
[image: Cover image: These Delicious Things by Jane Hodson, Lucas Hollweg and Clerkenwell Boy]






END PAPERS

[image: ]








[image: These Delicious Things by Jane Hodson, Lucas Hollweg and Clerkenwell Boy, Pavilion logo]






NOTE TO READERS

This ebook contains the following accessibility features which, if supported by your device, can be accessed via your ereader/accessibility settings:


	Change of font size and line height

	Change of background and font colours

	Change of font

	Change justification

	Text to speech

	Page numbers taken from the following print edition: ISBN 9780008603601






[image: ]

CONTENTS



Cover



End Papers



Title Page



Copyright



Note to Readers



Foreword



Good Mornings



Nibbly Bits



Little Lunches



Big Suppers



Sweet Things



Grown-Up Drinks



Acknowledgements



List of Searchable Terms



About the Publisher






[image: ]

FOREWORD

As with many a good idea, the concept for this book was sparked during a conversation over steaming plates of food, hunkered down on a winter’s night around a kitchen table. There were a few of us there that night, although mostly I remember Lucas Hollweg and myself sat at the end of the table waxing lyrical about the visceral energy of food memory. First, you recollect the plate of food, the aromas, the way it looked and tasted, the sensation of it in your mouth – and from there the frame expands to take in the table, the sounds of the place, the people who were present and the entire environment in which that memory resides.

That was early in 2020. Roll on some weeks later, Covid-19 had been unleashed and the country was in lockdown. Suddenly, like many others, I was without the possibility of work and found myself sat at that same kitchen table, staring out of the window and into the gloom of it all.

Throughout my teenage years, I was fortunate to know a kind and wise man, who became both my friend and my mentor. He advised me that in times of difficulty or sadness, a sure-fire way to brighten the spirits is to forget one’s own misery and to apply oneself to helping others. It’s a philosophy that raised its head in that moment: I recalled the dinner and the conversation with Lucas – and that’s when I got to thinking about putting together a book filled with food memories, each one presented alongside its companion recipe. This would be a cookbook focused more on the story of why, rather than instructions on how to cook – a collective memoir, if you like, written by the shining lights of our incredible British food scene and, with the profits, the very real possibility of helping others.

I went to see Lucas to run the idea past him, to see if he thought it had wings and if so, to ask if he’d like to come on board in making it happen. To all of it, he said “Yes”. And there it was – an idea with traction. We sent off our emails, inviting the good and great from the world of British food to be part of our little project. Pretty much everyone we contacted expressed a willingness to help and the stories started to flood in, each one a tale of child-like wonder and deep-rooted comfort.

That’s how food memories can grab you. How can anyone fail to be transported by Anna Del Conte’s memories of running up to the top of the house to gather snow from the roof with which to make lemon granita? Or charmed by the assurance that Jamie Oliver’s first memory was a food memory, as told in the story of his nan’s porridge?

Aside from those who wrote their stories, there were some who went one step further… and here I tip my hat to Thomasina Miers, who not only provided a gloriously enriching vignette of her childhood with the story of her family fish pie, but got out her address book and called a few others to join in. Among her gang was Clerkenwell Boy. On hearing about the project, he picked up the phone to offer his help in making this fledgling idea become a greater tool for raising awareness and contributions for those that really need them.

That’s how our idea grew from a tipsy kitchen table conversation to be this book, with all its potential for raising funds for children living in food poverty, so that they are not too hungry to learn.

JANE HODSON




MAGIC BREAKFAST

Ending hunger in the classroom

Morning hunger is a devastating issue that can affect all aspects of children’s lives and, shockingly, 4 million children across the UK are at risk of experiencing it. Going hungry doesn’t just affect children’s nutrition and healthy growth; it also directly impacts their concentration at school and their academic achievements, as well as their mental wellbeing and happiness. Morning hunger can ultimately prevent children and young people from reaching their potential and achieving their dreams.

Magic Breakfast believes that change is possible. That’s why we work with schools across the country to deliver free breakfasts to vulnerable children and young people every day. The impact of providing this simple daily meal is astounding. We have seen children in primary school advance by two months educationally, at secondary school young people who regularly eat breakfast achieve, on average, two GCSE grades higher than their peers, as well as incredible improvement in pupils’ behaviour, punctuality and social interactions at school. Help us ensure that no child is ever too hungry to learn, be curious and to grow. Scan the QR code to donate directly and to find out more.
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Good Mornings




Fiona Beckett

MARMALADE

I sometimes think I must be the only person who writes about food who doesn’t come from a foodie background. I remember my late mother’s cooking as much for the repellent smell that spewed from the pressure cooker when she was boiling up the dog’s dinner as for our own meals: mince thickened with Bisto, overcooked roast lamb with a hefty dollop of mint sauce and Sunday night suppers of cheese and bacon sandwiches made with white sliced bread and Kraft cheese slices.

But her marmalade! Suddenly the kitchen was transformed, filled with the warm, enveloping fug of boiling oranges. I think my mother’s recipe came from the Daily Telegraph, though I don’t have the original, just her instructions neatly written with a fountain pen on a sheet of Basildon Bond notepaper. For years, I didn’t make it. I was too busy cooking what I considered to be much more exciting things. Then, in January 2013, the month after she died, I suddenly had the urge to make it again. I have made it every year since.

There’s a lovely rhythm to producing it. The recipe involves boiling whole oranges (and a lemon), then sitting companionably round the kitchen table slicing the peel and teasing out the pips. Listen to music as you slice. I’ve always found that Bob Marley works particularly well, though I’m not averse to a bit of Purcell.

The happiest thing is that I’ve passed the recipe on to my children and friends, who have loved it and passed it on to theirs. Although it contains shedloads of sugar – marmalade does – I’ve reduced it from the original, so it’s much fresher and tarter than most commercial recipes. I hope you love it, too.

MAKES ABOUT 8 400G JARS (though your jars will probably be all shapes and sizes, so make sure you have slightly more than you need).

1.35kg Seville oranges, preferably organic

1 large or 2 small lemons, preferably unwaxed

1.7-1.8kg granulated sugar (I use 1.7kg)

Wash and sterilise your jars. Not pickle or chutney jars in which the smell tends to linger. The jars need to be as clean as possible. Old recipes suggest sterilising them by putting them in a hot oven, but a run through the dishwasher will do the trick.

Put a couple of saucers in the fridge. I’ll explain why below.

Wash and scrub the oranges and lemons and put them whole into a large pan with 1.3 litres of cold water. If you don’t have a preserving pan, use a large stainless-steel pasta pan or the bottom of a pressure cooker.

Cover the pan with a lid or a large sheet of foil and bring slowly to the boil. Simmer for 1½-2 hours, turning the fruit occasionally until they are soft enough for you to pierce the skins with the end of a teaspoon. (You can probably remove the lemons after an hour and the oranges gradually after that.)

Remove the fruit and set aside until cool enough to handle. Measure out the remaining liquid. If there’s less than 1.1 litres, add water to bring it up to that level.

Cut the fruit into quarters, scoop out the pulp and separate out the pips – don’t chuck them away. Cut the skins into small thick slices and add them back to the pan along with the pulp. (You can, of course, cut the amount of work involved by chopping the peel in a food processor, but I like proper chunks in my marmalade.)

Heat up the reserved cooking liquid slightly. Put the reserved pips in a sieve, hold it over the pan of fruit and pass the liquid through, stirring to loosen the pulp still attached to pips. Scrape it off the bottom of the sieve with a spatula. Give the fruit and liquid a stir and leave to rest for an hour or so. This helps improve the set.

Bring the fruit up to just below boiling point, add the sugar and leave over a low heat, stirring occasionally until dissolved. Then bring back to the boil and cook quite fast for 25-30 minutes, this time without stirring.

After 25 minutes, test a little on a chilled saucer to see if it’s set. As it cools it should crinkle when you push it with your finger. If it doesn’t, boil it for another 5 minutes and repeat the saucer test.

As the marmalade reaches setting point it will darken and grow thicker, but don’t overcook it. I like mine light, and as tart as possible given the shedload of sugar in it.

Once the marmalade has reached setting point, remove from the heat, skim off any foam from the surface and allow to cool for about half an hour.

Warm your jars if they’re not already sitting in the dishwasher and ladle or pour the marmalade into them (using a funnel makes this easier). Cover with a disc of waxed paper and seal with screw-top lids. Leave until cool before labelling or the labels won’t stick.

Feel smug and happy.

Fiona Beckett is a food and wine columnist for The Guardian and author of several books, including How to Drink Without Drinking. Her blog is matchingfoodandwine.com
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Nieves Barragán Mohacho

HUEVOS ROTOS

I grew up in Santurtzi, a small fishing town in the north of Spain. It’s famous for its sardines, which is why there are sardines on the logo of my restaurant, Sabor. I love my home and miss it terribly when I’ve been away for too long.

What can I tell you about my childhood there? Well, we were a normal family: me, my brother, who is 10 years older than me, and my two parents. My mother and father both worked, but my mother also found time to cook. In fact, she was always cooking – and let me tell you, she is a very good cook. Throughout my childhood, we ate this dish at least once, often twice, a week and it is still one of my favourites. It’s the kind of dish that is completely satisfying on so many levels and it feels like home. You can eat it at any time of the day – breakfast, lunch or supper. There’s never a wrong moment to eat these “broken eggs”.

Once everything is on your plate, take two big slices of bread and use one to pierce the egg so the yolk runs out over the potatoes. Make sure you mix everything together and then eat – with your hands. Eating this dish, in this way, always made for a happy and rare silence in our family kitchen.

It’s the best dish in the world and so easy to make. Everyone has eggs, bread and potatoes at home. If you don’t have Ibérico ham, use any other kind of cured meat… salami, prosciutto, whatever you have. As for how you cook it, my mother has the best attitude and advice: “It doesn’t matter what you do in the kitchen,” she says, “just pay attention. If you are going to fry an egg, fry it properly.”

SERVES 1

400g small waxy potatoes, cooked, peeled, cut into ½cm slices

¼ white onion, sliced thinly

2 tbsp sweet vinegar, such as Moscatel vinegar

2 bay leaves

1 pinch smoked paprika

2 eggs

50g Ibérico ham slices

salt and pepper

olive oil

2 slices good bread

Preheat the oven to 200C/180C Fan/Gas 6.

Put the potatoes and onions in an oven pan, splash with olive oil and add the vinegar, bay leaves, smoked paprika, salt and pepper. Mix thoroughly and put in the oven for 20 minutes. Stir every 5 minutes to make sure everything is well coated and getting soft, but not crispy.

Meanwhile, fry the eggs. To do this, make sure the olive oil is 1½cm deep in the frying pan. Heat the oil until it is hot but not smoking, then carefully break in the eggs. As they cook, spoon the oil over the yolks, just three times. This will make the yolks look whitish, but when you dip your bread into it, there’ll be a wonderful explosion of colour and flavour, which makes it perfect as it runs over the potatoes. The egg is done when the edges of the white are browned and crispy. Cooking the egg like this is vital to the success of the dish.

When the egg is ready, put it to one side while you make a bed of potatoes on your plate. Place the egg on top with the jamón laid out around it. Grab your thick slices of bread and tuck in.

Nieves Barragán Mohacho was executive chef at Barrafina and is co-founder of the Michelin-starred Sabor in London
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Fingal Ferguson

DRY-CURED BACON

My family has been making cheese on the farm at Gubbeen in West Cork since 1979. It was a fascinating place to grow up. During the 1980s, artisan food was starting to take off, and the welcoming arms of my parents received a constant stream of chefs, deli owners, distributors, cheesemongers from New York and London, French students on work experience, young travellers who wanted to learn about cheesemaking, as well as friends and family. The farmhouse kitchen was at the centre of things, with a dog in a basket in the corner and an old range filled with bubbling pots and pans.

My father was up at 5.30am to milk the cows and start the boilers for cheesemaking. The sound of clanking pans in the kitchen was the sign that he was in from his early morning chores and that breakfast was underway. Toast was cooked on a mesh grate over the hot ring, butter applied heavily from the dish in the middle of the table. Eggs from the farm, still coated with little bits of straw, were pulled from a basket beside the kitchen sink and cracked into a pan; the best days were when we had duck eggs with their rich yolks. There was coffee steeping in a large jug, waiting for the grounds to settle, and a sieve to catch the stray grinds. Hung on a hook overhead was a peppered, smoked bacon loin, bartered from Chris Jepson, who smoked our cheeses for us on the coast at his house near Goleen. Dad would lift the slab of bacon down from the hook, take out his old knife, sharpened on a smooth bit of wall outside the kitchen door, and cut rustic slices, ready to be fried.

This is the breakfast I recall from weekends and school holidays, and a memory so important that, in my teens, with the guidance of Chris, I started to cure and smoke bacon of my own. It was the beginning of a fascination with cured meats that led eventually to what I do now – making charcuterie using pigs born and raised on the farm.

1 × pork belly, about 5cm thick

For the cure

800g sea salt

200g sugar

5g juniper berries

2.5g peppercorns

2g dried rosemary

1.5g dried thyme

1g dried bay leaf

Calculate 30g cure for each kilogram of meat.

Rub the weighed pork all over with the cure, being as thorough as you can. Place in a sealable container and put in the fridge for two weeks. Turn it over a few times during the curing process, massaging in the salt so that it penetrates.

When the two weeks are over, rinse off the cure and hang on a hook in the fridge to dry. Cut the unsmoked rashers for frying. If you have a cold smoker, smoke the bacon with a mixture of oak and beech, ensuring there is enough airflow in the smoking chamber to keep the smoke subtle and sweet.

Fingal Ferguson is a butcher, farmer, cheesemaker and maker of knives
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Ching He Huang

AVO RYE, SUNNY CRISPY EGGS WITH A DRIZZLE OF SOY

It is 1984. I’m five years old. We have left my grandmother’s farm in Taiwan for another farm in a foreign land and a family who speak a language we don’t understand. They feed us strange food: dried bits of tough meat (biltong) served with a sort of cornmeal congee (miele pap) and wobbly things in plastic pots that my mother complains tastes of “off” milk (yoghurt). Everything smells different. We are a million miles from home and my grandparents, my Ah Kung and Ah Ma.

It has only been 24 hours, but already I miss the aroma of oranges on their farm, chasing chickens around their farmyard and the comforting rustling of bamboo trees in the wind. Who is this strange man (Uncle Robert)? Why are we now living on his land? And why is his wife (Aunty Susan) feeding us plants with a seed inside that they smash on bread (avocado)?

My brother and I enrol in the local school. We stick out like a sore thumb, dark haired and “different”. People look at us like we don’t belong – and we don’t. We are in apartheid South Africa, the only ethnic “Chinese” children in a school of 500.

The first year is rough, but we learn to toughen up. We fight to make other children see who we are – human beings, just like them. We just want to fit in and play together.

Over time, we find friends, break bread and biltong together. I exchange Mum’s tasty “Taiwanese-style railway bento” packed lunches for minced beef sandwiches with the kids at school. They love Chinese food.

One morning, mum makes us all avocados on toast, which she serves with a fried egg drizzled with soy sauce. As we eat, we watch as mum also tucks in and we all laugh. For the first time, we let go of our anxieties about living in a foreign land and the future looks bright – as bright as the sunny-side egg sitting on the avocado toast.

To this day, mum loves her avocados and will often ask if I have eaten them lately. For me, they are tied to that first memory of our family feeling positive about settling in South Africa. We found our way and created a home there, making the best of being East in the West.

We left for the UK in 1989. But during those turbulent apartheid times, food was our language – the language of connection, hope, friendship and love.

SERVES 1

1 tbsp rapeseed oil

2 large eggs

2 slices of seeded rye bread

1 ripe avocado, stone removed, flesh scooped out with a spoon

drizzle of light soy sauce

pinch of ground black pepper

pinch of dried chilli flakes

Heat a wok over a medium heat until it starts to smoke, then add the rapeseed oil. Crack the eggs into the wok and cook for 2 minutes or to your liking (I like mine crispy underneath and still a bit runny on top). Meanwhile, place the bread in the toaster and toast for 1 minute.

To serve, place the toast on a plate and spread with the avocado flesh. Place the eggs on top and drizzle over the soy sauce, then season with ground black pepper and eat immediately, accompanied by a cup of rooibos tea with a slice of lemon.

Ching He Huang MBE is a chef, broadcaster and food writer. Her books include Wok On, Asian Green and Stir Crazy
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Jamie Oliver

PROPER PORRIDGE

One of my earliest recollections of comfort food is also one of my earliest memories, full stop. I was about five years old and I’d been dropped off with my sister, Anna, to stay at my nan and grandad’s. They lived in a cute little bungalow, stuck to a budget and cooked every single day. Because me and Anna lived in a pub, there wasn’t really a routine, but over at Nan and Grandad’s, there was a real pattern to the day, starting at 7am sharp with Nan’s ritual of proper porridge-making. There’d always be steaming cups of tea waiting for us on the table, and we’d climb into our chairs, feet swinging above the floor.

I can still picture the strange turquoise paper that lined the walls, the array of classic family photos on the mantelpiece, and the retro drinks cabinet. The radio – or the wireless as they called it – would always be on Radio 4 and we’d laugh as Grandad berated all the politicians during the news.

Nan’s porridge was like nothing I’d ever tasted before. Having researched it, hers was a classic Scottish method and it was delicious.

It was at about this time that Ready Brek launched a brilliant ad campaign where a kid went to school glowing after tucking into a bowlful. Certainly, my nan’s porridge gave me a glow – it was on another level.

SERVES 2

1 big builder’s mug of coarse rolled large oats, such as Flahavan’s

whole milk or cream, to serve


Some other ideas for serving porridge

Porridge can be a great way to pack in more of the good stuff when it comes to toppings – think fresh, stewed or roasted fruit, nuts and seeds. I like to lightly toast some sunflower, sesame and poppy seeds, crush them in a pestle and mortar with a pinch of ground cinnamon, mix them with some chopped dried fruit, then fold through. Or even take that combo, cook it fairly thick, pour it into an oiled tray about 2½cm thick, leave to set, cut into bars, and the next day, fry them in a little butter until golden and crispy on all sides, then serve with yoghurt and honey. Delicious.



Proper porridge should take around 18 minutes from start to finish. Pour the oats into a high-sided pan with 3 mugs of boiling water and a pinch of sea salt. It’s important to start with water, as milk often scalds or boils over and doesn’t smell or taste great when it does. Place the pan on a medium heat until it just starts to boil, then reduce to a simmer for 15 minutes, or until thick and creamy, stirring regularly, and adding a good splash of milk or cream towards the end to make it super-luxurious.

Nan would never be rushed when she made porridge, and all those torturous minutes later it would be poured into wide soup bowls and given to Grandad, Anna and me. We’d go to tuck in straight away, but Grandad always stopped us, so I’m going to stop you now. It’s important to wait another 3 minutes for the residual chill of the bowl to slightly cool down the porridge from the outside in, so it remains soft, silky and oozy in the middle, but goes almost firm and jellified round the edges.

Grandad would always sprinkle his porridge with granulated brown sugar, and insist you waited a minute and a half for it to pull out the moisture from the porridge and turn into a bizarrely impressive caramelly glaze. I loved this, but couldn’t help opting for a spoonful of golden syrup instead. What I found extraordinary was the way that over a couple of minutes, with a little jiggling of the bowl, the syrup always managed to creep down around and underneath the porridge, elevating it as if it were some sort of floating island.

We’d then marvel as Grandad got out a knife and cut the porridge into a chequerboard. He’d then pick up a jug of cold whole milk and gently pour it to one side of the bowl so it filled up every crack of the chequerboard like some crazy paddy-field drainage system. Then, and only then, were we given the signal to attack. And I have to say, that porridge was as good a breakfast as I’ve ever had.

Jamie Oliver OBE is a chef, broadcaster and campaigner1
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Nathan Outlaw

SMOKED HADDOCK & POTATO PANCAKES

Smoked haddock always reminds me of my grandad. He used to love what he called “finny haddock” – bright yellow stuff that came sealed in a plastic wrapper with a rosette of butter on top. I thought it was gross, mostly because it made the house smell for days after.

As a boy, I would go to Hastings old town where fish straight from the boats was sold out of rickety old shops. It was a fascinating way to spend a Sunday afternoon and the beginning of my love of fish, mostly due to curiosity about how different the species were. It was also the first place I saw haddock smoked properly rather than dyed bright yellow. The simple recipe below can be used for almost any meal; if you don’t have time to make the pancakes, just do the haddock and serve it with toast. Or add a poached egg to make it more substantial.

SERVES 4

4 smoked haddock portions, about 120g each, skinned

1 litre whole milk

2 bay leaves

pinch of salt

Potato pancakes

100g plain flour

2 tsp baking powder

300g cold mashed potatoes

150ml full fat yoghurt

2 large free-range eggs, plus 1 extra yolk

2 tbsp chopped tarragon

olive oil for cooking

Mustard crème fraiche

300g crème fraîche

1 tbsp wholegrain mustard

sea salt and freshly ground black pepper

Start with the batter for the potato pancakes. Sift the flour and baking powder into a bowl then mix in the mashed potato until thoroughly combined. In a separate bowl, whisk together the yoghurt, eggs and extra yolk then mix in the tarragon. Pour into the potato mixture and whisk until smooth. Set aside.

For the haddock, pour the milk into a large pan. Add the bay leaves and a good pinch of salt, bring to a simmer and remove from the heat. Leave to stand and infuse.

Cook the pancakes in batches. Heat a non-stick frying pan and add a drizzle of olive oil. Once hot, spoon in the batter a tablespoonful at a time, leaving room between them. Cook for 1 minute until golden on the underside then turn and cook for another 1-2 minutes. Pile onto a warmed plate and keep warm.

When all the pancakes are cooked, carefully place the haddock into the infused milk and slowly bring back to a simmer. Poach gently for 3 minutes.

Meanwhile, in a bowl, mix the crème fraîche and mustard and season to taste with salt and pepper. To serve, carefully lift the haddock out of the milk and drain on kitchen paper. Divide the pancakes between four warmed plates and add the fish. Serve the mustard crème fraîche on the side.

Nathan Outlaw is the chef-owner of Restaurant Nathan Outlaw, Port Isaac, Cornwall2
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Ping Coombes

HAKKA NOODLES

My hometown of Ipoh in Malaysia wasn’t very big and the journey to school was short. I could stay in bed until half an hour before school started and be up and dressed in less than 10 minutes, the time it took my mum to prepare this noodle dish for breakfast.

We would dash to the car and my mum would hand over the plate of steaming noodles, complete with chopsticks, then drive like a bat out of hell while I tried not to drop noodles down my uniform. I became an expert at wolfing down my breakfast in a speeding car as it wove through traffic. I arrived at school stinking of garlic.

Of all the things my mum cooked, this was one of my favourites. Sometimes, when I didn’t get up on time, she would pack the noodles into a container so I could have them later, but they were so enticing, I found it hard to wait. I once snuck off from assembly with a friend just so I could eat them. We were caught by the headmistress mid-slurp.

Now that I am a mum, I often cook this for my daughters, though I haven’t yet made them eat it in a speeding car. It is very versatile and the pork mix keeps well in the fridge. It is easy to make and extremely flavourful. I often eat it for breakfast, though I can honestly eat it any time of day.

SERVES 4

For the pork and marinade

500g minced pork

1½ tbsp cornflour

1 tbsp oyster sauce

2 tbsp soy sauce

½ tsp sugar

¼ tsp white pepper

For the garlic oil

4 fat cloves of garlic, chopped as finely and evenly as possible

4 tbsp vegetable or other flavourless oil

For the pork sauce

1 tbsp oil

2 cloves of garlic, finely chopped

2 tbsp fish sauce

2 tbsp kecap manis (sweet soy sauce)

½ tsp sugar

250ml water

1½ tbsp cornflour diluted in 2 tbsp of cold water

40g coriander, chopped, stalks and all

For the noodles

4 bundles of wonton noodles or egg noodles

2 tbsp garlic oil

2 tbsp sweet soy sauce

2 tbsp oyster sauce

Mix the pork with the marinade ingredients and leave to stand at room temperature for at least 15 minutes.

Meanwhile, make the garlic oil. Heat the oil in a pan over a medium heat for about 1 minute, then drop in the chopped garlic. Swirl the pan, so the garlic is evenly distributed. As soon as it turns light gold, remove from the heat and set aside. The garlic will continue to cook and turn a rich golden colour. This can be made 1-2 days in advance and kept at room temperature.

To make the pork, heat the oil in a wok or frying pan over a medium heat. Add the garlic and fry until fragrant. Tip in the pork and gently fry until the pinkness is gone, then break into little pieces.

Add the fish sauce, kecap manis and sugar along with water. Bring to the boil, then lower the heat and simmer gently for 5 minutes. Don’t worry if it seems like there is too much water.

Add the cornflour mixture to the pork and bring to the boil. As it cooks, the sauce will thicken and coat the pork. At this stage, add the coriander, fold in and turn off the heat.

To serve, cook the egg or wonton noodles. Drain well and coat with a couple of tablespoons of garlic oil. Season with sweet soy sauce and oyster sauce. Top with a generous dollop of pork mixture.

To eat, mix together and slurp loudly.

Ping Coombes is a former winner of Masterchef and author of the cookbook Malaysia: Recipes from a Family Kitchen
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Jane Hodson

SOFT-BOILED EGGS WITH BUTTERY CUMIN SOLDIERS

All is well with the world when you have a chicken by your side. Time slows down and a quiet peacefulness prevails. They’re affectionate, these curious creatures, and if you sit still enough they’ll come up to you, keep you company, lean up against you as they soak up the sun.

Chickens featured prominently in my formative years. My parents always kept a few and these hens also became my friends. Even to this day, the soft sound of chicken talk, like the slow creaking of an old wooden gate on part-oiled hinges, is one of the most soothing sounds I know. Like all creatures, they have their individual personalities and I knew each one by name. Dolly was a silkie bantam who took to riding about the place on my shoulder. She was rather superior to the others of her kind and seemed somewhat resentful at being put back down onto the same earth as them. She acted as my sentinel, observant and mildly chatty. I knew well the soft reptile skin of her eyelids as she blinked her coal-black eyes at me.

Most of all, I remember the day the magic happened. I must have been about six years old and as I picked up one of the hens to cradle her in my arms, she laid her egg… directly into my hand. I can still recall the wonder of that moment; my small hand, outstretched before my eyes and holding onto that egg, tight enough not to drop it, yet gentle enough not to break it either. And as I looked closer, I saw that my fingers had created imprints in the shell. That was how I learnt that egg shells arrive soft into the world and only harden once in contact with the air.

That egg is the single most memorable egg that I have ever eaten (and I’ve munched my way through a fair few). I kept it with me all day long and that night I had it for my supper, soft boiled with lavishly buttered soldiers.

In those days, we had eggs for supper pretty much every night. We learnt how to sprinkle a pinch of salt into the opening at the top of the egg. It tasted good, but in reality, what you really got was a teaspoonful of salt as your first mouthful and then all the salt was gone. Years later it occurred to me to season the toast instead, to ensure a good meld of flavours in every bite. To this day, I can think of no other dish more reliably delicious or more joyous and comforting.

SERVES 1

2 eggs, at room temperature

2 slices of nutty or seeded bread

good farmhouse butter, at room temperature, for spreading

pinch of Maldon sea salt

freshly ground pepper

pinch of ground cumin

Fill a pan with water, deep enough for the eggs to be submerged when they’re in it. Add a generous pinch of salt, which will stop the whites spreading too much, should the shell crack. Place on a hot stove.

Once the water is boiling, with a large spoon carefully lower in the eggs and set the heat at a gently rolling boil. Set a timer for 3-4 minutes (more or less, depending on the size of the egg).

Meanwhile, toast the bread and while still hot, slather with generous butter. Sprinkle over the sea salt and cumin with a good cracking of pepper. Cut into finger-sized strips, then take the eggs out of the pan and pop them into an egg cup. Cut off the lid, grab a soldier and tuck in.

The key to lifting this humble dish into the realms of the sublime is to pimp the soldiers. Let your imagination run free with this one. Instead of cumin, try spreading a lick of ’nduja onto the toast, smoosh on a couple of anchovies, or perhaps rub it over with a truffle, if you have one. Delicious flavour pairings with eggs are almost endless.

Jane Hodson is a private chef and former photojournalist. She cooks for clients in Somerset and around the world
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Clerkenwell Boy

CHEESE AND MARMITE BABKA

The first time I remember eating Vegemite was at nursery school, where they’d make either Vegemite or peanut butter sandwiches for us while we were waiting to be picked up by our parents. They’d be cut into little fingers, which seemed really important to me at the time. Just like Marmite, it’s a love or hate kind of thing and I fell in love with Vegemite immediately. Every breakfast, I’d always be the savoury kid. My mum would make me Vegemite and cheese on toast, while my sister tucked into jam and peanut butter. The last time I had some? This morning on toast, with loads of butter.

This recipe is the result of a collaboration with Mark Jankel from Shuk, a Middle Eastern restaurant in London that specialises in babkas. Traditionally, these enriched brioche dough pastries are sweet, but I decided to bring in my childhood favourite and make a Vegemite one instead. Although, in this instance we used Marmite, for two reasons: first, it’s more readily available in the UK and, second, it actually spreads easier. Marmite has more of the consistency of honey, which means that for this recipe, it works best. To be honest, I love them both.

If you’d like to make a more traditional sweet babka, follow this recipe but use your own choice of fillings – below are some variations for you to try, but I suggest thinking of your favourite flavours and letting your imagination go wild!

SWEET VARIATIONS:

honey, apple & cinnamon

Nutella with toasted hazelnuts, or crunchy biscuits

cherry jam & pistachio

SAVOURY VARIATIONS:

Chorizo & Manchego

’Nduja & Parmesan

sun-dried tomatoes, mozzarella & olives

For the dough

9g fresh yeast

60g tepid water

150g bread flour

150g plain flour

60g caster sugar

90g whole egg

4g salt

30g butter, diced

For the béchamel

20g butter

20g plain flour

200g milk

6g Dijon mustard

2g salt

30g mature Cheddar cheese

For the savoury crumble

70g butter

60g flour

70g oats

2g smoked paprika

Dissolve the fresh yeast in the tepid water, then add the bread flour and plain flour to a mixer with a dough hook. Add the sugar and salt and mix well.

Add the whole egg and water-and-yeast mixture and mix until mostly incorporated.

Add the diced butter and mix on a medium setting until you have a smooth dough. This will take about 10 minutes. Put the dough in a bowl and allow to prove for one hour at room temperature.

Move to the fridge and leave overnight to continue to prove. Make the babka the following day – it is best to use the dough straight from the fridge.

For the béchamel, melt the butter on a medium heat, add the flour and cook stirring for about five minutes. Add the milk and whisk until smooth.

Cook for 10 minutes, then add the mustard, salt and grated Cheddar and mix until totally incorporated. Cover with clingfilm and allow to cool completely before using.

For the crumble, mix
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