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has its fans, the salt-and-pepper wings
can't be beat: The excessive, almost as-
saultive seasoning shocks and awes the
taste buds to a degree approached only
by the boldest Chinatown chefs. Natu-
rally, as this is the environmentally con-

scious City Bakery, the wings come |

from the happiest chickens from the
best of homes, which should only en-
hance your enjoyment.
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The prix fixe is usually a lazy man's meal,
an easy way to mark time at a restau-
rant without paying much money, or

much attention to vour food. But lazi- |

ness is not an option at 360, where just
finding the place (in Red Hook) requires
the navigational skills of a Kalahari
bushman. Onece you've finally arrived,

the choices on the daily $20 menu will |
make your head spin. Should you in- |

dulge in the cream-of-mussel soup as an
appetizer, or the impossibly fresh
quenelles of steak tartare? For an entrée,

mayhe you'd like the pork belly, braised |
for days, to a kind of candied tenderness, |
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mess of a meal, an in-
genious combination
of food art and pure

or little nodules of
monkfish piled over
mounds of buttered

cabbage? Remember Sacred Cow L eating pleasure. You'll

one thing as you delib- tEownl kno Skﬁ-e g need many napkins to

erate: At 360, it’s all Hig ferdcy tackle Burke’s
or the creamed spinach. You go f :

warth the effort. fior one thing only: whiskery dish, and

, dry-aged for eons possibly a bib. Have all

under MASA like conditions. For ~ your friends order it,
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angry lobster cocktail
served as an appetizer at David Burke’s
eponymous new restaurant davidburke | Street food is nothing new in New York,
& donatella’s (Donatella is Burke’s part- | but the people dishing it out sure are.
ner, Donatella Arpaia). Burke steams his | Top chefs and restaurateurs have gone
lobster, quarters it, rolls the shells in a | berserk over the stuff: Danny Meyer re-
mixture of hot red Cajun spices, then | tired his hot-dog stand, only to an-
spikes them upright, in attitudes of anger | nounce plans for a burger shack. Gray
and distress, on a large flower holder. | Kunz and Jean-Georges Vongerichten
The result is an inventive, challenging | call their hot new collaboration, Spice
Market, an ode to Southeast Asian
Dais bl :trcet food. And now a young Daniel
i '8 Boulud-trained chef named Adam Per-
ry Lang is peddling authentic Texas
chili from a pusheart. The movable
feast, currently available on Wall Street
and in two midtown locations, is made
with juicy cubes of hand-cut chuck the
size of Vegas dice and stewed in an am-
brosial mix of chilies including New
Mexican hatch, which are to the heat-
secking cognoscenti what black truffles
are to Alain Ducasse. A twelve-ounce
| cup comes with a terrific homemade
hot sauce and a fresh flour tortilla; the
optional side of beans is Lang’s conces-
sion to tourists from Cincinnati. Its &
bargain at twice the $6 price, and the
| most exciting thing to happen to New
| York street food sinee falafel.

WINE BAR
IN VINO

215 East dth Street (212-539-1011)

Luigi Tasilli, proprietor of the well-loved
trattoria Max and its new wine-bar spin-
| off, has nothing against Chianti, o
Barolo, or Barbera. He just forgoes then
in favor of their lesser-known, over
| looked brethren, the wines of South




