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About Paul Ainsworth
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Southampton-born chef Paul Ainsworth was literally born into the hospitality industry. Growing up in his parents’ guesthouse, he developed a strong sense of hard work and love of taking care of people from a young age. After catering college, Paul began his culinary career in London working at Chef Gary Rhodes’ Michelinstarred Rhodes in the Square before his move to Restaurant Gordon Ramsay where he was part of the team that achieved three Michelin stars. After six years with the Ramsay group, including three years at Petrus with Marcus Wareing, he relocated to Cornwall to open his now Michelin-starred restaurant Paul Ainsworth at No6.


Paul and his wife Emma now run The Ainsworth Collection, a portfolio in North Cornwall which includes No6, Mediterraneaninspired restaurant Caffè Rojano, The Mariners public house in Rock, Ci Ci’s cocktail and pintxos bar, and Padstow Townhouse – a six-suite boutique hotel in Padstow’s Old Town.


Paul has co-hosted TV shows including Next Level Chef with mentor and friend Gordon Ramsay and is a regular on BBC’s Saturday Kitchen, Great British Menu, ITV’s James Martin’s Saturday Morning and Channel 4’s Sunday Brunch. He has been honoured with multiple awards including GQ’s ‘Best Chef’ and AA’s Chefs’ Chef Award. For the Love of Food is his debut cookbook.





Praise for ‘For the Love of Food’



‘What a magical, amazing, and brilliant long-awaited book. Paul has that rare ability to be able to create beautiful, quality dishes with outstanding chef technique, but make them completely accessible and homely. Dish after dish that you want to cook again and again. A must-have book for every home cook’

TOM KERRIDGE

‘Paul is that rarest of chefs. He works with breathtaking skill, focus and passion and yet never forgets to squeeze every ounce of joy from life! His food is a direct expression of that way of living; beautifully joyful and completely stunningly delicious’

ANDI OLIVER

‘A fabulous debut book that makes you hungry. Paul has grown from a cheeky young chef to a wonderful, passionate restaurateur’

ANGELA HARTNETT

‘I’ve long admired Paul’s cooking and work ethic. He, and his incredible wife Emma, have created one of the country’s most impressive restaurant empires. Now – 18 years in the making – he is celebrating his first ever cookbook! He has a brilliant knack for creating memories with his food; something that shines through in this collection of recipes. A whole chapter on custard too? My god, yes please’

RICHARD CORRIGAN

‘A truly magnificent book by a masterful cook. There’s something here for everyone, and many of the dishes are so brilliantly British but with Paul’s clever twists and touches – a marvellous porridge, Scotch eggs, sensational sandwiches, his granny’s chip butty, a glorious, show-stopping trifle… Delicious, fun and mouth-watering, this is Paul’s first book and it is first-class. For the Love of Food – I absolutely love it!’

RAYMOND BLANC

‘It is no surprise to me that Paul’s first book is packed with so many super dishes for people to cook at home. Paul has been working extremely hard over the years to create his own unique style at his restaurants and pub in Cornwall, and that is showcased on every page of this wonderful collection of inspired recipes. I am sure his book will become a firm favourite within people’s cookery book collections’

NATHAN OUTLAW

‘In addition to the predictably great recipes, Paul’s introduction is completely heartfelt. I love the illustrations and photography running throughout the book’

RICK STEIN
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Dedication

To Emma, Ci Ci and Audrey-Bloom

I dedicate this cookbook, and my life, to you
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Foreword by Gordon Ramsay

I’ve had hundreds of chefs come through my kitchen in the last 25 years. Some memorable for the right reasons, some not…

Paul stood out, for all the right reasons, from day one. When this young, twenty-something, man from Southampton walked through the doors of Restaurant Gordon Ramsay in 2000, I immediately recognised his hard working, intuitive and humble nature. He knew when to stop, listen and learn and he also knew when to quietly graft; revealing the natural talent he had. He rode the waves of a busy, demanding passe at a restaurant striving for Michelin Stars – and was an integral part of the brigade that earned the 3 that we still hold to this day.

Fast forward to 2024. Here I am writing the foreword to his first (and long overdue) cookbook. I’ve watched him take his own risks to open, not one, but three, restaurants and earn his own Michelin Star. I’m lucky enough to dine frequently at his restaurants, which never disappoint.

In recent years, I’ve had the pleasure of sharing the screen with Paul as my partner and comrade. Getting the opportunity in 2021 to cook side-by-side on my television series Gordon Ramsay: Uncharted was surreal. Before that, the last time we appeared together on TV was when I called him out on a little documentary series I did, called Boiling Point. To see the student become my playful competitor, years later, was a dream come true.

Shortly after, we were competing again, mentoring ambitious hopefuls for the title of Next Level Chef. Paul brought out the best of every single chef on his team (something you can witness in all his kitchens) and kept Nyesha and I on our toes. It was clear that the playing field was certainly being levelled – more than just on-screen!

The special thing about Paul is that he injects incredible amounts of heart and soul into his food, so that every dish tells a story in a warm and relatable way. If you are lucky enough to dine at Paul’s restaurants, you’ll leave satisfied and with a smile on your face. For the Love of Food, brings that smile, and some of those iconic recipes, to your kitchen table: the legendary Mariners Scotch Eggs, family favourite Shepherd’s Pie with Salsa Verde and, my all-time favourite, The Dogs Pollock.

This book serves up a large portion of Paul with a hearty side of Cornwall. I’m proud to be writing this and for all this book means to Paul. I hope you all enjoy it as much as I do!

G x








Introduction
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I wish I had a pound for every time I’ve been asked, ‘When are you going to write a cookbook?’. I realize my debut may seem a little overdue but really it has been eighteen years in the making. I wanted my first book to be more than just a selection of recipes bound between two beautiful covers. I wanted it to share my passion for food, ingredients and cooking, and offer flavour-packed recipes that I hope will inspire you to try them at home. I hope you’ll turn to it time and time again and use it for every occasion, with the pages full of Post-It notes against your favourite dishes. I’d love it to become battered and dog-eared from use, because that’s a sign that you are enjoying it.

Each recipe also tells a story about key moments in my life and the inspiration behind it. It’s been a real labour of love creating, testing and developing every single recipe. As you read through the chapters, you’ll find out more about how I became the chef that I am today, through the people who have inspired me, supported me and pushed me to succeed along the way. Some of my earliest memories as a kid are when I would watch my mum make one of her traditional Seychellois fish curries with potatoes and soft-boiled eggs on a Friday night, using fragrant spices and unfamiliar ingredients that awakened all my culinary senses; or spending time with my dad when he would cook a classic shepherd’s pie or rich corned beef meat and potato pie, which filled the kitchen with delicious aromas. His homely cooking, using simple ingredients to produce incredible meals inspired my dish Dad’s Meat and Potato Pie.

Food is nostalgic for me: the smell of frying bacon can take me back to the caff in south London where my young chef friends and I would go on a Saturday morning for a full English, inspiring the Sausage, Egg and Chips (Vauxhall Caff). Sometimes a dish reminds me of a lesson that I have never forgotten; making beautiful pasta shapes still reminds me of the awe I first felt when watching Gordon Ramsay make a lobster ravioli at Royal Hospital Road in Chelsea, which has inspired my Brown Butter Pumpkin Tortelli dish. These food memories and, more importantly, the people that made them, have stayed with me.

It all started with my parents. My mum and dad owned a bed and breakfast called Bitterne Park Guest House. My mum, Annabelle, is from the Seychelles and my dad, Dave, was born and bred in Blackpool. They ended up in Southampton together and I joined the family business on 21 May 1979. My sister Michelle arrived seven years later. Home was also the Ainsworth family business, so I was lucky to have had both my parents around all the time. With guests always coming and going, I grew up in a warm, welcoming environment that I have since tried to replicate in my restaurants. From the moment our guests arrived, until the moment they left, my mum and dad went out of their way to make them feel welcome. You could say I was born into hospitality.

The thing I remember most from my childhood is how hard Mum and Dad worked to make their business successful. They took a five-bedroomed property, converted it into ten rooms, even added a swimming pool – which was a rarity in Southampton in the eighties! What stands out for me is how they worked as a team to divide the jobs evenly. My dad cooked in the week, specializing in English fare. His rhubarb and Bramley apple crumble was served with Bird’s custard. To this day, after all the restaurants I’ve worked in and desserts I’ve tasted, this remains my absolute favourite pudding. Mum would take over the cooking at weekends; making fragrant curries and spicy biryanis. Later, these contrasting styles would have a huge influence on my career as a chef. My dual heritage undoubtedly encouraged my interest in ingredients from a young age, as I watched my mum elevate dishes by adding herbs and spices.

My parents shared a passion for preparing meals, no matter how rushed off their feet they were. Without fail, we would sit down to eat as a family. Eating family-style, sharing and passing dishes around the table, is still my favourite way to eat, and is how I have presented many of the recipes in this book.

By the age of twelve, I was almost as busy as they were. I worked four paper rounds, seven days a week. On Saturdays and Sundays, I started at Forbuoys newsagents at 4 a.m., inserting magazines into the weekend papers. Alongside these weekend shifts, I worked five nights a week at a local grocer and, with an entrepreneurial spirit, also worked for a commission-based business, knocking on doors and trying to sell people plastic goods they never knew they needed. When I wasn’t doing that, I was helping my dad with the upkeep of the guest house and his other properties; mowing lawns, sweeping driveways – and fitting in school. My dad was a strict disciplinarian with a ferocious work ethic who practised what he preached, whereas my mum was a bit softer and kinder, occasionally spoiling me. I think she sometimes felt he was pushing me a bit too hard for my age. My dad was my best mate; I asked him to be the best man at my wedding. We lost Dad to pancreatic cancer in 2015. I miss him every day and would give anything for just another minute with him.

School, however, wasn’t for me. I can still remember the day I went to collect my GCSE results. I opened the letter to be greeted with a heartbreaking (but not altogether shocking) barrage of Es and Fs. The highest grade I got was a D. I remember walking home from school, with my shirt covered in everybody’s leaving-day messages, thinking ‘What now?’. I had no plan; I felt lost. The safety net of school and messing around with my mates suddenly felt like a distant memory. That’s when it dawned on me: the one thing I could do was graft. I had an extremely strong work ethic, so I resolved, there and then, never to quit and to outwork everybody else.

A year previously, I had been given the opportunity of carrying out a work-experience placement. At random, I chose the Star Hotel, a three-star hotel on Southampton High Street and ended up working there on weekends. When I left school, I asked Pete Jungernickel, the head chef at the hotel, if there were any full-time jobs going and he thankfully took me on. It was mostly washing-up work, where I found myself dressed in steel toe-capped boots and a blue boilersuit every day. They did a roaring lunchtime trade in toasted sandwiches. The chefs thought these were beneath them, so entrusted them to me, the Kitchen Porter.

I am not sure why, but I loved making them and I quickly became the ‘Breville master’. It was incredibly basic stuff: a cheese and ham toastie, a small salad of iceberg lettuce, cucumber, tomato and radish, and a crescent of Walkers crisps on the side. I would make this basic meal and the waiting staff would take it to the customer. Meanwhile, I would race upstairs from the basement kitchen and watch the guests to see if they enjoyed them. I don’t know what it was about preparing something so simple and why it made me feel so good, but I was hooked. And Pete noticed. He took me under his wing, then phoned my parents and told them that, if they didn’t mind him kicking my arse, he felt I had some talent worth nurturing. My dad said: ‘Absolutely no problem. He’s used to that.’ I had never felt so proud. At last, I felt like I was starting to find my purpose.

With Pete’s encouragement, I enrolled on an NVQ catering course at Southampton City College, and as luck would have it, my college lecturer, Fred Friedrich, was a very good friend of Pete’s. The fact that they knew each other meant I got the best college and work experiences. I worked hard at college by day, then flat out in the early mornings, evenings and weekends at the hotel. I had discovered a natural ability, combined with a new-found ambition, which made me feel almost unstoppable. From butchery, to preparing the fish, baking, sauce-making and plating-up; I was the guy. Pete told me, ‘You need to move on to somewhere better and keep pushing yourself.’

[image: image]

Pete helped me find a job at Carey’s Manor Hotel in the New Forest, where I met two more brilliant chefs who continued to push me, and also kept up the tradition of kicking my arse. They were Kevin Dorrington, the head chef at the time, and Graham Senior, the senior sous chef. They really did take my learning to the next level. I was named Chef of the Year for the college and my parents couldn’t believe it when my photograph was on the front page of the Daily Echo. Their son had gone from academic disaster to top of the class in a little over a year. With the course coming to an end, one of my lecturers, the late, great, incredible Martin Nash, took me aside and told me he had recommended me for a job in London with probably the most famous chef in the UK at the time – Gary Rhodes.

The first four weeks in my new job were amazing. I had nowhere near enough money to pay rent or a month’s deposit up front for a flat in London, so Gary put me up in the Dolphin Square Hotel while I was looking for somewhere to live. I was blown away by his kindness and will never forget his generosity. After three months, I had saved enough money to move into a bedsit; one so awful that my mum burst into tears when she saw it. It was above a curry house in Pimlico and the restaurant’s only claim to fame was that Princess Diana had once been papped as she jogged past their sign. Believe me, it was awful. For a start, there were no curtains, just one window with a thin sheet of glass and prison bars across it. I’d heat the room using the tiny Baby Belling oven that swallowed 50p coins in the electric meter. I’d always need 20p pieces handy to use the communal shower two floors down. My mum was distraught, but my dad said: ‘Annabelle, when it’s this crap, the only way is up.’ However, I absolutely loved it. I met three incredible mates in James, Brian and Arnie who lived in the same block. We shared a love of house music and had some amazing times. Come payday, we lived like millionaires for one day, then spent the rest of the month skint. Arnie had a Rick Stein VHS tape that we would watch back to front on our off-days. When it came to dinner time, we would go to the Dolphin Square Hotel (where we worked for Gary) and ask our colleagues to sneak us out some staff tea. Just a couple of years before, I had been in despair about where my life was going. Now it felt like anything was possible.

The transition of going from college to working for a huge TV star was exhilarating. Not only was Gary the first celebrity chef I had ever met, but he was the first celebrity, full stop. He was larger than life; incredibly charismatic, utterly disarming – and his spiky hair was quite mesmerizing. In the kitchen, he was brilliant. His technique, vision for what he wanted to achieve and attention to detail were faultless. The level of professionalism in the kitchen was simply staggering, the quality of the ingredients out of this world, and the learning curve each day was almost vertical. The fear that I wouldn’t be able to keep up kept me awake at night for months, but the two years I spent with Gary were invaluable. Not only was I improving as a chef, but I had also become even more obsessed with cooking. It was here that I got my first taste of Michelin, when Gary won a Michelin Star.

Gary’s restaurant, Rhodes in the Square, is where I had my first significant food experience. I’d been there for seven months as a commis chef on the vegetable section when I remember watching the pastry chefs making bread and butter pudding. They would make one for lunch and one for dinner – always working a day ahead so the bread had time to soak up the custard. There were two things that stood out for me: the technique of making the custard (versus just pouring over a milk-egg mixture) and the way they baked it. The custard was a rich, beautiful colour from the egg yolks, and I was amazed at the sheer amount of Madagascan bourbon vanilla that went into it. Interestingly, Gary cooked his bread and butter pudding in the same way you would a crème brûlée. I was itching to try it but never had the guts to ask, so continued keeping my head down. However, one day, the pastry chef called me over after lunch service and said, ‘Have you tried the bread and butter pudding yet?’. To this day, I can remember that flavour and feeling vividly – the rich, creaminess of the custard, the heady fragrance of vanilla, the crisp, delicate, glass-like layer of caramel on top, and the light, almost soufflé-like texture of the bread. It was nothing like any bread and butter pudding I had ever tried before, and it absolutely blew my mind. I’ve included a recipe here that reminds me of my incredible time with the genius that was Gary Rhodes.

If working with Gary was like climbing a culinary mountain, then my next job was the equivalent of scaling Mount Everest … in a pair of Birkenstocks and a hand-me-down Bragard’s chefs’ jacket. It was the start of the millennium and the man that all young cooks were talking about was Gordon Ramsay. He wasn’t yet a household name, virtually unknown outside of the restaurant world, but his reputation in the industry as the most talented chef in the country was growing by the second: he was already considered the most fearsome. I had a mate who had worked with Gordon for a couple of weeks, who actually phoned to warn me not to go to Royal Hospital Road. ‘Go anywhere but there’, he told me. But I was ready for a new challenge. Fearsome or not, I knew Gordon was searing a brave new path at the cutting edge of cooking, and I was hungry to learn.

I had other friends who worked at three-Michelin-star restaurants, like Pierre Koffmann’s La Tante Claire, Marco Pierre White at The Oak Room and Chez Nico on Park Lane, but there was something about Gordon I was irresistibly drawn to. He was utterly fearless, relentless in his pursuit of high culinary standards and, like Gary, he was a pioneer chef, producing some of the country’s most exciting cooking. Sometimes I would go back and visit my family in Southampton, getting the National Express Coach that left Victoria and travelled down Royal Hospital Road. I would make a beeline for a seat on the left-hand side and pray that there would be traffic outside Restaurant Gordon Ramsay so that I could steal a few seconds to look inside. I would press my face against the coach window and watch the chefs opening scallops and passing sauces in the courtyard. For me, this was the place, and something told me I had to work there.
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Then fate stepped in. I always had Sundays off, which me and the boys would spend drinking pints at The Gallery pub in Pimlico. One particular Sunday, one of them looked up and said: ‘Look over there, it’s Gordon Ramsay!’. Gordon had pulled up in a silver Golf GTI and was using the pay phone. I seized my chance, racing outside to wait for him to finish his call. As he turned to me, I started stuttering, trying to remember my name and explain how much I wanted to work for him. He eyed me up, listened patiently, then gave me the number of the kitchen. I had a trial and, soon after, got the job.

At the time, I thought I knew what I was getting into. I had heard about Gordon’s relentless work ethic and his formidable reputation for high standards – plus the TV show Boiling Point had recently aired, so I thought I knew what to expect in the kitchen. But the reality of working there was like nothing I’d ever experienced. It was tough, and the stakes were high. I phoned my parents to tell them I got the job and said: ‘Listen, there is a very good chance that I will be fired any day. But they will have to physically throw me out the door to get me out’. I was determined it would never come to that.

At times in the early days, the sheer pace in the kitchen, and the relentless, militarian, pursuit of excellence meant that I wasn’t sure that Gordon was convinced that I had what it took to work there. On one occasion, I delivered a plate of food to him at the passe and he spotted a tiny speck of garnish that shouldn’t have been there. The resulting bollocking was awe-inspiring, and very grounding, but I knew I was learning and getting better each day. Working at Restaurant Gordon Ramsay at Royal Hospital Road was a million times more exciting and rewarding than anywhere else I had experienced, and I wouldn’t change a single second of it. We were a brigade cooking at the highest level. I was not only working with an elite bunch of professionals, but also with breathtaking produce like nothing I had ever seen before: lobster raviolis as big as my hand, wild 2kg sea bass, caviar and truffles. On the other end of the spectrum, I saw humble ingredients, like braised shin of beef, turned into something utterly mesmerizing. I couldn’t get enough, and the adrenaline outweighed the tiredness.

My days typically started at 6:30 a.m. and, living in Bermondsey, I soon realized that relying on public transport wasn’t feasible anymore. At night, the tube wouldn’t run late enough, and in the morning, the bus only took me as far as Victoria. From there, I had to sprint to Royal Hospital Road. I decided to invest in a motorbike. It made a significant difference to my commute, shaving off half an hour in the morning and allowing me to get home quicker after work. These small adjustments were crucial for enduring the demanding, long days.

After being at the kitchen for a month, Gordon was asked to cater at Royal Ascot. Despite already completing a tough week from Monday to Friday, when asked if anyone wanted additional work, we were all genuinely enthusiastic to be there. On the way to Ascot, Gordon bought us breakfast at a service station and it was here that I remember him sharing some wisdom about the hospitality industry. He emphasized the importance of dedication over monetary gain and encouraged us to focus on honing our craft, assuring us that success would follow in time. At 21, I absorbed these lessons eagerly. I was getting front row access to an incredible culture and forming an unbreakable mindset.

Gordon’s teaching method was intense; I understood that any mistake we made reflected on him personally, because it was his name above the door. It was a hardcore learning experience, but it instilled in me a commitment to high standards and teamwork. Everyone in the kitchen was expected to uphold these values, creating a culture that I later implemented in my own businesses. Despite the gruelling schedule, I found myself fully immersed in this lifestyle, often spending my entire weekends catching up on sleep.

In my first year with Gordon, he was awarded the Holy Grail: a third Michelin Star for Restaurant Gordon Ramsay, the highest, and rarest, accolade you can achieve in the restaurant world. When he told us, the excitement was palpable – as I remember, everyone screamed with joy. When the inspectors left, their departure was accompanied by the sound of our celebration echoing down the road. It was truly a magical time, and thrilling to be part of the team that achieved that award. It reinforced my lifelong belief that, if you are prepared to work hard and commit, you can achieve incredible success. In my six years working with the Ramsay Group, I learned more than I ever thought possible alongside some of the best chefs in the UK: Marcus Wareing, Mark Askew, Angela Hartnett, Mark Sargent and David Dempsey to name a few. To this day, I’ve never met anyone as dedicated and technically brilliant as Mark Askew. After six years, I still found myself developing skills and becoming a better chef every day. I am not only proud to have worked with Gordon and made television shows with him, but he is someone I consider a good friend and a great mentor.

In 2003, after three years at Royal Hospital Road, I left to work with Marcus Wareing, who had opened Petrus in St James for Gordon, and they were in the process of moving the restaurant to The Berkeley Hotel. It was every bit as thrilling and challenging as my time at Royal Hospital Road. But after eight years in London, having worked for the best chefs at the best restaurants in the capital, I needed a new challenge and a change of scenery. I just never expected to find it 300 miles away in a small fishing village in Cornwall.

Before I moved down to Padstow, I had only visited the town once before, when I had ridden down to test out my new Yamaha R6 sports bike. At the time, all I knew about Padstow was that Rick Stein had a place there. I arrived at 8.30 p.m., with nowhere to stay and, several desperate phone calls later, found a room at The Old Custom House pub, a traditional Cornish stone building overlooking the fishing town’s picturesque harbour. Completely naive to the fact that I’d travelled to Padstow in its busiest season, The Old Custom House was full for dinner, and I was starving. Someone told me to ‘try Rojano’s around the corner – you might get a pizza there’. The next day, I found myself, a wandering tourist of Padstow, peering through the window of an old building – now a vacant restaurant with a ‘For sale’ sign outside. A year later, I was back there as head chef of what was to later become Paul Ainsworth at No6.

The man who made that possible for me was Derek Mapp, along with his wonderful wife, Karen. A world-class businessman and publican, he is now my business mentor, Chairman to the Ainsworth Collection, and my closest friend. Derek wanted to open a restaurant in Padstow with his son, Chris, and asked me to join as head chef. It was exactly the sort of challenge I was looking for. In the early days, I tried to deliver a similar style of cooking and service that I had been brought up on in London, but I quickly learned that it simply wasn’t right for Cornwall, which had a less formal, more personable feel. And in truth, it wasn’t right for me. To survive, the business side of No6 had to be as good as the cooking and dining experience. Derek helped me achieve that. I remember he said to me once: ‘Paul, you are a fantastic cook but, like most chefs, you are a terrible businessman. Until you understand that side of things, you won’t be successful and you’ll end up going bust.’ That was the wake-up call I needed.

[image: image]

Instead of trying to turn the restaurant into a London enclave, I made it my mission to sacrifice any ego and make No6 a success. I would never compromise on flavour or the high standards I had been taught, but it was time to find my own personality and style. At the same time, I was determined to make a profit. Another one of Derek’s great pieces of advice was that ‘profit isn’t a dirty word’. Profit enables you, first and foremost, to pay your team their true value, and to always pay your suppliers on time. Profit enables you to maintain the building inside and out; so if something breaks, you can immediately fix it. I lapped up this information. I’d worked for the best chefs, but now I was working with someone, at the top of their craft, who was teaching me about people and business. I absolutely loved it. I was becoming a better person for it, helped in no small part by falling in love.
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I first met Emma when I was living in London and working for Gordon. Emma was a beautiful and vivacious trainee hairdresser, and we started courting, as her Nanny Joany would say. But we were both young and we had our whole lives ahead of us. It was the right relationship but at the wrong time. We broke up, but I never forgot about Emma; in fact, I thought about her all the time. However, at that point in my life, my career always came first, and Emma knew that. I would always ask friends how she was doing and what she was up to. I heard she had been travelling the world as Virgin Atlantic cabin crew and thought I’d missed my chance. Then, five years after we had split up, I bumped into Emma’s old boss. I asked her if she kept in touch with Emma. ‘Yes,’ she said. ‘Do you want her number?’. I didn’t need to be asked twice. Emma’s nan was coming to Cornwall on a coach holiday, so Emma joined her. I picked Emma up from Newquay coach station while Nanny Joany continued to Falmouth. When she got in the car, it was like we had never been apart.

The following year, Emma moved down to Padstow to join me. Together, we took over the lease and business, renamed the restaurant Paul Ainsworth at No6 and have never looked back. One night, we went to a restaurant in London called Arbutus in Soho by Anthony Demetre. It was so ahead of its time, and we were inspired, knowing that this approach was exactly what we was needed at Paul Ainsworth at No6. We simplified the service, lost the canapés, amuse-bouches and pre-desserts by updating the menu to á la carte, instead focusing on local Cornish produce and suppliers. No6 had minimal refurbishment with what little money we could afford, and we opened our doors on 1 February 2009, right in the middle of a recession. Offering a lunch menu for a fiver a course, or £13.50 for three courses, we made sure we gave £2.50 of each meal purchased to the Padstow RNLI. We made no money from this arrangement, but we had a glowing review from Lee Trewhela, the editor of the Cornish Guardian at that time, which meant we were soon packed with locals. We created cashflow to pay our team and our suppliers, and that’s all that mattered. No6 flourished ten months of the year, and not just in the school holidays.

Besides Emma and my daughters, No6 has been my proudest life’s work. Housed within an uncompromising 18th-century building, this Grade 2-listed Georgian townhouse has dictated how we utilise every inch of the building to create a wonderfully welcoming space. Many years ago, it was a home but, over time, it has transformed from residence into a restaurant, briefly a B&B, and then back to a restaurant. Witnessing its evolution under my watch has been a true privelege. I cherish the character and atmosphere it exudes, especially during quieter moments, like a rainy November lunchtime. Its cosy dining room invites guests to get lost in its charm. We’ve embraced and enhanced what’s already there instead of forcing change.

In the early days, I’d been told countless times: ‘You must be mad opening up a restaurant in the same town as Rick Stein.’ But I never saw it as madness. When I met Derek, he explained to me that Rick and his wife Jill had opened a seafood restaurant in a beautiful Cornish fishing village, and from there had launched a hugely successful collection of businesses and television career. Derek suggested that, if I went down there with the goal of complementing Rick rather than competing, over time we could build a strong business that would also complement Padstow.

I would never dare suggest that I’m Cornish, but Cornwall has become an integral part of my identity. My first taste of Cornwall was as a kid on holiday in Mullion, near Kynance Cove, with my best mate Vince and his parents. I never imagined I would end up living here, but since then, I have developed a deep love for the place. For many months of the year, the towns are bustling with tourists and locals alike, boosting the Cornish economy. Cornish people are protective of their identity and respect has to be earned. It doesn’t happen overnight, and I really admire that. The thing I am most grateful for is how welcome the people of Padstow made Emma and I feel when we moved here. What I love about the North Cornish coast is seeing my daughters, Ci Ci and Audrey-Bloom, have the opportunity to grow up here. On summer evenings after school, we love going to Baby Bay with a mini-barbeque to cook some burgers, or go swimming and bodyboarding with our dogs, Flossie and Freddie. Even after a full day at school and an evening on the beach, my daughters are still in bed by 7 p.m. – priceless.

From a food perspective, Cornwall has given me the opportunity to get the closest I’ve ever been to our ingredients. From meeting the fishermen, farmers and growers who supply produce, to dairy makers, oyster and mussel farmers – this truly has been one of the greatest privileges of being a chef in Cornwall.

In time, tourists as well as locals started visiting No6, and, after a while, we began to turn a profit. However, rather than spend it, we ploughed everything we earned back into the business – and it started paying off. In 2011, we took over and later bought Rojano’s (the pizzeria I had eaten in on my first ever night in Padstow in 2004) then four years later, we acquired a separate, old eighteenth-century building. After completely renovating it, we launched Padstow Townhouse in 2015 to give
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