
	  		








	  		








	  		



[image: hyperlink]










	  		



























































































Copyright © Ivor Peters


The right of Ivor Peters to be identified  as the Author of the Work has been asserted by him in accordance with the Copyright, Designs and Patents Act 1988.


First published as an Ebook by Headline  Publishing Group in 2013


Apart from any use permitted under UK copyright law, this publication may only be reproduced, stored, or transmitted,  in any form, or by any means, with prior permission in  writing of the publishers or, in the case of reprographic production, in accordance with the terms of licences issued  by the Copyright Licensing Agency.


Every effort has been made to fulfil requirements with  regard to reproducing copyright material. The author and publisher will be glad to rectify any omissions at the earliest opportunity.


Cataloguing in Publication Data is available  from the British Library


Ebook created by  Craig Burgess


This ebook edition has been created using CircularFLO from Circular Software.


eISBN 978 0 7553 64060


HEADLINE PUBLISHING GROUP


An Hachette UK Company 


338 Euston Road


London NW1 3BH


www.headline.co.uk


www.hachette.co.uk


Copyright © Ivor Peters
 
The right of Ivor Peters to be identified  as the Author of the Work has been asserted by him in accordance with the Copyright, Designs and Patents Act 1988.
 
First published as an Ebook by Headline  Publishing Group in 2013
 
Apart from any use permitted under UK copyright law, this publication may only be reproduced, stored, or transmitted,  in any form, or by any means, with prior permission in  writing of the publishers or, in the case of reprographic production, in accordance with the terms of licences issued  by the Copyright Licensing Agency.
 
Every effort has been made to fulfil requirements with  regard to reproducing copyright material. The author and publisher will be glad to rectify any omissions at the earliest opportunity.
 
Cataloguing in Publication Data is available  from the British Library
 
Ebook created by  Craig Burgess
 
This ebook edition has been created using CircularFLO from Circular Software.
 
eISBN 978 0 7553 64060
 
HEADLINE PUBLISHING GROUP
An Hachette UK Company 
338 Euston Road
London NW1 3BH
 
www.headline.co.uk
www.hachette.co.uk




[image: hyperlink]


[image: hyperlink]


[image: hyperlink]
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Ivor Peters has spent the past two decades working in the media  industry, publishing, PR, advertising, latterly as the Creative Director  for a film/video production company. However, his zealous 5-9  career is spent running his pop up restaurant, Cash ‘n’ Curry, raising  funds for projects helping India’s street children, and populating his blog www.urbanrajah.com with recipes and stories about food, travel, life and style finds.
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THE URBAN RAJAH


The Urban Rajah is a food author, cook, traveller and lifestyle adventurer with roots deep in the Indian subcontinent. A son of 1970s Britain, he grew up on hot summers, street cricket and spiced Indian food. Terraced living was shared with his brother, mother, father and a pair of orange curtains. 


His celebrated blog www.urbanrajah.com is dedicated to spiced recipes and stories about food, travel, life and style finds.


The Urban Rajah grew up on fish fingers and baked beans whilst also tearing up hot chapattis and scooping vivid spiced curry made from family recipes that had passed through three generations and crossed three continents. He adores the home-cooked spiced food – influenced by the East and married with Western cuisine – that represents his immigrant roots. Family gatherings were central to his early life. Speakers the size of sofas would throb to the beat of ska, reggae and bhangra and that’s where he traces his passion for music, and probably explains his vinyl collection, the club nights and his spell as a pirate radio DJ. 


He runs the elusive and highly acclaimed pop-up restaurant Cash ‘n’ Curry, a social enterprise dedicated to raising funds for projects helping India’s street children. Known for his high-energy persona and uplifting style, he frequently demonstrates his passion for Indian bazaar cuisine at food festivals.
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A self-confessed dandy, he rarely leaves home without a tub of moustache wax or a piece of headwear. That’s the Urban Rajah.
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OVERVIEW


The chapatti shuffle is an exceptional manoeuvre. 


It requires dexterity, loose shoulders, a wobbly head and dry hands. It’s one of my earliest memories of growing up in Slough, a town that defines multiculturalism. I would perch on the kitchen step watching my grandparents perform this routine, their shoulders shimmying as they flick-flacked plate-sized balls of floury unleavened dough, producing cartoon-size clouds. The result was heavenly, fresh, hot chapattis straight off the tawa (frying pan) and brushed with a thin layer of butter. The taste is an evocative one and even now, as I write this, I’m transported back to my childhood, where I first fell in love with curry. 


Everything was fresh back then. The blended spices seemed to possess magical properties to charm the nose and the colours glowed brilliantly. The dishes we ate at home were special; they’d passed through generations and made it to the 1970s – a decade that saw us wearing bad trousers, owning a Datsun Sunny and hanging tangerine orange curtains in our window bay. It was a time when pineapples were a novelty and avocado bathroom suites were all the rage; an era where taste had packed its suitcase and gone AWOL.


Fortunately this never seemed to apply to the food we ate. My family were inventive with the ingredients they’d hunted down, so 
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weekend gatherings were turned into gastronomic feasts. Sail-like sheets would carpet the dining-room floor in swathes of vivid red, yellow and green, creating a feasting table fit for twenty where we’d sit cross-legged, inhaling the delicious promise breezing through from the kitchen. The crowning glories of these occasions were the signature dishes cooked by the men in the family. These men were brothers – my father, Victor Peters; Guddu Chachu (Uncle Stan); Lawrie Uncle (Uncle Lawrence), and Uncle Abbu (Uncle Albert). 


When the brothers arrived in England they started cooking out of necessity, spurred on by a large dose of homesickness, and a small pinch of fear – the thought of yet another Spam fritter in Blighty. In those early carefree years, we kids took their cooking for granted. It was what we were used to, fabulous food that left your lips tingling and begging for more. But now I can see that this early introduction to the food of my forefathers was a gift. 


Back then they were young with jet black hair, smooth brown skin and a zest for life. Decades on, their eyes sparkle with the wisdom of age, their hair has turned silver and the years 
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have produced crow’s feet. Their cooking, however, is as good, or even better. In my opinion they are the definition of Old Spice and it’s their food which has motivated me to cook, write about and host subcontinent Indian feasts fit for a Rajah.


Compelled to capture their stories and the food that’s narrated our lives, I’ve written this book. Here are their home-cooked recipes, uncomplicated, practical, clean, honest food inspired by circumstance, history, family break-up, joy and spice. These recipes have traversed continents and travelled through time and they all tell part of a story. My story.
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Victor Peters
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VICTOR PETERS


Victor Peters had sharp-elbow syndrome.


He was one of seven siblings and mealtimes were like athletics competitions. If you wanted any of the steaming curry on offer, you had to be quick and cunning. He grew up in the 1940s in Karachi, Pakistan, where mealtimes were cherished moments in the post-war Empire. The clan would huddle around age-beaten metal frying pans full of mutton chops draped in clove and coriander gravy, juggling scorching rotis straight from the tandoor. A refreshing salad bursting with plump tomatoes and delicate strands of onion would cool their palates and the ceiling fan would usher out the heat of the day. Fingers dripped with the debris of squishy ripe mangoes, and familiar stories about wrestling matches would be retold by my grandfather, Dhadha-ji.


Food was the central and oldest member of the Peters family and, as in all Asian families, its position was respected. But it wasn’t always plentiful, as my father found out when he was packed off as a seven-year-old to board at St Don Bosco Catholic School, Karachi which sounds more like a mafia trattoria than a Franciscan college. Strict 5am starts, serving at mass and carrying out daily chores didn’t agree with Dad. He was curious, energetic and hungry … all the time. Frugal meals were served three times a day by a cook who had taken inspiration from a Dickens novel – the food was 
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basic and there was never quite enough. Despite being confined to the school compound, on roasting summer days Dad would bunk off, climbing the wall to run to the nearby beach where he’d gulp sea air and appropriate barbecued fish and sweetened corn cobs from their sun-tarred owners. His return from freedom was always greeted by the wicked lick of a cane, but the wonderful taste of spiced liberty justified the Great Escape. He was homesick and sick of the food, but he had seven years of this to endure. Each time he returned to the family nest, Dhadhi-ji, my grandmother, would feed him a drink of crushed almonds and sugared milk to aid his nutritional convalescence, and he still faithfully drinks this today. For our family, food wasn’t just functional, it was celebrated. 


But Victor’s gaze was on distant shores, where adventure beckoned and opportunity abounded. Having grown up in a country that had been under colonial rule for nearly a century, he was keen to explore Britain’s green shires and the swinging sixties. In 1962 he arrived in Cambridge, where a bedsit became home. His vision of prosperity soured from rose to grey as, like most immigrants, he was welcomed with a large mug of prejudice and often treated as a second-class citizen, a little like the street hawkers in Karachi were treated. His homesick letters were met with encouragement from his father to stick it out. 


When he first arrived in England, Dad cultivated a canned diet – if it came in a can, he’d eat it. Campbell’s soup, Heinz varieties, Spam and corned beef all featured regularly. It was a novelty, but a galaxy away from the real food he’d been reared on. Pretty soon, in search of nostalgia, and nourishment, his spice route led him to the International Store, the only grocer in Cambridge to stock curry 
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powder. Armed with a basket of Eastern ingredients, he set about recalling dishes he’d watched his mother prepare, his body yearning for spice, heat and comforting memories. 


Twelve months later he had found work west of London and married my mother, whose charmed existence had left her devoid of any culinary skills. She was more used to the sound of scurrying servants than the hiss of a boiling curry pot. Necessity and teamwork united my father and mother in the kitchen, where they performed their own chapatti shimmy. Spending time on the assembly line in Slough’s factories, Dad worked shoulder to shoulder with friends from the old country where they reminisced about food and shared tiffin-style lunch boxes crammed with energy-packed white rice mixed with fiery lentil daal. 


Long shifts during the week culminated in Friday nights that exploded to the sounds of Motown as, away from the watchful eye of parents, the skinny Asian twenty-somethings partied, gossiped, traded recipes, ate samosas and explored their new lives. 


Years later, my father, by this time estranged from my mother, would find himself in the US in a familiar position of discovery. Thus his food navigates a journey of over 7,000 miles and three continents, and three children and grandchildren. He’s been busy, and here’s the food that’s kept him going. It’s not fussy, it’s not manicured. It’s honest and it’s how we eat.
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HOME-COMING MILKSHAKE


As a boy my dad would sit counting the beads of condensation as they formed on the glass until they joined and slid down the side like lonesome tears. The milk froth perched above the rim concealed the goodness beneath, a blend of enriching almonds crushed and mixed with whole milk, cardamom and sugar. This was designed by my grandmother to breathe life into my father’s nutrition-starved body on his return from his Catholic boarding school. Packed with vitamin E, iron and calcium, this high-energy milkshake represented more than its medicinal properties; it was a metaphor for care, attention and security. In the company of his family he risked nothing but love, starkly in opposition to the promise of pain from the schoolmaster’s cane if he dared asked for ‘more’. He would watch the tears dripping down the glass, forming a tiny pond at the base, and visualise the contact of the glass of goodness against his lips and the thrill of the ice-cold milk chilling his core as it travelled down his throat, sending involuntary shivers across his shoulders. It would take a matter of seconds to drink so he’d savour the moment before he gulped it down, nutty, sweet and creamy. Finally the moment came and with the thirst of a sailor he would chug it down, finishing off with a milk moustache flourish.
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DUDH BADAM (ALMOND MILKSHAKE)


Serves a thirsty 6 


2 pints whole milk


8 cardamom pods, cracked, seeds removed  and ground into powder


10 tsp sugar


20–30 almonds


Simple, quick and energising. Pop everything in a blender, reserving some cardamom powder, and blitz, pour into a jug, cover and chill. Stir and serve, sprinkling the top of the milk with the reserved cardamom. 
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SUSTAINING SWEET CHAPATTI MIX


I blame my father, and his father, my Dhadha-ji, for my sweet tooth. Vivid images of the rare treat of churri are seared in my memory. I sat cross-legged on the rug wearing a thick carpet of hair, wild and unmanageable. Dad sat with a mixing bowl in front of him while his fingers went to work like a blender, shredding fresh hot chapattis, lobbing in chunks of butter and sprinkling sugar from on high with the flourish of a wizard distributing magic dust. His spectacles balanced on the bridge of his nose as he inspected his efforts, eyes fixed as his long fingers laboured slowly and methodically, reducing the flatbread and its buddies to juicy morsels of sweetened dough, like a deconstructed doughnut. Deliciously naughty as an adult, but innocently addictive as a child, this is a dish I’ve never experienced outside our family walls. For my father, it was another sustaining dish for his return from another food-starved term at boarding school. He was skinny and small for his age so my grandparents fed him with churri to fill his frame. I’m aching for another bowl, but strictly for medicinal purposes, of course!


CHURRI


Serves up to 4


400g wholemeal flour, more for dusting


250ml water 


200g salted butter, at room temperature


4 tbsp sugar


First, make the chapatti flatbread. Mix the flour and water to create a soft dough, adding a little more flour if it’s too sticky. Cover and leave to stand for 30 minutes (overnight is better). Oil your palms and on a flour-dusted surface divide into 8–10 pieces and shape into balls. Flatten with the heel 
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of your palm, then roll them into rounds of 15cm diameter. 


Heat a tawa or large heavy frying pan over a high setting and then, when the pan is hot, reduce the heat to medium. One by one, add each chapatti to the pan, cooking for about 20 seconds, using a tea towel to press it lightly until you can feel the heat coming through. Be careful not to press too hard and make it stick to the pan. All you’re doing here is making sure the bread is cooked. It’ll start to puff and, as soon as it does this, flip it over and do the same again. You’re looking for brown, slightly blistered patches. Set aside in a tea towel keeping it hot, and repeat until they’re all made. 


Tip the chapattis into a large bowl (resist eating them if you can) and start tearing them into tiny pieces. They should still be nice and warm. Slap in the butter and sugar and, using the tips of your fingers, start mincing the ingredients as if rubbing your thumbs across the tops of your fingers with the bread, butter and sugar in the middle. After a few minutes there should be little evidence of the grainy sugar and you’ll be staring at a flaky mixture. Decant into small serving bowls. 


You can eat it with a fork but I prefer using fingers, pinch- ing morsels in compressed bite-sizes.
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‘EAT YOUR GREENS’


This is a well-travelled piece of wisdom, dispensed across the kitchen table to reluctant knee-high diners by mothers the world over. But earthy, verdant vegetables held no appeal for Dad and his siblings. Everything had to be meaty or sticky and sweet. Crouching over a small stack of well-worn rupees with gnarled edges, they would count. The tension hung heavy as they worked out whether they had enough money to buy the neon orange syrupy jalebi. Their sisters all tried to guess the result as they examined their brothers’ expressions, seeing either wide grins or despondent eyes. My father reflects, ‘It’s probably a good thing we lacked funds, otherwise I’d have teeth the colour of molasses.’


My grandparents had six mouths to feed, so Dad’s childhood meals were sometimes thrifty but always nutritious, and vegetarian dishes featured regularly. This recipe has been customised by Dad to harness iron-packed spinach (palak) and mustard leaves (saag) with a canon of spices prepared quickly and simply. As you munch on the deep green leaves, your senses will applaud your choice and you’ll crave just one more morsel. Be careful, though – you could be on your way to becoming a ‘greens’ junkie.


PALAK SAAG KI SUBZI


Serves 4


1kg fresh saag (mustard leaves) 


1kg fresh palak (spinach)


Tadka (see box)


Salt


The secret to this dish is to prepare a delicious tadka (see box) and then add this to the cooked mustard and spinach leaves. You can do this whilst the greens are cooking. 
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This is a well-travelled piece of wisdom, dispensed across the kitchen table to reluctant knee-high diners by mothers the world over. But earthy, verdant vegetables held no appeal for Dad and his siblings. Everything had to be meaty or sticky and sweet. Crouching over a small stack of well-worn rupees with gnarled edges, they would count. The tension hung heavy as they worked out whether they had enough money to buy the neon orange syrupy jalebi. Their sisters all tried to guess the result as they examined their brothers’ expressions, seeing either wide grins or despondent eyes. My father reflects, ‘It’s probably a good thing we lacked funds, otherwise I’d have teeth the colour of molasses.’
My grandparents had six mouths to feed, so Dad’s childhood meals were sometimes thrifty but always nutritious, and vegetarian dishes featured regularly. This recipe has been customised by Dad to harness iron-packed spinach (palak) and mustard leaves (saag) with a canon of spices prepared quickly and simply. As you munch on the deep green leaves, your senses will applaud your choice and you’ll crave just one more morsel. Be careful, though – you could be on your way to becoming a ‘greens’ junkie.
PALAK SAAG KI SUBZI
Serves 4
1kg fresh saag (mustard leaves) 
1kg fresh palak (spinach)
Tadka (see box)
Salt
 
The secret to this dish is to prepare a delicious tadka (see box) and then add this to the cooked mustard and spinach leaves. You can do this whilst the greens are cooking. 













	  		



























































































Wash the leaves thoroughly, ridding them of their soil and any companions they’ve picked up on their journey, then pat them dry. Pick off the stalks and discard them. You’ll be left with a hillock of foliage. Chop it roughly. 


In a large pan on a low heat, add the leaves, handful by handful, stirring them until they wilt a little and release their water. Throw in a generous pinch of salt and keep agitating until the leaves have dried a little and taken on a British Racing Green tone. Don’t let them turn to mush. Now add the tadka and rouse the ingredients for 1 minute until they’ve combined and acquainted each other. 


Serve with chapattis or as a side dish.


￼


VP’S SIMPLE TADKA – NO. 1


Victor’s tadka for this dish is speedy and takes little preparation, yet the result leaves me marvelling at its minimalism. The ingredients are humble but manage to charm the spinach and mustard leaves to yield more of their flavour.


2 tbsp olive oil


1 large onion, chopped into small chunks


2 garlic cloves, chopped


5cm fresh root ginger, peeled and chopped


1 long green chilli, sliced


½ tsp brown mustard seeds


Salt and pepper


Put a frying pan over medium heat and add the oil. When hot, pop in the onion and garlic, allowing them to brown and crisp at the edges. Add the ginger, chilli and mustard seeds and turn up the heat a little, until the seeds jig and hop in the pan; season with a little salt and pepper. Fry for a further 3–4 minutes until the ginger has softened and the chilli has turned from green to a dullish brown, then take off the heat and leave to cool.
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MAMA PETERS’ JHALFREZI 


Contrary to popular perception, Asian families have a strong matriarchal line. The women simply let the fellas believe they run the family. Ours was no different. 


My grandmother was brought up in a Christian mission orphanage in the province of Uttar Pradesh, north-east India. Mama, or Dhadhi-ji (which means Father’s Mother) as we knew her, would prepare this fiery dry-fry dish for my father on his return from school, a dish she claimed to originate from Uttar Pradesh. Others have suggested that it’s actually a Bengal dish, as the word jhal means hot in Bengali. The ingredients collide in rough chunks and make you want to jam your fingers in and pluck out fat onion-covered peppers. Whoever created this recipe needs to be honoured. Dhadhi-ji made it her own through grinding fresh spices to form a special garam masala. She served this to her children with a healthy measure of fresh green chillies and gorgeous hot chapa­ttis. You can, of course, moderate the heat by reducing the amount of chillies you add but that would be akin to painting a Cheshire Cat grin on the Mona Lisa … a little inappropriate.


Mama’s ground garam masala differs slightly from others  (see page 46 and page 53) by the addition of fennel. The reason we use whole garam masala as well as the ground version is that the unbroken spices retain an aromatic and subtler finish, contributing elegance rather than adding heat.
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JHALFREZI


Serves 4 who like it hot


500g chicken breasts, skinless and boneless, chopped into largish chunks


1 tsp ground cumin


1 tsp ground coriander


4 tbsp sunflower or olive oil 


1 large red onion, roughly chopped


2.5cm fresh root ginger, peeled and sliced


3 garlic cloves, chopped


6 long thin green chillies, 4 chopped, 2 whole


Whole garam masala – 1 tsp black peppercorns, 1 stick of cinnamon, 4 cardamom pods (black)


Salt


1 x 400g tin tomatoes


1 red pepper, chopped


1 green pepper, chopped


2 tsp ground garam masala (see box)


Bunch of fresh coriander, leaves chopped


Coat the chunks of chicken in the cumin and coriander, cover and stick in the fridge for an hour or so (30 minutes will do it if you’re in a hurry). 


In a large frying pan, heat 3 tbsp of the oil on a medium heat and fry the onion, ginger, garlic and the 4 chopped green chillies until softened. Pitch in the whole garam masala, turn the heat down to low and add the chicken, and salt to taste. Keep stirring to ensure it doesn’t stick, adding a little water if required. Cook for a few minutes so that the chicken feels a little firm, then add the tinned tomatoes and boil gently for around 15 minutes. Toss in the chopped peppers and ground garam masala plus the 2 whole chillies 
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1 large red onion, roughly chopped
2.5cm fresh root ginger, peeled and sliced
3 garlic cloves, chopped
6 long thin green chillies, 4 chopped, 2 whole
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and let it cook for another 5–8 minutes until the pepper softens and the chicken is cooked. Coat with the remaining tablespoon of oil. Add additional water if you want it thinner, but it should have a thick and dense shiny texture. Before serving, fling in the fresh coriander and mix it a little so it releases its fragrance. 


Eat with Chapattis (page 172) or rice and a healthy dollop of cool Raitha (page 224).
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[image: hyperlink]


[image: hyperlink]







	  		















































































￼


MAMA’S GROUND GARAM MASALA


This is pretty aromatic and will make a serious impression on its consumers. 


1 tsp fennel seeds


½ tsp cumin seeds


1 tsp coriander seeds


¾ tsp crushed bay leaves


1 tsp black peppercorns


4–5 green cardamom pods (or ½ tsp seeds)


4 cloves


4 large black cardamom pods (or ¾ tsp seeds)


Heat a frying pan on a medium heat, then add all the spices. Dry-roast for 2 minutes until they brown and start to scent the room. DON’T burn them. Leave to cool. Peel the cardamom pods and release the seeds into the other spices, tip into a pestle and mortar (or blender) and blast them.


￼
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BABA THE STREET CHEF  IN KARACHI


The greying chef was well groomed and had served generations of hungry diners at his streetside serving hatch. He had slicked-back hair, a trimmed and manicured silver moustache, nimble fingers and a white apron sporting bloodied spatters in the style of a Jackson Pollock masterpiece. His long heavy knife glistened and, with menacing accuracy, tap-danced across the granite slab. Behind him fire flared from burners while spice-oiled skillets cackled and hissed as he tipped the contents from the chopping stones into the pans. Dad watched the men queue, clutching bowls filled with maroon-coloured meat, waiting their turn for an earthy meal to be created at the hands of Baba the chef. The sharp clatter of steel against stone clacked kata-kut, kata-kut, kata-kut, christening the dish with its affectionate name. The smell was unlike any Dad had known: heady, masculine, brave, notes of musk with bursts of fresh green chilli and ginger. As different shapes and textures of meat went into the pans, curiosity gripped Dad and he enquired of Baba as to the contents. His inquisition was greeted with a laugh and Baba pointed to various body parts, heart, liver and kidney. Dad was horrified, but he acquiesced and tried a chunk from Baba’s knife – intensely rich and packed with life. Like his first sip of beer, he knew he was experiencing the palate of an adult. He was intrigued by this delicacy as a boy and his version is pared back to its pauper-chic roots. It’s bold, unapologetic and utterly visceral. 
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