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Coco used to be very skinny and
afraid of the cold, we were always
the first group of people in London
to put on long Johns. But her first
job after graduation was to help at

a fishmonger near her home. The
sun comes late in winter, so she had
to go to work early in the dark. To
keep the fish fresh they were all kept
in the ice, the floor and the air were
freezing, and her hands were always
red because of the freeze. It is hard
to imagine a skinny person like her
moving heavy boxes loaded with
seafood.

When she told us that she got this
job a rare grin appeared on her
slim face. She graduated from
Central Saint Martins majoring

in Textile Design in winter 2016.
But she only wanted to be a cook.
Without any background in the
catering industry, she was content
to just stay where she feels most
comfortable - she started a supper
club named New Gate Studio at her
own place. Even a single customer
willing to come would bring her
enormous excitement. Many of the
ways of hospitality today existed
of that time: writing today’s menu
with a black pen on warm-coloured
newspaper, with some drawings of
fruits, vegetables, cups, and plates,
occasionally there will be a figure
in a large robe, sitting alone or
smoking. These are her illustrations,
slim, even clumsy, from which the
neat brushwork needed for design
can be found, just like that of Cy
Twombly. These pictures turned
warm because of the kitchen and
food.

[ was not a foodie before I met
Coco. Boarded from high school

to university, I never got tired of
the cafeteria. After moving to
London, I normally ate noodles and
frozen dumplings. Because of my
occasional hypoglycemia, I often
rush into one shop and just gobble
some chocolate and bread. Food for
me is and only is a life necessity.
Once on my way home after class,

I was going to pass by Coco’s. I
messaged her two or three hours
ahead to ask if we could meet up and
have a meal at her place - by which
I was thinking maybe bring some
noodles or a sandwich. But Coco was
annoyed, she said there would be
no time for her to prepare, I should
tell her in advance because she will
never treat a friend to such a simple
dish in her kitchen. Then I realized
how Coco values her food as her
work, no, even more cherished than
that because good ingredients are
difficult to find and are short-lived.
Cooking for her is not something as
perfunctory as it is for me; eating

is not just a necessity - for Coco,
cooking is about one’s mind and
spirit.

I once met Coco when she and her
mother Wu Jie came to see my art
project. She was at ease while her
mother and I were talking fervently.
Coco took us to St. John Bread

and Wine in East London after

we went to the exhibition in CASS
Sculpture Park together. Coco, who
usually doesn’t talk very much,
suddenly became the protagonist
of that dinner. She told us how this
restaurant with a lying pig as their
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logo can use a pig from its nose to its
tail as their ingredients. This kind of
unprejudiced way of cherishing food
is very rare. We chewed some sliced
bread served with olive oil and sea
salt. A sweetness grew in our mouth
as we waited for other dishes. That
was the first time I ate roasted beef
marrow - which I have since learned
to cook myself - with a pinch of
parsley, the smoothness of animal
fat and the crispness of the parsley
melted with each other, producing a
rich aroma. For the dessert we had a
vodka poured on sorbet, awakening
us with its spicy and icy taste when
we were dizzy from too much food.
For the first time, I felt that British
cuisine is not just about fish and
chips. Surely, the most impressive
thing is that Coco said she would
not introduce everyone to this place.
Another thing is how Wu Jie was
worried that Coco would never put
on weight.

Coco’s sincerity and respect for

food result in her being picky and
stubborn about cooking. St. John

is the only London restaurant that
she would return to repeatedly .

She rarely buys instant food and is
unwilling to pay for those trendy
restaurants on social-media. She
would rather buy a coffee and jump
on the bus home to cook when she
feels hungry. During her time at
Central Saint Martins she was only
willing to have a pot of yoghurt for
lunch and went home as soon as she
was off work. Perhaps because of
this pickiness, she was too skinny
for a person who aspires to become a
chef. Also an international student, I
was extremely indiscriminative and

was never picky on food compared to
Coco - as long as 1 have something
to eat - so I often eat at her place. At
the very beginning, I was forbidden
fo talk at the dining table because
Coco was always appalled by my
astonishing comments , and she
would roll her eyes around a lot.
While another friend, Mr Jin,

was always able to distinguish the

o P

condiments and ingredients used
and was always appreciated. Then I |
realised that I actually lacked even n

the common knowledge of food and
cooking, so it was hard for me to
detect the chef’s ingenuity. Now that
[ think about it, it was actually quite
rare for us to develop this lasting
friendship considering the disparity
in our knowledge about food.

It was in the process of returning to
her supper club continually, of being
inspired and influenced by friends
that I finally rediscovered Coco’s
dishes. I still remember the first
meal [ had at her place. She likes

to cook meat dishes, but instead

of braised pork or stewed chicken
soup she made grilled quails and
steamed a pink fish that I had never
seen before, as well as small plates
of pickled radish and cucumbers.

In her cooking , there is a yearning
for her hometown Guangdong and =
her grandparents, and the solace
she was able to find in the UK after
her adolescence, but ultimately, it is
combined with her understanding
of food for here and now, just

like what was once written on her
Instagram page- Cantonese Root,
British Leaves. As time went by me
and other friends could always get to

try Coco’s latest experiments - her
handmade sausages that were later
snuffled by a fox, or homemade
salted duck eggs. Gradually, she
developed her own style - humble
dishes with rich tastes made by
resonant ingredients while not
losing their original taste . They are
subtle, warm, and comfy, letting
people listen, feel, and appreciate.
I remember once I had squash soup
with black sesame paste, fresh
sashimi with chopped peanuts, as
well as steamed leeks with dried
shrimps. As a native of Shandong,
I tried with surprise and found it
particularly luscious.

Maybe I shouldn’t talk too much
about food because I will flub.
There must be some mistakes in

my recollections of the dishes

I mentioned above, but these

were the exact moments when an
unprofessional diner’s body was
lightened by food. And by writing
them down I hope to introduce you
to the first chef I encountered in

my life. The memories of sharing
meals with Coco always feel homey
even though her house was not well-
heated during winter. Seeing Coco
stewing food on a small stove always
reminds me of an old Japanese
craftsman or a granny who has been
cooking throughout her life - always
smoking calmly while her mind was
constantly tied to the food. This kind
of mature feeling beyond her age
makes people believe in her works.
In the past two years, she started to
work as an assistant chef at St. John,
went to the cooking school and was
admired by more diners . Perhaps

it is because she started cooking in
other people’s kitchens, perhaps she
met more like minded friends, or
she started becoming more active
on Instagram. A while ago I went to
Café Meletius where she undertook
her residency during the weekend.

I saw her wearing a headscarf and
apron, unfolding her knife bag on
the workbench, with her cheeks
slightly chubbier than before. After
she finished cooking, she went
outside smoking and watched us eat.
Her eyes filled with satisfaction and
imperiousness, reminding me of
Kimura Takuya in Grand Mansion
Tokyo. After these five years, she
finally stood firmly in front of
everyone and proudly declared ‘T am
the chef’. As for why she was willing
to cook for me from the beginning,
maybe it is for the same reason why I
am willing to write this piece for her,
we are both looking after each other
in our own ways. As I ate more and
more of her food, I thought maybe

[ got to understand them a little bit
better.

7th September 2021
In London
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CocoMBIBEI%, a4, IRSRECHARREEZL
IR E A, TR, Coco 7 BRE—
HIFRERHHENEH (fish monger) M.
LRAMABH, WRFHEEL LU, ATRE, &
AR, HENESES, BNFORFEL.
EREK LTSN HRE L MBSk,
BitSFERITESEIXEIENE B E, T
BRI AR, HEH T E. 20165
LRWMZITHIRETS e, FR#NETY,
REHIBEF JECHNRMLRETERN
— B, FRLIBEREEC EMBI MR RAE
T Mot e S AR AR (supper club) , BE
NewGate Studio, HABERIZHE MRS HETE
T, FEMESEENNS N A ERONMES
tRRZERESTSHNES, B LEREAH, @
REPRBBANAT, FRELEGEmER, X
2MEEE, SERE, FEEL, BRXREHT
BER M AR TRARBI FIERIZE %, BCy Twombly.
BEANEXFEENEY, EEEERFER.

IMACocoOZRIBHFRSIERA, MNBEPHAF—
HEE, NARERE, RTRAASHHRRER
HEEAERKE, BAERENE, B8 TE8mRE
LRANBERERETE. ANRRNEGLR
&, MEBIARBTER BRE TR ERT Coco
R, BROBM=MHATELEAETELIEZRT
&\, AEEnBEE R Al —RBNRERRE
HEZP=FEHEBRFE. BCocoRES, HX
BARBNEESE, 2RAR, XTEXE—T=H
AHEERENE, CHNEREXFIELE. K
LETEIR A, MFCocoRiRBMRIFS, T, BEL
RBRERDE, BHaMEBEREA. TRT
i, FREEOMNM; EREMEFERORERNL.
wi R, FERRERERODENE,

IMRCocofIREAMABABBRERBENE
AME, YRR ZWEARE, CocolBRRTIE,

BEEZ, 3R, BilI—BETCASSHELRE
B, OEeHCocomHBNET AN —RET
St. john Bread and Wine, &A1& Coco

RATHETA, REXRU—KINENEAGSH
BT oL —LEMERATIIRERSHNE, ¥
B EHBEmERRL. Ei@EENTEHMIE
WHBEREE, ERNEEEBERELT—
EHH, RE—RERTEFBH (BRESTHA
Waitrose R BCHE) , B—/NEREUAFE, shipid
BOAEMENNERPN, ST-HEBES.
HABEE—ERFNEREKELYD (Sorbet) £,
I ER B X — ) EEOR REI R, Bk—0
wWE CETZDNN) REEFRIFREFPARS,
LR, MRERN, ECocoli—RABRTF=HH
RHX)LIZR. MB—TERFZN, BREEDL
Cocolz FRit.

CocoX MK BE, BIIFARMAMER, St.
JohnZ2RERPHECHE——RSH=-EENR
F, TEMNFFEZ RNOER, BFBREATRH
JETER, BTMEENAZFYERE AR
ZORBR. WEZRZTEBNER, PFRSE—
NFE, —MITRULEIR, SFEREHRE, 1
H—TUERAEMGA, ERAERLEALD, 8
ZEFE, HEZT, BRETE. MR, ES5RE
IREEC, AltEREENRER EERPHELN
B#RER FIERS”, BAESEHEA, IFA
RE Y, ME—UAREEMWSERLTREN
FERDAHMRENEE EARNECHERE
HENHFANAR, BEESIR, AMEEMGEHE
WEITS B8, R, BAEEEN R MEIIARK
TOBHNERTEL—BRRIE, XEHES.

LB EERENNB2NER 2D, F1AHD
FMOETFYZES, EHATTCocol B, &
TEEMRZAE—BR, WEWHAR, EF2
TirmfE e EngEX, MEBNs, F—
HRBUINHLEHnS, NE&NERZEFNE
b (radish) f0&E /M. WNERHERE S RAHE
RLEMBE, LELEZEEREIFHNEE, B
o Rl b B B YAV IRAR, Rt M AT E
InstagramBy4&, “Cantonese Root, British
Leaves” . BI/E3R, FFAARN S 5802 Bl it 69

HiE—RrRtEcENER (SRVINBDE
T), BRECENERNE, @EILNERNMER
ALEREEECHNE. BNREFEREMEE
U, fREBENEHFEENOR, RTEREEE,

wH A RERTE, BN, B, ERXEE, &
L AZBRRUR. RO, & FiE, RCRBRTRZH
MRS, MENSENTER, EE-EEERA
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A, RERNETE, SRRINFEHEH.
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ANERE, SiFEHETEZNEESEY, T
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IMEErEMeletius, HETIEERD. HEER,
BEALRAECHNAS, AHANRES T ER.
RRBIIOMERESHEIZRA, BERER
RIF S, ELE& (RRARE) BAARNER. &
HAEER, LTSS TARERN, BECHET
ABEEE “BE—THM . ETM—F, AftA
iR EMIRA TN, RFREREREE—RXHELS
i, HAMEHAESHERERE—THBHAL T
RUEEEE, 5 ERIERE T8 &,
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