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This dish is one of the most classic hits of 

all time. It can also be a classic bastardised 

punish if it’s jammed with a tonne of stupid 

shit. God knows the signature bolognese 

recipe additions I’ve seen before have been 

nothing short of fucking bizarre, I’ve even 

made a few strange moves myself in the past – 

everything from barbecue sauce to Vegemite. 

Now, by all means, put whatever you want in 

your sauce, but the title of ‘bolognese’ loses its 

identity fast when ingredients like zucchini 

and capsicum enter the room. Made my way –  

I promise you a classic done right – it’s like  

a good dance move you can rely on without  

landing on your arse in front of everyone.

SERVES: 6–8*

COOKING TIME: 1–however bloody long ya like hours 
HECTOMETER: 4/10

* depending on how sauce heavy you go
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If you are wondering who the flip Jim is,  

it’s worth a dig through the back catalogue of 

my channel to find some of the weirdest face-

swapping (and at times rubber mask) character 

videos I’ve made. Let me tell ya, those Jim 

videos can get pretty fucken cooked at times.  

I developed him as a representation of the 

classic old Aussie fella who likes the simple 

things in life, and at the same time he’s a little 

eccentric and has a habit of getting a little 

carried away . . . my future, I’m sure.

If there is one thing I know about Jim,  

it’s that he loves a coffee or forty, as well as the 

occasional scoop of Blue Ribbon. He has been 

known at times to fondly combine those two 

flavours in a word he pronounces with  

his oh-so-Australian timbre: ‘tirameeezooooo’. 

As an homage to the great man himself, here 

is a ripper of a tiramisu that he would be more 

than happy to put away all by himself.

SERVES: 8
COOKING TIME: under an hour  

(resting time: a few hours to overnight)

HECTOMETER: 6/10




