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                Restaurants and chefs often come and go, and menus are ever-changing.
 We recommend you call ahead to obtain current information before
 visiting any of the establishments in this book.
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				Introduction

				As a kid growing up in the 1980s in Brooklyn, I had already begun to chart my borough, indeed, my life, by what I ate, and where, and when. Summer was all about trips to Nathan’s on Coney Island with my mother and twin brother, sitting on the boardwalk, spearing fat, salty fries with little red pitchforks, and trying to shield our snappy-skinned hot dogs from swirling clouds of sand and the seagulls that swooped overhead. When the weather turned cool we moved a little further inland to Brighton Beach, for pillowy cushions of potato from Mrs. Stahl’s Knishes. While sweet versions in blueberry, apple, or farmer cheese and cherry may have seemed a more obvious order for a ten-year-old girl, I was much more likely to request broccoli, cabbage, or mushroom—to the clucking approval of a throng of assembled Russian ladies in babushkas.
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			Wintertime meant dinner at throwback red-sauce palaces like Colandrea New Corner or Monte’s Venetian Room, where everything was ordered by the platterful in various permutations of “Francese,” “Parmigiana,” or “Fra Diavolo.” And if we were really feeling adventurous, we’d take the subway downtown for cheesecake at Junior’s, or to Brooklyn Heights for Polish food at Theresa’s, or maybe even follow the promenade all the way out to DUMBO for pizza at Grimaldi’s. Of course, we never even thought about frequenting Red Hook, Bed Stuy, or Park Slope west of Sixth Avenue. What single mother with two young children would, in those days? And Williamsburg, Greenpoint, and Bushwick were completely off of our radar—unmitigated dead zones when it came to dining out. Oh, how times have changed.

				Although Brooklyn remained the center of my food world, I began to notice, as I got older, how hard it was to convince friends and colleagues to venture across the bridge to eat with me. Or how many restaurant critics staunchly refused to admit we even existed. Except for one, Robert Sietsema, whose regular Village Voice column I took to reading like the gospels. I was swept away as he described tiny taco stands tucked in back of grimy bodegas in Sunset Park, or impossibly exotic West Indian restaurants, frequented by Pakistani cabdrivers in Flatbush, in adulating terms usually reserved for white-tablecloth restaurants on the Upper East Side.

		
			And then came The Great Brooklyn Restaurant Boom. The groundswell began quietly at the tail end of the ’90s, at places like al di là in Park Slope, where husband and wife team Anna Klinger and Emiliano Coppa set out to redefine authentic Italian food (and ushered in the no-reservations policy and resulting hour and a half–long wait times.) It continued along to Cobble Hill at Saul, where chef and owner Saul Bolton made the borough a contender on the fine-dining scene, eventually bringing our own Michelin star to Smith Street. Brooklyn’s restaurant momentum caught fire in earnest in Williamsburg, Greenpoint, and Bushwick, where young, classically trained chefs began to flee the lines in stuffy, Manhattan kitchens, taking advantage of outer-borough rents and eager, locally minded clientele, opening their own intimate eateries with exposed-brick walls, reclaimed-wood tables, market-inspired menus, and wallet-friendly prices. And those plucky food artisans who still couldn’t afford a brick-and-mortar? They started a fleet of mobile eateries, beginning with the cluster of food trucks at the Red Hook Ballfields, starring the Vendy Award–winning Solber Pupusas. They invested in edible timeshares, or pop-ups, opening for a few nights at a time at existing restaurants, reducing overhead and creating the kind of buzz that money could never buy. And they opened makeshift stands at Brooklyn Flea in 2008, and at Smorgasburg, its food-dedicated offshoot, in 2011, a weekend event so popular, it eventually expanded to that other far-flung borough, Manhattan.
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			And now, finally, it’s become less of a trend to talk about how trendy the Brooklyn dining scene is, and just an accepted fact. That from Crown Heights to Mill Basin, Prospect Heights to Bensonhurst, we’re home to some of the best and most varied and most destination-worthy restaurants, not just in NYC, but throughout the entire country. So when you thumb through this book, I hope that you see it as more than just a collection of recipes. I hope that by reading the stories of the members of our restaurant community, the ones who grew up here and never left, or who came from other countries in search of a dream, or merely migrated across the bridge in order to better articulate their craft, you’ll see Brooklyn expressed through that glorious medium, food. Brooklyn as it was, Brooklyn as it is, and Brooklyn as it will be, far into the foreseeable future.
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					A.L.C ITALIAN GROCERY

				

				8613 3rd AVENUE, BAY RIDGE

				(718) 836-3200

				ALCITALIANGROCERY.COM 

				OWNER: LOUIS COLUCCIO
 CHEF: MICHAEL KOGAN

				A.L.C Italian Grocery in Bay Ridge is modeled after old-school salumerias, like D. Coluccio and Sons in Bensonhurst. The kind that used to dot the South Brooklyn landscape, serving as gathering points for locals picking up their weekly provisions of air-dried salami. That’s because it’s run by Louis Coluccio, the son/grandson of those original Coluccios, who manages to retain the spirit of the original—feisty Sicilian grandmothers can haggle over the price of imported extra-virgin olive oil and fat-capped guanciale—while still providing safe haven to local/seasonal fanatics (reliable suppliers include Salvatore BKLYN, Bien Cuit, and Brooklyn Cured). “We’re not stuffy or pretentious; we’re not looking to re-create anything,” Coluccio assures. “We’re just taking what we know and love and adding to it, modernizing it.”

				“For example, our chef, Michael Kogan, has created a line of prepared foods, like meatballs made with Pat LaFrieda beef, and bucatini pie with haricots verts, Asiago cheese, and San Marzano tomatoes,” he continues. “It’s all about educating the next generation about the importance of good quality ingredients.”

				A.L.C also represents a reprieve in the steady exodus of mom-and-pop shops in Bay Ridge, which will, with any luck, prove part of a legacy as enduring as that of D. Coluccio and Sons. “Growing up, I was unaware of the impact the place had; I just swept floors, grated cheese, and jumped in wherever I was needed,” demurs Coluccio. “It’s not until you step out of it, and other people tell you the significance and importance of what your grandfather did, that it hits home. The truth is, D. Coluccio and Sons turned an entire section of Brooklyn into an extended family. And we aim to do the same here.”

				BUCATINI PIE

				(SERVES 8–10)

				
				
				
				1/4 cup extra-virgin olive oil (plus extra
 for tossing with pasta)

				1 pound bucatini pasta

					1/4 pound butter or pancetta fat (plus extra
 for buttering pan)

				2 tablespoons flour

				1 cup milk

				1 cup half-and-half

				1 cup shredded fontina

				
				

				
				1 cup shredded provolone

				1 cup grated Grana Padano

				2 cups diced pancetta

				1 cup haricots verts (or green beans)

				1 cup diced oven-dried tomatoes

				1/4 cup chopped mixed Italian herbs,
 like parsley, basil, and oregano

				Salt and pepper to taste
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				Preheat oven to 375°F and butter a 9 x 12-inch baking dish. Bring a large pot of water to a boil with olive oil and a small palmful of salt. Add the bucatini and bring back to a boil, continue to cook until pasta is 90% done. Strain the pasta through a colander, toss with olive oil, and set aside.

				While the pasta is cooking, melt the butter in a large saucepot over medium heat until fully melted. Add the flour and whisk together to make a roux. Cook the butter and flour mixture for about 3 minutes without burning. Add the milk and continue whisking until there are no more clumps of flour, then add the half-and-half and continue whisking until the mixture becomes thick and smooth, about 5–8 minutes. This is called a béchamel. Add half of the cheese and stir. Add the other half and stir again until fully melted.

				Place the pancetta in a cold pan and put on the stove over a very low flame. Sauté until the fat is rendered out and the pancetta becomes crispy. Drain on paper towels to remove excess fat. Next, blanch the beans in salted, boiling water for approximately 2 minutes and shock in ice water.

				In a large bowl, mix the pasta with some cheese sauce until well coated. Toss in the beans, diced tomatoes, pancetta, and herbs and season with salt and pepper. Pour this mixture into the buttered baking dish and place in the oven until the top gets nice and golden brown, approximately 8–10 minutes.

				
				
					D. COLUCCIO & SONS 
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					If you were to walk down 12th Avenue and 60th Street, where Borough Park blends into Sunset Park and Hasidic Jews give way to thickly settled Chinese, you’d find a tiny—almost forgotten—slice of Bensonhurst. Once considered Brooklyn’s own Little Italy, there’s very little left to document the era of salumerias, latticinis and pasticcerias, save for a couple of scattered spots on 13th and 17th Avenues, at least ten streets away. But then you happen upon D. Coluccio and Sons. Opened in 1962 by Calabrian native Domenico Coluccio (and eventually passed down to his two sons), the specialty retail and wholesale shop has since become a haven for a community of Italian expats. Once inside, it’s suddenly easy to imagine Brooklyn circa the 1960s, when a rotating stable of regulars wandered in for knobs of fresh mozzarella, beloved products from the Old Country like panettone and torrone, dried beans and pasta, wrinkled, oil-cured olives, and a pound of “your best pro-shoot.” Grandson Louis is more than upholding family legacy with A.L.C Grocery in Bay Ridge, but we’re counting on even further generations of Coluccios, to keep Italian tradition alive and well in Bensonhurst for many years to come.

				

				

				
				
				
			

		

	
        
            
                AL DI LA TRATTORIA

            

            248 Fifth Avenue, Park Slope

            (718) 636-8888

            ALDILATRATTORIA.COM

            CHEF/OWNER: ANNA KLINGER
  OWNER: EMILIANO COPPA

            You might envision one of the grande dames of Italian cooking in Brooklyn to be some larger-than-life, knife-wielding nonna, with a booming voice and an apron half smeared with semolina flour and spaghetti sauce. But the pixie-esque, soft-spoken Anna Klinger looks exactly like what she is—a Park Slope mom—who’s just returned from spin class with her son.
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            And yet her Venetian trattoria, al di là, has consistently been praised as one of the borough’s preeminent Italian restaurants. Opened in 1998 on a desolate stretch of Fifth Avenue, it was one of the first Brooklyn eateries to consistently draw in customers from across the bridge, after garnering two stars from Frank Bruni in his review for the New York Times. “I don’t even know!” Klinger exclaims, when you ask her to theorize on her success. “There just weren’t a lot of other restaurant options when we opened. We had no awning, no siding; we couldn’t afford it. Maybe the appeal was that we were in the middle of nowhere, with no name outside, and were hard to find!”

            That appeal hasn’t even begun to lessen, as anyone who’s ever waited up to an hour and a half for a table can readily attest to. “We still get nailed for our no-reservations policy. Whenever people talk about that trend, they talk about us,” Klinger laughs. “But it’s just that we had no idea how to do it to begin with. My husband, Emiliano, and I were both running the place; it was just me in the kitchen and him out front. And he would be at the door almost in tears because folks were fifteen minutes late, or we were a few minutes late. They’d be shouting at him and it was just a fiasco.” Thankfully, it’s worth waiting in line for dishes like malfatti: pillowy, swiss chard and ricotta gnocchi bathed with brown butter and sage. So how does Klinger achieve such a feather-light consistency? “The drier you can get your greens—whatever greens you use—the lighter they’re going to be, because otherwise, you have to add flour. That’s truly the trick.”
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			MALFATTI

			(SERVES 4–6 AS A LIGHT MAIN COURSE, 6–8 AS A FIRST COURSE)

			
			1 pound ricotta cheese

			Kosher salt

			4 bunches swiss chard (about 4 pounds)

			8 ounces butter

			1/4 cup flour, plus more for shaping

			1/2 teaspoon freshly grated nutmeg

			4 large egg yolks

			1 large whole egg

			Freshly ground black pepper

			24 fresh sage leaves

			Parmesan cheese for serving
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			Drain the ricotta in a sieve lined with cheesecloth overnight in the refrigerator. Measure out 11/4 cups.

			
			Bring a large pot of water, heavily seasoned with salt, to a boil. Trim the chard, removing all stems and large ridges. Add half to the boiling water and cook until soft, about 3 minutes. Fish out and plunge into a bowl of ice water. Repeat with remaining chard.

			Squeeze out chard with your hands. On a dish towel, spread the chard in a circle the size of a pie. Roll up the towel and have someone help you twist the ends to squeeze out as much moisture as possible. Pulse in a food processor until fine. Squeeze out in a dish towel once more, until very dry. (You will have about 1 cup.)

			Melt half the butter. Mix chard and ricotta. Add melted butter, 1/4 cup flour, 1 heaping teaspoon salt and nutmeg and mix again. Drop in egg yolks and egg, season with pepper and stir again. Sprinkle a cutting board with flour. Shape into 1 ounce balls, about 1 tablespoon each, dropping them on the cutting board. You should have 25–30.

			Put a teaspoon of flour into a narrow wineglass. Drop in a ball and swirl until it forms an oval. Repeat. (You may need to change the glass.) You may freeze them at this point.

			Bring a pot of salted water to a boil. Drop in the malfatti and cook until they float, about 8 minutes. (If frozen, 10 minutes.) Put remaining butter in a small sauté pan and heat until bubbling, shaking the pan. When it smells nutty and turns brown, add sage and cook 30 seconds. Season with salt.

			Drain malfatti and place on plates. Spoon on the butter and sage. Grate Parmesan over each plate.

			
			
	
		
			
		

	
		
			
		
		
			ALLSWELL

			124 Bedford Avenue, Williamsburg

			(347) 799-2743

			ALLSWELLNYC.TUMBLR.COM

			CHEF/OWNER: NATE SMITHPASTRY
 CHEF/OWNER: SOPHIE KAMIN
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			Nate Smith and Sophie Kamin tend to finish each other’s sentences. If he cites his early exposure to food and cooking, she’ll interject that his grandmother was a farmer. And if she’s sharing tips on making foolproof piecrusts, he’ll remind her that she uses a rolling pin to smash down her butter. It’s a type of married patter that translates perfectly to their working relationship, he as chef and owner of Allswell, a seasonally minded Williamsburg gastropub, and she as pastry chef, where she provides the ultimate sweet counterpoint to his hearty, savory meals. “She’s the opinion and palate I can really rely on and trust like my own,” says Smith.

			“You understand what the other person is going through in a way you can’t when you have separate jobs,” adds Kamin. “It generates so much positive energy between us, that working together is mostly positive.”

			 “Yeah, like 99 percent positive,” inserts Smith.

			In fact, their careers have run parallel for a number of years, from dual stints at Roman’s in Fort Greene and Dean Street in Prospect Heights, to a monthly series at Four and Twenty Blackbirds in Gowanus called Pie for Dinner (he began the evenings with rabbit and root vegetables or warm cabbage with wild mushroom pie, and she finished them off with salty nut chess pie with maple cream). “We just kind of took off from there. Everything clicked perfectly for us,” says Smith.

			“We started dating maybe six or seven months after he moved here,” remembers Kamin. “That was probably twelve years ago in Williamsburg. We’ve been together every moment since.”

			“Actually,” concludes Smith, “we’ve been for together for thirteen years.”
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GUINEA FOWL WITH BAKED NAVY BEANS

(SERVES 4)


Chef’s Note: Since Guinea fowl has darker, richer meat than chicken, it’s nice to use on special occasions. It’s also fun to do higher quality spin-offs of traditional, classic dishes, like baked beans. There’s no reason they have to be so, you know, barbecue. 




    For the beans:

    2 cups dry navy beans

    4 cups water

    1 cup whole peeled tomatoes

    1/4 cup sugar

    1 tablespoon salt

    2 tablespoons vegetable oil

    1 cup smoky slab bacon, cut into 1-inch
  strips,1/4-inch wide

    1 Spanish onion, small dice

    1 whole clove garlic, chopped fine

    1 poblano pepper, small dice

    1 tablespoon salt

    4 ounces tomato paste

    1/2 cup molasses

    1/2 cup brown sugar

    2 tablespoons Dijon mustard

    2 tablespoons Worcestershire sauce

    1/2 teaspoon smoked paprika

    2 tablespoons red wine vinegar

    
    


For the guinea fowl:

2 whole guinea fowls

1/4 cup vegetable oil

Salt and pepper

1 lemon, cut in half for squeezing

3 tablespoons crème fraîche

3 tablespoons finishing quality
 extra-virgin olive oil

1/2 cup finely chopped parsley


	

To make the beans: Put navy beans into a 2-quart saucepot and top with water. Bring almost to a simmer, being careful not to boil beans. Keep beans at a constant scalding temperature, topping up with water when necessary. Always keep your beans submerged. Beans are done when tender but not broken, about 2–3 hours. When tender, transfer to a bowl and allow to cool completely.

Place tomatoes on a cookie tray lined with a silpat or parchment paper. Season with sugar and salt. Cook until tomatoes have lost about half of their moisture. Tomatoes should begin to get a little color and start to brown. Remove from oven and give a rough chop. Set aside.

In a dutch oven, warm oil until glimmering in pan. Add bacon and cook until golden in color. Add onion, garlic, poblano pepper, and salt. Cook until vegetables are tender.

Add cooked navy beans. Season with tomato paste, molasses, brown sugar, Dijon mustard, Worcestershire sauce, smoked paprika, and vinegar. With a wooden spoon or spatula, make sure all ingredients are well dissolved. Taste for seasoning and adjust if necessary.

This can be done 1 day in advance: Bake in oven set at 325˚F for about 2 hours, with lid off, until beans are deep in color and flavor. Be sure to stir often as beans on surface tend to get tough if not rotated. When done, remove from oven and allow to cool to room temperature. Adjust with water to make the beans “saucy”; beans should not be dry.

To make the fowl: Ask your local butcher if they can provide you with a guinea fowl. If not, you can just use chicken. Your butcher may also be able to debone your bird for you, but if you are feeling adventurous, it is simple to do yourself at home (a helpful hint is to look up frenching or deboning a chicken on YouTube for a visual reference). Remove wings from bird by cutting at the wing joint. To halve the bird, begin cutting at the center of the breast, removing the meat from the rib bones, using the rib cavity as a guide. Using your knife, follow all the way down until reaching its back skin, then cut through the skin. The meat from the bird should be completely detached from the rib cavity. Repeat steps on the other side of the bird. To remove leg bone, score along bone on the flesh side of bird, being careful not to puncture through the skin. With bone exposed, carefully remove the bone. Repeat on the other side. You should be left with two boneless half portions.

Preheat oven to 400˚F. In a heavy-bottomed pan over high heat, bring oil just to the smoking point. Season bird with salt and pepper on both sides. Gently lay bird skin side down into pan, being careful of splattering oil. Cook just until bird begins to get golden color. At this point, transfer to oven (put pan at bottom of oven on lowest rack). Cook for about 8 minutes or until flesh begins to feel firm. Check skin to make sure it is not getting too much color. If bird begins to take on too much color, move to a higher rack in the oven. When bird is feeling slightly firm, discard hot fat and squeeze lemon over the bird, immediately flipping it to avoid making the skin soggy. Allow bird to rest for 2–3 minutes

To finish: Reheat beans on stovetop until hot, adjusting with water to achieve appropriate saucy consistency, folding in some of the baked tomatoes. Cut fowl by separating leg meat from breast. Following the direction of the wing bone, cut breast into two pieces. Plate beans, place fowl just atop beans, dab plate with a few dollops of crème fraîche, and finish with touches of finishing olive oil. Garnish with parsley.
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            MEYER LEMON SHAKER PIE

(MAKES 1 PIE)

            
            Chef’s Note: With pie crust, you’re trying to coat the flour with fat. So when the fat freezes and then goes in the oven, it melts out and you’re left with this pocket of air. That’s how you get flakes.


                
                Recipe uses 10-inch removable-bottom tart pan

For the crust:

3 cups all-purpose flour

1 1/4 cups pastry flour

1 teaspoon salt

1/4 cup sugar

1 pound butter

Apple cider water ( 1∕3 cup apple cider vinegar
 mixed with 1 cup water and 1 cup ice)

                  For the crème fraîche ice cream:

                  2 cups milk

                  1 cup sugar

                  10 egg yolks

                  4 tablespoons corn syrup

                  1 quart crème fraîche

           
        
For the lemon filling:

10–11 ounces Meyer Lemons (about 3-4 lemons depending on size) 

2 cups sugar

5 extra large eggs

1/2 teaspoon salt

             

                 

            
To make the dough: Mix all dry ingredients. Cut the butter into long skinny pieces. Loosely mix the butter and flour together. Using a rolling pin, roll the butter into the flour mixture. Scrape the flour and butter using a bench scraper and fold into itself. Repeat with rolling pin. Repeat with scraper. Continue process until the butter and flour are mixed but very dry, with small bits of butter. The dough will look like dry clay in the desert as you are working it together. You will be able to see the layers you are trying to achieve. Add 1/3 cup iced vinegar water, and mix loosely with your fingers to coat the flour and butter with the water. Add another 1/3 cup. Repeat if needed by adding another 1/4–1/3 cup of the vinegar water. Use your discretion—the dough should be dry but you should be able to see larger lumps gathering together. Flatten dough out with your hands. Fold on top of itself and press down the dough. Make sure to keep adding in all of the dry crumbs of dough and repeat two more times. Let the dough rest in the fridge for at least 2 hours or freeze until ready to use.

To make the filling: Slice the lemons very thin, preferably using a mandoline. Mix with sugar and let it sit in the fridge overnight. Whisk the eggs and salt until they are blended. Mix the eggs and lemons thoroughly. Make sure the lemons are stored and mixed in a nonreactive container, preferably stainless steel.

To make the ice cream: In a saucepan over medium heat, combine the milk and sugar and bring to almost simmer, until sugar dissolves. Whisk the egg yolks until thick and ribbony (or use an electric mixer). Temper eggs by slowly whisking 1/2 cup of hot milk into the egg yolks. Slowly add another 1/2 cup while whisking. Mix the tempered egg yolks into the pot with remaining milk. Cook on low heat until a custard forms, stirring continuously, roughly 10 minutes. Pass custard through a fine-mesh strainer into a metal container. Put container in an ice bath and let chill. Once chilled, mix custard with crème fraîche. Churn in ice cream mixer according to factory instructions.
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