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Foreword

Henry Hill was obsessed with two things—being a gangster and being a cook. They infused everything in his life. When he was in hiding because his former compatriots were planning to kill him, he repeatedly endangered his life for dinner.

For instance, while hiding from both the Mob and his Federal marshals in Cincinnati, Henry went out on a food binge because he suspected that the Feds were planning to send him to the Deep South where he heard there were no decent Italian restaurants or suppliers.

At the end of the weekend, when the marshals finally caught up with him, they were furious. They said they knew of at least two hit men who were touring Cincinnati’s better Italian restaurants looking for him. Henry was immediately whisked off to Kentucky, but along the way Henry convinced the marshals to stop their armored car so he could pick up a few cans of San Marzano tomato sauce and a hefty chunk of imported Parmesan cheese. It didn’t hurt that he promised his bodyguards a feast as soon as they found a safe motel with a kitchen.

In fact, it was probably Henry’s obsession with food and cooking that sped up the end of his life of crime. Had he just gone about his business like a normal racket guy—peddling his dope or making usurious loans—and not tried to include a large Sunday dinner for his family and associates, he might have had more time to spend on the street before getting caught.

I Danny Mann, the Nassau County narcotics detective who initiated the Henry Hill investigation, was certain that Henry had to be preparing for an Appalachian-style banquet for his colleagues after tailing him all day Saturday from butcher to grocer to fish monger to baker to cheese shop. Mann, who is partial to bologna sandwiches on Wonder bread, had never seen anyone buy so much food and therefore chose to make the Sunday raid on Hill’s Rockville Centre, New York, house, assuming he’d bag Hill’s crime bosses and most of the crew.

When he pulled off the raid, Mann was astounded to find that Henry’s food buying and preparation was not for a Mob confab, but for a typically chaotic Sunday dinner for Hill, his wife, kids, brother, assorted relatives, friends, and ditsy drug courier.

Nevertheless, Mann got a terrific arrest and Henry Hill started a new life in the Federal Witness Protection Program testifying against his old life on the streets.

Henry not only loves eating and cooking food, he loves talking about cuisine. While interviewing him for the book Wiseguy, hours of our time were spent talking about the great meals he had eaten and cooked. He talked about helping his Sicilian mother make her own dough for pasta, how he started out breaking the eggs into the mound of flour, revelling in the exotic smell of the mixture as his mother taught him to blend the ingredients properly and go on to knead the dough.

It was in his mother’s kitchen that Henry learned to razor slice garlic before dropping it into the frying pan so it practically melted into the oil. Henry was very proud of the fact that his mother’s garlic slicing technique was so well received by his Mob pals that it was enthusiastically taken up by his entire crew doing time in the Italian Mob suites at Lewisburg Penitentiary in Pennsylvania.

In fact in those days, Henry recalled, prison was never hard time for wiseguys. They usually had their own wing, their own pots and pans and stoves, and an endless supply of fresh produce, lobster, veal, steak, and wine, brought in by cooperative corrections officers.

“Prison was very expensive back then,” Henry says. “It cost between fifteen hundred to two thousand dollars a month just in bribe money and that’s not counting the cost of the food.”

It was still “easy time,” especially for certified wiseguys doing reasonably short bits of eighteen to thirty-six months. They usually lived  in a dormitory setting with their own Mob crew and quickly got into the routine of coffee, cards, and dinner.

“They had the same routine they had on the outside except it was even better in the joint, because at the end of the day they didn’t have to go home.”

According to Henry, going home was the worst part of a wiseguy’s day. Or, more specifically, having to go home to the wife. All day long a wiseguy could be out on the street terrifying everyone in sight, having tycoons throw money at them, having union officials slip him hard-to-get membership books, having his shoes shined and car waxed, until he got home and was subjected to the endless grousing and lack of respect.

Henry always felt that the Justice Department would have been far more successful in its battles against organized crime if it had sentenced the convicted hoods to house arrest—with their wives.

“A guy could do eighteen months in Allenwood standing on his head, but eighteen months at home with Angelina, who scaled in at about two-twenty in spandex, had four-inch nails, and a mustache, was enough to make Al Capone do honest work,” Henry says.

But the only reason Italian Mob guys could get away from their wives and escape their homes was that they were gastronomically independent.

“Being able to cook means you can take care of yourself,” Henry says. “I know guys—let me be honest, most of them are cops—who can’t boil water. What good are they? They walk around proud because they can’t boil water. Can’t make their own coffee. They can’t fry an egg. What’s to be proud about that?”

Italian kids grow up in the kitchen, Hill says. There is no shyness in the most macho of Italian men about the delicacy of their taste, or their dexterity at dropping a six-quart aluminum pot of boiling ziti into a colander without spilling a drop on a silk tie.

As far as Henry is concerned, when he was on the street, it was a rare wiseguy who did not know his way around a stove. Most of them grew up in their mother’s kitchen, just like Henry. They were pulling the strings off fresh stringbeans and prepping artichokes before they could read.

“There isn’t a wiseguy worth his button who hasn’t helped his mother or wife drape fresh fettuccini across the backs of chairs to dry,” Henry says.

Years ago, while still being debriefed by the FBI and testifying in a dozen Mob trials, Henry Hill used to say that if he lived long enough on the lam, he would someday write a cookbook.

The FBI agents, marshals, and prosecutors all laughed. I laughed, too. He fooled us all.

—Nicholas Pileggi




Introduction

In 1980 my life as a Goodfella came to an end, and I entered the Federal Witness Protection Program. My wiseguy days were over—I traded my Brioni and Armani suits for T-shirts and jeans. I became a normal citizen. I became Joe Shmoe.

It gets worse. My love affair with good food would now be tested. Cooking is my salvation, my therapy, and for what it’s worth, my art. Whipping up a good sauce can make me feel better than any shrink. Even in prison, while other guys were dreaming of white sands, sparkling blue waters, and bikini-clad babes, I would have traded them for Lobster Fra Diavolo with a side of linguine and a chilled bottle of Verdicchio.

In the ’80s I went from my boss Paulie’s great table at Rao’s to the end of the line at Burger King, God help me. The Feds let me keep my pots and pans and one gallon of imported olive oil. They took everything else I owned, except my appetite and love of good food and cooking.

The Mob is all about the food. Eating is just as important as making a score or bribing a cop. When’s the last time you saw a thin mobster presiding over a sit-down at a bare table? How you dice and slice vegetables was given as much thought as whacking members of other crews.

Wiseguys are strong, but they’re not slim. Think about it—a wiseguy’s day centers around food. He eats everywhere he goes. He gets up and starts with a meeting over breakfast, then he has espresso and  huddles with someone else. Then he goes to his office, which happens to be a restaurant, where he hangs out until he either goes to a club for more meetings and dinner or home to a big meal with his family. Everywhere food awaits.

The first recipe I ever collected aired on the radio after the Appalachian raid in 1957. I was thirteen. I remember hearing the special bulletin on the radio that was always on in the kitchen. The Feds raided the meeting of all the Mob heads in the U.S. The Goodfellas ran for their lives into the woods. Instead of giving chase and putting the top guys in jail, the agents ended up nibbling on what was left at the table: radicchio and good prosciutto. (That’s when the government finally figured out there was a Mafia—the quality prosciutto, a dead giveaway.) The next meeting of the Mob bigwigs was in Sicily a few years later. People said they learned their lesson, it was too dangerous to meet like that in the U.S. Me, all I was thinking about was the food on those tables!

And I concluded that being a good cook was just as important as being a Goodfella in good standing.

I remember Paul Castellano getting hit on his way into Sparks Steakhouse. Throughout Mob history, whenever the godfathers were killed, food was involved—they were either going into a restaurant, eating there, leaving, buying vegetables. Where else could you catch a wiseguy “with his pants down”? Either on the shitter or having a meal. As far as I was concerned, if he was eating good Italian food, at least he died happy.

Once I entered the Witness Protection Program in ’80, over the next twenty years and in most of the places the Feds stashed me, eating good Italian food was nothing more than a memory. Try buying arugula in Omaha, Nebraska, or good Italian sausage in Butte, Montana. So I learned to fake it—improvise, substitute ingredients to make flavors close to what I remembered in Brooklyn. Hey, I already knew something about improvising—try looking for real pecorino-siciliano cheese at 2 A.M. in Flatbush with the Feds on your trail (it turned out cheap Romano with white pepper worked just fine). But being in the Program I learned a lot more about cooking Italian in different parts of America, and a whole lot about cooking fast when your “safe house” is suddenly not so safe.

In this book I will share some stories from my life and cooking secrets from my early years in Brooklyn, my twenty-five years in the Mob, what I learned from the four restaurants I’ve owned, plus my twenty years on the run. These include recipes I learned from my mom and family, glommed from members of the Mob, their wives, restaurant owners, and those I came up with myself. They’re pretty much presented in the order I learned them. But if you want to find a recipe quickly, there are handy indexes at the end of the book. I hope you find it entertaining—to read, and to cook.

Buon Appetito!




SECTION ONE:

BROOKLYN AND THE MOB
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ITALIAN FOOD, A QUICK HISTORY

First, a little about Italian cooking and a little history.

Italians are as proud of their food as the French. Some even claim Italians taught the French the basics of cooking when the Roman Empire conquered them—but try telling that to a Frenchman.

In Italy, there are lots of ideas about what makes for good cooking, and everyone thinks their way is best. Two Italians can get in a fight over what’s real Italian food faster than you can boil pasta water, and they’ll both be right.

All you have to do is look at a map to see why. Italy is about seven hundred miles long; the geography covers a huge range—from mountains that are covered with snow to pastures and farmlands perfect for cows and wheat, down to drier hills where cows don’t do well but goats and olive trees thrive. And all around are the beautiful seas.

Long before the days of shipping by train, truck or FedEx, people made their meals from what animals they could raise, what crops would grow in their backyard, what fish they could catch. I mean, if you can’t raise cows for milk, you aren’t going to be using a lot of cream sauces in your cooking. But if you’re like the people in Florence, in the north, then you’ll use butter even in a tomato sauce—almost a crime to someone from the south.

My mother was Sicilian. The food I grew up eating and learned to cook was from Sicily, one of those islands at the foot of the Italian “boot” that look like maybe it was kicked off. Some mainland Italians scoff at Sicilian food—they call it “peasant” food. They’re right. There were and still are lots of “peasants” in Sicily. The food has to be cheap, fill you up, and hopefully taste good. A lot of dishes can be made very fast if you want, or cooked all day if you’re an at-home mom or out of a job.

The Southern Italians’ diet is very different from ours. They eat a lot of fish and vegetables. You can’t get fish every day in all parts of Sicily, even though it’s surrounded by water, but it’s grabbed whenever it shows up. Meat is even harder to come by. Italian Americans eat a lot more meat than Sicilians because it’s available. Southern Italians eat pasta every day, but they sauce it very lightly. Their idea of a good balance of sauce to pasta usually makes Americans think the dish doesn’t have enough “stuff.”

The best Sicilian food is very simple, usually made from a small number of ingredients. I think that’s part of what makes it so good. Sicilians learned to appreciate what they could get and make the flavors stand out rather than lose them by adding too many different things. I still follow that idea—if a dish has more than a dozen ingredients, I get suspicious. What are they hiding? A tomato should taste like a tomato, a steak like a steak. (Chicken may be different—more about that later.)

Sicily and the other islands near it are different from the rest of Italy. They’re right on the early Arabian trade route to the Mediterranean, and Sicily was a major stopping off place for water and provisions. It was also overrun by many other groups: Franks, Goths, Arabs, Greeks. In fact, a lot of Greeks settled in Sicily, and there’s still a large population there today. The musician Buddy Greco is Greek, from Sicily. All these different groups influenced the cooking. Some of those guys’ ideas got mixed in with the Sicilians’. The result is some recipes contain ingredients and spices you wouldn’t think of as Italian—like couscous, which they got from the Arabs, and saffron from Spain and North Africa.

So Sicilian is its own kind of Italian cooking. Besides that, I learned to cook Sicilian by way of Brooklyn—which makes it very different from pure Sicilian. To me, there is nothing static about cooking, no recipe is set in stone, except maybe when it comes to baked goods. My  mother picked up non-Sicilian ideas in the neighborhood and they became part of her food. And then I got ideas from the Goodfellas, some of whom were from other parts of Italy. And in the Program we were moved so many different places, I didn’t even know if the kitchen would have a real stove or just a couple of burners or a microwave. So I learned some new ways to keep Italian food on the table while also learning something about the food of the region where I was living.




CHILDHOOD

 

When I was young, my dad moved my family from Second Avenue on the Lower East Side of Manhattan, to East New York in Brooklyn. Brooklyn was the suburbs back then. People moved their families out there to escape the lousy living conditions in Manhattan.

My dad never owned a car or knew how to drive. He was an electrician who helped build the subway into Brooklyn. When they’d built it as far as they were planning to, he went just past the end of the line and bought us a house. It was an Archie Bunker house he got for fifty-six hundred dollars. He’d take the subway he built to work in Manhattan every day.

My cousins from back on Second Avenue thought my house was in the country. There were still dirt roads. There was a real dairy with cows down the street, and right next door were stables for horses for the local businesses. I can remember horse-drawn carts—the milk cart, the junk man who collected rags one day and newspapers another. I saw horses die in the street from overwork. People even had goats, like in Sicily. There were delis that made their own mozzarella and ricotta salata  cheeses and olive oil, there were sausage makers, there were Italian bakeries every few blocks. There was an area called the Old Mill at the end of Brooklyn where Paulie and his four brothers lived. Paulie would become my boss for many years.

A lot of people moved out to Brooklyn because it was safer, but even there they’d find bodies every day: the Old Mill, Canarsie, and Howard Beach were big dumping grounds for Murder Inc. No one really cared what we did then. J. Edgar Hoover and the government didn’t give a rat’s ass about crime in Italian neighborhoods until Italians  started getting power in the unions or started whacking people who were important to them. Until then, it was, “Let the guineas kill each other off—what does it matter to us?”

And we were killing each other. The Black Hand organization of extortionists was made of Italians. They were taking from other Italians, their own people. And they were just one group—there were extortionists all over the place. When the Mafia started, it wasn’t the romantic version of Italians protecting Italians against other groups. The Mafia started when you had to protect your mother and your cousins from another Italian family down the street. You had to be vicious to survive.

My grandfather was a member of the Black Hand. I remember going with my mom to visit him in a church basement where people were gambling. He wore a big black hat and smoked crummy cigars called “guinea stinkers.” We didn’t see him much because my mom hated her stepmom. When my mom first came to New York, she had to work in a sweat shop, and the fat stepmom insisted she hand over her paychecks as soon as she got them. She wasn’t even allowed to open them. And for that, she’d give her back twenty-five cents.

Except for the stepmom, my mother was very proud of her Sicilian roots and kept close to her relatives. All the uncles, aunts, cousins, and half sisters were welcome at our house. The fact that my father was Irish made no difference—ours was a Sicilian household, including the kitchen, where my mom cooked only Sicilian food. And for me, that’s where it all began.



Chapter One

The Basics




MOM’S KITCHEN 

My earliest memories in my mother’s kitchen are of me holding her apron strings, and getting a little extra attention, which was hard to come by in a family with eight children. My mom was a good-hearted woman who provided us all with three square meals a day, and those meals were a labor of love.

When I started going to school, I would race to be the first one home, because then I could do the shopping for her. By going to the markets for supper, I knew I would make her happy and have her affection for one minute more. The smells and sounds in the kitchen, the excitement of pleasing my mom—that was all that mattered to me then. And I did please her—I was a great little shopper! And as a byproduct, guess what? I learned how to cook!

Sometimes she would say to me, “Henry boy, go to the chicken market; get me some fresh chickens.” Yes, we had a chicken market, a kosher market where I even saw them cut their throats. Poor little chickens—but they sure tasted good!

Sometimes she would send me into the garden behind our house. It was a true Italian garden—two dozen tomato plants, zucchinis, eggplant, scallions. She had a big herb garden with every kind of herb we  needed—basil, parsley, mint, sage, rosemary. My mom could grow anything. We had a fig tree with figs the size of your fist. My father had encouraged a part of a neighbor’s grapevine into our yard and wound it around the branches of our peach tree, so we had beautiful purple grapes growing next to the peaches. But best of all were the lilac trees, my mother’s favorite. Lilacs in Brooklyn smell oh so sweet.

Without even trying, I absorbed my mom’s basic recipes and cooking lore that I still use today. Of course, there are some things I don’t do much—things that take a lot of time, like making the fresh bread she always had on the table. Somehow even with eight children Mom found time for slow-cooked sauces and homemade bread. With all us kids around, I think the cooking kept her sane.

Thirty, forty years ago in Brooklyn, we ate differently than we do now. Today people are much more health conscious. In a restaurant now, you order ravioli, you get four little raviolis in a pool of some kind of fancy sauce. Four raviolis that would maybe fill your cavities. In Brooklyn my mom made fourteen, fifteen raviolis per person. And that was just one dish in a meal.

There was always a big platter of antipasto to start—it was a work of art she and my sisters made, enough for a whole dinner in itself. On Sundays, my aunt Nina would bring her special caponatina for the antipasto. Then we’d have pasta, like raviolis, followed by meat dishes like my mom’s gravy, which had meatballs and sausage, roast pork, stuffed veal, and chicken cacciatore, along with whatever vegetable was in season—asparagus, spinach, zucchini. There was always homemade bread and then desserts and espresso. Aunt Nina brought desserts—a dozen Italian pastries “just to have around.” We’d have cheesecake, cannolis, spumoni. There was red wine for the grown-ups and cream soda for the kids—except on Sundays, when we each got half a glass of wine mixed in our soda. My sisters would never finish theirs, so I would “help ’em out.” I got buzzed almost every Sunday at eight or nine years old—and learned a habit that got me in all kinds of trouble later.




ABOUT THE RECIPES 

Remember that not all of these are “on the run” recipes. Meaning, there are a number that take more than an hour to make. As one of my favorite chefs, Emeril Lagasse, says, “Not everything gets made in fourteen minutes and delivered.” Cooking time was not a big concern for my mom—her job was to be home raising all of us. Some things took her ten minutes to make, others many hours. It didn’t matter—she was gonna be there anyway.

As I’ve said, how my mom cooked is basically how I cook. So her kitchen ideas aren’t just in this section—they show up throughout the book. I’ve used her recipes in all my restaurants, and on the run. Even if I can’t get the real ingredients, I’ll make a version of one of her dishes. It reminds me of home.

Makes 3 cups  
of sauce  
(enough sauce  
for 4-6 people) .



Basic Tomato Sauce 

A simple tomato sauce is the basis of all Southern Italian cooking, even though tomatoes are not native to Italy. (Can you believe it? They were brought over from the Americas.)

I love this sauce. It is light, sweet, and delightful. You can use it with any and everything—tossed with pasta, as a base for Lobster Fra Diavolo or Chicken Cacciatore, you name it. And because you skim it (remove the acid), it’s guaranteed to be heartburn free. When I cook, it often starts with getting this sauce going (if there’s none left in the refrigerator), and then the rest of the meal can happen.

I don’t usually like onions in my sauce, but some people always add them. When I did a stint in prison, Vinnie Aloi, the head of his family, used to make us sauce and he used tons of onions. I didn’t like it, but believe me, I ate every bite.

Remember this is a “basic” recipe. You can add a little of this, a little of that. I don’t know if I’ve ever made sauce the same way twice. I’ll add a bit of red wine one day, some tomato paste the next, more basil,  etc. It’s like making love—you do it a little different every time, but the end result will always put a smile on your face.

6-8 cloves of garlic, minced or thinly sliced (about 2 tablespoons; 
see garlic note, page 19) 
¼ cup olive oil 
½ cup chopped brown or white onions or shallots (optional; see 
onion note, page 18) 
2 28-ounce cans peeled plum tomatoes with basil, drained, 
reserving juice (see canned tomatoes note, page 16) 
12 large basil leaves, torn in large pieces, or 1 tablespoon dried 
¼ cup finely chopped fresh Italian parsley, or 2 teaspoons to 
1 tablespoon dried parsley (see parsley note, page 15) 
½ teaspoon each salt and pepper


In a large skillet or medium-large wide pot, cook garlic briefly in olive oil over medium-low heat. Do not brown, or it will get bitter. If using optional onions, cook them 3-5 minutes in olive oil, then add garlic and cook 1 minute. Add the juice from the canned tomatoes to stop the garlic cooking. Crush tomatoes with your hands or chop well on a cutting board and add to the pan. Add basil, parsley, and ¼ teaspoon each of the salt and pepper. Bring to a boil, stir thoroughly once, then reduce heat to a low simmer. As the acid from the tomatoes flows to the top, skim it off every 10-15 minutes. Sauce is ready in half an hour, but cook up to 1 hour if you want it thicker. Check for seasoning and add the rest of the salt and pepper, if desired.

HENRY’S NOTES AND TIPS:

[image: 003]

Stirring the sauce mixes the acid into it. It’s okay to stir briefly right after you skim, to keep it from scorching. You can tell the acid’s coming out by the foamy stuff and little pools of oil that form on the top—that’s what you skim off. My mom would put one of the empty tomato cans next to the stove to catch the skimmed-off part—something I still do today.

Though a lot of people disagree, I never add sugar to sauce—never! If I had to use lower quality canned tomatoes, I add half a small carrot, peeled and finely grated for sweetening. Add the carrot early enough in the process so it gets completely soft.

If you crush the tomatoes with your hands, watch they don’t squirt you. Or your clothes.

My mom taught me a way to slice garlic so thin it liquefies in the pan: with a razor. Do this at your own risk.
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PARSLEY (AND OTHER FRESH HERBS)

When I say parsley, I mean Italian parsley, not curly. I never use curly parsley to cook, only as a garnish. Italian parsley has fatter leaves which are dark green. It looks kind of like fresh cilantro; don’t get them confused!

My mom always used to say eating parsley is so good for you it’s like taking vitamins. Just recently scientists found out that it and many other herbs are as good for you as fresh fruits and vegetables, sometimes better!

If you can’t find fresh Italian parsley, use dried parsley. Use 2 teaspoons to 1 tablespoon of dried instead of the ¼ cup fresh, and add the dried stuff halfway through or its flavor will get cooked away.

To clean fresh parsley (and any number of other herbs), rinse with water, shake off excess, then pinch the leaves off the stems (unless the recipe says to use whole stalks, like when you’re making a soup or stock, in which case you toss in the whole thing).

You don’t have to be a fanatic about getting rid of all the stems. The top part of most herbs is pretty tender and sweet like the leaves. I chop the leaves very fine on a cutting board until they start to give off their odor before adding to a dish. Grinding in a mortar and pestle is a great way to get the most flavor from fresh herbs.

If you’re using dried herbs, crumble in your fingers a bit to start releasing the flavor.
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CANNED TOMATOES

For best results with canned tomatoes, use Progresso or another good quality brand. If you can’t find canned tomatoes with basil, add a bit more fresh or dried basil. If you can afford it, canned San Marzano tomatoes or La Valle from Italy are the best, but we’re talking major bucks to buy them. Be careful about San Marzanos—an American company is calling their domestic tomatoes San Marzano, but they’re from here—they’re not the same! I think you can use all kinds of tomatoes for sauce, you just have to compensate if they’re not as sweet straight out of the can.

If you want to use fresh tomatoes, see page 200 for uncooked fresh tomato sauce, and one for cooked fresh tomatoes on page 294.
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BASIL

Basil is the king of Italian herbs. I love to catch a whiff of it in a bag of groceries on my way home from the market. Put it in a glass of water on the counter and it fills the kitchen with its strong sweet smell. It can be used a zillion ways: the whole leaves tucked among the fresh tomatoes and bufala mozzarella in an insalata caprese, sliced in ribbons and scattered over a salad or antipasto platter. There’s hardly a pasta sauce I make without it, plus any number of chicken or vegetable dishes.

There are a bunch of kinds of basil: purple, holy, globe, fever. I use what’s called sweet basil or Italian basil, which has medium to large green leaves and long stems. Use the leaves and throw away the stems and any buds. If you want just large pieces, tear it with your hands—a knife can bruise it easily. For slivers, either stack it or roll up individual leaves and use a very sharp knife to cut crosswise in thin strips. 

Fresh basil doesn’t last very long. It turns almost black after a few days in the fridge, no matter how you wrap it. You can freeze the fresh leaves wrapped in plastic. It won’t look pretty but it works. Use more of the frozen leaves than you would fresh because they won’t have as much flavor as the fresh.

Today you can get fresh Italian basil almost anywhere in the U.S., but if for some reason you can’t find it (or afford it), substitute about 1 tablespoon of the dried in place of ½ cup loosely packed leaves of fresh. Like any dried herb, crumble it in your hand as you add it to a dish to release its flavor.

Don’t use dried basil if it’s not going to get cooked. Dried herbs need heat to integrate them into a dish.
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OLIVE OILS

Some people swear by extra virgin olive oil. For me, if you’re gonna cook with it, it’ll lose its special flavor. So I say don’t waste your money—buy regular olive oil to cook with. When it’s uncooked it does make a little difference to use extra virgin, so I buy extra virgin olive oil for salads or for adding a touch to a dish just before serving.

There are so many kinds of olive oil I can’t even begin to go into it. All the raving about the super expensive stuff—I don’t know, maybe I don’t have the palate to tell the difference. There are some that have a real strong olive taste, so you’d only use it for that strong olive flavor. I hate to tell you, but I think my countrymen are having a field day charging an arm and a leg for stuff that shouldn’t cost that much. Italians know a racket when they see one. But then, maybe your taste buds are more refined and you can tell the kind-of-good stuff from the super-duper-good stuff. Hey, if you want to spend extra bucks for a really special extra virgin olive oil to sprinkle on a salad, who am I to say no?
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ONIONS

When I list onions or shallots as ingredients in a recipe, I mean peeled and trimmed ones. In case you’re confused, peeling means taking off the outer dark skin, and trimming means lopping off the root-like bottoms and any funky-looking tops.

The basic kinds of onions are brown or yellow (Spanish fall into this category) and sweet or white (Maui, Vidalia, Bermuda, Walla Walla). You can find brown onions anywhere, and they’re fine to cook with. I like to use sweet onions because they’re less acidic, which makes them easier on the stomach and they help sweeten a dish. Red or purple onions are good raw in salads or on sandwiches and add a nice color. If you cook a red onion, its color will bleed off and into the dish.

Shallots have a strong onion flavor but are mellower than onions. They don’t have the same “edge” or “bite” as onions. You can use them in place of onions, but they cost 3-4 times as much. I use them sometimes when I need only a small amount of onion in dishes like Veal Marsala. It’d be kind of a waste to use them in a tomato sauce—their nice flavor would get overwhelmed. Plus, if you need more than ¼ cup, you’d be peeling for days.

To buy onions or shallots, look for firm bulbs and those without sprouts at the top. Onions with sprouts and/or soft spots are over the hill. Kept in a dark slightly cool place, brown onions last for weeks, and shallots kept in the vegetable bin of a refrigerator will last for months. White onions should be stored like brown onions, but they have a much shorter shelf life and need to be used within a week.
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GARLIC

When I mention garlic or garlic cloves in a recipe, I mean peeled. If it shouldn’t be peeled the recipe will say so.

There are a lot of theories on the easiest way to peel garlic. Some people say refrigerating it makes it easier, others say put it in a bowl of warm water to loosen the skin.

I think the easiest way is to place the clove on a cutting board on its side, place a large knife on it and hit the knife once with a little force, or “smash” the clove. If you don’t hit it too hard, the garlic won’t completely break apart, but the skin will be broken and you can then trim the tough end with the knife and the rest of the skin peels off easily in your hands. If you know you’re going to be mincing the garlic anyway, you can hit it even harder and it’ll break away from its skin easily.

Using whole cloves is a little harder. I use a paring knife. Cut off the tough end and then peel the skin back from that end with the knife.

Some people are fanatical about taking out the green vein that you sometimes see in the middle of a clove of garlic. This is actually the beginning of a new garlic plant—it’s growing! The bigger veins can be a little bitter, so if they’re large I take them out. Otherwise, I don’t bother.

When buying garlic, look for heads that are fat and firm. They shouldn’t look brownish or dried out. I also avoid the ones that have green shoots poking out—they’re sure to have large green veins inside.

Storing garlic—again there are a number of theories. I go through it so fast it doesn’t have a chance to go bad, so I just keep it in a small basket on a kitchen counter. But if you want it to last longer, you can keep it in a cool dark place. There are also garlic holders. Or you can refrigerate it in a plastic bag. This works fine as long as you don’t wrap it too tightly, which could make it too damp and make it go bad faster.



Makes about  
3 quarts.




Beef Stock 

Making stocks is easier than you think. They take time to cook down, but the prep work isn’t difficult. The flavor in homemade stock makes a big difference in a soup like Beef and Vegetable Soup (see page 186), so it’s worth the time.

4 pounds beef bones for soup 
2 stalks celery, coarsely chopped (1 cup) 
3 unpeeled carrots, coarsely chopped (1½-2 cups) 
2 medium unpeeled onions, trimmed and quartered (1 pound) 
3 large or 4 medium tomatoes, halved (1 pound) 
6 large unpeeled garlic cloves 
4 quarts water 
10 peppercorns 
2-3 small sprigs fresh thyme or ½ teaspoon dried 
1 bay leaf 
8 stalks fresh Italian parsley or 1 teaspoon dried 
1 whole clove


Preheat oven to 500°F. Toss bones, celery, carrots, onions, tomatoes and garlic together and spread out in a single layer in a large baking pan (such as 9 × 13-inch). Roast in oven until browned, about 20-30 minutes, tossing once or twice.

Put the roasted mixture in a large stock pot. Add 2 cups of the water to roasting pan and heat on stove top, over medium-high heat, scraping up any bits that are stuck to the pan. (The pan will probably cover two burners.) Add mixture to stock pot, along with the remaining (14 cups) water and all remaining ingredients. Stir to combine well. Bring mixture to a boil, reduce heat to a simmer, and skim off any foam or fat that rises to the surface. Simmer 3 hours, skimming occasionally.

HENRY’S NOTES AND TIPS:

For a stronger stock, simmer up to six hours. Add water to keep bones covered. Even though you add water, you will probably end up with less stock, about two and a half quarts. I don’t add salt to stock because it will get salted when you use it in a soup or other dish.



 Strain stock through a sieve into a large bowl and cool to room temperature. Cover and refrigerate until a layer of fat hardens on the surface, about 2 hours. Remove fat. Refrigerated stock lasts for 4-5 days or frozen for one month.


Chicken Stock 

4 pounds chicken bones and parts (backs and necks are good) 
4 quarts water 
1 large or 2 medium unpeeled brown onions, trimmed and 
quartered (1 pound) 
2—3 medium carrots, scrubbed, cut in large chunks (2 cups) 
2 large stalks celery, scrubbed, cut in large pieces (1½-2 cups) 
1 bay leaf 
4-6 cloves garlic, separated, unpeeled 
10 whole black peppercorns 
8 stalks fresh Italian parsley or 1 teaspoon dried 
2 small sprigs fresh thyme or ½ teaspoon dried


Rinse chicken parts well and place in large pot. Add water and all remaining ingredients except salt. Bring to a boil and skim off any foam or fat that rises to the surface. Reduce heat to a simmer and cook partially covered, skimming every half hour, for 2—3 hours. Strain throughMakes about  
3 quarts.



HENRY’S NOTES AND TIPS

You can add other vegetables for flavoring—parsnips, leeks, tomatoes, mushrooms. It’s up to you. And if you want a darker, richer stock, start by roasting the chicken bones, vegetables, and garlic in a roasting pan in the oven at 500°F for about half an hour, turning occasionally. Follow steps described in roasting beef bones in Beef Stock recipe, above. a sieve into a large bowl and cool to room temperature. Cover and refrigerate until a layer of fat hardens on the surface (about 2 hours). Remove fat. Refrigerated stock lasts for 4 days, or you can freeze it up to a month.



 Makes about 5  
cups.






Cheater’s Chicken Stock 

This is for when you want a stronger chicken flavor than you get from canned broth but don’t have the time to make the real deal. Make sure you use low-sodium canned broth, or the stock will be very salty.

6 cups canned low-sodium chicken broth 
1-2 pounds chicken wings, backs, and necks, or any parts you have 
hanging around the freezer (except livers) 
1 large or 2 medium unpeeled brown onions, trimmed and 
quartered (1 pound) 
A few black peppercorns 
1 bay leaf


Bring all ingredients to a boil in a large pot, skim off any foam that rises, and lower heat to simmer. Cook, skimming off fat if necessary, 15—30 minutes. Strain stock through a sieve into a large bowl. Cool to room temperature. If you are in a hurry, you can skim off some of the fat by removing the clear liquid top layer that accumulates at room temperature. If you have more time, cover and refrigerate until a layer of fat hardens on the surface (at least 2 hours). Remove fat. Refrigerated stock lasts for 4 days, or you can freeze it for a month.

HENRY’S NOTES AND TIPS:

If you don’t have chicken pieces around, adding the ingredients above and cooking the canned broth down will strengthen the flavor.

Regular canned broth doesn’t work in this recipe—it already has a ton of salt and boiling it down just makes it worse.
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CANNED CHICKEN BROTH

I use low-salt canned chicken broth when I cook. If you have trouble finding it and use regular canned broth, taste the dish before adding any salt called for in the recipe.

So many times on the run I ended up using the canned, I don’t think it’s a big deal if you use canned or fresh chicken broth. But I don’t like to use American bouillon cubes—they’re even saltier than regular canned broth! I’ve heard European bouillon cubes are a lot more like real chicken broth and not oversalty, so they may be okay to use. Dissolve 1 cube in a cup of hot water to make 1 cup of broth.



Serves 4-6  
as part of  
antipasto.




Roasted Sweet Peppers 

It’s a breeze to roast sweet bell peppers and their slightly smoky flavor is fabulous. They were always a part of my mom’s antipasto, tossed with a little olive oil and spices or served just plain. They’re also delicious in vegetable lasagne and will perk up a pasta sauce that needs a little something.

You can roast any quantity of peppers, from one to a hundred. My mom would roast eight to twelve for the antipasto, but then we were feeding a lot of folks.

3 red or other sweet bell peppers



For marinade (if using): 

¼ cup extra virgin olive oil 
1-2 garlic cloves, minced 
Dash salt and pepper


HENRY’S NOTES AND TIPS:
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I mostly use red peppers. Green peppers have a very different flavor and are nowhere near as sweet. Nowadays you can get beautiful yellow, orange, even purple ones. They’re all fine to use, if you can afford them.

If you have no time, use jarred, roasted red peppers—they’ll do in a pinch, but they’re expensive and not as flavorful. Use pimientos for a touch of color and a little red-pepper flavor, but not as a full substitute for freshly roasted ones. For some reason they don’t taste the same—maybe they add something to the jar.



Preheat broiler, if you have one, or oven to broil setting or highest temperature you can. Wash whole peppers and place on a cookie sheet or broiler pan lined with aluminum foil and place in broiler or oven. Roast peppers, turning with tongs or large spoons as they blacken until all sides are dark. Place in a bowl and cover with foil from cookie sheet, sealing on all sides. Let sit for 15-20 minutes (longer is okay). Discard tops, peel off skins, and remove seeds and veins. Save any liquid the peppers give off. Tear peppers lengthwise into wide strips. They’re ready to use in a dish or to be served as is.

To marinate: Toss pepper strips with olive oil, garlic, and salt and pepper. Let sit for at least 1 hour at room temperature or refrigerated before serving.

Makes 1½ cups  
of crumbs.




Toasted Bread Crumbs with Cheese 

Toasted bread crumbs or toasted bread crumbs with cheese are used as part of a stuffing or on top of or layered into a pasta. It’s good to make a batch of plain crumbs and keep them in the refrigerator—they’ll last about two weeks.

⅓-½ loaf stale white Italian or French baguette, at least 2 days old 1 teaspoon dried parsley

½ teaspoon each dried basil, onion powder, and garlic powder 
⅛ teaspoon each salt and pepper 
2 tablespoons grated Parmesan or Romano cheese (any type)


Preheat oven to 375°F.

Finely grate baguette either with a hand grater, or cut into ½- to 1-inch chunks and grate in food processor about 3—4 minutes. You should have 1 ½ cups fine bread crumbs. Spread on a baking sheet, lined with foil if you want, and toast 3—4 minutes in oven. Toss crumbs to expose any that aren’t browning and toast an additional 2-4 minutes. Cool to room temperature. If using immediately, add remaining ingredients and mix well. If not, refrigerate plain and add the optional spices and cheese later. Crumbs last up to two weeks.

HENRY’S NOTES AND TIPS

Of course you can use packaged bread crumbs, plain or seasoned. On the run, I used the premade. This is for when you have leftover bread and the time.

If you want very consistent size crumbs, you can sift them through a strainer, discarding what doesn’t go through.




Mom’s Antipasto 

Antipasto means “before the meal,” not before the pasta (pasto means meal). It’s a first course consisting of pretty much whatever small dishes you choose. You can serve one dish or twenty. My mom and sisters often prepared a huge antipasto platter as the centerpiece, beautifully displayed and garnished with basil, parsley, chicory, and radicchio.

On the platter they always had sliced fennel—my sisters ate it like celery—pepperoncini, black and green olives, roasted peppers, various cold cuts and cheeses, tomatoes drizzled lightly with olive oil, vinegar, salt, and pepper. They’d often have other side dishes around—some  hot, some cold, some homemade, some purchased. Below I’ve listed a number of things you can serve as antipasto, either arranged on a large platter or in separate dishes.
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HENRY’S NOTES AND TIPS:
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Be careful what antipasto ingredients you put next to each other on a plate. Some of the marinades and sauces won’t go well with each other. For example, I wouldn’t put cantaloupe wrapped in prosciutto next to pepperoncini or marinated cherry peppers—the vinegars from the peppers will ruin the flavor of the cantaloupe. You can always put an antipasto ingredient in a separate dish if you’re not sure about the mix of flavors.



Arrange chosen ingredients on a large platter, if using, or individual plates. Drizzle lightly with extra virgin olive oil, a sprinkling of red wine vinegar, and salt and pepper to taste. Decorate with parsley sprigs.

Serves 4  
as an appetizer  
or side dish,  
6-5 as part of  
an antipasto.




Grilled Eggplant 

This is a delicious appetizer or vegetable side dish. It’s best on the grill for that real smoky flavor, but you can also cook it under the broiler or even on top of the stove.

1 large eggplant or 2 small (1 pound) 
2 tablespoons + ¼ teaspoon salt 
2—4 tablespoons olive oil 
4 cloves of garlic, minced (1 tablespoon) 
¼ teaspoon each salt and pepper 
¼ cup diced pimientos for garnish (optional)


Cut off ends of eggplant and cut lengthwise in slices about ¼- to ½-inch thick. (It’s not necessary to peel the eggplant, but do so if you want.) To cut the eggplant’s bitterness, dissolve 2 tablespoons salt in a large bowl of water and soak the eggplant slices in it for 1 hour, weighted with a plate or pan so they’re all submerged. (See page 28 for other ways to prepare eggplant.) Remove from water and pat slices dry with paper towels.

Heat grill or broiler if using. Place eggplant slices on a plate and brush one side with olive oil; sprinkle with half the garlic and salt and pepper; turn over slices and repeat. If grilling, place slices in a grill pan and cook 1-2 minutes on one side, turn and cook an additional 1 minute on the second side. Believe me, it won’t take longer than that for them to be done. If broiling, place on a foil-lined cookie sheet and broil the same time as for grilling.

If cooking on a stovetop, do not brush eggplant with oil. Instead, heat 2 tablespoons oil in a skillet over high heat until hot but not smoking

 




























Garbanzo Bean Salad 








Marinated Mushrooms 




















Aunt Nina’s Caponatina 
















Sunday Gravy [Meat Sauce] 











Pasta 


































HOW TO COOK PASTA












Milly’s Meatballs [Brooklyn, 1950] 











Variations: 












Escarole and Beans 




















TAKING IT EASY







Baccalà Salad 















Braciole 


















THANKSGIVING






Holiday Stuffed Artichokes 























To bake in oven: 





For both methods: 






Manicotti 























Eggplant Parmigiana 



















DISHES YOU DON’T SEE TOO MUCH ANYMORE






Octopus [Polpo] Salad 





 









Honeycomb Tripe with Parmesan Cheese 

















Babbalucci [Snails] in Tomato Sauce 
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Brined black olives

Green olives

Fennel bulb strips

Carrot sticks

Celery sticks

Scallions

Tomato slices

Cucumber slices

Red onion slices

Radishes

Radicchio leaves

Chicory

Basil

Escarole

Hard-boiled eggs

Salami—Genoa, capocollo,
etc.

Mortadella

Provolone

Ricota salata

Marinated artichoke hearts
(see recipe on page 274)

Roasted sweet red peppers
(see recipe on page 23)

Prosciutto

Mozzarella (fresh or aged)

Sardines

Sundried tomatoes

Fresh slices of cantaloupe
wrapped in prosciutto

Grilled eggplant (see recipe
on page 27)

Ceci ¢ pimienti salad (see
recipe on page 30)

Caponatina (see recipe on
pege 32)

Marinated mushrooms (see
recipe on page 30)

Rolled anchovies stuffed with
capers

Marinated cherry peppers

Pepperoncini

Extra virgin olive oil

Red wine vinegar

Salt and black pepper

Curly parsley sprigs (for
garnish)
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Fried Zucchini 205
Braised Broceoli & Garlic 206
Sautéed Spinach or

Greens 207
Sautéed Carrots and

Zucchini with Mint 208
Lucky 7 Minute Tomato

Sauce 209
Pasta with Chicken and

Asparagus 210
Sautéed Chicken Livers 214
Henry’s New York Dogs

with Onion Sauce 217
Henry’s Pizzaina Flash 220
Sausage, Provolone & Roasted

Pepper Sandwich 221
Anywhere Pasta

Amatriciana 223
Pasta Arrabiata 25

Pasta with Peas & Bacon 226
Peas, Eggs, and Tomatoes 227
Stringbeans, Potatoes, and
Tomatoes 28
Bonni's Smoked Mozzarella
w/Tomato Appetizer 233

Linguine with Zucchini

PanFried Salmon

Chicken Marsala with
Mushrooms

Brussels Sprouts with
Panceta

Pasta Carbonara

Fusilli with Mixed
Seafood

Angel Hair with Scallops
and Peas in Cream.

Macerated Strawberries

Anichoke Purée

Baked Baby Artichokes
with Ollives

Mictowave Risotto with
Mushrooms

Vegetables and Smoked
Gouda

Shell Pasta with lralian
Broccoli (Cavateli con
Broccoli Rabe)

Fusilli with Cauliflower

Escarole & White Bean
Soup

25
243

254

255
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261
264
268
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274
276
218
283
284

286

Braised Endive

Pasta with Pesto

Broiled Fresh Peach Tart

Fettucine with Mixed
Greens

Pasta with Mixed
Mushrooms

Arugula and Parmesan
Salad

Pasta with Fresh
Tomatoes

Dessert Platter of Cheeses,
Grapes, and Walnuts

Henry’s Quick Fish Soup

Lamb Chops with Garlic
and Mint

Pan-Grilled Lamb Chops
with Olives and
Lemons

London Broil Sandwich

Henry’s Quick Fish and
Sauce

Garlic Mashed Potatoes

287
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289
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292
293
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295
299
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308

309
313
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Southern Cooked Greens 197 70
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Tomatoes 28 Other Traditional Pizza
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Calzone 66 Pizza Sauce )
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Stuffing 242 Colored Eggs 88
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DESSERTS

Broiled Fresh Peach Tart 289

Cannoli 86

Chocolate Walnut Orange
Torte %

Dessert Platter of Cheeses,

Grapes, and Walnuts 295
Iralian Macaroons

(Amaretti) 92
Italian Yeast Cookies 89
Macerated Strawberries 268
Panna Cotta with Fruit

Sauce 267
Ricotta Cheesecake. 90
Shingi 82
SANDWICHES
AND EGGS
Henry’s Insomnia Frittata

for Four 178
Henry's Kickback Antipasti

Hero 77
London Broil Sandwich 308
Meatball Hero m

Peas, Eggs, and Tomatoes 227
Sausage and Pepper Hero 79
Sausage, Provolone, and

Roasted Pepper

Sandwich 21
Veal and Pepper

Sandwiches 6

FISH

Angel Hair with Scallops
and Peas in Cream 264
Babbalucei (Snails) in
Tomato Sauce 54

Baccala Salad 2

Baked Clams 122
Bowties with Grilled Salmon

in Pink Sauce 244
Cioppino 297
Clams Casino 121
Combread and Oyster

Stuffing 242
Fusilli with Mixed Seafood 261
Henry's Quick Fish and

Sauce 309

Linguine with Clam Sauce 116
Linguine with Shrimp 245
Lobster Fra Diavolo 156
Octopus (Polpo) Salad 51
On-the-Run Pasta with

Canned Tuna 185
Pan-Fried Salmon 243
Pasta con Sarde 137
Scampi on the Barbie 240
Seafood Risotto 262
Seafood Salad 127
Shrimp with Roasted

Peppers. 125
Shrimp-Stuffed Mushrooms 124
Squid Salad 248
Stone Crabs with Mustard

Sauce 145
Striped Bass or Bluefish

for Paulie 68
Stuffed Calamari 246
MEAT
Baked Polenta with Sausage

and Tomato Sauce 172
Braciole 4
Fugazy Cutlets 58
Henry’s New York Dogs

with Onion Sauce 217
Honeycomb Tripe with

Parmesan Cheese 51

Italian Goulash 165
Joe's Comed Beef and

Cabbage 143
Lamb Chops with Garlic

and Mint 301
London Broil 307
London Broil Sandwich 308
Meatball Hero m
Michael’s Favorite Ziti

with Meat Sauce 149
Milly's Meaballs

(Brooklyn, 1950) 38
Osso Buco 130
Oven Penitentiary Sauce

with Sausage 133
Pan-Fried Steak 187

Pan-Grilled Lamb Chops with

Olivesand Lemons 302
Pasta with Lamb Raga 303
Roast Leg of Lamb with

Carrots and Potatoes 316
Roast Pork Loin with Sage

and Rosemary. 314
Rolled Cutlet Canapés 148
Sausage and Pepper Hero 79
Sausage, Provolone, and

Roasted Pepper

Sandwich 221
Sicilian Meatloaf 305
Steak Oreganato 162
Steak Pizzaiola 164
Stuffed Veal 231
Sunday Gravy (Meat

Sauce) 3
Veal and Pepper

Sandwiches 6
Veal Chops with White

Wine and Sage 115

Veal Scallopini with Lemon
Sauce (Veal Piccata) 62
Veal Scallopini with
Marsala Wine 61
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Rule 9: You Can’t Always Get What You Want. But when you
can’t, you can substitute! Below is a list of some of the things I've
used when I couldn't find the real Italian ingredients.

Prosciutto Ham, sal pork (fatback), smoky bacon. To
save, buy a big chunk of an end of bacon
and freeze what you don't use.

Pancetta Bacon.

Fennel Anise seed for licorice-y flavor. Start with a

small amount, crushed slightly, and add to
taste.

Mozzarella cheese

Monterey Jack cheese.

Brined o cured black olives

Ina pinch, canned American ones, but
they're a bland cousin of cured. The
smaller ones are a litle better than the
colossals.

Red peppers Pimientos, which are roasted peppers.
They usually come cut up small, o use
them o get red pepper flavor, but not as
real red peppers.

Escarole Faggeddabodit—there's no substitute.
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Basic Tomato Sauce 13
Cheater's Chicken Stock 22
Roasted Sweet Peppers 23
Toasted Bread Crumbs/

Cheese 2%
Mom’s Antipasto 5
Garbanzo Bean Salad 30
Marinated Mushrooms 30
Escarole and Beans 4
Babbaluci (Snails) in Tomato
Sauce 54
Veal Scallopine with Marsala
Wine 61

Veal Scallopine with Lemon
Sauce (Veal Piccata) 62
Veal and Pepper

Sandwiches 63
Striped Bass or Bluefish for

Paulie 68
Sausage & Pepper Hero 79
Stuffed Mushrooms %

Iralian Green Salad and
Dressing 98

Potato Latkes 104

Fresh Mozzarella, Tomato, and

Basil (Insalata Caprese) 109

Veal Chops with White Wine

and Sage 115
Shrimp-Stuffed

Mushrooms 124
Shrimp with Roasted

Peppers 125
Pasta e Fagioli 135
Pasta con Sarde 137
Wedding Soup 140
New England Clam

Chowder 141
Stone Crabs with Mustard

Sauce 145

Rolled Cutlet Canapés 148
Green Beans with Garlic
and Oil 150

Steak Oreganato 162
Steak Pizzaiola 164
Italian Goulash 165

Black Olive Appetizer 174
Black Olive Appetizer

with a Bite 176
Oven- or Sundried Tomato

Marinara 176
Henry's Insomnia Frittata

for Four (Or, Clean the

Fridge Frittata) 178
Halftime Linguine 180
Aglio ¢ Olio 184
On-the-Run Pasta with

Canned Tuna 184
Beef and Vegetable Soup

with Horseradish 186
Pan-Fried Steak. 187
Fried Okra 198

Asparagus Vinaigrette 202
Roasted Asparagus 203
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ANTIPASTI

Arancini 80
Artichoke Purée 271
Asparagus Vinaigrette 202
Aunt Nina’s Caponatina 32
Black Olive Appetizer 174
Black Olive Appetizer

with a Bite 176
Bonni's Smoked Mozzarella

with Tomato Appetizer 233
Bruschetta with Fresh

Tomatoes and Basil 112
Clams Casino 121
Eggplant "Sandwiches' 259
French-Fried Artichoke

Hearts m
Fresh Mozarella, Tomato,

and Basil 109
Garbanzo Bean Salad 30
Grilled Eggplant 7
Henry's Marinated Artichoke

Hearts 274

Holiday Stuffed Artichokes 45
Marinated Mushrooms 30

Mom's Antipasto 25
Roasted Sweet Peppers 23

Shrimp-Stufed

Mushrooms 124
Stuffed Calamari 246
Stuffed Mushrooms 96

BASIC RECIPES

Basic Baked Polenta 171
Basic Risorto 81
Basic Stovetop Polenta 168
Basic Tomato Sauce 13
Beef Stock 20
Cheater’s Chicken Stock 22
Chicken Stock 21

Fat Larry’s Pizza Dough 70
Henry's PizzainaFlash 220

Lemon Gremolata 132
Lucky 7 Minute Tomato
Sauce 209
Oven- or Sundried Tomato
Marinara 177

Oven-Dried Tomatoes 176

Pizza Sauce

Sunday Gravy (Meat
Sauce)

Toasted Bread Crumbs
with Cheese

CHICKEN

C.Ps Roast Chicken

ki
33

24

252

Chicken Breasts Parmigiana

with Capellini

Chicken Cacciatore

Chicken Marsala with
Mushrooms

Garlic Roasted Chicken
with Rosemary

How Much Time You
Go Lemon-Basil
Chicken

Pasta with Chicken and
Asparagus

Sautéed Chicken Livers

Southern Fried Chicken
with Gravy a la Henry

97
192

254
212

213

210
214

194
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PASTA, RICE

AND OTHER
GRAINS
Aglio e Olio 184
Angel Hair with Scallops

and Peas in Cream 264
Anywhere Pasta

Amariciana 0
Arancini 80

Baked Polenta with Sausage
and Tomato Sauce 172
Basic Baked Polenta 1
Basic Risotto 81
Basic Stovetop Polenta 168
Bonnis Favorite Pasta
with Eggplant and

Provolone 234
Bowties with Grilled

Salmon in Pink Sauce 244
Classic Lasagne 101
Fettuccine with Mixed

Greens 21
Fresh (Uncooked) Garden

Tomato and Basil Pasta 200
Fried or Broiled Polenta 170
Fusilli with Cauliflower 284

Fusilli with Mixed

Seafood 261
Halftime Linguine 180
Iralian Goulash 165
Lasagne with Eggplant

and Roasted Peppers 113
Linguine with Clam Sauce 116

245
Linguine with Zucchini 235
Manicotti 48
Michacl’ Favorite Ziti

with Meat Sauce 149
Microwave Risotto with

Mushrooms 276
Mushroom Topping for

Polenta 173

On-the-Run Pasta with
Canned Tuna

Oven Penitentiary Sauce
with Sausage

Pasta Arrabiata

Pasta Carbonara

Pasta con Sarde

Pasta ¢ Fagioli

Pasta ¢ Lenticchic

Pasta with Chicken and
Asparagus

Pasta with Fresh Tomatoes

Pasta with Lamb Ragt

Pasta with Mixed
Mushrooms

Pasta with Peas and
Bacon

Pasta with Pesto

Penne with Ricotta and
Tomatoes

Saffron Risotto

Seafood Risotto

Shell Pasta with Iralian
Broccoli & la Aunt
Elivera

Stuffed Shells with
Tomato Mint Sauce

SOUPS

Beef and Vegetable Soup
with Horseradish

Comfort Chicken and
Rice Soup

Escarole and White
Bean Soup

Henry’ Quick Fish Soup

Manhattan Clam
Chowder

Minestrone

New England Clam
‘Chowder

Wedding Soup

185

133
225
257
137
135
136

210
294
303
292

226
288

266
132
262
283

250

186
190

286
299

110
107

141
140

VEGETABLES

Arugula and Parmesan
Salad

Asparagus Vinaigrette

Aunt Nina's Caponatina

Baked Baby Artichokes
with Olives

Black-Eyed Peas

Braised Broccoli and
Garlic

Braised Endive

Brussels Sprouts with
Pancetta

Eggplant *Sandwiches"

Eggplant Parmigiana

Escarole and Beans

French-Fried Artichoke
Hearts

Fresh Mozarella, Tomato,
and Basil

Fried Okra

Fried Zucd

Garbanzo Bean Salad

Garlic Mashed Potatoes

Green Beans with Garlic:
and Oil

Grilled Eggplant

Henry's Marinated
Artichoke Hearts

Holiday Stuffed
Artichokes

Italian Green Salad and
Dressing

Marinated Mushrooms

Mushroom Topping for
Polenta

Oven-Dried Tomatoes

Potato Latkes

Roasted Asparagus

Sautéed Carrots and
Zucchini with Mint

Sautéed Spinach or
Greens

293
202
32

274
196

206
287

255
259
49
40
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