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FOR THE PERFECT PIZZA.
THE MEANING OF LIFE.

THE GOURMETS

It is at Punch Neapolitan Pizza, in St. Radi§hland Park, that kalize
IOm in over my head with thésan stuf Here, the walls glow as yellow
as Mediteranean sunshine, and the wessesNthee wee no male
sewers on the day | visitedNall wear Bpean soccer shir They also
all seem 22, healthily tanned, and way too thin to be eating the house
handouts. So IOm understandably bashful when one of them asks for my
order and | canGuite bring myself to say that 10d like the Paigizza,
and 10d like it Owet.O

A wet pizza, accaling to the menu, is one thatGeen steeped in
olive oil and extra tomatoes, the way they app#dy like it in Naples.
(And whee they undoubtedly have nogislem asking for it.) | settle for
saying ONeapolitan style,O though of course IOm now expecting, and
maybe even hoping foa tricoloed scoop of ice eam. What aives is
pizza so lushNbursting with &sh tomatoes, and not too cheesyNthat
| decide pizza should be eaten no other wWagnly | could ask for it.




