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I grew up hungry, and the best way to get the most (and 
best) food was to cook, so I became a chef. Then I fell in 
love with food from the other side of the swing doors and 
started reading restaurant reviews. I thought if someone is 
getting paid to eat out, why can’t it be me? It took about 10 
years and a lot of unpaid work and spending my own money 
in restaurants, but eventually I managed to live the dream. 

Behind all this was a secret yearning to live a simpler 
life, closer to the soil. When I felt I’d done my bit in 
restaurants, I made small steps to live my secret dream. 
First I had a small plot in a community garden in Sydney, 
then I moved to Hobart to get closer to my producer. I 
always thought owning a farm was out of my reach, but  
in Tassie you can own a small farm and still be within an 
hour of the airport and the biggest city. It’s farming for 
weaklings. Eventually we decided to buy a bigger farm, 
where we now live, Fat Pig Farm.

Death is all around you on a farm. You can’t grow cherries 
or plums without killing cherry slugs. You can’t have eggs 
without doing something with the roosters. It’s taught me 
great respect for the complex biological systems farmers 
work within. 

Being there when our original sow, Tinkerbell, gave 
birth was an unforgettable moment. She was having 
difficulty and I spent hours in her shelter trying to ensure 
things went as smoothly as possible. Usually the birthing 
process is over after four hours. This time it took 24 hours, 
but all the piglets were healthy and she did an amazing  
job. Being at a birth is at once amazing, scary, icky and 
inspiring. It’s a huge responsibility, and a privilege, to  
be able to help an animal in a very vulnerable situation.

I’m usually there to wean pigs, take them to the 
abattoir, and deal with butchers. I’m the dairy hand, 
garden labourer and the cook at events. In between I work 
on television shows, write books and organise our festival 
stalls. My wife, Sadie, does all these things if I’m away, 
along with all the bookwork, emails, and organising of  
the farm. Without her, I wouldn’t be able to do a quarter  
of what I do.

We are very blessed. Our life is filled with long days, 
and often demanding work, but it’s also the most 
rewarding work in a physical, emotional, spiritual  
and intellectual way. 

I still love to eat out, and Hobart has so many great 
restaurants. I adore MYU Easy Bites. Brilliant, mostly 
Malaysian-style food, cooked with care and passion, served 
in a modest dining room. If I could be half the cook Ian is, 
I’d be happy (Shop 2, 93 New Town Road, New Town).

I’m a big fan of the speakeasy. The latest little bar I fell  
for is South Seas, tucked next to a car park down near 
Salamanca. The bearded barman makes cocktails from  
the 1930s and I feel younger and better looking just by  
going there (13-17 Castray Esplanade, Hobart).

Machine Laundry in Salamanca Square has the goods. 
Good coffee, great breakfasts, and a big open space for  
the kids to run riot (12 Salamanca Square, Battery Point). 
If it wasn’t about me, I’d take my son to Kidz Bizzzz in nearby 
Kingston. Great climbing equipment, they can scream as 
much as they like, and if you wear them out you can take 
them to Machine afterwards so you can have a coffee.

The best place for live music has to be The Republic  
in North Hobart. You can see an eclectic mix of bands in  
a well-worn, friendly pub venue that always feels intimate 
(republicbar.com). On Friday nights, head to Rektango. It’s 
a courtyard in the back of Salamanca where you can get a 
beer, have a boogie, and chat to locals of all ages and 
backgrounds (salarts.org.au/rektango).

I’d love to go kayaking in Port Davey with Sadie. 
Tucked into the weathered west coast, you can fly in and 
kayak around the fringe of the most incredible World 
Heritage-listed area. I’ve been there by yacht, but I’d love 
to spend more time exploring, and it’d be even better to 
share that with my wife.

We love taking visitors swimming in the Huon River, 
near the farm. I’d also take them to MONA, because, well, 
it’s brilliant, and we like any excuse to see the incredible 
architecture and outstanding art. And then we’d sneak 
them into Masaaki’s sushi joint for wonderful food in an 
unassuming location just off a carpark at the bottom end  
of town (20b Church Street, Geeveston).

We adore winter. It’s great for whisky, sitting in front of 
the fire, eating hearty food, and seeing the historic houses 
better because the deciduous trees have lost their leaves. 
It’s also far easier to book accommodation and get into 
some of the sights. Just be sure to bring warm clothes –  
as the saying goes, there’s no such thing as bad weather, 
just bad dressing.

Hobart is… artistic, historic, seasonal, and distinctly 
unfamiliar. Da
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In Tassie you can own a small farm and 
still be within an hour of the airport and 

the biggest city. It’s farming for weaklings.

A former chef and food critic, Matthew Evans now spends his days getting  
his hands dirty at Fat Pig Farm, writing books and making TV shows like  
SBS TV’s Gourmet Farmer and What’s The Catch? He shares his favourite  

things about life on the land and his adopted city of Hobart
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