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14.4.2004, notes 
I was brought up to think that racism is one of the worst forms of human behaviour 
possible. My family suffered directly from racism because my mother’s family are 
Jewish and they lived in Nazi Germany. They suffered racism individually, having to 
wear yellow Stars of David, experiencing anti Jewish talk and behaviour at every 
Easter, being forced to leave their homes, their jobs, and their countries. My mother 
still hates crowds and is fearful of group hysteria. 
My aunt Edith said that she could not understand why the rest of her family did not 
leave earlier. She said it was obvious what was going to happen. Once married, in 
1936, she packed her trunks and left for the US. Of all the family, she seems to have 
got out the least affected. Her sister Marianne, who also married and left, went to 
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Israel and hated it. On one of her visits home with her son Peter, the plane got lost in 
the mountains and has never been found. 
�

7	 � � �� � � �� 	 	 � �� � � �� � 	 � �� � �� 
 ��� �� � 
 �: ; @0� ��� �&	 � � 	 � �
Rationing ended a month after I was born in 1954. 
My parents spoke of proper rationing in the War, when you could not see an orange 
for months, when eggs were powdered, and people got sick of canned food brought in 
from far-flung places - Southern Africa snoek, and corned beef. Chocolate was as 
good as a form of currency. 
When my parents met, sugar was still rationed and treated as a precious resource. 
Someone came to visit them from Ceylon, and piled 2 heaped teaspoons of it into his 
coffee. “Don’ t be shy” , my father said sarcastically. Thank you, responded the man 
and took another 2 generous spoonfuls. 
  
Mummy learned how to clean a chicken, pluck its feathers and gut it, as a child, as she 
said that you used to get it from the butchers like that. 
 
Though the food we ate was well-cooked and varied, a lot of it was frugal in that we 
ate offal, liver, and I remember Mummy crumbing and frying sweetbreads, and dishes 
like cod’s roe, which used to be unappreciated and therefore cheap.  
If we ate beef, it was stewing steak, and I only learnt to cook good cuts of beef after I 
left England. It was beyond our price range, so I never developed a taste for it there. 
 
Throughout my childhood, we got free milk at school [this stopped in 1971, and was 
one of the first times I became really conscious of Margaret Thatcher as a force to be 
reckoned with], and a special thick orange juice I thought was delicious. Another 
drink used medicinally [I think it was expensive] in our house and considered very 
nutritious was rose hip syrup.  
Like Ribena [full of Vitamin C!] it had a lot of sugar in it, and helped develop the 
sweet tooth I still have. 
 
It was only when I went to the Pyrenees on holiday at 11 years old, that I came across 
fresh squeezed orange juice every day for breakfast. Later, you could get concentrated 
frozen juice from Florida in London. 
 
Growing up in the fifties, there were still many signs of the war and rationing. 
Allotments still thrived as a source of food for many families. I have always enjoyed 
seeing runner beans with their bright red blossom growing up stakes. I am not so fond 
of eating them. 
 
 
 
 
Before I  was born, my parents had another  child, who died at two months. 

 Sylvie 1st May 1952- 30th June 1952 
Sylvie’s cot death made my parents very anxious about me. They would always 
check that I had not stopped breathing when I slept. 
 
My parents went through a traumatic time together because of her death - the 
bereavement, the inquest, the funeral, and the loss. There was a lot of shock at the 
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tragedy, anger that the ambulance they called took so long to arrive that there was 
no hope of reviving the baby any more, and grief that they were subjected to even 
the suggestion that they were responsible, so that they had to appear before a 
magistrate.  Sylvie’s life and death certainly strengthened their relationship, as 
they had to face the tragedy together. 
Thinking about her death made me realise that there is a very different attitude to 
marriage and to whom you owe the first loyalty in Europe and in India. 
In the West, once you are married, your marriage takes precedence, and that 
becomes your primary family. In India, the parents are always predominant for a 
man, and the parents’  in law for a woman, and they expect to have their wishes 
followed. As a man, you do not, in terms of behaviour, leave home to get married. 
You bring a new member of the family into the home, and she will have a 
specified place in the hierarchy. 
So when Grandpa fell ill with Parkinson’s Disease in Bombay, Daddy was 
supposed to go home and look after him. He never did, and his dad never forgave 
him. 
Sylvie died at about the same time as Grandpa was falling ill. Daddy had to 
choose whether to leave my mother to go and look after his father. He stayed with 
my mother. She would have taken that for granted, and not even really known 
there was a conflict in Daddy’s mind. It would have been a burden he carried on 
his own. 
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I  was born – 16th June 1954 
I was a planned and a wanted child. My parents were very clear about that. 
 I was born in Queen Charlotte’s Hospital, Ravenscourt Park, one week early. 
Something made me panic and be born in a rush. I was a live baby, born without 
medical assistance, so it was seen as a natural birth. However I retain a memory of 
crashing into the unknown, a fear of something strangling me, a habit of holding my 
breath when I am under pressure, and a claustrophobia, which I have had to 
overcome. 
  
We lived in a flat in St Margaret’s, Twickenham. 
Whether my earliest memories are of St Margaret’s, with its leafy smells of the parks, 
and the damp smell of the river, or of Barnes and its common and pond, I do not 
know. 
I was born a week before the Summer Solstice, so my earliest experience of being 
alive, involved a lot of light. I believe it was also at full moon. I have never minded 
the dark of the British winter, because of the promise, the reward of long, light 
evenings in the summer. Even indoors, I hate dark rooms, and will always turn on all 
the lighting till there is a glow of light all over. 

��
$ � �� 	 � 
 ��� �9� � � 
 � �
We moved to Barnes when I was 10months old. My mother still lives in the same 
house. 
 
London, Sunday 30th June 2002, letter 
This is the house where my sister was born 45 years ago; where my mother almost 
died during that time, and where my father will, if he is lucky, die. 
There is a part of me that feels that my father has already left. It is so quiet, because 
he has not been listening to the news, which used to always blare out. It is however a 
relief not to have the noise on the whole time, or the unremittingly bad news all the 
time. 
 
I love this house. It has been my home, almost all my life. This visit, it is looking 
better than it has in a very long time. Most of the rooms have been decorated fairly 
recently, and there is a new shower room being built down-stairs, which will provide a 
much-needed second bathroom. I certainly had no idea, a year ago when I rescued 
my parents' bedroom from the chaos the builder left it in [he was taken ill at the start 
of redecorating the room, and left it a mess], that I was in effect preparing it for all the 
doctors, physios, and visitors Daddy is having this year. It is a good feeling to have 
been able to provide a pleasant space for my parents to rest in. 
 
My sister, Nicole, was born at home [8th May 1957] 
I remember then too, all sorts of adults visiting the house-the midwife, the doctor, and 
a woman who came to do some cleaning while my mother was bed-bound. All of 
them brought new noises and smells into the house. I clearly remember the 
antiseptic smells which followed the cleaning lady around. 
When my mother went into labour, I was sent to the next-door neighbours. That time, 
when my sister was born, was a horrible time for me, and perhaps I can only see why 
now, because the whole house was full of anxiety, which only gradually was replaced 
by the excitement of the new arrival. I wasn’t even three years old, and was confused 
about what was happening. 
Because my mother had a difficult birth and she haemorrhaged and almost died, I 
probably stayed next door longer than was expected by my hosts. I remember them 
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having a conversation about having to give me more meals than they expected. I 
definitely remember being given white bread sandwiches with Golden Syrup. While I 
probably already knew how delicious soft brown sugar and butter are on brown whole 
meal bread, this was a new combination to me, and a completely forbidden treat in 
our house. Though I avoid having it now, I still feel comforted by a tin of Golden 
Syrup in my cupboard.  
  
The lack of choice in a typical British diet of the time was something we never 
experienced at home. One of the blessings of my mixed heritage was that in spite of 
frugality and a dearth of ingredients, we always had a table with a variety of tasty 
food. 

�
B
 �� � � 	 � � �  
We had lots of neighbours. I grew up in a quiet neighbourhood of London, 
with a fairly stable population. Since we have lived in the same house for over 
50 years, there have been changes. However, my mother has celebrated her 
birthday every year with two other ladies in the same street who were born in 
the same year for decades rather than years. 
Everyone knows everything about his or her neighbours, thanks to highly 
efficient exchanges of information on the common, in the launderette and on 
the phone. 
Because of British reserve however, greetings are often very restrained, a 
nod, a glance, a calm hello. It would, after all be an imposition to remind the 
person, that you know their about all their family business, their family 
sadnesses or scandals. 
When real problems occur, though, people do rally. When someone is ill, has 
an accident, or dies, visits are undertaken, food offered and funerals attended. 
 
Our neighbours however were not only in Barnes. There were the neighbours 
from “back home”. 
There were the people from “the building opposite”, the Iranis, from “upstairs”, 
The Patels, and “our doctor’, Dr Antia. These people, who kept in touch with 
our news, as we did with theirs, were in Bombay. They had watched my father 
grow up, and had followed his fortunes since. When my father died, we were 
not able to get hold of my cousin as he was away on holiday. Our “neighbour” 
organised the appropriate Parsi ceremonies and prayers to be said, “as he 
was like a father to me”. 
Then there were “the neighbours from across the road”. The road  is Werner 
Strasse, Grunewald, in Berlin, and the neighbours, the Ostbergs. The children 
and their nanny were the only ones to escape Nazi Germany. We are still in 
touch with that family. 
 
This “neighbourliness” has on occasion landed me in amusing situations. 
When I was studying at Camberwell School of Arts, a foreign student asked 
me where I got my good outfits dry cleaned. Without thinking, I said at a place 
in Bombay…………….. 
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� 	 	 � �� � �� 	 � 
 ��� �9� � � 
 � � ��
Flavours of Lemon, Chives, Mint, cooking with butter:  
 
In the 1950s and 60s, there were few ” foreign”  ingredients commonly available in 
London, and those that were came from the specialist shops in town. We thought 
nothing of going into Soho, to get courgettes and aubergine, proper Italian pasta in 
long blue paper tubes, and garlic. 
I remember the long trek to get Indian ingredients from Pataks in Drummond Street, 
with Granny, when I was nine years old. 
 
Lemon: 
My father thought everything was improved with a squeeze of lemon, and sweet or 
savoury, he was probably right. Looking back, it seems strange now, that we only 
ever had Citron Presse, with its extremely sweet sour taste on holiday in France, and 
Nimboo Pani [Lime water], as the perfect refreshing drink in India. However, I never 
saw limes until I went to India. I still have a tendency to associate limes with tropical 
countries, and forget the power of supermarkets to deglamourise the exotic produce of 
my childhood. 
 
We grew Mint and chives in the garden. More recently, rosemary, thyme and bay also 
appeared. The mint was mostly to go in tea. 
 
Teas:  
We used to drink a lot of tea at home. My paternal grandmother practically lived off 
it, weak good quality, milky Indian tea. Her last words before she died were “ It is too 
hot” . 
None of us drank much water on its own when I was growing up. In India, you had to 
boil water to make it safe to drink, and it was not part of my mother’s upbringing 
either. 
At the weekend, a pot of the best Darjeeling, an Orange flowery Pekoe, was brewed 
up, either with mint, or with mint and lemongrass, dried and carefully transported 
back from India. 
Into the poured tea, we would put milk, and the sugar we used was always soft and 
brown. 
We always had a Marsala tea mix from India in the cupboard. Though I enjoy using it 
occasionally, either after an Indian meal, or as a form of flu medicine, I don’ t think 
anyone else in the family does. 
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� � 	 � � � � � �	 � �� �( 
 � �� � � � �� � 
 � �
My parents had a “mixed marriage”, between people of different nationalities, 
religions, and race. 
At the time, 1947, this was still quite unusual. From their own families, my mother 
has said that only Piloo, my father’s sister, really wished them happiness for their 
wedding. All the other relatives, if they did not actually disapprove, endured it. In due 
course, my father’s relationship with his parents-in-law deepened into real affection 
and mutual respect.  
Naturally, this had an impact on the food we ate, how we ate it [table manners, 
hospitality] and the cooking we did. We were familiar with a wide range of cooking 
traditions, and used many types of flavourings with ease. Though I have forgotten it 
now, I used to know all the different table manners, about where to put the wine glass 
and serviette when you lay the table, and whether to put one hand on the edge of the 
table, or rather not to rest you hands on the table at all. Nowadays, all I know is that it 
is different in England, France and Germany. The one simple rule in India is that you 
eat with your right hand and never with your left hand. 
There are also innumerable rules about how to look at people when you speak to 
them, different ways of addressing them, and topics considered suitable for 
conversation, at the table or elsewhere. To describe those subtle complexities would 
fill several books on their own. 
The only confusion I remember occurring as a result of this mixing of traditions, was 
when I was sent to the shops quite young, in those days there was still a dairy in the 
High Street, and I asked for Dahi, and could not understand why the shop assistant did 
not know I wanted yoghurt, because we called it Dahi. 
 
Both my parents came from homes where food was enjoyed. The pre-war England 
they arrived in was bleak, and war itself entailed deprivation. The only hint of luxury 
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I heard about was that you could use a food voucher to eat wherever you liked, and 
my father at least went to Claridges with his.  
Britain has a reputation for caring greatly about its animals as pets. My father always 
smiled about the British disdain for the French who eat and enjoy horsemeat. During 
the war, people in England really were delighted to have horsemeat as well, but soon 
forgot that later. 
 
Naturally the circle they surrounded themselves with accepted us as a family. Many 
were foreigners themselves, or had mixed marriages too. Growing up, there was a 
large circle of family and friends on both sides. The Indian side found having a cousin 
or nephew in London extremely convenient, and we were delighted to be able to meet 
distant and close relatives. 
It was only when I went to Washington DC fairly recently that it dawned on me that 
there were whole branches of my mother’s family who kept in touch with my 
grandparents, but never with us. Their names were familiar to me, but I never had met 
any of them. 
My sister and I were always made to feel that this United Nations union was an asset, 
an entrée into a variety of different milieux. We knew that racism existed, but were 
deliberately protected from its effects, to the best of my parents’  ability. 
That was one of the reasons they sent us to the French School, the Lycee in 
Kensington, as it had a racially mixed population, and a deliberately internationalist 
approach to life. Our local state school at the time had a reputation of racial 
discrimination, and picking on children of colour, which they did not want us exposed 
to so young. 
I have over the years often heard that mixed marriages creates mixed up children. I 
may have been mixed up, but never because of my parents’  mixed marriage. 
 
' 	 � �� � � �#	 	 �� �
In Britain, it is a good thing to have a warm personality. In India, it is a compliment to 
be cool, and that is not in the modern usage of the word. In Britain, people are 
delighted when they feel hot, and India they are grateful if the weather is “ lovely and 
cool” . 
 
Early on, I noticed that I was treated differently when I was with Mummy from when 
I was with Daddy. People, who were charming to Mummy and me, were surly and 
indifferent with Daddy. At first I was puzzled by this and could not understand it. 
My mother too, with her different experience of things, assumed often that my dad 
was being difficult himself, and must be imagining things. 
I guess it is a case of “Just because you are paranoid does not mean that they are not 
out to get you”. 
 
Rosewater  and Vanilla were two flavours I associate with special food.  
Real vanilla was hard to get when I was a child, and there used to be a bottle of 
vanilla essence to flavour cakes and puddings.  
 
When it was special day, a birthday, or a Parsi High Day, such as New Year, Navroze 
on the 21st March, special foods would be made- Ravo, a semolina pudding, flavoured 
with rosewater, and decorated with fried nuts and raisins, or the most special treat was 
Badam Pak, an almond and evaporated milk paste cut into squares.  
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I remember, when I was nine years old, my Granny, visiting for three months from 
India, stirring and stirring a pot with grated carrots, sugar, spices and milk to make a 
fudgy golden carrot halva. Though the stirring went on and on for hours, the result 
was a moist and delicious sweet. 
 
My father was a Parsi from Gujerat. As a community, they had strong rural roots, and 
were proud of the quality of their dairy produce. Even when urbanised in Bombay 
[Mumbai], they run a very successful Parsi Dairy Farm. My father always liked milk 
products, [full cream milk, cream, yoghurt, cream puffs [little mounds of cream, 
which you skim off fresh milk and whip up].  
However he could not stand the smell of European cheeses, as a mouldy smell in 
India is an indication that the food is rotten and you avoid it. 
 
Week days were quite pressured for all the family getting ready to go to school and 
work, so at the weekends, my mother used to make an English breakfast with Bacon 
and egg.  
I remember, when I was child, my father would decorate the egg with spots of tomato 
ketchup, as though it had chicken pox. 
 
 

' 	 ��� � � � ��
As a family who worked hard, our holidays were an important time to regenerate and 
recover. 
Each year we went abroad on holiday, both because we preferred it, as the French 
were more tolerant of an Indian/British family than The UK at that time, and the cost 
of a holiday for 4 in France was very competitive, in spite of the distance to travel. 
 
The French cope better with mixed race families, at least if part of the mix is Indian, 
and you also speak French. We had friends in France whom we met up with and our 
holidays were always to places where there was natural beauty. Mostly, we went to 
the north coast of Brittany, St Lunaire, St Malo, Perros Guirec, but also to Le Crotoy, 
across the Channel, then much later the lakes in Italy, and family visits to India, 
Norway, Sweden.  
 
We used to look forward to eating all the local produce, which in those days you had 
to be there to eat. Globalisation had not filled every corner shop with all the exotic 
ingredients of the world. 
Even the most simple food such as real French bread with local pate and cheese was a 
treat, and there were locally grown foods hard to get in England, such as beautiful 
globe artichokes, which we ate with a French vinaigrette. In these days of Balsamic 
vinegar, and dozens of flavoured vinegars, it is strange to realise that then wine 
vinegar was a foreign product and the usual stuff used in England was brown malt 
vinegar. We had never before had peaches and melons ripe from the sun in the South 
of France. The small fishing boats would go out and bring back fish and shell fish, 
and when we would swim in the sea, there were little brown shrimps in the breaking 
waves. 
 There have been streets markets in many parts of England for a long time, but in my 
childhood, apart from Berwick Street market, what I remember are the markets in 
France, which happen once or twice every week, in squares and high streets. There 
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you could buy everything from cheese, fruit, vegetables, Charcuterie – prepared pork 
products of terrines, pates, sausages and hams, to breads, tablecloths, cleaning 
products and clothes. 

 
 
 

%
 ��� �	 � ��
 � � � � �� 
 �� � � �� 
 ��
 ��
Realisations about my Jewish and Parsi families.  
Both my parents had a lot of respect for the values their communities had given them. 
That is one of the reasons I feel so confident talking about Parsi or Jewish values, 
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because they were inculcated in me from a very young age. I realised after my father 
died, how often he would say quietly and confidently “ It is the right thing to do, and 
you must do it, just because of that.”  
 
My parents also realised how selfish and narrow communally based groups can be, 
how petty and hypocritical. Both were suspicious of organised religion, and how 
repressive that can be. My mother experienced at first hand how inflexible, and 
unable to confront the continuing persecution, rounding up and murder of Jews in 
Germany. However, just as here in South Africa, lay individuals as well as clerics put 
themselves on the line out of personal courage and strength of their convictions. 
 
However one of the things they both respected about the Judaism my mother was 
brought up with, and the Parsi values my father had, was that both communities 
emphasise serving the needs of the wider community. Your first obligation is to look 
after your own family, and the community you live in. But you have a wider 
obligation to the community of all other humans. 
 
My mother’s brother married a Swedish woman, and moved there when I was about 
10. We visited them there once, landing in Oslo, in Norway and travelling by car with 
my American aunt and uncle to Stockholm. 
 
Stockholm with its waterways and beautiful modern urban spaces seemed like an 
ideal city to live in with an absurdly high standard of living. When we remarked on 
this, we were taken to a “poor”  part of town, which still looked like a smarter part of 
London, rather than the slum our relatives claimed it was. We heard that in spite of 
this prosperity, there was a very high rate of depression in Sweden, and we saw for 
ourselves, how aggressively drunk some people got on the high alcohol- spirits they 
distil there. 
We ate lots of delicious seafood, and many different kinds of sild [herring] in contrast 
to the Norwegian staples of lamb and potatoes. This led my American uncle to 
speculate about possible culinary implications of maritime links between the Irish and 
the Norwegians. 
 
I remember walking through the streets of Stockholm, eating a kind of Swedish 
sausage in a roll. Both my uncles, my mother’s brother and her brother in law [from 
America] annoyed us, because my American uncle accused any long haired man he 
saw of being a Vietnam draft dodger, and my Swedish uncle berated us for our bad 
manners in eating in the street.  
Nowadays, I still get a perverse pleasure from any food, even an ice cream, eaten in 
the street.  
 
One of the recipes we brought back, along with Swedish clogs and a liking for the 
large wheels of Swedish crisp-bread, was Swedish pork with prunes which became a 
Winter warming dish in our house.  
It is a standing joke between my children and my mother, that one my mother’s best 
dishes is her Swedish meat balls, which she buys ready-made as a standby in her 
freezer. All by themselves, they were responsible, after one week, of Dani giving up 
her attempt to be a vegetarian. 
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Ratatouille: It is now strange to think that courgettes and aubergine were exotic when 
I grew up, and indeed, so was garlic. However, my mother used to get the ingredients 
from specialist shops in town, and make it at home. You could also get ratatouille in a 
tin, from Romania, I think. 
 
When my uncle Jamsi [in fact my dad’s uncle, but younger than him, and more like a 
brother], visited from Teheran where he was working as a paediatrician. He brought a 
tray of the most wonderful nuts and dried fruit.  
His wife, Jinni Aunty, was a far more traditional Indian wife to her husband than my 
mother ever was, and is remembered because she lovingly peeled grapes for her 
husband to enjoy. 
Daddy remembered when he was a child in India, getting apricots and nuts over land, 
from Afghanistan. 
 
When Indian visitors came, and my father worked at India House, so most of work 
colleagues were Indian, and there was a network of friends, my parents would cook 
Indian food. Both of them were very good cooks, though what usually happened was 
that Mummy would do the basic cooking and Daddy would tweak the final 
seasonings. 
 
We had many favourite treats for special occasions, here are a couple: 
Hazelnut cake made with no flour, decorated with sour cherries and cream 
 
Poppy seed cake, with dark chocolate icing. Though it tastes very different to the 
hazelnut cake, the principle is the same, where you use nuts, almonds in this case, 
instead of flour. 
Poppy Seed Cake- Mohnkuchen 
4oz butter 
4oz Castor sugar 
4oz ground poppy seed  
1 tablespoon Matzo meal 
a pinch baking powder 
Rind and juice of a quarter lemon 
pinch of cinnamon 
4 eggs 
2 tablespoons ground almonds 
 Method: 
Cream butter and sugar. 
Add egg yolks and lemon, almonds, poppy seed, matzo meal, cinnamon, and stiffly 
beaten egg whites. 
Bake 50-60 minutes at gas mark 5 
When cold, coat with chocolate and blanched almonds. 
 
These are both Polish or Hungarian recipes. My mother would hunt out black 
unsweetened cherries, bottled from Hungary or Poland. There were various Polish 
delicatessens, including one in Hammersmith station[Where you catch what is now 
called the city line.]  and there is still one in King Street. These are similar to French 
sour cherries called griottes. 
Further down, this recipe was adapted to serve as a wedding cake, as it cuts well, 
keeps moist, and tastes delicious! 
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Br idge rolls with egg mayonnaise  

Cakes with butter  icing  

Jelly and ice cream 

Blancmange, which could be pink [strawberry] or  brown[chocolate] 

The par ties would often take place in a public room of a central London hotel, in 
Kensington or  somewhere like that. When I  was about 6 years old, we used to 
count how many petticoats us gir ls had, because the more the better   
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Belonging in Br itain and who does? 
Thoughts from a beach holiday in Mozambique, 19th August 2005. 
 
Since July 7th when London was bombed, and questions started to be asked about who 
the bombers were and what made them resort to bombing, my mind like that of many 
others, has been in overdrive. Shock does that. You sit up and pay attention. So too 
does a feeling of fear for one’s own safety and that of loved ones. In my hometown of 
London, as the bombing happened, and in fact I was thrown off the Piccadilly line 
train, because of a “Power surge at Kings Cross”, I felt I was living on borrowed time. 
Every communication, every act became more significant, more precious, and more 
urgent. 
 
So here we are in yet another country from the one we live in, reading a pile of South 
African and British papers, with news and analysis of recent weeks. 
 
What comes to the surface as most significant? 
 
Well I have been reading Pilger’s 1980s book on Heroes, the stories of ordinary 
people caught up in events beyond their control. I had to stop after reading half of it, 
because it was too much to take in all of it in one go. He talks about Vietnam, and 
how that country was destroyed for political reasons, which by any measure seems 
hard to accept. I find it sobering to realise that President Bush in invading Iraq has 
replicated his predecessors by invading a country whose leader he does not like and 
whose culture he does not respect, importing a national leader who was living in the 
States, and then carrying out a very unpopular and destructive occupation till the 
whole economy and region was subservient to US interests. 
 
I remember the helplessness we felt when the Vietnam War carried on and on, and we 
knew that it was a war that was wrong. 
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Thinking of the bombers in England, so far not so much has been heard from former 
radical community activists. There have been many headlines about the fact that the 
young men played sport, were good and loved family members, were religious, and 
were mostly good neighbours. 
 
So how could such normal citizens become bombers, thieves of other ordinary 
people’s lives? 
 
Well, if you look at what Pilger says, there has been a real and successful attempt to 
mix fact with fiction in our understanding of world events. With the benefit of many 
years of experience of South East Asia, and also the benefit of hindsight, he shows 
that as fast as the myths about Vietnam were created, so it became the accepted 
history. 
 
When we are attacked, when ordinary people are injured and killed particularly 
without obvious cause or warning, we forget to say under what circumstances would I 
be prepared to do something similar? 
 
What could some of the causes be that created those murderous effects in July in 
London? 
 
My father came from India. One of the most traumatic events he lived through was 
the partition of India and Pakistan at Independence from the British Empire. He saw 
some of the millions who were displaced as refugees to Delhi when he visited India in 
1947. He experienced the tragic displacement and saw the violence and suffering it 
caused. It was one of the reasons he was unwilling to start his married life in an India 
with a society rendered unstable by such major political challenges.  
 
War, partition, exile, refugeedom, all these things are the story of the human 
condition, and all of them create trauma and suffering. 
 
This is not a sob story to excuse what happened. It is however necessary to look at  the  
consequences of our own actions. 
 
Each time we go to war, we achieve two results. One may be constructive for the 
political leadership of the day: war more than anything rallies disparate political 
groups behind the commander in chief.  
 
Maggie Thatcher achieved that by invading the Falklands, and so, more recently, did 
George W Bush. By invading a foreign country, an unpopular leader neatly made his 
people forget its immediate grievances and united them in their desire to teach the 
misguided other a lesson.  
Paradoxically this is what we are led to believe the bombers were also attempting- to 
teach us a lesson.  
Why do we have such double standards that it is OK for us to teach them a lesson 
through brute force, but not OK for others to do the same to us? 
 
The other result is a destructive one with immeasurable consequences. To destroy 
other people’s lives, societies, homes, families, and show such inhuman ruthlessness 
in doing so, is to accept that that sort of behaviour is OK. 
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Who are we to complain when similar heartlessness is shown to us? 
 
I was more than a little surprised to hear the Leeds bombers described as Englishmen. 
After all, I reconciled myself long ago to being British, and I am proud of it, not 
English, because quite simply the English will not let you be. Growing up, we were 
called Immigrants, which I was not, Foreign, which I was not, and once after a three-
month holiday in India, the post graduate college I went to, tried to get me to pay 
overseas students fees.  
Weird? Yes, but true nevertheless! 
  
The stunned reactions of “Who are these people and how can they be born in 
England” , and “why do they not feel English” , can only be asked by blinkered self 
satisfied Brits of whitish complexion. They have never noticed that those of us, who 
however pinkish are nevertheless not white, can never feel English. 
 
I was born in London, and I love London. Because I was born there and brought up 
there, I miss England, its humour, its people, its chance encounters in the streets, even 
its weather and especially the river, the slimy damp channel running through the city 
which is ever changing, seductive and beautiful. 
 
Why ever would I want to be English? When I was younger and more naïve, I did. At 
least I did not know at that stage that I was not. I thought, silly me, that if you were 
born somewhere, that was where you came from.  
However broader English society soon put paid to that. “Where do you come from?”  
was the boring and constant question. Had it been an acceptable answer to say the 
truth i.e.: “Barnes, SW London” , no harm would have been done. However, when I 
gave that or a similar answer, I was repeatedly treated to an exasperated “Well where 
did your parents come from then?”  
I am still not sure why I ever bothered to answer, and why it was seen as OK to   
demand satisfactory answers, noone’s business you would have thought, from a 
stranger. But then I came from refugee stock, and I felt an obligation to appease 
imagined fears. While that sounds vaguely ridiculous, perhaps some of those who are 
so indignant about native born suicide bombers should start to look at their own and 
their English neighbours’  behaviour to the rest of us.  
 
How many of us, British born blacks, [slightly more elegant than Non-whites] who 
have skills, have left the country, unwilling to fight an unequal fight for jobs which a 
racist society is unwilling to give us? 
Surprising as it may seem, Britain, or rather London, can at once be a model for 
multiculturism, and a racist society.  
 
The way multiculturism is often talked about in Britain, it is not very different to a 
shopping therapy opportunity, to consume different foods and enjoy foreign artefacts. 
This actually becomes a variant of Empire, where you have the benefits of consuming 
the produce of far away places without the inconvenience of having to change your 
own behaviour or beliefs to access it. 
 
What are basic human requirements? Apart from the obvious of air water food and 
shelter, are the other less tangible ones of security, self-esteem and belonging. 
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The questions being asked about the British bombers focus too much on the first 
requirements having been met either by their own efforts, their families’  or welfare 
contributions from the state. Too little attention is placed on the other equally 
important needs we all have. 
 
We are xenophobic and too quick to demonise Islam as the cause of the outrage. 
 
We are in danger of showing how facilely we glory in the thought of being a multi-
cultural society without feeling the need to understand either the component parts of 
that society, nor the consequences. 
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My parents chose to send my sister and me to the French school in London. When I 
first went there in 1959, it had not become the fashionable and expensive place it was 
later. Modelled on a French state school, it was designed to cater to the children of 
London’s Francophone residents.  
Our parents were very keen for us to have a secular education, and the Lycee offered 
that at the time in England. . 
It was a very formal school, with a strong academic emphasis. We did do sport, but in 
a lack-lustre, disinterested way. As a French school in the heart of London, we 
despised Rugger-buggers, and people who spent the whole weekend doing sport. 
 I did ballet, swimming and Judo, but that was all outside the school. 
At about the age of 14, it conflicted too much with my schoolwork load, and I made 
the “sensible”  decision to give all that up. I only realised much later the cost to me of 
giving up my dancing. I expressed myself through it and for me, it was a form of 
freedom.  
 
The French educational system we went through was very competitive, and also very 
comprehensive. For a final exam in French, the syllabus was quite simply the whole 
of French Literature. 
However, to its credit, we were made clearly aware at an early age, that there are 
different approaches to the same issues. We were taught French History with a French 
teacher, and the English history syllabus by an English teacher. This ostensibly was to 
allow us to choose at a later date to follow the French or the English educational 
system. In the mean time, it was impossible not to notice the different spin put on the 
hundred-year war, or the Norman Conquest, or Waterloo for that matter. At home, my 
politically aware European and Indian anti-colonial parents also gave another 
perspective. 
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and one person’s pet is another one’s food: 
Since I was a small child, my parents hosted paying guests. Over the years, some have 
become part of our extended family, and have remained in touch over 50 years. To the 
Japanese guests, my mother is their Host Mother, and they continue to participate in 
family rituals, picking blackberries for jam on the common, and attending Barnes 
Fair. My mother is at present visiting one of the earliest visitors, Anne Marie, who 
stayed with us 50 years ago, at her retirement home near Perpignan. 
 
As years went on, at some point, my mother decided that to make people feel at home, 
she would cook them familiar food from their own country. In spite of her being a 
good cook, the food was never recognised for its origins. More than once, on leaving, 
the student commented that they had been warned about English food, but it really is 
not that bad after all! 
Others visitors provide other amusing memories: 

 
19.3.2001, letter 
“My parents’  visit in January to South Africa was great, too short as always, but they 
were determined to return to the bleak winter. They are now off to their usual 
hydrotherapy trip to Hungary. I hope that they return revitalised like last year, as they 
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were battling to cope with the cold in London. 
Their lives are made the more entertaining, if stressful by them seeing life differently 
to many others. My mother was recently sent a paying guest from the Cameroon, who 
had come to learn English.  
She was amazed by life in Barnes, that the pond was full of excellent nutritious ducks 
and geese that noone seemed interested in for supper, and that there were bulbs in 
flower on the common, that noone picked. 
My parents could, though they were not supposed to, have communicated with her in 
French. This would have sabotaged her desire to learn to speak English, which she 
battled with. She was not happy in London and was disturbed by how "hostile" 
London and the English are. Since she did not seem to include my parents in that 
description, my mother declared that she wanted to do her bit for race relations, and 
help the girl settle in.  
Since much of her behaviour seemed positively certifiable, I thought that my mother 
was being unnecessarily heroic. Anyway, the girl left with or without English, and my 
parents can look forward to the next interesting visitor. 
Through having foreign guests, we learned a lot about how other people regard food. 
In Spain, you do not have melon or fruit as a starter. In France, only pigs eat 
maize[sweet corn]. It isn’ t only observant Jews and Muslims who do not eat pork. 
Many Africans will not eat it either, nor mushrooms [not sure why that is].”  
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I was brought up to identify problems, bad behaviour and to do something about it. 
There was a kind of innocent self-righteousness in our family that if someone was 
doing something wrong, they wanted to be told about it, so they could correct it.  
 
Now sometimes, such as when someone gave you bad service, or did not keep their 
agreement with you, you are entitled to point it out. Other times, it really is none of 
your business. 
It took me a long time, and I do not think I know it really yet, to learn to keep my 
opinions to myself.   
Of course sometimes, the situation was often much more loaded. I came to believe in 
my childhood that anger was a kind of fuel, a warning signal that something was 
wrong. I never asked, “Why am I angry?”  rather I wanted to know what was making 
me angry, and what could I do about it. Simplistically if I was angry, there was 
something wrong and I had to do something about it. 
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Food at my grandparents, who lived in Richmond, Surrey
My maternal grandmother had never learned how to cook properly when she was 
young, as she had had staff before the war. My mother learned her basic cooking at 
school. We used to see them most weekends, either in Richmond or in Barnes.  
As we never had a car when I was young, many of these visits entailed long waits for 
buses, which seemed much less predictable then, especially if you needed a Green 
Line bus to visit someone far away. 
I remember: 
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Chr istmas lunch with Roast Capon: This large and tender bird is seen as a delicacy 
in Europe. My grandparents had very little money, and my grandmother used to make 
presents for all of us. She was a great knitter and I still have jumpers she made me. I 
recently found a list of all the presents she had given that year[1965] to all the family 
and her friends, with the exact amount it cost. 
 
Cinnamon sugar : this was a spoon of white sugar and a spoon of cinnamon, mixed 
together in an eggcup. This was then eaten with a wet finger dipped into it. 
 
Diet cr isp rolls with Orange marmalade: My grandmother wasn©t slim, and she 
would try and lose weight by eating extremely light white rolls for breakfast. 
They were so insubstantial, that she had to have many, not to be hungry. As a child, 
they were so different to the brown bread we ate at home, that I remember them as a 
big treat if I went to stay with my grandparents. I still enjoy very crisp toast and 
marmalade and always think of her if I eat that. 
 
Baum Kuchen-Log cake and Pfer fferkuchen from Tante Trudy at Christmas. Every 
Christmas, a childhood friend of my grandmother’s in Germany, Trude Schaak, would 
send us a parcel of various Pfeffer kuchen. Usually, there was a Baum kuche as well. 
You cut very thin slices of a log shaped cake, and under the chocolate covering, there 
are rings of dough, just like the age rings in a tree. As a youngster, I could never work 
out how it had been made, and even now, when I suspect a mechanical process 
involved, I prefer to think of it as one of life’s mysteries. 
 
Asparagus and strawberr ies for my grandfather’s birthday.  His birthday was in 
early June, and we always eat the first seasonal strawberries and asparagus then. 
 
Smoked salmon for birthdays. Before the war, my grandfather was a director of the 
family company, which made cigars. After the war, during which he was interned as 
an enemy alien on the Isle of Man, my grandfather worked as a clerk in a laundry in 
Teddington. Though he earned very little, he made sure that he always had enough 
money to buy 4 oz of Smoked Salmon for important occasions like birthdays. 
He liked duck. I remember him having it at Shorts, the coaching inn in Richmond 
Oysters. I had them for the 1st time at La Roserai, the 3 star hotel my grandparents 
stayed at in Perros-Guirec in Brittany. This was in 1965. 
 
I wrote this to a school-friend of my daughter Dani’s after she talked about mixed 
marriages in a film about primary school children’s views on racism:  
 
29th August 2001, Johannesburg 
Dear G…. [aged 12], 
 
Last night we all watched the film made at your primary school about racism, 
which you took part in. 
I found what you said really interesting, clear, and thought provoking. I wanted 
to respond to a couple of the things you said because I share some similar 
experiences to you, but see them in a different light.  
 
My father is from India, and my mother from Germany. [She would refuse to 
be categorised as White. She sees that as racist labelling. She feels 
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particularly sensitive about that, as she grew up in Nazi Germany, and lost her 
home, country, and much of her family to the political racism, that Nazism 
was. I was brought up to refuse to fill in that question on censuses] 
 
The first comment I want to make is to reply to what you say about 
restaurants. I too have been to restaurants with my parents all my life. Yes, 
people stare and there can be many reasons for that as far as I am 
concerned.  
Yes, ours is a remarkable family. “Mixed race “ marriages in London in the 
50s were a lot rarer than in the new South Africa of the 00s.  
But like you, I have a beautiful mother and a strikingly good-looking dad. 
Please allow for the possibility that they look at all of you because your 
parents make a striking couple, and have 3 gorgeous children, and not just 
out of ugly prejudice.  
 
Comments? Well, my family had more than comments.  
Members of our own family cut us off completely, refused to accept us as a 
family, there were racist attacks, and I got unasked-for sympathy for growing 
up with such a “difficult” i.e. mixed race - background. 
Actually, in spite of this, I had a very comfortable, sociable, secure 
background, where my parents modelled non-racism all the time.  
 
And part of that was an acknowledgement that things change. While it is really 
important that you have an appreciation of your history and roots, you and I 
have created a new reality merely by existing.  
 
The second thing I want to say is that my home language, like yours and your 
friend Retabile’s is English. It is an international language, which my parents 
and her parents Ida and Mike, for different reasons, chose as their home 
language.  
By mixing cultures the way your, my and Retabile’s parents did, you create a 
hybrid. That hybrid has many of the characteristics of the parents, but has 
unique qualities of its own. It is more than the sum of its parts.  
In fact according to Native American belief, it is people of mixed background, 
like you and me, who are the catalysts in society. And guess what they are 
called: the rainbow people! 
 
For me, the danger of Racism is that the fear of it can prevent you living life to 
the full. I know that racism can be very frightening, but I also know it thrives on 
fear.  
It is a challenge to all of us to release our assumptions and to be willing to be 
flexible enough to create new possibilities out of old messes. After all, that is 
the miracle that happened in South Africa.  
 
In my own life, my anti-apartheid background made it impossible for me to 
imagine having anything to do with white South Africans, let alone marry one.  
I am grateful that fate took a hand, and I fell in love with one. My life is much 
richer as a result of meeting David and making such an unlikely relationship 
work. I am human enough to be amused that David’s racist relatives were 
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very put out by our marriage. It has never been my aim in life to accommodate 
them!  
 
I think it is a shame that the film did not mention mixed backgrounds, except 
from the point of view of a “problem”. Robbie also comes from a mixed 
background [Jewish and Christian]. All of us have the blessing of being able to 
see that life is multi-faceted, and we all need to create workable answers for 
all us in a diverse South Africa. 
 
Nowhere did the film say that the fact that South Africa, and our schools are a 
melting pot of many backgrounds, is what makes the country exciting, vibrant 
and challenging. 
 
As South Africans, that is the heritage my children have and I will do my best 
to ensure they enjoy. 
 
With very best wishes, Monique Vajifdar 
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In my memory of my childhood, we probably went out to eat more or less once a 
week, at restaurants mostly in Richmond. It was not necessarily a major financial 
investment such as it has become today. There were a whole range of unpretentious 
places, which sold English and other foods at affordable prices. 
There were many to choose from in our neighbourhood, with various favourite Italian 
restaurants, the Richmond Rendezvous, a well-known Chinese restaurant, and what I 
remember as a good English Coaching Inn, Shorts near the Quadrant. 
 
There were also expeditions to town, to the Danish Food Centre, which served 
beautiful open sandwiches; the Norwegian Food Centre with its amazing 
Smorgasbord; the India Club in the Strand, where we knew all the staff;  
And Schmidts in Charlotte Street. We went there to get smoked salmon on rye 
sandwiches at the counter, various German sausages, Bockwurst and Frankfurters, 
and delicious cured ham, Lackschinken and smoked mackerel- Buckling from the 
delicatessen. Upstairs, the restaurant served substantial Germanic cooking on heavy 
silver catering ware, with white cloth napkins. 
We also visited family friends who were visiting London from India or the US, in the 
hotels where they stayed. I remember going to the Dorchester when I was two years 
old.   
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Both sides of the family were great believers in the benefits of fresh air and exercise. 
It is one of the tenets of the Parsi religion [my father’s religion], that you must respect 
all the elements, earth, water, air and fire. We were taught from a young age, that 
what you take from the Earth, you must attempt to give back. 
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This was how I understood the rational behind the tradition Parsis have of exposing 
their dead to be eaten by the vultures. My father said, “ In ancient Iran, we hunted the 
birds to eat. When we die, let us repay the debt we owe the animal kingdom.”    
                                   
My earliest memories are of leaves and trees. My mother says that I used to spend 
hours lying happily looking up at trees, from my pram. I learned to walk on Barnes 
Common and got to know every tree on the common. 
We walked a lot as children. At the time, I remember battling to keep up, but in the 
long run, it helped toughen us up. 
 I only realised long after leaving Barnes how evocative the smell of damp from the 
river, the reservoirs, the common and the rain are for me, and how much I miss it. 
 
Growing up, I enjoyed working in the garden at home. I would get up early to work in 
the garden, before going to school. 
In my last few years at school, I used to cycle there when the weather permitted, and 
often go off to Richmond Park for a long ride. 
 
3� � � ��	 	 � �� 
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The first time I went to the US, in 1973, I visited the family of a woman who was 
evacuated from Germany with my mother. I was amazed to meet people whose could 
not imagine leisure time, if it did not cost money-the bowling alley, the cinema, the 
shopping mall, the fun fair. We were experts at entertaining ourselves, and I would 
always look to see what books people owned the first time I visited their house. 
We were in Buffalo New York, before they cleaned up Lake Erie. They said that if 
you fell into it, and drank the water, it would kill you.  
That family gave me some of my most chilling and memorable food experiences: 
As prosperous middle class people, they had all modern appliances in the kitchen, a 
cooker, microwave, dish washer, fridge freezer and so on, but for “convenience”  sake, 
they only ever ate on paper plates which were then thrown away, and even way back 
then, all their food was pre-prepared. They either book ready made fast food, or at 
home, they consumed a variety of foods which only needed water, hot or cold, mixed 
into it to prepare it. It was instant and without taste, freshness or texture.   
 
When they took me to Niagara Falls, they insisted on waiting till dusk, “as it is 
prettier with the lights on” . They never even watched TV, and this was in the middle 
of Watergate with hearings televised live every day. 
 
I found their way of life alien and stifling. I escaped from there on the Greyhound bus 
to Madison Wisconsin, where my cousin lived, and stayed up all night, talking to a 
chess champion who was travelling to Chicago. 
 
In the three months I was in the US, I came across a whole range of good food, 
including the seafood of Maine, and the delights of Mexican food in Arizona. There 
was however, a real contrast between the good wholesome food most of the other 
friends and family I visited ate, and the encroaching influence of emerging giants like 
MacDonalds, and Dunking Donuts. 
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Comfort food from childhood 
Boiled egg with caviar. Remedy for building up strength in a sick child, from my 
grandmother. She remembers her parents making this for her when she was a child 
and sick. 
  
Lemon egg mousse served in white porcelain coffee cups. This only appeared when 
we were ill. My mother made a lemon flavoured mousse out of egg yolks, sugar, 
lemon juice and egg whites whipped up into it. It smelt wonderful and served to tempt 
sensitive and difficult patients. 
 
Soft-boiled egg with brown toast or green peas. 
Maggi cube, dissolved in boiling water, with a raw egg dropped into it. This lightly 
poaches the egg and allows it to run deliciously into the soup when the yolk is broken. 
 
Arrowroot custard: boil some milk. Meanwhile stir some milk into a teaspoon of 
arrowroot. When it is a thick paste and the milk is hot, take a tablespoon of the milk to 
loosen the mixture, then pour the arrowroot into the saucepan. Stir continuously as the 
mixture thickens over the heat. Sweeten to taste. It is good, even if you are not sick. 
 
Campbell’s Cream of Chicken soup, and Campbell consommé [in summer] 
 
Tinned tomato soup at the Wimpy at Victoria after swimming. We went swimming 
there for years until we had all our swimming badges. The combination of over-
chlorinated water in the pool and the strong smell of antiseptic everywhere, combined 
with the perils of the English climate, made the arrival of the American Wimpy chain, 
a welcome development in Buckingham Palace Road in the 1960s. 
 
Spiced buns with butter at West London clinic on my numerous visits there: I was an 
accident prone child, and what my dad could not patch up with his first aid skills, 
warranted visits to the local casualty at the hospital, to such an extent that I knew my 
way around the hospital in Hammersmith, since turned into offices. 
 
Hot chocolate and apple pie, somewhere along Grey’s Inn Road after another painful 
visit to Eastman’s Dental Hospital. I broke my front teeth when I was about 11, 
running in the playground and forgetting to stop before I went into a brick wall. This 
entailed appointments with various dental torturers, until at last someone kindly 
referred us to the Eastman’s teaching hospital where I was a guinea pig for all the 
latest innovations in crown technology. Until the 1960s, unless you were very rich, 
you were likely to have very ugly false teeth, or have the tooth stump removed all 
together. For one dreadful year, I had a state of the art stainless steel false tooth. It had 
the blessing of staying in, because it was so streamlined that my lower teeth did not 
knock it out when I tried to eat my food. However, for most of that time, I did my best 
to keep my mouth firmly shut, as I hated the tooth, which reflected light off it. 
Though I was only 15, I did get a marriage proposal, from a stranger who stared and 
stared at the tooth and must have seen it as a sign of my apparent prosperity, and 
presumable more modern and preferable to a gold tooth, which anyone can have! I 
have to say, I have not noticed that it started a trend for stainless steel caps, however 
efficient. 
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I did not enjoy my teenage years. 
At the age of 12, my world seemed to fall apart. My grandmother died very suddenly. 
She was warm, cuddly, and I adored her I was left with an enormous gap in my life, at 
a time when I was going through big transitions, to secondary school and developing 
emotionally. 
 
Teenage dreams: 13.5.1970 Notes from a diary 
I am so tired. I wish….. my eternal dream, to go swimming, dry off in the sun, live in 
a bamboo hut I built myself; eat fruit, coconuts, fresh fish, drink pure water, milk, 
fruit juice and then……………sleep again 
 
This was in food terms, an important period of learning and experimentation. 
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Zabaglione [without alcohol] 
At some point in my early teens, I learned to make Zabaglione [Whipped up egg 
yolks, thickened over softly boiling water], and it seemed a very sophisticated treat. I 
remember serving it to my grand father, when he was feeling very sorry for himself, 
after having all his teeth removed at the age of 83. It reassured him, that he would not 
have to eat only baby food thereafter. 
 
Throughout my youth, my parents who had learned French at the Alliance Française 
in the fifties, continued French classes as a way of ensuring their French did not get 
rusty. 
My parents saw a good education as a key to a good job, and a secure standard of 
living. 
My mother has always felt that she was cheated of a formal education. Though both 
my parents believed in life-long learning, and have always enjoyed being exposed to 
new ideas and ways of doing things, I think I learned from my mother more than 
anyone that it is never too late to learn new skills. 
When computers came along, both my parents went to classes to learn how to operate 
one. They both passed their driving tests in their middle age. Daddy had learnt how to 
drive an ambulance during the war, but that license had lapsed years before. My 
mother enrolled for WEA classes in Art appreciation, which then went on the next 
year to Criminology. With the attitude of, Well I don’ t know anything about that, with 
barely a hesitation, she enrolled for that. 
Recently, in her mid-seventies, after my father’s death, she started a Philosophy 
course. Far from being intimidated by such an intellectual subject, she found her life 
experience meant she had much to contribute. 
 
I saw my education as a continuous battle for survival. In fact I was probably a better 
than average pupil. But all along, I plodded and swotted to achieve results.  
I battled to succeed, and had decided to do the Baccalaureat, precisely because I did 
not feel I was very good at French.  
My French teacher, Mme. Dixon took pity on me and gave me private lessons. As a 
very inspiring teacher, she was able to make me realise that whatever exam question I 
got, always assuming I had done the basic work, I could talk about the subject I was 
passionate about: art. And indeed unlocking that opportunity for me, together with my 
great love of poetry got me more than decent results at my final exams. 
 
Description of a dinner party at home in Barnes, Autumn 1969  Notes from a diary 
 
The P family [David, Catherine, their daughter and David’s mother] left about half an 
hour ago [at 11pm] The American couple, Linda and Phillip left a while before, Linda 
having a very bad cold and looking grey under her rouge. 
We [rather they, as quite a lot went over my head] discussed everything from the US 
to scientists to India [over drinks and delicious Japanese crackers]; 
to Art [Rembrandt] [over supper of chicken soup, a broth flavoured with ginger, 
tomato and garam masala, fried chicken rolled in breadcrumbs, asparagus [or gi], with 
peas, carrots and potatoes, fruit salad and cream, biscuits and coffee]; 
to poetry, to magic, [at which point the Americans leave] to plays and Peterborough 
[other family leave] and at last to bed! 
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Memories of that evening include Daddy’s conscientiousness at being a good host, 
Mummy working hard to pull off the supper, the one guest’s nervous clever chatter 
and her husband’s simple joy in being with an audience receptive to his entertaining 
scientific chatter, Catherine, the actress- was she acting out her enjoyment of the 
evening? and her husband, the author, collecting material, always collecting material 
for his next book or screen play. 
 
  
I became wary of schools that encourage outstanding achievement, but do not 
understand that there can be a social and emotional cost for brilliance. I also saw the 
cruel price paid in self- confidence by those who could not cope with such a 
pressurised environment. Some of my friends, year after year, were labelled “ failing 
students” , and put in the slower stream. This had an impact on their sense of self 
worth and ability to succeed in life forever. 
 
All parents want ”The best”  for their children. There is considerable difference of 
opinion as to what that is. 
 
When it came to schooling and care for my own children, the first requirement, and 
the most important, was that that my children should be happy. They, like me, come 
from a mixed background and to be able to live in a multi-racial society like South 
Africa, it was always very important that the child-care and schooling should reflect 
this positively. 
No institution has all the answers. But openness to addressing different questions, 
which arise in a fast changing society at least mean that there is a possibility of 
solutions being found. 
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I grew up in London, and had a Eurocentric education. To redress the balance, I 
wanted to spend an extended amount of time in India.  
It was partly amusing and partly troubling that the Indian University I applied to, felt 
the need to, and battled to, categorise me. At that stage, I was an Indian national as 
well as British. In the end, and largely because I turned up on their doorstep, the 
University, in its wisdom, accepted me for a variety of courses, some of which turned 
out not to exist, as a Foreign Casual Student, a form of label which suited me very 
well, as it gave me considerable flexibility in the syllabus I would follow. 
 
Having been brought up to be familiar with Rabindranath Tagore poetry, I was keen 
to go to the University he founded: Santiniketan, [The Place of Peace]. 
It was indeed a most beautiful place, an oasis deep in the paddy fields and a long way, 
in terms of travel, from any possible corrupting urban influence. I enrolled in the Art 
School, and also did some history and philosophy courses. 
 
West Bengal is very different to other parts of India. This is for historical but also 
geographical reasons. Some of India’s most important rivers flow down from the 
Himalayas to the Bay of Bengal through a delta full of smaller rivers and tributaries. 
When you land in Calcutta, you fly over shimmering green paddy fields, with the 
yellow of mustard crops clashing happily. Flat as a pancake, when you drive through 
it, you get the same slightly dizzying feeling you get in the fens in East Anglia, that 
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the road is just higher than the surrounding fields, and that you will be surrounded by 
water at any time. 
I can still see with nostalgia, never ending flat landscape with only coconut palms 
breaking the distant horizon. 
Bengali cooking is justifiably famous for its variety, with more fish than most other 
regional cooking in the subcontinent, and as well as using coconut as an ingredient, 
what makes it distinctive, is the use of mustard in seed and in oil form. In the evening, 
if you walk around and smell the evening meals cooking, you will often get a choking 
blast of mustard gas, as the pungent fumes escape as the food is fried.  
 
This I found out later. My first experience of Bengali food was a big shock. The very 
low fees for food were fast explained when the food in the dining room appeared. It 
was cheap institutional food at its worst. Because of the time of year, in mid-
monsoon, the only vegetables available were onions and potatoes. As a treat, there 
would be a “meat”  soup, which prison-style, was a liquid with a grisly bone in it. 
I realised how lucky I was, at home, to be able to enjoy having good food, clean, well 
prepared and varied. 
 
Later, as I started to buy food for myself in the market and I saw what kind of quality 
of food ordinary people have to choose from. I had never had to clean and sort all my 
foodstuffs before. I was not used to finding stones, insects and other impurities in 
food, nor was I used to the lack of choice. 
I discovered that the majority of people eat boring bland and bad quality food, which 
is dependant on the seasons for availability, and affected by drought which prevents 
all crops growing.  
It was a bad time for Bengal, as there was a drought, and it was just after the 
Bangladeshi war. There were still some security restrictions in place and food 
rationing. I saw a woman arrested because she was carrying a small sack of rice. It 
was at that time such a valuable commodity, it was assumed she was dealing on the 
black-market. 
I made friends in the neighbouring villages, and they invited me for meals. Through 
those people, I learned that however exotic or aesthetic poverty can be, it is also harsh 
and unforgiving. 
They would buy and prepare special food for me as a guest, and eat more ordinary 
food themselves. I would be given a single egg as a big treat, and spices or even salt 
were treated as luxuries to villagers, as valuable as they were in Europe in the Middle 
Ages. 
 
I could not have arrived in Bengal at a more difficult time. In the early monsoon, it 
was swelteringly hot, and very humid.  
Not surprisingly, I became seriously ill soon after arriving in India, 
I got infectious hepatitis from dirty drinking water, and ended up spending three 
months in bed, one month in isolation in hospital, and two months with my family in 
Bombay. That experience of complete physical helplessness, and having to face 
possible death, changed the way I feel about a lot of things. This can be encapsulated 
in an attitude of Carpe Diem, which I think I have always had, and the cliché: “Life is 
uncertain, eat dessert first” . 
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Later, Spring brought new beauty to the landscape with flame trees blossoming and a 
wide variety of vegetables and fruit-big paw paws, cauliflowers, beans, peas, and with 
the healthy food, my health started to return. 
 
Bengal is also famous for its dairy products, especially its sweets { Misti] and 
delicious yoghurts, which come plain, and thickened till they are almost caramalised.  
 
Though going to India from Europe on my own was a big cultural shift, , it helped me 
see for myself what Eurocentricity means, and how capable I am at coping on my 
own. I was about 1000 miles away from my father’s family, and so, had to rely on 
myself for decisions about everything. 
All my values and all my assumptions were questioned by myself and others. 
I spent a year with people who did not think in the way I did, who did not have the 
same beliefs and knowledge that I did, who had a different sense of humour to me. I 
had to find a new way of being and of communicating.   
Some of the incidents embarrassed me, others made me laugh but I thrived on that 
trip. 
I discovered that I was not as neurotic as I had been led to believe. Not only was I 
able to be relaxed and happy, but also I did not suffer from headaches and depressions 
as I had done up to then.  
 
 
Time did not matter as much as I thought it did. Making a cup of tea could take a long 
time whatever that means. Certainly it was not as fast as boiling a kettle in Barnes. If 
water did not come out of the tap, there was no water. If the light did not turn on, the 
electricity was off. I developed a taste for slightly charred toast, the only kind you can 
have when done with a toasting fork over a paraffin burner. 
Many things I took for granted in England were completely different here: Behaviour, 
Dress codes [what parts and how you covered your body] Humour, knowledge, 
potential [people could not dream of doing what I could do, because they did not have 
the money], privacy, managing on your own. 
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For a long time, I was clueless about how to find and conduct a successful 
relationship.  I was always clear what I did not want, and that I think preserved me 
from too many disasters. I was romantic enough to think it should just happen by 
magic, and it took a long time to consciously say what I wanted.  
 



 31 

 
 
What  do I  need? 
I  need you t o say somet i mes:  
I  j ust  phoned t o wi sh you good l uck.  I  know you ar e 
f aci ng a chal l enge.   
I  am t hi nki ng of  you.  
 
I  woul d l i ke t hat  ver y much i ndeed.  Thank you ver y much.  
Just  t o l et  you know t hat  I  am her e i f  you need me.  
How ar e you doi ng? 
 
I  need you  
- t o t ouch my hear t  wi t h your  hear t .  
- t o t ouch my soul  wi t h your  i nt el l i gence,  your  humour ,  
your  l i ght - hear t edness,  your  humani t y .  
  
I  want  t o know t hat  you wi l l  do some of  t hese t hi ngs f or  
me:  
  

�  To t r eat  our  r el at i onshi p as ur gent ,  mor e i mpor t ant  
t han t he mundane ever y day st uf f .  

�  To r i sk bei ng a f ool  or  maki ng a mi st ake t o r esol ve 
t hi ngs 

�  To be l i ght  hear t ed and f un 
�  To be wi l l i ng t o put  t he past  behi nd you,  whi ch 

means f or gi v i ng me f or  per cei ved s l i ght s,  f or gi v i ng 
your sel f  f or  what ever  you di d and bei ng cl ear  t hat  
i t  i s a gi f t  t o be of f er ed t he oppor t uni t y  t o have a 
f r esh st ar t .  

�  To l i st en wi t hout  goi ng i nt o ef f ect .  
�  To honour  me as I  deser ve.  
�  To ask what  you have t o do t o put  t hi ngs r i ght .  I t  

i s  not  enough j ust  t o say Sor r y.  You have t o show 
you mean i t .  

�  To be wi l l i ng t o expl or e what  havi ng a r el at i onshi p 
can do f or  bot h of  us.  Dr op any si l l y  r omant i c i deas 
t hat  i t  wi l l  happen by i t sel f .  

  
So how do I  see you bei ng “ par t  of  my l i f e” ? 
- Make t i me f or  me 
- Make good t hi ngs happen t oget her .  Acknowl edge your  own 
abi l i t y  t o be a bl essi ng i n my l i f e.  
- Gi ve suppor t  wher e possi bl e,  i n t he or di nar y t i mes,  as 
wel l  as t he ext r aor di nar y t i mes 
- Shar e what  i s  goi ng on i n your  l i f e 
- Be cr eat i ve;  I ni t i at e s t uf f  t o do t oget her -  t al ks,  
shows,  concer t s,  meal s,  out i ngs,  hol i days 
- Devel op t he abi l i t y t o f ocus,  i n ot her  wor ds,  be 
act i vel y pr esent  i n my l i f e 
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- Devel op t he abi l i t y t o l i s t en.  And ask what  i s  goi ng on.  
- Behave as t hough you know t hat  we have t r eat ed you as an 
i mpor t ant  member  of  our  l i ves 
- Behave as t hough we ar e i mpor t ant  t o you,  and deal  wi t h 
“ s t uf f ”  as i t  comes up 
 
Per haps,  as t hey say,  i t  i s  f or  us t o desi gn our  own 
r el at i onshi p.  Sounds l i ke f un!  
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My children have been a great gift to me, a greater joy than I could have ever 
imagined. I found pregnancy the most natural experience I could have as a woman. I 
used Adele Davis’  book “On having healthy children” and found it an enormous help 
in avoiding the common pitfalls of pregnancy: morning sickness, water retention, 
exhaustion and stretch marks. I went into the office to announce I was in labour and 
was planning to start my pregnancy leave right away! 
Our relationship has changed day by day, as they have grown up. I means a lot to me 
that I and David have created independent happy loved children, who would grow 
into able, self-assured adults.  
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They give us great joy, great love, and much amusement. In the given space, here are 
a few serious and not so serious incidents since they were born twenty and seventeen 
years’  ago. 
 
' 
 � ��� � �� �� � �� �� � � 
 �
When our daughter was born, we named her Silvie. This was a conscious decision to 
change the resonance of the name in our family, though we changed the spelling from 
my sister Sylvie’s name, as our child was not my sister.  
We were surprised later, to hear Nelson Mandela talking about having done the same 
thing in his first marriage. When he and Evelyn lost their daughter, they gave the next 
daughter they had the same name, as a way of healing the family according to African 
tradition. 
 
6�9� � � �
Letter to Annie: You were kind enough to say that my babies must have been 
beautiful, ©cos Baby look at them now. 
Actually the whole experience of having Silvie was a big shock to me, not least 
because not even the fondest of parents could have called her appealing when she was 
born. In fact it was quite embarrassing, because both sides of the family said she took 
after the other side. And I accused David of having a beard to hide to fact that he did 
not have a chin under the fuzz [not true, as we have found out!] 
She was really tiny when she was born, and noone had told me 
-That after such a long labour, the child comes out red and puffy; and that only goes 
away after a few days 
-That babies have to grow chins, at least this one did! 
-That her crossed eyes would come right! 
I remember looking at her, and being grateful that motherly bonding would prevent 
me sending her back to get a replacement! Unlike yours, she had a few wisps of 
reddish hair, but otherwise was as bald as my late father in law!  
And it took a long time before I was able to see beyond the fact that she was a 
professional sleep thief.  
 
 
. � �� � 
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 � a letter from my father to his sister in India 
Fr om Manek Vaj i f dar  
To Pi l oo Mal col m 
25. 10. 1987 
 
My  dear es t  Pi l oo 

 Congr at ul at i ons  Gr eat - Aunt .  On Fr i day  t he 24t h ( Uni t ed 

Nat i ons Day}  Moni que gave bi r t h t o a baby gi r l .  Bot h ar e 

doi ng wel l ,  onl y  poor  Dav i d sounded exhaust ed,  when he 

gave us t he news because Moni que had a l ong 

and di f f i cul t  l abour  ( t he baby was i n t he wr ong 
pos i t i on) .  They have cal l ed her  Si l v i e.  We have j us t  had 
a cal l  f r om Dav i d' s  mot her  who sai d t hat  bot h of  t hem 
wer e pr ogr ess i ng wel l  and expect  t o l eave t he Hospi t al  
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i n a day  or  t wo.  Moni que has  kept  good heal t h dur i ng t he 
pr egnancy  and onl y  a week or  so ago,  she t r avel ed wi t h 
Dav i d qui t e a di s t ance t o a conf er ence.  
 
 

7� � 
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Letter Sent: Tuesday, June 02, 1998 2:57 PM 
From David, To: Monique 
 
Just to say hello. I am sitting at my desk, working on various  
documents. Hope you are okay, and that Silvie is feeling better. Talk  
to you soon, David 
 

To David [Silvie was 12 year old], from Monique 
Dear David, 
thank you for your letter, received just now. The patient was in a sorry state when I 
got home, having been found to be starving. In an under-nourished, neglected state, 
she was induced to accept 2 plates of pasta, after which she said plaintively she was 
tired, unwell, and emotional. I am concerned that she will prolong her stay with us, at 
the expense of her usual activities. It cannot be denied that she has been well 
employed in her capacity as my assistant here. However, we could be found guilty of 
contravening the regulations by allowing this situation to continue much longer. I 
await your advice on this matter. 
I remain much as you last found me, 
all the best, 
Monique 
 
To David at the FAO in Rome, 1997 
I will answer your letter a bit later if I do not flake out, when children have settled 
down. 
Peter asked them what they would like to become later and I wonder if you can guess 
the answers: 
Silvie wants to be a super-model out of “Suburban Bliss”  (a soapie), Dani wants to be 
a banker who deals in Herbs. She should have gone with you to Rome. [To FAO] 
 
April 1st, letter 
PS: just to show you they have not lost their touch, Silvie came to me this 
morning and said that she was coming home at lunchtime today and she was 
taking me out for lunch, and she was paying. My response was: What time? 
And hers was April Fool! ��
 
From Silvie, to her friend Felicity in London 
How was your Easter? Ours was pretty exciting, especially on Easter Monday when 
Dani fell and a stone pillar and got a cut about 2 inches deep, then she was rushed off 
to the hospital to get about ten stitches and EIGHT anaesthetics! 
She fine now, but she had great fun making me feel extremely icky by showing me 
her stitches whenever possible. 
Do you enjoy Science? 
I love it, but I absolutely HATE my Science teacher because (and this is during 
holidays) she gave us a 25-question assignment to do. You©re probably wondering 
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why I©m complaining, each question has about five smaller ones at least, so it was a 
lot of work. 
 
I©d better go seeing as my darling mother is now finally ready to go jolling (jolling is 
the South African term for gallivanting). 
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2000: 
The Virtual Cookies [our nephew  Steven©s name for Silvie and Dani, a variation on 
their surname, Vajifdar Cooper, abbreviated to Vaj-Coops occasionally] are fragrant 
as ever. They were busy discussing school management systems this evening, and 
Silvie was offering to come and address the assembled masses of students at 
Saxonwold [her previous school], poor devils. She has become a very enthusiastic 
supporter of the debating society, and loves to help to strategize on how to thrash the 
opposition.   
 
April 2003, letter 
The children were on school holidays from then until last week, though I 
complained that I hardly saw them, as Silvie is co-producing a play for a 
school’s competition to be held later this month. It sort of fell into her lap and 
has entailed going into school most days of the week for many hours. I have 
enjoyed watching how she grapples with the managerial/leadership role, and 
as the play comes together, what a thrill she is getting from it. Dani seems to 
have got sucked into it as well, and is playing a couple of roles, and shines 
particularly as a ghost according to her sister! 
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She turns 14 next week. Silvie, pushing 17, is already worrying about parking 
problems at University. It certainly is a new one on me, choosing which 
university to go to according to their parking policies for 1st years. She said the 
other day that she and Dani were planning to buy a Mini Cooper when they 
are older, unless, of course, we were planning to give her one for her 18th 
Birthday. We are not! 
Anyway, I think at the back of her mind, she does know that without a Matric, 
and a good one at that, she won’t be in a position to worry about parking 
problems. 

 
>� 	 � � � 
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London: 
To eat out in comfort, you have to enjoy yourself. This may seem self-evident. 
However, who you are can make a big difference to how you are treated in 
London. My mother and I used to have an argument about the relative merits of 
the Dorchester and the Savoy.  
In the 1970s, my mother worked at the Press Association in Fleet Street and was 
responsible for organising functions for them at the Savoy. Not surprisingly, she 
was seen as a valuable customer and was treated according. I however, found 
when I went there for breakfast, or by special request from my Indian aunt Piloo 
for afternoon tea, that they were snooty and ungracious. 
In those days, Anton Mosiman was the chef at the Dorchester, and he was 
challenging everyone’s ideas about good food, borrowing Japanese style in food 
presentation, and flavours from many parts of the world to prepare delicious, 
beautiful and healthy food.  
I went there a few times to eat his food, for special occasions, and occasionally for 
tea or breakfast. I always felt they treated me like a princess, and maybe indeed, 
they thought I had oil money behind me. It did not matter, if you are spending 
hard earned money, everyone wants to be treated properly. 
Simpson’s in Piccadilly, of lamented memory, was another truly excellent refuge 
from the hustle and bustle of London life. Whether I went there to drink a pot of 
tea out of their beautiful specially designed 1930s silverware, or to catch a quick 
lunch of their excellent smoked salmon sandwiches, I always emerged soothed 
and refreshed. 
 There were other cafes around London, which also behaved as though they had 
seen me last week, however long the gaps were between visits, but like the Royal 
Academy in the 1970s or Capucetto, overrun with St Martin’s Art students, the 
management has changed and with it, the special atmosphere too. 
 
 

#� �� 
 � 
 ��	 	 � �
Chinatown, an area which seems to be spreading from the original confines of Gerard 
Street, remains a place where you can eat well, as a princess or a pauper.  
Whether you go to one of the Dim Sum eateries, where trolleys of fragrant delicacies 
threaten collision, as they veer around the room serving hungry customers, or if you 
are lucky, to a place with someone who can ask for the specials in Cantonese, so that 
you not only get the Chef’s special attention, but the freshest and most delicious food 
they have, you will get more to eat than you intended, and you will leave contented 
and full. 
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Tuesday 25th November 2003
Dear Gita, 
By now you must be getting ready to fly home to London. How did your various trips 
go? I am glad I got to see you, even though it is obviously a stretch for you, balancing 
all the things you have to get done!  
   
My trip back to South Africa was more eventful than I would have liked. This was 
definitely my trip to be stopped by the customs. It happened going both ways, and has 
never happened to me before. So, I had to open all my bags. I cannot say that I really 
understand the protocol of dealing with customs people. I know they are only doing 
their job, but any attempt to communicate seems to them ultra suspicious, and I am 
afraid, since I am not a major smuggler, that seems funny to me. So the challenge is to 
keep a straight face, and realise that I am not showing off all my latest purchases to a 
friend, and that I must try to not be interested in what is happening.  
For those of you who know about it, the custom’s lady did find my carefully wrapped 
up takeaway meal from Hong Kong restaurant in Lyle Street.  
What is that? She asked. Food, I said innocently, as though it was a packed lunch-
actually it was supper for that night….. 
Anyway, somehow, by leaving out more by way of explanation than I might of, she 
got the impression that it was a home-cooked meal [she did not look very carefully, 
and it was in an old plastic container to avoid spills] cooked by my mother for my 
children, specially, and she let me take it through. 
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I have a theory that my father developed political activism as a reaction to an unhappy 
childhood. I figure that he did not want any other child to have to suffer in the way he 
had. Being a good Parsi meant contributing what you could to the wider community, 
but my father took on a universal approach to righting the world’s wrongs, which 
went beyond the requirements of his background. His mother who I knew was 
conservative, and in fact prone to saying things like”  It was far better under the 
British” . The Parsi community, like my family were split between the nationalist pro-
Congress  pro Independence lot, and those who wanted the British Raj to continue. 
 
From a very young age, we were taught to fund-raise for worthwhile causes, against 
World Hunger, the Freedom from Hunger campaign against the Bomb, CND. This 
involved going door-to-door, and rattling cans on street corners. 
There was also a simple categorisation of people’s world wide into good and bad. So 
South Africa was bad, as we were told that there they were racist and my parents’  
marriage would be illegal there. 
 
In our house, we observed the consumer boycott of South African produce Albert 
Luthuli had called for, as religiously as we could. We avoided anything marked 
Outspan, or Cape produce. It often felt rather a shame, as the export quality fruit 
always looked very tempting. My Aunt Edith told me years later that my sister Nicole 
at the age of three, had told her in a supermarket, that she must not to buy South 
African grapes, and why!  
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When I came to live in South Africa in 1985, I found eating only South African food a 
novel and strange experience. 
In 1993, the boycott was still technically in force, and it took a letter signed by Nelson 
Mandela to get my father to agree to visit South Africa for the first time. 
  
  
� � � ��� �� � � �� 	 	 � �
$ � ��	 	 � �
 � ��	 � 	 
 � � �
 
� ��� 	 � �� 	 �� 	 � �� 	 	 � �� �� � ��	 � 
 ��� 	 �� 	 ��� 	 � � 
 � ��� � 
 ��	 	 � �� ����� � � � 
 �� � �� ��� � � �� � � 
 �

 � 
 � � 	 � 
 ������
�
)� 
 �� 	 �� � � � ��� �	 � � �� 	 � � 
 ��� � � �� � � ���� �� � � ������ �� 	 �� 
 ��� �	 � � +�A� � ��
�
� 
 ���� 
 �
 � 
 � 
 � � �� � �� � 
 ��	 	 � �� 
 � � � ��� ��� �� � � �� � � �� � �� � � 
 �� � 
 � 
 ��� �
 � 	 � � � ��	 � �

 � 
 � � � 	 � � ��
 
Remedies for  parents: 
Extracted from a Parenting Workshop Notes: Presented by Monique, Mexico City  
Friday 12 October 2001 
  
Meals 
If a child says it will not eat something [always assuming you are providing 
wholesome food], it is the child’s way of getting attention.  
 
So pay no attention to whether or not they eat the food, give them the attention that is 
wanted, and you will probably find that in due course, the food miraculously is 
eatable again. [In due course might be several months later] 
A convivial atmosphere is great. Do not insist on all sitting down together etc. if the 
atmosphere is a constraint rather than fun.  Do not make food or meal times a 
battleground. 
 
Role Models 
You are your child’s role model. Create a model that you would be proud to have 
copied.  
Being a great role model is CRITICAL. 
 
Benign neglect 
This is OK. You do not need to be smothering the child with activities etc. the whole 
time. The child needs love, to be heard and to have quality time with you. This does 
not mean full on all the time. The child also needs to learn self-sufficiency and 
independence. 
  
Poetry and Magic 
Create poetry and magic in your own life and your children will see it. 
 
Sacred Rule: Let you child lead you - whilst bearing in mind that you call the shots.  
Do not respond to the words respond to the emotion 
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L ife Phases 
Up to age 28 you are creating your own identity 
30 s and 40s strengthening who you are 
Latter half of your life Balance and Identity - a chance to give back your acquired 
wisdom. 
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Avocado Ice 
Created especially for the surprise birthday supper for Silvie’s 18th birthday [24th 
October 2004].
  
Take a large bowl and put about a cup of lemon juice in it, with the grated rind of 
about 6 lemons and a similar quantity of castor sugar.  
Mash several ripe avocados into this mixture. The lemon prevents the avos 
discolouring. Make sure you do not waste the green flesh next to the skin. This gives 
the ice its beautiful colour. 
  
Meanwhile heat up several tins [about 4] of coconut milk, with chilli flakes and a 
generous pinch of saffron. Leave to infuse once hot. 
  
Add vanilla bean paste to avocado mixture, and a small handful of finely chopped 
mint. 
  
Once coconut mixture has cooled, incorporate into avocado. 
Freeze, and you will have a refreshing, creamy ice. 



 41 

 
 
Reci pe for  lov ing a ch i ld and let t i ng her  go 
30 th January 2005 
 
My dear Dar l ing Silvie. 
 
You  have had your  last  sleep at  home for  the t ime being. 
It  will  be qu ite a few sleeps before I see you  again. 
Actually, I was just  remember ing that I have been away myself for  
qu ite long per iods, 5 weeks in the States, and two months in London 
in ear ly 1999- remember? 
Well, we managed to keep closely in touch and that feels good. 
 
What is there to say? 
Well, I have enjoyed al l the really important conversat ions we have 
had since you  fin ished your  exams. It  is much easier  to ask  really 
important  quest ions when you  are facing a real-l ife situat ion. And 
going away from your family [US!] for  the first  t ime is as real as it  gets. 
We realise as you  do too, how important  you  are to us. 
How much we love you . 
How you  br ighten up our l ives, with your  warmth, your  love and your 
beau ty. 
How proud we are of the gorgeous woman you  have become.  
How we will miss you  a lot , as the place will  be qu ite different  withou t 
you . 
How excited we are of the new direct ions you  are tak ing in your  l ife. 
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How much we are wait ing to hear  abou t  your  adventu res, your 
exper iences, how you  overcome the challenges, and the temptat ion to 
chat ter  non-stop! 
How we will be with you every step of the way, wishing you  success, 
pleasure, fun, adventu re, excitement, fu lfi lment , challenges, 
achievements, insights, peace, health, abundance, grace, in tegr ity, 
and lots of blessings and love. 
 
Play the game of l ife to win, and always look  for  win-win  solu t ions. 
Never  try to be anyone other  than the person you  really are, or  you  
will let  yourself down, as well as everyone else. 
 
You  are in my heart  forever , 

your Mother 

�
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Spaghetti Bolognese 
Figs and Parma Ham 
Italian Ice Cream 
 
Osso Bucco
I make Osso Bucco or Braised Oxtail two different ways: 
Step one: 
Braise meat in a large over proof pot in good olive oil. 
Heat oven meanwhile on a medium setting. 
  
Step two: 
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Season meat with generous chopped garlic and lemon. 
Then either season meat with: 
-Juniper, chilli, a sprinkling of English mustard, elderberries or juniper berries, 4 bay 
leaves, two glasses of good red wine, pepper and salt. 
Or 
-Rosemary, carrots, braised onions, and parsley. 
  
Add some water to partially cover meat, put lid firmly on, and cook slowly for 3 or 
more hours. 
Taste gravy, and add salt if necessary. 
  
You can also add cherry tomatoes, concentrated tomato puree or tinned chopped 
tomatoes and onions to flavour the sauce if desired. Sour cream [stirred in at the last 
minute] is delicious with the wine sauce. 
Serve with mash, pasta, and a green vegetable or salad. 

��
� 	 	 � �� � 	 � �� � � �� �
We hardly ever ate Indian food out. We ate it at home, or at our friends’ houses. We 
had Parsi food when we went to Zoroastrian House for Parsi festivals. It used to be in 
Olympia, then less conveniently in Compayne Gardens in West Hampstead. What 
you ate at restaurants was another sort of food, not really Indian, as far as we were 
concerned. That has since changed, and various places, such as the Nepali 
restaurant in Roehampton, and the Cinnamon Club in town, have become places we 
are happy to patronise. 
Guava jelly.  

·  Kawabs [recipes to follow] 
·  Dahl  
·  Kulfi  
·  Lassi 
·  Chapatis 
·  Sweets 
·  Mango Chutney, aunty Piloo   
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Cooking Rice. 
This is the method I learnt at home: 
Use Indian Basmati rice. 
Heat up a knob of butter in a saucepan.  
At the same time boil a kettle of water. 
Put the rice, with a pinch of salt in the pan and heat till the grains become translucent.  
Do not allow it to burn. 
Cover the rice with twice its volume of boiling water.  
Immediately, cover the pan with a tightly fitting lid and lower the heat, so that the pan 
simmers. 
After 12 minutes exactly, the rice is cooked, fluffy with each grain separate. 
  
For special occasions, you can add cinnamon bark, cloves, and saffron. 
On top you can decorate with almonds and raisins fried in butter. 
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Because of his strong feelings about how rice should be, Daddy never took to 
Japanese sushi, or Italian risotto. 
He told the story of when he was in the boy-scouts in India, and for his cooking 
badge, he cooked a pot of rice. Because it came out sticky, he was made to eat the 
whole lot as a punishment. 
  
Though food is taken very seriously at no 34, Daddy wasn’ t often in the kitchen. 
When I was 9 years’  old, my mother went to the US for my cousin Barbara’s 
wedding. Suddenly Daddy was in charge of the kitchen. 
I think this is when I was taught how to cook an omelette. 
 
Cooking Omelettes: 
Heat up a knob of butter in a frying pan. 
In a bowl, whisk up the eggs, briskly with a bit of salt and pepper. 
Pour into pan, and as it sets, gently break the base to allow uncooked egg to set on the 
hot pan. Allow the base to brown, fold and serve. 
This can be filled with delicately chopped circles of chives, French style, or savoury 
mince, Parsi style. 
  
Mangos: 
My grandfather used to walk past a Mercedes car and say ”My car” . It was only after 
he died, that I found out that it was his dream, not a pre-war reality. 
My father also had a favourite fantasy, but this one was based on a historical reality. 
When he was a child, his grandfather had a mango orchard in Udvada, in Gujarat in 
India”on the bend of the road”. Memories of this orchard sustained my father even till 
his final illness, and one of his last hardly coherent statements was that we should 
beware of letting our land be taken away from us. 
The mangos were not any mangos. They were Alfonsos, the golden coral, red skinned 
fibreless fruit, which to my father represented prosperity, abundance, joy, love. 
When he was a child, he remembered glutting himself on baskets of them, but in my 
childhood, in England they were an exotic foreign treasure.  
A few times, as they were at their best around my father’s birthday in May, his sister 
would airfreight a few, or a box on Air India. 
Once the box got lost. I do not think it ever got found. My father was desolate and 
furious. 
  
 
Frozen mango 
Recipe from Australia from Anne Kennet 
Re. mangoes, peel remove from stone and freeze. The 
result is a bit pulpy but delicious. We have also been 
drying them, which gives Tibby [her toddler] an excellent snack, 
takes ages to eat and therefore keeps her occupied and 
quiet for at least 10 minutes at a time. 
 
The first time we all went to India, was in 1970, when I was 16 at the time of my first 
cousin’s wedding. My father was her mother’s brother, her “Mama” , and as such had 
a very important role to play. Unfortunately, because she got married in November, 



 45 

we could not all be there, because of school, so we ended up going for 6 weeks, which 
still meant we missed 3 weeks school. 
My first trip to India was mostly a wonderful experience. There were 15 members of 
the family to meet us, and that was the first surprise. There were strangers who looked 
like us and best of all had the same dodgy sense of humour. We came to terms with 
the heat, the noise, and the sense in Bombay of being in a crowd as dense as a football 
crowd, the lack of privacy and space in European terms, and all the smells and colours 
and tastes. 
 �
�
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Thi s sect i on deser ves a book t o i t sel f .  I  have 
concent r at ed on descr i bi ng my l i f e l essons,  i l l ust r at ed 
wi t h a f ew f ood memor i es.  
Sur v i val  i s not  somet hi ng t hat  i s t aught  at  most  school s.  
Our  f ami l i es can onl y t each us what  t hey know al r eady.  
The r eal  t eacher  i s  Li f e i t sel f ,  and how we wel come t hose 
t eachi ngs i s  up t o us.  
 
4. 6. 2005  
Li vi ng l ong enough:  
 
To see f ami l y pat t er ns 
To compar e di f f er ent  r eact i ons t o t he same event s 
To heal  and change f ami l y pat t er ns 
To pass on f ami l y  knowl edge 
To honour  t he memor y of  t hose bef or e us 
To l i ve our  dr eams and t hei r s ,  so t hat  t hey car r y  on 
l i v i ng t hr ough us 
 
Last  ni ght ,  cousi n Vi c t or  was sayi ng t hat  gr owi ng up 
t akes a ver y l ong t i me,  and t hat  i f  you do not  l i ve l ong 
enough,  you do not  have t he chance t o r each f ul l  
mat ur i t y.  
 
Anot her  guest ,  a j udge who wor ks i n Bot swana,  sai d t hat  
col l eagues of  hi s  had comment ed t hat  whi t e peopl e ar e 
l ucky i n l i v i ng so l ong,  t o be abl e t o see t hei r  chi l dr en 
and gr and- chi l dr en gr ow up.   
 
I  have al ways been gr at ef ul  t hat  my f at her  and I  bot h 
l i ved l ong enough f or  me t o r e- est abl i sh a c l ose 
r el at i onshi p wi t h hi m af t er  t he t ur bul ence of  my 
adol escence 
 
Havi ng been br ought  up t o t hi nk of  my r el at i ves as al l  
l ong l i ved,  I  wonder  what  al l ows some peopl e t o l i ve l ong 
and ot her  not .  I t  i s mor e compl i cat ed t han j ust  a good 
di et  and heal t h car e,  t hough t hose hel p.  



 46 

 
 
$ � ��� � � 
 � 4� ��� � � ����� 
 � � � �
=� � �� ��� �F00F��� � �� � � � 
 � ��
 ��� ������ � � �� 
 � 
 � �� 
 � ��� �� 	 � �� 
 ���� � � �� ���
 
30.6.2002 
Letter from Barnes: 
When I first arrived here, I was surprised that my father was not as ill as I 
thought he would be, but that my mother was in worse shape, basically in a 
mild, or severe panic the whole time, driven by a determination that my dad 
would get better, and driving everyone in that assumption. 
 
I was worried that my father would not be allowed a graceful ending to his life, 
as all the emphasis was on what would happen when my father got better.   
I said something very careful about the possibility of my father's condition not 
getting better, and my mother, with a lot of sadness and dignity, said that she 
was perfectly aware that he might not get better, but that she could not cope 
with the thought, and had to believe he would get well to be able to carry on. I 
think, that just articulating the fact that she knew how ill he is, gave him 
permission to be ill, and defused the kind of pressure he was under to get 
well, NOW. 
 
Then the visit to the hospital for a check-up this Friday, also made both of 
them realise that my father can push himself more than he does usually. My 
mother keeps repeating that Life is hard, that she is so exhausted, so she had 
given up hoping that my father could do very much. 
So each time my mother says Life is hard, I have to find ways of allowing her 
to see for herself that Life can be beautiful or even fun. 
 
Towards the end of the year, he was more or less bed-bound, and to avoid him being 
hospitalized , which none of us wanted, we employed 24hour nursing staff. 
 
 
$ � ��� � � 
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29th December 2002-  
We were woken up at 6o/c by the Carer service. “The carer Dennis has flu and cannot 
come”. The night nurse, a Nigerian lady called Olushea left, and shortly after and 
Indian lady [Julie?] arrived.  
 
Mummy’s first reaction was to feel unsettled at yet another new person in her space..  
 
This was fast replaced by Mummy agreeing with Julie that the Benilyn Daddy was 
taking was not helping his chest and was making him cough too much. He coughed a 
lot all night without being able to bring up any catarrh. The lady recommended 
pounding ginger with a few drops of honey to soothe the throat. We [David and I] 
were dispatched to fetch fresh ginger. 
We drove to King’s Road, Chelsea, a grey wet day. 
At Waitrose, we did a big shop, buying lots of ginger, some good honey, and a 
discounted ham from Christmas, delicious but enough meat to put us off ham for a 
while. 
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Then we walked down to Designer’s Guild, and though it was before the sale started, 
they had bed linen discounted. I bought some beautiful fabric to decorate my house 
with.  
By the time we got home, Mummy was more cheerful than she had been in a long 
while. The lady had said that she would come and look after Daddy for a week, after 
which he would be cured.  
Fool’s gold as I told David, but music to my mother’s ears. 
 
When we left to take the children to their friend Felicity’s to go and see the Lord of 
the Rings, Mummy and lady were in the kitchen busy making an Indian supper of rice 
and dhal for Daddy.  
He had had a light egg custard for lunch flavoured with rose water. 
For the last few weeks, Daddy had been almost comatose, but I was pleased that my 
children made a point of saying Goodbye to him, and telling him they were going to 
see Felicity, before leaving. 
 
Later that evening about 7 o/c, Mummy wanted to feed Daddy, and thought he was 
breathing strangely. 
 She called me up. He had no fever, and his pulse was calm. His breathing was 
regular, slightly singsong, but even. I kept feeling his head and suggested that we ask 
David for a second opinion. He came up and so we were all there when suddenly I 
realized that Daddy’s pulse had stopped. It was so gentle a transition that I really 
expected him to start breathing again, but he did not. 
 
January 2003��� � � � �� ��� � � � � �
 
Mummy was saying before I left how rewarding she found last year, and I 
found her devotion, and my father©s appreciation of it very touching. 
Of course you realise that by rewarding, Mummy was not saying that she 
enjoyed last year, merely that she got and gave a lot of love from the 
experience, and that was rewarding. Also that she would willingly have the 
"difficult" time back, if it was the price of having Daddy back again. 
 
Somebody told me that after September the 11th, some of the survivors took 
to watching the cookery channels on TV, as it was the only form of escapism 
that could in no way retraumatise them. 
I have been reading cookery books, and just now Julie Burchill on David 
Beckham, since I got back. 
Then I do a round of telling another bunch of people the news about my dad. 
The emails are done, now I have to send off letters. I cannot bear to phone 
many of the same people we were phoning so recently about Alice. [My mother in 
law died 5 weeks before my father.] 
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Tomor r ow,  t he 6t h Januar y,  we ar e havi ng our  New Year  
Par t y.  We st ar t ed of f  cal l i ng i t  an Epi phany Par t y t o be 
met  ei t her  wi t h Epi - what ? Or  an assumpt i on we wer e r abi d 
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Cat hol i cs.  I  t hen st ar t ed sayi ng i t ' s  Copt i c  New Year .  
Af t er  t he 2nd.  comment  of  - Oh yes,  what ' s a Copt i c? I  
st opped.  The j oys of  Separ at e devel opment !  Someone asked 
me cur i ousl y ,  how di d I  know about  i t .  I f  one' s  not  
car ef ul  one get s i nvol ved i n answer i ng!  
Anyway,  t he par t y  i s t omor r ow.  We have ver y l i t t l e i dea 
exact l y  how many peopl e ar e comi ng as so many of  t hem may 
or  not  be back f r om t hei r  hol i days.  Davi d' s sol ut i on t o 
t hat  i s  t o t hr eat en t o t ake t hem al l  up a mi ne dump t o 
obser ve Hal l ey ' s comet .  
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My mother in law, Alice Cooper, lived with us for 5 years, and so any family event 
had to be the result of extended consultation. 

“Our Pesach, if I say so myself was fantastic, and I can say so as it was very much a 
joint effort. As it coincided with Good Friday this year, we decided to make a point of 
acknowledging the Christians in the family, which Marilyn really appreciated. 

Religious observance at the meal was the first thing we discussed with Alice. Our 
brother in law, Michael visiting with his family from London, turned out to be quite a 
scholar, and he took charge of that side of things. 

Then of course there was the food. We had a difference of opinion about quantities 
required, my mother in law thinking that excess was the requirement of the occasion, 
and we attempting to be more restrained. We started to work out a menu several days 
in advance. Then we did the shopping, which automatically cut down on the amount 
of food we would cook.  

Pesach is a participatory feast, by design. So we asked Alice to make a speech and 
David rehearsed it with her. We reminded Alice that it was great it was that Marilyn 
was willing to come even though she should have been fasting, as a Catholic. And 
Alice, the matriarch of the family, gave a great speech about how happy she was to 
have all her family there with her, the first time she ever did that.”  

� 
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End of the year let ter : “Our 15 th  Wedding anniversary was a h igh light 
of 1999 for  David and me.  
 
Inevitably, we had different ideas of what to do.  David thought we 
shou ld have a big bash, a dinner  par ty at home with 20 people, and I 
thought  we shou ld have a small in t imate ball for  abou t  250 of ou r 
nearest and dearest .  
 
The miracle is that  not only are we st il l talk ing to each other , bu t  also 
we managed to achieve a compromise acceptable to both of us. “ 
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October 1999 
“As to ou r party. It  was great, and I did really enjoy it . We had it  at  a 
restaurant  which we know really well. The food was very good, and it  
was great  only invit ing people we wanted to have there.”  
 

A Celebrat i on  of  Mon i que Vaj i fdar  and Davi d Cooper ’s 
15 t h  Wedding Ann i versary , Fr iday 22nd October 1999 

****** 
A journey along the old Silk routes -  to Africa 

 
Welcome &  Dr inks 
Supper &  Speeches 
Music and Dancing 

****** 
Menu 

Chilled Gazpacho 
Parsi Rice with Cloves and Cinnamon 

Vegetar ian Dhansak 
Taskabad bedunay gosht - Persian Sweet and Sour Vegetables 

Vatana bhaji - Green Peas with Coconu t and Cor iander  
Pumpk in Fr it ters 

  
Spiced Chicken Casserole 

Roast  Beef 
Ch inese Salad with Ginger  and Almonds 

Green Salad 
  ****** 

Lemon Chiffon, Strawberry Pavlova, Fru it  Plat ter  

Croquanbouche 
Coffee, Tea 

  
Venue: Dieu  Donne Restaurant  

Corner  Grasmere Road, 30kms from Johannesburg on the old road to 
Vereeniging 
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Apples and Honey 
Challah, the round bread which symbolises a full and rich year ahead. 
 
Chopped Liver 
My recipe: Onions and livers fried in olive oil with salt and pepper, a good squeeze of 
lemon and this year a touch of chilli. As soon as it is browned on the outside, and still 
pink inside, remove from heat. 
Put in an ovenproof dish and bake under foil in the oven for about two hours on a low 
heat. 
Allow to cool. 
Chop it in the dish with a sharp knife in the dish, returned briefly to the oven, covered. 
It is then left to cool. 
Decorate with parsley, and chopped boiled egg [with the white and yolk separated] if 
you wish. 
Serve with Kichel biscuits 
 
Chicken Soup 
I cook Chicken Soup on a regular basis. Not only is it the ultimate comfort food, 
being tasty and nutritious, but it has proven therapeutic properties. 
I always feel grateful to be able to cook one or more chickens, as I think of Henri the 
fourth in France, who wanted every household to be able to cook a ªPoule au Potº 
once a week. We take it for granted. 
 
Method 1: 
Take a large pot. 
First peel and slice several large onions, about two to each chicken you are going to 
cook. Fry gently in pot, till golden. 
Add carrots which have been cleaned, topped and tailed, and celery, ditto, a couple of 
bay leaves, a bunch of parsley, stalks and all, and a few sprigs of rosemary. Add as 
much garlic as you like [we like a lot,] and a lemon halved and seeded. 
Put the best quality chicken you can get, or two, into the pot. 
Cover with cold water and heat till it simmers. Cover the pot, turn down the heat and 
leave for up to an hour. 
At that stage, I will take out the chicken which is nicely poached.  
 
Meanwhile reduce the liquid in the soup pot to concentrate the flavour, or add chicken 
stock cubes, as you wish. Add salt and pepper to taste.  
Some of the cooked meat can be sliced and added to the soup, along with lots of 
chopped parsley just before serving. 
If you wish, you can make matzo flour dumplings, knadlach, for the soup. 
 
Method 2: 
After you have roasted a chicken, or two, for another meal, cover all the remains in 
the roasting pan, in cold water, and bring to the boil. If you have planned to do this, 
you will have put extra onions and vegetables which will add greatly to the flavour of 
the soup by caramelising. Make sure that you collect all the meat juices. Do not over 
cook, as the soup will start to taste of bones, and be muddy. 
You can also combine the fresh taste of the first soup with the richness of the second, 
and forget about stock cubes! 
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Variations: 
You can also chop ginger finely and cook it with the chickens, or paprika or chilli. 
The poached chicken can be used it as it is, or anoint with olive oil, salt pepper and 
rosemary, and put in a hot oven to roast. 
 
Another way we use the almost cooked chicken is to smother it in a thick paste of 
blended onions, tumeric, garlic, ginger, ground coriander, cinnamon, and a bit of 
chilli, and to roast it in a hot oven. 
 
Both the soup and the chickens can be made more south east asian, with the addition 
of fresh coriander, ginger, coconut milk and chilli, or Bengali, with the addition of 
cumin, coriander seed, mustard seed and tumeric, green beans and peas and coconut. 
  
Gefilte Fish (see Claudia Roden, History of Jewish food) 
Once made, and you have to allow 24 hours for the jelly to set [can be speeded up in 
the freezer], decorate with chopped parsley around the fish balls. It cheers the dish up. 
 
Chrain, 2 kinds, mild and hot 
We make our own fresh horseradish sauce. Grating the horseradish is far more tear 
inducing than onion peeling, but it sure clears your sinuses, and produces a delicious 
accompaniment to fish or meat. 
 
Venetian Crumbed Sole with sultanas and onions (see Claudia Roden for basic 
recipe). 
1. Made with sultanas instead of raisins. I soaked them in Earl Grey Tea to plump up 
and add flavour. I used cider vinegar. 
2. Made with red onions, salt and pepper, and pine kernels, deglazed with dry white 
wine, and lemon juice and water added to made a sauce. 
This looks much better made with red onions, as the white ones make the dish look 
grey. [I used lemons and parsley to stop it looking grey, and browned the onions for 
flavour and looks.] 
 
Green Cabbage, sour with onions, caraway and apples, apple cider vinegar, lemon 
peel and juice 
 
Red Cabbage, sweet and spicy with cinnamon, chestnut puree, flaked almonds, red 
onions, balsamic vinegar and garlic 
 
Tsimmes 
Mixed green salad 
  
Paw Paw and Strawberry Fruit salad, with cream and sugar on the side 
Chop up paw paw into bite sized pieces, cover with ripe granadilla flesh. Top with 
halved strawberries with chopped mint. This is a gorgeous looking and delicious 
tasting end to the meal, which has just a few complementary flavours-sweet, tart, 
fresh, and good colour combinations. 
 
Crème Caramel. Gail Katz made such delicious crème caramel that there were no 
seconds! 
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Taglach. These were bought at Selwyn Segal. They were too dry, and large to be 
popular. Unfortunately, unless they are homemade next time, they will not grace our 
table. My niece Suzanne has been designated the family taglach maker. 
 
Chocolates 
Coffee, Tea 
 
Day of the Dead Ceremony 
A Mexican Tea Party, 29th October 2005, at Hayley' s home 
 
From a letter: ªYesterday [Saturday] was amazing, a very good day................... 
Why was yesterday amazing? 
Well I have been getting up very early for a while, as there has been so much 
to do. 
I assembled baskets and bags of stuff to take to Hayley©s house, and barring the 
kitchen sink, nothing was forgotten, including a very large tub of specially planted 
marigolds of a special Mexican type for the Day of the dead. 
My caravan included all my spiritual medicine bits, as described before, and a full 
picnic to eat. 
 
Hayley made guacamole, salsa and crispy tortillas.  
 
I made chicken wings in a mole [cocoa] sauce, baked butternut and beetroot, refried 
beans [a variation on my slow baked bean dish], lots of roasted mielie [sweet corn] 
chunks, a decadent chocolate truffle tart, made by Dani with cinnamon and a touch of 
orange zest [decorated with a sun/star on its surface].  
 
We had circles of cut papaya and wedges of watermelon. There were also special 
Mexican fresh fruit juices. 
 
Colleen and I set out a long table for the Day of the Dead: we put out 
special cloths [from Macchu Picchu and so on]. On top of that I made a little 
display of my skulls. Hayley brought out a gorgeous Mexican plastic Halloween skull 
both Colleen and I wanted!  
Along the wall, photos started to appear of beloved deceased people, with their 
favourite food treats in front. In between were the rocks, crystals, animals, angels, 
spirits, gods and various candles [Jewish and Catholic memorial candles] and smudge 
to purify and bless the occasion. 
 
Colleen, Hayley and I did a blessing and banishing, and I did a ceremonial 
sealing of the boundaries with crystal salt. All this was before others 
came. 
 
People came in batches, which was great, as the rhythm of the afternoon was 
like waves surging and receding. All good friends arrived there to have a 
good time, and those who wished, did ceremony at the altar we had created." 
 
Recipes: 
Baked butternut and beetroot  
The butternut, cut into chunks was roasted in the oven. 
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The baby beetroot was washed to remove the brine and then dressed in balsamic 
vinegar, parsley, salt and pepper, cut up and combined with the bitternut. 
 
Mexican chocolate truffle tar t 
Dani wanted to experiment with chilli but I discouraged her this time, as many 
strangers would taste the tart and may get a shock if there was chilli in it. The tart is 
very rich and very small portions, about a generous mouthful, are enough.  
Ingredients: 
250g amaretto biscuits 
250g butter 
1 litre double cream 
800g good quality dark chocolate  
120ml golden syrup 
Zest of two oranges 
3 teaspoons cinnamon 
Method: 
Melt butter. 
Crush biscuits roughly and stir into butter. 
Spread mixture over base of serving dish with shallow sides if you are going to leave 
it in the dish to serve, or into a lined loose-bottom baking tray, if you want to turn it 
out. Leave to cool and harden. 
Melt chocolate with the syrup in a bowl over a double boiler. 
Remove from heat. 
Pour cream and orange zest into melted chocolate and stir as thoroughly as you wish. 
You can leave it streaky if you prefer. 
Pour chocolate cream mixture into serving dish, and leave to cool. Once cool, put in 
fridge for several hours or overnight to harden. 
I decorated the tart with a sun/star on its surface by making a paper cut out shape and 
sprinkling with hundreds and thousands and silver balls. 
-Or decorate with cinnamon. 
-Or toasted almonds before serving.  
Enjoy! 
 
Other dishes included: 
Refried beans [a variation on my slow baked bean dish],  
Chicken wings in a mole [cocoa] sauce 
Lots of roasted corn chunks  
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22.7.2006  
We were delighted to celebrate our nephew Steven' s marriage to Sara. 
I made the wedding cake. 
 
Poppy Seed, Almond and lemon cake, 
based on a Polish recipe cooked in my family for years and adapted. 
 
Ingredients [serves 50] 
550gr poppy seed 
500gr butter [good quality unsalted] 
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500gr castor sugar 
230gr ground almonds 
5 lemons, grate ring off, use juice of 3 
20 eggs 
5 tablespoons Matzo flour 
5 pinches each cinnamon and baking powder 
Method 
Line buttered baking tin with baking parchment 
Cream butter and sugar together until fluffy and pale 
Add almonds, lemon rind and juice, matzo flour, cinnamon and baking powder 
Separate eggs. Add yolks to cake mixture 
Whip whites until standing in peaks 
Meanwhile heat oven to gas Mark 5, about 170, electric 
Fold whites carefully into mixture 
Bake for 1 hour 20mins or until a fork comes out clean from cake 
Cool thoroughly on a cake rack 
Ice with Dark Lindt chocolate and whatever else you like. I used Griottes [sour 
cherries] from France and flaked almonds., and made a pattern with white Lindt 
chocolate and milk chocolate drops. 
 
A small quantity of the mixture was cooked without adding any flour, which made it 
suitable for wheat intolerant guests. 
 
� 	 	 � �� �� � �� � �
 � � � �

  
Gita Sahgal and I were at SOAS together until 1977, and did the same degree 
in Indian History. That is how we met, but since then we have lived together 
for a while, and have cooked together over a long period. 
I talked to her on the phone,about the Recipes and Remedies project and 
then wrote her this note: 
)A
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We hung out in the SOAS bar, 2 teetotallers surrounded by smoke, and 
alcohol fumes, arguing, listening, and dozing. 
We have eaten and travelled together on three continents. 
 
In 1978, I visited her in Bombay, and went to your father's flat. We fantasised 
about appropriating some of his art, which at the time, we thought we would 
have appreciated more than him. Your family arranged for me to visit the 
Cowasji Jehangir Art collection, which, though world famous, the public is not 
normally encouraged to visit.  
In New Delhi, I stayed with you, I think in the YMCA place, where your step 
father and mother lived.  We then travelled to Calcutta together on the train for 
a wedding. It was a very smart wedding and the two of us sat right at the front, 
enjoying the parade of smart understated Bengali elite.  
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After that, we went to Varanasi, where we explored the ghats and small lanes 
of the old city. Gita could not resist the tantalising smells of the street food. 
Later that night, she was horribly ill from it. 
As it happens, I got safely back to England, to find that I had caught a dose of 
Ameobic dysentery, probably from eating in one of the poshest hotels in 
Bombay. So it goes¼ .. 
 
In 1992, we stayed with our families in Sahni Guest House B 6 in Delhi. 
 
We cooked together in Peckham, Golders Green, and wherever one of us had 
a home. I remember Gita following a Madhur Jaffrey recipe and stuffing bhindi 
[ladies fingers]. They were very fiddly to make, but delicious. 
I was living near by in Peckham Rye. I went round to Gita's house when I 
heard about David's friends, Trish and Derek being arrested for political 
reasons in South Africa. Remembering I had not eaten all day, I stopped at 
the branch of Mac Donalds in the High Street in Peckham to have apple tart 
and coffee. This shows how distressed I was! 
Gita came to visit us in South Africa. 
The first time, in 1991, for the Wits Festival, I remember going with her to The 
Café de Paris in Hillbrow. I also remember the trip we made up into the 
mountains near Lesotho. We had an invitation to visit a very remote village 
where a village meeting was in process when we arrived. Though we had 
travelled far, and it was very hot, noone offered us refreshment. I still do not 
know if we were expected to bring all our own provisions, but, at the time, I 
was struck by the different types of hospitality you find around the world. In 
India, however filthy the drinking water is, you are always offered some to 
drink, and I caused great offence going around with a water bottle with foul 
smelling water sterilised with pills, and refusing the local water. 
 
In 1996-7, when Gita and her two boys stayed with us for 6 months, a 
highlight of which was the baby Zum's first rice at 4 months. 

�
* � 
 +� �� �
 � � �
 � � ���� � � �>�� �  
3 January, 1997 
Dear Ruchir 
 
As I said, Zum©s anaprasana went very well. After trying to cook the ground rice from 
the health food shop, we boiled some basmati and mashed it up. I cried all the time I 
was making it so it was salted with the bitter tears of exile and flavoured with breast 
milk.  He was so hungry by the time we fed him that he seemed to want to eat quite a 
lot, much more than the eighth of a spoon that is supposed to be the first taste. He sat 
on Alice, David©s mother' s lap, which was appropriate as she is very fond of him and 
often watches him for me. He chats with her and laughs. When we first tried to feed 
him, Zum had that questioning, slightly surprised look that Kabir had when we first 
fed him. Both Kabir and I gave him a little. Then when I was feeding him again, Zum 
grabbed the spoon and tried to stuff it in his mouth. After that he slept long and 
mightily. 
 
Later, Kabir and Monique and I went to the Ganesh in the garden and made an 
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offering of the rice and the flowers which had been on the tray and a ball of my falling 
hair - the mark of motherhood.  
 
The reason I decided to feed him, was because he had for several nights slept for ten 
hours at a stretch. Then he©d started feeding more frequently, both during the day and 
at night, so I thought that I would probably need to start. He may just have been on a 
temporary growth spurt. He©s awake much more now and feeds very frequently, but 
hasn©t been so interested in the solids again. Yesterday he was gagging on the rice, 
which I probably hadn©t made smooth and thin enough. Today he just wasn©t very 
interested, perhaps because he©d had a feed too recently.�
� 
Gita was a regular recipient of my accounts of adapting to living in South 
Africa, and from 1994, living with my mother in law. 
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¼ ¼ ¼ ¼ ¼ ¼ ¼ ¼ ¼ ¼ .. 
ªSo too was fun, a firing of Jabu Nala Zulu pots which happened at the bottom 
of our garden yesterday and today. It was amazing to see the pots cook from 
raw earth to glazed and blackened clay. 
Sunday evening: Well yesterday seemed to pack in more excitement than 
most people need in a lifetime, and I am still quite bemused by it. 
It started at the crack of dawn with washing up as I was expecting people from 
8 o©clock to come and have coffee and croissants and then watch the post-
firing of Zulu low fired pots in a pit at the end of our garden. So, I am 
cheerfully anticipating friends round for the post-firing when my mother in law 
who lived with us, Alice appears in a state because she has bought a box of 
20 kilos of chicken pieces which have partially defrosted and need cooking, 
now, or preferably yesterday.  
  
In the end, she was forbidden to mention the word chicken as we were 
screaming at the thought of chickens, and were seriously thinking of going 
vegetarian.  
Anyway, in our many layered day yesterday, I cooked and froze 20 kilos of 
chicken pieces, produced gallons of chicken soup which also needs freezing 
once the layer of fat has been removed, at the same time as giving breakfast 
to the masses assembled to watch the firing which happened 2 hours late, 
because Jabu Nala, the potter, was hunting some essential ingredient she 
was lacking to give a particular finish to the fired pot.  
 
By the time she had finished, we were already late for Garth©s 40th birthday 
lunch and we did not have any presents for all the people we owe presents to 
- my Indian nephew and Tracy who are having weddings, Garth and T. H. who 
have birthdays, and so on. So we went and bought various things at Kim©s 
gallery, and off we went to Garth and Carola. 
 
 
So we arrive late for lunch, which was good as it meant we did not pig out 
quite as much as we would have done. Dani by the way after much thought 
decided to rather go to Sophie©s puppy©s birthday. By then it felt like the day 
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was already almost over, it had gone on for so long. We had a pleasant 
relaxed lunch, chatting to colleagues of Carola©s who we have known for a 
long time.º 
 
Sent: Wednesday, Apr i l 22, 1998 12:48 PM 

To: 'G sahgal', Subject:  RE: Missing You too   
 
”OF COURSE TONIGHT, THERE WAS THE DILEMNA OF HOW TO 
APPROPRIATELY MARK HP'S [Harry Pot ter ’s] BIRTHDAY. Dani was not  sure 
of which extravagant  scheme to go for- which restaurant , which food- 
decisions, decisions................... Th is was sabotaged by David, who is flu ish, 
and they have had to set t le for  pasta in front of the TV. 
   
Just  before Chr istmas, Dani acqu ired a puppy, a small beaut ifu l fr iendly dog 
who has grown into a hound of the Baskervilles, and threatens to destroy 
our  garden. Both Dani and David th ink  he is sweet, which is the last  th ing I 
th ink  he is. God forbid, he st i ll  has to grow some more! If you really want  to 
upset  Dani, you call i t  Flu ffy, after  Hagr id's monster . His real name is 
Liberty's after the store [she IS my daughter ]. That got shor tened to Liber ty, 
because Dani thought it  was nice to have Liber ty, Patience and Peace all 
l iving in  our  house. He is known as Libby, for shor t. Luck ily, our  other dogs 
seem to cope well with the energet ic youngster. 
  
PS: I heard that  Wits are going to be teaching Indian history. Will be 
excit ing, if they pu ll  it  off.” 

' 	 ��� � � ��	 	 � �
? � �(? � ��� � � � � 
 �� � � � � � �� � � � � �
 Dairy-free, vegetarian 
Reconstitute a packet of potato Smash with boiling water to make a very stiff mixture. 
For each packet of Smash, crush a generous handful of roasted cashews, add chopped 
coriander, salt, pepper, a squeeze of lemon, an egg to amalgamate. 
Put spoonfuls of mixture into hot olive oil in a frying pan. Allow to dry out and 
brown, turn and cool off on kitchen roll when ready. 
   
9� � � 	 �� � � � � � �  
 Mix up cornflower custard as usual. Grate the rind of several lemons into mixture. 
Make caramel in separate pan, pour into serving dish and allow to cool. Pour custard 
onto caramel, and leave for a couple of hours to cool and set. 
 
8
 
 � �� ��A�
 � �� 	 	 � ��
� � ! � � � 
 �� � �� 	 	 � �
8� 
 
 
 � �7� � � � �� 	 �� 
 �� 	 � 
 �=� � � �� 	 �8	 � � � �6�� �� � �
@�� �B	 � 
 � � 
 � �F00@�
� �� � �?	 � 	 ��6� � 
 � ��B
 ����=� � � ��#	 	 
 
 � � � !��� � � � �
�
6�� 
 �� 	 � 
 �� 
 � ��� �� � �� 	 	 � ��	 � �� 
 � 
 � � � �� � � �� � � �� �� � 
 � �� � �
�
&� � � ��� �� � �	 � �	 � ��� 	 � 	 ��� � ������� � � �� � � �� � �@�� 
 �� 
 �� �( � � � 
 �



 58 

#� � ��� �	 � 
 � ��� � 	 � � 	 ����
 
 � � ��� �� �� � � � 
 � �� ��� 	 � 	 � � � �� � � �� � � � � � � �� � � � 
 �
9� �� � � ���� � � � � � 
 � �� � �� � �
8
 �� � � � � � � � �� � � �� � � �	 �� � �� � �
%�� 
 �� �� � �� � ��� 	 � �� � � �� �	 � 
 � ��
�
A� � �4� �%	 � � � 
 � �
 	 � � � 	 
 � �
From: "roberta hunte"  
Sent: Thursday, November 27, 2003 11:21 PM 
Subject: recipes 
 
Hi Monique, 
I©ve been missing your cooking. I think about it a lot. I©ve been making 
roast potatoes with garlic, rosemary and olive oil but they don©t taste 
like yours. Am I missing an ingredient? Do you cook with lavender or is that 
just a garnish. How do you make your roast vegetables? a basic soup? Something' s 
not right. I miss you and your table! 
�
28.11.2003 
To Roberta:

� � 
 �
 	 � � � 	 
 � �� 
 � �
 � � � 	 ��
 � ��� � 
 � �� � � ��� � 	 �
 �
 � 
 � �, � � �� � 
 �� � � �
 � � 
 � �� 
 � �
� � �� 
 -��� � 
 � �
 � � ��� � 	 �� � 
 �	 � 
 � �� �� � �� � � ��� �� 	 � 
 � � � � �� � �� �� � � �	 ��� 
 �	 ����� ' =B�
* . 1�� . %>=� �69. 1� �� ' =$ ��* 	 � �
 � 	 � � � �� �� � 
 �� 	 � � � 	 	 � �� � �� � 
 � ��	 � � �
 � 	 � � � ��* 	 � �� 
 
 � �� 	 �
� � � � ��
 �� � 
 � ��� � �� � 
 � �� 
 � �� � �� 
 �� � � 
 � � 
 � � � ��� � 
 � �� 
 
 � �� � 	 � � �F�� 	 � � � ��
6� � �� � 
 � �� � 
 �A� � �K� �
 	 � � � 	 
 � ��� 	 � �� �� 
 D�>� 
 � � �� � � D�
>� 
 � � ������ �
 � 
 � �� 
 � �� � �
 �� � �� 	 �� � �� 
 �� ��� � ��� �� 	 	 � � 	 	 � ��� �� ����� � � 
 �	 � 
 �
� 
 � � 
 � �� � � � � � ��
� �� � �� �� 	 �� �� � �� � �� � �� 	 	 � �� � �� � �� �� � �	 � �� � � 
 � � �� 
 � � � �� � �� 
 �� �
 � ��� � �� � ��� �
� 
 � � �� � �� � �� 
 � �� � �
 � ��� � � �� �� � �� � �� � �� 	 	 � ��	 	 � ��. � �� 
 ��D�
�

9� �� � 
 �#� �� � 
 � �
Take a roasted chicken which has then been used to make soup. Skin and bone it. 
Lay roasted peppers and porcini fried in olive oil, salt and garlic on top. Dress with 
sauce made of coriander, chilli, balsamic vinegar, and pouring cream. 
   
$ � � � � � � �� � 
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 � � �� � �
Carbohydrate free: 
  
Mix together: 
Dry English mustard, thick double cream, salt, pepper, and lemon juice. 
This is delicious with meat, fish, and artichokes 
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Put ripe juicy nectarines in a baking tray with cinnamon and butter. Bake for about 20 
minutes in a hot oven. Serve with thick cream and vanilla sugar on the side. 
This can be adapted to pears and served with a melted chocolate and cream sauce. 
  

 



 59 

9�� � � � � � � � �
18.5.1999 
Today was Dani©s 10th birthday party. I think someone should invent a term for 
parents who survive their children©s birthday parties. I am a 10th birthday survivor! 
 
 It was great. Dani had a Garden Party, and her friends came and designed and made a 
rockery in a spiral shape and then constructed a pyramid frame for sweet peas to grow 
up, chased each other, splashed around in the pool, and ate cake.   
 
They all left just in time for us to get all dressed up for some friends© wedding. We left 
early to catch the second half of the FA Cup. David was horrified that they could have 
allowed the clash, and negotiated his attendance at the wedding with me. 
 
He has been in second heaven with all the cricket that has been on. YUK! 
 

� 	 � � � +�, - - � � �. �
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19.1.1998: 

David also suddenly decided to hold a 100th birthday party for his dad, and invited all 
the Cooper relatives he could find, some of whom he had never met. It was really 
nice, weird having all these in-laws suddenly, and they are progressive and friendly 
unlike Alice©s relatives. 

$� � � �/ - - , �
Plans to celebrate my birthday on Saturday the 16th, became delightfully complicated. 
 
Friday night [15th], we had a Moroccan birthday feast.  
Then on Saturday, I tried to wish myself 2 tickets to the French/SA  rugby match, as I 
thought it would be entertaining to see them try and slaughter each other on my 
birthday. I have been bullying Jonty, to no avail, and even David is proving 
remarkably useless. You may ask why do I not buy tickets? Well firstly that is boring, 
but more importantly they cost a fortune! 
I did phone the French Government in an attempt to get free tickets to the rugby. Mais 
oui, Of course, I could join the delegation, but I would still have to buy tickets. Merde 
alors. It was worth it though to see David©s face when he realised that he might be 
mistaken for a frog, surrounded by rabid South Africans. 
 
 

� � � �� +� �� �
 � � � � � �
11.5.2001 
We had a surprise party for David on Sunday evening. Amazingly, he did not think 
there was anything peculiar about me buying, let alone cooking, 5 chickens [+vast 
pots of rice, and vegetables] for a quiet Sunday evening. We had a house full of 
people including his main bridge partner, as that was one thing I did not think of till I 
got back here, and there was a message on the answer phone asking him to play 
bridge Sunday.  
So I phoned her and told her to come to the party or find someone else.  
Most of the invitations were very cryptic e-mails, sent on David©s computer from 
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London, with some hilarious incomprehensible answers, in particular one in "French" 
which Annie dictated to her secretary, but I was also assisted by my two little darlings 
who really got into the spirit of it all. Dani brought a couple of written invitations to 
deliver to the parents of school mates when she returned to SA before us, and Silvie 
helped me and Patience cook up a storm, and hide it, while David had work meetings 
on Saturday. 
On Sunday, we had Alice over to lunch. She is well, but feeling the cold a lot, and 
then after we settled down to watch TV, till David was surprised by the first guests. I 
have been doing a surprise party for him for years, but somehow I really think it is 
true, he never suspects. 
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Dear Barbara, 
  
Thank you for taking the time to respond in such detail to my letter. 
Yes, humour is by its very nature subjective, isn©t it? 
All I can say is that T. was not trying to reach me, my family and my friends, all of whom find 
this particular kind of "putting down humour" distasteful. 
Humour is a wonderful healing tool, which I use all the time in my therapeutic work. Fun, 
surprise, laughter, games all have a big place in the various processes I facilitate. It is one of 
my principles, as much as possible to build people up and not make "jokes" at the expense of 
others. 
To laugh at oneself is a gift. To laugh at others easy and cheap to do. 
   
Negative feelings are just that. In my work, I would have many suggestions about helping T. 
with her negativity, where it comes from, how to handle it. 
I believe that competitiveness, conflict, dis-ease are all issues which we externalise, by 
comparing, competing and putting down. 
I also believe that an awful lot of rubbish goes down because people are unwilling to stick 
their necks out and say: ©That is enough. Do you realise that you are putting others down? Do 
you realise that your idea of humour, "good fun" is destructive and insensitive?© 
  
Thanks for the offer to contribute to your newsletter. Who knows? 
At present, I am already actively involved in a couple of other newsletter networks, one 
international, and one my own. 
I have my own data-base of people who have been getting my newsletters for the last 6 
years. Apart from news, inspiration, special events and special deals, and ideas, we share 
humour, and it certainly isn©t always tasteful or very mature. It is however kind, uplifting and 
inclusive. 
with best wishes for your work,  Monique 
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When they keep you waiting, are inefficient or worse incompetent, and sometimes 
sexist and racist, the thought crosses my mind that there are advantages to scrapping a 
machine rather than enduring such boorishness. 
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There is a lot to say about healing. In this form, I will just mention a few thought that 
I have on the matter of health, healing and dis-ease, as well as my thoughts on Native 
American Medicine, which I use to help me keep my balance in a crazy world. 
 

�  Don' t dr ink the Water ! 
I  learned Tom Lehrer ' s song when I  was very young: 
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but the last thing I  expected was on a visit to Atlanta USA, in September 2001, 
that the same advice would still apply! 
ºI have been less than entirely well, as I have had the runs since I got here. Not clear 
if it is release of tension, tension, food that is slightly off, a stomach bug, or what. 
Have been reduced to Imodium, as Acidophilus and electrolytes did no good.º 
 
 

�  I found to my cost, that over the counter medication can have very serious 
consequences: Decongestants, such as those found in common flu medicine 
can push your blood pressure up. 

 
�  For many years, I suffered earache, and a form of viral flu, which is how I 

discovered the dangers of self-medicating. 
 
A very low cost and effective remedy for this is: 

1 Teaspoon brown vinegar 
1 half Teaspoon sea salt 
1 quarter Teaspoon white pepper 
Dilute with 1 decilitre hot water and gargle, twice a day. 
This is antiseptic, antibiotic and anti-viral. 
Within a couple of days it should clear sinuses, help breathing, and stop a 
postnasal drip. 
 
�  Carbohydrates can create insulin resistance, even in very small quantities. 

A small potbelly, without excessive weight elsewhere can be a sign of insulin 
resistance. Treat sugar as a poison, and use judiciously. 
Sugar is a major contributing factor in ADD. If it is suspected, try eliminating sugar 
from the family' s diet, and notice the difference after a week, once the period of cold 
turkey has passed. 
 

�  Taking antibiotics along with oral contraceptives as a woman, can make them 
useless, and you can get pregnant. 
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�  I have a lot of respect for Allopathic medicine, and in an emergency, it can be 

life saving. Here however is an encounter I had with a doctor when I went to 
see her to check I had flu, and not cerebral malaria, as I had recently been on 
holiday in a malaria prone area: 

 
Well, after a blood test, it wasn©t malaria...But that did not stop the doctor 
offering me: 
 
- antibiotics, in case...No thanks 
 
-Anti-depressants? What? I AM NOT DEPRESSED!  
-But your dad died! So? 
 
-HRT? Huh? 

 
I later got a panicky phone call from her to say that my cholesterol was very 
high and I had better take the appropriate medication ASAP. 
 
So I started taking it, but had nasty side effects. [I have since been told 
that it will get my cholesterol down, but kill me within 15 years...I feel 
like suing! And have chucked the medicine away!] 
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