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This book is dedicated to my sister, 
Joanne Stefani Germanotta. 
Though her flame died out too early, 
her light shines on 
through my daughters, 
Natali Veronica and Stefani Joanne.









Foreword
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Joe with daughters Natali and Stefani.





Since my sister, Natali, and I were little girls, my mother and father made sure the kitchen was the centerpiece of our household. We had dinner as a family every night and ate delicious Italian-style meals that were made with love from recipes that had been passed down for generations on both sides of my family. Recipes from ancestors in Naso—a town in the Messina Province in Sicily—Santa Lucia and Venice live on through my family, each with its own distinct twist in flavor. The uniqueness of this cookbook and our family restaurant, Joanne Trattoria, lies in the influence of the immigration of our families from Italy through Ellis Island to New Jersey (where my father was raised) and West Virginia (where my mother was raised.)


The smell, every Sunday, of a pot of fresh “gravy,” as we would call it instead of “tomato sauce,” is one of the fondest memories I have from my childhood. I recall the smell of roasting sausages as they were dropped delicately into a slowly simmering 9–12 hour sauce. I remember the smile as my butter knife snapped open the outer layer and the juices filled my plate, sopped up by fresh pasta and followed by a crispy chopped salad made by my mother. Red wine that my father and grandfather Giuseppe made in our laundry room in the basement, sifted through cheesecloth as it was poured for everyone at the table.


We would say a prayer and then eat as a family. We ended each prayer in memory of my father’s sister, Joanne, whose name has become the symbol both of our family’s majestic accomplishments and of our losses along the way. We always knew there was a plate at the table missing, and we ask that when you prepare these traditional family dishes you honor the memory of those you love and those you’ve lost, and cook with the intention of strengthening the bonds of family and friendship in the place us Italians think is best: The Kitchen.


Love, Stefani Joanne Germanotta









Where Everybody Knows Your Name…
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When my daughters were young I had my own business and I worked from home. For years, I’d be up every morning at 5:00 a.m. My wife, Cynthia, and I would get the girls off to school, we’d work all day, and then at around 4:30 meet up with a group of friends somewhere in the neighborhood to share a few drinks and some laughs. We did this religiously, every afternoon, for years. It was a nice way to unwind from the day. Around 6:00 p.m., or so, I’d head home to cook dinner for my family.


The group of us started out like nomads. We’d settle into place after place only to have it close down without warning, and force us out on the move again. Eventually, on a quiet, tree-lined street just off of Central Park, we discovered this great little restaurant on the ground floor of a hundred-year-old townhouse. It was warm and friendly, with wood-burning fireplaces, a cozy patio in the back and a bar facing the street. It was instantly welcoming. Our little group swelled to maybe a dozen or so and we became regulars, or “Irregulars” as we liked to call ourselves.


Then one evening, at our usual time, I arrived at 70 West 68th Street to find the lights out and yellow city marshal tape across the door. We’d been gathering there daily for five years, but just like that our beloved local watering hole was gone. Not long after, out of the blue, the landlord contacted me and asked if I had any interest in taking over the restaurant space.


Ever since I was a little kid, hanging around my mother’s kitchen, scribbling drawings into her cookbooks while she prepared our family meals, I have dreamed of opening my own restaurant. I had graduated from Michigan State with a degree in Hospitality and Hotel Management, but took a job right out of school with a public accounting firm and never made it back to the field I loved. Now, here I was, semi-retired, my daughters grown, presented with an opportunity that could bring my life full circle.
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Cynthia and I did a walkthrough of the space with our daughters. We asked them what they thought about us taking on the challenge of opening our own restaurant, and without hesitation they said, “Let’s do it!” From there, it was a whirlwind family project. We spent eight months gutting/renovating the restaurant, restoring the space to its former glory. We teamed up with Art Smith, former personal chef to Oprah Winfrey, who was instrumental in developing the menu, and in helping us get the restaurant up and running.


When Joanne Trattoria—named in honor of my sister who died of lupus at nineteen—opened its doors in February of 2012 it was the realization of my childhood dream. We are more than a neighborhood restaurant; we are a family. Most of the staff have been with us from the very beginning; my wife, Cynthia, did all the decorating; my younger daughter, Natali, has worked at the restaurant as a bartender and hostess; and my older daughter, Stefani (known to millions as Lady Gaga), has been known to stop in from time to time and when she does she always ends up behind the bar—though we usually have a mess on our hands.


Every dish we serve is personal in some way—either as a Germanotta family recipe or one that is significant to a member of the extended Joanne family. This book of our favorite recipes and stories is our gift to you.


Mangia!


~Joe Germanotta


Owner, Joanne Trattoria









Chapter 1     Gravy
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My sister and I grew up in Elizabeth, New Jersey. For most of my early childhood our mother, Angelina Germanotta, was a stay-at-home mom who cooked dinner for us every night. She’d make mostly Italian meals: meatballs, marinara, stuffed clams, pasta fagioli, stuffed artichokes, and stuffed mushrooms. Sundays were always set aside for family and she would spend the entire day preparing a big meal. In the afternoons, while she was cooking or baking, I would sit at the kitchen table and, to keep me occupied, she would let me draw in her cookbooks.


When I was in junior high, my mother went to work with my father at our family’s lawn and garden store. He had bought the shop because he was tired of working his whole life for other people; finally, he was his own boss. This was around the same time that Joanne came down with lupus. She used to get itchy bumps on her fingers, arthritis, and fatigue, but at the time we didn’t really know what it was. Once my mother started working at the shop, she would call home in the afternoons to check on me and I would say, “I’m cooking”—I’m sure having her teenage son loose in her kitchen probably frightened her to death. I would make things from memory, having watched my mother in the kitchen my whole childhood. I have always loved to cook. When I finished high school, I wrote my senior paper on owning a restaurant. It was called “Feeding the People.” To this day, that is my guiding principal. When Stefani is in town we’ll put together a care package from the restaurant and send it over to her apartment. When I visit my mother, I always take her at least a dozen items to freeze.
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Where I come from, and in other parts of the country, Italian-Americans use the word “gravy” to refer to that big pot of bubbling sauce that simmers for hours on the stove every Sunday. To us, Sunday Gravy is more than just a meal, it is a way of life; the long, slow simmering ensures that families spend time together and reinforces the bonds the keep us together. When we began preparing the menu at Joanne I wanted that spirit of family, food and love to be at the heart of every dish we serve, so I returned to my childhood memories of Sunday Gravy and looked to my mother’s recipes for inspiration.


~Joe Germanotta









Joanne’s Marinara
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Juan Castillo, Kitchen Manager, making up a fresh batch of Joanne’s Marinara.





Made from just a handful of ingredients, marinara is a staple in Italian-American cooking. Once you have mastered the basic marinara, you can build on that recipe to make dozens of other dishes.


Serves: 6–8


Ingredients


1 large Vidalia onion, diced


6 cloves garlic, chopped


3–4 pounds puréed San Marzano tomatoes


1 bunch basil leaves


2 tbsp. extra virgin olive oil




	Heat olive oil in a large Dutch oven or saucepot over medium heat.


	Add diced onion and garlic. Sauté until onions are translucent and garlic is aromatic.


	Add basil leaves and puréed tomatoes.


	Simmer on low for 3–4 hours—this will neutralize acidity of tomatoes, reduce water content, and bring out the sweetness of the tomatoes.


	Serve with your choice of fresh pasta or store to use with other recipes.





Note: For the Lasagna de la Casa you will need to set aside 4–6 cups of marinara and for the Eggplant Parmesan you will need to set aside 4 cups. The preferred method for storing sauce is to can it using mason jars with lids and airtight seals, which preserves the flavor best. For this method you will need a pressure canner, which can be purchased online or from any kitchen supply store. However, you can also store it in your freezer in freezer-proof containers. To thaw, place in refrigerator overnight or place in sink with warm water and submerge the container until it’s thoroughly defrosted.









Joanne’s Bolognese


A rich and hearty meat-based sauce, Bolognese is Italian-American comfort food. It originates from Bologna (hence the name) in Northern Italy, where it is known simply as ragù—Italian for meat sauce—and is classically paired with tagliatelle. At Joanne, our Bolognese is made from equal parts ground beef, veal and pork, and a thick slice of seared pancetta for added flavor. It can be served immediately over flat, broad noodles or stored for later use.


Serves: 6–8


Ingredients


1 large carrot


1 large onion


1 large bunch celery


5 cloves garlic


1½-inch thick slice of pancetta


1 stem rosemary


1 lb. ground beef


1 lb. ground veal


1 lb. ground pork


7 oz. tomato paste


1½ quart can crushed tomatoes


¼ cup flour


¼ cup heavy cream


2 tbsp. sugar
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	Purée the carrot, onion, celery and garlic in a food processor and set aside.


	Tie a ½-inch thick slice of pancetta and a couple of sprigs of rosemary with butcher twine.
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	In a large Dutch oven or stockpot, sear off the pancetta with rosemary and olive oil. Sear it until it is browned on both sides and the fat has rendered from the pancetta. (You will want the fat from the seasoned pancetta to sauté the vegetables.)


	Add puréed vegetables and ground meat. Cook until meat is browned all the way through. Drain off excess fat and discard.


	Add tomato paste and crushed tomatoes. Once combined, dust the meat mixture with flour. Stir until combined, and then add the cream and sugar.


	Remove the pancetta bundle from the pan, cut off the twine, and discard the rosemary and twine. Chop up the pancetta and add to the pan.


	Simmer on low for 30–45 minutes.


	Serve with your choice of fresh pasta.







Note: For the Lasagna de la Casa you will need to set aside 4–6 cups of the Bolognese.









Pork Ragù


Although recipes vary from region to region, the ragù is a staple in Italian cooking. Traditionally served over fresh pasta, this meat-based sauce must be slow-cooked until the meat is tender and the sauce is rich and flavorful. Our Pork Ragù began as a special, but it became so popular we made it a permanent fixture on the menu.


Serves: 4–8


Ingredients


2 racks of pork ribs


1 onion, diced


1 carrot, diced


1 bunch of celery, diced


14 oz. can tomato paste


8 oz. red wine


6–8 cups chicken or vegetable stock


4 cloves garlic


3 tbsp. extra virgin olive oil


Salt and pepper to taste
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	Preheat oven to 325 degrees.


	Slice ribs into 2- or 3-rib segments—this helps them cook faster and makes it easier to pull apart once they are done and tender. Season the ribs with salt and pepper and sear in a deep baking pan with the extra virgin olive oil. Once browned on both sides, remove from pan and set aside.





OEBPS/images/5_img01.jpg





OEBPS/images/3_img01.jpg





OEBPS/images/cover.jpg
COOKBOOK

Classic Recipes and Scenes from an Italian-American Restaurant

Foreword by Lady Gaga

]de Germanotta

|






OEBPS/images/logo.jpg





OEBPS/images/7_img01.jpg





OEBPS/images/vii_img01.jpg
gl






OEBPS/images/vi_img01.jpg





OEBPS/images/4_img01.jpg






OEBPS/images/viii_img01.jpg






OEBPS/images/2_img01.jpg
The st of Sudian Guling

o





OEBPS/images/iii_img01.jpg






OEBPS/images/1_img01.jpg







