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PHotoGRAPHS BY MARIE DEROME

How to lunch a New Yorker
We test the best (and worst)
organic food

Clockwise from topleft: Hugh outside Slipstream; Oscar (Hugh's son) and a local fisherman; Hugh and Oscar; Slipstream, ‘a tropical River Cottage’.

My River Cottageinthesun

It is Hugh Fearnley-Whittingstall's idea of a perfect home - a place where you fish for your own breakfast,
lunchand supper. Just don't ask to meet Barry, the pet barracuda...

he Bahamas. I have no reason not to think theyre

I lovely, but neither are they islands I've ever
thought of going to - the Indian Ocean somehow
being more my bag, and indeed my wife’s, than the
Caribbean. But one aftemoon I'm staving off the autumn
chill by surfing the intemet in search of a New Year break
in the sun. After summoning a series of virtual Bounty
ads, | unearth details of a house called Slipstream, on

Long Island, apparently one of the least developed of the
islands. It's actually described on the web-page as ‘like a
tropical River Cottage’. Well, how can [ resist that?

Once I get talking to the chap who owns it - an intermet
entrepreneur called Rob Love, who happens to be a fan of
the show - he is more than ready to expand on the
metaphor. I think he senses my weakness, because he
says, 'If you're resourceful, and any good at fishing, you

should be able to catch your lunch and dinnerevery day.’
Well, he already has me hooked. 'As for breakfast, just
reach over the veranda and grab a papaya. They're grow-
ing all around the house,” And that's a clincher for Marie,
It takes only 48 hours to persuade our friends Hattie and
Jerry that they, and their three kids, should come too.
When expectations are this high the moment of arrival
is critical - dangerous even. But within seconds Slipstream









This article was originally published in the November
2003 issue of the Observer Food Monthly.



