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DEPARTURE (Between London and Instanbul)

It’s book two and I’m on a flight to Istanbul. Yeah, I’ve been to Istanbul before with the boys and done all the tourist shit: fed the seagulls kağit helva on the Kadiköy ferry, dodged the shoe shiners and their scams in Taksim Square, eaten in the overpriced tourist traps under the Eminönü Bridge, seen the beautiful architecture of the Blue Mosque and almost got beaten up by an old, drunk Turkish guy. But this is the first leg of my solo Türkiye trip. With Istanbul being a city of twenty million people, there’s gotta be plenty of delicious food to eat out here. Normally, when travelling, my rule of thumb is to stay away from the bigger cities. I’ve eaten dogshit pasta in Rome, questionable steak tartare in Paris, and expensive chips in Belgium. Good chips to be fair – but I’m still pretty sure I got rinsed.

As a north Cypriot, I grew up eating Turkish food, however have always felt a disassociation with the ‘motherland’. As Cyprus isn’t recognized by the EU, the only memories that I have of mainland Türkiye are landing there for layovers during the 1990s. To get to Cyprus, we would have to stop either in Istanbul, Antalya or Izmir. Here the prim-and-proper speakers would exit the flight, and on would hop the darker-skinned, slang-speaking Cypriots. We would get to look at Türkiye out of the window, trying to rub away the condensation that had developed through the double glazing. It would normally be dark so, to me, Türkiye was always just a yellow security-lit airport. That was back when you could smoke fags on planes – long before speedy boarding and sushi restaurants had a heavy airport presence, and there were terribly slow tablets provided as onboard entertainment. The only tablets you actually need for flying are Valium. I popped one 40 minutes ago and I feel warm, fuzzy and excited. I always get an extra leg room seat. Flying bugs me out, man. I hate feeling like no one wants to sit next to me because although I take up space, I’m a good stranger to sit next to.

No one is sitting next to me on the outwards flight. It’s just me, my diazepam and the airplane food. I don’t actually mind plane food, you know. It’s not actually as shit as people make it out to be. Today’s gourmet airline lunch is a pretty small chicken breast, braised in tomato, onion and garlic, topped with a big spliff’s worth of oregano. Dry as fuck, but has flavour. It’s served with, what I can only describe as, a sad courgette and a single roasted tomato. I remember Heston Blumenthal saying something about altitude changing your taste buds, so I always hit airplane food heavy with the salt. To be fair, with what I paid for the ticket, I’m surprised what I’m getting is even remotely edible.

I flick through the world’s slowest entertainment system, knowing that I’m only looking for The Office. I hate trying to find things to watch; at home I’ll flick through Netflix for 30 minutes, decide on something I know that I’m not really gonna have any interest in, then look at my phone while I eat Fruitella in bed. Anyway, I decide to stick on John Wick. I’ve seen the first few – they’re easy to watch – you don’t really need to know who’s who, or what the plot is. Keanu Reeves basically goes around bodying people the entire time; pushing his jacket above his chin to protect himself from enemies with a bad aim. My tiny airline headphones blast tin-like gunshots deep down my ear canal, reminiscent of DVD days. Me and John Wick actually have a lot in common: Tall? Check. Dark? Check. Handsome? Check.

To be completely honest, before this year, I didn’t ever really consider writing a book about Turkish food. I grew up as a half-English, half-Turkish-Cypriot kid, and the family recipes that I wrote in book one felt complete. I didn’t cover Cypriot cuisine in its entirety, but many of the meals championed in the Semay household were written and printed for everyone to consume. It felt good to fly the Turkish-Cypriot flag – I was able to speak about its history on TV in the press campaign for the book. Introducing northern Cyprus, a country of only 330,000 people, to a new audience was a proud moment for me, especially being the son of a war prisoner. Belligerent, work-driven and apprehensive of taking any risks: my dad, Kamil, is a calculated man. He’s intelligent, although some of his ideologies may be narrow. He’s never been deemed as booksmart, but he’s a man of street-sense (village streets, not the city ones I used to fuck around on). He’s a good judge of character and knows when someone’s on bullshit. He’s polite and kind, at times, but can change at the flick of a switch. You may be wondering why the fuck you’re reading about Kamil in the introduction to my cookbook. Well, without Kamil, I wouldn’t be here – nor would I be Turkish.
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Kamil is the first link in the chain of me growing up Turkish; the culture-clash that I feel that my childhood was. We were always fed, watered and warm, but it wasn’t always sunny in Edmonton, North London. My mum and dad didn’t always see eye-to-eye and, of course, kids aren’t dumb. They call kids ‘little sponges’, soaking up information. But life isn’t as easy as squeeze, rinse and repeat. Your experiences and memories as a child are the marinade for your life as an adult. Kamil would do anything for me as a kid, although I’m definitely his most problematic child. If I needed him, he was there in a heartbeat. There were no lengths that Kamil wouldn’t go to make sure we were safe. I remember a time that he made a man wind down his window to punch him in the face after he cut us up in traffic. It sounds fun, having a dad who’s hard as nails. But sometimes I just wanted a dad who would come home on time to take me to a mate’s birthday at Power League in Finchley – not one who dragged me to a Turkish social café where I’d listen to him bang on about how he made 6ft+ sons.

In all honesty, I neglected my Turkish side when I saw the dramas between my mum and dad. Mum would openly throw jabs at Dad when he wasn’t at home, but it was almost subconsciously that I completely shut the door on the Turkish aspects of my life. Alev, my sister, is fluent in Turkish. My brother, Arif, is a walking Cyprus flag. And I was a mummy’s boy. My mum has always been an English rose to me, and I guess that leaves Kamil as the thorn. I started to associate anything Turkish with the negative emotions I felt towards Kamil. Talking to aunties and uncles on the phone to make my dad happy? No way. Going to Cyprus on holiday? I’m alright, thanks. Talking in Turkish to anyone? I’m good. Slowly but surely, the identity crisis began.

I was a rebellious child, kicking up a fuss at school and back-chatting my parents. But, really, I was rebelling against my own identity. I associated anything to do with my dad with the same feelings. It’s why I stayed away from Cyprus, it’s why I didn’t want to go to Turkish school, it’s why I didn’t identify myself with the little sub-pockets of foreign kids at school. I’m a London boy through-and-through; the culture, the lifestyle, the aesthetic. It’s all London for me: 95s, Academik tracksuits and Lot 29 t-shirts. I’m that kind of London. 99p-3-wings-and-chips-London. 40p-bus-fare-London. Panda-pops-and-penny-sweets-London. It’s not easy being of a mixed background and trying to figure out where you sit in the world of social brackets of multicultural Britain. On the outside, I don’t look British and I have a foreign name. Sometimes I feel like people are almost surprised when they get to know me. They expect me to be a weed-smoking grime-head with no understanding of anything outside of that space. So where the fuck do I fit in? My Turkish is good enough now to hold a short chit-chat convo or order food, and my English vocabulary is refined enough to surprise people. I’m a foreigner in North London and a foreigner in Cyprus. So, where the fuck is home? Where is the soil I can pick up in a field and be like, ‘Aahhh, the Motherland’?

Looking back on it now, I’m a little embarrassed: taking on second-hand smoke and allowing it to consume me enough that I was willing to completely wipe away my Turkish side. I dissociated from my roots, culture and, most importantly, family. Pulling away from my Turkish side has come up a few times in therapy and, the more I talk about it, the more I can make sense of it. Rebellion is pretty much a self-sabotage mission – we all have underlying issues that we don’t wanna deal with, and in return it’s just easier to be a little prick. At the time, we don’t know why we are behaving a certain way, but then: BAM – you’re 32 and the penny drops.

I’ve never travelled alone before – never been backpacking, never done any of that Thailand-elephant trousers stuff. I’ve had enlightening experiences at home. I’ve been to New York, Spain, France, Sri Lanka, Italy – and multiple trips to Cyprus – all with other people. Come to think of it, until now, I’ve never spent any real time on my ones. Never lived alone, I’ve always had someone there. In the last three years since getting my dalmatian, Denzil, I’ve had a constant second shadow that follows me and pisses in the garden. I don’t mind silence – I talk to myself in my head. I’m enjoying doing that more often, now that I do live TV appearances and have to be switched on at all times.

I am exactly what you see on TV and YouTube. My mission isn’t to be famous and I’m not even that much of a celebrator. I don’t really celebrate wins or take the time to acknowledge my achievements. Being on TV or getting paid to plug a piece of cooking apparatus aren’t all it for me. Getting to Head Chef, not becoming a drug dealer, never doing blow – those are all things to be celebrated in my little world of North London: not falling victim to the system, the cycle of negativity that comes with the lower working-class streets. Success for me isn’t measured by number of followers, brands I’m associated with or what morning TV show I’m cooking on. Come to think of it, I don’t really know what success actually looks like. What are you doing right now and for what? Whether it be saving for a house, paying off a car, being surrounded by people who will be there ‘til the end; success is a personal journey.

I’m a firm believer that you shouldn’t measure anyone else’s shit against your own. Unfortunately, that’s become a lot harder over the years and the only thing to blame for it is social media. The repetitive chip-chop cooking videos, ‘Let’s make all the soups from around the world’, and my most hated of them all: GRWM. Why the fuck have I wasted an hour of my life watching someone I’ll never meet getting fucking ready?! The person you think has it all is very much still battling the same shit you’re battling. Yeah, they might have a little more money in their pockets and have ugly Love Island sofas in their front rooms, but their journey should mean fuck all to you. I don’t know if I’ll ever sit back one day in a silk morning robe, smoking a fag, stroking multiple dogs in front of a crackling fireplace. Right now, I’m just gonna keep it moving. OK, the freebies are great, but I just wanna be known as that bloke who makes food easy, who bridges the gap between suits and tracksuits and breaks the middle-class boundary that food carries.

There isn’t really any of that in Türkiye, classism in food – apart from Salt Bae who is pretty much the only celebrity of the food scene there. Locals ain’t really fucking with him though. No one’s like, ‘I’m sick of fasulye. Let me eat a steak covered in gold that costs four times my wages for the week’. That type of restaurant is aimed at people who want to be famous and never will be. They’re people who want to be seen and enjoy a lifestyle that’s only achievable once every quarter. The real food in Türkiye is affordable and doesn’t have any social boundaries. It doesn’t matter if you’re in a suit, or if your hands are covered in oil from fixing Fiat taxis all day: they believe everyone deserves good food.

Let me just make this clear, this is a book on Turkish food through my lens. This isn’t a complete history of Turkish politics or social injustice. It’s just food. Throughout my trip, I’m gonna steer away from anywhere that is a ‘destination’ restaurant. By that, I mean places where people enjoy the ambience and taking pictures of their food, instead of enjoying that valuable moment when a dish is presented to you. They’re usually places where chefs are going with the novo-cuisine approach. It’s not my style, it’s not food that I’m excited about, and it doesn’t represent the vast landscape and history of Turkish food. I reckon I feel like that due to many years working in the London-Italian restaurant circuit throughout my career. It was at Fifteen and Rotorino that I learned how simple food can be executed with respect; whether it be an artichoke or a piece of meat.

If you ever catch me in a restaurant, I have a thing for smelling food. When a dish is presented to me, I often pick it up and give it a quick whiff – not to see if it’s bad or anything – but because food is sensory and not solely visual. The sounds are just as important: pasta clapping against a pan before it’s plated, screaming hot bread fresh from the wood oven – desperate for someone to rip it open so it can relax. Obviously then there’s taste – which is perfectly summarized in that scene from Ratatouille. Remy, the crafty little French rat, explains how food tastes to him through vibrant flecks of neon fireworks. He explains how flavour profiles work individually and when combined. To be honest with you, that’s how food works for me, too. I’m just a little half-Turkish rat.
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Eating on your own, in silence, is a good thing to do once in a while. Food is a social thing, however, taking time once in a while to be fully invested in a bowl of food with no interruptions is important. Food’s romantic, on the cusp of being sexual. Meals that you eat in silence are not the type of ones you quickly forget about. So I’m on my own, heading to Türkiye. I know heading on a solo food research trip is gonna be different. I’m not planning to go to beaches or see things like I normally would on a holiday; I’m heading straight to the places in Türkiye that I’ve been told by cabbies in the UK to visit.

We touch down and it feels like I’ve been in a time machine for the last ninety minutes; what with the 1980’s décor and strong yellow lighting. Not only have I landed in the 1980s, but my bag hasn’t been regurgitated by baggage claim yet. The diazepam I took ten hours ago has worn off and I’m not panicking, but I’m a little like ‘What the fuck am I even doing here?’. That’s just nerves, though. I don’t know about you, but the narrator in my head is a huge pessimist that’s constantly playing devil’s advocate. I tell my brain to pipe down and go on the hunt for my suitcase. Turns out it had to go through an extra search because I was the only person on the flight whose journey started abroad. There it is: final confirmation that I’m gonna be fully alone for the foreseeable.










THE BASICS
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BEYOGLU (Istanbul, Northern Türkiye)

Istanbul is a major city in Türkiye, but not the capital, despite often being mistaken for it – much like people get confused with the Canberra/Sydney situation in Australia. Türkiye’s actual capital is Ankara, in the central region. Istanbul straddles Europe and Asia across the Bosphorus Strait. Its Old City reflects the cultural influences of the many empires that once ruled here: in the Sultanahmet district there’s an open-air, Roman-era Hippodrome once used for chariot races, Egyptian obelisks remain, and the iconic Byzantine Hagia Sofia features a soaring 6th-century dome with rare Christian mosaics.

I touch down here with more important things on my mind: starving, ears hurting from the little tin-can plane headphones, fingers hurting from playing my Nintendo switch, back tight and legs swollen from the cabin pressure. It’s midnight and all the shit airport restaurants are closed. I jump in a seven-seater taxi (because that’s the way to do it in Istanbul), light up a cigarette and send the obligatory ‘I’m here and safe’ text messages back home. It’s a dark, warm night. The cab man bombs down the motorway, passing high-rise after high-rise, as the meter moves into the thousands, which looks a lot but is really only equal to twenty quid.

I’m happy to be here but a little nervous, I’m not going to lie. Aside from booking an apartment in Beyoglu for the next three weeks, in true Hasan fashion, I’ve done no research. I blew my advance payment for the book about eight months before we’d even decided what book two was going to be, which has eaten into my budget, affecting the way I’m doing this trip – but ultimately will make it more authentic. The ‘move’ to Istanbul (I call it a move because it’s not actually a holiday at this point, it’s a solo food mission that I’m being paid to do, so technically that makes it work) came around quickly. I got paid from another gig on Monday and booked my ticket to arrive in Istanbul 48 hours later. A lot of my life is like that. Who’s actually got the time to book things in advance and have a diary? It’s not the way I’m built.

Some would argue that I don’t get anything done the way I work, but the older I get, the more I wanna throw myself in the deep end and make shit happen from a spark of spontaneity. Some of the biggest gigs I’ve done, I purposely haven’t prepped for until I’m in a cab; making notes on the way. I don’t want time to dwell or overthink what I’m going to say, which takes the organic feel out of things. The first time I did Saturday Kitchen, I was naturally nervous, with a dry mouth, a foggy brain and constantly needing to pee – but I found I could quickly relax into presenting. While, physically, I’m often the tallest in a room, I retain the ability to blend into most situations. This doesn’t come from a place of arrogance – I’m basically trying to say that even with under-planning, you can still make shit happen. It’s just a different approach.

I get to my apartment at 2am. I open up all the windows and stand there in silence for a bit on the balcony. The road is filled with homeless people, who have quite obvious struggles with drink and drug addictions. The apartment block sits on a busy main road, which feels a little like living on the North Circular back in Edmonton. For some, the noise and grit could come across as intimidating but, to me, kinda feels like home. I’m used to the lifestyle that goes with living below the bread line.

I wander down the high road – I know it’s 3am, but what’s the worst that’s gonna happen? After five minutes of walking, I find a little workman’s lokanta (diner) decked out in bright white LED tube lighting that’s serving loads of steaming Turkish dishes in a canteen-style service counter. Rows of men sit in straight lines, all looking up towards the TV as the glare bounces off the glazed wooden panneling on the walls. I order roasted aubergine stuffed with mince, big roasted wedges of oddly cut potatoes, salad, and a whole loaf of bread. I walk the food back to the apartment and eat while channel hopping between late-night Turkish programmes on TV.
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The following morning, the sun is beaming in through the curtains. It’s a weird feeling waking up without a 45kg Dalmatian next to me. It isn’t until midday that I notice I haven’t said anything out loud and am already settling into having conversations in my head. When I’m home alone, it’s usually with the dog, so I’m not actually by myself. I talk to Denzil quite often; whether it be: ‘Stop fucking doing that’ or ‘You alright, my boy?’. There’s always noise – but the silence of my first morning is something I immediately notice. Scoping out the local shop is one of the first things I want to do, so that I know where I can buy fags. Growing up in London, I’ve always had the convenience of having a late-hours corner shop in walking distance to buy whatever I need at whatever time. Trust me, no one has seen you as vulnerable or as mash up as your local shopkeeper.

After I’ve picked up cigarettes and had my first verbal conversation of the day with the shopkeeper, I wander around the streets from Beyoglu to the Sultan Ahmet mosque, which takes about an hour. This blue mosque is a central location I recognize and one that I can use to get my bearings. As I approach, pillars beam high into the heavens, and the multiple lidded domes blend into the sunny sky. Until now, I’ve never been in a mosque before; never been the religious type nor was it a thing in my household. But, I must say, there’s a certain feeling walking in here: a holy serenity about it. Inside it’s cool in temperature because of all the marble. A blue and red repeated pattern of Islamic filigree stretches from the floor to the ceilings as men pray in tandem, mirroring one another. I understand the general belief practices of Islam, but there is an unspoken brotherhood and sisterhood behind faith here in Türkiye. It’s a positive influence on society – not only the happiness of bringing people together, but encouraging sacred time to yourself to pray, reflect or just be grateful. I decide I want to check out the Hagia Sofia and the Sultan Ahmet mosques that are also here in Istanbul, and said to be almost football stadium size in stature.

Next to the closed market, I pick up a döner from Dönerci Şahin Usta. I know döner are typically associated with piss ups and unhealthy food, but it’s the first thing I think of when I think of Istanbul. I queue for 45 minutes to collect my order, but honestly it’s the best döner I’ve eaten to date: just the right amount of fatness in the meat, warm and pillowy bread, a wetness from tomatoes, sharp and punchy sliced onions, finished with pul biber, folded in half like a quesadilla and served with a smile. I eat five in total over the next three weeks in Istanbul, each time getting a little more meat than before as a reward for returning and having a chat to the staff there. Five meat-juice-stained t-shirts later, I’d had my fix.






ŞEHRİYELİ PİLAV Everyday rice

[image: Two aluminum trays filled with rice dishes placed on a marble surface.]

Rice is a huge part of Turkish cuisine; it’s one of the three most important carbs in a Turkish household, along with bread and potatoes, and sometimes all are served at once. The fragrance of just-cooked basmati reminds me of bread and yogurt, as commonly these would all be served together for dinner. Turks tend to use baldo rice, which is a short, stubby grain that grows native to Türkiye, but I find that basmati is the easiest to cook and, for me, is the best tasting.

It’s hard to write a rice recipe when it has been passed down generationally; my mum was taught by Kamil’s mum, who would have been taught by her mum and so on. I still use their fingertip method (see below) when cooking rice. Mum taught me to cook rice like this long before I was a chef, and it’s how I’ll teach my kids, too. Don’t let me catch you boiling rice, draining it and then steaming it. There’s one way to tell who can cook well in professional kitchens – test that new chef who’s spent all of their time cooking Michelin food by cooking rice.

SERVES 4

EF V

1 mug of basmati rice

115 g/4 oz butter

splash of olive oil

70 g/2½ oz vermicelli

enough water or stock to cover your rice

sea salt

Measure out the rice – I don’t ever deal in half measures when it comes to rice as I turn any leftovers into fried rice or a rice salad the next day. It’s very important that you rinse your rice before cooking, otherwise it’ll be too starchy and won’t separate into individual grains. Also, the starch affects the flavour. Rice is often seen as a bulker and a carrier of flavour but that doesn’t mean it can’t be delicious. I wash my rice in a sieve over a bowl so that the water can pass through freely. Let the water run and you’ll see how murky it is. Give the rice a little stir with your hand in a claw shape, don’t squeeze it or be rough with it, otherwise you’ll break the grains. Leave the water to run for at least 5 minutes until it runs clear.

Once the water is clean, cover the rice in fresh water, there isn’t a measurement here, just cover it. Let the rice soak for at least 30 minutes.

About 5 minutes before the rice is done soaking, set a saucepan over a medium heat, preferably one with a heavy base for better heat distribution. Add 50 g/1¾ oz of the butter with a splash of olive oil to stop the butter from burning. Once the butter has melted, add the vermicelli. Toast for a good 5 minutes until it’s a deep brown colour and the butter starts to smell like Werther’s Originals.

Drain the rice and add it to the pan. Cook the rice until any moisture has evaporated. You’ll notice a difference in sound – when the rice first goes in it’ll sound like flowing water, when that starts to sound like a frying hiss, it’s time to add salt and liquid. Season the rice generously. In terms of liquid, you can go for stock or water. (Side note: filtered or bottled water makes better rice than tap. Try it.) Add enough liquid so your fingertip under the waterline is touching the rice and the liquid is level with the first crease in your index finger. When you’re happy with the water level, taste the liquid to see if it’s seasoned enough. Cover the pan with a lid and bring it to the boil.

Once the rice is boiling, add the remaining butter, then move the pan to your smallest burner over the lowest heat. Continue to cook the rice for 10 minutes. Please set a timer. Once the timer is done, turn off the heat, remove the lid, stick a clean, dry tea towel over the rice, put the lid back on and let it sit for at least 15 minutes or up until you are ready to eat. The sign of perfect basmati is that when you lift the lid, the grains of rice should be pointing up at you. That’s your little rice audience thanking you for the good job you’ve done.






IÇ PILAV Turkish rice with nuts and raisins

Iç pilav is normally a side dish to roast meats but is also used as a stuffing. My Nene used to make this back in the day, but she would put livers in. I can’t fucking stand liver, so have omitted. It’s a dish typically served at family gatherings like weddings, birthdays or funerals.

SERVES 4

EF V

1 mug of baldo rice

100 g/3½ oz/¾ cup almonds

100 g/3½ oz/¾ cup pine nuts

2 tbsp olive oil

300 g/10½ oz roughly diced onions

120 g/4¼ oz butter

1 cinnamon stick

5 g/⅛ oz ground allspice

475 ml/16 fl oz/2 cups vegetable stock

100 g/3½ oz/⅔ cup raisins

sea salt and pepper

Please always wash your rice – it breaks my heart when you don’t. Wash your rice thoroughly until the water runs completely clear. Washing away the starch helps make rice perfectly fluffy. Soak the clean rice in fresh water for 30 minutes while you get on with making the base.

In a dry pan over a medium heat, toast the almonds until they’re nice and brown. We don’t want any dark or burnt spots, just a nice, even caramel colour, which will take 5–8 minutes. Once the almonds are toasted, remove them from the pan and toast the pine nuts in the same way. With the pan already hot, the pine nuts will need less than half the cooking time. Remove the nuts from the pan and set aside.

In the same frying pan, warm the olive oil over a medium heat and cook the onions. Add a big pinch of salt and leave them for about 15 minutes until they are soft, sweet and translucent.

In a medium saucepan, melt the butter until it starts to foam. Add the cooked onions, toasted nuts, cinnamon stick and allspice. Allow the spices to gently warm in the butter for a couple minutes until they are aromatic. We don’t want to burn anything at this stage; take care with cooking the base – don’t rush it.

Add the raisins and washed rice to the spiced butter. Stir everything together and let it fry for a couple of minutes, stirring occasionally to make sure the rice doesn’t stick. Add the stock, then season with salt and a good few cracks of pepper. Give the rice one final stir, then leave to cook over a medium heat until the stock comes to the boil.

Once the stock has reached a rolling boil, turn the heat to low and allow to cook, uncovered, until all the liquid has evaporated. When all the stock has been absorbed by the rice, remove the saucepan from the heat and cover with a clean, dry tea towel. Top with the saucepan lid and leave the rice to steam for at least 15 minutes.

Run a fork through the rice so that it’s nice and fluffy when you’re ready to serve it.






YUFKA Filo pastry

Filo is believed to have originated in Türkiye. Nowadays, many variations exist as it has passed through different cultures over many generations. I asked questions while in Gaziantep, got some good intel and, with the help of a few nights of watching how-to videos on YouTube, finally got there. This pastry can be used for sweet or savoury recipes. It’s a little tricky to get the hang of, so don’t worry if it’s not perfect. All we’re looking for is light and crispy.

MAKES 10 SHEETS

EF V

510 g/1 lb 2 oz/3⅔ cups plain flour, plus extra for dusting

410 ml/14½ fl oz/1¾ cups water

100 g/3½ oz butter

1 tbsp vegetable oil

This is a lot easier if you have a stand mixer as the dough is pretty wet; if not, just be patient with it, it will come together. Add the flour and water to a mixer and mix on a medium setting for about 10 minutes; same if you’re doing it by hand. Cover the dough in a bowl and let it rest for at least 30 minutes. This part is important because mixing creates heat and if the dough is too warm it won’t stretch but will tear instead.

Once the dough has rested, roll into a sausage on a floured work surface. Split the dough into 10 equal pieces and shape them into balls.

On a heavily floured work surface, press the balls to flatten and give them a once over with a rolling pin. Don’t make them too thin, otherwise they’ll stretch when you pick them up. I can’t tell you how many times I stretched the filo for it to break before swearing in Turkish and throwing it in the bin. So be patient, not only with the dough but with yourself. This shit is done by specialists in Türkiye, so give yourself a pat on the back for attempting it. Roll the dough balls into CD-sized circles.

Melt the butter and add the oil. We’re gonna use this mixture to stop the dough sticking, and aid ability to stretch it out. Using a pastry brush, coat a plate with the butter mixture. Stack the dough circles on the plate, making sure you coat each layer in between with a generous brush of the mixture. Wrap the stack of dough in clingfilm and rest at room temperature for 35 minutes. Keep the rest of the butter mixture but don’t refrigerate, as the butter will harden.

Now, make as much space as possible; it’s time to stretch. Gently pick up a circle of dough and lay on the work surface. Using both hands, lift up the rim and gently pull the dough while wafting to create air underneath. Do this all the way round until the dough has tripled in size. It’ll be almost translucent. The rim of the dough will be a lot thicker than the middle, so trim it away. That’s the basic technique for stretching filo. Repeat with the remaining dough circles.

I’ve got two recipes here and here that you can make using this filo. If you’re making the dough in advance, wrap in clingfilm and store in the fridge (before stretching and coating with the remaining butter).






TEREYAĞI Homemade butter

[image: Butter in a clear plastic container with a spoon, lying next to a mixing bowl and empty plastic bottle.]

I went to Trabzon knowing that the food would be different. It’s on the Black Sea so there’s loads of seafood, but as it’s only down the road from the Turkish highlands there’s also a huge cheese and butter presence in the cuisine. The local climate influences the vegetation, with pastures and forests covering most of the land. The milk produced by cows grazing in these meadows, which significantly impacts the quality of the butter, is distinctively rich in yellow colour. There’s nothing like homemade butter and it’s very simple to make. I really enjoy taking something we take for granted and understanding how it’s made and then bragging about it. It’s a chef thing, I guess.

MAKES 1 KG/2 LB/4 OZ OF BUTTER

EF GF V

1.8 litres/3¼ pints/7½ cups double cream, cold

sea salt (optional)

You’re gonna need a stand mixer for this. If you’re using a mixer with a metal bowl, stick the whisk and the bowl in the freezer about 30 minutes before you start. The friction and how long the mixer will be going for will generate heat and we don’t want our cream to heat up. Also, make sure the cream is cold, like straight from the fridge, no fucking around. Set up the mixer with the cold whisk and mixing bowl, pour in the cream and turn the mixer on. Don’t go full whack straight away or you’ll end up with cream all over your kitchen. Gradually build up the speed just to make sure there’s no spillage. Once you know it’s safe, crank it to high and let the mixer do its thing – the cream will start to thicken and become stiff. Make sure you scrape the bowl down so that all the cream is being used.

Once the cream has got to its thickest point, it will slowly start to split, meaning that the cream will look a bit lumpy and curdled. Stop the mixer, scrape everything back down into the bowl and let it keep mixing. It’ll get to a point where the butter will separate, leaving liquid behind and butter on the top. The liquid is buttermilk and, if you really wanted to, you could keep it for salad dressings or marinades, but there aren’t really any recipes in this book that call for it so you can do what I did and fuck it off. Once you’ve got rid of the buttermilk, let the butter keep mixing at half-power for a couple of minutes. This is just to get any more buttermilk out, if there’s any left. When there’s no more liquid coming out, take the butter out of the mixer and set it to one side.

In order for the butter not to turn rancid quickly, you need to wash it and squeeze out any remaining moisture. Fill a large mixing bowl with iced water and break the butter into four pieces – it doesn’t matter if they’re equal or not. Squeeze the butter under the water aggressively between your fingers, squelching any liquid out. I gave each block about 8 squeezes in the water, changed the water and repeated again. After that, your butter is pretty much good to go. It’s up to you if you want to season it or not but I like mine packed with salt. Dry off any excess water using a clean J-cloth, stick it in a bowl and give it 2 big cracks of salt. I shaped mine into logs, wrapped them in baking paper and left them in the fridge. If you’ve squeezed out all the buttermilk properly, the butter will keep in the fridge for about 3 weeks. Honestly, it sounds like a lot of work but it really isn’t.






TAVUK SUYU Chicken stock

The more I travelled around Türkiye, the more I noticed that, like the Italians and the French, the Turks rely on a good stock to bring depth to soups, meatiness to rice, or a roundness to a stewed kebap. This is my version of an entry-level chicken stock – in a professional kitchen this would be called a blonde chicken stock – sticky and gelatinous from using only chicken wings, but light in feel and in flavour. I’m a strong believer in using stock wherever you can use water. It’s one of the fundamental things we learn as chefs. In a working kitchen there’s always a huge saucepan with offcuts of vegetables and trimmings from meat prep bubbling away to look after everyone.

MAKES 6 LITRES

EF GF

3 kg/6 lb 8 oz chicken wings, plus any free chicken bones your butcher will give you

2 leeks, washed and split down the middle

1 bunch of celery, washed

2 large white onions, quartered

2 carrots, peeled

¼ bunch of thyme

4 bay leaves

sea salt, to taste

You’re gonna need a big pot for this. You need a pot between the 16–22-litre/28–38½-pint/64–88-cup mark. If you don’t have one, go and buy one. Every household needs one. Add the chicken wings to your stock pot and cover them completely in water. Stick the pan over the highest heat and bring to the boil. We’re doing this to clean off our wings – you’ll see how much gunk and foam rises to the rim
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