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and veggies on a bed of creamy mashed
potatoes—and the choose-your-own pasta
entree (we went for angel-hair with mari-
nara, broccoli, and olives) were tops. You
might want to stick with one of the sever-
al excellent beers on tap: when we asked
for a martini, the bartender gave us
some good-natured ribbing, then spent
several minutes hunting down a cocktail
shaker. Rob Christopher

Devon Seafood Grill
39 E. Chicago | 312-440-8660

$$$$
SEAFOOD, STEAKS/LOBSTER | LUNCH, DINNER:
SEVEN DAYS | OPEN LATE: FRIDAY & SATURDAY
TILL 11 

Though it isn’t immediately evident,
Devon Seafood Grill is one of seven vari-
ously named links in a national “upscale
casual seafood concept” operated by
Houlihan’s Inc. All the available boiler-
plate suggests these are elegant spots
serving only fresh, simply prepared,
“regional” seafood to “educated” diners,
but it won’t take long for those to smell
something fishy. The impulse to get
destructively cute seems to have over-
taken the menu designers at corporate,
though maybe it says something about
my own self-destructive tendencies that I
had to order the “Char Crusted 
Yellowfin Tuna,” two nice chunks of raw
tuna plastered with the venerable
Chicago-born barbecue rub. It might well
have been Cheeto  dust. Similar prod-
uct placement abounds: Port Judith
Calamari came with a miniature sized
Tabasco  bottle and chocolate cake is
accompanied by hazelnut Pirouline . In
defiance of the commitment to simple
preparations, many of the dishes were
treated with some thick, complicated,
creamy sauce or similar distraction—that
Char Crusted tuna was driven over a cliff
by a puddle of foyot sauce; seared scal-
lops with a mushy lobster risotto fairly
swam in a thick mustard concoction.
Speaking more charitably than he’s
known for, one of my pals pointed out
that it should be easy to forgive a new
restaurant a few typos—in this case,
“proscuitto” and “terrior.” After further
investigation I’d argue that when those
misspellings appear on the menus of
each link in the chain it’s a warning for
the educated to stay away. Mike Sula

Eleven City Diner
1112 S. Wabash | 312-212-1112

$$
KOSHER/JEWISH/DELI | BREAKFAST, LUNCH, 
DINNER: SEVEN DAYS | OPEN LATE: FRIDAY &
SATURDAY TILL 3, MONDAY-THURSDAY TILL 11 

Don’t go to Eleven City Diner expecting
the fast, brusque treatment you usually
find in a traditional deli. Dinner service on
a recent visit was leisurely and polite to
the point of approval seeking: a staffer
made a special trip to the table to find out
if the egg cream he’d made was up to par.
(Yes.) Despite its unnerving lack of atti-
tude, Eleven City offers other traditional
trappings—there’s a pie case up front, and
matzo ball soup, knishes, and tuna melts
on the menu. But as an all-day-breakfast
fan, I chose the huge and excellent chal-
lah French toast topped with strawber-
ries, bananas, and coconut—“I’m going to
have to get in on that action” was a fellow
diner’s response. Dinner entrees include a

Polish with grilled onions, a roasted half
chicken with herbes de Provence, and
standard sandwiches such as a ham and
Swiss on rye. They don’t skimp on
desserts here: the root beer float comes
in a glass three fists high, and I struck ice
cream as soon as I stuck my spoon in the
foam. On the other side of the restaurant
is a deli counter stocked with sandwich
fixings—corned beef, egg salad—for carry-
out customers. Maybe they’re ruder over
there. Anne Ford

Koda
10352 S. Western | 773-445-5632

$$$
FRENCH | DINNER: SUNDAY, TUESDAY-SATURDAY
| CLOSED MONDAY | RESERVATIONS NOT
ACCEPTED

Sitting down at Koda, Beverly’s new (and
only) French bistro, we were immediately
engaged by diners saying how happy they
were that folks from “far away” had made

the trip. It’s one worth taking—the chef is
Aaron Browning, late of Everest and
Brasserie Jo. French onion soup was dark
and rich; luscious escargots in green gar-
lic butter plump and flavorful. Seductive
salads included one of shaved fennel and
cucumber and a delicious melange of red
and golden beets with blue cheese. Not
every bistro item is traditionally pre-
pared: the onion tart was more like a
crisp pizza, but with succulent pancetta
and sweated sweet onions, scrumptious.
A “progressive” wine list (sequenced from
mild- to full-bodied) has a few good glass-
es: a 2004 Fouassier Sancerre with a soft
smack of honeyed fruit and a 2003
California merlot that works well with
meat. Steak frites featured fresh-cut fries
and a good piece of beef, and the lamb
chops were magnificent, not the generic
variety that sometimes surfaces even at
decent places. For dessert we went with a
shortbread cookie stuffed with berries
(fabulous) and a chocolate tart with

hazelnut truffle and coconut sorbet (also
fabulous). Be warned: what with the
neighborhood heat, weekend waits can hit
60 minutes plus. David Hammond

Minnies
1969 N. Halsted | 312-943-9900

$
BURGERS, SMALL PLATES | LUNCH, DINNER:
SEVEN DAYS | OPEN LATE: EVERY NIGHT TILL 1 

Minnies would seem to be designed for
youngsters who enjoy adorable little
things, so I went with two daughters, both
in the target demographic and thrilled at
the thought of miniature eats. Turns out
the place bounces between Lilliput and
Brobdingnag: alongside the tiny edibles
are giant items like huge, wide straws that
require some big-time sucking. Which
brings me back to the food. After two
platters of overbreaded, underfilled, over-
priced sammies, my older daughter con-
cluded that 3 of our 15 or so selections
were “not entirely repellent.” So let our
pain be your gain: if you find yourself
here, take my younger daughter’s advice
and stick to the Mykonos sandwich (chick-
en and kalamata olives; “really tangy”),
the Tuna Minnie Melt (“lemony and spark-
ly”), and the PB&J (“crusty on top and
squishy inside”). The McDonaldesque
french fries were semicrisp and came in a
paper cone, cute again. Vainly trying to
get in the spirit of the thing, I had a
Minnie Fizz (Stoli and Fresca) and paid
nine bucks for an insultingly small bever-
age. If I had it to do over again (and thank
heavens I don’t), I’d go with miniature
beers—lots of ’em. David Hammond

Olé Olé
5413 N. Clark | 773-293-2222

$$$
MEXICAN/SOUTHWESTERN, LATIN AMERICAN |
DINNER: SEVEN DAYS | OPEN LATE: FRIDAY &
SATURDAY TILL 2, OTHER NIGHTS TILL MIDNIGHT |
RESERVATIONS NOT ACCEPTED

On a recent visit to Olé Olé my friend and I
heard “Bamboleo” by the Gipsy Kings three
times, and though there were only two
wines offered by the glass, our server was-
n’t sure what they were. Beyond that, how-
ever, we had a lovely experience. The
nuevo Latino menu draws from Mexico,
Colombia, Brazil, and Spain, among other
places; wisely, chef Edil Reyes makes no
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attempt at strict authenticity, and the cre-
ative, aggressively spiced fusions consis-
tently impressed us. Red snapper seviche
was chockablock with superfresh fish
chunks, tomato, avocado, and onion. The
picadillo empanada was accompanied by
two chimichurri sauces with a zesty bite.
The chile de arbol glaze on a grilled pork
tenderloin also packed a punch; sauteed
tilapia was rather decadently covered
with hunks of lobster and crabmeat. Flan
was nicely accented by a blood orange
sauce, and the extravagant mango
bomba—a thin layer of pistachio cake
topped with fresh strawberries, covered
with a silky mango mousse, and surround-
ed by a guava puree—ended the meal on a
dazzling high note. Peter Margasak

Over Easy
4943 N. Damen | 773-506-2605

F 8.6 | S 7.3 | A 9.0 | $ (6 REPORTS)
AMERICAN, BREAKFAST | BREAKFAST, LUNCH:
SUNDAY, TUESDAY-SATURDAY; SUNDAY BRUNCH |
CLOSED MONDAY | BYO 

rrr Brunch offerings at Over Easy, a new
breakfast-and-lunch joint, aren’t as eso-
teric as, say, the fruit sushi or jelly-dough-
nut pancakes at Orange, but chef Jon
Cignarale works hard to keep them inter-
esting, changing the menu weekly.
Offerings have included a corn pancake
with red pepper coulis and sour cream,
souffles, and fried bologna with scrambled
eggs; standbys on the regular breakfast
menu include “sassy eggs,” served with
chorizo-potato hash, cheddar cheese, red
peppers, jalapenos, and guacamole, and
Emily’s Dream Pancakes, with blackber-
ries, orange butter, and raspberry coulis.
At lunch there are sandwiches, salads, and
burgers. The space, which seats about 35,
is bright and playful: near the entrance
five wires strung with white wooden eggs
run from the floor to the orangish red tin
ceiling, and there’s a “wall of eggs” in the
back. Anne Ford

Palmito
3605 N. Ashland | 773-248-3087

$$
LATIN AMERICAN | DINNER: TUESDAY-SATURDAY |
CLOSED SUNDAY, MONDAY | RESERVATIONS
ACCEPTED FOR LARGE GROUPS ONLY | BYO 

Convivial crowds have been packing into
Palmito, a tiny 26-seat Costa Rican store-
front, since chef-owner John Damer, a
CHIC grad, opened it this spring. The
room’s bright, the staff friendly, and the
food’s comforting Latin American fare
served with some upscale touches.
Appetizers include a seviche of the day
(ours was salmon with mango and red
onions); black bean dip served with crisp,
hot, fried plantains; and tasty queso frito,
fried cheese served with kalamata olives
in a pool of olive oil. The house salad is a

tempting one of greens with figs, pista-
chios, and blue cheese; another salad
pairs the restaurant’s namesake, fresh
hearts of palm, with napa cabbage in a
zesty vinaigrette (hearts of palm also turn
up in bruschetta and as an entree, grilled
and served with black beans and plan-
tains). Grilled meats were even better:
crispy-crusted pork loin came in plateful
of peppery, finger-licking white bean
sauce; marinated skirt steak was extraor-
dinarily tender and carried just a hint of
allspice. Fish and a couple of chicken
preparations—arroz con pollo and a
sauteed breast with mango sauce—round
out the entrees. For dessert, flan and a
supermoist chocolate tres leches cake
were grandly accompanied by coffee
chorreado, a Costa Rican brew prepared
tableside. Jim Mitchell

Passage to India
4609 N. Lincoln | 773-561-2200

$$
INDIAN/PAKISTANI | LUNCH, DINNER: SEVEN DAYS |
BYO

It used to be that in order to get my curry
fix I had to trek up to Devon or downtown
to a River North cabbie joint. Now there
are two Indian places practically side by
side in Lincoln Square, and Passage to
India, across the street from the Davis, is
a worthy one. On a recent visit the usual
fare seemed brighter and livelier than you
typically find: samosas, for instance, were
wrapped in perfectly crisp skins and redo-
lent of cumin and pepper, vegetable pako-
ras tasted of something other than
burned oil. Tikka masala, that old
warhorse, was also notably flavorful, its
spices right up front, as if they’d been
added as a flourish at the very end. The
best dish, though, was the fish cooked in a
clay pot, tender nuggets dusted with sea-
sonings and cooked to the point of
carmelization. In the end my wife pro-
nounced our meal some of the best Indian
she’d ever had. I wouldn’t go quite that
far, but it was very good, and Passage is
BYO to boot. Chip Dudley

Riccardo Trattoria
2119 N. Clark | 773-549-0038

$$
ITALIAN | LUNCH, DINNER: SUNDAY, TUESDAY-
SATURDAY | CLOSED MONDAY

I can’t recommend a better introduction
to innards than chef Riccardo Michi’s
tripe Florentine, thin clouds of silky veal
honeycomb extraordinary on his rose-
mary-flecked focaccia (say per favore and
you can get the dish in an appetizer por-
tion). We ordered a daily risotto of
asparagus, and when we asked for some
added scallops the chef complied with
two thick, perfectly grilled divers along
with a bunch of bays buried in the luxuri-
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ant rice. House-made veal-stuffed ravioli
was served with a tomato cream sauce
studded with earthy mushrooms; mush-
rooms also complement the signature
veal meat loaf and savory short ribs with
polenta. To end your meal continental
style there are some gorgeous salads:
we had diced beets on endive with a
mustard vinaigrette. As for sweet stuff,
panna cotta ringed with passion fruit
coulis was lush and creamy to the tenth
power, and tangerine sorbet twanged
with tart fruitiness. Wines by the glass
are limited (two whites, three reds), 
but there are some decent-looking mid-
price bottles, which might be the way to
go. David Hammond

Spotlight Grill
1629 N. Halsted | 312-787-8100

$$$
STEAKS/LOBSTER, ASIAN,
GLOBAL/FUSION/ECLECTIC | LUNCH, DINNER:
SEVEN DAYS | OPEN LATE: FRIDAY & SATURDAY
TILL 11 | CASH ONLY | BYO 

Spotlight Grill, an all-American Italo-
Hispanic-Asian place, offers a kaleido-
scopic range of dishes, from a porter-
house to pad thai to Jack Daniel’s shrimp
with linguine (not, it turns out, a T.G.I.
Friday’s exclusive). So vast and eclectic is
the menu that we felt it best to place our
fate in the eager hands of chef-owner
David Lee, who bounces from kitchen to
dining room, telepathically picking cus-
tomers’ preferences and infusing lots of
energy into the dining experience. We
kicked off with “gushi,” the house gim-
mick, a do-it-yourself maki roll named,
Lee says, because novices are likely to
goof it up. The lightly battered calamari
were good, the crab cakes—served with
sweet-and-sour sauce and pico de 
gallo—exceptional. Baby eggplants 
were sesame sweet, though a strip steak
was slightly mushy; Lee had told us 
from the get-go that we could return
anything we didn’t like, but we didn’t
have the heart to. The money-back 
guarantee, however, gives an indication
of what this place is about: just down 
the block from wallet-busting Alinea, it
gives big bang for the buck, plus it’s 
BYO. David Hammond

Take Five
3747 N. Southport | 773-871-5555

$
GLOBAL/FUSION/ECLECTIC | DINNER: SEVEN
DAYS; SATURDAY & SUNDAY BRUNCH | OPEN
LATE: FRIDAY & SATURDAY TILL MIDNIGHT,
MONDAY-THURSDAY TILL 11 | RESERVATIONS NOT
ACCEPTED 

With every item on the menu priced at
five bucks, splitting a tab should be a
cinch here, and Take Five is geared
toward that breed of conviviality: share
eats, swill beer, and watch the game (you
can’t avoid the last with plasma TVs
everywhere). The menu features bar-and-
grill standbys—spinach-artichoke dip, hot
wings, quesadillas, nachos, cheese fries—
along with more-unexpected offerings
like half a rotisserie chicken, grilled
Atlantic salmon, and fish tacos. The burn-
ing question, of course, is: What do you
get for your Lincoln? Our Asian noodles
and sausage and peppers came in serv-
ings larger than tasting size, though not
quite enough to satisfy on their own, and
were a tad too salty and a trifle oily
respectively (had we been drunker we
might not have noticed). Higher points go
to the not-too-chewy fried calamari and
the crispy cashew-crusted Brie. Bistro
tables make up the bulk of the seating,
but there are two large round corner
booths—equipped with screens, natch—
with curtains that can be pulled for a VIP
sorta feel. Susannah J. Felts

Terragusto Cafe & Local Market
1851 W. Addison | 773-248-2777

$$$
ITALIAN | BREAKFAST, LUNCH: WEDNESDAY-
SATURDAY; DINNER: SUNDAY, WEDNESDAY-
SATURDAY; SATURDAY AND SUNDAY BRUNCH |
CLOSED MONDAY, TUESDAY | BYO 

Terragusto is a casual neighborhood cafe
that happens to serve house-made pasta
as good as—what the hell—any in Chicago.
Owner and chef Theo Gilbert, who’s
worked at Spiaggia and Trattoria No. 10
and hawked his pasta at the Green City
Market, works off a tiny but pristine
menu: a handful of antipasti, a half-dozen
fresh pastas, and family-style plates of
meat and fish, all seared and roasted. A

deboned half chicken was glisteningly
moist, and if I could I’d order the deeply
flavored accompanying spinach as an
entree. Baked polenta with sausage and
rapini was texturally perfect, simultane-
ously yielding and firm, with a transcen-
dently simple stock-butter-cheese sauce.
If the thin Swiss chard pasta with
Bolognese sauce was underwhelming, the
Bolognese missing the fatty sensuality of
the best versions, that’s in part because
the cinnamon-dotted squash ravioli 
were good enough to silence the loudest 
conversation. Terragusto is BYO; 
come early in the day and you can 
watch the staff make pasta in the front
window. Nicholas Day

Trattoria 31
605 W. 31st | 312-326-3500

$$$
ITALIAN | LUNCH: MONDAY-SATURDAY; DINNER:
SEVEN DAYS | BYO 

Bridgeport’s new trattoria shows prom-
ise, but should perhaps be allowed to
mature a bit before you go. Dry, person-
ality-free bread hobbled our meal right
out of the gate, and $9 for just five small-
ish shrimp oreganato seemed unfair.
“Country Tuscan mussels” with sausage
were not bad but showed no true mar-
riage of flavors, like a couple that shares
a bed without speaking to each other. On
the other hand, arancini (balls of saffron-
colored rice stuffed with spinach and
cheese or meat and peas) were satisfy-
ingly simple, and pasta reigned supreme:
gnocchetti with pesto preternaturally
light, pappardelle lightly dressed with
applewood-smoked bacon, peas, and
Parmagiana Reggiano, not fancy, just ful-
filling. More elaborate stuff—steak with a
red wine reduction and veal marsala—
was just this side of overpriced and not
as well executed as the more basic offer-
ings. For dessert we had an overly gelati-
nous panna cotta and afogato, a shot of
espresso over vanilla ice cream—not bad,
but for five bucks and change steep even
by Starbucks standards. Trattoria 31 is
BYO for now, which makes the pricier
platters more palatable, and here’s a nice
touch: leftovers were packed, labeled,
and even dated. David Hammond
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Trattoria D.O.C.
706 Main, Evanston | 847-475-1111

$$$
ITALIAN, PIZZA | LUNCH, DINNER: SEVEN DAYS

This new trattoria, sister to Lincoln
Square’s Pizza D.O.C., is a big, bustling
space with a beautiful wood-burning
oven baking a range of pies with topping
options from Gorgonzola to black truffle
paste. Our favorite was pizza bresaola, a
Roman classic featuring oil-drizzled air-
dried beef and dark green arugula. A
sweet, tart salad of Granny Smith apples
and celery with shreds of Parmesan was
an excellent accompaniment—maybe not
authentic Italian but damn delicious.
Pastas ranged from good to OK: farfalle
vegetariane was fresh-tasting al dente
veggies with bow-tie pasta and goat
cheese, but pappardelle with duck was
oddly short on flavor. Petto di pollo alla
sarda, chicken breast stuffed with
asparagus and scamorza cheese and
wrapped in crisp pancetta (just like in
Sardinia!) was one fine fowl; a remark-
ably soft piece of sea bass was perfectly
cooked just seconds beyond sushi. We
tried several wines by the glass and rec-
ommend the Tomaresca ($6), a nice
blend of spice and fruit from Puglia that
worked well with cheese, meat, and fish. 
There are also many interesting, moder-
ately priced bottles from all over the
boot. David Hammond

T-Spot Sushi
3925 N. Lincoln | 773-549-4500

$$$
JAPANESE | LUNCH, DINNER: MONDAY-SATURDAY |
CLOSED SUNDAY | OPEN LATE: FRIDAY &
SATURDAY TILL 11 | BYO 

I guess I had different expectations given
the cutesy name, because when I walked
into T-Spot Sushi I was surprised by the
swanky Eurobeat vibe, everything black and
fancy. The T stands for tea, and the restau-
rant features a long list of them, including a
pricey rare white as well as green, oolong,
black, and herbal, and custom blends like a
minty Moroccan. Getting down to brass
tacks, we tried the Chicago Fire maki,
crunchy tempura encased in velvety avoca-
do and dabbed with chile sauce; while we
loved the textures, the roll didn’t have much
heat, though a spicy tuna roll lived up to its
billing. A brawl almost broke out over the
last piece of our pearl roll, crab and tuna
adorned with tobiko (the eggs of flying fish)
in three different colors. A do-it-yourself
tartare allows you to pick your choice of fish
in one of three marinades. We chose a lime-
ginger vinaigrette with white tuna, which
was served bulked up with a five-fingered
pinch of jicama in a martini glass with fried
wonton wrappers on the side—not much of a
deal for $12. We also tried a handful of stan-
dard sushi and maki and found them to be,
well, standard. If tea’s not your thing, you
can BYO. Kathie Bergquist

Uncle John’s Barbecue
337 E. 69th | 773-892-1233

$
BARBECUE/RIBS | LUNCH, DINNER: MONDAY-
SATURDAY | CLOSED SUNDAY | OPEN LATE:
FRIDAY & SATURDAY TILL 1, MONDAY-THURSDAY
TILL 11 | CASH ONLY 

When after a six-month absence Mack
Sevier, former pit man at Barbara Ann’s
BBQ, opened his own BBQ joint this
spring, lovers of his unique style of
Chicago hot links let out a collective
smoky sigh. There’s only one place to get
these heavenly hot links—lightly charred
pork sausage aggressively spiced with
sage and perfect topped with a drizzle of
house-made hot sauce—and that’s from
Uncle John’s wood-fired smoker. Meaty
spare ribs are smoked directly over
wood, resulting in a crisp, fat-in-the-fire
outer layer that yields to a moist and
toothsome interior. Rib tips, luscious with
juicy pork fat and crisp bits of char, are
the perfect complement to hot links.
Chicken comes smoked, fried, or in a
tasty house special of fried boneless dark
meat served with pickled jalapenos.
Nondescript coleslaw, white bread, and a
terrific BBQ sauce round out each order.
There’s no seating at Uncle John’s, and I
suggest dining auto alfresco, as the tan-
talizing aroma will otherwise have you
reaching for a rib before you’ve driven a
few blocks. Gary Wiviott


