Wherefore to Dover?
Good question. For the 15th Symposim of Australian Gastronomy being held there. 
At Snug, I see a chalkboard sign promising half a smoked salmon for $15. It’s from the local butcher  - one I would have like to have explored the meat from, including the other chalkboard offer of a whole side of lamb for $35 -  who also has a mess of smoked trotters of which I get three thinking they might be good to gnaw on for dinner.

Out of Woodbridge, I drop into Grandvewe Cheeses, a small sheep milk cheese producer that’s won a could of Gold’s this year at the Sydney Royal, something I should point out I only discover once I’m there. Its cheese tasting set up is unpretentious – no Simon Johnson cool room with fancy slicers and gloved hands - just the counter from which you can also order your coffee and lunch snack to have on the terrace with a fine view of the Channel. Under that sort of glass case which usually displays cakes are five pieces of cheese in various stages of dismemberment. I work my way through them and am mighty impressed by the strength of the long flavours and creaminess in Blue By Ewe (yes, yes, I wish they didn’t do the puns, too), a Silver Medal winner, the decidedly and delightfully more than lavender flavour of the Gold Medal lavender Primavera (a manchego style), and the sharpness of the cheddar. These and smoked mutton sausage, which looks like a more purplish cabanossi, are purchased, and an Oz book on home cheese making bought (which the cheesemaker here  - who is being the short-order cook today and brings me a ‘bruschetta’ of lima beans in a rich tomato and mutton sausage sauce – tells me is what she learned from), and their organic pinot noir is tasted and noted for ordering when back home, though there may also be a purchase when the others arrive.
From here to Huonville, the road winds along the Channel side, now dipping low to cup the bays, each with their little village of timber orchard sheds and houses, and their signs to this and the other B & B, now rising up into the wooded hills, giving splendid ‘views’ onto the Channel and across to Bruny Island. At some places, out in the deeper water, I see what I first think are very large oyster beds, but later realise are the circular pens in which they are farming salmon. On the land side, orchards everywhere, apples mostly, covered in red fruit like strung Christmas lights, but now and then golden baubles, too, and one tree further back heavy with ripening quinces – all sorely tempting for an inveterate forage like me, but I am not brave enough to risk the wrath of the orchardist and stop and make a grab for one or three.
I want to buy fingerless mittens. My hereditary propensity for arthritis has begun its inexorable manifesting in the last couple of years at the base of both thumbs and winter’s are becoming hellish. I had put out a pair of mittens this morning but they’ve been lost somewhere along the way. I found none in Salamanca Place and was hoping that further into CWA territory I’d find a nice real wool hand knitted pair. And by chance, or fate, where I choose to stop in Huonville to begin my search is opposite the local CWA shop. But I am to be disappointed. They have had them in ‘sometimes’ but not at present. I check out the second books for recompense but the Oz cookbooks pickings are slim, just the usual slew of microwave cookbooks that clearly no-one wants because why do you need a cookbook to tell you how to warm frozen foods. But on the counter, as I pay for a bottle of CWA made crab apple jelly that I think will go well at breakfast, I spy a copy of the Ranelagh CWA Cookery Book of 2005 and am cheered, and of course make the purchase. At the Vinnies around the corner, no luck on mittens either, but here I find a delightful Young Australia reader titled Our International Tasting Tour which is about how a very progressive primary school teacher called Mr Valla encourages his class to have a week of cooking food of their various countries and has recipes for Spaghetti al Burro (meatless but with parmesan), Chuoi Dua (coconut and banana sweet) and Anzac bickies among other dishes.
I have twice been told to check out Chicken Feed for mittens. This turns out to be an enourmous $2 shop next to Woolies, but gives up no mittens. I notice the mall baker advertises its breads as prize-winning and decide to take a punt on their sourdough rye, which the shop assistant puts through the electric slicer even though I very clearly said I didn’t want it sliced when I was asked. I decide not to make a point of it.

At ds coffee shop there are home made almond biscuits and some sinful looking cakes – does d make them himself?  - and something called a Madras vegetable pit which sits in the glass display case threateningly  - I can see chunks of potato mortared with something that could be meat. I decide on just a hot chocolate for the last leg.

As I get to the car I see a craft shop and head off in hope again of mittens, but no. I spy an Anglican church op shop across the way and decide on one more try. No mittens, but in the back I find a pair of camel brown woollen hand knit gloves for $1 – well, I can always cut the tips of the finger off, the woman behind the counter and I concur. On the table are tow or three plastic bags of apples going at $2 the bag, one with the bright red fruit I’ve been seeing hung like Christmas tree lights in the orchards along the river, the other with what must be close cousins of the Golden Apples of the Hesperides they are so yellow green shiny even through the cloudy plastic of the bag. I can’t resist.
I’d parked by the organic shop in town and had meant to go in there to buy bread before I had been seduced by the mall baker. I notice they are advertising free range eggs which will go just dandy with the smoked mutton cabanossi. But there are no eggs today, the hens it seems have stopped laying, this morning. On the counter where this setback is delivered to me is a basket with some decidedly organic looking tomatoes – small, a little pale, needy. I buy a handful, and a loaf of Bauer’s Organic Spelt Fruitloaf, a Franklin product.

As I drive off, the floor of the passenger side now hidden under a pile of small parcels, I know that this is something I like, tootling around, happening on something less ordinary to snack on, to share with others.
