its pites (pies). This is one of my favourites.

My mother, Katina, migrated to Australia in the late 1950s, as many did in those days, in search of a better life. For my mother it was a little more than that. She followed her heart and travelled to Australia to be with my father, Kosta, her fiancé at the time.

I never met my own grandmothers, but I’m forever grateful that my children had my mother as their yiayia. I still remember their little faces when they were young, covered in icing (confectioner’s) sugar when my mother would allow them to have kourabiedes (almond biscuits/cookies) with a glass of milk for breakfast. I loved the way she would prepare whatever meal they asked for; nothing was ever too much trouble.

My mother’s kitchen was always inviting and filled with warmth, her favourite Greek tunes usually playing in the background. I adored being among the chatter and laughter, my mother in charge and instructing my father and myself of jobs to be done.

She would have bowls of fillings for a pita arranged on the kitchen bench. Balls of dough sitting on a tablecloth resting at the kitchen table, waiting patiently to be rolled out into paper-thin sheets, ready to assemble the pita.

 Serves 4–6

Vegetarian

FOR THE RUSTIC FILO PASTRY

500 g (1 lb 2 oz/4 cups) strong white bread flour, plus extra for dusting

2 teaspoons salt

2 tablespoons olive oil

1 tablespoon apple cider vinegar

250 ml (8½ fl oz/1 cup) warm water

FOR THE FILLING

1 kg (2 lb 4 oz) leeks, finely sliced

plenty of olive oil, for frying and brushing

300 g (10½ oz) feta, crumbled

3 eggs

60 ml (2 fl oz/¼ cup) whole milk

salt and freshly ground black pepper

First make the pastry. Sift the flour and salt into a large bowl. Make a well in the centre and pour in the olive oil, vinegar and warm water. Mix the flour into the liquid mixture slowly until it comes together. Add a little more water if you need to.

Knead the mixture into a soft and elastic dough, then form it into a ball, cover the bowl with a cloth and leave to rest for 1 hour. While the dough is resting, prepare your filling.

Sauté the leeks with a little oil in a frying pan (skillet) until softened, about 1 minute.

Once soft, remove from the heat and transfer to a large bowl, then add the feta, egg and milk and season to taste. Mix well, then set aside.

Preheat the oven to 180°C (400°F/gas 6).

Divide the dough into four balls. On a lightly floured surface, roll one of the balls out into a sheet using a long, thin rolling pin. Keep rolling in all directions until you have a large, round and very fine sheet that is so thin that you can see your hand through it. Repeat with the remaining balls.

Prepare a 23 x 33 cm (9 x 13 inch) baking dish (tapsi) by brushing with olive oil. You can now place a sheet of filo in the dish – it should be about 5 cm (2 inches) larger than the baking dish, so you have enough pastry to fold over once finished to make a crimped edge. Brush the pastry with oil, then top with another sheet.

Top the two sheets with the filling and cover with the remaining two filo sheets, again brushing with olive oil between the sheets. The edges of the pastry should fall out over the dish. Fold these back in on themselves, then gently crimp them so they create a ‘rim’, which will form a nice crust when baked.

Score the pastry into portions and brush generously with olive oil, including the edges. Sprinkle with a little water before baking in the oven for 30–40 minutes until crisp and golden.
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YIAYIA THEODORA’S HORTOPITA (WILD GREENS AND FETA PIE) FROM PONTUS

Yiayia Theodora is a filo-rolling queen. She moves so fast that I can’t keep up with her, flicking her long, thin verga (a special rolling pin for pastry) back and forth across her Formica table to create ultra-fine sheets of pastry for our hortopita.

I’m in the far north of Greece, in Theodora’s village of asprovalta. I’ve driven past misty fields, thick in a blanket of fog, making the journey from Thessaloniki seem almost mystical. This is a world away from the light, bright Greece I know. Giant pines line the road and the countryside stretches on for miles. There’s a definite sense of being near the Balkans here – the weather more treacherous, the landscape wilder.

Yiayia Theodora is a proud ‘Pontia’. For generations, the Pontic Greeks lived in Pontus, on the Black Sea and in north-eastern anatolia. Yiayia Theodora’s family, along with many others, migrated from there to northern Greece, bringing their indecipherable dialect and incredible pita-crafting culture with them. While spanakopita has made it into the mainstream, hortopita like the one Theodora makes is a rarer find. What makes this one so special is the combination of greens and herbs for a wholesome, flavourful filling.

Pack it in your picnic to share or else snack on this for days. On first sight it may look like a lot of greens, but they wilt down a lot in the pan, so don’t skimp on the good stuff. You can easily make this a vegan recipe by omitting the eggs and feta.

Serves 6–8

Vegetarian

1 kg (2 lb 4 oz) spinach

1 kg (2 lb 4 oz) wild or mixed greens (can be a combination of beetroot/beet and carrot tops, chervil, rocket/arugula, wild chicory, dandelion and nettles), washed thoroughly

bunch of parsley

handful of peppermint leaves

3 tablespoons salt

olive oil, for frying

8 spring onions (scallions), finely chopped

3 large eggs, beaten

300 g (10½ oz) feta, crumbled

1 x recipe quantity Rustic Filo Pastry

Put the greens and herbs into a large bowl. Add 2 tablespoons of the salt, toss and set aside for 5 minutes.

Heat a splash of oil in a large non-stick frying pan (skillet) or wok over a medium heat, then add the spring onions and sweat for 1–2 minutes.

Meanwhile, fill the bowl of greens with water, then tip out into a colander, squeezing the leaves with your hands to remove any extra moisture – this will help to avoid a soggy pita. Add the drained greens to the frying pan with the spring onions, stirring and folding the leaves in with a wooden spoon. Continue like this for up to 5 minutes while the water from the leaves evaporates, then transfer back to the colander to strain one last time before setting aside and allowing to cool.

When the greens are cool, add the eggs and feta and mix well. Your Pontic hortopita filling is ready to go. Roll out the pastry dough, fill the pie and bake as per the instructions.
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YIAYIA THEODORA

Born Drama, 1934

‘These pites and the way we make them originated with the Pontics in Turkey. Lots of Greeks were refugees in our own country, once upon a time. My family had to leave Cappadocia, but we have managed to keep our language, Pontic Greek. We’re still proud of our roots and so we’re one of the few ethnic groups that has held onto its dialect here in Greece. If I speak it now, you won’t be able to understand me. It’s something between Turkish, Greek and Slavic.

My own father was killed by Bulgarians when I was only seven years old. The Bulgarians were trying to take territory in my village and they rounded up all the men, took them to the schoolyard and shot them. I heard gun fire and didn’t know it was my father that was being killed until afterwards. I heard it all from the village. Then I found out it was my father that had been shot and without a moment’s notice we had to leave with nothing. It was the dead of winter and so cold it was snowing, and we had to walk without proper coats through the snow to get to Thessaloniki from Drama. I don’t wish that kind of hardship on anyone.

Thankfully, God gave me my husband when I was just 17 and we’ve been inseparable ever since. I’ve only ever been with one man in my life. I swear to you, I was intact for him like the day I was born. We didn’t have this rubbing up with one man, rubbing up with another, type thing. What are these things that young people do these days? Only with my husband!’
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YIAYIA MARIA’S AMIGDALOPITA (ALMOND CAKE) FROM SIFNOS

A net curtain peels back to reveal a wisened old lady with a halo of white hair around a smiling face. I’ve ridden on the back of a scooter to get to Maria’s, down bright whitewashed alleys that make my eyes ache. She lives next to her son’s kafeneion in Sifnos, where tourists come thinking they’re getting an authentic experience without knowing that a quirky home full of ancient crockery, family photos, crochet and this yiayia, the real picture of Sifnian life, sits metres away from them.

Together we make an amigdalopita, which is essentially an almond cake. Thanks to the syrup and to the quantity of eggs, this is an incredibly moist dessert that is best enjoyed with a dollop of yoghurt or ice cream to cut through all the sugar. She’s handwritten her recipe and tells me that baking is all about precision (though she does admit to adding and taking away on occasion and proudly concludes that regardless of this, her desserts always turn out well).

I’m shocked to read the recipe calls for 13 eggs, but she assures me it’s on account of the enormous baking tray (pan) she uses. She used to supply the kafeneion with its desserts and her almond cake recipe was always a stand-out, so she’s used to making vast quantities. I’ve halved the recipe to fit a smaller tray.

Serves 12

Vegetarian

6 large eggs, separated

250 g (9 oz/1 cup plus 4 teaspoons) caster (superfine) sugar

½ heaped teaspoon ground cinnamon

pinch of salt

115 g (4 oz/scant 1¼ cups) ground almonds (almond meal)

35 g (1¼ oz/⅓ cup) dried breadcrumbs, blitzed

1 heaped teaspoon baking powder

50 ml (1¾ fl oz/3 tablespoons) cognac

FOR THE SYRUP

140 g (4¾ oz/scant ⅔ cup) granulated sugar

130 ml (4½ fl oz/generous ½ cup) water

½ slice of lemon

Preheat the oven to 170°C (375°F/gas 5) and grease and line a 23 cm (9 inch) brownie tin with baking parchment.

In a bowl, combine the egg yolks with the sugar, cinnamon and salt. Yiayia Maria uses her hand like a giant whisk, but you can use a wooden spoon. Once combined, fold in the almonds and breadcrumbs.

In a separate bowl, use an electric whisk on high speed to beat the egg whites until fluffy, frothy, soft peaks – about 4 minutes.

Working quickly, so as not to leave your fluffy whites too long, dissolve the baking powder into the cognac, then pour this into the yolk mixture, stirring to combine.

Spoon a little of the egg white into the yolk mixture and thoroughly stir to loosen the mixture. Then gradually and gently fold the rest of the egg whites into the yolk and almond mixture.

Transfer the finished batter into the prepared tin and bake for 25 minutes, or until risen and deeply golden on top, and a skewer inserted into the middle comes out clean.

Meanwhile, make the syrup by combining all the ingredients in a saucepan, bringing them to the boil, then simmering over a medium heat for 15 minutes.

Pour the syrup onto the cake as soon as it’s out of the oven, letting it seep into it. Leave to cool before cutting into squares and serving.
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YIAYIA MARIA

 Born Sifnos, 1941

‘Here on Sifnos so many of us share the same name – including our surnames – that each family has its own nickname out of necessity. I’m not sure where mine, Patsoulenia, came from, but it was the name of my great aunt (the sister of my grandmother). She took care of me because my mother and father had five children and we were all too much for her to look after. I was the only one of my siblings who was sent off to live with her in the village. I never understood why they chose me, because I was the second child, not the youngest.

I had to have a lot of patience living with her because she wasn’t of my mother’s generation, she was of my yiayia’s generation. She was incredibly strict, and I had a hard time with her. She had worked in Egypt for many years for other families and when she came back to Sifnos, my mum and dad thought it best to let her raise me. If there’s anything I’ve learned in life, it’s to have patience with other people. Otherwise, you just can’t get by. You get too wound up within yourself.

I only went to primary school because there wasn’t a secondary school close to my village and my parents didn’t have the means to send me. We were behind in a lot of things for many years here on the island. I was born during the German occupation and for many years after it we didn’t have any of the modern luxuries that other people did. There was only one doctor on the island and even he was barely ever at his home when we would go knocking. If you had a problem, he’d be annoyed that you were keeping him from going fishing.

My great aunt taught me how to do a lot of things, one of which was to cook, and I appreciate her for that. This amigdalopita is one I would always be asked to make for weddings. We have lots of desserts that feature almonds on the island and traditionally, it’s these desserts that we serve at weddings. I’d also make six or seven trays of these for the Assumption of Mary on 15 August or at Easter. It always goes down well, and I have no idea how to make it for any fewer than ten people.’




 THANK YOUS

Writing a book like this is not a solitary task. Yiayia was made possible because of so many extra hands lent in the research phase. Organising Greek grandmas that are used to saying ‘Yes, just come and we’ll talk about it on the day,’ is no easy feat. Thank you to the grandchildren, family members and loved ones of the women featured in this book. Without your powers of persuasion, the homes you opened up to us and the beds you made for us in those homes, it might have never happened.

My biggest collaborator in this project has been Marco Arguello, a good friend and incredibly talented photographer who made travelling while pregnant feel (for the most part) effortless and fun. Thank you for the beautiful photos but also for your humour, stamina and ability to make light of even the most taxing situations. Chasing goats, cattle and Snickers ice cream as well as yiayiades across Greece with you are fond memories I will treasure. I’ll never forget those crazy months and the commitment you gave to such a busy schedule. It means a lot.

Second to Marco, Jasmine Phillips, recipe tester extraordinaire, has saved my life, taking on the task of testing the recipes for a reader beyond Greece. Your diligence and focus on the details will make this a much better book than I could have hoped to have written without you.

In the pages of this book are recipes generously shared by fellow Greek foodies along with heartfelt dedications to their own Yiayiades. Thank you for the time it took you all to do this. It makes this book even more precious.

Huge appreciation also to the Society of Authors and K Blundell Trust, whose generous grant went into powering my latest granny mission. I’ve felt so looked after since joining the society. Thank you.

This book would not have come to fruition were it not for my agents at The Blair Partnership who saw promise in my cooking with grandmothers brand, Matriarch Eats. They have held my hand after a rocky introduction to the world of publishing and have restored my faith in the industry since I signed with them at the start of this journey.

The same can be said for the team at Hardie Grant, who have been understanding with my pressured pregnancy schedule. It helps that on finding your book has been commissioned in the same week that you see two blue lines, your editors are also pregnant with their first babies. Glory be to matriarchs!


 Founder of the Matriarch Eats brand, Anastasia Miari has been cooking with and interviewing the world’s grandmothers for six years. She holds a Guild of Food Writer’s Award for ‘inspired storytelling and great journalistic integrity’. She freelances for Lonely Planet Guides, Monocle Magazine, Konfekt Magazine, the Guardian, the Sunday Times and is Courier magazine’s Athens-based correspondent. Anastasia is also the author of Grand Dishes, a book of stories and recipes from grandmothers of the globe inspired by her own Greek grandmother (Unbound, 2021).



@matriarcheats
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