
Sweden is swell 
for seafood

West Sweden has been hailed as the world’s new seafood centre. 
MARIANKA SWAIN puts its gastronomic reputation to the test
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My vocabulary 
has  improved 
since my trip to 
Sweden. I now 

know that smak means taste, 
hummer means lobster, and jag ar 
hungrig means ‘I’m hungry’— 
a phrase I never had to employ.

The west coast is a Mecca for 
seafood because of its icy waters, 
in which fish grow slowly and 
develop a superior f lavour. The 
Taste of West Sweden project, 
launched in 2000, forges close ties 
between the local fishing com-
munities and the growing number 

(Above) Scandinavian gastronomic heaven. (Right) A picturesque pier at ‘oyster capital’ Grebbestad
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of haute-cuisine restaurants— 
a combination that has brought 
the area international renown.

Our seafood voyage began in 
the Old European city of Gothen- 
burg. Lunch at Michelin-starred 
Sjomagasinet required a ferry 
ride out to Klippan, and the 
restaurant has a marine theme, 
evoking a captain’s cabin with 
wooden beams, cushioned seats 
and oars hung from the ceiling.

The taster starter included 
chewy pickled herring, over-
whelmed by truff le mayonnaise, 
smooth herring carpaccio and roe 

frothing with f lavour. My fri-
cassee of cod and halibut was set 
off by sharp roast vegetables and 
mussel sauce, and my companion 
enjoyed her musky elk, tempered 
by subtle jus. Sadly, we made little 
progress with a rich three-
chocolate mousse, meringues 
and liqueur-soaked ligonberries.

Wasa Allé, our dinner venue, 
was more muted. But the beauti-
ful presentation of the food spoke 
for itself, beginning with flat- 
bread accompanied by algae 
pesto and whipped butter with 
truff les. Our amuse bouche was 

one of the best tastes of the trip 
—an effervescent foam of chan- 
terelle soup, with a strong  
f lavour bubbling past the taste- 
buds, plus a morsel of smoky 
venison and sweet pumpkin 
cream. My salty cod with almond 
potato and seafood vinaigrette, 
and my companion’s tender veal 
and hearty beef brisket were 
sensational, but too substantial, 
and we were unimpressed by 
a ‘traditional’ sweet that was  
a tasteless version of pannacotta.

From Gothenburg, we jour-
neyed to the island of Flaton, 



One for the pot: cooking the catch in 
boiling water with dill, salt and sugar

We meet again: our lobster, served simply 
with hollandaise-and-dill sauce and rocket

Back on dry land, Niclas 
cooked our catch and then showed 
us how to sever the bones in the 
claws and slide out the meat 
neatly—this we attempted to do, 
with numb fingers and swaying 
vision and thus varying degrees 
of success. That evening, we 
ate lobster that was briny, crisp, 
succulent and, best of all, ours.

Early the next morning, we 
took a ferry over to ‘oyster capital’ 
Grebbestad, which was like  
a film set—our host Per’s hut 
was packed with nets, wooden 
crates and hanging buoys. On 
the quayside, one sweep of Per’s 
net yielded dozens of enormous 
oysters; about 300,000 oysters 
per year, or 90% of Sweden’s 
yield, come from Grebbestad.

The taste was extraordinary 
—pulsating and mineral, ‘like 
a kiss from the sea’, said Per. He 
showed us how to find the fix 
point in the shell with a knife and 
sever the muscles within, thus 

Salt & Sill: not a red herring

On ‘herring island’, Kladesholmen, we visited 
the beachfront-styled Salt & Sill restaurant, 
where we sampled the traditional herring, 
mats sill, best with boiled eggs, new pota-
toes and sour cream. Herring with black- 
currant was peculiar, even when washed 
down with blackcurrant schnapps, but 
herring with mustard and whisky and with bacon and horseradish 
was deliciously creamy, the fish tempered by the sauce, and we 
loved herring with fluffy vanilla and apple, cut through with chilli. 

Salt & Sill’s owners have just opened Sweden’s first floating hotel. 
Its Minimalist decor forms an effective part of the landscape, although 
the swaying sensation is a negative when in recovery from ‘safari’.
Salt & Sill, kladesholmen (00 46 3 0467 3480; www.saltosill.se)

Travel titbits

which had rustic fishing huts 
in a craggy landscape. Handels-
man Flink’s dining room was 
warm and welcoming, as was 
a delicious monkfish, haddock 
and shrimp soup. Fuelled up, we 
prepared to source some ingre-
dients ourselves. We dressed for 
a ‘lobster safari’ in luminous 
Michelin Man-style boiler suits, 
appreciating their practicality, 
if not their stylishness—they 
were certainly effective as we hit 
the rollercoaster black waves and 
drizzling rain in our little boat. 
Our guide, Niclas, explained the 
finer points of fishing as we clung 
on for dear life. The male members 
of our group fought to pull up 
the lobster cages, and my com-
petitiveness brief ly overcame 
nausea  as I did the same. Mine 
contained a huge black lobster; 
others weren’t so lucky. Many 
baskets had been looted by 
‘pirate’ divers—lobsters fetch 
about Kr1,000 (£80) per kilo.

Hello, big boy: it was worth all the effort 
(and seasickness) to land this monster

Travel Information
●Flights to Gothenburg from the Uk 
with Scandinavian airlines (www.

➥ ➥
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sliding the shell open. It looked 
easy, but I massacred mine, cut-
ting the meat in half. We finished 
our ‘breakfast’ with succulent 
crayfish, shrimps and mussels 
and homemade seaweed bread.

West Sweden’s range and 
quality of exciting tastes was 
truly spectacular. Just thinking 
about it, jag ar hungrig...

sas.se) and ryanair (www.ryanair.com) 
● elite Park avenue Hotel, 
Gothenburg (00 46 31 72 71 
000; www.elite.se)
● Sjomagasinet, klippan (00 46 
31 775 59 20; www.sjomagasinet.se)
● Wasa allé, Gothenburg (00 46 
31 13 13 70; www.wasaalle.se)
● Handelsman Flink, Flaton  
(00 46 30 45 50 51; www.
handelsmanflink.se)
● oyster experience, Grebbestad 
(00 46 52 51 42 42; www.
grebbestadsbo.se)

m
a

r
ia

n
k

a
 S

W
a

in
; k

e
l

e
 b

a
k

e
r

; i
St

o
c

k
PH

o
t

o


