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    	The River Cafe ⚬ Ruth Rogers and Rose Gray

		CRAB AND RAW ARTICHOKE SALAD
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		Every morning, Ruthie sits down with one of her head chefs, Joseph Trivelli or Sian Wyn Owen, at a round table by the window. In front of Ruthie will be an oversized notebook open to the day’s page, and on it, she will have listed everything that has come in fresh that morning. They will discuss the particularities of the ingredients, the weather, and what people will want to eat, even the political climate of London, and Ruthie will write, then and there, the day’s menu. She’ll hand it over to be photocopied for guests and cooks alike, and then the day really begins.

		Having shadowed Ruthie over several mornings, I’ve gotten to know her kitchen and her staff. She wouldn’t call them staff. They are family to her. And the atmosphere is unlike any other restaurant kitchen I’ve ever visited. An air of ease and affection and democracy permeates the place. Cooks laugh, and they work hard. There’s no shouting, no swearing, no fear. Ruthie works with tireless focus, but despite the absolute precision of her craft, she moves through the room with a maternal, nurturing, and demonstrative loyalty. She teaches. She corrects. She touches shoulders. She makes sure everyone is well. She is the restaurant’s mother, supervising her children with what educators like to call positive reinforcement, but which is really quite simply love. 

		I’m not surprised when she gathers the team for the prelunch meeting and mentions that so-and-so is bringing her children and to feed the kids first and that X will want his usual table and that Y is just married and to send over Champagne and that Z has just gotten separated and may be feeling a bit fragile.

		When Rose Gray, Ruthie’s founding partner in the restaurant and closest friend, died in 2010, the staff gathered round Ruthie and stayed close. This is a tight-knit family. Come late night, the cooks will push tables together to make one very long one. Wine, dessert, espresso—everyone will come round, everyone will dig in. At the center will be Ruthie, making sure her brood is fed and happy.

		This recipe is classic River Cafe in the brilliance of its simplicity. The crab and artichoke play so well together. One from the sea, one from the earth—each draws out the other’s inherent sweetness. Ruthie’s gift has always been in unmasking the beauty of ingredients, and here, all she needs to do that is a touch of lemon juice and a drizzle of olive oil.

		A few notes on ingredients: Blue crabs, spider crabs—ask your fishmonger to recommend a sweet variety. The brown crabmeat refers to the darker meat from the head of the crab. It is quite rich, so a little goes a long way. Ruthie imports violet artichokes from Venice for this recipe, but any small to medium artichokes will work, so long as they are fresh and firm enough to snap easily. Don’t be tempted to use a mandoline, as the dish has more texture if every slice is not uniform, and too thin a slice will lead only to a soggy slice.


		
			[image: ]


    	The River Cafe ⚬ Ruth Rogers and Rose Gray

    	CRAB AND RAW ARTICHOKE SALAD
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		SERVES 2

		2 artichokes

		1 lemon, halved

		7 ounces white crabmeat, cooked

		2 teaspoons brown crabmeat, cooked

		2 tablespoons extra-virgin olive oil

		2 teaspoons coarsely chopped flat-leaf parsley

		Salt and pepper, to taste


		Clean and prepare the artichokes by removing the tough outer leaves, leaving only the pale, tender center leaves. Trim the tops of the artichokes, exposing the choke, and remove with a teaspoon. Trim the stalk and peel with a potato peeler. Rub with half of the lemon to stop them from discoloring.

		Combine the white and brown crabmeat with the olive oil, the juice of ½ the lemon, and parsley. Season with salt and pepper. Slice the artichokes lengthwise as thinly as possible and add to the crab, stirring gently to combine. Season again, transfer to a serving plate, and finish with a drizzle of olive oil.


		

    	Rules ⚬ David Stafford

		POTTED SHRIMP

    	
    	James Bond is rarely seen eating—ordering a martini, yes, and even occasionally sipping it while his eyes survey friend and foe. But he shares with his creator, Ian Fleming, a fondness for potted shrimp. This may sound rather quaint, but it is, of course, the juxtaposition that sets both off so splendidly. Potted Shrimp is traditionally made with the tiny brown shrimp native to Morecambe Bay, in northwest England, and nutmeg-scented butter. The butter acts as a preservative—at least a temporary one—and the mixture is stored in a covered pot to later be spread on brown toast.

    	Often made with a touch of Gentelman’s Relish anchovy paste, Rules chef David Stafford instead uses oysters and their liquor to bring that briny note. “Whilst not traditionally part of the dish, I feel they bring a real salinity, or flavor of the sea, on board to balance out the natural sweetness of the shrimp,” he explained. And brown shrimp are indeed sweet, much more so than their larger cousin, the prawn. These flotsam were once considered poor man’s shrimp, as they would be dredged up in nets along with pricier, larger catch and ignored by all but the fishermen. 

    	
		SERVES 8

		12 ounces peeled tiny shrimp

		4 oysters (optional)

    	1⅓ cups unsalted butter, at room temperature

    	Zest of ½ lemon

		Juice of 1 lemon

    	¼ teaspoon ground mace

    	⅛ teaspoon freshly grated nutmeg

		Large pinch of cayenne pepper

		Sea salt and ground white pepper

    	¼ cup clarified butter, melted

		Toast or crackers, for serving

		Watercress, as garnish (optional)

	
		
		Boil the shrimp for 3 minutes, 4 if they are larger. Drain immediately and pat dry with paper towels. Remove and discard the heads and tails. If you haven’t found tiny shrimp, cut larger ones into pieces no longer than ⅓ inch. Or pulse them in a food processor for a smoother texture.

		If you wish to include the oysters, shuck them carefully. Remove each oyster from its shell, reserving the liquor.

		Take two-thirds of the room-temperature butter and put it into a food processor along with the oysters and their liquor (if using) and roughly 1 tablespoon of the boiled shrimp. Process thoroughly.

		Transfer the butter mixture to a large bowl and add the remaining shrimp, room-temperature butter, lemon zest and juice, mace, nutmeg, and cayenne. Use a wooden spoon to combine well. Season with salt and white pepper. Transfer to small ramekins or canning jars. Cover the shrimp with a thin layer of clarified butter, close the lids, and refrigerate for a few hours to set.

		To serve, take the potted shrimp out of the fridge and let sit at room temperature for a half hour or so, until the mixture is spreadable but still faintly chilled. Serve with toast or crackers and a few watercress leaves, nothing more. The potted shrimp is best eaten within three days.
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    	Tom’s Kitchen ⚬ Tom Aikens

		POTTED KILN SALMON
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    	Salmon makes for a less traditional pot than shrimp, but set one on the table and watch the contents be devoured within minutes. Spread on a thin crisp of toast, this is, for me, a lighter version of Sunday lox and bagels. It is picnic fare, brunch food, hors d’oeuvre, appetizer, and midnight snack. It looks quaint in a covered glass canning jar, but it adores a glass of Champagne. The only drawback is that it doesn’t keep as well as the Potted Shrimp, as the horseradish seems to take over if given half a chance. So do eat this within a day of being made.

		SERVES 4

		½ to 1 teaspoon freshly squeezed lemon juice, plus a bit more for poaching

		Salt and  pepper

		A few sprigs dill for poaching, plus 3 sprigs dill, minced

		8 ounces kiln or cedar-smoked salmon, flaked

		6 ounces fresh salmon fillet

		Scant ½ cup mayonnaise

		4 tablespoons unsalted butter, at room temperature

		2 tablespoons crème fraîche

		2 tablespoons horseradish sauce, drained

		2 teaspoons fresh horseradish, grated

		Zest of 3 lemons

		6 chives, thinly sliced

		¼ teaspoon smoked paprika

		1 tablespoon diced shallots

		Clarified butter, for storing

		Toast, gherkins, watercress, for serving

		
		
		Fill a skillet or braising dish with three inches of water and bring to a boil over high heat. Reduce the heat to a simmer and add a squeeze of lemon juice, salt, pepper, and a few sprigs of dill. Poach the fresh salmon until cooked. The salmon is done when it is a uniform color and easily flaked. Leave it to cool and then flake.

		Have the ingredients at room temperature. Mix everything but the poached salmon, butter and garnishes together in a bowl. Gently fold in the flaked salmon.

		Transfer to small lidded ramekins or canning jars and smooth the top. Cover with a thin layer of clarified butter, close the lids, and refrigerate for at least 2 hours to set.

		Remove from the refrigerator 30 minutes before serving. Serve with toast, sliced gherkins, and a few watercress leaves.


		
			[image: ]

		
		
			[image: ]





    	DF/Mexico ⚬ Thomasina Miers

    	SHRIMP AGUACHILI CEVICHE WITH JALAPEÑO AND CITRUS
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    	DF stands for Distrito Federal, another name for Mexico City. That the restaurant DF/Mexico is situated right off Brick Lane in East London is oddly fitting, given that Brick Lane has long been a hub of immigrant cuisine, whether it be Ashkenazi delis or the more prevalent Bengali curry houses. Mexican food, I believe, is a first for the street, but Brick Lane has undergone many a change in recent years, spawning nightclubs and art galleries. Today, even the graffiti on Brick Lane is signed by famous street artists, and the lane is routinely closed for the filming of music videos. Every hipster seems to want to make reference to this ever-changing icon of immigrant energy—or, at least, to pay it a visit. DF/Mexico fits right into the hood’s contemporary vibe. It pays homage to diner culture with a wink and a grin and really good food. 

		SERVES 4 TO 6 AS A STARTER

		Juice of 4 limes

		Juice of 1 pink grapefruit

		2 or 3 jalapeños, seeded and chopped

		2½ tablespoons demerara sugar

		2 tablespoons 100 percent agave tequila, blanco or reposado

		1 teaspoon Asian fish sauce

		1 teaspoon flaky sea salt, such as Maldon

		1 small or ½ large Lebanese cucumber, unpeeled

		1 pound large shrimp, unpeeled

		2 shallots, finely chopped

		A handful of chopped fresh assorted herbs, such as chervil, cilantro, and mint

		2 cups cherry tomatoes, quartered

		1 Hass avocado, pitted, peeled, and diced

		Tortilla chips, for serving (optional)

		
		
		In a blender, combine the lime and grapefruit juices, 2 jalapeños, sugar, tequila, fish sauce, salt, and one-third of the cucumber. Blend until smooth and adjust the seasoning. Taste and decide if you want to add the third jalapeño.

		Peel and devein the shrimp. Remove and discard the heads and tails and slice in half lengthwise. Transfer to a bowl with the citrus mixture and the shallots. Refrigerate for 15 to 45 minutes to let the citrus juice “cure” the shrimp, but be careful not to let them cure too long or the shrimp will turn rubbery. Tommi (Thomasina) cures hers for 15 minutes, but anything up to 45 minutes is fine.

		Just before serving, cut the remaining cucumber in half lengthwise, scoop out the seeds, and cut into thin slices. Stir most of the herbs into the aguachile, along with the tomatoes, cucumber, and avocado.

		Serve in small bowls, spooning the sauce over the shrimp. Sprinkle with the remaining herbs. Serve with tortilla chips.

		
		
		
    	Kitty Fisher’s ⚬ Tomos Parry

		GRILLED LEEKS, CHÈVRE, BROWN BUTTER, AND SMOKED ALMONDS
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    	London has gone char-grilled, barbecued, and smokin’ crazy, from Jamie Oliver’s “cathedral to fire and food” Barbecoa to Smokehouse, where the short ribs in the boeuf bourguignon are cooked in the smoker. At Kitty Fisher’s, in the tiniest kitchen ever, Tomos Parry works his magic over a wood grill. When I asked him why he chose a wood grill for his kitchen, Tomos laughed and reminded me that there was no room for a proper stove. Out of limits comes brilliance, as this simple salad more than proves. When Tomos gave me this recipe, he urged me not to be afraid of blackening the leeks. And so I offer his same advice to you. 

    	
		SERVES 2

		4 leeks

		12 tablespoons unsalted butter

		1 or 2 sprigs thyme

		¼ cup fresh (young) chèvre

		4 teaspoons whole milk

		Sea salt and white pepper

		1½ ounces smoked almonds, finely chopped

		

NOTE  Choose leeks that are not too thick and not too dirty.

		

		Preheat the oven to 325°F.

		If the leeks are dirty, slice down the green stalk and flush the entire leek by holding it under a faucet of running cold water. Don’t worry too much if there’s still a bit of dirt as the outer leaves will be discarded before serving.

		Grill the leeks over a very hot grill, turning them often, until completely burnt; they should be black all over. This will take about 20 minutes.

		Melt the butter in a frying pan over medium heat until it turns a rich brown. Immediately remove the brown butter from heat and add the thyme. Set aside somewhere warm to allow the thyme to steep. You may need to reheat the butter slightly before serving it. The thyme and milk solids may be discarded.

		Bake the leeks until cooked, about 12 minutes. The leeks should be tender but not mushy. Set aside for a few minutes to cool the leeks slightly.

		Using a fork, lightly whisk the chèvre and the milk together and season with salt and white pepper.

		Peel the blackened outer layers of the leeks back to reveal the smoky, silken tender interior. You can either discard the blackened layers or serve the leeks with them still attached for dramatic effect.

		Top the leeks with the chèvre, drizzle liberally with the brown butter, and sprinkle generously with the smoked almonds.


		
    	Terroirs ⚬ Dale Osborne

		MORELS WITH JERSEY ROYALS, WILD GARLIC, AND LARDO

    	
    	This recipe is an ode to the ephemeral romance of spring. Hidden under a warm, transparent veil of lardo rest morel mushrooms, the leaves and tiny flowers of wild garlic, sweet Royal Jersey potatoes, and the faint perfume of Madeira—an exquisite bouquet of tastes and textures. Put it on your calendar for late April, or remember that when the daffodils bloom, the ingredients for this dish will ever so briefly appear on the menu at Terroirs and at your farmers’ market. It is, I realize, the least practical recipe in this book. But there are times when a three-season suit is rather less appealing than hand-stitched linen. 

    	Jersey, the largest of the Channel Islands, has a surprisingly temperate climate. Having belonged at times to the French and at times to the British, it is best known by historians of that enduring feud. For the gourmand, however, it is known for the rich milk produced by Jersey cattle and for the tiny, ever-so-sweet spring potatoes known simply as Jersey Royals—today, the island’s largest export. Not to worry if you can’t source these beauties. I’ve found peanut-size Yukon golds and tiny baby reds quite easily, and they both work well here. Do make sure your lardo is sliced very thin.

    	At Terroirs, this dish is paired with a 2013 Irancy “Les Mazelots,” produced by Vini Viti Vinci, the project of winemaker Nicolas Vauthier. This young red Burgundy has an energetic palate and fits in well with the extensive list of natural and organic wines for which Terroirs is known.

		SERVES 1

		3½ ounces tiny potatoes, such as Jersey Royals

		3½ ounces fresh morel mushrooms

		3½ tablespoons Madeira

		3½ tablespoons unsalted butter

		Sea salt and black pepper

		3 wild garlic leaves (only the smallest, most tender leaves)

		3 slices of lardo (sliced as thin as possible on a meat slicer)

		Pinch of piment d’Espelette

		A few wild garlic flowers, for garnish

    	

NOTE  This recipe is easily double or tripled. 

		
		Scrub the potatoes clean and boil them until easily pricked with a fork.

		If necessary, lightly wash the morels, as they will most likely hold some dirt in their pocket. Do not brush them and do try to use as little water as possible. Gently pat dry with paper towels.

		Combine the Madeira and butter in a saucepan over medium-low heat and cook, stirring, until an emulsion forms.

		Add the morels and cook in the Madeira butter until tender, about 1 minute. Add the potatoes, cook until heated through, and season with salt and pepper.

		To assemble, place the morels and potatoes in the middle of an ovenproof plate and coat with a few spoonfuls of the Madeira butter.

		Lay the wild garlic leaves on top of the morels and potatoes.

		Cover the wild garlic with the slices of lardo.

		Place the plate under the broiler for a couple of seconds just to warm and soften the lardo. It will become translucent, and you will see the wild garlic leaves just underneath.

		Sprinkle with piment d’Espelette and scatter with wild garlic flowers.

		
		
		
    	Ottolenghi ⚬ Yotam Ottolenghi

		MUNG AND HARICOTS VERTS
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    	A few years ago, my mother, Jane Kramer, wrote a remarkable profile of Yotam in the New Yorker. The profile was titled “The Philosopher Chef,” and it began, not with a description of his food, but with mention of his master’s thesis in the “genius program” at Tel Aviv University. When he sent the manuscript to his parents, Yotam attached (or rather buried) a note that read: “Here is my dissertation. I’ve decided to take a break from academia and go to cooking school.” When my mother met him, years later, he wore the “happy smile of a man who has left behind the life of the mind for baked eggplants with lemon thyme, za’atar, pomegranate seeds, and buttermilk-yogurt sauce.” This smile is same one I see on Ottolenghi customers. It is a smile that comes from seeing the vivid colors of his salads and the tender crumb of his cakes, from sniffing the exotic spices that season his grains and the hints of rose and orange blossom that perfume his sweets.

    	This salad is very Ottolenghi in that it marries a world of ingredients into a seamless whole. The mung beans are Asian, the haricots verts French, the spices Indian. The flavor is bold. And it is with this boldness that Yotam has redefined London food, perhaps more than any other chef in the past decade.

		SERVES 4

		⅓ cup white wine vinegar

		2 tablespoons sugar

		1 small red onion, thinly sliced

		1 cup dried green mung beans

		1 pound haricots verts, trimmed

		½ cup olive oil

		2 cloves garlic, thinly sliced

		1 red chile, such as a Fresno, thinly sliced, with seeds

		1 tablespoon grated fresh ginger

		2 teaspoons black mustard seeds

		1 teaspoon cumin seeds

		1 teaspoon fennel seeds

		2 sprigs fresh curry leaves

		1 lime, the zest cut into a few long strips

		½ cup chopped fresh cilantro, chopped

		Salt and pepper, to taste

		
		
		Place the vinegar and sugar in a small saucepan over medium-high heat. Cook for about 2 minutes, until the sugar has dissolved. Stir in the onion, remove from the heat, and set aside to cool for at least an hour.

		Place the mung beans in a medium saucepan with plenty of water. Bring to a boil, lower the heat, and simmer for 25 minutes, until the beans are soft but still retain a bite. Drain, refresh in cold water, and set aside.

		Bring a pot of salted water to a boil. Add the haricots verts and cook for 4 minutes, until just short of tender. Drain, refresh in cold water, and set aside to dry.

		Heat the oil in a sauté pan, add the garlic, chile, ginger, mustard seeds, cumin, fennel, curry leaves, and lime zest. Sauté over medium-high heat for 4 to 5 minutes, until the garlic is golden brown. Discard the curry leaves and lime zest, and pour the spice mixture over the mung beans.

		Strain the onions and fold them into the salad, along with the haricots verts and cilantro. Season as needed and serve immediately.


		

    	Moro ⚬ Sam and Sam Clark

		SUMMER CHOPPED SALAD
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		There are few chefs spoken of with the sort of affectionate reverence that husband Samuel and wife Samantha inspire. The restaurant Moro feels young and of the moment, as do Sam and Sam, but that belies the enormous influence it has had since opening in 1997. It all began when Sam and Sam met, fell in love, got married, bought a camper, and spent three months driving and eating their way through Spain, Morocco, and the Sahara. They returned to London and opened what must have been the first Moorish restaurant in the city in the then backwater of Exmouth Market. They were not, exactly, without culinary experience. Samantha had cooked at the River Cafe, cutting her teeth with the likes of Jamie Oliver and Theo Randall. And Samuel had cooked at the Eagle, one of the earliest and most admired gastropubs. Perhaps it was being so well mentored that has led Sam and Sam to spawn their own generation of wonderful and devoted cooks, including Stevie Parle of Dock Kitchen and Jacob Kenedy of Bocca di Lupo.

		Now, about this Summer Chopped Salad. I say summer, but there’s always a chopped salad at Moro. The ingredients simply shift with the seasons. What makes this salad compelling is that it has three dressings, each adding a dimension that gives the salad character and substance. The salad is first tossed with a vinaigrette, then drizzled with a garlic yogurt dressing, then drizzled with an Aleppo-infused browned butter. The two Sams may include a few pickled vegetables for a note of zing and surprise, sometimes in the form of pickled chiles. I like to add a few sliced cornichons, which isn’t very Moorish of me. Pickled beets, carrots, or cabbage—use what you have. 

		There’s no need for a proper recipe here. Simply toss a bounty of chopped cucumbers, tomatoes, sweet onions, wild arugula, parsley, mint, radishes, and whatever greens you find at the market in a big salad bowl. Make more if you are wildly hungry, less if you are not.

		For the first dressing, toss the salad with a really good extra-virgin olive oil, freshly squeezed lemon juice, and season to taste with a bit of Maldon sea salt and freshly ground pepper. Divide among your serving plates.

		For the second dressing, crush a small clove of fresh garlic with a ½ teaspoon salt. Whip this into a cup of Greek yogurt. I add table-spoon of olive oil to loosen it a bit. Drizzle as much of it as you’d like onto the salad. The idea here, of course, isn’t to drown the greens in yogurt but rather to give them a nice tangy edge, so do be sparing.

		For the third dressing, melt ¼ cup of unsalted butter in a saucepan over medium heat. When the butter starts to turn a lovely golden brown and gives off a nutty aroma, remove it from heat and stir in 1 teaspoon ground Aleppo chile or ½ teaspoon cayenne pepper. Drizzle a bit of this lovely red butter over the yogurt dressing. The salad will be quite pretty, wearing its hat of yogurt and ribbon of chile.


		

    	Caravan ⚬ Miles Kirby

		CORN AND CHORIZO FRITTERS WITH SMOKED PAPRIKA CRÈME FRAÎCHE

    	Caravan was one of the first places in London to serve serious coffee. In the basement is a working coffee roastery, providing a sensory lifeline to those waiting for their caffeine fix. Walk inside and you will find people sniffing the air in anticipation. Situated on a busy corner in Farringdon’s Exmouth Market, Caravan helped turn this neighborhood into the trendy one it is today. Of course, being a five-minute walk from the great restaurant Moro didn’t hurt. If the roastery made Caravan a coffee destination, it was the food that made people stay. Miles may hail from New Zealand, but his menu can only be described as global. The last time I visited, I saw Nepalese Vegetable Momo, Miso-Cured Salmon, Egyptian Tagine, and these Spanish-American fritters on the menu.

    	These fritters are for hangovers and lazy Sundays and hungry kids just home from soccer practice. For vegetarians, cook them without the sausage; simply increase the amount of smoked paprika. For the more adventurous, try making them with morcilla sausage, which is what is used at the restaurant. This Spanish blood sausage is dark—dark in color and dark with the ritual slaughter that is integral to its production. I prefer the brighter notes of chorizo on a Sunday morning.

    	If you’ve moved past morning coffee, I recommend a margarita. Top the fritters with sliced avocados, a squeeze of lemon, a drizzle of olive oil, snipped chives, a scattering of cilantro, a dusting of paprika, and a dollop of smoked paprika crème fraîche.

    	
		SERVES 4

		FRITTERS

		7 ounces fresh Spanish chorizo or morcilla sausages

		1½ cups all-purpose flour

		½ cup polenta

		2 teaspoons sea salt

		1½ teaspoons baking powder

		½ teaspoon sugar

		¼ teaspoon smoked paprika

		1 cup whole milk

		⅔ cup full-fat Greek yogurt

		2 eggs

		1 cup fresh or frozen corn kernels

		½ bunch scallions, white part only, thinly sliced

		2 tablespoons finely chopped fresh cilantro

		Vegetable oil, for frying

		PAPRIKA CRÈME FRAÎCHE

		1 tablespoon olive oil

		1½ teaspoons sweet smoked paprika

		1 cup crème fraîche

		1 tablespoon fresh chives, chopped

		Salt and pepper

		ACCOMPANIMENTS

		2 ripe avocados

		Freshly squeezed lemon juice

		Olive oil

		Chopped fresh chives

		Chopped fresh cilantro

		Salt and pepper, to taste

		Sweet smoked paprika

		
		
		To make the fritters, either remove the casings and crumble the meat of the sausages or chop them into dice. Fry the sausage pieces in a frying pan over medium-high heat until they’ve rendered much of their fat and have started to color. Remove to a paper towel–lined plate to drain.

		In a large bowl, combine the flour, polenta, salt, baking powder, sugar, and paprika. In another bowl, combine the milk, yogurt, and eggs, giving the eggs a little beating with a fork. Pour the milk mixture into the flour mixture and stir together with a wooden spoon until combined. There should be no dry, floury pockets. Fold in the sausage, corn, green onions, and cilantro.

		If possible, let the batter sit for 10 minutes at room temperature or up to an hour or two in the fridge. (This is a good time to prepare the crème fraîche.)

		To make the paprika crème fraîche, gently warm the oil in a small saucepan over medium heat and then add the paprika and stir. This allows the paprika to dissolve and sets its aroma free. Remove from the heat after 1 minute and set aside to cool. Stir the paprika oil into the crème fraîche and season to taste with salt and pepper.

		To cook the fritters, heat a little vegetable oil in a nonstick pan or well-seasoned cast-iron frying pan over a lively heat. When the oil is hot but not smoking, spoon in fritter-size dollops of batter, about ¼ cup per fritter. Cook until the bottoms are golden, then flip and cook the second sides. Remove to a paper towel–lined plate. Repeat with remaining batter. These do need to be eaten right away, so hurry everyone to the table.

		To serve, divide the fritters between serving plates. Add a dollop of the crème fraîche and half an avocado, peeled and sliced, to each plate. Give the avocado a squeeze of lemon juice and a drizzle of olive oil. Scatter everything with the chives and cilantro and sprinkle with salt and pepper and smoked paprika.

		
		
		
		
    	St. John ⚬ Fergus Henderson

		WELSH RAREBIT
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    	Lunching at St. John last fall, I looked over to the next table and found two gentlemen tucking—and that really is the precise word here—into their five-course lunch. They were both portly, somewhere around sixty, and might have been brothers. They were served without ordering, and so I assumed they were regulars. Both wore bowties that were soon covered by the napkins they’d hung from their shirt collars. Classic eaters, I’d call them, and what better place to show their bona fides as gourmands than at St. John, which truly is a classic London restaurant if ever there was one. In my experience, diners at St. John attend to their meals with absolute seriousness and joy, and in this way, my two gentlemen fit right into the worldly jeans- and T-shirt-wearing crowd around them.

    	Fergus, with whom I was lunching that afternoon, clearly adored these two regulars, although not a word was spoken between them. All was proper, formal, and discreet. But when, after several courses had come and gone, the gentlemen were served Welsh rarebit and glasses of port, Fergus motioned me to observe. He wanted me to appreciate the fact that some old-timers still have their rarebit and port at lunch as a final savory course. Moreover, he wanted me to note that they cut their rarebits the correct way—by first scoring the rarebit with crisscrossing diagonal lines, creating channels for Worcestershire sauce. Seeing the delight in Fergus’s eyes, I realized that he took far more pleasure in watching these two men eat their lunch than he would ever take in his extraordinary success. I’ve included this iconic recipe, which also appears in his book The Whole Beast: From Nose to Tail Eating.

    	
		SERVES 4

		A knob of unsalted butter

		1 tablespoon all-purpose flour

		1 teaspoon English mustard powder

		¼ teaspoon cayenne pepper, or to taste

		⅞ cup Guinness stout

		A very long splash of Worcestershire sauce (and set the bottle on the table)

		1 pound mature, strong cheddar cheese, grated

		4 large pieces of good toast

				
		Melt the butter in a saucepan over a lively heat, stir in the flour, and let the mixture cook until it smells biscuity but is not browning. Add the mustard powder and cayenne pepper, stir in the Guinness and Worcestershire sauce, and then gently melt in the cheese. When it’s all of one consistency, remove from the heat, pour out into a shallow container, and let set. Spread a ½ inch thick layer on the toast and place under a broiler. Eat when bubbling golden brown. If you like, drizzle a bit of Worcestershire sauce over the top.


		

    	Quo Vadis ⚬ Jeremy Lee

		BEETROOT AND A SOFT-BOILED EGG

    	
    		[image: ]

    	Don’t assume this is just another beet salad. It’s not. It’s better. Jeremy gives the beets a very light pickling of sugar and white wine vinegar, which draws forth the natural sweetness of the beets and counters the sharp grating of fresh horseradish he showers on the salad immediately before serving it. With a creamy Dijon dressing and a soft-boiled egg or two, it has an appealing medley of textures, color, and flavor. As I find Jeremy’s writing completely irresistible, I’ve left the recipe exactly as  he emailed it to me, only adding U.S. measurements:

    	Beetroot and a soft boiled egg. A cheery salad. It is certainly worth seeking out a purveyor of fine vegetables who may well have several differing varieties and colors of beetroot to jolly up this salad even more. These quantities will feed 6 folk happily.

		SERVES 6

		4½ pounds assorted small beets of every color and variety

		⅔ cup sugar

		1 cup very good red wine vinegar

		1 cup of water

		6 eggs

		2 tablespoons sugar

		2 tablespoons white wine vinegar

		2 teaspoons good Dijon mustard

		6 tablespoons heavy cream

		Salad leaves

		Salt and pepper, to taste

		A stick of fresh horseradish

		Chopped fresh chives

		
		
		Trim and wash well the beetroots. Place in a suitable pot to steam until quite cooked through and tender. When done, remove them to a bowl and when cooled slightly, rub the skin away from the beetroot. When all are peeled, cut the beetroots into large pieces, of roughly the same size.

		In a bowl, whisk together the ⅔ cup of sugar and the red wine vinegar until the sugar is dissolved and add the cup of water. Pour this light pickle over the beetroots and cover well. Refrigerate for a few hours. These pickles will happily last a week in the fridge.

		Place a bowl of ice water next to the stove. Bring a pan of water to a furious boil. Drop in the eggs and let cook for 3 minutes once the water returns to a boil. Transfer the eggs to the bowl of ice water, and once cooled, peel carefully, storing them in another bowl of ice water.

		To make the dressing, dissolve the 2 tablespoons of sugar and the white wine vinegar in a bowl. Stir in the mustard until smooth, then add the cream. Cover, and refrigerate.

		Peel the horseradish and keep covered until needed. Wash the salad leaves, dry well, and keep covered. Should chives be at hand, slice them very thinly in readiness.

		For each serving, tumble the salad leaves onto a plate and then heap the beetroots thereon. Cut one egg in half and lay upon the beetroots, seasoning with a little salt and pepper. Liberally spoon over the mustard dressing then grate horseradish all over swiftly, followed by the chives.


    	
			[image: ]





		
			[image: ]


		
    	Duck and Waffle ⚬ Daniel Doherty

		DUCK CONFIT OR PORK BELLY CONGEE

    	
    	Duck and Waffle is unlike any other restaurant I know in London. It sits high in the sky on the fortieth floor of the Heron Tower in the City of London, as the financial district is known. It is open 24-7 and the views, particularly at sunrise and sunset, are spectacular. At 11 p.m., you may find the entire Arsenal Football Club drinking to victory and feeding postgame hunger. At 4 a.m., you may find Chinese businessmen eating lunch in a fog of jet lag. At 7 a.m., you may find a film crew desperate for Daniel’s comforting fare after a night of shooting in the rain. There’s something very Lost in Translation about the place. And then there is  the food, which is anything but lost. 

    	Daniel makes the food we crave. His menu reads like a GPS diagram of our internal longings. There is, of course, the eponymous Duck and Waffle, a leg of duck confit served on a waffle with a fried duck egg and drizzled with mustard maple syrup. For the sake of our collective health, I am not including the recipe. There’s a rib eye with Marmite hollandaise. Try it, and you may fall in love with Marmite in a way you never could have imagined. Then there are meatballs and spicy ox cheek doughnuts with apricot jam and smoked paprika sugar and, a cult favorite, the foie gras crème brûlée.

    	But the recipe I include here has become a favorite at home, as it adapts well to a variety of leftover meats and makes good use of pantry items. For anyone under the weather, suffering a hangover, or seeking the comfort of rice, the shock of hot sauce, the warmth of ginger, the protein of a fried or poached egg, and the freshness of cilantro in one brothy bundle, this is your dish. Daniel occasionally makes it with smoked haddock or with duck hearts skewered on rosemary sprigs, but I prefer the succulence of pork belly or duck confit. Occasionally, if I have a good, rich stock on hand, I’ll add a ladleful. This is excellent with leftover Kakuni. Don’t limit yourself. This is meant not so much as a recipe, but as an invitation to assemble a bit of this and a bit of that. Adapt it to your liking.

		SERVES 4

		CONGEE

		1½ cups short-grain rice

		7½ cups water

		2 knobs fresh ginger, peeled and crushed or pounded

		3 cloves garlic, peeled

		1½ teaspoons salt

		TOPPINGS

		A knob of unsalted butter

		4 to 8 eggs, depending on the crowd’s hunger

		1½ pounds of your favorite leftover meat, such as confit duck legs, cooked duck breast, cooked pork belly, sliced

		Soy sauce, for drizzling

		Crushed roasted hazelnuts, for topping

		1 bunch scallions, sliced (white and a bit of the palest green)

		A small knob fresh ginger, peeled and julienned

		Leaves from 1 bunch cilantro

		Sriracha sauce, for drizzling
	
	
		Place the rice in a fine sieve and rinse it under cold running water, gently swishing the rice around occasionally, for 5 minutes. Transfer the rice to a bowl and add water to cover by a few inches. Set aside for 10 minutes, then drain.

		Combine the washed rice with the water, ginger, garlic, and salt in a medium pot. Bring to a boil, then cover, lower the heat, and simmer for 15 to 20 minutes, until the grains start to break down and overcook slightly. Resist the urge to remove the rice from the heat too early. You actually want the rice to be overcooked and soupy when making congee.

		Set aside and keep warm. Just before serving, discard the ginger and garlic.

		When the congee is almost done, melt the butter in a frying

		
		
    	
		
    	
    	
    	
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		


	

    	ACKNOWLEDGMENTS

    	One day, not many months ago, as I was considering photographers for this book, I came home from a long day of errands to find my son, Garrick, on the floor of his bedroom surrounded by stacks of cookbooks.  He had taken it upon his nine-year-old self to filter through a mountain of books to help find me the best photographer. With a keen eye, he’d boiled it down to three finalists and presented me with an impassioned, articulate case for each.  Had I not been so interested in his arguments, I might have burst into tears.  That he supported this undertaking of mine, despite the weeks I’d spent abroad doing research, the late nights copyediting, and the weekends of recipe testing, moved me to the core.  Garrick is like that. He never fails to surprise, and his well of generosity never fails to replenish.  His thoughtfulness is true thoughtfulness, carefully considered, imagined, and executed with love. This book is dedicated to him.

    	There’s not a page that leaves my desk and enters the outside world without first being edited by my husband, John.  In this, I am truly lucky, as not only is his editing fierce and exacting, but it affords me the confidence and fearlessness that I, for one, need in order to write. He is my favorite writer and reader, and, at heart, everything I write of my own, I write for him.

    	My dog, Griffin, is a Bouvier des Flandres, a soulful, wise, gentle furry noble giant, who leads me upstairs to my desk to write every morning. I simply follow his work ethic as best I can.  When I doubt myself, he steadies me.  When I finish, he is there to play.  When I wake, he’s there to set the day in motion.  Thank you, my sweet Grif.

    	Everything I know about food I know thanks to my parents. They had the wonderful sense never to give me kid food, but rather to introduce me to the best food and assume it would captivate me.  It did.  And when we moved to Paris when  I was ten, I took to accompanying my father when he went to the cheese shop, Barthélémy, the bread shop, Poilâne, the Patisserie Gérard Mulot, and the market on the rue de Buci. My father, with impeccable French and elegant manners, would take time to discuss the food with the shopkeepers. His seriousness was understood to be a sign of respect and was rewarded with generous discussion about such and such a cheese or the merits of a poulet de Bresse, the virtues of a particular Calvados, or the secret stash of fraises des bois. I had no idea how much I was learning.  

    	But it was my mother who taught me to cook and to write. She will tell you she cooks by the book, but the margins of her cookbooks are marked with notes and changes. She will tell you she simply adds more of what she likes—more butter, more wine, more thyme—but in recreating the balance of a recipe, she always seems to improve it exponentially.  She will tell you to come over and have a bite and several sumptuous courses later, you will still be feasting. When I was little, if I gave my mother something I’d written, she’d return it marked up in red felt-tip pen. Her editorial remarks were true to the New Yorker, where she writes, and the strange symbols seemed loopy and foreign to me, but what I understood was her dedication to the possibilities of language. I learned to ponder and question every choice I made, to reach for simplicity, and to never be less than precise.  Today, it is with hungry anticipation that I give my mother what I write, knowing how very much I have still to learn from her. 

    	London is now the home of two of my dearest friends, Nader and Alexandra Mousavizadeh. It is their house that has been my home away from home.  Their immense generosity and friendship made this book possible.  Their upstairs floor became my ground zero and their kitchen table conversation, my reward.

    	Every recipe in this book has been tested at least twice and made countless times for pleasure. My intern Chrissy Tkac proved indispensable. She has the precision of a true baker and the dedication of a real chef.

    	Numerous publicists helped me in London, but a very special thanks must go to Sophie Orbaum at Gerber Communications, Sarah Canet at Spoon PR, and Gemma Bell at Gemma Bell PR. 

    	A first book is a leap of faith.  While I’d written numerous screenplays and countless articles, I’d never tackled a book when my agents Eric Simonoff, Eric Lupfer, and Elizabeth Sheinkman at William Morris Endeavor took me on, believing somehow that if I could write a good thousand words, I could write a good eighty-thousand. I could not ask for a more loving, more enthusiastic, or more loyal team.  

    	Of course, the biggest leap of faith was made by Ten Speed Press and, in particular, my editor Jenny Wapner.  Jenny, with great straightforward and honest grace, has nudged where needed and given freedom where desired.  With uncanny accuracy, she can pinpoint a problem before it is made, saving headaches and anguish.  A true publisher, she moves seamlessly and brilliantly between the micro details of editing and the big picture vision of shaping a book. It has been a pleasure working together.

    	As a journalist, I’ve been privy to Kristin Casemore’s book launches for over a dozen years.  No one does it better. What fun it is to finally be on the same team!

    	Assistant editor Clara Sankey answered all the silly questions of a first-time book writer with such graciousness that I never felt the least silly.    

    	I’ve been a fan of creative director Emma Campion’s work for years. When she agreed to take on this project, I knew I won the lottery. Watching her design this book has been quite thrilling.  Somehow out of my inarticulate ramblings on aesthetics and vision, she made sense and turned it into art. 

    	As did Sang An, whose photographs illuminate these pages. With the help of the wonderful food stylist George Dolese, Sang turned his elegant eye to the food, people, and places of London, giving visual life to this book. Their work may appear effortless, but they worked tirelessly to make it so.

    	Of course, there would be no book without the chefs here portrayed. Someone asked me when I started this book if I worried that chefs would refuse to give me their recipes. No, I answered, surprised.  Great chefs create anew every day, dish to dish, as ingredients appear and ideas spark. They are fluid, energetic, and profoundly creative thinkers.  And they are, by and large, a most generous lot, as eager to share their discoveries as to offer up an evening feast. But their hospitality (and lovely British manners) far exceeded all expectation.  Nowhere have I received a lovelier welcome than I did at the restaurants in this book.  It would seem, in cooking, that heart and talent are most always entwined, and that where the food is good, chances are the chef is a generous one. This book is about chefs, and it is for them.
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    	Aleksandra Crapanzano is the recipient of the James Beard Foundation M.F.K. Fisher Award for Distinguished Writing. Her work has appeared in several anthologies, including Best Food Writing, and she has written extensively for the New York Times Magazine, Gourmet, Food & Wine, Saveur, Departures, Travel & Leisure and the Wall Street Journal, where, for the last five years, she has written the dessert column “A Little Something Sweet.”  Aleksandra has spent much of her life in Europe. She now resides in Brooklyn with her husband, the novelist John Burnham Schwartz,  and their son, Garrick.
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