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100 amazingly delectable Cambodian- and Southeast Asian-inspired recipes from New York’s
favorite sandwich shop.In a city with so many great sandwich joints, Num Pang Sandwich Shop
is a standout, receiving high praise from numerous sources including Bon Appétit and Zagat.
First opened in 2009 by Ratha Chaupoly and Ben Daitz, the restaurant introduced New York City
to Cambodian-inspired sandwiches and sides. Today, there are six locations in the city with more
in the works. Num Pang sandwiches are similar to Vietnamese banh mi, but what makes them
so special is the inventive fillings, ranging from Glazed Five-Spice Pork Belly to Seared Coconut
Tiger Shrimp to Hoisin Meatballs. The book provides recipes for all the fan favorites as well as
ones for condiments like Pickled Five-Spice Asian Pears, sides like the Sambal Chili–Glazed
Chicken Wings, soups and stews like Curried Red Lentil Soup, salads like Green Papaya Salad,
and drinks like Cambodian Iced Coffee. With touches of graffiti art inspired by the chain’s
signature urban, hip-hop style, Num Pang looks just as bold as the mouthwatering recipes
taste.“The food at Num Pang is delicious. No wait…it’s f@*cking delicious!...Ben and Ratha’s
book is like a collection of magic tricks being revealed. Delicious magic tricks that I can make
and eat in my apartment.”—Adam “Ad-Rock” Horovitz, musician “From the humble descriptions
and step-by-step recipes to the awesome narrative and incredible photography, I am stoked to
add this book to my collection.”—Michael Chernow, owner of Seamore’s and co-owner of The
Meatball Shop
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introductionWhat’s New York’s favorite sandwich?Not a pastrami on rye. Not a Reuben. Not an
egg and cheese. It’s a num pang, the Cambodian sandwich that is the specialty and namesake
of our NYC-based restaurant chain, Num Pang. For three years running New Yorkers voted our
version of the Vietnamese banh mi their go-to favorite sandwich. And it’s no wonder—offering a
taste of sweet, spicy, tangy, fresh, crunchy, and savory umami in every bite, a perfectly made
num pang is a snapshot of contrasts, colors, and bold flavors. It’s balanced, it’s delicious, it’s
addictive.A num pang offers all the elements of a meal in between two slabs of toasty semolina
baguette: sweet-tart pickled carrots, fresh cucumber slices and cilantro, spicy chili mayo, and
protein, be it fall-apart-tender ginger-braised brisket, soy-lacquered peppery catfish, or thick-cut
bacon and greenmarket peaches.Num Pang has a cult following for a reason—people just freak
out for our cooking and the unique way we match pickles to proteins and complex sauces and
glazes to herbs and spices. Our sandwiches, rice and noodle bowls, salads, and sides reflect
flavor trends happening now: smoky-sweet, pickled, spicy, and umami all the way. The
ingredients we use can be found in most every supermarket. In fact, the key sandwich
component that tops every single Num Pang sandwich, the “Holy Trinity” (well, actually four
ingredients—see page 39) is composed of pickled carrots, fresh cilantro and cucumber slices,
and chili mayo. There’s nothing hard to find or obscure about that. It just proves that there really
isn’t anything overly complicated about our food, even though it tastes exotic and bold. That’s
why our recipes are so home-cook-able: most home cooks probably already have just about
everything they need to make our fresh and modern dishes in their pantry.We opened our first
Num Pang in March 2009 in Union Square. That month we sold out of every sandwich, side, and
soup, every single day. There were lines sixty-people deep waiting in sub-zero temperatures for
our hoisin meatball num pang or five-spice-glazed pork belly num pang. It was nuts. It showed us
that people are hungry for flavor, for something that tastes just exotic enough, yet touches on the
familiar too. You probably won’t find a pulled pork num pang or a skirt steak num pang in
Cambodia, but you will find them at our shop and in our cookbook.The Num Pang vibe is an
important ingredient too—in every shop, we incorporate an intensely vivid urban feel, from the
graffiti on the walls to the Golden Era hip-hop on the sound system and the general casualness
of the space. The brightness in flavor is replicated in the brightness of the shops. They’re
modern, a little gritty, and totally transportive and accessible.Almost immediately after we
opened, we knew we had something. Which explains how we grew from one shop in 2009 to



eight in 2015. That’s no joke—it’s the reason Grub Street called us New York City’s “quietest
restaurant empire.” Today we have our flagship in the NoMad neighborhood, a small shop in
Chelsea Market, a location near Times Square, one near Grand Central, one in the World
Financial Center (at Brookfield Place’s Hudson Eats), and our sleeker and better version across
the street from the first Num Pang on 12th Street in the Village. With lots more to come.

Meet Ratha and Ben. We Are Num Pang.We met in the mid-1990s at Clark University in
Worcester, Massachusetts. Ben was studying political science, and Ratha, well . . . he showed
up one day at a friend’s house and never went home! Little did we know how important a chance
and seemingly random meeting at a party (and probably over Jell-O shots) would be to our
futures.We liked each other from the start, and hung out with the same circles of friends, so we
ended up in a lot of the same social situations and at the same parties. But when college was
over, we did what kids do—we just went our separate ways. Ben went back to New York City and
Ratha stayed in New England. It wasn’t until a few years after college ended that we ran into
each other again, just blocks from the future site of our first Num Pang location in New York City.
Both of us, coincidentally, had landed in the food and hospitality business.To look at us on
paper, we’re an odd couple. Ben grew up in NYC and was lucky enough to eat in a few of
Europe’s Michelin-starred restaurants; he also went to culinary school and has fine dining
cooking chops. Ratha is a Cambodian refugee, grew up on three continents, dropped out of
college, and is a totally self-taught cook. Yet here we are, running a thriving sandwich mini
empire. Two friends from two totally different backgrounds, both feeding the American dream.

Ratha’s Story: From Cambodia to NYCI was born in Phnom Penh, Cambodia. When I was six
months old, the country fell to its knees and war took over everyone’s lives. My father, a
professor and high-ranking official in the Cambodian army, was taken away, leaving my mom to
care for my two older brothers and me. She was barely twenty years old. We didn’t hear from my
father again until I was eighteen.When I was two years old, we escaped Cambodia and found
refuge in Vietnam, in an area near where my paternal grandparents lived in Takeo, Cambodia.
My older brothers went to live with my grandparents, while I, the baby, stayed with Mom. We
traveled around the country and sold medicine, walking to different villages, Mom arriving with
her traveling luggage stocked with aspirin and other generic medicines, asking villagers if they
needed anything. Along the way, we’d visit family members who had left Cambodia just like
us.We traveled around, eating typical Vietnamese dishes like num pachok, a noodle soup, or
banh xeo, a rice flour crepe stained yellow from turmeric, filled with ground pork or chicken and
loaded with scallions. We were vagabonds, and the one time my mom tried to settle someplace
with some permanence, a small town where her sister lived, we had to leave two days after
arriving because the Vietnamese army had surrounded the town and gunfire erupted. I was five
years old and it was the first time I went to school, even if only for two days.That was my gypsy
life for many years. Vietnam was safer than Cambodia, but not safe in general, and Mom tried



her best to get us out. She paid for passage on boats headed to Thailand twice, exorbitant fares
both times. We’d sit on the boat for days with barely any water or food and no place to sleep. The
boat would sail out onto the water, then turn around and return to Vietnam, really for no reason
other than to take the passengers’ money.After that second failed attempt, my mom happened to
run into a friend who suggested we check our status for the lottery to leave the country. In the
late 1970s, you had to have your number called to get out of Vietnam. In a weird twist of fate, it
just happened that while we were on the boat to nowhere, our luck came due, and Mom’s
number popped up—we would finally be allowed passage out of Vietnam.My mom, my brothers,
and I went to Austria for a year and then immigrated to the United States, to a small town on the
Hudson River called Dobbs Ferry, one hour north of New York City. Other than that two-day
failed stint at school in Vietnam when I was five, I hadn’t been to school in four years, and I didn’t
know a lick of English. I remember that first day so vividly. The kids were studying math and the
teacher called on me. I had never done math in my life except to help people pay for their
medical supplies. Not only did I have no idea what the teacher was talking about, but I literally
had no idea what she was saying. I sat there and stared straight ahead while the kids laughed at
me. That was my first day.After about a year, we moved to Connecticut, near the Hartford area.
Mom worked her butt off, and on her days off, we’d hang out with other Cambodians. I remember
this three-story apartment building that housed a bunch of other Cambodian families. I must
have been eleven or twelve years old at the time. When we visited these friends, it was just a
total feast. I mean, Mom could cook, and she cooked every day. But these women, man, they
cooked. The way they seasoned their dishes and made them come alive, well, that was the
moment when I fell hard for food and saw firsthand how food can bring people together and
make them happy.Believe it or not, I somehow graduated high school on time. I made a lot of
wrong turns as a teenager, but eventually pulled my act together when, after visiting some
friends at Clark University in Worcester, Massachusetts, I decided to transfer there, which turned
out to be incredibly fortuitous, because that’s where I met Ben.When all my friends started
graduating and moving away, I felt like I needed to do something else too. I moved to Lowell,
Massachusetts, where I helped my brother with a sea urchin exporting business, and after a
couple of years doing that, I took a job as a waiter at a Cambodian restaurant called Carambola
in Waltham, Massachusetts. I was terrible at it at first, and honestly I think the only reason I got
the job was because I was Cambodian. Even so, I fell into the work in a natural way—thinking on
my feet was second nature. I worked my way up quickly and was promoted to management
within six months, and then was transferred to the Elephant Walk, a French-Cambodian
restaurant outside of Boston that was rapidly expanding. I helped them open a new location in
Cambridge—it was an eye-opening experience for me, that the public would be interested in
Cambodian food served in a fine-dining setting . . . even with wine! Wow, it was a totally new
thing. I was there for a couple of years, then was ready to take on more responsibility and find a
change of scenery. I wanted to learn more about wine and always had it in the back of my mind
that I wanted to be in New York City, so I started looking for opportunities there. Then I heard



about an opening at Blue Water Grill in New York City’s Union Square, and I took it on the spot.
After Blue Water and a few stints here and there in the city, I landed at Fleur de Sel, a boutique
restaurant in Union Square, and worked with Chef Cyril Renaud. Being there afforded me the
opportunity to learn more about wine—I built the list from one hundred to one thousand bottles. It
was a family-oriented work environment where food and service were at the forefront of
importance. It’s really where I grew to love the restaurant business even more and came to think
of my work not just as a job, but as my career and future.Ben’s Story: A New York Native Sets
Out for CambodiaI’m a third-generation native New Yorker. I grew up on the Upper West Side
near Columbia University. I was your normal city kid; I hung out with friends, listened to hip-hop,
and got into my fair share of trouble. My parents were both academics—my mom was a
professor of music, and my dad was a professor and chairman of a classical language
department.My dad, who was not an indulgent guy, splurged on two things: food and wine, and
my mom brought me up to respect food and the sacred rituals of eating out. In fact, I had to pass
a “manners” test at home before I was even allowed to go out to eat with them.Since my parents
were both total Francophiles (from the time I was born, my dad only spoke to me in French), I
was reared on stinky French cheeses and sips of red wine, and every seven years when they
each took sabbatical, we spent that time living in Paris. My parents clearly had their priorities in
order, because when we traveled around Europe, we’d stay at the cheapest hotels and eat in
Michelin-starred restaurants. I was eleven when I ate at Frédy Girardet’s restaurant in Crissier,
Switzerland. I remember sitting at the table after a meal created by someone considered to be
the best chef in the world, trying to figure out the bright flavor in his elusive granita (I guessed it
right: grapefruit), and then seeing Frédy slide into a gleaming gold Mercedes—the same model
I’d seen in a bunch of hip-hop videos (my obsession)—and thinking, “Hey, it’s pretty cool to be a
chef!”I didn’t figure that being a chef might be in my future until after I graduated from Clark with
my political science degree and absolutely no idea what the hell to do with it. So I started to think
about what made me happiest. I knew for sure I didn’t want to be an academic like my parents.
While reflecting on what gave me the most satisfaction and contentment, I always came back to
being around a table, to the gratification I received from food and the pleasure it gave me and my
parents.Now, this was the mid-1990s, just when chefs were starting to become names in the
States, just when people were beginning to get more into food. Cooking school, a trade
vocation, was not something my parents were keen for me to jump into lightly, so they arranged
a meeting with a friend of theirs who was a chef in the French consulate in New York City. After
talking to him, I decided to try out cooking life before committing to culinary school. I worked
short stints at Daniel, Le Cirque, and Bouley. Standing for twelve hours in the kitchen, prepping,
cooking, sweating, and stressing, sounds awful, but that feeling of total success at the end of the
night—that euphoric post–dinner rush high—was incomparable to anything I had ever
experienced. I was hooked.I went to the Culinary Institute of America and in 1998 landed an
externship at San Francisco’s La Folie. I worked under Chef Roland Passot, pulling fourteen- and
sixteen-hour shifts. Probably the most significant moment for me during that time, though, didn’t



happen in the kitchen but as a diner. One of my schoolmates was externing at The French
Laundry with Thomas Keller. I drove to Yountville and experienced firsthand the magic of an
eighteen-course meal prepared by Chef Keller—it was transcendent.After my externship was
over, I came home about thirty pounds thinner, and more committed than ever. Even though I
was officially no longer attached to any university, I devised my own culinary “masters” program:
I’d spend five years working in five of the best restaurants in New York City. I started under Floyd
Cardoz at Tabla, which had just opened six months prior. Then I cooked with David Bouley at
Danube. After so many years in fine dining, my next move was to Brooklyn’s Rose Water, where I
could slow things down a bit and learn more about greenmarket cooking. In 2001, I took a
position as sous chef at the Michelin-starred restaurant Saul, where I cooked for two years.Then
I did something crazy: I left. I left the restaurant and I left cooking. I just needed a break from the
lifestyle—the cooking and the physical intensity of it. A friend’s uncle was a principal in a real
estate firm and I started thinking about joining him. I ended up working with him and creating a
restaurant-focused division, renting spaces and drafting leases for chefs.Then I ran into Ratha,
and, well, everything changed. Just when I thought I was out, he pulled me back in.A Pang Is
BornWe literally saw each other across a crowded room—in this case, the bar area at Blue
Water Grill in New York City. Ben was working at Tabla, just a few blocks from Blue Water, and he
came in for drinks with some friends. We saw each other—neither of us knew the other was
living in New York City—and it was like no time had passed at all. Ben and a bunch of our friends
became regulars at Blue Water—they’d hang out until closing and the whole gang would go out
together afterward. We kind of kept up with each other in a loose way, you know, how you do in
New York City. Ratha went to Tabla and asked for all kinds of weird substitutes and pairings, and
Ben went to Blue Water to give Ratha a hard time. When Ben left the restaurant world to try his
hand in real estate, it was just about the time that Ratha opened his very first restaurant,
Kampuchea (Kamp for short) in 2006. This worked out well, as Ben was able to use his
newfound “free time” to help Ratha open.A hit with dining critics from the start, Ratha used Kamp
to showcase the noodle and rice dishes that he grew up with as a Cambodian expat living in
New England, as well as snacks and street foods. One of the most popular menu items was the
num pang sandwich, an affordable and packed-with-flavor behemoth, essentially Cambodia’s
answer to Vietnam’s banh mi.Ratha wanted his num pangs to be as authentic as possible—little
did he know the most trying component would be the bun. He played with countless recipes and
tried hundreds of rolls, buns, and baguettes before he decided on the one. The baker he was
working with, Frankie Parisi of Parisi’s Bakery, definitely thought he was insane, and even kicked
Ratha out of his bakery on more than one occasion. But Ratha knew that that the success of the
num pang absolutely hinged on finding the most ideal combination of tender, soft interior with a
crackling and crisp yet not-too-chewy crust. That recipe is, incidentally, nearly identical to the
one we still use today.Stuffed into that baguette was braised or grilled meats topped with a
sweet-spicy sauce, spicy mayonnaise, pickled carrots, cucumbers, and cilantro. The whole
package came together and num pangs were a runaway success. Ben found himself at Kamp all



the time—the num pangs were his go-to menu item.It didn’t take long for the two of us to start
thinking more seriously about num pang and the possibility of collaborating on an offshoot.
Something young and cool, cheap and accessible; a fast-casual concept that capitalized on
good technique and awesome flavor.In late 2008, we found our location. We knew that a college
audience—kids who wanted big flavors at cheap prices—would be a great fit for our sandwich
shop, so we decided to hone in on the Union Square and New York University area. We both
lived near this place at the corner of University and 12th Street. It had a car rental office on the
ground floor and when the space came up for rent, we knew it would be perfect. It was 250
square feet on the ground floor and 250 square feet upstairs (about the size of a suburban
bedroom)—just enough space to shoehorn in nine stools overlooking a garage.
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James LaJeunesse, “Not to be intimidated by the recipes, they are very simple to follow. This
book will show you how to make some amazing sandwiches and meals”

Ebook Library Reader, “Five Stars. The recipes I've made so far are yummy!  Thanks!”

Ebook Library Reader, “My favorite sandwiches. I used to drive from Philly to .... My favorite
sandwiches. I used to drive from Philly to Boston through NYC just to pick up one of these
masterpieces, usually the steak...Unfortunately they are a lot of work, composed as they are of
many different elements. That's the key to why they are so satisfying!Everything you need is
outlined and described and the recipes are the real deal”

KProuty, “Love the num pang. Love the num pang. You can really Num Pang any sandwich. I also
liked reading how they started the small chain. If I go to NYC, a stop is definitely on the list now!”

Happy Buyer, “A good book to have.... Clear writing [and delicious stuff] !”

Lydia T. Gonzalez, “small bits. great sandwiches”

Toni, “Five Stars. Great recipes”

Mariax, “Excelente libro para mis necesidades de preparar sandwiches diferentes. El libro es
una delicia leerlo. Tiene una descripción detallada de los ingredientes y el acompañamiento
paso por paso es muy útil.”

Anonymous, “Amazing. What a great cookbook. I took a gamble and preordered before its
release and without reviews and couldn't be happier. The book is so well structured and so well
layer out. Great recipes. So so tasty. Really wonderful.”

The book by Ratha Chaupoly has a rating of  5 out of 4.4. 69 people have provided feedback.
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