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			Foreword

			by Bruce Springsteen

				I first met Andre a few years ago through a good friend of mine. At the time, Patti and I had no idea a simple introduction would lead to a friendship that now feels like family. My friend had been telling us about this young Jamaican chef with a knack for capturing the soul of the island in every dish, and after our first meal together, I knew we had something special.

			Andre isn’t just a chef. He’s an artist. There’s a sense of history, place, and heart in everything he puts on a plate. When you sit down for a meal cooked by Andre, you’re not just eating—you’re experiencing something deeper. And let me tell you, it’s real. The flavors hit you like the opening chords of a song you didn’t know you needed to hear, but once you do, you can’t imagine your life without it.

			Now, I’ve been around plenty of talented people in my lifetime, but what sets Andre apart are his humility and his love for what he does. You’d never guess he’s a three-time Chopped champion because he’s so down-to-earth. Andre brings this same grounded spirit to all his efforts, whether he’s cooking for family, friends, or folks he just met. Patti and I are lucky enough to know him both in and out of the kitchen, and he’s got that rare gift of making you feel like you’re part of his world.

			This cookbook reflects that gift. It’s not just recipes—it’s a window into Andre’s journey, his heritage, and his deep connection to Jamaica. You’ll find classic dishes you’ve heard about, like jerk chicken and rice and peas, but you’ll also discover flavors and combinations that’ll surprise you—things you’ll want to bring into your own kitchen, even if you’ve never been to Jamaica. This book is going to change the way you think about Caribbean cooking.

			When Andre cooks, there’s joy in it—joy in the spices, in the sizzle of the pan, in the balance of heat and sweetness. And what I love most is that his food is made for sharing. I think that’s why we hit it off so well. We both believe in bringing people together, whether it’s around a table or a stage.

			I couldn’t be prouder to write this foreword for my friend. I’ve seen firsthand the dedication, the craft, and the passion that Andre pours into his work. This cookbook is the culmination of years of experience, but it’s also a love letter to the food and people of Jamaica. You’re in good hands. So grab your spices, fire up the grill, and let Andre show you how it’s done.

			[image: Signature of Bruce Springsteen with a stylized flourish and additional decorative lines around it.]
		
	
		
			Preface

			I’ve always believed food is more than just what’s on the plate—it’s a story, a connection, and a legacy. Growing up in Kingston, Jamaica, I was surrounded by bold flavors, proud traditions, and a deep love for the island’s culture. Cooking became my way of expressing that love, whether in my grandmother’s kitchen or, later, on international stages.

			Jamaican food is the soul of the island. It tells the story of our people, and of taking the hardships of our past and turning them into something beautiful and delicious. I want to bring the flavors of Jamaica to your kitchen, whether you’re a seasoned cook or someone just discovering our food. This book is for you if you crank up the reggae to stay connected to the island. It’s for you if you live too far away from your favorite cookshop. It’s for you even if you’ve never been to Jamaica.

			Over the years, I’ve had the privilege of representing Jamaica on global platforms, including winning Food Network’s Chopped three times. Those victories weren’t just for me; they were also for Jamaica. It’s been my honor to take the flavors of my home and show the world what makes our food, and our people, so special. I’ve cooked for dignitaries, celebrities, and food lovers all over, but my heart always comes back to Jamaica. This cookbook is the culmination of that journey—a love letter to Jamaica, her people, and her food.
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			Introduction

			Dappled sunlight flickering through the trees. A tendril of smoke unfurling from the coal fire. The perfume of red peas rising from coconut milk in a well-worn pot. I can almost taste the thyme and Scotch bonnet. It’s like I’ve returned to my grandmother’s kitchen. These are the sights, tastes, and smells that bring me to Jamaica.

			Jamaican cuisine is the result of a rich blend of cultural influences: Indigenous, African, Indian, Chinese, and European. Each culinary thread brings its own flavors and techniques, yielding foods that are diverse and deeply rooted in the past. From the fiery spices of African heritage to the aromatic herbs of Indian cuisine, every dish tells a story of resilience and adaptation. This fusion defines not only our culinary identity but the spirit of Jamaica itself—dynamic, colorful, and always evolving.

			Iconic Jamaican foods like jerk pork, peppered shrimp, and ackee and saltfish tell the stories of the island’s culture and history. Essential herbs and spices elevate them, creating layers of complexity that define Jamaican cuisine. As with most cooking, fresh ingredients are key, but with Jamaican dishes those especially include herbs like thyme, green onion—referred to as scallions in Jamaica and in the recipes—­and garlic.

			To me, Jamaican food is always about maximum flavor, and we go above and beyond to inject as much as possible. We soak beans, cook them slowly, and use aromatics at every step. We layer heat and sweet and savory. We marinate meats for hours to let the seasonings and spices fully penetrate. If you plan ahead and take your time, the results will be well worth it.

			My Jamaican Table is a culinary journey through the heart and soul of Jamaica. It’s a collection of the flavors and memories that have shaped my life. It was inspired by my grandmother’s kitchen, where the scents of garlic and ginger were infused with laughter, love, and more than a few hard times.
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			My Story: Not an Easy Road

			­I grew up on the rough streets of downtown Kingston, where, along with playing games, we learned how to survive and even thrive. It was there, surrounded by family and community, that I discovered food as a bridge to hope.

			Our home was in a tenement yard on George’s Lane. We had a tiny area for cooking, space for a table, and a bedroom I occupied with three siblings. We shared a small yard, a washroom, and a shower with other tenants on the property, all of whom were just like us: struggling to get by.

			My mom, Patsy, cooked and sold breakfast to make ends meet. Each morning, she left home at 4 a.m. to go to the market to buy whatever she could get at a good price: callaloo, sweet potato—­whatever was cheap that day—plus ackee, because it was on the menu every day. Shopping done, she took her supplies to a tiny, makeshift, hole-in-the-wall cookshop and got to work. When I didn’t have school, I helped prepare the ackee; this was my first exposure to working in the kitchen.

			I was ten when my mother left us. One day I came home from school and my grandmother, Mama Cherry, was making dinner and singing along to reggae hits on the radio. That evening she told us our mother had gone to England to work. My mom called us early the next morning to explain everything. She would only be gone a year, she said.

			Mama Cherry took over the care and feeding of me and my siblings. My mom sent money whenever she could, and it was more than what she’d been making in Jamaica, so things felt a bit easier. We could afford what we needed for school, and we ate more complete meals. It was, for me, the first glimmer of hope that this life could be a little better.

			We were all sure that once you made it off the island and went to “farrin” (foreign), your life would change. A lot of us grew up like that. If your parent got a chance to go abroad, they did. Some forgot they had kids. Thankfully my mom wasn’t one of those, but seventeen years passed before she returned to Jamaica.

			My culinary journey continued in the kitchen standing next to Mama Cherry. From her, I learned much more than chopping, stirring, and tasting—I learned about love, responsibility, and perseverance. My decision to go to culinary school was more about survival than anything else. I wanted to be a pediatrician, but I knew from early on there was no chance I would be able to study medicine. My mom was struggling to make ends meet in England, and the money she sent for me and my siblings barely stretched. I knew I’d have to help her provide for the family, or at least be able to support myself soon. I was twelve.

			When I looked at my options, cooking seemed the quickest route to a job, so in my second year of high school, I started the food and nutrition program with Miss Campbell. She was a tough, no-nonsense disciplinarian who held us to high standards, but if you worked hard and did well, she was very kind to you. She must have seen something in me from the beginning because she pushed me, and instead of pushing back, I excelled. I loved food. I loved the creativity, theory, philosophy, and history of cooking. Being in the kitchen came naturally to me. 

			By the time I finished high school, the HEART Trust Academy in Kingston—the local trade school—was getting popular. I’d heard stories about graduates getting jobs in hotels and even overseas right out of school. The local TV station had programs featuring graduate chefs working at resorts around the country, and I wanted that. I applied and got in. Level 1—the basic program—took six months to complete and I graduated at the top of the class. 

			I got a job right away with a catering company in Kingston. On my first night we worked at a large outdoor carnival party. I arrived well before start time to set up. Within a few hours, thousands of people were gyrating and grinding and sweating under a starry midnight sky. Live soca music blasted across the crowd, pounding in my chest. The sharp, sweet aroma of jerk chicken wafted overhead. I washed glasses at a plastic sink for ten hours. The more I washed, the more the glasses piled up. I was sixteen.

			The next year, I was offered a position at what was arguably the best restaurant in Jamaica at the time, Mac’s Chop House. I had two weeks to learn all eighteen menu items at the pastry and cold appetizer station. It took me a week and suddenly I was the chef garde manger, fully responsible for the desserts and foods from the cold side of the kitchen line—things like salads, appetizers, pâtés, and other cold foods. This was my introduction to fine dining.

			About two years into this job, I was ready for more challenges and more training. I was accepted to the Culinary Institute of America program offered through HEART. For the next four years I held a full-time job with the caterer and on Saturdays I rode a bus three hours each way to attend classes. I loved it. Not the bus ride, the classes. It was exhausting, but I stayed focused and did well. I did so well that the head of the program told the board of the Culinary Federation of Jamaica about me, and that was how I was offered a job at the prestigious Round Hill Resort on Jamaica’s north coast with chef Martin Maginley. I hadn’t yet finished school, but I wanted to be exposed to a higher level of culinary excellence, and I would find that at Round Hill.

			I was promoted to chef de partie within my first year at the Round Hill Resort. My fellow chefs called me the utility knife of the kitchen because I could work any station. If there was a private client in one of the villas, I could handle it—cook a great meal, carry myself well, and not lose my head if they were famous. I was personable, fast, and energetic, and I was quickly promoted to sous-chef. I stayed in that position for four years.

			In time, I wanted to get out of Jamaica to find better opportunities. A dear friend and mentor, Susan Couch, introduced me to Paul Salmon, who owns Skylark and Rockhouse Hotel in Negril, Jamaica, and Miss Lily’s, a popular Jamaican restaurant in New York. I’ll always be grateful to Susan, who is no longer with us, for that introduction—­­it set so much in motion. Paul hired me to work at the original Miss Lily’s location and to help open a second one, so for a while it felt like I was working seven days a week.

			Within six months the second Miss Lily’s was up and running, and a year later, someone at work handed me a card with a name and Chopped on it. “The guy said you should apply to get on the show,” she said. I couldn’t believe what I was hearing. I applied, and two months later I was competing. I won (three times, in fact), and it changed everything. Miss Lily’s got really busy after that.

			I was eventually able to buy Mama Cherry a new house in Jamaica. I loved being able to do that for her. And no matter how far from home I traveled or how much time passed, she was always there, a constant source of wisdom and love. I called her often and visited her whenever money allowed. One morning a few years later I got a call from Jamaica I’d been dreading. Mama Cherry had been diagnosed with stomach cancer a few months earlier, and the treatment hadn’t helped. I arrived from New York that evening and was able to be with her in her final moments.

			This sacred time with my beloved Mama Cherry softened me, broke me a little, and made me a stronger, more tender version of myself. It’s clear to me now that the hours we spent together in the kitchen weren’t just about food; they were about love and family and showing up for the people who matter.

			My Jamaican Table is for Mama Cherry, but it’s also a love letter to Jamaica’s incredible spirit, her people, and her rich traditions. It is a celebration of our proud, resilient little country. The recipes capture flavors that have been passed down to me through generations, infused with the stories and experiences that make our island one of a kind.

			Through these pages, I want to introduce Jamaica to those who have never visited or don’t know much about our culture. I want to share a slice of our history and bring the essence of Jamaica into your home.
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			How to Use This Book

			Jamaican cooking shouldn’t be intimidating. This book is here to guide you, with tips on finding ingredients, using easy substitutions, and adapting flavors to what you have on hand. With a little creativity and some basic ingredients, you’ll be able to capture the essence of Jamaican cuisine in your own kitchen. The recipes are approachable but authentic, meant for cooks at any skill level.

			As a chef, I prefer to make fresh stock (chicken, beef, vegetable, etc.), but most home cooks don’t have the time or resources for this. In Jamaica, people use Maggi or Grace bouillon cubes. You could also use a bouillon paste; my preference is Better Than Bouillon.

			Throughout this cookbook, you’ll see measurements given in both U.S. standard measures and metrics, with metric units rounded for simplicity. For liquids, a standard U.S. cup holds 240 milliliters, but most measuring cups are marked in 25-milliliter increments, so for simplicity, I’ve rounded up to 250 milliliters. The differences are minor and won’t affect the outcome of the recipes, especially if you’re using the same measuring cup consistently throughout. In most cases, an extra 10 milliliters of liquid (or even more or less) won’t make or break any dish.

			Your regular pots and pans are all you need. When I say “skillet,” I mean a stainless steel or cast-iron frying pan. I recognize that a lot of people—including me—don’t have a barbecue grill, so I’ve included options for using your oven for recipes that call for grilling. I don’t have a fancy kitchen, and you don’t need one either to make any of these recipes.

			One of my early mentors, chef Kenrick Stewart, always said, “Recipes are meant to be a guide, not a shackle.” I hope you embrace this spirit while cooking from this book. Feel free to make these recipes your own—tweak, experiment, and adjust to suit your taste.

			The recipes begin with a chapter that invites you to dive in hands-first with Jamaica’s favorite finger foods. From savory Jamaican Beef Patties to the thoroughly addictive Jerk Street Corn, these dishes are meant to be enjoyed with no utensils—just a hearty appetite!

			The following chapters mix Jamaican classics like Rice and Peas with modern twists, including dishes like Coffee-Cocoa Lamb Chops and Sweet Jerk Crispy Cauliflower. Throughout, you’ll find recipes that feature some of my favorite Jamaican flavors—allspice and thyme, for example. They show up in dishes like Ital-Style Red Peas Soup, Oxtail and Butter Beans, and even desserts and drinks.

			At the end of the book, Starting from Scratch offers core recipes for seasonings and sauces used throughout the recipes, with ideas for introducing them in your own dishes.

			⎯⎯⎯⎯⎯⎯

			This book is my tribute to a way of life where meals are shared, stories told, and bonds strengthened. I want it to exist in the world not for myself, because I cook these dishes all the time, but for the people of Jamaica. Our food expresses who we are and what we’ve been through, and I want this book to help the world understand that. I want people to know why we cook the way we do, and who we are as a nation.

			Finally, this book is an homage to the strong women in my life. I hope that as you read the stories and look at the photos, you feel the spirit of our people: proud, kind, strong, and resilient. That’s my Jamaica.
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