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				Forkful is created on the lands of the Boon Wurrung and Wurundjeri Woi Wurrung peoples of the Kulin nation. We acknowledge their 60,000+ year history of food culture, sustainable hunting, gathering and agricultural practices, and their deep and nourishing connection with the land and animals. We acknowledge and pay our respects to Elders past and present and recognise that this land was never ceded. Always was, always will be, Aboriginal land.
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				Melbournians suffered at the hands of the world’s longest lockdowns, spending over 260 days in isolation. Across 2020 and 2021 we traded our world-famous culinary culture for the confines of our humble kitchens. But from the sourdough craze and TikTok food trends, to raves and trivia nights hosted on Google hangout, to elaborately themed dinner parties with our roomies—the capital of creative minds was never at a loss for ways to spice up our lives in isolation.

				We’ve spent a lot of time thinking about the way we live day-to-day, how much time we allocate to work, to friends and family, to feeding ourselves. In the spirit of looking inward and rediscovering our relationship with cooking, we literally turned our sights to the inside for this issue, back to where for many of us it all began ...The Sharehouse.

				Maybe those days are far behind you, or perhaps they’re just beginning, but at some point in your life, you have or will have felt a blur of affirmations flow through your mind. You did it. You flew the coop. You’re a free bird and you’re standing on your own two feet. You pay your own rent, and do your own groceries, and sometimes you even wash your sheets. Your reward? You’ve earned the right to eat whatever you want, whenever you want. Breakfast for dinner, cake for breakfast, Messina gelato as a major food group—nothing is stopping you.

				Of course, reality soon rears its ugly head and you’re standing in the discount produce section trying to figure out how you can stretch $20 into a week of meals. Fret not, that’s what we’re here for. Within the pages of this issue you’ll find tips on where to eat and shop frugally (page 15), how to not date in your twenties (page 39), and how to recover from a cooking oopsie (page 43). We’ve also sandwiched in all of the recipes that have been there for us as we discovered our own culinary flares.

				Think of this issue as a guide to finding your feet in the kitchen, a friendly compatriot for the highs (lavish dinner parties with top-tier goods on payday) and the lows (asking your mum to transfer you $12 for ramen). Come on, join the Forkful Sharehouse.

				—Morgan, Lucy, Shannon & Thomas
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				TEN COMMANDMENTS OF THE SHAREHOUSE KITCHEN

			

		

		
			
				Thou shalt not leave a pot soaking for more than twelve hours

				Thou shalt not hoard teacups and wine glasses in one’s bedroom

				Thou shalt not encroach on another’s fridge space

				Thou shalt replace spices and sauces if one finishes them off

				Thou shalt not sneak little handfuls of another’s shredded cheese

				Thou shalt not use the good olive oil for just simply anything

				Thou shalt not dump used coffee grounds down the sink

				Thou shalt not passive-aggressively make a cleaning roster

				Thou shalt not jam-pack the freezer with an excessive amount of meal prep

				 Thou shalt love thy housemates
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				Keep your menu impressive … but achievable

				It’s tempting to want to bust out extravagant dishes to impress your collection of acquaintances, but unless you’ve made it numerous times before … save yourself the nervous breakdown. Stick to your tastiest, simplest, most tried-and-true recipes and you won’t embarrass yourself (well, no more than usual, anyway). 

				Check for any food allergies or dietary requirements

				There’s nothing worse than seeing the look of disappointment on your best friend’s face when they realise you’ve forgotten about their nut allergy for the third time. Always double check with your guests beforehand or keep a list for regular visitors (note to self: no strawberries for Carol).

				Buy flowers

				Just because organising this dinner party has been nothing short of chaotic, doesn’t mean you can’t appear to be a totally in-control adult. Get yourself a fresh market bunch for the kitchen bench to aromatically woo your guests (however, disregard this point and refer back to the one above if one of said guests is allergic to pollen).

				Have some snacks on hand

				Even the most perfectly made dinner plans can fall apart. Maybe you’re running a little behind schedule, or you’ve somehow managed to set the oven on fire. Either way, make sure to have some back-up snacks to temporarily sate your guests and keep hangry political debates to a minimum.

				Prep, prep, prep

				You don’t want to spend the night gazing longingly from the kitchen at your table of guests. If you prep everything right, get that oven schedule going and ask for help when you need it (top tip: socially anxious guests would love an excuse to do something with their hands), you’re sure to spend way more time in the party instead of watching from the sidelines. 

				THE FINISHING TOUCHES

				Your guests will remember how you went to the trouble of painstakingly crafting their serviettes into lumpy but charming rosettes. They’ll remember the adorable ceramic salt and pepper pinch pots you bought on Etsy. They’ll even remember the fancy hand soap in the bathroom (bonus points if you can splurge on a hand cream to match). When it comes to hosting, love is in the details. 
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				CHAMPAGNE TASTE, BEER BOTTLE POCKET

			

		

		
			
				With my champagne taste and your beer bottle pocket,

				I’ll be having pheasant while you’re dining with the peasants,

				Dunking donuts in a diner without me.

				There are so many great things that come with moving out of home for the first time. Paying rent is not one of them. Living is expensive, and often we feel the sudden shock of this fact when we first fly the coop and are thrust into managing a whole new set of financial responsibilities. This can be a real struggle, especially if—like me—you suffer from the critical affliction of good taste.

				There is an Eartha Kitt song called Champagne Taste that my housemates and I became obsessed with over the Melbourne lockdowns. For us it explains the bittersweet frustration of being in your early twenties and discovering yourself and what brings you joy, only to find that realistically managing this against the confines of your hip-pocket is nigh impossible. If you’re a student (like me) then you’re likely dealing with what Ms Kitt coins a ‘beer bottle pocket’. And if (like me) you are also someone who loves eating good food, hosting dinner parties and trying new restaurants, then this quickly becomes quite a challenge. 

				I am no stranger to making rash financial choices when it comes to food. My indulgent purchases run a very slippery slope and before I know it I’m armed with a $13 tin of artisanal paprika, four free-range duck breasts, two beautiful bottles of local wine … and an empty bank account. So where does the buck (pun intended) stop? How do you honour your self-proclaimed ‘refined palette’ without reaching Carrie Bradshaw levels of fiscal irresponsibility? 

				In attempting to come up with an answer to this question, I have put together some suggestions on how to eat well while still respecting your beer bottle budget (these are mostly for my future self to take heed of, but hopefully you may get something out of them too).

			

		

		
			
				CHAMPAGNE TASTE, BEER BOTTLE POCKET

			

		

		
			
				Words by Lucy Grant

			

		

		
			
				We stand by all the thrifty foodies out there and know how it feels to have to sometimes sacrifice the more luxurious things in life. So, in solidarity, we’re offering our best tips and tricks to those who are budget-bound but refuse to put a price on the joy of good food and fine dining.
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				Work out what your food budget actually is. Hot tip: this is not the same as how much money you make in a week minus rent. Grab a pen and paper, sit down, nut out all your expenses and come up with a realistic amount of money to allocate to food per week. If you’re a casual worker then it’s probably going to look a little different week-to-week, and that is where you can have some fun. If you went hard on the shifts last week then maybe this is the time to try that fancy new restaurant or treat yourself to a Spring Street Grocer cheese haul. If you only ended up working a couple of shifts, then maybe it’s more of a unique-pantry-creations kind of week. 

				Recognise when cooking for yourself is becoming more expensive than it should be. Everyone’s scale for this will be different, but if your day-to-day meals are getting so elaborate that you find yourself thinking you could have eaten out for significantly less then it’s probably time to reassess. This might mean strictly sticking to what is in season and is therefore reasonably priced, or maybe cooking in larger quantities so you can stretch your leftovers across multiple meals. Or, if you want to get specific, selecting only two or three of the dozen fresh herbs and spices suggested in the recipe.

				Make your passion for food well-known. If your family and friends know how much you love a well-prepared meal then they are more likely to A) invite you around for one and B) gift you with food-related items and experiences. Let’s say your family, your partner, and your friends each take you out for a birthday dinner instead of giving you a present… that’s three restaurants ticked off the wishlist each year (for free!).

				Moderation is key, and that is not just friendly advice for your pocket. Oritz anchovies are a beautiful, beautiful thing, but if you’re piling them atop your toast every other day then they are bound to lose some of the plump, salty charm that makes them so special. Save the really good stuff for every now and then, and in the meantime make do with the perfectly adequate $4 Russinos from Woolies.

				Food preparation and storage is a serious business. When you return from your grocery shop, take thirty minutes to store your fresh herbs correctly, pre-slice and freeze your sourdough loaf, tidy the veggie drawer and run a quick inventory. Wasting food sucks. Beyond it being a colossal waste of money, there are so many quick and easy things you can do to avoid having to chuck out a third of your shopping in a week’s time. 
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				CHAMPAGNE TASTE, BEER BOTTLE POCKET

			

		

		
			
				A note on meal prepping: no one is asking you to dedicate fourteen hours of your Sunday to preparing all your meals for the week, because that’s unrealistic and boring for both your soul and your palate. However, the humble shopping list is a different story. Buy a cheap notepad from Officeworks or set-up a note on your phone and make a pact with yourself to only do your groceries when you have had time to properly think about the week ahead and what you want to eat. It means you don’t fluff around in the supermarket picking up every second item on special and it helps you to make smart meal choices that use up all your fresh produce. Those rich morsels of prized guanciale in your carbonara will taste even better knowing they are also serving as the centrepiece of your antipasto board tomorrow night. 

				***

				Hopefully this non-exhaustive list helps both you and me to make smarter financial decisions without sacrificing our love of good food. Having an expensive appetite on a beer bottle pocket can be tricky to navigate, but despite what some of the curmudgeonly home-owning ranks might suggest, spending lots of money on food is not a crime. You don’t need to give up your champagne taste completely … you might just need to opt for more of a Chandon taste for now. 
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				AFFORDABLE EATS IN THE CBD

			

		

		
			
				In the spirit of eating well on a budget, we have selected some of our favourite cheap eats destinations located throughout Melbourne’s inner suburbs. If you’re looking for budget-friendly groceries, takeaway options and dine-in experiences, hopefully these suggestions expand your repertoire beyond the ole faithfuls. 
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				AFFORDABLE EATS IN THE CBD

			

		

		
			
				EATING OUT 

				Melbourne CBD:

				Mekong Pho 241 Swanston Street, Melbourne

				N.Lee Bakery 61 Little Collins Street, Melbourne, 220 Smith St, Collingwood

				Borek Shop QVM 481 Elizabeth Street, Melbourne

				Lulu’s Char Koay Teow 27–31 Hardware Lane, Melbourne

				Soi 38 38 Mcilwraith Place, Melbourne 

				Butcher’s Diner 10 Bourke Street, Melbourne

				Spleen 41 Bourke Street, Melbourne

				Shujinko 225 Russell Street, Melbourne

				Collingwood:

				Hotel Jesus ($2 Taco Tuesdays) 174 Smith Street, Collingwood

				Old Raffles Place 68–70 Johnston Street, Collingwood

				Trang Bakery and Café 382 Smith Street, Collingwood

				Fitzroy:   

				Mile End 14 Johnston Street, Fitzroy

				The Evelyn ($10 jugs) 351 Brunswick Street, Fitzroy

				Shop Ramen 329 Smith Street, Fitzroy

				Fitzroy North:

				Moroccan Soup Bar 316 St Georges Road, Fitzroy North

				Good Times 214 St Georges Road, Fitzroy North

				Just Falafs 207 St Georges Road, Fitzroy North

				Brunswick:

				Greens Refectory 115 Sydney Road, Brunswick

				A1 Bakery 643–645 Sydney Road, Brunswick and122 Station Sreet, Fairfield

				Very Good Falafel 629 Sydney Road, Brunswick

				Flemington:

				Chef Lagenda 16 Pin Oak Crescent, Flemington

				Al Amin 264 Racecourse Road, Flemington

				I Love Dumplings 297 Racecourse Road, Flemington 

				Richmond:

				Hector’s Deli 1/94 Buckingham Street, Richmond

				Loving Hut 10/242 Victoria Street, Richmond

				I Love Pho 264 Victoria Street, Richmond

			

		

		
			
				GROCERIES AND MARKETS   

				Queen Vic Market (3–4pm on a Sunday for the most competitive prices) Queen Sreet, Melbourne

				Senserrick ($15 fruit & veg boxes on Sunday) 384 Rathdowne Sreet, Carlton North

				Preston Market (Saturday arvo for the most competitive prices) 30A The Centreway, Preston

				KT Mart (comprehensive and cheap Asian grocer in the CBD) 600 Elizabeth Street, Melbourne

				Cheaper Buy Miles (up to ninety percent cheaper than regular supermarkets) 160 Barkly Street, Footscray

				Oasis Bakery (bulk buy your spices here) 92–96 Station Street, Fairfield 
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				Savoury Miso Porridge

			

		

		
			
				Across Asia people regularly eat a version of savoury porridge known as congee, which is usually made with rice and topped with anything from shredded chicken to toasted garlic. This dish here is somewhere between traditional British porridge and congee—comforting, nourishing and, thanks to the miso and the mushrooms, with a wonderful umami kick. It is also ideal sharehouse food—easy to prepare in large quantities, and everyone can adjust the toppings to their liking!

			

		

		
			
				Recipe by Sarah Gory 

			

		

		
			
				½ cup rolled oats

				¼ cup pearl barley

				¼ cup spelt

				1 tablespoon miso

				2 teaspoons butter

				3 cups water

				200 grams button mushrooms

				1 tablespoon butter, to cook

				2 eggs

				•	Handful of coriander

				•	Pickled ginger

			

		

		
			
				Seaweed sprinkle

				•	1 sheet nori (dry)

				•	1 teaspoon sesame seeds

				•	½ teaspoon chilli flakes

				•	½ teaspoon salt

				•	½ teaspoon black pepper

			

		

		
			
				1	Soak the barley and spelt in a cup of water for at least 1 hour, or overnight.

				2	Drain and rinse the spelt and barley and add to a small heavy-bottomed pot along with a cup of water, over a low heat. Cook until the water is almost absorbed, then add the rolled oats and another cup of water. Continue to cook until the water is absorbed. 

				3	Add the miso and the 2 teaspoons of butter along with another ½ cup of water. Stir until the miso and butter are completely dissolved, then taste and add a pinch of salt or another ½ cup of water, if needed.

				4	While the porridge is cooking, finely slice the mushrooms. Melt the remaining tablespoon of butter in a saucepan over a medium–high heat, then add the sliced mushrooms. Cook, stirring frequently, until the mushrooms are well-browned (approx. 10 minutes). Remove from the heat.

				5	When the porridge is almost ready, poach the eggs. If you don’t have your own poaching method, here is mine—add hot water to a shallow saucepan along with a generous splash of vinegar. Put over a high heat until the water is almost boiling, then gently crack both eggs directly into the water. Give the water a swirl, then let cook for 3 minutes (for a very runny egg) or up to 6 minutes (for a firmer yolk).

				6	Roughly chop the coriander.

				7	Prepare the seaweed sprinkle by adding the nori, sesame seeds, salt and pepper to a mortar and pestle and grind until all combined (it’s okay if there are some larger strips of nori).

				8	Divide the porridge between two shallow bowls. Top each bowl with a poached egg (drain first in a slotted spoon), the mushrooms, a generous lot of coriander, a pinch or two of the seaweed sprinkle, and pickled ginger, to taste. Eat immediately. 

			

		

		
			
				Method

			

		

		
			
				Ingredients Serves 2
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				Opinions about sharehouse kitchen protocols are about as divisive as they come, but Jahan Rezakhanlou is here to convince us that there is one rule that belongs in all kitchens: the communal spice rack.

			

		

		
			
				THE SPICE RACK MANIFESTO

			

		

		
			
				Words by Jahan Rezakhanlou

			

		

		
			
				A sharehouse can be a platform for all sorts of culinary experimentation and a forum for cross-cultural learning. Is the spaghetti al dente if it sticks to the wall? What is the golden ratio of rice to curry? How to make the perfect Indomie? These are all questions best answered in a sharehouse kitchen on group cooking nights dedicated to a communal process as much as the final result. 

				But then reality hits … and we have to take into consideration that typically in a sharehouse, all members are leading different lives each with their own schedules, especially as (inshallah) the era of lockdowns seems to be behind us. This makes a lot of cooking rushed and individualistic, so a dish is thrown together just to fill you up before venturing out, rather than to explore and create during the cooking process. Nights of collaborative experimentation are not as regular an occurrence as one would like when you’re just in the kitchen to heat up leftovers or assemble a quick sandwich. The fridge becomes a balkanised set of fiercely defended private domains.

				This is where, as a child of the former Silk Road, I prescribe to sharehouses across Melbourne/Naarm a kitchen staple—fresh out of the Samarqand bazaar: a living, collaborative spice rack. Now I’m not talking 

				about the small premade Kmart ones or a shelf space comprising of a collection of the little glass containers from Woolworths sitting inert only to be packed up, untouched, for the move to the next sharehouse. Instead, I encourage sharehouses to create as large a space as you can spare in the kitchen for this spice rack, which is then populated as a collective endeavour, so that in plain sight there will always be a colourful array of jars and containers—some routine staples, some ‘exotic’ discoveries—inviting exploration along the laneways of a virtual bazaar, offering a subconscious reminder that even in a rush one can experiment and transform each meal so as to ensure it tastes unique for the day and the mood of the person cooking it. 

				Even if it’s a simple dish like a stir-fry based on random discoveries in the vegetable drawer, a Marion’s Kitchen curry pack or the dreaded pot noodles, a fully equipped spice rack can really elevate and help you customise each cooking experience. Want to add a ‘fruitier’ heat to your dish? Use the pul biber (Aleppo pepper). Want to add an extra warm crunch just for the sake of it? Try some coriander seeds. How about a sustained, citrusy note for a kebab? Take lemon myrtle, from the Indigenous end of the rack. It’s all there, at hand, beckoning you to try fresh culinary ventures.

			

		

		
			[image: ]
		

	
		
			
				19

			

		

		
			[image: ]
		

		
			[image: ]
		

		
			
				THE SPICE RACK MANIFESTO

			

		

		
			
				For this to work, creating and supplying this kitchen staple must be a continuous collaboration between all housemates. Each person can supply their own preferences and make their distinct imprint on the kitchen, adapted for their own cooking styles and traditions, yet available for all others to sample in their own cuisine. Crossroads on the Silk Road! For instance, as an Iranian, I supply ingredients like saffron, sumac and fenugreek which I tend to use more than anyone else, while my Indonesian housemates provide nutmeg, cassia and kaffir lime leaves, which they use more than I do. And there’s common ground for the most frequently used spices such as turmeric, cumin seeds and cinnamon. Whenever I try using cassia in my dishes, it feels like a collaboration with my housemates, even if they are not actually present when I’m hastily making a twenty-minute meal before heading to work.

				Aesthetics are also important. The kitchen should be a clean and attractive space, pleasant to be in, enhancing the experience of cooking and making it an agreeable meeting place. So, of course, with this spice rack comes a wide range of colours and textures that instantly give the kitchen more personality, turning the space into a sort of functional and interactive art piece. Using a variety of jars and containers also helps, with large, generous 

				jars for the most commonly used spices, and a range of smaller ones for those used more rarely. The uniformity of identical Woolworths containers really creeps me out as it feels like a tacky kind of gentrification of a space that shouldn’t look so conformist, but rather be a celebration of diversity. 

				When starting this ‘project’ with my housemates (in the midst of lockdown, of course), I found that it did really help me explore new foods and cultures. I started properly appreciating how the whole could be greater than the sum of its parts, as new combinations of spices gave a lift or a new twist to even well-known staple dishes. Anyone can go and eat out at a hundred different ‘ethnic’ restaurants across ‘multicultural’ Melbourne/Naarm, but the truth of the matter is that the taste is only half the story. The creation process is just as much of an element to a region’s food culture, and having the power at your fingertips really encourages you to explore it, even if it’s a hasty improvisation. 

				Staying at home can still be a journey. As a kind of culinary conversation, it can enrich sharehouse life and bring fresh pleasure to the mundane business of refuelling yourself, even on the most stressful days.  
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				Garnishes: Sliced cucumber, fresh tomato wedges, caramelised barberries, pomegranate seeds, fried shallots, roasted walnuts, sambal, kerupuk udang (prawn crackers), turmeric fried potato slices, lime wedges.

			

		

		
			
				Nasi Goreng Anar

			

		

		
			
				Recipe by Jahan Rezakhanlou

			

		

		
			
				This recipe is a tribute to my Indonesian–Iranian sharehouse, with my Iranian take on the ‘Indonesian national dish’, Nasi Goreng (fried rice)—mixing classic ingredients typical to both countries’ palates. As the pomegranate molasses is the star of the show, playing the same role as kecap manis (one of the most important ingredients in Indonesian cooking) due to its strong sweet taste, its dark colouring and syrupy texture, I’ve dubbed this ‘Nasi Goreng Anar’—Anar being the Farsi word for pomegranate. 

			

		

		
			
				Chicken marinade

				•	1 onion

				•	3 cloves of garlic

				•	1 cup roughly chopped parsley

				•	2 tablespoons lemon/lime juice

				•	Pomegranate molasses (to your taste)

				•	300 grams chicken thigh (or breast)

				Paste

				•	2 shallots

				•	6 garlic cloves

				•	2–8 birdseye chillies 

				•	3 tablespoons pul biber (Aleppo pepper)

				Nasi Goreng

				•	4 cups (800 grams) saffron-cooked jasmine rice (turmeric or saffron colouring is fine)

				•	1 spring onion

				•	4 tablespoons neutral cooking oil (such as vegetable or sunflower oil)

				•	1 tablespoon tomato paste

				•	2 tablespoons kecap manis

				•	2 tablespoons pomegranate molasses

				•	Fried eggs (number to preference)

			

		

		
			
				Ingredients Serves 4–6

			

		

		
			
				1	Use a food processor to blend the marinade ingredients (except the chicken) and marinate the chicken for 4+ hours. 

				2	Make the paste by combining all the ingredients, using either a food processor or mortar and pestle. 

				3	Heat oil in the wok (or large saucepan) on medium–high heat and stir-fry the chilli until fragrant. 

				4	Add the chicken and spring onions.

				5	When chicken is almost fully cooked, add the rice and lower to medium heat. 

				6	Add kecap manis, pomegranate molasses and tomato paste to the wok. Toss continuously.

				7	To serve, fill individual bowls with the rice and flip it onto a plate to get that nasi goreng shape. 

				8	Fry the eggs (sunny side up) to accompany the rice. Typically the egg is placed on the top of the rice but this is not obligatory.

				9	Garnish to preference. Garnishes are usually placed next to the main dish in a decorative way.

			

		

		
			
				Method
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				THE SPICE RACK MANIFESTO
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				THE SPICE RACK MANIFESTO
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				SHAREHOUSEPANTRY STAPLES

			

		

		
			
				Remember how exciting it was as a kid to go to your friend’s house and look at what food they had in the cupboard? (It was always so different from what mum bought.) Well, for us, that simple pleasure has carried over to adulthood. We asked our Forkful contributors to share their always-on-hand, can’t live without pantry staples. What’s yours?

			

		

		
			
				
					Chilli oil (Lao Gan Ma specifically), salt, dried pasta

					 

					Hash browns, Kewpie mayo, coffee

					Lemon pepper, ajvar, saffron 

					Philadelphia light cooking cream, garlic, Parmigiano Reggiano 

					Mutti triple concentrate tomato paste, lemon zest 

					Stock, whole canned tommies, good extra-virgin olive oil 

					Shallots, fresh herbs, golden curry mix 

					Salt, salt, and more salt 

					Oats, soy sauce, butter 

					Betty Crocker’s chocolate frosting 

					Maldon salt flakes, cow's milk mozzarella, tempeh

				

			

			
				
					Tilly — 

				

			

			
				
					Juliette —

				

			

			
				
					Jahan —

				

			

			
				
					Shannon -

				

			

			
				
					Thomas —

				

			

			
				
					Lucy —

				

			

			
				
					Morgan —

				

			

			
				
					Oscar —

				

			

			
				
					Sarah —

				

			

			
				
					Maddy —

				

			

			
				
					SEAN —

				

			

		

	
		
			
				FORKFUL

			

		

		
			
				26

			

		

		
			[image: ]
		

		
			[image: ]
		

		
			
				Breathe in. Chop. Breathe out. Chop. Breathe in. Chop. Breathe out. Chop.

				Breathe in. Rinse. Breathe out. Shake.

				Breathe in. Season. Breathe out. Bake.

				Be present and be aware. 

				The concept of mindfulness is thousands of years old. Originating from ancient eastern philosophy, mindfulness is the first of Buddhism’s Seven Factors of Awakening (followed by investigation, effort, joy, tranquillity, focus and equanimity). Tracing back to the ancient Indian language of Pali, the concept comes from the word sati, and though the full meaning has been widely debated and discussed for centuries, it can be interpreted through phrases such as ‘the awareness of reality’, ‘the present attention to things’ and ‘the active, watchful mind’. Basically, all interpretations boil down to the same idea: that mindfulness is, first and foremost, a meditation in focus and gratitude.

				As a concept so rooted in ancient philosophy, it’s easy to see why, particularly in times of uncertainty and instability, the human spirit continuously turns back to mindfulness as a form of meditation and psychological awareness. Since the early 80s, it has become extremely popular in contemporary Western culture, not so much as a spiritual practice, but as more of an exercise in mental health, a tool to combat feelings of stress, anxiety and emotional reactivity. 

				So what’s all this got to do with making spaghetti bolognese? Well, it goes without saying that the last 

				few years of living at the day-by-day whims of a global pandemic completely threw our capitalist society for a loop. Locked down, with the noise and movement of everyday life stripped away and a sudden wealth of space and time to fill, people began to sink back into the foundations of simple comforts and looked for ways to ground themselves in the present moment (because even trying to predict what would happen a day into the future had become a fruitless act at this point). Suddenly trojan-horsed with this ample amount of personal time at home, the wider community began to connect to food and cooking in a way that they hadn’t before. Through the rise of slow food and project cooking (unsurprisingly, ‘sourdough bread’ was the third most Googled topic in 2020), the art of mindful cooking has become a cultural commonality. 

				The beauty of mindful cooking is that it could not be easier. For those who have yet to dabble in this meditative art, there are a few key things to remember that will help you reap the benefits. 

				Keep it simple. Mindful cooking is about drawing a connection between the self and the natural world, so it would be a much more visceral and enriching experience to use real, natural ingredients, and make a dish from scratch, like a soup or a curry. But we’re busy people with busy lives. We’ve all stood at the fridge in our stinky work clothes and eaten thirty to forty olives straight from the jar because we’re too brain dead and hungry to even contemplate the concept of cooking. So, for the time 

			

		

		
			
				THE ART OF MINDFUL COOKING

			

		

		
			
				Words by Morgan Begg

			

		

		
			
				Amidst the chaos of everyday life, it would no doubt serve each of us well to stop and smell the spices every now and then. We all have to eat, so why not use those moments as opportunities for a much needed pause?
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				THE ART OF MINDFUL COOKING

			

		

		
			
				poor among us, it’s better to start small so you don’t get overwhelmed. Start with buttered toast. Cut up a piece of fruit. It doesn’t matter. It’s not about preparing fancy or complicated meals. You don’t need to debone a duck or temper your own chocolate. You don’t even need to cook if you don’t want to, because, at the end of the day, all the work is done in your mind. 

				Clear away any external distractions. We’ve all been deep in the cavernous ravine of a reality TV binge and looked down to find that we’ve unconsciously hooned an entire party-sized bag of red Doritos, with only the cheese dust on our fingers to indicate that, yes, you had just consumed food. No doubt it’s mentally and emotionally comforting to enjoy food in a mindless way, to switch off and disconnect from reality—we love to eat a burrito in bed on a Sunday morning while scrolling the feed—but mindful cooking is not the place for that version of you, it is a meditative time to appreciate the direct connection between the self and the action. So, turn off the TV, put your phone in another room, and pull your entire focus towards the task at hand.Take stock before you make stock. Take the time to set out your tools and ingredients (and don’t give in to the temptation to take a photo of your aesthetic flat lay). Remind yourself what it is you’re doing. Are you making something for yourself? Are you hungry or bored? Are you cooking for others? What’s the occasion? Appreciate the ingredients and where you got them from. If you’ve

				purchased a particularly phallic-looking vegetable, have a laugh about it. This is about assessing the reality of your present situation and grounding yourself in positivity and gratitude at every step along the way. 

				Sight, smell, sound, taste, touch. Once you begin, focus on being fully aware of every movement you make and, in turn, how your senses react to the moment at hand. So, okay, you’re having two-minute noodles for dinner again—fair enough, capitalism is relentless. But hold the packet up to your ear and listen to the scrunch of the plastic as you tear it open. Watch how the noodles slowly rehydrate as you pour the boiling water over them. How does the steam feel on your skin as you wait for it to cook? How does the aroma change each time you add one of those miscellaneous little flavour sachets? Listen to the crack of the egg and take note of the vibrant colour of the yolk (although, coming from personal experience, thinking about eggs for too long will make you feel more uncomfortable than zen, so don’t linger too long on the egg). 

				Life is speeding up again. We have appointments to make, classes to take, and social events to RSVP yes to before cancelling last minute. This is why mindful cooking is such an easy and rewarding meditation practice ... you don’t necessarily need to give up extra time to do it. We have to eat food or we will literally die! So instead of working against it and seeing it as a chore, work with it and turn cooking and food preparation into a daily habit that nourishes both your stomach and your mind. 
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				Homemade Pizza Dough 

			

		

		
			
				Recipe by Morgan Begg 

			

		

		
			
				Pizza is an art form and I will not hear a single word against it. Knowing how to make it from scratch is an art skill that all pizza lovers should practice. Though the process is relatively simple, making pizza dough is all about using your hands, listening to your senses, being present in the moment and mindful of the craft. 

			

		

		
			
				Ingredients Makes 4–6 pizzas

				•	500 grams of strong bread flour

				•	1 x 7 gram sachet of instant dried yeast

				•	1 teaspoon caster sugar

				•	2 tablespoons extra virgin olive oil

				•	Semolina, for dusting

			

		

		
			
				Method

				1	Sift the flour into a large bowl, mix in the salt and form a deep well in the centre.

				2	Stir the yeast and caster sugar into 300 ml of lukewarm water. Leave for 5 minutes or until the yeast appears bubbly and frothy, then pour into the flour well along with the olive oil.

				3	Using a fork or your fingers, gently fold the wet and dry ingredients together until just incorporated. 

				4	Turn dough out onto a lightly floured flat surface and knead for roughly 5–10 minutes, adding pinches of flour if the mixture feels too sticky. Continue kneading until the dough feels strong and springy. 

				5	Shape the dough into a ball. Lightly brush a large bowl with olive oil and transfer the dough to the bowl. Cover with a damp cloth.

				6	Place the bowl in a warm, draught-free environment for roughly 1 hour or until doubled in size. 

			

		

		
			
				Toppings tip: For an easy, pizza sauce, buy a can of good quality whole plum or Roma tomatoes (not diced or crushed). Tip the contents into a bowl and use your hands to squelch into a sauce. Spread over the pizza base, sprinkle with flaky sea salt and top with roughly torn bocconcini, slices of fresh tomato and sweet basil leaves. Trust me … once you’ve mastered the art of a homemade margherita, you’ll never order from Domino’s again. 
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				 7	Once you are ready to use your dough, preheat the oven to 230°C (as hot as you can get it, basically!).

				 8	Divide the dough into 6 balls, or 4 larger ones (depending on how many pizzas you’d like to make). Using the palms of your hands, fashion your dough balls into flat discs. Starting in the centre and working outwards, press and push the dough with your fingers so that the disc slowly gets bigger, until the pizza bases are to a size of your liking. Leave the edges slightly thicker for a crust. Go gently as you do not want to tear the pizza.

				 9	Sprinkle semolina across the pizza tray or stone and place the dough on top. Assemble your toppings as you like them.

				10 Bake for 10 minutes or until browned and ready. Resist the urge to open the oven and let the heat out. 
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				It’s Sunday night, half past nine. Dark. March is beginning to cool. I jangle my keys in the door, home from the cinema. I had a shift this evening, but I’m nursing a cold—mercifully not Covid—and my voice can’t sustain prolonged use (I’d called in sick the prior morning). 

				My flatmate is awake. I tell her a little about the film (a wonderful documentary about Courtney Barnett) and leave her to head to bed. We’re twenty-three metres above ground: out the apartment window I see the dark shape of the treetops in Albert Park, and the glint of city lights behind. I put my backpack away, wash my hands, and put one of Barnett’s albums on softly over the speaker. It’s late for a Sunday, but I have nothing on in the morning, I haven’t eaten, and I have the kitchen to myself. Ah. This is my favourite time to cook.

				Since I moved out to my own place in the new year, I’ve been basking in a thrilling, beatific freedom of cooking what I want, when I want. My flatmate shares none of my siblings’ fussiness; graciously, enthusiastically accepting whatever I make her. Best of all: nights like this one come along, when the only person to cater for is myself. I value cooking as a process—in numbing, uncertain times—these little rituals offer a high degree of control, the satisfaction of gradually increasing a skill, and the promise of being able to eat your reward. It’s about as spiritual as I get.

				I turn to an old favourite, given only the produce I always have stocked, and no planning: tomato dhal. As I grab a pot and a chopping board, I also start reaching about the pantry. Turmeric. Asafoetida. Lentils. Kashmiri 

				chilli powder. Smugly, I lift out a shaker of garam masala that I ground myself last week—I made it for a chickpea curry, but it’s satisfying to use it again while cooking recipe-less like this.

				Our produce bowl has what I need, and little else. I’m in a rhythm now. Onion. Garlic. Jalapeno. Ginger. Tomatoes. I bring everything stove-side and rinse the lentils in a sieve—I’m using masoor dal, split red lentils, because they cook incredibly quickly. I consider the cost of this dinner. Tonight, it’s free, of course, as we already had all these things in the pantry, but the veggies and the lentils couldn’t have cost more than a few dollars. 

				The mise en place comes first, as it must. I pull our Japanese–style knife from the block—it’s hardly a santoku, rather a Coles MasterChef-brand my flatmate got in that promotion they were doing—but it has a Granton edge, with the little divots: it’s viscerally satisfying when the chopped food just falls away from the blade. I use it to dice an onion and two tomatoes, finely for the former and roughly for the latter. I mince half a jalapeno, keeping the seeds. Pulling a microplane grater from the drawer, I get to work on my ginger which is, admittedly, dire. It’s old: light for its size, and consequently not very juicy. I peel it with a spoon, then after grating it I do the same to as many cloves of garlic as I need to match it—about four. Ready. 

				I light the gas up to a full flame beneath the pot, pull some ghee from the fridge, and scoop a spoonful out. Often when I make this dish I’m eating with my partner—who is vegan—but alone as I am tonight, veggie oil cannot match the luxurious flavour of the 

			

		

		
			
				DHAL AT NIGHT 

			

		

		
			
				Words by Oscar Ragg

			

		

		
			
				Solo nights at home don’t have to look like long-forgotten leftovers from the freezer or endlessly trawling UberEats. Oscar Ragg waxes poetic on spending nights alone ensconced in the simple pleasures of cooking for one: spinning your favourite record, dimming the lights, and the freedom of catering to your own tastes.
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				DHAL AT NIGHT 

			

		

		
			
				clarified butter. As soon as it’s melted, I shake in a couple of whole spices to bloom in the hot fat: cumin seeds and mustard seeds. Shit. Way too much. Rolling my eyes, I press on. With the aroma of the spices clear and strong, I throw in the diced onion, leaning over the pot to smell it again. Mm. Adding a heavy pinch of salt—you’ve got to season in layers, at multiple stages—I leave the onion to soften for a minute or two, as I pack up a few things I’d gotten out. Cleaning as I go makes me feel collected, in control.

				With the onions soft, I add the minced jalapeno, and the ginger and garlic. The smell is wonderful now: the ginger, old though it was, is vibrant—and on top of the earthier onion and whole spices, it soars. I let that go, stirring and eyeing it carefully, until it’s starting to catch on the bottom. Tomatoes in. I salt them heavily, more so to draw out the moisture this time—that tomato juice is acidic, and it deglazes the pot for me as I stir it through. Now for the ground spices: I shake over turmeric, Kashmiri chilli powder, asafoetida, garam masala, black pepper, and more salt. Stirring those in, the smell is now rich and complex—identifiable as the final set of flavours I’m headed for. I add the lentils. One cup, and so three cups of water. Bringing it all to a boil, I salt it again and leave it to simmer. Done. 

				The disadvantage of my lack of planning is that I have no dough made up for fresh naan— instead, I get a little crafty. Cutting a thick slice from our $4 loaf of Woolies pane di casa, I heat up my smallest cast-iron skillet. I pour a generous smothering of extra-virgin olive oil directly onto the bread and spread it across the surface with my fingers. When the slow-heating cast iron 

				is ready, I set it down on the oiled side and fry it until brown. When I flip it over, I hit it with salt—it adheres naturally to the hot oil on the bread. I don’t do this enough. Toast is great, but the olive oil flavour is hard to top, and it only makes for a crispier product. 

				For a quick garnish, I pick some coriander leaves from a bunch I have wrapped in damp paper towel in the fridge, setting them at the table in a tiny dish. I consider a tadka—tempering some oil with aromatics like fennel seeds and a dried chilli—but I settle for a jar of chilli oil I already have made. The flavour profile isn’t South Asian, it’s Sichuan Chinese—star anise, cassia cinnamon (and maybe a little Korean, seeing as I used gochugaru chilli flakes)—but this meal was inauthentic from the start.

				Lastly, I have some Maldon smoked sea salt flakes in a small dish. I’d normally not buy the smoked ones, turning my nose up at a needlessly luxury-coded product like that—flaky salt is already an innately perfect food, like anchovies or sourdough bread—but it was halfprice, and it has proven delicious. 

				With my toast, coriander, salt flakes, and chilli oil arranged, I plate up my finished dhal in a bowl, and sit down with my dinner. The whole apartment smells wonderful. I breathe a long sigh. Courtney Barnett’s album-closer is playing. I’ve turned off the kitchen lights, and the living room is lit only by a lamp we keep by the table. 

				It’s a quarter past ten. I’m not at work tonight; I’m sitting, looking out over the park, eating dinner I’ve just cooked for myself. My flatmate is asleep. Ah. She can have some tomorrow.  
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				1	Rinse the lentils in a sieve or strainer under cool running water. Leave to drip off excess water.

				2	In a medium or large pot, heat ghee over medium–high heat until melted and hot.

				3	Add cumin and mustard seeds and let sizzle until fragrant, no more than 30 seconds.

				4	Add onion and a pinch of salt. Cook, stirring occasionally, until softened.

				5	Reduce heat to medium. Add the ginger, garlic, and jalapeno, stirring frequently.

				6	Once they start to stick, add the tomatoes and a heavy pinch of salt. Add the remaining spices and cook, stirring and scraping the bottom of the pot, until softened.

				7	Add the lentils and stir until integrated, then add 3 cups of cold water. Increase heat to high and bring to a boil. 

				8	Add another heavy pinch of salt (or two!), stir through, and reduce heat to a gentle simmer. Cook until desired consistency is reached (I like the lentils to be tender, but not like a soup). Serve with toast, coriander, and chilli oil.

			

		

		
			
				Tomato Dhal

			

		

		
			
				Recipe by Oscar Ragg

			

		

		
			
				Ingredients

				•	1 cup split red lentils

				•	2 tablespoons ghee (or your choice of oil)

				•	1 tablespoon black mustard seeds

				•	2 teaspoons cumin seeds

				•	1 brown onion, minced

				•	2 tomatoes, roughly chopped

				•	1 jalapeno, minced

				•	2.5cm fresh ginger, peeled and minced

				•	2 cloves garlic, minced

				•	1 teaspoon turmeric powder

				•	½ teaspoon Kashmiri chilli powder

				•	½ teaspoon garam masala

				•	¼ teaspoon asafoetida (aka hing)

				•	Toast, freshly picked coriander, and chilli oil for serving
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				So you’ve come home from work and the house is unusually quiet. After a split second of feeling disappointed that you have no-one to moan about your day to, you realise you’ve hit the jackpot. Let Oscar Ragg walk you through a peaceful night of cooking and devouring this freshly cooked tomato dhal. 

			

		

		
			
				Method
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				Chill out

				If you’ve seen to your pre-party checklist properly (see page 9), there’ll be no need for you to jump up and down from the table every five minutes to check on your roast chook. Remember, the reason you’re hosting this godforsaken dinner party in the first place is to socialise with your nearest and dearest. So enjoy the $15 wheel of brie you bought and be present in the moment.

				H2O: Just add water 

				Lashings of red wine and salt and vinegar chips will surely leave your guests parched and cotton-mouthed. Keep them hydrated without ruining their buzz by slicing up some lemons and chucking them in a couple of iced water jugs, or break out the Sodastream for the sparkling-inclined. (Sorry if you thought this one was going to involve mermaids.)

				Avoid defeat with a simple sweet

				After plaguing your guests with gnocchi and garlic bread, they are likely a single gluten strand away from falling into a slumberous food coma. Unless you want your dinner party to end early, serve a light, refreshing dessert that gives your guests the sugar rush they need to keep the riveting conversations flowing. Chocolate strawbs are always a winner.

				Stop micromanaging

				Maybe Melissa doesn’t want to taste your oddly chunky vegan mushroom pâté. Maybe Lachlan doesn’t want a third pour of your alarmingly zesty party punch. Have a wine, have a breadstick, and leave people to their own devices. You’re all adults, after all. 

				Keep the music flowing

				As the wise woman Madonna once said: ‘Music makes the people come together’. Avoid songs that make people eat fast or feel sad and you can’t go wrong. And if you’re not a playlist aficionado, there’s always someone who fancies themselves a Spotify DJ, so just delegate the music responsibility to someone else …

				STICK TO A LOOSE TIMELINE

				The key word here is ‘loose’—you don’t need to go all school camp coordinator on your guests and hand out laminated itineraries. Having a timeline in mind will keep the evening nicely paced and help you avoid the manic ‘flustered host’ look. Serving charcuterie at 7? Have the main course out by 8.30. Dessert by 10 and second dinner when all bets are off. 
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				Cocktails Inspired by Your Favourite Euphoria Characters

			

		

		
			
				Recipes by Thomas Linkins

			

		

		
			
				Method

				1	Add French Earl Grey to gin and shake. Set aside for 2–8 hours before straining through a very fine strainer (cheesecloth is ideal). 

				2	Add infused gin, lemon juice and aquafaba to the cocktail shaker and shake it like someone’s paying you.

				3	Add ice and shake again.

				4 Strain into your glass of choice and garnish with a sprig of lavender and/or lemon peel.

			

		

		
			
				Method

				1	In a large pitcher or punch bowl muddle mint, lemon slices and sugar with a wooden spoon. 

				2	Add gin, lemon juice, elderflower liqueur, sparkling water, and ice. Stir and serve.

			

		

		
			
				The Crown Jules

			

		

		
			
				The Howard crowd Pleaser

			

		

		
			
				She’s sweet, chic, and a little left of centre. This is a classic cocktail with a Gen Z twist. Gin. Lavender. Aquafaba—Jules is for sure a vegan, and so is her cocktail. Don’t be scared, try something new. You’ll like it.

			

		

		
			
				Just like Lexi, this is bound to cover all bases and make everyone happy. I’ve taken this to picnics and house parties, 25ths and 80ths, boozy breakfasts and late lunches—she’s versatile. In true crowd-pleasing style, this should only be made with maximum quantities of everything. 

			

		

		
			
				Ingredients

				•	½ cup of loose leaf French Earl Grey tea

				•	750 millilitres botanical gin

				•	20 millilitres aquafaba 

				•	30 millilitres fresh lemon juice

				•	Ice

				•	Lavender sprig

				•	Lemon peel

			

		

		
			
				Ingredients Serves 12

				•	Fresh mint

				•	4 lemons, sliced (in true Lexi Howard fashion, deseeded)

				•	2 tablespoons raw sugar 

				•	2 cups botanical gin

				•	2 cups elderflower liqueur

				•	1 cup fresh lemon juice

				•	750 millilitres soda water
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				Method

				1  Add ingredients to glass, stir.

				2	Take it easy, playboy.

			

		

		
			
				Method

				1	Add pineapple juice and ginger to a small saucepan and bring to the boil, then simmer for 10–15 minutes until the liquid has reduced to half. Allow to cool, then remove the ginger knob.

				2	Add lime juice, mint and pineapple-ginger liquid to your glass of choice and muddle.

				3	Add ice, spiced rum, and soda water (in that order), mix gently and garnish with mint.

			

		

		
			
				Negroni à la Ashtray

			

		

		
			
				Dark Lady perez

			

		

		
			
				There’s something old-school-gangster about this fan-favourite, he’s basically a baby James Bond with facial tattoos born into the underbelly of Southern California. He’s small, but deadly. 

			

		

		
			
				In the words of Cher and William Congreve, ‘Hell hath no fury like a dark lady scorned’. If you’ve seen season two of Euphoria, you know nobody deserves a stiff drink with a side of sweet, sweet revenge more than Maddy Perez. If I were a doctor (thank God I’m not), this is the tonic I’d prescribe her … 

			

		

		
			
				Ingredients

				•	30 millilitres rum

				•	30 millilitres Campari

				•	30 millilitres sweet vermouth

			

		

		
			
				Ingredients

				•	½ cup pineapple juice 

				•	½ inch ginger

				•	Fresh mint

				•	1 lime, juiced (save 1 slice for garnish)

				•	50 millilitres spiced rum

				•	60 millilitres soda water

			

		

		
			
				For eons humanity has searched for the Fountain of Youth, but look no further. We combined TikTok’s cocktail night trend with Gen Z’s collective Euphoria obsession to create four delightfully naughty drinks that will restore the youth and beauty of anybody who drinks them. 
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				HINGEING ON POLPETTE

			

		

		
			
				Just as enthralling as it is to hear a good date story, so too is it equally pleasurable to hear one that didn’t go down smoothly. Is it because it’s humanising? Relatable? A secret dose of schadenfreude? Whatever the reason, we’re putting ours on the table. Yes, ours. One belonging to two of my housemates and me—because, for a time that lasted almost as long as Melbourne’s never-ending lockdowns, we were inextricably linked. We’d do everything together. Cook dinner every night. Watch every film. Play a game or two of Bananagrams. Read our books side by side in the sun. Together. So when C opted in as so many did to lockdown dating—what felt like one of the few sanctioned extra-curricular activities in a pandemic—M and I wholeheartedly supported it. 

				The excitement was palpable. The energy was titillating. Cast your mind back to the depths of lockdown—the threshold for excitement was low. A trip to the market? Yes! A masked walk to fetch a takeaway pastry? Obviously! Another lap of Princes Park? Obsessed! 

				So when C proposed going on a date outside the confines of our shabby Carlton home, she was met with a puzzled response from M and I about why she’d willingly separate from our cosy and comforting little group. We quickly shut the idea down. There would be no question—the lucky suitor would come to ours. If C was dating, then so were we. 

				With little else on our agenda, the three of us perched around our rickety coffee table, sandwiched between the poky kitchen and bathroom of our strangely-designed sharehouse. Suggestions were aired. Between us, we unfurled and examined ideas from every angle until we’d come up with the perfect date. A drink in the backyard that would morph into hosting an 

				elaborate dinner. And so it was settled—we’d invite him over and cook. 

				Tell him to come early, we’ll do a cheese board, I said. M—the designated baker—would take care of dessert. Scouring my memory bank for a foolproof recipe for the main course, I mentally trawled the archives of dishes I’d made from my favourite chef, Anna Jones. Dependable, impressive and not-too-tricky Anna Jones. Each time I tried one of her recipes, it always worked out. 

				Leave it with me, I told them. 

				The time between our ‘roundtable of ideas’ and the date passed by in a whirl of feverish activity. The pét nat was purchased on one of our silly little walks. The cheeses were carefully positioned atop the only presentable wooden chopping board in the house. M and I were tasked with strict instructions to 'look chill' around the aforementioned coffee table—as if the cheese board and the touch-over-$25 bottle of wine were something we did every night and wasn’t solely because we had a date. 

				When he arrived, we took turns entertaining and conversing and charming (or so we thought). 

				As daylight in the ‘backyard’ (a concrete slab and a couple of withering pot plants) faded, it was time to serve the main course. Leaving M to engage with our date, C and I retreated to the kitchen, expecting to find a tray of New Age polpette (which for those unaware is Italian for meatballs)—made lovingly with a combination of zucchini, pistachio, ricotta and herbs. 

				And yet, dependable, impressive Anna Jones failed us. Or rather, we failed dependable, impressive Anna Jones. 

				As I cast my mind back to just an hour prior, the signs had all been there. I’d ignored C’s puzzled expression as we mixed grated zucchini and cooked 

			

		

		
			
				HINGeING ON POLPETTE

			

		

		
			
				Words by Tilly Graovac

			

		

		
			
				What happens when you combine a first date, a government-mandated lockdown and three over-eager housemates willing to try anything (in the kitchen) to impress someone they’ve never met? The following is a cautionary tale in recipe experimentation: sometimes you’re better off sticking to the original.
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				quinoa with chopped herbs in our sturdy silver mixing bowl, assuring her that yes, I had definitely made these fritters before. As we plunged our hands into the collection of ingredients, I shrugged off the watery zucchini residue at the bottom of the bowl, which had left the mixture unmistakably wet and sticky. C had hesitantly asked whether we definitely just put the damp balls in the oven on a baking tray, but I’d swatted her away to choose an outfit—one artfully curated by M. 

				Instead, the result was as if the soggy zucchini and gloopy quinoa, once previously resembling relatively even spheres from our diligent rolling, had simply given up, and had instead collapsed into pools of mush on the baking tray. Not even our surprisingly sturdy oven could save them.

				We could give it a few minutes, I told C, who by this time was barely able to stifle her laughter. 

				We have time, we can save them, I insisted. 

				But time we had not. A looming curfew cast a shadow over the evening; we were reluctant to assume he’d stay past the government–mandated order to remain inside your own home between the hours of 9 pm and 5 am. Pulling the tray from the oven, we examined the wet, sticky pancakes before us. C poked one, but it refused to retain its shape. Quickly, we grabbed a spatula and tried to gently pick one up from the tray. The soggy mixture seeped through the gaps of the utensil and back onto the tray below. Now hot with embarrassment and desperately trying to mask the sound of our laughter, I pulled out a frying pan and C doused it liberally with oil 

				before slapping portions of the wannabe polpette onto the surface. C was then quickly ushered back to her date to trade places with M, who’d used our group’s telepathic energy to realise something was amiss in the kitchen. Rewarded for her efforts, M was hastily given the honour of parading the baked-then-fried (now blackened and crumbling) polpette into the dining room, while I made a last-ditch effort to fry off the remnants. C returned to the kitchen to source condiments. 

				I threw open the fridge, attempting to muffle our laughter in the cavernous space within. We grabbed the usuals: Lao Gan Ma crispy chilli oil, sriracha … anything flavoursome enough to cover the sad excuse for a main we were serving the poor guest. Yoghurt? Why not. Desperate times called for desperate measures. C peeled back the lid to reveal flecks of mould encased in the weeks-old creamy Greek yoghurt. No matter. An easy fix. We scraped out the evidence of the out-of-date yoghurt and slapped the container down on the dining table.

				Despite insistence from our polite guest that it tasted just fine, and despite a generous helping of M’s apple crumble to help mask the taste, the failed polpette was arguably where we lost our footing. For just as we’d desperately reached for yoghurt only to find it had turned bad, so too did we clutch at the proverbial straws of conversation topics only to find that they, too, had turned bad. As quickly as the date had begun, it was over. 

				Perhaps he was merely unsettled by the looming 9 pm curfew, or maybe a three-course meal with not one, but three of us, told him all he needed to know. 
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				… just as we’d desperately reached for yoghurt only to find it had turned bad, so too did we clutch at the proverbial straws of conversation topics only to find that they, too, had turned bad. As quickly as the date had begun, it was over.
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				KITCHEN SALVAGES

			

		

		
			
				What to do when … your dough didn’t rise

				You gave in to the homemade bread craze. You went out and bought fancy flour and nice olive oil and a box of Tandaco dry yeast. You lovingly kneaded and stretched your dough baby into a beautifully springy ball, only to come back to it hours later to discover that your gluten child has not risen to the occasion. Do not despair! Instead of throwing your sad unleavened offspring in the bin, roll it out as thinly as possible, sprinkle with salt and herbs and bake into tasty little crackers. That’s what you meant to make all along, right?

				What to do when … you burn the rice

				You became distracted by today’s Wordle and forgot to take the rice off the burner. It happens to the best of us (or, at least, to those of us who aren’t blessed with a rice cooker). The blackened bottom layer is, of course, unsalvageable, but to draw out the burnt smell from the rest of the rice, carefully scoop it out and lay a slice of white bread on the top, cover and let it sit for a few minutes. Or, alternatively, just throw the rice out and eat the slice of bread instead. It’d probably taste better.

				What to do when … you add too much spice

				You’ve gotten too big for your boots and thought you could handle that extra shake from the chilli flake jar. You absolutely can’t, and just one mouthful of burning regret sends you cascading back through time. Your 

				friend in this situation? Dairy. Just add so much cheese (or sour cream or yoghurt) to your meal that your stomach will hurt so much from lactose overload that you forget that your mouth is on fire.

				What to do when … you forget about your veggies

				You overzealously bought too many vegetables and left them to rot in the crisper while you obviously ordered yet another Mad Mex burrito. Let’s be honest, this isn’t the first time you’ve done this, and it certainly won’t be the last. The solution? Buy (or DIY) a benchtop compost. You failed to nourish yourself with that bunch of silverbeet so your plants may as well benefit from your inability to grow up.

				What to do when … you bought too many herbs

				For what are essentially just bunches of lawn clippings, fresh herbs are annoyingly expensive. If you want to squeeze every cent (and scent) out of your delicate friends, mix them into olive oil and freeze in ice cube trays. You will have perfectly portioned flavour pockets on hand for any meal. Unless you are the kind of person who will forget about them in the back of the freezer for six months … in which case, just use the leaves to make one big herby cocktail and be done with it. 

			

		

		
			
				KITCHEN SALVAGES

			

		

		
			
				Words by Morgan Begg
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				FOR THE LOVE OF FOOD AND GOOD PEOPLE 

			

		

		
			
				Words by Shannon Grey
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				FOR THE LOVE OF FOOD AND GOOD PEOPLE 

			

		

		
			
				Mum's embroidered cushions and dinky teacups all say that ‘home is where the heart is’. But when you’re 15,000 kms from the ones you love, Shannon Grey reckons the kitchen is your next best bet. After all, mum’s cushions also say ‘the stomach is the way to the heart’. 

			

		

		
			
				It’s Christmas night and it’s snowing outside. My housemates and I—our arms full of crockery holding turkey, gravy and roast vegetables—walk through our building, downstairs and along the hall to our friend’s apartment. There are thirteen of us here tonight. All of us are far from our hometowns and the people we normally spend Christmas with. If only our parents could see the impressive contingency planning that went into delegating and cooking each household’s dish for the night. My own contribution, a chocolate self-saucing pudding, was still bubbling away at home in the slow cooker, timed to be finished perfectly for the end of the main course. 

				The first time I entered the world of sharehouse accommodation I was twenty years old, and I had just moved to Canada from Perth. To say that my sharehouse experience was the standard or the ‘norm’ for the first time you live out of home would be a lie. I’m one of those people that lived and worked at a ski resort and never shuts up about it. I was thrown into staff accommodation where I didn’t know a single person in my building, and certainly not the people I was going to be living with. What I came to realise very quickly was that it was less a sharehouse confined by my apartment, and more a resort-wide sharehouse. Everyone was in the same position, and soon some of us would become family. 

				It was 8 pm, dinner was finished, and I’d received a few knowing looks and affirmative nods that everyone was ready for dessert. I quickly popped back upstairs to retrieve the well-talked-up pudding. I opened the door to the smell of rich chocolatey goodness and went to peak through the lid to check if it was firm. To my absolute horror it was not. It was liquid. After thirty seconds of utter confusion, I discovered that the slow cooker had been set to ‘LOW’ instead of ‘HIGH’ for the four hours it had been cooking. It was an overconfident 

				chef’s nightmare. Carrying just the accompanying vanilla ice-cream back to my friends, I couldn’t look them in the eye as I told them of my slow cooker faux pas. The disappointment was clear. A new plan had to be made. We would head up to the bar for a few drinks with more friends like we had planned, and later we would come back to my apartment to eat the pudding once it was done. 

				As the last call for drinks rang out across the crowded bar, I went to get my jacket and found a group of eager faces waiting for me. What ensued was exactly what you can imagine eight inebriated people sitting around at 2 am eating messy, saucy spoonfuls of chocolate pudding and vanilla ice-cream looks like. It was glorious.

				I think I knew it at the time, but even more so in the years since I’ve been back in Australia, that some of my best memories and friendships were forged through food. From my co-worker who drove me to get groceries in town on my first day of work after seeing me try to get by on some seriously average ready-made meals from the ski resort’s general store. To the ginger cookies and seasoned chicken drumsticks that (nearly) made a man fall in love with me. To calling my Mum to send over more jars of the Turban Chopstick’s butter chicken because I’d made it for someone and the news had spread. To text messages from a friend years later asking why the Pinterest pasta recipe we used to cook once a week just doesn’t taste the same now that we are back in our home countries (this may or may not have something to do with the insane quality of cream cheese in Canada). You don’t need a fancy kitchen, or quality ingredients, or even a fully functioning stove. All you need is the energy of the people around you that want to eat and care about what you’re cooking. 

				It’s fair to say that in moving to a city like Melbourne I was never expecting to have the same sense of intimacy 
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				with the people that I shared, dined, or cooked food with. Since moving here I have been trying to find the places that make you feel like you’re coming over for dinner. To find restaurants, bars and cafes that make you feel like you’re one of their regulars, from the very first time you walk in the door. 

				When I went to eat somewhere at the resort I knew the wait staff, the chefs, and the dishwashers. I knew the people who served me drinks at the bar and who didn’t get mad when I forgot to pay my bill and had to come back the next day. I knew the people at the cafes, and the ice-cream shop, and I was even friends with the locals who delivered the produce. It was like a small town on steroids. It was wonderful. 

				There are still opportunities in big cities like Melbourne to find the threads of shared experience and 

				connection through food. What I’ve discovered is that the city is full of these places. Whether they’re on main streets, tucked away in hidden laneways, on trendy rooftops, or out in the suburbs; there are places and people that bring a sense of familiarity; that if you close your eyes can feel just like coming home to a place full of people you love. 

				The thought of having to live with other people you’ve never met before can seem really daunting—just like learning to cook or dining somewhere in a new city. Not every meal will be a success, and not every restaurant or cafe will be what you’re looking for. It seems too simple to say that food brings people together, but it’s the simple things, the smallest, seemingly insignificant threads that anchor our relationships with ourselves and the people we love.  
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				You don’t need a fancy kitchen, or quality ingredients, or even a fully functioning stove. All you need is the energy of the people around you that want to eat and care about what you’re cooking.
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				FOR THE LOVE OF GOOD PLACES TO EAT 
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				Good Times

				214 St Georges Road, Fitzroy North 

				@goodtimespasta

				Mercadante Woodfired Pizzeria

				123 Lygon Street, Carlton 

				@mercadante_pizzeria

				Neighbourhood Wine

				1 Reid Street, Fitzroy North 

				@neighbourhoodwine

				Piccolo Mondo

				240 Lygon Street, Carlton 

				@piccolomondomelbourne

				Shanghai Street

				303 Elizabeth Street, Melbourne 

				@shanghaistreetelizabeth

				The Hardware SociÉtÉ

				10 Katherine Place, Melbourne 

				@hardwaresociete

				The New Bay Hotel 

				329 New Street, Brighton 

				@newbaybrighton

				White Mojo

				115 Hardware Street, Melbourne 

				@whitemojo 

			

		

		
			
				It’s the people (not just the food) that make for good dining. Here are some Melbourne favourites where the bartender remembers your drink, the chef is okay with adjusting to your low spice tolerance, and the waiter brings out your favourite board game to your table every hungover Sunday afternoon. 

			

		

		
			
				FOR THE LOVE OF GOOD PLACES TO EAT 
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				EGGS

			

		

		
			
				
					Fried

					I never ate as many eggs in my life as I did in the first month I moved out of home. These eggs were fried, sunny on top, runny with a flop. These eggs were cooked by the hand that fed me, and the hands of the two misfit friends I was trying to make a new home with. Every breakfast was a fried egg eaten with others. A runny egg before work, a sunny egg before lunch, an egg always eaten together. 

					We lived on a main road right near the train line—a house of paper and windows that didn’t close properly, where the boundary between our home and the outside world was thinner than I’d have liked. But on that first Sunday morning, the world, and the house, was quiet. I let myself get lost in the streets of the neighbourhood I was still getting to know. Walking the streets alone, reading the names of the roads aloud, I was learning my new home.

					The eggs were bought from an empty supermarket and I wandered back to the house. The other two had arisen. Their laughter tumbled through one of the forever-open windows, and without the trucks and the traffic and the train screaming through, I could hear them from all the way down the street. That’s what that first month will always sound like, laughter from an open window, the whole world quiet but us. 

					Scrambled

					University began again and our routines were pulled out from under us, and after four weeks of co-existing with my favourite people in the world, it was like I was living alone. I was in when they were out, they were in when I was working; I was a ship that shared their sea but only ever felt their lights glistening on the horizon. 

					With a kitchen to myself and no-one to ask for a plate, I whisked and mixed and peppered and salted, exactly to my liking. And then I’d sit at the table in the living room, politely eating my scrambled eggs in silence, with no-one to jest with how overcooked I liked them. 

					But the dining table suddenly felt enormous, and the eggs were never the same. They were too runny but also too rubbery, too bland yet over-salted; they were the kind of eggs I’d only want to eat with the company of others to numb the taste. 

					Scrambled eggs were lonely eggs, and lonely eggs were not yummy. I opted for toast after that; when the kitchen was mine and the house was quiet. The crunch of burnt toast would at least fill the gaps in the silence, make the table seem loud enough for one.

				

			

			
				
					EGGS

				

			

			
				
					Words by Juliette Salom

				

			

			
				
					Juliette Salom explores the delicate nature of moving out of home for the first time and the daunting task of learning who you are in a new one. Her tableau-esque short fiction piece beautifully captures both the quiet loneliness and insurmountable joy of living in a sharehouse.
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				Raw

				Raw eggs were broken eggs, and broken eggs happened when there was too much on our plates. Something had to go, and so the most logical option was breakfasts. Breakfast-less and egg-less, our home was becoming cold. Winter had arrived but still not yet a heater that was promised many months ago by the landlord. Broken shells spotted the sticky kitchen floor and the house held the cold so well I could see the hot air rise out of the gaps in the cracked shells when they’d fall. 

				In the early hours of the morning after long shifts and rude customers, the house I’d tiptoe into was always at its most cold and most quiet. The urge to run to the kitchen and throw open the refrigerator door, throw a few eggs against the wall, drop them purposefully on the floor, just to see some heat, some colour, to hear some noise—that urge was always there.

				Omelette

				Winter was nearing its end. One more season to survive in our old house before we would move on somewhere else. But, as it tends to do, spring made our ugly home feel beautiful. The sun spilled through the cracks in the windows and the thinness of the walls allowed our home to feel warmth again. 

				Only in spring did I realise how fast a year can be. That it was the start of summer only nine months ago was absurd. That I no longer lived with my parents, no longer slept in the same bedroom I had for most of my life, no longer knew the streets of my neighbourhood like I’ll ever know them again; that I had moved on and moved out and thought I’d feel somehow different, all of this was incomprehensible. 

				And suddenly the idea of moving back became tantalising. To be looked after and accounted for, to have bills paid and groceries bought without me ever considering the cost, it just seemed so easy.

				In late spring, with only a few weeks left to go on the lease and still no house secured to move on to after the year was up, I woke one morning earlier than usual. We were on the precipice of summer, of holidays and beach days, and it started to smell the same. The musty smell we assumed was from the house standing unused for too long when we first moved in, the smell we’d assumed had faded away, had come back. The house begun to smell the same as it did a year ago, as it did when we were a little younger, blissfully naive and much more optimistic. 

				And when I woke this one morning, early enough to catch the pink in the sky, I realised it was Sunday. And Sundays, I remembered, smelt like eggs. 

				And so, with the other two still asleep, I began. I cracked eggs into bowls, I struck a match to the stove, I put heat to the flame and veggies to the pan. I made an omelette. I made three—one for each of us. And by the time they’d get up, by the time we’d all be sitting all around a table big enough for at least three, our soft giggles would fill the cracks in the windows, and when they wouldn’t, the sun would spill through instead. 
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				ShareHouse Kitchen essentials

			

		

		
			
				Just like Nigella with her double mezzaluna and Ottolenghi with his potato ricer, the love a chef has for an inanimate appliance can run thicker than a cornstarch gravy. We asked our Forkful contributors to share their most treasured, most used, most essential tools of the trade. What’s yours?

			

		

		
			
				
					Cast iron pot 

					Air-fryer

					A really sharp knife 

					A large non-stick wok 

					Dutch oven 

					Infinite tea towels 

					Pasta maker 

					Microplane grater 

					Wooden spoon 

					Glad Wrap 

					Chinese cleaver

				

			

			
				
					Tilly — 

				

			

			
				
					Juliette —

				

			

			
				
					Jahan —

				

			

			
				
					Shannon -

				

			

			
				
					Thomas —

				

			

			
				
					Lucy —

				

			

			
				
					Morgan —

				

			

			
				
					Oscar —

				

			

			
				
					Sarah —

				

			

			
				
					Maddy —

				

			

			
				
					SEAN —
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				It’s 2003 and I’m six years old, throwing myself to the floor in a rage against brown foods. I don’t know it yet, but this is a watershed moment in my sensory career.

				I won’t eat it. You can’t make me put that brown stuff in my mouth. It’s dog food, it’s prison chowder, how could you do this to your only second-born child?

				The brown food in question: sausages and gravy. My mortal enemy. No, I hadn’t tried it yet. Why should I? The way it sneers up from its plate at me, dismembered and pre-cut by my parents, bathing in a muddy puddle of nondescript, glutinous brown. It’s dying for me to make a Housewives worthy scene, to push my chair back and lunge across the table at its throat, You beast!

				One bite, Tucker, and it’ll all be over.

				Un-bloody-likely.

				Prompted by some cynical six-year-old urge to watch my parents’ faces as I die right before their eyes from asphyxiating on this brown poison, I decide to raise the white flag, and with it, a forkful of slop.

				My tiny mind. Is. Blown. Straight off its hinges.

				For the first time in my six years, I understand the true meaning of mouthwatering. God bless sad British pubs and their sad, carby side dishes! I have tunnel vision for sausages and gravy, and I mop up every last morsel of brown between the residual sobs of my tantrum, ignoring my parents’ gratuitous told you so smiles.

				Eating things that I hate quickly became a strange delight. While I could go on romanticising my 

				relationship with sausages and gravy for another 850 words, I’m in my twenties now, and I’ve come a long way since the Sausage Incident of ‘03. From broiled deer and cabbage, to red onion and contraction-triggering spicy foods, I have moulded myself into the easy-breezy, dietary-requirement-less, I’ll-eat-anything friend. I am a versatile superstar. Coriander? Love her. Bleeding steak? She’s my best friend. Spicy? My stomach might hear about it tomorrow, but I can cop it. Seafood? Let me get back to you on that one.

				It’s something I’ve wanted to conquer for the longest time. Seafood. There’s a certain glamour about it, like tennis and Nancy Meyers movies. Plus, I grew up on H2O: Just Add Water, and knowing how disappointed Cleo’s dad would be in me truly spurs me forward.

				Like anyone with ambition and an unfounded sense of egomania, I went straight for the head of the beast. The briniest, slimiest, seafoodiest seafood known to land-creatures: the oyster. You’re thinking I bit off more than I could chew (or slurp), right? That I spat those salty suckers out faster than you can say ‘the world’s my oyster, I’m her pearl’. That I asked for a refund because those oysters Kilpatrick were worse than brown food before I gave brown food a chance. But if you were sat there in that Bahamas-inspired restaurant, bearing witness to my first time, you would have seen a boy hoover a half-dozen oysters Kilpatrick, followed by a full dozen, followed by a full dozen of OG, 

			

		

		
			
				TAKE IT LIKE A PRAWNSTAR

			

		

		
			
				Words by Thomas Linkins 

			

		

		
			
				Thomas Linkins knows what it’s like to be a picky eater. But what happens when you embrace the scary and vomit-inducing foods you once swore off? Thomas details his culinary journey from side eyeing sausages and seafood to becoming the ‘I’ll-eat-anything friend’.
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				TAKE IT LIKE A PRAWNSTAR

			

		

		
			
				non-Kilpatrick, fresh from the ocean, come-as-you are oysters. Is this kid trying to see a shellfish about a libido problem? you would have said to the waiter.

				I’m not trying to paint an oil picture of success; it hasn’t been easy. Learning to love things you hate never is—ask the people who raised me. Take it one gob-full at a time.

				My latest challenge presented itself last December, at a friend’s beach house (it was more of a charming shack) in northern Queensland. I’d been mentally preparing myself for the final feast of the trip for the whole six days. I cook it for everyone when they come up, he said, Woke up at three to catch it for yas. Whiting beer-battered in his own special home-brew. Whiting was what my mother had always used to trick me 

				into getting my dose of omega-3, It’s chicken, you love chicken! They say it’s the gateway fish into liking seafood, and though I frothed an oyster, eating a whole fish—and putting on a show of loving it—was a very different beast to the twelve luxurious seconds of slurping back my beloved aphrodisiac. But who was I to challenge the long standing traditions of my dear host? All I could do was make a palate cleansing salad to shovel between mouthfuls of fish battered in basement-brewed beer. 

				My fork hovered before my mouth, the stench of dead fish filled my nostrils, and I thought of an old friend’s sentiments on turning it on for the men she was paid to sleep with: You find the one thing about them you can stand. Their eyes, their sense of humour, their fragrance. Zero in on it. Construct the whole experience around that one sensory pleasure.

				The secret to being an easy eater, I’ve learned, is in biting down and shutting up about whether or not you like it. Enjoy it, even if you don’t. Work with the parts of it that you do like. Focus on them, let that pleasure expand and enfold the sensations around it. Yes, you are eating a dead, slimy sea creature, but how good does it taste when it’s been crumbed, deep-fried and dipped in spice? Hold that feeling. Marr it with the underlying taste of cooked fish meat. 
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				Method

				1	Start by thoroughly cleaning your chosen mussels. Mussels come with beards—stringy gossamers around their mouths—which you’ll want to pinch away before cooking. Ignore the old myth of discarding mussels that are already opened, but do throw out the ones with broken shells.

				2	Cook pasta to just before al dente. 

				3	While pasta is cooking, add the olive oil into a deep pot (with a lid), and place a low—medium heat. Add garlic and chilli, as well as a pinch of salt and pepper. Cook until garlic begins to soften. 

				4	Add wine and cleaned mussels.. Allow 2–3 minutes for them to start opening and releasing their briny juices. Throw in your almost al dente pasta to finish cooking in the mussels’ flavours, put the lid on the pot and give a stern swill.

				5	Remove any mussels that haven’t opened, mix in parsley, and serve.

			

		

		
			
				Cheap and Easy Pasta alla Cozze 

			

		

		
			
				Recipe by Thomas Linkins

			

		

		
			
				Take this as your sign to get yourself to the markets, breathe in the slimy, briny goodness of the seafood hall, and make love eyes with the boy selling mussels. I once made this dish for my very picky and patriotic Italian housemate in Leeds and he said it was better than his nonna’s. So please, go forth and impress Italian boys with this recipe.

			

		

		
			
				Ingredients Serves 4

				•	800 grams of mussels (or 200 grams per person)

				•	3 tablespoons extra-virgin olive oil

				•	4 garlic cloves chopped finely

				•	2 birdseye chillies, (deseed and slice lengthways in quarters or eighths)

				•	1 handful parsley, roughly chopped

				•	1 cup dry white wine

				•	400 grams spaghetti or linguine
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				NOTES:

			

		

		
			
				Serve with side of bread to mop up any remaining oceanic goodness, but please, for the love of nonna, do not serve with parmesan (or any cheese).
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				You bring a Kung Pao Chicken that, discernible even on sight, is way too spicy for anyone to stomach. The guests wearily eye the fresh chillies you’ve sprinkled across the chicken, before fearfully serving themselves an obligatory, polite spoonful. You grin, proud of yourself as always, as everyone forces out ‘mmmm’s between fits of tears and coughing. Your dish lays untouched until later in the evening (after you’ve drunk the house dry of savvy b), when, in an effort to keep the party going, you dare someone to pick out and eat all the chillies. They don’t, so you do.

			

		

		
			
				Aries

			

		

		
			
				FOODIE HOROSCOPES

			

		

		
			
				If there’s anything the worldwide domination of Co–Star and zodiac memes has taught us, it’s that there isn’t a facet of modern life that the stars can’t guide. Not sure what to take to your next late lunch or dinner party? We asked the stars so you don’t have to.
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				Taurus

			

		

		
			
				Despite grand plans to bake bread ‘from scratch’, the day of the party rolls around and, true to form, you were too lazy to cook anything. Instead, you do a run past Lune Patisserie in the late afternoon to grab whatever’s left. You arrive at the party with four pain au chocolates and one lonely lemon tart. You also grab a bag of Light n’ Tangy chips from the IGA for well-rounded measure.

			

		

		
			
				Gemini

			

		

		
			
				Though the host made a point of telling you to bring JUST ONE THING, you simply can’t decide, so you bring four entirely different things—homemade garlic bread, wild rice salad, samosas and your self-appointed world-famous brownies. You’ve curated a dinner party within the dinner party, but you’re too busy gossiping all night to eat much of it anyway.

			

		

		
			[image: ]
		

		
			
				Cancer

				When emotions run high, which they almost always do, there’s only one worthwhile cure: carbs. Any sort of carby goodness will ultimately pass the test, but why not embrace these intense feelings of yours by honouring a culture renowned for living and eating with their hearts: the Italians. Pasta alla Cancer … and the best part is it’s as good as bulletproof, a tried-and-true crowd pleaser, so there’s no need to worry about your feelings getting hurt from a bad review—there won’t be any!
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				Leo 

				Whilst you may have started your brainstorming with polite, understated ideas that would complement your host’s existing menu, let’s cut the BS and get to it: croquembouche or timpano? With no disrespect to the internet’s favourite Zaddy, S. Tucci, there is only one right answer. Ending the night with a luxurious tower of choux pastry is a certified way to make sure everyone is leaving the dinner with your name on their lips. Julia Child, the original Leo lady of the kitchen, would be proud.

				Virgo

				Not to liken you to a rodent, but you are a Remi through and through. Whilst your contemporaries are more likely Linguinis, or worse yet, Emiles, it’s no reason to act modest and pretend your creation will be anything less than perfect. Before you begin you will need kitchen scales (digital for absolute accuracy), an in-oven thermometer (just in case the oven display temp is a half-degree off) and a high-tide glass of wine to deal with the stress of nailing this highly complex meal. You are going to tackle the notorious Beef Wellington and you better believe you’ll be marinating in the envy of your friends when they taste your Hat™ worthy parcel of goodness.

				Libra

				You’re a romantic and you like to seek the beauty in life, but you’re also a little, or a lotta, lazy. You’ve had weeks to stew over Insta-worthy dishes, but by the eve of the party it’s too little, too late, dear Libran. Time to fall back on your fail-safe pear and blue cheese salad. Toast walnuts, toss together with rocket, sliced pear, blue cheese, and drizzle a last minute lemony white wine vinaigrette on top. Voila. Your appreciation for the finer things in life will shine through, without having eaten into your oh–so valuable Me Time. 

				Scorpio

				Sex trumps all for the passionate and thrill-seeking Scorpio, but unless you’re willing to transform your body into a serving platter for sushi (à-la Samantha Jones) your next best option is, of course, dessert. Since you’re a determined, risk-taking sign, we recommend challenging the pastry-chef within. Blow the socks off the other guests (your competitors) by making your shortcrust pastry from scratch, and opt for a zesty filling to reflect your trademark Scorpio stinger (see recipe on page 62).
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				Sagittarius

				One word, Sagi: chaos. From Marxist darlings (Engles) to music industry rebels (Miley, Minaj), your sign has been rocking the boat since we replaced God with astrology. You’re the loudest and friendliest person at the party, and you want everyone else to match that energy. How about a super-boozy sangria to loosen the lips and a deck of Cards Against Humanity to loosen the moral compass? 

				Capricorn 

				Simplicity is king to Capricorn, and you seek praise for a job well done. Steer clear of foolish flights of fancy when it comes to selecting a dish to contribute. You’re the pragmatic ocean goat, so put your heart into making the GOAT of any dinner spread: potato bake. Just make sure you add your own special twist so everybody raves about it being better than their mums’.

				Aquarius

				Aquarius air baby, we all know you’re more concerned about the quality of the conversation than the meal itself, but that doesn’t mean you’ll accept anything sub-par. You like your food like your dinner party conversations: fresh, invigorating and maybe even a little controversial. Bring along a mixed green bean, pea, hazelnut, and pancetta salad. It’s zesty, it’s zingy, and it’s not your average salad. Everyone will know you have a sophisticated palate and will be discussing your ingenuity all night long. Let’s face it, if you’re anything like your fellow Aquarian Ina Garten, you’ve got this in the bag.

				Pisces

				Some may criticise you for being vague, but the truth is sometimes you prefer the company of your fantasies over that of your sometimes droll DTE pals. Lean into your soft-skills and be the emotional chameleon your friends love by paying homage to everybody’s childhood favourite: fairy bread. Who said dinner parties had to be serious?
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				Madsy’s Famous Lemon Meringue Pie

			

		

		
			
				Words and recipe by Maddy Morwood 

			

		

		
			
				My famous lemon meringue pie is my go-to recipe for a dinner party, despite the fact you need 400 ingredients, 27 steps and a spare 7 hours and 10 minutes to complete it. 

				As a general rule, I hate wining-and-dining other people. Invite me to a dinner party and I’ll give you a twelve minute stand-up routine on my dating life before I even sit down, but don’t you dare ask me to make anything for dinner. However, throughout the years, I have cracked the code. This works for both being a guest and for when you’re forced by your housemates to throw your own dinner party: distract people with one elaborate dessert that you can make all about yourself, and you won’t have to lift a finger for the rest of the evening. 

				A vital step in this recipe is making your pie crust from scratch. It adds both a humorous and unnecessarily difficult step to the already long process. I once heard someone say that an efficient cook never bothers making their pie crust from scratch. Not only am I the least efficient person I know, but I am also far too narcissistic to skip out on the opportunity to make everything about me. ‘He proposed? Congratulations. Did I mention that I actually made my pie crust from scratch?’ I have left out the steps to make the crust, but please, you have the internet. 

			

		

		
			
				Ingredients Makes 1 x 9 inch pie

				Filling 

				•	5 large egg yolks 

				•	1 and 1/3 cups water

				•	1 cup granulated sugar

				•	1/3 cup cornstarch

				•	1/4 teaspoon salt

				•	1/2 cup fresh lemon juice

				•	1 tablespoon lemon zest

				•	2 tablespoons unsalted butter, softened to room temperature

				Meringue

				•	5 large egg whites

				•	1/2 teaspoon cream of tartar

				•	1/2 cup granulated sugar

				•	1/8 teaspoon salt
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				MADSY’S FAMOUS LEMON MERINGUE PIE
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				Must be wearing an ungodly elaborate outfit. And no apron. Nothing in life should ever be done in halves, and that includes making a lemon meringue pie. 

				Must have an audience. I would advise not even starting the recipe until your guests arrive so that they can see you are trying really hard to be a good host. At least one of those people must be someone you’re trying to impress. 

				Must be missing a few ingredients. A good meringue pie ‘half-time’ activity is trotting over to the next door neighbour’s to ask for eggs, lemons, etc.

			

		

		
			
				Some prerequisites before you start:
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				MADSY’S FAMOUS LEMON MERINGUE PIE

			

		

		
			
				Method

				Preheat your oven 190°C

				Partially blind bake your pie crust (that you just made from scratch) in a 9-inch pie dish. If you don’t know how to blind bake, Google it. It’s easier than it sounds. 

				You have 15 minutes to measure out your pie filling ingredients while your crust is blind baking.

				Reduce oven temperature to 177°C

				Separate the whites from the yolks. This step requires quite a bit of focus so make sure all your guests are watching you put on a bit of a show. 

				Whisk the egg yolks together in a medium bowl and set aside. 

				Whisk the water, granulated sugar, cornstarch, salt, lemon juice, and lemon zest together in a medium saucepan over medium heat. The mixture will be thin and cloudy, then eventually begin to thicken and bubble after about 6 minutes. This step can be excruciatingly boring, so make sure there is a good looking man nearby that can take over the stirring while you talk about the six weeks you spent in Europe four years ago. Once thickened, give it a whisk and reduce heat to low.

				Temper the egg yolks. This is a step that will likely impress your guests. Make sure you let everyone know that you are ABOUT TO TEMPER THE EGG YOLKS. Very slowly stream a few large spoonfuls of warm lemon mixture into the beaten egg yolks. Then, also in a very slow stream, whisk the egg yolk mixture into the saucepan. Turn heat back up to medium. Cook until the mixture is thick and big bubbles begin bursting at the surface.Remove pan from heat and whisk in butter.

				Spread filling into the warm, partially-baked crust. Set aside as you prepare the meringue. Don’t get too cocky and think the performance is over yet. The filling helps to seal the two layers together, so take a bow and quickly move onto the meringue. 

				With a handheld mixer or a stand mixer fitted with a whisk attachment, beat the egg whites and cream of tartar together on medium speed for 1 minute, then increase to high speed until soft peaks form, about 4 more minutes. Add the sugar and salt, then continue beating on high speed until glossy stiff peaks form, about 2 more minutes. 

				Spread meringue on top of pie filling. Make sure you spread the meringue all the way to the edges so that it touches the crust. You can really make a show of this.

				Bake pie on the lowest oven rack for 20–25 minutes. 

				When pie is done, remove from the oven, place on a wire rack, and allow to cool at room temperature for 1 hour. Make sure you queue some music for the pie’s grand reveal from the oven—something that will divert everyone’s attention back to the kitchen. 

				Place pie in the fridge to chill. Most recipes say to chill for 4 hours before serving, but I usually let it sit for 45 minutes max. By this point, your guests probably hate you. 

				Serve pie. This is where the theatrics really begin. Everything in the lead up to this has just been the dress rehearsal. Gather your guests around the table before proclaiming, ‘I have never done this before.’ Then, cut the most perfect piece of pie. Get ready for a photoshoot. Your flatmate’s girlfriend’s brother will stare lovingly into your eyes (and your pie). Your work here is done. 

				Don’t clean up for 3–5 business days. You’ve worked hard all night, you deserve a break.  
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				POST-DINNER PARTY CHECKLIST
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				The Clean Up

				Enlist a couple of pals to assist with the cleanup—market it as an opportunity to pow-wow about the evening so far. 

				Party Bags

				Divide up your leftovers into containers for you and your guests to enjoy later—party bags for big kids!

				DINNER PARTY ROSTER

				Kiss and cuddle your guests goodbye and figure out who’s hosting next. Don’t let the old ‘we have to do this more often!’ proverb curse future plans with your dinner party aficionados.

			

		

		
			
				Boardgames

				Now’s a great chance to force everybody to play your favourite boardgames—nothing too time consuming (looking at you, Monopoly), this is a dinner party, not games night. Scattergories always goes down a treat.

				Vibe Check

				Are you settling down for a cosy night in with a few bottles of wine, or are you switching scenery to a livelier location? See where your guests are at and help them get there via JimmyBrings or Uber.

			

		

		
			
				POST-DINNER PARTY CHECKLIST

			

		

		
			[image: ]
		

	
		
			[image: ]
		

	
		
			[image: ]
		

	
		
			
				FORKFUL

			

		

		
			
				70

			

		

		
			[image: ]
		

		
			[image: ]
		

		
			[image: ]
		

	
		
			
				71

			

		

		
			[image: ]
		

		
			[image: ]
		

		
			
				CONTRIBUTORS

			

		

		
			
				Morgan Begg is a writer and editor from Cavanbah/Byron Bay and now calls Naarm/Melbourne her home. You will find her either walking in the sunshine, swimming in the ocean or standing in the pantry eating crackers.

				Sarah Gory is a Melbourne writer and editor. She drinks her coffee black, her whiskey neat and will try almost anything at least once. Sarah writes about art, food and books. 

				Lucy Grant is a still-working-it-out creative living in Naarm/Melbourne. Her life is oriented around magical tastebud moments (like the strawberry and cheese fireworks scene from Ratatouille).

				Tilly Graovac is a Melbourne writer currently living in Amsterdam. She likes telling stories but she doesn’t like waste, so if you don’t want it … she’ll finish that last mouthful. 

				Shannon Grey is a writer and editor from Whadjuk Noongar Country in Boorloo/Perth. Since moving to Naarm/Melbourne she is yet to meet a pasta she doesn’t like. 

				Thomas Linkins is a Naarm writer and editor hailing from Meanjin. He likes blue cheese, red wine, and turning up late to parties.

			

		

		
			
				Maddy Morwood was a loser in primary school and spent all her time baking, so her skills are sharp. But her elaborate desserts were put on hold during her adolescent years while she yearned after boys named Patrick. Now she's making a comeback. 

				Oscar Ragg is a writer and foodie living on Boon Wurrung land in Melbourne. He’s passionate about cinema as well as food, and you can find more of his writing at RMITV’s In Review.

				Jahan Rezakhanlou is a Swiss–Iranian multidisciplinary sound artist and journalist. He values the decolonial role that food can play for the soul and the community. 

				Juliette Salom is a writer from Naarm/Melbourne. She enjoys going to fancy cafes only to eat avocado on toast, and she’ll probably never be able to buy her own house. 

				Sean T. Barnes is a photographer and video maker living and working in Naarm/Melbourne. Creating still and moving images is what he does to bide his time between meals. When he is not behind a camera, he is in the kitchen.
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