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On Sunday mornings I mix five simple ingredients into supple balls of dough, comforting harbingers of homemade pizza dinners for the week ahead. After a long work day, these silky rounds are quickly and easily stretched into crusts to be smeared, dotted, and draped with delicious toppings; the perfect meal in mere minutes. More than dinner, a homemade pizza is shorthand for happiness. It’s reassurance that all the heaviness of the world can be held at bay—if only for a little while—by a combination of wholesome stuff, like bubbling mozzarella, sweet fennel sausage, and balsamic-glazed radicchio.
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For my mom and dad, who together taught me to love cooking, storytelling, and dinner.

And for Ken. Because without you, Bub, none of it would matter.
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Foreword

I have watched Suzanne Lenzer grow as a home and professional cook. I even like to think I helped her. But when it comes to pizza, she’s helped me: Her near-obsessional dedication to getting the crust just right was admirable; it took years, but she’s done it. When I make pizza at home (which, admittedly, is not weekly, although that’s admirable, too), I use Suzanne’s crust—and, now that I think about it, the rest of her methods—and I’m repeatedly thankful.

In fact, I still call her for advice, but with the publication of Truly Madly Pizza, I guess I won’t have that excuse any more. It’s all here.

Suzanne’s cooking philosophy and mine track closely: We both believe that cooking is a daily activity and one that need not be especially challenging or complicated. Pizza, of course, is a perfect example of that. When I first started cooking, no one—literally no one that I knew—made pizza. When my friends and I began baking bread, we realized that pizza was another possible avenue.

So I made decent pizza, for years. But, as with bread and just about anything else you cook, it’s not all on the same level; there are better recipes and techniques and not-such-great ones. There is also skill development; that is, practice.

As I said, Suzanne tackled pizza with a vengeance. And, as is often the case with cooking discoveries, accidents and mistakes helped. Persistence helped, too, and I remember the day a few years ago when Suzanne arrived at a video shoot and said, “Wait ’til you try this crust.” When I did, I was amazed: It had crunch, pull, toughness, tenderness, and flavor—it was the best pizza crust I’d ever had, and it was baked in a normal oven. (By me, for that matter!)

I’d say this about any cooking technique, but you can do this too; I’ve done it many times since then, without Suzanne making the crust for me. It’s a slightly unorthodox method, but not weird or difficult in any way.

Which leaves toppings. Toppings are all about palate. Regardless of yours, you’ll find toppings here that really appeal to you. Perhaps more important, you’ll find directions for taking those ingredients you love most and figuring out how to use them on custom-made pizzas (not as difficult as it might sound) that suit you perfectly. Suzanne’s palate is broad and eclectic, and the suggestions here range from the classic to the adventurous, but they all sound delicious to me.

The package here is a stellar and simple dough recipe with easy-to-follow and smart techniques, along with perfect baking and topping instructions. It’s all you need to make great pizza—every week.

—MARK BITTMAN
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Introduction

I believe in rituals.When I fly, I listen intently to the safety demonstration. I know that life rafts won’t help me much if catastrophe strikes between New York and California. There is, as far as I know, no large body of water in the middle of Kansas. But it makes me feel better knowing that I’ve done what I can to respect the gods and ensure our safety at 30,000 feet. Some call this a superstition, but to me it’s a ritual—one that gives me the sense that I have some control over forces that are, in truth, utterly out of my control.

That’s what pizza nights do for me, too. They’re a routine, a habit, a practice, a psychological talisman; a regular event that I cling to in order to feel that my life has some semblance of order—when often it doesn’t.

No matter what the first day of a new week throws at me, no matter how looming the rest of the days before the weekend seem, pizza night promises me something familiar, something reliable, something known. Pizza night is more than dinner: It’s confirmation that all the heaviness of the world will be held at bay—if only for a little while—by a combination of bubbling mozzarella, sweet fennel sausage, and balsamic-glazed radicchio.

This ritual came about out of pure laziness. I started making pizza crusts on Sunday mornings so that pulling dinner together during the week would be easier. Those early-morning dough fests have become known around our house as Sunday Pizza Factory. After the cats have been fed and the coffee is brewing, I whip up pizza dough for the week ahead—my kitchen counter becoming something of an assembly line covered with batches of rising dough.

Here’s how it began: As he left on Monday morning, preparing himself to face the first day of the workweek, Ken would inevitably turn to me, offer up a kiss good-bye, and ask “Are we having pizza tonight?” until finally it was just part of our familial fabric, as expected as a “bless you” after someone sneezed. Mondays were our first official pizza night, but as I got more creative with toppings and playful with combinations, other nights of the week soon followed suit. Sometimes it was two, sometimes three, and I’m slightly embarrassed to admit that once we even succumbed to our cravings and achieved what Ken coined a “perfect game”—nine straight nights of different homemade pizzas. You have to love a guy who doesn’t simply tolerate but actually encourages such batty culinary experiments.

Which brings me to one of the best parts of this pizza obsession: the community aspect of it all. I am the keeper of the crust, there’s no doubt, but Ken is a willing participant when it comes to making the myriad toppings. It’s a way to spend time together in the kitchen and hash out the events of the day while I stretch the dough and he slices. Okay, so ours is a very small community. Happily, one crust is the perfect size for two.

No, we’re not a terribly social couple, but we have found that entertaining is a more engaging and collaborative activity when pizza is on the menu—everyone gets a say in what goes on top and has a hand in helping pull it all together. Which is good for me in a personal growth kind of way because it forces me to relinquish my slightly structured (some might say controlling) side and let others help out. Pizza with friends compels me to loosen up, to worry less about presentation, and to succumb to the truth (which I happen to firmly believe) that dinner is about punctuating the day with a sip of wine, a story, and more often than not in our house, a slice.

The truth is, making pizza is fun. And children are especially smitten by the process. While spending a week with friends and their two little ones in Umbria a couple of summers ago, we were tickled to discover a wood-burning pizza oven on the premises—an amenity that made each day another excuse for pizza. Olivia and Joseph, ages 5 and 7, would clamber up on chairs to stand beside me at the counter in the morning and help make the dough; then each evening we’d take our same places, and they would happily tear at basil, tug at mozzarella, and decide what toppings would go onto what pie. They were both brazenly bossy and sweetly stubborn in how they kneaded the dough and chose their ingredients. Following my directions was short-lived, but again, making pizza became a remarkable lesson in letting go and embracing the process, no matter how messy or misshapen. There was something delightful about how proud they were producing pies of their own creation.

Suffice it to say, eating homemade pizza is never dull. The variety of flavors available when a ball of dough lays stretched out seductively upon a peel are endless. Admittedly it’s taken years of modification to get the technique just right and the crust just so, but all the various iterations along the way have held up their end of the bargain regardless of their outcome—even when they were too cake-y, too cracker-y, too thick, or too thin, every single crust has provided a sense of calm. No matter that they weren’t always consistent, let alone perfect; a slice of a homemade pizza always reassures me that whatever the next day dishes out, it really won’t be that bad.
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The Crust (aka My Obsession)

Even with a gifted cook for a mom, growing up in Los Angeles meant that tacos, tamales, and taquitos were more standard dinner fare than pizza. When we craved pizza, there was Mazzarino’s in Sherman Oaks—a red leather Italian place that we went to every now and then when we lived in the Hollywood Hills—which served up thin-crust, red sauce–smeared pepperoni and mushroom classics. At least that’s how I remember it. Later, when I was 12 and we moved to the west side, there was Louise’s, a small take-out place across from the Brentwood Mart that had two fascinating things going for it: handsome delivery boys and a great crust. When my parents went out with friends, Louise’s was my sister’s and my favorite dinner option, and while the boys who showed up with sturdy white pizza boxes in hand were undeniably part of the attraction, for me it was mostly about that crust.

Louise’s crust was thin until it suddenly wasn’t. Forming an inch-thick ring around the cheese and toppings was a chewy, char-dotted, hole-laden, flour-dusted crust that put all other pizza I’d tasted to shame. It wasn’t heavy or doughy, just a hint tangy and toothsome. I loved this crust so much that as I’m prone to do with other delicacies (crispy chicken skin comes to mind), I saved it for the “dessert” part of dinner, eating the triangle laden with toppings first and making my way with anticipation to that golden curve of bread last. Not one to stand on ceremony, I would also gladly (and still do) eat any and all discarded scraps of crust left on the plates of my dinner companions. A disgusting habit perhaps, but when it comes to a good crust I have no shame. So captivated was I by this crust that I went to bed on those take-out nights dreamily looking forward to breakfast leftovers; even cold, when the cheese had solidified to a near waxy consistency and the springy crumb turned tough, I happily tugged at it till my teeth ached.

Other pizzas, and in turn crusts, also crossed my radar. There was a birthday dinner at Spago (it was LA in the ’80s and Wolfgang Puck was all the rage), and a pizza there delighted my taste buds, though I haven’t the slightest recollection of what was on it. In my twenties, Ken and I found ourselves upstairs at Chez Panisse in Berkeley, and a nettle-topped beauty was placed before me. More than transformative, that pizza was transcendent. I can still see it if I close my eyes (thankfully this was pre-iPhone and tableside food photography wasn’t ubiquitous yet; you actually had to remember transporting meals). But beyond these two “special occasion” pizzas, my experience with revelatory crusts wasn’t very broad and my love for pizza wasn’t all that encompassing. Certainly I liked a good slice, but it wasn’t until I began making dinner regularly for a man who is passionate about his pie that I began to see the possibility pizza offered, the tabula rasa that a good crust delicately smeared, scattered, and dotted with thoughtfully chosen toppings could provide.

The first dough I can honestly remember making was from a small, square cookbook my parents gave me by Norman Kolpas, appropriately entitled, Pizza California Style. The crust was pretty traditional if I recall correctly, but it was the author’s flair for combinations that captured my imagination. He had the gumption to put things like sun-dried tomatoes and duck on a pizza, the moxie to brazenly mingle caviar and crème fraîche (looking back, there is an abundance of crème fraîche on display in his pages). One plucky vegetarian option is called Asparagus Tips Alfredo, while another racy effort is Smoked Oysters with Provolone and Smoked Mozzarella—a virtual smoke-and-cheese-fest. Kolpas used goat cheese, Gouda, and Fontina long before anything but grated mozzarella was the norm; he gamely skipped the red sauce in favor of pesto. His avant-garde approach to pizza even inspired me to shape one unfortunate nouveau affair into a triangle (though in fairness, I’m not sure I can actually blame him for that misstep). Suffice it to say, it was with this slim 1989 volume that I became fascinated with making pizza and realized there were no limits to what a “pie” could be, as long as the base—the crust—was worth writing home about.

My Go-To, Tried-and-True, Know-by-Heart Pizza Dough

As someone addicted to baking bread—from the whole-grain-hippy-dippy-seed-laden bricks I labored over in college to the artisanal loaves inspired by Chad Robertson at San Francisco’s famed Tartine Bakery that I now make—pizza crust is the perfect quick fix. It’s an immediate gratification kind of bread making, one that satisfies my desire to feel the dough in my hands regularly in a low-maintenance, commitment-light kind of way. Pizza dough doesn’t demand the time that other breads do, and while some recipes do require long rises (the all too common and totally unnecessary “until doubled in size” directive), my years of tinkering and tweaking have led me to the belief that a very short rise time is the secret to a great homemade crust.

My rather long journey to this discovery started with something one of my teachers in culinary school said about “retarding” the activity of yeast. He told us that by refrigerating dough, you could slow down the rise process and control the flavor and consistency of it more effectively. At the time, it didn’t mean that much to me, but after reading a recipe for pizza dough by the chef Giorgio Locatelli, I started to believe that all the recipes asking cooks to get a good puffy rise out of dough for what is in essence a flatbread didn’t make a lot of sense. In Locatelli’s recipe, he calls for a short rise (20 minutes), then actually pulls the pizza out into its final shape before letting it chill for another 4 or so hours in the fridge. In essence, he gives the yeast a short window to come alive before slowing it down in its final flat form to help develop flavor.

I tried his approach with great success, but for someone who wants pizza to be easy, I needed to be able to freeze the dough, and I couldn’t see doing that after having spread it into a 12-inch round (I also don’t have the luxury of a fridge big enough to store said round of dough). So I bundled my crust up in plastic wrap and froze it—my hope being that as the crust thawed, the yeast would slowly come back to life and the flavor would develop, but that any breadiness would be held at bay. It worked. Freezing the dough in a ball and allowing the thaw to serve as an extended rise was perfect for a home cook like me who wants to be able to pull dinner together without much fuss (turns out it also works if you simply refrigerate the dough for a day or so). By tightly wrapping the dough in plastic and constraining its ability to expand, the more complex flavor blooms but the texture remains airy on the edges with a nice chew and very thin in the center. And the entire process takes less time and effort. Ta-da.

The one other really clever trick Locatelli taught me when I began dabbling with his grissini recipe is a quick fold-and-dimple of the dough before letting it rise, ostensibly to get more air into the crust. (Interestingly, Chad Robertson also uses a folding technique in his artisanal bread baking.) After you make the dough, you stretch it out into a longish rectangle, use your fingers to make dents or dimples all over it like a focaccia, and then fold it in thirds like a letter, continuing to poke it after each fold. Truthfully, sometimes as I do this I wonder if it’s just silly—but like so many things in cooking, I believe it helps make the dough better, and two of the masters I trust seem to embrace aspects of the practice, so I keep doing it. It certainly doesn’t hurt.

Of course, just as there are tons of recipes for pizza dough, there are also a million opinions on what makes a delicious crust. For me, a crust should be thin in the middle, thicker at the edge, and crisp with holes in it, like an artisanal rustic loaf. It should offer up a bit of chew, but never be bready or dense, and it should have a hint of char in places—ideally on the bubbles that arise around the edge and underneath. Most of all it should be light and have a slightly complex flavor to it, not floury or yeasty tasting. With my recipe, like all recipes, you’ll find there’s variation. Not just between yours and mine, but between yours on Monday night and then on Thursday night. Unlike a professional kitchen, the home kitchen is subject to constant variability—that’s both the fun and the frustration of it. The temperature in your kitchen, how accurately you measure your ingredients, whether you leave your dough in the fridge to thaw, how long you leave it wrapped on the counter before stretching it, how long you let it sit on the peel before putting it in the oven, and of course, how hot (or not) your oven is. All of these things and more will contribute to each pie being slightly different, but that doesn’t mean they won’t all be delicious.

Some Good Things to Know in No Particular Order

If you’re like me and you plan to make pizza night a once- or twice-a-week routine, or at least a frequent event, there are some things worth knowing that will make it easier on you and more enjoyable in general. Let me first say this: I love to cook. And I’m lucky enough to have found a way to make my living by cooking. As a food stylist and recipe developer, some days I come home from cooking all day and still want to make an inspired dinner. That’s sort of nuts, and even I’m amazed by it. But then there are the other days—well, most of the other days really—when I come home and want a glass of wine and something soothing to eat, something that I can rely on to be delicious but also relatively healthy (more on this in a bit), something that feels like what home cooking should be but doesn’t require me to actually do a lot of cooking once I’m home. That’s where pizza comes in.

With pizza—and specifically this pizza recipe—I can pull a lump of dough and a few bits and pieces from the freezer on my way out in the morning and know dinner will be taken care of. By the time I get home, the stuff in the fridge will be thawed, I’ll pour a glass of wine, turn on the oven, and have a shower. I’ll make a salad and stretch out a crust, scatter whatever I’ve foraged from the freezer, fridge, and cupboard over the top, and slide it into the oven. Dinner will be homemade, it will be made with real ingredients I’ve collected either at home or on the way home, it will be fun to eat and good for us, and rarely will it be the same thing twice.

Pizza Is Not Junk Food

So first, let’s get the healthy thing out of the way. Pizza is not bad for you, and homemade pizza, I’d argue, is downright good for you. Unless you truly can’t tolerate gluten, my pizza dough recipe is made from all wholesome ingredients that won’t hurt you (and if you’re someone on a gluten-free faddist tear, you shouldn’t be reading this anyway; it will just make you envious). It’s also made with a very specific amount of flour (i.e., if you’re freaked out about carbs, this is the recipe for you). You’ll know exactly how much you’re eating every time because every crust is the same—in my world, one pizza provides two adults with a moderate-size meal. Unlike pasta where you can make the whole box and just keep going back for more, with this pizza you can’t overeat unless you’re willing to either overcook (meaning make more pizzas) or eat the whole thing yourself.

As for the cheese factor, again, if you use the amounts in the recipes (and you don’t eat a bunch of other fattening stuff all day long or double the quantities here), these pizzas are probably better for you than most other things you’re eating. The key to a delicious pizza is moderation—a little bit of a few wonderful ingredients is what you want so you can really enjoy the flavor combinations. These are not topping-laden, cheese-smothered, thick-crusted affairs. They’re satisfying, satiating slices of good stuff.
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The Freezer Is Your Pal

Most of the time I live in a New York City apartment. It’s not the smallest apartment, but it’s not that big either. My kitchen is actually probably only about 20 square feet (so okay, maybe it’s on the smaller side), but I manage to make it work. One little secret: I don’t have a full-size refrigerator or freezer. After about 12 years with a really terrible kitchen (I had a 20-inch stove and 8 inches of counter space), we decided it was time to renovate and I had a Sophie’s Choice of sorts to make: proper-size stove or full-size fridge. Having cooked on that small appliance for many years and knowing I shop almost daily, I went for the stove and decided to live with my shoebox of a refrigerator. We did however shove a small freezer into one closet, and small or not, that freezer is one of my favorite kitchen tools, next to my knife and my food processor.

One of the most revealing discoveries in my pizza-making life came when a chef I was briefly assisting told me that mozzarella can be frozen with good results. I don’t know why this surprised me so much, except that I assumed, like freezing milk, freezing would ruin the consistency of a fresh cheese. I was wrong; mozzarella freezes beautifully. Certainly I would always opt for fresh if life were perfect, but good, fresh mozzarella (the kind you buy in an Italian delicatessen floating around like so many white seals in an ocean of milky water) goes off so quickly that you spend all this money and often end up with most of it turning sour before you’ve used it. At least that’s been my experience. Plus, you’re melting it, meaning the consistency is going to change under exposure to heat anyway. What you’re after is that sweet milky flavor, and the freezer helps preserve that. To me the trade-off of always having a small lump of good-quality stuff in the freezer is worth the wrath I’ll hear from my cheese-making and cheese-mongering friends (I apologize in advance to you, Lou and Sal at Di Palo’s, forgive me).

Then there’s my other freezer staple: breadcrumbs. As a bread baker (and overall bread lover), I always keep a large bag of bread scraps in my freezer, along with a companion bag of breadcrumbs. Whenever a nub of bread is left over and just too stale to turn into toast, it gets tossed in the bread bag. Then, every so often (usually right after Sunday Pizza Factory while the food processor is still out and the counter is laden with rising dough), the collected bits of bread are blitzed up into crumbs, some akin to coarse sand or gravel and some left the size of large pebbles, the variation being exactly what I want when it comes to toasting them with a couple glugs of olive oil, a clove of smashed garlic, red pepper flakes, and maybe some fresh oregano. Whether you want to invigorate a bowl of pasta, make a last-minute gratin or fruit crisp, or, as I’m prone to, add a bit of crunch to the top of pizza, keeping homemade breadcrumbs (from truly great bread, I should add) in your freezer at all times is a habit worth forming.

Beyond lumps of mozzarella and an absurdly large bag of breadcrumbs, at any given time in the bottom drawer of my freezer you will find countless pizza toppings that include but are not limited to: pancetta, bacon, roast chicken, meatballs, caramelized onions or leeks, ground sausage, broccoli rabe or broccolini, sautéed mushrooms, tomato sauce, pesto sauce, roasted garlic, and even chicken livers. Some of this will be uncooked, but for the most part, this drawer of snack-size zip-seal bags will contain small amounts of leftovers—remnants from various dinners, or toppings that I’ve made in larger quantities on the weekend so that making pizza after a long workday isn’t a chore. These snack bags and salvaged yogurt containers may make me look like a crazy person hoarding unidentifiable scraps, but they provide us with an almost endless array of options for easy weeknight dinners.

The point is: Leftovers are a godsend to the pizza maker. That’s why with many of the recipes in this collection, you’ll be making more than you need for one pizza, especially when it comes to sauces or meat. It’s actually easier to make a cup of pesto than a tablespoon or two. And there’s simply no point in roasting a small piece of pork—it’s just as much work to make a large piece, and you’ll be endowed with dinner for many nights to come. Or, if you don’t fancy roasting something just for pizza, add an extra pork chop to the pan one night. Then tuck that extra one away for later in the week. Making chicken tenders for the kids? Toss a couple extra in the pan and stick them in the freezer for shredding later.

Some people love to cook, and a long day is no deterrent. If that’s you and you feel like roasting a chicken, there’s a foolproof recipe in the book (see Whole Roasted Chicken). Throw some potatoes in the pan beside the bird and let them cook in the glistening fat for a warming dinner tonight, then pick the bones clean and use those leftovers for a pizza tomorrow. The point is, leftovers of any kind—whether you set out to make them or find yourself facing a fridge full of bits and pieces—are a large part of the enjoyment of making pizza at home. Especially when you want to go beyond the recipes here and get creative on your own. So start saving things you might otherwise think are too negligible to bother with: that half an onion or last quarter bulb of fennel, those few grilled vegetables or slices of steak no one finished, the extra grated Parmesan that didn’t get sprinkled on the pasta. It’s all fodder for fabulous combinations.

A Food Processor Is Nice but Not Necessary

My crust recipe is easy for two reasons. One: It only rises for 20 minutes. Two: You can use a food processor. These two things make the entire process incredibly fast and clean. Usually it takes me almost as much time to pull the flour, yeast, olive oil, sea salt, and warm water together from their various places around the kitchen as it does for me to make the crust. Then it takes nearly as long to clean up as it does for the crust to rise. Which is why on Sunday mornings we make multiple batches—once everything is out, it’s just as easy to make a bunch of crusts and toss them all in the freezer as it is to make just one recipe.

Certainly the food processor is essential to the ease factor in this recipe, but it’s not crucial. In fact, you don’t have to use a food processor at all. Like almost any dough or batter out there, you can make it by hand if you’re either so inspired or lacking in the necessary tools. I have over the years managed to make a cheesecake in a blender (rather effectively, I might add), roll many a piecrust out with a wine bottle, and pipe French macaroons with a zip-seal plastic bag. When you need to make do, well, you do. Which is why it’s worth mentioning that if you really want to try your hand at pizza crust, you shouldn’t feel like you have to make an investment in a food processor immediately (though if you become a convert to the pizza-making way of life, you’ll want to).

To make the crust by hand, what you need to know is that it’ll be slightly messier (the flip side of that being you won’t have to wash the food processor) and it will take longer, as you have to knead the dough the old-fashioned way. You will also have to use more flour during the kneading process to keep the dough, which is intentionally sticky, from sticking too much. This means it will have a slightly different texture when it’s baked. If you’d rather make the dough by hand, the main recipe includes directions on how to adjust your technique.

Stones Are Great, but a Baking Sheet Will Do

For years I made my pizza (and all the various iterations it took to get to this exact pizza recipe) on a baking sheet (my favorite baking sheet actually has crosshairs engraved across it from so many years of running the pizza cutter back and forth across it). Those pizzas were good, really good, but I kept reading in various cookbooks how much crispier they would be, how much better my crust would taste, and how much more toothsome the crumb would be if they were cooked on a blisteringly hot stone. Still I resisted. Why you may ask? The truth is, I was intimidated by the peel—the flat wooden paddle with a long handle one uses to transport the pizza to the stone. The notion of getting a flat round of sticky dough off a peel onto a stone inside an oven raging at 550°F just seemed like a really risky premise to someone like me (i.e., clumsy). It seemed like an accident waiting to happen, a feat of kitchen gymnastics I would almost certainly screw up. My feeling on the subject was pretty simple: Let’s just not dabble in the inevitable. Let’s keep the burned arms and ruined dinners to a minimum. So I happily used a sturdy baking sheet and made really good pizzas.

But then I went to culinary school and had to use a peel to prove my mettle in front of my pastry instructor. I would like to be able to say that it wasn’t that terrifying—the truth is it was terrifying . . . but I did it. With a few starter motions to make sure the pie wasn’t sticking to the thick layer of cornmeal I’d spread between it and the peel, I gained confidence (not a lot, but enough). Then, with a deliberate forward-moving shove into the blazing hot oven, the peel sliding just over the top of the stone, I tugged backward and recoiled from the oven with an empty peel. It was over in just seconds; my pizza was situated on the stone and beginning to blister and bubble as hoped. It took many more practice runs to feel secure in my skill set, but like anything, once you get the hang of the motion it’s really not a big deal.

Ken is still hesitant about the peel. I regularly say, “Here, you put it in the oven,” only to see him back up a step and say, “No way, I’m not doing it. You do it.” But he has done it and if he’d do it more, he’d be fine. It’s just a matter of using enough cornmeal to keep it from sticking, moving with conviction, and, I’m not ashamed to admit, a bit of preslide cheating: I’m sure it’s sacrilege for professionals, but I’m not a pro, so I gently lift up the edges all around the pizza and check for any covert clinging. A few bad experiences when a pizza had sat too long in a warm kitchen and turned sticky have made me cautious. I admit I probably look like an amateur when it comes to the peeling off of a pizza, but I’m okay with that. There’s nothing that breaks a home cook’s pizza-making heart more than a pizza stuck halfway on the peel and halfway on the stone; it never ends well. Even though I’ve been making pizza now for a long time, I still play it safe, look a little silly, and shamelessly pray to the pizza gods every time. That’s why if you wander unannounced into my kitchen at just the right moment, you may very well find me talking quietly to an unresponsive piece of dough, whispering sweet words of encouragement to my crust just before I give it that final, hopeful push into the heat.
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Ingredients I Prefer

I’d love to say that any old flour and yeast combination will result in a perfect crust, but that hasn’t been my experience. After years of switching between brands, playing with regular flour, bread flour, wheat flour combinations, and even Italian “00” flour, I’ve decided that King Arthur’s Bread Flour is the most reliable. I’ve had brilliant successes with “00” in wood-burning pizza ovens, but in my home kitchen I find that King Arthur is the way to go. I don’t know enough about flour to tell you why this is my favorite, but I know it’s wholesome, tastes good, and works. Period.

I have also had varied results with different brands of yeast. For years I used Fleischmann’s Active Dry Yeast—the yellow and red packets that come in a perforated trio—and it worked fine. But then my mother-in-law started giving me packages of Dr. Oetker brand yeast. Not only would she stuff my stocking with these shiny green pouches at Christmastime, but I’d find them hidden in my slippers each time we went to visit her. Marguerite swore Oetker’s was better than Fleischmann’s, and with a constantly replenished supply, I quickly became a loyal user. She passed away very suddenly on Christmas weekend a few years ago, and I can’t lie, to this day I try to stick with Oetker’s as a way to keep her alive in my kitchen. Probably goofy, but there you go. In a pinch I also use Hodgson Mill Active Dry Yeast and have found it to be a good substitute when Oetker’s isn’t available. It may also be obvious to anyone who bakes, but you do not want to use fast-rising or rapid-rise yeast—you want active dry yeast for my recipe.

As to olive oil, this is completely a matter of personal preference, and there are a lot of conflicting opinions out there as far as I can tell. I know cooks who will only use extra-virgin olive oil for finishing and would never consider cooking with it (they say it turns bitter, though that’s not been my experience). Other cooks I’ve talked to swear by Italian olive oil, others are adamant that Greek is the best, and some will only use Spanish. I’ve also been told that color doesn’t matter when it comes to great olive oil and then had an Italian (who makes his own) tell me that color is a sign of depth of flavor. So who knows? I am devoted to California olive oil and, more specifically, to California Olive Ranch brand. A couple of years ago, I read an article by the inspiring New York Times writer Julia Moskin in which she evaluated various olive oils, and I was intrigued to learn that many imported oils are blends

















[image: ]

Mention of specific companies, organizations, or authorities in this book does not imply endorsement by the author or publisher, nor does mention of specific companies, organizations, or authorities imply that they endorse this book, its author, or the publisher.

Internet addresses and telephone numbers given in this book were accurate at the time it went to press.

© 2015 by Suzanne Lenzer

All rights reserved. No part of this publication may be reproduced or transmitted in any form or by any means, electronic or mechanical, including photocopying, recording, or any other information storage and retrieval system, without the written permission of the Rodale publisher.

books may be purchased for business or promotional use or for special sales. For information, please write to: Special Markets Department, Rodale Inc., 733 Third Avenue, New York, NY 10017.

Book design by Kara Plikaitis

Photographs by Christopher Testani

Prop stylist: Carla Gonzalez Hart

Library of Congress Cataloging-in-Publication Data is on file with the publisher.

ISBN-13: 1–978–1–62336–218–8 hardcover

eISBN: 978–1–62336–219–5

[image: ]

We inspire and enable people to improve their lives and the world around them.

rodalebooks.com

OEBPS/img/8_1.jpg





OEBPS/img/9_1.jpg





OEBPS/img/8_3.jpg
sl RODALE





OEBPS/img/3_1.jpg





OEBPS/img/6_1.jpg





OEBPS/img/1_1.jpg
* SUZANNE LENZER

 foreword By Mark Bittman






OEBPS/img/17_1.jpg





OEBPS/img/12_1.jpg





OEBPS/img/tit.jpg
TRULY

PIZZA

One Incredibly Easy Crust, Countless Inspired Combinations
& Other Tidbits to Make Pizza a Nightly Affail

SUZANNE LENZER

foreword by Mark Bittman
Photographs by Chrstopher Testani

£





OEBPS/img/14_1.jpg





OEBPS/img/10_1.jpg





OEBPS/img/24_1.jpg





OEBPS/img/21_1.jpg





