SHARED PLATES

Hasids,
West Indians,
hipsters
and pizza.

One Brooklyn restaurant
thinks it’s
the perfect recipe.

Keeping it
Koghegr

By Frank Bruni

1S HE COMING BACK?" Clara Santos Perez was peering out the windows and
across the street, where an imposing man in black stood, his face turned in
her direction.

Was he watching? Waiting? Planning to confront her anew? Perez won-
dered aloud about all of this, wrung her hands and paced. In her agitation
and dread she more closely resembled a criminal on the lam than what
she really was: a restaurant manager rattled by an unusually troubling
customer complaint.

It was a Sunday in late summer, and most of the night had gone smooth-
ly. From 6 p.m. on, almost all of the 45 or so seats in the main dining room
of Basil Pizza & Wine Bar were filled, primarily with its core clientele of
Hasidic Jews from the restaurant’s neighborhood in Crown Heights, °
Brooklyn. Their conversation and a soundtrack of merry classical music
combined to form a pleasant din.

Then, shortly after 8, a young man walked in with a young woman wear-
ing a summery, skimpy dress — sleeveless and backless, so that you could
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