

[image: Images]



[image: image]


JOE TRIVELLI

THE

MODERN
ITALIAN

COOK

[image: image]


[image: image]

To Matilda and Antonietta


CONTENTS

TITLE PAGE

DEDICATION

INTRODUCTION

PASTA

VEGETABLES

FISH MEAT EGGS

BAKED GOODS

SWEET

ABOUT THE AUTHOR

ACKNOWLEDGEMENTS

COPYRIGHT


[image: image]



 

INTRODUCTION

ON ARRIVAL AT BOLOGNA AIRPORT I crawled into the rear of the family car, finally back in Italy after a long day of delays. A few years into a cooking career in London I felt like a child once more and both home and away at the same time. The folks were en route from my aunt Dina’s; I had missed her lunch and was famished, so they passed me a picnic box she had packed for me. I ate in the dark without being able to see what was inside – an artichoke stuffed with bread, cheese and olives. It remains one of the best things I have ever eaten. It tasted like it had been well cooked but it didn’t fall apart and, to my delight, there were two – a complete meal. I felt simultaneously a tremendous pride in coming from a family who could cook so well, while appreciating the exoticism in comparison to my British heritage. I felt a sense of belonging and a sense of otherness. That is very much the standpoint of this book – a sort-of Italian cookbook written in London. About there and here, near and far.

Several times when I was growing up we were taken to an expat Italian picnic. It was near Bedford, I think. I don’t know if it still happens. Organised by some cultural association, Italian families gathered, mostly around parked cars, and cooked pasta together. All the teenagers were incredibly well groomed, with American shades, making me feel like a boy from the provinces. I longed to be as cool. Everyone came Italian camping-style, bringing every last creature comfort, while Dad tried to improvise a table with whatever he found lying around. We didn’t really know anybody there, but I felt that same sense of connection, of being at once the same but different.

I was born hungry. Family folklore has it that, aged two, I ate a whole egg with the shell on because my aunt couldn’t peel it quickly enough. My nickname was ‘Lasagne’ for a time, when I demonstrated, at my fifteenth birthday, the prodigious amount of Mum’s good food that I could eat. My brother, Giacomo, joked that I must have fallen into the sugo – sauce – as Obelix did in the magic potion. My approach in this book is my own, intricately linked with my Anglo-Italian heritage. It is a reflection of my mornings drinking a mug of tea while I make my espresso. It’s about trips away and returning with ideas. Or ideas that just leap out of the fridge. About quick suppers and longings for tastes and ingredients remembered from far away. It is not an anthropological cultural study, rather a ragtag of ideas that I have cooked with ingredients more or less easily available.

Cooking Italian food has consumed me for the last twenty years, yet despite this I often feel like I am just at the start, so wonderful is its range and breadth. Cooks, writers and food historians who approach the subject face a Tantalean task, which has resulted in three main categories of Italian cookbook: the traditional (authentic and reverential); the simple (focusing on how quick and easy Italian cooking can be); and the regionally focused (from the Alps of Bolzano to Mount Etna in Sicily). I’ve bought them all, many twice over. As I relocated flat to flat to flat they saw many kitchens, lots of action, and I lost the fight to keep them clean.

In this book I offer a modern perspective on, and practical approach to, how we are cooking and eating Italian food today. This is a book that capitalises on the fact that the supermarket, as well as the specialist shop, has keyed into the popularity of Italian produce, giving us all easy access to better ingredients. I can’t emphasise enough how different this is from when I first started to cook professionally in 1995. At the same time, it understands the limitations of living in cooler climes in terms of food that is locally grown, as well as the opportunity of having different produce largely unavailable in Italy.

I HAVE WORKED AT THE RIVER CAFÉ since 2001, five years after the restaurant’s founders, Ruth Rogers and Rose Gray, published their first book, or the ‘Blue Book’ as it became known. Its success was instant and sparked a wave of Italian-themed dinner parties. Suddenly everyone was searching for cavolo nero for the famous ribollita (Tuscan bread soup), me included. When I first started, people were still ringing the kitchen asking for tips to fine-tune such-and-such a recipe. Rose and Ruthie had a special kind of magic that worked not only on everyone who came to the restaurant but on those who bought, and cooked from, their book. They shaped my career and eventually afforded me the opportunity to earn a living the only way I know how: as a chef. I’m massively proud to be part of the River Café family; I have felt, and still feel, sheltered and protected by them. Working there, I get to write fresh menus every day; interact with incredible produce; and bore my colleagues about what I might cook at home that evening. It’s a privilege to be part of Ruthie’s beautiful kitchen, flooded with light and the best ingredients. I have never taken it for granted.

I think the cliché of the chef who goes home to beans on toast is true. But in my case, it’s ‘what toast, with which beans?’ Cooking for me has never been a hassle but a pleasure, and what I hope to communicate most of all in this book is il piacere di cucinare: the joy of cooking. I have never stopped cooking at home, even when I was a very young cook earning my colours with six or seven shifts a week, some of them doubles. I remember reading a famous French chef who said that his last food on earth would be a grilled red mullet caught from a certain part of the Mediterranean. It’s a clever answer, because it states the perfection of simplicity. Yet this same chef ran a restaurant that epitomised pretension in dining. I have always cooked at home as I cook at work: simply, without fuss or pretension. I confess, however, to a propensity always to begin at the beginning. There is the bread starter fermenting away at the back of the fridge and some homespun tofu basking in murky water. My wife won’t eat that. When my daughter asks for ravioli, I make it from scratch. Come Christmas, I make pâte de fruits out of quinces or apples. My wife tears her hair out and tells me to go to a supermarket.
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MY MOTHER IS ENGLISH and my father a legal Italian alien. They met in Florence in the 1960s and moved to England to escape Dad’s conscription. As a result, my first trip to Italy to meet my family there was without him. Once I had turned two my mother and I flew south to Naples and drove to a town called Bisaccia, in the Campania region. There I met my grandmother for the first time in my new home from home and forever holiday destination, a small working town of a few thousand people, high in the hills, looking down over Puglia. She was the ubiquitous Italian nonna, a lovable tyrant in the kitchen, adept and all-knowing. Lunches on special days began with pasta shaped by her hands and would extend long into the afternoon, finishing with fruit riper than anything I’d known elsewhere. I realise now that these feasts were a product of her ingenuity, for, with little money to spare, her skills in the kitchen could transform the proverbial sow’s ear into the silk purse (or pasta).

A communal oven in the town, the forno, was used for family baking of all kinds and Nonna explained the multifarious appearance of the bread loaves by telling me that each family used to make their own. Different shapes lasted different lengths of time and families would bake their weekly supply all at once. Nonna herself would carry trays of chicken or rabbit with potatoes on her head to bake on the hearth, and as I grew older, I was entrusted with carrying the precious tray of lunch to the forno for roasting.

Italy for me was synonymous with holidays and we would spend six weeks there every summer. Like many Italian families at the time, ours was a big one. We would stop at aunties’ and friends’ homes on our travels from Canterbury in the family wagon, a Renault 4, driving from Bergamo to Parma, then Florence and finally Campania. I remember perplexingly uncomfortable dining rooms, with hard-backed chairs and cold, tiled floors. But the overriding sense is one of heat: long, sultry, heavy lunches, the dusty, hot streets beyond, sleeping after lunch while the adults topped up their wine glasses with peaches, evening ice creams in the piazza. Through the narrow cobbled streets of Bisaccia, the smell of pungent wild oregano and drying tomatoes would guide even a stranger to the town’s excellent bakery. It was the stuff of dreams for the whole long winter we were in England. At Christmas, Nonna would send a big cardboard box full of caciocavallo, salami, wheels of pecorino. These lined our pantry along with the racks of sliced, dried mushrooms that a homesick Dad collected in Blean Woods.

All through this time I had no idea that I was going to be a chef. I just kept on eating and experiencing.
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OVER THE YEARS, my mother assimilated many of Nonna’s classics. This became a sort of cultural exchange as she introduced our Italian cousins to British staples: sponge cake, fruit crumble and the like. Our kitchen in Canterbury was a Little Italy with a table that was seldom set for family alone. School friends competed to sup with us and it was a wonder that Mum could keep up with the demand.

Some of this feeder instinct must have rubbed off on me, as I really enjoyed cooking for friends, and by the time I’d left school it was established that I was the cook among us. My inclination was to bypass further study, but with the encouragement of my parents I applied for, and was accepted on, a politics degree course. During my studies, I discovered restaurant kitchens, which I loved. I worked in Whitstable during the summers, where I found my feet in the kitchen and discovered how good English ingredients could be. My parents went to Italy without us and I longed for the summer in a new way, with money in my pocket and the physical application that provided just the sort of contrast that a sedentary student needed. Alongside the politics set texts on my bookshelves were the likes of Elizabeth David, Claudia Roden and Antonio Carluccio. I had no idea that I might be considered fit for service in any of the places I dreamed of working and, sometimes, having a politics degree seemed a bit of an impediment.

For a year of my degree, I studied in Naples, where I fed my growing obsession. Zio Giulio, my dear uncle, drove down from Florence and took me to one of the excellent local pizzerias, where we consumed two pies each, and I drank treacly espressos and ate chocolate cornetti at breakfast. Meanwhile, I earned credentials cooking for my Italian housemates, almost all of whom received weekly food parcels from concerned relatives. Several were pretty handy on our only stove, a Primus, and they taught me how to make things tasty. Lentils with sausage or tuna pasta were the staples because they were cheap and quick. I still love and cook them when the fridge is looking bare.

Somewhere along the line I decided I had to cook professionally and, within a week of graduating, I found myself convincing an Italian restaurant in Covent Garden to give me a trial. I lasted six months but then ended up back in Whitstable, shucking oysters until my hands ached before working my way up the ranks. I was there for a year or so before going to Sydney, where my uncle and aunt live, and falling into a busy Italian kitchen. I worked harder there than I had ever worked in my life. It was a great basis for graduating to the restaurant back in London a year later.
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I’VE THOUGHT ABOUT WRITING A BOOK of my own for years. I am reverential of the cookery classics, of the likes of Elizabeth David, Marcella Hazan and Patience Gray, but this reverence translated into stage fright. It preoccupied me how I could be relevant, useful and ultimately standout in a saturated cookery-book market.

And then I found clarity. The cooking that I do at home, today, has become a crystallisation of what I make at work, every day, and what I have eaten, and look forward to eating, whenever I return to Italy. It’s food that I want to serve back to the people who inspired it, whether colleagues, or my aunts, uncles and cousins. I would have even risked presenting some of the best dishes to Nonna – well into her nineties when she died, she was finally proud of what she taught me.

I see this book as offering practical, exciting and at times off-beat renditions of familiar classics, plus some new dishes. This is prototypical Italian cooking, updated. It reflects how people shop and cook now, but it is a book that I would willingly show to my more traditional, home-making aunties. The food traditions that I am talking about are, for the most part, popular traditions. They are from places where the same dishes have evolved slowly over time but nevertheless differ from household to household.

This is a book that has a respect for, and understanding of, the DNA of Italian cooking but is not a slave to its prescriptions. It comes from a solid grounding, professional and personal, in The Rules. Yet the collection of recipes is not reverential. It focuses heavily on pasta and vegetables. This is informed by how my family eat and what interests me the most. I use fish and meat as much for seasoning these days, enjoying larger cuts too but irregularly. Partly this harks back to the cucina povera tradition that was second nature to my grandmother – the moral and economic obligation to stretch flavour, drawing all the value and goodness from an expensive cut – but today it also ties into a very real concern for sustainability and supply.

This brings us to the shape of a typical Italian meal, which often comprises a more substantial primo than secondo, the reverse of what people expect. The reason, as above, is that the primo was the sustaining element: pasta, rice, polenta. At home, we always have something first to spin out the ceremony. More often than not, this runs simply to a piece of toast with leftovers – lentils, a roast vegetable, a bit of cheese – on top. It is true to say, however, that a two-course meal is becoming less common in Italy. Graze across the sections of the book and put your meal together to suit you and your family or friends.
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You will find no formal dessert section in this book, something which is going to be contentious if only in my household, for my wife loves pudding. I am not claiming not to have a sweet tooth. Maybe I’m one of those people who says no when the waiter is taking the pudding order and then grabs a spoon and cadges from their neighbour. Whatever. In my view, ice cream is the best of all sweet things and biscuits are little miracles that should be always available. These are the recipes you’ll find within these pages.

This book completes a personal journey. It is about what occupies me in my own kitchen. Homely but not old-fashioned, this is progressive Italian cooking as I see it. I step to the stove as a cook, not a historian or anthropologist. I will look at Italian cooking traditions from an idiosyncratic point of view. With an eye for the unusual and forgotten, I travel a trodden path with a current outlook. Contemporary cooking isn’t necessarily newfangled (I don’t yet own a Thermomix); for me it is about being simple, clever, sympathetic and creative. At home, gently inventive, I am free to indulge in the warped recreation of a dish long since eaten or imagined. Keeping abreast of how we like to eat today, I am inspired by flavours from the past. As a professional, I know how to skip superfluous steps. One of the oft-asked questions in my day job is, ‘What is your vision for this dish?’ I have assimilated a precision that allows me to translate this vision to you, the reader. This is a shrewd kind of cooking, open-minded but careful. I hope, immodestly, that it might inform some new ideas of your own.
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