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      FOREWORD 
BY SIR ROGER MOORE

      
      I enjoy many things in life – food and wine amongst them.
      

      
      What better than a lunch or dinner with loved ones, over a bottle or two of delicious wine?

      
      Though I have to warn, novices should beware: eating and drinking looks easy but, don’t be fooled. It is, in fact, a skill
         to be honed over many years of practice. Hand and mouth coordination is all-important, as is hand grip around a bottle.
      

      
      There are many wonderful chefs in the world who spend hours preparing and refining menus. I hasten to add that I am not a
         world-class chef, though I do enjoy dabbling in the kitchen. No, I am more of what you might call a world-class consumer –
         that is to say, quality and not quantity!
      

      
      A world-class plate of food has to, in my opinion, be accompanied by a world-class glass of wine. That’s where Olly Smith
         comes in.
      

      
      He’s one of those clever little devils who know which wine complements what food and which bottle will bring out the best
         of the flavours on the plate.
      

      
      So, my advice to all you novices out there is to eat and drink this book, and then you, too, will be all-knowing.[image: image]
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      INTRODUCTION

      
      My big brother Will was lucky enough to see Moonraker at the cinema. I was too young. But by the time For Your Eyes Only came out, I’d already seen and memorized most of the Bond movies on telly. Roger Moore was, and remains to this day, my hero.
         The first time I saw him on the big screen my jaw hit the floor. He was so warm, so smooth and so cool. I loved his Lotus
         Esprit Turbo, the little mole on his left cheek, his impeccable hair and the fact that he looked a tiny bit like my dad. I
         remember thinking in the cinema aged six, ‘If he can do it, I can do it’, and deciding there and then that one day I would
         meet Roger to thank him for bringing so much invention and adventure to my childhood. They say you should never meet your
         heroes but, take it from me, that is 100 per cent balderdash. You’ve got to deploy everything in your power to meet them –
         if they don’t turn out to be who you thought they were, stuff ’em, but if they are . . . ! There was a moment on stage in
         New York a few years back when Roger collapsed. It terrified me. I hadn’t met him yet – he had no right to conk out before
         I’d seized the opportunity to embrace him like a god! My pal Dan Chambers is a genius animation director and he created a
         small cartoon called ‘Sir Roger Moore’s Requiem’. It was more or less a fantasy of what would happen to Roger’s soul in the
         afterlife, played out to the sounds of Verdi’s Requiem and it was jolly funny. A hoot, in fact. Dan unleashed it on to the internet in a flurry of anticipation and a stampede of
         chutzpah. One way or another, it migrated to the bedside of Sir Roger Moore who emailed Dan to say he was ‘tickled’. Dan still
         likes to think that it was his animation that nursed Roger back to health (rather than the small army of doctors and nurses who were determined, like me, that he would raise an eyebrow at them and illuminate the room with his warm-hearted
         hilarity again). Dan then brought me in on the Rog action – thanks, Dan! At the time I was working as an animation scriptwriter
         for Charlie and Lola, Pingu and even a single momentous day working on Wallace & Gromit: Curse of the Were-Rabbit (if you wait long enough during the credits I get a thank you, which is a huge buzz!). Together we approached Sir Roger’s
         agent, the glorious and highly encouraging Gareth Owen, who has since become my dear chum, and suggested Dan and I make some
         animations to support Roger’s work for UNICEF. I will never forget what happened next. Gareth said, ‘Well, he’s not in the
         UK for a while so unless you fancy going to Monte Carlo to meet him . . . ’ Dan and I were on a plane next day.
      

      [image: image]

      
      We met His Rogesty in a suite at the Hotel de Paris and the reception guys couldn’t believe that a couple of scruffy lads
         like us could possibly be there to meet Big Rog. But we were. And we did! He was wearing his resplendent white shirt, white
         trousers and white shoes. He looked like a god. He behaved like a king. He was funny, warm and, above all, extremely kind.
         I performed a voiceover opposite him and had to prevent myself from crying with joy. I felt so lucky that I had the chance
         to thank Roger for giving me so much fun as a boy sitting in the ABC cinema in Bournemouth and perched in front of our old
         black-and-white telly at home.
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      Yes, it was superb and deeply cool but, here’s the thing, it wasn’t just about hanging out with an iconic star and drooling
         over his impeccable degree of smoothness – though he is so charming it is hard not to start shrieking ‘You’re the coolest
         human!’ into his face – Sir Roger also inspired me when we talked about UNICEF and the international work he undertakes. He
         had deeply impressive close knowledge of the problems faced by children the world over. His sincere, urgent concern was clear
         – he cares a great deal about the plight of kids who desperately need help on a series of fronts, from education to immunization,
         and from curing goitre to tackling AIDS. I decided there and then that I wanted to follow in his footsteps and do whatever
         I could to support his work and the work of UNICEF.
      

      
      So, I say, meet your heroes if you can. Rog exceeded all my expectations. He’s now a good pal; we’ve been on BBC Breakfast together, and I even appear in his autobiography My Word is My Bond on page 286. What a gent. Thanks, Roger, and thanks to Granny Smokey for taking me to the cinema and cooking the world’s
         greatest biscuits for me to eat there (see here). All I need now is to eat Granny’s biscuits with Roger Moore and the circle
         will be complete. And that’s what really counts when it comes to empowering and loading up a moment with potent energy so
         that it burns brightly in your memory – combinations. A film and a biscuit, a cuddle and a kiss, or, like my die-hard Welsh
         rugby-supporting friend Jimmy Garnon whose wife Sarah gave birth to their first son just as Wales won the Grand Slam in the
         Six Nations for the first time since 1978, a birth and a win. Now that’s a memorable combination! And, for me, a genius food
         and drink combination can offer similarly potent imprints on the mind and unleash a stratum of pleasure that knows no end.
         It’s all about great food that’s good to drink with. When have you ever read that in a restaurant or food review? I, and many
         others like me, live for great food to drink with. Because of my job, I spend my life inventing recipes to match the wild
         cauldron of flavours that are busting to get out of my drinks cabinet. The recipes have to taste fantastic in their own right
         – with or without drink – or else my young daughters Ruby and Lily peer across their cutlery as though I’d just asked them
         to tuck into the dog. Raw.
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      Although CERN steals all the hype about particles colliding (mainly due to good publicity and semi-professional showing-off),
         the sort of molecular collisions that CERN rabbits on about occur every day on your plate, in your glass and across your tongue.
         As soon as you spread butter on to your toast you’re effectively breaking and re-making a whole new world of texture, taste
         and bespoke sensual pleasure. Yes! You are a kinky headstrong maestro imbued with the power to penetrate a world of limitless
         invisible delight. To make your journey to Flavour Central a little simpler, I’ve divided my thinking into chapter headings
         dictated by flavour, instead of the traditional ‘starters’, ‘mains’ and ‘puddings’. Let your mood and cravings decide whether
         to set sail across an ocean of smoky flavours, master a meaty feast or frolic with a fruity snack.
      

      
      Recipes are the beginning of great days, the blueprints for a secret machine that will take you to an ever-changing dimension
         of pleasure, sharing and nourishment. The matrix of possible food combinations is endless – add wine and drinks into the mix
         as a fourth dimension and you’re on the verge of extreme ecstasy (and in serious danger of plunging headlong into a whirl
         of multiple gastrogasms).
      

      
      Any two distinct flavours can ignite a spark which blooms and multiplies into a richer dimension of dynamic stimulation. A
         bit like a horde of miniature carpet bombs firing pleasure and intrigue across your palate. The resulting sense of contrast
         and delight is capable of eliciting a far more resonant emotional response than the flavours might have done on their own.
         And, by engaging with place, provenance, newness and the spirit of playfulness, which chefs like Heston Blumenthal have deployed
         to such glorious effect, it only gets better. It’s well known that memory is closely connected to aromas and tastes. Matching
         food to drink is, in part, about harnessing those memories and turning them into something new. A bit like re-mixing, re-energizing
         and composing a new soundtrack that will widen your sensory experience and engage more deeply with the fabric of your world.
         For me, pairing food with drink is the universe’s most immediate and best-value vacation. And inventing fresh combinations,
         well, it’s a bit like mining for jewels and discovering a hidden world of limitless horizons on the end of your shovel. When
         you combine two flavours that exponentially multiply the deliciousness of the dish, whether it’s something as simple as a
         sip of Cognac with a frosty bite of Magnum for a DIY Baileys – TRY IT!, or eating a chunk of Stilton with a glass of chilled
         Hungarian Tokaji, you are making magic.
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      The point of all these matches, though, is to share them, delight in them and go to bed with a smile on your face that glows,
         warms and reflects back at you off your ceiling. Happy snoozing![image: image]
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