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Preface





THE SMALL, BATTERED cardboard box on my desk was secured by a frayed blue ribbon tied in a careful knot. Inside, not sheer silk stockings as advertised, but eighty-two dog-eared pages of pure gold. Shay Harpur’s manuscript, lovingly typed by his wife Jackie, was the last of many versions on which he worked during the 1980s.


Jackie’s gesture of entrusting the culmination of his work to me was daunting, but from the moment I began to read I was captivated by Shay’s passion for this world within a world, and by his pride in being part of a great restaurant. His original manuscript, edited, is incorporated in this book as ‘A Day in the Life of Jammet’s by Shay Harpur, Sommelier’. Shay’s memoir was the springboard that propelled me to discover more. From an unlikely beginning in 1901 when the restaurant was founded by two French brothers, Michel and François Jammet, its doors remained open throughout some of the most turbulent events in recent Irish history – British rule, the Easter Rising, War of Independence, First World War, Second World War – there was something very special about the place.


A letter to Irish newspapers seeking anecdotes and memorabilia prompted an extraordinary and wholehearted response. I wish to thank all the contributors featured in this book for contacting me, and for then graciously following up on the many queries and requests with which I bombarded them.


The Jammet family have been generous participants in this project of recording a precious piece of their history. From the ‘Irish’ side, Louis Jammet’s daughter Róisín Hood and her sons Garrett and Grattan have provided invaluable information, photographs and ephemera. The unique Wine List was a real find. With the closure of the Nassau Street and Adam Court premises in 1967, some of the contents were sold, others were lost. The rest was hurriedly packed into unmarked boxes and distributed among the family to whomever had storage. Garrett, who lives in America, happened to have a large basement, and that’s where many documents, cutlery and crockery were shipped and lay undisturbed for years, before he conducted an exhaustive, and dusty, search.


The ‘French’ side of the family, many of whom became distinguished hoteliers and restaurateurs, are represented by André Jammet. André, founder of the legendary La Caravelle restaurant in New York with his wife Rita, has been a great source of encouragement, with knowledge of the family’s historic restaurant in Paris and many images.


From cardboard box to all-consuming quest: wherever I turned, there were people keen to talk, to remember, to immortalize one of Ireland’s best-loved dining establishments. Here are the stories about the food, the wine, the service; most of all, about the people who worked and played in Dublin’s one and only French restaurant – Jammet’s.


Alison Maxwell, Maynooth, November 2011



















Introduction







The pleasures of the table are common to all ages and ranks, to all countries and times; they not only harmonize with all the other pleasures, but remain to console us for their loss.


Jean Anthelme Brillat Savarin, Physiologie du goût (The Physiology of Taste, 1825)





THE STORY BEGINS in the hamlet of Saint Julia de Bec near Quillan in the foothills of the French Pyrenees with two brothers. Michel is twelve and François seventeen. The year is 1870. There is no work, so the brothers start walking.


In Perpignan they get jobs as kitchen boys, but the dream is of Paris and fortune. Before long, they set out again, journeying almost the length of France, south to north, until they reach the capital. Again, the jobs easiest to find for two scrawny, impoverished lads are those in restaurants. Although very different in temperament – Michel is high-spirited and eager, François cautious and quiet – both brothers possess a flair for the art of fine cooking and a great capacity for hard work. Quickly they progress from kitchen boys to trainees to chefs, little realizing that in a few short years they will create a restaurant of such high standards that it will rival the Café de Paris, the Savoy of London and Rome’s Quirinale.


Jammet’s. From 1901 to 1967 the restaurant attracted the great, the good and the downright interesting of Irish society. Artists, poets, actors, judges, barristers, doctors, chancers and characters trundled through its doors in search of superb food and wine or banter in the back bar. It would even leave its imprint on perhaps the greatest novel of the twentieth century, James Joyce’s Ulysses. Inside the doors of Jammet’s, ruminates the impressionable Mr Bloom, the ‘high class whore … wore her veil only to her nose’.1 Later in his daylong perambulation, Leopold Bloom comes across Corny Kelleher laughing at ‘two commercials that were standing fizz in Jammet’s. Like princes, faith. One of them lost two quid on the race. Drowning his grief …’2


But there was no grief for the restaurant in a backward island perched on the western edge of a continent. Accolades heaped upon Jammet’s over the years were little short of ecstatic. In 1928 it was described in Vogue magazine as ‘one of Europe’s best restaurants … crowded with gourmets and wits’ where the ‘sole and grouse were divine’.3 London’s Daily Express said the restaurant was the one place to go in Dublin for ‘wit, character, variety, good conversation and good food’,4 and Jammet’s was heralded as ‘the only restaurant in Dublin with an international reputation for its cuisine’.5 The restaurant became so famous worldwide that envelopes simply addressed




Jammet’s


Europe





reached Dublin within a week of being mailed.


During the 1950s Restaurant Jammet, together with the Russell Hotel, was twice awarded the rare distinction of being among the ten most outstanding restaurants in Britain and Ireland by influential American magazine Holiday.6 The other eight were in London: Le Caprice; the Savoy Hotel Restaurant; Mirabelle; Isola Bella; White Tower; l’Ecu de France; and Wheelers and Bentley’s oyster bars. In 1963 Jammet’s earned two of the first stars that Egon Ronay awarded in Ireland. It was a restaurant, he said, ‘in which Ritz and Escoffier would feel at home’.7


It is true that perhaps not everyone went to Jammet’s. David Norris considered its ‘luxurious celebratic dining’ rather too ‘racy’. When trainee chef John O’Neill tried to impress a girl with the name of the place he worked in, she queried, ‘What jam factory?’ James Joyce’s biographer Richard Ellmann said that such was its reputation for food cooked the French way, the Joyce family referred to Jammet’s as ‘Underdone’s’.


Names from its Visitors’ Book are redolent of a golden age: Maureen O’Hara, Alfred Hitchcock, Bing Crosby, Judy Garland, Maurice Jarre, Ingrid Bergman – 165 pages of stage and screen history. The book dates from 30 August 1945 to 6 April 1967. A selection of autographed cards from the 1960s illustrates more of the luminaries who passed through Jammet’s portals – Elizabeth Taylor, Richard Burton, Sean Connery, Rod Steiger, Laurence Olivier, David Niven and many more.


Stories from Jammet’s, sweet and spicy, are retold here: Jack B. Yeats, who sketched a bucking horse on a birthday menu; Liam O’Flaherty, notorious for getting on his high horse; Patrick Kavanagh, trying to get a mistress. Maeve Binchy found dining there an unforgettable experience – never to be repeated! Bruce Arnold got engaged in the back bar, on his own! Harry Davies says the very name was ‘mentioned in hushed tones’; there were ‘lots of red curtains and plush sofas, gilded mirrors, amazing smells coming from the kitchen and a frisson from being at such a celebrated restaurant’. For racing correspondent Tony Sweeney the restaurant sparked ‘a sixty-year love affair with fine food’ and was almost the first place in Dublin to which he brought his French bride, Annie.


Then there were the lads out for a rollicking good time, like Peter Maguire and chums who staged a bullfight in the Blue Room; Chris Pringle’s mates in the back bar who, over copious pints, organized a disastrous raid on the ducks in St Stephen’s Green; and Garech Browne, who watched his pal Nicholas Gormanston save the artist Seán O’Sullivan from drowning by fishing his drunken head out of a bowl of pea-green soup.


Many ingredients combine to make a good restaurant exceptional, but the greatest of these is the staff. Here you will read of waiters, cashiers, chefs, kitchen porters, the potato peeler, the doorman, the maître d’hôtel and ‘the boss’ himself, Louis Jammet. In Nassau Street, all were intensely involved in a carefully choreographed, occasionally chaotic, endeavour to please more than seven hundred discerning customers in seven different venues, all under the same roof.


Waiter Johnny Kinsella says Jammet’s was ‘a wonderland’; Alan Stoner was cock-a-hoop at getting an entry-level job that was considered ‘quite a prize’. Sally Dowling, who lived in and worked as a cashier, remembers it as ‘a home away from home’. Chef-turned-lecturer Gerry Connell appreciates the training he received in real French cuisine.


Shay Harpur was a Dublin boy from Cabra with a brave heart and a quick brain who made it all the way from cloakroom attendant to qualified sommelier in five short years. He never lost his sense of awe at being able to do the job he loved in the place he called ‘a palace’. ‘A Day in the Life of Jammet’s by Shay Harpur, Sommelier’ is Shay’s warm and factual account of working in the restaurant, illustrated with drawings by Andrew Gallen.


Tuesday, 5 August 1955: the beginning of Horse Show Week. Shay’s day starts at 8.30 am and ends nigh on two o’clock the following morning. He describes the way things used to be done, from cleaning the cutlery in a ‘cauldron of boiling water into which was added washing soda and a discarded aluminium pudding bowl’ to the ministrations of the maître d’ with his ‘long, thin hands of a surgeon, slender enough to excavate in the most obscure of places, deft enough to pocket a fiver with the panache of a magician’. Regulars fall under his astute gaze as well: MacLiammóir and Edwards bickering like an old married couple; the Earl of Wicklow perusing the wine list for ten long minutes, then ordering the house red as usual.


Rich memories, fabulous foods, rare insights into Dublin life and characters during the sixty-six years of its treasured existence, the story of Jammet’s, like the best stock, had humble beginnings.
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1. In the Beginning







Paris is the culinary centre of the world. All the great missionaries of good cookery have gone forth from it, and its cuisine was, is, and ever will be the supreme expression of one of the greatest arts in the world. Most of the good cooks come from the south of France, most of the good food comes from the north. They meet at Paris, and thus the Paris cuisine, which is that of the nation and that of the civilized world, is created.


Algernon Bastard, The Gourmet’s Guide to Europe, 1903





FROM THE PYRENEES TO PERPIGNAN TO PARIS the Jammet brothers worked their way up in restaurants serving the finest cuisine in the world. Michel’s culinary skills became so celebrated that he was offered opportunities in private service. However, it was his association with Henry Roe, an Irish whiskey distiller and philanthropist, that was to change his life and establish his connection with Ireland.


While visiting Paris in 1887, Henry Roe asked Michel to work as head chef in his private residence, Mount Anville in Dundrum, County Dublin. This was a fine feather in Michel’s tall white hat. He was young and ripe for adventure. On arriving in Dublin he discovered just how important and wealthy Henry Roe was. His company, Geo. Roe & Co., Distillers, was the largest distillery in Europe. The premises in Thomas Street (later to be acquired by the Guinness brewery) covered seventeen acres, produced two million gallons of whiskey annually, and exported to the United States, Canada and Australia. Roe himself devoted an astronomical amount of his own fortune, nearly £250,000, to the restoration of Christ Church Cathedral in the heart of medieval Dublin. Michel revelled in his command of Roe’s large kitchen and staff.


Four years later Lord George Henry Cadogan, the politically influential British earl, was so impressed by Michel’s skills that he offered him the position of head chef in his newly acquired stately home. Michel seized the chance and moved to Culford Park in Suffolk, England.
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Viceregal Lodge, residence of the Lord Lieutenant of Ireland (now Áras an Uachtaráin), Phoenix Park, Dublin, c.1900. Drawing by Andrew Gallen.








In 1895 Lord Cadogan was appointed Lord Lieutenant of Ireland – the monarch’s representative and head of British executive rule in Ireland – an important and socially active role. Michel returned to Dublin with his wife Josephine and two small children, Louis and Catherine, to take command of the kitchens at the Viceregal Lodge in the Phoenix Park. Lord Cadogan entertained on a lavish scale and took a keen interest in the banquets. Such was his regard for Michel’s prowess that it was said he could detect the absence of his chef’s personal touch in some dishes served by temporary chefs employed during the Dublin Castle season.8 Michel catered for many illustrious dignitaries, including the Prince and Princess of Wales in 1897. A year before her death, Queen Victoria stayed in the Viceregal Lodge. When walking in the garden one morning, she passed Josephine leading six-year-old Louis by the hand, and paused to exclaim, ‘What a lovely little boy.’ She could never have imagined just how influential that boy would become in Dublin society.


In 1900, with the encouragement of Lord Cadogan, who was due to retire, and with all his contacts among the gentry of Irish society, Michel decided to leave private service to form his own establishment. It was a big step, and one he didn’t want to take alone. Meanwhile, François had remained in Paris where he, too, had achieved high status. By 1888 he was head chef at Café des Deux Mondes, rue de la Paix. Before long, he was managing a historic Parisian restaurant: Boeuf à la Mode, rue de Valois, Palais Royal. 
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Boeuf à la Mode. Courtesy André Jammet








This restaurant was founded in 1792 near the Palais Royal, 8 rue de Valois, Paris, by two brothers from Marseille. It was then taken over during the period known as the Directory (1795–99) – le Directoire – by Tissot, who transformed it into a more elegant restaurant. A new sign over the door, of an ox dressed up as a fine lady or belle, contributed to its success. During the period known as the Restoration (1814–30), Tissot used to dress the ox up in the ‘fashions of the day’, e.g. draped in a shawl or wearing a crochet bonnet. This amusing comment by Berthe Bovy and Pierre Fresnay (both well-known actors) appeared in the Visitors’ Book: ‘The cuisine is better here, dear Ox, than with the cows across the road’, referring to the Théâtre Français. The restaurant closed in 1936.


François married Eugenie Loisel, daughter of the widowed owner of Boeuf à la Mode. They adopted Catherine, the daughter from a former marriage of François, and had a son, Hippolyte. But Michel was urging his brother to join in his new venture in Dublin. After much thought, François agreed, handing Boeuf à la Mode over to Catherine and her husband, chef Felix Auger. The great Irish odyssey of Jammet’s of Dublin was underway.



















2. St Andrew Street and Church Lane







… a handsome building of grey cut stone, with Ionic columns to lend it a grand air, and numerous plate-glass windows to lighten its interior. At the end of the fifty-foot balcony that overhung its entrance, sat a giant representation of a turtle. An outsize, gilded gridiron suggested the culinary delights available within … and from a glass-topped roof multi-coloured lights flickered invitingly at night.


Reverend Martin Coen, Connacht Tribune, 5 March 1976





THE JAMMETS ACQUIRED the Burlington Hotel and Restaurant in 1900. The restaurant was already well established with a distinguished clientele. Its proprietor, Thomas Corless, came from a family of hoteliers. His brother Joseph owned the Dolphin Hotel, the Red Bank Restaurant and Hynes’ Hotel, but the Burlington was considered the jewel:




The ground floor bar was a spacious room with wainscoted walls, elaborate ceilings, and richly framed oil paintings. The Sea Food Room … was panelled with stained wood lightened at intervals with mirrors … Grandest of all, perhaps, was the second-floor dining room, which was approached by a sixty-foot walnut stairway. There the floor and mantelpiece were of Irish oak and the drapes of Irish poplin. Paintings by Murillo and other masters hung side by side, with mirrors reflecting beauties of the period dining with their escorts to the strains of an orchestra.9
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Cover of the Burlington Visitors’ Book, 1892 and 1893. Courtesy Aidan Corless.








The Visitors’ Book reveals just who was in town during the last two decades of the nineteenth century: Earl Spencer ‘Tory Jack’, Lord Lieutenant; the boxer John L. Sullivan; Maud Gonne; A.W. Mahaffey; Buffalo Bill and Figg the Midget Boxer (1888); William Wallis Healy, The Irish Times (1893); Lady Alice Gore and Lady Elizabeth Gore (1885); the FitzGeralds of Carton House. Among these pages, one is pre-eminent.


Towards the top of the page is an entry made by Delia Tudor Stewart Parnell; at the end is an entry by her son Charles, giving his family address – Avondale, Rathdrum, County Wicklow. Other signatures include Patrick O’Brien, MP, an Irish nationalist; S. Brinsley-Sheridan, a descendant of the playwright; Miss Bessie Byrne, an actress from New York; and William Redmond, a politician (whose younger brother John was killed at Messines in the Great War). 
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The Burlington Visitors’ Book, 1887–91. Courtesy Aidan Corless.








The entry for Charles Stewart Parnell on 7 September 1891 is especially poignant. Parnell, known as the ‘Uncrowned King of Ireland’, was chairman of the Irish Parliamentary Party. His tireless campaigns in the villages and towns of Ireland and at the House of Commons in support of land reform and Home Rule made him a hero to Irish nationalists, but his affair with the married Katharine O’Shea caused a bitter split in his party and the country. In June 1891 he could at last marry Kitty, now divorced, and they set up home in Brighton. He returned to Ireland to contest a gruelling by-election in County Carlow against the anti-Parnellites. His health was bad; the opposition he encountered virulent. At one rally, lime was thrown in his eyes; at another he was drenched in a deluge, and developed pneumonia. By the end of September he had to return to Brighton and Kitty, insisting, ‘I shall be alright.’ Within one month of dining at the Burlington with his old friend Willie Redmond, Parnell died on 6 October 1891 at the age of forty-five.


Throughout 1900 the Burlington Hotel was extensively renovated and refurbished in preparation not only for the new enterprise, but also to accommodate the Jammet brothers and their families in upstairs quarters. The 1901 Census of Ireland shows Michel (aged forty-two), his wife Josephine (thirty-eight) and son Louis (seven) in house number 26.1 Andrew Street. Also resident at the time of census were four barmaids, two book-keepers, a cashier and a domestic servant. In house number 26.2 were François Jammet (forty-eight), his wife Eugenie (thirty-six) and young son Hippolyte (eight). Later, key staff members from France also resided in Andrew Street: Monsieur and Madame Besson, chef and manageress, and George Demaizières and his wife from Dijon, who ordered supplies and managed the vast wine cellars. Jammet’s of Nassau Street continued the practice of live-in staff, evocatively recreated later in these pages by Sally Dowling.
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The Irish Times, 1 June 1901.








The practice of live-in staff was quite usual at the time. The 1894 marriage certificate of Francis Kelly states that he occupied staff quarters at 27 St Andrew Street, that is, above the Burlington Hotel where he worked as a barman. His grandson, David, recounts that Francis was taken on by the Jammets, although he no longer lived in. In time, Francis became head barman, moving from St Andrew Street to the back bar in Adam Court, where he reigned until he was in his seventies. Then he fell sick, took time off and was plainly told not to bother coming back. Harsh treatment, but it was the 1940s and, as his grandson says, ‘par for the course’. There was no residual family resentment towards Jammet’s, however. In 1959 Francis’ son proudly treated his son David to a slap-up meal in the most famous of Dublin’s restaurants.


The Jammet Hotel and Restaurant opened its doors on 7 March 1901 as ‘The only French restaurant in Dublin’ – a proud claim, and one that was true. Other establishments may have presented dishes cooked in the haute cuisine manner, but none was solely French-owned and managed. The wording appealed to the higher echelons of society with discriminating tastes, and also displayed the brothers’ love for their homeland and its reputation as the culinary centre of the world.


It was immediately successful. It seemed that the appetite for a high-class restaurant with food à la française was insatiable. Fish was a speciality, and oysters, sourced from the Red Bank Oyster Beds in the Burren, County Clare, and transported by rail, the restaurant’s pièce de résistance. The interior was typically French and plain, enlivened by works of art. An artist by the name of Bossini, probably Italian, ran up a sizeable debt in the restaurant. In lieu of this, he agreed, in the venerable tradition of down-at-heel artists, to paint the odd picture or two. He started with small still-life paintings of game birds and hunting horns.


Then he grew more adventurous, painting four murals on panels. His largest, The Four Seasons, became the most acclaimed, an icon of Jammet’s restaurant. Originally painted in 1904, the year of the events of Ulysses, all the murals were proudly displayed in the Dining Room.


The Jammets immersed themselves in the fledgling catering industry in Dublin, and in 1906 François was elected as the Dublin representative to the newly formed Hotel and Tourist Association of Ireland. The esteem in which the brothers were held by their peers can be gleaned from letters to The Irish Times. In 1907 a large International Exhibition was to be held in Dublin to promote the industries of art and science in Ireland. The Jammets formed a syndicate and tendered for the catering contract for the entire event, but they were passed over in favour of Messrs Lyons & Co., London. Edwin Liller, secretary of the Hotel and Tourist Association of Ireland, protested vehemently about this lucrative contract going out of the country. In conclusion he wrote:
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The Jammet Hotel and Restaurant, St Andrew Street. Painting by Harry Kernoff (c.1924). Courtesy Restaurant Patrick Guilbaud, Dublin.













Those connected with the Jammet syndicate enjoy the highest reputation, financially and otherwise, and a reference to bankers would have elicited not only the fullest confidence in the ability and integrity of the various members of the syndicate, but of the capacity of the Jammets alone to carry through the whole business successfully and satisfactorily.10





The brothers had certainly made their mark. The restaurant had earned an enviable reputation for fine food and service and was well established with customers and peers alike.


François and his wife felt the call of France. They returned there in 1908 and retired, selling Boeuf à la Mode to Catherine and Felix Auger. François never lost his interest in the Irish enterprise, and the brothers and their families remained close. But Michel had made his life in Ireland, and Jammet’s continued to woo the Irish public. Just what was it that made it so outstanding, so French?

















3. Haute Cuisine







Stock is everything in cooking, at least in French cooking. Without it, nothing can be done … The cook mindful of success, therefore, will naturally direct his attention to the faultless preparation of his stock, and, in order to achieve this result, he will find it necessary not merely to make use of the freshest and finest products, but also to exercise the most scrupulous care in their preparation, for, in cooking, care is half the battle.


The Escoffier Cookbook and Guide to the Fine Art of Cookery, 1989
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Jammet menu cover showing typical haute-cuisine ingredients. Courtesy Lisa Lawrence.









THE SYSTEM of food preparation, cooking and presentation that Michel and François brought with them to Ireland was haute cuisine: by definition, high cooking, undertaken by French or French-trained chefs, greatly skilled and experienced, who cooked with heart and passion – to perfection.


The three most important chefs who revolutionized French cuisine, and influenced the way we eat today, are François Pierre de la Varenne (1615–78), Marie Antonin Carême (1783–1833) and Georges Auguste Escoffier (1846–1935). Varenne broke away from the heavily spiced flavours of the Middle Ages, often used to disguise inferior produce. Instead, he used superior ingredients with locally grown herbs to enhance the natural flavour of food. At this time, new vegetables were introduced – asparagus, peas, artichoke, cauliflower – which required delicate cooking. Varenne placed a strong emphasis on sourcing, preparing and cooking very fresh meat and fish, respecting form and flavour. One of his greatest achievements was to record his culinary innovations in Le Cuisinier François, published in 1651, the first book of its kind. In addition to recipes, it codified food preparation in a systematic manner, adhering to formalized rules and principles.


Marie Antonin Carême, renowned as the King of Chefs and the Chef of Kings, was the first celebrity chef. He cooked for George IV, the Rothschilds, the Romanovs, Napoleon and the Prince of Wales in the pleasure palaces of Europe. Carême never rested. In between travelling and preparing the most lavish and sumptuous banquets his European patrons had ever seen, he felt compelled to pass on his knowledge and practice in book after book of ideas, illustrations of table displays and pièces montées (centrepieces) and an astonishing array of recipes. His last work, L’Art de la cuisine française au dix-neuvième siècle (1833–47), is a tour de force of haute cuisine. Its five thick volumes contain thousands of recipes and methods. Among them are his renowned ‘mother sauces’, from which all his other sauces stem: Béchamel, based on milk, thickened with a white roux; Espagnole, based on brown stock (usually veal), thickened with a brown roux; Velouté, based on a white stock, thickened with a blonde roux; Allemande, based on velouté sauce, thickened with egg yolks and heavy cream.


Carême died young, just fifty, of carbon-monoxide poisoning after a lifetime cooking over charcoal in confined spaces; the life of a chef is never easy. But he is present in professional kitchens worldwide in the form of his hat – yes, that tall, stiff white hat was devised by Carême in 1821 as a mark of the chef’s distinction.


Auguste Escoffier was the legendary figure who developed and popularized modern French cuisine. In 1897 he established a business partnership with hotelier César Ritz, setting up and organizing kitchens in Ritz-Carlton hotels, using his newly devised brigade de cuisine system. And he was a superb chef, inventing many thousands of recipes. He drew inspiration and technique from Carême, but simplified his elaborate style to suit contemporary tastes and practices. Escoffier continued the tradition of top chefs passing on their knowledge and he published many books. His monumental treatise on all things in the French culinary world was first published in 1903 with the title Le Guide Culinaire. It featured more than five thousand recipes and is still used as a major work of reference. Part I, chapter I, page 1 deals with that most fundamental element of haute cuisine, stock. Chapter II follows on very naturally with the mother sauces. To Carême’s Béchamel, Velouté and Espagnole sauces Escoffier added Tomat, based on tomatoes, thickened with a roux, and Hollandaise, an emulsion of egg yolk, butter and lemon juice.


Deeply delicious sauces are created from slow-simmered stock. An indication of the time and labour-intensive attention that such stock requires may be gleaned from The Escoffier Cookbook and Guide to the Fine Art of Cookery,11 the American edition of Guide Culinaire. The ingredients and processes required for making one gallon of Fonds Blancs Ordinaires (Ordinary or White Consommé) are set out most particularly:




3 lbs. of shin of beef; 3 lbs. of lean beef; 1½ lbs. of fowls’ skeletons; 1 lb of carrots; ½ lb of turnips; ¾ lb of leeks; 1 stalk of celery; ¼ lb parsnips; 1 clove stuck in an onion. Put the meat into a stock-pot of suitable dimensions, after having previously tied it together; add the fowl skeletons, 10 pints of water and ½ oz salt. Place the stock-pot on a moderate fire in such a manner that it may not boil too quickly, and stir the meat from time to time.12 





Escoffier proceeds to dwell in almost loving detail on the inevitable production of scum that ensues, and that must be scrupulously skimmed off during the initial cooking period to ensure the clarity of the finished dish. After this, the vegetables are added.




The stock-pot is then moved to a corner of the fire where it may continue cooking slowly for four or five hours. At the end of this time it should be taken immediately from the fire, and, after half a pint of cold water has been added to its contents, it should be left to rest a few minutes to permit the grease to accumulate on the surface of the liquid, whence it must be carefully removed before the consommé is strained. This last operation is effected by means of a very fine strainer, placed on the top of a white tureen (clean and wide), which should be chilled to hasten the cooling of the consommé.13





Leeks and fowls’ skeletons were certainly the ‘freshest and finest’ ingredients, but more obvious to the guests were the sumptuous dishes laid before them: caviar, truffles, duck, foie gras, lobster, pheasant, salmon, fillet of beef, all carefully sourced and chosen for their quality.


Elaborate preparation and cooking of such delicacies were carried out every day from scratch by a large team of kitchen staff, the brigade de cuisine, organized in a hierarchical structure under the chef de cuisine (head chef ) and his deputy, the sous-chef de cuisine. Preparation areas were separated into five distinct stations or parties. Heading each station was a chef de partie with his own team and apprentices (commis). The garde manger (pantry supervisor) procured supplies for the kitchen and was responsible for cold dishes. The most highly respected occupation was that of the saucier, who prepared the sauces. The rôtisseur was responsible for all roasting, grilling or frying. His team could include a grillardin (grill cook) and a friturier (fry cook). The entremetier prepared soup, egg and vegetable dishes. His team might include a potager (soup cook) and a légumier (vegetable cook). The pâtissier made cakes and desserts, usually in a cool area away from the heat.


The parties were discreet but interdependent. A dish such as Oeufs Pochés Florentine, for example, could be assembled very quickly using a tartlet case from the pâtissier, spinach from the légumier, poached eggs from the entremetier and the saucier’s Mornay sauce. In the past, all the components of this dish would have been prepared by one chef, resulting in a duplication of time and skills.


Haute cuisine is characterized by the elementary preparations the chefs would have to hand – their mise-en-place. Wine and brandy (copious amounts); filets of anchovies for hors d’oeuvres or culinary use; dry aromatic herbs, such as sage, thyme, basil, rosemary, sweet marjoram, bay leaf; fresh herbs of parsley, chervil, tarragon, pimpernel, common savory; the aromatic spices of cloves, cinnamon, ginger, nutmeg, mace, vanilla bean, juniper berries; fresh zest and rind of orange and lemon; and the particular components required for their dishes. A recipe for all-spice, which would be prepared by a commis chef, is given in the Cookbook.




To make all-spice, obtain the following, very dry: bay leaves; thyme, half of it wild, if possible; coriander; cinnamon; nutmeg; cloves; ginger-root; mace; mixed pepper (half white, half black); cayenne. Pound all ingredients in a mortar until very fine. Place the resulting powder into an air-tight box, which must be kept very dry. Before use, this spice is generally mixed with salt.14





Chefs, sous-chefs, commis, kitchen porters – at any one time dozens of people could be slaving in an overheated, ill-ventilated, noisy and confined space, while in the restaurant all was serene and stylish. To complement the streamlining of food preparation in the kitchen, Escoffier espoused the new style of table service, service à la russe, in which guests were served at their table with timely intervals between courses. Under service à la française the practice had been to serve all the dishes of the meal at the same moment, almost as a buffet. The new style required more and better trained waiters, more attention to art de la table and more decorum.


It was reported that Jammet’s had forty-four waiters,15 all men, impeccably attired in dress suits and well versed in every aspect of service and of the menu. The very best-quality white linen adorned the tables, together with silver cutlery and monogrammed crockery. Nothing less than the best was good enough for haute cuisine. Chefs trained in the haute cuisine manner invariably came from France, Germany or Switzerland, as did the very best waiters. High-class hotels and restaurants in the city – the Shelbourne, the Gresham, Bailey’s, the Dolphin, the Red Bank, the Russell – all had foreign-born staff, a system that persisted for many years until the emergence of Irish chefs who had trained as their apprentices.





[image: ]

The Irish Times, 29 March 1909 – even then, Jammet’s was top of the list!








A glance down the winners of a prestigious cookery competition emphasizes this point. In 1912 the Irish Hotel and Tourist Association sponsored a Food and Cookery showcase in which the judging was carried out by renowned Italian chef Aurelio Spaccatrosi. The restaurant that garnered the most awards was Jammet’s, four of whose chefs received medals and diplomas: Adam Pierre, André Fillon, Robert Shelling and Lucien Morin. Bucking the trend of these international chefs was one Francis Egan of 14 Armstrong Street, Dublin, who received a special cash prize of three guineas for having obtained the highest number of points in the most categories.16


Highly skilled chefs and waiters, haute cuisine food and presentation, experienced and dedicated management – all these combined to create the exceptional confection that was Jammet’s – the place to dine in Dublin.



















4. Celebrations Turn to Ashes







The official visit of the new king, George V, was a wonderful excuse for a party. Royalty were the celebrities of the day, and from 8 to 12 July 1911 it seemed that everyone wanted to make the king welcome, and get a good look at him and Queen Mary. The Irish Times of 8 July 1911 describes the eve of the long-anticipated event. There was ‘such bustle and animation … and moving about of brightly attired folk. Such bunting, waving and exultant in the breeze; such decorations transforming cold stone and mortar into things of beauty and joy … and immense crowds about the streets all day.’ The city was en fête for the occasion, with flags, flowers and cheering crowds.





MANY OF THE BUILDINGS on the main thoroughfares were illuminated with spectacular lighting effects. On Dame Street, the Bank of Ireland ‘shone out in gleaming outline with a double row of lights. The initials “G.R.” were displayed under a crown with “1911” set between shamrocks. Underneath the figures the harp rested on a base, which at either end took the form of a shamrock, while a star illumined the arched entrance at each side of the building.’17


The façade of Jammet’s had similar if less profuse embellishment. Here the ‘G’ and ‘R’ are separated by a harp and a crown and underlined with a garland of flowers that may have been electrically illuminated. The French tricolore and other flags are suspended from the fourth floor, and hanging baskets add even more colour to ground-floor windows.


Never had the city witnessed such festivity. There were tramcars ‘crowded with folk on gaiety bent … borne along on tram-top down the spacious Sackville Street [now O’Connell Street] now glowing with decorations’. Specially commissioned trains had conveyed ‘big contingents of visitors from North, South, and West’ to the capital for the purpose of seeing Their Majesties.
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The Jammet Hotel and Restaurant, July 1911, decked out for the Coronation Visit. Courtesy The Irish Times.











Citizens of every class, with their sisters, cousins, and aunts, went about viewing the sights in the highest good humour. Soldiers and bluejackets went arm-in-arm in thorough good fellowship. Men of different political views appeared to sink their differences for the time being, and entered into the spirit of the occasion in a true feeling of camaraderie.18
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