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This book is dedicated to my children Oliver, Robin and Mabel
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UGLY

When I decided to call my restaurant BRUTTO it raised some eyebrows. Brutto is the Italian word for ‘ugly’, after all, and who in their right mind would want to call a restaurant UGLY? I had my reasons.

Firstly, I liked the shape of the word, brutto. It has a strong appearance on the page and I knew it would look good on a shopfront and, crucially, when written in red capital letters on the lantern I had always envisaged hanging above the door. Secondly, it was easy for English speakers to pronounce. When spoken, those two syllables are like little punches, and the vowel sounds ‘ooh’ and ‘oh’ are, to the ear, like an expression of delight. Thirdly, I wholeheartedly endorsed its secondary meanings. Brutal. Inelegant. Basic. Unrefined. These all appealed to my notions of unfussiness and honesty when it comes to food. And, finally, because I loved the Italian expression brutto ma buono – ‘ugly but good’. It’s a phrase that is often used to describe the sort of cooking you might find in a family home, prepared lovingly by a grandmother, rough around the edges, unreconstructed on the plate, scant attention to fancy presentation and prettiness, but, my god, does it taste good …

Don’t get me wrong – I love beautiful things too. Standing in front of Michelangelo’s David at the Accademia in Florence, one of the most stunning artworks in the entire history of human endeavour, I have been known to shed a tear or two. But I’m drawn to imperfection and flaws, and I find a great deal of beauty in that which others might consider ugly. There is an expression in French – jolie laide – which describes that rare quality of ugly/beauty. The best type of beauty is the ugly type, obviously.

I was also very conscious of the irony and juxtaposition of creating a restaurant that would be gorgeous to look at, full of exquisite detail, with great lighting, beautiful fixtures and fittings, antiques, fabrics and tableware, but would also be peddling the idea that it was somehow ugly. Many people saw through my ploy and got the joke. BRUTTO was anything but brutto.

In terms of the design, I had started with just one image in my mind. There is a venerable and cherished pensione and trattoria in Venice called Antica Locanda Montin. It’s off the beaten track by some margin, on a little canal that connects Campo San Barnaba with the Zattere. In order to attract passers-by, a large lantern hangs outside, the name of the restaurant painted in red letters on opaline glass panes. At night, it glows to attract customers like an angler fish attracts prey in the depths of the ocean. I found an antique, mid-nineteenth-century copper street-light in Paris, the metal turned verdigris green, brought it back to London, and did the same. Big red letters, illuminated by a single bulb through milky white glass. The site I had chosen for BRUTTO was on a dark, dead-end alleyway. The lamp seemed to work. The restaurant and bar were packed from opening day and BRUTTO continues to heave with happy drinkers and diners. This has much to do with the food, of course. But never underestimate a good lamp.

However, the story of BRUTTO begins not in Venice, but in Florence.
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BEAUTY

In 1817, Marie-Henri Beyle, better known as Stendhal, visited Florence for the first time. A French philosopher and novelist, he was used to experiencing culture, art and architecture in all its highest forms, but something weird happened that day. As he stepped out of a church in the city centre, he described it like this:


‘As I emerged from the porch of Santa Croce, I was seized with a fierce palpitation of the heart … The well-spring of life was dried up within me, and I walked in constant fear of falling to the ground.’



We have come to refer to this phenomenon, thanks to the Italian psychiatrist Dr Graziella Magherini, as Stendhal Syndrome – a stupefying response to the overwhelming abundance of beauty. Many visitors to Florence have felt the same. I’m pretty sure it’s what E. M. Forster describes in A Room with a View when Lucy Honeychurch faints in Piazza Signoria, memorably captured by Helena Bonham Carter in the Merchant/Ivory movie of 1985. (I did the same in 2001 on my first trip to the city, but that might have been heat exhaustion and one too many tripe sandwiches.)

There is no question that Florence has the ability to blow the mind. Subsequent trips for me were about visiting the Uffizi, the Accademia, the churches, Pitti Palace, San Miniato, Fiesole and so on, but, of course, I always wanted to find the gritty city under the touristy surface. It didn’t take me long.

A friend suggested I might like the area south of the River Arno, a district known as Oltrarno, and in particular the piazza of Santo Spirito. It was exactly what I was looking for. Genuine locals, going about their business, shopping at the neighbourhood food stalls, eating in humble trattorie. It was around this time that I got to know the local watering-holes. Not the fancy restaurants with their expensive tourist menus north of the Arno in the shadows of the Duomo and Santa Maria del Fiore, but family-run hostelries with a simple daily offering of local specialities and comfort classics. A little further west from Santo Spirito lies the sub-district of San Frediano, a charming residential area where the restaurants and bars in the streets around the eponymous church are just as authentic and homely. Santo Spirito and San Frediano both come under the banner of Oltrarno and residents are very proud of their location. I have often heard them say the same thing when talking about their differences from the more famous historical part of the city north of the river:


‘Santa Maria Novella may be the centre of the city, but Oltrarno is Florence.’
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FLORENCE

Florence is a small city. It was originally walled and you can see the remains of the huge gates and high walls at several points on the perimeter of the ancient boundaries. You could probably walk across the whole historical centre, east to west or north to south, in under an hour, and I would suggest you do exactly that if you get a chance to visit. Simply following a map to get to a gallery or museum will only offer you a glimpse of Florence. There is much to explore accidentally and spontaneously by getting lost. Try it. You will always be able to use the Arno as your navigational lodestone, bringing you back to the three central bridges of Ponte alla Carraia, Ponte Santa Trinita and the world-famous Ponte Vecchio. (In all my trips to Florence, I don’t think I have ever used the other bridges either side of this trio.) The sprawling suburbs to the west and north-west towards Prato have little to offer except an IKEA megastore and retail parks.

Crossing the river is a joy, however. The Arno is a mighty waterway, wide and calm, offering breathtaking views of the hills that surround this valley. To the north you will see Fiesole, a Roman settlement dating from 2 BC and definitely worth a day-trip. It’s a twenty-minute bus ride from the centre of Florence and boasts a beautiful amphitheatre and a small number of exquisite museums and churches. I once attended a wedding at Santa Maria Primerana with the wedding breakfast served at Villa San Michele, and I remember the views back towards the city being spectacular. To the south of the river is the church of San Miniato al Monte, a mere kilometre up the hill and only a fifteen-minute walk, also offering superb views. The church itself adjoins an Olivetan monastery and if you’re at the church at 6 a.m. you can see and hear the monks practising their Gregorian chanting. Or go later for the twice-daily mass and hear the monks in full voice after their early morning rehearsals. In November 1966 the Arno burst its banks and rose by 5 metres, causing a catastrophic flood. There is a plaque on the wall of a building in Via del Parione on the northern side of the Carraia Bridge off Piazza Carlo Goldoni. It shows the height to which the floodwaters rose.

The city is made up of neighbourhoods, each with its distinct characteristics and personalities. Walking from Piazza della Signoria through the international high-end shopping district, full of fashion megabrands like Gucci, Armani and Prada, and then stumbling into the Piazza del Duomo and seeing the gob-smacker that is Santa Maria del Fiore, you’d be forgiven for needing to take a breath and sit down. But head further north to the area around the Central Market, and Florence becomes more practical and real. Ignore the countless tourist stalls selling snow globes, cheap statuettes of Michelangelo’s David and thousands of leather belts, handbags and purses, and pop into Casa del Vino (page 292) on Via dell’Ariento for a glass of local wine, or head over the road to my favourite catering goods shop, full of pots, pans, pasta-making hardware and specialist vegetable cutters you didn’t know you needed. (You’re also close to Nerbone in the Central Market itself (page 296). Their lampredotto is hard to resist.)

But head south and cross the River Arno again to Piazza Santo Spirito, and Florence changes its character dramatically. I could happily sit here all morning in the warm sun, reading Italo Calvino, drinking coffee and watching the city come to life.
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SIMPLICITY

Tuscan cooking is unique among the twenty regions of Italy, known for its reliance on meat, offal, game and beans. In fact, Tuscans are affectionately referred to throughout Italy as mangiafagioli – bean eaters. But the culinary traditions of this region have their origins in cucina povera, peasant cooking, which means there are also lots of vegetables, tomatoes, herbs and bread, those inexpensive ingredients that are easy to grow and make at home in rural areas and cheap to pick up at urban markets, too.

The other important ingredient is simplicity. You will often find that dishes consist of a single element plus the addition of pantry essentials such as salt, pepper, olive oil and herbs. Slow-cooked cannellini with sage or rosemary appears absolutely everywhere, in the trattorie and in domestic kitchens equally. Sliced Costoluto tomatoes with extra virgin olive oil and salt could not be simpler or more delicious in the summer months. And no self-respecting Tuscan cook would ever throw away stale bread. It has a multitude of uses, notably in classic panzanella, ribollita or pappa al pomodoro.

What I found in Florence was a meat-heavy tradition with a nose-to-tail philosophy. Nothing is wasted. The predominance of tripe – all four stomachs of the cow – has been a feature of the city’s cooking for centuries and it shows no sign of changing any time soon. The popular street tripe stalls around the Central Market north of Santa Maria Novella often have crowds of hungry locals in the morning, and the historic Nerbone (page 296), in the market itself, does a roaring trade in lampredotto, bollito and porchetta from 8 a.m. to well past lunchtime. The almost complete absence of fish from the Florentine canon can be frustrating for pescatarian visitors to the city, but the nearest coast at Livorno is quite a schlep and, well, I suppose you must travel closer to the sea if you want fish. Vegetarians are somewhat better catered for, but with a caveat: often there will be nothing on a traditional trattoria menu for veggies other than soup, beans, tomatoes, cabbage and potatoes. A vegetarian friend was once given a plate of raw, un-podded broad beans when she asked for the ‘vegetarian option’ at a famous restaurant.

I’ve included many recipes that are a bit kinder to non-meat eaters while still giving an honest account of the region’s flavours and traditions. (It may surprise you to learn that at BRUTTO around 40% of the menu is suitable for veggies.)
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ANTIPASTI & SPUNTINI

Antipasti is a word derived from the Latin ante meaning ‘before’ and pasti meaning ‘food’ or ‘a meal’. It has nothing to do with pasta, as many assume. An Italian friend likened antipasti to foreplay or the opening credits sequence of a movie. They are designed to whet your appetite and get you ready for the feast to come.

They can be shared, or eaten individually if, like Joey from Friends, you don’t do sharing. They can also be incredibly simple – cold cuts of cured meat, a few cheeses and pickled vegetables, marinated fish from the deli, olives. But they can be a little more artful, too, combining strong flavours to create dishes that are more than the sum of their individual parts, like the smooth, loose chicken liver paté so beloved of Florentines and served virtually everywhere, in restaurants, bars, trattorie and homes across the region in as many iterations as there are days in a month.

Quite often the dishes in this section are all you will find in the city’s wine bars. They are the go-to snack of the discerning drinker, small enough not to spoil your appetite but substantial enough to stop you getting too merry on an empty stomach. After all, as they say in Italy: L’appetito vien mangiando – ‘Eating makes you hungry.’

At the table, it is important not to skip this part of the classic four-course tradition of most Italian regions. Antipasti provide a perfect reason to enjoy something bitter to drink, like a Negroni, a glass of vermouth or a Campari with soda before the wine.

ANCHOVIES, COLD BUTTER & SOURDOUGH

CHICKEN LIVER CROSTINI OR ‘BLACK TOASTS’

CANNELLINI & OREGANO CROSTINI

PORK WITH TUNA SAUCE & CAPERBERRIES

RAW VEGETABLES WITH NEW-SEASON OLIVE OIL & LEMON

DOUGH BALL ‘CUDDLES’ WITH STRACCHINO & PROSCIUTTO

DEEP-FRIED COURGETTE FLOWERS

‘GRANNY’S HANDKERCHIEFS’, FLORENTINE SPINACH & RICOTTA PANCAKES

ANCHOVIES WITH ORANGE ZEST

PEAR WITH PECORINO & TOASTED WALNUTS

TRIPE ROLLS

BAR PIZZAS

TOMATO, MOZZARELLA & BASIL BAR PIZZA

POTATO, ROSEMARY & PECORINO BAR PIZZA

TOMATO, GARLIC & OREGANO BAR PIZZA

ANCHOVY & BLACK OLIVE BAR PIZZA




ANCHOVIES, COLD BUTTER & SOURDOUGH

Acciughe, burro e pane

The British chef Shaun Hill famously replied, when asked the secret to good cooking: ‘Buy the best ingredients and don’t fuck it up.’ This simple bar snack antipasto requires the best of everything. Excellent Cantabrian or Sicilian tinned anchovies, the best unsalted butter, and very good, fresh sourdough or Tuscan unsalted bread.

In Florence, the first time I had this dish was at Casa del Vino (page 292) next to the Central Market, where it was prepared in front of me by the bartender. They serve a great version at Alla Vecchia Bettola (page 292), too. Their charmingly kitsch presentation of curled butter appealed to my retro sensibilities and I reproduce it here.


For four to six:


	2 or 3 slices of very good sourdough bread

	12 excellent anchovy fillets

	a pack of unsalted butter (but you won’t use it all)




Toast the sourdough until golden brown. Set aside in a toast rack to cool completely. When cooled, slice into 12 lozenge-shaped fingers.

Remove the anchovies from the oil in the tin or jar. (Keep the oil for the tonnato sauce on pages 32–3.) Place on a plate. Add a few drops of the oil if they are looking dry.

Using a butter curler, or an old-fashioned jelly spoon, pull the tool across the top of the butter, straight from the fridge, to create 6 curls and plunge them into iced water.

When ready to serve, arrange the cold toasted sourdough fingers, the fillets and cold butter curls on a very large plate, board or platter. Provide butter knives for your guests to assemble the ingredients themselves.
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ANCHOVIES, COLD BUTTER & SOURDOUGH

CHICKEN LIVER CROSTINI OR ‘BLACK TOASTS’

Crostini di fegatini di pollo o ‘crostini neri’

In Tuscany, crostini means this dish. It’s sometimes referred to as crostini neri – black toasts – but everyone always assumes it’s this funky, offaly chicken liver unless specified otherwise. And it rarely is.

There are as many recipes as there are households and restaurants in Florence. Sometimes it’s chunky and coarse. Sometimes it’s wet and smooth. Often it’s like paté. Occasionally it’s like a liquid.

Please note that at BRUTTO we use chicken fat to sauté the shallots, but I’m aware this isn’t always convenient or available in a domestic kitchen so I have substituted goose fat. You can use olive oil and still get a perfectly delicious result. The flavour that comes from the chicken livers and Marsala is quite convincing whichever frying medium you use.


For four to six:


	300g chicken livers, cleaned with the bitter white bits removed

	300ml whole milk

	1 heaped tablespoon goose fat or 2 tablespoons extra virgin olive oil

	2 shallots, finely chopped

	flaky sea salt

	4 sage leaves

	1 teaspoon rosemary leaves

	1 teaspoon thyme leaves

	1 teaspoon capers

	3 anchovy fillets

	100ml white wine

	50ml Marsala

	a baguette, sliced into 12 × 2cm discs, toasted




One day before, cover the cleaned chicken livers with milk in a bowl and leave in the fridge overnight. When you’re ready to cook the next day, drain the livers and discard the milk (or give it to your dog).

Heat the goose fat or olive oil in a large pan and gently sauté the shallots with a pinch of salt over a low to medium heat until glossy and soft. While the shallots are cooking, finely chop the herbs, capers and anchovies, then add to the pan and continue to sauté and stir for another few minutes. Add a little olive oil if necessary.

Pour in the white wine and turn up the heat to a bubble until the liquid is reduced by about a half. Now add the drained livers and fry until they colour, about 4–5 minutes, and are incorporated into the shallot and herb mixture. Reduce the heat and continue to cook for a further 10 minutes, continuing to stir.

When most of the liquid has been absorbed or has evaporated, take off the heat for 5 minutes and then put the contents of the pan into a blender. Pulse for 30 seconds. The mixture should have a thick, mousse-like consistency. Pour and spoon the contents of the blender into a clean pan, place on a low heat, taste and add more salt if necessary. Add the Marsala and continue to heat and gently stir until it looks smooth and spreadable.

Allow to cool for 5 minutes, then spread the warm mixture on to your 12 toasts.
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CHICKEN LIVER CROSTINI OR ‘BLACK TOASTS’

CANNELLINI & OREGANO CROSTINI

Crostini con cannellini e origano

This is a vegetarian alternative to the classic Florentine chicken liver crostini neri but which stays true to the regional reliance on beans.


For four to six:


	1 large ripe tomato, halved

	a handful of fresh sage leaves, tied in a bunch

	1 bay leaf

	2 plump rosemary sprigs

	1 clove of garlic

	250g dried cannellini beans, soaked in cold water overnight

	a handful of fresh oregano leaves, no stalks, chopped

	flaky sea salt

	extra virgin olive oil

	a baguette, sliced into 12 × 2cm discs




Bring a pan of water to the boil with the tomato, bunched sage, bay leaf, rosemary sprigs and the garlic clove. Once boiling, add the drained cannellini beans, reduce the heat, cover and simmer for 1 hour. Remove and discard the sage and rosemary. Add the chopped oregano. Simmer for a further 20 minutes.

Drain the beans, garlic, tomato and oregano, discarding the tomato skins and bay leaf, and mash together in a large bowl with a wooden spoon or a masher. Add a couple of good pinches of sea salt and a glug or two of olive oil. You can use an electric blender if you prefer. Taste and adjust the seasoning if necessary. Set aside.

Lightly grill the 12 slices of baguette on both sides. Stir the smooth bean mixture once or twice, then generously load on to the crostini. Drizzle with olive oil and serve.
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CANNELLINI & OREGANO CROSTINI

PORK WITH TUNA SAUCE & CAPERBERRIES

Maiale tonnato con bacche di capperi

The classic Piedmontese dish vitello tonnato appears all over Italy and in many Italian restaurants around the world. In my experience the international versions tend to involve a tuna sauce that is often very loose and which completely covers the delicate slices of veal, rather like a fishy gravy. I’m not a fan.

Substituting the veal with thinly sliced roasted pork loin and being a bit Jackson Pollock with a stiffer tuna sauce, however, makes it much more appealing in my opinion. This is closer to the versions I have eaten in Florence and, dare I say, is an improvement on the original.


For four:


	400g free-range, outdoor-reared pork loin

	extra virgin olive oil

	flaky sea salt

	black pepper



For the sauce:


	50g tinned tuna chunks in oil, drained (but reserve the oil)

	5 tinned anchovy fillets (keep the oil from the tin)

	1 teaspoon Dijon mustard

	1 heaped teaspoon capers

	1 tablespoon lemon juice

	flaky sea salt

	black pepper

	extra virgin olive oil



To garnish:


	16 caperberries

	a small handful of flat parsley leaves, roughly chopped




Roast the pork the day before, or at least 2 or 3 hours ahead of when you want to prepare and serve the dish.

Preheat the oven to 160°C. Massage the pork loin all over with olive oil and lots of salt and pepper. Heat a tablespoon of olive oil in a large, heavy-based frying pan and place the loin in the hot oil. Keep turning the pork until it is nicely brown on all sides. Remove the pan from the heat and transfer the loin into a roasting tin, add a splash more oil and a pinch more salt and place in the oven.

Roast for around 20–25 minutes, less if you like your pork pink, as I do. (If it’s free-range and outdoor-reared, there’s no need to follow the 1950s obsession with always cooking good pork well-done.) Turn once at the halfway mark. Remove from the oven, allow to cool completely, then wrap tightly in foil and place in the fridge for at least 2 hours but preferably overnight.

To make the tonnato sauce, place the tuna, anchovies, mustard, capers, lemon juice, a pinch of salt, a twist of black pepper and the reserved fish oils from the tins in a blender. (If you have the anchovy oil you saved from page 27, use that too.) Pulse until you achieve a gloopy mayonnaise consistency, carefully adding a thin stream of olive oil if necessary. Taste, and add more salt if necessary.

Remove and discard the stalks from 8 of the caperberries, then slice them finely. Leave the other 8 intact.

Remove the pork from the fridge and, with an extremely sharp knife, slice the loin as thinly as possible. Divide the cold slices equally between four large, flat plates, then liberally distribute the tuna sauce on to the pork in the manner of your favourite Post-Expressionist painter. Scatter over the chopped caperberries and finish each plate with 2 intact ones, and a light flourish of chopped parsley. A final drizzle of olive oil will give a shiny glint just before serving.
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PORK WITH TUNA SAUCE & CAPERBERRIES

RAW VEGETABLES WITH NEW-SEASON OLIVE OIL & LEMON

Pinzimonio

The olive oil makers of Tuscany harvest their crops in autumn. The first-press, new-season oil is



For four:


	2 fennel bulbs

	1 head of celery, leafy, washed (optional)

	8 baby heritage carrots, preferably different colours, peeled

	8 assorted radishes

	3 spring onions (optional)

	200ml excellent extra virgin olive oil, preferably new-season

	flaky sea salt

	1 lemon
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RAW VEGETABLES WITH NEW-SEASON OLIVE OIL & LEMON

DOUGH BALL ‘CUDDLES’ WITH STRACCHINO & PROSCIUTTO

Coccoli






For four:


	800g simple bread dough (page 221)

	‘00’ flour, for dusting

	12 very thin slices of prosciutto

	400g fresh stracchino

	2 litres sunflower oil, for frying
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DOUGH BALL ‘CUDDLES’ WITH STRACCHINO & PROSCIUTTO
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DEEP-FRIED COURGETTE FLOWERS

Fiori di zucchini fritti



For four:


	250g ‘00’ flour

	5 tablespoons extra virgin olive oil

	3 large free-range egg whites

	1 litre vegetable oil, for frying

	20 courgette flowers, stamens removed

	flaky sea salt
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DEEP-FRIED COURGETTE FLOWERS

‘GRANNY’S HANDKERCHIEFS’, FLORENTINE SPINACH & RICOTTA PANCAKES

Crespelle




For eight to ten pancakes:


	500g baby spinach leaves, thoroughly washed and drained

	300g ricotta

	3 medium free-range eggs

	60g grated Parmesan

	nutmeg

	flaky sea salt

	black pepper

	180g ‘00’ flour

	600ml whole milk

	100g butter, plus more for frying

	100ml good tomato passata
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‘GRANNY’S HANDKERCHIEFS’, FLORENTINE SPINACH & RICOTTA PANCAKES
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ANCHOVIES WITH ORANGE ZEST

Acciughe con scorza d’arancia



For four:


	4 × 50g tins of excellent anchovies

	2 oranges

	your best extra virgin olive oil
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ANCHOVIES WITH ORANGE ZEST

PEAR WITH PECORINO & TOASTED WALNUTS

Pera con cacio e noci




For four:


	400g walnut halves

	extra virgin olive oil

	4 ripe Decana pears

	400g Pecorino
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PEAR WITH PECORINO & TOASTED WALNUTS

[image: ]
TRIPE ROLLS

Panini con lampredotto




For four panini:


	800g lampredotto (ask your butcher for the fourth stomach of the cow)

	extra virgin olive oil

	1 medium onion, finely sliced

	1 medium carrot, peeled and finely diced

	1 celery stalk, finely diced

	2 cloves of garlic, very finely chopped

	1 heaped teaspoon chilli flakes

	3 tablespoons tomato purée

	200ml brodo (page 202), or beef stock

	4 crusty white bread rolls

	4 tablespoons salsa verde (page 210)







BAR PIZZAS

Pizze da bar
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TOMATO, MOZZARELLA & BASIL BAR PIZZA

Con pomodoro, mozzarella e basilico



Makes six to eight little pizza slices:


	extra virgin olive oil

	½ the quantity of dough from page 221

	flour, for dusting

	4–6 tablespoons passata, a pinch of salt added

	1 large ball of buffalo mozzarella, drained

	a handful of basil leaves
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TOMATO, MOZZARELLA & BASIL BAR PIZZA

POTATO, ROSEMARY & PECORINO BAR PIZZA

Con patate, rosmarino e Pecorino



Makes six to eight little pizza slices:


	extra virgin olive oil

	2 waxy potatoes

	½ the quantity of dough from page 221

	flour, for dusting

	100g Pecorino, grated

	a small handful of rosemary leaves
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POTATO, ROSEMARY & PECORINO BAR PIZZA

TOMATO, GARLIC & OREGANO BAR PIZZA

Marinara



Makes six to eight little pizza slices:


	1 clove of garlic, peeled

	extra virgin olive oil

	½ the quantity of dough from page 221

	flour, for dusting

	fine salt

	6 tablespoons passata

	1 tablespoon dried oregano
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TOMATO, GARLIC & OREGANO BAR PIZZA

ANCHOVY & BLACK OLIVE BAR PIZZA

Con acciughe e olive nere



Makes six to eight little pizza slices:


	a large handful of Taggiasca olives, pitted

	1 × 50g tin of anchovies

	extra virgin olive oil

	½ the quantity of dough from page 221

	flour, for dusting

	4 tablespoons passata, a pinch of salt added

	2 large handfuls of grated mozzarella
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ANCHOVY & BLACK OLIVE BAR PIZZA
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