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AUTHOR’S NOTE

India has given me a great life full of incredible memories, laughter, learning and joy. One helluva rollercoaster ride really! It has given me people to adore and people who adore me, friends I cherish and a career I love. Most importantly, I have had the privilege of being around some of the best food in the world and have come close to the people who create it. It has been, and continues to be, one long, delicious journey of discovering and experiencing food with depth and complexity, humour and humility. India is larger than life and undergoes perpetual challenge and change. As does its food. So here is a glimpse of my adventures with the unbelievable food of this country.
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[image: A woman picks a pineapple from a stall at a market. Another woman sits cross-legged behind the stall. The stall has fruits and vegetables on display in wicker baskets. The women are draped in sarees, and wear flowers in their hair and bangles in their hands.]
Indian food is still heavily misunderstood and misrepresented. I am growing weary of the homogenized puddles of red/yellow/ brown oily gravies with bits of meat or vegetables floating around in many Indian restaurants in the name of ‘Indian’ food. These ‘curries’ in no way represent the lightness and the sensitivity of home cooking.

I once told the great Indian culinary impresario, Jiggs Kalra, that, while I considered his work on traditional Indian recipes invaluable, it would take me a week to gather all the ingredients for any one! Tradition and documentation are important but let’s be practical. The narrative has changed. Many old Indian recipes belong to a particular context situated at a particular time, region and season. It is virtually impossible to find some of those ingredients today.

Today, more than ever, we need to somehow find that right balance between taste, health and tradition. We need a culinary response to fast lives. Modern Indian food can be fast but it need not be junk. You just need to make informed decisions on where your produce is from, how it is farmed and for how long it is stored. In this day and age of processed food, genetically modified plants, hormone-injected meats and chemically sprayed fruits, vegetables and grains, we have to take responsibility for what we put into our bodies very seriously, no matter what we are cooking.

Was I faced with a difficult choice? Not at all! I simply didn’t include such ingredients in the book. I may make a passing reference to them, but my intention is not to waste your time or energy on the impossible in the name of ‘authenticity’. What I do hope all the recipes share is a genuineness and practical approach to cooking today. I have based the ingredient tables on what is available in India but have tried, wherever possible, to provide alternatives, available without too much of a hassle in major European and American cities. What has also helped the sourcing of ingredients enormously are platforms like Markets by Karen Anand – which I created nine years ago to bring together small producers of organic and natural products from across India. Many of these producers use creative and well-designed packaging and have moved into retail, online and export. Efforts and initiatives of this kind have made many ingredients I use in this book available across the country and abroad.

[image: Two men in suits and ties pose for the camera on a pavement in London.]
[image: A woman, wearing a chiffon dress, a necklace, and a gauzy wrap, looks into the distance and poses for the camera.]
[image: Karen Anand, wearing a shirt and a headband, poses for the camera on a balcony. Buildings with discoloured walls are in the background.]
[image: A woman alongside two young girls, all in white dresses, stands on the pavement outside a building. One of the girls points at something, while the other two look in the direction she points.]
SOME BACKGROUND

I grew up in London in the sixties and seventies with a mother who cooked because she had to, not because she wanted to, and a father who never entered the kitchen except to eat. They argued and bickered and my mother never forgave him for bringing her to ‘this cold country’ but they were completely united in one thing – their love for Indian food and the fact that they missed it. My father talked endlessly of hot, crusty brun with lashings of malai from the top of the milk, which he used to eat at Irani cafes in Bombay then. He drooled at the mere mention of ‘kheema gutli’ and ‘bun chop’, favourites at St Mary’s, the school he went to in Byculla. St Mary’s must have been one hell of a place if you can still remember what you ate there after forty years!

He talked about the salt beef his mother used to make when he was a child, and of Christmas cake and the blessed batter which had to be stirred for hours in the days before mixers, food processors and blenders. He missed kebabs and biryani and balchao and bhel. He missed what he called ‘tart’ – raw mangoes at the onset of summer, imli from the street carts parked outside the school and sour bora or dry ber – brown berries sprinkled with rock salt. He had very clear ideas about the food he liked and disliked, the nostalgia made all the more potent by the lacklustre of the English table then. He used to make sneak visits to Wembley for chivda and to an Indian butcher, Mr Sheikh, for Indian mutton or goat. My parents disliked British lamb which they found smelly and insipid. My father would wait patiently for my mother to run out of Basmati rice or fresh coriander so that he could drive to Southall (which was quite a long way). Groceries were an excuse to stop at the mithai shop for chum chums, gulab jamuns and chocolate barfi. As children, we were well acquainted with a hotchpotch of Indian flavours, but completely ignorant as to the background and history.

My mother confused our culinary heritage further. She grew up in a half-Parsi, half-Goan household in Bombay. You can imagine the chutney of cuisines and cultures there. But it was Bombay’s restaurants that made her eyes sparkle. Bombellis at Breach Candy and ‘Continental’ food at Gourdon somewhere near Churchgate, Chinese at Nanking behind the Taj and Lobster Thermidor at The Little Hut at the top of The Ritz. She experienced Bombay in its heyday in the 1950s, walked to work from Breach Candy to Kemps Corner where she worked in a French company and had a snazzy wardrobe. Her tailor was her best friend and on an average day she looked like a Hollywood star. When she married my father, the fun continued. The cooks walked in and she never needed to step into the kitchen – not, that is, until she reached England. They were not only united in their love for the Indian table but their dislike of English food. They found it bland, boring and tasteless. They thought the British idea of a sandwich for lunch was laughable and my poor mother, who I’m convinced never really liked to cook, ended up slaving over a hot stove every day.

Consequently, we were brought up on a strange mix of European-looking dishes which tasted Indian and Indian ‘curries’ which began with onion, ginger-garlic and Italian tomato puree. Don’t get me wrong, everything tasted good. It just all tasted the same. There was no distinction between, say the punch of a Rogan Josh or the subtlety of a fish caldin. It was mutton curry, beef curry, prawn or chicken curry. My mother rarely made fish curry in England because she said the fish had no taste. She opened packets of coconut cream with great finesse, and she soon discovered a miracle marriage-saver called ‘Kashmiri masala’ made by the pickle people, Pataks. This was the answer to all her problems, the cure all and the ultimate ‘must’ in every one of her Indian dishes, whether it was dal, vegetable or pork chops. My father learned to cook in his sixties when my mother began to spend a lot of time playing grandmother to my two boys in India, with much the same repertoire.

Hence, my early memories of Indian food were not very defined and certainly not based on any real knowledge in the intellectual sense. My mother had a great ‘hand’. She made very authentic batata vadas and excellent puris. She always cooked rice in a handi with a tight-fitting lid and placed a tea towel between the lid and the utensil at the end of cooking to absorb any condensation. I have copied her. The rice always comes out perfect. She could never roll a roti to save her life. Neither can I. But she put things together in a matter of minutes and could set an extraordinary table (mainly courtesy Marks and Spencer’s). That’s my British Asian heritage.

After I finished school, I went to Paris for a year to ostensibly master the language. By day I attended the Sorbonne but I really woke up in the evenings and was out meeting friends every night of the week. ‘Cuisine’ was a heavy part of my syllabus and I had excellent teachers – a wonderful and dedicated nanny from Lyon who cooked in the style of Bocuse – classic, traditional French; a photojournalist with a penchant for quick, quality dishes which usually translated into a perfectly grilled lamb chop and a salad; and a host of student friends, all of whom had at least one speciality each. I also discovered that men cooked quite happily in France, as opposed to the men and boys I knew from the Indian subcontinent who did well to find their way to the kitchen. There was no discrimination between the sexes across the Channel and specifically in the kitchen. Men took pride in cooking and showing off about it. They chose the wine and cheese with awareness. Not surprising since their fathers had probably done the same thing. I had some of the best meals at homes of some of my male friends who opened oysters by the dozen and served perfectly chilled Muscadet along with them. Not very creative, but it took a lot of devotion to open a hundred oysters in one evening. The same bunch prepared excellent onion tart, cabbage stuffed with baby pigeon and could select magnificent cheese.

I was once asked to cook ‘Indian’ in Paris and concocted something which looked like koftas in a masala gravy or what my mother called ‘ball curry’. I had found the famous Kashmiri masala in a grubby Indian grocer near St Denis. It met with great applause. I became a pretty good cook churning out a handful of Indian dishes, but my culinary education was from the French school of gastronomy. I learned the meaning of the word ‘quality’, how to shop, where to shop, how to avoid supermarkets like the plague, how to pick a perfect Brie, which dressing went with which salad and why and how to handle a leg of lamb. I learned which cut of meat to use for each dish and why the age of the animal was so important to cooking. I was taught well and I was an eager and willing student. When I returned to University in England, the country had become much more cosmopolitan and wiser in matters of food. The British began drinking wine like they were born to it and eating quiche like it was their national dish. I approached all this trendy hype with my nose firmly in the air. I was beyond all the fluff. I had lived in Paris. Nothing could better that.

It was decided by majority vote one day that each one in our flat on campus would cook for the rest of us once a week. I looked through all the fancy recipes I had accumulated and painstakingly written down only to be told that the rest of them wanted me to make a curry. ‘A curry,’ I thought in disgust. ‘Me make curry?’ I was appalled. My protests fell on deaf ears. Apparently, Coq au Vin was too elitist. Curry was fine for the proletariat. Instead of calling mother and asking for help, I rushed out and brought a book by a lady called Madhur Jaffrey. Her recipes were amazingly accurate and brought Indian cooking out of the restaurant and into the kitchen. She also gave you very convenient alternatives if you didn’t have the authentic ingredients. This little paperback became my Bible for the next four years. To everyone’s amazement, and mine, I turned out fabulous koftas, parathas and baingan ka bhartas. I learnt to follow flavours and not just instructions.

From then on, there was no looking back. I became a fiend with the frying pan. Wherever I travel, whether it is Italy or Spain, Hong Kong or Bali, food is my ambassador. It opens difficult doors and helps me make lifelong friendships. And yes, I always sneak in my potlis of masalas because I never know when someone is going to ask me to cook something Indian – Malvani masala from India’s west coast and Kolhapuri masala from Maharashtra, both stone ground in small batches by hardworking ladies, panch phoran, the five spice blend from West Bengal, fresh curry leaves picked from the tree in my garden, washed and wrapped in kitchen paper and packed in ziplock bags, pepper from Goa and Kerala and tea from Darjeeling (that’s to soothe my nerves after cooking) – all these Indian Cooking 101 essentials go into the side pockets of my suitcase. I often recreate recipes included in this book and I use my masalas both in traditional recipes and to enliven contemporary everyday cooking.

I arrived back in Bombay towards 1984 (we had emigrated in 1966) and the rest, as they say, is history. I started cooking European food and experimenting with ingredients available in India. I became known professionally as ‘the Salad Queen’ because of my specialty – salads. Each was a different, composite recipe gleaned from my travels, and presented in a different manner. I looked to Europe for inspiration, especially the sunny countries of the Mediterranean since that is what I knew and what I felt would work well in India. I started experimenting and learning about Indian ingredients and cooking techniques. I applied all the principles of great cooking and sourcing I had learned in France and found that they had been doing the same thing in India ... and for probably much longer. The only difference being, the French wrote everything down in detail and our culinary knowledge was, for the most part, verbal.

[image: Karen Anand sits at an outdoor café with her drink and poses for the camera with a waiter who holds a tray.]
Cooking Indian food has been an acquired skill for me. Even though I grew up in a home fond of traditional Indian food, there were no ‘grandmas’ around. My first professional training was in French cooking, and I applied those skill sets to document interesting Indian recipes. This gave me the confidence to write a book for both novices and intermediary cooks who have a basic understanding of cooking and a passion for Indian food. Masala Memsahib is an easy guide through the flavours of India for anyone ready to experiment.

[image: Karen Anand stands in front of a display of different meat products and meat cuts and poses for the camera.]
Now to explain the title of this book. ‘Masala’ is a term that is often used synonymously with Indian food and, by extension, popular Indian culture. When, in reality, it does not denote a generic Indian curry, rather a spice mix, a combination of spices ground together in the form of a dry powder or combined with water or vinegar to make a paste, usually destined for a particular dish. This masala, the unique combinations of spices, is the key to unlocking and demystifying the secrets of Indian cooking. Understanding the essence of each spice and the flavour it brings to a dish is key to adapting it to any ingredient. And having mastered this, even an amateur can easily play around with Indian food without being overwhelmed by daunting instructions.

[image: Karen Anand poses for the camera with two of her friends.]
‘Memsahib’ is a term of respect for a woman of a certain age, usually with means, in India. I use it playfully with tongue firmly in cheek referring to myself as I take you on this culinary journey.

Masala Memsahib is a collection of my favourite home-style recipes from India, steeped in tradition, some hidden secrets and some twists – they span my journeys through this vast country over the last thirty-five years. Some of the recipes that follow have been shared with me by great chefs and friends, others by homemakers, some were written on the back of a napkin, others over messaging apps and most were verbal and began with ‘... take some chilli powder and a handful of ... ’ It was up to me to figure out the origins and name of the chilli, its potency and how much really a ‘handful’ weighed. For, as is with Indian cooking, ‘andaaz’ or an estimation is the consistent form of measurement across the subcontinent.

This collection offers a glimpse into my personal culinary adventures in India and the chapters that follow are representative of many years of travelling for pleasure, work and shoots. I had three television series on-air in the 1990s; the one for Star TV was called The Good Food Guide which ran to fifty-two episodes. It was quite path breaking for its time in India and took me across the country to discover the world of both home and professional cooks. Half the time, there was no proper script so what emerged was quite real and unrehearsed – an unconscious forerunner of reality TV! In these fifty-two episodes, I ran into many many wonderful people – some great closet cooks, some great storytellers and others who introduced me to both. They are all special and they all play a significant part of my culinary education.

I start with Goa because that’s the closest to my heart and heritage and the recipes are so spot on I could recreate them blindfolded! Maharashtrian food is rarely written about and, since I live here and am exposed to several communities within this state, I had to take on the challenge of writing down family recipes and nuances. With the increase in vegetarianism globally, the land of Gandhi was an obvious choice for a totally vegetarian chapter. I would like to stress here that Indian vegetarians are mainly so as a result of religion or upbringing and not so much for health reasons, so there is no holding back when it comes to fat, sugar and butter! They are not necessarily vegan. The vegan movement in India is indeed significant but relatively new. I love Kerala and travel there whenever I can. I love the integrity of the food, the purity of the landscape and the clearly defined flavours which are consistently delicious. You either love or hate Kolkata. It is falling to pieces but there is also great beauty in the city and the obsessive arguments over food are unbelievable. Lastly, a collection of special recipes and people from all over India make up the last section of the book – Memorable Meals.

While I was choosing recipes for this book, I was also curating the menu for a new Indian restaurant I was working on in London called Colonel Saab. I realize my choices overlapped. While I wanted to include only unusual recipes and go down the untrodden path of ‘firsts’, I had to be mindful of ingredient availability and palate. So each chapter of this book contains some familiar, some hopefully new and many definite keepers. Thanks to the pandemic, I had time to finally write this book, put together the recipes, choose my favourites and cook them all. Then thanks to Colonel Saab – the award-winning restaurant in central London for which I curated the menu – I tried and tested many of the recipes once again, some of which are on the restaurant menu. I hope to take you behind the scenes and share with you a slice of India that you may or may not have seen; a look at the way we really cook with recipes relevant to today’s style of living. The idea is to give the reader an insight into the flavours of Indian cuisine through understanding the foods of different regions and how the palate differs across the subcontinent. The end result, I hope, is perfect whichever country you live in. I consider myself an accomplished cook but certainly not a chef. I don’t compromise on taste and I never compromise on good quality ingredients.

So here are a hundred or so of my favourite recipes, personally experienced, eaten and enjoyed from my wanderings all over the country. It is by no means an attempt at naming the ‘the best 100’ or anything like that. I sincerely apologize if your favourite Indian cuisine or recipe is not included. No black daal or butter chicken in this book, I’m afraid!

[image: Karen Anand stands in front of two large trays that consist of smaller bowls with different ingredients. She holds some of the larger ingredients in her hands.]
[image: Karen Anand poses for the camera with two other women and a man. One of the women holds up a photo.]
[image: Karen Anand stands next to a man, holds a handful of black pepper pods, and poses for the camera. Two more spices are piled in boxes in front of them.]
[image: A woman, wearing a saree, sits in a high-backed chair and poses for the camera with three other children. One of the children stands next to her, another child sits on the ground with building blocks, and the third child sits next to the second one with an opened book.]
[image: Karen Anand poses for the camera with three men at an event.]
[image: Karen Anand poses for the camera with five people. They stand in front of a balloon arch, and three different desserts are on display in front of them.]



[image: A building has a wood door with iron grille gate in front of it. Potted plants are on either side of the steps leading to the door. Text on the wall reads, Goa.]
[image: A woman sits cross-legged on a beach, smiles broadly, and looks at two children playing with sand.]
[image: Karen Anand sits on the lap of another woman on a beach. Both smile broadly.]
[image: Two plates of seafood with a side of vegetables. The beach and the sea are in the background.]
[image: A beach lined with palm trees and coconut trees.]
[image: An ornate room with glass chandeliers, tables and chairs with intricately carved legs, and large windows with small decorative panels consisting of openings.]
Most people don’t know that I have Goan ancestry. Though I have never lived in Goa, I have been visiting regularly for over thirty-five years. India’s sunshine state has attracted wave after wave of migration, from Europeans looking for a bit of inexpensive, warm bliss, to the Indian ‘literati’ who seek the tranquillity to be creative. As for me, it is the Goa of great food and culinary traditions that I love to explore in a laidback setting. There is still a very fine, deep-rooted food tradition and a love for life that is second to none. Scratch the surface and you’ll find it. I anticipate each visit with a yearning to eat, drink and relax – my holy trinity – and to feel blessed by the sight of Goa’s rich red soil and swaying palms. Over the years, I have also discovered its backwaters, local haunts, ingredients and seasonal nuances.

[image: An outdoor restaurant with wicker chairs, tables covered in white cloth, and the sea in the background. One of the tables has wine glasses filled with red wine.]
[image: Karen Anand holds a bottle of feni.]
[image: A boy plays a flute. Strings of chorizo are on display behind him.]
[image: A basket filled with fresh cashew fruits.]
The Portuguese came to India well before the British or the Mughals and left Goa as recently as 1961, after 450 years. They had a remarkable influence on this territory and introduced many ingredients now common in Indian cooking from their exploits in South and Central America, like the chilli, tomatoes, cashew, corn, potatoes and pork. The Portuguese loved the Goan mango so much that they grafted new varieties or cultivars with Portuguese names like Alfonso (after Nicolau Afonso the botanist). It was the Jesuit priests who brought with them science and botany and ‘baptized’ new mango species with the same missionary zeal that they displayed while converting locals to Catholicism. These new, baptized varieties were later sent to Brazil, renamed again, and then trailed through the Philippines and Mexico. The Mughal Emperor Akbar also propagated the Portuguese grafts across his orchards in Bihar, which after much refinement and through the years became the Langra, Dassheri, Chausa and Totapuri varieties common in India today.

The effect of the cultural amalgamation due to Portuguese Catholic priests sent to Goa and from Portuguese men incited by handsome rewards of lands and other benefits if they married native women, has been a unique cuisine which combined Catholic Iberian with local Hindu Saraswat. Portuguese soldiers and artisans, who married after arriving in India, were allowed to leave the royal service and settle down as citizens or traders. They were called Casados or married settlers. The intention was to create a community of people faithful to the Portuguese to carry on trade as well as to maintain the Estado da India Portugesa. It resulted in a unique Goan lifestyle and cuisine quite distinct from other parts of the country.

[image: A statue of Christ is on a tall pedestal with a cross. Christ has his arms spread and wears cloak and a crown. A sceptre is at his feet.]
[image: A vendor stands behind a display of different types of bread and looks at a woman giving money to his partner for her purchase.]
So what is Goan food? For the uninitiated, it usually starts at a beach shack. They offer no nuance, no subtlety and no claim to originality but they are right on the beach. Nothing beats that! Stick to a beer and watch the sunset – that’s my advice. Try not to eat in one. Visit a modest local restaurant or speak to a Goan home cook and that is where you will encounter a rich culinary world – a world where Portuguese customs intermingle with local traditions, where both Portuguese dishes and (Gaud) Saraswat kitchens have secrets to share and where restaurant food catering to the tourists’ palates is light years away from home-style dishes. Goan food has been documented but not always with accuracy. It isn’t easy to write down a complicated recipe as somebody throws pinches of many spices into a pan spluttering with oil. Traditional dishes also require a great deal of grinding masalas to an excruciating fine paste and slow cooking. While everyone wants the definitive prawn curry recipe, it is not always possible to get it right if you live outside Goa; the chillies are different and the kokum is not as fresh. Even accomplished Goan cooks go off track in search of easier options. If you really want to attempt a traditional vindalho (no, not vindaloo), you’ll find one in the pages that follow. And if you would like to create the essence of Goa but only have a few minutes, then you will want my simple recipe of prawns with kokum (also included in this section).

But first a note on ingredients. Both Catholics and Hindus in Goa use coconut in all its forms – creamy milk, grated flesh and the water for drinking – and both eat all manner of seafood and poultry. The Goan Catholic repertoire has a local soul and a Portuguese spirit. The community uses kokum and tamarind as souring agents for their seafood and vinegar made from the palm sap, called toddy, for pork and beef. The Hindus in Goa restrict themselves to mutton and chicken as well as seafood and vegetables, and commonly use kokum and triphal or teflan (a sour spicy local black berry) as souring agents.

[image: A woman sits by the side of a street under an umbrella. Small fish are on display on a rectangular plate over a wicker basket.]
[image: Tapering steps lead to a building with dark, sloping roof. Five coconut trees are in front of the building, and a grassy lawn is in front of the trees.]
[image: In a market, vendors sell black jaggery in pyramidal pieces in the foreground and flower garlands in the background in stalls. People stand in front of the stalls and buy the goods.]
When I am in Goa, the first thing I do is make a pilgrimage to Mapusa market (pronounced ‘mapsa’) in North Goa. I have been coming here for longer than I care to remember and most of the local vendors have remained and look the same as if they have a secret painting which is ageing somewhere à la Dorian Gray. I like to think it has something to do with the food, the lifestyle and the feni. Spices are a great buy here; wonderfully aromatic, punchy, locally grown black pepper, rolled cinnamon (probably from Sri Lanka), highly aromatic cardamom and Kashmiri chillies. It’s not that any of these spices (except the pepper) are grown locally but they are all used in Goan dishes on a daily basis so the quality you find in Goa is superlative. I buy grayish sea salt, which is collected from the salt flats during the rains and makes all the difference to a prawn curry; kokum so fresh that your fingers turn purple when you touch it, red unpolished rice and pyramids of black coconut palm jaggery which reminds me of the treacle pudding of my childhood days in England.

The poder delivering Goan bread or poiee on a bicycle, with the quick sound of a tolling bell at the crack of dawn, is part of every Goan household’s morning ritual. Wholemeal poiee made with bran is similar to wholemeal pitta bread. They have a large area devoted to these breads at Mapusa Market. They also sell the slightly crusty, bow-shaped white bun cathro and the white crusty bangle-shaped one called cancom. The Portuguese introduced leavened bread into Goa and subsequently the rest of the country. I also find vendors peddling their homemade tender mango pickle in brine, miscut – a spicy pickle made with whole tender raw mangoes, para – a spicy fish pickle usually made with dried, salted mackerel and a red spicy pickle with dried Bombay duck. Next, I stop at Simonia, a sweetmeat shop in the centre of the covered market, for dodol – a dark brown toffee-like sweet made from coconut milk and jaggery, perada – guava cheese, doce de Grao – made from lentils, sugar and coconut, batika – a flat coconut cake with lattice pastry and, of course, bebinca – a layered dessert which takes much patience and skill to produce and is made from coconut milk, sugar, egg yolks and flour.

I stock up on feni. I like to drink it with fresh pineapple juice or Sprite and a squeeze of lime. The locals drink it neat! This is a local distilled clear alcohol made from the heady aromatic cashew fruit or from the coconut palm. It is cheap, cheerful and available in every watering hole in Goa. Traditionally sold in large containers known as garafaons directly from the source, feni now has a Geographical Identification (GI) classification which has moved it out of the ‘country liquor’ category and into a new ‘heritage liquor’ classification which will hopefully raise the bar and the image of feni. The first distillation is called uraq and is only available in April, the second distillation is made into feni. The Portuguese brought cashew trees to Goa from Brazil and planted them on hillsides to prevent erosion along the riverbanks. The cashew nut, which dangles on the outside of the fruit, served as a cash crop and the fragrant nectar of the fruit was distilled into the local brew. A true connoisseur will only drink ‘cashew’. A hidden gem is a visit to the Cazulo feni distillery, a farm-to-table experience owned by Hansel Vaz who also owns the best-looking liquor shops in South Goa and a great bar – Tesouro by Firefly. The feni tour starts with a welcome drink featuring feni, Sprite and a pepper leaf! You take a look at the sorting, crushing and fermenting process of the cashew juice in eighty-year-old terracotta pots, with no added yeast, distilling in copper stills. The tour ends with an interactive tasting of their three fenis paired with a board of Goan and European delicacies. The last stage is done in their tasting room which is filled with Hansel’s collection of glass garafa – gigantic glass bottles where they stored alcohol or wine – some of which date back to the eighteenth century and which came from Europe. Interestingly, their cashew feni paired exceedingly well with Goa sausage (even with the vinegar) and other spicy, savoury items and the palm feni went distinctively better with fruit and vegetables.

[image: Karen Anand sits with her friends at an outdoor restaurant and poses for the camera. Bottles of alcohol are on the table before them.]
[image: A bottle of Cazulo, a coconut feni, is on a table, next to a bowl of groundnuts.]
[image: A person sits by the side of a street and separates cashew nuts from their fruits in a bucket.]
[image: A deep dish filled with cylindrical black jaggery.]
[image: Women wear sarees that are bunched around their knees and stand in a market next to wicker baskets. People mill about the market in the background.]
The people that feature here, my friends and family, are all very special, as are their recipes that made this section of my food adventures possible.

NAOMI AND LENNY MENEZES

Naomi and Lenny Menezes aren’t your everyday Goan couple, but aspects of their lifestyle are. Widely travelled with homes across the world, they have now planted their roots, metaphorically and physically, on their glorious Goan estate – Quinta de Menezes – in the slightly off grid North Goan village of Pilerne. The thing about Goans who have travelled is that, when they come back home, they combine their love for tradition with a lighter and easier approach to everyday meals. They have shown me that it is possible to keep Goan flavours intact without the fuss of traditional methods. Lenny, after his retirement from the highest echelons of the hospitality industry (his last stint was as chairman of Hilton India), now makes sourdough bread and delights his guests with homemade pickles and fruits and vegetables from their organic backyard garden. Naomi was an absolute whizz on Whatsapp, pen and plate in hand ferreting treasured recipes out of old families and helped me to research terms and traditions. Together they were the most generous hosts who set a table that could feed the entire village. From a whole red snapper which Lenny would have gone down to the docks to choose himself, to the most divine velvety prawn curry, an invitation to dinner at Quinta de Menezes has always been a highlight of my trips to Goa. As this book goes to edit, I am saddened to share that we lost Naomi to cancer late last year.

CHEF URBANO REGO

Chef Urbano Rego has been a legendary figure at the Taj Holiday Village in Goa for as long as I can remember. Humble beyond belief, he looked after us as a family for many years and introduced me to facets of Goan cuisine to which I was clueless. A true Goan by birth and in spirit, he once took me on a tour of Mapusa Market (thankfully not on an over-crowded Friday when the market is at its robust best) to discover the treasures of the sea during the rains. It is generally advised not to touch fish in months which don’t have the letter ‘r’ (May to August) for three main reasons: first, because fish decomposes easily and the fishing boats stay out at sea for close to three days; second, it is spawning season so we will eventually deplete their numbers and, third, it is unsafe for fishermen to venture out during the often rough Monsoon rain. This was July and the fish market was surprisingly packed with all manner of creatures that I had never seen before – choncul (a small variety of bhetki), veleu (a tiny silver fish similar to fresh anchovy), candoeur (a round, flat, vaguely striped blackish creature), coro, shetuk, thomosa (red snapper), stingray and many types of clams, crabs and mussels. From the month of May till late September, sea water and its great variety of marine life is allowed to drift into the many salt pans of Goa and fishing is restricted to ponds, rivers and the sandy shore. According to Rego, the distinct flavour of Monsoon fish comes from the salt pans. Reams have been written about Rego. He has an unbelievable ‘hand’, especially when it comes to traditional Goan and Portuguese Goan food. I have been known to daydream about his prawn curry, clams in coriander and steamed prawns with kokum. His guidance helped me decide when and how to retain the traditional flavours and authenticity of Goan cooking in recipes.

[image: Karen Anand and Chef Urbano Rego pose for the camera. The chef holds a platter filled with an assortment of seafood.]
CAETANO D’COSTA

Caetano D’Costa worked as a cook at the old Mandovi hotel in Panjim which overlooks the Mandovi river. At one time, the hotel was the only place you could find both exceedingly good Goan Catholic and Hindu Saraswat food. It was the kind of place smart Goan families would take grandma for Sunday lunch. The dining room had a sort of faded elegance ... heavy Indo-Portuguese furniture, worn velvet upholstery and Amália Rodriguez playing softly in the background. From this setting, Caetano jumped to village life. We discovered him in the mid–1980s when he had just built an unattractive concrete structure in front of his modest home in Saligao. The kitchen was opposite the eatery and food would literally be thrown from the frying pan to the fire and in a matter of minutes be on your table with some rough and tumble cabbage salad on the side. He used to be highly embarrassed when I stood and watched his theatricals from the kitchen window. He also served home-brewed uraq in season and palm and cashew feni from the tiny bar for the princely sum of ₹2. The 7UP I had along with it was ₹7. I imagine this has gone up a bit but surely not by that much. His chicken cafreal is legendary, especially good after a night of partying in Goa. The chicken is marinated in a green masala overnight and then pan fried with a weight on top. This is salt of the earth Goan food at its best.

[image: Caetano D’Costa cooks three dishes simultaneously over a gas stove in a kitchen.]
MARIE WADIA

Every family in Goa and indeed every Goan family throughout the world (you will find large pockets of them in the US, Canada, UK, East Africa and Australia) has its own prawn curry recipe. Since my family’s culinary heritage was a bit of a cocktail, our recipe is tainted with a touch of Parsi and a generous sprinkling of cosmopolitan Bombay. My great aunt Marie Wadia, whose recipe I share in this section, made a mean prawn curry which I considered traditional, that is, until I went to Goa. She cooked her masala in thin coconut milk and sometimes added ground sesame seeds to thicken the curry. She also threw in okra which were meticulously picked from Bhaji Galli near Grant Road Station, each no longer than three inches in length. The prawns had to be small and white with very little or no black vein. In Goa, she would have used freshwater prawns from Goa’s backwaters. In her days, pre-made coconut milk and cream were not available. You had to go through the laborious process of removing the outer husk of a dried coconut, then scrape off the brown skin and finally grate the white flesh in a grinder, continuing on to a fairly messy process of squeezing the first and second milk through a muslin cloth. Traditionally, a villi is used which is used to both grate coconut and clean fish. I remember trying to be clever and putting coconut bits into a mixer with hot water and running it at full speed, thinking I could simplify the process; the lid flew off because of the pressure, leaving me to clean the snowy coconut off my kitchen walls for days. Making any curry with coconut milk was an ordeal in those days. Then came along well-packaged coconut milk in tins and tetra paks which gave perfect results everytime and didn’t ‘split’ even if you left the stove on carelessly, as I sometimes do. It allows you to make velvety coconut curries at the drop of a hat. In villages in Goa, a coconut curry would be cooked in a heavy terracotta pot known as a modki, available in most Goan open markets. I still use that sometimes or cook in a stone pot from Kerala known as a kalchetti. This much tradition I can manage and I like to think it does make a difference to the taste.

[image: Marie Wadia poses for the camera with a man in a suit.]
MARIA DE LOURDES FIGUEIREDO DE ALBURQUERQUE

Maria De Lourdes is nothing short of an enigma. A force to reckon with in any of the three languages she speaks fluently, you wouldn’t want to be up against her in a debate anywhere. She was a member of parliament in Portugal in the late 1960s and recounts with great honesty her meetings with the dictator Salazar. She is also the perfect hostess who carried on the tradition of grand entertaining and supporting her family mansion in Loutolim in South Goa. We were honoured to be the first people she had ever allowed to photograph her home. She comes from a family of distinguished advisors to the government and lawyers who were also great patrons of the Arts (both local and Portuguese) and fine living. Dinners in the old days would be for a minimum of sixty people and featured canapés, a soup, cold fish, a meat main course, a leg of ham from Portugal, asparagus imported from Holland and roast turkey as a centre piece. Today her teatime spread consists of apa de camarão (a prawn and rice cake), a few almond cakes, her famous orange roll, empadinhas (little pork pies), chicken tart and rissois. She passed away peacefully at her home aged ninety-two in 2021. Her daughter Fatima has returned from Portugal and converted the main house into a museum of sorts and the other side into a stunning heritage homestay, keeping both heritage and home intact.

[image: Maria De Lourdes sits in an ornate chair and poses for the camera.]
DOMINIC & ROSALINA FERNANDES

Dominic and Rosalina make undoubtedly the best Chouriço in Goa. This is a small family business worth talking about. They do everything – from raising the pigs and brining the pork to grinding their own masala in their homemade toddy vinegar and hand-filling the sausages. The sausages are then slow smoked over burnt coconut shells, dried, cured and smoked again. Very few traditional food artisans still smoke Goa sausages in this way. They now have a store selling their sausages in Varca in South Goa, opposite the Church. I must admit, I miss the days of walking into their once humble home past the sausages drying over fire, greeting a smiling Rosalina wearing a bright coloured dress, making her famous masala. I would then go outside to claim my bounty from Dominic who would be wrapping my package in the local newspaper.

CORINNE MIRANDA

Corinne Miranda dreamt of having her own traditional Goan Restaurant, a dream she finally realized in 2007 when she opened her restaurant in Candolim, North Goa. The restaurant was called Corinne’s, although a more appropriate name would have been ‘Flying to Feasting’, since she was a stewardess with Air India for many years. Her homestyle cooking is tasty and delicious. She even makes all her own pickles and chutneys. A meal in her home is a treat beyond words.

CELIA AND RUBEN VASCO DA GAMA

I had heard about the great restoration work Celia and Ruben had been doing since 2002 to bring the Palacio do Deao (the Dean’s Mansion) back to life. I had also heard about the great food they serve at lunch. For some strange reason (probably laziness), I had never visited till quite recently and was bowled over by both the setting and the exquisite food Celia cooks. The house belonged to Jose Paulo de Almeida, a priest from Braga in Portugal, who came to Goa as part of the entourage of the archbishop in the late eighteenth century. He loved the village of Quepem in South Goa and built this spacious mansion which he modestly described as a farmhouse and divided his time between the Diocese in Old Goa and his home in Quepem. Ruben and Celia came upon the house in ruins and, since Ruben had already undertaken the restoration of the Tiracol Fort in North Goa, decided to undertake restoration of this house and the beautiful gardens. In 2006, they moved in and Celia set about putting together a fabulous Portuguese Goan menu which they still serve to guests at lunch only (through prior reservations) on

[image: Celia and Ruben Vasco Da Gama sit on the steps leading to a patio and pose for the camera.]
[image: Chorizos tied up with string.]
[image: A woman, carrying two pairs of footwear, and a man, holding a child, walk along a beach. A boat is in the foreground with a painting of Saint Francis Xavier.]
[image: A passage in a building lined with ornate balustrades and pillars. The building has tall arched windows with clear glass panels and intricate engraving at the top.]
[image: In a market behind a stall, a woman lies on her side, while another woman sits. Bottle gourds, pumpkin slices, and other vegetables are on display before them.]
[image: A street with colourful, rectangular buildings on either side.]
[image: Karen Anand poses for the camera with a man. She holds a bowl of chutney. A plate of black jaggery, another dish, and an empty plate are on a pleated leaf in front of them. ]
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