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AGENDA: FOOD/DRINK

The Mouth

By Nanci Tangeman

Totally Bazaar
Bazar Wereldeethuis
Albert Cuypstraat 182, 675 0544
Open Mon-Thur 11.00-01.00, Fri-Sat
11.00-02.00, Sun 09.00-00.00.
Cash
If Barack Obama were a restaurant,
he’d be Bazar. No, I haven’t been brainwashed by emails speculating on
Obama’s religion. But if it’s a symbol of
multiculturalism you’re looking for, it’s
the US presidential candidate. Bazar,
however, runs a close second. At least
when it comes to my stomach.
Tonight, Partner-in-all-things-global
and I have invited friends representing
Greece, Holland, Israel and the US (and
there are only two of them). A Turkish
waitress serves us. Two Thai goddess
statues peer out from under the stairs.
Above us, Hebrew writing proclaims
something to the effect that ‘to eat
together is a bond as strong as oil’s to
the light.’ It all gives me such a warm
feeling—a global warm feeling, in fact.
The two-storey restaurant on the Albert Cuyp market is noisy,
with chatter bouncing off its vibrantly tiled walls. The bar, made
of brightly labelled food tins, sits altar-like in the middle of the
former synagogue. The music reeks of Morocco or Turkey. Everything here is a global mix.
Even the menu is available in Dutch, Turkish, German, English,
Spanish, Chinese, Italian and Arabic. And all the meat on the menu
is halal—prepared according to Islamic law. (Now don’t get sidetracked with Obama emails!) You might say that in Amsterdam,
halal is not so unusual. But consider Bazar’s Easter menu with dish-

es from Morocco, Turkey, Iran and
Greece. What’s next? A kosher Christmas dinner?
We satisfy our own world hunger
with meals served on colourful, giant
platters. Our order of El Couscous is
much more than couscous. Its extra
long, grilled kebab has chicken, lamb,
Turkish merguez sausage and turkey.
It’s served on top of spiced couscous
with roasted vegetables, grilled tomatoes and saffron sauce (€12.50).
Abdhul’s Starter is really an entire meal
with all sorts of delicious dishes I cannot pronounce: sigara böregi (deep
fried yufka roll, or phillo, ﬁlled with
feta, mint and parsley), sigara suçuk
(fried dough ﬁlled with cheese and
suçuk sausage), falafel, fried squid
rings and a piece of Turkish pizza ﬁlled
with tomato and veal mince called lahmacun (€10.50). The Bizar Bazar mixed
grill comes with lamb, chicken and
turkey, but can also be ordered with
ﬁsh (€14.50).
There’s a dish of the day (€8.50),
which you can order as a set menu with
soup (New Delhi or Mercimek Çorbasi
lentil) and yoghurt with whipped cream and honey for dessert
(€15.75). Tonight’s fresh ﬁsh from the market is grilled butterﬁsh,
served with ﬁeld greens and saffron rice (€11.50). Bazar serves alcohol, but also fresh mint tea and Turkish coffees. The restaurant
opens early on Sundays to serve breakfast (Algerian ‘thousand hole’
pancakes called bahgrir) and most of the components to my unpronounceable meal are available separately as lunch entrees, as well. I
think about returning for an early morning bahgrir after the US
election day. Maybe I’ll be celebrating the results. Or maybe I’ll just
be celebrating the menu.
___

Bazar’s Easter menu has
dishes from Morocco and
Iran. What’s next? A kosher
Christmas dinner?

A night in the life...

By Sarah Gehrke

Pork rock
The Minds
Spuistraat 245
Open Mon-Thur, Sun 21.00-03.00, Fri,
Sat 21.00-04.00
Cash
‘Shut the fuck up,’ says the guy behind
the bar. He does that a few times, just to
himself. But he is friendly, and he
seems to be in a good mood. Chances
are that he was just singing along to the
music.
It’s a Thursday night, and we are in
The Minds, because we felt like being in
a punk rock place. We were a little tired
and a little sad, and after all, there’s
nothing quite like a punk rock place to
lift your spirits. In the toilets there’s a
skull sprayed on the ceiling, the barman
has lots of tattoos, it’s quite dark,
there’s a pinball machine called ‘No
Fear’, and the music is loud and fast.
Aaaah!
What’s this song again? Queens of
the Stone Age. Okay, let’s be a little ﬂexible with the term punk rock then. But
what’s the name of the song? ‘Ha!’ says
the barman. ‘You can’t buy this. It’s an
illegal recording of their 2002 concert in
Melkweg.
The Queens were amazed when
they came here. They were like “no—

Beer price: €1.50 for a biertje (Budels).
Emergency food: Don’t think so.
Special interior feature: A long row of skate
decks decorate the wall above the window.
Unspecial interior feature: From the ceiling
hang (roughly) 23 used army boots.
Predominant shoe type: Chucks, boots and fat
skate shoes.
Typically ordered drink: Bottles of Budels.
Tune of the night: See left.
Mingling factor: Quite low.
Smoking situation: Quite good.
State of toilets near closing time: The neon
light’s even more surprising than at the beginning of the night.

we didn’t record this... but it’s great! We
want it!” So we burned a CD for them.’
And with that, our mood is rapidly
improving.
As it gets later, the beers start getting shifted in a higher frequency. Two
girls marvel at a pretty boy playing pool.
Two guys start a serious discussion
about adverts on beer mats. And at the
other end of the bar, there are two people playing a game we have not seen in
about 10 years and have completely forgotten about in the meantime. It’s the
one which involves two little pink plastic pigs, which you have to throw so
they land in a certain way. As is the way
with things you had forgotten about and
then come across again unexpectedly,
that little pig game delights us beyond
measure, and we try to remember how
it worked.
There are many positions the pigs
can end up in, and they all get you different points. All the positions furthermore
have names. The best name is ‘Pig Out’,
a very complicated position that sets
back your total score to nil. There’s only
one thing worse than ‘Pig Out’: ‘Piggyback’. Piggyback is if one pig lands on
top of another. In that case, the player is
out of the game.
Not very punk rock, that. Unless, of
course, you turn the whole thing into a
drinking game. Which we sincerely
hope they did.
___
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