
ScentS and 
SenSibility

24 hourS with Kille enna

She was young, crew cut, and tattooed. And a girl. A rare bird in her business at the time, 
and especially at that level. Kille Enna got acquainted with the life of a chef the hard 
way, and since then she has done it the animal way: by instinct. She’s not afraid of  

anything. Only of not daring. That’s why she insists on learning something new every 
day. And on reaching out and grasping happiness when it’s right under her nose.
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K
ille Enna doesn’t want to be disturbed. 
She doesn’t mean to be arrogant, and it’s not that people 
aren’t welcome, either. But when she opens her doors 
to guests, it’s because she has invited them. Because she 
has the energy to let people in and offer them what she 
has: food, feelings, and tall tales. She has travelled more 
than most, always on the hunt for aromas and flavours, 

and along the way she has discovered her mind and temperament are 
more southern Europe than the half German, half southern Jutland 
blood that runs in her veins. 

“It’s all about feelings, emotions, Mille,” she says and gesticulates 
dramatically. She stands in the centre of the room and holds my gaze 
in a very demanding and rather un-Danish way, while revealing her 
habit of mentioning the name of the person she’s talking to, especially 
when making a point. And Kille makes a lot of points.

Nevertheless she has chosen a life away from the throng; she and 
her husband Morten have settled just outside the town of Ystad in 

Sweden, a place from which she can choose to take in the world in 
measured doses. One of their two houses is Kille’s laboratory and con-
tains a professional kitchen surrounded by a garden with a large green-
house. The other house is where they live. The fields around them are 
UNESCO protected and the road is theirs. A sign at the beginning of 
the road says ‘Private’, and should anybody stray this way, she politely 
asks them to turn around. It’s impressive, she thinks, that people are 
able to work in the company of others, of people yelling and shouting 
and swearing and being noisy. She herself would never be able to get 
anything done. So when she asks not to be disturbed, it’s not because 
she dislikes company, but rather because she’s like a piece of fly-paper 
catching any and all human vibrations.

“I need to cultivate my oddity to have a chance. I’m a lone rider,” 
she says. 

The dogs bark as I arrive. August is old and must be carried down 
the few steps connecting the greenhouse and the main house. Nelle 
is young and energetic and whips up a storm as soon as anything or 
anybody strange approaches her territory.

Kille only rarely lets people into her home and her life. But she’s also 
a big fan of new concepts and of giving things the time and space they 
deserve. So she has consented to granting me access to her world for 
24 hours, and I’ve packed my wellingtons and my knitted socks as I’ve 
been told to. She has also instructed me to keep my ears and my pencil 
sharp. She has a project of revolutionary character that she wants to 
tell me about. Something she’s been working on for the past four years, 
something so secret that she couldn’t talk about in the mail.

She circles round the subject and begins by speaking about the book 
on sustainable cuisine she has just put together for IKEA. The book 
will be published in 19 languages and 28 countries, and as usual when 
she makes books, she does it all herself – she thinks out the recipes, 
she cooks, organizes, writes, and takes the pictures. It took her almost 
five months of getting up at 5 a.m. every day and going to bed at 11 p.m. 

“Everybody thinks it’s easy for me,” she says while serving Assam tea 
in cups from Royal Copenhagen. Blue flower decorations and saucers.

“But it’s not. Making that book was a marathon.”
But despite the hard work she’s fond of the tone and the atmos-

phere in the big corporations. Like the three years she spent as a 
consultant for the Danish supermarket chain Kvickly, who set up a 
Kille Enna corner in each of the 90 supermarkets all over the country, 
where customers had the chance to learn about spices and culinary 
cultures from across the world. 

She opted to do the IKEA book for the same reason she chose to 
work for Kvickly: because she felt that she had something to contri-
bute. And because she loves the dance of getting a teamwork up and 
running with ten people at different levels within the corporation. She 
straightens her back behind the kitchen table.

“It’s a ballet. I like it. Getting the balance right between arrogance 
and humbleness. Not too much and not too little. And of course 
knowing when things just aren’t up for discussion.”

Kille should have been an actress, her maternal grandmother  
always said when she was little, and she does indeed possess a dramatic  
talent. When she speaks, her intonation moves from an insistent near-
shout to an almost inaudible whisper – as if she delivered her lines on 
a stage. In between eager sentences, which occasionally charge ahead 
at such speeds that she needs to check herself and ask what we were 
talking about, the pauses lie as perfectly placed buffers that either 
catch the words gently or imbue her points with extra poignancy and 
force. When she laughs, she laughs loudly and at her own stories, and 
her accent oscillates between singsong Jutland inflections and a some-
what affected tone. For instance she pronounces the word ‘andefedt’ 
[duck’s fat] as if she were lady of the manor, and the next instance she 
uses terms like ’hard core’ and ‘totally screwed’ like a ghetto girl. Her 
German heritage doesn’t fail her either.

“It’s wahnsinn, Mille,” she says and opens a door to her secret world 
to take out a box full of bags of dried ingredients. Behind that is a 
row of brown apothecary bottles with screw caps and pipettes. Every 
one of them has been meticulously labelled with white, handwritten  
labels, bearing names like ‘Dandelion Flower no. 2’ or ‘Cardamom 
Rose Lavender no. 8’. Kille squats down and quivers.  

“This project is tailor-made for me. It’s everything that I can and want.”

Kille Enna Fine Botanicals, her product is called. In brief, it’s about fla-
vour enhancements for water. A seductive concentrate of roots, seeds, 
bark, and flowers that is sprayed into your glass and gives you an  
intense olfactory experience; then water is poured and the experi-
ence is communicated to your sense of taste, albeit in a somewhat less  
intense, diluted version.

“Perfumed water”, Kille calls it and tells the long version. The story 
of how it all began four years ago, when she was cleaning out her attic 
and discovered the book The Perfume by Patrick Süskind. She began 
to read, and every night she was transported to Paris, where the main 
character Jean-Baptiste Grenouille stalks and murders young vir-
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gins in a perpetual hunt for the perfect scent.
“He wants to reconstruct the things he 

loves. To capture an aroma and make it come 
alive …” She sounds as if she sat in front of a 
bunch of children and recited Hans Christian 
Andersen. “ … to enable him to re-experience 
it anytime he wants to. Because everything 
perishes.”

She read the book in three days and shared 
the main character’s thoughts: how do you 
capture a scent, an aroma?

“People said, but Kille, it’s totally bizarre. 
He kills women and puts them in oil to pre-
serve them,” she says.

“But I don’t remember a single murder 
from the book. All I remember is the per-
fume bottles and his sadness because he lacks 
identity, scent-wise. The fragrant breeze of a 
woman walking by … I was mesmerized by 
that book.”

Shortly afterwards Kille went to Austria 
and bought a box with three small perfume 
bottles in the Hermès shop in Salzburg. The 
beautiful, angular flacons combined with her 
new-found appreciation of Süskind’s universe 

made her contact a friend she knew at Per-
nod Ricard. She wanted to know how exactly 
you make stuff with scents and aromas. Her 
friend suggested that she could do that her-
self, easily, and when she five months later 
gave him a handful of extracts, or tinctures, as 
they’re called, he cocked his head and asked 
her precisely the questions that convinced 
her that she was on to something.

“But it took a lot of effort, several years, and 
all my savings before I had what I wanted.”

Through another friend Kille got in  
contact with one of Europe’s large bottled 
water companies, who wanted to flavour their 
spring water with her tinctures. 

“It took me five minutes to spray the  
entire room. Nobody said anything and nobody 
smiled, but after another five minutes they were 
hooked. Because I’m not ruining their water. 
I’m enhancing it.” She sniffs solemnly.

The collaboration didn’t pan out, however. 
She kindly declined, because it was important 
to them that what she delivered had a life of 
its own and just moved ahead automatically. 
That she was not part of the process.

“But you need to check all the time if the rose 
is good enough,” she explains. 

“For instance, I’ve just received a biody-
namic, Italian rose, and it takes fourteen days 
before I’ll know anything. Then it begins to 
acquire flavour. Until then it’s just completely 
silent. Whereas an Iranian rose is firing on all 
cylinders in just two days. Incidentally, the 

Italian rose becomes quite irresistible in the 
end. And you need to be aware of that. All 
the things that people think are plain silly are 
actually totally crucial, if this is going to be a 
success.” 

She talks as if she was addressing a room 
full of European water moguls and spreads 
her arms questioningly:

“Why do you want to get rid of me? When 
I’ve got a project such as this?”

She was so disappointed that her body  
revolted. First with a tingle in her arms, then 
with loss of hearing and finally loss of sight. 
She got thoroughly checked. First class treat-
ment, brain scans and heart scans. No cerebral 
haemorrhaging. But she needed to calm down.

“I’m a fragile little person and those money 
people sometimes …” She searches for the 
right words. 

“I feel uncomfortable around people who’re 
good at making money, but don’t create any-
thing. People without fervour and passion. I 
like emotional involvement.”

She tried to garner financial support from 
others, but they saw only difficulties where 

Kille Enna saw an ocean of opportunities. 
Somebody suggested that she should be like 
a kind of art installation, an icon to be expe-
rienced in her element, talking about all the 
stuff that brings colour to her cheeks. 

”We’ll be able to charge 500 Euros per 
ticket,” they said, but they didn’t understand 
that she wanted to create something that 
could be sold. 

She just had to grin and bear it. But then 
IKEA approached her and offered her the 
opportunity to do a cookbook and enough 
money to kick off her project on her own.

“Suddenly it was crystal clear,” she says. 
“Back then even I thought it was complex. But 
when you’re responsive and open with all your 
senses, everything becomes super simple.” 

At last she gets the four finished tinctures 
out, fetches a couple of tall crystal glasses 
from the cupboard. She sprays one of the 
glasses a few times and hands it to me.

“Close your eyes,” she says, but still she 
can’t help putting words into my mouth: 
“Honey and heather and heat and warmth. 
Summer. Creamy and rich and super amo-
rous,” she intones. 

“Gives me goosebumps. I only get goose-
bumps when I’ve made something really 
good.”

I, on the other hand, am tossed around in a 
universe of flavours that refuse to be caught 
and labelled, and I’m struck by the thought 

that her tinctures are like herself. Flighty. 
Full of contradiction. Completely unique and  
beyond compare. 

The first one is quite perfumed, like a 
grandmotherly scent combined with a mascu-
line whisky smell. Kille lowers her voice and 
leans across the table. Speaks confidentially: 
“I’ve been testing these scents for four years 
and some of them mature like whisky over 
time. Imagine if I put them in casks.”

That last bit about the casks is almost whis-
pered, as if she told me a secret so revolution-
ary that the consequences are immeasurable.

“Listen, Mille. I’ve only just begun.”
She pours water into the glass.
“Now comes the taste,” she says. 
We taste in silence. The smell is very potent, 

but when you taste, it’s much lighter. Delicate.
“I could just cry. I almost can’t stand it. My 

eyes get misty all the time,” she says from her 
side of the table.

She tells me about the ingredients in her 
tinctures. Yellow ginger from the magic  
African soil, fresh rosemary from an all-
female cooperative in Uganda, biodynamic 

liquorice made from Egyptian roots, French 
lavender, rosebuds and cardamom from Sri 
Lanka. Red clover and sloe from Croatia. And 
dandelions.

“I really wanted to put that on a label:  
Dandelion.” Pause. “Flower.”

She puts her hand to her mouth, pits her 
lips together and blows gently …

Lunch is served in the greenhouse. Salad 
with sage and rocket, tomatoes, mango, ap-
ples, chrysanthemum, and small scoops of 
yoghurt, served with toasted rye bread and 
butter. We talk about the house, which they 
only got permission to buy because the previ-
ous owner thought she should have it. He just 
liked her. And she likes Swedes.

“Because they’re not curious,” she explains.
“And they’re polite. Danes aren’t polite. 

The Swedes are diplomats. They never yell 
at you or get worked up. They don’t have the 
same kind of attitude as Danes. It’s a totally 
different approach. They say: ‘It’ll work out’. 
They’re totally calm and just like ‘Well, okay’. 
I can’t resist that.”

She also likes the fact that the Swedes aren’t 
people who just invite strangers into their 
lives. They mind their own business and let 
her mind hers. The contact to the locals is 
restricted to those she needs to have contact 
to. People like Todd, who works at the nearby 
manor and delivers soil for her vegetable beds. 
Once she invited him in for coffee, home-

“i feel uncomfortable around people who’re good at making money, but don’t  
create anything. People without fervour and passion. i like emotional involvement.”
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made cake, and a chat in the greenhouse.
“’I just love to be here,’ I say to Todd. ‘Yes,’ 

he replies. ‘This is quality of life.’”
She mimics Todd’s drawling Swedish modu-

lation when she speaks as him. And switches 
back to her own accent when she reaches the 
point of the story:

“In every magazine in Denmark they talk 
about quality of life. And there’s Todd, a farm 
labourer, telling me that he wouldn’t want to 
be anywhere else in the world. To him, quality 
of life is just being outside, in all this.” 

She spears a couple of salad leaves with her 
fork and chews in silence for a bit.

“I just have so much in common with a guy 
like that.”

Nelle barks agitatedly, and a white mail van 
comes ambling down the dirt road. Kille  
returns with a package.

“I know what this is,” she says, puts it on 
the table and changes the subject. A few mo-
ments later she says, “Oh well. I don’t know if 
I should open that?” and nods at the package.

It’s a book she has made for Danish Karo-
lines Køkken. And she already knows that she 
will be disappointed. In herself. Because she 
always thinks that things could have been 
done better.

A few seconds after removing the wrapping 
paper from a small stack of books, she almost 
yells with great enthusiasm:

“Look at those pictures. Look! It’s all me, 
my world. The little things. Thousands of tiny 
leaves. A picture like that one? Isn’t it great? 
Pick up the book. Do you see that butter 
there, how it’s placed? Don’t you just feel like 
baking when you see that?” 

It takes her an entire day to shoot the  
pictures for five recipes. Sometimes she only 
gets one recipe done, if things get messed 
up. And it’s six hours extra if she needs to 
reshoot a picture. It’s not just an extra click. 
She needs to go to Malmö and get the goods, 
set it all up again, cook the food, present it  
– and then shoot the picture.

“I sit here and brag, but it’s a result that 
has required all my energy,” she says and tells 
me that she taught herself to take pictures 
because she felt that she was doing all the 
work herself anyway. Except pushing that  
little button.

“It’s insane, the amount of time and mon-
ey I’ve spent on not giving up.”

The wind whistles through the cracks in the 
greenhouse and Kille’s schedule goes west. 
She doesn’t like that, because we also need to 

take the dogs for a walk down by the Kåse-
berga coast. There’s a light rain and I’m glad 
I’ve brought my wellingtons. Kille emerges 
from the bathroom that also serves as ward-
robe, clad in wellingtons, oilskin coat, a cash-
mere scarf, and a blue woollen hat.

Gone is the look-at-me attitude from lunch. 
Now she’s a landowner with a cool view of 
everything as she sits behind the wheel of her 
forest green Land Rover, a car that just loves 
the potholes in the dirt roads around here. 
She parks the car by a gate we have to crawl 
under in order to cross a hilly field and reach 
the water. A fence keeps us separate from a 
flock of horned cattle.

“Isn’t it beautiful,” she interrupts herself 
halfway through a sentence about flowers to 
point to a cow.

They’ve got horns because they’re bio-
dynamic, she explains. When the cows are 

slaughtered, the horns are filled with ferti-
lizer and silicon and buried. They lie in the 
ground and absorb power that later can be 
transferred to water and then used for irri-
gation because it’s believed that this ripens 
and harmonizes the crops. The horns on a 
cow are closest to God and therefore infused 
with a certain power, the legend has it.

“I’m not afraid of believing,” she says half-
way across the field, while Nelle chases moles.

The sun, partially hidden behind rain 
clouds, sends a fat ray of light down towards 
Ystad. Kille believes in intimacy, time, and 
love. In relation to animals, friends, and fam-
ily. She believes that things matter.

“I’d do anything for my dogs. They get 
homemade food and cold-pressed olive oil, 
and they’ve never been ill. That’s because I 
take care of them. You got to take care of 
your animals. Treat them well.”

Her phone rings as we’re on our way back.
“Hello, Morten,” she says. “Sounds cool. 

Great. Bye.”
It was about the chicken we’re going to eat 

later. Do they get a lot of visitors? Family? 
Kille has a sister, but we won’t talk about her. 
Everybody has skeletons in their closets, she 
says. Her strength comes from other places.

“I’m a brave little warrior,” she says.
She’s proud of being where she is today, 

proud of having achieved what she has, based 
on the hand she was dealt.

“’Caused nobody has helped med,” she states. 
We get to talk about her sister neverthe-

less. She’s older than Kille, well read and edu-
cated at Sorbonne. She has done her utmost 
to make Kille feel stupid. Little Kille who’s 
just a cook. That’s how she feels, but it’s not 

that she needs to prove anything to anyone. 
Only to herself.

“The reason I’m so happy and satisfied 
with my own things is that I’ve made an  
effort. Nothing’s just plain sailing. Much of it 
is almost like a war.”

She’s her own worst critic and she always, 
constantly tries to find true meaning in what 
she does. The better she gets at something, 
the larger the dilemma gets, because she 
wants to keep learning. Develop. Progress. 
That’s why she’s so happy with her tinctures.

“It’s the hardest work as well as a total par-
adise in terms of flavours and scents. It’s so 
challenging that I need to go to bed early. But 
it’s quiet. It’s not hectic. It’s not noise and 
struggle or violently emotional,” she says with 
one hand on the steering wheel. 

“I’m just standing there, mixing stuff and 
remembering. There’s nothing I don’t love. 

Each and every step of the way. From first 
to last.”

The windows are misted over and the wip-
ers sweep the raindrops away, rhythmically 
and carefully.

Kille has never been happier. She thinks hap-
piness should be safeguarded and protected 
– it gets infinitely more complicated to in-
teract with other people if you’re not happy, 
she thinks. If she wakes up in the morning 
and detects some kind of mental dissonance, 
she promptly assumes the role of internal  
psychologist.

“Kille, why aren’t you happy?”
“Don’t know.”
“But you’ve got it all.”
“Yeah, but it’s just …”
“Why don’t you just go somewhere? You 

could go to New York for a week or some-
thing.”

Then she goes out into her garden. Leaves 
everything as it is inside and spends eight 
hours on her hands and knees, feeling the 
soil, moving rocks, and getting bruises.

“It’s no good for me to be depressed. It’s 
not healthy.”

She thinks that happiness should be taught 
in schools. Children ought to learn about  
empathy and understanding other people. 
About giving by just smiling. Embracing 
whatever’s coming your way. 

“When you meet someone who’s happy and 
in complete harmony, you feel totally calm. 
You just want to hug that person and say, ‘I 
don’t know you, but you make me calm, free 
of charge’,” she says. 

“Stuff like that just knocks me off my feet.”

“look at those pictures. look! it’s all me, my world. the little things.  
thousands of tiny leaves. isn’t it great?”
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Do other people feel like that when they 
meet her?

On a good day, yes. And she makes sure it’s 
a good day when she needs to go out in the 
world and do something.

“I don’t want to ruin it for others,” she says.
“It’s all on me in the end. I could have cho-

sen differently. I could have married another 
man, I could have opened a restaurant. Any 
decision is a compromise.”

She boards a train of thought concerning 
unhappy friends with large, expensive houses, 
distancing themselves more and more from 
that which makes them happy. 

“The question of what makes you happy 
is the most fundamental issue,” she says and 
emphasizes that people can do whatever 
they want; she’s not one to judge. Never- 
theless she thinks people are afraid. Of 
whether things turn out right.

“I don’t care about failure. It never feels 
like failure anyway. Failure is just one way to 
reach your goal.”

The weather changes again. The autumn 
sky is dark, but the light on the landscape is 
yellow and soft.

“A long time ago, my mother gave me card 
with an Indian proverb: God respects me 
when I work. But he loves me when I sing.”

That’s something Kille Enna often con-
templates. She thinks about all the things 
she loves everywhere. Quality of life. But 
often she hasn’t got time enough to enjoy it 
thoroughly.

“It’s difficult to be human,” she says and 
continues: “I’m not afraid of living, but I’m 
afraid of not daring.”

We’re home again and she backs into the 
narrow driveway. We sit in the car for a spell; 
she takes her hat off and looks at me.

“I like the way a bicycle moves forward 
because you want it to, because you want to 
move forward.”

She lovingly covers August with a blanket. 
He lies on his pillow, exhausted. When you’re  
almost a hundred dog years a walk by the 
water is hard work. Kille opens a bottle 
of Austrian biodynamic white wine, even 
though she doesn’t drink herself. She hasn’t 
for almost five years. Her body can’t take it.

Morten enters with the chicken, and he’s 
different from what I imagined: tall, dark, and 
accommodating. But then again: what kind of 
weather suits a cloud that changes its shape 
according to the caprices of the wind? Morten 
is a cabinetmaker and designer and has a work-
shop in the barn by the house at the end of the 
road. They live here together, but they work 
alone. They use each other when they can.

“Morten is my best friend. He’s also my 

biggest supporter. It’s almost too much,” 
Kille said earlier in the day.

When Morten talks about Kille, it’s with 
unadulterated sweetness and admiration. 
He’s proud of his wife. She doesn’t speak 
as much as he does. Actually, she’s almost  
completely silent during dinner.

Once again we eat in the greenhouse and 
the hot soup with cabbage and chicken 
steams copiously in the cool air. We’re wear-
ing thick sweaters and the chairs are covered 
in sheepskin. Kille is dissatisfied with the 
meal. We’re eating too late, she thinks. She’s 
tired. She’s been talking all day. There’s also 
the ice cream. It’s an experiment. She has 
never made ice cream with orange blossoms 
and green cardamom before. It’s churning 
away in the ice cream maker in the kitchen.

Morten clears the dishes while Kille silent-
ly tastes the ice cream.

“Holy crap!” she yells and shatters the silence.
“That’s ice cream, right there.” 
She’s happy again. Invincible. Like Pippi 

Longstockings.
We eat the ice dream on the couch and 

talk about the New Nordic concept. That’s 
old news already, she thinks. She was at the 
reception when Noma opened and witnessed 
the young chef Rene Redzepi being so shy 
that he had to let his partner Claus Meyer do 
the talking.

“He couldn’t explain what they were trying 
to do,” Kille says and looks up from her bowl.

“That journey he’s made, from not  
being able to define your project in words to  
being head of the best restaurant in 
the world, that’s really something, truly  
awesome. That’s almost religious.”

But the fallout and all the people try-
ing to mimic Redzepi isn’t all that glori-
ous, she thinks. It’s just a macho club filled 
with guys imitating each other. Instead we 
should direct out attention to the east to get 
new impulses. Towards Poland, Latvia, and  
Russia. Learn from the Dacha culture, where 
90% of the people grow their own vege- 
tables. She believes in cabbage and souring 
and poor people’s fare, only produced in the 
most amazing ways. She believes in creating 
a modern refinement culture with curing, 
pickling, smoking, drying, and preserving, 
benefiting everybody.

“That’s like a primeval power,” she exclaims. 
“The Russians do it and have always done 

it. It’s the perfect example of urban garden-
ing. Minimum space, maximum yield. We 
look to New York and Paris for inspiration, 
but never to Russia and all their tremendous 
experience. East will be the new black. Food, 
glassware, textiles, you name it!”

She returns to Noma. And her ice cream.  
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Actually she’s never had a meal at Noma, but 
she’s convinced that it’s the ultimate restaurant 
experience. Because time stands still there.

“A great meal is one that conjures up memo-
ries,” she begins. “You stop doing whatever it 
is you’re doing. Just like my ice cream. Just 
like right now. You just react instinctively 
because the effect is so profound. You forget 
your worries for a second. That’s what smells 
can do, too.”

The walk to the other house is so dark that 
the boundaries between road and field have 
been obliterated. It’s very obvious that 
Kille’s house is her realm. Bright and orderly 
through and through, with a feminine, col-
ourful aesthetic. Here, in the second house, 
the atmosphere is very different. This is 
where Kille and Morten sleep when they’re 
not ensconced in their respective workshops.

The guest room upstairs is also Kille’s 
dressing room, and two racks densely packed 
with clothes constitute physical evidence of 
her chameleon-like existence. Thick, knitted 
jumpers and silk dresses and shirts with gold-
en threads. Landowner in furs, tweed, and 
hats one day, hip hop urchin the next.

“Or a little girl in a candy-striped crino- 
line. I get a little confused myself sometimes,” 
she laughs and brings in a couple of throws 
made from Bolivian alpaca fur.

She told the truth when she claimed that 
you sleep well at her place.

“You need to get up early if you want to 
keep up with me,” she wrote in her e-mail 
when we set up this interview, but actually 
she’d prefer if I slept a bit longer than her. 
That gives her time to air out the house and 
prepare breakfast.

The day begins at 6 a.m. for Kille. Then she 
has an espresso in her garden. She makes her 
own yoghurt, because the yoghurt you get in 
the shops is too thin and sour. To remove the 
fat from dairy products corresponds to re-
moving the heart from a human being. More 
or less. 

She’s overslept, but she’s in a good mood 
when I join her. It’s been a good night, and 
she sits in a chair below a painting of a gui-
tar that looks like it could have been made by 
Frida Kahlo. In the bathroom is a Mexican 
mask that’s worn on the day of the dead. She 
likes the Mexican traditions. She actually sus-
pects she might have lived before, somewhere 

in South America. Everything in that part of 
the world seems so familiar to her. The food 
and the colours. The fact that death and hap-
piness are intertwined.

“Death is what makes life interesting. Sim-
ple as that,” she says and lets her gaze wander 
aimlessly out across the fields.

“So you need to get with it and do what 
you really want. The way you want. And then 
hope you have time enough to get most of it 
done. I don’t feel like I belong in Scandinavia 
at all. I’m really not that European, basically.”

She’s deeply fascinated by the mysterious. 
The exotic.

“When I was a child we didn’t even have 
lemons,” she grins.

On the other hand, herring and mackerel 
were plentiful when Kille grew up in Dan-
ish small town Augustenborg. And thyme 
and cherry plums from the trees along the 
grounds. Elderflowers and porridge. Home 
cooked food with dandelion leaves in the  
salad. Their home was different. They ate sitting 
on the floor. Mum’s bed was in the living room 
because of the limited space. Kille got a bunk 
bed and decorated it with branches and leaves – 
sleeping there was like being in the woods. 

“Later it occurred to me that all the stuff I 
got from my childhood really is the solution 
to so much. Happiness. Health. General well-
being. That’s what my mum taught me back 
then. But you don’t understand that when 
you’re a child,” she says. 

Kille’s German father left his family when 
Kille was one year old. Her mother is a  
ceramic artist and painter, who sold her art to 
provide for her kids.

“She sold paintings so we could ride horses. 
That was my entire life,” Kille says.

“I’ve never felt deprived in any way, but I was 
a busy child. Home from school and then out 
again to check on the horses. Buff the saddles 
and shine the boots. Everybody else had their 
parents to help them, but we didn’t.”

Kille’s mother said they needed to figure it 
out and deal with it themselves. And remem-
ber to do their homework. The rules were 
very clear. No discussions. She remembers 
that any issues were resolved with much fi-
nesse. Other children got a lot of presents for 
Christmas, but Kille and her sister also got 
one the day before Christmas Eve.

“That made us feel special. It only takes a 
bit of ingenuity to create a life full of happi-
ness,” she opines thoughtfully. 

She had a paper route and worked in a bak-
er’s. She got up at 4 a.m. and got to know all 
the ingredients in the cakes. She knew what the 
customers wanted before they said it, and she 
loved to provide service like that. When she 
was at work, business increased significantly.

Kille moved out when she was fifteen, when 
she got an apprenticeship at Restaurant De 
4 Årstider [The 4 Seasons] in Aarhus, which 
then was one of the finest restaurants in Den-
mark. Initially it was just a sort of vocational 
experience, but before the end of the week 
she knew she wanted to be a cook. It was the 
best fun she’d ever had.

“Every day was something new,” she says 
and remembers the special life in the restau-
rant. The arriving guests and the dark closing 
in outside.

“The candles are lit and the smells waft in 
from the kitchen and there’s a lot of pres-
sure and doubt and sometimes you just feel 
like screaming … And then you’re done. You 
get your tips and have a quiet beer with your 
colleagues and the guests are drunk. It’s like 
a show, like going to the theatre every night. 
And you play one of the leading parts yourself.”

But just like at the theatre, you need a cer-
tain kind of mental setup to stay the course. 
When it’s neck or nothing every night, six 
nights a week, when everything hinges on 
whether the fish is overcooked, it takes its 
toll. Especially when you’re as young as Kille 
was. And when you’re left in the lurch like 
Kille was. 

The chef at De 4 Årstider was generous of 
spirit to the point of being almost a surrogate 
mother for Kille. She was equally generous 
when pouring wine in her glass, to the point 
where she sometimes forgot about the meat 
in the oven and the fifteen-year-old appren-
tice. Kille was saddled with a responsibility 
that was much too much, and that feeling still 
inhabits her body in some weird way. For bet-
ter or worse. She’s more effective than most 
other people and has a sense of responsibil-
ity that has served her well, but which also 
makes it difficult for others to live up to her 
standards. 

“I really can’t see the problem when people 
claim they’re tired. It’s just part of my per-
sonal setup that you just have to keep going.”

She learnt a lot in those years. She also 
learnt how not to be a chef. When she got 
her certificate, she sent it to London, where  

“holy crap!” she yells and shatters the silence. “that’s ice cream, right 
there.” She’s happy again. invincible. like Pippi longstockings.
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celebrity chef Anthony Worral Thompson 
took a shine to the Danish girl with the cocky 
attitude. She would like to work for him at 
one of his restaurants, she wrote. And she got 
more than she’d bargained for.

“I really didn’t want to be chef,” she says, 
but that’s exactly what she became. After 
just one month with Anthony he offered her  
ascension to the throne at Café dell’Ugo, and 
all of a sudden she had seven employees at her 
command.

“How do you address people who’re twice 
your age when you’re that young and under 
all that pressure?” she begins, but interrupts 
herself at once. “I began by firing the entire 
team.”

Anthony supported her. She was his ris-
ing star.

“Anthony was very unique. He’d never met 
someone like me. No matter what he asked 
me to do, I just took responsibility and got it 
done. On weekends we filled his Jaguar with 

food and drank pimps with cucumber and 
talked about . . .” Kille says, and her voice 
is as soft and gentle as a setting sun in the 
countryside.

Anthony recognized himself in Kille. He 
treated her like the daughter he’d never had, 
but rumours burned like wax candles in the 
underworld of a relationship that was far be-
yond platonic. She was nineteen and had out-
manoeuvred everybody else and spent the 
weekend at the boss’ country house. It got to 
be too much for the other chefs. And even-
tually too much for Kille as well. She woke 
up one morning and couldn’t get out of bed. 
Three days later she showed up for work, but 
she was unable to cook.

“Overnight, I just didn’t know what to do 
with my life. I’d lost my creativity,” she says. 

She quit. Anthony asked her to take it 
easy and relax. Enjoy her success, travel, find  
inspiration. She didn’t want to do that at all.

“Either I cook the food myself, or else I just 
stop. I thought I’d never get to cook again. I 
had nothing more to give.”

Shortly afterwards she sat in Trafalgar 
Square one evening, looking at the fountain, 
contemplating: What next? The next day she 

told Anthony that she had bought a ticket to 
California. Would he be so kind as to write a 
brief letter of introduction for her? 

“He wrote the most amazing testimonial,” 
she says. She falls silent and looks up. Her 
eyes are astoundingly blue. Pure. Behind a 
wet veil of emotion.

“He wrote: ‘No matter what, I’ll most defini- 
tely recommend that you take her in. You’ll 
never regret it.’“

She wipes a tear from her cheek with a 
discreet gesture. She pulls herself together 
somewhat and explains: “I seem like I’ve got 
everything under control …” 

She searches for the right words. 
“Anthony said: ‘She has a very abrupt man-

ner. But once you get to know her, she is a 
true angel.’”

She sniffles. Runs her little finger under 
each of her eyes.

“And then I went to Los Angeles.” 
She went to the Spago restaurant on Sun-

set Boulevard, where all the celebrities ate. 
It was owned by Wolfgang Puck, an Aus-
trian superstar chef, who made designer 
pizzas with Louisiana shrimp and smoked 
salmon. That was something Kille hadn’t 
seen before.

“It was so great and so new. And then I was 
back in the game. Took me three days.”

She laughs loudly and snaps her fingers. 
She got a job at Spago and her joy returned 
in full force. She’d never tasted anything like 
that before.

“They topped their pizzas with rocket 
leaves and had mashed potato on the menu. 
Everything fancy-pansy European got 
turned upside down or torn in half,” she says 
and curls her legs up under her in the chair.

“And then all of California was served on a 
plate. Here you go!” 

Kille stayed in the US and worked in a se-
ries of restaurants. This is where her inter-
est in organic produce was founded. After a 
few years she returned to Denmark, where 
she got a job as chef at Provence in Aarhus. 
Shortly afterwards she published her first 
cookbook, Mit solskinskøkken [My Sunshine 

Kitchen], and the following year she signed 
a contract with Kvickly, but quit after three 
years because “enough is enough”.  

When she wrote the book Bazar on spices 
it was as if the pieces of the puzzle began 
to fall into place. She perceives spices in 
the same way the rest of us perceive other  
human beings, and when she talks about them 
she endows them with traits like ‘very indus-
trious’, ‘utterly impossible’, or ‘very wilful’.

“They are my others. They’re the ones who 
make demands and ask questions and make it 
happen. To me, they’re the special effects of 
everyday life.”

The cold light of mid-morning suits her face. 
Nelle jumps onto her lap. Our 24-hour shuf-
fle is coming to an end, and Kille is one again 
headed for peace and quiet. She’s behind  
already, she says, and she’s looking forward 
to all the things she needs to do today: plant  
garlic, write labels, answer e-mails.

A lot of things, but it’s pretty sim-
ple. Everything becomes simpler with 
age, she thinks. It’s easier to answer 
when people ask what’s typically you. 
For Kille it’s typical that she craves 
moods and that she’s carried forward 
by some kind of perfumed wave. Intoxi- 
cating. Poetic, but at the same time melan-
cholic. And the unexpected is typical, she 
says and uses the vocabulary that’s most  
familiar to her to describe how.

“My palette of flavours goes up and down. 
To me it’s boring to get something that 
merely tastes good. If things are picture per-
fect, it’s dead in my world. But add scents 
and feelings,” she says and strokes Nelle’s 
smooth, warm back, “and then I’m riding 
on the highway of wishes and dreams.” 

She walks me to my car with Nelle in her 
arms. She hugs me and thanks me. When 
I back out of her driveway, she’s already 
gone, but when I get home there’s an 
email waiting. Apart from thanks and love, 
there’s just a single word: “Wonderful”.

Kille Enna Fine Botanicals will be launched in 
January 2014

“how do you address people who’re twice your age when you’re that young 
and under all that pressure?” she begins, but interrupts herself at once.  

“i began by firing the entire team.”


