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‘Keeping the House is such a bold and yet poignant read: musical, nimble, affectionate and (thank GOD) rule-breaking.’


lisa mcinerney


‘Written with immediacy and poignancy, this is a powerful debut from an exciting and compelling new voice. I loved it.’


salena godden


‘Tice Cin has arrived. With a style all her own and a confidence that radiates off each page, poetry that renders settings and characters incredibly vivid. No impression will escape you.’


derek owusu


‘Lyrical, memorable, pulsing with life, energy and sensation. I so admired its polyphonic ambitions and evocation of place – not to mention love. Her writing sticks in the mind like a thumbprint on glass.’


olivia sudjic


‘Thrums with feeling, illustrating the London community with a sharp and confident eye. Her characters are full and sure, and traverse their world with humour, boldness and love. Hope fills these pages.’


caleb azumah nelson


‘A brilliantly enthralling read. Tice Cin’s potent crime caper marks the arrival of an intoxicating new voice.’


irenosen okojie


‘A beautiful novel – forgiving, meandering and sexy. Tice Cin makes prose ooze and breathe and cook. Her multilingual Tottenham Turkish-Cypriot characters are real people to me now. I love Damla, Cemile and Ayla very much.’


yara rodrigues fowler


‘Tice Cin is an enthralling voice.’


roger robinson


‘Tice Cin’s voice is so compelling and utterly original, and her book is a thing of beauty and craft, both soft and sharp. It envelops you then gives you a gut punch. An essentially London novel.’


cecilia knapp


‘There’s always been a poetic, dream-like wonder to Tice’s writing. No detail goes unnoticed, unexamined. You see all the tiniest details through her eyes and her words – it’s a beautiful gift.’


michelle tiwo


‘An intoxicating rush of language – and languages – funny, grimy (in all senses), and driven by a fierce energy, Keeping the House holds a deep sadness at its core, but never allows it to overwhelm us, instead finding beauty in balance.’


will ashon


‘Keeping the House is a thrilling debut by a bold new talent: sparkling, polyphonic, and bristling with linguistic energy. Tice Cin has somehow fused experimental writing, crime fiction and the family saga together, while coolly inaugurating the London Turkish novel.’


matthew sperling
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For anne. I’m always home because of your voice.


For my family, and our stories.





And for cloudturners.









a cabbage next to a cabbage next to a cabbage


rolls left in the back on a crate with hay


chicken kaka stuck to the bottom third of the leaf


eroin inside


they’ve been through a lot


looking out at him


this man gingerly


letting a burp escape


out past his shepherd staff


out the truck


he has one more border stop


payment is about three months away


if the plan works – if the money comes









WHO’S IN:


Damla – Daughter of Ayla. Born in 1991.


Ayla – Washes up in high heels. Doesn’t like people who think too much.


Zade – OG Tottenham resident. Has a son Erhan’s age, named Warren.


İpek – Damla’s little sister. Good at hiding before school.


Makbule – Mother of Ayla. Green-fingered. Varicose veins.


Topuz Paşa/Ali – Drives cabbages. Loves bright suits. Has hopes for Ayla.


Sadi – Looks after Nehir supermarket. Always gets pickle juice in his moustache.


Erhan – Son of Ayla, brother of Damla. Has a spiritual connection to Nehir.


Mehmet – Loves coke, relies on Agata too much. Mainlander.


Agata – Crucial side character. Works in Moruk cafe.


Angela – Gives hot Tupperware. Eyes beyond house. Has a little brother, Kwame.


Ufuk – Has two daughters, Filiz and Cemile. Hustles with Mehmet and Ali.


Filiz – Thinks her dad Ufuk sells fruit on Lordship Lane as a job.


Cemile – Cycles too fast. Better behaved than her sister Filiz.


Tulay – Cemile’s mum. Strict cleaner. Peacekeeper.


Yusuf – Eighty years old. Key player in Moruk. Shuffles in slippers.


Arjîn – Reports to Babo. Lover of the wrong man’s daughter.


Babo/Bekir – Top boss from Mêrdîn. Loves birds.


Panny and his wife Andrea – Greek Cypriot friends of Makbule from Cyprus.


Rohan and Andrej – Love snooker and efficiency.


William – Daydreams on buses. Idolises his mum Sandra.
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‌Keeping the house, 1999


Careful, when you turn your eyes towards someone, you allow them the chance to turn theirs on you. The first time I spoke to my neighbour, I tried to memorise his salt-cracked lips while I had the chance to stare. He called me sweet child, and tucked his thumb under my chin. I asked him why he played his music so loudly. Didn’t it hurt his ears? He leant forward, and told me that it feels best when your ears ring sick.


I watched his nails dig into the brick that boxed off his home from mine. His veins jumped and moved in his hands and he gripped the border between us to still himself. Following these veins, from the curves of his triceps to the brick wall, I thought to myself: they are pointed at me.


Whenever I got back home and Anne* Mum wasn’t there, my brother and sister would float around me.


Have something cooking by six, she’ll be proud.


We would sit with her while she sipped from a glass of rosé. Her hands shook with plans. At the hairdresser’s before work, they’d told her she should move out of the area. Business would be better, if her clients were more upmarket – we’d grow up better. When she mentioned it to us, I thumbed my feet and hoped she wouldn’t notice that we’d burnt what was in the oven.


Inevitable. She tucked her hair behind her ears and put down her emptied glass. Asking me to come over to her in the kitchen, she showed me that I hadn’t cut the chicken properly: it still had its bum and we don’t cook a chicken like that – we are clean people. You can’t serve a chicken bum. She sliced greasy, hairy skin from the half-roasted carcass and chucked it in the bin, never dirtying her nails. They were filed down, painted chicken pink, and she refused to let them chip. Her feet were hard from standing all day, still she kept them pretty painted for clients.


The half-cooked chicken bum warmed the bin. Our dinner seemed to taste of its smell. She asked if we had homework to do and we lied so we could stay with her. Grease never touched her lips when she ate. Like her, I tried to eat slowly but the chicken went cold.


She fussed over us on those evenings, washing the dishes and checking we were watching TV in peace. Before bed, when she came to collect us from the sitting room, I asked her what time she’d be coming home tomorrow. She said she’s not like those other mums, able to do house stuff all day.


When she came home late, she would walk in smelling of cigarettes. The hard leather of her heels clunked in the hallway before she put her shoes away and put on slippers. As I got older, her late nights gave me time to stay out after school.










‌The little details of our intimacy, 2006


By fifteen I’d make the dishes she taught me. Sweated onions and potatoes. Sulu yemek. Yahni. These were the meals that slid oil into you, that kept you full when you wanted to eat more but couldn’t. They heated our skin as the three of us ate on trays, flicking channels until I had to go out. While they waited outside, my friends could see me through the gaps in our curtains. I watched them from the mirror and styled my parting with a rat-tail comb, the skin on my scalp stinging under the pressure. I didn’t stop until I had the perfect zigzag. And then I left.


We wore puffer jackets that covered our shapes, and walked in protective clusters until we found benches shrouded by bushes in the estate. Rainwater had gathered on the bench I sat on. It began to soak into my jacket, the nylon holding the cold in. To warm ourselves we took sips of Lambrini until my eyes drooped and everything was peripheral vision and faces meshing together. Sliding off the benches, we were packs of hyenas, ready to make a move. Ambling over to the nearby playground, we sat at the swings with our trainers brushing the ground. I stood on the small paddle seat with my hands wrapped around the rusting chains, watching footwork.


Grime played on a tinny phone. Someone had found a football on the roof of the climbing frame and was kicking it. The ball needed a pump that we didn’t have. My friend Angela’s dad taught me about The physics of deflategate. De-flate-gate. If you put a balloon outside on a cold day, the balloon deflates with the colder temperature. I imagined the softness of the football on their feet, the inflation escaping from pressure and time left out in the elements.The ball in the air – its brief motion of flight – mesmerised me, my face bobbing left to right as a captivated spectator. One of my friends thought to exploit this moment of absorption and pushed the swing from behind. I ended up slung through the air in an arc that matched that of the football. My hands on the tarmac were dotted with mud and ash tipped from the tapping fingers of those too relaxed to move.


The laughter that followed didn’t match up with the cracks of blood on my palms. Through embarrassment and dizziness, I managed to make eye contact with my friend Cemile. She grabbed my hand to steady me and suggested I walk home with her. Her hand felt clammy. It didn’t occur to me that she was stress sweating. As we walked away from the playground we could hear voices from behind us, telling us we were part-timers. It was the last thing on Cemile’s mind.


She told me she was nauseous and needed to book a doctor’s appointment or something. Her tongue pushed against her bottom lip as she became increasingly out of breath. We had barely reached the edge of the estate when she asked if she could come and stay at my house. Looking up at Farm looming above us, I felt watched. Even the Peace Mural, with Bob Marley, Gandhi and John Lennon staring benevolently at us, felt like surveillance. So many aunties and olders in these flats, yes. But also, there are the living sounds. Laughter out of context. A man humming somewhere. A door slamming shut. Someone here was upset with Cemile and it felt like they were the source of every sound.


Her house was not far from mine, but my house had no parents inside it. Until midnight, it would just be children. No questions. Just a bed and some rest. She had been avoiding home for a week now, in and out of cousins’ houses. They would eventually have to drive her back to her house. Emerging from the car she would see curtains moving, as seated and angered relatives waited inside to see to her. By the end of our short walk home, she’d gone quiet. When we got in she slipped off her shoes and trudged straight upstairs. Out of her puffer jacket and into my pyjamas, she looked her age. In these moments I treasured the little details of our intimacy, even how her big toe had an ingrown nail after being cooped up in too-small trainers. I brought her over to sleep beside me as my little sister İpek peered at her from the ladder of our bunk bed.


When my front door started to thunder I guessed it wasn’t for me. Strangled notes came through the letterbox muffler, olive hands pushing through the fringe of hair keeping out the elements. They spoke about how they would break her legs. How Cemile would get the biggest slap around her stupid whore face.


Threats bounced about casually like pins on a map. Exactly how far up they would shove each foot. Her hair? That would be pulled free in chunks of curl. Worst of all, they knew something about her, something that I found out through those choked voices. The street spoke for us before we had to, threatening police and shouting them away – that was the note that we fell asleep on.










‌Are you being watched enough?


Mum says what her mum says: the ones who stay pure pave a jewelled path to marriage.


Responsible for guarding ourselves. If I could cuss and cut my eyes at someone, then job done. Some cousins of mine were given a gold belt on their wedding day to show their in-laws how worthy they were. They had successfully rejected their husbands until the wedding night, so they were the good girls. To them, the girls I hung around with were not.


Cemile wasn’t watched enough. She’d gotten into the habit of walking up to boys with smoke in her eyes. They called her things that made her feel a heat in her chest and would yank her hand towards them. I used to watch her in confusion, as words and actions refused to match up. She would call them fools and tell them to go away. Still she let them grip the thick flesh of her thighs and hold her tightly against their jackets. The boys would laugh as they took it in turns to squeeze her in bear hugs. The more she squirmed the more they would tell her how cute she was. They loved her for her smiles and playful rejections and they loved her more for the way she kept going back. What would be humiliating to some was a game to her. Her sense of humour rang raw as she told jokes that kept them laughing, with her, not at her. They would take their hats off to perch them on her hair, saying they suited her better. I grew respect, witnessing the way she operated. To her, hands on thighs meant nothing more than play and fun. She knew when to stop. She’d return to me. Always with something new. The smell of vodka at her lips. Something drawn on her hand. A hoodie that she’d never return.




Cemile’s graveyard detour:


All the people buried there, no family left to visit any more.


No place else to go, meet a boy here.


She told me he gave soft kisses.


I was a good friend so I stood guard.


Dirt never touched her trainers –


immaculate, five white stripes.


Soft kisses.


Gentle tread.


What if, Cemile?


Lies have a way of bursting in your mouth.


Her mouth, holding secrets, not the same as lying.


No, not the same.





I asked her when she started. Back to being twelve. Weekends, she would go to her auntie’s home to see her family in Broadwater Farm. They had a flat that had two large rooms, a small kitchen and an even smaller bathroom. The lift for Northolt had been left busted for longer than she could remember.


Cue Cemile: up a staircase that smells of bleach and cheese. Can of Charlie Red with her at all times, spraying to the eighteenth floor.


A new pair of shoes on the landing one night, one 10s with mud slicked over the bottom.




Kitchen first, prepare sweets for the visitors.


Bring them out.


Follow a rumble.


Voices going with the football on the screen.





Only one of the voices thanked her; she tried not to stare at its owner but couldn’t avoid blushing as she noticed drying mud on the young man’s trousers. When she returned to the kitchen she was given a baby cousin to hold. He tugged at her hair until a little tuft of it was yanked free. All she could think was that she would now look terrible. Her hair had sprung loose from its bun. She would walk past the room with the child hushing and humming her to sleep but, really, she was there to catch the back of his head, or the way he leant forward to see the screen closer.


At night, the two rooms were transformed. Airing cupboard emptied of starched sheets and beds made on the floor. Cemile lying shoulder to shoulder with her aunties, feeling the feet of little children draped over her legs. No sleep. Cupboards lined the back of the room and lace nets hung from them, swaying slowly in the breeze of the night. One had been left open and the scent of mothballs cut through the oil in the air. She saw a shadow on the cupboard before firm hands under her armpits. He pulled her through the sleeping bodies and past the men’s room, the room she’d been told to stay out of. In the kitchen, she saw his face properly for the first time, lit up by his Nokia.




He blinked too often, smiled too little.


Be quiet.


Sink


teeth into his shoulder, so real it’s sigh hushing


Smell


his sweat with her auntie’s cooking


Hot air of visiting bodies.


Moment gone too soon.





As she lay back down on the blanketed floor with her family she learnt that she was made for secrets. Something told her it would never happen again with him. He wouldn’t return. She wasn’t sure why she felt relief – when she tried to recount the act it was like her memory was failing her, there just wasn’t enough sweetness to remember.


When she woke the next day, her grandmother called her over and slapped her. She looked down at herself. Every Turkish girl gets slapped on the first day of her period. She was told that her cheeks would always stay red this way. A twelve-year-old given towels that stuffed her underwear tight and she changed them proudly. She hid bloodless pads in the bin for a week and prayed that her mum wouldn’t check it.


That was before she gelled down her curls, with thick eyeliner swept in manic lines towards the sky. Her chest now had a soft glimmer of hair and a mole just before the bra line. She leant forwards when she spoke so that her breasts spilled ahead, as though rushing to greet you. I did what I could do to impress her. It was as though she was always above me.


Her smell spoke another language. She lent me a cardigan once and I wore it home, cocooned in her. When I got home my mum saw me, took it off me, washed it and hung it over the balcony, clean cotton smell drowning her out. As I ironed it before its return, my fingers rested over the worn buttons and a rip in the armpit that was barely discernible. Before I gave it back I sewed it up and she noticed, a half-smile on her face before she rammed it into her small rucksack and hugged me.










‌Small routines, 2006


A cockroach infestation started in the house and I didn’t know how to solve it, so we became accustomed to them. The way they snuck into my house, in the room I shared with my little sister, helped me.




Me, small.


Me, in the cracks in the wall.


Cockroach in the cracks with my lovers.


Emerging at night to steal food.


Rolling in secret places.





Dancing in my room gave me a warmth in the stomach, a pride that I could do more than just wine. I made my body a wave, treading softly inside the songs, so that the only one aware of me was İpek. With these tracks, I could move (without restraint) the same parts that my mother had taught me to swirl in belly dance. Control in the core, between letting go and holding tight. My partner was a shadow filled with whoever I’d smiled at during the day. I pictured men moving towards me, like in the videos I waited for on night TV. İpek kept asking to join in. I’d carry her down from the bunk and spin her till her feet were rubbed red from the rough carpet. İpek asked me why I was so happy today, too young to know the thing in my chest that made me want to pull off my skin and bounce along the streets. I wanted to be seen.


But my feet threw shadows under my bedroom door when I moved. I hated it.


•


On the walk home from school I picked up my little brother Erhan from primary.


Two bottles of blue Panda pop to drink before we got home.


Our tongues, slick sugary algae.


I loved how intently he listened as I spoke, as I told him.


Why he should always look at the ground as he was walking so he didn’t catch the wrong eye. The perk of this, I assured him, was that you never stepped on loose gum and puddles. Sometimes you would even find money.


I respected it when he ignored my advice and only in those moments did I feel that he could be grown. By Year 6, his eyes would tip up from the street, with a calm face finding the producers of any smells he’d caught while looking down. You can’t teach that stuff. In these moments we would stay calm and walk slowly, feeling home ahead of us in the pits of our tummies.


I took him to get barbecue thighs from Dixy Chicken. Slipped him chips as we got closer to the house. That day my neighbour was waiting on his brick wall. He told us that my mum wasn’t home, leant over and took a can of Lilt from the plastic bag in my hand. I savoured a half-chewed chip in my mouth, thanking fortune that he had not touched our food. We went to open the front door and I felt a tap at my elbow before I slammed it shut. My hands were starting to grease from the smeared plastic handles of a takeaway and stress.


İpek was home sick that day, starving by the time we got in. I upturned the food onto the kitchen table and we ate from the cardboard, rubbing it red with sauce and chips.


All we had to do was stay in one piece and eat together.


In moments like this I would look at the kitchen window and imagine I had a neighbour who loved me nice. He would watch me as I neatly picked demerara skin from the chicken. I played a game with myself, avoiding sucking the barbecue from my nails in case a mysterious lover was testing me from a distance. When I came out from that fantasy, I would begin eating again with a renewed energy, letting my cheeks stain like my siblings did. Happy to be alone and to wash my hands only when the meal was done. All we had to do was stay in one piece and eat together.


That night I go to my friend Angela’s. Her name is Araba too, for Tuesday, but a lot of us change our names around here. Though her younger brother Kwame never did. She lives in one of the ground-floor flats on the farm. We listen to Déjà Vu (Nine Two Three!), Venom Krew crackling into existence, slither planting their hold on me. Her mum makes us peanut soup, the base taken from the freezer and heated for my last-minute visit. We sit around the table after we eat, until it’s ‘dad is coming home soon’. He drives trains for a living and needs his privacy when he comes home. It is stressful work, they miss him and he needs them. I leave and walk home that night with the smell of oil in my hair, pulling my plait from the inside of my coat. I hold it to my nose like a mask and take quick strides in the cold. Home is two roads away and there are whispers at my back. It is late. I should be home. Before walking into the house I look up to the top floor to see shapes at the window and a man seated in front of the corner shop, watching along with me, his face in an unapologetic leer.




Times like this I wish I had another face.


Turn: cheeks weeping maggots, eyes hollowed out.


Serves you for looking.





Instead, I hide my face. Fear speaks too quickly – better to slow its path, eyes averted.


In the house, I smelt a visitor. Kitchen. A man pinching a spliff between his fingers, corner of my eye. He was rocking himself against the weakened fence in my garden while staring in. I checked the back door was locked and brushed my fingers over the chipped paint of the windowsill, willing him to walk away. As if he could hear my thoughts, my neighbour flicked his ash on the grass and loped back over to his house.


It felt pointless to speak or do. You turn off the lights and get used to finding your way back to bed. I played R&B that night, songs prepping me on a low volume until the CD timed out. No repeat. I fell asleep before the last song, catching İpek’s face hanging down from the top bunk, staring at my feet. The only thing she could see, poking out from the covers that hid my face. I wiggled my toes to seem happy until the music stopped my thoughts.










‌Bread knives and little heels, 2007


A Peugeot 106 laid a trail for another car to follow. It set off loudly down Tottenham High Road, four men inside, rattling past the police station before people lost sight of it.


Earlier in the night, these four men had waved one ticket at a bouncer, demanding four-for-one entry. They promised that with them inside, the whole place would light up. One of the men spoke in the riddles of a sativa high. With each of the bouncer’s rejections, his concentration broke and came back in. Gradually, his fingers carved through the air like carrion picking bones, sharp and deliberate. He stood in a halo of smoke, watched by girls in little heels and jeans, holding cigarettes in their hands, mouths ajar.


Inside, the dance floor was carpeted and it smelt of peppermint. It was ravey, with an hour in the middle for a cypher, focus turning. When the beats shift into another wave, you have to catch the moment where your moving changes, correct yourself.




Dancing as exercise:


carry on till you’re gasping


water water


elbow-tappers popping up


cups of water, second-hand flavour


bit of a twist





I learnt not to breathe as I sipped at strange glasses, otherwise I would begin to picture the gaping, moustached mouth that might have hovered over the same glass earlier. The tongue that may have rested on the rim of the cup. Or the fingers that touched the sides, warm from the iced urinals.


Outside, the boys were still trying to get in. One was offended by his treatment. With each look hot, then cold, he kept his feet fidgeting while he reached into his pocket and took out a bread knife. The serrated edges slid back and forth into the bouncer’s stomach, tugging at sinew and detaching flesh from bone. As though peeling away, his body folded into an ‘S’ shape, head onto the pavement. The man slipped his weapon away and sprinted back to his car.


Ducking out through the same fire exit we’d used to sneak into the building, we managed to avoid the rush. I saw one of my friends disappear in the panic, throwing out his fists to keep himself standing. He reappeared later to meet us, in McDonald’s waiting for warmth. Adrenaline sat in my mouth, I drank strawberry milkshake and let it rest coldly each time before swallowing.


It was Cemile’s last week in London and she wouldn’t stop eating. I kept telling her that there was a McDonald’s in North Cyprus but she told me that the meat tasted different there and pulled apart chicken nuggets to show me. I counted the number of homeless people buying a burger from the saver menu and finishing them before they’d reached the exit.


On the walk home, someone ahead threw trainers into a tree and ran into a house.


They hung there until the neoprene sheen faded. These trainers marked the distance I had left to travel home, the last quarter of my walk, and of course I always thought of that night when I saw them hanging there.




The night the bouncer was attacked:


Club at sixteen.


Cemile’s bitten nails.


Chicken into thumb-sized pieces.


Cemile eating with her eyes closed.


Cheeks fatter than before.


Little groups shivering tables


folding money


recounting


fragmented cycles, making sense.


It was this, it was this too, and it was this.


Eavesdrop so much you think you saw it.


Dancing during knives.


Eavesdrop so good you tell it better yourself.


Eyes closed in McDonald’s.


Tired chicken face.


Retell it so it’s yours and it’s yours now


and it’s yours now.













‌It should linger on the tongue, 2007


When Cemile left she did not contact me. I bought a Lycamobile SIM card to call her with but each call was answered by relatives of hers explaining that she was busy, or tired, or out. Money wasn’t there for me to follow her. The emptiness was made better by Angela. She would bring her little brother to my house and food from her mum. Bean and plantain, or big meat stews. The returned Tupperware was stained red despite our attempts to clean them. It reminded me of home. Our Tupperware is just the same.


Angela could talk. Her stories made me think of planes and a wage. The type of luxe-living that led you by the hand into music video territory. Her dad put his wages straight into her head. He had been buying her National Geographic magazine since she was twelve. She told me mad things. She planted pictures of enemies in my mind, enemies I didn’t know I needed to have. These soya bean producers were worse than my neighbour. It was nice to hear her plans though. She compared her future self to a Morpho butterfly, a bit alien and impossible to ignore – flying down on them with Tottenham logic, protecting the trees.


She sounded as though she was always agreeing with herself. Her hands tapping my knee for approval at 120 beats per minute told otherwise. The only way she would stop with the tapping was if I made a point of telling her how good her ideas were.


When the stories returned to our reality, they would change shade. We would talk about the vast expanses of Hackney Marshes – how corpses secretly buried there had made certain sections of it into landmarks, things to point at in hushed tones. It was littered with bodies as much as a plague pit. Apparently. Or we would fill in the gaps of local narrative around all the boarded-up houses. The council boards them up to keep out the undesirables but some of the houses seem to glow at night. We would concoct tales of green women stirring heads in cauldrons or men torturing each other because of a bad drug deal, like Babo. We’ve heard all about the hooks and buzzers them men use.


•


Anne leaves the house first thing in the morning. If I woke from the sound of the door slamming I would feel some kind of gut punch, a sense of loss maybe, and jump from bed to see her walking away, though often I didn’t even catch her turning the corner. I might hover in the hallway wondering what to eat before going back to bed. We woke late to skip meals. When we got up there’d be pound coins scattered on the sitting room table, and I would put that towards bits. Or go down the sofa for extra coins. Always milk for cereal, it would keep us until the evening.


A daytime run to the market. You have to be one of the first ones in. There are less gossips in the morning. The shop is invariably packed with Haringey’s Cypriot community and they all ask me how my mother is doing. It must be hard raising all those kids alone. The fruit stalls had gathered us all together: we picked at taro and long red peppers, elbow to elbow with each other.


These interactions, space shared with the people hustling up against me, were comforting. We moved in parallel lines, coasting the shoreline of baskets for good finds. It made me feel like I was part of something computational– we were being cued up into ascending actions. I would imagine the contents of everyone’s fridges. I noticed a few people picking up things without testing them, watermelons going unknocked, mint that was not rubbed. I felt dirt on my fingers from delving into a pile of lemons and picked up six for a pound.


When Anne brought me to these markets she’d show me how to taste spices for quality. She would crouch near burlap sacks full of Urfa biber, shaking a small amount of the maroon spice from the scoop to her hand. Wetting her finger, she explained that when you tasted it, it should linger on the tongue, raisin sweet – and you should be able to taste the respectable lineage that the pepper had come from.


In final year, I’d think about home as soon as I had lunch, settling down with a tray of food. In a reverie induced by a particularly grey burger, I met William. He wore clean shoes and aftershave. Offered me some packed lunch, I wanted a recipe for everything until he became a third party, between his mum and me. He’d inspired something in me that made my cooking turn sweeter when I got home. I baked desserts for İpek and Erhan until they started to feel mild dread watching me crush pistachios with a rolling pin and lovingly scatter them over syrupy semolina.
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