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This cookbook is dedicated to my Mom, Josh, and hungry bad-girls everywhere.
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Righteous Introduction

My uncle Pashqua used to say, “Any occasion is a good occasion for a meal.” No one was ever more right … or sweaty.

As an Italian, I know that a good meal isn’t reserved for just Hallmark holidays, pretentious dinner parties, or … some other example because comedy works best in threes. Oh no! Every day there’s a good reason to *shkoff! From One-Night-Stand Breakfasts to Dump ’Em Desserts, this cookbook focuses on the other occasions—the daily dish that’s relevant to a new generation who simply don’t give a flying fuck about stuffing a turkey in the name of pillaging.

And when these overlooked occasions arise, you’ve got to celebrate, devise, deal. And what better way to deal, than to stuff your face like a savage? Food brings your friends, family, and thighs closer together. It can soften a blow, get you your way, or channel your rage. Food gives us a reason to wake up in the morning (and eat breakfast), visit our grandparents, stay in crappy relationships! And that’s what this cookbook explores at its very core: the connection between food, circumstance, and greased-up chiseled man babes … What was my point again?

Oh yeah … Bitchin’ Kitchen! But it goes even deeper than that! It’s about me, I mean “us.” It’s about Net Genners, Punk-Italian Fusion, and Angry Squirrels. It’s about kicking polite pastel lifestyles in the ass, rocking your kitchen, and letting the boys clean up the mess.

I know what you’re thinking: “Is that my cell phone ringing?” Of course it is! But I don’t care, because this is a righteous introduction. So sit back, take off at least one of your socks, and get ready to get your hands dirty, because you’re going to shkoff like you’ve never shkoffed before! (Or you can always just look at the pretty pictures. Come on, everybody likes pictures.)
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*NOTE:

Whenever you see an asterisk, it means you can check the Glossary for a definition of this saying—that s if you’re not already familiar with Italian-American slang, *capisce?








The Hand that Rocks the Ladle
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When I was growing up I was always jealous of my mom’s prowess in the kitchen: the way she’d be able to whack me with a slipper as she answered the phone, all the while pouring a steady stream of salt into the pasta water, just feeling the perfect amount. It was witchcraft! She never had a measuring cup; I never saw her meticulously quantify ⅛ of a teaspoon of anything. Ever. Around the house there were no written recipes, nor at my *N onna’s, or at her N onna’s1. If you were to ask my mother how much salt goes into a quart of water, she’d tell you, annoyed: “*Ma, what do I know?! You look, you feel, you taste.” And that was that. You look, you feel, you taste.

I was so aggravated by this as a teen that I rebelled against the *Casalinga style of Italian cooking, snatching up any recipe that had irrefutable amounts, bullet points, friggin’ diagrams! And with this arsenal of tangible instructions in hand, I set out to vengefully make the biggest, best meal anyone had ever tasted…. Oh, and if someone were to ask me how much salt I used, I’d cordially reply: “Why, 1.78 teaspoons, Madame…” But no one ever asked, because all those meals sucked. They sucked hard, and sucked for years. They never came together. Maybe I was following the wrong recipes, or maybe it takes more than a set of measuring spoons to make a good meal. Maybe it is witchcraft.

 


Is the Hand that Rules the World

…Or knowing your ingredients. And how do you get to know your ingredients? Well, you look, you feel, you taste. By trial and error, you realize that a whole head of garlic for 1 cup of tomato puree is a bit much. You make a mental note. And as you sit there, defiantly shkoffing a plate of nasty pasta, hoping that the next forkful will miraculously reveal itself as delicious, getting progressively more full, and progressively more aware of how much fucking garlic is in this godforsaken sauce, you learn. It haunts you, from the mess in the kitchen to the hole in your wallet to the indigestion. Some of us give up at this point, figure we’ll never learn to cook and order out for the rest of our days.

But some of us don’t. Some of us rise up to the challenge because food is too important. It was the first thing that ever gave you comfort, before sex, drugs, or rock and roll. Because the pleasure you get from eating or watching someone succumb to your culinary genius is too primal, too satisfying, too powerful to ever not hold in the crook of your wooden spoon.

It’s witchcraft baby.
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1We did own “The Good Housekeeping Illustrated Cookbook,” which was used once for a fashionably bland curry in the mid-80s. It then got buried in the Wedding/Communion/Confirmation video drawer and was never seen again.








The Bitchin’ Basics

ORGANIC INGREDIENTS

Always try to get your hands on organic-certified ingredients. Don’t get me wrong, this isn’t a hippie cookbook, but I’m a firm believer that you shouldn’t put anything in your mouth that’s chock-full of sketchy hormones, antibiotics, or chemicals (past the age of 19.) Almost all cities have a farmer’s market and this is where the best ingredients are found. But beware, just because you’re at the farmer’s market doesn’t mean everything is organic, so if you’re not sure, ask.

I know it’s not easy to eat 100% organic, so if I had to put my foot down on certain ingredients it would be the meat. Never cook with *cac meat. But you probably won’t listen to me, so…

BURGER STINK JUICE

Sometimes the ground beef you find at the grocery store isn’t top-notch, and when you sauté it you notice a watery liquid at the bottom of the pan. This liquid smells like a cross between expired margarine and death. Strain this liquid, keep cooking the beef, then strain some more until it’s all gone. Or better yet, listen to me and only buy fresh organic beef from a certified butcher.

OLIVE OIL

There are three things you never want to be stingy about: sky-diving, plastic surgery, and olive oil. Since olive oil is found in almost every Mediterranean dish, don’t be penny-wise and pound foolish. Buy the best quality, cold-pressed, extra virgin olive oil you can afford, otherwise you’ll ruin a great meal. (I usually shell out between $15 and $25 for a 500 ml bottle of extra virgin.)

BUTTER

Don’t buy salted butter. You’re the master of your kitchen, so you control the salt. Also know that margarine isn’t a replacement for butter, it’s Satan’s lube. Not only is this crap nasty-tasting, it’s extremely unhealthy. Margarine is made from some of the the cheapest oils on earth, barely fit for human consumption. These scavenger oils are then processed with chemicals, bleached, deodorized, and finally dyed an “appetizing” yellow color. I can’t believe it’s not shoe polish.

DEGERMING GARLIC

Most garlic is shipped all the way from China and by the time it reaches the grocery store shelves it has already begun to germinate. This germ, located in the center of the clove, infests your recipes with a dark, overly-ripe garlic flavor that you’ll keep burping up for hours. Ideally you want to buy young organic garlic that has no germ. But whenever that’s not a possibility, abort the sucker.
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PASTA & SAUCE

Pasta is best when you follow these steps: (1) Cook it al dente (about 8 to 10 minutes, depending on the kind of pasta). (2) Boil it in sufficiently salted water, about as salty as you like your soup. (3) Once the pasta is cooked, strain it, pour it into a big bowl and mix it with a ladleful of sauce so every strand absorbs some saucy goodness. (4) Go easy on the sauce. You’re supposed to be tasting the pasta and highlighted ingredients, not tomato soup. Two to three tablespoons of sauce is enough for 1 cup of cooked pasta.

ADDING SPICES

Cooking is a tactile experience for me and I quantify by using big or small *pinches. By running the spices between my fingertips I feel the perfect amount (gawd, we all turn into our mothers don’t we?) This takes practice, so if you’re new to the kitchen remember that less is more. You can always add salt and spice if it’s too bland, but you can’t take any away, so be careful. (If you really need specific instructions, know that a small pinch is about ¼ of a teaspoon. A big pinch is about ½ a teaspoon.)

SEA SALT & FRESHLY CRACKED PEPPER

I always use sea salt in my recipes, it’s more subtle and natural than table salt. Table salt has weird-ass additives like sodium silicoaluminate and alumnio-calcium silicate. The general rule is: if you can’t pronounce it and it’s in your own language, don’t eat it. When it comes to peppering your dishes, there’s no substitute for freshly cracked pepper. Precracked pepper sits around in the open for too long and by the time it hits your plate it’s lost 99 percent of its flavor. Useless.

SUGAR

Stay away from refined (bleached) sugar. Personally, I don’t even know why they still carry this crap on the shelves. Bleached products come from a time where a bunch of nerdy white dudes got overly-excited by the industrial revolution and messed around with perfectly good ingredients just so they could feel omnipotent at any cost, even our health. (Don’t even get me started on tampons…) White isn’t “pure,” it’s dangerous.

OK! So it’s best to use brown sugar, raw cane sugar, honey, or molasses to sweeten your dishes. These darker, more natural sugars don’t only add sweetness, they add flavor—and flavor is always good.

CINNAMON

Never buy cinnamon in powdered form. That stuff is the anthrax of the spice world, just one airborne pinch and it’s all over! Everything will be infected with the smell of cinnamon: other spices, cereals, pastas… even your soul. Buy cinnamon in sticks, grate them only when needed, and then store them in an airtight, bulletproof safe, two feet underground in the backyard.

NEWBIES

If you’re a real newbie, then turn to page 190 for everything you need to get started. From how to stock a fridge, to essential cooking gear, to spice rack must-haves, I’ve got you covered.
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The Kitchen Code

FEARLESSNESS

Every time I get a new knife or grater or use any sharp metal kitchen contraption for the first time, I get cut. So will you. Be prepared to get spritzed with hot oil, scalded with boiling water, suffer second-degree burns from cast-iron pans … but don’t fret, pretty soon you won’t feel it anymore and your tough hands will become a badge of honor… or a gnarled mess, whatever.

PATIENCE

Take the time to julienne the peppers, cube the potatoes, mince the garlic, make a basil chiffonade. Straight guys are especially bad at this, “A potato is a potato, just rub it on your t-shirt, peel off a few strands of skin and slap it in the pan, right?” Wrong. All these little prep steps are super important: Not only do they affect cook-time, but ingredients are passive-aggressive. If you don’t pay attention to them, they’ll get you back when dinner is served. Hisss.

CREATIVITY

In the culinary world nothing is written in stone. If a recipe calls for a big pinch of sugar, you may like two or none at all. So always taste as you go, involve yourself with the different layers of flavor, make adjustments, make it yours. Unless you have really bad taste, then just follow the directions.

LOVE

Cheesy as it may sound, it’s true. The more you watch a sauce, fuss, and carefully stir, the better it tastes. (Psst–If anyone asks, I didn’t tell you this.)
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CHAPTER. 1

Being single is great! Doing what you want, when you want; flirting with hot strangers; feeling that tingle in your loins as you wait for your STD test results …What a blast! But it’s not all fun and Valtrex. Most of the time when you’re single you just don’t make the effort to cook a good meal for yourself. And that’s what this chapter is all about: celebrating the single life with food! (Some people call this “emotional eating.”Pfft, what do they know?)

When you’re flying solo, it’s super important to eat home-cooked meals because all that takeout will tax you. Before you know it, you’ll be the one e-dating with an “artsy-emo” webcam pic because the wide shot ain’t pretty. Even if your mom stocks your fridge once a week with cannelloni, that isn’t a home-cooked meal—it’s a salty bribe for grandchildren.

Now I know that cooking-for-one complaints are common: “Nobody is there to share it.” “Nobody is there to chat.” I don’t like hamsters.” I hear you; but if you really think about it, who deserves a homemade feast more than you? Not only do you pay the bills, you’re the only one who can give yourself an orgasm in under thirty seconds. ‘Nuff said.
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Salmon and singles have a lot in common. Salmon have to swim upstream hundreds of miles to spawn, singles have to surf through hundreds of crappy dating profiles. Salmon
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