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A NOTE FROM THOMAS KELLER


TWO YEARS AGO, in what now seems like another lifetime, I began working on this book. My intent at the time was to celebrate two restaurants—The French Laundry and per se—by telling their stories within the broader context of the evolution of fine dining. Though I knew there would be wrinkles in the narrative (there always are), I could never have imagined how dramatically its arc was destined to change.


As I write today, the world is in the midst of a pandemic that has taken the lives of hundreds of thousands, sickened millions, and brought the global economy to its knees. While few sectors have been spared the devastation, fewer still have been hit harder than the profession I know best. The COVID-19 crisis has shuttered restaurants and their suppliers around the globe (many of them permanently) while upending countless lives and livelihoods. The depth of the damage is difficult to quantify yet impossible to ignore. One of the many truths the current crisis has revealed is the value of restaurants as a social force. Every single one—from sandwich shops to pizza parlors to chains that employ millions of people to the hundreds of thousands of independent restaurants—is more important than any of us realized. At some level, many of us recognized this all along, but we see it now more clearly than ever before.


Since July 1994, when we opened The French Laundry, I’ve spent the majority of my time there. Often, I’ve asked our guests, “What brings you here? Are you celebrating anything?” A common reply I hear is: “We’re just celebrating being together.” To me this is the most gratifying answer of all. It underscores what these places are all about: making memories.


That starts, of course, with friends and family gathered at a table for a meal. But it is more than that. It extends outward in a web of community and connectivity. Just as we feed our guests, they, in turn, feed us. We are joined in a symbiotic relationship that also helps sustain the farmers who grow our food, the fishermen who catch our lobsters and harvest our oysters, the foragers who gather wild mushrooms and mulberries, the wineries who supply our cellars. And on and on. Those who choose to have a meal at our restaurants support the cleaners who wash our linens and the artisans who make our porcelain, the florists who fill our rooms with beauty, the truckers who deliver our food, the manufacturers of our culinary tools, the companies that recycle our boxes and cans. The nourishment provided by a meal does not begin or end with the food served on a plate.


We are all in this together. That we hear this phrase so frequently does not make it any less true. Never has it resonated with me more profoundly. In the midst of this pandemic, our team would like to recognize the heroic work of healthcare professionals and first responders who put their lives on the line to tend to others. We’d also like to express our gratitude to essential employees everywhere—from the grocery store clerk and postal carrier to the pharmacist and delivery driver to the barista who makes your morning coffee—who ensure that we receive our daily necessities and sometimes small comforts.


In every disaster and national emergency, the restaurant community has stepped up. After 9/11, after Hurricanes Sandy and Maria, after wildfires and floods—we were there. We continue to do our part today, even as our own lives and businesses have been so critically affected. Now it is time for everyone who cherishes their time in a restaurant, whether at a French Laundry or that local pizzeria or taqueria or family-owned diner, to join us in supporting this community and do what they can to make sure that its workers stay safe, its businesses stay healthy, and its intricate network of farmers, artisans, suppliers, and more remains intact. When this pandemic recedes, we want to be ready to open the doors and say, “Welcome.”


Much has changed in the world over the past two years. What remains unaltered is our shared humanity, our need for community, and our capacity for generosity. This book, like the two restaurants at its center, is meant as a tribute to these traits.
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This book is dedicated to all our teams, past and present, for the contributions they have made to the lives of so many; to our partners, farmers, fishermen, foragers, and gardeners; and finally to our guests, who have supported us throughout the years. I am grateful to call you my friends and colleagues.


—Thomas Keller


To my dudes. E, M, and Q. Love you.


—David Breeden


To my wife, Kaeleigh, and my son, Caelan. Without your support, I wouldn’t be able to do what I love to do.


—Corey Chow


I would like to dedicate this book to my aunt Camilla Broadbent, whose help and support during my apprenticeship in London allowed me to step into the world of pastry and never look back.


—Elwyn Boyles
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PREFACE


WHEN WE BEGAN BUILDING a new restaurant in the Time Warner Center in New York in the early 2000s, people invariably asked me, “Is it going to be The French Laundry?” And my response was always, “Well, not The French Laundry, per se.”


Because it wasn’t. But it wasn’t not going to be The French Laundry, either, because the restaurant I envisioned had a similar cuisine and style and refinement. The two restaurants, and the teams that ran them, would be joined by a set of standards, a philosophy, and a culture. I wanted the two restaurants to be connected but to have their own personalities. The restaurants’ current chefs, David Breeden in California and Corey Chow in New York, are very different people who bring different styles of cooking to their dining rooms, but their interpretations of the food fall within the framework of The French Laundry, which I opened in 1994. Which is why I could only answer that frequent question as I did. Here, then, is an attempt to capture both of them in one book, as well as an opportunity to reflect on the evolution of The French Laundry and on fine dining generally over the past twenty-six years.


Thomas Keller
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INTRODUCTION


THE CORNET
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YOU COULD SAY A TUILE RECIPE from Gourmet magazine in the late 1980s launched The French Laundry. And that the very same tuile recipe remains a philosophical touchstone.


I’d loved serving rabbit ever since my days at La Rive, a tiny family-run restaurant in the Hudson Valley where I cooked on my own and taught myself how to dress rabbits, which in turn taught me about using the entire animal. By the time I was chef of Rakel, at Clarkson and Varick Streets in New York City, I was serving rabbit loin perfumed with rosemary. But I wanted to put all of the rabbit on the plate, so I made a salpicón of its liver and kidney and onion to go with it. All of this was soft food—I needed some crunch. I remembered reading a tuile recipe in Gourmet, so I found it and turned it into a savory tuile. It was so delicate and crisp, perfect for the salpicón.


It was also pliable when it came out of the oven, an idea that stayed with me.


Rakel couldn’t survive the recession at the beginning of the 1990s, and my partner, Serge Raoul, wanted to turn it into a more casual restaurant, as many restaurants of the time were doing. I love casual dining, but that’s not the style of food I wanted to cook.


Just five years earlier, I’d been in one of the most dynamic kitchens in New York, the Polo Lounge at Westbury Hotel, run by chef de cuisine Patrice Boely. Nouvelle cuisine was new and exciting; I couldn’t go backward. I told Serge no—going casual wouldn’t feel true to my ambition. (Little did I know that Serge would return to my life and become instrumental in my being able to open The French Laundry—he was not only a mentor and friend but a great supporter of what I hoped to achieve.)


So there I was in 1990. I’d basically failed at the two restaurants I’d run. I was unemployed and alone in New York. I was thirty-five, and going nowhere.


I landed a job at Checkers, a small hotel in Los Angeles run by Bill Wilkinson, who invented what we now call the boutique hotel when he opened Campton Place in San Francisco. He was the first to put a dynamic American chef—Bradley Ogden—in a hotel, and it was at Campton Place that Ogden made his name. Checkers was Wilkinson’s second hotel. He had high expectations for me.


The hotel was hosting a huge event the week I was to arrive, and Bill had asked me to develop a canapé that would wow Los Angeles and announce my arrival. So on top of all my anxiety and fear about uprooting and starting anew, leaving my friends and a city I loved, I needed a showstopper.


I didn’t have one.


Just before I left New York, some friends took me to lunch at Phoenix Garden in Chinatown, where we’d eaten once a month. As was our custom, we went across the street for ice cream afterward.


You have to understand where my head was at this moment. I was leaving New York for a new city and new employer. I was sad to be leaving my close friends, sad to be leaving this amazing city. I was frightened. I was challenged. I felt enormous anxiety over the responsibility I was about to take on.


So when my friends and I went to the Baskin-Robbins across from Phoenix Garden, and the person behind the counter handed me my cone in its little plastic holder, I smiled—There’s my canapé! I’ll make my tuile into a cone—a cornet. I smiled, and I was happy. I’d been so depressed and unhappy for so long, I almost didn’t recognize the feeling.


I decided to fill the cornet with tuna tartare (it was the nineties), wasabi cream, and chive oil, and it was the hit Bill had wanted.


The tuiles were a little too fragile, but the pastry chef at Checkers and I worked together to refine the batter so that they were durable enough to hold a heavy protein, but were still delicate, and could be made in large numbers. I asked the engineers at the hotel to cut me two triangles of Plexiglas with half-inch-wide holes to hold the cones, and used those to serve them. The tuna tartare cone became such a hit, I served it to VIPs at Checkers—until management cut me loose for insubordination. I was different then. I was a little less mature, a little more short-tempered. I had ambition, but had yet to learn how to manage that ambition (for more on that, see this page).


Two years later, in 1992, I was trying to impress potential partners who could help me buy The French Laundry, and the cornet was the first thing I served them. I couldn’t afford tuna for the tartare, so I went with salmon, which was less expensive. I had no money. I had no job. All I had was an idea. And the cornet that always made them smile.


I’VE TOLD this story before, but I tell it again because like everything, this cornet has evolved, just as my profession, the world of fine dining, has evolved. And yet, after twenty-six years, the cornet still makes me smile. Everyone who dines at The French Laundry in Yountville, California, and at per se in Manhattan is offered this bite first precisely because it’s meant to make them smile. The cornet not only reflects this joyful connection to food, but also symbolizes what this book is about: awareness, inspiration, interpretation, and evolution—namely, the evolution of fine dining. And the more people you work with, the more likely you are to experience evolution and improvement.


I call these improvements “green tape moments,” because they’re not only about the food. We had always used painter’s tape—first blue, then green (less expensive!)—to mark deli containers and hold menus down at the pass, simply tearing the tape and leaving the jagged edges. After ten years of this, the expediter from The French Laundry, Zion Curiel, was setting up the pass at per se for its very first service, taping the night’s menus to the white linen. He decided to cut the tape so that we had clean right angles everywhere. It was a small change, but for me, it was like the shot heard round the world: those right angles and clean lines impact the way you think at the pass. I’d charged the French Laundry staff who had come to help open per se to push themselves to find new ways to improve. This was Zion’s contribution. Everyone felt it, and the revelation extended to all reaches of our team. I’d been tearing tape for twenty years, and this had never occurred to me. Eric, Jonathan, Grant, Mark, Shuna—how many chefs had never thought to do this? This simple act said to everyone, If something as small as taking a pair of scissors to tape could have such a huge impact, what more could we do?


In the same way, we continued to improve the cornet in response to our drive for efficiency and more refined service, and even to Americans’ changing diets. Initially, one of the chefs would spend a half hour or more chopping salmon by hand, then had to spend more time picking out the many white sinews that separate the layers of flesh. Today, we grind the salmon through a super-chilled grinder, then pass it through a tamis, a drum sieve, which catches all those sinews, a process that results in an extraordinarily delicate texture and reduces the time it takes to prepare the salmon. Our method evolved.


We used to make stencils for the cornet tuile using Kendall Farm crème fraîche lids, which were just the right size, but that meant the chef making the tuiles each day would need to spread the batter one circle at a time. Now we’ve engineered sheet-pan-size silicone stencils so the chef can make dozens at a time.


We’re also now able to preserve the cooked cornet with our chamber vacuum sealer, one of the great technologies to enter the professional kitchen. If we’re doing a party, we can make a thousand cornets over the course of a week and put them in a container, gas flush them, and seal them, and they’ll stay fresh.


We used to serve the cornet from a little Plexiglas tray—that was all we could afford. We then designed a silver service piece with Christofle called “The Cadillac” to serve multiple guests. We also designed a piece called “The Bouchon” (French for “cork”), which holds the individual cornet set down before each diner.


As the American diet has evolved, more people have stopped eating gluten. This forced us to develop a gluten-free tuile. Our R&D team combined a mixture of nongluten grains that would work just like flour in the tuile batter, giving birth to our product called Cup4Cup, which at the time was the first completely gluten-free flour that could be used cup for cup as you would use wheat flour. The diner spurred the cornet’s evolution.


And while the concept of the cornet remains the same—crispy cracker, creamy texture, savory salmon, and a tuile batter unchanged for twenty-six years—the ingredients change, as a way to express each of our chefs’ personal visions. If salmon is on the menu in another form, we may serve a fluke tartare. We make a vegetarian cornet. The version photographed here is David Breeden’s cornet at The French Laundry, the Everything Bagel Cornet—which takes the dish into the realm of the bagel with lox and cream cheese.


Culturally it’s a dish associated with New York City, home of per se, not Northern California. But it creates a connection between the two restaurants that is really important to me and to our team. Corey Chow, chef de cuisine at per se, solidifies that connection by doing his own Everything Bagel as a caviar course, making the two restaurants work, in a way, as fraternal twins.


All this evolution, embodied in a single dish that came out of a very sad time in my life three decades ago.
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THE CHEFS
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TWENTY-SIX YEARS AGO it dawned on me that the business I run is like a sports franchise. We hire chefs, servers, and managers—our athletes—and need to do so with a philosophy of not only winning in the present but building for success in the future: succession planning.


Everyone who works here enters with different life experiences and different skills that they apply to a range of tasks. We hire them, we train them, we mentor them, whether they are young chefs at Bouchon or Ad Hoc or more mature chefs arriving at per se or The French Laundry. Some are akin to AAA ballplayers, working their way up from the minors; others have already played in the majors. Our job is to reinforce their strengths and help them overcome their weaknesses. All of them are part of a team, whether they’re in AAA or in the top echelon. Even Stephen Strasburg, the MVP of the Washington Nationals, said after winning the 2019 World Series, “I’m just here to be part of the team.”


I think about the kids in the major leagues. Imagine staring down a 95-mile-per-hour fastball with fifty thousand people screaming around you. That’s composure. I feel the same for my chefs—every member of the team is under pressure to perform at a very high level. When they land in positions of responsibility at our restaurants, they show the same amazing composure, discipline, and skill as an elite athlete. They all understand the importance of being part of a team, and I’m so proud of them for it.


And it’s not only about the performance of the chefs, but about the coaches and managers as well. When I or one of my senior staff hires someone, we expect that new hire to surpass what we can do. It’s the only way to keep improving. If that person you’ve hired, trained, and mentored does not, over time, become better than you, then you haven’t done your job.


I LEARNED THIS LESSON through a painful experience. We opened the restaurant per se overlooking Manhattan’s Columbus Circle in February 2004. One week later, a fire devastated the restaurant, and it almost devastated me. But as chefs, we come together in times of crisis.


Eric Ziebold had been my longtime chef de cuisine at The French Laundry and helped me open per se. Though he had plans to move on to open his own restaurant after the launch of per se, he offered to return to The French Laundry while I stayed in New York to work on rebuilding per se and manage the situation. We reopened, happily, and when per se was running smoothly, I returned to Yountville, to The French Laundry, expecting to take the pass for that night’s service, which I’d been doing for ten years.


But I saw Eric standing there. He had the pass. He’d been at the pass all the time I was reopening per se. In that moment, I realized I didn’t have a job anymore, at least not the same job that I’d held for so long. I’d moved from player to coach. And not simply because I’d had to let someone else play in a crisis, but because there were younger chefs who could do what I used to do better than I could do it now.


At the time, we were all just reacting to an urgent situation, but once I was able to reflect, I saw the bigger picture, the greater need for succession planning, long-term team building . . . the same thing a successful sports franchise does. More than just determine who will be the next chef to fill a role, we need to determine how to help the new players build on and surpass their predecessors. How can Timothy Hollingsworth surpass Corey Lee at The French Laundry? How can Eli Kaimeh move beyond Jonathan Benno, and then Corey Chow beyond Eli?


The new chefs aren’t by nature so superior to the former ones, but the tools and equipment improve, the ingredients grow increasingly fine, and—most important—the training and mentorship we practice allow them to advance. This is how you build excellence in a team, excellence that endures and is sustainable, even if one key player—like me standing at the pass in the kitchen of The French Laundry—moves on.


IN THE FALL OF 1999, I was on the book tour for The French Laundry Cookbook. One of the stops was the Williams Sonoma in Pasadena. In line with his mom, waiting to get a book signed, was twenty-year-old Corey Chow, a psychology major at Cal Poly Tech in Pomona, California. He didn’t know he wanted to be a chef yet—his mom just knew he loved food.


Eight years later, during family meal at per se, I got my plate and took it to the kitchen to eat. It was Chinese food—beef and broccoli, fried rice, fish with scallions, steamed and finished by flash frying. I asked Jonathan Benno, chef de cuisine, “Who made family meal?” and he pointed to a commis, the lowest rung of the brigade. It was Corey Chow, who now had my attention.


Corey had graduated from Poly Tech, then gone to Le Cordon Bleu in Pasadena. He externed at Alan Wong’s Honolulu and loved it so much he stayed for six years. During that time, Wong closed the restaurant for two days so that Jonathan and per se pastry chef Sebastien Rouxel could put on a special dinner there. Corey had never seen such perfect culinary execution. He was astonished, and so he set his sights on per se.


He staged at per se, and Benno gave him a job. He moved quickly up to sous chef, but, not seeing a path for more advancement, he left to work with Rich Torrisi and became a chef de cuisine for the Michelin-starred restaurant Torrisi Italian Specialties. I ate there and had the same experience I’d had when Corey made family meal. This guy can cook, I thought, and he’s also running a kitchen.


When Corey asked to return to per se, as executive sous chef under Eli Kaimeh, I said, “You can cook, but can you lead a team?” He said, “Yes, Chef.” And when Eli left, Corey advanced to become chef de cuisine, a place he never dreamed he’d be when he was in line waiting with his mom for his book to be signed eighteen years earlier.


Around the time Corey came to work as a commis, David Breeden was already a chef de partie on his way to becoming sous chef and, ultimately, executive sous chef at per se. David had had a rough upbringing in the hills of eastern Tennessee—so rough, in fact, that he left home at age fourteen with $21 in his pocket. Somehow, he made his way, living on his own, often working at restaurants. He applied to the best restaurant in his area, Club LeConte, run by a chef named Seth Simmerman, but never heard back, so he decided to join the United States Navy. He didn’t know that his application to the chef had been shunted to the manager of the dining room rather than the chef. On the very day David, newly eighteen, was set to enlist in the navy, Chef Simmerman called to offer him a job. David said, “I can’t, I’m joining the navy today.” Chef Simmerman said, “I was in the navy, I cooked on submarines, and believe me, you don’t want to do that. Get your ass in here.”
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David Breeden





The year was 1998, and Chef Simmerman became David’s mentor. Because David didn’t have a car and it took so long for him to get to the restaurant using public transportation, he asked the chef if he could catch a ride to the restaurant. The chef said, “I leave at eight a.m.—your shift doesn’t start till three.” David said, “If you drive me to the restaurant, I’ll work for free until three.” And that’s how David learned to cook—working for free from nine to three, then minimum wage from three to eleven.


David set his sights on a job at The French Laundry after reading an article about me in Gourmet, in which I talked about the importance of killing rabbits. He managed to talk his way in via Devin Knell, one of our longtime chefs, a great technician, who was looking for a butcher. “I can butcher,” David fudged. (“I could maybe French a rack of lamb,” he says now, “but really, I didn’t even know how to cut a chicken efficiently and well.”)
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Elwyn Boyles
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Corey Chow
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I remember walking into the old screened-in porch and seeing him butchering every day, but I thought he was a culinary student on an externship. He was good, so I asked him when he was going back to school.


He said, “I’m not in school.”


I said, “Where do you work?”


He said, “I’m hoping to work here.”


I asked if he was considering moving out here. He said, “I already did. My girlfriend arrives with all my stuff tomorrow.”


Like I said, people catch your attention. I began to watch him, saw the way he took ownership of every task, mastered it, did it better than anyone. He eventually became a chef de partie, moved all the way up to saucier, before the stresses of cooking at this level took their toll. He took six weeks away from the restaurant to decompress and visit family.


He wanted to move to New York, and so, with my blessing, he went to see Jonathan Benno, and Chef Benno hired him. David knows both kitchens really well now.


Corey and David are two very different chefs, but they work well within the framework of the restaurants—David ingeniously figuring out how to serve the food of his rural background (pole beans, pork shank) in a Michelin three-star restaurant, Corey likewise maintaining a connection to his Chinese American heritage.


I’VE ALWAYS BEEN GOOD at surrounding myself with people who are smarter than me, and Elwyn Boyles is one of those people. In 2008, I’d been advertising in trade magazines for a pastry chef, and I got a call from Tom Aikens, in London, who had been the youngest chef to earn two Michelin stars. He told me of a very talented pastry chef named Elwyn Boyles who had worked for him and who was ready for a change and wanted to spend time in the United States.


Elwyn was raised first on a farm in Wales, then in the little village of Horseheath, England, a half hour south of Cambridge. He began washing dishes at the local country inn, the Red Lion, during high school. By the time he was finishing high school and taking his A Levels, he was the chef, cooking simple pub food six nights a week—prawn cocktail, mushroom stroganoff, steak and kidney pie, apple crumble.


After graduating, he spent nearly four months in Australia, and on his return he had decided university was not for him. He wanted to cook. Through a government apprenticeship program, he was placed at the Café Royale, a posh hotel right off Piccadilly Circus, and started, as many apprentices do, in pastry. But just four months in, Elwyn said, “Hey, I really like it here. And I’m good at it.” So he stayed in the pastry arts during the three-year apprenticeship.


He then worked in upscale hotels in London—The Four Seasons and The Connaught—then at smaller Michelin-starred restaurants, Midsummer House, led by Daniel Clifford, and Tom Aiken’s eponymous restaurant in Chelsea.


He arrived at per se in New York in 2008 and persevered as he adjusted to a new country, a new restaurant group, and a new management style. After about a year, he came into his own.


I knew by then that if I wanted to keep Elwyn on my team, I’d have to keep him interested, keep giving him new projects to work on, so I charged him with unifying the dessert programs of The French Laundry and per se. It’s important to me to keep my kitchens connected, that they feed one another. This is why we have live screens of each kitchen, so one can see what the other is doing at any time. Elwyn achieved that unity with our desserts and has become, in my mind, a pastry chef second to none.


These three chefs lead the French Laundry–per se team and, along with me, are the voice of this book. But three people don’t make two Michelin three-star restaurants. Everyone who works at the restaurants helps to shape those restaurants. Every single person. From the dishwasher to the chef to the woman in Petaluma who makes the cheese and the man who created an oyster farm in Duxbury, Massachusetts, where never an oyster had grown before he grew one, to the accountants and the service staff to the whole team in the garden to the GM at our new Mexican restaurant and the bartender and chefs there. Please understand how important it is for me to express this. Everyone who works at these restaurants shapes these restaurants. A little better each day, that’s the goal—a little better this morning than yesterday.


Special mention must also be made of two chefs who worked behind the scenes to develop the recipe portions for this book—Elaine Smyth and Alison Beazley (left), who did all their work for the book while maintaining their daily duties at per se and The French Laundry.


I thank them all.
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DAVID BREEDEN


MY JOURNEY TO THE FRENCH LAUNDRY


MY FIRST MEMORY of The French Laundry was as a guest on August 6, 2004. I had started in kitchens as a dishwasher in my mid-teens, and now had gotten a stage at The French Laundry, to begin the following January. I was in San Francisco with my girlfriend exploring the culinary scene, and we got a last-minute reservation due to a cancellation and drove up for lunch. Kevin Macway, a longtime French Laundry associate, was our captain. We had, of course, an amazing meal (my first “Peas and Carrots,” originated by then poissonier Jonathan Benno). But that was not the highlight. At the end of the meal, Kevin, who knew I’d be staging there, asked if I’d like to meet Chef.


I was so nervous. What if my granddad’s suit makes me look unprofessional? What if he grills me on the classical repertoire? What if I’ve had too much wine?


Suddenly I beheld the most beautiful kitchen I had ever seen. Chef was on the pass cutting romano beans. He looked at me, smiled, and said, “Chef! How was your meal?” Then he said, “I look forward to your joining the team.” I don’t remember much else—I was so nervous. It was like meeting Michael Jordan.


SIX MONTHS LATER, January 25, 2005, I arrived at 5:00 a.m. for my 5:30 start, having scoured again my copy of The French Laundry Cookbook.


I entered the copper door to the kitchen, and even now I distinctly remember the smell—not like a kitchen but rather like someone’s home. There were two enormous 100-liter pots of veal stock simmering away, and the beautiful smells of the mirepoix and aromatics were wafting through the air. A butcher with a huge kit of rabbits cut each into precise pieces. A commis cut the brunoise for the chefs de partie on a mandoline.


My first-ever task was to prepare the pommes Maxim for the famous Beets and Leeks lobster dish. I also had to juice beets and chiffonade leeks. I was terrified. Walter Abrams, the poissonier, a buff Colombian dude from South Florida, arrived and looked at the pommes Maxim, evaluating the texture and seasoning. “Not bad, rookie,” he said.


It was an amazing kitchen. Every service was dynamic. The food was . . . perfect. And in a way I’d never seen before, everything we did in the French Laundry kitchen was about the guests.


AFTER TWO YEARS, the intensity of the work and serious family issues led me to take a break, regroup in my mind, be with family and my beloved East Tennessee hills.


But I’m a cook and quickly grew restless. I had to keep moving. I took a break from Tennessee to stage in New York (Daniel, Jean-Georges) but didn’t feel comfortable in those kitchens. Against my instinct, because The French Laundry had been so hard, I went to see the per se kitchen and introduce myself to its chef de cuisine, Jonathan Benno.


He was at the sous chef’s desk, next to the pass, on the phone. I waited. When he hung up, I introduced myself. He gave me the same smile Thomas Keller had given me, shook my hand in the same way. I gave him my resume. This was where I wanted to be. And a few weeks later, Chef Benno called and asked when could I be in New York.


Some kitchens you just fit into. And Jonathan became a mentor, even a father figure, to me. And by chance, he, I, and our late dear colleague Chris L’Hommedieu were the only people working at per se who had also worked at The French Laundry.


When Thomas was at per se, we had a special relationship because of this. I spoke the French Laundry language, and Thomas strove to keep the two restaurants spiritually joined. This sounds trite but it’s a fact: Thomas taught me more than anyone in my life about how to become a leader, a compassionate human, and a mentor to my own team.


In November 2012, Thomas called me into the office of the general manager at per se, where we could speak alone. I’d been at per se four years and had risen to executive sous chef under Eli Kaimeh. Thomas did this a lot, with all of us, making sure we were good, asking about our goals, our challenges.


But this time he had a funny smile. He said, “Chef, are you ready to come home?”


I said, “Absolutely,” not quite understanding.


Timothy Hollingsworth, the hugely respected chef de cuisine of The French Laundry, was leaving, Thomas explained, and then asked, “Would you consider returning to The French Laundry as chef de cuisine?”


I almost swallowed my tongue.


THE FRENCH LAUNDRY KITCHEN I returned to lead was not what I’d left five years earlier. It no longer had the walk-in, since replaced by six Traulsen reach-ins designed by Chef, which were far more efficient. The porch had been enclosed to create a space for the commis to prep, and the chefs de partie could do their mise en place at their stations. It had a Rational combi oven and a blast chiller, essential tools for precise cooking. Those stockpots, though, were still there simmering away. That familiar aroma was still in the air and that beautiful breeze was still blowing through the open windows to the courtyard.


And I was chef de cuisine. Rather than the pressure cooker I remembered as a young commis, the kitchen was an intensely professional environment. Chef had set everything up for everyone to succeed. All I had to do was support my team and let them flourish.


In late 2014, Chef and I had dinner at Bouchon, as we often did. But this time he had something important to ask me. “How would you like a new kitchen, Chef?”


I said, “What do you mean? We do need a new stove.”


He said, “No, think of the Louvre. And I. M. Pei’s pyramid.”


In February 2017, after two years of difficult work in a temporary kitchen and the supporting buildings, we moved into the new kitchen. It was like walking into a palace. We had all the tools that we had ever wished for. We had a Rational on the line for the fish station, a rotisserie, and a wood-burning hearth. The commis and pastry kitchens had many improvements as well, such as a large twelve-burner stove, full-size blast chiller, chocolate shop, meat maturation cooler for dry-aging meats, and temperature-controlled butchery. We also expanded our wine cellar to accommodate up to 20,000 bottles.


But most of all, we had space. The space allowed us to hire more chefs, which gave us fewer working hours but more time to prep, more room in which to work, more time to take care, more time to think of and better serve the guest.


For Chef, and therefore me, it was, is, and always will be about the guest.
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COREY CHOW


MY JOURNEY TO PER SE


FOR CULINARY SCHOOL, I did my externship at Alan Wong’s in Honolulu and I loved it so much, I stayed for six years. But things changed for me when three chefs from per se—Chung Chow, pastry chef Sebastien Rouxel, and chef de cuisine Jonathan Benno—came to do a special dinner. There was something about the way they worked, their precision and professionalism, that told me I had to make it out to per se. And because I’d assisted Chung and Jonathan, I had an in, and I earned a stage, which led to a job offer as a commis, the entry-level position.


I was scared. The kitchen was so intimidating. I’d never been in an environment like this. Three Michelin stars. Thomas Keller. Jonathan Benno. New York City. Everyone was better than me. At twenty-eight, I was the oldest commis, but the least experienced with fine dining at this level. The culture, the terminologies, the sense of urgency. It was all a weird dream.


I kept my head down and worked. You do one thing right and then another, and you begin to build a little confidence. You also develop trust among your peers. What I was unprepared for was the generosity of the mentoring I received. David Breeden was a chef de partie when I arrived. Chung Chow. Matt Orlando. Eli Kaimeh. These guys were the badasses. They were, and I mean this as a term of high respect, animals. They studied technique relentlessly and were constantly learning from and teaching one another.


David taught me classical technique and the cuisine of the South. Chung, he just knew everything—everything about the food, his technique was flawless, and he even knew maintenance for all the equipment. If you had a question about anything, you went to Chung. Matt had worked at Noma and The Fat Duck, and so he brought a new way of thinking to our ever-evolving food. And Eli had a kind of confidence in his cuisine that mixed Jonathan’s Italian with the melting-pot food of his native New York City and Syrian heritage. What a mix.


It was all about the team. Chefs from all over the world filled the per se kitchen, from all walks of life, passionate about food, sharing ideas and experiences. We began to seriously embrace the important tools of modernist cuisine, the ingredients that allowed us to further control texture and the tools like the Rational combi oven, which allowed for more precise cooking than sous vide. Everyone wanted to outdo each other. We were all super-competitive. And because of this, the kitchen was stimulating and exciting. I wanted to be in this so badly.


In 2009, Jonathan Benno left and Eli took over as chef de cuisine. He had his own plating style and flavor combinations and a fascination with the new techniques. He wasn’t better than Jonathan, just different. The chefs were always like that. Jonathan had his Italian and French influences and a devotion to the classics. Eli was an evolved version of Jonathan. Eli was already the voice of that kitchen and when he took over, it was a surprise to no one.


His presence was the same as Jonathan’s and the restaurant didn’t change—it evolved. He made it his own. That’s what we learned from Thomas: “Treat it like it’s yours, and one day it will be.” That’s how the restaurant evolves. And it starts with the chef and the brigade. We kept pushing and evolving. Getting better, just a little better each day.


I was the first chef Eli promoted to sous chef. It was such an honor, a dream to reach that achievement. Never would I have thought to make it that far. And I couldn’t have done it without great support from the team.


David continued to mentor me, taught me about leadership and camaraderie. He created a relationship between us that has influenced my career to this day.


When David became executive sous chef at per se, you could tell he was ready to be a chef de cuisine. He just acted like one, the way he led and mentored, the way he himself continued to evolve. He was surprised when Thomas Keller tapped him to become chef de cuisine at The French Laundry, but I wasn’t. What an achievement for him, to go back to where he came from and be the boss. I was sad to see my comrade and mentor go but I was stoked for him. It was his time to make something his own.


AFTER NEARLY SIX YEARS at per se, I decided to leave. There wasn’t room to advance and I wanted a shot at running my own kitchen. I worked for a time at Nomad, and then became chef de cuisine at Torrisi Italian Specialties. It was a good opportunity and I continued to grow. But my wife, Kaeleigh, whom I’d met at per se and who still worked there, knew how much I’d loved per se and suggested I go back. I’d kept in touch with Eli and I knew that the executive sous, Matt Peters, was about to start training for the Bocuse d’Or competition, which would take him away from per se. And with everyone’s blessing, I was back again. Not very many people get that chance and I had to grab it right away.


IN JANUARY 2016, three months after I’d returned as executive sous chef, the New York Times review came out, and it devastated us. Everything changed. We would always maintain our three Michelin stars. But how do you keep yourself and your people motivated when we just got shat on by the New York Times? How do you bounce back?


We all looked to Chef and the amazing way he handled the situation. New York is tough; the restaurant business cutthroat. But Chef didn’t start screaming or railing against the Times. He was so incredibly calm, it calmed all of us. He treated the reviewer as he would have any other guest. He wrote him a personal apology. And then he brought us all together and said we will get through this one guest at a time. We continue to up our game.


David flew back to work at per se for two weeks, to collaborate with the team as we evaluated and analyzed the food, and, most important, to come together in a unified way. The review had forced us to rethink our food, our leadership, our teamwork, and the guest experience. What did we need to do to get the guests back and show why we are who we are? We kept doing our job, striving to be a little better every day.


Within the year, though, Eli decided to step away. I was now chef de cuisine.


I was chef de cuisine and I was scared. I was now in charge of a Michelin three-star restaurant, and because of the lingering effects of the review, I was in the crosshairs. But I had incredible support from my family, my team, and Chef.


I was able to make it my own. Because in the end, it’s not about the food—though of course the food is important. What it’s really about is respect. If there’s one thing I want to teach the next incoming commis, it’s just that. Respect for ingredients. Respect for technique. Respect for your colleagues and the hard work that they do. Respect for the openness of ideas, respect for the importance of teamwork, respect for teaching and mentoring.


That is how we continue to evolve.
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ELWYN BOYLES


MY JOURNEY TO AMERICA


WHEN I WAS A YOUNG COOK in London, The French Laundry was not a real place for me; it was a mythical restaurant that I had read about and seen photos of, a place of bright sunshine in an idyllic village on the other side of the world. Something you hear stories about but know you will never see. Little did I realize that it would be a major part of my life for eleven years.


Like Thomas and David, my first experience of kitchens was washing dishes, when I was fifteen and still at school, and I have to say that I loved it. The concentration it took to work a busy evening service effectively—the satisfaction at the end of the night when you leave with stacks of bright white plates, piles of glistening cutlery and a workstation of shiny stainless steel—just made me happy and left me fulfilled. Eventually, John and Angela, the owners of the Red Lion restaurant just outside Cambridge, and the first of many amazing people to support me, taught me to help them in the kitchen with actual cooking—and that started me on an incredible journey.


This part-time job as a cook led me to decide that I wanted to make a career out of cooking. Resolute in my goal, I hopped on a train to London to live with my aunt Camilla and began my three-year apprenticeship at the Café Royal. During these informative London years, I was lucky enough to work for some amazing chefs: Herbert Berger at the Café Royal, Michel Bourdin at the Connaught, Daniel Clifford at Midsummer House, and Tom Aikens at his eponymous restaurant. Michel Bourdin once told me that it is better to work in a few great places for a long time than a great many places and gain lesser experience. I really took this to heart and worked hard to gain the most from each establishment.


There came a point in 2008, after I had been working in some of the best restaurants and hotels in England for thirteen years, where I did not see what was next on my path. I was a little lost and didn’t know where to take my career next—all I knew was that I wanted to carry on learning and gaining new experiences, and had a desire to gain these outside England. My friend Natalie showed me an advertisement in a UK catering magazine for a head pastry chef at per se in New York. I dared to dream for a moment of a new adventure in a new country, and I applied! With a recommendation from Tom Aikens I got the position and moved across the pond to New York City.


April 2008: I still remember vividly walking into the kitchen at per se for the first time. The walls gleaming and sparkly clean under the bright lights, the space open but organized and the cooks busy and focused like a well-oiled machine. David was on the meat station, Corey on the fish station. They stood out instantly, and it has been an absolute pleasure to travel the road with both of them. Throughout our work together, they have inspired me so many times and I am always grateful for that.


I CERTAINLY WAS NOT PREPARED for the difference in culture that I would experience by moving to America. I had visited on holiday before, and we all watch American films and TV shows, so how different could it be? As I found out, the answer is very different. My first year was a huge learning curve, and I had to adapt quickly just to get my head above water. But I was not alone: the team at per se was amazing, and they all helped me through it. With a lot of advice, listening, learning, and inspiration from the people around me, such as Jonathan Benno and Eli Kaimeh, after a year I finally felt like I was swimming with the current.


The next ten years were a whirlwind of activity: expanding the per se pastry program, taking on the challenge of aligning the per se and French Laundry pastry teams, helping to open four new restaurants, and eventually moving to California to assist the French Laundry pastry team through the renovation and to land in one of the most beautiful kitchens I have ever seen. I really had made it to that faraway place that I first saw just a glimpse of in The French Laundry Cookbook twenty years ago.


IT IS THE PEOPLE who made my time at per se and The French Laundry so memorable. Working with so many talented cooks, leaders, and mentors has been a pleasure and an honor. When people are always looking to help one another, teach each other, and learn from each other, something as simple as a casual five-minute conversation with David or Corey about food can lead to a month’s worth of new dishes, experimentation, and refinement.


Truly, though, it was the cooks of the pastry teams at per se and The French Laundry that led my journey through those two great kitchens. I learned from them every day. Some of them taught me to listen more, some to talk more. Some taught me what it truly means to be a leader, others taught me about trust. And I think every single one of them taught me something new about pastry that reminded me that I still have so much to learn.
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ABOUT THE RECIPES


THIS BOOK CONTAINS RECIPES for more than seventy fairly elaborate dishes, which include equally elaborate components. One of the goals of this book is to provide a glimpse into our kitchens, a look at the actual ingredients, recipes, and processes we use. Therefore, we did not significantly alter the recipes so they’d be easier for home cooks.


Indeed, the dishes in this book are even more complex than in The French Laundry Cookbook, reflecting the evolution of fine dining. The recipes have more components, and the components themselves have become increasingly refined, because they can be, because the tools are better and our kitchens are more advanced. Most important, there are more ingredients to work with that are of a quality that would have astonished me twenty-six years ago. I’m astonished even today. This is not because of our chefs; it’s because of the farmers, foragers, fishermen, and gardeners who raise and grow this food, and our meaningful partnerships with them. It’s an extraordinary symbiosis.


That said, all the recipes in this book—and in all my books—have been tested by Susie Heller and her team. She wanted to make these recipes accessible to those who want to cook the dishes in full, or even just some of their fantastic components (there was a time when Susie wouldn’t stop talking about the kale aïoli, for instance). Susie found alternatives to some of the more challenging professional equipment, for example the combi oven, with which we can precisely control temperature and humidity—a game changer for us. But most of what we cook in the combi oven can be cooked using an immersion circulator, a tool that is now widely available and affordable, and that’s how the recipes for this book have been developed.


So for those chefs and ambitious and talented home cooks who want to know exactly how our dishes come together, these recipes are exact, and Susie has worked hard to make sure they work in these quantities. The following is advice from her on cooking from the recipes:


Read the recipes before you begin to cook to be certain that you have the necessary equipment, and refer to the timing of each component. In many cases, components can be made days ahead—some require advance preparation—and some freeze well for longer storage.


Yields. In most cases, the recipes serve six as part of a multicourse dinner. You can easily increase the serving size of proteins, if you wish. The component quantities within a recipe can vary, however. Some yield just the amount needed for the recipe; others make more, because you need to work with larger quantities in order to get the correct result. Whenever possible, we’ve given you storage information for extra product.


Oven temperatures. The oven temperatures given are for a convection oven with the fan running, unless otherwise stated in the recipe.


Cookware sizes. We usually provide the size of the pan used in the development of the recipe. It’s not crucial that you have the size listed, but do take the size difference into consideration as you cook. For instance, if you use a pot smaller than what is called for, it may take longer to reduce a liquid; if you use a larger one, the quantity will reduce more quickly.


Measurements. In the kitchen, our chefs most often use metric measurements, and in this book, we do, too. Most cookware is listed in US measures, with the closest metric equivalent in parentheses. For very small measurements such as 1, 2, and 3 millimeters, there is no direct US correlation, so we give those measurements in metric only. Also, when a piece of equipment, such as a confectionary ruler, is sold only in metric sizes, we have given only the metric measure.


Blending. We always use a Vitamix blender, which is considerably more powerful than most home blenders. Because quantities are often small, we suggest that you use the smaller blender container, if you have multiple sizes, to make it easier to remove the finished product from the container, and use the tamper that comes with the Vitamix to help blend small quantities.


Sous vide. Many of our recipes use the process of cooking food sous vide: vacuum sealed in a bag and cooked in a water bath using an immersion circulator that maintains a precise water temperature. We’ll list immersion circulator, as well as chamber vacuum sealer or any other professional-grade equipment, under “Special Equipment” at the start of each recipe when necessary. If an alternative cooking method can be used, the recipe will explain that.


Sources. If a specific brand has a flavor profile that is necessary for the correct recipe result, it will be noted in the ingredient list. A general list of preferred equipment, tools, and ingredient brands can be found on this page.


The rest of my notes are standard: all eggs are large, all butter is unsalted, all kosher salt is Diamond Crystal, all sugar is granulated—unless stated otherwise.


I urge you to try some of the recipe components even if you aren’t preparing the entire dish. —Susie Heller









CANAPÉS
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Smoked Sturgeon Rillettes on an Everything Bagel


Dégustation of English Peas


Fig Leaf Granité


Tomato Consommé


Frost-Kissed Garden Cauliflower


Chilled Brentwood Corn Soup


Cream of Broccoli Soup


French Onion Soup


Cream of Matsutake Mushroom


Shrimp Bisque


“Clam Chowder”


Royal Ossetra Caviar with Chocolate-Hazelnut Emulsion


“Fish and Chips”


Charcoal-Grilled Japanese Eel
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CANAPÉS


The Spirit of Generosity and Graciousness
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IN THE BEGINNING, it was the cornet, and that was it (see this page). But as with everything we do, we continued to push ourselves to do more, to be more generous. The amuse-bouche was customary at a lot of fine-dining places at the time. But we loved our canapés so much that sometimes we’d serve guests nine canapés before the menu began. Pickled oysters, gougenettes, shrimp with avocado salsa served on a fork. Canapés began as a way for us to use the excellent products we had discovered in new ways, and to introduce our guests to the philosophy of The French Laundry.


The canapé station remains the hardest station for a chef de partie to work. It’s usually manned by the youngest and least experienced chef in the kitchen after the commis. It’s rapid-fire: three, four, even five courses you’re responsible for as soon as the guest is seated. If you’re successful on canapé, you may be in charge of turning out as many as twelve. They have to be ready the moment the restaurant opens. The chef de partie’s work will set the tone for the rest of a guest’s meal. We put the young chefs on the canapé station because if they can be successful there, they can be successful at any station in the restaurant. And yes, they work right next to me or the chef de cuisine and so are scrutinized, but they also have our support—we can help them as they find their legs.


Today our canapés are much more refined. We don’t do the crazy stuff we used to do, sending out four different soups to a party of four. But canapés still have that same spirit of spontaneity and dynamic technique. They’ve become more composed the way other dishes have.


We have a large array of canapés now, but a meal at The French Laundry or per se still always opens with a cornet, either the classic or a variation, such as the Everything Bagel Cornet (salmon and cream cheese, which led to Corey’s Bagel and Cream Cheese course—one idea always leading to another). We used to serve a cheese-filled gougère, which goes so well with the champagne we like to serve to begin a meal. When we began serving a more elaborate gougère as the cheese course, we had a void in our canapé repertoire, which led to much experimentation. One evening, we had a guest in for dinner, a golfer just finishing the Masters Tournament in Georgia, so we made a fun Southern canapé of pimento cheese and crackers. The guests dining at a table beside his saw the presentation and asked if they could have one as well, and we were happy to oblige. And we knew the search for our new cheese canapé was over. We now serve a “Ritz cracker” canapé that’s filled with a mousse made from grated cheddar, toasted dehydrated onions, mayonnaise, and crème fraîche in place of the pimento cheese filling. This, too, will continue to evolve.


What follows are several of our plated canapés—small, light courses that welcome you into the meal. Caviar courses are included in this category as well.
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SMOKED STURGEON RILLETTES ON AN EVERYTHING BAGEL



Everything Bagel, Pickled Pearl Onions, and Regiis Ova Caviar


Makes 36 bagels


EVERYTHING BAGEL CRUMBLE


Canola oil, for deep-frying


15 grams peeled garlic cloves


25 grams peeled shallots


Wondra flour, for dredging


33 grams sunflower seeds, toasted and minced


33 grams poppy seeds, toasted


13 grams white sesame seeds, toasted and minced


1.5 grams caraway seeds, toasted


Kosher salt


BAGELS


Sponge


150 grams bread flour


150 grams tepid water (about 80°F/27°C)


0.55 grams SAF instant yeast


2 grams malt syrup


Dough


315 grams bread flour


125 grams tepid water (about 80°F/27°C)


4 grams malt syrup


10 grams sea salt


2 grams SAF instant yeast


SMOKED STURGEON RILLETTES


335 grams smoked sturgeon, homemade (see this page) or store-bought


155 grams cream cheese, at room temperature


25 grams whole butter, at room temperature


3 grams minced shallot


9 grams Agrumato lemon oil


Kosher salt


TO COMPLETE


36 chives


Regiis Ova caviar, 10 to 12 grams per portion


15 red pearl onions, 10 cut into petals, 5 cut into rings, pickled (see this page)


Onion blossoms, for garnish


SPECIAL EQUIPMENT


Japanese mandoline


Thirty-six ½- to ⅝-inch-wide (13- to 16-millimeter) food-safe copper cutters or couplings, about 1⅛ inches (3 centimeters) long


Two 5-millimeter-thick confectionary rulers


This is a classic New York City staple: smoked fish and cream cheese on a bagel. Here it’s an everything bagel, with pickled pearl onions to add acidity. And of course, these very components go well with caviar, and it’s a link to the Everything Bagel Cornet at The French Laundry.


Our “everything” mix combines chopped fried garlic and shallot and sunflower, poppy, sesame, and caraway seeds. We buy sturgeon whole, skin and bone them, then smoke them over applewood. After the fish has cooled, it’s simply paddled with about a third as much softened cream cheese and some butter, and finished with minced shallot and Agrumato lemon oil. For a perfect presentation, we roll out the rillettes on parchment, freeze them, then use a ring cutter to make discs the exact size as the halved bagel.


To serve, we simply halve the bagel, top it with a disc of the rillettes, add a sprinkle of the “everything” crumble, top it with quenelle of Regiis Ova caviar, and garnish it with pickled onion and a split chive tip.


FOR THE EVERYTHING BAGEL CRUMBLE


Fill a small saucepot with 2 inches (5 centimeters) of canola oil. Heat the oil to 300°F (150°C). Thinly slice the garlic on a Japanese mandoline. Thinly slice the shallots and separate them into rings. Fry the garlic for about 1 minute, until golden brown, and drain on paper towels. Coat the shallots in Wondra flour, then fry for about 2 minutes, until golden brown. Remove from the oil, drain on paper towels, and let cool. Mince the garlic and shallots.


In a bowl, combine the minced shallots and garlic, the sunflower seeds, poppy seeds, sesame seeds, and caraway. Mix until evenly distributed. Season to taste with salt. Store in an airtight container at room temperature for up to 3 days.


FOR THE BAGELS


Make the sponge: In a bowl, stir together the flour, water, yeast, and malt syrup. Transfer the sponge to a covered container and proof in a warm spot for 2 to 3 hours, until it has doubled in size and has a delicate aerated structure with a lot of bubbles.


Make the dough: Transfer the sponge to the bowl of a stand mixer fitted with the dough hook. Add the flour, water, malt syrup, sea salt, and yeast. Mix the dough on medium speed for about 2 minutes. Stop the machine and use the dough to press and pick up any stray pieces on the bottom of the bowl. Mix for 2 minutes more. The dough will pull away from the sides of the bowl and form a smooth ball.


Remove the dough from the mixer bowl, shape it into a ball, and transfer it to an oiled bowl. Cover with plastic wrap and proof in a warm spot for 1 to 2 hours, until doubled in size (the time can vary greatly depending on the temperature of the kitchen).


Turn the dough out onto a very lightly floured board and divide it into about thirty-six 20-gram pieces. Cup your fingers around a portion of the dough and, using the palm of your hand, roll the dough against the board to form a perfectly smooth ball. As they are shaped, arrange the balls of dough on a parchment-lined sheet pan and cover with a lightly dampened kitchen towel to prevent a skin from forming.


If you will be cooking the bagels within a few hours, cover the balls of dough with the lightly dampened towel and proof in a warm spot for about 15 minutes, then refrigerate for at least 1 hour and up to 4 hours before cooking. There will not be a dramatic change, but they should have a slight rise. The dough can also be shaped, covered with plastic wrap, and refrigerated directly (without proofing) for up to 1 day. With either method, the dough will be cooked directly from the refrigerator.


We bake the bagels in deck ovens, with the top deck at 470°F (243°C) and the bottom deck at 450°F (232°C). If you do not have deck ovens, preheat your oven to 475°F (246°C). Line two sheet pans with parchment paper. Spray the inside and outside of thirty-six ½- to ⅝-inch-wide (13- to 16-millimeter) food-safe copper cutters or couplings, about 1⅛ inches (3 centimeters) long, with nonstick spray.


Bring a large saucepot of water to a boil. Working in batches, add 6 bagels to the water and adjust the heat to maintain a rapid simmer. Cook for about 1 minute on each side. Transfer the bagels to the prepared sheet pans and use the cutters to punch through the centers of the bagels, leaving the cutters in place. Remove the dough from the center of each cutter.


Place the bagels in the oven. If using a deck oven, release a 6-second injection of steam into the oven and bake for 10 to 12 minutes, until the bagels are a light golden brown. If you don’t have a deck oven, bake for 8 to 10 minutes, until golden brown. The bagels should have a classic chewy texture. Remove from the oven, remove the copper cutters, and let cool.


FOR THE SMOKED STURGEON RILLETTES


Remove any skin from the sturgeon and cut into 1-inch (2.5-centimeter) pieces. In the bowl of the stand mixer fitted with the paddle attachment, mix the sturgeon on low speed to break it up. Add the cream cheese and butter. Begin mixing on low speed, gradually increasing the speed to medium to aerate the rillette, and mix until smooth, about 4 minutes in total.


Scrape down the sides and bottom of the bowl. With the mixer running, add the shallot and stream in the lemon oil. Season to taste with salt.


Place a piece of parchment paper on the work surface. Transfer the rillettes to the parchment and position two 5-millimeter-thick confectionary rulers parallel to each other on either side of the rillettes. Top with a second piece of parchment. Lay a rolling pin over the rulers and roll the rillettes into an even layer. Remove the rulers, transfer the parchment with the rillettes to a sheet pan, and freeze until firm.


Remove the rillettes from the freezer, lift off the top piece of parchment, and use a plain round cutter the same size as the bagel to punch out discs of the rillettes. Use one of the copper cutters you used for baking the bagels to cut out the centers of the rillettes (the hole in the rillettes should match up with the hole in the bagel). Cover the rillettes with plastic wrap and freeze until completely frozen, about 2 hours or up to 1 week. The trimmings can be combined and rerolled to punch out more discs or served as a spread.


TO COMPLETE


Cut about ¾ inch (2 centimeters) from the top of each chive. Using a sharp tourné knife, slice each chive tip lengthwise, beginning ⅛ inch (3 millimeters) from the bottom and cutting upward, to create a V shape.


Cut the bagels in half crosswise. You will only use the bottom half; the tops can be reserved for another use. Top each bagel bottom with a ring of frozen rillettes and sprinkle some everything crumble over the rillettes. Top with a quenelle of caviar and garnish with the chive tips, pickled onions, and onion blossoms.



DÉGUSTATION OF ENGLISH PEAS



Charcoal-Grilled Petits Pois, Pea Shoots, and English Pea Granité


Makes 6 servings


ENGLISH PEA STOCK


225 grams English pea shells (pods with the peas removed)


315 grams water


ENGLISH PEA GRANITÉ


½ sheet silver leaf gelatin


20 grams sugar


5 grams kosher salt


2 grams Pre-Hy


1 gram Agrumato lemon oil


PEA PUREE


120 grams kosher salt, plus more to taste


60 grams sugar


250 grams shelled English peas


13 grams Agrumato lemon oil


5 grams Pre-Hy


PEA POWDER


120 grams kosher salt, plus more to taste


60 grams sugar


250 grams shelled English peas


CHARCOAL-GRILLED PETITS POIS


Extra-virgin olive oil


Kosher salt


TO COMPLETE


18 pea shoots


Extra-virgin olive oil


Kosher salt


SPECIAL EQUIPMENT


Dehydrator


Mortar and pestle


This dish shows how Corey is able to utilize every single part of a vegetable, even the parts one would assume you couldn’t extract flavor from. He uses the pods for stock. He makes a puree with the stock and peas. He makes a granité from the stock, and he lightly smokes and grills the peas. It is a zero-waste dish. Pea shoots and pea flowers, when in season, finish the dish, an all-encompassing display of the textures and flavors of fresh peas.


FOR THE ENGLISH PEA STOCK


Trim and discard the ends of the pea shells, removing any woody stems and dirt. Thoroughly wash the pea shells and drain in a colander. Coarsely chop the shells into ½-inch (1.25-centimeter) pieces. In a blender, blend the pea shells and water until the shells have broken down.


Line a fine-mesh strainer with a dampened tea towel and set it over a medium bowl. Pour the pea stock through the towel; discard the solids. Refrigerate the stock in an airtight container for up to 3 days or freeze for up to 3 months. The stock will separate as it sits, so whisk it well before using.


FOR THE ENGLISH PEA GRANITÉ


Submerge the gelatin in a bowl of ice water to bloom (soften) for about 5 minutes. Pour about 50 grams of the pea stock into a bowl and warm in the microwave for about 30 seconds. Remove the softened gelatin from the ice water and squeeze out the excess water. Stir the gelatin into the warm stock to dissolve.


In a blender, blend 150 grams of the pea stock, the warm stock-gelatin mixture, the sugar, salt, Pre-Hy, and lemon oil. Blend for about 30 seconds, until homogenous, then strain through a chinois into a small bowl. Nestle the bowl in an ice-water bath and chill for about 10 minutes, until it is very cold.


Wrap the bowl well with plastic wrap and freeze the granité until solid, about 3 hours. The granité may be kept frozen for up to 2 days before serving.


FOR THE PEA PUREE


Bring 2 quarts (2 liters) water to a boil with the salt and sugar. Add the peas to the boiling water and cook until tender, about 5 minutes. Drain the peas and, while they are hot, place them in the blender with 38 grams of the pea stock, the lemon oil, and the Pre-Hy. Blend until smooth, using the tamper to keep the puree moving. Taste and season with salt. Immediately pour the puree into a bowl and nestle the bowl in an ice-water bath to preserve the color and chill the puree. Pass the chilled puree through a chinois and refrigerate in an airtight container for up to 3 days.


FOR THE PEA POWDER


Bring 2 quarts (2 liters) water to a boil with the salt and sugar. Add the peas to the boiling water and cook until tender, about 5 minutes. Drain the peas, transfer to a small bowl, and nestle the bowl in an ice-water bath until cool.


Set a colander over a bowl. Place a handful of the peas in the colander. Gently shake the colander and massage the peas until the smallest peas, the petits pois, fall through the holes of the colander into the bowl. Repeat with the remaining peas. Reserve 30 grams of the smallest peas for charcoal grilling.


Squeeze the remaining, larger peas to release the two halves of the pea from the skins; the pea halves will not be used for this recipe but can be reserved for another use. Place the pea skins on a sheet pan lined with a nonstick silicone baking mat and dry in a dehydrator at 140°F (60°C) for 24 hours. (If the pan doesn’t fit in your dehydrator, line the dehydrator with parchment paper and spread the pea skins on the paper.)


Grind the dried pea skins to a fine powder using a mortar and pestle. Sift the pea powder and store it in an airtight container in a cool, dry place for up to 2 weeks.


FOR THE CHARCOAL-GRILLED PETITS POIS


Prepare a fire (see this page).


Make an open foil pouch by pressing two layers of aluminum foil over a pint (500-milliliter) container or a small bowl. The pouch should be large enough to accommodate the peas in a single layer. Poke small holes in the foil using a cake tester or toothpick to allow the smoke to penetrate the foil. Flatten the bottom of the pouch so that the peas can cook evenly over the grill.


Put the reserved 30 grams blanched small peas in the pouch. Season with olive oil and salt and place over the fire. Grill, stirring the peas often, for about 5 minutes, until they take on a pleasant smoky flavor. Refrigerate until cold.


TO COMPLETE


Thirty minutes before serving, scrape the granité with a fork and return it to the freezer until serving. Put six serving bowls in the freezer to chill for about 20 minutes.


Spoon about 10 grams of the pea puree into each chilled bowl. Spoon the granité over the puree and sprinkle with the grilled peas. Dress the pea shoots lightly with olive oil and salt and scatter them over the dish. Using a small fine-mesh sieve, dust the surface with pea powder.
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FIG LEAF GRANITÉ



Fig Puree and Candy-Striped Figs


Makes 6 servings


FIG LEAF GRANITÉ


200 grams coconut water


300 grams water


100 grams sugar


40 grams chiffonade of fresh fig leaves


50 grams lemon juice


6 grams fleur de sel, or to taste


FIG PUREE


400 grams diced overripe figs


200 grams beet juice


50 grams sugar, plus more to taste


1 gram ascorbic acid


6 grams agar-agar


Fleur de sel


Lemon juice


TO COMPLETE


3 candy-stripe figs, stems removed, chilled until ice cold


SPECIAL EQUIPMENT


Chamber vacuum sealer (optional)


Figs grow beautifully all over Northern California, so when they’re in season, we use them a lot. We like to serve this dish at the end of the season when the sun starts to set earlier. This results in a slower growth of the fig, and they almost bake on the tree. There is also little precipitation in the valley at that time, so the figs’ natural flavor becomes intensely concentrated. This is nature’s version of Corey’s dehydrated-rehydrated honeynut squash (see this page).


The leaves of the tree also offer great flavor. When you tear a fig leaf, you’ll smell a hint of coconut, which gave us the idea to use them to infuse coconut water. We bring the coconut water just to a simmer with salt, sugar, and lemon, then add the sliced leaves and steep for about 10 minutes. The infused coconut water is strained, frozen, and served as a granité with the “late harvest” figs, seasoned with a little sea salt, and a jammy fig puree, made with beet juice to give it an earthy flavor.


FOR THE FIG LEAF GRANITÉ


Put the coconut water, water, and sugar in a 2-quart (2-liter) saucepot and bring to a boil over medium heat. Add the fig leaves to the pot, remove from the heat, cover with a lid, and steep for 10 minutes. Season with the lemon juice and fleur de sel. Strain through a chinois into a small bowl and discard the fig leaves. Cover the bowl with plastic wrap and place in the freezer until frozen completely.


FOR THE FIG PUREE


Put the figs, beet juice, sugar, and ascorbic acid in a 2-quart (2-liter) saucepot and bring to a boil over medium heat. Whisk in the agar-agar and boil, whisking continuously to prevent scorching or boiling over, until the agar-agar is activated, 2 to 3 minutes. Transfer to a bowl and nestle the bowl in an ice-water bath. Chill, undisturbed, until the fig puree base is completely firm and set.


Coarsely chop the fig puree base and transfer it to the blender. Beginning on low speed and gradually increasing to high, blend the puree until it is completely smooth, using the tamper to keep the thick puree moving. Pass the puree through a chinois into a container. Taste and adjust the seasoning with sugar, fleur de sel, and lemon juice.


If you have a chamber vacuum sealer, place the container, uncovered, in the sealer chamber. Run a complete cycle on full pressure to remove any air bubbles incorporated during blending. This will give the puree clarity and shine.


The puree can be refrigerated in an airtight container for up to 3 days.


TO COMPLETE


When the granité has frozen completely, use a fork to quickly scrape along the surface, creating a slushy consistency; work quickly so the granité does not begin to melt. Return the granité to the freezer. At least 30 minutes before serving, put six serving bowls in the freezer.


Cut the candy-stripe figs into small, bite-size pieces that will fit in the bottom of the serving bowls. Spoon a 15-gram dollop of the fig puree into the bottom of each chilled serving bowl and arrange the fig pieces next to the puree. Finish with a large spoonful of the granité over the top.
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TOMATO CONSOMMÉ



Vine Consommé with Early Girl Tomato Bavarois and Plump Tomato Seeds


[image: Images]


In very early summer when the tomato plants are growing, but long before the tomato harvest, those vines in the hot sun send off an intoxicating perfume, a promise of summer. David and Corey would watch the gardeners prune the young, tender vines to keep the tomato plants from becoming gangly. They loved the smell and, with their insistence on using everything the plant or animal has to offer, wanted to put them to use. The result is a small miracle from what once went to the compost.
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FROST-KISSED GARDEN CAULIFLOWER



Tender Bavarois and Green Orange Gelée


Makes 6 servings


CRISPY CAULIFLOWER


100 grams cauliflower


300 grams prepared veg blanc


TINY CAULIFLOWER FLORETS


24 tiny cauliflower florets, about ⅜ inch (1 centimeter) in diameter


100 grams prepared veg blanc


CAULIFLOWER BAVAROIS


2 sheets silver leaf gelatin


250 grams cauliflower florets


300 grams heavy cream


70 grams water


50 grams whole butter


10 grams sugar


6 grams fleur de sel


10 grams lemon juice


GREEN ORANGE GELÉE


½ sheet silver leaf gelatin


2 large green (underripe) oranges, or ripe oranges if green are unavailable


5 grams yuzu juice


5 grams sugar


2 grams kosher salt


30 grams water


TO COMPLETE


Canola oil, for deep-frying


Kosher salt


Sorrel leaves and blossoms


SPECIAL EQUIPMENT


Japanese mandoline


Dehydrator


Chamber vacuum sealer (optional)


Six 65-gram glasses


One chilly winter morning, our gardener came into the kitchen, thinking his cauliflower had been destroyed by an unexpected frost. But when David tasted it, he found that it was almost sweet. He loved it. Our gardener later figured out that the sudden cold had sent a signal to the cauliflower that made its carbohydrates spike—thus the term “frost-kissed.” That very day, it was served as a salad that included black truffle and hazelnuts to Michael Bauer, former restaurant critic for the San Francisco Chronicle. The cauliflower’s natural sweetness worked beautifully. Today we serve it as a bavarois, or light mousse, for a canapé. We glaze it with a barely set gelée made from unripened green oranges picked from a tree in our neighborhood. The green orange has a pleasantly sour flavor that marries well with the garden sorrel and crispy puffed cauliflower. The bavarois is a lot like the cauliflower panna cotta I originally served as a companion to the Oysters and Pearls in the early days of The French Laundry.


FOR THE CRISPY CAULIFLOWER


Cut the cauliflower into large florets. Using a Japanese mandoline, thinly shave the florets to about 1 millimeter thick. The size does not need to remain uniform, but the thickness should be consistent.


Place the shaved cauliflower in a bowl large enough to hold the cauliflower and the veg blanc. In a saucepot, bring the veg blanc to a boil, then pour it over the cauliflower and stir two or three times. Steep for 2 minutes. Drain in a colander and lay the cauliflower on a clean kitchen towel to dry. Arrange the cauliflower in a dehydrator and dehydrate at 160°F (71°C) overnight. The cauliflower will become completely dry and crisp with a light golden brown color.


The crispy cauliflower can be stored in an airtight container at room temperature for up to 3 days.


FOR THE TINY CAULIFLOWER FLORETS


If you have a chamber vacuum sealer, place the florets and the veg blanc in a sous vide bag, place in the sealer chamber, and vacuum seal. If you don’t have a chamber vacuum sealer, combine the cauliflower and the veg blanc in a container and cover.


Refrigerate for at least 6 hours or for up to 1 day.



FOR THE CAULIFLOWER BAVAROIS



Submerge the gelatin in a bowl of ice water to bloom (soften) for about 5 minutes.


Combine the cauliflower, 200 grams of the cream, the water, butter, sugar, and fleur de sel in a 1-quart (1-liter) saucepot and bring to a boil over medium-low heat. Reduce the heat and simmer for 5 minutes, or until the cauliflower is just tender. You should have 400 grams.


Meanwhile, whip the remaining 100 grams cream to soft peaks.


Transfer the cauliflower-cream mixture to a blender and blend on medium speed until smooth. Remove the softened gelatin from the ice water and squeeze out any excess water. Add the gelatin and the lemon juice to the blender and blend for 1 minute to incorporate. Strain the cauliflower cream into a bowl and nestle the bowl in an ice-water bath. Gently stir with a silicone spatula for 1 to 2 minutes to cool to room temperature; the gelatin should not begin to set.


Remove the bowl from the ice-water bath and, using a whisk, fold in the whipped cream in two additions. Divide the bavarois among six 65-gram glasses and refrigerate until completely set.


FOR THE GREEN ORANGE GELÉE


While the bavarois sets, submerge the gelatin in a bowl of ice water to bloom (soften) for about 5 minutes.


Juice the green oranges and strain the juice through a chinois. Combine 60 grams of the orange juice, the yuzu juice, sugar, and salt in a 1-quart (1-liter) saucepot. Heat over low heat, stirring, just to dissolve the sugar and salt. Do not boil or reduce the liquid. Remove the softened gelatin from the ice water and squeeze out any excess water. Add the gelatin to the juice mixture and stir just until dissolved.


Stir in the water and pass the mixture through a chinois into a spouted measuring cup. Let cool to room temperature (if it is hotter than that, it could melt the bavarois). Pour the gelée down a side of each glass to spread evenly over the bavarois. Refrigerate until set, for at least 30 minutes or for up to 1 day.


TO COMPLETE


Fill a deep fryer with 2 to 3 inches (5 to 7.5 centimeters) of canola oil. Heat the oil to 375°F (190°C). Put the dehydrated cauliflower in a small strainer and lower it into the fryer. Fry until the cauliflower puffs and becomes golden brown and crispy, less than 30 seconds. Remove from the fryer, drain on paper towels, and lightly season with salt.


Remove the tiny cauliflower florets from the veg blanc and lay them on a clean kitchen towel to dry; discard the veg blanc.


Place 4 or 5 tiny florets and 3 or 4 pieces of crispy cauliflower on top of the gelée in each glass. Garnish with sorrel leaves and blossoms.
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