
The Secret Ingredient Of



  
    
    
      While every precaution has been taken in the preparation of this book, the publisher assumes no responsibility for errors or omissions, or for damages resulting from the use of the information contained herein.

    
    

    
      THE SECRET INGREDIENT OF

    

    
      First edition. June 5, 2020.

      Copyright © 2020 Vanessa Smith.

    

    
    
      ISBN: 978-1393467656

    

    
    
      Written by Vanessa Smith.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  


Table of Contents

Title Page

Copyright Page

The Secret Ingredient Of

Bliss Balls

Hipster Bliss

Drugged Bliss

Rum Balls

Meat Balls

Hipster

Mouth Watering

SMEAR

Tipple

Sawdust

Cherry flavouring

Mystery testing of virus #1

Offcuts of Strange Animals

Mystery testing of virus #2

Oregano

Case study one: Flu Lollipops

Case study two: Chicken Nuggets

Case study three: Babychinos

Pros:

Cons:

Sign up for Vanessa Smith's Mailing List

Also By Vanessa Smith

About the Author

Disclaimer

Everything in this book could possibly constitute advice. Sure, it would be terrible advice, but that's still advice, isn't it?

It is strongly advised that you take this book exactly the way it was intended - as bunch of random thoughts, jokes, and complaints masquerading as satire.

We are not responsible for the harm of any mythical creatures.  

Whyyyyyy?!

Why do we even have secret ingredients? Well, the most important reason (and I really do mean that here) is that you MUST make sure that other humans (and some dogs) feel inferior to you.

Side note: we would recommend that cats be included in being made to feel inferior, but we all know that cats just don't give a fuck.

You see, the foodie world isn't built on food. It's a common misconception that food has any value or importance to foodies.

The foodie world is built on Instagram boners, "11 fucking likes that never come" (which may be a now out dated reference to Instagram by The Katering Show, but I still love it forever and ever).

The other thing you need to consider is that there are a finite amount of foodses in the world. Which means, if you really want to be special, you need to keep it a secret. Because the likelihood that some other human in the total assistance of humanity from the big bang until now (and maybe until tomorrow, but definitely not the day after tomorrow) means that:

a) that's a craptonne of people 

b) someone else has thought of your exact combinations of food before 

c) a teenage existential crisis of "its all been done" (cue the Barenaked Ladies: "wooo ooo oooh, it's all been done") applies to literally every single person in the foodie world.

You see, because there is nothing original about anyone and anything, and any food, left in the world, secrecy is all we have to cling to in our delusion of originality. 

Originality is also sexy as fuck when it comes to marketing, so this is a big bonus.

Think of that beautiful, tantalising chicken that makes me sick on the rare occasions when I eat it. I bet you really do want to know what the "eleven secret herbs and spices" are. I bet you've read articles claiming to have the secret ingredients. You may have even tried to make it yourself at home. 

There's usually a caveat here. You probably only want to know what they are if they are "normal" herbs and spices. You'd probably be pissed off to find out you'd been eating ground up llama testicles with a hint of paprika your entire life. 

See, that's what I feel is missing from the hotly debated (by me) topics about secret ingredients. It could be something awful. Assuming that llama testicles are awful. I haven't tried them. Nor have I checked to see if llamas have testicles. 

But I'm sure I had a point here. A pointier point than llama testicles. 

The point is, we all need to know our why. If you're a chef, cookbook author, a restaurateur or anything that involves putting dead animals, fruit and/or vegetables into other people, then you need a secret. It's your unique selling point. Your niche. Your glowing reason to pull unsuspecting humans in.

I would encourage all dead animal heaters to get a niche. Then find a secret. Or claim you have one. If you don't have a secret, you're a nobody. 

Remember, your secret can be that you don't have a secret, because it's a secret, and you will be the only person who knows you don't have it. Or do have it. I'm a bit confused now. Maybe what I'm saying is a secret...

Your niche could be dead animal related, but I think that's passe. We all know THAT ONE PERSON in our friendship groups who will only eat the live, raw innards of a cow who was raised on organic fur, so we need to move past that. I think we need spice specialists. That's the newest, dare I say only, need that society has right now. 

Imagine this: you walk into the Cinnamon-Torium. A vast, open room. Cinnamon all around. They even have a signature scent pumped into the air. You guessed correctly, it's cinnamon. You weave through the hipster friendly tables and their ridiculous backless chairs, tripping on a few chair legs because why the fuck would you want to walk in a clear aisle? That's not artistic. 

You finally reach the back counter, ready to order and look up at the board of specials:

Cinnamon Toast

Apple cinnamon roll

Steak in cinnamon sauce

Broccoli cinnamon soup

Cinnamon gin cocktail

Risotto with cinnamon sugar on top

And you know deep down, deep, deep down, that you can only choose one of them. What do you choose? Anything with cinnamon sugar is out of the question, as it's not fancy enough for eating out at the Cinnamon-Torium. Toast can be made at home, though some times it is a luxury to eat "normal" food made by someone else.

You lean on the counter, deep in thought at the list of todays specials. And that's when it hits you. The food that is barely a food, and yet somehow takes ages to make. Certainly not something you have time for in a world where any break from hustling is illegal. 

It's time. You smile at the staff, and dig deep - "May I have the broccoli cinnamon soup?"

They recoil in shock. No one has ever ordered it before. You don't know this yet, but it's such a disgusting combination that it was actually put up on the specials board as a joke.

Balls

All sorts of balls exist in the cooking universe. Some of these balls don't require cooking, and other balls require so much cooking (and are so fresh) that you'll need headphones to cover the squealing noise of the balls cooking.
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Bliss Balls

[image: ]


These are not actually balls. Most of these are square wombat poop that have been rolled into balls just to be "on trend".  

The level of bliss you feel while eating them really depends on a few things. Mostly if you enjoy wombat poop. I'm not here to judge. 
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Hipster Bliss
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The level of hipster bliss you feel is relative to the level of woo woo that you need to put on Instagram. If you can imagine the ball rolling through your colon, collecting debris and flying out the other end...it's almost like a detox. You know, because your body needs a bliss ball to detox. Livers, kidneys and all of those other fancy internal organs do nothing on their own.
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Drugged Bliss
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You get this when you're already tripping balls on drugs and eat a ball. The ball does not have to be actual food, you may be tripped so much you ate your dogs slimy tennis ball. 
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