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 As we come to the end of another festive season of eating, drinking and merriment, so begins the punishment that is 
January!!! Dark, foggy, chilly mornings when the decision for breakfast is hard, is it a warming bowl of nourishing porridge 
oats or shall I have a cheer-me-up’ pain au chocolat and a large mug of coffee? And at the end of the day, will it be a 
healthy, virtuous salad or a rewarding and hearty boeuf bourguignon, served with fluffy mashed potato accompanied by a 
wonderful glass of Pinot Noir!!! 

So much for the January fast and the ‘dry month’ with no alcohol, when all around me are the celebrations of Ephiphanie 
and its delicious Galette des Rois followed closely by the annual voeux de la Marie, where little delightful canapés are served 
with cold glasses of sparking crémant...what is not to like? And then within a couple of weeks, there’s Chinese New Year 
and then Burns Night to celebrate the famous Scottish bard! Hot on its heels comes Chandeleur with those wafer-thin 
crepes decorated with a gorgeous array of toppings and shortly afterwards, it’s Mardi Gras and beignets! So it seemed most 
appropriate, at this point in time, that I should spend time mulling over my life-long relationship with food. 

There’s no doubt about it - I was an extremely difficult child to feed! I’m sure patience was tested at home on numerous 
occasions...but then parents do become sneaky!  Each morning from around the age of four, I completely bought into the 
idea that, as mum explained, the chicken came specifically to lay an egg, just outside the door ready for my breakfast. So 
that was always something to relish along with tiny toast-fingers covered in oodles of warm, creamy butter. Not so much, 
however was the Sunday roast, with the regularly over-cooked grey vegetables and gravy that could be cut using a knife! I 
spent many Sunday afternoons ‘sitting at the table,’ pushing cold potatoes and watery cauliflower around the plate, digging 
my heels in and refusing to eat it. At one point mum was so concerned and worried about me that she took me to the 
doctors only to be told, “She will eat what her body needs”! 

Don’t get me wrong, my mum was a good cook and her baking was top notch; whisper soft sponge cakes, gooey sticky 
fruit loaves, fruit-filled pies with the crispiest of pastry and meltingly good sugary crumbles. As a teenager I began to take an 
interest in preparing food; there were the obligatory potatoes to peel on my return home from school to accompany the 
meat and two veg evening meal. But there was also a growing desire to try something different...Spaghetti Bolognese for 
one, a huge step away from those Vesta ready-meals, so popular in the seventies, which constituted the Friday night curry! 
Then again, it wasn’t long before a certain future husband, walked into my life and that did change the parameters. 

My mother-in law-was a wonderful cook and I learned a lot from her. Firstly there was the art of fine cake baking: 
multilayer Black Forest gateaux oozing with wonderful Morello cherries picked from the garden, creamy baked cheesecakes 
which became legendary in the family and probably my favourite, plum cake with little tart Italian plums...! 

But I imagine it was for her roast dinners that my children would declare were the best thing ever, even to this day! And 
it was her love for her family and her love of creating beautiful food that was the most important thing here. When my own 
family came along and the children were still quite young, she told me that the food we ate as a family: the preparation, the 
aromas in the kitchen and the family dining rituals, would be a truly lasting memory for them. I’ve never forgotten it and I think 
that she was right; we still celebrate our coming together with a prettily laid table and flickering candlelight to this day. 

Fortunately I was probably a lucky mum as my children ate almost everything with no problem. However there was my 
small daughter’s aversion to breakfast and anything containing milk which I found a challenge at times; instants when they 
surprised me, like the time I found sprouts down the loo one Christmas after lunch and moments when I had to convince 
our firstborn that the beautifully shaped Romanesque cauliflower was a special Christmas vegetable in the shape of a fir 
tree. I’m still not sure if we ever fooled him but he ate it nonetheless! 

So it is with a happy heart that I now watch my grandchildren devour their favourite snacks of olives, humus and tiny 
pieces of charcuterie and I realise how important food is for memories as well as fitness and good health. I am so happy 
that I live in a country that celebrates special times with good food, eaten properly, not something just to be consumed 
on the run or used to punish the body in denial. Markets abound, bursting with wonderfully fresh, seasonal produce with 
such knowledgeable vendeurs dispensing much useful advice on their preparation and cooking. France is one large beautiful 
garden – how lucky we are to be living at its back door? 

So for me January is not a time to begin a diet or a gruelling regime but a time to celebrate and relish those special 
times.  

Anon   January 2020

January, Food ...and me!



The AGM this year was once again held at the Café de la Promenade, 
the watering hole that is used by members after playing pétanque opposite 
the cafe. Being held in a smaller venue made the meeting cosy and very 
friendly. 

After giving her opening speech our president Jane King invited other 
members of the committee to give their reports. Philip after a humorous 
report gave out the bowling trophies for the Men’s to Gary and the Ladies’ 
to Karen Hall. 

There were no resignations from the committee.  One member Kate 
was voted onto the committee. She will be an Events Coordinator.

Jim gave a talk on how he thought Burgundy Friends should evolve 
in the future. There will be an Extra-ordinary General Meeting (EGM) to 
discuss this at Carolyn Stiegler’s house on 4th March.

Big thanks must go to the committee especially Jane and Norman for 
organising such a friendly and much appreciated meeting by those who 
attended.

AGM

S.P.A. 
Dog and Cat Refuge 
- our chosen local charity

The committee are happy to accept any 
practical donations for the homeless dogs and 
cats, particularly pet food. Please bring the items 
along to any home based B.F. event and hand it 
to a committee member who will ensure it gets 
delivered to the Refuge.

A big thank you from Jane (and the cats and 
dogs), to those who have  made very generous 
contributions of food for the sanctuary.

Forthcoming 
Events
Friday 21st February
Book Readers
2 p.m. Karen Baker
“Educated” by Tara Westover

Thursday 27th February
LWL & MWM
Venues to be confirmed

Wednesday 4th March
EGM
Caroline

Friday 27th March
Writers
10.30 a.m. Jim Fennell

OTHER EVENTS
Dates and times for the other 
events have yet to be decided but 
the membership will be informed 
as soon as decisions are made.
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Book Reader’s 
This year the Book Group had their Annual 

Rendezvous in January at the Le Chateaubriant 
Restaurant in Autun. There was much bonhommie 
and at the end they were joined by two members 
of the B.F. illiteratie who came to collect their 
wives.

If anyone is interested in taking part in the 
Book Readers’ or Writers’ Groups please contact 
me at mikiwebb@hotmail.com
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