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Discover the flavours, places and"

memories thawinspire this year’s
Summer Menu.

LETTER FROM GIOVANNA

The memories behind our Italian summer
meniu.

Carissimi Amici,

Welcome to our Summer Menu.

Although this is our eleventh summer menu at
the restaurant since opening in the West end ,
the inspiration behind this menu has been quietly
gathering for much longer, shaped by decades of

Summers spent in Italy and the food memories that
continue to stay with me.

Working alongside our Head Chef Kevin and the
kitchen team, we have used a selection of them as
the emotional starting point for this year’s menu.
Through carefully sourced ingredients, seasonal
produce and dishes inspired by the coast, the garden,
the grill and aperitivo hour, we have tried to capture
a sense of place and translate those memories into
an Italian Summer in Glasgow.

I often think about those simple rituals that marked
each day. The first swim of the morning before the
beach became busy. A quick caffé and cornetto
standing at the bar. Long lunches around my
grandparents’ table that seemed to stretch endlessly
into the afternoon. Aperitivo before dinner as the
sun began to set. A paper cup of granita or fresh

coconut slices enjoyed barefoot on the beach.
Whether you are joining us for a morning coffee

and pastry, breakfast with family, lunch with
friends, an afternoon spritz on the terrace or dinner
as the sun begins to set to share I hope this menu
transports you, even if only for a little while, out of
the everyday, makes you smile and brings you closer

When I think about Summer in Italy, it is not one
single memory that comes to mind, but hundreds of
small moments. The smell of tomatoes in the garden
warming in the sun. The sound of plates being
passed around the table. The anticipation of dinner
after a day spent by the sea. The simple pleasure of

to my Italy.
gathering together. R

, ) ) Buon Estate,
Every seasonal menu at Eusebi’s begins with those

memories.

Giovanna Eusebi

SUMMER SIPS

APPERTIVO EVERYDAY
3PM - 5:30PM

THE EUSEBI SPRITZ

Our .fig?’ltltm’e summer serve.
Cucielo Bianco. Blood Orange Gin.
Elderflower. Soda.

WITH LOVE FROM TORINO

We're proud to partner with Cucielo
Vermouth di Torino, bringing one
of Northern Italys finest aperitivo
traditions to Glasgow.

APERITIVO,
THE ITALIAN WAY

In Italy, aperitivo is not a happy hour.
It is a pause.

A moment between the day and the
evening. A chance to gather, order
something cold, share a few snacks and
watch the world go by.

Every afternoon from 3—5.30pm, join
us on the terrace for Spritz, Vermouth,
Negroni, Italian beer and small plates
inspired by the flavours of La Dolce
Estate.

“The best summer
memories begin with
something cold in

your hand”
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ITALIAN SUMMERS

Memories from my grandparents’ table
By Giovanna Eusebi

The Italians capture summer by the sea in one word: salsedine.

It describes the fragrance of salty air, the rhythm of ocean life
and the way the sea seems to breathe new energy into tired
city dwellers. My own memories of Italian summers — first as
a child, then as a teenager and now as a mother bringing her
own children — are rooted in that feeling of freedom and the
contentment it brings.

As a child, my summers were spent with my grandparents,
Maria and Armando. Their village sat just twenty minutes by
bus from the spiaggia libera — the public beach. Armed with
an umbrella, straw mats and 1,000 lire, my cousins and I would
climb aboard for another day by the sea. Breakfast was often
giant sugar-coated ciambelle or custard-filled bombolone. Mid-
morning we waited eagerly for the coco boys selling slices of
coconut from water-filled buckets, or the grattachecca vendors
skilfully shaving blocks of ice and topping them with brightly
coloured fruit syrups. We munched on anise-flavoured taralli
while waiting for the bus home. Of course, being in Italy, the
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Maria and Armando at home

%i ¢ '
DELI
Est.1954

Everyone seemed to belong to everyone else.
The goodbyes never became easier.
As I grew older, they became harder.

The ritual was always the same. My grandfather would rise
before dawn to gather figs and tomatoes from the fields. My
Nonna would secretly fill our suitcases with homemade wine,
cheese and bottles of passata. As the car was packed for the
journey to Rome airport, my grandfather would hand me a

shoebox carefully filled with figs.
“For mamma,” he would say.

A gift of almost no monetary value, but priceless in meaning,.
His currency was love.

I would hug them tightly one last time. Their table had been
the centre of my universe all summer and I was heartbroken
to leave.

The memories made there became the backdrop to my
childhood and teenage years. Forty years later, they continue to
inspire our summer menu at Eusebi. It is no coincidence that
the sign above our door reads Food. Family. Life. Passion.

timetable was merely a suggestion.

What I do remember was that we had to be back at Nonna’s
for lunch by one o'clock. There were no restaurant lunches
for us.

“Why get a stranger to cook for you when
——— we have the best food here?” ———

That was my Nonna’s mantra.

The house would already be filled with the smell of simmering
tomatoes. We drank from glasses recycled from Nutella jars.
There were never enough matching plates or chairs to cope
with the ever-growing crowd of grandchildren, cousins
and relatives who seemed to appear from nowhere. Three
generations gathered around that table every day. Lunch was
a two-hour affair and my Nonna wouldn’t have had it any
other way. She had waited all year for her family to return and
intended to savour every minute together.

Starters might be fried alici caught by local fishermen,
courgette chips or courgette flowers picked from her garden
that morning. The stuffed flowers were irresistible — filled

vinegar and olive oil. Knots of fresh buffalo mozzarella arrived
from nearby Mondragone, alongside jars of salty cheese
preserved in oil and chilli from the spring.

Dessert was rarely elaborate. Plates of figs. Wild strawberries.
Peaches. My grandfather sat quietly amongst the noise of
children, carefully slicing peaches into jugs of his homemade
uva fragola wine. Everything was, in my grandparents’ words,
pulito, naturale e genuino — clean, natural and honest. Long
before anyone used the word organic, they lived it. Nothing
was wasted. Bottles and jars were reused. Passata, vegetables
and pulses were preserved for another season.

Their entire wealth, family and food, lay
around that table.

In the evenings, my grandfather would play cards or bocce in
the village square. The walk home was illuminated by fireflies
and a sky that reminded me of Van Gogh’s Starry Night.
My Nonna would stay at home, surrounded by neighbours
and relatives, talking long into the evening. We were greeted
with double cheek kisses, affectionate cheek-pinching and
introductions not by our own names but by our parents’.

It is a tribute to Maria and Armando, to their unpretentious
world and to an old table that fulfilled its greatest purpose:

Bringing people together.

with melting cheese and anchovies. Main courses ranged
from homemade pasta, rolled effortlessly with a broomstick
until paper thin, to spaghetti alle vongole. Salads came from
the garden beside the house, dressed simply with homemade

“This is Gina'’s daughter.”

“This is Gianni’s son.”

THE SUMMER MENU

The flavours, places and memories behind La Dolce Estate

THE APERITIVO THE COAST THE GARDEN

Some of my earliest summer memories

Tomato Crudo & Crostini Crab Arancini Tuna Crudo Pinsetta Polpo Isle of Wight Tomatoes
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begin in my grandparents’ kitchen, where Bufala Mozzarella, Basil Granita,

tomatoes were picked in the morning and
transformed into passata for the year ahead.
The smell of sugo bubbling away in the
heat drifted through the house long before
lunch was served. This dish captures those
intense, concentrated tomato flavours in
their simplest form.

Brown Crab Mayonnaise

The first chapter of every Italian summer
begins before lunch. Served alongside a
cold spritz, arancini are the sort of thing
that disappear faster than they arrive. Our’s
celebrates both the Italian and Scottish
coast.

Pickled Nectarine, Egg Yolk, Extra
Virgin Olive Oil

Inspired by long afternoons spent by the
sea. The sweetness of summer fruit, the
freshness of raw fish and the simplicity of
good olive oil.
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Grilled Octopus, Lemon, Oregano

The flavours of a beachside lunch. Charred
octopus, citrus and olive oil, best enjoyed
outdoors with friends, a cold drink and
nowhere else to be.

Aged Balsamic

Summer tomatoes, warm mozzarella and
basil were staples of long family lunches.
The basil granita recalls the granita
(“grattachecca “) carts that lined the shore,
where blocks of ice were shaved by hand
and drenched in brightly coloured syrup.

GOLDEN HOUR

Compressed Watermelon

Pecorino Fresco, Green Strawberry, Mint
The cooling of the day. The final swim
before dinner. We submerged whole
watermelons in buckets of seawater
beneath the umbrella, to chill naturally.

THE GRILL

Mortadella Skewers

Lemon, Oregano Dressing
Inspired by charcoal drifting through

seaside towns as evening arrived .

Grilled Half Chicken

Pea, artichoke, Romano courgette,
Pancetta

Paccheri Puttanesco

Tomato, Anchovy, Olive, Capers
One of Italy’s great summer sauces. Salty,
punchy and unapologetically bold.

THE PASTIFICIO

Crab Ravioli

Tomato, Tarragon, Sea Vegetables
Tarbert crab, handmade pasta and flavours
of both the Scottish and Italian coastlines.

EDITORIAL NOTE:

Food Images Credit: Gerardo Jaconelli

Every dish on this menu begins with a memory.
Some come from my grandparents’ kitchen, others from the beach, the garden or
long evenings gathered around the table. Together they tell the story of an Italian
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FOOD. FAMILY. LIFE. PASSION

Summer in Glasgow. -Giovanna Eusebi



