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swirls puréed spinach 

into pasta dough, 
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with ricotta (see 
pg. 42 for story).
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EDITOR’S NOTE

To the wider world of worthy noodles, 
we salute you! And promise to slurp and 
celebrate each of you in good time. 

Here, we are focused on pasta, the 
great pride and cultural export of Italy, 
its manifold variations and traditions, 
and the people who manufacture, 
cook, and tinker with and think about 
the stuff.

Every issue of sav eur is a labor of 
love, but this one has been especially 
laborious and fueled by crazy love and 
an infinitude of carbs. Because we love 
pasta so much. And there is so much 
of it. And the topic is as overdone as 
canned spaghetti, and there’s nothing 
new under the Tuscan sun, and how do 
you find anything novel to say about the 
most beloved, common, and universally 
domesticated food type on the planet?

Well, you start by finding people who 
are as obsessed as you are and tell their 
stories. When Evan Funke of Felix res-
taurant in L.A. emphatically elucidated 
for me the distinction between tortelli 
and tortellini (“different doughs, dif-
ferent hydration levels, different flours, 
different traditions!”), I knew we’d 
found the right mattarello-wielding 
guide to take Test Kitchen director 
Stacy Adimando down the coniglio hole 
of handmade stuffed pastas (“The Mae-
stro of Venice,” pg. 42). Did we want 
Chris Colin to walk 20 miles overnight 
to taste an endangered, impossible-
to-replicate pasta made by a single 
woman on an inaccessible Sardinian 
hilltop? Sì, certo. The writer survived 
and, thankfully, so far the pasta has 
too (“By a Thread,” pg. 54). Asking 

It’s not  

a noodle 

issue. 

Pasta is prelude: a few  
of our pasta covers 

throughout the years.
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Visit us in Jackson Hole  

& Napa Valley

around about which chefs were doing 
the most exciting things with pasta in 
Italian restaurants, a few names kept 
surfacing: among others, Niko Romito 
in Abruzzo, Enrico Crippa in Alba, 
Antonia Klugmann up near the Slo-
venian border. A few well-informed 
friends insisted I go to visit unassuming 
Riccardo Camanini at his little res-
taurant Lido 84 on placid Lake Garda 
(“Riccardo Loves Spaghetti,” pg. 92). 
I’m glad I listened because Camanini 
is turning out some of the most under-
statedly sauced and perfectly cooked 
plates in Italy, quietly challenging per-
ceptions of the heritage of pasta secca, 
or dry pasta. Along the way we toured 
pastificios, met the gray-market orec-
chiette dealers of Bari, communed 
with spaghetti god–worshipping 
Pastafarians in New Zealand, subjected 
the staff to epic blind tastings, tried and 
debated recipes under consideration for 
our roundup of regional should-be clas-
sics (“Every Pasta Tells a Story,” pg. 62), 
and generally tried to overfill the issue 
with pasta lore, opinions, and dis-
patches until it was as tightly packed as 
a maccheroni-stuffed timballo. 

We hope you enjoy eating up this ode 
to our favorite food as much as we loved 
making it.  

Adam Sachs
Editor-in-Chief

Follow Adam on Twitter  
and Instagram @sachsmo
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I
f I wanted a defin-
itive account 
of the dish’s 
origins, I’d be dis-
appointed, warned 
Piermassimo Cirio, 
the bespectacled, 
cheerful 48-year-

old who manages the kitchen at 
Madonna della Neve, a restaurant 
in Piedmont’s white truffle– and 
wine-rich Langhe region. Pinkie-
fingertip-size agnolotti del plin 
(from “pinch” in the local dialect), 
filled with meat and vegetables 
and sealed with a simple squeeze of 
thumb and forefinger, are the res-
taurant’s signature, and while the 
pasta takes many forms, I never 
expected it to be drowned in vino.

In 1952 Piermassimo’s parents, 
Renato and Francesca, purchased 
the restaurant, named for a small 
16th-century chapel dedicated to 
“Our Lady of the Snow,” with which 
it shares a hilltop overlooking Val 
Bormida. Francesca, now 81, con-
tinues in the kitchen, and Renato, 
who grows wine grapes behind the 
sanctuary, is a quiet presence, read-
ing his newspaper at a table by the 
bar every day during lunch service. 

Agnolotti with wine isn’t a 
Madonna della Neve invention, 
Piermassimo told me, rather a logi-
cal expression of the local tradition 
of using red wine to add flavor, 
richness, and calories to dishes. 
Piedmontese may add a splash of 
red to minestra—any clear broth 
served with a variety of tiny pasta 
shapes—or dip pieces of fried 
polenta in it. Some Piedmontese 
take their caffè corretto (literally 
“corrected coffee”) with barbera 
instead of grappa or liqueur. “In the 
old days we viewed wine not only 
as a drink but also as a food,” Pier-
massimo said. “The worker eating 
agnolotti for lunch would pour 

wine over the dish not to make it 
more luxurious, but to give him-
self the energy to get through the 
rest of the workday.”

In the case of agnolotti del plin, 
barbera is customary. “Barolo 
and barbaresco are too strong; 
they’ll overwhelm the soft fla-
vor of the agnolotti,” Piermassimo 
told me. The preference is also 
likely rooted in simple economics: 
Barolo, which must be aged at least 
38 months and grown from neb-
biolo grapes, is considered a wine 
of the rich, too dear to splash over 
pasta. Barbera vines are vigorous 
and high-yielding, and the result-
ing wine is drunk daily in central 
Piedmont, purchased by the demi-
john, or grown and made at home.

At a table outdoors, Piermas-
simo spooned naked pasta into a 
bowl and brought forth an unfil-

tered barbera made by his father, 
from his own grapes. The wine 
was violet red, full-bodied, and 
just slightly sweet. But slurped 
from a spoon with the agnolotti, 
it was subdued and balanced: 
The tannins blossomed as they 
played off the pasta. I’d expected 
that I might find the combination 
jarring, strange. But it worked. 
Warmed by the pasta, the wine 
became a lush, boozy soup, its 
sharpness tempered by the pasta 
filling, which was sweet with 
young spring greens. 

My cheeks flushed and my 
mind fuzzy from the warmed 
wine, I felt anything but ener-
gized. But then again, unlike the 
farmers for whom the dish was 
not a rare treat but fuel, my after-
noon schedule included nothing 
more rigorous than a nap. n

In Vino Agnolotti 
Piedmont produces some of Italy’s best wine. 

Why not put it on pasta? • BY ROBYN ECKHARDT

Above:  
At Madonna 
della Neve, 
agnolotti del plin 
is doused with 
the region’s  
barbera wine. 
Left: Francesca  
Cirio stuffs  
agno lotti with 
meat and  
vege tables,  
sealing them 
with a pinch.
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I
n Asmara, Eritrea, bowling alleys are 
adorned with stained-glass windows. 
A former gas station, modeled after an 
airplane, is flanked with breathtaking 
98-foot wings. Called “Piccola Roma” by 
Mussolini in the 1930s, Asmara stood as 
the bustling hub of colonized Italian East 
Africa, and by the start of World War II, 

Italians—lured by the promise of Mussolini’s burgeon-
ing African empire—outnumbered Eritreans. The 
city was recently designated a UNESCO World Heri-
tage site thanks largely to its Modernist appearance. 

Pizzerias, gelaterias, and pasta shops are still 
abundant here, and café culture runs deep through-
out the city. Families of the Eritrean and Ethiopian 
diaspora, including my own, still celebrate major holi-
days with lasagne, which arrived in the country along 
with cappuccino and cycling. Similar to the Italian 
classic—though at times eschewing ricotta—pans of 
lasagne are common in Eritrean households during 
holidays and long weekends. Recipes have been passed 
down from grandparents who lived through the occu-
pation. While traditional dishes like zigni (beef stew 
cooked with berbere, a spice blend) and shiro (chick-
pea powder mixed with berbere, garlic, and onions) are 
quotidian staples, panettone is still served in the days 
leading up to Christmas, and Italian food is a reminder 
of the country’s historic challenges and triumphs.

Under Mussolini, Asmara was deeply segregated, 
with parts of the city only accessible to Italians and 
Europeans. Education and public transportation 
were intentionally limited, as was the ability to enter 
many restaurants and bars. Eritrean women and men 
were often employed as maids and domestic servants. 
Following decades of feeding and cleaning up after 

Italians, the assimilation of their cuisine seemed 
inevitable. From cinemas to espresso machines, 
reclaiming Eritrea after World War II meant 
reinhabiting Italian-built spaces and infrastruc-
ture—literally taking them over. Today, Asmarinos 
pride themselves on making excellent cappuccino 
and pasta, both of which are consumed in great 
quantity. At high-end restaurants like Al Sicomoro 
near the United States Embassy, pasta is served atop 
white tablecloths alongside local fare, while nearby 
pizzerias churn out wood-fired pies. 

There are those who worry about what this means 
for Eritrean identity. Who are we if the world contin-
ues to define us by our colonizers’ accomplishments 
and culture? While Italian food will never disappear 
entirely from Eritrea, its continued presence is no 
cause for alarm. The long-established traditional cui-
sine of this country is celebrated around the world, 
even if lasagne continues to have a place on the table. n

Pasta  
Africana
Using harissa, 
bananas, and tabil, 
North Africa has 
adapted pasta to taste 

TUNISIA

Tunisians consume the 
third greatest amount of 
pasta per capita in the 
world (26 pounds per per
son according to the Union 
of Organizations of Manu
facturers of Pasta Products 
in 2014). Just 96 miles 
from Sicily, the country has 
adopted its own variations 
on pasta—which is generally 
referred to as makarouna—
including sauces flavored 
with harissa and tabil, a 
spice blend of garlic, chile, 
caraway, and coriander.  

SOMALIA

Colonized by Italy in the 
1880s, Somalia has long 
been acquainted with the 
European power’s cuisine. 
Called baasto in Somali, 
pasta appeared in Somalia 
during the Italian occu
pation. Suugo suqaar is 
an adaptation of Bolog
nese with cubed meat and 
xawaash, an aromatic mix 
of cumin, coriander, black 
pepper, turmeric, carda
mom, and other spices. 
Federation, a combination 
of rice and pasta, is usually 
served at takeout restau
rants—along with a banana, 
which should be mixed in.

LIBYA

In Libya, across the Medi
terranean from Italy, 
makarouna or macroona is 
often made with tomato 
and spicebased sauces. 
Chunks of meat are cooked 
in the sauce, to which the 
pasta is added directly and 
cooked until tender. The 
resulting dish is a stewy 
hybrid of traditional Libyan 
rice dishes and Italian ragù.

How Lasagne Landed in Africa
After Italian occupation, Eritreans  

reclaimed the layered dish as their own • BY RAHAWA HAILE

Mussolini called Asmara “Piccola Roma,” and decades af-

ter occupation, the city is still awash in colonial influence. 
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T
he north-central Italian 
town of Modena has pro-
duced Enzo Ferrari and 
Luciano Pavarotti, as well 
as some of the most iconic 
It a l ia n food s, l i ke ba l-
samic vinegar, Bolognese, 
Parmigiano-Reggiano, and 

the classic stuffed pasta, tortellini. 
When it comes to making tortellini, a Modenese 

tradition dating to the 16th century, there is no room 
for improvisation. The dough must be rolled out to a 
precise thickness, divided evenly, and worked quickly 
or it will dry and crack. Proper folding requires prac-
tice and exacting movements. You wouldn’t think of 
this as child’s play.

But the kids of the Tortellante project do. With the help of a group 
of volunteers, mostly grandmothers, aunts, and family friends, 
these special-needs teenagers and young adults are mastering 
the art of tortellini. The experimental after-school program was 
launched last year with the aim of bringing young people with 
various disabilities together—not just to learn a new skill but also 
to create an opportunity for socialization and interaction with 
the community at large. In Emilia-Romagna, the masters of egg 
pasta are called rezdore. These women are our gatekeepers of secu-

Teaching Tortellini
A special-needs school  
sustains a Modenese tradition 
BY LARA GILMORE

Chef Massimo 
Bottura with a 
class at Tortellante, 
a school in Modena 
that teaches 
the tradition of 
tortellini-making 
to its students. 

lar knowledge and culinary traditions. Volunteer rezdore, often 
retired, are the cornerstone of the Tortellante project, sharing 
skills and gestures mastered over many years. 

My husband, Massimo Bottura, and I, together with our 16-year-
old son, Charlie, a Tortellante himself, initiated the project as an 
extension of our experience with interns at Osteria Francescana, 
our restaurant in Modena. Over the years we noticed that chefs 
were only interested in learning contemporary culinary tech-
niques with little regard for the traditional recipes. So, a decade 
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The journey begins in Chianti 

with guest chefs leading cooking 

lessons, wine tastings, and olive 

oil sampling. 

Venture through hiking trails in the 

breathtaking Tuscan Valley and 

experience homemade olive oil, 

then attend a cooking class at the 

famed Tutti a Tavola cooking school.

Explore Siena’s chalk hills (Crete 

Senesi) in San Giovanni d’Asso 

to learn about the elusive truffl  e, 

then savor a multi-course truffl  e-

themed lunch.

Join a group of wayfarers to roam 

the picturesque town of Radda and 

enjoy a wine and balsamic vinegar 

tasting with a local restaurateur.

Book by November 30, 2017. Please contact 
the Virtuoso Agent for more information.

For more information, contact
Laura Ciccone, World Travel Service

410-527-9700 x1504

laurac@worldtravelservice.com

ADVERTISEMENT

SAVEUR Exclusive:  
A private tour of family-owned 

vineyards and olive groves 

with a picnic lunch.

EXPLORE 
ITALY’S 
MASTERS OF CUISINE

ago, we began recruiting interns on Mondays, our closing day, to learn from Lidia 
Cristoni, the rezdora who taught Massimo how to make tortellini. At Lidia’s table, 
young men and women from all over the world embrace the old, slow techniques. 
Just as important, they practice collaboration and teamwork.

We weren’t sure what to expect on that first day of Tortellante class. But there 
they were at the end of the three-hour session: tortellini, far from perfect or evenly 
sized, but enough of them to split between all the kids. This meant that everyone 
brought home a container of fresh pasta. That simple formula—making something 
that could be enjoyed immediately by everyone in the family—is what sealed the deal. 

The kids returned determined to make better and more tortellini. The frequency 
of classes increased from one to five sessions a week. Today the project is taking an 
interesting turn. From an after-school activity, Tortellante will open its own pasta 
shop and laboratorio in September of next year, offering apprenticeships and job 
opportunities for special-needs young adults during the day, and a recreational space 
for socialization and tortellini training in the afternoon for students. 

There are many lessons to be learned by mastering a classic gesture like making 
tortellini. And at a time when even young chefs need to be reminded of the impor-
tance of rolling pasta by hand, the kids at Tortellante are part of the solution to 
keeping the Modenese culinary tradition alive. n

In the beginning, there was pasta.
Out of the void sprang a colossal 

tangle of it accompanied by two propor-
tionately large, red-sauced meatballs. 
On its first day, soaring through noth-
ingness, this supernatural spaghetti 
being resolved to split the water from 
the heavens. And after much flying and 

building stuff, it grew weary and cre-
ated somewhere to rest: land and—why 
not?—a volcano that spat alcohol. Later, 
after the world’s first hangover, came 
seas, humans, and the rest of creation.

And so, according to the Church 
of the Flying Spaghetti Monster, our 
world was formed. This is the creation 

Hallowed Be Thy Noodles  
At worship with the Church of the Flying Spaghetti Monster 

BY ANDREW RICHDALE
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The rituals are simple: 

Gather at a table  

and feast on pasta.

Clarkson, is the Kiwi church’s act-
ing Top Ramen. Her arm of the church 
doesn’t accept tithes and, so, doesn’t 
tally membership short of the 4,000 
Facebook users who follow its updates. 
Four of them are gathered here at a 
home in Wellington this wintry Friday 
night to honor the Pastafarian Sabbath, 
as a local Pastafarian-run catering 
company, Blue Carrot, puts the last 
touches on tonight’s meal.

The rituals of the service are simple: 
Gather at a table, connect with other 
humans, feast on pasta. The attendees, 
who’ve requested anonymity to avoid 
the wrath of Christian detractors, 
begin to pass heaping servings of fet-
tuccine and pleasantly gamy meatballs 
made from one of New Zealand’s count-
less sheep. After we’ve all been served, 
I ask if we’re to pray.

Martyn throws back her head in 
laughter. “The Flying Spaghetti Mon-
ster is a pure carbohydrate deity!” 
she says with deadpan conviction. “It 

myth first expounded in 2005 by phys-
ics student Bobby Henderson, who 
argued in an open letter to the Kansas 
Board of Education that his religion 
based on pasta was every bit as scien-
tifically valid as Intelligent Design and 
therefore should be taught in schools. 
He published the letter and his god’s 
eight commandments, or I Really 
Rather You Didn’ts, online and they 
soon went viral. Around the world, 
many thousands of self-identifying 
Pastafarians posted selfies wearing the 
church’s official headgear, a stainless-
steel colander. 

One of these devout was Karen 
Martyn, an enterprising resident of 
Wellington, New Zealand, who felt con-
victed by the Monster’s message of 
ending oppression, fighting bigotry, 
and consuming pasta. She believed the 
Church of the Flying Spaghetti Monster 
deserved to be recognized as an official 
Kiwi religion. A corporate governance 
consultant, she was unfazed by the 
mountains of paperwork and applied to 
the Registrar-General’s office in 2015. 
Her request was granted.

“Easy peasy,” Martyn tells me at a 
weekly church service in July while 
handing me a bottle of peppery New 
Zealand syrah. “Anyone who knows the 
rules here could’ve got it done.”

Today, Martyn, who is self-possessed 
with a striking resemblance to Patricia 
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I
n a gift shop at the Palermo airport, they sell a bag of 
fusilli that looks like fusilli. The package makes the stan-
dard promises of pasta purity. The wheat: organic durum 
semolina. The water: calcium-free. All of it smooshed 

through a bronze die and slow-dried between 45 and 50 
degrees Celsius for exactly 42 hours. But then there’s a word 
that catches your attention, because this is Sicily and because 
it’s not something you expect to see advertised on the side of a 
bag of earnest fusilli: mafia. 

This is the handiwork of Libera Terra (“Freed Lands”), a 
consortium of agronomists, activists, organic farmers, and 
producers in the south of Italy who make and distribute food 
grown on land the government has seized from the Mafia. 

In 1996, Italy passed landmark law 109/96 allowing for the 
confiscation of assets owned by the Mafia. Land, often aban-
doned for years or poorly farmed, could be turned over to 
organizations like Libera Terra for socially constructive uses. 
Don Luigi Ciotti, the crusading anti-Mafia priest who founded 
Libera, has called it “a pasta that has the flavor of freedom…
that comes to the tables of Italians to awaken consciences.” So, 
yes, this is fusilli, local and organic and all those nice things. 
But it’s also the tool of a movement against intimidation, an 
artisanally extruded counterpunch against corruption, a noo-
dle in the eye of organized crime.

San Giuseppe Jato, where the cooperative is headquartered, 
is a sleepy, sunburnt little town set among pretty rolling hills 
and sloped vineyards, 20 miles southwest of Palermo. 

“In this village there is a very strong presence of Mafia,” says 
Pietro D’Aleo, Libera Terra’s soft-spoken marketing manager. 

Road signs point to Corleone, the mafioso town once nick-
named “The Tombstone” that gave its name to the fictional 
crime family in Mario Puzo’s The Godfather. A nearby estate 
that belonged to the judge-killing Giovanni Brusca (known 
alternatively as “Il Porco” and “The People-Slayer”) is now 
in the possession of Libera. They bottle organic wine from 
re habilitated vines and operate the villa as an agriturismo. 

“We are strong now and supported by local communities 
because we are accomplishing our mission,” D’Aleo says. “We 
are stimulating the economy here and putting people to work.” 
From the office’s small terrace, he can see a couple of hillside 
plots worked by Libera Terra teams. He says they’ve had little 

doesn’t have ears! It won’t hear you. No, 
let’s just eat.”

One of the key tenets of the religion that 
attracted Martyn, who was raised Catho-
lic, was its uniform rejection of guilt of any 
kind, including guilt for eating pasta.

“I remember this song from child-
hood: Eat his body, drink his blood, 
and we’ll sing a song of love. It always 
sounded so cannibalistic,” she says, 
twirling noodles. “I like to think we’re 
not actually eating the appendages of 

the Flying Spaghetti Monster.”
Transubstantiation, along with the 

Monster’s ambiguous sex, remains a 
point of contention among Pastafarians. 
Counter to purists, Martyn believes in a 
gender-neutral, inedible creator.

“When I tell people about my reli-
gion, the reaction is usually a shrug,” she 
says, laughing. “As if you’ve just said you 
were into BDSM. But is it really any more 
bizarre than any other religion?”

To be clear, not all Pastafarians 

believe in a literal pasta-fleshed god. 
“We’re just asking you to be a good per-
son, to maximize the well-being of 
all sentient beings,” Martyn says. But 
she and other followers remain deeply 
committed to the thought. In Decem-
ber 2015, the church ordained its first 
ministeroni, who performs legally sanc-
tioned weddings.

“So far we only have one minis-
teroni”—Martyn herself—“but we 
desperately need more!” she says with a 
deep sigh. “It’s not for a lack of applica-
tions. We had one woman make it all the 
way to the final stage, but she ended up 
pulling out. Lived in Auckland, too. We 
really need someone up there.”

For now, lovestruck pasta believers 
across New Zealand fly her out for ser-
vices. She has officiated at dozens of 
ceremonies, one in which the couple 
exchanged rings in the shape of spaghetti 
and meatballs.

As we’re finishing dinner, I ask her 
why, of all foods, they worship pasta.

“Why pasta?” she asks, her voice gen-
tly raised as she takes another sip of 
syrah. “Because pasta is delicious! You 
can’t argue with pasta!” 

“R’amen!” someone says. n

Touched by His Noodly Appendage, an iconic Pastafarian artwork.

Farming at Libera Terra is a gesture of resistance and reclamation.

La Pasta Nostra
In Sicily, new life for land once ruled by the Mafia

BY ADAM SACHS

C
O

U
R

T
E

S
Y

 W
W

W
.D

E
-
G

U
S

T
A

R
E

.I
T

E AT  T H E  WO R L D

SAV1117_ETW.indd   20 8/16/17   5:13 PM



CRACK INTO THE SCHEDULE AT CHARLESTONWINEANDFOOD.COM

BC_061285_SAV1117P.indd   1 8/4/17   10:31 AM



2 2  S A V E U R . C O M

trouble with the Mafia trying to take back control. In the begin-
ning, military police were dispatched to protect farmers, but 
there hasn’t been a major incident in some time. “Sometimes a 
vehicle is stolen or there are some fires,” D’Aleo says, coolly. “But 
we never really know if it’s a way to attack us or just a theft. We 
don’t know if the fires are set on purpose or accidents.”

D’Aleo and his colleagues are politely reluctant to have their 
pictures taken, but this seems to come more from a philosophy 
of communal responsibility than a fear of retribution. “The 
door is always open,” he says. “We are not heroes. The daily 
work is more or less that of a private company. The main dif-
ference is there is no profit at the end, but everyone here knows 
that we have a noble objective. An important share of our con-

sumers buy our products because they know this is a way to 
support an idea, to support legality.”

But, he says, the goal is to establish a brand that’s more than 
just a “good deed” buy. “We want to convince people to buy 
from us not just because our products come from land confis-
cated from Mafia but because above all they are good products 
at a fair price.” He talks about the production facility where 
Libera Terra–harvested wheat will be sent to become fusilli, 
paccheri, and a dozen other shapes—a solar-powered eco-
friendly new pasta factory, with a school for the workers’ kids 
and a pasta museum in the works. Better pasta, as they see it, 
can improve the lives of farmers, factory workers, and con-
sumers alike. Resistance is a dish best served al dente. n

In Uçhisar, a village in the rocky Cappadocia region of Turkey, the women of Kadineli  
(roughly “the women’s hands”), a feminist cooperative-run restaurant, make two kinds of pasta: erişte, 
a long noodle sprinkled with ground pumpkin seeds; and kirci makarna, tiny meat-filled dumplings. 

Makarna, from macaroni, is the generic Turkish word for pasta. —Gennady Jozefavichus
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merica did not become the world’s 
second greatest pasta culture—a 
place where al dente is de facto, 
when agnolotti and casunziei are 
spoken on our menus—by chance 
or by some lucky miracle of group-
think gone right. It was a steady 
march of progress led by advo-
cates and enthusiasts who turned 
pasta from a vilified immigrant 

food into a suburban weeknight staple, and then finally into 
something one with the nation itself: a prism of its bounty, a 
canvas for crea tivity, an authentically American food. 

It would be heretical not to salute the first waves of Italian 
moms who came here, looked at the United States’ larder, and 
found it wanting. They and their children were able to cre-
ate a facsimile of their ancestral cuisine at a time when simply 
importing from the old world was impossible. “Macaroni” 

trickled into American food culture and was adopted and 
adapted by increasingly conglomerized food companies. That 
cans of dog-food-soft ravioli bearing the likeness of Ettore 
Boiardi were many Americans’ entry point to pasta eating is 
not the evil that farmers’-market-tote-bag folks like me some-
times playact it to be: Pasta was on the table. We couldn’t have 
gotten to where we are today without this dumbing down and 
spreading out of deracialized pasta dishes.

Once we all ate it (in whatever atrocious form we did), new 
authorities stepped in to show us how it was done. Marcella 
Hazan’s authoritative writing has helped generations of Ameri-
cans understand an Italian approach to pasta and cooking. She 
was the greatest, but Giuliano Bugialli’s writing on pasta was 
important, and American authors had their hand in it too. Corby 
Kummer of The Atlantic told me that Fred Plotkin’s Authentic 
Pasta Book has never been “surpassed in concision and accu-
racy,” nor in influence on writers of his generation. 

On the West Coast, there was Evan Kleiman. “Her Cucina 

Signs We’re Living in the Golden Age of Pasta in America

I L L U S T R AT I O N S  BY  R O S S  M ac D O N A L D
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BY PETER MEEHAN
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Fresca was stolen from more than any Italian cookbook in the 
’80s, especially by caterers and expensive Hamptons-y delis,” 
according to L.A. food godhead Jonathan Gold.

In New York, the task fell to Tony May, whose celebrated 
San Domenico taught successive generations of New York-
ers (including Paul Bartolotta, Theo Schoenegger, Craig Stoll, 
Andrew Carmellini, and more) what authentic Italian food 
really was. This dovetailed with the dawning embracing of sea-
sonality and a waking interest in domestic regionality: that 
Vermont cheeses and Oregon mushrooms and the like were spe-
cial, and most special eaten in the place they were from. 

 Then the era of food television was upon us, the great glow-
ing portal through which so many Americans filter their reality. 
Before the advent of round-the-clock food programming, Lidia 
Bastianich schooled those of us glued to PBS on Sunday after-
noons, where she became our Italian Julia Child. Then “Molto 

Mario” Batali appeared, and we were hypnotized by his orange 
ponytail and ability to spin fact-filled discursions on every 
aspect of Italian cuisine as he harangued us to save our pasta 
water and insisted that it mattered which region of Italy the par-
ticular pasta we were attempting hailed from. 

We left the glow hungrier than ever for dishes that told those 
stories and found them in the restaurants of chefs like Anna 
Klinger and Barbara Lynch and Marc Vetri and Mark Ladner, 
chefs who re-created Italian cuisine with monastic seriousness 
and then slowly made it their own. And so we have arrived at a 
point when centuries of Italian tradition have merged with the 
excellence of our native bounty and the rule-breaking creativ-
ity of our national spirit. The tomatoes may be fresh from the 
farmers’ market or canned from Campania, the composition 
Abruzzese or the cook’s invention, but the results are undeni-
able: Pasta has arrived in America.

AMBER WAVES OF 

(WHOLE) GRAIN

At Hearth, 
Marco Canora 
makes rigatoni  
fresh from 
house-milled 
whole grains.

*******

he pastas 
served at New York’s Hearth 
begin as whole grains—berries 
of farro, blue durum, and red 
fife trucked in from Upstate. 
Those grains are milled into 
flour, made into dough, pressed 
into shape through a gleaming 
Arcobaleno extruder, and boiled 
fresh. Working on a batch of riga-
toni, chef Marco Canora rattled 
off the proportions of the dough: 
this much durum, that much 
farro. But, he adds, “There’s no 
recipe for something like this. 
Sometimes the wheat comes in 
a little drier than others. It’s all 
about feel.” 

After 10 years of running the 
Tuscan-inspired East Village 
restaurant, Canora had become 
the poster child for chef burn-
out—late nights, weight gain, 
open-kitchen shouting matches, 
gout. Knowing he needed to 
make a change, he reinvented 

himself as the world’s unlike-
liest wellness guru. First came 
Brodo, a window hawking 
restora tive cups of broth to peo-
ple who would otherwise grab a 
cold-pressed juice. Next was last 
year’s reinvention of Hearth as 
a lighter, healthier restaurant. 
The new menu has an 11-point 

illustrated manifesto on the 
back outlining his new mission: 
Vegetables and butter are good; 
chemically extracted oils and 
antibiotic-laced meat are verbo-
ten. At the bottom is a promise: 
All grains will be milled in-
house. The health reasons span 
from the obvious (everyone 
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T
he 16 bar 
seats at the 
Chicago 
restaurant 
Monteverde 

offer a view of one of the 
slower-paced shows in 
town, even by avant-garde 
standards: The two female 
leads perform on a raised 
stage in silence, heads 
down, with faces that 
betray no emotion. The 
action is all in their hands. 
You sit, you watch, you 
don’t applaud, you may 
even stay for all six hours. 

Chicago holds its theater 
culture in high regard, and 
at Monteverde, from James 
Beard Award winner Sarah 
Grueneberg, the dinner and 
a show is a show that’s your 
dinner. Its pasta makers 

mostly Italian, Perez 
mostly Spanish, chef Gru-
eneberg mostly En glish. 
So they’ve concocted a 
hybrid language with much 
gesticulating and the occa-
sional assist from Google 
Translate. 

The pair takes their place 
at the pasta stage hours 
before the first customer 
arrives. They lay out the 
eggs, flour, and assorted 
implements that will 
produce the 60 pounds 
of pasta the restaurant 
needs each dinner service. 
Both were initially skepti-
cal about being displayed 
so openly, as if they were 
exhibits at a zoo, but they 
realized it beat plying in 
the back kitchen facing 
a wall. Plus, they say, the 
more benevolent guests 
will sometimes send them 
a glass of wine.

This pasta-making 
exhibition is entertaining 
in the way of passing scen-
ery on long train rides. It’s 
a rather understated per-
formance, where the most 
exhilarating moment is 
when a sheet of dough gets 
shredded into spaghetti 
on a chitarra. But there’s 
something genuinely 
affecting when you watch 
them fill and crimp tor telli 
to order, and moments 
later, those warm 
spinach-and-Parmigiano-
Reggiano-filled pockets 
appear before you, still 
bearing their fingerprints. 
—Kevin Pang

are showcased on a table-
top stage made from Boos 
Block walnut. Overhead, 
a 10-foot-long mirror is 
carefully tilted where the 
TVs would be in a sports 
bar. It provides a view of 
the flour-dusted surface, 
where pale yellow balls 
sit, and two sets of hands 
pinch, crimp, knead, and 
roll out pastas with balletic 
precision.

Five nights a week, those 
four hands belong to Besa 
Xhemo and Maria Perez. 
Xhemo comes from Bolo-
gna; Perez from Mexico 
City. Both immigrated 
to America, they said, to 
provide better lives for 
their children. Commu-
nication sometimes gets 
tricky—Xhemo speaks 

knows whole grains are better for you, 
right?) to the more esoteric (freshness 
counteracts the menace of oxidized fats). 

Thankfully, the finished rigatoni 
dish isn’t recognizable as health food; 
it comes generously sauced in pork 
ragù and topped with a sizable dollop of 
whipped ricotta. The pasta is a pleasure 
to chew, and bready wheat flavors come 

through just as strongly as all the meat 
and cheese. Canora is on the leading edge 
of  a wave of American chefs, along with 
Dan Barber of Blue Hill and fellow pasta 
maker Marc Vetri, who have realized 
that fresh-milled grains just taste bet-
ter. But “people have been doing this for 
thousands of years,” he says. “It’s not like 
it’s some kind of trend.” —Chris Cohen 

CHICKEN RIGGIES

New York 
Bobby Hazelton created the 
iconic Upstate New York dish 
at the now-closed Clinton 
House in Clinton, New York. 
It’s chicken breast cooked 
with tomato and cream over 
rigatoni. But Hazelton only 
ever made it for staff and 
regulars. One of his cooks, 
Mike Schulz, left to run the 
Chesterfield in Utica in 1988 
and was the first to put it on 
a menu. The rest is (conten-
tious, small-town) history.

TOASTED RAVIOLI

Missouri 
The place: Mama Campisi’s 
on the Hill in St. Louis. The 
chef: a man who lives on in 
lore simply as Fritz. A patron 
ordered ravioli, a drunk Fritz 
mistook bubbling grease for 
boiling water, and the result 
was improbably delicious.

CRAWFISH MONICA

Louisiana
In New Orleans, you can eat 
red gravy (tomato sauce with 
a little gumbo DNA) year-
round. Crawfish Monica—
rotini sauced with crawfish 
tails, butter, cream, and Cre-
ole seasoning—basically only 
comes out for Jazz Fest. 

CINCINNATI CHILI

Ohio 

In the early 1920s, Macedo-
nian immigrants Tom and 
John Kiradjieff created a 
beef-and-tomato-based stew 
at their hot dog stand, with 
the goal of capturing as many 
national demographics as 
possible. Italians requested 
the stew over spaghetti, and 
Cincinnati chili was born.  
—Craig Cavallo

A FIELD GUIDE 

TO PECULIAR 

REGIONAL 

SPECIALTIES  

 IN CHICAGO, AGNOLOTTI  

AS PERFORMANCE ART 

The disembodied 
hands of Besa 
Xhemo shape 
pasta at Chicago’s 
Monteverde. 

*******
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W
hen Anthony Andiario started posting pasta-making videos on Instagram, he 
mostly wanted a way to keep track of his repertoire of dishes. It turns out that 
conjuring strascinati with a deft drag across a textured board and slowly extrud-
ing bigoli makes for addictive viewing. Within a year, he had gained tens of thou-
sands of followers. The videos were the authentic product of a pasta-making 

obsession: During his tenure at Phoenix’s 
Tratto, Andiario would take five or six hours 
to make 60 servings. “You have to be a little 
crazy,” he says by way of explanation. Rather 
than your typical tagliatelle, Andiario favors 
less common shapes. Some of his favorites, 
like tubular paccheri and flower-shaped cam-
panelle, aren’t traditionally made fresh at all. 
“In Italy, different regions have their specific 
pasta shapes and sauces,” he says. “Here, we’re 
experimenting more.” And even if you’re eat-
ing leftovers, you can follow along on your 
phone, hypnotized. —Erica Schwiegershausen

JOSH MCFADDEN

Ava Gene’s, Portland, Oregon

Josh McFadden attended culi-
nary school and cooked in 
Michelin-starred palazzos in 
Rome, but “somewhere along 
the line,” he says, “I realized 
I wanted to be more in touch 
with seasonal ingredients in a 
simpler way.” That led McFad-
den to cook in neighborhoody 
spots like recently shuttered  
Franny’s in Brooklyn and, later, 
Lupa, under Mark Ladner. “He 
is a genius,” McFadden says. 
“That’s where I really learned 
about pasta.” Today in Port-
land, McFadden follows the 
seasons and sticks to tradition. 
“Americans, without a long his-
tory—we feel we can put our 
own stamp on certain dishes,” 
he says, “and that can often go 
horribly wrong.” So he keeps it 
simple—pasta pomodoro, cacio e 
pepe, linguine with clams—and 
stays in sync with the seasons. 

BRUCE LOGUE

BoccaLupo, Atlanta, Georgia

Italian cooking is “not in my 
soul,” says Bruce Logue. 

Which means he’s worked 
harder to master it: He ended 
up in Mario Batali’s Babbo 
in 2005 and studied Waver-
ley Root’s The Food of Italy 
on the subway home. Next 
came an Italian apprentice-
ship in Le Marche, and in 2013 
he opened his BoccaLupo. 
He’s cooked pasta there each 

night they’ve been open since. 
Logue relies more on inspi-
ration than tradition, and his 
menu is unmistakably from the 
South. Collards and smoked 
brisket make appearances; the 
amatriciana is made with bacon 
rather than guanciale. To 
Logue, this is true to the spirit 
of Italian originals, if not the 
letter. “Southern cooking has 
always been about using the 
stuff  that’s grown around you,” 
he says. “It’s the same with 
Italian food—it’s a very coun-
try cuisine at its core.” 

MISSY ROBBINS

Lilia, Brooklyn, New York 

“I didn’t set out to open a pasta 
restaurant,” says Missy Rob-
bins, chef-owner of Lilia in 
Williamsburg, “but it’s blown 
up—that’s what we’re known 
for.” The restaurant was always 
intended to be rooted in Ital-
ian cooking, but it focused fi rst 
on roasted meats, fi sh, and veg-
etables. These were the foods 
she was excited about after 
a fi ve-year stint at A Voce in 
Manhattan. But there it was, 
in the fi rst sentence of Pete 
Wells’ three-star rave in the 
Times: “Missy Robbins is cook-
ing pasta again.” Growing up, 
Robbins took frequent trips 
to Italy, but it was at home, 
at Leon’s in New Haven, “an 
old-school red-sauce joint in a 
not so favorable part of town,” 
where her love for Italian food 
was sparked. Now, at Lilia, she 
rolls out hundreds of serv-
ings from scratch, daily. “Pasta 
is a craft,” Robbins says. “It’s 

something you really have to 
do with your hands—there’s 
something about repetition and 
perfecting that craft that has 
always been exciting to me.”

THOMAS MCNAUGHTON

Flour + Water, 
San Francisco, California

Thomas McNaughton spent 
his early years working in 
refi ned restaurants—Michelin-
starred kitchens here and 
abroad that ran on exact-
ing French technique. He 
plated quenelles and labored 
over stocks. But it was work-
ing in Italy, in Bologna, where 
he “became obsessed with how 
much food was intertwined 
in people’s day-to-day lives. 
That’s where I felt like I was 
actually cooking for the fi rst 
time,” he says. He’s merged 
both threads of his culinary 
education at Flour + Water, 
where he can serve traditional 
Italian dishes with fi ne-dining 
attention to detail. In the room 
entirely devoted to pasta pro-
duction, he’s particularly 
exacting about texture. “Pasta 
deals with texture before it 
deals with fl avor,” McNaugh-
ton says. “And texture allows 
you to experience fl avor in dif-
ferent ways.” So you’ll fi nd 
simple egg yolk–based pastas 
alongside others with sting-
ing nettle purée and minced 
olives in the dough. That’s what 
drives his fi ve-course pasta 
tasting, not sauces or fl avors: 
“The fi ve diff erent textures I 
want to deliver are what writes 
that menu.” —Craig Cavallo

AMERICAN ORIGINALS: 

THE NEXT WAVE OF PASTA CHEFS 

FROM AROUND THE COUNTRY   
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We’d come to see the 
wood carver in Chiavari, one of those perfect small-
scale coastal Ligurian dream towns scrunched up 
between the Mediterranean Sea and the Apennine 
mountains. 

Arriving at his address on Via Bighetti, we found 
ourselves in front of a spare, if elegantly dilapi-
dated, storefront. An old wooden rocking horse 
stood sentinel at the open door. Inside there were 
statues everywhere. Sculptures of minotaurs, 
headless torsos, and flying angels hung next to oil 
paintings of Garibaldi and Stalin. Countless chis-
els and wooden mallets and old iron tools were lined 
up on a workbench. 

“Buon giorno?” 
No answer came. On the verge of leaving, we heard 

a holler and shuffled back out into the sunlight. To 
our right, in the adjacent courtyard, shaded by a sen-
sationally beautiful marble church, a focused-looking 
man was bent over a rotting hunk of wood. He wore 
a white artisan’s smock dotted with ink and paint 
stains, and he had a can of Coca-Cola in his hand. He 
was using the soft drink to clean the thing: a large, 
weather-beaten bust of Aphrodite. “It’s amazing how 

By Adam Leith Gollner

P H O T O G R A P H S  B Y  F E D E R I C O  C I A M E I

Signor Casoni’s
Workshop

A V ISIT W ITH THE  

COR ZETTI STA MP M A K ER  

OF CHI AVA R I
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Coca-Cola removes stains,” explained the gentleman through 
his unruly salt-and-pepper mustache. “I carve as well as restore 
nautical figureheads. You know the British vessel called The 
Baboon? I did that one.”

We watched him scrub some more Coke into the whorls of Aph-
rodite’s hair, and then he stood up to greet us. “Signor Franco 
Casoni, intagliatore. You came for the corzetti, sì?” 

Liguria, and this town in particular, is the homeland for one 
of Italy’s great pastas: corzetti. These thin, round coins of pasta, 
slightly larger than silver dollars, are embossed with sauce-
retaining decorative indentations. Making the disks properly 
requires a wooden stamp. Before us stood one of the few remain-
ing local master craftsmen capable of producing this piece of 
essential pasta gear. 

“What does intagliatore mean?” I asked.
“A wood-carver—an engraver,” he replied, with a gust of pomp 

that quickly swelled into a full-blown puffed-chest affectation 
of mock solemnity and grandeur. “I work only on commissions: 
wooden Jesus for the church, statuettes for the home, and of 
course my specialty in the culinary realm, the corzetti.” 

I started to ask him what else Chiavari is known for, but he 
immediately interrupted me with a flourish of wagging fingers.

“You must say it properly—you have to put the emphasis on 
the first A, not on the second A.”

I thought about it for a second; it wasn’t that easy to do, actually.
“Listen to me: Chi-A-vari is the town. But when you say it 

Chia-VA-ri, this means sexual reproduction. To fornicate, you 
understand? It is pornography! No, you cannot say it like that. 
Va bene! What am I chiseling into your stamp, then?”

One of my friends, Ryan Gray, owner of the Montreal restau-
rant Nora Gray, presented Signor Casoni with his restaurant’s 
business card so that he could engrave its logo into a birchwood 
stamp. Casoni set about doing it with gusto, singing something 
in Italian that involved the word manetta. 

“What’s a manetta?” we asked.

“You know the propeller on an old plane, that you have to crank 
up by hand?” he answered. “I always have to turn on the manetta 
and activate the thrust lever to get started with the chisels.” And 
just like that, he lifted off, deftly tunneling grooves into the vir-
gin wood. He kept humming as he peered down at the stamp 
through peachy-pink reading glasses. Every now and then, he 
stopped to wipe off the lenses with the blue kerchief that he wore 
around his neck. He called it a mandillo: “Like the pasta you nor-
mally get with pesto here in Liguria, the mandilli.” 

While carving his minute, detailed incisions, he kept sing-
ing songs in an operatic baritone: “O che Maria!” Every few 
minutes, he’d pause to admire his handiwork and share an anec-
dote. “Someone once came and asked me to engrave the state 
of Texas into a corzetti stamp,” he recounted, shaking his head 
and making a what can you do about it? gesture. “Americani!” 

“What is the difference between corzetti and croxetti?” we 
asked him, having noticed both spellings on restaurant menus 
in these parts. 

“Same thing,” he replied. “They’re interchangeable.” The 

“SIGNOR 

FRANCO CASONI, 

INTAGLIATORE. 

YOU CAME FOR THE 

CORZETTI, SÌ?” 
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pasta shape goes by a variety of spellings, he said, from cur-
zetti to croseti to cruscettû. All of them stem from the word 
croce, meaning cross. “Many were traditionally stamped with 
the cross or crest of the crusaders, the crociati,” he continued. 
“But it also relates to the pre-Latin word krosu, which means 
etch, like this.”

The etymology lesson deepened as he carved. Casoni’s words 
flew by like whittled-off splinters through the air. It was hard 
to keep track of all the divergent meanings that had led to cir-
cular stamped pasta coming into existence centuries ago and 
how that connected to us making proper crixetîî or whatever 
they may be called. “Another important root in Genoese dialect 
is crêuza de mä,” he announced. “An old narrow path from the 
ocean up to the mountains. Mainly used by mules and fisher-
men and children. It is also the title of a Fabrizio de André song. 
You know it?” He started singing, la la la la la, crêuza de mä. 

After taking us down a few more winding historical foot-
paths, he put the finishing notches into the stamp and asked 
what kind of pasta sauce Nora Gray would serve with the cor-
zetti. Ryan put the question back to him, asking him what he 
would recommend. “The classic combination of course is pesto 
and corzetti,” Casoni began, “but pesto is good with everything. 
Pesto is even good on top of wood.” To demonstrate, he picked 
up a stray piece of pine and pretended to chomp it.

“The best way is a sugo bianco alla genovese. You heat up some 
onion with celery and carrots and maybe a bit of garlic, then add 
some pine nuts and minced veal. That’s it.”

“Do you add parsley?” I checked, writing it all down. 
He looked back at me uncomprehendingly, a little outraged. 
“Prezzemolo?” I tried, wondering if perhaps he simply didn’t 

know what parsley was in English. (Plus: Saying prezzemolo out 
loud is one of the euphonious reasons I love Italy.)

“Ma no!” he replied, waving an indignant index finger in the 
air. “Prezzemolo is only with fish! And no tomatoes with your 
food in Liguria either!” 

All this cooking talk was making Casoni peckish, so he suggested 
we head over to a local café for a quick bite and some espressos. We 
went around the corner and down a few streets to a ludicrously 
ornate 191-year-old pastry shop called Pasticceria Copello. The 
paneled wood and brass interior was a Stile Floreale design that 
seemed like something Casoni might have dreamed up and carved 
into existence if he’d been around a century or two earlier. 

The café employees referred to Casoni as maestro. They knew 
him well and clearly liked him, perking up as soon as he waltzed 
in. (Not that the effect lasted; 10 minutes after we arrived, the 
barista fell asleep on the coffee machine.) 

“What’s a classic thing to have with a coffee here?” I asked. 
“Wedding cake,” he answered. 
We thought he was joking. But no, it turned out they actually had 

a silvery-cream-frosted one-layer wedding cake (torta di esposa) 
that they sold by the slice. Special occasions are a daily reality in 
Chiavari, apparently. The cake certainly matched the buildings 
outside—which consist primarily of dolled-up wedding cake struc-
tures, painted-on shutters, pastel faux-reliefs, and extravagantly 
ornamented moldings. Casoni ordered sparkling wine, to show 
us how Ligurian artisans roll in the late mornings. 

He started chatting up a radically overdressed, extremely 
svelte, 6-foot-tall woman in architectural platform heels and 
some kind of outer-space couture. Pretty soon, he was twirling 
her around the room, his eyeglasses bouncing on their strap in 
the thickets of his chest hair. 

As we walked back to the workshop, he spoke about the town’s 
illustrious carpentry history. “Why, this is the birthplace of Chiava-
rina chairs!” he said, describing a classic of 19th-century furniture 
design that became de rigueur with nobility around the world and 
is still used in the U.S. White House State Dining Room to this day. 

When it came time to go, none of us wanted to leave Casoni’s 
world. To engage his services is to receive much more than a 
bespoke pasta tool or a Coke-scrubbed nautical figurehead for 
your seafaring vessel. When you visit Signor Franco Casoni, 
intagliatore, what you really get is that rarest of things: a story. n

Opposite: The maestro steps out for a cup of coffee. Above: corzetti 
stamps in action. Below: Casoni out and about in Chiavari.
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P E S T O

I S  A BY LESLIE PARISEAU 
Photographs by  

M I C H EL L E H EI M ER M A N

Somewhere on its path 

to global ubiquity,  

pesto became a catchall 

name for any random 

herby sauce thrown  

in a blender. Now 

Ligurians want it back
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P L A C E

Left: Basil is lifeblood in Liguria  
and lends its potent perfume  

to the region’s most famous sauce.  
This page: In San Fruttuoso,  

beachgoers stop off for pesto and  
pasta at Da Laura, a tiny  

restaurant above an ancient abbey.
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Clockwise from top left: Terraced 
farms sit just above the waters  

of the Mediterranean; pesto at Bac-
cicin dü Carü, a restaurant outside 

of Genoa; beach towns lost in  
time dot the Ligurian coastline.

“if
YOU

are in Pra’ and you don’t grow basil, you are 
nobody,” declares the basil farmer Roggerio 
Rossi. The sky above his sprawling green-
houses is gray, the air heavy, a climatic state 
called macaja in the Genoese dialect. Inside, 
the atmosphere is static, still, electric green. 
The scent is peppery, briny, more delicate 
than freshly clipped grass, but intoxicating 
and pungent. A carpet of Basilico Genovese 
runs full-bleed from wall to wall. It’s fluffy—
almost awake—and appears to be reaching 
up, exploding with small, teardrop-shaped 
leaves. Five workers recline on their sides 
across wooden planks suspended over 
the fragrant flora. Like a pack of Titian’s 
Venuses, they pick individual stems, roots 
intact, and fashion them into bouquets. 

Liguria is Italy’s most famous basil-
growing region. The herb is lifeblood here. 
It floods the stands of Genoa’s Mercato 
Orientale, a dizzying, circular market hid-
den on the interior of a city block. It’s sold in 
pots in tiny town squares and arranged in 
vases on restaurant tables. Everyone agrees 
that the best basil in Liguria is grown in 
the village of Pra’. Proximity to the shore 
is said to give a bright, oceanic quality to 
the crops. Much of the Italian Riviera is 
beautiful—coral- and butter-colored beach 
towns, slightly decayed but shimmering 
with low-key wealth and domestic tour-
ism. Pra’ is not beautiful. The waterfront 
is a gray mass of industrial docks and slips. 
Older, broken-down greenhouses disinte-
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The pesto is 

perfect in its 

imperfection.   

A fine, juicy silt 

of gold and green 

suspended in  

oil. The basil 

tastes alive, as if  

still reaching 

toward the sun.

Italian pop plays from a portable radio, 
and the workers chat, occasionally shift-
ing on their sides to reach another patch. 
The nosegays are wrapped in paper and 
piled into a green mountain. 

Basil is a cornerstone of the region’s 
cucina profumata (aromatic cuisine). In 
summer, marjoram, thyme, and borage 
redolent with earth and pepper explode 
from craggy hillsides. Ripe, golden-fleshed 
peaches and fuzzy, swollen apricots are 
heaped at fruit stands and roadside mar-
kets. Brilliant silver anchovies smelling 
of Mediterranean salt are soaked in agro-
dolce and golden olive oil to be served at the 
start of many meals. But the perfume that 
truly defines and unifies Liguria is pesto. 

If you live here, you eat pesto. At least 
once a week a bundle of basil is picked or 
purchased. The mortar and pestle are 
pulled from their shelf. Pine nuts are mud-
dled with garlic and salt; basil is drizzled 
with olive oil and vigorously worked into a 
smooth paste. (Both pestle and pesto derive 
from the verb pestare, meaning to crush or 
clobber.) Cheese from Parma and Sardinia 
is stirred in at the end. Each ingredient is 
part of a Ligurian code—a language that is 
made up of ocean, mountains, and the old 
trade routes imprinted upon them.

Every menu of every trattoria and oste-
ria here contains at least one kind of pasta 
with pesto. Linguine-like trennete or short, 
twisted trofie are dressed, not drowned, 
with pesto genovese. Trofie are said to have 
been invented in the nearby seaside town 
of Recco, when a pasta maker rubbed her 
hands together after kneading a batch of 
dough. The curled pieces that fell away 
became trofie. 

Sometimes green beans and potatoes 
are tossed in. There’s gnocchi with pesto, 
and ravioli with pesto, and pesto spooned 
over swordfish. Pesto gets dropped into the 
local minestrone as a seasoning. There’s also 
green lasagna, slippery layers of fresh pasta 
known romantically as mandilli di seta, or 
“silk handkerchiefs,” folded with pesto.

“We are Italian, so pasta is always here,” 
says the basil farmer Rossi, pointing to his 
forehead. “We are always trying to solve 
the problem, ‘What can I put on my pasta 
today?’ Here, we solve it with pesto.”

Judging by its universal popularity, 
pesto solves the world’s problems too. 
Except somewhere along the path to global 
pasta-sauce ubiquity, Liguria’s best-known 
export lost its distinctive character. Sail-
ing forth from the great trading port of 
Genoa, pesto conquered the world—but as 
it settled in foreign places, it acclimated 
and assimilated. Its success rendered it 
indistinct, nationless. 

Now pesto can be anything we want it 
to be. It’s become a catchall term for any-
thing vaguely herbaceous and thrown into 
a blender. But the Genoese will tell you this 
isn’t true. They will tell you that pesto is an 
alchemy that can exist only in its birthplace. 
“The basil must see the sea,” says Rossi. “If 
it doesn’t see the sea, it is not Genoese.” 

grate along a highway skirting the ocean. 
Newer basil farms are tucked into terraced 
hillsides high above.

Rossi’s team of recumbent pickers pull 
the stems before they grow too thick, too 
strongly flavored, or minty. These are qual-
ities undesirable in Ligurian basil, prized 
for its mild, elegant flavor and delicate 
leaves. During the warm months, it’s grown 
for 28 to 30 days. In winter, grow time 
stretches to nearly 60 days. Rossi grows 
his basil according to DOP (denominazione 
d’origine protetta) standards, which protect 
the integrity of the product and emphasize 
its specific terroir like that of Gorgonzola 
from Piedmont or balsamico of Modena. 
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Like Emilia Mussini at Ö Magazín, a 
small restaurant in Portofino, they’ll 
inform you: “The first thing we give to a 
baby, after milk, is pesto.” They’ll tell you 
that pesto belongs to this place. And they’ll 
tell you that they’re taking it back. 

steria Baccicin dü Carü looks 
like a home. Gianni Bruzzone 
and his sister, Rosella, are 
known for the pesto they make 
in this small cottage of a res-
taurant in the hills just west of 
Genoa. Unfortunately, on this 
particular afternoon they’re 
closed. “A prince from Qatar 
wanted to come today,” Gianni 
says when he opens the door. 
“We said no.” 

Luckily Roberto Panizza has accompa-
nied me. Genoa native, restaurateur, and 
self-styled ambassador of pesto, Panizza 
holds sway in the universe of serious pesto 
makers. In 2007, he created the Genoa 
Pesto World Championship. Held every 
two years, it’s a competition to promote 
the product and teach the world how to 
make it properly in a mortar with a pestle. 
(According to the championship website: 
“Behind pesto is history, and art, and a 
quality of life.… The contest can be won 
by Italians or by foreigners. But above all, 
the winner is Pesto, a healthy, natural and 
democratic sauce.”)

Gianni lets us in and insists that we stay 
for lunch.

First, there are anchovies, both fried and 
marinated in sweet vinegar and oil. Then 
comes the pesto. Gianni brings out plates 
piled with gnocchi, each little dumpling 
coated in vibrant green sauce. Next, thin 
strings of taglialini with borage and mar-
joram tossed together in a mortar slicked 
with pesto. It’s served twirled into chewy, 
shining piles, the color of mossy lagoons. 
The pesto is perfect in its imperfection. 
It’s a consistency that could be achieved 
only by hand muddling, and each ingredi-
ent—the garlic, Parmigiano-Reggiano and 
Pecorino Sardo, pine nuts, and basil—is 
visible, a fine, juicy silt of gold and green 
suspended in oil. The basil, though thor-
oughly, finely clobbered, tastes alive, as 
if still reaching toward the sun. 

One and then two bottles of pigato—a 
local wine whose salty, mineral quality 
makes it ideal to be drunk with large quan-
tities of seafood and pesto—appear and 
disappear quickly. 

Over glasses of fizzy moscato, anise-
spiked espresso, and f lower-shaped 
shortbread cookies called canastrelli, 
Gianni, Roberto, and Rosella talk about 
the bad luck of naming anything after 
Christopher Columbus (the Genoese are 
ambivalent about their native explorer), the 
region’s financial influence (far-reaching 
and long-standing), and pesto. Someone 
mentions the G8 Summit that Genoa hosted 
in 2001. Silvio Berlusconi, then the prime 

O

minister, decreed that garlic be left out 
of the pesto served at the official lunch. 
Worse, he stipulated it be called “basil 
sauce” rather than pesto genovese. Citizens 
were horrified, and protested by throw-
ing garlic at him. After other unrelated 
atrocities occurred, including the death 
of a protester, Beppe Grillo, the comedian 
and activist, declared that neither Genoa 
nor pesto were the same anymore. “You 
have a Berlusconi now too,” notes Panizza. 
I tell him ours prefers his steak very well 
done, a similar sort of travesty in America.

In a move to reclaim pesto and mark it 
with the Ligurian identity, in 2005, DOP 
regulations for growing basil were defined. 
In 2006, the Pra’ basil park, a formal 
property centered on the promotion and 
cultivation of the herb, was established. 
This summer, the Genoa airport created 
an exception to its no-liquids rule: Trav-
elers carrying pesto made with DOP basil 
are permitted to fly with the purchase of 
a special stamp.

Does it ever become monotonous, all 
this pesto? “I think about pesto like chess,” 
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says Panizza. “You have a limited frame-
work, but within those limits, you have 
many possibilities. Every week, the basil 
changes, the cheese changes. But it’s also 
the same.” As he explains it, pesto is always 
a reflection of the present moment. It’s 
impossible to reproduce the same pesto 
on another day. It also depends on where 
you’re making it and eating it, who you’re 
eating it with, how you feel at that par-
ticular moment. “It depends on the stato 
d’animo,” he says. In other words, pesto is 
a state of mind. 

Far left: At a greenhouse in Pra’, 
workers lie on planks to pick 
bouquets of basil. Left: Mandilli di 
seta—large, thin pasta sheets—with 
pesto at Da Laura in San Fruttuoso.

f

Mandilli di Seta with Pesto
SERVES 4; Photo at left

Active: 35 min. • Total: 1 hr. 5 min. 

Mandilli di seta, “silk handkerchiefs” in 
Italian, are large sheets of fresh pasta, 
flat and glossy like lasagna sheets but 
rolled out even more thinly. In this ele-
gant, rustic version, inspired by Da 
Laura restaurant in San Fruttuoso, the 
pasta is lightly coated with pesto and 
draped in layers atop the plate. 

 1½  cups plus 1 Tbsp. 00 flour 

(250 g.), plus more as needed 

 ¼ tsp. kosher salt 

 2 large eggs 

 1 Tbsp. white wine 

 2 Tbsp. olive oil, divided 

   Pesto Genovese (see recipe, 

pg. 39)

1 In a large bowl or on a clean work 
surface, sift the 00 flour and salt. 
Make a well in the center of the flour 
and add the eggs, wine, and 1 table-
spoon of the oil. Using a fork, stir to 
combine, starting in the center and 
working your way outward. Use your 
hands to form a rough ball of dough. 

2 On a lightly floured work surface, 
knead the dough until smooth and elas-
tic, 10–15 minutes. Cover with plastic 
wrap and let rest about 30 minutes. 

3 Generously flour a baking sheet and 
set it next to a work surface. Cut the 
dough into quarters. Lightly flour one of 
the dough pieces (cover the others with 
the plastic wrap and set aside). Using 
a pasta machine or rolling pin, roll out 
dough into very thin sheets (use either 
the second finest or finest setting on a 
pasta machine, or roll until the dough 
is almost translucent). Trim into 5-inch 
squares and set on the baking sheet. 

4 In a large, heatproof bowl, add the 
pesto. Set it near the stove. 

5 Bring a large pot of salted water to a 
boil and add the remaining tablespoon 
of olive oil. Working in a few batches 
as needed to avoid crowding, add the 
pasta sheets and cook until tender, 
about 2 minutes. As the pieces finish 
cooking, carefully remove them with 
a spider or large slotted spoon and 
place in the bowl with the pesto. 

6 Once all the pasta is done cooking, 
transfer ¼ cup of the pasta cooking 
water to the bowl of pesto and gen-
tly toss the sheets in the pesto until 
evenly coated. Transfer to a serving 
platter and serve immediately.

ollowing the pesto trail, I arrive 
at the Arroscia valley in the 
foothills of the Alps. The garlic 
harvest, which runs from June to 
October, has just begun. Bunches 
of the small-headed allium are 
dr ying on open-air wooden 
shelves at the edge of a garlic 
field. Alberto Marini, a farmer, 

gestures to the garlic’s crepey necks and 
scraggly roots. “It keeps them alive,” he 
says. Several caramel-colored kittens doze 
in between the wispy piles, and Roberto 
Marini, another farmer, sits down with a 
handful of the dried bulbs, demonstrat-
ing how to braid them together. Roberto 
Panizza manufactures a pesto called Rossi, 
using this farm’s crop. “Other garlic is too 
spicy, not as delicate,” says Alberto, explain-
ing why the local variety works well in 
pesto. “Also, garlic is good for your diges-
tion.” (Italians have a minor obsession with 
how to achieve ideal digestion.)

Named for the miniature hill town of 
Vessalico, one of 11 pocket-size garlic-
producing municipalities in the valley, the 
garlic has for centuries been planted, har-
vested, and intricately braided into reste. 
Each clove is sheathed in a deep purple-
red husk and prized for its gentle aroma 
and subtle spice. In the 18th century, Ves-
salico was famous for its garlic festival, 
which, Alberto says, the garlic coopera-
tive is attempting to renew and promote 
as a reason to visit this hidden corner of 
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Above: The streets of Sanremo, a beach 
town where pesto is spooned into mine
strone as a seasoning. Right: Pesto and 
trofie pasta. Opposite: Vessalico garlic, 
prized for its subtle, mild flavor, is a 
perfect match for pesto. 

the Ponente, a word the Genoese use to 
describe the western part of the region. It 
means “coast of the setting sun.” 

The Ponente is also olive oil territory. 
Mountain towns that trickle down from 
and climb up around Taggia are filled with 
wooden presses worn smooth from years of 
crushing juicy, spicy olive flesh into submis-
sion. Babbling brooks drift beneath bridges, 
villagers linger over coffee along piazzas, and 
everyone’s life revolves around the business 
of making some of the world’s most prized 
extra-virgin olive oil—the only kind accept-
able for making pesto. Here, it’s commonly 
agreed that oil from neighboring Tuscany is 
too strong and spicy. As is the stuff from far-

“The first 

thing we give 

to a baby, 

after milk, 

 is pesto.”

ther south. Like the local villages, Ligurian 
oil production is minuscule, especially the 
portion made from taggiasca olives, which 
yield a high oil-to-fruit ratio. Mild enough 
to allow basil to remain at the front of the 
formula, but distinct enough to add flavor, 
taggiasca oil is meant for good pesto.

Each community here maintains its own 
dialect as well as an olive oil–based economy. 
Paolo Boeri’s family has run the Roi olive oil 
mills in Badalucco since 1900. “The old men 
come here to unload their olives and drink. 
They sing, play cards, and take their focaccia 
like this,” he says, motioning to a tap from 
which warm, fresh-pressed oil is released 
during harvest season.

Taggiasca trees were first cultivated by 
Saint Columban monks in the 17th and 18th 
centuries, and when the wind blows the right 
way, it exposes the leaves’ silvery undersides, 
giving the landscape a constant, flickering 
sheen and earning the area the nickname 
Valle Argentina, meaning “silver valley.” 

Bottles of very local oil adorn the tables 
of every restaurant table down the coast. 
San Giorgio is an elegant 1950s-era restau-
rant lodged in the side of a cliff overlooking 
the ocean near San Bartolomeo. Inside, 
shelves are trimmed with gilded china, 
tables cloaked with starched tablecloths, 
and outside on the terrace, a raucous group 
of Italians plows through a five-course meal 
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Pesto Genovese
MAKES ½ CUP; Photo pg. 35

Total: 30 min.

When making their beloved pesto, 
Ligurians use sweet, delicate basil 
Genovese and remove any green 
sprouts from the center of the 
garlic cloves to avoid bitterness. 
The key to bright green color that 
stays: muddling the ingredients 
very finely in a marble mortar with 
a wooden pestle, since a blender’s 
blades can be too violent. When 
storing, top pesto with a thin layer 
of olive oil and refrigerate.

 2  Tbsp. pine nuts, preferably 

Italian 

 1 tsp. kosher salt 

 2  garlic cloves, preferably 

a delicate red-skinned 

variety, peeled

 2  bunches sweet Italian 

basil, leaves picked, thick 

stems removed (2 packed 

cups)

 6–8  Tbsp. olive oil, preferably 

Ligurian

 ¼ cup Parmigiano-Reggiano 

 ¼  cup Pecorino Fiore Sardo 

(Pecorino Sardo)

In a large mortar, add the pine 
nuts, salt, and garlic cloves. Using 
a large pestle, pound and scrape 
the ingredients into a very smooth 
paste, 5–7 minutes. Add the basil 
in small amounts, working it into 
the mixture after each addition, 
until all the basil has been added 
and the mixture is smooth and 
creamy, 15–20 minutes. Slowly 
add the oil while stirring with the 
pestle until emulsified. Add both 
cheeses and stir with the pestle 
to incorporate.

Trofie with Pesto
SERVES 4; Photo pg. 38

Total: 15 min.

In Genoa, pesto is most com-
monly tossed with trofie, a short, 
twisted pasta, or trennete, a thin, 
flat noodle. Never heat pesto on 
its own—the pasta will warm it—
and add it sparingly (around  
½ cup pesto per pound of pasta). 

1   lb. trofie or trennete  

Kosher salt  

Pesto Genovese (see 

recipe above)

1 Bring a large pot of generously 
salted water to a boil. Add the 
pasta and cook until al dente. 

2 In a large bowl add the pesto and 
2 tablespoons of pasta cooking 
liquid. Stir to combine, then add 
the pasta. Gently toss to coat the 
pasta evenly. Serve immediately. 

and what looks like a dozen bottles of ver-
mentino. When Alessandro Barla, co-owner 
and grandson of San Giorgio’s founder, drops 
off a plate of daffodil yellow mandilli di 
seta, gathered in a neat pile and crowned in 
emerald green pesto, he points to the olive 
oil bottle. “Maybe add a little bit more,” he 
says. It’s good advice and applies equally 
to the focaccia, pane fritto (fried bread), 
and crusty wedges of a country loaf. The 
pesto here, made by Alessandro’s mother, 
Caterina Barla, is puréed to a velvety con-
sistency, the elements smoothly emulsified. 
It’s golf-course green—bright, manicured, 
clean, and dotted with pine nuts. A Genoese 
would not eat this at home; it is much too 
polished. Still, it’s good. The sea is just a 
stone’s throw away and the sun is setting. 
The alchemy of place is at work. 

u st on t he ot her 
side of the Ligurian 
border, sunflower 
f i e l d s  f l a n k  t h e 
road into Tuscany’s 
Migliarino regional 
pa rk .  T he sk y i s 
he a v y w it h r a i n 
clouds and thunder 
trembles somewhere 
in the distance. The 
hulking pines are 
gothic, Gorey-esque. 

Their trunks—clean of branches and the cir-
cumference of two arm spans—are topped 
with a canopy of needled pom-poms spraying 
in every direction, throwing gloomy shadows 
across the road. This park is the territory of 
pinoli gatherers, and these stone pine trees 

J
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bear some of the world’s most expensive nuts. 
Like mushrooms or truffles, pine nuts are 
gathered or foraged; cultivation is rare. In 
late summer or autumn, unopened cones are 
pulled from the trees, steamed, and stripped 
of their seedpods, which are then cracked to 
reveal their slender white nuts. 

Pinoli have been harvested since prehis-
toric times, and the trees’ crackled, amber 
bark—fused together in places with drippy, 
fossilized sap blisters—makes them look 
as if they’ve been around for several thou-
sand years. In late June, the cones haven’t 
yet dropped, but a few, the size of mangoes 
and faded from the sun, loll around beneath 
their trees. Between thick, carved-looking 
petals a few seedpods are still intact. With 
a bit of prying along a seam on one side, the 
pods can be broken open to bare the now 
dusty, dried seed. But when the seeds are 
fresh, they’re fleshy and creamy, with less 
bite than their Asian counterparts—excel-
lent for creating a velvety base for pesto. 

Pine nuts weren’t always a part of the pesto 
doctrine. The earliest recipe, which appeared 
in Giovanni Battista Ratto’s 19th-century 
text La Cuciniera Genovese, includes them, 
but many early Genoese references overlook 
the ingredient (and even allow that basil can 
be substituted with parsley or marjoram). 
Sometimes walnuts, a more abundant Ital-
ian crop, are noted as a worthy stand-in, but 
today, the recipe has become more canon-
ical, almost always specifying Italian or 
Mediterranean-harvested pinoli. 

Back in Liguria, on the Levante side of 
the region—“coast of the rising sun”—towns 
are set like a chain of battered estate jew-
els every few miles along the rocky seaside: 
Rapallo, Santa Margherita, Portofino, La 
Spezia, and Portovenere. Each is edged 
with striped beach huts and old men in very 
small swimwear. Graying couples sip mar-
tinis on terraces, and monstrous crumbling 
mansions are overrun with wisteria and bou-
gainvillea that creeps up and over chipped 
louvers. Here, Mary Shelley dreamed up 
Frankenstein (and her husband, Percy Bysshe 
Shelley, drowned in what is now called the 
Bay of Poets). Charles Dickens wandered the 
seashore. D.H. Lawrence wrote about a fan-
tastical octopus, and Lord Byron stirred up 
the curiosity of the more conventional locals. 

Where to Eat 

PESTO  at the Source

Il Genovese
In a humble trattoria in 
the center of Genoa, 
pesto master and am-
bassador Roberto Pa-
nizza serves his famous 
recipe every which way. 
ilgenovese.com

Baccicin dü Carü 
This little cottage in the 
hills west of Genoa is 
known for its mortar-
and-pestle pesto served 
over gnocchi and tag- 
liatelle with marjoram. 
osteriabaccicin.it

Ö Magazín 
On a slice of Portofino’s 
harbor, the Mussini 
family serves homey, 
sophisticated food made 
from generations-old 
recipes, including pesto. 
Calata Marconi, 34

Da Laura 
Above the San 
Fruttuoso abbey, this 
tiny restaurant is known 
for its green lasagne 
and mussels marinara. 
Hike or take a ferry from 
nearby Portofino.

San Giorgio 
Arguably one of the 
region’s best fine-dining 
options—with a view—
San Giorgio serves pesto 
with homemade mandilli 
di seta. ristorante san 

giorgio.net

FROM PINE NUT FORESTS TO BASIL FARMS, LEARN MORE ABOUT THE PESTO TRAIL AT SAVEUR.COM/PESTO
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And it looks as if no one has bothered to paint 
a shutter or patch a wall since. 

There is a walk along the ocean that 
weaves in and out of abraded resort towns, 
from Rapallo to Portofino. It terminates at 
San Fruttuoso where a Benedictine abbey 
casts shade across a rocky beach lapped by 
turquoise water. (You can take a boat, but a 
hike helps to renew an appetite.) Through 
the abbey’s base and up a short hill is Da 
Laura. Beneath a vined trellis and a hand-
ful of lemon trees, a shirtless old man sits 
grumpily in a folding wooden chair. This is 
Renzo Bruno, the owner, and the arrival of 
midday diners sends him into the kitchen. 
Laura was his mother. His wife, Mariangela, 

now works in the tiny slice of a kitchen. There 
are only a dozen or so tables, all outdoors, 
looked after by the couple’s children and 
Davide, a friend of the family. Wine is served 
from large icy bottles without labels. 

In the 1950s, Laura Devoto made mus-
sels and pesto at a beach shack on the cove 
(in Liguria, pesto is appropriate beach food, 
naturally), and eventually she opened a res-
taurant beneath the shadow of the abbey. 
It recently moved into a nook just adjacent 
to the medieval structure. Throughout the 
afternoon, people from all over the world 
arrive for the unearthly pesto, yet Da Laura’s 
satisfying inaccessibility provides protection 
from feeling overrun or discovered. 

When a humble platter of mandilli di 
seta arrives, it appears as a topographi-
cal chart of some verdant hilltop terrain. 
Light green sauce is layered with pale pasta 
sheets draped like a bolt of silk into a gauzy 
heap all dusted in Parmigiano. It’s easy to 
imagine what it would feel like to be tucked 
in between the folds of pasta. The sauce 
is salty, fresh, and delicate, luminous in 
its balance. Pots clang from the kitchen 
doorway. Waves can be heard and the air 
is briny. A beachgoer lopes below, beneath 
the abbey’s soaring archways. Here, in a 
courtyard of lemon trees, knotted vines, 
and wobbly patio furniture in the beating 
sun, pesto feels at home. n
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MAESTRO 
BY STACY ADIMANDO

RECIPES BY EVAN FUNKE

Photographs by Heami Lee
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Evan Funke’s new Venice, California, restaurant Felix is currently the most exciting place to eat pasta  
in the United States. So rather than labor under the tutelage of a wise Italian nonna to learn 

the secrets of superlative traditional filled pastas, Test Kitchen director Stacy Adimando headed west 
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“F**k your pasta 
machine” is the hashtag 
and life motto of 
obsessive chef Evan 
Funke, hand-rolling  
pasta in the labora-
tory of his L.A. restau-
rant, Felix. Next page: 
Funke demonstrates 
the way of the mat-
tarello for the author.  
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I
’d always imagined learning to make tiny, 
perfect tortellini from an aging native of 
Bologna or mastering pillowy agnolotti 
through a long apprenticeship in an obscure 
Piedmontese village. But then I heard 
about Evan Funke and his pasta-centric 
restaurant on Abbot Kinney Boulevard in 
Venice, with its pristine, glassed-in pasta 

laboratory, his arsenal of authentic tools, and his 
fiercely traditional, monklike dedication to the 
art and culture of handmade pasta. Here, I real-
ized, was the burly, bearded, mattarello-wielding, 
sfoglia-rolling filled-pasta-making mentor I was 
looking for. 

The mattarello is a massive, meter-long wooden 
pasta rolling pin typical of Emilia-Romagna. Funke 
got his in Bologna and within minutes of my arrival, 
he’s deployed it to transform a springy ball of spin-
ach dough into a sfoglia, or pasta sheet, as even, 
smooth, and soft as the felt on a pool table. 

Funke did not come about his pasta proficiency 
easily—his now nimble fingers, lightning-fast 
kneading speed, and masterful shaping skills were 
developed over 10 years of study under many of 
Italy’s foremost traditional pasta makers (along 
with some of the best of America and Japan). He 
caught the pasta bug at Spago in Beverly Hills, 
where the head chef was from Bologna. After 
years of cooking there, he set out to apprentice in 
Emilia-Romagna. “Italy to me was like mother’s 
love, instantly familiar and so comforting,” he says. 
“As soon as I set foot in the country, all the French 
and Asian cooking techniques I had learned were 
out the window.” Studying at La Vecchia Scuola 

Bolognese, a cooking school in Bologna, it took him 
over a thousand tries to roll out his first perfect 
sfoglia. “I still remember the day: February 14, 
2008,” he says with nostalgic pride. After three 
months of working 10 hours a day, six days a week, 
he was proficient in just a few of the filled pastas of 
the region. Since then, Funke has been traveling 
back and forth to Italy, studying old-school tech-
niques from all over the country. 

Funke says the pastas I’ve come here to learn are 
some of the most difficult to master. “I can teach 
a 6-year-old how to make cavatelli,” he says. “But 
stuffed pastas take attention and time.” How to 
tinker with dough hydration, meticulous shaping, 
maintaining even thickness, and keeping fillings 
contained—these come from patient practice and 
repetition. Our lessons happen in his pasta labo-
ratory—the “labo,” as he calls it, a room that also 
serves as a live pasta-making theater during the 
restaurant’s dinner service. The chef has it set to a 
goose bump–raising 68 degrees and damp 67 per-
cent humidity, constantly regulated by a small 
machine he imported from Japan. “Like making 
good bread, pasta is all math,” Funke says. But there 
is nothing mechanical about the way he treats his. 
His doughs have a living quality to them, forming 
tiny air bubbles like the early phases of a sourdough. 

Learning the art of filled pastas in the patient 
way of Funke pays off. After tasting his richly fla-
vored doughs (sturdy and with bite, never soggy, 
gummy, or crunchy), and chomping through his 
stuffed pasta’s impossibly symmetrical exteri-
ors to release a warm gush of creamy filling, you’ll 
never settle for just any random ravioli again. n

M A S T E R  C L A S S

5  

ESSENTIAL 

FILLED-

PASTA 

LESSONS 
ANYBODY CAN  
DOLLOP SOME CHEESE 
BETWEEN SHEETS OF 
DOUGH AND CALL IT 
A RAVIOLO. BUT THE 
BEST STUFFED PASTAS 
ARE MADE WITH CARE 
AND PAY TRIBUTE TO 
TRADITION. HERE ARE 
EVAN FUNKE’S NON-
NEGOTIABLE TIPS TO 
MASTERING SMOOTH 
DOUGH AND FLAVOR-
FUL FILLINGS.

1 
ROLL YOUR OWN 
Funke swears that 

hand-rolling sfoglie 

with a mattarello is the 

secret that differentiates 

dense, flat-tasting pastas 

from fluffy, tender ones. 

“Fuck your pasta ma-

chine” is his hashtag and 

life mantra, but he says 

it’s not just braggadocio: 

“If you lovingly create 

a ball of light dough 

and smash it between a 

pasta machine’s metal 

rollers, you’re crushing 

everything in it and 

essentially degassing it. 

But if you take that ball 

and use the mattarello, 

you spread out the air 

pockets, creating a 

lighter waferlike dough.” 

Roll the sheet of dough 

firmly at first, then more 

and more gently as you 

get a larger, thinner 

sfoglia. And remember 

to rotate it often, mak-

ing sure it never sticks 

to your board. (For 

more sfoglia technique, 

see pg. 99.) 
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Funke uses a wheeled 
cutter to make 
even squares and a 
piping bag for the 
mortadella-and-
cheese filling, but the 
perfect shape of  
these balanzoni? It’s 
all in the fingers. 
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Cazini, half-moons 
plump with slightly 
sweet ricotta filling, 
are balanced by the 
rosemary, sage, and 
chile of a lamb ragù. 
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M A S T E R  C L A S S

2 
STAY HYDRATED 
For a pasta that’s strong 

yet supple, hydration—

the ratio of solids to liq-

uids in a dough—is key. 

The flours you’re using, 

which vary by region in 

Italy, dictate how much 

water and additions like 

eggs and oil to add, but 

there’s no magic formula. 

“Pasta dough will behave 

differently every single 

day you make it, based 

on the age of your flour, 

your environment, and 

the weather,” says Funke. 

“Dough for filled pastas 

should feel supple and 

on the drier side, able 

to be pinched and stay 

sealed without water.”

It may take a while to 

incorporate the flour by 

kneading—15 minutes or 

more—but don’t skimp 

on time: You won’t know 

how hydrated your 

dough really is until 

kneading is through. 

Once you’re done, 

don’t mess with your 

hard-won hydration by 

dousing dough in large 

amounts of flour or cov-

ering it in a damp cloth. 

“When chefs throw 

semolina on top of a 

sticky or tacky dough, 

it ends up dry,” Funke 

says. Get it right the 

first time (using Funke’s 

recipes), then wrap the 

dough in plastic wrap 

and rest it—either at 

room temperature for 

flour and water doughs, 

or in the refrigerator for 

most others. One to two 

hours is good. A full day 

is best.

CAZINI WITH LAMB RAGÙ

Region: Basilicata

SERVES 4 (MAKES ABOUT 32); PHOTO PG. 46

Active: 2 hr. • Total: 6 hr. (plus optional 1 day  
resting)

This simple half-moon shape starts with a 
circular piece of dough, which is filled with a 
lightly sweetened ricotta mixture laced with 
cinnamon and nutmeg. “The spices proba-
bly came from the trade routes from Venice 
or Genoa, or an early invasion of the Moors 
to the region,” Funke says. The simple lamb 
ragù, on the other hand, is a reflection of 
the poverty of the Basilicata. “The region’s 
rocky, rugged landscape is ideal for raising 
sheep but not much else.”

For the dough:

 2¼  cups plus 1 tsp. (300 g.) semola flour 

 3  large eggs

 1½  tsp. (5 g.) olive oil

For the filling and topping:

 1¾  cups plus 2 Tbsp. ricotta

 ½   cup plus 2 Tbsp. grated Pecorino Romano, 

plus more for serving 

1  Tbsp. plus 1 tsp. sugar 

 1  generous pinch freshly ground cinnamon 

 1  generous pinch freshly ground nutmeg 

 1  large egg

  Pinch of kosher salt

For the ragù:

 2   cups coarsely puréed whole peeled 

tomatoes, preferably San Marzano

 4  garlic cloves, divided

 3  Tbsp. olive oil, divided

 1  fresh marjoram sprig

 1½  tsp. thinly sliced fresh sage

 1½  tsp. minced fresh rosemary 

 ¼   tsp. crushed red chile, coarsely ground 

1½  tsp. ground fennel pollen (optional) 

 ½  cup plus 2 Tbsp. minced yellow onion

 ½  cup minced celery 

 ½      cup minced fennel, fronds removed

 ¼  cup minced carrot

 1¼  lb. ground lamb

  Kosher salt and freshly ground black pepper

 ¼  cup plus 2 Tbsp. red wine

 2  cups chicken stock

1 Make the dough: On a clean work surface, mound 
the flour. Create a deep well in the center and add the 
eggs and olive oil. Using a fork, beat the eggs and oil. 
Then, starting from the interior wall of the well, gradu-
ally incorporate the flour into the wet ingredients as if 
scrambling eggs, until a thick batter-like consistency 
forms. Use a bench knife or bowl scraper to cut and fold 
the remaining flour into the center until a shaggy mass 
forms; press it to form a dough.

2 With clean dry hands, move the dough and any 
remaining scraps and flour to a clean work surface. 
Sift flour lightly over the board, then knead the dough 
until semi-smooth, about 3 minutes. Scrape the work 
surface of dried flakes and continue to knead dough 
gently until it is smooth and supple and springs back 
when poked, and most or all of the flour is incorpo-
rated, about 15 minutes more. (If dough is dry and 
tight, wrap in plastic and let rest 5–10 minutes before 
continuing to knead.) Wrap the ball tightly in plastic 
and refrigerate at least 1 hour or ideally 1 day.

3 Meanwhile, make the filling: Set a fine sieve over a 
medium bowl. Add the ricotta, then press it through 
the sieve with a spatula. Add the ½ cup pecorino, 
sugar, cinnamon, nutmeg, and egg; season with salt. 
Mix thoroughly, then pack into a piping bag fitted with 
a round tip, and refrigerate until needed, up to 3 days. 

4 Make the ragù: Crush 1 garlic clove. In a medium 
saucepan over medium-high heat, add the tomatoes, 
garlic clove, 1 tablespoon olive oil, and marjoram; bring 
to a boil. Lower the heat and gently simmer until slightly 
reduced, 12–15 minutes. Set aside.

5 Mince the remaining 3 garlic cloves. In a large pot 
over medium heat, add the remaining oil. Once hot, 
add the garlic, sage, rosemary, crushed red pepper, 
and fennel pollen if using; cook, stirring, for 30 sec-
onds. Add the onion, celery, fennel, and carrot and 
raise the heat to medium-high; cook, stirring occa-
sionally, until softened, 12–15 minutes. Stir in the 
lamb, breaking it up into small pieces; season with 
salt and pepper. Cook, stirring occasionally, until no 
pink remains, about 5 minutes. Add the wine and 
cook until reduced slightly, 2–3 minutes. Remove the 
garlic and marjoram from the tomato sauce and dis-
card. Add the tomato mixture and the chicken stock 
to the lamb; bring to a boil, then reduce the heat to 
maintain a simmer. Cook until the meat is tender and 
the sauce is reduced by half, about 3 hours. 

6 Shape the cazini: Using a mattarello or rolling pin, 
roll out the dough as thinly as possible into a large cir-
cle at least 20 inches in diameter (see pg. 99). Using 
a 2¾-inch biscuit or round cookie cutter, cut out 
rounds as close as possible to one another. Pipe scant 
1 teaspoon balls of filling into the center of each, then 
fold one side of each round over the filling to cover. 
Press down firmly and all over the edges to seal well. 
(If inside edges of pasta do not stick together easily, 
spritz very lightly with water from a spray bottle.) 

7 Bring a large pot of salted water to boil. Meanwhile, 
reheat the lamb ragù if needed. Gently add the cazini 
to the boiling water and stir immediately. Cook until the 
pasta floats to the top and is al dente, 1½–2 minutes. 
Remove with a spider or slotted spoon to a serv-
ing bowl or platter. Add 2 tablespoons pecorino and 
some spoonfuls of ragù to taste; toss gently to coat, 
adding 1 to 2 tablespoons of pasta water if needed 
to loosen the sauce. Garnish with more pecorino and 
serve immediately.

The Recipes
“The Italian mind-set and approach is really based 
in restraint,” Evan Funke says. “You’re looking for 
depth and richness through simplicity.” However, 
stuffed pastas are not the kind of thing you’re go-
ing to throw together between pouring cocktails 
and finishing the roast. Give yourself around four 
hours (including resting time for the dough) to 
tackle one of these traditional regional dishes. 
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SPINACH BALANZONI WITH 

BROWN BUTTER AND SAGE

Region: Emilia-Romagna, particularly the city of Bologna

SERVES 8 (MAKES ABOUT 54); PHOTO PG. 45

Active: 2 hr. 15 min. • Total: 3 hr. 30 min. (plus optional 
1 day resting)

The alluring bright green color of balanzoni 
comes from spinach, which is added to a 
dough of super-refined 00 flour and eggs. 
“In Bologna, they always use 00 flour,” 
Funke says. “It’s a very rich city, so there’s 
that long and deep-seated mind-set that 
refinement is the top.” The fillings, like the 
shape, are similar to those of tortellini—
typically ricotta and Parmigiano, ground 
salumi such as mortadella, and beaten egg. 
They’re served with butter and sage, which 
settles satisfyingly into the pasta’s channels 
and folds. Fair warning: Balanzoni require a 
little more dexterity than some other filled 
pastas because you fold them in the air 
rather than against a table. 

For the dough:

 3   cups (114 g.) spinach, large stems removed 

 2¼   cups plus 3 Tbsp. “00” flour (350 g.), plus 

more as needed

 3  large eggs 

For the filling:

 ⅓  cup (3½ oz.) whole-milk ricotta

 9  oz. mortadella, cut into cubes (2 cups)

 1⅓   cups (3½ oz.) grated Parmigiano-Reggiano, 

plus more for serving

 1  large egg

  Scant ¼ tsp. freshly grated nutmeg 

  Kosher salt

For the sauce:

 4  Tbsp. (2 oz.) unsalted butter

 8  fresh sage leaves

  Kosher salt

3 
DON’T BE DENSE 

To prevent textural 

irregularities like extra-

thick or crunchy spots 

in the finished cooked 

pastas, Funke focuses 

on the “touch points”—

the places where two 

pasta sheets must join 

together to seal in a 

filling. “When you make 

the folds on any stuffed 

pasta, you’re joining two 

single sheets together, 

which creates double 

thickness,” he explains. 

If you don’t pinch them 

back down to a single 

thickness, you’ll have 

crunchy or gummy bits 

when you cook.

M A S T E R  C L A S S

1 Make the dough: Bring a medium pot of salted water 
to a boil. Add the spinach and cook until soft and bright, 
3–5 minutes. Strain and rinse with cold water, then 
squeeze out as much moisture as possible. Set aside.

2 In a small food processor or chopping by hand, pro-
cess the cooked spinach into a purée (you should have 
3 tablespoons or 1¾ ounces; discard any excess).

3 On a clean work surface, mound the flour. Create a 
deep well in the center and add the eggs and spinach. 
Using a fork, beat the eggs and spinach. Then, starting 
from the interior wall of the well, gradually incorporate 
the flour into the wet ingredients as if scrambling eggs, 
until a thick batter-like consistency forms. Use a bowl 
scraper to cut and fold the remaining flour into the cen-
ter until a shaggy mass forms; press it to form a dough.

4 With clean dry hands, move the dough and any 
remaining scraps and flour to a clean work surface. 
Sift some flour lightly over the board, then knead the 
dough until semi-smooth, about 3 minutes. Scrape 
the work surface of dried flakes and continue to knead 
dough gently until it is smooth and supple and springs 
back when poked, and most or all of the flour is incor-
porated, about 15 minutes more. (If dough is dry and 
tight, wrap in plastic and let rest 5–10 minutes before 
continuing to knead.) Wrap the ball tightly in plastic 
and refrigerate at least 1 hour or ideally 1 day.

5 Make the filling: In a fine sieve, drain the ricotta for 
15 minutes. Meanwhile, in a meat grinder fitted with a 
fine plate, grind the mortadella, then pass it through the 
grinder a second time (alternatively, you can blend the 
mortadella with all the remaining ingredients in a food 
processor). Add the drained ricotta, Parmigiano, egg, 
and nutmeg; season with salt and mix until  combined. 

6 Pack the filling into a piping bag fitted with a round 
tip, and refrigerate until ready to use, up to 3 days. 

7 Prepare the pasta: On a very lightly floured surface 
using a mattarello or rolling pin, roll out the dough as 
thinly as possible into a large circle at least 22 inches in 
diameter (see pg. 99). Use a sharp knife or bicycle cut-
ter to portion dough into 2½-inch squares. Using the 
piping bag, place a scant teaspoon of filling onto the 
center of each square. Picking up the squares one at a 
time, bring two corners together to form a triangle, then 
press firmly and repeatedly to seal and thin all sides and 
create as large a border as possible around the filling. 
Fold one point toward you to form a channel along the 
triangle’s side, then fold the opposite point similarly and 
bring the tips together; press firmly to thin, flatten, and 
create a sealed circle at the base of the balanzoni. 

8 Bring a large pot of water to boil. Once just about 
boiling, make the sauce: Set a large skillet over medium-
high heat and melt the butter. Cook until the foam 
subsides and the milk solids begin to brown, 2–3 min-
utes. Add the sage, lower the heat to low, and cook until 
the butter is deep golden brown and the sage is crispy 
and fragrant, 1½–2 minutes. Remove from the heat and 
season with salt to taste.

9 Meanwhile, salt the boiling water and add the balan-
zoni; stir immediately. Cook until the pasta floats and is 
al dente, 1½–2 minutes. Strain thoroughly, then imme-
diately add to the skillet with the butter; toss gently. 

10 Transfer the pasta and sauce to a platter and serve 
immediately, sprinkled with more grated cheese.

SAV1117_MTCL.indd   48 8/17/17   5:41 PM



4 9

POTATO AND CHEESE TORTELLI 

WITH PORCINI MUSHROOMS

Region: Tuscany 
SERVES 4–6 (MAKES ABOUT 38)

Active: 2 hr. 30 min. • Total: 3 hr. 30 min. (plus optional 
1 day resting)

“It’s a common misconception that tor-
telli and tortellini are the same,” Funke 
says. Unlike round tortellini, tortelli are 
squares or rectangles simply folded over a 
filling and sealed. This is a thicker dough 
and more toothsome, too. A classic au-
tumn condimento is a porcini mushroom 
sauce. “When it’s mushroom season in 
Italy, you eat porcini until you’re blue in 
the face,” says Funke. 

For the dough:

 ¾   cup plus 1 Tbsp. (113 g.) type “0” flour or all-

purpose flour

 ¾   cup (113 g.) semola flour, plus more as needed

  Pinch of kosher salt

 3  large eggs plus 1 large egg yolk 

 1½  tsp. (5 g.) olive oil

For the filling:

 1½  lb. Yukon gold potatoes (about 4 medium)

 2   cups (125 g.) grated aged Pecorino Toscano 

or Pecorino Romano, plus more for garnish 

 1  large egg

 ½  tsp. kosher salt

For the sauce:

 1  Tbsp. olive oil

 2   cups trimmed porcini mushrooms, stems 

peeled, sliced lengthwise ⅓ inch thick (6 oz.)

 4  Tbsp. (2 oz.) unsalted butter

 1  medium garlic clove, crushed

 1  rosemary or thyme sprig

 2  Tbsp. chopped flat-leaf parsley

 ¼  cup dry white wine

 ½   cup mushroom, vegetable, or chicken stock

  Kosher salt

1 Make the dough: In a medium bowl, stir the flours and 
salt to combine. On a clean work surface, mound the 
flour. Create a deep well in the center and add the eggs 
and oil. Using a fork, beat the eggs and oil. Starting from 
the interior wall of the well, gradually incorporate the 
flour into the wet ingredients as if scrambling eggs, until 
a thick batter-like consistency forms. Use a bowl scraper 
to cut and fold the remaining flour into the center until a 
shaggy mass forms; press to form a dough.

2 With clean dry hands, move the dough and any 
remaining scraps to a clean work surface. Sift flour 
lightly over the board, then knead the dough until semi-
smooth, about 3 minutes. Scrape the work surface 
of dried flakes and continue to knead dough until it is 
smooth and supple and springs back when poked, and 
most or all of the flour is incorporated, 15 minutes more. 
(If dough is dry and tight, wrap in plastic and let rest 
5–10 minutes before continuing to knead.) Wrap the 
ball tightly in plastic; refrigerate 1 hour or ideally 1 day.

3 Make the filling: In a large pot, add the potatoes and 
enough water to cover; salt generously and bring to a 
boil over high heat. Lower to a strong simmer, then cook 
until the potatoes are tender, 25–30 minutes. Strain 
and let cool, then peel and discard the skins. 

4 Set a mesh sieve over a medium bowl. Using a spat-
ula, press the potatoes through to make a smooth, fluffy 
purée. Add the cheese, egg, and salt; mix until smooth. 
Pack the mixture into a piping bag fitted with a round 
tip, and refrigerate until ready to use, up to 3 days. 

5 Shape the tortelli: On a very lightly floured surface 
using a mattarello or rolling pin, roll out the dough as 
thinly as possible into a circle at least 22 inches in diam-
eter (see pg. 99). Imagine a line going parallel to the 
edge of the work surface across the dough’s center. 
Starting ¾ inch below that line and 1¼ inches from the 
left edge of the dough, pipe scant 1 teaspoon balls of 
the filling every 1½ inches in straight lines horizontally 
across the dough. Continue to pipe parallel lines of fill-
ing balls across the bottom half, leaving at least 1 inch 
vertically between balls. Once half of the dough is cov-
ered with filling, pick up the clean half and fold to cover 
the filled side (be sure the edges line up and you leave 
around a ½-inch border beneath the bottommost line 
of filling). Move from one filling dot to the next, pressing 
the dough around the filling firmly to seal and remove air 
bubbles. Using a taglia ravioli (festooned pasta wheel), 
cut between the lines of filling to create around thirty-
eight 1½-inch squares; separate them gently. 

6 Bring a large pot of salted water to boil. Meanwhile, 
make the sauce: In a large skillet over medium-high 
heat, add the oil. Once smoking, add the porcini. Cook, 
without stirring, until browned, 60–90 seconds. Stir in 
the butter and cook, stirring occasionally, until the foam 
subsides and the milk solids begin to brown, 2–3 min-
utes. Stir in the crushed garlic and rosemary or thyme 
and cook until fragrant, 30 seconds. Add the parsley 
and white wine, and continue cooking until the wine 
has almost completely reduced, 60–90 seconds. Add 
the stock, bring to a boil, then reduce to medium-low. 

4
FINE-TUNE YOUR  

FILLINGS

Hidden underneath the 

wrappings of the dough 

lies a lot of the true 

finesse in filled pastas. 

“You want relatively 

dry, homogenous fill-

ings,” Funke says, “and 

they should be highly 

seasoned so they taste 

good on their own.” Each 

should have a binder, be 

it bread crumbs, eggs,  

or cheese, and most 

ingredients should be 

cooked. “Raw ingredi-

ents tend to bleed out 

when they’re cooked—

raw vegetables inside a 

filled pasta will probably 

turn into a sack of  

juice,” he says. A flimsy 

or wet filling isn’t just 

annoying to control and 

contain; it can also ren-

der a perfect dough  

soggy and unsealable. 
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and starting from the interior wall of the well, gradu-
ally incorporate the flour into the wet ingredients as if 
scrambling eggs, until a thick batter-like consistency 
forms. Use a bench knife or bowl scraper to cut and fold 
the remaining flour into the center until a shaggy mass 
forms; press it to form a dough.

2 With clean dry hands, move the dough and any 
remaining scraps and flour to a clean work surface. 
Sift some flour lightly over the board, then knead the 
dough until semi-smooth, about 3 minutes. Scrape the 
work surface of any dried flakes and continue to knead 
dough gently until it is smooth and supple and springs 
back when poked, and most or all of the flour is incor-
porated, about 15 minutes more. (If the dough is dry 
and tight, wrap in plastic and let rest for 5–10 minutes 
before continuing to knead.) Wrap the ball tightly in 
plastic wrap and refrigerate at least 1 hour or ideally  
1 day before shaping.

3 Make the filling: In a large skillet set over medium-
high heat, heat the olive oil until it shimmers. Add the 
Swiss chard and a pinch of salt and cook, stirring fre-
quently, until the greens soften and wilt, 5 minutes. 
Add the white wine and 2 tablespoons water and con-
tinue cooking until the greens are tender and the liquid 
is fully reduced, about 7 minutes. Let rest until cool 
enough to touch. Transfer the greens to several layers of 
thick paper towels or cheesecloth, wrap them up, and 
squeeze to extract any additional moisture. 

4 Finely chop the greens; transfer to a medium bowl. 
Set a fine sieve over the bowl and add the ricotta; press 
with a spatula to pass the cheese through. Stir in the 
pecorino and egg. Season the mixture with salt as 
needed, then pack into a piping bag fitted with a round 
tip. Refrigerate until ready to use, up to 3 days.

5 Prepare the pasta: Using a mattarello or rolling pin, 
roll out the dough as thinly as possible into a large cir-
cle at least 22 inches in diameter (see pg. 99). Using a 
bicycle cutter or sharp knife and ruler, trim the dough 
into seven 3¼-inch-wide strips. Starting 1¼ inches in 
from the end, pipe 1 scant teaspoon of filling into the 
center of one strip of dough. Continue to pipe balls of 
filling every 2½ inches down the strip. Holding on to one 
of the long sides of the dough, carefully pull the dough 
over the filling to cover, then, using the pads of your fin-
gers and sides of your thumbs, press the dough tightly 
around the filling to seal and push out any air bubbles. 
Using a taglia ravioli (festooned pasta wheel), trim and 
divide the anzelottos on the three sides with seams to 
form 1½x2½-inch rectangles. Repeat with the remaining 
strips of dough and filling. 

6 Make the sauce: In a medium saucepan over medium 
heat, add the oil. Once hot, add the garlic, basil, and 
marjoram if using. Cook until the basil is wilted and the 
garlic is aromatic, 1–2 minutes. Stir in the tomatoes and 
season with salt; bring to a boil, then reduce to a low 
simmer. Let cook until slightly reduced, 12–15 minutes. 
Taste and adjust the seasoning as necessary. 

7 Meanwhile, in a large pot of boiling salted water, 
add the anzelottos and stir immediately; cook until the 
pasta floats to the top and is al dente, 1½–2 minutes. 

8 Using a spider or slotted spoon, remove the pasta to 
a large serving bowl or platter, reserving the cooking 
water. Add 2 tablespoons of grated cheese and a few 
spoonfuls of the pomodoro sauce to taste; toss, adding 
1 or more tablespoons of the pasta water as needed to 
loosen the sauce. Garnish with more pecorino; serve.

Cook until the sauce has thickened to a glaze, 1–2 min-
utes. Remove and set next to the pot of boiling water. 

7 Add the tortelli to the boiling water and stir imme-
diately; cook until the pasta floats and is al dente, 
1½–2 minutes. Using a spider or slotted spoon, 
remove the tortelli to the skillet with the sauce; toss 
gently, adding 1–2 tablespoons of the pasta cook-
ing water as needed to loosen the sauce, until well 
coated. Top with pecorino to taste and serve.

M A S T E R  C L A S S

SEE EVAN’S 

TOOL KIT
Mastery of pastas like 
these is mostly in Funke’s 
hands and head. But 
extremely cool tools 
don’t hurt.

SWISS CHARD ANZELOTTOS  

WITH POMODORO SAUCE

Region: Sardinia 
SERVES 4–6 (MAKES ABOUT 32); PHOTO PG. 51

Active: 1 hr. 10 min. • Total: 2 hr. 10 min. (plus optional 
1 day resting)

From the tortelli family, anzelottos are 
rectangles often with ridged edges. “They’re 
made with a thicker, bright white dough 
of plain semola flour and hot water, which 
penetrates the proteins in the rustic flour 
more easily,” Funke says. “The filling is 
similarly meager—classically sheep’s milk 
ricotta and dandelion, borage, or whatever 
greens you could find.” And the typical 
sauce is a humble lightly cooked tomato pu-
rée. But the homemade dough and quality 
ingredients still add up to tons of flavor. Top 
them with plenty of Pecorino Fiore Sardo, 
a nutty, lightly smoky, aged sheep’s milk 
cheese from Sardinia. 

For the dough:

 2¾  cups plus 1 Tbsp. (370 g.) semola flour

 1½  tsp. (5 g.) olive oil

For the filling:

 3  Tbsp. olive oil

 5   packed cups (255 g.) Swiss chard or beet 

greens, rinsed, stems removed 

  Kosher salt

 2  Tbsp. dry white wine

 2  cups sheep’s milk ricotta

 ½   cup (50 g.) grated Pecorino Fiore Sardo

 1  large egg

For the sauce:

 2  Tbsp. olive oil

 1  garlic clove, smashed

 5  large basil leaves

 1  sprig fresh marjoram (optional)

 4   cups coarsely puréed whole peeled tomatoes, 

preferably San Marzano 

  Kosher salt

 2   Tbsp. finely grated Pecorino Fiore Sardo, plus 

more as needed

1 Make the dough: In a small pot, heat ¾ cup (175 g.) 
water until nearly simmering (about 140°). On a clean 
work surface, mound the flour. Create a deep well 
in the center and add the oil and water. Using a fork 

5 
COOK CONSCIOUSLY

“I always make at least 

one extra piece to  

test the timing of the 

cooking,” Funke says. 

Fill a pot with abundant 

water (preferably 

around 8 quarts), and 

season it, just until it 

tastes good on its own. 

Despite what you might 

have heard, Funke 

warns that “the water 

should never taste like 

the ocean,” since you’ll 

often want to use some 

of the starchy cooking 

water in a finished 

sauce. Have your sauce 

warmed and waiting in 

a large skillet or warm 

bowl: “Wait for the 

pasta to swim to the top, 

then use a spider tool  

or small handheld 

strainer to transfer it 

directly into the sauce.”
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These anzelottos, the 
Sardinian cousins of 
ravioli, have a Swiss 
chard and sheep’s 
milk ricotta filling 
and 15-minute sauce. 
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1. MATTARELLO

“I use it to roll out 

sheets of pasta dough. 

It’s perfectly straight to 

1/1000 of an inch. Before 

it’s milled the wood gets 

baked for 30 days at  

90 degrees, so it gets 

almost petrified. I call this 

one the Mack Truck.”

2. TORCHIO 

“I have a portrait of 

Thomas Jefferson hanging 

in my lab. He was a huge 

Italophile and traveled 

to Naples, where he 

was taken aback by the 

beauty and simplicity 

of this machine, which 

presses dough into pasta. 

I make pasta by hand, but 

Jefferson is kind of my 

excuse for using a machine 

like this sometimes.”

3. TAGLIA RAVIOLI

“These are spring-loaded 

on the inside so that 

when you press down, the 

ravioli is perfectly formed 

and sealed.” 

4. BENCH BRUSH

“The only Japanese piece 

here was a gift from my 

mentor Kosaku, who has 

a pasta laboratorio in 

Tokyo called Base.”

Evan Funke has built up a fearsome arsenal of pasta-
making implements for shapes of all types. “You can 

find perfectly suitable pasta cutters in culinary stores 
here, but these are things I’ve gathered over 10 years 

in Parma, in Bologna, in small specialty shops and 
hardware stores,” he says. “Hardware stores in Italy 
are very, very different.” Funke walked us through 

the tools of the trade. —Sam Dean 

THE MAESTRO’S 

TOOLS

M A S T E R  C L A S S

18

9

10

11

12
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5. COLTELLO DI MAMMA, 

“MAMA’S KNIFE”

“A small knife for making 

orecchiette.” 

6. FORCHETTA 

“A fork, obviously—I use it 

for mixing dough.” 

7. RASCHIETTO

“Italian for bench scraper.”

8. ROTELLE  

TAGLIAPASTA

“Used for cutting pasta 

with different patterns.” 

9. TAGLIA TORTELLINI

“These rotelle allow you 

to cut strips into a sheet of 

dough, then come across 

with a second pass to cut 

perfectly even squares for 

making tortellini.”

10. GNOCCHI BOARDS

“These are used to roll 

and texture different 

kinds of gnocchi.” 

11. CAVAROLA BOARD 

“Typically from the 

Mezzo giorno region, this 

one’s made out of walnut 

and used for a pasta called 

strascinati. The name 

means ‘to drag,’ and you 

drag pieces of dough across 

the board, leaving indenta-

tions that grip sauce.” 

12. CHITARRA 

“It means guitar, but it’s 

actually strung with piano 

wire. It’s traditionally 

made entirely out of wood, 

but this one is made in 

America, with aluminum 

components. This one 

lasts five times as long—

sometimes tradition is the 

practice of bad habits.”

13. COLTELLO PER PASTA

“This pasta knife was 

handmade for me by the 

daughter of my maestro 

Alessandra Spisni.” 

14. PICCOLO  

MATTARELLO

“This small rolling pin 

goes to the cavarola 

board—it’s what you’d use 

to roll the strascinati.”

15. CORZETTI STAMPS 

“These stamps were 

hand-etched in Liguria 

by a man named Cesare. 

They imprint a fennel 

bush into corzetti, a 

coin-shaped pasta.”

16. TROCCOLATURO

“This brass roller is for 

cutting a pasta called 

troccoli, which is a lot 

like tagliatelle.” 

17. FERRETTO

“A metal rod used to make 

fusilli. This one is brass, 

but you also see people use 

a broken umbrella rib or  

a bicycle spoke.” 

18. PETTINE PER  

GARGANELLI

“Pettine means comb—it’s 

a ridged surface on which 

to roll garganelli with the 

bacchetta, or little stick.” 

1

2

2

5

6
7
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BY A THREAD By Chris Colin
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After completing the pilgrim-
age, Anneta Porcu, 86, and 
Angelika, 8, feast on a warm 
bowl of su filindeu in the sanc-
tuary of San Francesco.

                           ARE, 

DELICATE, AND IMPOS-

SIBLE TO REPLICATE,  

SU FILINDEU (OR  

THE “THREADS OF  

GOD”) IS A PASTA MADE  

OF HUNDREDS OF  

TINY STRANDS BY A 

SINGLE WOMAN IN A 

HILLSIDE TOWN  

IN SARDINIA. SHE’LL 

MAKE IT FOR YOU  

TOO—IF YOU’RE  

WILLING TO WALK 20 

MILES OVERNIGHT  

PHOTOGRAPHS  

BY DIANA MARKOSIAN
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A
bitter wind ripped along the valley floor, 
through wild olive trees and up the crum-
bly hillside where everything was sucking. 
My interpreter, Mavi, and I were shiver-
ing and walking with no end in sight. Then 
again, nothing was in sight—it was the mid-
dle of a dark night in the middle of a remote 
island in the middle of the Mediterranean. 
I swung my headlamp toward Mavi and 
observed a troubling paleness to her face. 
What were we doing? “You can eat my body 
if I don’t make it,” I said. She noted that 
we’d only been walking for 25 minutes.

We were not alone. Ahead of us and 
behind us were 200 fellow hikers, who 
alarmingly appeared more or less fine. 
Hikers doesn’t really capture their com-
mitment though. These were pilgrims. I’d 
come to join their annual holy slog from 
the small city of Nuoro to the tiny village of 
Lula. From its promontory above a valley 
buzzing with scrub and juniper and ole-
ander, the Santuario di San Francesco 
attracts hundreds of Sardinia’s devout 
each spring. They trudge 20 miles in the 
dark to receive grace within the sanctu-
ary’s whitewashed walls.

Me, I’d come for the pasta.
Because at the end of their pilgrimage, 

the weary are rewarded with two things: 
a footbath and a bowl of steaming noodles. 
The footbath is just a footbath, but the 
noodles are extraordinary. Su filindeu is—
quasi-official designation here—the rarest 
pasta on the planet. The dish is made spe-
cifically for this occasion; its very existence 
revolves around this trek. So specialized 
and obscure and mind-bendingly intricate 
is it that only a few souls can make it. And 
only those who reach Lula will ever try it.

The journey began on Nuoro’s dark, 
narrow streets. Mavi and I walked and 
walked and then suddenly there they 
were, a crowd of pilgrims milling about 
outside an old church. I don’t know what 
I was expecting—gauzy robes? shroudy 
headwear?—but with their frame packs and 
walking poles they looked like extras from 
an L.L. Bean catalogue. At midnight we 
entered the church, sat through a breath-

takingly thorough Mass, then spilled back out to the street to begin. 
Out of the town center we shuffled, past a darkened gas station, 

along an old wall, into the countryside. Asphalt became dirt road; 
dirt road became dirt path. We slogged past looming boulders and 
gnarled cacti under a useless sliver of moon. To most travelers, 
Sardinia is a paradise of white sand beaches and dappled grottoes. 
But the interior is another story. The Romans could never con-
quer these parts, so forbidding and savage were they. It became 
bandit country, and according to legend a bandit was responsible 
for this very pilgrimage. Acquitted of a murder charge long ago, 
this fellow supposedly wandered the hills and eventually built the 
Santuario di San Francesco in a show of gratitude for his exon-
eration. It’s his steps we were retracing now.

Back in California I scoff at the rubes who wait an hour outside 
the latest trendy restaurant. Now I was hiking all night for a bowl 

Paola Abraini 
is one of the last 
humans alive who 
has the skills to 
make the super-
fine, incredibly 
elaborate, nearly 
vanished su filin-
deu pasta.
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of carbs. A remarkable one, to be fair. Take a fine-tipped pen, do 
some crosshatching, then do some more. That’s what su filindeu 
looks like in its finished state—a gauzelike lattice of insanely thin 
noodles. The trick of turning three common ingredients—durum 
wheat semolina, water, and salt—into, as the name translates, “the 
threads of God,” takes decades to master. In 2016 Jamie Oliver came, 
tried, and failed. Ditto Barilla. Barilla the pasta-making company. 

It was nearly half a century ago that a woman named Paola 
Abraini learned the technique from her mother-in-law, who had 
learned it from a previous generation of mothers. Now, in the run-
up to the pilgrimage, Abraini prepares hundreds of pounds of the 
stuff. It starts with an ordinary dough, which she kneads and moist-
ens until a soft, deeply elastic consistency forms. When does she 
sprinkle in more water? When she feels it in her bones, they say. 
A similar instinct guides her hands as they pull the dough into 

increasingly thin strands without ever breaking them. 
Once thin enough, a layer of the strands is laid across a round 

wooden tray. A second layer is then added at a different angle, then 
another at a third angle. The tray is dried under the sun. Once firm, 
it’s ready to be crumbled into a vat of boiling sheep broth on the 
big day. Lest anyone miss out on that dank sheep flavor, a heap of 
local sheep’s milk cheese is thrown into the mix. 

The Sardinian writer Grazia Deledda alluded to su filindeu in 
her 1903 novel Elias Portolu, whose protagonist feasts on it upon 
completing the pilgrimage. Deledda won the Nobel Prize for  
Literature in 1926. It was Elias Portolu’s glancing account of the 
schlep to Lula that struck me. Deledda acknowledged “the wild 
nocturnal solitude of the scrubland” and that “the climb was hard 
and dry.” But in real life we’d long since passed hard and dry, and 
the trek had gone from amusingly brisk to plain old grueling. 
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As we hiked, Mavi and I discussed the pasta, how long until 
we could eat it, whether anyone had ever died on this walk, and 
whether anyone would find us if we did. At one point, attempting 
to pinpoint our exact discomfort, we realized it was total; every-
thing hurt. This was liberating, somehow. It couldn’t get worse. 
And that’s how we were feeling when it came: the devastating sight 
of two dozen flashlights up ahead, searching left then right. We 
watched with dawning comprehension as the beams turned around 
and began heading back our way. The group was lost.

I
’d always thought of pilgrims as a directed species, possess-
ing some kind of holy GPS. But they’re just people. Our trail 
had just barely been a trail to begin with; it wasn’t on the 
internet; our phones didn’t work anyway; we had no leader. 

Italians have both their italics and bold switched on when 
they speak, but the crew became oddly quiet, heads down, retrac-
ing steps. Narrow winding path. Ancient stone walls. Scrub spilling 
down a rocky cliff. The smell of an unseen horse on a cold wind. 
The desperate sweep of flashlight beams over a vast, inky valley. 

A strange loopiness descended. Beside a thicket Mavi mentioned 
the possibility of poisonous snakes.

“Rattlesnakes?” I asked.
“What is rattlesnakes?” 
I made a rattlesnake noise with my mouth. She didn’t like that. 

Above a steep shale ravine, the guy in front of me wobbled. I moved 

to catch him, but he recovered. “Allora,” he mumbled, with a tired-
ness like it almost didn’t matter.

At 4 A.M., my thoughts drifted to the pasta that felt so out of reach. 
Historically the su filindeu process was something of a family 

secret. Abraini’s acquaintances told me she’s leery of the tradi-
tion getting diluted—commercialized, tourism-ized, whatever 
robs a ritual of its specialness. But surely, goes the counterargu-
ment, dying out would be worse. If the pasta baton isn’t passed, 
one day it’ll quietly join the growing list of extinct foods.

Slow Food’s Ark of Taste is the list that warns us about that list. 
Since its launch in 1996, the project has catalogued some 4,000 
dishes and ingredients in jeopardy: brown beans from Sweden’s 
Öland island, Mirandaise cattle from Gascony, the Umqombothi 
beer of South Africa’s Xhosa people—and su filindeu. As the jour-
nalist Simran Sethi has written, three-quarters of the world’s 
food comes from just 12 plants and five animal species. What 
we don’t eat vanishes; humans will never again taste an Ansault 
pear, no matter how much they want to. “Eat it to save it,” the 
Ark of Taste dictum goes. Very different from how we save, say, 
mountain gorillas.

As I walked, I couldn’t help noticing a certain irony. This rare 
unicorn of a pasta had transformed into something sadly com-
mon: another thing to worry about. Between the giant panda and, 
I don’t know, authentic Hawaiian slide guitar, my reserves of con-
cern for Endangered Good Things have been stretched as thin 
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as su filindeu itself. Looking at the tower-
ing mass of problems, it’s hard to fret over 
something as theoretical as a pasta you’ve 
never tasted, made on a hilltop you’ve never 
heard of. 

But then you connect this random noo-
dle to an actual human tradition, born of 
actual humans like you see at the DMV or 
your niece’s birthday party or, hell, in your 
own home, and suddenly it’s not theoret-
ical at all. I thought about the smoothies 
I made my kids when they were younger. 
A ridiculous comparison, of course, but 
in our absurd way we’d carved out a food 
tradition of our own. As with su filindeu, 
the threat of extinction always hovered. 
Nobody made smoothies quite the way 
I did. And when my children pivoted to 
Cheerios one day, that was that. Within 
the very small culture of my house, a lit-
tle culinary ritual ceased to exist.

All at once I didn’t just care about the 
fate of su filindeu, I now possessed the key 
for caring about any crisis that might oth-
erwise slip into abstraction: You can’t think 

about how significant it is. You must think about how insignifi-
cant it is—that is, born of a million tiny personal moments. Add 
them up and that’s how you get that non-tiny word, culture. How 
many lives had su filindeu intersected over the years? How many 
memories had it woven itself through—all to vanish one day, along 
with a singular connection to this remote corner of earth? I could 
have kept going in that vein for several more miles. Then Mavi 
smacked my shoulder. Smoke was rising ahead, the unmistak-
able wisps of a mid-pilgrimage bonfire. The hikers in front of us 
had found their way.

Sitting by those flames was an achy sort of heaven I won’t for-
get. Saintly locals passed around paper cups of an eggy, homemade 
liqueur called vov. I heard two men dissect the different prep-
arations of a pasta in their respective villages. Across the fire I 
watched a raspy-voiced woman break out in laughter with her 
niece. She was missing some key teeth. She wheezed, delighted.

For my fellow walkers, pasta was merely an earthly bonus for 
their pious exertions. I met a man in his 70s, so devout he’d hiked 
the 100-plus miles from Cagliari to Nuoro, a pilgrimage to this 
pilgrimage. This was his 35th journey to the sanctuary. I asked 
what he thinks about while walking. I sing, he said, as though there 
could be no other reply. I suddenly realized I loved this pilgrimage.

We sat a good while. Some young people sang—pop songs, child-
hood songs, ballad-y songs that confirmed my suspicions that 
Italians simply feel more. Before we got back on the trail, Mavi 

Left: The pilgrims 
take a break on 
their 20-mile, 
overnight hike. 
Above: To make the 
pasta, thin strands 
are arranged in 
alternating layers  
like latticework 
and dried in the sun.

I’VE NEVER SEEN ACTUAL GOD’S THREADS, BUT THE NOODLES WERE BAFFLINGLY FINE.  

IT WAS MILES FROM ANYTHING I’D EVER EATEN.
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and I met a middle-aged pilgrim who’d been 
doing the walk since childhood. “What’s 
changed?” I asked. I assumed he’d say it used 
to be better, or the young people don’t appre-
ciate it as much, maybe something about 
smartphones. “Niente,” he said. Nothing.

O
ur feet were washed in 
buckets. Another Mass 
w a s del iver ed . E ig ht 
hours after setting out, 
we’d dragged ourselves to 

a large, white sanctuary. Inside a cramped 
little room adjoining a cramped church 
kitchen, we lined up to receive steaming 
bowls of a nearly extinct pasta.

The mood was a bizarre combination of 
euphoric and catatonic. Our bodies bor-
dered on numb, but it felt ecstatic to stand 
in that funny room, with its half-hearted 
décor. I stared vaguely at an ancient elec-
trical panel until I got my su filindeu.

It all happened too fast. With a plastic 
fork I speared what felt like a celebrity after 
all this time. I’ve never seen actual God’s 
threads, but the noodles were bafflingly 
fine. I can’t say they tasted like another spe-
cies of pasta altogether. I mean, they tasted 
like pasta. The sheep broth tasted like a par-
ticularly potent and pasture-y broth. The 
sheep’s cheese tasted like a delicate, ooz-
ing feta. But together, and after everything, 
it was miles from anything I’d ever eaten.

The actual celebrity responsible for 
the bowl in my hand was elsewhere, Mavi 
and I learned. We wandered into the small 
church kitchen and found not Paola Abraini 
but her cousin, fussing over another pot of 
broth. Abraini, it seemed, had decided to 
skip the big day. Maybe the su filindeu lime-
light had grown too bright, maybe she had 
stuff to do. For a good five minutes I regret-
ted not meeting her, until I realized she was 
even more special in legend form.

Is su filindeu going away? I don’t know. 
Talking to Abraini’s cousin, it was hard to 
gauge the sturdiness of the chain of suc-
cession. There’s concern that the younger 
generation isn’t totally interested. But there 
are also rumors that Abraini will teach 
classes. And then there’s the Ark of Taste, 
reminding the world not to blink.

What felt more pressing, frankly, was the 
thought of the pilgrimage itself going away 
one day. We need these rituals. Humans 
doing beautiful, irrational, gentle things, 
like hiking 20 miles in the dark in order to 
receive grace on a promontory overlook-
ing a broad valley, and a woman cooking 
a strange, impossible dish to honor it all.

Lost in these thoughts, I didn’t fully 
notice who tucked the dried square of su 
filindeu into my hand that morning. Later 
the fact of it would sink in. I would wrap it 
in tissue paper and smuggle it out of Lula, 
out of Italy, back home to California where 
it now sits, in a drawer in my kitchen. I 
don’t know what to do with it, except look 
at it now and then, and, by God, never let 
it disappear. n

Community 
members help 
prepare bowls 
of su filindeu 
for the pilgrims 
outside of the 
church.
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Velvety strands of 
fresh blutnudeln, 
or pig’s blood 
pasta, are a local 
specialty in the  
Dolomites (see 
page 71 for recipe).
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EVERY PASTA 

TELLS  

A STORY
By Stacy Adimando

Additional reporting by Kat Craddock

P H O T O G R A P H S  B Y  B E T H  G A LT O N ✤ S T Y L I N G  B Y  M A G G I E  R U G G I E R O

should-be-classics  

from five regions. There are 60 million people in Italy and, it  

seems, as many different ways Italians make pasta. We tracked down 

five great dishes that represent a sampling of this rich  

variety as well as the people, ingredients, and traditions behind them
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arina di grano arso, or 
“burned wheat flour,” origi-

nally referred to the flour made 
from scorched wheat scavenged 
from burned fields in Puglia. It’s 
believed that after harvest, farm-
ers set fire to the remains of the 
wheat crop to help fertilize the soil 
and control weeds and pests. Poor 
farm workers and neighbors were 
allowed to pick up any toasted bits 
left behind, which they ground 
into flour for pastas and breads. 

While the fields are no longer 
burned today, the taste for the 
dark, smoky flour remains and 
producers in Puglia and around 
Italy now make industrialized 
grano arso flour and dried pas-
tas from husked, deeply toasted 
grains. The dough is delicate and 
slightly brittle, similar to Japa-
nese soba noodles in texture and 
color, and it’s most often used 
to make orecchiette, one of the 
region’s traditional shapes. 

Well-known Apulian chefs like 
Pietro Zito of Antichi Sapori res-
taurant, who cooks with a nod 
to the region’s historic cucina 
povera, prepare it with simple 
tomato sauce or cime di rapa—
“turnip tops,” as broccoli rabe 
is known—and sausage, or cime 
di rapa and anchovies. Zito also 
makes his with the bittersweet 
young leaves of a zucchini plant 
and salty ricotta salata.

 3   cups tender, small leaves and tender 

shoots from a zucchini plant, large 

pieces halved 

  Salt

 ¾   lb. grano arso orecchiette

 3  Tbsp. extra-virgin olive oil, plus more as  

  needed

 4   large garlic cloves, thinly sliced

  Freshly ground black pepper

  Ricotta salata, for garnish

1 Gently rinse the zucchini leaves and pat dry with 
clean kitchen towels. (You can shave away any 
especially spiky parts of the plants if desired, but 
they will soften when cooked.) 

2 Bring a large pot of water to a strong simmer; 
salt it generously. Set a large strainer over a large 
bowl and place it next to the stove. Working in 
2–3 batches, add the zucchini leaves to the boiling 
water; cook just until wilted but still bright green, 
30 seconds to a minute. Carefully remove to the 
strainer and repeat with any remaining leaves. 

3 Bring the water up to a strong rolling boil over 
high heat, then add the orecchiette. Let cook, stir-
ring occasionally, until the pasta is al dente, about 
5–8 minutes.

4 In a large, high-sided skillet, 2–3 minutes before 
the pasta is finished cooking, heat 3 tablespoons 
extra-virgin olive oil over medium-high heat. Add 
the garlic and cook, stirring constantly, until lightly 
browned and toasty smelling, about 2 minutes 
(watch carefully to avoid burning). 

5 Adjust the heat of the skillet to medium. Using a 
spider or large slotted spoon, scoop out the orec-
chiette from the pot and transfer to the skillet 
with the garlic; add a generous pinch each of salt 
and pepper and stir well to coat the pasta in the 
oil. Add the zucchini leaves; drizzle with another 
tablespoon or two of olive oil and season with salt 
to taste. Toss gently, adding up to a few table-
spoons of the pasta cooking water as needed to 
keep the pasta moistened. 

6 Ladle into shallow bowls and serve garnished 
generously with grated ricotta salata. 

“This is a very simple Pugliese dish from northern Murgia Ba-
rese,” says Antichi Sapori’s chef Pietro Zito, from whom this 
dish was adapted. “It was part of a historic period of poverty, 
so along with the zucchini they also ate the small leaves and 
cute buds of the plant.” Dried grano arso orecchiette (available 
online) is sauced with little more than extra-virgin olive oil and 
the juicy, succulent-like leaves of the zucchini plant to let the 
toasty flavors of the pasta come through. Blanching the leaves 
and stems softens any spiky fibers or lightly furry coatings.

GRANO 
ARSO 

ORECCHIETTE   
WITH ZUCCHINI 

LEAVES
S E R V E S  4 ;  P H O T O  AT  R I G H T    T O TA L :  4 0  M I N .
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Made by looping a slender strand of dough around two fingers, 
then carefully twisting the pieces into what looks like a thin rope, 
lorighittas take time and, ideally, multiple makers. Let the pieces 
dry slightly before boiling to preserve their shape, resting them 
on a surface heavily dusted with semolina to help prevent stick-
ing and warping when lifted. Leave the heads on the shrimp for a 
deeper, sweeter seafood flavor, and finish the pasta in a combina-
tion of fresh orange juice and the juices from the cooked mussels.

LORIGHITTAS 
WITH SHRIMP, 

MUSSELS & ORANGE
S E R V E S  4 ;  P H O T O  AT  L E F T    A C T I V E :  1  H R .  2 0  M I N .  •  T O TA L :  2  H R .  2 0  M I N . 

( P L U S  O P T I O N A L  O V E R N I G H T  R E S T I N G )

 2¼   cups plus 3 Tbsp. semolina flour, plus 

more as needed

 6   Tbsp. extra-virgin olive oil, divided, or 

more as needed

 2  garlic cloves, thinly sliced (1 Tbsp.)

 1  lb. fresh mussels 

 1   cup very thinly sliced spring onions or scal-

lions, mostly light green and white parts

 1  bay leaf 

  Sea salt or kosher salt

  Freshly ground black pepper

 16  medium, head-on shrimp (about 1 lb.)

   Finely grated zest and fresh juice of 

1 orange

  About 5 saffron threads

  Fresh basil leaves, for garnish 

1 Make the dough: In a large bowl, add the flour 
and 7 fluid ounces water; mix with a fork until well 
combined. Use your hands to gather the dough 
into a loose ball, then turn the ball out onto a clean 
work surface and knead vigorously, adding a little 
more flour as needed, until the dough is smooth 
and elastic, 5–7 minutes. Wrap in plastic wrap and 
refrigerate for at least 1 hour and up to 1 day. 

2 Meanwhile, cook the mussels: Set ½ cup water 
next to the stove. In a medium saucepan over 
medium-high heat, heat 2 tablespoons olive oil. 
Once hot, add the garlic and cook, stirring fre-
quently, until fragrant but not yet browned,  
30 seconds to a minute. Add the water and bring 
to a strong simmer. Add the mussels and cover 
the pan. Cook, shaking the pan occasionally, until 
the mussels have opened, 3–4 minutes. Remove 
the mussels and their juices to a bowl, and let cool 
slightly. (Discard any that do not open.) Reserve 
the mussel juices. Pick about three-quarters of 
the mussels from their shells and discard the 
shells; reserve the rest whole. 

3 Form the lorighittas: Working with small pieces 
at a time, roll the dough out into long thin ropes, 
about 1/8 inch thick and 11 inches long. Pinching 
one end of the dough between your forefinger and 
thumb, wrap each piece twice around 2–3 fin-
gers. Pinch the ends together gently to seal the 
loop, then grab an end of the ring with each hand. 
Twist each collection of strands in opposite direc-
tions so that the pieces wrap around each other 
and create what looks like a rope or braided ring. 
Transfer to a baking sheet or flat board dusted lib-
erally with semolina. Let dry slightly.

4 When ready to serve, bring a large pot of water 
to a boil. In a large saucepan, add 2 tablespoons 
olive oil, the green onion, and the bay leaf over 
medium heat; season with salt and a gener-
ous amount of black pepper and cook, stirring 
occasionally, until the onion is softened slightly, 
1–2 minutes. Remove the onion to a small bowl 
and add the shrimp to the pan in a single layer; 
raise the heat to medium-high. Cook, turning the 
shrimp occasionally, until well seared all over and 
cooked through, 6–8 minutes total. Remove the 
shrimp to a plate and keep warm. To the pan, add 
the onion and ¼ cup plus 1 tablespoon each of the 
orange juice and reserved mussel juices. Quickly 
add all of the mussels and the saffron; let cook 
1 minute to heat through.

5 Meanwhile, salt the boiling water generously 
and add the lorighittas; cook until the pasta 
naturally floats to the top of the water, 4–5 min-
utes. Using a slotted spoon or spider, transfer 
the lorighittas to the onion mixture. Add 2 table-
spoons of the pasta cooking water, or more as 
needed to make the mixture saucy, and stir to 
coat the pasta. Remove the bay leaf and discard. 
Add the shrimp, the remaining 2 tablespoons olive 
oil, and more salt and black pepper to taste. 

6 Transfer the pasta to a serving bowl. Top gener-
ously with orange zest and basil leaves, and serve.   

I
nland Sardinia, where lux-
ury beaches are out of sight 
and granite cliffs and ridges, 

thick shrubbery, and farmhouses 
form the landscape, many local 
cooks still hew to the ancient cus-
toms of the agricultural region. In 
the unspoiled west-central com-
munity of Siddi in the province 
of Oristano, chef Roberto Petza 
of Ristorante S’Apposentu, at the 
hotel and masseria (farmhouse) 
Casa Puddu, creates dishes that 
reflect the island’s coastal and 
rural identities. 

Among Petza’s more modern-
ist dishes, his lorighittas pasta 
showcases a classic local shape. 
Once exclusively produced by 
women in the nearby town of 
Morgongiori, lorighittas are 
elaborate loops made from a rus-
tic mix of semola flour (known 
as trigu murru or trigu arrubiu 
in Sardu, the local dialect) and 
hot water. The name refers to the 
long, ropelike rings once used to 
tether horses and yoke oxen back 
from the fields. 

Though lorighittas are tra-
ditionally served with an 
uncomplicated pomodoro sauce 
or tomato sugo speckled with 
ground or braised wild boar 
meat, this version adapted from 
Petza combines head-on shrimp, 
sweet mussels, basil, and fresh 
orange juice and zest—a nod to 
Sardinia’s glorious Mediterra-
nean coastline. 
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 8   oz. guanciale (Italian cured pork jowl), 

finely diced (1 packed cup)

 1  cup minced yellow onion

 1½   tsp. aged balsamic vinegar from 

Modena, such as Villa Manodori 

Artigianale brand, plus more for drizzling 

 8   canned San Marzano tomatoes, finely 

chopped (juices reserved), plus 1¾ cups 

more tomato sauce from the cans (about 

2 lb. 8 oz. total)

 1  lb. dried mezze maniche rigate pasta

 ¼   cup plus 2 Tbsp. finely grated 

Parmigiano-Reggiano

 ¼   cup plus 2 Tbsp. finely grated Pecorino 

Romano 

  Freshly ground black pepper

1 In a large, high-sided skillet over medium-low 
heat, add the guanciale; cook, stirring occa-
sionally, until much of the fat has rendered and 
the meat is crispy, 15–18 minutes. Remove to a 
strainer set over a bowl; reserve the meat and 
fat separately. 

2 Add half the fat back to the pan over medium-
low heat. Stir in the onion and let cook, stirring 
occasionally, until softened and lightly caramelized, 
about 35 minutes. Stir in the balsamic vinegar and 
cook 1 minute more. Add the tomatoes and their 
juices to the onion mixture. Bring to a low simmer 
and cook, being sure to stir frequently, until thick-
ened and reduced slightly, about 30 minutes. Add 
three-quarters of the guanciale to the sauce; keep 
the rest for garnishing. 

3 Meanwhile, bring a large pot of water to a boil; 
salt generously. Add the pasta and cook, stirring 
occasionally, until al dente, 6–8 minutes. 

4 Using a large spider or small strainer, remove 
the pasta to a large bowl. Add enough sauce to 
coat the pasta to your liking; stir while adding all 
but 1 tablespoon each of the cheeses. Taste and 
adjust the seasoning as needed. 

5 Divide the pasta and sauce between four plates 
or transfer to a platter, and sprinkle with the left-
over crispy guanciale. Drizzle lightly with more 
balsamic if desired. Garnish with the remaining 
cheeses and black pepper to taste. 

In Rome’s beloved version of pasta all’amatriciana, the crushed 
tomatoes and their juices are simmered in lard or the rendered 
fat of guanciale, a cured pork jowl that also garnishes the dish. In 
this creatively bastardized version the rendered fat is cut back, 
the onions are deeply caramelized, and the sauce cooked slowly 
for richness and depth of flavor. Along with spaghetti and buca-
tini, mezze maniche rigate, a ridged tube akin to a half rigatoni, 
is traditional with amatriciana in Rome, but fusilli, which Bot-
tura uses as an alternative, is great for lapping up the sauce. Stir 
the sauce often while it cooks to prevent sticking and scorching.

MEZZE 
MANICHE 

ALL’AMATRICIANA 
A MODENA

“O
ur region is called Ita-
ly’s food valley,” says 
Massimo Bottura, 

renowned chef-owner of Osteria 
Francescana in Modena. For cooks 
in Emilia-Romagna, the trove of 
traditional foods produced in the 
area—like Parmigiano-Reggiano, 
prosciutto di Parma, and balsamic 
vinegar—fuel a not-so-modest 
culinary pride. 

At Franceschetta 58, Bottura’s 
more casual osteria, the chefs 
riff on dishes from all over Italy 
using local products—to some-
times mixed reactions from 
Italian traditionalists. One of the 
stars is a play on the revered pasta 
all’amatriciana, born some 2,000 
years ago in the mountain town of 
Amatrice and later adopted by the 
citizens of Rome. Shepherds found 
sustenance in this simple pasta 
with pork, pork fat, and Pecorino 
Romano. An account from 1816 
credits chef Francesco Leonardi 
for updating the dish, using toma-
toes for the first time. He served 
his newfangled version—with 
onions and guanciale, cured jowl—
to the Pope’s court. It’s since been 
considered practically sacred, 
and the Romans are notoriously 
touchy about messing with it.

Bernardo Paladini, the Roman 
sous chef who created this amatri
ciana interpretation, is not afraid 
of playing with tradition. “Ber-
nardo came to Modena a Roman 
chef with an open mind,” Bot-
tura says. His singular touches 
included slowing the cooking of 
the sauce way down to deeply 
caramelize the onions and toma-
toes, lacing it with sweet-and-tart 
balsamic vinegar—produced by 
Bottura’s family business—and 
the addition of both Parmigiano-
Reggiano and Pecorino Romano. 
“The young Romans who come to 
the restaurant judge the dish on 
its flavor alone and say it is fantas-
tic,” Bottura says. “But, for sure, 
the older generation, who holds 
on more closely to tradition, they 
complain.” 

S E R V E S  4 ;  P H O T O  AT  R I G H T   T O TA L :  1  H R .  4 0  M I N .
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For the blood sausage Bolognese:

 8  Tbsp. extra-virgin olive oil, divided

 1¼  cups minced yellow onion, divided

  Kosher salt and freshly ground black 

  pepper

 ⅔  cup plus 2 Tbsp. heavy cream, divided

 2  Tbsp. oats

 1  large egg, beaten

 5  sage leaves, plus 1 Tbsp. chopped sage

 2¾  lb. ground pork, divided

 8  oz. pig’s blood (about ½ cup)

 2  fresh thyme sprigs

 1  fresh rosemary sprig

 5  whole cloves

 ½  cup minced peeled carrots

 ½  cup minced celery

 5  garlic cloves, thinly sliced 

 ½  cup plus 1 Tbsp. tomato paste

 ¼  tsp. crushed red pepper

 2½  cups red wine, plus more as needed

 ¼  tsp. freshly ground nutmeg

 ½  cup fresh bread crumbs 

   Grated Parmigiano-Reggiano, for serving

For the pasta: 

 1  cup “00” flour (125 g.), plus more as needed

 1  cup rye flour (125 g.) 

 2  large eggs

 2½  oz. pig’s blood (⅓ cup)

 ½ tsp. kosher salt

  Semolina flour, for rolling

1 Make the sausage: In a large skillet over medium 
heat, add 2 tablespoons oil; add ¼ cup onion and 
a pinch of salt and cook, stirring, until the onion is 
well softened, 7–10 minutes. Let cool completely. 
Mix with the 2 tablespoons cream, the oats, egg, 
chopped sage, ¾ teaspoon salt, and 1/8 teaspoon 
pepper. Add 1 pound ground pork and the pig’s 
blood and mix thoroughly. Cover and refrigerate. 

2 Make the Bolognese: Preheat the oven to 325°. 
To a piece of cheesecloth, add the thyme and 
rosemary, sage leaves, and cloves. Enclose the 
spices fully, then seal with kitchen twine or the 
ends of the cheesecloth. Set aside.

3 In a large Dutch oven over medium-high heat, 
add 2 tablespoons oil. Add the remaining pork and 
season with ¾ teaspoon salt; cook, stirring occa-
sionally, until well browned, 5–7 minutes. Transfer 
the pork and juices to a bowl. Lower the heat to 
medium and add 3 tablespoons olive oil. Add the 
remaining onion, carrots, and celery; season gen-
erously with salt and cook, stirring occasionally, 
until the vegetables are softened slightly, about  
3 minutes. Stir in the garlic, tomato paste, and 
chile flakes, and cook 2 minutes. Return the pork 
and juices to the pot, and stir in the wine. Bring to 
a simmer over high heat and cook until the wine 
is reduced by a third, 6–8 minutes. Add 2½ cups 
water and return the sauce to a simmer. Stir in the 
nutmeg and the herb bundle and cover the pot. 
Transfer to the oven and let cook 2 hours. 

4 Meanwhile, make the pasta: Combine the flours 
on a clean work surface. Form a deep well in the 
center and add the eggs, pig’s blood, and salt. Mix 
with a fork, gradually incorporating the flour until a 
dough forms. Knead by hand until the dough is soft 
and smooth, adding more flour to the work surface 
or your hands as needed if sticky, 7–10 minutes. 
Flatten the dough into a 1-inch-thick square. Wrap 
in plastic and let rest at room temperature for  
30 minutes or up to 1 day in the refrigerator. 

5 Cut off a piece of dough about 1½ inches wide. 
Flatten to fit through the widest setting on a pasta 
machine. Guide the piece through the rollers, flour-
ing as needed. Fold into overlapping thirds like a 
letter and repeat, leading with the widest side. 
Switch to the next narrowest setting and guide the 
dough through once. Repeat until you’ve reached 
the second thinnest setting on the machine. 

6 Cut pasta into 12-inch sheets. Layer 2 or 3 sheets, 
dusting each generously with semolina before 

Pasta in Italy is served lightly coated, not completely covered, 
in sauce. To avoid overburdening delicate homemade noodles, 
cut them about ¾ inch wide to help pick up the sauce, and toss 
gently with spoonfuls of sauce and pasta water a little at a time. 
Fresh pig’s blood, used in both the pasta dough and ground sau-
sage mix, can be found in Hispanic, Eastern European, or Chi-
nese markets, though you may have to call a few to track it down.

BLUTNUDELN 
WITH BLOOD 

SAUSAGE 
BOLOGNESE

A 
dumpling’s throw from 
Austria and Switzerland 
amid the peaks of the 

Dolomites, Trentino can seem 
more Germanic than Italian. The 
local diet is heavy on sauerkraut, 
goulash, and strudels, and pasta 
is made with hearty rye flour. 
One particularly distinct local 
rye pasta struck chef Matthew 
Accarrino, the Italian-trained 
chef of San Francisco’s SPQR: 
blutnudeln or bludnudlen, other-
wise known as pasta al sangue or 
fresh pig’s blood noodles. 

The purple-tinged, rye-flecked 
pasta was traditionally made 
whenever pigs were slaughtered, 
then dressed up with cows’ milk 
cheese, butter, and sage. From 
Trentino, Accarrino traveled 
south to Tuscany and encoun-
tered the grilled, spiced pork 
blood sausages at Ristorante il 
Granaio in the town of Bolgheri. 
The twin experiences inspired 
him to create a pasta dish that 
fused the two traditions: pig’s 
blood pasta served with a slow-
simmered blood sausage ragù. 
“Italy has always been a culture of 
utilization,” he says. “Anything I 
come up with for my restaurant is 
usually a blend of experiences.” 

Accarrino grinds the shoulder, 
fat, and skin of the pigs, sea-
soning the mix with the blood, 
pepper, and herbs, then braises it 
in red wine and spices, but in this 
adapted version of his restaurant 
recipe, pre-ground pork works 
well. The finished ragù is rustic, 
rich, and lightly minerally, with 
the faintest hint of iron. 

S E R V E S  4 –6 ;  P H O T O  AT  L E F T      A C T I V E :  1  H R .  4 0  M I N .  •  T O TA L :  3  H R .  1 5  M I N .  
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 1  Tbsp. dried jasmine buds 

 1  tsp. honey 

 2   generous pinches saffron (about 

  60 strands), or more as needed

  Kosher salt

 2  sticks unsalted butter

 1   Tbsp. plus 1 tsp. dried chamomile flowers, 

plus fresh flowers for garnish if desired

 2  Tbsp. yellow cornmeal (fine polenta)

 1   lb. spaghettoni

 2   tsp. ground dried calendula

1 Make the jasmine broth: In a medium saucepan, 
bring 1¾ cups water to boil. Add the jasmine; let 
steep 10 minutes. Strain out the jasmine, then stir 
in the honey, saffron, and a pinch salt. (It should be 
a saturated yellow; add more saffron as needed.)

2 Make the chamomile butter: In a small saucepan 

over low heat, add the butter and cook until melted 
but not simmering (about 130°), 10 minutes. Add 
the dried chamomile and steep 10 minutes; strain.

3 Meanwhile, in a dry medium skillet over medium 
heat, add the cornmeal and ½ teaspoon salt. 
Cook, stirring, until toasted, 11–13 minutes. Trans-
fer to a bowl and reserve. 

4 Bring a large pot of salted water to boil. Add the 
jasmine water to a large skillet over medium heat. 
Cook the pasta in the boiling water until softened 
slightly, 4 minutes. Using tongs, transfer the pasta 
to the jasmine broth; cook, tossing and adding 
pasta water as needed, until al dente, 3–5 minutes. 

5 Remove the pasta to a platter and add three-
quarters of the chamomile butter; season with salt 
to taste and toss to coat. Dust with the cornmeal, 
top with the remaining butter, and sprinkle with 
the calendula powder and chamomile flowers. 

These floral, buttery noodles from chef Antonia Klugmann at 
L’Argine a Vencò can be infused using either fresh or dried flow-
ers. Steep the flowers in the butter and pasta cooking water in ad-
vance if desired, and reheat when ready to use. Any tubular pasta 
like bucatini or spaghetti, cooked al dente, will work.

S E R V E S  4 –6 ;  P H O T O  AT  R I G H T      A C T I V E :  5 0  M I N .  •  T O TA L :  1  H R .

SPAGHETTONI 
WITH JASMINE, 

SAFFRON, 
CHAMOMILE &  

CALENDULA

T
ucked up near the bor-
der with Slovenia in the 
northeast corner of Italy, 

Friuli–Venezia Giulia is a fertile 
alpine region of natural wonders: 
sprawling pine forests, sparkling 
lagoons, and kaleidoscopic gar-
dens. Antonia Klugmann was 
wandering through the wildflow-
ers in her rural village of Dolegna 
del Collio when inspiration for 
this flowery pasta dish struck. 

“It was the point in the season 
when jasmine and chamomile are 
both in bloom,” says Klugmann, 
the chef at Michelin-starred res-
taurant L’Argine a Vencò. 

“The use of herbs and flowers 
is very traditional in the country 
areas of our region,” says Klug-
mann, who improvises menus 
around local produce and what’s 
grown in the restaurant’s gardens. 
“The use of spices like saffron is 
connected to the cramars,” she 
adds, referring to traveling ped-
dlers who historically carried 
spices and other goods from cen-
tral Europe across the northern 
Italian border. Today, crocus 
flowers are abundant and the saf-
fron harvested from them is used 
for pasta dishes. Klugmann dries 
bright yellow calendula buds to 
use in a similar way: “These were 
considered the poor man’s saf-
fron,” she says.

For her spaghettoni gelso
mino, zafferano, e calendula, the 
chef parboils strands of pasta, 
then finishes cooking them in 
a jasmine-and-saffron-infused 
water as bright orange as a bowl 
of beaten egg yolks. Her final 
touches: melted chamomile-
infused butter for moisture, 
toasted cornmeal for crunch, 
and dried ground calendula for 
some added texture. The first two 
garnishes are borrowed from a 
popular regional gnocchi dish. 
“My cuisine has always been 
strictly connected to the territory 
where I work.” 

layer ing to be sure they don’t stick together. Roll 
the dough from both ends tightly like a scroll so 
the short sides meet in the center (like a pair of 
binoculars). Using a very sharp knife, slice the rolls 
into wide, ¾-inch-thick noodles. Shake the noo-
dles loose, then portion into 3- to 4-ounce nests. 
Place the nests on a baking sheet lightly floured 
with semolina and set aside. 

7 Toast the bread crumbs. In a large skillet, heat 
1 tablespoon olive oil over medium-high heat. Add 
the bread crumbs and a generous pinch of salt. 
Cook, stirring frequently, until browned and crispy, 
8–10 minutes. Remove to a bowl. 

8 Retrieve the sauce (the meat should be tender 
and the sauce noticeably thickened). Set it back 
on the stovetop over low heat. Stir in the remain-
ing heavy cream and the blood sausage, breaking 

the sausage up into small pieces. Let simmer until 
the sauce has a velvety texture, 20–30 minutes. 
Taste and adjust the seasoning with salt and pep-
per or a few more drops of red wine as needed. 
Remove the herb bundle and discard. 

9 Meanwhile, bring a large pot of water to a boil 
and season it generously with salt. Add the pre-
pared pasta and cook until al dente, 3–4 minutes. 
Drain, reserving a few tablespoons of the cooking 
water, then return the pasta to the pot or a serving 
bowl. Add spoonfuls of the sauce to the noodles 
until it moistens and clings without covering them 
entirely, thinning the sauce with 1 or more table-
spoons of the reserved pasta water if necessary. 
Taste and adjust the seasoning as needed.

10 Serve topped with grated Parmigiano-
Reggiano and toasted bread crumbs to taste. 
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peaking extremely 
generally, it’s pos-
sible to say Italy has 
two distinct pasta 
cultures. In the 

north, they glorify pasta fresca, or fresh 
pasta. In central and southern Italy, 
machine-made pasta secca, dried pasta, 
is dominant. One is made by hand with 
egg and soft flour. The other is extruded 
from a dough of durum semolina and 
water. Neither is “better” than the 
other, any more than pappardelle al ragù 
is better than bucatini all’amatriciana. 
They are different foods with different 
uses, representing different traditions. 
But in America, especially in certain 
high-end restaurants, it can be difficult 
to escape the idea that eggy fresh pasta 
is the true pasta. 

The large-scale production of dried 
pasta has a longer history in Italy 
than tomato sauce. The first known 
mention of dry noodles produced for 
long-term storage and export comes 
from the 12th-century Arab geogra-
pher Al-Idrisi, who lived at the court of 
Roger II, the Norman king of Sicily. He 
describes a town east of Palermo, 
Trabia, “an enchanted place endowed 
with perennial waters and mills,” 
where enough “strings” of dough were 
made to supply both Calabria and 
Muslim territories. Dried pasta had 
probably been made in Italy for centu-
ries before then, and by the late 18th 
century, the time of the Grand Tour, 
Neapolitans eating maccheroni on 
street corners with their hands con-
stituted an attraction for wealthy 
tourists from Northern Europe.   

The town of Gragnano, 20 miles to 
the south of Naples, may not be where 
commercial pasta production origi-
nated, as is sometimes claimed, but it’s 
here that artisanal production reached 
its peak. The town’s main street was 
rearranged to capture the prevail-
ing winds, making it singularly well 
suited to traditional drying of pasta, 
the most difficult stage of manufac-
ture. “Make the pasta with the [warm, 
moist, southerly] scirocco wind and 
dry it with the [cold, dry, Alpine] tra-
montana” was the maxim that guided 

Two Pastas,  
Alike in Dignity 

S

Gragnano pasta artisans. Drying 
depended not only on the winds but 
also on the intuitive science of the 
head pastaio, whose meteorologi-
cal and astronomical prowess needed 
to rival that of a ship’s captain. The 
pastaio called the shots during the 
drying process, which could take eight 
days to three weeks, depending on 
time of year. Any error along the way 
could mean the pasta would fragment 
in cooking or even become rancid. 
Breaking a piece of pasta near his ear, 
the pastaio decided whether a batch 
could survive export by sea. 

These days drying is done entirely 
indoors, but the town still supports 
an astonishing density of quality pro-
ducers, with makers like Garofalo, Di 
Martino, and Afeltra all clustered within 

a short walk of one another. It’s produc-
ers like these, in Gragnano and around 
the rest of Italy, who have elevated dried 
pasta beyond an industrial commod-
ity into something magical, through 
careful selection of high-quality durum 
wheat, careful extrusion through tra-
ditional bronze dies, and a painstaking 
drying process. And it’s their product 
that drives amatriciana, carbonara, and 
puttanesca, for which dried pasta is prac-
tically prescribed by law. These dishes 
rely on the satisfying bite and wheaty, 
nutty flavor that you can’t get any other 
way.  —Maureen B. Fant 

A worker hangs 

spaghetti to dry 

in 1930s Italy. 
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When he was opening Maialino, 
a Roman-inspired restaurant in 
Manhattan, Nick Anderer was 
determined to cook with the world’s 
greatest dry pasta. He just wasn’t sure 
exactly which one that was. The solu-
tion was to test every bag he could get 
his hands on. “We knew the sauces 
and shapes we wanted to serve,” he 
says. “It was just a matter of pair-
ing as many different producers with 
them as possible.” You are probably 
not looking to open a trattoria in your 
home, but the process works just as 
well if you’re deciding which brand to 
stock in your pantry. 

Anderer says to start by watching 
how a pasta cooks, particularly when 
it approaches an ideal al dente tex-
ture. “Bad pastas never have a great 
texture. Others are a perfect al dente 
and then immediately fall apart,” he 
says. “The best pastas hold their tex-
ture for a little longer so they’re easier 
to work with.” Then, consider how 
the sauce behaves when you trans-
fer the pasta to the pan to finish the 
dish. A good noodle will have a sticky, 
starchy outer layer that encourages 
the sauce to emulsify and cling to the 
pasta. Finally, taste: “Some indus-
trial pasta just tastes like nothing—it 
should taste like wheat.”

Taste Test

V E R T I C A L LY  I N T E G R AT E D

Most Italian dry pasta is made from imported 
wheat, but better brands use homegrown. 
Massimo Mancini takes that a step fur-
ther: His factory in Le Marche is in the middle 
of his wheat fields, and he directs the pro-
cess from start to finish. According to Nick 
Anderer, the control-freak approach gets 
results. From $7; supermarketitaly.com

I L L U S T R AT I O N S  BY  S A R A H  M A Z Z ET T I

“That perfect al dente  

bite of a dried  

pasta from Gragnano?  

That’s something that  

you can’t re-create.” 

—Michael Toscano, chef of Le F ar falle 

in Char leston , S .C. 

B R O W N  B A G  I T

“It’s a glory time for dried 
pasta,” says Andrew 

Carmellini, chef-owner 
of Locanda Verde, Bar 
Primi, and Leuca in New 
York. “We’re huge fans of 
Rustichella d’Abruzzo, par-
ticularly the spaghetti. The 
texture on the outside from 
their bronze dies really  
grabs the sauce.” Melissa  

Rodriguez of schmancy 
Manhattan Italian spot Del 
Posto relies on Rustichella 
d’Abruzzo’s corn pasta for 
gluten-free versions of her 
sea urchin spaghetti, among 
others. “A lot of gluten-free 
pasta gets slimy or mealy,” 
she says. “This one holds a 
really nice texture.” From $6; 

markethallfoods.com
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1  THE PROBLEM  

WITH PACCHERI

“I was out to dinner with a 
friend and suggested she order 
the paccheri, a pasta shaped 
like a large tube. ‘I don’t eat 
paccheri in public,’ she said. I 
asked ‘Why? You love paccheri!’ 
She told me ‘You need to open 
your mouth too big with that 
shape. It’s not nice for a lady!’ 
Afterward I couldn’t get her 
dilemma out of my head.” 

2 INSPIRATION STRIKES

“I told my friend Mauro Olivieri 
about her problem. He’s a food 
designer who trained as an 
architect. He designed a shape 
with the same surface area, the 
same intensity and power of 
paccheri, but condensed into 
the shape of a figure eight. We 
called it Campotti. The name is 
a play on Campi, the fields that 
give the company its name, and 
otto, the word for eight.” 

3 FINE-TUNING

“Just because you have a design, 
it doesn’t mean it can be made. 
Dried pasta is extruded, forced 
through a bronze die at high 
pressure. Complicated fluid 
dynamics determine the shape, 
and the pasta also has to keep 
its texture and taste good once 
it’s cooked, so a lot can go 
wrong. We worked micron by 
micron and settled on the ninth 
die. It took us six months.”

4 ALMOST FAMOUS 

“We entered the pasta into the 
Compasso d’Oro—the Golden 
Compass—a design award given 
in Milan every three years. It’s usu-
ally given to a chair, or a dress, or 
an airplane. Never to pasta. And 
you have the most important and 
best designers in the world, like 
Santiago Calatrava and Philippe 
Starck. In 2014, we were one of 
the runners-up—the first time ever 
for a pasta!”  

 Anatomy  
of a Shape

There are more than  

300 documented varieties 

of curved, ridged, and  

twisted pastas, but that 

doesn’t mean there isn’t 

room for innovation. 

Giuseppe Di Martino, 

fourth-generation pasta-

factory proprietor, 

explains how a brand-new 

pasta took shape for  

his Gragnano-based 

Pastificio dei Campi line. 
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The drying phase of producing pasta secca doesn’t just preserve it. It’s what gives 
dried pasta its irreplaceable essence—if the producer is careful. Unfortunately, not 
every pastificio is, says Luca Martelli, whose family makes a particularly sought-
after pasta (that comes in a particularly striking yellow bag). Many industrial 
producers speed-dry their product in ovens heated to over 260 degrees Fahrenheit. 
As Martelli tells it, high-temperature drying is glossy lipstick on a pasta pig. Since 
starches in the dough gelatinize at high temperature, it guarantees an extremely 
homogeneous noodle with a predictable texture. But that comes at the cost of lost 
flavor and elasticity. Martelli pasta is dried in small batches for 50 hours at around 
100 degrees. “The dough is dried,” he says, “but it’s still alive.” Our informal testing 
bears this out. If that yellow bag wasn’t enough, superior taste and texture are great 
reasons to spring for the good stuff. $11; gustiamo .com  

Low and Slow 

“Dried pasta to me is all about capturing the 

perfect union of sauce and pasta, 

creating something that’s greater than the sum of 

its parts. That’s the holy grail.” 

—Mar k Ladner , chef of P a sta F lyer in Ne w Yor k 

ark Ladner does not want 
to choose between dry or 
fresh pasta. “It’s unfair 
to even compare them,” 
he says. “They’re differ-

ent things. They fill different roles.” Finally, an 
admission: “I’ve always preferred dried.”  

As longtime chef of New York’s Del Posto, he 
captained the 24,000-square-foot brass-and-
marble behemoth to four stars from the New 
York Times, the first Italian restaurant to earn 
the distinction in 36 years. His most famous 
dish was a hundred-layer lasagne—layer upon 
layer of gossamer-thin sheets of fresh dough. 
He oversaw three full-time cooks whose only 
job was to make fresh pasta: 200 handmade 
pounds a day, give or take. 

Earlier this year, Ladner left behind the 
church of pasta fresca to open a casual counter-
service concept called Pasta Flyer, with the 
goal of delivering traditional dried pasta dishes, 
at Tokyo-ramen-bar speeds, for less than 
10 bucks. This is harder than it sounds: A major 
impediment to cooking proper dried pasta in 
restaurants, fancy or not, has been how long it 
takes to cook. But Ladner says that after years 
of tinkering he’s perfected a precooking pro-
cess that allows an order to be finished to a 
perfect al dente in 10 seconds. “I wanted to do 
something more populist, more inclusive, more 
affordable,” he says. “We’re aiming for some-
thing similar to Chipotle.” 

Which isn’t to say Pasta Flyer is cutting 
corners. He’s sourced organic, single-grain 
dried pastas from top-tier Italian producers 
Feli cetti (see pg. 86) and Gragnano-based 
Garofalo. “They’re factories, sure, but they’re 
also family-run artisanal operations.” To Lad-
ner, working with their dried pastas isn’t really 
any different than employing a full-time pasta-
making team. “We’re relying on pasta-making 
experts to provide a product that’s an integral 
part of their culture and taking it from there.” 

Fast Casual

Ever notice the little hooks at 

the end of some long pastas, like 

Martelli’s spaghetti? The curved 

end is where the pasta was draped 

over a rack to dry, vestigial proof of 

its small-scale production origins.

M

its small-scale production origins.
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The Die Makers

MONTONI FAC TORY, UZZ ANO, 2:15 P. M .

D
esigners at Montoni, the  
Tuscan manufacturer that has 
supplied dies for many big pasta 
brands since the 1920s, aren’t 
just fluent in industrial con-

struction materials. They’re also experts 
in the rheology of non-Newtonian fluids—
in layman’s terms, exactly what happens to 
pasta dough as it’s forced through any num-
ber of unusually shaped openings at a variety 
of speeds and angles. This science is crucial, 
particularly when the designers are engineer-
ing custom shapes for their clients: Every new 
design requires rigorous testing for texture, 
strength, and consistency. Most dried pas-
tas are extruded in this fashion, though the 
complexity increases exponentially when you 

From small- 

town producers  

to industrial  

innovators, an  

inside look  

at how pasta is  

made in Italy

Portfolio by 

BRIAN FINKE
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In a research and 
development 
warehouse covering 
more than 20,000 
square feet, design-
ers at Montoni 
must test a pasta’s 
shape, strength, 
and consistency  
in order to create the 
perfect die.
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move from linear spaghetti to torqued, 
frilly-edged mafalde. In many cases, 
identifying the finished pasta shape 
by looking at the die pattern is nearly 
impossible. Montoni crafts its die 
inserts from either Teflon (for mass-
produced, smooth-surfaced pastas) or 
a sturdy bronze-aluminum alloy (for 
rougher, sauce-gripping varieties), 
and its catalogue is as expansive as the 
universe of pasta itself: cavatappi, con-
chiglie shells, and around 350 other 
glorious shapes. —ALEX TESTERE

Bronze dies are 
remarkably  
deceptive. It can 
be difficult to 
ascertain what 
type of shape is 
extruded from the 
pattern on the 
outside of a die. 
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Puglia’s Outlaw  

Orecchiette Makers

A R CO B A S S O, B A R I ,  11 :43 A . M .

 alk along 
Bari’s Via Arco Basso alley and you’ll 
find a bustling gray market of home-
made pasta. Little mountains of the 
city’s signature orecchiette—the 
form evokes a little orecchio, ear—
dry on wood and wire trays set on 
makeshift tables in front of humble 
apartment buildings, as laundry flaps 
back and forth overhead. The resi-
dents of this block make the pasta 
by hand daily and sell it by weight. 
The going rate is around €5 a kilo, or 
about $2.60 per pound.

Francesca “Franca” Fiore at house 
No. 11 claims she was the first on the 
block to sell pasta from her home 
more than five decades ago. Today 
she is joined by about a dozen other 
families. Her daughter, Nunzia De 
Scalo, carries on the family tradition. 
Franca rolls out foot-long pasta ropes 
and Nunzia nimbly slices and drags 

segments of dough along a wooden 
surface using a dollar-store knife with 
a flimsy handle. She produces thou-
sands of orecchiette a day with the 
sort of speed and consistency that 
would inspire envy even in a profes-
sional kitchen. 

Nunzia and Franca’s orecchi-
ette are made with semola di grano 
duro, coarsely milled durum wheat, 
warm water, and a pinch of salt. Each 
batch is mixed and kneaded by hand 
on broad wooden boards. When the 
weather is decent—and it usually is in 
this seaside city in Puglia—the work 
happens outside. On cooler days the 
women retreat to a dining-room table. 
There, they roll and shape pasta under 
the watchful gaze of San Nicola, Padre 
Pio, and a bevy of saints enshrined in 
frames around the house. Visitors to 
this stretch of Via Arco Basso in Bari 
Vecchia, the city’s sun-bleached his-
toric district, are often invited into 
the house for a chat about pasta. When 
the conversation turns to the dubious 
legal status—food is not allowed to be 
made and sold directly from homes in 
Italy—mother and daughter are quick 
to inform them: It’s okay. Handmade 
pastas have been sold on the street 
for years. It’s simply part of the city’s 
history. —KATIE PARLA

W

On Via Arco Basso  
alley in Puglia, 

Franca Fiore 
and her daughter 
Nunzia drag bits 

of dough across 
wooden tables to 

make their 
orecchiette, sold 

by the kilo. 
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Single-Grain Production  

in the Dolomites

PA S T IFI CI O FEL I CE T T I , 10:25 A . M .

T
he northernmost region 
of Trentino–Alto Adige 
is best known for bread 
dumplings, cheesy 
polenta, and hearty alpine 

stews. But nestled at the base of the 
Dolomites in the Valle di Fiemme, 
where the mountain air is thin and 
spring waters are immaculate, Pas-
tificio Felicetti produces some of the 
country’s finest dried pastas. 

For more than a century, the 
Felicetti family has been mak-
ing semi-mass-produced pasta with 

mountain water routed directly into 
their factory. About 10 years ago, 
Riccardo Felicetti, grandson of the 
company’s founder, started a new 
line of pastas called Monograno, or 
“single grain.” While most pasta is 
made from an assortment of flours 
from all over, Riccardo sources 
single-origin grain varieties that have 
only been grown in Italy. He mills 
the grain on-site, mixes the flour  
with the local spring water, extrudes 
the dough, and then dries the pasta 
in pristine mountain air. 

The factory uses four distinct 
single-origin grains: Il Cappelli, Matt, 
Khorasan-Kamut, and farro. Each of 
these imparts distinct, earthy flavors 

A quality-control 
assistant checks 
the flow of spa-
ghetti during the 
machine’s drying 
process.
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and aromatics—ranging from hay to 
toasted hazelnut—to myriad pasta 
shapes. Il Cappelli, for instance, has a 
complex fresh wheat aroma.  

Felicetti has given the same obses-
sive attention to extrusion. If pasta is 
extruded at the wrong speed or tem-
perature, or with too much pressure, 
the elastic gluten nets in the dough 
will break and the pasta will dry 
with cracks and fissures, causing the 
pasta to be sticky when cooked. The 
lab has developed high-tech machines 
that create the ideal conditions. And 
it shows in the kitchen. Felicetti’s  
Monograno pasta can retain a just-
right al dente for an hour. 
—MICHAEL R. WILSON
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nearly as many names as there are vil-
lages that produce it: fusilli in Cilento, 
frizzuli in Matera, and carrati in 
the Campanian mountain village of 
Pietraroja, the home of Lucia Parente. 
Over the course of four decades, the 
home cook has learned to make them 
with uniform perfection. 

Parente rolls her homemade egg 
pasta into thin sheets and cuts them 
into inch-long segments. Then she 
presses the ferretto into the dough, 
pushing it forward with a decisive roll 
to form little open-ended tubes. 
After they rest and are boiled, she 
gives them a seasonally appropriate 
companion. In winter, a thick 
mutton ragù di castrato. In summer,  
nothing but ground walnuts and tangy 
local sheep’s ricotta. —KATIE PARLA

Campania’s Old-School  

Fusilli Master

P I E T R A R O J A , 8:30 A . M .

eek inside home kitchens 
throughout southern Italy and you’ll 
find locals dutifully rolling pasta 
dough using a needlelike ferretto, as 
they have been for nearly two centu-
ries. While there are purpose-built 
ferretti on the market, many are 
improvised, using knitting needles, 
bicycle spokes, even sticks or reeds. 
The resulting pasta shape goes by 

With short, forceful 
rolls, Lucia Parente 

turns the strips  
of dough, right, into  

spiraled fusilli, or  
carrati, as they’re 

known in her village.
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Rome’s Self-Taught  
Power Couple

PA S T I F I C I O S ECO N D I ,  7:07 A . M .

T
heir name means the sec-
ond course, but for Mauro 
and Serena Secondi it was 
always about the primi. 
In 1985, the couple set aside 

their dreams of working in philoso-
phy and architecture respectively and 
committed themselves to their joint 
passion, pasta. The Umbrian natives 
opened a small laboratorio (produc-
tion space) and taught themselves how 
to make pasta—so well, in fact, that 
Roman institutions like La Barrique 
and L’Angolo Divino swear by  
the goods at their Pastificio Secondi. 
Unlike many of the city’s pasta 
makers, which cut corners by sourc-
ing cheap ingredients, the Secondis 
strictly use high-quality flour and 
organic eggs for richer flavor and ideal 
texture. The couple has perfected 
two specialties: thin, egg-based sfoglie 
sheets, which La Barrique uses 
for its shockingly light lasagna, and  
tonnarelli, squared-off pasta strands 
that are perfect for cacio e pepe. 
—KATIE PARLA Pastificio Secondi 

began with  
Mauro, seen here, 
and his wife,  
Serena, making  
pasta in a tiny 
studio. Their sfoglie 
sheets became  
so popular they 
moved to a ware-
house in Rome’s 
eastern periphery. 
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R I C C A R D O

“It was incredible,” 
Riccardo Camanini 
says of his first taste 
of the fragrant 
toasted yeast he uses 
on his celebrated 
dish of spaghettoni, 
butter, and brewer’s 
yeast (opposite).
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A sweet-tempered pasta perfectionist 
makes waves on the serene shores of Lake Garda 

BY ADAM SACHS

Photographs by Lorenzo Pesce
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MORNING IN GARDONE RIVIERA IS A RIOT OF TIDY 

perfection. Songbirds coo contentedly. Wild sun rico-
chets off the postcard lake. Spiffy wooden boats dawdle 
under a cloudless sky. The air tastes delicious. 

Riccardo Camanini sits on the terrace of his lakeside 
restaurant, Lido 84, nursing an espresso and talking 
about his spaghettoni with butter and brewer’s yeast. 

Spaghettoni is spaghetti’s fat cousin. Camanini gets his 
from a 120-year-old pastificio called Verrigni, in Abruzzo, 
300 miles to the south. They use only Italian-grown wheat 
and extrude the spaghettoni through dies made of gold 
rather than industry-standard bronze for reasons that 
are a little too complex to get into here. 

When the pasta is nearly done (judged by sight and 
taste and pushed a little past al dente), Camanini tosses it 
with Beppino Occelli’s super clean-tasting Piedmontese 
butter. As the butter-water emulsion is formed, Cama-
nini pulls the spaghettoni from the heat and tops it with a 
dash of crumbled brewer’s yeast that’s been slowly baked 
until, he says, “it’s the color of sand and the texture of 
meringue, with the toasted flavors of nuts and cream.”

During service, the waiters will ascribe a nocciola 
(hazelnut) and brioche fragrance to this trinity of trans-
formed yeast, pure butter, and gold-extruded pasta and 
they’re not wrong. Nothing is wrong with this pasta. It 
is all very right: the nutty sweet crunch of the yeast, the 
creamy pasta-ness of the pasta, the slightly mysterious 
bread-and-butter effect, and the general deep-brain-
warming happy feeling of the whole thing. 

The semi-pliant spaghettoni will, Camanini hopes, 
produce a specific sound when chewed. Bald head gleam-
ing in the sun, the chef points at his own cheeks while 
gyrating his jaw in a slow, exaggerated pantomime of 
mastication: oomsh, oomsh, oomsh. 

“If the spaghettoni is too al dente, you just bite it and 
swallow quickly. But if it’s a little more cooked then it will 
be more chewy and you’ll mash it more in your mouth. 
And as you mash it”—oomsh, oomsh, oomsh—“you amplify 
the flavor of the yeast and the aroma goes in your nose. 

“But,” he adds, “this is just my opinion.” 

CAMANINI’S OPINIONS REGARDING PASTA HAVE BEEN 
much discussed and celebrated of late in Italy. After 
decades spent cooking in the pampered obscurity of a 
nearby Relais & Châteaux resort, Camanini decided it 
was time to do his own thing. With his brother Giancarlo, 
he opened Lido 84 three years ago on a tiny budget with 
no investors. In their first year they earned a Michelin 
star. Earlier this year Camanini was awarded “Chef of the 
Year” by the Italian chef’s organization Identità Golose. 

The legend of the spaghettoni with brewer’s yeast is 
that of a seemingly simple plate of pasta that became an 
unlikely sensation and put a late-blooming, 43-year-old 
chef in a perfectly lovely but gastronomically unremark-
able resort town on the map. 

“In the beginning, the menu had to be very simple 
because we didn’t have any money,” says Camanini. “We 
started with spaghettoni, butter, and lemon. When the 
local lemon went out of season, we looked around and saw 
the Cedrus libani”—he points at a clutch of evergreens 
behind the terrace—“so in April we did spaghettoni, but-
ter, and cedar tips. In May we have chamomile here. So 
we tried spaghettoni, butter, and chamomile. After the 
chamomile, what do we do now? It was difficult. For a 
few days, I did an inventory of everything in the kitchen. 
Spaghettoni, butter, and a pen? No. Spaghettoni, butter, 
and a phone? No.”

Out of curiosity (and a lack of promising alternatives) 
he nibbled some brewer’s yeast. Raw, it was too acidic. 
Baked in a dry oven for four hours at 72°C (161°F), how-

ever, the sour yeast was transformed.
“In the beginning when you bring the plate and say ‘butter and dry yeast,’ 

Italian people, they look at you like you are crazy. They say nothing, they 
taste. And then they say, ‘Yes, it’s fantastic.’ ”

The spaghettoni is a prime example of what Andrea Petrini calls Cama-
nini’s deft, “maximal-minimalist” way with pasta. Petrini, the debonair and  
maximally opinionated culinary observer and founder of the chef’s collec-
tive Gelinaz, was an early and vocal Camanini fan. Petrini says that Alain 
Ducasse declared the spaghettoni the best pasta he’d ever eaten. “Ducasse 
told me ‘You cannot add anything because if you do it will ruin the balance. 
But at the same time, you cannot subtract anything.’ He really fell in love.”

The American chef Corey Lee was similarly smitten. “It’s an example of a 
chef’s creativity in the best form—something you can appreciate without hav-
ing to hear the story, without having to appreciate how forward-thinking it is.” 

Lee brought the dish back to In Situ, his food-as-art restaurant at the San 
Francisco Museum of Modern Art where he precisely replicates recipes on 
loan from great chefs. 

“I got lucky,” Camanini says, with unfeigned modesty, gazing out at the 
pristine blue lake, on which his glass-fronted restaurant sits, shiplike. A sin-
gle palm tree rises beside it like a mast.

Eleonora Cozzella, food writer for La Repubblica and the author of the book 

Camanini ap-
proaches pasta 
with academic 
rigor and a 
tinkerer’s play-
fulness. His riga-
toni cacio e pepe 
cooked in a pig’s 
bladder (right) 
takes inspiration 
from the fourth- 
century writings 
of Apicius. Pre-
sented tableside, 
it’s a mash-up of 
peasant ingredi-
ents and haute 
technique. 

Pasta Revolution, notes Camanini’s easygoing confidence. 
“He’s as calm as a monk,” she says, “but under this quiet 
you notice something completely original coming from 
his brain.” She hails the spaghettoni as a “union between 
classical training and futuristic ideas, a dish of genius.” 

Let us pause now to observe that Italy is not like any-
where else. This is a tradition-bound culture in which 
vanishingly slight adaptations—yeast!—are experienced 
as thrilling, sometimes heretical, potentially revolu-
tionary challenges to the established culinary norms. 

And this is probably also a good time to note that top-
ping spaghettoni with yeast is not, by any measure, the 
most aggressively nonconformist thing Camanini does 
to a plate of pasta. That distinction is owned by his riga-
toni cacio e pepe, which is cooked inside an inflated pig’s 
bladder. A Roman peasant dish given the haute French 
treatment, in the manner of poularde en vessie (chicken 
in a bladder), it harkens back to ancient elemental cook-
ing found in the fourth-century Roman texts of Apicius. 

Preparing pasta in this manner is a theatrical, high-
risk proposition: You can’t see or taste the rigatoni as 
it pressure-cooks inside the organ. Bladders occasion-
ally explode. 

“Each time it can be different,” Camanini says, pleased 
with the idea. “It’s like when you buy shoes from an arti-
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ing around the purity of the pasta. Training myself about 
the flavor of dry pasta. It was nice.” 

He never varies from the pasta-only routine? 
“Sometimes, a peach!” he says, beaming. 

IN THE KITCHEN, WE’RE SALTING THE WATER.

How much salt?
“We’re Italian. We never measure. Enough to be right.” 
Timers are outlawed in the kitchen. “You must feel 

the pasta,” Camanini says. “It’s very important, as an 
Italian, to look at the pasta as it cooks.” 

He is walking me through the morning pasta prep. 
In addition to the spaghettoni and the bladder-cooked 
rigatoni, there’s a spaghettini with sea urchin; tiny 
seashell-looking lumachine from Naples served shat-
teringly al dente with sea anenome and potatoes; and 
fusilloni (fusilli’s fat cousin) with a bright green sauce made 
of green merinda tomatoes and puréed raw pistachios. 

“I prefer dry pasta because it’s not common. In a res-
taurant like this it would be typical to have just one. We 
have five on the menu now. Fresh pasta you just boil for a 
few seconds and serve. It’s much more difficult to do dry 
pastas well because you need more time to cook each one.”

This is something that can be hard for Americans to 
fully get: that until recently, outside of a limited range 
of traditional preparations, there hasn’t been a lot of dry 
pasta happening in certain kinds of fancy Italian res-
taurants. And at the highest level, there was sometimes 
no pasta at all, or pasta used in a throwaway manner. 

“There’s nothing wrong to an Italian about going to a 
restaurant to eat pasta,” says Andrea Petrini. “The prob-
lem was with the Italian fine-dining chefs who were still 
ashamed of cooking pasta. For a long time, the Italians 
were living under the influence of French cuisine. Then 
they discovered Spain and molecular cuisine. Now there 
is a new generation of chefs like Riccardo who are dar-
ing to think that pasta deserves the same attention as 
any other ingredient or any other dish.”

Gabriele Zanatta recalls: “If you entered an Italian 
starred restaurant in the ’90s, you wouldn’t have read 
a single dish of dry pasta on the menu. Spaghetti was a 
home dish, too popular to be interesting.” 

For Camanini—attuned to the nuances between dried 
pastas, embracing flavors and dishes from outside his 
home region—this was a kind of shortsighted travesty. 

“This isn’t really the Italian style. They lost the mem-
ory that Italian dry pasta is about the emulsion.” This 
is Camanini’s obsession: finding the region and brand 
and shape of pasta that will best hold its sauce. Italians 
don’t like too much sauce with their pasta. Camanini 
pushes this to an extreme. The thin green emulsion of  
merinda tomatoes and pistachios appears spray-painted 
onto the curlicue fusilloni. It clings tight as spandex.  
There is no puddle of sauce in the bowl. “We tried many 
different kinds of fusilloni until we found one that stays 
covered. Did you notice the texture of the pasta? It was 
like meat. Carnosa—fleshy.”

There is usually just one fresh pasta dish on the menu 
at a time. Today’s offering: buttoni, or little buttons 
stuffed with a dot of buffalo ricotta, grated lemon, and 
colatura. The buttons are sandwiched between similarly  
sized thin disks of just-cooked kohlrabi and topped with 
a tiny piece of gently cured mackerel, a drizzle of good 
olive oil, and a bit more salty colatura. The kohlrabi has 
a bit of bite, like a piece of al dente pasta. It’s an extraor-
dinarily unassuming bite. I mention to Camanini that 
I can’t think of another preparation in which a stuffed 
pasta is itself enveloped in another thing.

He can’t either. “But I didn’t think too much about 
it!” he swears. “I am just happy when a new taste gives 
me an idea that I can combine together with a pasta.” n

san, you find these imperfections because they’re handmade. Cuisines need 
to be like this.”

The remarkable thing about the bladder gambit isn’t that it works, but 
that it yields a supercharged cacio e pepe, with a hint of hard-to-place piggy 
funk. Camanini presents the bladder tableside, cutting it open and scoop-
ing out its fragrant contents.

“Here is one of the poorest peasant dishes,” Petrini observes, “and he is 
serving it with techniques borrowed from haute cuisine. It’s an extremely 
clever dish.”

The approach is in line with what the Italian journalist Gabriele Zanatta 
describes as Camanini’s philosophy of pasta, the belief “that pasta is not just 
the vehicle of a sauce—as it’s always been in Italy—but it has to have its own 
personality, which is no less important than the sauce.”

“Camanini renewed my appreciation for pasta in general,” Corey Lee says. 
“If you think about pasta in a fine-dining context, mostly it’s just paired 
with expensive ingredients. Tagliatelle with truffles is great but it gets bor-
ing after a while.”

Someone drops by offering to sell Camanini a trout. It’s a lovely shiny 
speci men, fished from the lake earlier this morning. “Bella,” he says, admir-
ing the fish and his good luck. “I am happy.” And, truly, he looks as contented 
as any chef I’ve ever seen.

Does he ever get bored of pasta? 
“I’m Italian!” he says. “For us pasta is regular life.” 
He has a special regard for pasta secca, dry pasta, he says, because it is the 

foundational food. Most mothers make ravioli infrequently but will feed 
their families spaghetti every day. 

When he tries the pasta from a new producer—which he does constantly 
and with great attention—Camanini eats it simply dressed, a glug of olive 
oil and nothing else. 

“I’m a runner,” he says. “For 15 years I’ve been running. It’s important to 
be healthy in the kitchen and to eat a very clean diet, which for me means 
carbs. For lunch and dinner, I eat only pasta, and only with extra-virgin 
olive oil. So for many years, just to be more happy during my meals, I tasted 
many, many different kinds of pasta from all over Italy. I have made a train-
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N O T E S  F R O M  T H E  S A V E U R 

Test Kitchen
TASTES, TRADITIONS, AND PASTA INSPIRING US IN THE KITCHEN RIGHT NOW

Fatte a Mano
Five traditional handmade  
pasta shapes that you  
can make with basic kitchen 
tools—or just your fingers 

BY KRISTY MUCCI

PHOTOGRAPH BY MATT TAYLOR-GROSS
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Pasta Grattata 
(Grated Pasta)
Habitat: All over Italy
Made from: A dry dough using various 
types of refined wheat flour and eggs; in 
the south, durum wheat flour and water 
How to: Run the dough against the large 
holes of a box grater. Dry the resulting 
pieces on a clean dish towel, or grate the 
dough directly into warm broth. 
Traditionally served with: Broth or bean soup

Li Chiusoni Galluresi 
(Sardinian Gnocchi)
Habitat: Sardinia, especially 
the region of Arzachena 
Made from: Double-zero 
(00) flour, semola flour, hot 
water, salt
How to: Roll pieces of dough 
into about ½-inch-thick 
strips, then cut the strips 
into 1½-inch nubs. Using 
your thumb or your index 
and middle fingers together, 
press down firmly on each 
piece while dragging it 
against the small holes of a 
cheese grater (the front or 
back side of the grater, de-
pending on which way you 
like the indentations). 
Traditionally served with: 

Tomato sauce or ragù made 
with sausage, gamebirds, or 
wild boar

types of refined wheat flour and eggs; in 
the south, durum wheat flour and water 

Run the dough against the large 
holes of a box grater. Dry the resulting 
pieces on a clean dish towel, or grate the 
dough directly into warm broth. 
Traditionally served with: Broth or bean soup

Scorze di Nocella 
(Hazelnut Shells)
Habitat: Puglia, particu-
larly the city of Taranto 
Made from: Durum wheat 
flour and water 
Variations: Whole wheat, 
grano arso, legume flour 
How to: Pinch off hazelnut-
size pieces of dough and 
roll into balls, then press 
a finger into the center to 
make a shape that looks like 
half of a hazelnut shell.
Traditionally served with: 

Beans, ricotta, or in a broth

Cavatelli (Little Hollows)
Habitat: Sardinia 
Made from: Durum wheat flour and water 
How to: Roll pieces of dough into pencil-
like cylinders; cut into ½-inch pieces. Roll 
each down the back tines of a fork, pressing 
to create indentations and a slight curl. 
Traditionally served with: Various meat and 
vegetable sauces, finished with a sprin-
kling of local cheese 
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For a classic 
recipe for Sar-
dinian Chiusoni 
Galluresi with 
Ragù (above), 
see saveur.
com/sardinian-
gnocchi

Pasta Grattata 
(Grated Pasta)

 All over Italy
Made from: A dry dough using various 
types of refined wheat flour and eggs; in 

Cavatelli (Little Hollows)
Habitat: Sardinia 
Made from: Durum wheat flour and water 
How to: Roll pieces of dough into pencil-
like cylinders; cut into ½-inch pieces. Roll 
each down the back tines of a fork, pressing 
to create indentations and a slight curl. 
Traditionally served with: Various meat and 
vegetable sauces, finished with a sprin-
kling of local cheese 

Streppa e Caccia Là 
(Tear and Throw)
Habitat: Liguria, especially 
Valle Arroscia
Made from: Flour, salt, luke-
warm water, and oil
How to: Pinch off small 
pieces (whatever size you’d 
like) of dough, flatten them 
lightly with your fingers, 
and toss directly into boiling 
water or soup. 
Traditionally served with: 
Soup with Savoy cabbage, 
turnips, and potatoes 

with sausage, gamebirds, or 
wild boar

For a classic 
recipe for Sar-

S A V E U R . C O M

Roll pieces of dough 
into about ½-inch-thick 
strips, then cut the strips 
into 1½-inch nubs. Using 
your thumb or your index 
and middle fingers together, gether, , gether
press down firmly on each 
piece while dragging it 
against the small holes of a 
cheese grater (the front or 
back side of the grater, de-
pending on which way you 
like the indentations). 
Traditionally served with: 

Tomato sauce or ragù made 
with sausage, gamebirds, or 

types of refined wheat flour and eggs; in 
the south, durum wheat flour and water 
How to: Run the dough against the large 
holes of a box grater. Dry the resulting 
pieces on a clean dish towel, or grate the 
dough directly into warm broth. 
Traditionally served with: 

recipe for Sar-
dinian Chiusoni 
Galluresi with 
Ragù (above), 

saveur.
com/sardinian-

Pasta Grattata 
(Grated Pasta)
Habitat: All over Italy
Made from: 

types of refined wheat flour and eggs; in 

Valle Arroscia

with sausage, gamebirds, or 
wild boar

For a classic 
recipe for Sar-
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very element of pasta dough—the 
freshness of the ingredients, the 
hydration of the dough, even how 

you wrap it while it rests—affects how 
good it tastes, according to chef Evan 
Funke of Felix restaurant (see “The 
Maestro of Venice,” pg. 42). But that all 
means nothing if you smash it between 
the rollers of a hand-crank pasta machine, 
compressing the air and tenderness right 
out of it. Here’s how Funke hand-rolls 
pasta dough into smooth, uniform sheets 
called sfoglie. —Stacy Adimando 

E

Sfoglie, or 

the Art of the 

Pasta Sheet

L.A. chef Evan 
Funke uses a 
handleless mat-

tarello, a long 
traditional roll-
ing pin used by 
pasta makers in 
Bologna, but an 
American-style 
rolling pin will do 
the trick, too.

1 Flatten and Loosen
Place a ball of pasta dough 
on a large, clean surface 
very lightly dusted with 
“0” fl our or fi nely ground 
semola; fl atten into an even 
disk. Pick up the disk (it 
should be fi rm, not droopy 
or so�t), holding one edge 
gently with the remainder 
hanging down. Press your 
hands around the dough’s 
edge, turning it in a circle 
and allowing its weight to 
help stretch it gently.

2 Roll and Expand
Working on the portion 
farthest away from you, roll 
a lightly fl oured mattarello 
or rolling pin from just 
outside the dough’s center 
to its edge, applying 
pressure to stretch and thin 
it (the center of the dough 
will stretch naturally as you 
work, but you can roll the 
pin over it occasionally as 
needed to thin). Continue to 
rotate the dough about one-
eighth of the way and roll, 

adding very small amounts 
of fl our beneath or atop it 
as needed. 

3 Stretch and Smooth
When the circle is larger than 
a foot wide and thinning, 
wrap the far edge of the 
dough around the pin to help 
rotate and stretch it, like in 
the top photo. Once very 
thin and almost translucent, 
rub the dough gently with a 
lightly fl oured hand to help 
even it perfectly throughout.
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Rolling dough by hand—flat, even, 
and very wide—is the key to better pasta
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Pfeseffefffeshfpfstff
fikefthefFfiufifns

Toast 

Before 

Boiling

Steep Impact

Yffffffffffffffffffffffffffffff“ffffffffffffffffffffffffffffffff”ff
ffffffffffffffffffffffffffffff ffff ffffffffffffffflffffffIffffffff ff
ffffffffPffffffffffGffffffffffff ffffffffff ffffOffffffffffffff
NffffffffffRffffffffffffffSffffffffffffffffffffffffffff
ffx ffffffffffffffffOffffffff fffffffffffffffffffffiffffffffff
ffffffffffff ffspaghettini con aqua di 
limone,fffffffiffffffffffffff fffffffiffffffffffffffff—
ffffffffff ff ffffffffff ffffffffffffffffffffff—ffffffff
ffffffffff fffffffffffffffffffffffffffffffffffffffffffffffiff
ffffffffffffffffffffffffffffff ffffff:ffffff fffffffffiffffffffffff
ff ffffffffff fffffifffffiffffffffffffffffffffffffffffffffffff
fffffffffffffffffffffffffiffffffffff ffffffff

Offffffffff ffff ff ffffffffffff ffffffffff ffffffffff ffff-
ffffffffffffffffff ffffffffffffffffffffffffffffffffffffffffffffffffffff
ffffffffffffffffffffffffffffffffffffffffffffffffffffffffffffflffffflffffff
ffff ffffffffffffffffffffflffffffffffff ffffffffIffff“Eflffffffff
PffffffffffffffffffffffffffSffffffff”ff(fffiff     ff ffff ff
ffffffffffffffffKfffffiffffffffff fffffifffffffffffiffffff-
ffffffffffffffffffffffffffffffffffffffffffffffffffffffjffffffffffffff
ffffffffffffffffffffffffffffffffffffffffffffffffffffffffff ffffffffffff
spaghetti all’ubriaco ffffffffffffffffffffffffffff
ffffffffffffffffffffffffffffff ffffffffffffffffffffffffffffffffffffff
Lff  ff ff ffff ffFffffffffffffffffPfffffffffiffffffffff
fifffffffffffffffffffffiffffffffff fffffiffffffffffffffffffffffff
 fffffffffffffffffffffffffffffiffffff fffffffffffffffffffffiff
ffffffffffffffffffffffff- fffffiffff ff ffffffffffffff-
fffffffiffffffffffffffffffffffffff ffff —S.A.

Ffffmfximumfffffffff
fethinkfyfuffpfstffwftef

Lemon-Infused Spaghetti 
with Oil and Provolone
SERVES 4––

Ifffffffffffffffiff fffffffiff-fffffffffffffffiffffffffff ffffffffff ff ffffffff
ffffffffffffffffffffffffffffffffffffffffffffffffffffff ff3ffffffff-
fffffffffffffffffffiffffffffffffffffffffffffffffffff ffffffffffff
fffffffffffffffffffffffffffffffffffffffffffffffffffffffffffiff
 ffffff1 ffffffffffffffffRffffffflffffffffffffffffffffff ff
ffffffffffffffffffffffffffffffff ffffffffffffffffffffffffffff
fffffffiffffffffffffffffffffffffffffffffffffffffff ffffffff
 fffffifffffffffffffffffffffffffffffffffffffiffffffffffffff
fffffffffffffffffifffffffffffffffffffiffffffffffff fffffifffffiffff
fffffffffffffffffffffiffffffffffffffffffflffffffffff ff
ffxffffff-flfffffiffffffffffffflffffffffff ffffffffffffffff-
ffffffffffff ffffffffffffffflfffffiff

Buttermilk Fettuccine with 
Spiced Tomato Sauce
SERVES 4––

Cfffffffffffffffffffffféffffffffffff 8-ffffff ffff ffffffff ff
ffffffffffffffffffffffffffffffffffffffffffffffIfffffffffffffffifffffffiffff-
ffffffffffflffffffffffffffffffffffffffff ffffffffffff ffffffffffffff
ffffffflffffffffffffffffffffff1ffffffffffffffffffff ffffffffffffffffffffff
ffffffff fffffiff1ffffffffffffffffffffffffffffffffffffffffffffffffff ff
1ffffffffffffffff  ff1ffffffffffffff ffffffffffffffffffffff fi ff ffffffffffff
 ffffffffffffffffffffffffffff ff1ff fffffffiffffffffffff ffffffffffffff
ffffffffffffffffff ffffffffffffffffffff ffffff ffffffffffffffffffff-
fffffffffiffffffffffff ffffff1fffffffffffffffffffffffffffffffffffffffffffiffffff
ffffffffffffffffffffSfffffffffffffffffiffffffffffffff ff ½ff ffffffff
fffffffffffffffffffffiffffflffffffffffffffffff-fffffiffffffffffffffff
Off fffffffffffffffffffffi ffffffffff1ffffffffffffff ffffffff -
 ffffffffffffffffffffffffffffffffffffffff ffffffff fffffiffffffffffff
fffffffffffffffffffffffffffffiffffffffffff fffffifffffiffffffffffffffffffffffffffff
fffffffffffffffffffffffffffiffffRffffffflffffffffffffffffffffffffffffffff
ffffffffffffffffffff ffffffffffffffffffffffff

I FIRST LEARNED ABOUT MLINCI, 

or griddled pasta sheets, from Marcella 
Hazan’s Marcella Says. In Friuli and 
neighboring Slovenia, where the cold 
and damp conditions made it difficult 
to dry and conserve pasta, toasting the 
sheets was a better way to make them 
last. Crisped in a dry skillet for 1–2 min-
utes on each side, the sheets take on little 
brown blisters. The dough often contains 
polenta in Friuli, which lends a toasty 
flavor reminiscent of fresh tortillas, but 
this technique can be applied to any fresh 
dough. The sheets are broken into pieces, 
boiled in salted water, and eaten like 
any other pasta. Hazan attributed her 
recipe to Joško Sirk, a chef from Friuli 
who makes them with an egg and corn-
meal dough. Sirk serves mlinci with rich 
sauces, like game-based ragù; over the 
border in Slovenia, the sheets are often 
served with roast turkey. —K.M. M
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Nff ffffffffffffffffffff
ffffffzff ffffffffffff
ffffffffffffffff
 ffffffffffffffffffff!
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Buttermilk Fettuccine with 
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SERVES 4––
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I FIRST LEARNED ABOUT MLINCI,

or griddled pasta sheets, from Marcella 
Hazan’s Marcella Says. In Friuli and 
neighboring Slovenia, where the cold 
and damp conditions made it difficult 
to dry and conserve pasta, toasting the 
sheets was a better way to make them 
last. Crisped in a dry skillet for 1–2 min-
utes on each side, the sheets take on little 
brown blisters. The dough often contains 
polenta in Friuli, which lends a toasty 
flavor reminiscent of fresh tortillas, but 
this technique can be applied to any fresh 
dough. The sheets are broken into pieces, 

Nff ffffffffffffffffffff
ffffffzff ffffffffffff
ffffffffffffffff
 ffffffffffffffffffff!

border in Slovenia, the sheets are often 
served with roast turkey. 
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SOLID COPPER 

Heat Diffusers and Defroster Plates

~Equalized Heating~ No Hot Spots in your pans

Copper Conducts Heat Better

www.bellacopper.com 805 218 3241

At Duparquet, we hand craft heirloom-
quality copper cookware for clients 
ranging from the passionate home cook 
to the restaurants of Relais & Châteaux.  
Experience the thrill of cooking on 
technically superior cookware and fall in 
love with the aesthetic.  Duparquet copper 
will change the way you think of cooking! 
For retinning and vintage sales, visit us 
at East Coast Tinning.

GIVE THE GIFT OF 

401.965.4569 • www.duparquet.com 

www.eastcoasttinning.com 

INCREASE AFFECTION

These fragrance additives increase
your attractiveness. Worn daily, can
last 6 mos. Worked for 74% in double blind
studies. 10:13 for women $98.50,10X for
men $99.50. Free US shipping. Cosmetics.

tm

Not in stores 610-827-2200

or view the science and order online at

www.Athenainstitute.com
Athena Institute, Braefield Rd, Chester Spgs, PA 19425

UNSCENTED

Created by Winnifred Cutler, Ph.D, biology, U.Penn,
postdoc Stanford. Co-discoverer of human

pheromones. Author of 8 books on women's wellness.

tm

♥ Stella (MO) “I have been wearing 10:13
about 6 weeks and I have noticed the looks
I get. My husband has been pursuing me
and is being very attentive. We are having a
good time. He is making sure that he’s giving
me the attention I need. 10:13 is helping me
quite a bit and I do appreciate all of your
studies.” -Rec’d 2/15/17

World’s Finest Eye Cream
a “selections” product in Oprah magazine

Airbrush Eye Cream reduces puffiness right away, 
especially when cold. Promotes new collagen which 
reduces  fine lines and wrinkles. Reduces dark circles, is 
soothing, hydrating and promotes a youthful healthy 
glow!

Hypo-allergenic and natural containing emu oil serum, 
green tea extract, aloe vera, collagen and elastin.

Use am & pm for best results and the jar will last about 3 
months! 

Reg $68

Call 800-542-0026 and get free shipping.
Open 7 Days

Use 20% discount code: SAVA5 at
www.dremu.com

La Mer Eye Balm @ $200
Shiseido Solution LX @ $130

La Prairie Swiss @ $240

Compare to:

AIRBRUSH
Eye Refining 

Treatment

Download
the app today 

for instant 
access!

Apple, the Apple Logo, and iTunes are trademarks of Apple Inc., 
registered in the U.S. and other countries.  iPad is a trademark 

of Apple Inc. App Store is a service mark of Apple Inc. 

Print 
Subscribers 

Get FREE

iPad
®

access!

To Subscribe go to:
saveur.com/subscribe
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SCANDINAVIAN 
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Quests, and 
Meaningful  
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Turkey,  
Mexico,  

and Beyond 
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PAELLA 

PERFECTION
You’re going to need a bigger pan 
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A MEAL TO REMEMBER

Lunch, Italian Style
SOM EW H E R E OF F C A PR I, N E A R T H E FA R AGLION I ROCK S
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ife is the combination of  

magic and pasta, of fan-

tasy and of reality,” noted 

the magic realist and pasta enthu-

siast Federico Fellini. “Films are the 

magic,” he continued, “and pasta is the 

reality, or is it the other way around?” 

Who’s to say? As with this photo, 

who knows what’s real and what’s 

not? Maybe it was staged. Maybe 

Italy really is a country where bath-

ing ladies float off the enchanted isle of 

Capri, eating spaghetti in the sun.  

A place where fantasy and reality, 

magic and pasta, mingle. 

Certainly it’s that way in our 

imaginations. We love pasta not just 

because it tastes so good in so many 

guises, but because it conjures a cul-

ture of eating, a particularly Italian 

belief in the pursuit of pleasure and 

carbohydrates. In our fantasy Italy, 

the sun shines over an eternal lei-

surely lunch and there are always a 

few kinds of pasta on the menu. In 

other words, magic. n

“L
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DISCOVER 

THE SOUL OF ITALIAN WINE

 Years Of Tradition

 & History
Family 

Wineries

54 100s
Award Winning 

Wines
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