
		
			(UNLOCKING) THE SECRETS TO ITALIAN COOKING

			three basic stocks

			When people ask me for cooking advice, one of the first things I usually suggest is making their own stock or broth. Lots of it. All the time. Stock is often misunderstood and seems to scare people away. I have friends who look through cookbooks in search of a recipe they think they can muster, and when the recipe includes making stock, they flip to the next one. Stock, once made every day or every week in most households, has become a frightening thought to many, especially younger people who have grown up without that pot constantly simmering on the kitchen stove. Stock, they think, is what chefs make in stainless-steel kitchens with industrial-size pots. In reality, stock is the easiest recipe you will ever make. It’s also quite forgiving: It will improve any recipe, and while it can be extremely delicious when done well, it’s rarely bad. How difficult is it to throw some meat and vegetables, or just vegetables, into a pot with water and bring it to a boil? Let it simmer while you cook other things or watch a movie or read a book. It’s also the perfect way to make use of vegetables that are on their way out.

			The stock can be stored in the fridge for a couple of days or frozen for much longer, and if you have that stock waiting, you are empowered, your possibilities almost infinite. You can make a last-minute risotto. A vegetable soup. A delicious sauce. If you are not a regular stock maker, I suggest, before I suggest anything else, that you become one; stock making involves very little effort and offers the richest reward. Here are three of my staple stocks that I absolutely make all the time. Only the oxtail stock requires a little procuring; the ingredients for the others you probably have in your home already.

			Oxtail Stock

			Makes about 3 quarts / liters

			I call this stock the elixir of my life. It’s particularly special because not only is it incredibly tasty, but it is also, on a personal level, very important to my health. It is extremely nourishing and I make it once a week, having a cup every morning in winter and spring for extra nourishment and comfort. My family always said that this was the secret to longevity, beauty, and good bones, so I can’t live without it!

			6 to 7 pounds / 3 kg oxtail (4 to 5 pieces), trimmed of excess fat

			2 tablespoons extra-virgin olive oil

			2 onions, unpeeled and halved

			2 carrots, coarsely chopped

			4 celery stalks, coarsely chopped

			2 bay leaves

			1 teaspoon black peppercorns

			A handful of parsley stems

			⅔ cup / 160 ml dry white wine or sherry

			2 tablespoons fine sea salt

			
					
					Preheat the oven to 440°F / 220°C.

				

					
					Place the oxtail on a large baking sheet and drizzle with the olive oil. Roast until sizzling and browned, 20 to 25 minutes.

				

					
					Place the browned meat and the onions, carrots, and celery in a large stockpot (at least 6 quarts / liters). Add the bay leaves, peppercorns, and parsley stems. Fill the pot with enough cold water to cover by 1 to 2 inches / 2.5 to 5 cm. Add the wine and bring to a boil over medium-high heat. Skim excess scum and reduce the heat to low. Stir in the salt. Cover with a lid and cook for 3 to 6 hours (the longer the better). Pass the stock through a sieve, reserving the oxtail meat for another use.

				

					
					Let cool before refrigerating for up to 3 days or storing in the freezer for up to 4 months. (Once cooled, the stock will set into a thick brown jelly.)

				

			

			note: To make a bouquet garni, combine 5 sprigs of thyme, 1 sprig each of sage, rosemary, oregano, and parsley, and 1 bay leaf in a small bunch and tie together with kitchen twine.

			Chicken Stock

			Makes about 6 cups / 1.5 liters

			2 tablespoons extra-virgin olive oil

			2 pounds / 900 g chicken carcass, cut into 4 pieces

			2 carrots, coarsely chopped

			1 shallot, sliced

			1 leek, sliced

			1 celery stalk, sliced into chunks

			1 garlic clove, smashed and peeled

			1 teaspoon black peppercorns

			1 bouquet garni (see note, this page)

			½ cup / 120 ml dry white wine

			1 tablespoon fine sea salt

			1 large yellow onion, peeled and halved, with 2 whole cloves stuck into each half

			
					
					In a large stockpot, heat the olive oil over medium heat. Add the chicken carcass, carrots, shallot, leek, celery, garlic, peppercorns, and bouquet garni. Toss until the chicken is browned on all sides.

				

					
					Add the white wine and cook for 2 minutes to reduce. Add 2 quarts / liters water, the salt, and onion. Bring to a boil and reduce the heat to low. Continue to simmer for 3 hours, uncovered. Strain the stock through a sieve.

				

					
					Let cool before refrigerating for up to 3 days or store in the freezer for up to 4 months.

				

			

			Vegetable Stock

			Makes about 6 cups / 1.5 liters

			2 onions, peeled and halved

			3 carrots, coarsely chopped

			4 celery stalks, coarsely chopped

			4 sprigs of fresh thyme

			1 bay leaf

			2 sprigs of fresh parsley

			1 teaspoon black peppercorns

			
					
					In a large stockpot, combine all the ingredients plus 2 quarts / liters water. (Less water means that your stock will be more concentrated; more water makes a lighter flavored stock.) Bring to a boil over medium-high heat. Reduce the heat to low and continue to simmer for 3 hours. Halfway through, stir all the vegetables.

				

					
					Strain the stock through a sieve. Let cool before refrigerating for up to 3 days or storing in the freezer for up to 3 months.
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			drinks & starters

			APERITIVI & ANTIPASTI

			[image: T]he two guilty pleasures of Italian eating both start with the letter A. Sometimes there is no clear distinction between them, especially nowadays. Aperitivo is both the moment when you have your pre-dinner drink and the drink itself. It just means work is over, fun and food will be had. And some of that food will be had now. All the usual suspects: olives, mini pizzas, deep-fried delicacies, some veggies thrown in for good measure. Basically, all the food that your personal trainer—if you’re unlucky, or disciplined, enough to have one—will tell you not to eat. Aperitivo in its purest form is a vertical affair, standing up, because you still can. There is no written rule about standing, but that’s the traditional way, at the bar, although many people, understandably, prefer sitting down for this part of the evening. Then there is antipasti, the other A: You’re in the restaurant or at home, and by now you are surely sitting down. Curious concoctions have given way to wine. That’s an absolute. The food quality usually goes up—no cheap, deep-fried thrills, and if there are, they’re top-notch. This is the hour of really good hams, carefully prepared vegetables, quality crostini, cold salads, mixed seafood perhaps. You go for sparkling or you go straight to still. I have long thought that the most elegant thing anyone can have at this moment of the meal is the finest culatello and a very good glass of sparkling wine. Go for all the other stuff at your own peril and your own pleasure.

			BICERIN

			Espresso with Chocolate and Whipped Cream
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			[image: T]his is nothing less than the official drink of Torino—no other drink has such a special place in the hearts of the city’s inhabitants. Every café has its own version, which is very much a variation on the same theme, though the standard varies greatly. To me, the success lies in the quality of the ingredients (as always) and the care in preparation. Bicerin means “a small glass” in Piedmontese dialect, and that glass should be transparent so you can see all the layers (they shouldn’t mix). The drink dates back to the eighteenth century, when espresso hadn’t yet been invented; the coffee was different then, and the cream was not whipped but foamed. Today, many cafés serve a whipped cream version, and since I adore whipped cream, that’s the version we’ll use. I guess my love for whipped cream trumps my traditional side.

			Serves 4

			2 cups / 500 ml whole milk

			6 ounces / 180 g unsweetened dark chocolate, chopped into small pieces

			4 double-shot espressos (50 ml each), the stronger the better

			½ cup / 120 ml heavy cream, whipped

			coffee beans (optional)for garnish

			
					
					In a medium saucepan, heat the milk over low heat. When it starts to simmer slightly, add the chocolate pieces and whisk until melted and the mixture starts to boil. Continue whisking until foamy, about 2 minutes.

				

					
					Fill the bottom third of four clear, heatproof glasses with the warm chocolate mixture. Pour an espresso into each over the back of a spoon. Finish with a layer of whipped cream. Top with coffee beans, if desired. Let the drink settle for a minute before serving.

				

			

			CAFFÈ SHAKERATO
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			[image: T]orino is the city of aperitivo. It seems like every evening at around 6 o’clock, the whole town gathers for a drink and something to eat, whether salty or crunchy or cheesy. I love to do it, too, but I can’t do it every day, so shakerato is my salvation. You meet friends in a café or bar and they’ll have a Negroni or a spritz and sometimes I’ll join in, but other days, I’ll order my trusted shakerato, which is shaken coffee with ice. It’s served with the same ceremony as a Bellini, in a high glass, delightfully foamy, topped with three coffee beans. It’s having a drink without having one, all the glamour and effect without the alcohol and calories.

			Serves 1

			6 ice cubes

			1 double-shot espresso (50 ml), preferably a robust blend

			2 teaspoons / 10 ml simple syrup (optional)

			3 coffee beans (optional)

			
					
					Put the ice into a cocktail shaker. Add the espresso and syrup (if using) and shake hard until the shaker is frosted and the mixture has developed a sort of espresso foam, about 20 seconds.

				

					
					Strain into a chilled cocktail glass and top with the coffee beans, if desired. Serve immediately.

				

			

			NOTES ON ITALIAN COFFEE

			Oddur Thorisson
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			When my wife was writing her second cookbook, French Country Cooking, she asked me to write a few thoughts on French wine. In that essay, I mentioned my love for both coffee and wine, confessing I knew very little about coffee, except that the best coffee was to be found in Italy. This time, since I’ve devoted an unhealthy amount of time to coffee in the years since, she asked me to write about coffee.

			I still think that the best coffee in the world is found in Italy. That’s fact number one. And mind you, when I say fact, I just mean my opinion. Espresso was invented in Italy—that’s an actual fact—so all coffee bars are essentially serving an Italian invention. Italian coffee is not about the actual coffee beans—it is a technique, or series of techniques. (In fact, no coffee is grown in Italy. Most of their beans come from places like Brazil, India, Vietnam, Colombia, Ghana, Ethiopia, or Jamaica, where the conditions and climate are ideal.) Other countries have mastered the Italian technique of espresso, but nowhere in the world is coffee as consistently good as it is here. Australians have somehow developed a real love for Italian coffee and are very good at making it. So are the Scandinavians, who drink more coffee than anyone. Nowadays, you can find good coffee everywhere, even in France, the stronghold of bad coffee. But it’s not necessarily the norm. For every barista-style coffee bar in Paris, with carefully roasted beans and thoughtful preparation, you have countless other institutions that simply press a button and couldn’t care less what splurts into your cup.

			Italians generally like their coffee more roasted, even burnt, than a lot of modern, hipster baristas, who usually prefer a 100 percent arabica—more finely roasted, more acidic, and fruitier. Neither style is better than the other, but I prefer the Italian style. (So do the Italians.) Almost all coffee beans are either arabica or robusta. Robusta is more bitter and higher in caffeine; it’s easier to grow and has traditionally been cheaper. Thus, it has gained a reputation for being of lesser quality, especially outside Italy. This is not true; you can have good or bad versions of both arabica and robusta. A lot of leading coffee brands very visibly put “100% Arabica” on their products, as if it means higher quality; like free-range chicken versus caged. But it’s far from the truth. Though traditionally much of the arabica was of a higher quality than the robusta on the market, it’s not about which bean, but about how well the coffee is made. Our friends the Vergnanos, owners of Caffè Vergnano, the oldest coffee roasting company in Italy, have some of the best coffee in the world, and their style suits my taste. Though (as I mentioned) a lot of coffee companies prefer arabica (including Illy), many others, like Vergnano, use a blend of both, typically 10 to 15 percent robusta and the rest arabica. In the south, the ratio of robusta is often higher, even much higher.

			In Italy, you don’t ask for espresso. You ask for un caffè, which means espresso. If you ask for espresso, you are obviously not Italian. In my case, however, they still respond to my “un caffè” with “espresso or American coffee?” because I’m obviously not Italian to them, which is disheartening, but not enough to deter me. And all Italian coffee begins with espresso. Then they add milk: A cappuccino is a double espresso with a lot of steamed milk; a macchiato, my favorite, much less milk. But you probably knew that.

			To me, the most important thing about a perfect espresso is the dark, thick cream, the all-important crema, that little seal of foam at the top of your cup. It needs to be creamy and thick; an espresso that doesn’t have this has no reason to live. It’s like a flat Champagne, the flavor might be incredible, yet…(It’s easier to make a good crema with robusta, which is one of the reasons to include it in a blend.)

			A delightful thing everywhere in Italy is that you can still get a great cup of coffee for one euro or one euro twenty. That is, if you have it at the counter. But why would you want to be anywhere else? The bar is often very beautiful, the barman nice and chatty. It’s customary to stand next to other people also having their shot of espresso or cappuccino in the morning. Which reminds me, it’s sort of a faux pas to have a cappuccino after lunch, but only sort of. Of course you can do what you want, but the majority of Italians have only a shot of espresso after lunch, which makes perfect sense if you think about it. Another faux pas, if there are any really, is drinking that cute little glass of fizzy water they serve with your cup after the coffee. It’s meant to hydrate, clean your palate. If you need to clean your palate after the coffee, well, it’s not exactly a great review.

			The most important ingredient in any cup of coffee is time. Care and time. Of course it’s better to have a good product to start with. And a decent machine. But how often have you walked into a café where they have coffee from a respectable roaster and a fancy Italian machine, and the coffee is awful? And it costs five euros. You don’t need to drink or smell the coffee to get a good idea of what it will taste like. You can see it: You order a coffee, the lackluster barman nonchalantly grinds it and tamps it, rams it into the machine, and presses a button. The cup is full in 5 seconds. You might as well pour it into the sink—a 5-second coffee can never, ever be good. Maybe they just want to be quick. Maybe the customers don’t care. Maybe you’re in Paris. (By the way, I have nothing against Paris. I love Paris; everything is wonderful about Paris. Except the coffee.)

			You notice I said, “The cup is full in 5 seconds.” That’s another thing: The cup should never be full, far from it. A long espresso is an aberration, an illusion that doesn’t exist. An espresso, by definition, is 25 ml and should leave space for a lot of milk if desired. You can of course have a double, but that just means two espressos in the same cup.

			Let’s say you find a really good bread store and you ask the baker for his secret. Chances are, what makes the biggest difference is how long he lets the dough rise. If someone gives you an incredible glass of wine, chances are the year on the label is from a time your hair wasn’t gray and you didn’t need glasses to write your thoughts about coffee. I once met a pasta maker in Abruzzo. The best one. What’s the difference between his pasta and the one you buy at the supermarket? I asked, genuinely curious as dried pasta basically has two ingredients and one of them is water. Theirs, he said, takes 2 hours to make; his is made in 48 hours. Time. One day, I’ll write a book about the subject that will expose my contradictions. I’m prone to shortcuts, like in writing this piece (I bet you knew that, too), but I understand the value of time. It’s food for thought.

			To sum it up: If I were given the choice of a mediocre barman with great coffee beans or a great barman with mediocre coffee beans, I would choose the latter, every time. Screwing up good coffee beans is the easiest thing, but a good barista can make a decent cup from, well…not exactly anything, but anything within reason.

			Finally, a thought on take-out coffee. That’s really the darnedest invention. And no, I’m not being patronizing here; I, too, saw some glamour in the paper cup once upon a time. You know, when my hair was darker and all that. No coffee ever tasted better in paper than porcelain. That’s not just a fact, but a truth. Nobody ever had a better conversation at his desk, sipping his coffee while on social media, than standing next to another actual person at the bar, taking in the scene around him. It’s not about having enough time. Coffee doesn’t take long to drink; it should be drunk immediately.

			Here in Torino, if you order coffee and they notice you are too busy chatting or you have to take a phone call or if your kid throws a fit or your spouse throws a fit or your dog runs out into the piazza and you have to chase it, they immediately pour out the old one and give you a new, free one when you are ready. That’s knowing your business. Of course, if it’s the spouse who throws the fit, they’ll probably also pour you a Negroni. That’s really knowing your business.
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			NENCIA CORSINI’S BLOODY MARY ALLA RESCHIO
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			[image: T]hink of a place. In a fairy tale. Somewhere you feel like you’ve been often before, but not quite. At once a familiar flavor and a completely new one. A classic revisited. Very much like the people that made it. Nencia and Benedikt Bolza, a Florentine princess and a Hungarian count. Two of the loveliest, most interesting people, devoted to a great piece of land in Umbria, developing it lovingly for their children and future generations. It’s a very overused term, but visiting them makes me feel I’ve snuck into paradise, graced by their hospitality, immersing myself in the beauty of their lands, and this drink, a spicy, healthy, warming elixir that is so good, so friendly, so dangerous. This is a drink, or a riff on a drink, born from that place: made with peppers from their own synergic gardens; the original idea might not be local, but the approach couldn’t be more so. Old-fashioned yet modern and chic, it’s perfectly Italian.

			Serves 1

			2 large red bell peppers

			½ thumb-size piece of fresh ginger

			a hint of brown sugar (optional)

			fine sea salt and freshly ground black pepper

			2 thin slices fresh peperoncino or other hot chile pepper

			1½ ounces / 45 ml vodka

			ice cubes

			1 sprig of fresh marjoram, for garnish

			1 sprig of fresh fennel fronds (optional), for garnish

			1 celery stalk, for garnish

			
					
					In a juicer, juice the bell peppers and ginger according to the manufacturer’s directions.

				

					
					Pour into a glass and add the brown sugar (if using), a dash each of salt and black pepper, the peperoncino slices, and vodka. Stir well and add a few ice cubes.

				

					
					Garnish with the marjoram, fennel fronds (if using), and celery. Drink immediately.

				

			

			
				[image: ]

			
				[image: ]

			PRAMPOLINI

			Red Wine Spritz
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			[image: T]ne of our favorite restaurants in Torino, Al Gatto Nero, has a house “welcome” drink that mixes vermouth with red wine. They serve it in a small glass without ice, but well chilled. I always liked this drink, so I was curious when we discovered the Prampolini in a pizzeria in Paris. The drink was created in Torino in the thirties by a Futurist painter, Enrico Prampolini. He called his drink the carousel of alcohol (giostra d’alcol) and used Cedrata (a brand of citrus soda), Barbera wine, and Campari. The inclusion of red wine distinguishes the Pramoplini from the other apertivi, which is why we find it fun to serve to guests. Originally, Mr. Prampolini intended his concoction to be served with two skewers, one with a cube of cheese, the other a cube of chocolate. It does sound like a very futuristic idea, but I have never tried it and may never do so.

			Serves 1 or many

			ice cubes

			2 parts barbera d’asti or other medium-bodied red wine

			1 part campari

			1 part italian citrus soda (such as cedrata)

			1 orange slice, for garnish

			In an ice-filled tumbler, combine the wine and Campari. Add the soda. Garnish with a slice of orange. Serve immediately.

			
				[image: ]

			

	
		
			[image: ]PIEMONTE[image: ]

			
				[image: ]
			

			
				[image: ]
			

			
				[image: ]
			

			They say that Torino is the most French of all the Italian cities, a city built for a French duke whose descendants would become the first kings of a united Italy. The Savoy family had gained lands in northern Italy and eventually decided to move their capital to Torino from Chambéry in eastern France. After centuries of gaining and losing ground, a mix of backroom negotiations and battlefield antics (with the help of national hero Giuseppe Garibaldi, who handed them the south on a silver platter) led to the Savoy family of Piemonte becoming the rulers of Italy, and Vittorio Emanuele II the first king of a unified country. In those days, the fashion for the aristocracy was to eat only French food, which was considered more elevated and refined than Italian food (all the early cookbooks in the royal library are on French cooking and even written in French). Over time, the refined French approach of the royals mixed with local traditions, a process made even richer by the unparalleled produce of the region.

			Piemonte—which literally means “at the foot of the mountains”—has Alps to the north and west, the Mediterranean (Liguria) to the south, and neighboring Lombardia (and partially Emilia-Romagna) to the east. An absolute culinary dream setting, and the reason, along with French influences, that Piedmontese cuisine is probably the most sophisticated and varied in all of Italy.

			With this overabundance of Piedmontese dishes, it’s a strange contradiction that relatively few have found their way onto the “Best of” list of Italian cuisine. The outside world is much more familiar with the dishes of Rome, Bologna, Milano, and Napoli. Some of this may be explained by tourism and travel, as Piemonte has relatively few visitors apart from the oenotourists and the annual pilgrims who come for the white truffles of Alba. Exceptions that everybody knows are panna cotta and grissini (torinesi), the bread sticks found on every Italian table. Grissini were originally created in the palace of Torino for a sickly duke with digestive problems. Someone apparently believed that a fat loaf of bread was unfit for a slim duke whose tiny mouth was more suited to munching on a slender bread stick, whose figure was not unlike the duke’s.

			Piemonte is a region of wine, of nuts and chocolate, of cheese. But maybe more than anything, when it comes to cooking, it is a region of meat. Agnolotti, the local raviolis, are stuffed with a meat filling and often served with a meat sauce. Vitello tonnato, thin slices of cold veal served with a creamy tuna sauce. Brasato, beef braised for hours in local red wine, often Barolo. Then there is bollito misto (mixed boiled meats); carne cruda, which is as simple as it gets—raw meat, not ground but cut by hand; not to mention various offal dishes like the finanziera. The list is endless and endlessly rich. There are some interesting particularities, like bagna cauda, an emulsion of anchovies, garlic, and olive oil that is served warm and used as a dip for raw vegetables like peppers, fennel, celery, and carrots or cooked ones like artichokes and cauliflower. The cheeses of Piemonte are frequently used in cooking, like the famous Castelmagno, which is wonderful when melted into pasta sauces. In addition to various versions of agnolotti, the local pasta of Piemonte is the tagliolini, or tajarin, fine strands of fresh egg pasta traditionally served with a meat sauce, cheese, or vegetables.

			Cuneo, the province south of Torino, is home to incredible treasures, like the famous hazelnuts of Piemonte. Among other things, they inspired gianduja, the local chocolate spread that is mixed with hazelnut paste, and, even more famously, Nutella, which is based on the same idea. Other treasures of the province are the white truffles of Alba in late autumn, the porcini mushrooms in early fall, and of course the Barolos and Barbarescos, the kings of Italian wine.

			The story of Torino used to be that of the Risorgimento, the Italian unification of the regions, with the glory of the city cemented as the first capital of Italy. Later, the story of Torino became the story of Fiat, the industrial marvel of postwar Italy. Workers from all over, particularly the south, flocked to Torino for a better life, and for a while they found it. When Fiat cut back on its activities in the latter part of the last century, it created a certain vacuum in a city looking for a new identity. In recent years, Piemonte has risen as a mecca of food: The Slow Food movement was founded in the region, as was the movement’s academy, which is only half an hour from Torino. Lavazza, the biggest coffee company in Italy, is from Torino, and the first Eataly, the food emporium, was founded here as well.

			One more thing that Torino is particularly well known for is aperitivo, both the drink and the ceremony. Aperitivo is a little alcoholic drink you have before dinner. It is also the act of standing, or sitting down, at the bar with a drink and nibbles. Vermouth, the base of most aperitivo drinks, was first created here in the eighteenth century, quickly gained popularity, and now every café in the city rolls out their little appetizers between 5 and 6 o’clock. The system is, you buy a drink and we give you something to eat with it. Before you eat dinner.

			We have met so many good people in Torino (understandably, since we live here now), but a perfect candidate for my good Italian in Piemonte is Andrea Vannelli, the owner of our favorite restaurant, Al Gatto Nero. Originally a Tuscan restaurant, it rose to fame in the middle of the last century as the chicest place in town, innovative for its time, and always elegant and excellent.

			The wonderful thing is, they haven’t changed much. Andrea has replaced his father, who had also replaced his own father many
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			Epilogue

			How do you write the ending to a story that hasn’t finished? And does this story even need an ending?

			If it does, it ends in a kitchen—not mine but somebody else’s. Perhaps in yours.

			It ends with a pot on a stove, simmering water, and oil in a pan. It ends with a laid-out table, maybe some lit candles, and ideally, it ends with a lot of people sharing a meal. Hopefully, they’ll love the meal. Most likely, they will. Even if you don’t cook it perfectly or if the recipe isn’t perfect (although I tried to make it so). They love each other and sharing a meal makes them love each other more.

			Italian cooking is family cooking. Recipes born in family kitchens. Cooked by the families of those who grew the vegetables, raised or hunted the animals. Those who respected and valued the ingredients because they had intimate knowledge of how special they were, how much work went into making them. A great tomato, sliced open with a dash of freshly pressed olive oil—it’s three ingredients. And one of them is love.

			As for us, the Thorissons, who knows? Somehow I know that Italy will always be a part of our lives. Will we live here forever? Will we go back to France? I suspect that the answer lies somewhere in between.

			It’s about balance. That word is important to me, in every context. In relationships, in work, in cooking. Italian food has incredible balance. An Italian meal plays out like the finest music or work of fiction, with a beginning, middle, and end.

			I hope you find the balance. I think I’m close.
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			Of course this book could not have happened without my publishers, who are letting my dreams come true for the third book in a row. Your confidence in me, the quality of your team, and those who edit, design, produce, and market the book—you all are really like a dream cast in a movie about a woman writing an Italian cookbook. Thank you so much for everything.

			And finally, very special thanks to my literary agent, Rica—here we go again.
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