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M.S.


This book is dedicated to the American dream:


The dream my grandparents held on to when they left their homeland and sailed to America;


The dream that gave Barney Pressman the courage to hock his wife’s engagement ring so he could open a little store he named Barneys;


The dream that is alive and well in the melting pot that is the kitchen of Freds at Barneys New York.


S.L.


For Joseph and Daniel













[image: Book Title Page]
















[image: Book Title Page]
















[image: Book Title Page]
















THE STORY OF FREDS AND ME



My life first intersected with Barneys when, at the age of thirteen, I was dragged there by my mother to purchase my bar mitzvah suit. Coming from a family of Jewish immigrant merchants, she wouldn’t dream of purchasing that garment anywhere besides Barneys, the temple of menswear founded by Barney Pressman, patriarch of another Jewish immigrant merchant family. I didn’t care where we bought the suit. I spent the subway ride from Flushing, Queens, to Manhattan sweating with dread at the prospect of standing exposed before some cranky tailor, who would invariably frown, tsk, and shake his head in dismay at my portly short frame, tugging roughly at too-tight trousers with a hand full of pins perilously close to my privates. Even more terrifying was the looming event for which I was being dressed. As a dyslexic reading Hebrew in front of a congregation full of school friends, I was in danger of my nerves destroying the pose of class clown I affected in order to cover up my learning disabilities. I survived both the fitting and the Torah portion, and my mother thought the suit looked terrific.


I couldn’t have guessed that twenty-six years later my life would intersect with Barneys in an even more significant way, when I was asked to helm the restaurant in their new Madison Avenue flagship store—the restaurant that would become Freds. In those twenty-six years, Barneys had transformed, under the guidance of Barney Pressman’s son Fred and his grandsons Gene and Bob, into a world-famous cutting-edge fashion destination, a true New York phenom. I had transformed, too, although not quite as spectacularly. I had become a chef and restaurateur—a perfect profession for someone with learning disabilities. I had spent four years training in classical European kitchens, eight years exploring Italy and Italian food, and had some visibility in the New York dining scene after opening several high-profile restaurants. I was mature enough to appreciate the parallels between Barney Pressman’s Horatio Alger–type story and my own (again less spectacular) family’s. And I was thin enough to fit into at least some of Barneys’ clothing without needing the services of a tailor.


Now, more than twenty years after opening Freds in 1996, I see how well suited (pun intended) Barneys and I have been as collaborators. That, I think, has been the secret of Freds’ success and the longevity of our partnership. From the beginning, I’ve tried to offer in food what Barneys offers in fashion: a luxury destination that provides a level of personal service second to none. My youthful dread of tailors notwithstanding, when we first opened Freds I developed a fast friendship with several of the Barneys tailors; we had a mutual respect and admiration. I saw that we were in a way doing the same thing. Like me, they were practicing an Old World craft, and our approaches were actually quite similar: classical techniques combined with a hospitality tailored to individual customer needs and requests.


My collaboration with Barneys New York is stronger than ever, and, as I look around the dining room with amazement, I’m proud to say that Freds has become an institution. It’s not just that the restaurant is busier than it’s ever been. It is, and that’s no small accomplishment in New York, a town as tough on a business as Hollywood is on a marriage, where if you make it ten years you’re an old-timer. What makes me happy, though, is that I know so many of the people in the restaurant: long-time staff, and customers who have been coming here regularly since we opened, whose families I have watched grow, people the staff and I count as friends.


At this writing, Freds Madison has satellite restaurants in Los Angeles, Chicago, and in Barneys’ newest addition: Barneys Downtown, which re-opened in its original 7th Avenue location in Chelsea. Genes Café in the Madison Avenue store is also under the Freds umbrella. It was an honor to be offered the opportunity to create a restaurant for Barneys, and the collaboration has ultimately provided deep career satisfaction, beyond expectation. It constantly challenges me to flex my entrepreneurial muscles, is a canvas on which to express my creativity as a chef, gives me purpose and connection as a teacher and mentor to hundreds of employees, and affords me the pleasure of extending hospitality to the most interesting clientele in the world.


“No, I’m not Fred.”


Much has been written about the history of Barneys, so there’s no need for me to go over that subject. Suffice it to say that although it seems natural now that it should be located on the Upper East Side, Barneys’ expansion there was a huge deal and propelled their reputation from downtown edgy to full-blown fashion-world force. The location, at the northwest corner of Madison Avenue and East 61st Street, could not be more perfect for a high-end retail business—and a restaurant. When you stand on that corner you almost literally have one foot in the offices of midtown while the other foot is grounded in one of the wealthiest residential corridors in the United States, the area within the boundaries of East 61st and 79th Streets, and Fifth Avenue and Lexington Avenue.


Any business venture needs a good name, and we were having trouble finding the right one. It’s 1996 and I’m in a conference room at Barneys’ downtown headquarters, sitting between brothers Gene and Bob Pressman, Barney Pressman’s grandsons, the third generation of the Pressman family to run the store Barney created. I’m there because we’re working out the details for the new uptown restaurant. The Pressmans know my Flatiron restaurant Campagna, with its rustic Italian food, and know me from my days at Coco Pazzo on East 74th Street, and at Sapore di Mare in the Hamptons, the part of Long Island where pretty much the entire Upper East Side decamps for the summer. The Pressmans are confident that I know the uptown neighborhood very, very well, and they’re extremely positive about my plans for the restaurant so far. There’s just one detail: We can’t quite figure out a name. Gene and Bob are arguing about it; I wish I could remember the names we were considering, but each brother is adamant about his choice. As I recall there are heated words exchanged between them. I’m feeling uncomfortable because I don’t particularly want to weigh in on the choices and be seen as preferring one brother over the other, especially so early in our partnership. There’s a silent impasse between them, and suddenly an idea pops into my head that instantly and clearly seems the right thing.
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Fred Pressman in 1972














“Freds!” I say. “The restaurant should be named after your father!”


They both turn to stare at me, and about one second later we have a deal.


Fred Pressman’s legacy at Barneys was paramount. He was the man who brought Barneys into the modern era, who set it on the path from men’s discount store to world-class fashion emporium, expanding its reach well beyond menswear to include women’s, children’s, and home sections. He (and his family) introduced Americans to cutting-edge European designers, including Giorgio Armani, Azzedine Alaïa, and Dries Van Noten, among many others. He insisted on the outstanding customer service Barneys is still famous for. The New York Times credits him as saying, “The best value you can offer a customer is personal attention to every detail, and they will return again and again.”


I was also aware that naming a restaurant after a person usually implies a level of casualness and comfort, a feeling subconsciously that you’re going to someone’s house, and that was the vibe I was looking to create. I wanted the restaurant to be beautiful, but not so formal that you only visited on special occasions. Where you’d come dressed nicely, but didn’t necessarily have to put on a jacket and tie. Where you’d feel cared for—whether you were simply stopping in for a bowl of Estelle’s Chicken Soup on the way home from work, entertaining your best client at lunch, or celebrating with several generations of your family at Sunday brunch.


Fred Pressman passed away in 1996, just a few months before we opened his namesake restaurant.


At each Freds location I’m asked fairly regularly if I am Fred. No, I am not Fred. But I’m happy to say that I met him, and glad that his legacy lives on in Barneys.


The Move to the Ninth Floor


When I’m in Freds Madison, the sun-drenched space on the ninth floor, with its large windows and little balconies overlooking Madison Avenue, I have to strain to remember—and I’m willing to bet that even long-time regulars have forgotten this—that the restaurant was originally located in the basement, where the beauty and apothecary sections are now. It’s not just any basement; much of the first floor above it was open so that you could peer down at the activity below. As a restaurant, the space was dark and intimate and at the same time built for the buzz of people-watching, whether you were looking down on the diners or up to the shoppers. Conveniently, you didn’t necessarily have to enter the restaurant through the store; we had a designated entrance on 61st Street.


In 2001, Barneys decided to reorganize the store and move Freds from the basement to the ninth floor, where it is now. Change is usually disconcerting, and we were nervous about how this would be received. People liked the subterranean, clubby vibe downstairs and we anticipated a lot of complaints about moving. In addition, the restaurant would be losing its separate entrance, so we thought people might have a hard time figuring out how to actually get in when the store was closed (we were right about that, but it worked out eventually).


Over the summer of 2001, the new Freds was constructed, and by the end of August the kitchen was finished, new tables and chairs unpacked and arranged, silverware, plates, glassware set out, food ordered. Everything was ready for the City of New York Department of Health to come and inspect the new Freds on September 15, and then we could make a smooth, swift move. Of course, it didn’t happen that way. On September 11, tragedy engulfed our city and our country. Like everyone else in those first overwhelming weeks afterwards, the staff and I were shell-shocked, unable to fathom the unfathomable, going through the motions of our lives and our work, knowing our understanding of the world had fundamentally changed. There was only energy for survival, certainly none for a major move, and even if there had been we couldn’t move into the new space until it was inspected. The beleaguered, overwhelmed city agency had no time for anything like that.


It seemed like a lifetime, every day then seemed like a lifetime—looking back I wonder how they were able to manage it at all—but by late October the city was able to inspect the kitchen and we opened upstairs. The light that floods in from the huge windows there felt very healing, and seemed like a small gift after the terrible darkness and varying forms of loss we’d all experienced. As regular customers began to come in, one by one, there was the greeting, the spoken or unspoken understanding that we were all thankful to be alive, grateful to be a part of our community, one small, warm circle in the millions that make up life in New York City.


My Route from Queens to Madison Avenue


I was excited about the partnership with Barneys. It was a plum job—it still is. The opportunity to create a restaurant in a high-visibility destination that attracts visitors from all over the world was something that I, as a young, ambitious entrepreneur, was eager to take on. It was also a chance for me to break out of the role in which I had become typecast: that of Italian chef. I’m not Italian; I’m a Jewish boy from Queens who happened to fall in love with Italian food. I saw in Freds a way to expand my repertoire and resurrect some of the skills that I hadn’t yet used in my professional career because they fell outside the scope of an Italian restaurant. But now I’m getting ahead of myself.


My route to becoming a chef was a little unusual, but I’d never been one to go by the book—and I mean that literally, because of my learning disabilities. After a dismal semester or three at several different colleges, I was struggling to finish a degree in Hotel Management at New York Technical College, at the same time holding down a job I loved: cooking at the UN Plaza Hotel. I enjoyed cooking, and knew I had a talent for it. I’d taken over my mother’s kitchen when I was in high school, shopping and cooking (but drawing a firm line at cleaning) when she went back to work after my father passed away. During my last semester at New York Tech, one of my professors, Dr. Thomas Ahrens, asked if I was interested in doing an internship in Germany. I jumped at the chance and went there expecting to stay three months. I ended up staying for four years.


The Grandhotel Hessischer Hof in Frankfurt, Germany, is where I was stationed for my internship. I’d never seen a kitchen so enormous and pristine. I knew within the first few days that I wanted to extend my stay, because it was clear that I couldn’t possibly learn everything in three months. Working in Europe was going to be my college degree, my culinary Ivy League education. Despite its size, the Hessischer Hof was a farm-to-table restaurant long before that was a buzzword. Foragers and growers would show up at the back door hauling wicker baskets full of things like porcini mushrooms, chanterelles, or wild strawberries for the chef to look over. Like any young apprentice I started with the lowliest of the low tasks as a chef de commis (junior cook), and I knew that hard work was the key to extending my stay. A high point was the day the head chef told me, “Ach, Herr Strausman, with that last name you might as well be German.” I knew then that he approved of my work, and at the end of my internship he was happy for me to stay on as an employee. I spent the next year there, moving up the ranks, before deciding to branch out and see what I could learn from other places. I deliberately sought out jobs in large well-respected grand hotel kitchens, rather than smaller à la carte restaurants, because I wanted the experience of handling volume and variety. I spent about a year at what is now the Fairmont Le Montreux Palace, in Montreux, Switzerland, before returning to Frankfurt to work at the Kempinski Hotel. My last year was spent at the InterContinental Amstel in Amsterdam. At the Amstel I reached the coveted position of chef de parti (senior chef), unheard of for an American at that time. I even got a little local press when I revived their tradition of the grand Sunday brunch, complete with decorative ice sculptures.
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Mark with Freds Madison executive chef Alfredo Escobar








After four years in Europe I reached a point where it seemed like I could either stay and make a life there permanently, with my network of friends and culinary connections, or I could leave it all before I got in any deeper, and come back home to New York City. Fate intervened with that decision when my grandmother Estelle (she of Estelle’s Chicken Soup) died and I came back for the funeral. I was glad to be back home, and I realized I didn’t really want to live the life of an expat in Europe and that I was in a fine position to conquer New York City. Or so I thought.


When I left for Europe, the big culinary hero in America was Paul Bocuse, one of the originators of nouvelle cuisine. By the time I came back to New York in 1986, Americans had stopped idolizing European cuisine and were embracing American regional cooking. As I pounded the pavement, clutching a resume that detailed my impressive roster of European experience, I was repeatedly asked, “Yes, but where have you worked in America?” That wasn’t what I was expecting, and that disappointment was my first lesson as an entrepreneur: adapt or perish.


I was offered a job as a cook at Mortimer’s, Glenn Bernbaum’s Upper East Side society haunt extraordinaire, and I reluctantly took it. Mortimer’s was an amazing place; on any given day, walking by the dining room from the kitchen to the bathroom, I would catch glimpses of some Kennedy family member, Nan Kempner, Nancy Reagan, or a famous CEO. Still, it wasn’t the kind of job I wanted. I was disappointed in myself, and discouraged, and afraid my mother was disappointed in me, too. A Jewish mother sends her son to Europe to get what amounts to a doctorate in food and he comes home to take a job as a short-order cook. I lasted at Mortimer’s for about nine months before the indignity of flipping Glenn’s famous “twin burgers” (small patties that were easier to eat than regular size ones) got to me. Glenn understood why the job wasn’t for me, but it wasn’t the happiest parting when I left. Years later, Mario Buatta reintroduced us and we laughed about it. I was too naive at the time to truly appreciate Mortimer’s, but looking back I see that I learned a great deal in my short time there. It was absolutely pivotal to my understanding of what hospitality is, at least on the Upper East Side of Manhattan. And subconsciously it created a template for what Freds would become. From Mortimer’s I learned that, generally speaking, the richer a person is, the simpler their tastes. Plus, Glenn was a master at the complicated social equation of seating a dining room, which itself was an education, and I liked how pampered he made his regular customers feel.


After Mortimer’s came a year spent cooking at Jacqueline’s, a champagne bar on East 61st Street. The proprietor, Swiss French transplant Jacqueline Noss, was the only person I’d met in my job search who knew the reputation of the places I’d worked at in Europe. She got it, and I was relieved. My time there was significant because it’s the place where I met my future- and eventually ex-wife, Susan, mother of my children and co-writer of this book. My culinary education wasn’t over yet, however. One day in my search for a job that had more creative potential, I met with Italian restaurateur Pino Luongo. That meeting, arranged by the late, unofficial culinary matchmaker Marc Sarrazin, who was president of the wholesale meat purveyor DeBragga and Spitler and who also understood my training, began a partnership that lasted seven years, sparked a friendship that has outlasted the partnership, created several of New York’s hottest restaurants in their time, and welcomed me into the world of Italian cooking, a place where I thrived for many years.


Pino, a Tuscan actor-turned-restaurateur known for bringing Tuscan food to New York at Il Cantinori, was seeking a chef for Sapore di Mare, a restaurant he was opening in East Hampton, New York. I wasn’t trained in Italian cuisine, but Pino liked my enthusiasm and the fact that I’d worked in Europe. Plus, we’re both talkers, so we hit it off right away. In the spring of 1988, we headed to Wainscott, the village in East Hampton where Sapore was located. Housed in an old mansion with a long porch overlooking tony Georgica Pond, Sapore was the first New York City restaurant to land in the Hamptons, and it’s impossible to overstate the buzz that restaurant generated. Everyone came, a clientele out of a celebrity-obsessed dream, on a nightly basis. Calvin Klein, John Kennedy, Jr., and his sister, Caroline, Italy’s Agnelli family, and a roster of artists and art dealers: Ross Bleckner, Mary Boone, Leo Castelli. The celebrity sighting reached its absolute zenith on the night Jackie Onassis joined her daughter for dinner and stunned the whole restaurant into silence. It was madness, and I absolutely thrived on it. I also thrived on establishing relationships with the local farmers who were there at that time (the old-timers are long gone, but happily there are still some wonderful farms out there), and I loved being able to live and cook according to the seasons. Susan and I got married after that first crazy summer, and spent a six-week honeymoon traveling around Italy, the first of many Italian trips over the next few years. The travel nourished my relationship with Italian food, and I began to develop my own style within the genre.


Pino and I opened Coco Pazzo on 74th and Madison Avenue in 1991. I was the coco pazzo, the “crazy chef,” with my wild creations, the pickling, butchering, and curing, the enormous, groaning antipasto table, and my complete love of my craft. Coco Pazzo was a sensational success, and I was proud, as an American, to earn a three-star review for an Italian restaurant from the New York Times. I drew on that success to open my own restaurant, Campagna, in 1993.


Campagna was the ultimate expression of my love affair with Italian food. By the time it opened I had steeped myself in Italian food and culture and had refined my own approach to Italian cooking. Campagna means “country” in Italian, and Campagna’s food was big, rustic, and flavorful. And popular. In the early years we would still be seating people for dinner at midnight. New York magazine dubbed Campagna “media central” because of all the music business people, artists and art dealers, and other creative types who hung out there. Campagna was not without its detractors, on the grounds of it not being a “real” Italian restaurant. It’s not the kind of thing that factors into the conversation these days when someone opens an ethnic or regional restaurant, but I spent a lot of time back then justifying having an Italian restaurant as a non-Italian. At the same time I was beginning to feel constrained by the Italian label and found myself wanting to meander away from it at times. I started reviving some of the Jewish foods of my youth, offering up chicken soup and latkes at the Jewish holidays, for example. So when Barneys offered me the opportunity to run their restaurant I was eager to do so.


Credit where credit is due: I can’t overstate the platform that Barneys, with its massive retail star power, provided for me to expand my career. My training in Europe was still relatively fresh in my mind, and I was ready for the challenge, but I’m not sure I could have stepped outside of the Italian box, and succeeded with such an eclectic menu, without their clout behind me.


I figured an eclectic menu wouldn’t be out of place in Freds because the whole of Barneys is a curated mix of luxury brands from all over the world. Clothing from Belgian designer Dries Van Noten hangs across the sales floor from Dolce & Gabbana. So why can’t Belgian fries share the menu with lasagna? Why on earth can’t bouillabaisse coexist with spaghetti and meatballs? And since people from all over the world shop at Barneys, as well as the well-traveled locals in the neighborhood, there was bound to be appreciation of the classic European dishes I wanted to mix with the Italian ones. Barneys provided the legitimacy, the infrastructure, and the exposure for me to utilize all of my training and experience to realize one of my dreams: creating a restaurant with a cuisine that could encompass all my influences, and a kitchen on a par with the ones where I’d worked in Europe.


Freds’ Influences


What kind of restaurant do you put in a temple of fashion? As I considered that question and planned the menu, there were many influences. My Italian food would be heavily represented, of course, because that’s what people knew me for; they’d be disappointed if that wasn’t on the menu. The Pressmans and I thought about Harrods Food Hall and the restaurants in Harvey Nichols in London. Certainly I looked to society restaurants such as Mortimer’s and the Brown Derby in L.A. Elements of all those places are in Freds.


But I also kept returning to a distinct restaurant moment I remember from my travels in Europe. Susan and I were driving through Normandy. It was lunchtime as we pulled into the center of a small town. There was absolutely no one around, the shops were closed; it was spookily quiet, like the day after the apocalypse. We were starving, so we headed to an inviting-looking restaurant on one corner of the town square. As soon as I opened the door I was hit with a blast of sound: It was the chatter of people talking, plates and silverware clanging, the glug of wine being poured. Everyone in the town was there, the owners of those closed shops, other local business people, probably lawyers, accountants, doctors. We had a delicious meal of brasserie-style food, but the food wasn’t as memorable as the feeling we had when we opened the door and felt ourselves lucky to be in the midst of the bustle of life, to have stumbled into the warm, inviting center of that particular universe. That’s exactly the feeling I wanted people to have when they came to Freds.


Someone recently referred to Freds Madison as “kind of a neighborhood coffee shop,” and even though I’d never thought of it that way, I had to admit that’s quite apt. I probably wouldn’t have been pleased with the coffee shop label when I was first starting out in my career, when I longed, like most young chefs, to be an innovator, to blaze new culinary trails with my food. Of course I still want people to love my food; every time I pick up a pan to make something I’m looking to knock someone’s socks off. But, really, I just like to make my customers happy. I’m like a Jewish grandmother that way, just with some classical culinary underpinning. If I had to describe my style of food, I’d say that it’s Escoffier meets Grandma.


The reason the coffee shop name applies is because I’ve purposefully put together a menu of relatively uncomplicated food that you can eat every day. In fact, when we first opened I served the entrée salads in Buffalo china bowls, utilitarian china that’s commonly used in diners. Freds’ food isn’t looking to outshine my guests; it’s not unlike fashion in that way, where you want people to notice you, not the clothes you’re wearing. At Freds you might notice that what you’re eating tastes really good, but you probably won’t interrupt the flow of your conversation to comment on it. I like simple classics, but as anyone who’s ever watched The Great British Bake Off knows, simplicity is a hard thing to pull off because every element has to be absolutely perfect. So although it’s important to me that my food has classical underpinning, nurturing my guests is where I get the most pleasure.


As I wrote this book, I realized how much the Freds menu is personal to me. I read it like a memoir, or a road map back to my past, because virtually every dish comes from a moment, a place, a time. It’s the culmination of every place I’ve worked, of every trip I’ve taken, and of meals I’ve loved, mixed with memories of a Jewish food culture that’s in danger of disappearing.



How to Use This Book


This book actually has a dual purpose. It’s a cookbook; that’s obvious. But it also serves as an archive of Freds menus. That’s why the chapters are grouped by meal period, instead of the food type (meat, vegetables, etc.) as they are in most cookbooks. There’s overlap with some items, of course; for example, soup is served at both lunch and dinner, but generally speaking that was the guideline. And because many people know me from my work in Italian cooking, the Italian-inspired recipes have their own chapter.


Although the vast majority of recipes here are simple and perfect for home cooks, there are a few—the Lobster Bisque springs to mind—that you might be less likely to make at home because they contain a daunting list of ingredients or require a big time commitment. I’ve included them in the book anyway, since they’re dishes that are so popular and integral to the Freds menu that they simply must be included. But also because the teacher in me hopes they will inspire home chefs who welcome a culinary challenge.


Some of the recipes are not just recipes, they’re processes. Things like stocks, or the Belgian Fries, or my Foolproof Pizza Dough have multiple steps and obviously lean toward the complicated side. For those, I’ve tried to give detailed instructions to make them a bit easier because I really do want them to be manageable, even if they take a little practice and experimentation. In many instances where a recipe calls for special equipment, and for most of the recipes in The Foundations of the Freds Kitchen… and Yours (here), I’ve also included an equipment list before the list of ingredients. The more ambitious recipes, particularly, give a window into the tasks that underpin a restaurant’s menu, the kind of prep and technique that goes on behind the scenes in the kitchen, whether it’s in the Freds kitchen… or yours.
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CHAPTER 1



A DAY IN THE LIFE OF THE FREDS KITCHEN







Belgian Fries




Garlic Mayonnaise


Sauce Calypso





Freds Herb Mixture


Freds Pesto


Clarified Butter


Homemade Croutons


Steamed Potatoes


Blanched Vegetables


Oven-Cooked Bacon


Roasted Turkey Breast


Estelle’s Chicken Soup Trilogy




Chicken Stock


Fortified Chicken Stock


Estelle’s Chicken Soup





Vegetable Stock


Demi-Glace




Veal Stock


Demi-Glace





Court Bouillon








To walk through the swinging doors from the dining room into the kitchen at Freds Madison is to enter another world. I thrive on the hushed buzz of a busy dining room, and I have to admit that there’s a special frisson that comes from tending a roomful of fashionable people, a room that on any given day is sprinkled with movie stars, sports heroes, famous writers, well-known fashion designers, Broadway producers, and even former presidents and first ladies, in one of the world’s most exclusive stores, in one of the world’s wealthiest neighborhoods. That’s the visible element, the public satisfaction of my job, and I love it. But I derive just as much satisfaction, possibly even more, and of a more personal nature, from the less visible world behind those swinging doors: the world of the kitchen.


The dining room is the proverbial tip of the iceberg in my business, although maybe an iceberg makes it sound ominous. Better is the analogy the New York Times used when it called Freds “A hidden nest atop Barneys to make deals.” If the dining room is the “nest” in which we feed and coddle our customers, then the kitchen is the tree holding that nest, branching down its roots to the network of food systems that sustain it—farmers, growers, grain millers, cheese makers, delivery people, and the like. The growth and nurturing of that tree, the training, support, and employment of the scores of people who work at Freds, is actually the crux of my job, and there would be no hospitality without it. Maybe it sounds corny, but creating a place for people to work and support their families, being part of that life cycle, is quite moving to me, and a deep source of satisfaction. Many of the employees at Freds have been working there since we opened; some even worked with me at my previous restaurants. I’ve watched their children grow up, seen those kids graduate from college, and attended their weddings, as they’ve seen my kids grow (and evolve from toddlers who dreaded the smallest speck of parsley in their food to full-fledged vegan hipsters). One of the things I’m most proud of in my career is the stability of the kitchen staff at Freds, and I believe that the consistency that comes from having a stable staff is a major factor in Freds’ longevity and success.


I had good role models for my training. The European kitchens where I trained were demanding, but at the same time quiet and industrious. When I look back now, I see that the head chefs who I considered to be the most exacting were actually careful teachers from whom I learned a great deal. That’s the model I try to emulate, and the natural teacher in me enjoys passing on my knowledge to others.


A Peek Behind the Scenes


At Freds, the day starts many hours before we seat the first customer for lunch. We serve a large volume of food every day, and, since we’re in New York City where storage space is so precious, each day is literally a fresh start: We cook pretty much everything from scratch each morning. The first cooks get to the restaurant by 6:30 a.m., many arriving on the #7 train from Queens, just as I did at the start of my career. When they get here, huge paper bags of bread from Orwashers bakery, baked in the wee hours, are already waiting by the front door. We’ll get another bread delivery, from Grandaisy Bakery and Hudson Bread, in the afternoon, which we’ll use for dinner service. Some of our breads are made in house—the focaccia, pizza dough, and bagels and bialys, if it’s the weekend—and those will start baking soon. The ovens will be turned on, ready to roast, tray after tray, the thirty or forty chickens and turkeys needed for a typical day of salads and sandwiches. Parts of other chickens will end up simmering for the next few hours in enormous stockpots, the first step in making Estelle’s Chicken Soup. Peter, our purchasing agent, is checking in the delivery orders that are streaming in, hauled up the 60th Street service elevator to our 9th floor kitchen by truck drivers praying he’ll check the order quickly so they can avoid getting a parking ticket, one of the constant irritations—and costs of doing business—of the food vendors who supply New York City kitchens. Fish and shellfish will be whisked into the walk-in fridge, and soon will be cleaned, scaled, fileted, shucked, or steamed, accordingly. A towering city of boxes filled with vegetables and salad greens makes the kitchen a temporary obstacle course, but within the space of a few minutes they’re all unpacked and refrigerated. And a morning full of prep work begins.


COMMAND CENTRAL: THE PURCHASING OFFICE


The Freds purchasing office is where the magic actually begins. You can’t make good food without starting with good food, so sourcing meats, vegetables and fruits, and other products is obviously a huge part of my job. Luckily, it also happens to be one of my greatest pleasures in life—anyone who travels with me has to drag me away from the food markets if they want to see anything else! I love New York City’s Greenmarkets as much as any New Yorker, but the fantasy of the chef going to the market early in the morning to see what’s good just isn’t practical on a daily basis, at least not with the volume of business we do at Freds. That doesn’t mean I don’t spend hours searching for the best products and testing them, sourcing locally whenever possible. I have close relationships with many growers and producers, and I love to visit them whenever I get the chance. But this little office, with my purchasing agent, Peter, on the phone, is where the deals get cinched. Peter knows what I want, the specifications of what I’m looking for, the quality I require, and how much I’m willing to spend, and he also keeps an inventory of what we’re likely to need on any given day. Peter is kind of the wizard of the kitchen. Like a wizard, he somehow magically knows exactly where everything is all the time. The volume we do requires a great deal of coordination for delivery and storage, and Peter is the point person for that.


Once the food is delivered to Freds, we then start our own mini food chain. We begin processing the raw product to our specifications. Obviously, although I use the word processing, I don’t mean it in the negative sense of corporate commercial food factories, or adding chemicals and additives. We process just the way you do at home, by cleaning, peeling, trimming, cutting, portioning, and the like.






A 60-SECOND PURCHASING LESSON




1. Purchase the best ingredients you can afford because quality ingredients make quality food.


2. Buy fruit and produce when they are in season, when they are at their best, most plentiful, and cheapest. When they’re out of season the quality won’t be as good.


3. Whenever possible, purchase food that’s cultivated nearby.


4. Shop with all your senses. Don’t just judge with your sight, but with smell and touch, too. Trust yourself. If it doesn’t look good or smell good, it’s not good. When I say looking good, I’m not talking about glamour specimens, but indications of freshness like crispness, unwilted leaves, and delicious aroma.











THE KITCHEN TOUR


The kitchen at Freds is actually three separate kitchens: the prep kitchen, where the bulk of the work is done; the à la carte kitchen, the line where the actual orders are cooked; and the pastry kitchen, which is separate so as not to mix the savory with the sweet.


The Prep Kitchen


In the European brigade system, the à la carte chefs—the ones who sauté, make pan sauces, and cook à la minute—are the superstars. But in my opinion, and in the Freds kitchen, the real superstars are the prep cooks. Where would we be without their support? Like a foundation holds up a building, the prep kitchen holds up a restaurant’s menu and reputation. The prep kitchen is where I spend the most time, training and working with my staff. Perfection in the kitchen begins at the most minuscule level; every task, down to cutting the most finely minced shallot or whisper of chives, needs to be perfect. The prep area resembles a finely tooled watch. There are lots of moving parts in a small space, so the work needs to be precise and coordinated. In the space of a few hundred square feet, the prep cooks clean, peel, chop, trim, roast, par-cook, and so forth literally hundreds of pounds of vegetables per day. They prep the ingredients for our most popular items: the lunch entrée salads and our famous Belgian Fries. And that’s not all. They roast the chickens and turkeys, make soups and sauces, pasta, and focaccia (and bagels and bialys, if it’s the weekend). They prepare virtually all the mis en place that the line cooks will use later when cooking during service. I like to have designated point people doing certain tasks for the sake of consistency. The same two people, week in and week out, make all the salad dressings, for example. The same guys make the pizza dough and fresh pasta, as well as the bagels and bialys each weekend.


The à la Carte Kitchen (aka The Line)


Of course, all that prep work is in the service of the final goal: cooking the food and getting it out to the customers. The buck, as they say, stops here—with the à la carte kitchen. I didn’t mean to imply earlier that my line chefs aren’t superstars; they definitely are. On a busy day, they’re like cooking machines, making constant split-second decisions to make sure things are not under- or overcooked. And of course there’s all the drama of the open flame, the flourishes as they deftly flip stuff in pans. It’s a show in itself, just like you see on reality TV. All the hard work of the prep kitchen enables the line cooks to focus on the task at hand; with the right prep, or mis en place, as it’s known in the kitchen, they’ve got everything they need at their fingertips, and they never stop moving. Virtually everything is prepped and laid out for them, so they don’t even need knives on the line.






THE BUTCHER BLOCK


My favorite part of the prep kitchen, in fact my favorite part of the entire kitchen, is the butcher block. It’s the heart of the kitchen, the epicenter, and at Freds it’s literally in the center, the first thing you see when you come in from the delivery entrance. A massive expanse of solid wood in a sea of stainless steel, it’s the Ellis Island of the kitchen: Every piece of protein that is cooked at Freds stops at the butcher block—to be weighed, portioned, shaped, or manicured—on the way to its eventual destination. To me, that chunk of wood is an icon. It’s huge, unmoving as a rock (which is important in a production kitchen because the shiny stainless-steel tables in the rest of the workspace won’t stand up to all the pounding the butcher does), and an earthy symbol that we do everything from scratch. Being a butcher in a restaurant the size of Freds is a huge responsibility. The butcher is the de facto head of the prep kitchen, and he’s handling thousands of dollars of expensive food every day. It’s kind of a colorful job, because anytime blood, guts, bones, and sharp knives are involved it’s a bit theatrical. But, most importantly, from my point of view, the butcher is pivotal to creating the consistency that Freds, like any good restaurant, is known for. That’s why there’s only one butcher at Freds. If we had a rotating crew of butchers, each one would do things slightly differently, and we’d lose consistency.


The butcher needs to be skilled in butchering and carefully manicuring the meats and poultry, the steaks, chops (when we have them), and paillards. He also portions the tuna, the branzino, and other fishes. The butcher has to have a good eye, because everything needs to be beautiful, trimmed and ready for the line cooks to pop in the pan. How food looks raw is how it’s going to look cooked, and so it’s up to the butcher to make sure it looks nice. He also delicately seasons and shapes every one of our crab cakes—and hamburger patties, too. The work that the butcher does is equivalent to the butchering you’ll find in a top meat market.









The Pastry Kitchen


Tucked around the corner from the main kitchen is the pastry kitchen, which is its own separate entity. In European kitchens, the pastry kitchen would be even more set apart, probably in a separate room with a door, and with its own ovens and stoves. Here in New York City prime real estate, we’re fortunate to at least have a pastry alcove, even if we don’t have a whole room. It’s right next to the prep kitchen, but the pastry kitchen is as tranquil as the prep kitchen is bustling. The art of making pastry requires precision, and that requires focus and concentration. Amid the hubbub that is a working kitchen, it’s like trying to perform a sterile operation in a jungle. The pastry department has its own designated equipment—knives, strainers, mixers, cutting boards, pans, etc.—and no one from the prep kitchen is allowed to touch them. It’s the closest we can get to hermetically sealing the pastry department. The goal is to avoid cross-contamination with anything savory. Who wants to get a whiff of garlic as you bite into your dessert? That’s definitely not a sweet way to end the meal!


The Foundations of the Freds Kitchen… and Yours


I think a lot about the word foundation in regard to my business. Like the foundation of a house, the work that goes into supporting a restaurant menu is unseen, except by those who do it. And as concrete and steel form the foundation of a house, the techniques, methods, and, of course, the recipes in the hands of skilled employees are what supports a restaurant’s menu and builds the consistency that is important to any successful endeavor.


Foundations matter just as much in the home kitchen as they do in a restaurant. The rest of this chapter contains a sampling of useful kitchen methods and techniques, plus recipes for several of Freds’ most iconic dishes, tailored for the home cook.


HOW TO CHECK FOR DONENESS IN MEAT


When you’re cooking an individual portion of protein, whether poultry, fish, or meat, it can be challenging to figure out when it’s cooked to the degree you like it. Of course you could slice it through the middle and look, but it isn’t going to look as pretty after that, especially if you need to do so more than once. A good sauté cook is a master at determining a food’s degree of doneness. And my Tire Test can help you learn that skill, too. This method is for individual portions; if you’re cooking a larger item, such as a roasted turkey or chicken, you need to use a meat thermometer.


Imagine the protein you’re cooking is a tire, and use the chart and your sense of touch (using a spatula, of course) to help you determine its degree of doneness.






THE TIRE TEST




Well done: the tire needs no air


Medium well: the tire needs a touch of air


Medium rare: the tire definitely needs air


Rare: you can’t ride on it





Temperatures for Doneness




Red Meat (beef, lamb, and game)


Rare: 110°F to 115°F


Medium rare: 120°F


Medium: 130°F to 145°F


Medium well: 155°F


Well done: 165°F or over


Poultry


Safe: 165°F












MIS EN PLACE


If I had to pick just one concept from a restaurant kitchen that’s most useful for home cooks, mis en place would be it. It’s crucial to a smooth running professional kitchen, but just as useful for home cooking. Mis en place means “everything in place,” and the mis en place for any given dish is all the little things—the chopped garlic, minced herbs, butter or oil, stocks, etc.—that you’ll need to cook the final dish. If you’re organized and take the time to gather your mis en place beforehand, you can focus on cooking, rather than jumping back and forth to the cutting board or fridge for something you’ve forgotten.


BOUQUET GARNI/SACHET


Traditionally, the fresh herbs used in a sauce or stock are tied together with kitchen twine to form a bouquet garni so it’s easy to remove them before serving or straining. Another alternative is to place the herbs, along with whole spices and aromatics, such as peppercorns, cinnamon sticks, cloves, etc., into a small square of cheesecloth and tie it together with kitchen twine to make a sachet.


ESCOFFIER FOLD


I’m a destroyer of oven mitts, I admit it. I get pretty involved when I cook; things get messy. Anyone who turns me loose in their home kitchen has to be resigned to the fact that if they have decorative mitts they’re going to be unrecognizable by the end of the night. It’s the price they pay for a good meal. Mitts look beautiful hanging in the kitchen, but they’re not up to the task of serious cooking. Either they’re too thick, too thin, too large, too small, too unwieldy, or too pretty for the job. You’ll never find them in a professional kitchen.






CLASSIC CUTS






[image: image]







Escoffier said it first, in fact he’s the one who invented it, but it’s helpful to have a baseline kitchen vocabulary. The following is a guideline of terms professional chefs use for different knife cuts.




Large dice (mirepoix): ¾-inch cubes


Medium dice: ½-inch cubes


Small dice: ¼-inch cubes


Brunoise: ⅛-inch cubes


Fine Brunoise: 1⁄16-inch cubes


Batonnet: ½-inch strips


Allumette: ¼-inch strips


Julienne: ⅛-inch strips


Fine julienne: 1⁄16-inch strips


Chiffonade: 1⁄16-inch (think coleslaw-thick) shreds


Whisper: finely minced (as herbs, chives)











A professional kitchen is stocked instead with an endless supply of good-quality, cotton kitchen towels, which chefs use for any number of tasks, among them moving hot pots and pans. The Escoffier fold, as it was known earlier in my career (that term seems to have fallen into disuse, but deserves to resurface), is a way of folding a kitchen towel so that it’s thick enough to protect one’s hands. It’s pretty simple and straightforward: Fold a good cotton kitchen towel in half three or four times (depending on the size of the towel), so that you end up with a square several layers thick—thin enough to hold flexibly, but thick enough to protect your hands during the hottest tasks, such as removing pans from the oven.


The kitchen towels we used in Europe were a sturdy cotton/linen blend, but any good-quality 100-percent-cotton kitchen towel will serve the purpose. Invest in ten good ones that you use and wash over and over again, and you’ll never have to rely on another flimsy oven mitt.
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Sachet of aromatics
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An Escoffier fold
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Freds at Barneys New York, Madison Avenue (above)
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BELGIAN FRIES



Makes 4 to 6 servings




I had to put our Belgian Fries at the beginning of the book because they’re our most-loved menu item by far. Any tour of the kitchen will include the sight of the mountains of potatoes that—every single day—we clean, peel, slice, and parboil before frying golden brown and sending out to the dining room in Freds’ distinctive cone glassware, along with our signature trio of sauces: Garlic Mayonnaise, Sauce Calypso, and, of course, ketchup.


I learned how to make fries properly in Amsterdam, which was my last working gig in Europe. I chose to work in Amsterdam because I knew the competition for restaurant jobs was less there than in places like Paris, and if I landed in a Michelin-starred place the training would be just as rigorous. However, if I’d known about the Dutch love of frietkjes—due to their proximity to the potato-loving Belgians—that alone might have been enough to lure me there. The city is dotted with Flemish frituur stands, and I ate them every weekend of my yearlong stint. Money was tight, frietkjes were cheap, and I needed to work my way through the two dozen sauces on offer, everything from simple mayonnaise, to peanut and curry sauce. At my favorite stand I eventually settled on a regular order of “special sauce,” which was more or less like my childhood favorite, Russian dressing. You can take the boy out of Queens, but you can’t keep him away from Russian dressing. Standing in line, far from home, I used to dream of having a restaurant someday where I would serve frietkjes like those, and Freds presented the perfect opportunity. Barneys threw a party a few years ago for the fabulous Belgian designer Dries Van Noten. I cooked him an order of our fries and brought them to him at his table. I rolled out one of the few phrases I knew in Dutch, which I must have heard a million times standing in line at the frituur in Amsterdam: Frietjes zijn erg lekker. (“Fries are delicious.”) He looked up and rattled back an answer in Dutch, which of course I didn’t understand, so I was forced to confess that I had just used up all the Dutch I knew. Fortunately, he laughed, and then said, “Well, you make fries like a Belgian.” That’s a great compliment coming from a Belgian, and one I’ll never forget.







EQUIPMENT


Large stainless-steel bowl


2 large baking sheets (or platters)


Paper towels


8-quart stockpot


Deep fry/candy thermometer


Stainless-steel spider skimmer (available in stores that sell Asian cooking utensils or online)


Long-handled wooden spoon







INGREDIENTS


Ice


6 Idaho potatoes* (about 4 pounds)


6 cups peanut oil


Kosher salt


Garlic Mayonnaise and Sauce Calypso (here), or your favorite sauce, for serving









Fill the bowl with ice water and set it by your cutting board. Peel the potatoes and cut into ¼-inch-thick fries. Drop the fries into the ice water as you cut them to keep them from becoming discolored.


Line each baking sheet with several layers of paper towels. Place the peanut oil in the stockpot and heat over medium-high heat to 300°F, gauging the temperature of the oil using the candy thermometer. With paper towels, pat very dry as many fries as will fit comfortably in the pot—10 to 15.


Being careful not to overcrowd the pot, add the batch of fries and cook until they just begin to brown, about 5 minutes. Using the spider, transfer them to the paper towels to drain. Repeat with the remaining potatoes. Let stand for 30 minutes. Set the oil aside but do not discard it. (At this point you can store the potatoes in the refrigerator for up to 4 hours to fry later, but be sure to pat them well before cooking, since there will likely be condensation that might make the oil splutter.)


Reheat the oil to 350°F over medium-high heat. Add the fries, again in batches, and cook until golden brown. If needed, gently separate them with a long-handled spoon so they don’t stick together. Transfer the cooked potatoes to a paper towel–lined baking sheet, sprinkle with salt, and serve immediately with your choice of sauces—although I recommend Garlic Mayonnaise and Sauce Calypso.
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GARLIC MAYONNAISE


Makes 1 cup




EQUIPMENT


Whisk







INGREDIENTS


1 tablespoon minced garlic


¼ teaspoon kosher salt


1 cup good commercial mayonnaise









Sprinkle the minced garlic with the salt and use the side of your knife to mash the salt into the garlic to make a smooth paste. Whisk the paste into the mayo until it’s well mixed. Set aside in the refrigerator for at least 2 hours (or overnight, ideally) in an airtight container before serving. Use within 3 days.
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SAUCE CALYPSO


Makes 1½ cups




EQUIPMENT


Citrus juicer


Food processor (or bowl and a whisk)







INGREDIENTS


½ cup good commercial mayonnaise


¼ cup ketchup


1 teaspoon Dijon mustard


Juice of 1 Florida orange


Juice of 1 lemon


1 tablespoon juice from bottle of horseradish


1 tablespoon cider vinegar


1 teaspoon kosher salt


Freshly ground black pepper


1 tablespoon cognac


4 shakes Worcestershire sauce









Place the mayo, ketchup, and mustard in a food processor and blend on medium speed until well blended. With the processor on low, drizzle in the citrus juices and then the horseradish juice, vinegar, salt, and pepper. Blend well and switch the setting to low. Slowly drip in the cognac. Even though the cognac is a small amount, do not dump it in at once, but add it slowly or it may not blend in. When the dressing is emulsified, add the Worcestershire sauce and mix well. Taste and adjust the seasoning, if desired. Chill well before using. This sauce will keep in the refrigerator for 2 weeks.


[image: image]






















[image: Book Title Page]

And the Oscar goes to… Belgian Fries at Freds Beverly Hills

















FREDS HERB MIXTURE



Yield varies according to the size of the bunches




A container of our own finely chopped fresh herb blend sits on most of the stations around the kitchen because we use it in so many dishes—in salad dressings, in pastas, a pinch as a garnish for soup or on top of a chicken paillard, and more. It’s an aromatic, similar to the famous herbes de Provence, except that ours is always made with fresh herbs and is our own blend.


This mixture is a great trick for home cooks, too. I don’t know about you, but whenever I buy a bunch of herbs for home use, I end up using about half, and then the rest goes bad. Chopped finely and blended this way, and then stored in a sealed container in the fridge, the mixture should stay good for about one week. It also freezes well, although I would freeze it in individual portions. Spend a little time making this mixture and you will reap the reward of having fresh herbs on hand to toss into salads, mix into salad dressings, sprinkle over fish, omelets, or steamed vegetables, or use in a million other ways. Tailor-make your own blend just the way you like it—you might like tarragon more than I do, for example, or you might want to include dill, which we don’t at Freds.


The key is to remove all the leaves from the stems (except for chives, obviously) and chop them very finely. On the illustration of Classic Cuts (see here), the cut for this mixture would be whisper. It’s easiest to finely chop the herbs with a mezzaluna, but you can also use a large chef’s knife. Since you are chopping so finely, use a large stable cutting board, and make sure to give yourself lots of elbow room for leverage. It’s tempting to use a food processor, but that’s not the best option in this case because it will tend to grind the juicier herbs (the basil and parsley) too much and turn the whole thing into a paste. What you’re looking for here is a slightly dry mixture resembling sawdust.


When talking about bunches of herbs, I’m aware that the size of a bunch can vary wildly, depending on the store and the time of year (summer bunches of basil are usually enormous!). As a point of reference, consider each bunch used in this recipe to be the standard, medium-size bunch you find in the supermarket. Depending on your need, you can obviously adjust it to the smaller single-size packages that are so widely available.









OEBPS/images/Art_P7b.jpg





OEBPS/images/Art_Pxiv.jpg





OEBPS/images/Art_P7c.jpg





OEBPS/images/Art_P7a.jpg





OEBPS/images/Art_Pxx.jpg





OEBPS/images/Art_line.jpg





OEBPS/images/Art_Pvi.jpg





OEBPS/images/Art_Pxi.jpg





OEBPS/images/Art_Pviii.jpg





OEBPS/images/Art_P8a.jpg





OEBPS/images/Art_P8b.jpg





OEBPS/images/Art_Pv.jpg





OEBPS/images/Art_P6.jpg





OEBPS/images/Art_P11.jpg





OEBPS/images/9781455537778.jpg
THE

FREDS

AT BARNEYS NEW YORK

COOKBOOK

MARK STRAUSMAN
WITH SUSAN LITTLEFIELD






OEBPS/images/Art_tit.jpg
THE

FREDS

AT BARNEYS NEW YORK

COOKBOOK

MARK STRAUSMAN
WITH SUSAN LITTLEFIELD

GRAND CENTRAL






