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Proof Positive

The striking contemporary-art display of chic, cosmopolitan Proof on Main upstages
a menu that includes artfully presented treasures of its own. By Stephen Hacker

I tenel to Gvor a restanrant’s food over its aumosphere, 160 place is
full of Havor and an interesting combination of ingredienes, | usu-
ally don't care il Ui sitting ac a white-tablecloth banguene pext
o i '\.L'{li|i|||_'|_‘| socialite or jammed onto a vinyl stool between two
construction workers., Bun recenr visits to the new Prool on Main
rurned this formula on its head — | enjoved the food, bue the
ambience was what made me want o go back.

Proot on Main is pant of the 2106 Hotel of are collecrors Sweve
Wilson and Laura Lee Brown, who persuaded New Yorks Myriad
Restaurant Group (known for Nobu and the Tribeca Grill, amaong
uther restanrants) to open an eatery in the Derhy Ciry While the

restaurant looks out onte Main Street, it also flows back secamlessly

into the main building, which contains a daeeling selection of

avant-garde arowork, (Ar i omnipresent, even in the restrooms,
which feature miniature video screens embedded int the mirrors
— a very cool touch that will only go unappreciated by those with
“shy bladder syndrome.”) The space seems big on recrangles, and
the exposed-brick walls and steel supports in the central dining
arca are some of the only reminders of the buildings 19th-century
heritage. The look is airy, inviting and unmistakably urban
in my opinion, creates 4 leel of an enrirely different Louisville.
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Though not quite on a level with the ambience, ovenall | found
the food ar Proot o be e g sl While nominally influenced |J}'
the cuisine of Tuscany, executive chet Michael Palev’s often-chang-
ing menu incorporates regional produces and g world of flavers,
A very un-Tuscan crispy duck (518), Tor instance, fearured carthy
turnips and silky ovster mushrooms paired with pink, render slices
of duck breast and plump legs in 4 hvesspice-scented marinade,
Pork cheek Milanese (S18) was a simple dish af qul:;lml pnrk

check, breaded and topped with a salad of arugula, grape o

matoes
and balsamic vinegar, providing a render blast of excellent pork
Havor from wlar many people would consider an unusual cur,
Ddid 1 memtion thar 1 love the aumosphere at Prool on Main?
Pare of it may be the cificient, friendly staft thar was aleeady pol
ished in the first Fow weeks afier the March opening. Servers wene
cordial and cager to explain specials, drinks and side dishes, The
bar. a haven of hipness, is off w one side of the main dining arc,
but any sible can enjoy (as 1 did) ehe 215t Ceneary (510}, an excel-
lent warm-weather concoction of Quimessential gin, white créme
de cicao and fresh lemon juice. or an Oleana (5100, a fresh take
on a Brazilian cockuail clled the caipirindie, The tables are close
together, especially ar the banguettes lining cach side of the main



dining arca. This isn't really a bad thing, as
it tends to enhance the cosmopolitan vibe
{and may, as it did on one of my visits, lead
to genial conversations with strangers over
the nature and quality of what you're eating).

Proot’s starters and side dishes are meant
to be shared — bur you might want to choose
carefully. I found the cured mearts ($6 cach,
516 per platter) to be less than inspired.
The rotating selection of relishes ($3 each,
512 per t[a}r} were excellent, however —
standouts include gendy curried tender-crisp
cauliflower, spicy and crunchy chickpeas,
and a delicately marinated bowl of quartered
radishes. [ also enjoyed a simmering plate of
baked octopus ($10), with the tenderized
cephalopod serving as a delicious sop for its
garlicky, chili-laced oil bath,

Among the main courses, the play-
fully named Surf and Turf ($24) paired
a skate wing with veal cheek ragh and
Weisenberger grits, The ray fish was lightly
breaded, meaty yer tender, and enhanced
by a touch of gremolata. It didn’t harmeo-
nize with the hearty ragh in its “bowl” of
grits, but neither of the Aavors overpow-
ered the other; instead, they presentcd a
pleasing conrrast.

Proof’s side dishes ($3), however, were
inconsistent. I thought my pea pods in
bagna cauda (an anchovy-infused sauce)
were an interesting idea, but the hor oil
made the potl.ﬁ ]iInIJ and a livle birrer.
The house-made Brussels sprouts, by con-
trast, were a standout — richly favored
with pancerta and Cinzano vermouth and
expertly done to bring out the sweetness of
the vegetable.

All in all, the food at Proof has a nice
sensibility, and desserts are no exceprion.
The sorbets ($6 for two scoops) were very
good, presented with a small wooden
spoon and forcefully delivering (in my
case) true pineapple and raspberry flavor.
Bur the chocolate fondue (312} was pure
fun — its sweet chocolate surrounded by a
bounty of berries, biscott, pound cake that
seemed more like candied brioche, and
some heavenly homemade marshmallows.
As a final touch of sweet restaurant whim-
sy, Prool delivers a bir of cotton candy to
your table along with the bill.

It's a confident, urban presentation per-
fectly marched with Prool’s new-Louisville
.-iurmundings.




