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Dedication.

These memoirs capture my deep love for nature, nurture, and what happens in between—where food is my constant companion, my grounding force, and inspiration. Food gave me unconditional love, and I loved it right back.

If you know me, you know that I am all about food, cooking, what I eat, who I eat with, and the family culture. Every meal I’ve ever made is a little piece of me. I serve my heart on a plate - each being a heartfelt embrace and lasting connection.

These aren’t just my recipes. These are my attempts to relive moments that fill my soul, knowing that it's in the giving that the magic truly happens.

I hope my story will spark something in your heart too. If only to inspire you to honour the earth and nurture the ones you love. Cherish every meal, because each one is a gift to humankind. And this—this book—is my gift to you, my children, Peter-Jack and Olivia.














































0eetroot, that I believe is as beautiful if not more bold in  character. This idea offered a super alternative to balsamic, and oh my gosh, it is amazing and like great wine, matures with age.

I did think the shop version was to “zang twang” for me and I had an urge to somehow lift the spirit of beetroot to its intended splendour and not waste the water it was boiled in, as surely it must be filled with loads of flavour and nutrients. If only I could figure out how to enhance its earthiness. So I researched and read about reductions, vinegars and beetroot cooking for many years and finally decided to expreinement. Not recalling exactly where in my library of recipe books all of this happened, I set forth to emulate a balsamic from beetroot cooked water.

Making a homemade balsamic reduction is simple as requires just three ingredients: balsamic vinegar, sugar and a little patience. And the basic balsamic reduction recipe below is for your enjoyment. However, the recipe I am now most fond of is my beetroot reduction, which is a wonderful way to hail the earthy flovars of this bashful vegetable, and use it in so many other dishes. If you love beetroot as much as i do, and grew tired of the usual suspects on the shelf, then I highly recommend you make my beetroot reduciton. The added advantage is that finally I have achieved the goal of retaining all those nutrients remaining after cooking the beetroot and you still have beautiful whole cooked beets to serve.

But first, the basic recipe for balsamic reduction as this is how I learnt how to make the ultimate beetroot reduction.

Ingredients:
1 cup balsamic vinegar
1–2 tablespoons honey or brown sugar (optional, for sweetness)

Instructions:
Pour the balsamic vinegar into a saucepan
Use a medium-sized pan to prevent splattering.
If you'd like a sweeter reduction, stir in honey or brown sugar.
Bring the mixture to a gentle simmer over medium heat. Stir occasionally to prevent burning.
Let the vinegar simmer for about 15–20 minutes, or until it has reduced by half and has thickened to a syrup-like consistency. The vinegar will become glossy and coat the back of a spoon.
Once the reduction has thickened, remove it from the heat and let it cool to room temperature. It will continue to thicken as it cools. Store it in a jar or bottle at room temperature or in the fridge for up to a few weeks. Enjoy it drizzled over salads, roasted vegetables, meats, or even strawberries!

For the beetroot reduction, I wanted to truly honor earthy flovours. So I added some saffron and you can even add a few cinnamon sticks to give it an enhances festive taste. To save time and make these little beet salads look pretty, I use baby beets, organic or freshly sourced from the farm. Coating these little babies with this sweet earthy sauce is better than any other beetroot dish and is filled with nutrients. This is a sweet dressing, but what is life without a bit of sweetness - but you can use either sugar or honey. Also, you could so easily bottle the whole beets with the sauce, and serve it with goats milk chèvre, roasted nuts and seeds and thin slices of red onions - totally delicious.

Ingredients:
8 baby beets or medium beets
3 liters of water
200 ml verjuice or brown vinegar
100 ml white vinegar (or white wine)
A proper pinch of saffron
80 grams of sugar
5 ml of salt

Instructions:
Cut off the leaves if you bought your beets from a market or farm. Wash the beets well ensuring all the sand is removed. Don’t worry too much about the other bits as all will be removed when the beets are cooked and the skin and tails easily peel away.
Place all the ingredients (except the sugar) in the pot of water.
Poach gently uncovered for 2 hours.
Remove and let it cool slightly, just until it is easy enough to remove the peels by hand - these should rub off easily and I suggest using kitchen gloves to preserve manicured nails and hands.
Cover the beets in olive oil and cling wrap and leave in the fridge. These are now ready to be bottled whole or sliced.
This is where you need the muslin cloth to strain the liquid and remove all left over ingredients.
Once strained, add the sugar and simmer at low heat - and this is one of those “keep an eye on it” manoeuvres. It needs a stir from time to time ensuring that it does not burn, but ideally, just put it at lowest possible heat until is forms a syrupy consistency. 
And if it doesn’t seem sweet enough, just add a spoonful of sugar and let it dissolve and simmer further until it is to your taste.

Once this syrup reached your preferred consistency and sweetness, pour into an open bowl and leave in the fridge allowing the dry cold air to do the rest by extracting some moisture for further reduction - the longer you leave it in the fridge like this, the thicker your beautiful syrup becomes. This can carry on for weeks.
Now use this sauce to coat your beautiful beets, or other salads greens or wheat dishes. My favourite is the combination of halved beets, a slice of chèvre, a thin slice of red onion, baby beet lettuce, and roasted sesame seeds. If you have petit edible flowers in the garden, well that would make it look super “cheffy”.

It might seem like a lot of work, but really, its not. Defiantly not in comparison the the result and the surprised sighs when it is tasted by your guests.


















5. Honey Sauce

The Story

In the heart of South Africa, we are truly blessed with an abundance of nature’s gifts. The land is a living tapestry, brimming with magic for anyone who treasures creation. It’s a place where the beauty of the earth and the richness of its produce converge in perfect harmony. For those who appreciate fine protein, whether it’s the delicate flavours of fish, the tender succulence of lamb, the boldness of beef, or the wild essence of game, this land offers the perfect drizzle to elevate any meal.

Our farm is home to a steady herd of springbok and the occasional passing kudu. These creatures, with their graceful movements and majestic presence, are breathtaking as they roam across the open landscape. But there are times when the springbok must be culled—this is not a decision made lightly, but a necessary measure to ensure the balance between the animals and their environment. In the harsh, dry stretches of the Karoo, this balance is vital to preserving a delicate ecosystem.

The Coup Karoo, where our farm is situated, is a unique biosphere, one that boasts the iconic five “flora” that nourish and sustain our iconic lamb and wildlife. This land is a living entity, deserving of protection and careful stewardship. Yet, despite its rugged beauty, the area faces challenges—drought and overgrazing often lead to the loss of vegetation and the erosion of the soil. Nature, however, provides varied plant life—grasses, bushes, shrubs, and, in times of drought, succulents—offering a diverse diet for the grazers and an unmatched infusion of flavour in our lamb. These hardy plants provide all essential moisture and nutrients but also help sustain life in the face of the harshest conditions.

Our commitment is to rest, regenerate and thrive in partnership with nature. Unfortunately, this focus on sustainable management is not always a priority on more commercially driven farms. The game on our land are both browsers and grazers, and their diet shifts depending on the season and what nature provides. They are perfectly adapted to the dry, fluctuating conditions of the Karoo, and while hunting is a personal choice I do not condone wasteful practices however, culling is sometimes necessary to maintain this delicate balance of this ecosystem. As we are sheep farmers, the passing kudu is not a commodity to be owned, but a fleeting visitor to be cherished as part of the greater web of life. In any case, no ordinary fence can contain these majestic creatures, and one must ask—do we truly need more meat on a Karoo farm already home to sheep and springbok?

The beauty of nature, is that it provides its own remedy, and, it baffles me still, how my dad just diligently observed, then researched and repeatedly recognised this in his farming practices. When he told me, that the Karoo bees are smarter than the other bees in SA, I dismissed it as one of many romantic narratives, which if repeated, has a good chance of being ridiculed. You never knew with my dad - and he made a meal of it when it happened. But Ive learned to vet and not bet. And a Landbou Weekblad became my plaasinternet. 

Karoo bees are smarter - it is a beautiful story. The Karoo bees are genetically more resilient and resourceful where other bees might struggle as they travel longer distances. They have the ability to withstand pests and diseases due their hardiness, and they are "specialised foragers. The Karoo bee plays a vital role in the cross pollination of a range of native plants that other bees might not be able to pollinate. Its long flight range and specific foraging behaviour allow it to access flowers in more remote or difficult-to-reach areas, making it an invaluable pollinator of native plants. The Karoo bee also produces distinct, flavourful honey, shaped by the unique flora of its environment. With a genetic diversity that enhances its adaptability, the Karoo bee is not only essential to the ecosystem and testament to nature's  ingenuity in the face of adversity, they are crucial for survival of this region’s plant species. They help maintain the genetic diversity of the plants that sustain our wildlife.

Without a healthy bee population, many of these plants would fail to reproduce, leading to a breakdown in biodiversity and collapse of the food chain. Bees are integral to agriculture in general, but Karoo bees are crucial to the delicate balance of the Coup biosphere as they have the ability to adjust to nature itself - they are the very future of our Coup ecosystems.

Now I understand why my dad, who is allergic to bee sting, did it anyway. The colony on the farm, decades later, is thriving after it moves into the stone games room while we were  unaware. They found an old couch and made themselves really comfortable and their gregarious gratitude hums all day long. We need to move them, because I've seen them attack! 

So therefore we harvest honey from time to time. Not me, but someone hot allergic to bee-sting which includes a few of the family.

Even though I mainly use this dressing for my springbuck and beef carpaccio dishes, I also use it on freshly caught dorado. This sauce combined with excellent quality produce is a winner. So having it on standby, is a great addition to your personal pantry. It can be kept for weeks - it just gets better. And how easy to make.

Ingredients (for a serving of 2)
6 tablespoons of Extra Virgin Olive Oil (freshly pressed of course)
2 tablespoons of good quality Soya sauce (I use Kikkoman)
1 tablespoon of honey
1 clove of garlic, peeled and finely chopped

Optional
1 teaspoon of finger, peeled and finely chopped.

Mix all the ingredients together and season to taste. This is dark secret sauce - too tasty to be so simple.



































6. Farmy “Pistou”

The Story

I grew up on Redro. 

In the 1970s, "fish paste" was a South African staple—simple, affordable, and packed with umami. Redro was the brand everyone knew, thanks to its iconic TV ad where a little boy called everything he loved "wedwo." It quickly became a lunchbox favourite, despite its humble appearance and distinctive scent that made opening your lunch a bit... awkward.

Redro holds a special place in my memories, but as I grew older, I discovered similar tastes abroad. In France, I found Pistou—a vibrant Provençal sauce made with basil, garlic, anchovies, and olive oil. It brought a bold punch of flavor to everything from bread to pasta. And the more anchovy, the more redro I would taste - but the sheer charm of chunky chopped freshness came Putanesca, a zesty Italian sauce, equally packed with umami and just as satisfying.

Both draw from Mediterranean roots, transforming simple ingredients into something extraordinary—reminding me of that retro paste from back in the day. Inspired, I started making my own version—“farmy pesto” that would hit that umami craving. With homegrown basil, garlic, and our own olive oil, I added anchovies for depth and found myself hooked on the fresh, herbaceous flavours of Pistou.

These ingredients create powerful layers of flavour in so many dishes. They bring a sense of connection, grounding me in the simple joys of fresh, homegrown produce and highlighting the harmonious links between cultures. 

And, true to form, I added my own twist—a little “bit of this and that”—creating something that resembles a cheeky Putanesca, the ultimate “whore’s pasta,” perfect for when you need a satisfying meal in between activities.

I adore both of these dishes and make them pantry staples. No fuss, just bold flavours that provoke the palate. Enjoy, and don’t overthink it.

Usually I start with a Pistou, which quickly elevates anything it is dipped in or sauced with harmonious zing. Converting the Pistou to Putanesca is my own progression and a mere suggestion for a lovely pasta lunch.

Pistou

The Ingredients:

3 cloves of garlic
Leaves of 1 bunch of basil
10 ml extra virgin olive oil
8 anchovies

Instructions:

Place all the ingredients, except the olive oil, in a food processor or pesal and mortar and chop roughly. I don't add the oil until after, as I try retain the oil flavour as is, not allowing the heat to infuse too much.

Bottle it carefully and label - wedwo,, pesto or pistou. Next time the visitors pop in, drizzle over:
Toast, chopped tomatoes, tuna (tin or fresh-  fresh preferably), cold steak, eggs, and well, just about “everything you love”.

Putanesca 

The name "puttanesca" and the story behind it are as colourful and flavourful as the sauce itself.

Some historians also suggest that puttanesca may have been born out of the need to use up leftover or pantry staples after World War II. In this version, the name could simply be a playful or cheeky reference to a no-frills, hearty meal that didn’t require expensive or rare ingredients. It was made with accessible, long-lasting items like canned tomatoes, olives, and anchovies, ideal for anyone struggling to make a full meal with limited resources. That would seem the case for our nostalgic Redro - a working class bold and pungent wonder.

Making puttanesca is simple and quick, yet the flavors are bold and complex. Here’s a basic recipe to get you started:

Ingredients:

- 3 tablespoons olive oil
- 4 cloves garlic, thinly sliced
- 6-8 anchovy fillets (packed in oil), chopped
- 1/4 teaspoon red pepper flakes (adjust to taste)
- 1 can (400g) whole tomatoes (or crushed, if preferred)
- 1/2 cup Kalamata olives, pitted and chopped
- 2 tablespoons capers, drained
- Salt and pepper, to taste
- Fresh parsley, chopped (for garnish)
- Optional: Fresh basil or grated Parmesan (for serving)

Instructions:

Make the sauce:
In a large pan, heat the olive oil over medium heat.
Add the sliced garlic and sauté for about 1 minute, just until fragrant (be careful not to burn it).
Add the chopped anchovies and red pepper flakes. Cook, stirring occasionally, until the anchovies begin to dissolve into the oil, about 2 minutes.
Add tomatoes and simmer.
Stir in the canned tomatoes (breaking them up with a spoon if using whole tomatoes) and let them cook for about 10 minutes, allowing the sauce to thicken slightly and the flavours to meld.
   
Finish the sauce
Add the chopped olives and capers, stirring to combine. Taste and adjust seasoning with salt and pepper if needed. Let the sauce simmer for an additional 2-3 minutes.

Now you can add the drained pasta or gnocchi to the sauce, tossing to coat. If the sauce seems too thick, add a splash of the reserved pasta water to loosen it up.

Serve hot, garnished with fresh parsley (and optionally basil or Parmesan). 

















7. Bell Pepper Drizzle

I have taken the liberty of naming this sauce "The Art of Simplicity"

The essence of simplicity in food, for me, comes from living directly, letting nature speak for itself. When you strip away the distractions, you begin to see just how much is already there. 

One weekend, during what seemed like a simple task—harvesting olives from our 400-strong grove—lead to  an epiphany. I’ll never forget my first full olive harvest at Kruisvallei, with my dad leading the way, all while letting me believe I was in charge. A clever maneuvre. He must have known that the feeling of pride from bold and purposeful pursuit of a vision, would forever be cemented in my core, once I had fully experienced a harvest.Yes he knew, that the grind of the ground and the contentment of what was created, would forever bond me to the farm in a manner that would preserve his legacy for his grandchildren he absolutely adored.

That weekend, many years ago, my children were still young, there we were—three generations: Oupa, myself, and my kids—working side by side to bring his vision to life. 

The experience was filled with action and driven by precision of planning as these four days began at dawn and ended only when the sun dipped behind the Karoo koppies in pink hues. Harvesting the olives required meticulous management to be picked in time for pressing, avoiding possible fermentation and compromising the quality of the oil. 

It was a family effort. My mom, ensuring the pickers from the local community felt valued, treated them and their children to generous meals throughout the day. Her casual chats during her check-ins weren’t just idle conversation; she was the real farmer of the family. Though my dad took the spotlight, she quietly orchestrated the operations from behind the scenes with effortless ease, rooted in a pedigree of farming that she rarely acknowledged. 

At the end of each harvest, we'd load the Land Cruiser with crates of olives, and my dad, with my son, would head off early to Beaufort West. There, a state-of-the-art olive press from Italy was installed at the Hugo Brummer School, a project initiated by the headmaster, a former farmer who wanted to raise funds for the school. It was a beautiful story—one of resilience and ingenuity, captured in the saying we have in Afrikaans: *'n boer maak 'n plan* (“A farmer makes a plan”).

It was at this press that I first tasted our olive oil as it poured a silky, green, peppery oil into a glass. In that moment I came to fully appreciate that my dad was living proof that if you can dream it, you can do it - he was unstoppable in his self-belief. If he envisioned something, he made it real. And so it was with the olive grove. 

A few weeks later, we would collect the spoils and it tasted full of life. Just like him.

He used to say he was "a man from the olive tree," as our family name, Oliver, implied. Inspired by a assumed helotage, he made it happen. We all thought he was a bit crazy—planting 400 olive trees where the effort far outweighed the reward. But every year, we enjoyed the most exquisite olive oil, and that became his quiet testament to the power of determination. Until that harvest, I hadn't fully appreciated the drive behind it and shifted my understanding of what he had built.

As the fresh oil made its way into bottles, I was struck by something unexpected. I had always imagined olive oil to be golden yellow, but what emerged was green—like the earth itself. It was a burst of nature in liquid form, the colour of the trees, the soil, and all the life that gave itself to produce it.

The taste was peppery, earthy, and pure—an expression of the land. It felt like the earth had whispered its secrets through the beauty of simplicity. It was a revelation. From that point on, I sought that purity in my cooking—a return to nature, to the essence of food as it was meant to be. The olive oil marked the beginning of my quest for simplicity.

This quest led me to bell peppers. Like olive oil, bell peppers are simple in their elegance. There’s nothing forced or complicated about them; their natural sweetness, crispness, and vibrant colour are enough. They represent nature’s balance and offer a story of their own—one that stretches across continents. Native to the Americas, bell peppers were cultivated by indigenous peoples long before they reached Europe and the rest of the world. 

Working with bell peppers is an exercise in honouring their sweetness, especially in the yellow variety that lends itself to fresh salsas and salads. The red peppers, richer and fruitier, enhance Mediterranean dishes like roasted pepper soup and meze. 

Bell peppers, like olive oil, are also packed with nutrition—vitamin C, antioxidants, and fiber—all reminders that food doesn’t need to be complicated to nourish us. The purity of bell peppers is a direct connection between the earth and our plates. Just like the first taste of green olive oil, each bite feels like a return to something real, something essential.

There’s also a beautiful harmony between bell peppers and their spicier relatives—chilies. The mild sweetness of bell peppers balances the heat of chilli peppers, creating a dynamic interplay of flavors. This is the simplicity I seek in my cooking: balance. Not one flavour overpowering another, but each ingredient contributing to the whole in its own way.

Ultimately, what I learned from that olive harvest is a lesson I carry with me every time I cook: there is incredible power in simplicity. Whether it’s in the vibrant green of freshly pressed olive oil, the subtle sweetness of a bell pepper, or the balance of flavour's in a dish, food speaks to us when we allow it to be what it is. Nature’s beauty doesn’t need embellishment; sometimes, it’s enough to taste what’s there. And when you do, you realise that the simplest things—the ones that come directly from the land—are often the most profound.

As I grew older, my curiosity about food deepened, leading me on a journey into the broader world of flavors, science, and agriculture. But no matter how intellectual my pursuits became, my instincts remained grounded in simplicity—the belief that the true essence of a dish lies in its ingredients and that nature’s genius does the work. 

This path led me to explore not just food, but the stories behind the ingredients, their origins, and their cultural significance. My childhood connection to the Karoo fuelled this fascination, and I became increasingly drawn to the landscapes that sustain us. I began to unravel the histories that shaped how we consume food, the balance between honouring tradition and adapting to modern realities of nutrition and sustainability.

Through this pursuit, I’ve uncovered countless stories, but some moments—like the first taste of olive oil—remain etched in my memory. One such moment came through a serendipitous encounter with a chef who taught me a recipe that embodied everything I cherish about food: simple, elegant flavours brought to life with understated techniques.

This recipe is a tribute to the beauty of simplicity as narrated by nature. For me, the spirit of the yellow bell pepper is encountered, vibrant and floral, and vibrant with vitality and mild sweetness.

Recipe

Ingredients
1large yellow bell pepper cored and roughly chopped 
½ cup quality evoo 
¼ cup white wine vinegar
½ cup water
¼ white sugar
pinch of salt

Method
Place chopped bell peppers in a pan with the olive oil.
Cook on medium for about 5 minutes just to achieve a yellow colouring and infusion - don't boil or fry.
Add all the other ingredients and slow cook until reduced to half of liquid.
Let it cool.
Liquidise in a blender until smooth.
Refrigerate for salads, cold meat dishes, or drizzle over vegetables.

This sauce is special as it is unexpected in taste, rarely served and a fantastic  showcase of your appreciation for quality of ingredients. Its in a league of its own - and says more about your character than that of your guest.






















































8.Lime and Thyme Cordial

I’ve always had a deep, almost reverential relationship with the produce I worked with on the farm—of course, I did. So much effort, respect, and love go into cultivating it, that it’s impossible not to think about it in a way that’s almost spiritual. It’s a kind of gratitude that’s shaped by the soil, the sweat, and the seasons. The citrus fruits on Kruisvallei—those limes, lemons, and oranges—were especially meaningful to me. They were the fruits of my father’s labor, and the trees he made happen through his passion. He harvested with so much pride and always generously and freely handed out bags of citrus to his sisters, and his kids. We took it for granted then, and today, i look back at his actions as pure love - it was so much more than fruit - he just gave his heart so freely to those he loved. I done think its possible to describe his unconditional generosity - after all, he placed heart and soul into a small grove, investing all his time and money, and gave it all away. Who does that? 

Looking back, I connect with him in some way, honouring his efforts and his love for the land. And so, I matched his love with my own. It was the least I could do. I respected his work by making what my talents could.

Growing up on my ouma’s farm, things were simple. We had fresh juice, or sometimes just water. But I’ll always remember the "bola" she’d make for parties—she’d take all her fruit, some canned fruit, mix it with sugar, water, and soda. I think that was a bit of a show, though. She’d always get convinced by the older cousins to spike it, and honestly, I think she enjoyed that part more than they did.

But on Kruisvallei, things were different. I wasn’t just a child anymore; after my dad got ill, and i was managing the farm, I was now my dad, Ouma and Oupa, and the one overseeing the labor, entertaining guests, and caring for my own children.

Hydration was always on my mind, and naturally, water became my go-to. I’ve always been grateful for the abundance of clean water on the farm—a true gift, even if the city folk didn’t appreciate it. The high lime content in the water left them thirsty after a drink, and their snide comments about it drove me a bit mad. But it was my playground, and I decided to play.

With the next generation of Kruisvallei farmers growing up, I saw how much they craved sugary drinks like Oros or Seven Up, those bright, artificial drinks they’d see the workers bring to the farm. I didn’t want to give them that. I wanted to offer them something healthier—something homemade and refreshing.

Turning fresh orange juice into anything other than juice felt like a betrayal to me—it was sacred, its natural sweetness too pure to alter. But lemons, well, lemons were a different story. They were everywhere, used in everything from savoury dishes to sweets. I became a bit of a "lemon Scrooge," always looking for ways to make the most of them in the kitchen—dressings, marinades, cakes. I couldn’t bear to waste a single one. But when I started working with limes, I realised they had so much more to offer than just a squeeze over food now and then. I wanted them to shine.

It all started simply: fresh citrus juice, sugar, and water. But as I worked with it more, I realised how a few simple ingredients could come together to create something extraordinary. And that’s when thyme found its way into the mix. For me, thyme is the quiet hero, a herb that brings depth without demanding attention.

After countless attempts, I finally arrived at a recipe I truly loved. It’s simple—there’s no cooking or boiling involved. And when served with ice and sparkling water, it’s just perfect. Here’s the recipe:

Lime and Thyme Cordial

Ingredients:
- 15 limes  
- Finely grated zest of all the limes  
- Juice of the limes  
- 1 tablespoon fresh thyme leaves  

Instructions:

1. Weigh the lime juice you’ve extracted and add an equal amount of sugar to the juice. Mix in 2 tablespoons of lime zest.
2. Let the sugar dissolve at room temperature, outside the fridge.  
3. Once the sugar has dissolved, you can choose whether to add the thyme leaves now or leave them out. I like to add them in, letting the thyme infuse into the mixture overnight in the fridge.  
4. The next day, strain the mixture if you prefer a cleaner liquid. Otherwise, serve it as is, with the thyme leaves still in.
5. To serve, mix the cordial with sparkling water over ice, and garnish with a sprig of thyme.

This drink has become something of a ritual for me. It’s simple, refreshing, and a tribute to my father’s unconditional labor of love and generosity - I salute you dad, one glass at a time. 














































Chapter 6

Sweets - preview

1.Malvapudding

The Story

This is the sweetheart of South African desserts. How could it not be a nations darling? It basically consists of butter, cream and sugar. On repeat. There are no words to describe its taste despite its visual seemingly unflattering look. But, I have yet to serve it without gasps and gestures of sheer delight.

The Malvapudding apparently arrived with the Dutch settlers. The word Malva, refers to a spongy soft sweet but I honestly I do not quite get the connection The only thing that matters here, is that it is on menus all over South Africa and even made badly, it never disappoints - that seems to be a connection of sorts. The magic always happens with a Malva, but to get it perfect, I have learnt a few homegrown tricks. 

The local debate with Malvapudding is, what do you serve it with. Many opt for custard, some cream and ice cream also softens the serve. I enjoy it just like it is. My sugar gauge breaks when I add anything more to this timeless work of art.  But food is personal, and therefore you do what you do.

I learnt a huge deal from serving this dish to guests that booked for one of my first ever quintessential Sunday lunches. I knew I had serious patrons when the questioning commenced. I started praying like the pope for the day to end. But what was done was done and there was no turning back. The question I will never forget, “which recipe do you use to make your Malva?” I frowned a bit and must have looked super confused. Because I was. Truth be told, at that stage, I was adapting my cooking as I pleased, never documenting any changes or tweaks, just going with intuition. Surrounded by recipe books, I honestly could not recall which recipe I had read or used and why the Malva turned out better than ever. So I giggled, finding it all somewhat amusing, and said, “I have no idea”. What a terrible answer!

Thinking back, I still cringe, and was completely amazed when I got a resounding thumbs up review. Truth be told, that was and is how I cook. It epitomises my past and journey with food. I grew up having to either make it up or making it work. Ingredients were not always available on the farm not in the fridge and on top of this, I had my own ideas of how I wanted it to taste and look. So, this way of cooking became my default. Even living in a library of cook book rarely prevents me from following a single recipe to the T. To the T for  me means, doing it my way and always playing with food.

From this day on, a much more challenging journey started and finally resulted in a book. After all the devourable dishes I managed to magically master, I had to start again. So much time has been spent on figuring it all out, or recalling my adaptations and how and what I did with my past dishes. With this dessert, I spent days testing baking dishes, various sugars, at which stage to sauce, how long to bake it or to how to cool down, and what to use to ensure the sauce absorbs evenly and doesn’t sag in the centre. And at long last, here it is.

Intuitive cooking comes with loads of fun, and I am so grateful that that is how my love affair for food started.  The failure to achieve consistency was the lesson I learnt later being challenged by eager and appreciative people.

I gratefully dedicate this recipe to Ian and his charming guests.

The Recipe

Preheat the over to 180c

The batter ingredients
1 egg
250 ml brown sugar
15 ml smooth apricot jam
250 ml cake flour
5 ml bicarbonate of soda
Pinch of salt
15 ml butter
5 ml vinegar
125 ml milk
125 ml cream

The sauce ingredients
250 ml white sugar
180 g butter
125 ml milk
125 ml cream
125 ml hot water

Use a solid heavy ovenproof baking dish. Butter the inside thoroughly.
Beat the egg first and then add sugar until pale and fluffy, then add the jam. The consistency at all times needs to be free of lumpy textures.
In a separate bowl, sift the flour, bicarbonate of soda and salt together. Mix well.
In a separate cup, melt the butter and vinegar together.
In a measuring jug, combine the milk and cream, and give it a swirl.
Now, while beating slowly, add flour mix and milk mixture to the egg mixture and alternate 4 times at least. Again, make sure no clumps form.
Once you reach a smooth consistency, add the butter vinegar liquid and give the batter a last thorough whisk.

Bake for 60 minutes.

While its baking, place all the sauce ingredients in a pot and melt at medium heat until it forms a creamy consistency and all sugars have dissolved and well combined with the milk and cream. this sauce needs to be lukewarm when it is time to cover the cake in sauce.

Once the the Malva bake is brown and cooked through, use a sharp skewer to insert multiple small holes in the cake and then pour over the sauce. I ensure that I do this as the pudding has reached the end of its baking time and pierce and pour straight after.

The I place the dish back into a cooling oven by just switch off the oven and leaving the cake in the oven to cool.

This is a great dessert to bake before and warm up on a hot tray - yes I am still in hot tray stage. There is no need to refrigerate, in fact, rather don't as this might cause a collapse in the centre of the bake.

This dessert is so sugary that it can be kept outside, covered with cling wrap with one hole in the middle until ready to warm up.
























2. Lemon Meringue

The Story

Lemon Meringue is like family. Delicious yet dangerous. This “bake” is the purest representation of all that I love: my kids, farming and nature.

I cannot count how many times I have made this dish.  At the outset, it is deceivingly uncomplicated, but pay attention to the particulars of the produce. The filling is best made from fresh farm eggs, and lots of it, fresh lemon juice, and not too much of that, and then loads of faith believing that the ingredients will do what it does best. You really don’t have to force anything.

This bake was most often made on our farm Kruisvallei. We had the fresh ingredients right there and “Tiekie we Winkel”, the “algemene handelaar” always had condensed milk and tennis biscuits. More often than not, we could also find farm butter tucked away in the back fridge, packaged in baking parchment with a handwritten sticker reading “plaasbotter” - sometimes cheaper than margarine, but not anymore. Now, when we had Daisy, our Guernsey cow, well, that was just a whole new level of butter. But she disappeared as the public roadworks came to completion and Daisy butter was no more.

The only time we veered from this recipe was at the insistence of my audacious daughter. With her unwavering sense of taste and style, long skinny legs firmly planted in my worn and torn farm boots, she announced that “the meringue was not for her”. So she made sans meringue lemon meringue - and aced this recipe time and again.

Olivia and her friend Sanne couldn’t wait to have the farm kitchen all to themselves and I would just leave them, nonchalantly popping in, just in case something was on fire. First, these two rampant cowgirls would basket-up for the eggs, impatiently climbing over the fence to get to the lemon trees and triumphantly re-entering through the iconic “skewe” sage green, back door with their spoils.

Laughter filled the house as these two applied full force crushing biscuits in a plastic bag, banging away with a rolling pin. The sighs of relief and celebratory cheers with every successful separation of eggs, and the clanging of pots and utensils as they dropped onto the cement floor - all offering live entertainment to the rest of us. It was both a majestic success and devastating kitchen mess - every single time.

This memory is one of my fondest as it not only introduced a fourth generation of cooking Karoo woman but to this day I can hear their laughter - every mommy’s happy space. In fact, my entire food journaling was inspired by Olivia. This journey of cooking, writing and living my passion beyond my own space started with her words “mommy, why don’t you just cook?” Initially, I just wanted to leave her with a fourth generation recipe book, but her conviction convinced me to go passionately about my new found career and recipes became stories untold to date.

Thank you darling Lolly.

The Recipe

Preheat oven To 180c

Crust ingredients:
1 packet of tennis biscuits 
250 grams of butter melted
2 Tsp of sugar
½ Tsp of cinnamon
Crush the biscuits and melt the butter. Mix all the ingredients to from a firm crust consistency. I use a spring foam pan and line it with baking parchment before compacting the crust firmly on the base and half way up the sides. Bake for 10 minutes and let it cool down.

Filling:
½ cup fresh lemon juice
2 tins of condensed milk 
5 eggs separated (yolks for the filling and whites for the meringue topping)
Mix all the ingredients together and pour into the cooled crust. Bake for 15 minutes. Let it cool down.

The meringue:
Whisk the whites until soft peaks start forming. Add ½ cup of caster sugar and 2ml cream of tartar. Beat until the sugar has dissolved and a shiny meringue forms. Dollop the meringue onto the base and filling and place back in the oven for 10 minutes or until peaks start turning light brown.

Let it cool before serving. If you need to make this a day in advance, I suggest you only add the meringue to bake before serving as it tends to become “gooey” in the fridge.















































3.Sonkamer Cake - Orange and Almond Cake

The Story

A friend once asked me, “T, why do people in the Karoo love preserving fruits and eat it with everything even meat?” In shock, I replied, “Have you ever tried to grow something in the Karoo?” That just about sums it up.

Fruits in the Karoo are deemed divine sanctions.  Produce was only bestowed on those who persevered and prayed a lot. If you were successful, you ate it, there and then. If you had more than you could consume, you shared it, juiced it, prepped the peels for the pot, the pips for seedlings and the pulp became puddings and preserves. And when you were doing it solo, the whole lot became a rambunctious rendition used in fruitcakes masked by all spice and matured in brandy until Christmas. And if that was not enough, the Christmas cake would be frozen for toasted treats when the figs were ripe, adding a honey, nuts and fresh jersey cream. Nothing went to waste especially not if you’ve risked everything, braving weather and all the crawlIes hoping for, at best, an unpredictable outcome.

Both my grandparents’ and our farm produced plenty of oranges and lemons during the winter months. The picking and packing process produced a natural perfume of zest bestowed by a mere touch. Then there were prickly pears and pomegranates too. So no flu survived all these naturally consumed vitamins.

I had an extensive vegetable garden on our farm in Kruisvallei, trying out all sorts of different varieties or fruits, nuts and vegetables, I can honestly say, it is a labour of love and the slightest hint of budding, flowering, or growth was meticulously monitored during early morning strolls coffee in hand. “Leiwater and sluise” were checked routinely unless the weather changed and rain was expected, demanding decisive action and a frenzy of digging.

My dad, the ever optimist, researched and experimented with all sort of seeds and edibles on the farm, and I witnessed in astonishment, how he willed these fruits into wellbeing. Nature seemed to love his enthusiasm, blessing our farm with many annual harvests of almonds, olives, prickly pears, figs, beans, onions and garlic. It was a “petit plaas” in as far as Karoo farms go,  but the abundance of pleasure was plenty.

In years gone by, I researched many ideas around cooking with oranges. Very few beat “Japie se Gunsteling” in capturing the essence of a farmy orange pudding. But as far as cakes, nuts and nutrition is concerned, I finally found this to be my favourite orange cake. Using ground almonds for a nutty gluten free result and cinnamon to add substance to the zestiness. In this particular cake, we boil oranges, and use fruit pulp for a distinctive flavour.

This cake can be refrigerated and lasts a good week if well sealed. Obviously it can be spruced up - drizzle with rosemary infused warm honey, or smother it in cream cheese icing. Or, if you have a great cognac, go for it. Chocolate pairs well with oranges, but in this case, the cinnamon flavours are subtle and delicious and the cake is just beautiful as is.

The basic batter, without the orange pulp can be used in many ways. But we will chat about this later. I love bakes that offer an opportunity to be creative, and allows me to play with what I’ve got - in the fridge or on the farm. It is after all the nature of creation.

This cake reminds me of Boris and my knee jerk response to his question. Boris just burst out in laughter at his crazed Karoo, overly opinionated and unfiltered friend.

The Recipe 

Preheat the oven to 180 oC

Basic batter ingredients:
6 eggs
550 g sugar
1 teaspoon baking powder
550g ground almonds
10g cinnamon

For the pulp:
2 large sweet oranges

For the lime mascarpone:
Zest and juice of 2 small limes
250g mascarpone

To make
Place the 2 oranges (whole) into a pot, cover with water and simmer for an hour, making sure the water is changes at least 3 times during simmering to remove bitterness. Slice in half and remove the soft pulp with a spoon, removing the pips. Place in blender and and pulp mixture.

Butter and flour 2 springform tins. ( I sometimes use ⅔ for the cake and the rest as little muffinny treats that I can decorate).
Beat the eggs and 500g of the sugar until pale and thick. Combine the baking powder, ground almonds and cinnamon and stir in until smooth and well mixed. gently fond in the orange purée and pour into the prepared tins and bake for at least 60 minutes for 2 cakes or 80 minutes if taking the big cake option. Muffins are to be baked until a skewer comes out clean.
Turn of the oven, open the door and let the cakes cool in the oven.

For the topping, mix the mascarpone or cream cheese with the lime zest, juice and the sugar.

And that is it. Decorate and mix and match and play.

































4.Raaiseltert

The Story

This is a very old recipe my mom made for her sweet tooth, pig tailed and plump daughter. Well, I guess that is the reason for the plump. My memory of Raaiseltert dates back to when I was too little to see what was happening on top of the stove. All I knew, it was the best Kelloggs meal ever and I recognised the box followed by the aromas of caramel and custard.

This tart is so aptly named, as the word “raaisel” in Afrikaans means a “guess” or “puzzle”. Tasting it, one doesn't really know what you are eating and as it turns out, it is a kinda caramel custard. 

On relooking this recipe, a whole new “raaisel” unraveled as none of my attempts tasted like my moms. I thought maybe it was just a sweet memory that played on my tastebuds, or perhaps there were different versions and I just had to keep looking for that “one”! After a few attempts, I figured it out - yellow sugar? That was not like mom - nope, she was a grab and go cook. But her flair for food was there, even though she pretended to not care.

Being a busy woman raising kids, teaching and doing her master’s in Afrikaans poetry, she was also a master of multitasking and could “cook” up a meal in her own, secretly simple way and well done mom as your “raaisel” turned out to be a challenging - a bit like you.

How do I like I using it? The filling is so versatile and can be used on pavlova’s, tartlet filling, ice cream sauce, or layered cake filling. Mix, match and play with it. As we say in Afrikaans - “dit is vir die soet tand”.

The Recipe

Preheat the oven to 140 oC

Ingredients for the crust

4 cups of cornflakes or 2!/2 packets of tennis biscuits (which I prefer)
100ml melted butter
25ml white sugar

Crumb the cornflakes.
Mix in the melted butter and the sugar.
Cover the baking tin with the crust evenly using a spoon.
Place in the fridge for at least 10 minutes.

Ingredients for the filling

500 ml boiling water
500 ml brown sugar
25 ml butter
4 eggs, separated
25 ml cold water
50 ml custard powder
5 ml cinnamon
This dish can be served as is or the meringue topping can be added. I serve as is after a day of refrigeration.

For the meringue, the egg white beaten with
75ml castor sugar
A pinch of salt

Mix the boiling water and sugar on medium heat. Let it cook.
Beat the yokes and cold water till well blended and add the custard powder. Blend well.
Stir the cooked ingredients slowly into the egg mixture and let it cook for 1 minute.
Add the salt and essence. Let it cool down.
Add the filling to the crust.

For the meringue finish
Beat the egg whites and the castor sugar until a stiff meringue forms.
Dollop spoons of the meringue on top of the tart.
Bake in a the oven until the meringue until golden brown.





















































5. Conversation tarts - Hertzoggies

The Story

Hertzoggies have a fascinating origin not that one would be able to find a concise answer to its origin but many known recipes resembling are similar tartlets found around the world. Be so proud South African my dad loved these tots, also called Hertzoggies or Jan Smutsies. now politics has never been my pudding of choice so I was intrigued to delve deeper into all its facts and origin and heritage of this simple little delight and then decide what to go with my recipe and what to name it it turns out that there are many precesses to the pastry.

Klappertart, Dutch influenced Indonesian thought made from coconut, flour, butter and sugar is one of them however no apricot jam. The Bakewell tart, is an English tart made with shortcrust pastry show, jam, frangipane and flaked almonds. It is named of the town Bakewell in Derbyshire. Now we move onto the frangipane zone and we came across the name of the 16th century Italian nobleman coldMarquis Muzio Frangipane, who invented an almond scented fragrance. But the fringe like playing for a sweet almond flavour custard which is the common ingredient in the pastries or so-called inverted commas conversation tarts” Jésuite and Pithivier, as they are referred to today.

I love that word: conversation tarts, because that is exactly what they are and what they are all about.

So our Hertzoggies more than likely was a local interpretation of both the Dutch and the English charts that would make sense given our past history.

Don’t get me wrong, I enjoy a good Hertzoggies. But having spent many holidays in France, I’ve come to adore the fringe patisserie and specifically these conversation tarts. And this is where I find myself debating.

So I’ve taken the liberty of reinventing a Hertzoggies and returning to the frangipane, Dutch Indonesian tropical coconut flavour and a dash of the jam found in the Bakewell tart.

I also love the name conversation thoughts because that is exactly what happened when we ate them. We used to have them with tea and sometime mid morning or late afternoon and generally it would be a matter of chatting greeting people and just having a warm conversational afternoon, so I will call my dad‘s conversation tarts.

We start with a home-made shortcrust pastry, being less perfectionist than the regions and definitely showing our plaasing skills rather than Parisian patisserie skills - after all this is a local invention and we were much more humbled in the way we cook food on the farm. We were still the Italian honour and add frangipani as of first layer of filling, and bake. The second layer introduces the Bakewell heritage by adding home-made apricot jam after which this tart is topped off with an Indo Dutch coconut meringue.

This version is a true reflection of the hertiage of the Hertzoggie And makes for more a elegant and tasty tartlet compared to the old school recipe we have become accustomed too. It combines the flare of a Parisian tart, the fragrance of the Italian flavour, the sweetness of the Bakewell bake and iconic coconut topping introduced by the Dutch. I little more work goes a long way to making the ultimate Hertzoggie.

However, I offer options to my recipe because taste is personal and you might want to create a version or versions of it just to get the guessing and  conversations going.
The recipe

(24 tartlets bases)

Ingredients
300 grams cake flour
3 tablespoons icing sugar
200 grains cold butter (cut into blocks)
1 large egg yolk
1 tablespoon chilled water

To make 
I like to use a porcelain bowl for this process as it skips the step of having to flour a surface and waste flour for the kneading. The quantities are perfect and the porcelain perfectly allows all the ingredients to combine so as not to leave anything behind.

Mix the icing sugar and flour. Rub the cold butter into the mix by hand until it resembles breadcrumbs. Add the water and the yolk to the dough and knead gently until it is combined. Wrap it in clingfilm and refrigerate until needed. 

I freeze my dough and take it out whenever I’m under the pump to produce a quick delight.

To bake
I tear or cut baking paper into 1 cm strips and lay out crosses it inside a muffin tin to ease these babies out of the pan when baked. 
Scoop 1½ tablespoon of dough into each and using your fingers line out the bottom thinly and evenly. Prick the pastries with a fork and blind bake for 10 mins at 180C until golden brown.
Try not to be so concerned about the perfect look - imperfection is endearing and homely. Let it cool.

Now you can fill these pastries with a multiple of differing tastes. Here are a few suggestions, but playing with your own palates is what cooking is all about. 

Filling these babies are easy. You can apply almost any dessert recipe to these pastries. I recommend:
Chocolate almond filling - see page
The lemon meringue  - see page
Cheesecake - see page
Milktart - see page
Caramel - see page

One of my personal favourite fillings is pure almond paste and this is how you make it:
125 gram butter
½ cup of castor sugar
1½ cups of ground almonds
1 tsp of vanilla pod or almond essence
2 tbsp of flour
200grams of flaked almonds
Beat the butter and sugar until creamy.
Add a teaspoon of vanilla pods or almond essence or both
Stir in the ground almonds and flour.
Bake at 180c for 20 - 25 minutes.

The dads favourite filling would resemble a Hertzoggie - a truly traditional South African treat, but I use this crunchier and lighter crust as opposed to the more traditional “old school” pastry.
2 egg whites
1 cup of sugar
2 cups desiccated coconut 
150 ml homemade apricot jam
Beat the egg white till fluffy and slowly add the sugar. Then fold in the coconut.
Add a tablespoon of jam to the casing and top with the whites.
Bake at 180C for 20-25 minutes.

The most fabulous version of this is my own creation. It is a contemporary take on the Hertzoggie, with a more tropical take. It’s taking both fillings as described above and turning it into an absolute treat. I bake the almond tart first and let it cool. Then I scoop tablespoon of coconut topping. And bake again
























































Love Overs

One recipe added as an example of content, tone and direction.

Dorper Skilpaadjies Pate

Skilpaadjies are iconic. It’s a taste of South African Karoo “plaasing” culture.  It’s so simple, yet involves so  much love spanning farming, tradition, lifestyle and history. And in order to appreciate it, vast storytelling and lessons in “karoo” speak is required.

We start with the name: Translated to English the name merely describes the appearance of these delectable parcels, and the word skilpaadjie means “little tortoise's”. But no, it’s not a tortoise and I say that quite hastily as tortoises locally, and especially in the Karoo are rare finds and a proudly protected species. 

What I am talking about is a doted delicacy, prepared whenever we slaughter lamb on the farm. These fresh lambs liver parcels, wrapped in caul fat and held together with a rosemary twig, would disappear as quickly as they appeared from the kitchen.

We nicknamed them “hart-aanvalletjies” (little heart attacks) as we all knew, it was the flavorful grilled lamb caul fat that made it so dangerously scrumptious. We would ease our conscience with a more digestible “iron-clad” derivative of the truth of what we were really devouring. We also didn’t fuss about what we ate it with - it never even made it onto a plate. Never mind farm to fork - It was grid to guzzle!

Skilpaadjies were originally primarily consumed by the local farming communities and farm labour as it was referred to as offal - organ meats or intestines, deemed less desirable meat cuts and often given away. Even though I grew up loving offal, curried or not, it wasn’t really presented to visitors. It was for family and mainly close friends - unless the visitors knew how delicious it really was, and if they could stomach the smells of it being prepped and cooked. Offal for most remain an acquired taste still in many parts of South Africa. But skilpaadjies eventually gained more fame and popularity.

On the farm, the liver was always treated with reverence—sacred even—and never wasted. We’d slice it into chunks, lightly seasoning it with just salt and pepper, then wrap it in caul fat, the thin, lacy membrane that encases the intestines. A fresh sprig of rosemary would be carefully woven through the sides of the “netvet,” as we called it—caul fat that looked like a fine mesh—securing the liver in place. Then, onto the grid it went, sizzling over the coals. As the fat rendered, it soaked into the liver, turning the meat succulent, while the outside crisped up into a glorious, crackling fatty layer. The flavours of the Karoo were packed into those little parcels of magic. Jislaaik! (OMG!)
Liver wrapped in caul fat isn’t a novel concept; it’s a traditional technique that has existed in many cultures long before our beloved skilpaadjies came to be. Across the world, people have used this method to preserve moisture and add richness to meats, especially organ meats like liver. The caul fat, prized for its ability to tenderise, retain flavour, and keep the dish moist, is a staple in numerous culinary traditions.
In French cuisine, caul fat is used in sausages like saucisse de Toulouse and saucisson de foie gras, helping to bind together the finely minced meats and offal. It imparts a delicate, fatty texture, while retaining moisture during cooking. Italians, too, use it in dishes like salsiccia di fegato, the famous Tuscan and Sicilian liver sausages. In Spain, particularly in Catalonia, butifarra—a traditional sausage made with liver—often benefits from the tenderising power of caul fat.

In the Middle East, caul fat is sometimes used to wrap meats for grilling, such as in Turkey’s kuzu ciğer, while in the UK and Ireland, it finds its place in black pudding and white pudding, two iconic dishes made from offal. Across the world, from South America to Africa, caul fat is used to add richness to sausages, especially in rural areas where traditional methods endure.

Even in South Africa, though we don’t always use caul fat in sausages, it occasionally wraps our liverwors, especially when cooked over a braai. The fat helps keep the sausage moist and flavourful, just as it has for centuries. And yet, no matter how many variations of liver I’ve tasted—from calves to springbok to kudu—nothing compares to a Dorper Karoo Skilpaadjie. These lamb parcels, wrapped in caul fat, are something else entirely.

It’s a proud moment when you realise that these Dorper sheep—bred for their hardiness and rich, tender meat—have roots here in the Karoo. Developed in the 1930s through crossbreeding by our local Department of Agriculture, the Dorper is now one of South Africa’s most cherished sheep breeds, ideal for the arid landscapes of the Karoo. When I think of the Dorper, I can’t help but chuckle—“Dorper” literally means “from the city” in Afrikaans, a little joke for those of us raised in the countryside.
But beyond the meat, skilpaadjies are about more than just cooking; they represent a way of life, a farming tradition passed down through generations. Yes, they’re served at special occasions, but to me, they’re more than just a dish. Skilpaadjies are woven into the fabric of rural life, steeped in memories of the farm—the fire, the open sky, the feel of the stoep beneath my feet. It’s not just food; it’s family, culture, freedom, and the rhythm of the land. No words can capture the feeling of those meals, especially when enjoyed under the stars of Merweville, where the vast sky stretches endlessly, as rich as the flavors on the grill.

Recipe
Ingredients:
Meat: Lamb or beef liver
Caul Fat: The liver is seasoned with salt, pepper, and herbs (sometimes onion or garlic) before being wrapped in caul fat.
Braaing: The wrapped liver is grilled over open flames, allowing the caul fat to render and keep the meat moist, while the coals impart a smoky flavour.
Skilpaadjies are more than a South African delicacy—they’re a cherished tradition that connects us to the land and to each other. Whether served at a festive braai or shared with family on a quiet evening, they are a celebration of the simple, beautiful things in life. And that, in the end, is what makes them truly unforgettable.

Only now do we get to the pate - if there is left-over skilpaadjies. 

Pate

Ingredients
1/2 brown onion
knob of butter for frying onion
a restrained pinch of rosemary
salt and pepper to season
left over skilpaadjies
½ cup of melted butter

Fry the onions in butter with the rosemary at gentle heat.
Warm skilpaadjies in a pan or microwave (if previously refrigerated) ensuring a more playable ingredient. 
Place all the ingredients in a blender. with same amount = in weight, of cream. Add salt and pepper to taste. 
If you wish to add some thyme leaves, do so lightly.
place in a glass jar of sorts.
Cover the pare with the melted butter - as thinly as possible
And refrigerage.

You can play with the seasoning, and add chopped garlic or thyme to the pate. i prefer a less seasoned pate, for the love of skilpaadjies.










