Compare how Text A and Text B present American foods. Think about:

· What you learn about American foods
•
People’s attitudes to American foods

Text A – ‘Junk Food Heaven’ by Bill Bryson

Some weeks ago I announced to my wife that I was going to the supermarket with her next time she went because the stuff she kept bringing home was not fully in the spirit of American eating. Here we were living in a paradise of junk food -­‐ the country that gave the world cheese in a spray can -­‐ and she kept bringing home healthy stuff like fresh broccoli. It was because she was British, of course. She didn’t really understand the rich, unrivalled possibilities for greasiness and goo that the American diet offers. I longed for artificial bacon bits, cheese in a shade of yellow unknown to nature and creamy chocolate fillings, sometimes all in the same product. I wanted food that squirts when you bite into it or plops onto your shirt in gross quantities.

So I accompanied her to the supermarket and while she was off squeezing melons and pricing mushrooms I made for the junk food section -­‐ which was essentially all the rest of the store. Well, it was heaven. The breakfast cereals alone could have occupied me for most of the afternoon. There must have been 200 types, and I am not exaggerating. The most immediately arresting was called Cookie Crisp, which tried to pretend it was a nutritious breakfast but was really just chocolate chip cookies that you put in a bowl and ate with milk. Brilliant. I grabbed a box of the cereals and sprinted back to the trolley. ‘What’s that?’ my wife asked in the special tone of voice with which she often addresses me in retail establishments. ‘Breakfast,’ I panted as I dashed past, ‘and don’t even think about putting it back and getting muesli.’

I had no idea how the market for junk food had grown. Everywhere I turned I was confronted with foods guaranteed to make you waddle, including a whipped marshmallow sandwich spread called Fluff, which came in a tub large enough to bath a baby in. Aisle 7 (‘Food for the Seriously Obese’) was especially productive. It had a whole section devoted exclusively to Toaster Pastries. And what exactly is a toaster pastry? Who cares? It was coated in sugar. I grabbed an armful. I admit I got a little carried away -­‐ but there was so 

much and I had been away so long. It was the breakfast pizza that finally made my wife snap. She looked at the box and said, ‘No.’ ‘I beg your pardon, my sweet?’ ‘You are not bringing home something called breakfast pizza. I will let you have’ -­‐ she reached into the trolley for some samples -­‐ ‘Cookie Crisp and Toaster Pastries and...’ She lifted out a packet she hadn’t noticed before. ‘What’s this?’ I looked over her shoulder. ‘Microwave pancakes,’ I said. ‘Microwave pancakes,’ she repeated, but with less enthusiasm. ‘Isn’t science wonderful?’ I said. ‘You’re going to eat it all,’ she said. ‘Every bit of everything that you don’t put back on the shelves now. You do understand that?’ ‘Of course,’ I said in my sincerest voice. And do you know she actually made me eat it. I spent weeks working my way through a symphony of American junk food, and it was awful. Every bit of it. The most awful was the breakfast pizza. I tried it three or four times and once in desperation served it with marshmallow Fluff, but it never rose beyond a kind of limp, chewy listlessness. Which is why, when I came across it the other day, I regarded it with mixed feelings. I thought about keeping it as a reminder of my serious retail foolishness but in the end I discarded it. And then, feeling peckish, I went off to the larder to find a slice of melon or a nice stick of celery.

Text B – ‘Why do Brits Love American Food?’ by Katy Salter

Juicy burgers, stacks of fluffy pancakes, Cobb salads festooned with crispy bacon, and cherry pie topped with whipped cream: American food is glorious. Especially in America. But why is it becoming Britain's go-­‐to cuisine? Are the pleasures of hot dogs and red velvet cake so great we've forgotten our own food culture? It appears so. Britain is having a passionate love affair with American grub and, embarrassingly for us, it's an unrequited romance.

It started with the cupcake. A post-­‐‘Sex and the City’ raft of cutesy bakeries opened across the country. Soon no high-­‐street cake shop was complete without pastel-­‐hued cupcakes, whoopie pies or the frankly bizarre cake pop. Until the Great British Bake Off came along, for a time there, it was like Victoria sponge never happened. Next came burgers. Then barbecue (which must now refer to Southern US-­‐style slabs of slowly smoked meat rather than grilling a family pack of bangers). Hot dogs, meatballs, doughnuts and fried chicken all followed. These trends have begun to spread out from London, and probably won't stop until the whole country is drowning in a sea of sprinkles and Kraft cheese slices.

"American foods have been easily assimilated into our culture because they're fairly bland and typically full of fat and sugar which makes them taste good. There's no learning curve for consumers like there is with more complex foods," says Paul Buckley, marketing and consumer psychologist at Cardiff Metropolitan University. But pork pies and Chelsea buns are delicious and fat-­‐laced, too – so there's more to our obsession with American food than just taste.

To many Amerophiles, including myself, American food has a fun, colourful allure that British food doesn't – in it we see the neon of New York, the glamour of 50s Americana, and the glitter of Hollywood. Bite into a cheeseburger or stick a straw into a root beer float and for a brief second you could be at a Californian drive-­‐in rather than drizzly suburban Britain. Little wonder that young chefs and restaurateurs weaned on US pop culture now return from a trip to Manhattan forgetting their expensive culinary training and determined to set up a slider restaurant.

Chef Jeremy Lee believes the trend is cyclical and dates back to the 50s, when even tinned American food "represented glamour. British food seemed so dour, especially with rationing, while the chrome, red leather stools and soda fountains of America represented fun, freedom and rock 'n' roll. Burgers and fries still epitomise that." And there's another secret to American food's appeal – affordability. "Burger restaurants are a savvy way for young restaurateurs to cut their teeth," says Lee. "You can use good ingredients very cheaply. Opening a restaurant is a frightening prospect, more so now than ever – to get something past the bank manager you need a sure-­‐fire hit." Will Beckett, owner of Hawksmoor, adds: "Restaurants with mass appeal are probably safer in a bad economy – and everyone enjoys hot dogs, burgers and sundaes, right?"

