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How to use this ebook


Select one of the chapters from the main contents list  and you will be taken to a list of all the recipes covered in that chapter.


Alternatively, jump to the index  to browse recipes by ingredient.


Look out for linked text throughout the ebook that you can select to help you navigate to related recipes.



INTRODUCTION:

THE SCOOP, THE WHOLE SCOOP AND NOTHING BUT THE SCOOP

There is nothing more incongruous than the collision of unforeseen and spectacular life-changing events that led to the creation of The Icecreamists. It began when I was an excitable, stuttering, five-year-old seaside boy, waiting for my father to buy me my first-ever Flake 99 ice cream as I gripped a stick of rock in one hand and a Kiss Me Quick hat in the other.

We lived on what we affectionately called ‘Planet Thanet’, a piece of chalky rock bobbing around at the southern end of the North Sea, surrounded by the crumbling seaside towns of Margate, Ramsgate and Broadstairs. As I left the ice cream parlour on Margate seafront, I used the chocolate Flake bar to press the ice cream gently down into the cone to make sure every mouthful consisted of softly whipped ice cream and crunchy wafer pieces.

But I was then to experience for the first time the bittersweet pain of loss as, juggling my stick of rock and hat, I dropped my frozen treat on to the seafront. My father couldn’t help but laugh as I stood weeping, ice cream dripping down my T-shirt and melting into the pores of the concrete promenade. The sadness and humour in what that dropped ice cream represented remains with me to this day: a reminder that, like childhood, life passes all too soon; innocence lost, melting away in a decaying seaside town.

From that early age my fascination with ice cream was not only enduring, but became a metaphor for life: it was fickle, fleeting, fragile and in a permanent state of flux. It is no exaggeration to say it would shape my life emotionally, physically and politically.
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After I escaped from Planet Thanet, there followed a 20-year career in ice cream as a consultant for the likes of Unilever and Mars, before becoming creative director on major UK ice cream brands and launching the UK’s first Italian gelato, ‘Antonio Federici’.

Even when I faced profound personal challenges after losing contact with my children during a painful divorce, I found solace and inspiration in the cold comfort of ice cream.

nothing else on god’s earth connected me to my inner child like the memory of my first flake 99

I was the same excitable five year-old boy from Planet Thanet, but trapped in the body of a 40-year-old man.

icecreamist: a person addicted to or obsessed with ice cream. ‘an extreme ice cream fanatic.’ icecreamism Can be highly addictive and infectious.

In 2008 I persuaded my family to join me on my deranged adventure with some research trips, first to New York, and then to the beguiling, jewel-encrusted coves of the Italian riviera and the shimmering ports of Portofino and Rapallo. From there, I studied with Italian gelato master Roberto Lobrano and realized that whilst Italian gelato was the Holy Grail for an ice cream evangelist like me, it was bound by a frustratingly rigid set of Italian traditions and codes. As I pursued the idea of an experimental ice cream concept, I found a whole plethora of facts that would seed the idea in my head, of ice cream as a medium for political protest.

To my mind, it could be elevated to another level by cold-fusing it with cocktail techniques and pop culture influences to create ice cream from another dimension. Of course, this was heresy to many of my Italian colleagues, but Roberto rose to the challenge, producing sublime gelatos that transported artisan ice cream to vertiginous new heights.

I then tapped into my melting pot of other influences, cross-fertilizing ideas from abstract reference points with a team of chefs and cocktail mixologists. We put ice cream on toast, added popping candy that would blow your fillings out, we blowtorched ice cream at the table, flamed another with a shot of 90% homemade chilli vodka – all in an attempt to satiate my pyromaniac tendencies.

The final chapter in the development of the whipped-up, mixed-up, upside-down world of The Icecreamists was shaped in the various custody suites and police cells I holidayed in during my campaigning days. As the founder of Fathers 4 Justice, I had a background in staging dramatic, high-profile events that explored the outer extremities of the law and breached national security with alarming frequency – much to the chagrin of the British government.

This coincided with a fashionably brief stint in rehab, where I concluded that ice cream had previously unrealized addictive and hallucinatory properties. The idea of ‘icecreamism’ was born in a One Flew Over the Cuckoo’s Nest moment as I challenged patients to ‘lick their addiction’ with Randle P. McMurphy gusto. ‘Take me to my dealer!’ I would announce to the nursing staff as I berated my Librium-popping chums for their over-enthusiastic consumption of drugs designed to knock them into a catatonic stupor.

i concluded there and then, there could be no better medium than ice cream to celebrate the culture of addiction

In June 2008 I had retired from frontline campaigning to devote the next few years of my life to this as yet unnamed ice cream project. Scotland Yard, concerned that my move into ice cream might be some elaborate cover story for the overthrow of the British government (I jest not), sent two officers from Counter Terrorism Command down to Romsey in Hampshire, where I was living at the time. As I was being questioned inquisitorially about the authenticity of my love of ice cream, they told me of their concern about ‘domestic extremists’. I fixed my icy gaze on the senior officer and flippantly declared, ‘I am not an extremist, I am an icecreamist.’ And there, in that moment of absurdity, sitting in front of counter terrorism police officers, The Icecreamists were born.

My next mission would be to liberate the world – one lick at a time

BRAIN FREEZE

THE HISTORY OF ICE CREAM IS PLAGUED with inaccurate and often fabricated claims. Early evidence of ice cream comes from China between 618 and 907, during the Tang period. King Shang used to have a frozen dish made for him out of buffalo milk, flour and camphor.

GELATO is credited to Bernardo Buontalenti, a 16th-century Florentine, who presented his creation to the court of Catherina de Medici. However, this is disputed, as variations of gelato are thought to have existed in many similar forms for thousands of years.

THE WORLD’S TOP five consumers of ice cream per capita are the USA, New Zealand, Denmark, Australia and Belgium.

THE COLDER IT GETS the more ice cream you eat. The highest consumption of ice cream per capita in Europe is in chilly Scandinavia.

ICE CREAM SUNDAES were created when in the late 19th century when it was illegal to sell ice cream with flavoured soda on a Sunday in the American town of Evanston. Traders circumnavigated the law by serving ice cream with a syrup and calling it an ‘Ice Cream Sunday’. They later replaced the ‘y’ with an ‘e’ to avoid upsetting religious leaders.

CAN YOU LICK IT? Yes you can! American presidents have a long association with ice cream. As a boy, President ‘Ike’ Eisenhower worked in the ice cream factory of the Belle Springs Creamery Company in Abilene, Kansas. During the 1960 American presidential election, voters could choose between the Nixon Bar and the Kennedy Bar, both of which carried pictures of the candidates. President Barack Obama used to work for Baskin Robbins, an American Ice Cream brand.

RIVAL GANGS in Glasgow during the 1980s used ice cream vans as a cover for selling drugs and stolen goods, resulting in the infamous ‘Glasgow Ice Cream Wars’. Strathclyde Police were later nicknamed the ‘Serious Chimes Squad’ for their alleged incompetence in dealing with the gang warfare.

IN THE FORMER SOVIET REPUBLIC OF BELARUS ‘Organized ice cream eating’ was banned by the president because it was considered an unauthorized public assembly. Government agents broke up the event, arresting many of the people the government regarded as ‘extremists’. The idea of organized ice cream eating as political protest was born.

BAGHDAD enjoyed more ice cream per capita during the Iraq War than the Americans did in some US cities.

IN THE 2008 GAZA WAR the Israelis bombed the Al Ameer ice cream factory in Gaza. Owner Yaser Alwadeya said, ‘I can’t figure out why the Israelis thought that Hamas had anything to do with ice cream.’

DURING PROHIBITION major breweries, including Anheuser-Busch and Stroh’s, produced barrels of ice cream instead of spirits.

ADOLF HITLER decreed in July 1933 that German ice cream had to contain at least 10% milk-fat.
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One small lick for man. One giant scoop for mankind

In 2009, as the world was in economic meltdown, The Icecreamists were about to occupy 3,500 square feet of Selfridges department store, London, with a subterranean God Save the Cream guerrilla-punk pop-up boutique. This was no ordinary ice cream parlour, rather a deliciously twisted satanic temple of cool filtered through my febrile imagination. Selfridges rocked to our house band (called, naturally, The Icecreamists), there was a cinema and we also had an ice cream van covered in political slogans and driven by a dummy of Her Majesty the Queen.
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The boutique also dispensed our first infamous ice cream cocktail, The Sex Pistol. This frisky little minx consisted of ‘natural stimulant’ ice cream and a shot of absinthe served from an intravenous drip by Nurse Selena. Not only was this medication that needed administering, but when we put it in a cone, a national newspaper dubbed it the ‘Whorenetto’. This was an ice cream with enough erectile properties to raise people from the dead.

But the stimulant ice cream also aroused vast amounts of press attention and controversy. Within days it was ‘Sex Pistols at dawn’, as the punk band I had mistakenly assumed to be dead turned out to be alive and claiming that our ice cream infringed their intellectual copyright of the Queen. I pointed out that our use of the Queen was subverting their subversion of the Queen’s image, which they didn’t have permission to use in the first place.

We arrived in London’s Covent Garden in February 2011 with the snarling, schizophrenic mash-up of apocalyptic cool that was our first permanent store. We opened with a ‘Lick Your Addiction’ treatment programme of sub-zero elixirs that had been specifically tailored to treat lapsed hell-raisers, recovering hedonists and practising satirists, fugitives and diabetics. It was then that my long-suffering benefactor and business partner, the incomparable Frank Frederick, challenged me to create an ice cream story in the middle of winter that would end up on CNN.

I dutifully consulted my vault of recipes and concepts and resurrected the idea of breast milk ice cream.

some people argued against the idea, saying that breast milk was a bodily fluid, ‘but so is cows’ milk,’ i replied. ‘breast milk is for kids,’ said others. ‘well, guess what?’ i responded. ‘cows’ milk is for calves.’

whatever is funny is subversive. Every joke is a custard pie. a dirty joke a sort of mental rebellion. george orwell

Human beings, I had discovered, are the only mammals that drink the milk of other mammals. I was fascinated by society’s revulsion to breast milk. This was an opportunity for a taboo-breaking, iconoclastic ice cream.

So it happened. We called it Baby Gaga and advertised for donors on Mumsnet. Fifteen came forward, but I chose mother of one Victoria Hiley. She was an articulate exponent of breast-feeding. She was screened in line with hospital standards and we went ahead and made our first batch. On 25 February 2011 we opened our doors to what became a global phenomenon.

For added satirical authenticity, we said the ice cream was freshly squeezed, free range and totally natural, and came served with a shot of Calpol and a baby teething biscuit. An added bonus was that it was also suitable for anyone who was lactose intolerant.

We sold out of Baby Gaga ice cream within the first hour. By the second hour the world’s press had descended on our humble emporium. By the evening we’d been busted by the food fascists from Westminster Council (now dubbed Breastminster Council), who marched in as if they were looking for bio-hazardous chemical waste, seized two remaining scoops left for the press and banned Baby Gaga ice cream. As they left, I endeavoured to point out that whilst you could drink and smoke yourself to death in the London Borough of Westminster, there had never been a single recorded death in the history of humanity from the consumption of human breast milk. The fact that breast milk had weaned the world seemed to have escaped them. We responded by placing posters in the window: ‘Frozen out by Nanny State’.

The following Monday the media storm continued and I attracted attention from an outraged pop-megastar Lady Gaga. She declared that Baby Gaga was an infringement of her name and that the ice cream was both ‘provocative and nausea-inducing’.

We now had over 300 breast-milk donors and could have opened a milking parlour instead of an ice cream parlour. Westminster Council admitted they had ‘boobed’ and gave Baby Gaga a clean bill of health, and Lady Gaga eventually realized that the more she threatened us, the more publicity we got.

After repelling the threat of both closure and bankruptcy, we opened our second store in the Piazza, Covent Garden, about a month later. After 40 years, the story of The Icecreamists was complete.

Today The Icecreamists are shaping a new world of oral gratification





FORGIVE ME, FATHER, FOR I HAVE SINNED








SO YOU WANT TO BE AN ICECREAMIST…?








	[image: image]	This symbol tells you what delicious variations the featured ice cream or sorbetto is used in. So if you’ve made A Chocwork Orange ice cream, you can use it in the Fire & Vice cocktail.






	[image: image]	This symbol shows which basic ice cream recipe you’ll need to whip up a concoction. So if you like the look of Nuclear Winter ice cream sundae you’ll need to use Priscilla Cream of the Dessert.




THE ALCHEMY OF ICE CREAM














	Select a recipe from the book and prepare the mix according to the recipe.

	Chill as instructed, then pour the mixture into a plastic container, cover with a lid and place in your freezer for 50 minutes.

	Remove from the freezer and beat with an electric whisk or stick blender to remove any ice crystals. Return to the freezer.

	Over the next 2–3 hours, remove from the freezer every 30 minutes or so and whisk or beat again. Finally leave until completely frozen.







	Chill the mix as described in step 2 (Beat me).

	Place the bowl in your freezer on a ‘super-freeze’ setting if you have one and leave for 30 minutes, or until the mixture is cold to the touch, stirring occasionally.

	Pour into an ice cream machine and churn according to the manufacturer’s instructions.

	Once churned pour into a plastic container with a lid and place in the lowest part of your freezer for at least 1½ hours to set.

	Enjoy!




TEN COMMANDMENTS OF COOL
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