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By Jacqueline Bergrin

TDG
Frank’s Steaks

J ust a little bit off of the
       normally beaten path of Sunrise 

Highway or Merrick Road in Rockville 
Centre, is a freestanding building on 
Lincoln Ave. that vaguely resembles 
something akin to an old inn.  With 
its yellow and green-accented 
exterior and its semi-circular driveway 
accommodating those who still fancy the 
luxury of valet parking, this restaurant 
exudes charm.

 It’s a beautiful, almost-cool Saturday 
evening when I turn my vehicle over 
at its front.  Flicking the switch to put 
up my driver’s window I’d had open for 
some of this end-of-Summer fresh air, I 
expect that Labor Day weekend, it may 
be slightly less populated here than 
usual.  Indicating that we’ll be a table this 
evening for two, I’m told that the main 
dining room is closed for renovation of its 
!oors.  So as a table is prepared in what I 
come to "nd is ideal for a medium-sized 
private party, I "rst position myself at the 
bar, and when just getting comfortable 
and ready to order a drink, my sister-in-
law, Debra, walks in.

 We’re brought to our table, and maybe 
because of the crisper temperature 
outside, I am especially warmed by the 
ambiance of its many glossy walnut-
wooden chairs, similarly colored walls, 
rich green table napkins and forest 
green, multi-color-!ecked carpeting.  
Lady Marmalade’s remake of “We Are 
Family” plays from overhead.

 We each place a drink order with 
JB, introduced to us by the owner, Ken 
Dinacolla, as amongst his "nest waiters, 
and we’re told that we will be taken care 
of well and needn’t order; he’s going to 
bring us a little of this and a little of that 
and won’t disappoint.   Minutes later and 
I’m at a loss of where to begin.  And as 
eager as I am to sample, I scribble on a 
notepad the names of everything before 
us.  I don’t want to forget a solitary item 
later.

 A party of seven sits in the left-most 
corner of the room.  Two of the women 
are having plastic bibs tied behind their 
respective necks.  I brie!y consider this 
accepted “restaurant-chic-look” oft seen 
in these moderate-to-upscale eateries 
when paired with a dish (like Lobster), 
typically pricey.  I cannot deny that they 
probably look far less curious than we 
do, already with more food on our table.

The Cajun Calamari at Frank’s, is 
outstanding.  A deep-fried appearance 
that actually arises from their spicy 
coating -- not heavy breading -- beneath 
their exterior they are insanely soft.  
Served with a Cajun Roumalade spicy in 
its own right, makes for complementary 
perfection.

 As we nibble on Gorgonzola Bread, 
soft and coated with garlic and a 
Béchamel sauce, we alternately slide 
whole baked clams from their shells.  JB, 
who I note is seemingly bemused by our 
dining vigor (and already, our capacity), 
recommends that we use the remains of 

the clams’ garlic and oil to dip our Gorgonzola Bread in. 
 We take his suggestion but also enjoy the Jumbo Shrimp cocktail, the G&G Salad 

– a unique green beans salad that is cool, refreshing and light with its diced Gulf 
Shrimp and bacon and tossed in a red wine vinaigrette and the Mesculin Salad with 
Citrus Vinaigrette (house-made and to die for!), with gorgonzola.

 We barely take breaths from our appetizers, when I experience pure déjà vu; 
the leaves of the table are being raised to accommodate what will be our “mains” 
and “sides” and it’s quite apparent that people around us are taking notice.  We’re 
two people seated at a table that would now appropriately suit food for four.  Deb 
and I discuss how we’re unsure if we’re ever going to grow accustomed to people 
recognizing that we aren’t eating like two young (dare we say?) ladies. 

 “Sometimes it’s like there is a 700 pound pink elephant in the room,” says Deb.  
“Two of them, actually.  We should change our name from Two Girls Dining, to Two 
Girls Rolling.”

 We should.  Nonetheless, I eye the creamed spinach (unparalleled to any I’ve ever 
had), mashed potatoes topped with caramelized onions, fried shoestring onion rings, 
garlic potato pu#s (garlic mashed potatoes, balled and fried) and sweet potato fries, 
almost all on the opposite side of the table.  The principal dishes, Romanian Skirt 
Steak, Bone-in Filet Mignon, Cowboy Garlic Rib (cooked and served on the bone 
with a garlic and black pepper rub-charred exterior) and Pecan Crusted Sole, are 
closest to me.

 Now with the table having grown by a 1/3rd larger from when we arrived, I tilt 
ever so slightly towards Deb, to my right, and softly say to her, “I can’t reach the 
vegetable.  Could you pass it to me?”

 Debra chuckles as she repositions it closer.  “What’s the matter with you?” she 
asks.  “Your arms too short?  Or is your stomach in the way?”

 I give thought to retorting but decide not to antagonize her.  I don’t want to give 
her the satisfaction.

 But really, before we can even reach the point of tasting the Bone-in Filet Mignon, 
Ken, who sits with us for a short while, is describing it as being “psychotic”.   And while 
some might think that this is a little borderline sheer insanity, I actually appreciate 
his e#usive boasting and decide that a little crazy myself, I might, after trying it, be 
just as inspired. 

 So sometimes incapable of "nding an American expression be"tting of what I’m 
trying to say, as the steak is sliced and apportioned between us, I "nd this as one of 
those rare occasions; only one expression comes appropriately to mind about its 
appearance, and it’s one I hear from my children’s Nanny when I prepare a meal that 
looks delectable.  She says, in a Bajan accent, “Is got me mout springin’ wah-ter.”  And 
the Bone-In Filet Mignon, causes such a sensation in me now.  I can’t wait to take a 
bite – and my taste buds are a little ahead of me.

 JB had asked how we’d like to have our steaks cooked.  This is the one area in 
which Debra and I are thankfully always in full agreement, and though she had told 
him that for the most part we both like our meat rare – and I had interjected for the 
purposes of clari"cation that when I say rare, I mean pink, but not mooing, moving, 
bleeding or screaming – Ken had explained that, for example, Romanian skirt steak 
is best when served medium and up – and to trust him on that.  He also tells us that 

"let mignon reaches new heights when 
the bone is left in.  That it becomes 
in"nitely more !avorful from the juices 
it adds.

 So for the remainder of our meal 
and through Frank’s “unique deep-
dish cheesecake” with graham cracker 
crumbs and a raspberry puree (go 
there, not order it and when you next 
hear someone rave about it, you’ll 
live with regret; I’ve never been a fan 
of cheesecake, but this I thought was 
remarkable), and a chocolate cake with 
a JB-inspired homemade whipped 
cream, Deb and I sort of eat with 
reckless abandon.  Sometimes, she 
takes another sip of what I think could 
be up to her 5th glass of wine.  I’m not 
sure that ultimately, potato-for-potato 
and bite of cheesecake-for-cheesecake 
vs. her sip of J. Lohr “7 Oaks”-Cabernet 
Sauvignon (Paso Robles) wine-for-sip-
of wine, we’re necessarily in close ratio, 
but feel it’s probably safe to say that to 
get into a row with her this evening in 
a place with steak knives so plentiful, 
would probably be a less than stellar 
idea…

 Some Other Notable Menu Items 
You Might Try

 Sesame Encrusted Tuna Steak, Yellow 
Fin Tuna Steak, pan seared with Toasted 
Sesame Seeds and a combination of 
Teriyaki Glaze & Wasabi Sauce, Served 
with Fresh Ginger,
Twin Lobster Tails, Two Broiled Brazilian 
Lobster Tails lightly coated with Seasoned 
Bread Crumbs,
NY Strip Steak, 16oz., USDA Prime Aged 
NY Strip Steak marinated in a Soy Sauce, 
Garlic & Chopped Shallots,
Porterhouse For Two, USDA Prime Aged 
42oz. Porterhouse Steak cooked to order 
and sliced.  With Au Jus & Butter,
Frank’s Barbecued Baby Back Ribs, A full 
rack of Pork Wichita Ribs that have been 
braised in a Seasoned Molasses brine and 
then slowly oven roasted and Glazed with 
their own Spicy Barbecue Sauce, $25.95 

Boneless Chicken 
Breast topped with roasted peppers, 
Portobello mushrooms and melted 
Mozzarella in a Shallot heavy cream 
sauce, 
dishes, served A La Carte, are Family 
Style (feeding between 3-4) are killer 
excellent. 

 Frank’s Steaks is located at 54 Lincoln 
Avenue in Rockville Centre.  It invitingly 
o!ers elegant dining appropriate for 
quiet, thoughtful romantics, families 
welcoming a satisfying, nicer setting 
meal, anyone with a celebration, 
corporate lunch or dinner and a party 
small or large in their di!erent sized 
rooms.  Open Monday through Friday 
for lunch and every evening for dinner.  
For more information, you may call 
them at 516.536-1500 or visit them at 
www.frankssteaks.com.


