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About the Author
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LAURA GOODMAN is a food writer whose work has appeared in The Sunday Times, Eater, Food52, Lucky Peach and Waitrose Magazine. From January 2019 to January 2020 she wrote a weekly column about snacks for Grazia. Her first cookbook, Carbs, was published by Quadrille in 2018.




Praise

‘There are few food writers as witty and informed as Laura. I devoured this book.’ Georgina Hayden

‘As moreish as the snacks it celebrates, The Joy of Snacks is a smart, funny and moving meditation on the little things that make life great. I loved it’ Ruby Tandoh

‘Laura Goodman is a simply perfect food writer and everything she does is a dream’ Ella Risbridger

‘It’s so refreshing to read a cookbook that makes me laugh! Laura does the near impossible; her food and her good humour are as delicious in real life as on the page’ Alice Levine

‘An utterly joyful read. I cannot think of a nicer afternoon than to settle down with this book and a variety of snacks alongside’ Rukmini Iyer

‘Naked, unashamed and witty, Laura Goodman delights, tempts and insults our intestines with raucous, dangerous and surprising suggestions’ Miriam Margolyes




Also by Laura Goodman

CARBS




About the Book

This book is a celebration of snacks in all their glorious forms, guaranteed to fill your day with snacking joy.

It’s full of lists, essays and recipes to take you from your morning coffee (cinnamon crumble cakes and cherry-marzipan hand pies) to your evening wine (oeufs durs mayonnaise and mushroom pâté) via salsas, hot dips, crispy bits, crab nachos and frozen piña coladas in the sun.

The Joy of Snacks will lift your spirits while satisfying your deepest snacking desires, helping you squeeze the joy out of life’s big and small moments, whether it’s party time or Monday morning.




For Rich, who is always ready to demolish a
massive bag of crisps with me.




WELCOME TO SNACKTOWN

We eat donuts with our coffee, pâté with our wine, nachos while we watch Drag Race and ice lollies in the garden. We eat crisps and dips whenever we get the chance, absolutely nonstop, you just try and stop us. Any and all events are snackworthy. This is how we punctuate our days with joy.

We eat snacks for lunch, snacks for dinner, and snacks at snacktime. We eat whimsically, by which I mean according to our whims, not sitting cross-legged in a wildflower meadow surrounded by curious rabbits. But it hasn’t always been this way.

For a long time, we were encouraged to balance our meals carefully in order to keep hunger at bay until the next mealtime; the goal was to eliminate our unseemly inclination to snack. So, each January, we’d turn our attention to ‘meal planning’. Everything in our lives would be more correct if only we would work harder on Sundays, stacking our fridges with boxes of boiled eggs, cooked couscous and cut cucumber, so that we might throw together a depressing meal at any moment.

Forbes magazine suggested we were clinging on to ‘traditional eating patterns built around three “square”, structured meals a day’, but that gradually these ‘had given way to modern eating styles characterized by frequent snacking’. And Bee Wilson wrote in the Wall Street Journal: ‘There’s still a lingering sense of moral disapproval about snacking, which is strange given that most of us snack more often than we brush our teeth.’

We are embracing snacks more all the time. But, of course, some of us have been snacking right all our lives. Nigella’s silken midnight feasts have been taking place for as long as I can remember, even while her peers pointlessly filled vol-au-vent cases with prawns. And when my daughter Zipporah was a baby, one of the first questions she recognised (and responded enthusiastically to) was: ‘Would you like a snack?’

If you want to snack well, the first step is admitting it.

I am never freer or happier to exist than in the moment I decide to go hell for leather on a bag of corn chips, forsaking my appetite for lunch. One thing that radically improved my first day back at the office post-lockdown was a chunk of tahini, fig and chocolate tiffin wrapped in greaseproof paper in my pocket. And the best thing I made in 2020 wasn’t a meal; it was a warm, cheesy caramelised onion dip – deluxe and savoury in the extreme, devoured communally with hungry friends on a frosty Saturday afternoon before it all went wrong (you can find it in the dips chapter).

I have lovingly assembled this book to fill you up with snacking joy. I hope you’ll snack on its essays, lists, thoughts, memories and claptraps as whimsically, unselfconsciously and wholeheartedly as possible – on the train, in your bed, at the park, while you cook, wherever you are, whatever time it is.

Are you going to ruin your dinner? Do you care? Are you a square? Will that couscous keep till tomorrow? Come on then; let’s snack.

LIFE SNACKS I (USA)

I don’t remember anything, unless you can tell me what I was eating while it happened. And I don’t remember what I’ve eaten, unless there was a big feeling served alongside. Here is the first instalment of a patchy highlight reel, made of snacks.

•Generic red wine from Cupcake Vineyards and a box of Cheez-It Duoz next to a fledgling campfire in Yosemite after a long day of avoiding bears. Picture my bliss. I have no idea that later, in the dead of night, a family of raccoons will enter my tent. My snacks will be locked up elsewhere, but that won’t stop those mad, creepy Cyril Sneer adversaries from leaving dusty footprints over my belongings (and my soul).

•A bag of blueberry cake donuts from a bakery in a strip mall near my auntie’s house in Long Beach, with coffee, in her car.

•A large square slab of cheesecake from Canter’s in West Hollywood after a day being busy and alone in LA.

•We hired a vehicle the size of a house in Texas in 2012. I wouldn’t do that again, but the fact is that when another car went into the back of us within 30 minutes of leaving the Alamo office, it did not so much as rumple our bumper. We were flashing with invincibility as we remained within our fortress to eat a paper bag of tater tots from Keller’s drive-thru.

•Bagels (pastrami, Swiss cheese and pickles) prepared by my husband, Rich, and taken up to the Griffith Observatory for a Friday night La La Land moment you hate to see.

•A Boston Creme donut from Kettle Glazed donuts in LA, smudges of chocolate glaze left clinging to the paper bag.

•Here’s a triumph of international travel, and – as someone who left her engagement ring at gate four of Lanzarote airport – I don’t have many of them. We made a detour to Russ & Daughters to get an airport bagel picnic before flying home from NYC, and handled our goodies with supreme care all the way to the gate. My bagel: pumpernickel, filled with smoked salmon and scallion cream cheese, wrapped in blue and white paper with the word PUMP scrawled on it. Also: a chunk of cinnamon babka, wrapped in clingfilm, bearing the word PIECE.
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