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———  We all serve freshly-squeezed juice 
in our hotels but none of us has ever had or 
seen a reaction like this before. Innovation 
and commitment have transformed a simple 
product into a memorable and transformative 
experience. It’s got a lot to do with the 
packaging but even more important is the 
passion of the owners who juice through the 
night to ensure there’s fresh product for 
their customers in the morning. It’s not the 
� rst time we’ve been exposed to the passion 
and drive of Cape Town’s entrepreneurs and 
it certainly won’t be the last.

Food that Talks

For breakfast we were split into two groups 
– the Fatties and the Healthies – and no one 
left disappointed. At Sexy Food we experienced 
“a fermented formula to effortless digestion” 
that was inspired by one man’s cancer scare. 
That man wasn’t even on the premises when we 
visited but his tireless vision was everywhere, 
not least in the determination of his chef.

Food that speaks on behalf of its inventor. 
That’s something worth aspiring to. 

At Jason Bakery The Fatties met a completely 
different type of food that was equally self-
assured and unapologetic. A heart attack on 
a plate? Perhaps, but a very tasty one. When 
we did � nally meet Jason he explained his 
ethos: “I don’t do gluten-free or fat-free...
If people want that, they can go somewhere 
else.” No excuses. Be who you are. 

The Third Wave

We’ve all met Judd before but it’s great to see 
him in his natural habitat at Deluxe Coffee 
Works. (To use the safari analogy it’s the 
difference between encountering a lion in the 
zoo or in the wild.) His gritty, atmospheric 
space is all about foosball, tattoos, beards 
and good coffee. In spite of having over 150 
direct competitors in Cape Town, it’s jam-
packed at 11 on a random Monday morning.

Judd and the other pioneers of boutique coffee 
have realized that innovation isn’t a once-off 
cure; it’s a process. He’s carved a niche for 
himself but so too has Truth with its bespoke 
vintage uniforms, vast 1940s Probat roaster, 
and the infuriating yet endearing insistence 
that the perfect cappuccino is served at 
precisely 60°C.

Then there’s the Haas Collective, a coffee 
shop that’s run by a design agency. And you 
can tell: it’s a sophisticated, eclectic space 
that is part taxidermist’s studio part library. 
The focus is on ultra-high-end coffees that 
retail for $10 a cup. Coffees that have names 
like Jamaica Blue Mountain, Kopi Luwak and 
Death Wish. Compare this to The General Store 
that serves only two types of coffee: Black 
and White. 

Invention doesn’t keep you ahead of the pack. 
It’s constant reinvention that achieves that. 

The Rose that Grew from Concrete

Notions of invention, reinvention, passion and 
commitment have been brewing and fermenting 
all morning but at lunch they are distilled. 
Our bus ride takes us through windswept, semi-
industrial streets. Graf� ti on the walls; 
plastic bags blowing in the wind; a seagull 
feasting on leftover takeaways. We squeeze into 
a tiny elevator and, six storeys later, are 
borne into another world, like Alice through 
the looking glass. 

The Pot Luck Club is Luke Dale Roberts’ third 
(or is it fourth?) reincarnation and it is an 
unexpected postmodern delight soaring above 
factories, silos and docklands. Once again the 
chef himself is not present but his distinctive 
voice can be heard calling loud and clear from 
his food.

The menu is all about tapas-style ‘sharing 
plates’ and we are happy to go with the 
waitress’ suggestions. Things that sound boring 
on the page come to life on our tastebuds. 

Korean fried cauli£ ower with amasi and miso 
dip. Fish sliders. Chickpea fries with aioli 
and tomato ketchup. Familiar ingredients and 
£ avours recon� gured to be new, interesting 
and unique. Cheap staples given a � ve-star 
makeover. Small servings of loads of different 
£ avours that convince guests into spending 
more and eating less.

But it’s not just the food, it’s the broken 
plates used for dramatic effect. The calm 
assuredness of the waitress when she muddles 
menu items. The incredible ‘loo with a view’. 
It’s about loads of small things which together 
add up to one momentous thing.

The LUX* Twist?

A small, gawky looking guy walks into a bar 
and… entertains us all for two hours. Anil 
serves us his wacky version of spaghetti 
bolognaise and he uses a blowtorch on more 
than one occasion. These tricks create interest 
and make the experience memorable, but no 
amount of smoke and mirrors can overshadow 
the importance of balance. Using the wrong ice 
can ruin a drink, he explains; choosing the 
perfect glass can elevate it. Balance isn’t 
achieved by accident, either: the staff at 
the Nightjar spend eight hours prepping before 
service every night. 

We hear about the theory of substitution and 
taste three different margaritas. (Think of 
scrambled, poached and fried eggs.) Anil is 
living proof that momentous cocktails need not 
rely solely on genius creativity but can also 
be achieved by switching one ingredient for 
another or even two. Reinvent by all means, 
but don’t feel obliged to reinvent the wheel. 
What else could this approach apply to? What 
can we twist at LUX*?

A Day 
in the Life of 
a Cape Town 

Foodie 
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E C H I N AC E A  K N OW N  O N LY  A S  T H E  D O N K E Y . 

The choice between a 
cappuccino and a teabag isn’t 

a choice at all



——— “Starting my own business was the hardest 
thing I’ve ever done,” Collette is squeezed 
behind an array of scrumptious salads in 
her tiny hole-in-the-wall deli, The General 
Store. “But it was also the best thing I’ve 
ever done.” It’s impossible not to agree with 
Collette. After all, if she hadn’t gone out 
on her own we would never have got to taste 
her incredible chocolate brownies. And what 
a loss that would have been.

No Hand-Outs

Only a decade ago Bree Street was run down 
and deserted; a place to be ignored at best, 
avoided at worst. Nowadays you can’t � nd a 
place to rent on its mile-long expanse. Bree 
Street was populated by a � rst wave of indies 
and then a second and people like Collette 
are part of the third wave. 

For years South Africans have had to fend for 
themselves. During Apartheid this was because 
of sanctions but today it has more to do with 
a policy known as Af� rmative Action. This has 
bred in in South Africans an ability to create 
things for themselves. Everybody we meet on 
Bree Street has boot-strapped their business 
and built their brands on blood, sweat and 
tears. And it shows.

Be Your Brand

In Merchants on Long, an otherworldly concept 
store where parasols hang from the ceiling of 
Cape Town’s oldest building, we meet Thabo 
Makhetha. Thabo has built a brand around 
transforming traditional Basotho blankets into 
fashion items that can be worn con� dently in 
the big city. “My clothes are an extension 
of who I am; a city girl who’s proud of her 
Basotho roots.”

Thabo doesn’t just believe in her brand, she 
is her brand. She had always wanted to be an 
entrepreneur, but she was thrust into starting 
her own business sooner than expected when 
she couldn’t � nd a job after university. She 
admits to having had trouble � nding her voice 
at � rst, but it can now be heard loud and 
clear. “Remember, creativity is all around 
us,” smiles Thabo, “Engineers and scientists 
are also creatives. The guy who invented the 
calculator was seriously creative, but no one 
even knows his name.”

Scent Logo

Tammy Frazer has cosmetics in her blood (her 
grandfather invented Oil of Olay) but she 
started her working life as a banker. By 27 
she’d had enough of the corporate world and 
she ‘followed her nose’ to remote African 
deserts in her quest to become Africa’s � rst 
and only master perfumer.

Tammy’s obsessive commitment to sustainable 
luxury is staggering. A typical workday could 
see her meeting with the Himba of Namibia to 
source sustainable mopane resin or driving 
out to Worcester to discuss opacity with her 
glass-blower. It could see her travelling to 
Dubai to develop a scent logo for a luxury 
brand or hunched in front of her laptop writing 
her weekly newspaper column. 

At Wild Olive we meet Marioara de la Tara who 
is, if anything, even more passionate about 
respecting and nurturing African culture 
and traditions. In Mariora’s words, “Our 
core mission is to demonstrate that Africa 
can compete at the highest standard on a 
global level.” 

Without ever compromising on their commitment 
to natural, local ingredients and grassroots 
skills development, Wild Olive has established 
a luxury cosmetics brand which is available 
globally. “We’ve never knocked on anyone’s 
door in order to sell our products. We believe 
that beauty is in the eye of the beholder 
and the right people always � nd each other,” 
explains Mariora. “We control what we can by 
making sure we have a reliable product and 
a presence in exceptional people’s lives.”

Meet the 
Independent 

Innovators
T H E  B R E E  S T R E E T  I N N OVAT I O N  M I L E

———  In what used to be the embalming room 
of Cape Town’s � rst mortuary, we discover some 
altogether more pleasant £ uids. The Gin Bar 
only serves local gins and its cocktail menu 
has a grand total of four items. You can’t even 
see it from the street, but it’s full every 
night of the week. If ever we needed a reminder 
that a tiny selection of exceptional products 
is far more liberating than a cornucopia of 
mediocrity, this is it.

———  For dinner we don our glad rags and 
are whisked away to Tulip House for a night 
of opulent surprises. Margot Janse is one 
of South Africa’s � nest imports, and she 
weaves a narrative so compelling that is 
inseparable from the food we eat. We’ve all 
heard the theory behind ‘food with a story’, 
but experiencing it at its distilled epitome 
rede� nes the boundaries and reminds us that 
with passion and attention to detail, anything 
is possible. Who among us will ever forget 
the little quail whose nest was blown over by 
the strong Cape Town winds?

night of the week. If ever we needed a reminder 
that a tiny selection of exceptional products 
is far more liberating than a cornucopia of 

——— At the Culture Club we meet Luke 
Williams, an Englishman whose love of cheese 
brought him to Cape Town. While we enjoy a 
heavenly smorgasbord of cheeses, charcuterie 
and sparkling wine, Luke shows us how to make 
camembert. “The practice of keeping milk alive 
and turning it into cheese is a wonderful 
combination of art and science that is close 
to magic,” he says. If you believe you’re 
selling ‘magic’, imagine how easy it is to 
go to work in the morning...



Luxury is not about fashion or 
purchases bought on a whim. 

It is about longevity. 
It is not about disposability, 

nor about throwing away. 
It is about cherishing, nurturing 

workmanship, beauty, traditions 
– and it is about appreciation.

TA M M Y  F R A Z E R



Either we do it 
with passion, or we don’t 

do it at all. Make sure 
it’s exquisite.

PAU L  J O N E S



ExperienceExperience
 by Design by Design

I N  T H E  E X P E R I E N C E  E C O N O M Y,  WO R K  I S  T H E  T H E AT R E 

A N D  E V E RY  BU S I N E S S  A  S TAG E

———  At the Watershed we see � rst-hand how 
craft and design can be serious business. 
There are no woolly hippies or tacky tourist 
curios here; instead we meet a diverse army 
of single-minded entrepreneurs who have taken 
advantage of the low rents and supportive 
community network to transform their talent and 
cultural heritage into successful businesses.

Everyone we meet makes African products on 
African soil from African raw materials. 
There’s a particular focus on upcycling and 
the phrase ‘less is more’ springs to mind on 
countless occasions. 

The huge range of goods on offer –  we see 
everything from elegant hand-forged silver 
jewellery to quirky ‘township guitars’ – 
gives shoppers plenty to choose from, while 
at the same time satisfying the desire to 
generate real change with their tourist dollars. 

If ever there is a blueprint for our Junkyard 
Studios, this is it.



———  The teams, comprising a mix of amateur 
and professional players, put on a vintage 
display of slick dicing, frenetic whisking 
and sustained braising that will be remembered 
for years to come. 

No Weak Link 

One of the most engaging subplots was the manner 
in which the opposing teams used their most 
inexperienced players. Self-confessed rookie 
Dominik Ruhl volunteered his services as a 
dish-washer, but pastry professional Pascale 
Galette soon had him peeling, coring and even 
grilling pears with the best of them. Glenn “The 
Smokemaster” Daniels put his past experience 
as a volunteer � re� ghter in the Australian 
Outback to good use as he commandeered the 
man-sized Weber while Paul Jones and Vincent 
Rodier’s Secret Sauce showed that magic can 
happen when enthusiasm meets experience.

Just Desserts

The teams went into extra time eager to break 
the deadlock and the players made use of 
frequent ‘refreshment breaks’ to maintain 
an intensity that has seldom been seen on 
these shores. In the end it all came down to 
two very different desserts. One a phyllo-
encased pear with a delectable smoky aroma; 
the other a ‘rice pudding’ which is perhaps 
best described by its creator-in-chief 
Alexandre Giraud. “You may ask what we have 
put into this dessert, but you should really 
be asking what we have not put into it.”

The Reds may have had to hang their aprons 
up, but no-one who took part in this ‘match 
of the ages’ should hang their heads. The 
booming chant of “Zigger, Zagger, Oi oi oi” 
will live on in the memories of all who bore 
witness to this titanic clash.

A Game Of Two Halves

The match got off to a cagey start, with the 
Reds and the Yellows feeling each other out 
in the � rst stanza. Both teams served delicate 
seafood starters and safe wine pairings, 
giving the judges little to choose between 
and causing Bertus to remind all present of 
the difference between a sizzling hot braai 
and a slow smouldering barbecue.

As the afternoon wore on and the bar stock 
diminished, the gloves were tossed aside and 
the teams employed hugely different strategies. 
The Reds went all out in their quest to mimic 
a good old South African braai, by serving 
pork, beef and chicken while the Yellows took 
a massive risk by serving no meat whatsoever. 
Their angel� sh with blackened cauli£ ower and 
grilled corn would have to be pretty darn 
perfect to persuade the judges to vote against 
the Reds’ meaty medley.

And it was…  The panel was impressed by the 
Yellows’ smoky £ avours and succulent � sh while 
they found that the Reds’ beef and chicken 
detracted from their excellent pork belly 
and resulted in a slightly schizophrenic 
dish. “Less is more,” said Pete Goffe-Wood – 
not for the � rst time.

C A P E  TOW N  —  FA N S  AT  T H E  K I TC H E N  C OW B OYS  S TA D I U M  I N 

D OW N TOW N  O B S E RVATO RY  W E R E  I N  F O R  A  T R E AT  A S  T H E  Y E L LOW S, 

C A P TA I N E D  B Y  T H E  I N S P I R AT I O N A L  P E T E  G O F F E - WO O D,  W E N T  TO E  TO 

TO E  W I T H  T H E  R E D S  O F  B E R T U S  BA S S O N . 

The Heat Is On
Yellows defeat Reds 
to claim King of the 

Coals title 

“Less is more,” said 
Pete Go� e-Wood (again), Pete Go� e-Wood (again), 

as he awarded the inaugural as he awarded the inaugural 
King of the Coals title to King of the Coals title to 

the valiant Yellows



———  We meet the wines that we have been 
drinking for the past few days on their own 
turf and, basking in their afterglow, we ponder 
how the innovation safari has changed us. 

At Klein Constantia we witness � rst-hand a 
historic estate’s quest to balance its immense 
cultural patrimony with modern wine-making 
techniques and consumer expectations. We enjoy 
a wine-tasting like no other; strolling amongst 
the stainless steel vats, tapping and tasting 
wines as we go. The message is clear: on their 
own ‘tradition’ and ‘innovation’ are worthy 
notions, together they are irresistible.

Steenberg is an entirely different experience. 
Although it is actually the oldest registered 
wine farm in the Cape, it has embraced modernity 
with open arms. Cape Dutch gables have been 
replaced by expansive glass facades; rough-
hewn timber beams eclipsed by steel girders. 
But that’s not to say there’s not a lingering 
note of three-hundred-year-old complexity in 
their wines.

After this second tasting, the ideas which 
have been fermenting and maturing in the 
days and hours before reach fruition. This 
African safari has been the ultimate antidote 
to complacency and we are all enthused to do 
something better when we get home.

We’ve talked the talk, now let’s walk the walk.

TO DAY,  F O R  T H E  F I R S T  T I M E ,  W E  L E AV E  T H E  C O N F I N E S 

O F  T H E  I N N E R  C I T Y  F O R  A  S P OT  O F  PA S TO R A L  R E L A X AT I O N 

A N D  R E F L E C T I O N

In Vino Veritas
By far the best strategy 

meeting ever held 


