


       

food culture. The culture needs to take 
its next evolutionary step so that we can 
learn to appreciate a restaurant for all that 
it is or should be: good food, cooked well, 
in a setting appropriate for the occasion 
(birthday, business lunch, informal meal), 
at the right price. 
 This next stage in our culture should 
see the breakdown of food snobbery and 
an embrace of all foods. The sneering must 
end and the over-hyped race to the next big 
blogger-filled, deity-chef-deigned, gastro-
orgasm restaurant too. We can find solace 
in good food no matter where it is. 
 This is why we don’t want to end up 
like the French whose cuisine has, over 
the past generations, waned in significance 
(whilst maintaining relevance to classic 
techniques). We should look, for example, 
to the Spanish, who prefer the reliability 
and heavenly cooked delights of the local 
place they’re frequented for the past 15 
years rather than boasting about the greatest 
new café in Catalonia – and this from one 
of the greatest discovering cultures in 
history: they discovered everything, and 
then realised the best was right at home. 
In fairness, the Spanish food renaissance 
is attributable to Spanish chefs pillaging 
nouvelle cuisine techniques and breathing 
Spanish life and interpretation into them. 
Even as Spain lights the culinary world at 
present, their food culture of local, reliable, 
regional and flavour remains steadfast. 

Rather than have another culture do that to 
London’s innovations and trends, London 
should mature and grow on what it has 
established so far.
 London’s continued ascendency is cause 
for celebration but not over-hype. London’s 
challenge is to evolve internally and grow 
again to new culinary heights, and not get 
trapped in a downward decline spiral as 
the crowds move on, bored of more of the 
same. That requires us, the diners, also to 
mature and demand great restaurants with 
great ingredients at reasonable prices – the 
kind of place that we want to return to time 
and time again. Let’s face it, it’s London, 
we’ll always have hype, but we need an 
establishment too that is the bedrock of a 
food culture beyond fish and chips.
 London’s food culture is currently 
fashion for fat people, or perhaps 
intellectualism for the English middle 
classes, who, like the French upper and 
middle classes, want to show their wealth, 
knowledge and prestige in society through 
food. Fashion and fad will always change, 
and that it should, because that’s how we 
find new ideas. But those who’ve been 
around long enough will tell us that there 
is nothing new under the sun. So why 
not, instead, appreciate the wonderful 
restaurants that are hidden by the hype of 
the latest trend? Eat there instead, and if 
you like it, keep going back. Allez!

 I was confused by her metaphor, then 
the words started to crystallise into a 
revelation. London does not have a true 
food culture yet, but is on an evolutionary 
journey which is currently closely following 
the rise of and glory of French cuisine. 
 London, like France, can trace its food 
culture evolution back to the individual’s 
desire to be seen in the right or the best 
restaurants, and that individual’s need to 
bolster his or her self-esteem with the belief 
that they know more than others about 
etiquette and food ritual. 
 We are in an époque that parallels the 
1980s nouvelle cuisine movement in France. 
It has the same hallmarks: a desire from 
the public for something new; chefs with 
a desire for innovation; journalists (mainly 
bloggers these days) relentlessly pushing  
for change; the economic conditions 
required for innovation; and celebrity chefs 
being lauded.
 It would be wrong to say that London 
does not have any food culture. It does. 
It is a culture of celebration of the instant 
discovery, belonging primarily to a small 
sub-group who require the latest, greatest 
and most hyped to satiate some primal need 
to be first and the best. We all need food. 
Some of us love food. Some of us claim 

food and dining as a hobby. And some are 
moving beyond interest, into fashion, into 
fad, and even into fetish. The pinnacle of 
this food sub-culture are those who can 
predict the next food trends, such sage-like 
knowing elevating them above other mere 
food mortals. 
 That gratification and desire for 
knowledge and position also perpetuates 
the ever-growing secondary market: books, 
TV shows, pots, utensils and ‘brand-celeb-
chef’ restaurants and supermarket ready 
meals. The chefs can be lured by celebrity 
and book deals (the appeal is hard to resist), 
but they must not forget their roots: they 
need to spend at least as much time in 
the kitchen as in Hollywood. Bocuse was 
the first to inspire great chefs away from 
kitchen and light the path towards publicity 
and infamy. Remaining in the kitchen in 
spite of the cause célèbre is necessary to 
preserve our culture and to mature it. 
 Exploration is a natural part and 
consequence of a growing food culture as 
we seek new foods, ideas and creations. In 
fact there is nothing new there at all. The 
London food culture must not end there; 
that cannot be its summit or its final resting 
place. In fact, we need to push beyond 
this fashionably fetish element of London’s 

‘Food is fashion for fat people,’ said my friend, as we 
ate Malaysian noodles for lunch in West London.


