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The kitchen table
P I T T M A N  O N  T H E  G R E E K S

A    happy consequence of the 
Calgary flood was that we 
got to know our neighbours. 

The vibe was like a barn-raising in 
reverse, where the community knitted 
together while pumping and hauling 
and borrowing shovels. Across the 
street from us is a typical Calgary 
family: a couple of gas traders, 
George and Heather, with two young 
daughters, Hanna and Eleni. One day 
in the fall, I ran into George as he was 
loading his pickup with drywall. Did 
we want to drop by later for some 
Greek ribs? Of course we did. 

George is a typical Western Canadian 
Greek guy; he is as Canadian as 
they come but his DNA is scented 
with oregano and olives. His parents 
moved to Saskatoon in the 1950s, 
and his father still works at the family 
restaurant most days, at eighty-five. 
His uncle is an Orthodox priest; and 
during the flood every Greek lawyer 
in Calgary helped George demolish 
his basement. And, George can cook, 
like everyone else of Greek stock; 
every year he brings back oregano 
and olive oil from his uncle’s place in 
Sparta, and his tomatoes taste of the 
summer, even on the coldest days.  

We wandered across the street 
in the late afternoon, as George 
was getting the ribs together. He 
had laid on Greek sheep-milk feta; 
some kefalotyri, a hard and salty 
sheep-milk cheese; olives stuffed 
with almonds; roasted hot peppers; 
and taramasalata. We sat and ate 
and watched him cook. While the 
barbecue heated to hot, he took racks 
of pork spare ribs, and spread them 
with Worcestershire sauce, and then a 
mixture of olive oil, lemon and garlic. 
Then he sprinkled them liberally with 
the old-country oregano. Onto the 

grill they went, and he turned down 
the heat to low.

We found ourselves talking about why 
good Greek food makes you think of 
the summer: the tastes are intense 
and bold. We’re lucky in Calgary to 
have a grocery that’s effectively been 
transplanted from Greece, where you 
can buy sheep feta in the barrel, olive 
oil soap and flatbread as big as a 
bike tire, and so, even on the darkest 
November night, our taste buds come 
alive with the salt of the cheese and 
the heat of the peppers.

After a couple of hours of gentle 
roasting, George brought the ribs in, 
cut them into individual ribs, and then 
halved five lemons. All the ribs went 
into a large bowl, and then he juiced 
the lemons onto the ribs and added 
more oregano, a slug of olive oil, and 
salt and pepper. That was it. Onto the 
table they went, and we fell on them. 
These ribs were memorable; the 
pungent lemon contrasted with the oil 
and the richness of the pork. George 
served them with a salad of tomatoes, 
small cucumbers, feta and olives and 
some pitta to sop up the liquid.

It was one of those rococo evenings, 
where everything seems more 
focused, where the colours of the 
food are rich and the tastes are 
concentrated. Great Greek food 
does this – it hones and heightens 
everything.

Ingredients for George’s ribs
4 slabs of spare ribs,  
membrane removed
¼ cup Worcestershire sauce
¼ cup olive oil plus a couple  
of slugs from the bottle
6 cloves of garlic, minced
4 tbsp Greek oregano
6 lemons
Salt and pepper 

Instructions
1.  Bring ribs to room temperature. 
2.  Preheat barbecue / oven to hot 

(north of 450 ºF) (230 ºC).
3.  Rub on Worcestershire sauce. 
4.  Shake oil, juice of one lemon,  

and garlic in a small jar.
5.  Spread over both sides of ribs. 
6.  Shake half oregano over ribs.
7.  Put ribs on grill or in oven and 

turn down to 275 ºF (135 ºC).
8.  After 2 hours, test with meat 

thermometer. They should have 
reached 145 ºF (63 ºC).

9.  Take ribs off and leave to rest  
for 3 mins under foil. 

10. Cut into individual ribs
11. Juice rest of lemons onto ribs,  

add olive oil and salt and pepper 
to taste and rest of oregano. 
Shake well.

12. Try not to be totally gluttonous. 

The esteemed food-and-wine blogger  
Miles Pittman is an energy partner with Norton 
Rose Fulbright in Calgary and a food and wine 
correspondent for Re:.
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E A T I N G  O U T  I N  M A N H A T T A NA N G E L  W I N G S  F R O M  P O L A N D

Marta Albrecht Niedzialek is based in Norton Rose Fulbright’s Warsaw office. 
Her recipe for angel wings is available in Global Kitchen, out in April 2014.

New Leaf Restaurant 
Not your typical tourist attraction, New Leaf 
Restaurant sits in the middle of Fort Tryon Park in 
north Manhattan, in a vintage stone building done up 
by Bette Midler’s New York Restoration Project. New 
Leaf serves modern American cuisine inspired by local 
green markets and upstate farms, using fresh, natural 
produce. You can eat a weekend brunch in the dining 
room or on the outdoor patio and then stroll through 
the park or call in at the stunning Cloisters Museum, a 
branch of the Metropolitan Museum of Art.
newleafrestaurant.com

Smith & Wollensky / Wu Liang Ye / Keens
The first Smith & Wollensky steakhouse, with its 
signature green-and-white building, was established 
in 1977 on 49th Street and Third Avenue. In their 
words, ‘If steak were a religion, this would be its 
cathedral.’ Harry first visited with his father in 1979 
and has never been to NY without a meal there 
(or two; Harry – ever three?). Our combined visits, 
‘priceless’. The cowboy-size prime dry aged beef is a 
must. The house red is superb. 

For those that cannot live by steak alone, Wu Liang 
Ye, a Chinese restaurant with a somewhat sketchy 
entrance at 36 W 48th St, is a welcome retreat. While 
the ambience is at best ‘adequate’, the sea cucumber 
with Sichuan chilli-minced pork, the julienne jelly fish 
with scallion pesto, the sautéed duck’s tongue with 
Asian celery and the various frog dishes should warm 
the cockles of your heart. 

Did we forget to mention the mutton chop at Keens  
at 72 West 36th Street?
smithandwollensky.com | wuliangyenyc.com | keens.com

Digby’s Cafe
If you’re looking for a hearty, economical start to your 
day, try Digby’s Cafe, on 52nd St next to 666 Fifth 
Avenue. You get three pancakes – made while you 
watch – for $4.99 and a mochaccino for $3.99.  
Open from six in the morning.
digbyscafe.com

Restaurant critics Barbara Motter; Brian Devine and Brad Berman; and 
Sue Ross are based at Norton Rose Fulbright’s New York office. Guest 
critic Harry Theochari is based in the London office.

Faworki
Ingredients (for 70 faworki)
3 egg yolks 
100 g natural yogurt (or 4 tbsp sour cream) 
200 g regular flour 
pinch of salt 
1 shot (50 ml) alcohol 40% –  suggest vodka (40%) 
– prevents faworki from absorbing oil from pan  
powdered sugar  
vegetable oil

Instructions
Make a little flour ‘nest’ on your work surface, 
beat egg yolks, add yogurt (sour cream), salt and 
slowly add alcohol of choice.

Mix and knead the dough until thick.  
(If sticky, add flour.) 

Put in the fridge for at least two hours to rest.

Divide the dough into three or four parts. Dust 
work surface with flour. Use a rolling pin to roll the 
dough out very thin.

Cut rolled-out dough into strips 1 cm wide.  
Then cut the other way on a diagonal to make  
10 cm strips of dough. 

Take knife and cut a small slit (2-3 cm) in the 
centre of each piece.

To form the faworki, take one end and place it in 
the slit. Pull the end through the slit to form a 
bow-shaped faworki.

Put a big amount of oil in your pan (about 2 cm ) 
and heat it well.

Fry the faworki in small batches for about 30 to 
40 seconds (use tongs to gently turn the faworki ) 
until golden brown.

Drain on paper towels.

Dust generously with powdered sugar while 
faworki are still hot.

Store cooled faworki in an airtight container for  
a few days.
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A  T O P  F I V E  S E L E C T I O N  F R O M  M A R K  B A K E R  
–  G E T  T H E  V I N Y L  O U T

1
VECCHIA ZIMARRA
Puccini
‘Vecchia Zimarra’ is the classic aria in 
La Bohème where Rudolfo pawns his 
overcoat in the midst of winter to buy 
medicine for Mimi, who is dying of 
consumption. 

Opera is the most magnificent of 
all the arts. Done correctly, it hits 
us on every level of our being. If 
you are new to opera, I recommend 
you start with La Bohème. It has 
drama, pathos, redemption, all 
rolled into one. It all comes together 
in this beautiful short aria, where 
Rudolfo parts with his only worldly 
possession to try to save the woman 
he loves, even though he knows down 
deep that she’s doomed. You cannot 
fail to be moved. 

2
TWISTING THE 
NIGHT AWAY
Sam Cook
I was born in the American South 
and I lived through the time of 
desegregation. In high school I was 
involved in race relations and after 
law school I worked for the single 
most important judge involved in 
desegregation. For me, Sam Cook has 
resonance on all these levels. He is a 
great artist – he had a golden voice, 
like layers of honey – and he broke 
through a lot of racial barriers in the 
1960s. 

He is also fabulous to dance to. And 
I happen to love to dance, as does 
my wife. ‘Twisting the Night Away’ 
is one of my favourite songs to play 
at my beach house, down at the Gulf 
of Mexico. I drive down, I unlock the 
door and the very next thing I do is 
turn on a playlist of beach tunes. 

Born in 1959, Charles Mark Baker 
grew up in Oklahoma and studied at 
Yale. He is co-head of Norton Rose 
Fulbright’s international arbitration 
practice and is based in Houston. 

In the 1930s, his grandmother was 
one of the first female faculty in the 
School of Music to hold a tenured 
professorship. His mother played the 
organ, his sister the piano, and his 
father was for years the president 
of the Grand Teton Music Festival in 
Jackson Hole, Wyoming. He has been 
to every opera house in Europe, is a 
trustee of Houston Grand Opera and 
founded its young opera group, the 
Directors’ Circle.

One fine day
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‘My favourite thing to do when I’m 
blasting down to the beach house 
is to drive with the top down on my 
convertible and play “Ride of the 
Valkyries” really loudly.’

3
THE STARS AND 
STRIPES FOREVER
John Phillip Sousa 
John Phillip Sousa was the 
Commandant of the US Marine Corps 
band. He wrote a string of fabulous 
marches including, in 1896, ‘The 
Stars and Stripes Forever’. When you 
listen, you get that glorious, gleeful 
expression that you only get from 
hearing a really fine military band. 
You can make a strong case that it 
ought to be our national anthem in 
the United States.

It represents an era which no longer 
exists – a time of pre-War confidence 
and innocence; an era of Kipling 
and his ‘manly virtues’, when the 
international elites had more in 
common with each other than with 
their own countrymen. Later, Teddy 
Roosevelt became President, Alfred 
Mahan wrote The Influence of Sea 
Power upon History and the Great 
White Fleet set sail around the world: 
the baton of world leadership was 
passing to the US, and ‘Stars and 
Stripes’ embodied the supreme 
confidence of that period.

5
RIDE OF THE 
VALKYRIES
Wagner
I have been a Wagner fan my entire 
life. His music strikes you on a 
primordial level. It works in the same 
way as listening to the cry of a loon or 
the roar of a lion. Wagner is all about 
the music and the voices; and the 
Norse legends. The rest of it – whether 
it’s staged in the traditional style at 
Bayreuth or in a modern adaption like 
the one planned by La Fura dels Baus 
for Houston – is almost irrelevant. 

My favourite thing to do when I’m 
blasting down to the beach house 
is to drive with the top down on my 
convertible and play ‘Ride of the 
Valkyries’ really loudly. It hits you at 
that gut level. But you can listen to 
this piece at any time of day. I live in 
a village of a thousand inhabitants, 
completely surrounded by Houston 
– it’s like this little bitty time capsule 
of early American democracy. We are 
our own municipality, we have our 
own police and fire, and every house 
sits on a minimum of an acre and a 
half of land. There’s nothing there 
other than those of us who live there, 
and lots of trees and little winding 
streets – and in the morning I have 
a twenty-minute drive to my office 
on a route that takes me through 
two of the best parks in the city. At 
eight o’clock on a beautiful summer’s 
morning, you could easily find me 
driving along listening to ‘Ride of the 
Valkyries’.

4
WHAT I LIKE  
ABOUT TEXAS
Gary P Nunn
Gary P Nunn is a fabulous, old-style 
cowboy storyteller. His music is very 
clever. He was one of a group of 
musicians in the 1970s, including 
Willie Nelson, who rebelled against 
corporate, canned Nashville music 
and founded Austin, Texas as an 
alternative music capital. They 
believed that music was to be 
enjoyed, so in their early years they 
refused to copyright or trademark 
anything. He has written 100 songs 
and 80 of them are just fantastic. 
These guys weren’t just a bunch of 
cowboys.

My work is all over the world and 
mostly not in the US. I am in love with 
the American West and you’ll often 
find me in wilderness places, but I 
choose to live in Texas because I like 
the place so much. Listen to this song 
and you’ll get an idea of why that is. 

Illustration by Robbie Pattemore
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February Afternoon

Men heard this roar of parleying starlings, saw, 
A thousand years ago even as now, 
Black rooks with white gulls following the plough 
So that the first are last until a caw 
Commands that last are first again, – a law 
Which was of old when one, like me, dreamed how 
A thousand years might dust lie on his brow 
Yet thus would birds do between hedge and shaw.

Time swims before me, making as a day 
A thousand years, while the broad ploughland oak 
Roars mill-like and men strike and bear the stroke 
Of war as ever, audacious or resigned, 
And God still sits aloft in the array 
That we have wrought him, stone-deaf and stone-blind.

The poem

Edward Thomas (1878–1917) 
composed this sonnet in February 
1916. He had caught a chill and was 
on leave from Hare Hall training 
camp outside London, where he 
worked as a navigation instructor. 
He had enlisted seven months 
previously, though, at 37 years old, 
with a young family, there was no 
obligation on him to do so. ‘He could 
have been safe, if he had chosen 
to be’, said his friend, the writer 
Eleanor Farjeon. Instead, Thomas 
joined the Artists Rifles, at first 
teaching map-reading to the men 
and later volunteering to go to the 
Front in France. 

Nearly all of Thomas’s poems were 
written in the three years between 
1914 and his death in 1917. It is as 
though a lifetime’s worth of poems 
poured from his pen during this time. 
He wrote ‘war poetry’ long before 

he reached the trenches: nearly 
sixty poems between enlisting and 
embarking for the front. Thomas 
does not seem a conventional ‘war 
poet’; war is somehow in the margins 
of his poetry. Consider ‘February 
Afternoon’: ‘war’ is only directly 
mentioned towards the end, and 
even then it is in the abstract. Yet 
it touches the opening lines, in 
the ‘roar of parleying starlings’, 
the ‘commands’, the ominous, 
scavenging ‘black rooks’. 

At the time of writing, Thomas 
was still ambivalent about serving 
overseas. He wrote to his wife of his 
‘calm acceptance’ of life at camp, 
how the ‘black despair’ that had 
dogged him was receding. But 
there is a sense of inevitability in 
the poem that perhaps prefigures 
his final decision, which led him 
to the trenches and his death. The 

marching decasyllabic lines press 
ahead to the inescapable conclusion: 
‘war as ever’. A choice, but no choice. 

It was an eerie death. Pausing in the 
doorway of his dugout to light his 
pipe, on the first day of the Battle 
of Arras, he was killed by a shell 
landing nearby. There was not a 
scratch on his body; his pipe lay 
unbroken beside him. The vacuum 
caused by the shell as it passed 
simply sucked the air from his lungs 
and stopped the poet’s heart. 

Writer and critic Alexandra Howe is Re:’s arts 
correspondent and a lawyer with Norton Rose 
Fulbright in Paris. 
 
This poem is from The First World War Poetry 
Digital Archive, University of Oxford (oucs.ox.ac.
uk/ww1lit); © Edward Thomas, 1979, reproduced 
under licence from Faber and Faber Limited.
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Electroceuticals 

Complex circuits of interconnected neurons in the 
human body carry information in the form of electrical 
impulses. Waves of electrical impulses provoke the 
release of neurotransmitter molecules from the neuron. 
If science can identify individual neural circuits as 
modulators of specific diseases, a treatment for those 
diseases (or their symptoms) may become available 
through modulation of the electrical impulses.

Real science

Electroceuticals – a new class of bio-
electrical therapies – may be the next 
breakthrough in modern medicine 
and an alternative to pharmaceutical 
intervention. 

An electroceutical is a tiny device 
which is implanted in the body to 
modulate a specific neural circuit. 
By stimulating (or inhibiting) the 
electrical impulse, it can induce 
a targeted chemical response, 
repairing lost function without the 
potential side effects of drug therapy. 

Using electrical impulses to treat 
disease is nothing new – electrical 
stimulation is used in pacemakers 
and defibrillators, and deep brain 
stimulation is a recognized treatment 
for Parkinson’s. Electroceuticals, 
however, are remarkable for their 
precision and more notably for their 
potential. 

Potential use of electroceuticals 
includes stimulating insulin 
production to treat diabetes, 
targeting smooth muscle to treat high 
blood pressure, boosting the immune 
system and treating autoimmune 
conditions such as Crohn’s and 
complex pain syndromes such as 
fibromyalgia and refractory angina. 

Research into electroceuticals 
is expanding fast, as is the level 
of investment. One biomedical 
technology company in California 
is running a study treating patients 
with rheumatoid arthritis, targeting 
the vagus nerve to suppress 
proinflammatory cytokines; early 
results have been positive (in 2013, 
six out of eight patients reported 
reduced symptoms). 

The development of electroceuticals 
faces two challenges. The neural 

circuitry must be well enough 
understood in order to pinpoint 
which neural circuits are associated 
with which diseases – no small task, 
as the human nervous system is 
immensely complex; and clinicians 
must then identify the best points of 
intervention. 

Research into electroceuticals is 
taking part against the backdrop 
of a wider and wildly ambitious 
endeavour to map the human brain. 
Two important projects launched in 
the last year: the Human Brain Project 
in Europe and BRAIN in the US. 

Karen Sie is an intellectual property lawyer with 
Norton Rose Fulbright in Canada. 
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The person

Jackie O’Brien

My father was the first person in his family to go to university and he wanted 
the same opportunities for his daughters. Interestingly, though, he would not 
allow my mother to work. 

My parents went to the UK in the 1960s to work with the national health 
system. I was born in London; in 1970, when I was ten, the family decided to 
return to Australia. It took us 36 hours to get here. We stopped in Frankfurt, 
then Rome, Bahrain, New Delhi, Singapore, Perth, then in Sydney. I felt a bit 
like a foreigner in my own country.

When my elder son, Ollie, was maybe six, we were doing a family holiday on 
the Sunshine Coast and he went on a whale-watching trip with his father. I 
remember talking to him as he was trying to go to sleep. ‘How was it? What 
did you think?’ And he said, ‘Oh Mum, you can’t believe it, the whale was 
really close and there was one whale and I saw its eye and its eye was looking 
at me and its eye was as big as my head!’ And I said, ‘Oh my goodness, was 
that scary?’ And he said, ‘No, no, no, no, it was great. Mum, do you think 
the whale is thinking about me tonight?’ And I said, ‘Look, quite possibly, 
darling, yes, quite possibly he might be thinking or she might be thinking 
about you tonight. If he were or she were, what do you think he or she might 
be thinking?’ ‘I’m thinking that they would be thinking how little I was.’ 
And I thought, excellent! It’s that looking at something and then trying to 
see something from another person’s perspective; it’s about recalibrating the 
experience and just wondering what it feels like on the other side of the lens. 
I thought, great! I’ve done one good parenting thing. 

I, as far as I know, am the second person in the family to go to university and 
the first woman. But for the Labor Whitlam government in the mid-1970s, 
there was a very real prospect that I may not have gone. 

My mother grew up on the land in New South Wales. Her father was a grazier 
and, although he was prepared to send my mother off to a very fine boarding 
school, she was basically not allowed to go to university. 

The mid 1970s was a huge period of change in Australia – it’s not just about 
being able to attend university essentially free of charge, it was what that did 
to the mindset of people about tertiary education.

Ollie went on French exchange for three months at the age of 16; he went to 
Lyon. He made that decision himself, but I was cheering in the background. 
It’s the preparedness to do that sort of thing at that age, to go to the other 
side of the world, and what that does to your mindset, your resilience, your 
independence.

The ability to constructively second guess yourself about the assumptions 
that you’re making is an absolutely critical skill for a lawyer.

If you’d said to me at 15, very shortly your father is going to leave you and 
your mother for somebody who’s actually only three years older than you, 
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and your mother, who has never been allowed to work, 
will have to go back to work; and if you then said, now 
fast forward about 25 years and I’m going to tell you that 
you are going to give birth to a child who has a profound 
intellectual disability and has autism and epilepsy and 
won’t ever be able to speak, I would have said, as a 15-year-
old girl, I cannot imagine anything worse, that is appalling. 
But that is exactly what happened. 

I love words. I love them. I think most lawyers do. 

All of the social layering that most of us take for granted, 
the way we behave, the things we do, the things that we 
expect of one another, my second son, Tom, doesn’t have 
any of that. He has none of that; and you can either look 
at that as something incredibly confronting or disturbing 
or upsetting or you can say, no, no, no, that’s actually just 
raw humanity. 

If you really listen and watch and try to understand, you 
see a whole other dimension in terms of how human 
beings interact with one another. 

It has made me, I hope, I believe, much more discerning in 
my interactions with other people. 

The achievements that my son demonstrates may be tiny 
but they are extraordinary, because I know how hard he 
has worked.

A few years ago, I took various psychometric tests and one 
piece of feedback was, oh my goodness, you’re incredibly 
altruistic, that’s a little unusual!

In Australia, around 80 per cent of all marriages where 
there is a child with a disability involved fail and, sadly, I’m 
one of those 80 per cent, so in a sense I feel like I’m reliving 
my mother’s life. 

It’s hard not to look like you’re being Pollyanna or putting 
on this brave front. I’m no saint.

There’s an Australian film called The Black Balloon. It’s a 
very true-to-life rendition of what living with somebody 
with autism is like. It’s unpredictable, it’s chaotic, it’s 
traumatic, it’s dramatic. But it’s funny and it’s human and 
it’s sweet. 

Sometimes, if Tom has done something really quite 
destructive and I’m trying to find a way to explain to him 
he can’t do that, he will just turn his head to one side and 
give me a very particular little smile. A lot of people on the 
spectrum have difficulty looking at someone else’s face, so 
when I get a moment like that, that gives me great joy. 

My elder son has grown into an absolutely fabulous 
young man. He’s studying law at Australia National 
University, in Canberra. It’s only a three-hour drive 
but he went into rooms there. He has to cook and 
clean for himself. That’s a really good experience 
for a 19-year-old Australian male!

Three weeks after I married, my mother died, totally 
unexpectedly. She had a stroke. She was only a year 
or so older than I am now, and that had – and still 
has – a profoundly sad impact on me. 

There was a period after Tom’s diagnosis where I 
remember thinking, you know what, I’m never 
going to give up on him, he’s going to be okay, I 
must be able to fix it, look at me, I can fix anything! 
And then the gentle realization over several years 
that, no, I couldn’t fix it. My role was and still is to 
make his life the best it possibly could be.

We deadlock ourselves into the house each night in 
case Tom decides to walk out and we don’t know 
where he goes. And we lock the fridge; otherwise 
Tom will just raid the fridge constantly.

There have been times where I’ve been very angry 
with my husband and about him. 

I’ve learnt that when you feel angry you actually 
have to allow yourself to feel angry. I was brought 
up in a house where displays of anger were, ‘Oh, 
you don’t do that, that’s quite unseemly, no, you 
should be calm.’ 

That was the other thing that came out of 
my psychometric testing. ‘You really do like 
understanding how things work, don’t you.’ I do, 
I do. 

I have two paid carers who help me look after Tom 
and help me run my house. 

Sometimes it only takes a little thing like the 
dishwasher not working and you think, oh my 
goodness, is this the straw that’s broken the camel’s 
back, and then you get over yourself and you think, 
it’s just a dishwasher, it’s a First World problem, 
there’s a sink and a tap, we will be all right.

The simple fact is people aren’t 
calm and they are not happy 
all of the time. They can’t be. 
They’re human beings. 
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When Tom leaves school, in a couple of years, then a whole 
lot of really sad discussions have to be embarked upon about 
how to get him ready for the next stage of his life. It weighs 
on me a great deal. When I’m not here, when his father is not 
here, what happens then? 

My elder son says to me, ‘Mum, you can’t be looking after Tom 
when you’re 80. So what’s the plan?’

My Nirvana would be that I can get Tom to a stage where, as a 
young man, he could live in a house with other young people 
who have special needs, but there’s 24-hour care. Those 
places are really few and far between.

Before I had Tom I was very big on planning – some might say 
micro-managing – my life. 

You learn to grab the really good things as you see them. I love 
travel. I have a whole list of places that I am working through. 
Hopefully, next Australian summer I will be on an ice-breaker 
going down to the Antarctic.

The corporate responsibility programme has been an 
extraordinary experience, being part of building that, setting 
up volunteering programmes and running the pro bono 
practice. If I were only doing my specialised legal role, I don’t 
think I would be coping nearly as well or feeling nearly as 
well as I do now.

One thing I am certain about: there will be no traditional 
retirement for me.

Jackie O’Brien, Sydney 
Career 
Intellectual property partner 
National corporate responsibility 
partner (Norton Rose Fulbright 
Australia) 
National pro bono partner 
(Norton Rose Fulbright Australia) 
Joined Norton Rose Fulbright 
2011 
Joined Allens Arthur Robinson 
1985 (Partner 1995) 
LLB, University of New South 
Wales 1984 
BA, University of New South 
Wales 1982 
Moved to Sydney, Australia 1970 
Born London, UK 1960

Interview by Ingeborg Alexander 
Illustration by Sean Rohr
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Back streets
P R I V A T E  V I E W I N G S  O F  C I T I E S ,  A N D  S T R E E T S ,  N E A R  Y O U .
N E W  Y O R K ,  A U T U M N  2 0 1 1 .  P H O T O G R A P H S  B Y  I V A N  M A S L A R O V .

Corner of Grand St 
and Wooster St
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Ivan Maslarov is the 
picture editor of Re:.

MOMA
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Ghana Must Go
(Diese Dinge Geschehen Nicht Einfach So)

Taiye Selasi
fiction

This book (published only in 2013) really drew me in. It starts very quietly 
with the death of a father of four and then in hindsight reveals the family story 
that spans Nigeria, Ghana and the United States. It shows how vulnerable we 
are when it comes to family and how deep wounds received in childhood can 
be, and still, what tremendous strength and healing power a family can offer. 
The author – whose debut novel this is – beautifully paints the characters of 

the main persons. By the end of the book one knows them like close relatives. 

Recommended by Cornelia Marquardt, Munich

Coda
A  B O O K  F O R  2 0 1 4
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