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Meir Adoni, the chef at Mizlala, sees
the restaurant as the “crazy younger
sister” of his haute-dining, white table-
cloth establishment, Catit. “This one is
supposed to give you a good night out,”
he said. 

Indeed, Mizlala by Meir Adoni, which
Mr. Adoni opened last June near Tel

Aviv’s Carmel Market, can sometimes
seem more like a well-designed club
than a restaurant. A young, T-shirt-clad
crowd dines on the chef’s creative take
on pan-Middle Eastern cuisine amid a
minimalist décor, with the pulse of the
latest dance tracks as a backdrop. 

A “good night out,” though, wouldn’t
be possible without Mr. Adoni’s inspired
food. During a recent visit, his Palestin-
ian tartar offered a splendid take on a
classic dish: instead of using the tradi-
tional trio of egg yolk, anchovy and ca-
pers, he blended chopped steak with
tahini, pine nuts and charred eggplant

purée. The evening’s standout dish was
another ingenious variation, this time
on the sort of fare you’re more likely to
find in Brooklyn than Israel: pork belly
slow-roasted in whiskey and maple syr-
up, blended seamlessly with barbecued
butter-flavored corn, celery, ginger and
fennel sausage.

Although most items on Mizlala’s
menu are not kosher (did the pork belly
give it away?), there are several nods to
the Jewish kitchen, as in an expertly
prepared entree of fried chicken livers,
portobello mushrooms and polenta. The
menu also draws on the cuisine of Mo-

rocco, where Mr. Adoni’s mother was
born, and from Iraqi Jewish tradition.
An Iraqi version of kibbeh, the tradition-
al Levantine dish, was filled with
shrimp and gray mullet and served in a
toothsome — and decidedly unkosher —
stew of pancetta, mussels, beet and
okra.

Despite the lounge-like atmosphere,
Mizlala does better with food than cock-
tails. The Grey Fizz (gin laced with Earl
Grey tea and lemon juice) was quaffa-
ble, but the oddly named Rosie O’Don-
nell — “I think she’s a famous woman in
the U.K.,” offered our waitress — with
vodka, Aperol and grapefruit juice, was

too peppery.
Fortunately, the restaurant’s creative

spirit was much in evidence when des-
serts arrived. A playful standout was
fudge that arrived in a terra-cotta plant-
er, alongside an eyedropper of raspber-
ry sauce for the diner to add — a gim-
mick, perhaps, but like the restaurant, a
bit of quirky fun.

Mizlala by Meir Adoni, Nahalat
Binyamin 57; (972-3) 566-5505; mizlala
.co.il/en. Open daily for lunch and din-
ner. A three-course meal for two, with-
out drinks or tip, is about 330 shekels, or
$90, at 3.65 shekels to the dollar.
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F
ROM December through April,
Amish travelers pack charter
buses making overnight runs
from Ohio to Florida. Stiff
black hats are gingerly stowed

in overhead bins as the bus winds its
way through hilly farm country, making
pickups in small towns with names like
Sugarcreek, Berlin and Wooster. 

On a recent afternoon, I boarded one
of those buses, full of grandparents,
neighbors, sisters and childhood
friends. They talked into the night, us-
ing conversation as entertainment in-
stead of movies and music. I sat up front
next to two boisterous bishops named
Roy J. C. Yoder, 75, and Andy Miller, 65.
They peppered me with questions: “Are
you married?” “Will you have kids?”
“Do you believe in Christ?” 

But they mostly killed time on our 19-
hour ride by ribbing Lee, one of two bus
drivers on board, and then each other. 

“When Roy became preacher, he was
little bit of a slow learner, so we sent
him to seminar school,” Andy told me.
“They asked him ‘Where was Jesus
born?’ And he says ‘Pittsburgh.’ So they
say ‘Nope, Bethlehem.’ And then Roy
says, ‘I knew it was some place in Penn-
sylvania.’”

The rows behind us exploded in
laughter. We were headed to Pinecraft,
a village on the outskirts of Sarasota, on
Florida’s gulf coast. What started out as
a tourist camp around 1925 has evolved
through word of mouth into a major va-
cation destination for Amish and Men-
nonites from all over the United States
and Canada. Some 5,000 people visit
each year, primarily when farm work up
north is slow. 

On the bus, older passengers remi-
nisced about going down to Pinecraft as
children when roads were just sand and
dirt. One man wistfully recalled a great-
uncle who hitched a ride down in a Mod-
el T. But I didn’t fully understand the
town’s popularity until we reached the
end of our 1,222-mile drive, at a small
church parking lot, where we were
greeted by more than 300 people under
a hot Florida sun — bus arrivals are a
community event in Pinecraft. 

Walking around Pinecraft is like en-
tering an idyllic time warp. White bun-
galows and honeybell orange trees line
streets named after Amish families:
Kaufman, Schrock, Yoder. The local
Laundromat keeps lines outside to hang
clothes to dry. (You have to bring your
own pins.) And the techiest piece of
equipment at the post office is a calcula-
tor. The Sarasota city government plans
to designate the village, which spreads
out over 178 acres, as a cultural heritage
district. 

Many travelers I spoke to jokingly
call it the “Amish Las Vegas,” riffing off
the cliché that what happens in Pine-
craft stays in Pinecraft. Cellphone and
cameras, normally off-limits to Amish,
occasionally make appearances, and al-
most everyone uses electricity in their
rental homes. Three-wheeled bicycles,
instead of horse and buggies, are ubiq-
uitous.

“When you come down here, you can
pitch religion a little bit and let loose,”
said Amanda Yoder, 19, from Missouri.
“What I’m wearing right now, I would-

n’t at home,” she said, gesturing at sun-
glasses with sparkly rhinestones and bi-
kini strings peeking out of a tight black
tank top. On the outskirts of the village,
she boarded public bus No. 11 with six
other sunburned teenagers. They were
bound for Siesta Key, a quartz-sand
beach about eight miles away.

After a couple of days, I started to
pick up the rhythms of a seasoned Pine-
craft traveler, thanks to tips from a
friendly Amish-Mennonite woman. I
rented a private room for $40 a night.
(Most visitors rent homes, which often
book up a year in advance, though there
are a couple of modest hotels in the area
as well.) 

Breakfast starts as early as 6 a.m.,
when men start settling into booths at
the back of Troyer’s Dutch Heritage, a
sprawling restaurant about a half-mile
from the village center. They trade
news from home over mugs of coffee
and plates of bacon, eggs and biscuits
submerged in sausage gravy. 

I chose to join a slightly later-to-rise
crowd around 7:30 a.m. at Yoder’s Res-
taurant, a small and homey spot that
serves sweet-tooth-friendly peanut-but-
ter-pie pancakes topped with home-
made whipped cream. Yoder’s also has
two adjacent markets that sell fresh
produce and baked goods like whoopie
pies in a variety of flavors (red velvet,
oatmeal, pumpkin). 

On a Friday morning, I followed yel-
low fliers to the backyard of the Miller
family, where I found that most Amish
of activities: a yard sale and auction.
Throngs of shoppers inspected long
rows of plastic tables overflowing with
an eclectic mix of household goods that
included a 1979 book on “Modern Re-
frigeration and Repair.” An auctioneer
standing in the back of a pickup truck
sold off a box of shoes for $2 and a
bunch of wrenches for $42. 

When the auction started to wane,
foot traffic migrated over to the shuffle-
board court at Pinecraft Park in the
southwest corner of the village. It’s
open every day but Sunday, and the
first lane, according to a sign, is always
“Reserved for Ladies.” 

Miriam Lehman, 60, from Shipshewa-
na, Ind., sat on the sidelines dispensing
advice after playing two games in flip-
flops. “Knock her out of there!” she
yelled as a Pennsylvania woman named

Ida slid a yellow puck down the court
and scored. They had met that after-
noon and had become fast friends. 

Set against a backdrop of giant oak
trees and Spanish moss, Pinecraft Park
is a melting pot of Amish and Mennon-
ite America. Old order, new order and
nontraditional congregate. Clothing
choices clue you in to hometowns: Men
from Tampico, Ill., wear denim overalls;
girls from Lancaster, Pa., cover their
dresses with black aprons; and women
from northern Indiana have neatly
pressed pleats on their white bonnets.

“All these groups can mingle down
here in a way they wouldn’t at home,”
said Katie Troyer, 59, a year-round resi-
dent who left the Amish church but still
embraces the culture. “That’s a puzzle
people have been trying to figure out for
ages.” 

Just over three feet tall and always
riding around on a bike with a camera,
Ms. Troyer is a beloved fixture in Pine-
craft known for discreetly taking pic-
tures of daily life that she posts on her
blog, Project 365. 

Evenings in Pinecraft almost always
culminate in music. The Chuck Wagon
Gang, a gospel and bluegrass band,
often plays a patch of grass between
two mobile homes that’s been dubbed
Birky Square. More than 400 people
turned out on the night I visited, over-
flowing into the surrounding streets and
causing mini-traffic jams. 

A giant cast-iron pot of elk stew sim-
mered over an open fire while the bare-
foot lead singer of the Chuck Wagon
Gang harmonized with his wife: 

Beyond the sunset
Over the sunset in that better home
Angels are waiting to carry me home
One audience member, Alva Yoder, 67,

from Elnora, Ind., has traveled to Pine-
craft almost every year since 1972.
“You’ll never find another place in the
world that’s like this one,” he said. Æ
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FROM TOP In photographs taken by
an iPhone using Camera+, the
beach at Siesta Key, near Sarasota,
Fla.; shuffleboard at Pinecraft Park;
buses unload at the parking lot of
Tourist Church in Pinecraft.

GETTING THERE
From Ohio: Pioneer Trails

Bus (800-458-2554; pioneertrails-
bus.com) One-way tickets $137,
round trip $258). 

From Indiana: Crossroad
Tours (260-768-7549; crossroad-
tours.blogspot.com); One-way
tickets $134, round trip $250). 
WHERE TO EAT

Yoder’s Restaurant (3434 Ba-
hia Vista Street; 941-955-7771;
yodersrestaurant.com). South-
ern fried chicken, $9.95. 

Yoder’s Fresh Market (3434
Bahia Vista Street; 941-566-7684;
yodersrestaurant.com) Home-
made soups, $2.95; whoopie pie,
$1.25. 

Troyer’s Dutch Heritage Res-
taurant (3713 Bahia Vista Street;
941-955-8007;

troyersdutchheritage.com).
Country breakfast buffet, $7.99. 
WHERE TO STAY

AmericInn Sarasota (5931
Fruitville Road; 941-342-8778;
americinnsarasotahotel.com)
Rooms from $99. 

Hampton Inn Sarasota (5995
Cattleridge Boulevard; 941-371-
1900; hamptoninn.hilton.com).
Rooms from $129. 

Shoo Fly to Key Lime 
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