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			The choreography of the kitchen—I peel, you scrape, wine spills, bag splits, beans simmer, sink slurps, petals fall, flour drifts, crust splits, aromas spread, lights flicker, chocolate melts, glass shatters, sauce thickens, finger bleeds, cheese ripens, crumbs fall, sweat drips, spoon bangs, meat glistens, oil spatters, wine breathes, garlic smashes, lettuces float, silver shines, apron snags, you sneeze, I sing oh, my love, my darling, and dough rises in soft moons the size of my cupped hand as planet earth tilts us toward dinner.

			—FROM Every Day in Tuscany
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			DEDICATION

			This book is one long toast, cin-cin, to near and dear Tuscan friends, who have shared their creative improvisations on passed-down, hallowed recipes. Early in our time here, we met Giuseppina De Palme, called Giusi. A natural cook, she is a mother of two who lives far in the country in a casa colonica with her husband and his parents. Her family feasts initiated us into the eight-hour meals so common in the Tuscan countryside. She now owns her own idyllic agriturismo, but she continues to invite us to lavish feasts. Her generosity and her passion for cooking inspire every meal we prepare. Later, we met Gilda Di Vizio, Giusi’s sister-in-law. She is equally inventive and accomplishes more in a morning than I can in a day. She brings us armfuls of sunflowers, meat from her livestock, jars of fig jam, and baskets of zucchini flowers because she knows we americani adore them fried. Gilda’s life force, raucous sense of humor, and earth-mother knowledge of the land all brighten the skies over Cortona.

			As we got to know our neighbors and their friends, we felt the inexpressible joy of being included on a regular basis in the rounds of celebration that define the days of the local people. Our friends are cooks, engineers, winemakers, plumbers, gym teachers, woodcutters, doctors, fashionistas, electricians, police chiefs, writers, and the local aristocracy. As foreigners, we are freed from the bounds of profession and class. We eat everywhere—in the contessa’s frescoed villa and the sheepherder’s stone cottage.

			During our years here, we have accumulated notebooks of recipes from our friends and from trattorie and restaurants where we eat regularly. Placido Cardinali and Fiorella Badini, our neighbors, are the truest gourmands I have met. I would like to have a head count of the number of people they entertain every year. When Ed is in Italy without me, Fiorella walks over and says, “I hope you’re not thinking of eating dinner alone. That’s not good for you.” He finds himself over at La Casita every night, with Plari, as her husband is called, grilling sausages, or a pigeon he’s raised behind the house, and Fiorella making the tagliatelle.

			The stylish and fun Baracchi family, Riccardo and his wife, Silvia Regi, with their son Benedetto, own the sybaritic country inn and restaurant Il Falconiere. The hospitality of the family reveals the depth of their natural joy in living. What feasts they produce! I was flattered when Silvia named her school “Cooking Under the Tuscan Sun.” Silvia is a cutting-edge chef with intact, deep country roots. Whatever I think I know how to do, Silvia can knock it up a notch. Their inn is a second home for us. Riccardo makes highly prized wines and a Champagne-method sparkling wine that inspires Ed to write sonnets.

			Our connections to the place multiplied a few years ago when we restored a twelfth-century stone house, Fonte delle Foglie (Font of Leaves) on Monte Sant’Egidio. There we have an ever-expanding vegetable garden and orchard. We gather chestnuts from the forest, fight the invasive wild boar constantly, and love the owl calls at night. The lights of Cortona in the distance seem far away from our mountain perch.

			During the long restoration, we built a bread oven and grill near the kitchen. Our neighbors, Domenica Italiani and her exuberant son, Ivan, taught us the mysteries of our brick-domed oven and how to turn out 30 to 40—once we even made 65—pizzas for hungry guests. Domenica has an outdoor kitchen at her house, where she constantly bottles tomatoes, puts up wild cherries, and makes vats of quince and fig jams. Ivan, a trained chef, makes scrumptious desserts and sometimes drops off a blackberry crostata at Fonte. Do they taste better because they’ve baked in a wood-fired oven? I like to stop by their house because there’s always something to taste on their red wood-fired stove and Domenica is likely to be rolling out the pasta for lunch. The tiny grandmother Annette goes out to gather eggs. Ivan rushes in from his job and dives right in. The noise level rises, the scents of baking rabbit, sizzling pancetta, and lemon tart crowd the kitchen. The Italiani in the kitchen—all’s well in the world.

			Cin-cin, my friends, and mille grazie.
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		If you came to visit me in Tuscany, we would cook the food described in this book. The Tuscan Sun Cookbook collects our favorite recipes from hundreds of dinners here at our home Bramasole, from the tables of our generous friends, and from chefs whose kitchens are as familiar to us as our own. Along with the food, Tuscans add to the table the spirit of friendship and their legendary sense of exuberance. We have feasted for over two decades in this profoundly hospitable country.
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		Etruscan tombs from 800 B.C. show men and women reclining around the banquet table. Their archaic faces reflect the joys of dining that are cherished in Italy—and have been forever. No matter what the circumstances, life is meant to be enjoyed, and what better place than around a laden table surrounded by friends and family?

		Tuscan food tastes like itself. Ingredients are left to shine, not combined with a list as long as your arm or tortured into odd combinations. So, if on your visit, I hand you an apron, your work will be easy. We’ll start with primo ingredients, a little flurry of activity, perhaps a glass of Vino Nobile di Montepulciano, and soon we’ll be carrying platters out the door. We’ll have as much fun setting the table as we have in the kitchen. Four double doors along the front of the house open to the outside–so handy for serving at a long table under the stars (or for cooling a scorched pan on the stone wall). Italian Philosophy 101: la casa aperta, the open house. Inside / outside living seems natural.

		In cool weather, we’ll light many candles and dine at the oval table in the dining room, where so many years ago we discovered a fresco under the whitewash.
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		What Shall We Cook?

		We’ll assemble most of the antipasti—the pecorino, various slices of salami, prosciutto and melon, some vegetables sott’olio (under olive oil), breadsticks or wedges of focaccia—these we’ve simply gathered. But we’ll quickly fry some delectable zucchini flowers lightly stuffed with a spoon of whipped potato and some basil. We’ve added a mound of chickpeas with curls of lemon zest, and perhaps a chopped radicchio salad with pecorino. The platters are gorgeous and travel quickly around the table. Next, for our primo, we’ll throw together spaghetti all’arrabbiata—Angry Pasta—which Tuscans love for its hit of vibrant hot pepper. This simple pasta will rev up our taste buds.

		Two courses so far and an hour has passed. We pause a little before the secondo because there’s no rush and the moon is just now wobbling up over the distant hills. Scottaditi are forthcoming—finger-burners, they’re named, because the little lamb chops are quickly seared on the grill and the bone is hot. Two small chops, some bitter greens, and basta, that’s it for the secondo. Bread of course, but nothing more. Meat is important to the Tuscan meal but it is not the main course. There is no main course—all are equal. You have, in this lovely sequence, a chance to savor each. Out comes a bowl of fruit and then another bowl of water to wash it in. A wedge of cheese. We pause for a while, sipping the wine and changing chairs so everyone can visit everyone else.

		We could stop there, and Tuscans do, but tonight you will be pleased to carry aloft from the kitchen a huge rustic tart of peaches. I’ll pass around some sweetened mascarpone to spoon on top. We’re into our third hour and in another, guests will begin to go home because it is, after all, a Wednesday night. Some linger longer because Ed brings out a tray of digestivi. I’m partial to the golden Strega from Benevento, in the south. Ed is convincing everyone to try the amaro (bitter) made from olives that we brought home from the Marche. Fulvio prefers the Cocchi Barolo Chinato, a spicy quinine concoction with a base of Barolo. Over the wall go the orange peels and grape seeds. Finally, the rounds of two-cheek kissing and the calls of buonanotte begin as everyone starts toward home.
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		When We Came Here

		What a thrill it was to find, finally, genuine Italian food. Right away, when the first primitive kitchen at Bramasole consisted only of a door on sawhorses, a stove, and hot water hauled from the bathroom, I found that by reproducing the pastas and salads we were tasting at trattorie in town, I was able to prepare a fine dinner in under an hour. La cucina povera, the poor kitchen, became a source of study. What the old signoras who previously owned Bramasole did in the lean times was a wonder to me. The cuisine of necessity–how inventive they were with their tomato and bread soups, their tortellini in brodo, their panzanella (bread salad), and their bean dishes. I was fascinated by their habit of cooking beans in a bottle in the hot ashes of the fireplace. The chestnut cake of the region, castagnaccio, a strange, flat concoction of chestnut flour, olive oil, and rosemary—surely an acquired taste—charmed me with its honesty.
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		At Bramasole

		Ed lavishes care on our original 160 olive trees, and has acquired another grove just below us, adding another 250 trees—another 250 bottles. Yes, a bottle a tree! Although the yield varies each year, our average is a liter a tree. The trees must be pruned, the land plowed, the olives picked, taken to the mill, pressed, and bottled. The harvest is a labor of true love.

		Naturally, Tuscan food almost always involves a drizzle or a blast of this tender elixir. Alessio Burroni at our local gelateria even made gelato from our olive oil and we served it at the annual Tuscan Sun Festival. Extra-virgin olive oil is the key to the taste of Italian food. My first recommendation is to find an excellent one and use it liberally. Here’s the great secret: the food will be so tasty, so satisfying, that you will not require huge portions of it. Ed works with six men—three in their eighties—to harvest and prune. They taught him to cut so that the upupa, hoopoe, can fly through without brushing their wings against the limbs. As in the kitchen, we have had the grand luck to have such friends, whose love of the natural world connects them solidly to it. This tribe of friends shows us, by example, the happiness of every day in this bellissima landscape.

		Ed fell hard for cooking here. He’d always had his specialties—soufflés and soups and swordfish with mango salsa—but he was the sous chef, who chopped the onions and asked me for directions. Now he’s the one who makes the pasta, gnocchi, and long-simmered ragù. Together, we took naturally to the Italian sense of hospitality. While in Italy, we have eight or ten friends over at least twice a week. For our Twenty Years at Bramasole party we threw a grand dinner for forty-five and Silvia orchestrated the feast. We have so many houseguests that we could open our own inn. It’s fun until they leave and we face a mountain of laundry. On weekends in the mountains, guests swim, hike, and play bocce. Then eat! Our bread oven turns out the pizzas, then the pasta al forno and roasted chickens. The wine flows and the music wraps around us. A chill falls at night. We build a fire in the outdoor grill. I run into the house and bring out shawls and sweaters and we draw near the warmth because it’s a summer night and Antonio has brought his guitar. Ed and Alberto break out the bitters, especially Averna, a dark and syrupy liquid made from thirty-two herbs. I like the clear purity of grappa but cannot take more than a sip because it seems like a glass of it would tip over my chair.

		Food! The obsession of every Tuscan. Since others also entertain frequently, we fall into constant musical chairs at each other’s houses, but despite the camaraderie at table, we enjoy our private dinners at home the most—grilling veal chops in the fireplace, gathering vegetables from the garden, and improvising a frittata, or discovering a new sauce for pasta.
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		Many Friends Inspire Us

		With many friends, we run around in the countryside visiting vineyards, butchers, cheese makers, and old people who like to sit by the fire, sip vin santo, and talk about Tuscany as it was. Everyone has a story—and most of the stories involve food.

		We hope that our kitchen’s bounty, too, will inspire you to say, “That looks good.” Most recipes are simple and the few that are not are fun. This is real Tuscan food from a small hill town we have grown to love as home. Because of our many years here, we’ve had the great luck to learn about Tuscan food from the inside, not as visitors. Although we enjoy the new ideas and trends now cropping up in Italy, this book focuses on traditional fare and on the spontaneity of cooks working within their legacy. Sometimes we add a few twists of our own. What I hope becomes real for you is the astonishing range of Tuscan food, and the sense of joy that permeates the Tuscan kitchen. No one I know considers weeknight dinner after work a pain. Cooking is a natural act, like taking a shower.

		If you are visiting me, we will go to the enormous weekly market in the morning. I have my favorite stands for the little violet artichokes, a porchetta sandwich to eat while shopping, fish from the Adriatic, and Casa Blanca lilies for your room. We’ll pause for an espresso. The car will fill with the scent of cantaloupe and fennel and grapes. Then we’ll come home, laden with bottles and bags, and after lunch, we’ll start all over again.
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		Tuscan recipes usually call for few ingredients—that’s why you don’t spend the day in the kitchen when you’re having a few people over. But there’s another secret to the ease of Tuscan food: la dispensa, the pantry. Does the word call up images of a medical supply room in the tropics? Despite the clinical sound, a stocked dispensa is the glory of the Tuscan kitchen. Seeing our pantry shelves lined with jars of cherries and peaches gives me ideas when contemplating winter desserts. Fiorella puts up eggplant and Placido dries mushrooms in the autumn sun. Ed packs fresh anchovies in salt, and lets them rest for three months in a covered bowl. Ivan is king of our blackberry-invaded mountain-side. He bestows on us jars of fig, quince, apple, and plum preserves. Roll out a piecrust, spread the jam, and there’s a crostata, Tuscany’s favorite tart. These enterprises make all the difference—and sharing with friends is part of the pleasure. Every time I open a jar of Gilda’s boar sausage, I think of her. Ivan’s quince jam reminds me of his big smile.

		[image: ]

		This is the late August ritual: With help from Gilda and Domenica, we put up two hundred jars of fresh tomatoes and at least thirty of pomarola, simmered tomato sauce. Although I keep fresh herbs growing all year, I still dry rosemary, marjoram, fennel flowers, thyme, sage, and oregano when they flourish. That’s an easy task. Pick a basketful of herbs, stem and all, and spread them on a rack. Just let them rest in a warm, dry place for four days, then strip the leaves and store them in small jars. They will be on hand for seasoning until next summer, when I hope to do the same thing again.

		Tuscans are foragers. In every season, people are in the fields looking for whatever is springing up—porcini, wild cherries, chestnuts, field greens, fennel flowers, wild asparagus, green almonds, and berries, especially the ruby-drop wild strawberries. Preserving, I think, comes from the same hunter-gatherer instinct that sends my neighbors out at midnight to look for snails on the walls of a brooding castle. The finding and the keeping—both impulses reveal the deep Tuscan connection to the land.

		With a well-stocked dispensa, your planning, shopping, and cooking times are shortened. Here are some ingredients to have on hand in your kitchen:

		[image: ]

		
			ALMONDS, SLICED AND WHOLE

			BAY LEAVES

			BALSAMIC VINEGAR

			CAPERS

			CARNAROLI, VIALONE NANO, OR ARBORIO RICE

			CHEESES: PARMIGIANO-REGGIANO, FONTINA, TALEGGIO, PECORINO (FRESH, SLIGHTLY AGED, AND AGED), GORGONZOLA, ROBIOLA, ASIAGO, GRANA PADANO

			DRIED CHICKPEAS, CANNELLINI BEANS, ZOLFINO BEANS, FARRO

			DRIED PORCINI

			FENNEL SEEDS AND FENNEL FLOWERS

			HONEY, FROM LAVENDER, ACACIA, OR TIGLI (LINDEN)

			HAZELNUTS

			OLIVES, GREEN AND BLACK

			EXTRA-VIRGIN OLIVE OIL, THE FRESHEST YOU CAN FIND

			PEPERONCINI (RED PEPPER FLAKES)

			PINOLI (PINE NUTS)

			PISTACHIOS

			ANCHOVIES, SALT-PACKED OR OIL-PACKED

			SAFFRON

			SEA SALT, COARSE

			SEMOLINA

			POLENTA

			WALNUTS

			FRA ANGELICO

			LIMONCELLO

			VIN SANTO

			DRY CINZANO
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		Most Tuscan kitchens do not have the battery of “toys” that we take for granted in the United States. Their cooking equipment is light and flimsy by our standards. My friends look askance at our big food processor and say, “It’s usually faster in the long run to use your own two hands.” Privately, I often use that scorned food processor to make a quick pasta. Also, the pasta attachment for a mixer is handy when you want to make fusilli, macaroni, rigatoni, or bucatini. You can’t make those shapes with a traditional pasta machine or by hand.

		Our early months here revolutionized my thinking. From that kitchen with a door on two sawhorses, a stove, tiny fridge, and one wooden spoon, we were feasting like kings. I had to learn that I really didn’t need fourteen knives and cupboards filled with pans. It was also during that primitive-kitchen era that I learned the most valuable lesson ever: double the recipe. I still double. Or triple, especially with ragù. It just makes sense for busy people.

		Most of our recipes take the hands-on approach, but of course, we use mixers, food processor, hand blender, meat thermometers, microwave, and mandoline when we want. We also recommend:

		
			HAND-CRANKED PASTA MACHINE

			MEZZALUNA AND WOODEN BOWL FOR CHOPPING

			MORTAR AND PESTLE

			LEMON ZESTER AND PEELER

			ROTARY PIZZA CUTTER

			SPRINGFORM PANS

			POULTRY SHEARS

			STRAIGHT ROLLING PIN (NOT TAPERED)

			FOOD MILL

			NUTMEG GRATER

		

		Wine Suggestions

		For many recipes, we suggest excellent wines that we regularly serve and enjoy. We’ve chosen only ones with wide distribution. If you can’t find the suggested one, thousands of others are available. Many good choices on your wine seller’s shelves will be stellar matches for your goose or baked pasta. Just after the right butcher, a good wine merchant should be your second-best friend. If she is knowledgeable, she always can find some similar bottles—or maybe something better!

		ESSENTIALS OF THE TUSCAN KITCHEN

		A few elemental recipes are used over and over in the Tuscan kitchen. Because they occur often, we’re including them at the outset. You might want to tag these pages so when you come to a cross-reference, you can turn right to them.

		
			THE BASICS

			SOFFRITTO

			TOMATO SAUCE

			FOCACCIA

			DRIED CANNELLINI BEANS AND CHICKPEAS

			BESCIAMELLA

			GILDA’S SALT

			BRINE

			PESTO

		

		SOFFRITTO

		A quick sauté of carrot, onion, celery, and flat-leaf parsley starts off many sauces and meats. The greengrocer usually will ask as you finish your shopping, “Do you need odori?” And he will hand you a bunch of these “smells” to make soffritto. The word is from soffriggere, to cook at a below-frying temperature. Soffritto, similar to mirepoix in France, is lightly fried odori. Depending on the recipe, you can add a variety of other ingredients to the soffritto: 2 minced cloves of garlic, ¼ pound of minced pancetta, 4 or 5 torn basil leaves, or other aromatic herbs. Use this in ragù or soup and as a seasoning for zucchini, peas, or other vegetables. Mix some with breadcrumbs and stuff tomatoes with it. When I add a cup of chopped, oven-roasted tomatoes to a soffritto, I can serve forth a perfect sugo for Sunday night spaghetti.

		We frequently prepare a big batch, let it cool, and freeze ½ cup portions in small plastic bags. They’re then ready when I’m on a mission for a fast dinner.

		MAKES 1 CUP

		
			
				
				
				
						¼
						CUP EXTRA-VIRGIN OLIVE OIL
				

				
						1
						YELLOW ONION, MINCED
				

				
						1
						CARROT, MINCED
				

				
						1
						CELERY STALK, MINCED
				

				
						1
						HANDFUL OF FLAT-LEAF PARSLEY, MINCED
				

				
						½
						TEASPOON SALT
				

				
						¼
						TEASPOON PEPPER
				

			

		

		Sauté the ingredients in a small saucepan over medium-low heat until they begin to color and turn tender, 5 to 7 minutes.
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		TOMATO SAUCE

		Pomarola—classic and omnipresent. For true fast food: ¼ cup of pomarola per person, stirred into pasta, a wave over the plate with Parmigiano, a few torn basil leaves, and here it is!—eccolo! This is the food for which homesick Italian travelers yearn. Some even travel with pelati, cans of Italian tomatoes, so they can whip up a meal redolent of home. You can add garlic, thyme, oregano, or pepper flakes if you like, but this recipe is for plain and authentic pomarola. Use fresh, boxed, or canned tomatoes (juice included), peeled or not, as you prefer. Canned and boxed tomatoes generally are peeled. I usually don’t peel fresh tomatoes. For sauces, the San Marzano variety is the Italian choice. The sauce will keep in the fridge for about a week.

		MAKES 3 CUPS

		
			
				
				
				
						¼
						CUP EXTRA-VIRGIN OLIVE OIL
				

				
						1
						YELLOW ONION, MINCED
				

				
						8
						TOMATOES OR 1 28-OUNCE CAN WHOLE TOMATOES, COARSELY CHOPPED
				

				
						8 to 10
						BASIL LEAVES, TORN
				

				
						½
						TEASPOON SALT
				

				
						1⁄3
						TEASPOON PEPPER
				

			

		

		In a medium saucepan, heat the olive oil over medium heat and add the onion. Sauté for about 5 minutes, until golden and soft. Add the tomatoes, basil, salt, and pepper. Bring the sauce to a boil, then immediately lower the heat to a brisk simmer and cook, uncovered, stirring occasionally, for 10 minutes, or until glossy and thickened.
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		Focaccia

		FOCACCIA

		What better place to focus on some focaccia than the focolare, hearth or fireplace, which could very well be the root word of this bread’s name. Focaccia is simple, requires few ingredients, and everybody likes it.

		During the grape harvest, the breakfast or merenda, snack, of choice is focaccia baked with small, sugared grapes on top. In winter, I cannot resist focaccia baked with caramelized onions. Of course, focaccia makes the best panini.

		To grill or not? Usually in Tuscany a panino is not grilled and there are no condiments. The olive oil in the focaccia suffices. I love grilled panini, too, especially in winter.

		SERVES 8

		
			
				
				
				
						2
						PACKAGES ACTIVE DRY YEAST
				

				
						2
						CUPS WARM WATER (110˚ TO 115˚F)
				

				
						5
						TO 5½ CUPS ALL-PURPOSE FLOUR, SIFTED, PLUS ADDITIONAL FOR THE WORK SURFACE
				

				
						2
						TABLESPOONS EXTRA-VIRGIN OLIVE OIL
				

				
						1½
						TEASPOONS COARSE SEA SALT
				

				
						2
						TABLESPOONS MINCED FRESH ROSEMARY OR 1 TABLESPOON DRIED
				

			

		

		Combine the yeast and water in a large bowl. After 10 minutes, gradually add 5 cups of flour and, with a fork, mix well. On a generously floured surface, knead the dough for 10 to 15 minutes, adding the other ½ cup flour as needed, until the dough is uniformly elastic. Swab a large bowl with a tablespoon of the olive oil, add the dough, and turn to coat all sides with the oil. Cover the bowl with a dishtowel and put it in a warm place for 1 hour.

		Punch down the dough—it should have almost doubled—then, with your fingers, spread it to fit a parchment-lined 13 × 18-inch sheet pan. Cover again with the dishtowel and let it rise in a warm place for 45 minutes.

		Preheat the oven to 400°F.

		With your fingertips, dimple the dough all over. Dribble the remaining 1 tablespoon of olive oil over the top and sprinkle with the salt and rosemary.

		Bake for 20 minutes. Cool slightly before slicing.

		
			FAVORITE PANINI

			Roasted vegetables and grana padano
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			Grilled eggplant, mozzarella, and tomato
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			Finocchiona salami and fontina
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			Anchovy and butter
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			Taleggio and tomato

			[image: ]

			Grilled chicken and sage
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			Arugula, prosciutto, and Gorgonzola

			[image: ]

			Mortadella and provolone

		

		DRIED CANNELLINI BEANS AND CHICKPEAS

		How to cook them? This is the easiest way: Soak them at least 5 hours, and bring them to a boil in abundant water. Add a carrot, a celery stalk, and a halved onion, if you like. Lower the heat, partially cover, and simmer until done—and you just keep testing for that. The cooking time might be as short as 45 minutes, if the beans or chickpeas are young. Test frequently; when done, they should be firm but giving. Discard the vegetables. Add seasonings to taste.

		There are other options with no soaking at all—boil the beans or chickpeas for 2 minutes and then turn off the heat

		BESCIAMELLA

		
		
		
		
		GILDA’S SALT

		
		
		
		
		BRINE

		
		
		
		BALSAMIC VINEGAR

		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		PESTO
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