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Garlic and Parsley Are Vegetables!
By Chef  Tor Sporré©                                     

Real Middle Eastern Tabuleh
This recipe was inspired by my friend, Arpiar, chef  from Leba-

non, now practicing in Manhattan’s “Curry Hill”, Lex at 28th St. 
He shared the traditional no cook-no water method of  preparing 
the bulghur for tabuleh creating an incredibly light and fluffy  tabu-
leh. This version uses the vegetable moisture and lemon juice to 
“cook it.” Try it and see if  you don’t agree.  My California holistic 
orientation complements this classic with the suggested garnishes 
like avocado and roasted red bell peppers.

3 ! bunches Italian flat leaf  parsley, leaves only, finely chopped
2 C bulghur wheat (fine #1)
1 med or lg lemon, juiced (zest* if  desired)
3 ripe tomatoes, finely chopped all juices reserved
1/3 C ev olive oil, or to taste
Salt and pepper

Put the bulghur in a large bowl. Add the remaining ingredients and 
gently mix well.  Cover with a dish, kitchen towel or plastic film.  
Let sit 15 minutes and gently mix well.  Repeat.
Serve chilled or at room temperature.

Optional:  additional favorite herbs like basil, dill, coriander leaf, 
mint (not my favorite), chopped or in chiffonade

Garnishes:  small dice of  avocado, cucumber, red onion, feta 
cheese, olives, roasted red pepper, tomato slices, sautéed fresh arti-
choke hearts, and raw, roasted, or cooked broccoli or cauliflower.

Presentation:  On a plate with garnishes on the side (à la Nicoise) 
or garnishes on top of  the tabuleh.  Serve on a bed of  your favorite 
greens like mesclun.

Accompaniments:  Sardines, tuna or salmon, shrimp, scallops, left 
over chicken with lemon ev olive oil dressing.  A light crisp white 
Viognier or Gavi di Gavi type wine is indicated.

* chop zest fine, use as a garnish or mix with tabuleh salad
Note:  Bulghur, or cracked wheat can be purchased in bulk at many health 
food or specialty stores, or boxed under the Near East label in supermar-
kets.

“It’s not that I don’t like 
being naked,” I explained. “And 
I’m a big fan of  bathing, per-
sonal hygiene is one of  my all time favorite hygienes. It’s just that 
spending the afternoon showering with my eight-year-old student 
and her mother makes me a bit uncomfortable, if  you know what 
I mean.”

“Of course. I understand completely.” Ji Young, my Korean 
co-teacher, said nodding earnestly.

On Saturday afternoon Mrs. Kim is standing at my door hold-
ing a shiny gift bag bursting with fluffy tissue paper.

“Thank you.” I say taking the bag. “Should I open this now?”
“Yes, yes,” she says with a bright smile.
I rustle through the papery cocoon and retrieve a bottle of  

jasmine shampoo, a bright pink pouf  and a bit of  confusion on my 
part.

“It for shower.”  Mrs. Kim says in her broken and faltering 
English, “You need today.”

Panic ripples through me. Why would I need jasmine smell-
ing shampoo and a bright pink pouf  today? I thought this whole 
business regarding a trip to the public bath was cleared up when I 
explained to Ji Young that a more suitable activity might involve 
visiting a Buddhist temple or a nice walk in the woods, Koreans 
love their mountains. 

“Um, I thought Ji Young talked to you about…”
“Yes.” 
I wait for her to say more but she only continues to grin. Maybe 

she just means that I’ll need to take a hot shower tonight after my 
long day of  hiking and mingling with mountain monks.

“Ji Young say you ashamed body. But okay. In Korea no prob-
lem.” 

First of  all, I never said I was ashamed of  my body, I thought, 
silently cursing Ji Young and her love of  misusing dictionary 
words. I don’t know how many times I’ve had to tell her that you 
can’t always translate things directly. Secondly, it is a big problem. 
In my country taking baths with elementary school students would 
be frowned upon and most likely result in jail time. I’d never make 
it in the slammer, my cell mates would beat me up for being a 
pervert. I’ve heard criminals can be honorable like that.

“We go to sauna. Si Eun wait car. Very happy. Because you 
come.”

“But…um... the thing is…” My stuttered response isn’t really 
helping my case nor is it doing anything to diminish Mrs. Kim’s 
now Joker-esque grin. So with great reluctance but feigned enthusi-
asm, I pack up my pouf  and follow Mrs. Kim to her car.

I’ve been standing at my open locker for about ten minutes and 
the only thing I’ve taken off  are my socks. 

“Sarah!” Mrs. Kim calls out, and I see her completely na-
ked body rapidly approaching. She walks without an ounce of  
insecurity. Her steps are singing a song of  normalcy, as if  taking a 
shower with your daughter’s English teacher is as commonplace as 
shopping for melons or hailing a cab. I just have to do it. I have to 
take my clothes off. Ironically, that fact that I am still fully clothed 
is what is making the situation awkward at the moment. I take a 
deep breath and before I can think about what I’m doing I start 
stripping with mad ferocity. I pause just briefly when I’m clad in 
only my underwear. This is the point of  no return. The underwear 
is the last barrier between pretending I’m merely vacationing on a 
topless beach in Europe to actually being naked. I quickly slip my 
thumbs under the elastic band, fling them off  and stuff  them into 
my locker. I slam the door with a flourish, ostensibly shutting my 
clothes-wearing life behind me. I try to wrap the one towel I was 
given by the stingy locker room attendant around me but let’s face 
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