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			Preface

			[image: ]

			I always felt close to the Seljuks; their mathematics, art and lifestyle always caught my attention. During a trip to Beyşehir, I found myself absorbed in a story belonging to the Seljuk period.

			In addition to being written on the subject of what was eaten during the Seljuk period, this book also animates the Seljuks’ way of life and the story in it brings to life a plot belonging to that age. 

			Other artists contributed to the story, too. Suzan Çataloluk gave life to the book with miniatures from that period, and İbrahim Kuşlu gave new life to ceramic tiles from that time. I hope that through their beautiful artwork, through reading recipes from that period, and through actually eating the food they ate, you might feel a little bit like a Seljuk, too. 

			The book is comprised of three sections. In the first section, you will read a story by a chef working in Kubadabad Palace. In the second section, there is a story told by a chef of this age. In the final section, you will find recipes from the Seljuks.

			In regard to the recipes of Seljuk cuisine, it would be a great mistake to say, is this all? But when the conditions of that time are thought about and the shortage of written sources is taken into consideration, it should be understood that I have set out from a very small point in regard to the sources at hand and recipes were written accordingly. Although some of the recipes included in this book are found in books from that period, some of them only have a name or contents remaining. At this point I would like to indicate that I have benefited from my intuition, which has developed from my experience as a chef and from my work directed towards understanding the food of the Hittites when I was a part of the Alacahöyük excavation work. 

			My goal is to open another window to the depth of the Turkish culinary culture and to shed light on what was eaten during those centuries and the history of the food that we eat today. I hope that my work will increase interest in Seljuk cuisine and will be a vehicle for researchers to work in this field. 

			M. Ömür Akkor
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Bath tiles, Kubadabad Palace (13th century)

		

	
		
			The Longest April
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			Spring comes late to Konya ...

			I never knew why I was here, and this never made me uncomfortable. Ever since I started thinking this was contentment, I have never even gone outside the dervish lodge. I was supposed to prepare the soup this morning. First I lit the stove and waited there a little. When my chill passed, I went to the pantry and got some supplies. 

			In this place where I did not even remember my past, was I content only because I cooked or was it the profound and silent contentment of green Konya that held me here? 

			How long have I been here? What have I seen? I had forgotten everything. This strange peace encompassed me more and more, and I remained longer and longer. Finally I had decided not to leave. My whole world had become here. This was such a place that the longer you stay, the more it grew and broadened and became infinite. I felt like I was a kernel of wheat in the vast Konya plain. At times the wind blew me about, but I could not go far. As all these things were passing through my mind, somehow I found myself in the pantry, and here everything was happening like this!

			From the pantry, I took two spoons of roasted meat, two onions, and a bowl of bulgur, chickpeas, beans and green lentils that I had soaked overnight. I returned to the kitchen to make tandoor soup.

			I put the broth I had left next to the stove last night before the fire went out back on the top of the stove and added the pulses. I put the meat cured last winter with the finely chopped onion and left them to cook over the fire.

			The raw food cooked as it heated up and became better as it cooked. At that moment, I thought of myself; perhaps life was as simple as cooking and perhaps that was the reason I had stayed in Konya this long. My master would say that “making food is a station.” Without any hurrying, I had waited for months to be able to make soup.
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Seljuk plate (13th century)

		

	
		
			A Quiet Afternoon
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			The rare bustle at the dervish lodge was over. Life continued with its everyday calm. Spring came late to Konya, but the warmth of April was unique. While I was sitting in front of the kitchen, the door suddenly opened and the Sheikh of the dervish lodge appeared. He had left at the morning call-to-prayer and returned at the Asr (Afternoon Prayer). He said, “Water.” 

			I immediately went to the kitchen and filled a glass with water. Perhaps he might want to drink sherbet, so I put Sirkencübin in another glass. I quietly approached his door and, bending over, I left the tray on the floor.

			Just as I was leaving his room he said, “If the honey and vinegar are in equal proportion, it becomes delicious; don’t forget,” he said.

			Indistinctly saying “all right” with my inner voice, I disappeared from the door. Going to the pantry, I returned to the kitchen with vinegar and honey. I put the honey, vinegar, and water into a copper bowl in the proportions the Sheikh had said and mixed them together with a wooden spoon. I dipped my ladle in and drank until I quenched my thirst. It was as if a winter as cold as ice had taken the place of the early April warmth. I don’t know how much I drank, but I had found the right measurement. Like my Sheikh had said, one to one.

		

	
		
			[image: ]
Seljuk bowl (13th century)

		

	
		
			The Old Day and New Day
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			I had learned the real measurements of the sherbet. Had the time come? Or had my time come? Why had it been said now? OK, feeling that my time had come, how did I put a glass of sherbet next to the water? Or how had I surmised this? If I had missed that moment, when would I be told the essential measurement? I thought about these all evening; I was unable to sleep. 

			This was one of the things that tired me most in the dervish lodge. I would try and extract meanings from the silence, the identity of which could not be understood. This was perhaps my favorite game. Now I needed to sleep. The next morning I was going to get up early and buy provisions from the women’s bazaar. Just across from the dervish lodge, the bazaar was the place I liked to visit most in Konya—at any rate, I didn’t go anyplace else—you should have seen the festival of colors. If it weren’t for the bazaar, I would never leave the dervish lodge. Perhaps the wheat-stalk’s height extended only this far.

			I don’t know how long I slept, but regardless of how long you sleep on a wooden bench, the same hardness wakes you up. Due a little to morning grogginess and a little to the cold, I got up with great difficulty. Saying it’s a new April morning, I washed my face with the water in the copper bucket and went to the kitchen.

			Yunus, who had come to the dervish lodge last year, had prepared the soup. This was my favorite soup—tutmaç soup; it was exactly like a feast.

			The day was going to be good. The sun had long since begun to shine. I am sure that the vegetables at the bazaar would be unbelievable. For this reason, I like spring, summer and autumn the best. The faces smiling together with the light of the sun, and the variety of the bazaar would be added to them.

			Saying, “Yunus, health to your hands,” I left the dervish lodge. 

			Even though I describe the dervish lodge as though I were alone, actually we were many. It was the silence that showed us to be few.

			With the sun on my back, I walked towards the bazaar. Konya had awakened with me and was on the streets. Some of the vendors had come and set up their stands; some were just coming. It was the best time of the bazaar; everything had just been arranged and everything was very fresh. All the busyness was silent. Actually it was not the dervish order, but it was Konya that was silent.

			Greens were lined up on the first stand I saw; the smell of the soil in their roots was unbelievable. Sellers of cheese, bread, yogurt, vegetables. The bazaar was a different realm.

			I was weighed down so much after all my purchases that I almost couldn’t walk, but my eyes were still looking for molded cheese that I had not been able to get. Thinking that I’d get it the next time, I returned to the dervish lodge. 
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			Everything Is Upside-Down
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			My master was in the kitchen; taking permission, I approached him. Before entering the kitchen, the call, “Permission, O Sufis!” would be made; the kitchen would be entered only when permission was granted from inside. The kitchen was the most sacred place in the dervish lodge. It was believed that there was an eternal spirit there and that the spirit did not want to be disturbed, so there was never a lack of respect.

			Today a meat dish would be made because it was sacred Friday. Meat was only cooked on Fridays. Friday dinner! If you cooked with the master on Friday, that meant you “had arrived.” New apprentices were not allowed in the kitchen on Fridays. Just as I was about to leave after dropping off the things I had brought from the bazaar, my master said, “Stop!” Or ...

			If a new soul wanted to come to the dervish lodge, he would stand at the side on a sheepskin for three days in the kitchen and observe us. If he was to continue, he would run errands for eighteen days in his own clothing. 

			If he passed this stage, kitchen uniforms would be given to him at the end of the eighteenth day.

			After this, a trial would begin that would continue for exactly one-thousand and one days. Patience would be tested with tasks that were repeated again and again. For patience was the dervish lodge’s basic principle. The basic principle of the trial was to accept everything as it is. Then obedience and finally attitude would be tested. Sometimes, those who understood they could not endure this would “break-off the trial” and escape from the dervish lodge. 

			I was next to my master, Yusuf. There were some eggplants, plums, and meat on the wooden table. As much as I understood from the ingredients, he was going to make crock kebab. My master said, “Hurry and begin by cutting the heads off the eggplants.” Or had I reached the level?

			I finished the job he gave me with great enthusiasm. I was waiting at the side with the contentment of the felicity I had met. My master said, “Don’t stand far off; come close to the stove.” We were going to put the food on the stove when I realized that the wood was finished, so I turned towards the door to bring wood in from outside. My master said, “Wait.” When I turned towards my master, there were several pieces of wood in his lap. My Friday dinner ... Thankfulness ... The smell of the crock kebab had filled the whole kitchen.

			The dinner tray was ready on the floor; in front of everyone, there was a wooden spoon turned upside-down, a pinch of salt and three slices of bread. The food was put in the middle and before beginning to eat, everyone wet his right index finger with his tongue and then put his finger in the salt. He began eating by licking the salt and finished in the same way.

			Food was eaten from a common dish in the middle, but while eating, a person would not put the whole spoon in his mouth. As if the spoon had been divided in two lengthwise, a person would bring half the spoon to his lips and put the half that had not touched his lips into the food.

			Everyone was well-mannered at the table and never spoke. If someone wanted to drink water, he would signal the person waiting on foot; after kissing the glass of water, the waiter would extend it to the person who wanted it. The person who asked for the water would take the glass and after kissing it, he would drink the water. No one would eat while this was happening, so no one infringed upon another’s rights.

			I got up after the Prayer; I was going to read a little from a religious treatise when my master Yusuf, also known as Saint of Cooks, said, “To the garden,” and silently went out from the door. He walked towards the rose-garden and sat on a rock at the edge of the garden. You cannot imagine what passed through my mind during this short walk. Or had I made a mistake?
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