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On the Cover: Má Pêche's Juliet cut steak. 
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This page: Illustration by Timothy Goodman
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he other day I asked 
one of my increasingly discerning,  
food-savvy daughters to describe her 
favorite New York City restaurant 
meal of the year. She looked at me 
thoughtfully for a minute or two before 
giving her carefully considered answer. 
“That’s basically an impossible question, 
Dad,” she said. As usual, she’s right. 
Today, more than ever, the culinary 
scene in this buzzing, sprawling, 
restaurant-mad metropolis defies 
pigeonholing and easy categorization. 
In the city’s fractious, ever-changing 
Italian-food circles, fancy, big-ticket 
dinners used to be in fashion, but 
now neighborly, old-fashioned home 
cooking is the thing. In shabby sections 
of Downtown Brooklyn, the borough’s 
increasingly vocal community of 
food snobs are forking over $135 for 
elaborate multicourse tasting dinners 
at tiny Michelin-starred “chef ’s tables,” 
while back in Manhattan, formerly 
effete world-class gourmet cooks are 
opening farm-to-table restaurants 
in department stores and peddling 
boutique pastas and salumi to crowds of 
eager customers in populist European-
style food halls. Beef has begun  
its inevitable comeback against pork, 

and in certain trend-conscious  
food circles, vegivorism has replaced 
carnivorism altogether. Haute 
sandwiches have replaced haute burgers  
as the fix of choice among the city’s 
legions of comfort-food addicts, and 
after years in the outer-borough 
shadows, first-class Thai cuisine—not 
to mention Peruvian and Portuguese 
food—is suddenly, unaccountably chic. 

We analyze these and other 
constantly evolving and sometimes 
contradictory trends and enthusiasms 
in this, our annual survey of everything 
you need to know about New York 
City’s restaurant scene right now.  
(As usual, your dutiful correspondent 
has wandered the city in an endless, 
cholesterol-raising search for the very 
best of the best.) We also provide, 
as in years past, lists of our favorite 
new restaurants of the year, the best 
new chefs in town, the most enticing 
new cocktails and desserts, and a few 
restaurant-world fads we’d like to see 
disappear. What do these opinions, 
observations, and bloviations have in 
common with the ones we propagated 
with such certainty last year? Nothing. 
That’s the pleasure of eating in  
New York.

WhErE to EAt 2011

t

Photographs by Brian Finke
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Churrasco 
with yuca 

hash browns at 
Nuela.
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 GRANDMA’S ITALIAN

 Forget vats of lavish risottos 
laced with white truffles from 
Alba, and those groaning, boom-

era food trolleys freighted with giant 
“bisteccas” for two carved tableside. These 
days, Nonna’s old-fashioned, home-style 
cooking is the defining style in Italian 
food. Exhibit A in this nostalgic, back-to-
the-future trend is  Osteria  Morini, on 
Lafayette Street, which  Michael White 
has designed as an homage to the rusti-
cated cuisine of Emilia-Romagna, Italy’s 
breadbasket. Unlike White’s pricey mid-
town seafood palace, Marea, the menu at 
this intimate little restaurant is stuffed 
with stout, earthy delicacies like braised 
coxcombs, pots of smooth, mushroom-
laced egg-custard sformato, and great 
Frisbee-size wheels of spit-roasted por-
chetta. As in any self-respecting Italian 
kitchen, however, the main attractions 
are the handmade pastas—in particular 
the plump cappelletti dumplings stuffed 
with truffled mascarpone, and the taglia-
telle, which is the color of egg yolks and 
smothered in an “antica” veal-and-pork 
ragù that tastes like it was transported 
from some intimate backroom kitchen  
in Bologna. 

Similarly authentic rustic treats are 
available at Danny Meyer’s painstak-
ingly rendered facsimile of a traditional 
Roman trattoria,  Maialino. Unlike their 
countrymen, Romans don’t generally 
smother their pastas in rich ragùs. They 
fold them with eggs or Pecorino and fla-
vor them the way Meyer’s accomplished, 
non-Roman chef, Nick Anderer, does, 
with clouds of crushed pepper and bits 

BEST NEW rESTauraNTS  
Chef’s table at Brooklyn Fare

César Ramirez marries Brooklyn intimacy  
with Manhattan haute cuisine.

Má Pêche 
David Chang’s midtown enterprise  

lacks the mojo of his downtown restaurants,  
but you can’t fault the food. 

Lotus of Siam 
Thanks to the great Las Vegas chef  

Saipin Chutima, first-rate Thai cooking  
has landed at last.  

ABC Kitchen 
Jean-Georges Vongerichten delivers farm-to-table 

cooking with excellence and imagination. 

Balaboosta 
Einat Admony proves she’s  

more than just Manhattan’s falafel queen.

torrisi Italian Specialties 
The sandwiches are unparalleled, and  

the $50 prix-fixe dinner is one of the best  
gourmet deals in town. 

osteria Morini 
Michael White is the city’s hottest Italian  

chef. Pastas like ravioli stuffed with truffled 
mascarpone explain why.  

Fatty ’Cue 
Zak Pelaccio produces the most inventive  

barbecue we’ve seen in years. 

Manzo 
Mario Batali’s food-court restaurant  

represents the apotheosis of high-end nose- 
to-tail beef eating in New York. 

recette 
Jesse Schenker and his band of  

tattooed cooks drag fancy French cooking  
into the new millennium. 

★

Illustrations by Joanna Neborsky
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Maialino

of guanciale. Some of these classics tend 
to work better than others (the bucatini 
all’Amatriciana is beautifully balanced, 
the carbonara too eggy). But the real 
treats at this deceptively sophisticated 
hotel-lobby trattoria are time-honored 
down-home recipes like frizzled a 
rtichokes with  anchovy-bread sauce 
(carciofini fritti); a properly tangy, crack-
ly-skinned version of pollo alla diavola, 
made with a plump, American barnyard 
bird; and glisteningly rich, faintly funky 
servings of trippa alla Trasteverina, which 
the kitchen folds with sprigs of fresh mint 
in classic Roman style.

Whenever I’m hungry for the ulti-
mate in throwback Italian cuisine, how-

ever, I join the chaotic scrum at  Torrisi 
 Italian  Specialties, on Mulberry Street, 
where those two former kitchen slaves 
Mario Carbone and Rich Torrisi have 
made a reputation turning out ethereal 
upmarket versions of humble Italian-
American deli favorites like pork chops 
smothered in peppers, and chicken 
Parm on a roll. My favorite time to drop 
into this shoebox-size no- reservations 
establishment is during lunch, when 
you can purchase the entire antipasti 
menu, plus a sandwich, for less than 
half the price of a full tasting-menu 
dinner at Del Posto. But if you’re look-
ing for an accomplished but cut-rate 
sit-down feast, join the rabble at din-
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nertime, when $50 buys squeezy balls 
of dissolving mozzarella made to order 
in the kitchen, another good pollo alla 
diavola, and soft ricotta gnudi scattered 
with Pecorino. For dessert, there’s a se-
lection of rainbow-colored Italian cookies 
served the way Little Italy grandmas like 
to serve them, on tiny plates of floral- 
patterned china. 

TASTING MENUS  
THAT TASTE GOOD

Bloated, world-weary restaurant 
critics dislike tasting menus as 
a rule. They tend to be over-

wrought, overpriced, and time-consum-
ing, and rarely reflect the true quality of 
a restaurant’s day-to-day cooking. Not 
so anymore. In this nouveau- comfort-
food era, ambitious chefs are leaving sim-
pler recipes to their regular menus, or 
even abandoning them, and pouring 
their creative energies into omakase-style 
tasting dinners. To experience the lead-
ing edge of this mini culinary boom, take 
the A train across the river to César 
Ramirez’s quirky eighteen-seat Chef’s 
Table at  Brooklyn Fare, set among the 
gloomy office blocks of Downtown 
Brooklyn. The service and attitude at this 
effete little Michelin-approved establish-
ment can be brusque, and until a liquor 
license is  secured, you have to bring your 
own bottle of wine. But there is no house 
corkage fee, and $135 buys a twenty-
course extravaganza filled with unex-
pected Manhattan-style delicacies like 
frizzled blowfish tails touched with saf-
fron, rose-colored lobster claws paired 
ingeniously with bits of grapefruit, and 
little thimblefuls of smoked brandade 
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Chef ’s Table at Brooklyn Fare
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that the chef buries, in high gourmet 
style, under drifts of smoky truffles flown 
in from Italy.

Over at Mario Batali’s newly remod-
eled, aggressively opulent fine-dining 
palace Del Posto, the meal that has 
Italian-food fanatics rhapsodizing is 
the $125 seven-course tasting menu, 
which includes a daintily arranged  
selection of antipasti served tableside; 
a small, pleasingly dense block of Mark 
Ladner’s legendary 100-layer lasagne; 
and strips of pink veal tenderloin placed 
on polenta. But for a more intimate 
tasting feast, Ms. Platt and I prefer to 
repair to Anita Lo’s great West Village 
restaurant,  Annisa. The tiny jewel-box 
room on Barrow Street burned down 
two years ago but reopened last spring 
with a calming new feng shui–approved 
look and an entirely reworked menu. 
For a relatively modest $95, you can 
enjoy a seven-course Asian-fusion feast, 
which includes escargot sunk in bacon 
cream, segments of poached lobster and 
buttery sablefish marinated in miso, 
and an elegant ricotta-laced strawberry 
mille-feuille.

You’ll get a similarly cozy, carefully 
constructed meal at the little hole-
in-the-wall West Village restaurant 
 Recette, where Jesse Schenker and his 
band of tattooed cooks offer two nightly 
tasting options (five courses for $75, 
seven for $100). Both are filled with in-
ventive “urban contemporary” versions 
of ancient French classics like crunchy 
sweetbreads drizzled with brown but-
ter, squares of arctic char dabbed with 
beet sorbet, and, for dessert, feather-
light beignets stuffed with deposits of 
cassis-spiked raspberry jam. But the 
most inspired prix-fixe experiment in 
town these days is the one being served 

plEaSE, No morE  
Pickle Juice: The Great Pickling  

Craze of 2011 has its benefits, but please keep 
the stuff away from my $30 entrée. 

Meatballs: Unlike pizza, fried chicken,  
and the hamburger, the latest faux-comfort-food 

fad has mercifully fallen flat.

tweet-happy Chefs: And while we’re at it, let’s 
also abolish tweeting food trucks,  

the tweeting of menu specials, and tweeting 
gasbag restaurant critics. 

In-house Butchers: We like the idea of 
restaurants breaking down the  

whole cow. It’s the Gulliver-size, badly aged 
steaks we can’t abide. 

Coffee-tasting Notes: Does that $4 cup  
of artisanal El Salvadoran  

“grand cru” really taste like “nectarines and 
washed bourbon”?

Brooklyn-themed restaurants: Enough  
handlebar mustaches and satin  

vests. Even the real Brooklyn restaurants feel 
like theme parks these days. 

restaurants With the Word “Club” in the Name: 
Platt’s Law states that if it says  

it’s a “club,” it’s likely neither clubby  
nor exclusive. 

Burger Blends: Last year it was the  
“Black Label” at Minetta; now  

Michael White has his own “White Label.” 
Sorry, it’s still burger meat. 

recyclable Décor: We’ve made our peace with 
antique deer horns. But we draw  

the line at compostable table mats and 
cardboard menu-holders foraged  

from Dumpsters.

★
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in the grand vaulted dining room at 
Danny Meyer’s  Eleven  Madison Park, 
where the cutting-edge gourmet wiz-
ard Daniel Humm has transformed his 
entire menu into an inventive Rubik’s 
Cube of tasting delights. Instead of one 
standard omakase dinner, Humm of-
fers a choice of several market-driven 
ingredients (prawns, scallops, lobster, 
etc.), which you can order in endless 
unexpected combinations. My recent 
four-course lunch included a delicate 
crab roulade wrapped in avocado, 
lobster knuckles sweetened with figs, 
and little blocks of pork (belly and loin 
poured with a  guanciale-infused jus) so 
artfully constructed that I was moved 
to do what many of the contemporary 
connoisseurs in the room were doing. 
I took out my iPhone and snapped a 
picture of it. 

PORTUGUESE FOOD?  
YES, PORTUGUESE FOOD 

(AND PERUVIAN, AND 
BASQUE …)

 Not so long ago, the closest 
thing to imported food that 
locavore-obsessed, comfort-

minded New Yorkers seemed to crave 
was the latest version of locally made 
faux-Neapolitan pizza. But to the de-
light of my beaten-down food-aristocrat 
friends, the city is awash in inventive 
new restaurants featuring delicacies 
from far-off, relatively underrepresent-
ed destinations like Bangkok, the 
Basque Country, and even Lima, Peru. 
With its impersonal lounge area and 
flaming-orange color scheme,  Nuela 

feels less like a first-rate dining estab-
lishment than like a randomly deco-
rated nightclub in one of the night-owl 
districts of Caracas or Rio. But Adam 
Schop’s eclectic, surprisingly accom-
plished Nuevo Latino menu is crammed 
with artfully conceived finger foods like 
delicious New Age arepas stuffed with 
ribbons of smoked brisket. There are 
eighteen seviches available, many of 
them doused, as at the Nobu-inspired 
sevicherias of Peru, with unexpected  
fusion ingredients like Asian pear,  
pickled chiles, or yuzu. And if you’re in 
the mood for a more robust feast, you 
can dine on an entire suckling pig or a 
whole chicken marinated in aji-chile 
paste and roasted on a spit.

“This is the real thing,” intoned my 
friend the Thai-food snob as he sniffed 
an authentically milky and lemony bowl 
of tom kha hed spicy coconut soup at 
the newly opened New York outlet of 
the famous Las Vegas restaurant  Lotus 
of Siam. Thai-food guru Saipin Chuti-
ma and her husband, Bill, have set up 
shop in the old Cru space on lower Fifth  
Avenue, complete with an impressive 
array of appropriately sweet Alsatian 
wines to go with your spicy helpings of 
kang khiao wan (green curry) and fiery 
ground-pork larb tossed with clouds of 
roasted chiles. Thai cooking is also the 
theme at Harold Dieterle’s new West  
Village restaurant, Kin Shop. TV’s former 
Top Chef dutifully grinds all his curries 
in-house, but his real genius is with hefty 
Western ingredients like Maine lobster 
(tossed in a southern-style yellow curry) 
and lobes of fatty bone marrow, which 
are split and roasted, dripped with a rich 
fermented-bean sauce, and designed 
to be rolled, taco style, inside stacks of  
buttery roti pancakes.
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George Mendes’s elegant little Flat-
iron establishment,  Aldea, remains 
the best place in the city for Portuguese 
cuisine, and  Seasonal Restaurant & 
Weinbar, in midtown, is still where my 
fresser friends like to go when they’re  
in the mood for flaps of properly  
melting Austrian Schweinbauch (pork 
belly) spritzed with honey vinegar.  
The Mediterranean sampler, or maybe  
a piece or two of the crackly-skinned,  
impossibly tender Mediterranean-style 
chicken “under a brick,” is the meal I  
order whenever I visit Einat Admony’s  
Middle Eastern–influenced Nolita  
restaurant,  Balaboosta. And for all 
things Basque, my establishment of 
choice these days is Jeffrey Chodorow’s 
cavernous new place Bar  Basque. Sure, 
the nightclub lounge is overrun with 
crowds of antic suburban revelers, 
and the vast glass dining room looks 
like something you’d see at a mega-
church in Texas. But the space has a 
strange Lost in Translation magic 
to it, and the kitchen turns out well- 
executed versions of traditional  
Basque favorites like crocks of rich 
bread soup spiced with chorizo, suck-
ling pig laced with truffles, and, for des-
sert, eggy slabs of French-toast-style 
torrija flavored with candied lemons  
and cinnamon. 

BEEF IS  
THE NEW PIG …

 For some time now, pork has 
been the protein of choice 
among the city’s most celebrat-

ed chefs. But with burger madness in full 
bloom and boutique butchers popping 

up all over the culinary landscape, the 
good old- fashioned New York beefsteak 
is making a comeback. If you don’t be-
lieve me, take a seat with the rest of the 
starchy  expense-account crowd at  David 
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with an expertly seared “Juliet” of  
Creekstone beef and a carefully arranged 
stack of crunchy rice-cake fries. The real 
specialty of the house, however, is the 
majestic, order-ahead Beef Seven Ways 

Chang’s new midtown outlet Má Pêche. 
The mood in the Ikea-style dining hall 
can feel hollow, but there’s no denying 
the quality of the fusion steak-frites, 
which executive chef Tien Ho constructs 

The Má Pêche beef shank.
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feast, which, on the afternoon I sam-
pled it, included a refined veal-tongue 
salad tossed in a tangy plum vinaigrette, 
a trio of deliciously simmered oxtails as 
big as cannonballs, and a beef shank so 
large and beautifully cooked that it 
caused the assembled meat lovers at my 
table to break out into a round of quiet 
applause. 

If charred cow innards are your par-
ticular addiction, there’s no better place 
to get your fix today than the neighbor-
ly Japanese yakiniku grill restaurant 
 Takashi, which opened last summer 
on a quiet stretch of Hudson Street. 
My otherwise beef-eating daughters 
avert their eyes when Daddy orders the 
more extreme house specialties like beef 
heart, chuck flap dabbed with fresh uni, 
and funky, curiously tasty bits of cow 
stomach, which the kitchen marinates 
in industrial amounts of miso (cook un-
til charred, the menu advises). But the 
girls have no problem devouring platter 
after platter of the excellent Korean-style 
short ribs, or the signature house dessert, 
which consists of a twirl of soft-serve  
ice cream infused with vanilla beans 
from Madagascar and flecked with bits  
of fluttering gold leaf. 

Mario Batali’s acclaimed new food 
hall,  Eataly, contains all sorts of well-
documented gastronomic wonders. But 
the place my avowed non-vegan friends 
can’t stop nattering about is  Manzo. The 
only full-service sit-down restaurant in 
the complex may look like something 
out of a food court in the Paramus Park 
Mall, but the menu (executed by former 
Babbo cook Michael Toscano) reads 
like a beef lover’s fever dream. Toscano 
cooks up sophisticated offal-themed 
mezzalune (try the one stuffed with 
calf ’s brains and ricotta), slices of calf ’s 

tongue dressed with frizzled leeks, and 
a version of cinnamon-laced cotechino 
sausage that tastes like it was shipped 
fresh from one of the better butchers 
in Modena. If you order the beauti-
fully marbled rib chop ($95 for two), 
it comes to the table with a little demi-
tasse of beef jus and a side of  pommes 
soufflés, and the perfectly cooked veal 
chop ($45) is finished, for extra-smoky 
flavor, in burning hay.
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… OR MAYBE  
VEGETABLES ARE  

THE NEW MEAT

 If you’re among those who  
prefer a bowl of brightly colored 
heirloom carrots to, say, a mal-

let-size veal chop, don’t despair. In the 

city’s most discerning kitchens, vegeta-
bles, in all their properly local and sea-
sonal glory, have never been more 
celebrated. Nowhere is the phenome-
non better represented than at John 
Fraser’s Mondays-only $42 vegetable-
tasting feast at  Dovetail, which, the last 
time we checked, included pumpkin 
soup scattered with chestnuts, delicately 
arranged platters of “autumn tempura,” 
and a little block of “braising-greens la-
sagne” made with baby carrots and a 
sprinkling of pine nuts, among other 
things. Similar plant-based pleasures are 
available in the chaste East Village veg-
etable temple  Kaijitsu, where I like to 
repair, whenever I’m feeling bilious or 
over indulged, to sit in Zen-like silence at 
the polished wood bar and nibble on the 
diaphanous specialties of shojin Bud-
dhist cuisine: nibs of tofu carved in the 
shape of chrysanthemum petals, bits of 
persimmon touched with sesame cream, 
and the sticky sweet rice balls called  
ohagi, which the Michelin-starred chef 
Masato Nishihara flavors with nutmeg 
and a hint of citrus. 

The last time I dropped into Eataly, 
the marble-topped bar at the Le Verdure  
counter was being bull-rushed by  
assorted food tourists and vegetable 
geeks clamoring for tastes of the veggie-
centric dishes conjured up by vegetable 
chef Liz Benno. The menu changes with 
the seasons, but even in the depths of 
winter you can’t go wrong with Benno’s 
elegant Ligurian lasagne laced with a 
basil-rich pesto, and the towering, beau-
tifully cooked fritto misto, which, on the 
day I sampled it, was tossed with fresh 
green beans, segments of baby pink  
radish, and delicate tempura-coated 
cauliflower florets. 

For the ultimate in nouveau -vegivore 

Vegetable pot-au-feu 
at Kaijitsu.
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cuisine, however, the blue ribbon goes 
to Jean-Georges Vongerichten. At the 
multitalented Alsatian chef ’s new Union 
Square establishment, ABC  Kitchen, he 
more or less perfects the art of farm-to-
table dining. There are meat dishes on 
the menu here, but the real stars are veg-
etables like boutique beets (three or four 
varieties, set over a bed of housemade 
yogurt), bright-green peas (mashed 
in an ethereal country-style soup), 
and fragrant jalapeño-laced Japanese 
mushrooms, which Vongerichten’s ex-
ecutive chef, Dan Kluger, serves on fat, 
toasty crostini dripped with olive oil. 
The pizzas are made with whole-wheat 
dough and scattered with carefully  
foraged morels, among other things; 
the ricotta ravioli are dressed with 
fresh field greens; and when you’ve fin-
ished with your righteous Green market 
feast, the leftovers aren’t dumped on 
the sidewalk, in garbage bags; they’re 
composted, in proper locavore style, 
and trucked out to the country, to be 
planted all over again. 

GRAND OPENINGS AND 
SECOND ACTS

 Every new restaurant year  
has its grand theatrical debuts 
and expensive high-stakes 

openings. There’s no more glittering 
stage in the fine-dining firmament this 
season than the one inhabited by  
Thomas Keller’s former chief lieuten-
ant, Jonathan Benno, at the new Lin-
coln Center showpiece restaurant, 
Lincoln Ristorante. Unlike the trendy, 
faux-speakeasy joints downtown, this 
restaurant has its own $20 million glass 

BEST NEW chEfS  
César ramirez

brooklyn fare
This well-traveled Manhattan  

cook finds his voice among  
the shabby office buildings of  

downtown Brooklyn. 
 

Mario Carbone and rich torrisi
torrisi italian specialties

The latest in a long line  
of New York chefs who’ve hit the  

big time by cooking elegant  
recipes from the old neighborhood. 

Dan Kluger
abc kitchen

Jean-Georges is the resident  
genius, but this experienced  

farm-to-table veteran provides  
the innovative  

Greenmarket expertise.  
 

Jesse Schenker
recette

While most of his colleagues  
are dabbling with burgers  

and fried chicken, this classically  
trained young chef isn’t afraid  

to take high-end risks. 
 

tien ho
má pêche

After years in the shadows,  
David Chang’s trusted  

lieutenant finally  
emerges as a top chef in his  

own right.

★
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pavilion, complete with three separate 
dining sections, a “roasted oak” bar, and 
even a carpet of grass on the canted 
origami-style roof, where you can retire 
after your meal and gaze up at the stars. 
At this early stage, Benno’s surprisingly 
basic Italian-themed menu is unevenly 
executed and overpriced. But to get a 
sense of its promise, go at lunchtime; 
ask for a seat at the bright, eastern end 
of the pavilion (instead of the darkened 
tables at the back); and focus on the 
simpler dishes, like ribbons of San Dan-
iele prosciutto with roasted vegetables, 
and Benno’s straightforward but deli-
cious rendition of spaghetti pomodoro 

tossed with cherry tomatoes and flakes 
of fresh Parmesan. 

Whenever my fat-cat banker friends 
inquire about the latest midtown pow-
er-lunch spot, I recommend they take a 
seat in one of the scarlet banquettes at 
Geoffrey Zakarian’s newest big-budget 
production, The Lambs Club, which 
opened last fall in the Chatwal hotel, 
on 44th Street. Zakarian (whose cred-
its include L’Arpège in Paris and 44 at 
the Royalton, in its glitzy nineties hey-
day) has a knack for producing subtly 
updated versions of old bull-market 
classics like steak Delmonico, sizzled in 
a rich red-wine glaze, wheels of hand-

The butcher shop at Eataly.
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 Bistro de la Gare, in the West Village. 
And if you’re looking for an excellent 
facsimile of fluffy, old-fashioned fish 
quenelles—plated the way the famous 
Parisian chef Jean-Louis Dumonet used 
to do it, in a pool of rich lobster bisque—
you’ll find them at Laurent Manrique’s 
new seafood brasserie,  Millesime, in the 
Carlton Hotel. The most prominent new 
seafood venture of all is April Bloomfield’s 
renamed and retooled The John Dory 
 Oyster Bar, next to her great porkcen-
tric gastropub The Breslin Bar & Dining 
Room, off the lobby of the Ace Hotel. The 
John Dory menu is slimmer than at the 
original meatpacking- district production, 
but $15 still buys a taste of Bloomfield’s 
impossibly decadent, umami-rich oyster 
pan roast, which you can supplement 
here with rashers of toast piled with an-
chovies and parsley, and an excellent if 
abbreviated selection of dessert puddings, 
like wedges of honey-crisp almond tart 
and a delicious, currant-filled Eccles cake 
served, in proper English style, with a slab 
of Stilton cheese. 

THE GREAT FOOD-HALL 
INVASION

 Not so long ago, New York City 
gastronomes used to have to 
travel to Tokyo, London, or Mi-

lan to experience the sophisticated, end-
lessly varied joys of a classic international 
food hall. But lately, warehouse-size spe-
cialty-food temples seem to be as com-
mon as pizza joints. At Foodparc, Jeffrey 
Chodorow’s weirdly futuristic new food-
hall operation in the fashion district, it’s 
a pleasure to wander among the dim-
sum obsessives at the Red Farm dump-

chopped steak tartare speckled with 
fried capers, and an excellent version of 
foie gras, which the kitchen serves in a 
velvety round torchon garnished with 
brûléed figs. Marcus Samuelsson’s just- 
opened Red  Rooster, a refined ode to 
southern down-home cooking, is Har-
lem’s most ambitious high-profile debut 
in decades. And the most eagerly awaited 
new opening downtown is  Porsena, in 
the East Village, where the city’s reign-
ing queen of porchetta, Sara Jenkins, is 
expanding her repertoire to include other 
gut-busting home-cooked delicacies like 
crispy-topped squares of lasagne al forno 
and crocks of nourishing, properly steamy 
Tuscan bean soup. 

The buttery, seafood-rich cortecce is 
my favorite of all the intricate gourmet 
pastas at the flashy Flatiron-district res-
taurant  Ciano, where the talented for-
mer Cru chef Shea Gallante is currently 
trying his hand at haute Italian cuisine. 
Whenever my Francophile friends are 
feeling nostalgic for an appropriately 
sturdy pot of cassoulet, they repair to 

Lani Kai
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ling stand and graze on crunchy-bottomed 
pot stickers stuffed with ground lamb, 
properly steamy bowls of wonton soup, 
and baskets of plump little har gow, 
which the city’s resident dim-sum genius, 
Joe Ng, fills with an addictive mash of 
shrimp, watercress, and bacon. The 
braised-beef dumplings at Todd Eng-
lish’s new midtown tourist destination, 
The  Plaza Food Hall, are a disappoint-
ment by comparison, but the Jeffrey 
Beers–designed space in the basement of 
the storied hotel has a glittering midtown 
polish to it, and if you’re looking for a re-
storative snack after enduring the shop-
ping stampede along Fifth Avenue, you 
could do worse than a taste of English’s 
toppling little prime-rib sliders (three to 
a plate, piled with caramelized onions 
and melted Fontina), or the spicy Moroc-
can-style chermoula prawns, which I 
devoured, on my last visit, in the com-
pany of a friendly couple from Dubai and 
a portly gentleman straight off the plane 
from Dallas. 

The food hall of food halls, of course, 
is Joe Bastianich and Mario Batali’s 
afore mentioned  Eataly. The sprawling 
big-top operation, on the bottom floor 
of the old toy building on lower Fifth Av-
enue, is routinely jammed with mobs of 
pasta snobs, salumi experts, and assorted 
cheese sniffers. And why not? You can 
amble down the long aisles and ogle the 
bags of amarelli licorice and glimmering 
bottles of first-press olive oils, several of 
which cost more than a bottle of decent 
single-malt Scotch. If you’re in the mood 
for a properly charred Neapolitan pizza or 
a bowl of perfectly al dente cacio e pepe 
pasta, you’ll find it at the La Pizza and 
La Pasta counter. On one of my recent 
sojourns to the seafood station, Il Pesce, 
the great David Pasternack himself was 

BEST cockTailS  
radler

vandaag
This exceptionally soothing libation  

is made with frothy Belgian wheat beer, limes, 
and a bracing shot of pineapple-infused 

aquavit. On a hot afternoon, it’s impossible  
to drink just one. 

the Lambs Cup
the lambs club

Sasha Petraske makes this addictive homage  
to the Pimms Cup with Plymouth gin.  

Have two of them, and you won’t care that  
each drink costs $18. 

 
the Eleventh hour

clover club
This artful tequila-mescal-and-absinthe  
drink isn’t just about getting smashed.  

Before you pass out, you’ll notice  
that it’s the color of summer daisies and  

tastes pleasingly of smoke. 

McKenzie rye-Whiskey  Manhattan
abc kitchen

The mixologists at Jean-Georges  
Vongerichten’s vegetable-minded restaurant 

use locally distilled spirits and bitters to 
concoct their smooth, locavore version of this 

sophisticated big-city drink.

Sloe Gin Fizz
the commodore

This vividly pink, elegantly made gentleman’s 
cocktail is the perfect pick-me-up for the 

Manhattanite abroad in Williamsburg. At $7  
a pop, you can afford a second one.  

 
Queens Park Swizzle

lani kai
Forget the tiki-bar knockoffs. We’ll take  

this Jamaican classic, which the  
bartenders at Julie Reiner’s elegant new 
tropical bar mix with aged rum, mint,  

and Angostura bitters. 

★
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becue joint, Fatty ’Cue. The best tables at 
this poky Williamsburg establishment are 
in the little mezzanine in back, where my 
daughter  Penelope likes to watch the pink 
Styrofoam pig twirling from the ceiling 
while taking decorous bites of the excel-
lent heritage-pork ribs, which Pelaccio 
cooks with a compulsively delicious mix of 
palm syrup and Vietnamese fish sauce. 
On Sundays, prizewinning pit master 
Robbie Richter breaks down an entire 
hog, smokes it, and serves it, head on, on 
a platter for $45, complete with steamed 
rice buns and a supply of latex gloves for 
proper pork picking.

When I visited, a few weeks back, the 
new incarnation of Pies-N-Thighs on 
Driggs Avenue in the shadow of the Wil-
liamsburg Bridge, the brightly lit store-
front space was so jammed with assorted 
hipsters and neighborhood southern-food 
scholars that I had to take delivery of my 
catfish and the excellent fried-chicken 
box (three pieces, plus a densely layered 
biscuit) onto the sidewalk. Southern fried 
chicken is also the house specialty at the 
great faux dive bar The  Commodore, 
which opened last May among the in-
creasingly polished, studiously shabby 
shops along Metropolitan Avenue in 
Williamsburg. Eleven dollars buys three 
pieces of golden made-to-order chicken 
served, in high church-picnic style, with 
fresh biscuits, a  vinegar-based sauce, and 
a dainty pot of honey-infused butter. Or, 
if you prefer, try Stephen Tanner’s pork 
du jour special, which, the last time I 
dropped by, was a football-size Mexican 
torta stuffed with a pleasingly messy com-
bination of pulled pork, rich crema sauce, 
and slices of fresh avocado.

My favorite Brooklyn venue for a lei-
surely, bourbon-soaked midday meal is 
the great smokehouse Char No. 4, where 

serving up silvery Portuguese sardines 
with cool little mounds of peppers and 
onions, and giant flash-fried branzini on 
shavings of crunchy roast potatoes. Or, if 
you don’t feel like battling for space at the 
thronged dining counters, do what I often 
do: Buy a tub of milky fresh-made mozza-
rella and ribbons of salty Parma ham and 
herb-laced finocchiona salumi, then scarf 
them down at home.

SOUTHERN-FRIED BROOKLYN 

 Record numbers of style- 
conscious Manhattanites are 
trekking dutifully across the riv-

er these days to dine at Brooklyn-style 
scene restaurants like Vinegar Hill House 
and Prime Meats. But if you want to know 
what kind of grub the savvy locals are re-
ally obsessed with, join the riotous pack of 
tattoo artists, musicians, and scruffy back-
yard pit masters who crowd into Zak 
Pelaccio’s inspired new Asian- fusion bar-

The “build a biscuit” breakfast at Peels.
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The Commodore

the lunchtime menu features toasty 
sandwiches made with slabs of house-
smoked brisket, and bowls of steamy 
New Orleans jambalaya scattered with a 
credibly spicy facsimile of real Cajun-style 
andouille sausage. For the ultimate in 
nouveau southern-fried dining, howev-
er, the place knowledgeable chowhounds 
are flocking to is Robert Newton’s new 
restaurant,  Seersucker, which you will 
find among the hat stores and shabby-
chic boutiques on Smith Street. Newton 
grew up in Arkansas and served time in 
many of the great kitchens in Manhat-
tan, which means the dumplings in his 

chicken-and-dumplings recipe have a 
soft, almost gnocchilike quality to them, 
and the fried catfish (served with a spicy 
housemade mayonnaise) has an el-
evated, tempuralike crunch. The prime 
time to visit is Tuesday evenings, when 
Newton lays out his gourmet inter-
pretation of a Tennessee fried-chicken 
dinner, complete with slices of Wonder 
bread drizzled with pan drippings, and 
three crunchy fried pieces of “Bo Bo” 
fried chicken, which the chef soaks in 
buttermilk and seasons, in racy urban 
style, with the faintest hint of Sichuan 
pepper.
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EYE-OPENING BREAKFASTS

 For Anglophiles, boulevardiers, 
and various out-of-town gran-
dees, there’s no better place in 

town to start the day than at Le  Caprice, 
in the Pierre Hotel on Fifth Avenue. At 
the polished black-marble dining coun-
ter, the large, opulent morning menu 
includes bubbling plates of Welsh rare-
bit, helpings of kedgeree folded with 
shreds of smoked haddock and salmon, 
and a crisp-fried, uptown version of fish 
and chips made with fresh cod and 
served with a mound of mint-flavored 
mashed peas on the side. For an even 
grander spread, the choice is the newly 
renovated dining room at The Mark, at 
the newly renovated Mark Hotel on 
Madison Avenue, where my mother and 
I like to settle in for weekend brunch to 
sip Bellinis flavored with litchis and rasp-
berries at the tables by the bar, and watch 
the passing scene. Jean- Georges’s lavish 
brunch menu features $89 servings of 
caviar with fresh blinis, and wheels of 
pizza sprinkled with black truffles. But if 
you’re wise, you’ll spend your cash on 
expertly updated classics like the croque 
monsieur, which is layered here with a 
fluffy, faintly charred topping of Gruyère 
and slices of country ham from Flying 
Pigs Farm upstate and crowned with two 
fried quail eggs.

If you’re in need of a more economi-
cal hangover pick-me-up, follow the 
gangs of bleary-eyed hipsters to Taavo 
Somer’s East Village dining destination, 
Peels, and plunk down $3 for one of the 
thick, impressively flaky house-baked 
buttermilk biscuits, which you can stuff, 

for a few dollars more, with scrambled 
organic farm eggs, strips of smoked ba-
con, and deposits of melting pepper-jack 
cheese. My favorite breakfast sandwich 
in the meatpacking district is the $10 
combo of Kentucky bacon, fried eggs, 
and Cheddar cheese at The Standard 
Grill, but when it’s a truly substantial, 
lumberjack-size morning meal I’m after, 
I head to M. Wells, in Long Island City. 
The Quebeçois nose-to-tail chef Hugue 
Dufour and his wife, Sarah Obraitis, have 
recently occupied an old diner where 
they specialize in restorative offal clas-
sics like fried pickled pork tongue, and 
great Gulliver-size wedges of meat pie. 
The lighter, more classic preparations 
on the inventive, constantly evolving 
menu—a crispy tortilla Española for $6, 
a towering smoked-salmon blini topped 
with healthful mounds of salad—are also 
worth the trip.  

Weekend mornings are the easiest 
time to gain entrance into Keith Mc-
Nally’s clamorous, semiprivate  Minetta 
 Tavern, where the lavish brunch menu 
includes old-world breakfast treats like 
shirred eggs with black truffles, and a 
rich black- pudding  clafoutis garnished 
with caramelized apples. For a slightly 
earthier take on trendy weekend brunch, 
the choice is Marc  Forgione, in Tribeca, 
where the city’s reigning Iron Chef serves 
up thick waffles with sides of country-
fried quail, and an ingenious, fat man’s 
“Eggs Benny” made with hollowed-out 
crispy-skinned potatoes instead of Eng-
lish muffins. If you’ve been on a serious 
weekend bender, there’s no better place 
to conclude your festivities than Tom 
Colicchio’s meatpacking- district dining 
palace,  Colicchio & Sons. Sit up front in 
the casual, sun-splashed Tap Room and 
order the aptly named Tenth Avenue 
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Hangover, which Colicchio’s young chefs 
make with wet poached eggs, a well-sim-
mered soffritto folded with stewed tripe, 
and a soothing topping of creamy, beer-
laced sabayon. 

 

THE ELEVATED SANDWICH 

 Forget about custom-blend 
cheeseburgers and faux-Nea-
politan pizzas. These days, in 

haute-comfort-food circles, gourmet 
sandwiches are all the rage. At Locanda 
Verde, in Tribeca, Andrew Carmellini, 
that master of casual urban Italian cook-
ing, builds his slow-cooked-lamb sand-
wich with softly cooked peppers and a 
spoonful of cumin-spiced Greek yogurt 
on a squeezy rosemary bun. The best 
place for a gourmet sandwich fix in mid-
town is A Voce  Columbus, where Missy 
Robbins serves her nine artfully con-
structed tramezzini during lunchtime 
only. The accomplished list includes 
puffy slabs of focaccia decked with mush-
room, prosciutto, and arugula pesto, and 
fat ciabatta rolls stuffed with fresh figs, 
ricotta, and ribbons of lardo. But the one 
I can’t get out of my head is the delicious 
open-faced construction of grilled coun-
try bread layered with the fiery, chile-col-
ored Calabrian sausage called ’nduja, 
slivers of Pecorino and pickled fennel, and 
a single delicately fried egg.

If you can’t kick your haute-cheeseburg-
er habit, the bacon-jam-and- caramelized-
onion-topped Bash Style Burger, which 
Josh Capon serves at his cozy new Soho 
gastropub, Burger & Barrel, is one you 
ought to try. If bacon is your addiction, I 
suggest you waddle over to Vandaag, the 
stylish new Dutch- and Danish-themed 

BEST dESSErTS  
Frittelle Di Mele

lincoln ristorante
Pastry chef Richard Capizzi crowns this 

impeccably turned ode to the apple  
fritter with a scoop of caramel gelato. 

 
Smores

recette
Christina Lee’s elegant creation  

raises this stodgy, overromanticized comfort 
food to a whole new level.

 
Bacon Doughnuts

traif
This already legendary Brooklyn fantasia 

marries the airy lightness of a classic dessert 
with the sinful joys of pork fat.  

Water Chestnut Soup  
With Jack Fruit and Coconut Ice Cream

lotus of siam
This cool, multitextured, eminently soothing 
dish is the perfect antidote to a spicy meal.

 
rainbow Sherbet

wd~50
Alex Stupak is arguably the most  

imaginative pastry wizard in town, and this 
delicious, decorative play on your mother’s 

favorite summer ice cream is one of his  
greatest creations.  

 
Ice-Cream Sundae
abc kitchen

This satisfying double-size dessert  
is a festival of addictive comfort-food 
ingredients, including gently salted  

caramel ice cream. 

★
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restaurant on lower Second Avenue. The 
young chef Phillip Kirschen-Clark is an 
acolyte of madcap pyrotechnic cooks like 
Wylie Dufresne and Paul Liebrandt, and 
his lunchtime menu features a whole va-
riety of creative open-faced smørrebrød 
sandwiches, the most satisfying of which 
is fortified with garden greens, fresh-cut 
peaches, and thick country slabs of Ben-
ton’s bacon from Tennessee. For an even 
messier, down-to-earth pig out, I like to 
stand in line with the rest of the salivat-
ing fatso wise guys who queue up daily at 
Francis Garcia, Will Gallagher, and Sal 
Basille’s inspired East Village sandwich 
destination, This  Little  Piggy Had Roast 
Beef, for a taste of the  dirigible-size This 

Way—a roast-beef classic made with 
mounds of succulent prime rib and 
drenched, in the classic Coney Island style, 
in oceans of Cheez Whiz. And if you’re 
looking for the ultimate in handcrafted 
retro deli pleasure, you’ll find it across 
the  river at Noah  Bernamoff’s ode to the 
 Montreal delis of his youth, Mile End. All 
of the aggressively faithful pastrami cre-
ations at this little  Boerum Hill storefront 
operation are exceptional, but there’s no 
better way to end a New York gastronom-
ic ramble than with a late-night taste of 
the faintly tangy smoked-meat sandwich 
on rye, served, in classic fresser style, with 
a perfectly, beautifully proportioned, crisp 
“Brooklyn-brined” pickle.

The smoked-meat sandwich 
at Mile End.



A Voce Columbus 
  10 Columbus Cir., 
third fl. 
212-823-2523

ABC Kitchen 
  35 E. 18th St. 
212-475-5829

Aldea 
  31 W. 17th St. 
212-675-7223

Annisa 
  13 Barrow St. 
212-741-6699

Balaboosta  
  214 Mulberry St. 
212-966-7366

Bar Basque 
  839 Sixth Ave. 
646-600-7150

Bistro de la Gare 
  626 Hudson St.  
212-242-4420

the Breslin Bar  
& Dining room 
  16 W. 29th St.  
212-679-1939 

Burger & Barrel 
  25 W. Houston St.  
212-334-7320 

Char No. 4  
  196 Smith St.,  
Carroll Gardens  
718-643-2106

Chef’s table at 
Brooklyn Fare 
  200 Schermerhorn St.,  
Downtown Brooklyn 
718-243-0050 

Ciano 
  45 E. 22nd St. 
212-982-8422

Clover Club 
  210 Smith St.,  
Cobble Hill 
718-855-7939

Colicchio & Sons 
  85 Tenth Ave. 
212-400-6699

the Commodore 
  366 Metropolitan 
Ave., Williamsburg 
718-218-7632

Del Posto 
  85 Tenth Ave. 
212-497-8090

Dovetail 
  103 W. 77th St. 
212-362-3800

Eataly 
  200 Fifth Ave. 
212-229-2560

Eleven  
Madison Park 
  11 Madison Ave. 
212-889-0905

Fatty ’Cue 
  91 S. 6th St., 
Williamsburg 
718-599-3090

Foodparc 
  839 Sixth Ave. 
646-600-7140

the John Dory  
oyster Bar 
  1196 Broadway 
212-792-9000

Kaijitsu 
  414 E. 9th St. 
212-228-4873

Kin Shop 
  469 Sixth Ave. 
212-675-4295

the Lambs Club 
  132 W. 44th St. 
212-997-5262

Lani Kai 
  525 Broome St.  
646-596-8778

Le Caprice 
  795 Fifth Ave. 
212-940-8195

Lincoln  
ristorante 
  142 W. 65th St. 
212-359-6500

Locanda Verde 
  377 Greenwich St.  
212-925-3797

Lotus of Siam 
  24 Fifth Ave. 
212-529-1700

Má Pêche 
  15 W. 56th St. 
212-757-5878

Maialino 
  2 Lexington Ave. 
212-777-2410

Marc  
Forgione 
  134 Reade St. 
212-941-9401

the Mark 
  25 E. 77th St. 
212-606-3030

Mile End 
  97A Hoyt St.,  
Boerum Hill 
718-852-7510

Millesime 
  92 Madison Ave. 
212-889-7100

Minetta  
tavern 
  113 Macdougal St. 
212-475-3850

M. Wells 
  21-17 49th Ave.,  
Long Island City 
718-425-6917

Nuela 
  43 W. 24th St. 
212-929-1200

osteria  
Morini 
  218 Lafayette St. 
212-965-8777

Peels 
  325 Bowery 
646-602-7015

Pies-N-thighs 
  166 S. 4th St., 
Williamsburg 
347-529-6090

the Plaza  
Food hall 
  1 W. 59th St., 
Concourse Level 
212-986-9260

Porsena 
  21–23 E. 7th St. 
212-228-4923

recette 
  328 W. 12th St. 
212-414-3000

red rooster 
  310 Lenox Ave. 
212-792-9001

Seasonal  
restaurant &  
Weinbar 
  132 W. 58th St. 
212-957-5550

Seersucker  
  329 Smith St.,  
Carroll Gardens 
718-422-0444

the  
Standard Grill 
  848 Washington St. 
212-645-4100

takashi 
  456 Hudson St. 
212-414-2929

this Little Piggy  
had roast Beef 
  149 First Ave. 
212-253-1500

torrisi Italian 
Specialties 
  250 Mulberry St. 
212-965-0955

traif 
  229 S. 4th St., 
Williamsburg 
347-844-9578

Vandaag 
  103 Second Ave. 
212-253-0470

WD~50 
  50 Clinton St. 
212-477-2900

ThE dirEcTorY
★
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Illustrations by Gillian MacLeod

I
t’s tough out there in this 
ever-evolving cheap-eats uni-
verse. One day it’s Lanzhou 
hand-pulled noodles, the next 
Hackensack sliders. You never 

know exactly where things stand. 
Are burgers really over? How about 
fried chicken? Where can I find a 
grilled pimiento-cheese sandwich? 
Or a serviceable stroopwafel? Is 
there such a thing as a good bowl of  
vegetarian ramen? What is the going 
rate for artisanal pizza these days? 
Are cake balls the new cupcakes? 
What is the Chinese flavor of the 
month? Can a locavore be a cheapa-
vore? And are restaurateurs who traf-
fic in small plates out to get you? In 
this, our annual Underground Gour-
met guide to all that is brand spank-
ing new and good to eat—and, if not 
downright dirt cheap, then certainly 
moderately priced, fiscally prudent, 
or at least won’t leave you feeling like 
you’ve been snookered—we tackle 
those burning questions and more. 
We also track the increasingly ubiq-
uitous meatball movement, reveal-
ing the top new orbs, and take a very 
close look at the nascent miniature-
food craze. We scout out the best 
meals on wheels. And we talked to 
four discerning chefs, whose palates 
we admire, into revealing their se-
cret cheap-eats haunts in their own 
neighborhoods. Finally, we answer 
what is for many the most burning 
question of all: What’s for dessert?
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thE BIG PEACh

for all the Underground Gourmet 
knows, there may be more fried-chicken 
specialists in Brooklyn these days than 
there are in the entire South. Among 
the newcomers,  Peaches  hothouse (415 
Tompkins Ave., at Hancock St., Bedford-
Stuyvesant; 718-483-9111) is where we 
go whenever we want to breathe fire 
through our nostrils and watch steam 
shoot out each other’s ears, the inevitable 
consequence, we discovered, of request-
ing the Nashville-style fried chicken 
extra hot ($12). Cayenne pepper is the 
purported culprit, but as your lips numb, 
your tongue swells, and even your knee-

Photographs by Julia Gillard
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The Commodore
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caps begin to sweat, you wonder whether 
this fiendish concoction has been brined 
in rocket fuel and dry-rubbed with gun-
powder. We’re also quite partial to the 
fried chicken and biscuits at the divey 
 Commodore (366 Metropolitan Ave., at 
Havemeyer St., Williamsburg; 718-218-
7632), where it comes three crisp and 
juicy thighs to a plate ($9). But the dish 
not to miss here is a grilled pimiento-and-
poblano sandwich called an “adult cheese” 
($6), crusty and tangy and perhaps more 
tastefully mature than the clientele. 
Of course, the big news in deep-fried 
poultry this year was the long-awaited  
return of Pies-N-thighs (166 S. 4th St., 
at Driggs St., Williamsburg; 347-529-
6090), a rural-hip country kitchen 
keeping the bewhiskered and plaid-clad 
locals afloat in crisp-skinned, moist-
fleshed chicken, which we found 
most enticing tucked jauntily into  
a world-class biscuit ($5). In an informal, 
if not piggy, state-fair-style sampling of 
all the endearingly homespun pies, the 
silky-textured banana-cream gets the 
Underground Gourmet blue ribbon. The 
country-fried crawl continues apace to 
Carroll Gardens, where you might want 
to wipe the chicken grease off your hands 
and mouth before entering the spiffy 
premises of  Seersucker, the self-professed 
home for “cleaned-up” southern cooking 
(329 Smith St., nr. President St.; 718-
422-0444). Accordingly, the best dish 
there is eaten with silverware instead of 
your fingers, and it’s a luscious chicken 
and dumplings at that: a bowl of ten-
der meat and soul-soothing dumplings, 
crowned with a crunchy tuile of chicken 
skin ($18). We also quite liked the snack 
tray ($15), a church-picnic-style spread of 
deviled eggs, country-ham pâté, pickled 
okra, and pimiento cheese. Wash it down 
with some sweet tea or, even better, a 
glass of Red Hook rosé on tap.

SoME NEW NooDLES

noodle eating continues to be all the 
rage among the cheap-eats populace, 
and the recent expansion of Flushing 
favorite Xi’an  Famous Foods to two Man-
hattan locations has only increased the 
ecstatic slurping sounds you hear around 
town. Xi’an’s Savory Lamb Cumin 
Hand-Pulled Noodles ($5), dressed with 
spoonfuls of several invigorating sauces 
plus red-chile oil, tahini, and a mingling 
of cumin-laced bits of lamb, is the Un-
derground Gourmet’s all-time favorite 
budget noodle dish, but the equally lip-
 smacking Liang Pi Noodles, served cold 
with luscious, spongy, Wheat Thins–size 
squares of sauce-soaking gluten ($4), are 
the way to go in hot weather. Both pretty 
much define the meaning of the term al 
dente; they’re rough and ragged, chewy 
but tender, with a profoundly satisfying 
mouthfeel. Note that the Chinatown 
branch (88 E. Broadway, nr. Forsyth St.; 
no phone) is standing room only, accom-
modating three hunched slurpers max, 
while the brand-new and compara-
tively palatial East Village outpost (81 
St. Marks Pl., nr. First Ave.; no phone) 
has about ten seats. Judging by the way 
the neighborhood has pounced on this 
welcome arrival, though, your chances of 
scoring one aren’t so good. 

Seats are also at a premium up in Hell’s 
Kitchen at the new  totto  ramen (366 W. 
52nd St., nr. Ninth Ave.; 212-582-0052), 
a spare ten-stool soup kitchen from the 
team behind the excellent Yakitori Totto 
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Chef illustrations by Luke Wilson

1

2

Sisters Caribbean Cuisine
47 E. 124th St., at Madison Ave.; 

212-410-3000
in Harlem there’s a lot of steam-

table food; this hidden spot  
has some of the best. their goat 

curry ($10.99) is fantastic.

El Aguila
137 E. 116th St., nr. Lexington 

Ave.; 212-410-2450
this is a great taquería right by  

the 6 train. i love their pork 
tacos ($2.72), and they’re 

open 24 hours.

harlem

Les Ambassades
2200 Frederick Douglass Blvd.,  

nr. 118th St.; 212-666-0078
this senegalese place has fantastic croissants 

($1.75), the way they are in paris, nice and 
buttery. they also make ginger juice ($3), 

great when you’re getting a cold.

Zoma 
2084 Frederick Douglass Blvd.,  

at 113th St.; 212-662-0620
i go to this ethiopian restaurant  

for kitfo ($17)—a kind of beef tartare 
served on sourdough pancake bread.  

4

1
Co-owner of Aquavit and 
chef-owner of Red Rooster, 
opening in October.

Marcus 
Samuelsson

 Charles’ Country  
Pan Fried Chicken

2841 Frederick Douglass Blvd., 
nr. 151st St.; 212-281-1800
For really good fried chicken,  
i go here. i like the dark meat  

best ($12 buffet).  

Settepani
196 Lenox Ave., 

nr. 120th St. 
917-492-4806

a real italian 
place with great 
teas, coffee, and 

housemade biscotti 
($4/plate). it’s nice  

for socializing.

8

Kitchenette Uptown
1272 Amsterdam Ave.,  

at 123rd St. 212-531-7600 
they do wonderful brunch; i go  
for any of the pancakes ($10.50  

for mixed berry).

7

Nectar Wine Bar
2235 Frederick Douglass 

Blvd., nr. 121st St.  
212-961-9622 

i trust whatever wine and  
bar snacks ($4 and up) they 

have at this little bar.  

Where Chefs Eat Cheap
Four cooks’ picks from their own neighborhoods.

by christine whitney
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and Soba Totto. (Its instant popularity 
has induced management to convert an-
other of its holdings, Yakitori Torys, into 
hide-Chan  ramen [248 E. 52nd St., nr. 
Second Ave.; 212-813-1800], specializing 
in tonkotsu, or pork-bone, broth.) The 
popular choice among the starchy-food 
enthusiasts here is the Totto Spicy Ra-
men, made with a deeply flavored chick-
en-based broth and some good, springy 
noodles delivered daily from Soba Totto 
across town. Ramen is like kryptonite to 
the hapless vegetarian, with its super-
porky broths and wheels of processed 
pink fish cakes known as narutomaki, 
but the no- judgment menu here includes 
a kelp-based broth, in regular and spicy 
models, that the omnivorous U.G. heart-
ily endorses.

 tortILLA toWN

the best thing to happen to New 
York Mexican lately has been  tortilleria 
 Nixtamal, a Corona, Queens, microfac-
tory (and great taquería in its own right), 
whose tender, fresh tortillas, made from 
lime-treated corn ground into masa, 
have been proliferating on menus around 
town. The second best?  Cascabel’s chorizo 
taco, a smoky, crumbly, boldly seasoned 
gem ($8.50 for two; 1542 Second Ave., 
nr. 80th St.; 212-717-7800).

Dos Toros
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But back to those tortillas: Look for 
them to appear soon at both  tacombi, the 
vintage VW bus parked in a Nolita ga-
rage where chef-partner Aarón Sanchez 
is spending the summer catering spe-
cial events and feeding Facebook fans, 
and Casa  Mezcal, the Lower East Side 
mezcalería whose kitchen is still in Con  
Ed limbo. Until then, get your fix at  
Dos toros (137 Fourth Ave., nr. 13th St.; 
212-677-7300), a  counter-service joint 
with Bay Area aspirations, lively home-
made salsas, and flavorful flap-steak 
carne asada tacos ($3.67). You’ll also 
find Nixtamal’s tortillas at the  Loading 
Dock in downtown Brooklyn (170 Tillary 
St., nr. Gold St.; 646-355-7518), a raw, 
rustic space where one Choncho (a.k.a. 
Forrest Cole) has made a name for him-
self with the deep-fried, deftly garnished 
fish tacos he also sells at Brooklyn Flea 
($5). In the East Village, Nixtamal also 
distributes to La  Lucha (147 Ave. A, nr. 
9th St.; 212-260-0235), the Mexican-
 wrestling-themed taquería modeled 
after its ilk in Mexico City, where every-
one apparently goes to feed before the 
big bouts. 

Somehow, even without the benefit 
of Corona-crafted tor tillas, several oth-
er worthy Mexican menus have made 
their debuts.  hecho en  Dumbo, for one, 
abandoned its Brooklyn birthplace for 
a new home in Noho (354 Bowery, nr. 
Great Jones St.; 212-937-4245), where 
the tortillas, incidentally, are made in-
house from dried-corn masa (the next 
best thing), and where the cosmopoli-
tan Mexico City–style cuisine shines in 
dishes like chile-dusted jícama-and-
pineapple salad with watercress dress-
ing ($6). Sue  Torres, the new consulting 
chef at the rusty Knot (425 West St., at 
11th St.; 212-645-5668), makes her own 
masa for snacks like chalupas topped 
with chicken or vegetables ($5). They’re 

great bar food, and so is the happy-hour 
special at  Fonda (434 Seventh Ave., nr. 
15th St., Park Slope; 718-369-3144), 
the cozy new venture of Roberto San-
tibañez, former Rosa Mexicano bigwig. 
From 5 to 7 p.m. Tuesday through Fri-
day, an order of Rosa Mex–worthy gua-
camole for two—fastidiously prepared 
to order in a molcajete and served with 
warm tortillas, chips, and salsa—will 
run you five bucks, with $3 beer and 
wine. The neighborhood has clearly dis-
covered it, as empty bar stools vanish 
fast. And in Williamsburg, locals have 
warmly embraced the crew at  Cariño (82 
S. 4th St., nr. Berry St.; 718-384-8282),  
reunited after their last place of employ, 
Bonita, closed down last summer. The 
liquor license is still pending, but in the 
meantime, it’s a fine place for a mellow 
brunch of chilaquiles topped with two 
eggs, any style, slathered with salsa 
verde ($12).

 GoING LoCAL

there are those among us who grow 
vegetables on the roof, only eat beef 
from cows that once frolicked content-
edly on New York State pastures, and 
haven’t bought a banana since the last 
century. And where do they go for din-
ner?  roman’s (243 DeKalb Ave., nr. 
Vanderbilt Ave., Ft. Greene; 718-622-
5300), for one, the Italian-accented 
sibling of Williamsburg’s pioneering 
Diner and Marlow & Sons. The menu 
changes constantly, a policy that in-
furiates creatures of habit but that the  
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Minisize 
Me
All over town, less  
is suddenly more.  
Here’s where to  
find big flavors  
for small change.
r.r. & r.p.

bourbon-ginger-pecan pie

First Prize Pies
The four-inch version of the 

powerhouse pie that won Allison 
Kave first place in a Brooklyn 

bake-off and launched her 
career. $6; firstprizepies.com.

micro cannoli

Stuffed  
Artisan Cannolis
Even smaller than  
the shop’s standard 

mini—a cannoli  
canapé, if you will.  
$1; 176 Stanton St.;  

212-995-2266.



mini paletas

La Newyorkina
Kid-size ice  

pops (for kids of  
all ages) in flavors  
like spicy mango  
and watermelon.  
$1; weekends at  

Hester Street Fair.

cake truffles

Momofuku Milk Bar
Wonka-esque 

compression of a layer 
cake into one moist, rich 
mouthful, in flavors like 

birthday cake (good) and 
chocolate malt (best). 

Three for $3; 207 Second 
Ave.; no phone.

pizzetta

Pizza Mezzaluna
The Neapolitan answer to the New 

York slice on the go, this seven-incher 
cooks in the time it would take to 

reheat a slab from Famous Ray’s. $5; 
146 W. Houston St.; 212-533-1242.

shorty's  
“shorty”

Shorty’s
A six-inch 

cheesesteak— 
versus the  

standard nine— 
runs $9 with 

a pint of 
beer during 
happy hour.  
It’s plenty.  

576 Ninth Ave.;  
212-967-3055. 

snack-size lobster roll

Luke’s Lobster
Affordable luxury on a butter-toasted 

bun. $8.71; 93 E. 7th St.; 212-387-8487.

mini yum kippered

Russ & Daughters
Everyone knows  

mini-bagels are best— 
crustier, better balanced—

especially when stuffed  
with baked salmon  

and cream cheese. $5.95;  
179 E. Houston St.;  

212-475-4880.

Photographs by Hannah Whitaker
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Underground Gourmet finds refreshing, 
especially when it brings such surprises 
as the season’s first sweet Maine shrimp, 
or a flurry of fava beans, whipped into 
a purée or adorning a bowl of spaghetti 
($12). Card-carrying locavores also find 
sustenance at  Northern Spy Food Co. (511 
E. 12th St., nr. Ave. A; 212-228-5100), 
a cozy East Village nook that celebrates 
local products in un expected dishes 
like upstate-freekeh risotto enriched 
with mascarpone ($12). At Brooklyn 
Heights’s Iris Cafe (20 Columbia Pl., nr. 
Joralemon St.; 718-722-7395), the coffee 
is Stumptown, the turkey salad is made 

from antibiotic-free  gobblers lovingly 
raised on Pennsylvania’s Koch’s Farm, 
and the caramel sticky buns are baked 
in-house. And then, on opposite ends of 
the culinary spectrum: Eat (124 Mese-
role Ave., nr. Leonard St., Greenpoint; 
718-389-8083), where the overindulged 
U.G. goes to detox on farm-fresh fare like 
carrot-turnip-spelt salad and rhubarb 
tonic, and Bark hot Dogs (474 Bergen St., 
nr. Flatbush Ave., Park Slope; 718-789-
1939), Brooklyn’s preeminent source for 
Slow Food fast food, from lard-basted, 
Rochester-made boutique franks to New 
Jersey–strawberry milk shakes.
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thE DAN-DAN DIASPorA

If you’ve noticed a surge of late in Sichuan 
food, you can thank (or blame, depending 
on your spice tolerance) Wu Liang Ye. De-
spite the business’s recent retrenchment, 
with shuttered branches in York ville and 

Murray Hill, it’s impossible to overstate the 
role the onetime powerhouse has played in 
the recent boom. John Zhang, the Grand 
Sichuan pooh-bah, got his start at Wu be-
fore launching his own mini-empire. And 
this year, front-and-back-of-the-house 
fugitives from the WLY organization have 
dispersed throughout the borough, mate-
rializing in spiffy new establishments like 
the wood-beamed Wa Jeal (1588 Second 
Ave., nr. 82nd St.; 212-396-3339), where 
the friendly young manager, a Wu alum, 
sagely guides newcomers to signatures 
like half a tea-smoked duck hacked into 
crisp-skinned, meaty hunks ($15.95), and sp
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Totto Ramen
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Chef ’s Ma Paul Diced Fish & Crispy Tofu, 
with crispy but tender cubes of flounder 
and bean curd afloat in a glistening chile-
oil lake ($15.95). 

There have also been unconfirmed 
reports of Wu folks spotted ten blocks 
south, at  Szechuan  Chalet (1395 Second 
Ave., nr. 73rd St.; 212-737-1838), where 
hand-scrawled thank-you notes from the 
local populace attest to the Sichuan–via–
New Jersey chef ’s prowess with regional 
specialties like Cheng Du chilled noodles 

with spicy sesame vinaigrette ($4.95) and 
double-cooked fresh bacon with spicy 
capsicum ($13.95), long strips of savory 
pork belly mingled with green peppers 
and leeks. In the increasingly Sichuan-
saturated Thirties, the onetime Wu Liang 
Ye outpost has become Mapo tofu (338 
Lexington Ave., nr. 39th St.; 212-867-
8118), but many of its former employees 
have wound up at Lan Sheng a few blocks 
west (60 W. 39th St., nr. Sixth Ave.; 212-
575-8899), where the kitchen has entered 

Paulie Gee's
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into cutthroat culinary competition with 
the veteran Szechuan Gourmet up the 
street, deploying weapons like dan dan 
noodles ($5.50) and chile-pepper-bombed 
Chong qing chicken ($12.95).

Despite evidence to the contrary, there’s 
more on the Sino-food front than Sichuan 
pepper corns and mapo tofu. There are, for 
instance, the unfamiliar Shangdong and 
Dongbei specialties that have been infil-
trating Flushing, at places like the year-
old M&t (44-09 Kissena Blvd., nr. Cherry 
Ave.; 718-539-4100), and the supremely 
comforting bo zai fan—or, as the 301-item 
menu modestly refers to it, World Famous 
Rice in Casserole, topped with everything 
from squab to eel ($8.95)—at A-Wah, the 
Cantonese Chowhound favorite just south 
of the Manhattan Bridge (5 Catherine St., 
nr. Division St.; 212-925-8308).

 PErPEtuAL PIzzA BooM

the underground Gourmet’s favorite new 
pizza can be found in hipster Greenpoint at 
 Paulie Gee’s (60 Greenpoint Ave., nr. West St.; 
347-987-3747), the midlife career reinven-
tion of Paul Giannone—until last March,  
a Neapolitan pizzaiolo trapped in the body 
of a disgruntled New Jersey software-
quality-assurance engineer. His story is 
as inspirational as his pie: In recent years, 
fantasizing about living a better, pizza-cen-
tric life and maybe even opening his own 
pizzeria, Giannone built an oven in his 
suburban backyard, perfected his dough-
stretching technique, and, for reasons 
known only to him, started inviting food 
bloggers over for dinner. Finally, encour-
aged by the ecstatic response, he found  
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a restaurant location and made the leap 
to full-time pie man, and it’s not too 
much to say that the software-quality-
assurance industry’s loss is the pizza 
world’s gain. Light and airy with a fine, 
fleeting micro layer of crispness, Paulie 
Gee’s pizza (starting at $11) is in the same 
pristine Neapolitan class as the pies he 
idolized at Kesté, Motorino, and the late 
Una Pizza Napoletana. The man also has  
a healthy obsession with high-quality ingre-
dients and a Jim (Co.) Lahey–like genius 
for toppings, most apparent, perhaps, in a 
rotating roster of seasonal specials like the 
U.G.’s current favorite: sweet Italian sau-
sage mingled with fresh mozzarella and 
kale that Giannone buys from Greenpoint’s 
Rooftop Farm ($17).

If you think that’s too much to spend 
for a ball of dough, search between the 
cushions of your couch and then head 
over to the new East Village  Motorino 
outpost in the old Una Pizza Napole-
tana space for lunch (349 E. 12th St., nr. 
First Ave.; 212-777-2644). From 11 a.m. 
to 4 p.m. weekdays, a pizza (Margherita, 
marinara, Brussels sprouts, or soppres-
sata piccante), plus your choice of salad or  
dessert, will run you just $12. You’ll find 
another bargain a few blocks away at   
totale  Pizza (36 St. Marks Pl., nr. Second 
Ave.; 212-254-0180), the somewhat baf-
fling collaboration between former Una 
Pizza Napoletana under study Gregory Ry-
zhkov and an owner of the $1 slice specialist 
2 Bros. Pizza down the block. Why should 
this merger befuddle the U.G.? Because if 
you remember anything about Ryzhkov’s 
old UPN boss Anthony Mangieri—as un-
compromising a pizzaiolo as ever turned a 
pie around the  oven’s hot spot—it’s hard to 
imagine a trusted former associate of his  
divulging trade secrets to the enemy. It’s like  
a Peter Luger waiter going into business 
with the owner of Tad’s Steaks. Of course, 
when all is said and done, all you need to 
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Chef-owner at Porchetta and an 
East Village pasta restaurant 
opening in September; consulting 
chef at Veloce Pizzeria.

Sara  
Jenkins

Laziza
25-78 Steinway St.,  

nr. 28th Ave.; 718-777-7676
a pastry shop that makes  

classic middle eastern sweets: 
phyllo-and-nut pastries, baklava 

($1.50, or $12/lb.). 

Cedars Meat 
House 

41-08 30th  
Ave., nr. 41st St.  
718-606-1244

their shish tawook 
sandwich ($3.50) 
is the closest thing 

to the grilled-
chicken sandwich 

in beirut.   

astoria
Rosario’s Deli
22-55 31st St., 

 nr. Ditmars Blvd.  
718-728-2920

amazing cheese, 
sandwiches, pizza, and 

bread. He has only 
 one kind of slice 

(neapolitan), and it’s  
really good ($2). 

Mediterranean 
Foods 

23-18 31st St.,  
nr. 23rd Ave. 
 718-721-0221
this shop has all 

the great prepared 
foods like 

taramosalata, a 
classic greek dip 

with salted cod roe 
($3.85/lb.). 

Naseem Meat  
Market & Grocery

25-65 Steinway  
St., nr. 28th Ave.  

718-777-7032
they make the best 
merguez ($3.99/lb.).  

also: really good  
moroccan preserved 
lemons ($3.99/lb.). 

4

Petey’s Burger
30-17 30th Ave.,  

nr. 31st St.  
718-267-6300

it’s kind of in-n-out  
inspired. i do delivery and  

get the double cheese  
with sauce and extra-crispy  

fries ($9.01).

6

5

Seva 
30-07 34th St., nr. 30th Ave.  

718-626-4440
i particularly like the fried-bok-choy  

appetizer ($3) at this indian restaurant.  
also, the apricot-lamb curry ($12).

Agnanti 
19-06 Ditmars Blvd., nr. 19th St.  

718-545-4554
 my favorite greek restaurant. the  

little zucchini fritters ($7) and tomato 
fritters ($7.50) are amazing. 

w
here  

chefs e
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cheap
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know is that the Naples-style pizza here is 
well charred, nicely balanced, and made 
with good—presumably non–2 Bros.—
ingredients, although it does suffer slightly 
from a crust that’s too stiff and unyielding. 
Still, with prices that range from $7 to $13 
per pie, compared with the former UPN’s 
$21, who’s complaining?

Uptown in Hell’s Kitchen, at the stream-
lined  zigolinis  Pizza Bar (675A Ninth Ave., 
nr. 47th St.; 212-333-3900), the U.G. has 
tracked down two more finely pedigreed 
pizzaioli. Here you’ll find executive pie 
man Luigi Olivella, whose commendable 
Neapolitan work you may know from No. 
28, L’asso, and the late Isabella’s Oven. At 
his side, on occasion, is Giuseppe Paciullo, 
who once manned the pizza station with 
equal parts apparent boredom and tech-
nical wizardry at the excellent Zero Otto 
Nove in the Bronx. The $12 Margherita pie 
is soft and supple, charred and chewy, with 
discrete puddles of sweet mozzarella and a 
judicious swirl of tomato sauce.

And let’s not forget  totonno’s in Coney 
Island (1524 Neptune Ave., nr. W. 16th St.; 
718-372-8606), not exactly new, having 
shoveled its first load of coal into the oven 
some 86 years ago, but back in the game 
after being sidelined by a fire for nearly 
a year, and run once more with an iron 
fist by Louise “Cookie” Ciminieri, grand-
daughter of the restaurant’s Neapolitan 
immigrant founder.

thE oPEN MArKEt

if you bake it, pickle it, ferment it, 
scoop it, grill it, or frost it, they will 

come. At least that’s the way it looks 
every weekend afternoon at the Brook-
lyn Flea and Hester Street Fair, every 
Sunday at Fulton Stall Market, once  
a month at New Amsterdam Market, 
and even in the posh environs of the 
 Cooper Square hotel garden, where Faus-
tina chef Scott Conant recently started 
hawking his  private-label tomato sauce 
and $5 bags of Stromboli (25 Cooper 
Sq., at 5th St.; next date July 31, 1 to 7 
p.m.). New York, it’s safe to say, is swept 
up in market fever, fueled by career-
changing cooks and cupcake-happy hob-
byists catering to the insatiable appetite 
for the artisanal, the handmade, and 
the quaintly packaged. The  Brooklyn 
Flea, a culinary destination after just 
two years, is still the place to go for 
Salvatore Bklyn cannoli, and brands-
in-the-making like the Good Batch 
stroopwafels. On  New Amsterdam Market 
days (monthly July and August, weekly 
September 12 to December 19), the Un-
derground Gourmet likes to leg it down 
to the Seaport and slurp up some Bent 
Spoon sorbet, or tuck into something 
sustainably beefy or porky from Marlow 
& Daughters (chili come fall, we hope), 
while stocking up on exotica like Finn-
ish ruis bread and spelt linguine. Over 
at  hester  Street Fair in the Seward Park 
Co-op, there’s a sort of perverse plea-
sure to be had in chasing a pulled-pork 
sandwich with a vegan sandwich cook-
ie. But our favorite edible expedition of 
late has been to the red hook  Mercado 
(Mercadito would be more accurate), 
an intimate, lushly landscaped lot out 
in the Brooklyn boonies, where itiner-
ant foodies and windswept locals com-
mune over pupusas and sopes griddled 
up by moonlighting vendors from the 
nearby ball fields (410 Van Brunt St., 
nr. Van Dyke St.; Saturday and Sunday 
noon to 9 p.m.).
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ASIAN NEW WAVE

whatever you think of the word  
fusion, there’s no denying that some of 
the most delicious food comes from the 
artful collision of cultures and flavors. 
Just ask Jean-Georges Vongerichten 
or David Chang. Or try a Kim Dog at 
Mrs. Kim’s (160 Franklin St., at Kent St., 
Greenpoint; 718-389-8881) and see for 
yourself. The juicy house-ground pork 
sausage, slicked with gochujang ketchup 
(a paste made from red chiles and fer-
mented soybeans) and garnished with 
kimchee on a soft toasted roll, is but one 
of several fruitful collaborations between 
a Korean owner and two American chefs, 
and makes an excellent chalkboard spe-
cial ($10 with a pint of beer). Kimchee, 
seemingly the new salsa, is also a staple at 
 Purple Yam (1314 Cortelyou Rd., nr. Rugby 
Rd., Ditmas Park; 718-940-8188), where 
Filipino chef Romy Dorotan tucks it into 
a Korean-meatball hero on a purple yam 
bun ($8). Pan-Asian explorations ani-
mate his menu, a border-crossing docu-
ment that features dishes as traditional as 
vinegar-braised chicken adobo ($16) and 
as unexpected as one evening’s crimson 
steamed dumplings ($7), stuffed with 
beets and tofu and served with yogurt,  
a combo that conjured Kiev more than 
Manila. King Phojanakong calls the 
Thai- Filipino fusion he first introduced 
at Kuma Inn “Asian-American,” and of 
all the small plates on offer at his Brook-
lyn sequel, umi Nom (433 DeKalb Ave., 
nr. Classon Ave., Bedford-Stuyvesant; 
718-789-8806), we steer you toward the 
grilled mackerel ($11), a slender speci-

men garnished with a salad of cherry 
tomatoes and jícama in a lively garlic-
chile-lime dressing. Asian-American 
would also be an apt description of 
Zak Pelaccio’s genre-busting barbecue 
at Fatty ’Cue (91 S. 6th St., nr. Berry St.,  
Williamsburg; 718-599-3090), the Ma-
laysian-flavored roadhouse frequented 
by the Underground Gourmet when-
ever the craving strikes for Pullman 
toast with ’cue drippings (a.k.a. Master sp
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Fat, $4), or a late-night smoked-brisket-
and-smoked-Cheddar sandwich with 
chile jam ($10). The U.G. has also been 
known to bulk up on Haus Baos ($4.50) 
at  Baohaus (137 Rivington St., nr. Norfolk 
St.; 646-684-3835), where chef-owner 
Eddie Huang reinterprets the red-cooked 
pork of his Taiwanese-American youth 
with Angus skirt steak and a marinade 
that combines cherry cola and Chinese 
sorghum liquor.

BurGEr BINGE

funny to think that fourteen years ago, 
this magazine admitted, rather resignedly, 
that New York was not a great “burger 
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town.” Not like L.A., say, or Houston, or 
even Oklahoma City. Funnier that while 
we are now indisputably and unrelentingly 
a great burger town, all the Underground 
Gourmet’s ingrate foodie friends say they 
are sick and tired of burgers. But there are 
still some un jaded eaters who appreciate a 
Pat La Frieda patty, and to accommodate 
them, a fresh new crop of burger shops 
have sprung up within the past year. Chief 
among them is the stylish, publike Black 
 Market (110 Ave. A, nr. 7th St.; 212-614-
9798), where you can get a cocktail called  
a Tompkins Square Swizzle or a plate of 
broiled kale seasoned with Parmesan to 
go along with the excellent La Frieda–
blend house cheeseburger. This six-ounce 
dynamo has a nice crumbly texture and a 
good salty flavor, and comes with a pile of 
first-rate fries for $12. 

A few blocks west but still flying slightly 
below the burger radar is the nine-month-
old Mark (33 St. Marks Pl., nr. Second 
Ave.; 212-677-3132), a lively little burger 
bar with a crackerjack staff that flips a 
textbook-perfect two-ounce slider with 
fried onions and American cheese. They 
go for $2 a pop, but if you break the house 
slider-eating record (currently eighteen; 
standard competitive-eating rules apply), 
you not only eat for free but also get your 
name emblazoned in colored chalk on a 
menu board above the griddle. Speaking 
of sliders, the juicy little flavor bombs 
($3; $3.50 with cheese) at  Saint  Anselm 
in Williamsburg (355 Metropolitan Ave.,  
nr. Havemeyer St.; 718-384-5054) are 
unsurpassed, and it’s no wonder: Owner 
and New Jersey native Joe Carroll mod-
eled them faithfully after the ones he was 
raised on at White Manna.

When the U.G. craves something 
more substantial and is in no mood for 
squashing slider-eating records, we go to 
Bill’s Bar and  Burger in the meat packing 
district (22 Ninth Ave., at 13th St.; 212-

414-3003) and fork over $8.50 for the 
new seven-ounce short-rib-blend model. 
For sheer beefy flavor, it outdoes even 
Bill’s much-lauded five-ounce “smashed” 
burger, but order it on an English muffin, 
as the de facto house bun is no match for 
this thing’s lavish juices. At the cubicle-
size Fresh-N-Fast (111 E. 23rd St., nr. Park 
Ave. S.; 646-454-9144), a new In-N-Out 
knockoff located just a short burger-
eater’s waddle away from the Madison 
Square Park Shake Shack, we like the 
$5.99 double cheeseburger dressed with 
nothing more than the house special 
sauce. Unlike Bill’s bun, F-N-F’s squishy 
potato variety is a team player that melds 
quickly with the three-and-a-half-ounce 
patties and cheese into one delicious, har-
monious whole, prompting the eternal 
question: Is it worth skipping the Shack’s 
Great Depression–era soup-kitchen line 
for? Well, not quite, but hope springs 
eternal: Although the place was deserted 
and thoroughly lacking in non-U.G. cus-
tomers the other night, the red-bow-tied 
counterman insisted we take a vibrating 
pager just like the ones at Shake Shack, 
as if, at any moment, he were expecting 
a mob. 

Continuing on our  burger-town tour to 
Queens, the Astor Bake Shop (12-23 Astoria 
Blvd., at 14th St., Astoria; 718-606-8439) 
is, for all appearances, a bright and breezy 
patisserie, but one with hidden depths. 
Remember Mitchel London’s Burger & 
Cupcakes concept? This place is kind of 
like that, but in addition to cupcakes there 
are tarts, croissants, éclairs, sticky buns, a 
superb almond-cornmeal cake, and, be-
hind a white subway-tile kitchen partition,  
a burger-making station. The one to get 
is the six-ounce Astor burger ($8.75), 
another La Frieda–brisket-blend patty 
with chile-infused mayo and all the  
fixings. And wrapping things up in 
Crown Heights, there is Dutch Boy  Burgers  
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brinkley’s
 (406 Broome St.,  

at Centre St.; 212-680-5600)
While the trend is  

toward golf-ball-size meatballs,  
Michael Sullivan’s  

take is unabashedly big  
and lusciously soft.  

the meatball shop
 (84 Stanton St.,  

nr. Allen St.; 212-982-8895)
Of the five kinds of house-ground 

balls available in just about  
every sauce-and-bread 

configuration known to man, we 
like the spicy pork variety with meat 

sauce and provolone on a hero.

corsino
(637 Hudson St.,  

at Horatio St.; 212-242-3093)
Rib-sticking Heritage- 

beef-brisket balls  
with a pleasantly coarse  

texture, and a 2 a.m.  
last call.

balaboosta
(214 Mulberry St.,  

nr. Spring St.; 212-966-7366)
Two delicious cheap-eats trends 

collide: grass-fed-beef balls 
wrapped in falafel and served  
on a stick, with a lip-smacking 

green tahini sauce.

terroir tribeca
(24 Harrison St.,  

nr. Greenwich St.; 212-625-9463)
Exquisitely soft and airy,  

Marco Canora’s veal-ricotta 
meatballs have always been  

among the best; now he serves 
them on a toasted baguette.  

 r.r. & r.p.

mia dona cart
(206 E. 58th St.,  

nr. Third Ave.; 212-750-8170)
Some restaurants set up  

ice-cream stands outside their 
doors. Mia Dona has a meatball 

cart, hawking $5 bowls or $7  
focaccia sandwiches, and starring 

the best meatballs in midtown. 

northern spy food co.
(511 E. 12th St.,  

nr. Ave. A; 212-228-5100)
The locavore-minded kitchen  
uses pork leg from Fleisher’s  

to make these super-tender orbs. 
They’re seasoned with  

star anise, oven-roasted, then 
braised in sauce. 

the Year in Meatballs
On sliders, sandwiches, and sticks—where to find the best new variations on the form.

$12$9

$7$9

$15$13 $11

Photographs by Hannah Whitaker

kenmare
(98 Kenmare St.,  

nr. Centre St.; 212-274-9898)
Joey Campanaro’s signature  

Little Owl slider, transplanted  
from the West Village to  

Nolita. The best ball-to-bun  
synergy out there.

$5

$8

motorino
 (349 E. 12th St.,  

nr. First Ave.; 212-777-2644)
First pizza, now meatballs. Former 

fine-dining chef Mathieu Palombino 
has mastered the form: nicely 

browned on the outside, tender 
within, and served in the most 

invigorating pool of sauce in town.
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(766 Franklin Ave., nr. St. Johns Pl.; 718- 
230-0293), a retro-dinerish spot in a one-
time Dutch Boy paint shop, where you can get  
a bulky seven-ounce bacon-blue-cheese-
burger ($8.50) and wash it down with a 
Blue Marble ice-cream shake. 

MEAtLESS IN MANhAttAN 
(AND BrooKLYN)

the falafel joint is a natural habitat for 
frugal vegetarians, and this year has seen 
the arrival of two nifty new additions to 

an increasingly crowded (and corporate) 
field.  Soomsoom  Vegetarian Bar (166 W. 
72nd St., nr. Amsterdam Ave.; 212-712-
2525) is kosher, Israeli, and so perpetu-
ally packed that the salad-bar scrum can 
get scarier than the produce department 
at Fairway. The falafel are crisp, the pitas 
fluffy, and free garnishes like pickled tur-
nips and paprika-dusted kohlrabi fresh 
and plentiful, but for the Underground 
Gourmet’s money, the thing to get is 
the excellent sabich sandwich ($6.80), 
crammed with velvety fried eggplant, po-
tato chunks, and a hard-boiled egg. Out 
in the industrial wilds of East Williams-
burg,  Yummus  hummus (55 Water bury St., 
nr. Meserole St.; 347-984-6202) materi-
alizes like a mirage in the culinary desert. sp
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The owners built the rough-hewn nook 
from scratch, and the same philosophy 
applies to the food: Everything is made 
in-house, from the breakfast blueberry 
scones to the flat, chewy (and, as it cools, 
rather tough) pita. In a brave, some might 
say blasphemous, approach, falafel are 
baked, not fried. But the hummus is as it 
should be—creamy, rich, anointed with oil 
and tahini. It’s good as is, better crowned 
with an entire head of oven-roasted garlic 
from which you squeeze the butter-soft 
cloves (the Baked Bulb), and best of all in 
the Hummus Hot rendition ($7.50). In-
cendiary, drizzled with yogurt-jalapeño 
harissa, and studded with crumbled feta, 
it wouldn’t be out of place at a Sichuan 
restaurant in Flushing.

When in Curry Hill, hungry herbi-
vores are directed to  Bhojan (102 Lex-
ington Ave., nr. 27th St.; 212-213-9615),  
a rather elegant new restaurant on the 
strip. The $16 dinner thalis—traditional 
meals served on a metal tray, the rice-
and-bread-equipped center ringed with 
eight bowls of dhal, salad, raita, chut-
ney, and curries—can easily feed two, 
but be prepared to pony up a $6 sharing 
fee. The rest of the extensive menu, like 
the thalis, reflects the vegetarian cook-
ing of Punjab and Gujarat, and includes 
a wide assortment of street snacks 
like tangy, crunchy chaat and Indian-
style sandwiches. For a sly American 
take on an Indian-style sandwich, we 
recommend the Clean Slate at  Saltie  

Yummus Hummus
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Wafels & Dinges
twitter.com/waffletruck
the brussels wafel ($5)  

is airy enough for summer.  
save the denser liège  
variety ($5) for colder  

weather. smother either in  
fudge or nutella.

Moshe’s Falafel 
46th St. and Sixth Ave. 

a small portion of 
the crispy, fluffy falafels  

(three for $3.75) is a  
meal; a large order  

(five for $5.25) is a feast.

Endless Summer
N. 3rd at Bedford St., 

Williamsburg
the juicy pork ($2.50)  

or beef ($3) tacos  
with avocado crema  

are deliciously  
overstuffed. 

NYC Cravings Truck 
twitter.com/nyccravings 

pair the meaty taiwanese  
fried pork or fried chicken  
over rice ($7) with a side  

of anchovies with peanuts  
and chili peppers ($4).

Jiannetto’s Pizza
jiannettospizza.com

their grandma  
slice ($2.75) is a thin-crust  

sicilian that’s crunchy  
(but not brittle)  

with sauce that’s sweet  
(but not too sweet).

Rickshaw  
Dumpling Truck 

twitter.com/rickshawbar 
the chicken-and-thai-basil 

(six for $6) are the 
best of these snack-size 

savory creations.

trucks on a roll
food trucks, the next step up the evolutionary ladder from the  
traditional sidewalk food cart (trucks are generally larger, more  
tricked-out, and self-propelled), aren’t exactly new. Trucks serving  
pizza or halal chicken and rice have fed midtown office workers  
and outer-borough revelers for years. What is new is the elevation  
of the form—the quality, variety, and sheer number of the things  
have never been greater. Here, a look at 25 of our favorites.   
by aileen gallagher, daniel maurer, and helen rosner

Illustrations by Remie Geoffroi
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Super Tacos
96th St. at Broadway and  

14th St. at 7th Ave.
try the tlacoyos ($3): long masa 
flatbreads stuffed with refried 
beans and topped with bright-

orange spicy pork, sweet chopped 
onion, lettuce, and cilantro.

Red Hook Trucks
Red Hook Ball Fields,  

Court St. at Bay St., Red Hook
the tacos, pupusas, and  
huaraches (all under $10)  

that helped reignite new york’s 
love affair with street food. 

Van Leeuwen 
twitter.com/VLAIC

the anti–mister softee.  
the milk and cream come  

from upstate cows, the  
ginger is “baby-fiber-free,”  

and the chocolate is  
from michel cluizel.

Frites ’N’ Meats
twitter.com/fritesnmeats

you’ll be tempted to  
order an “american Kobe”  

burger ($7.50), but the  
cheaper ($5.50) grass-fed  

angus is plenty thick  
and juicy enough. 

Big Gay  
Ice Cream Truck

twitter.com/biggayicecream
the tasty soft-serve is  

really just a vehicle  
for exotic toppings like  

wasabi-pea powder,  
olive oil, and cardamom. 

➜
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Street Sweets
twitter.com/streetsweets

Fear the addictive  
potential of the whoopie  
pies. the chocolate and  
pumpkin varieties are  
baked daily and cost  

a dangerous $2 apiece.

La Cense Beef 
Burger Truck

twitter.com/LCBBurgerTruck
there are two things on the 

menu, a hamburger ($6) and a 
hamburger with cheese ($6.50).  

neither disappoints.

Yvonne Yvonne
71st St. and York Ave.
consummate hostess  

yvonne makes a perfect  
braised oxtail ($6.50)  

and other jamaican staples  
like curried goat.

GO Burger
twitter.com/goburger

the namesake burgers are good. 
the $6 Kobe hot dog—served on 

a buttery bun and topped with 
chili and cheese or apple slaw and 

jalapeño—is better.

Patacon Pisao 
202nd St. nr. Tenth Ave.

order the “full” sandwich ($5.50), 
a gob of marinated beef, pork, 

and chicken and a square of fried 
cheese stuffed inside two crispy 

disks of fried plantain.

➜
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Mini Picanteria El 
Guayaquileño 

37th St. at Sixth Ave. and Warren St. 
at Roosevelt Ave., Jackson Heights 

midtowners (at lunch) and 
ecuadorans (at the nocturnal 

Queens location) go for  
the encebollado fish soup ($8). 

El Rey del Taco
30th Ave. nr. 33rd St., Astoria

late-night drinkers are  
powerless before the 

“sincronizada” ($7)—a gooey 
melted ham-and-cheese between 

pressed flour tortillas.

Steak Truck
47th St. at Park Ave.

enough yummy kebabs ($2.50), 
cheesesteaks ($4), and  

chicken-and-rice platters  
($4) for a month of  

lunches without duplication.

World’s Best Sandwich
20th St. and Broadway
the name may be an 

overstatement, but the  
chicken-salad sandwich ($4)—

with more meat  
than mayo—certainly 

outperforms most delis’.

Bistro Truck
twitter.com/bistrotruck

a sort of niçoise sandwich,  
the tangiers bocadillo ($6) is 

packed with tuna, hard-boiled 
egg, veggies, mortadella,  

and french fries inside.

The Treats Truck
212-691-5226

a rolling bakery full of cookies  
($1 each) and brownies  

($2.50 and up).  
the mexican chocolate is  

a real killer.

Berry FroYo
a cheap fix of tangy, 
unsweetened yogurt,  

with toppings that  
range from the virtuous 

(granola) to the shameless 
(lucky charms–style 

marshmallows).

Schnitzel & Things
twitter.com/schnitzeltruck
there’s more food with the  

platter (schnitzel and two sides, 
$10), but the sandwich ($8)  

keeps the focus on the chicken, 
pork, cod, or veal.

The Brothers L&C  
Latin Fast Food

18th St. at Sixth Ave.
For $2.50 (or three for $7),  

get a double corn tortilla filled 
with juicy, flavorful shredded  

pork, beef, or chicken.
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(378 Metropolitan Ave., nr. Havemeyer 
St., Williamsburg; 718-387-4777), an  
exuberant, open-face assemblage of 
hummus, quinoa, pickles, yogurt, and 
herbs on house-baked naan ($9).

 thE SMALL-  
PLAtE DEBAtE

and now let’s revisit the hot-button topic 
of portion control. Some are for it, some 
against. But hasn’t it been scientifically 
proved that appetizers generally trump 
main courses? And didn’t Michael Pollan 
tell us to eat less, anyway?

Even in the realm of cheap eats, the 
Underground Gourmet has always prized 
quality over quantity—as should any-
one, we might argue, who doesn’t inhale 
Nathan’s hot dogs for a living. And with 
more and more fine-dining chefs scaling 
back their tariffs, if not their technique, 
quality has never been better. This is im-
mediately evident at traif (229 S. 4th St., 
nr. Havemeyer St., Williamsburg; 347-
844-9578), chef-owner Jason Marcus’s 
tongue-in-pork-cheek rebuke to Jew-
ish dietary law. But there’s more to Traif 
than bacon and shrimp: The changing 
menu features offbeat salads, like a recent 
combo of dark-roasted carrots, orange 
segments, arugula, feta, and grapes ($6), 
and barbecue-braised short-rib sliders 
served with attention-grabbing sweet- 
potato fries ($8). With prices like that, you 
don’t expect shot-glass amuses and dainty 
 mignardises, like a juicy pineapple cube 
adorned with pomegranate molasses and 
lime zest, but Traif delivers both, as well as 

an appealing wine list and serious Schott 
Zwiesel stemware.

Like Traif, the  Vanderbilt (570 Vander-
bilt Ave., at Bergen St., Prospect Heights; 
718-623-0570) offers front-row seats—
counter stools, really—to the open kitchen, 
where ambitious young cooks painstak-
ingly compose salads and tweak gar-
nishes, and even the smallest of small 
plates seems complex. A broccoli “hors 
d’oeuvre” is thinly sliced, flash-fried, 
seasoned with Korean chile powder and 
lemon juice and dusted with Pecorino 
($5). The charcuterie is all housemade 
and plated as elegantly as Bar Boulud’s. 
And while you might think it adequate to 
coat a sweet-fleshed mackerel fillet with 
piment d’espelette, sear it perfectly on the 
grill, and balance it somehow on a puck 
of diced Israeli-salad-style vegetables, the 
Vanderbilt crew doesn’t consider the dish 
complete without a pitcher of tomato 
broth to pour on top ($15).

Similar flourishes are on display at  
6th  Street  Kitchen (507 E. 6th St., nr.  
Ave. A; 212-477-4649), Chris Genoversa’s 
homespun conversion of the former OG, 
primarily in specials like an ethereal corn 
custard, accessorized with chanterelles 
and mâche ($12). The place has already 
gained a following for its chorizo slid-
ers (a small-plate motif, it seems), and 
a calm, civilized ambience that makes it 
an East Village oasis. Even more trans-
porting is  robataya (231 E. 9th St., nr. 
Second Ave.; 212-979-9674), specializ-
ing in the theatrical Japanese practice of 
grilling items to order and passing them 
to sake-swilling customers on long-han-
dled wooden paddles, not unlike feeding 
time at some high-class zoo. Of the raw 
material on display, the Japanese sweet 
potato ($5) benefits beautifully from 
this treatment, as do tender morsels of 
duck and Kobe beef. But one shouldn’t 
neglect the non-grilled dishes, served 
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Chef, the  
General Greene

Julie  
Farias

Corner Frenzy
995 Manhattan Ave.,  

nr. Huron St. 
718-349-9663

they sell empanadas ($1.25) 
inside this laundromat. 

super-junky and so good. 

greenpoint

Mrs. Kim’s
160 Franklin  
St., at Kent St.  
718-389-8881

i order the kimchee 
plate ($6 for five 

flavors), and a  
fava-bean dish 

($6)—favas grilled in  
their pods, served 

with mint and  
tart fish sauce. 

Bar Matchless 
557 Manhattan  

Ave., at Driggs Ave.  
718-383-5333. 

i go for “2 for 
tuesdays”—two-for-

one drinks— 
and buffalo wings 

($9) or a fried-
chicken sandwich 
($9). they’re open  

till 4 a.m. 

Karczma 
136 Greenpoint Ave.,  

nr. Manhattan Ave.; 718-349-1744
my polish spot, with waitresses in crazy 
peasant outfits. two favorites: pickle  

soup ($2.50) and peasant-style lard ($3.50) 
with bacon, spices, and a big hunk  

of rye bread.

5

7-Eleven 
883–885 Manhattan Ave.,  

nr. Milton St.; 718-389-7389  
this just opened. i saw the sign and  

couldn’t wait for the slurpees.  
i like the coca-cola, or goji-berry- 
cherry ($1.59) if i’m feeling festive.

Peter Pan Donut  
& Pastry Shop
727 Manhattan  
Ave., nr. Norman  

Ave.; 718-389-3676
i like the glazed  

sour cream ($.95).  
by the time i’m at  

the end of the block,  
i’m finished. 

6

Sikorski Meat Market
603 Manhattan  
Ave., nr. Nassau  

Ave.; 718-389-6181
amazing smoked  

pork ribs ($4.99/lb.). 

Acme  
Smoked Fish 

30 Gem St., nr. Meserole Ave.  
718-383-8585 

i buy blue Hill bay’s smoked-
whitefish salad ($3.25/8 oz.), 

which you have to have  
with ritz crackers. 

w
here  

chefs eat  

cheap
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Chef-owner of Artichoke Pizza, 
This Little Piggy Had Roast Beef, 
Led Zeppole, and a new Artichoke 
location opening in August.

Francis  
Garcia

Duffy’s 
650 Forest Ave., nr. Bement Ave.,  

West Brighton; 718-447-9276 
this bar was making kick-ass burgers, on 
charbroiled thomas’s english muffins, 

before burgers were cool. 

dongan hills
staten island

Colonnade Diner
2001 Hylan Blvd.,  
nr. Jefferson Ave.  

718-351-2900
they’ve been  

around since the 
sixties. if i had  

to pick a favorite:  
the spinach pie 

($10.95). 

Ariemma’s
1791 Hylan Blvd.,  

nr. Buel Ave.  
718-979-2630 
i get the cold-cut 

sandwich: soppressata, 
provolone, and red 
peppers with brown 
mustard on semolina 
bread ($10.49/hero).

Joe’s Lobster House
1898 Hylan Blvd.,  

nr. Seaver Ave.  
718-667-0003 

lots of seafood, and 
everything’s fresh. the 

lobster bisque ($4.50) is 
awesome, with a piece of 

bread on the side. 

Fortune Garden 
1771 Hylan Blvd.,  
nr. Liberty Ave.  
718-979-6100
best chinese in 

the neighborhood. 
they make a big 
dungeness crab 

($24.25) with 
ginger and scallion 

that’s awesome. 

Lee’s Tavern
60 Hancock St., nr. Garretson Ave.  

718-667-9749
the best pizza in staten island. i get  

an anchovy pie ($12) and tell them to 
burn the anchovy until it disintegrates.  

7

5

LaRocca’s Italian Ices and Pizzeria
489 Midland Ave., nr. Kiswick St.  

718-979-8833
my favorite italian ice is cookies  

and cream ($3.75/large). it’s not low-fat,  
but it doesn’t weigh you down. 

w
here  

chefs e
at  

cheap
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paddle-less—in particular, a pot of  
Hinohikari rice for two, accessorized 
with nori, duck morsels in miso, and 
spicy cod roe ($10), and a decidedly non-
locavore salad of Japanese cucumber, 
Oxnard’s Nagatoshi Farm tomato, Sendai 
miso, and a hillock of boutique Japanese 
salt that management should hide before 
City Hall confiscates it.

SWEEt SPotS

why pie, why now? Not only is it the 
ultimate recessionary dessert, delivering 
homespun comfort in an uncertain time, 
it aligns perfectly with the handcrafted, 
DIY Zeitgeist of the day. That, and it’s so 
damned delicious. Especially when it’s one 
acquired from crust mavens Emily and Me-
lissa Elsen, the South Dakota–bred sisters 
behind Four &  twenty  Blackbirds (439 Third 
Ave., at 8th St., Gowanus; 718-499-2917), 
like their signature salted caramel apple, or  
a recent blueberry-cherry number oozing 
sweet-tart juice ($4.50). And should you 
find yourself in the vicinity of Bed-Stuy’s 
snug  Pilar  Cuban  Eatery (393 Classon Ave., 
nr. Greene Ave.; 718-623-2822), you’ll 
want to follow up your perfectly pressed 
Cuban sandwich with a slice of guava-and-
cream-cheese pie ($4.50). Don’t let the 
thing’s flat, unassuming mien fool you—a 
flakier, more buttery crust cannot be found. 
When in South Brooklyn, we like to swing 
by the red hook  Lobster  Pound not just for 
a Connecticut-style lobster roll but also 
to grab one of Margaret Palca’s spectacu-
lar whoopie pies ($3), an eerie flashback  
to our Devil Dog–dependent youth  

(284 Van Brunt St., nr. Visitation Pl.;  
646-326-7650).

The Underground Gourmet has also 
fallen hard for First Prize Pies, a new 
venture launched by amateur baker  
Allison Kave, who so far sells only online 
and to two new restaurants: Fatty ’Cue, 
where her brother Corwin is executive 
chef, and which usually has two variet-
ies on hand (pray that one is the fudgy, 
toasted-marshmallow-fluffed s’mores, $6 
a slice with “local cream”), and  Brooklyn 
 Farmacy (513 Henry St., at Sackett St., 
Carroll Gardens; 718-522-6260), an old 
apothecary lovingly restored into a gener-
al store and soda fountain. In addition to 
seasonal slices of First Prize Pies (peach, 
at the moment; $4.50), the Farmacy traf-
fics in egg creams that do the borough 
proud ($2.50).

Ostensibly,  Stuffed  Artisan  Cannolis 
(176 Stanton St., nr. Clinton St.; 212-995-
2266) purveys just one thing—in up to 
75 different rotating flavors, as outré as 
“Girl Scout” (Samoa cookie, specifically) 
and root-beer float. We were, admit-
tedly, skeptical at first, but the proof is 
in the unfailingly crisp pre-piped shell 
and lush ricotta fillings ($2 for a mini, 
or 3 for $5).  Popbar (5 Carmine St., at 
Sixth Ave.; 212-255-4874), another rev-
olutionary advance in dessert science, 
is clearly a franchise in the making. 
The concept: a customizable gelato (or  
sorbetto or yogurt) on a stick, crumbed 
to your precise specifications with  
nuts or granola, say, and dipped, half-
dipped, or even double-dipped in choco-
late ($5.50).

Street sweets are fine, don’t get us 
wrong, but sometimes you want some-
thing a little more sophisticated—some-
thing like goat-cheese cheesecake with 
blackberries and rosemary caramel ($6), 
made by a team of former Le Cirque 
pastry cooks at  Desserttruck Works  
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(6 Clinton St., nr. Houston St.; no 
phone), the brick-and-mortar out-
growth of the popular sweetsmobile. 
Speaking of elegant plated desserts, 
Spice Market alum Pichet Ong offers 
them up three for $20 in a tapas-style 
tasting at Spot  Dessert Bar (13 St. Marks 
Pl., nr. Third Ave.; 212-677-5670), where 
our current favorite, the yuzu eskimo, 
layers Oreo “soil,” yuzu ice cream, and 
passion-fruit foam. We love his Chinese 
walnut cookies, too ($1.95)—lumpy, 
crunchy biscuits also on offer at his 
other consulting gig, Nolita’s  Village tart  

(86 Kenmare St., at Mulberry St.;  
212-226-4980).

And finally, this wouldn’t be a complete 
survey of New York’s new sweetscape 
without a reverent mention of  Güllüoglu 
(982 Second Ave., at 52nd St.; 212-813-
0500), whose legendary expertise with 
phyllo dough, sheep’s-milk butter, and 
nuts has made the 139-year-old Turk-
ish brand the uncontested baklava world 
champion. Its new Manhattan café stocks 
the full flaky line, including varieties like 
chestnut, walnut, and especially Turkish 
pistachio, the pride of Gaziantep.

Four & Twenty Blackbirds
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With the ZYNC® Card you can add the 

Music Pack and get early access to some 

of the hottest concerts and events, 

plus 2x points on select concerts. 

It’s not just a Card. It’s your canvas.

CREATE YOURS AT 
ZYNCCARD.COM

THE MUSIC PACK

LIFE LETS YOU WRITE 
YOUR OWN SET LIST.

SO CAN YOUR CARD.

TAKE CHARGE.®
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With the ZYNC® Card you can add 

the Go Pack and get 2x points on 

airfare, plus special travel offers 

and extra support along the way. 

It’s not just a Card. It’s your canvas.

THE GO PACK

LIFE TRAVELS IN 
MANY DIRECTIONS.

SO CAN YOUR CARD.

TAKE CHARGE.®

CREATE YOURS AT 
ZYNCCARD.COM
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