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Slow

One of the reasons I love our house in Antibes so much is that 
pretty much everything is within walking distance. The cen-
tre of Antibes is along the seafront and up the broad, plane 

tree-lined Boulevard Albert 1er: supermarkets, La Poste, our bank 
and insurance agent, the Mairie, the Provençal market, bakers and 
fishmongers, chocolate shops, and enough restaurants, bars and ca-
fés to satisfy several years of hunger are all there. Juan les Pins lies 
in the opposite direction, a steady climb to the crest of Chemin de 
Sables from where, 75 years ago, the recently renovated 19th centu-
ry palazzo must have had a sweeping and uncluttered view of the 
bay and the Cap d’Antibes. These days the horizon is mostly filled 
with high rise apartment blocks that start on land once belonging 
to the palazzo’s estate and trickle down the hill to La Pinede at the 
edge of the town, a park full of umbrella pines, clumps of Strelitzia, 
or Birds of Paradise, and fairground rides for little children.

In my first few months of living here it took me ten minutes or 
less to reach the centre of Antibes. Two years later it’s more like 
twenty. The heat, of course, is one reason to slow down. Even in 
February the sun can be hot enough to have you wiping perspira-
tion from your forehead and tugging the damp cotton of your T-
shirt away from your skin if you set out route-march style. Try that 
in July or August and you find yourself liquefying after the first 200 
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yards. But that’s only part of it. The engine that drives life on the 
Côte d’Azur runs at a slower pace.

It might be easy shifting down a gear during a two week holiday 
but getting used to a slower pace every single day is more challeng-
ing. And even now I can still feel impatience growing in me like a 
puffball mushroom when the fishmonger or greengrocer keeps on 
chatting, at length and inconsequentially, with another customer 
regardless of how many people are waiting.

Yesterday, when I stopped to buy some Carpentras strawberries 
at the greengrocers, worth every cent of the 4,50 € for their sweet-
ness and deep red hearts, the woman ignored me and carried on 
tidying up the punnets of soft fruit, shifting them towards the front 
of the stall. She eventually acknowledged me with a nod, but she 
didn’t rush, and stood back to admire her handy work before step-
ping behind the stall to ask me, ‘Qu’est-ce que vous voulez?’ The 
strawberries that have been sitting in my hands for the last 4 min-
utes?!

Breathe now.
While she was wrapping the strawberries I tasted a little slice 

of melon from the sample plate (the first Provençal cantaloupes of 
the season) and told her I’d take one of those too. She picked up 
one, then another, weighed each one in her palm, tapped them and 
put them back. She took a third to the scale then changed her mind 
again, brought it back and exchanged it. ‘Ça c’est un bon melon,’ 
she said, and I had no doubt she was right.

I won’t idealise France; it’s not always the case that ‘slow’ is good. I 
signed a mandate for a new savings account at the bank two weeks 
ago and the account still hasn’t been opened. But that’s French 
bureaucracy for you; even the French complain of la paperasse, the 
bumf of paperwork and length of time that even the smallest ad-
ministrative task can entail.

But sometimes slow is wonderful. No one has ever chosen a mel-
on for me with such care. And not necessarily because she wanted 
to please or impress me, but because it was her metier, her trade, 
and doing it well was what mattered. 
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Hungry Writing Prompts 1 – 7

Write about walking away from home.

Write about what you can see on the horizon.

Write about slowing down.

Write about summer fruits.

Write about waiting.

Write about someone who cares.

Write about doing something well. 
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SLOW TOMATOES
What you need:

 ☐ Tomatoes
 ☐ Dried herbs
 ☐ Olive oil

What you do:
 ☐ Cut the tomatoes in half horizontally and place cut side up in a 

baking tray. Drizzle with olive oil and sprinkle with dried herbs – 
oregano, or Italian, or Herbes de Provence. If you’re using winter 
or forced tomatoes you might want to add a little salt and sugar 
too, but don’t over season as the flavour does intensify during the 
slow cooking

 ☐ Now you have a choice. Either put them in the oven at 100°C for 3 
to 4 hours or at 50°C overnight. This timing is okay for medium to 
large tomatoes

They have a concentrated, mock-sun dried flavour when they cool, 
which is lovely with crusty bread. I’ve also used them in a tomato and 
sliced buffalo mozzarella starter, stacking them on top of each other and 
dressing them with roughly chopped basil and balsamic glaze.

Slow here means flavour. Means good. 
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