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  A surprising gastronomical journey led by the demand for authentic ingredients and sustained by the freedom to fantasize and create.
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  Daniel Lindeberg
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  Björn Frantzén
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  INTRODUCTION

  There lies a vested interest in publishing a book– to have everything we work to do each day in print and available for anyone who is interested. But it occurred to us that this was not the only reason to undertake this project. We realized there were many things we had not really thought out and that we still had so many unanswered questions. The awork to write a book over three hundred pages long made us sharpen our focus even more and gave us the opportunity to gain knowledge in order to develop our restaurant even further.

  

  THIS BOOK GAVE US A DEADLINE TO WORK TOWARD. Over a year before the book went to print, we sketched out what we needed to achieve and complete. Before we delivered the manuscript to the publishing house, we went through every statement, fact, assumption, method, and ingredient to make sure the writing was accurate and crystal clear.

  The journey of writing this book was absolutely amazing, not only because of the hours spent in the kitchen trying out new recipes–most of which were not served in the restaurant until after publication–but also because we found new challenges, suppliers, and techniques.

  Some of our discoveries while working on this book came about through pure exploration and by confirming things we already knew. For instance, we didn’t understand why fish seemed to taste so much better when it was matured under ice and was no longer “fresh” in the strict sense of the word. The same was true for our preference to receive live crayfish, lobster, and scallops in our kitchen and to kill them moments before serving. We believed they tasted far better prepared this way, but now we understand why. This understanding, in turn, resulted in our working with our fishermen to teach them how to use the Japanese method of killing fish.

  To arrive at this conclusion, we had continuous contact and meetings with some of Europe’s sharpest researchers, some of whom combined an interest in the taste and texture of fish and shellfish with their scientific knowledge. Through our observation and their research, we determined when seafood is at its very best for serving; it’s all about the fishing methods, killing, draining, temperature, tenderizing, and preparation after it reaches room temperature.

  Our cookbook project also increased our contact with the farmers at our two vegetable gardens. After closely following a full growing season, we became more familiar with their work. We came to understand how they work with old flavorful cultivars and fight against industrial sowing. We studied the deep knowledge these farmers hold and grew to appreciate how they developed various methods to create unique ingredients for us. To make full use of our vegetable suppliers, we adjust our menu based on what they deliver; we believe there is no acceptable reason to use unripe raw ingredients that are not at their absolute best in the mere interest of offering the same menu every night. A few years ago we introduced our “vita menyer” (“white menus”), which means our guests have no idea what will be served that evening. This gives us considerable freedom to compose dishes in accordance with what is delivered fresh to our kitchen. In one dish, we go as far as to let the gardens decide the flavor, look, texture, depth, and preparation of the dish, and we’ve even named it accordingly: Satio Tempestas, which with a few added words translates to “satisfaction based on season and time of year.”

  We had achieved such positive results with the fish and shellfish from the cold Nordic seas and the produce from the gardens in Malmköping and Askersund that we were very disappointed when we could not find a Swedish breeder who could deliver the quality we demanded of fowl, pork, veal, and beef. We felt that because our vegetable farmers find the best varieties that are not engineered for high yields and convenient transportation at the expense of taste, we should have the same approach to the meat we use.

  As luck would have it, we met a pig farmer at one of our gardens who bred Linderöd pigs, considered the “national pig” of Sweden. We had already experienced the genuine taste of Linderöd pork when we bought a 480-pound (220-kilogram) pig named Clarissa who provided us with her own lardo di colonnata for a long time. The Linderöd pork is often said to taste nostalgic, “like pork used to taste”; it has a good fat content that carries a deep and mild meat flavor, with a little hint of the wild.

  The same farmer also helped us breed cage-free chickens that are allowed to move freely outdoors and pick and choose whatever they want to eat. Sadly, a fox killed the first brood, but these things happen, and we could never imagine buying chickens of inferior quality to cover our losses. We cook according to season, without compromise, and the chicken season is short. It only lasted for a couple of weeks after the fox had killed all of our matured chickens.

  During the year we worked on the book, we also looked for breeders who could deliver the absolute best beef. One who looks will find, and we struck gold in Gotland and in Jämtland with two different kinds of meat. The first is a cross between Simmental and Angus and is bred on spent grains (from beer brewers), and the other is a Swedish mountain cow.

  We believe that through our selection and quest for quality, we end up with the ingredients we want. In return, we give back to a small group of enthusiasts who give their all to produce highquality products the old-fashioned way, with the accompanying hard physical work, low yields, and poor resistance to diseases. These are entrepreneurs who, as strange as it may seem, are propelled not solely by money, but rather by a kind of idealism. And it is no secret that we are extremely dependent on these people. They, in turn, are very dependent on us, as our payment for their products is income that usually goes right back into their business. If more people worked in this way, Swedish farming would be greatly enriched, and the quality of the work would improve along with the status of the industry.

  We feel privileged to be able to write a book about our relatively short existence as a restaurant, over three hundred pages about our profession, a job that, to us, means working all hours of the day and night–a job that affects not only our own lives, but also those of our families and friends.

  We’ve divided the book into a few very clear chapters and a few sections that overlap.

  There are two reasons why the recipes in this book are not presented in the traditional way. Firstly, we never work with recipes in our kitchen, and secondly, our dishes demand so many elements and restaurant tools that few people would be able to prepare them in their homes. Just one recipe for one dish would be so specialized and extensive that there would simply not be enough space to list each element in this book.
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  We have, therefore, opted instead to describe various dishes and share our thoughts behind creating these dishes and menus. With a few exceptions. The ingredients command the cooking process, and every chapter has an introduction explaining our thoughts and philosophy as well as the scientific findings we’ve researched that enable us to serve the very best.

  It is our wish to convey a sense of our work and our flavors, our uncompromising attitude, and our gratitude to all of our colleagues, those in the restaurant as well as our qualified suppliers.

  Björn Frantzén / Daniel Lindeberg


  FOREWORD–THE MAGIC OF THE NOW


  Gastronomy is the art of the now and as such is intimately connected to our human nature.

  Man takes his first breath in one moment.

  He takes his last in another.

  We all share this premise, rich or poor; wise or dumb; brown, white, yellow, or red. Life consists of a long string of nows that should be caught, twisted, turned, worried over, and enjoyed.

  What happens after a baby takes its first breath?

  It cries.

  Then, it crawls towards the breast and food, hungry with its entire life and world ahead, in search of nurture for both body and soul.

  Later everything changes.

  And really, nothing at all.

  Look up at the sky and notice that jets paint it white like never before.

  Like ants, people keep marching across the entire planet.

  We live in a world increasingly populated by people obsessed with trying to catch the present moment, define it, embrace it: adventure junkies adrift in a seemingly infinite universe.

  The world is at our feet, and we take it; a playful or quiet moment is our right.

  No journey is too long or too short. The jet streams take us around the world to meditate, climb mountains, take mindfulness courses at a spa, and in Singapore, Hong Kong, Tokyo, and Shanghai, flustered Asians look for happiness in a slew of brand-name stores.

  We jump from moment to moment.

  In a never-ending frenzied dance.

  And in this dance, we dance towards the planet’s culinary temple.

  Nothing wrong with that.

  For how many moments are spent in a restaurant visit?

  Millions, millions, and millions more.

  It can be like this: You’re sitting in your living room near Holland Park or Union Square or Circular Quay, and you read in a magazine about how the hottest restaurant on the planet is currently in Stockholm, on a small street in Old Town, and that it is impossible to get a table because the seats are few and the demand is immense.

  Six months’ wait!

  My God!

  But something inside you stirs because, deep inside, you know that one night one of those tables will be reserved in your name.

  You think about how it will be then.

  Your lips smack, you get hungry, you feel the anticipation, and then an email drops in your inbox.

  “We have made a reservation. . .”

  The flight is booked, the websites are visited, and with your eyes and brain and imagination, you eat your way through the coming evening.

  Another email arrives a few days before your visit.

  “We want to remind you. . .”

  By now you can barely contain yourself, you want to be there, at the restaurant, with your behind safely resting on the sleek chair.

  But you need to be patient.

  And then, you finally arrive in Stockholm, and maybe your legs are aching after a long flight, and it’s unbearably cold and dark here, and there’s ice in the air as you find your way to Lilla Nygatan.

  But then he stands before you in the dark, the doorman of the restaurant.

  Despite the cold.

  Despite the fact that he makes a dent in the restaurant’s budget that every other restaurant in town finds unnecessary.

  And now he opens the door, says “Valkommen,” and even if you don’t understand what he is saying, you understand what he means. A few steps inside, candles light up the darkness, and the tattooed tough guys in cook’s clothing behind the shining counter smile at you, and you know you have arrived, your long wait is over.

  But you also know that this is when it will all begin.

  When does a life path become just slightly straighter?

  Is it in a grandmother’s kitchen? Where a small child hangs on his grandmother’s legs and helps out as she bakes buns and cakes and tarts and bread and God knows what else? Is it the intoxicating goodness of the scents in such a kitchen that makes the small tot decide to go the restaurant route? That makes him want to be a pastry chef?

  Maybe, maybe not.

  It could just as easily happen when an eleven-year-old is invited to join a friend’s family at the restaurant Rendez-Vous in Apelbergsgatan and experiences the rich revelation of homemade béarnaise sauce. Or when, too soon, he sees his soccer career end because of an injury and wonders: What the hell am I supposed to do now?

  The two boys’ roads crossed in the kitchen of a restaurant in Sollentuna.

  It was decided: one day they would do something together.

  Without throwing caution to the wind, however, nothing gets its continuation; without audacity, the world does not widen.

  So, Frantzén and Lindeberg were left with a few options: Falsify work certificates to be employed as an apprentice at a two-star restaurant in London with a small space on lovely Charlotte Street?

  Why not, when an opportunity for employment presents itself.

  Work hard and work long hours for pocket change.

  Live like a dog.

  Burn your hands and scar your arms.

  And every day come back for more and more and more in some sort of methodical, nearly unbearable, purposeful madness.

  And later a boat crosses the English Channel.

  There, in Paris’ seventh arrondissement, at dinky Rue de Varenne, the skin gets even more blisters and the bags under the eyes darken, but what does that matter when you can learn how Alain Passard draws the mystique out of his vegetables, despite a clattering chaos in the kitchen every night?

  L’Arpège.

  Few names command as much respect among gourmets. Why? Well, there is a standard in Passard’s cooking, a direction, and a clear ambition.

  Then, it’s back home to Stockholm to look for a space; for now, years later, the boys, now young men, will “do something together.”

  Ultimately, after a long search, the dreamers find a home on a sweet and cozy street in Old Town.

  To paraphrase Raymond Carver, the phenomenal writer who portrayed the everyday in literature, there is an abundance of talent in humans, but talent properly utilized is much rarer.

  I know that Carver’s words are true.

  Evidence of utilized talent can be tasted in real life. Where?

  At Lilla Nygatan, for instance.

  Frantzén/Lindeberg was never supposed to become a gastronomical shrine.

  Rather, it was the space that led the decision to go in that direction. “What can we do here?” was the question asked when the contract was signed.

  The space had previously been the home of one of Stockholm’s most prominent restaurants, and F/L carried the torch in many ways.

  In my opinion, there is something extraordinary about allowing one’s circumstances to shape something, rather than trying to shape reality based on a specific idea or thought. Call it an exploring curiosity, a childlike openness to existence that few adults can, or dare to, allow themselves.

  In the early days of Lilla Nygatan, there was a sense of humor.

  It can easily turn out that way when a person is subjected to a challenge that seems overwhelming. How to gather all the possibilities a gastronomically top-tier restaurant requires, how to bring the seemingly endless stretch of various nows, into one whole? To a functional, brain- and soul-nurturing, lingering experience?

  Where to begin? Continue? How to stop?

  It is easy to seek laughter in such situations and the relief that such exhalation offers. You can always count on a laugh, that’s for sure.

  And so, the guests of F/L could order the “Tour de France,” a France-shaped plate with a representative cheese from six stops along the Tour de France, and listen their way through the cheese plate from an iPod’s recorded audioguide to the flavors, narrated by Swedish broadcaster Ulf Elfving or actor Stellan Skarsgård.

  They could bathe in a cloud of cinnamon smoke.

  But day by day, F/L chiseled its own aesthetic, taking control over more and more of those aspects that together make a gastronomical universe, and just as suddenly, there is no longer room for circuses.

  “It didn’t feel right,” is the short explanation.

  I think of the restaurant’s own vegetable gardens, where beloved–yes, almost adored– vegetables are harvested at their very best.

  How many Swedish restaurants have their very own vegetable gardens?

  Not many, as far as I know.

  F/L has two, painstakingly obtained and maintained at that, given our somewhat hostile climate and in ways limited gastronomical culture.

  I can also imagine the owners' great sorrow the day a fox broke in and stole their restaurant’s own black chickens. Then it was certainly easy to hold back laughter and feel in the deeper chambers of the heart.

  One of the world’s most developed culinary areas is San Sebastián in the Basque Country. The doyen in the area is a man by the name of Juan Mari Arzak who has on multiple occasions pointed out to me that he tries to see the world through the eyes of a child. He is seventy years old now, but he still wishes for toys on his birthday.

  Eduardo Chillida, one of the twentieth century’s greatest sculptors, also lived and worked in San Sebastián.

  Chillida argued that art is made up of poetry and construction combined.

  What did he mean by this?

  I believe it’s about gaining enough knowledge, skill, and practical scope that you can allow your intuition to work freely.

  Chefs rarely use the word art.

  But nevertheless.

  Vegetables from your own garden. An old cow that belongs to you. A particular scallop for which you searched for such a long time, finally found by a deep-sea diver from Norway.

  The knowledge of the exact number of seconds a scallop should be steamed. (Just until it opens.)

  Your teacher’s sensibilities transformed to certainty somewhere deep inside your own spine.

  Your knowledge of the trinity. How two known elements can be complemented by a third for a dramatic effect.

  And so the plates of scallops with algae butter and white truffle are carried out in the dining room at Lilla Nygatan. Presented by a brigade aware that eccentricity can elevate a waitressing job to something more. And there sit the guests, about to drop their jaws with every bite of the dish.

  It tastes good, but anyone can see that the guests are moved to the depth of their souls.

  There is a magic in this moment, they seem to think. A moment’s sense of the now’s contrast to eternity.

  Through structure and poetry, the chefs in the kitchen have created art.

  Even if it was never a spoken goal.

  Beautifully so.

  And worth every hour upon hour upon hour spent on a jet stream.

  Gastronomy is the peculiar art of now.

  Not so remarkable, really.

  But how long does the now last?

  At F/L, the practical management of time comes last, after the immediate needs of the ingredients.

  I have been in many of the world’s most celebrated kitchens. And in almost every single one, you can find small plastic cans, pots, and flasks with prepared ingredients, ready to be used in the cooking of lunch or dinner. The mise en place is extensive, for practical reasons. The chives are chopped, the tartare is cut ahead of time.

  But does this taste the best?

  Rarely, rarely.

  At F/L, almost everything happens in a deliberate now, at the absolute last possible moment. The herbs are chopped right before they go on the plate, the crayfish meat is turned into tartare seconds before being served, and the dough for the bread rises on the guest’s table, where even the butter is churned à la minute.

  Now can also mean waiting.

  When is a fish best? When it is as fresh as possible?

  This is true for some varieties, some parts. But not for others. It takes courage to let a fish fillet mature for two weeks in our culture, just to make it as umami-rich as possible.

  The custom of allowing fish to mature is Japanese, from sushi masters and the kaiseki tradition.

  F/L looks to the East nowadays.

  The menu is omakase, the choice of the chef, even though guests can come with requests. But not too many do, and why would they want to?

  A true kaiseki meal follows a pattern that’s been developed over hundreds of years, a pattern that is not too different from the Western haute cuisine culture, with amuse-bouches, entrées, main courses, desserts, macarons. . . salty, sweet, tart, raw, cooked, soft, runny, crispy, beginning and end. . .

  For instance, a kaiseki meal always contains sashimi somewhere early on. And there is, of course, raw fish in the beginning at F/L, with an introduction of, for example, halibut, sliced with the same skill as the Japanese masters.

  In the kaiseki tradition there is, contrary to popular belief, a great deal of flexibility for the chef. Almost every listed dish can be exchanged, replaced by whatever the chef of the day finds most satisfying.

  But the rice dish, on the other hand, should always be included.

  Is there a “holy rice” component to our Western haute cuisine tradition? Is there something that cannot be substituted without completely losing our meal’s structure and tradition? The fish dish? The poultry? The meat?

  The answer lies in the reason why rice must always go with a kaiseki meal. First and foremost, it is required for the sake of filling up the guest–not only the body, but also the soul. Nothing impresses the Japanese guest more than perfectly made rice, and the dish arrives at the end of the meal when the guest needs to feel fully satisfied.

  And that might be the only banal rule we have left for Western gastronomy: The guest should leave the table full. Stomach, soul, and heart.

  But at what price do we achieve this perfect fullness?

  And who pays the price?

  We revisit the crayfish mentioned above.

  Let’s pretend that it’s March today, at this hour, at this second, in this restaurant in Stockholm.

  The crayfish has been killed after a life spent in cold seas. It was brought here alive from the east coast to the west coast in the restaurant’s own specially designed cages and met its fate in the kitchen at F/L. It died quite happy, the crayfish, less stressed than usual, because it had its own chamber in the cage. Crayfish seem to prefer it that way because, otherwise, they start attacking each other.

  Now, what do we do with the recently departed crayfish?

  It tastes best raw. This is how it fits our meal pattern, our structure. Chop it into tartare, blend it with vanilla, maybe add a few drops of oil and apple as a contrast?

  The guest at Lilla Nygatan chews, taking in the silky smooth, lightly chilled softness of the crayfish tartare, feeling a stirring in his or her soul from the thunderous flavors of the churning, cold seas.

  What doesn’t the guest know?

  Maybe this:

  The crayfish he or she is now eating was caught by a fisherman in the stormy Skagerrak fewer than twenty-four hours earlier.

  It’s a dangerous job.

  Deadly dangerous.

  Only a few years ago, two fishermen drowned while doing just this. The following night, waiters in Stockholm had to tell their guests: “Sorry, tonight we don’t have crayfish.”

  Think of these fishermen the next time you feel the sweet magic of crayfish in your mouth.

  Remember that the last breath that filled their lungs consisted of 40°F water instead of oxygen-rich air.

  And that, in a way, they made that sacrifice for you.

  For your enjoyment and happiness.

  In the cocoon at Lilla Nygatan, all of life’s worries have vanished.

  You are calm, in every way. You place your platinum card down for payment and shiver a bit at the thought of heading out into the harsh Nordic night. But then again: Is there not something strangely exotic about how those gigantic snowflakes fly toward the ground in swirling circles underneath the streetlights?

  And then, after a friendly thank-you and good-bye, you are out on the street.

  You are happy.

  You feel great.

  You got what you came for, and more.

  While you walk home through the dark night, under glimmering stars barely visible behind the veil of scattered clouds, you try to place your experience within the contemporary Nordic gastronomic tradition, but you really can’t. The meal you just ate stands on its own, here and now, in perfect symmetry with the movement of the world and its inhabitants.

  In bed in your hotel room, you may think about how the F/L kitchen is sometimes referred to as an “intelligent kitchen.”

  But you think that is a paltry description.

  For your experience this evening went beyond the conscious intelligence and delved deep into your nameless emotions.

  You think of the impossibility of gastronomy in a time of hunger, injustice, and misery, but realize gastronomy is after all a little like literature, art, architecture: a sanctuary for humanity, where we can rest, look ahead, and let ourselves celebrate what we are capable of achieving and who we are.

  It’s after two in the morning when you finally fall asleep in a hotel room in Stockholm. And perhaps you dream about that first moment when this story began, the story that continued from Holland Park, or Circular Quay, or Union Square, to this moment.

  And maybe you dream about your very last moment, the moment you know awaits you in both wakefulness and sleep, as it does for everyone.

  And in a dream it will occur to you.

  The fragment of recognition that this moment is your last may just be the exact sum of all of your other moments–the love you’ve experienced; the sights you’ve seen; the pain you’ve owned; the caviar, foie gras, chicken, steak, turbot, truffle, crayfish, sardine, horse, perch, carrot, potato, and the bread you’ve tasted, all the things that found themselves in your mouth, traveling through your organism, crawling even deeper through the membranes in your body that no scientist can name and into what is really you.
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  So you dream.

  Later you wake.

  And think:

  Where am I going next?

  And later:

  When will the doorman at Lilla Nygatan open the door for me again?

  Mons Kallentoft


  HISTORY

  It was an early morning at Edsbacka Krog, a restaurant in Sollentuna, just north of Stockholm, and the park down to Edsviken was a pale gray. The restaurant had one Michelin star in 1992, but now it was 1998, and Björn came striding into the kitchen with his knives, followed by Daniel. They both had expectations, a certain cockiness, and great ambitions.

  Christer Lingström’s Edsbacka was a highly regarded place to work for a young chef. Those who worked there could hold their heads a little higher.

  Björn was immediately placed in the hot kitchen, Daniel in the cold as a pastry chef–both felt like they were chopped liver, but their relatively short apprenticeships at starred restaurants abroad had provided them with a great deal to contribute to Edsbacka.

  EDSBACKA KROG

  Soon, this would become the first restaurant in the country to get two Michelin stars, but by then, both Björn and Daniel had already left Edsbacka’s kitchen. “Christer Lingström was great at creating a joyful workplace. It was fun to work there. We’ve carried the joy of working with us ever since.”

  It was not love at first sight when Björn and Daniel met at Edsbacka Krog in 1998. But Daniel lived in Traneberg and Björn at Kungsholmen, and Edsbacka was situated “far out” in Sollentuna (about ten miles north of Stockholm) so they started to walk together to and from work and began to spend a lot of time together. After work, they cooled down with kebabs and pinball, and they started talking about food, mostly to clear their heads and relax.

  “I had no idea what this entailed, so I just took a risk. . .”

  Björn had worked at Edsbacka once before to get training and experience. Back then, he’d worked in the kitchen for free.

  “The cooking school I attended did not teach even the most basic skills. When Fredrik Pettersson, one of the head chefs at Edsbacka, asked me to make a béarnaise and sent me down to the basement to get tarragon, I didn’t even know what tarragon looked like. Daring became my strength those first years. Right after graduation, I traveled to England and got a job at a starred restaurant in London. I had spiked my résumé with work experience from a starred restaurant in Sweden, but I didn’t say anything about the fact that I had worked for free. The consequence of this white lie was that I was immediately placed by the stove in the hot kitchen. One of the first things I was asked to make was scallops. I had no idea what this entailed, so I just took a risk and started frying them carefully all over, sort of like how you would fry meatballs. The master chef came running over and screamed, ‘What the hell are you doing?’ I put on a casual face and answered quickly that this is how we would fry them in Sweden and at Edsbacka Krog. ‘We do it like this in Sweden,’ I can still hear myself uttering those words.”

  Was it after a workday at Edsbacka that they first started talking about starting their own restaurant together?

  “No, we were first convinced that we wanted to start something of our own when we were living in England. In Sweden, we mostly talked about what we’d learned at work. The year at Edsbacka was amazing, but when we left for England, it felt as if we wouldn’t be able to progress past the level the restaurant had already achieved. That was when we decided to go to England–it was a joint decision.”

  The stagnation at Edsbacka was not a downward spiral, but it was more of a resting period after the incredible success of being chosen as Sweden’s best restaurant in the magazine Gourmets 199 Bord (tables) and on the way to earning two Michelin stars. The natural course for Björn and Daniel was to try to work at a three-star restaurant–but that didn’t work out. They applied to work at Raymond Blanc’s Le Manoir aux Quat’Saisons in Great Milton in Oxfordshire near Oxford, as well as a few other restaurants including Michel Bras in Laguiole and Pierre Gagnaire in Paris.

  LE MANOIR AUX QUAT’SAISONS

  This was a two-star restaurant out in the middle of nowhere, and for Raymond Blanc, food was an art form where the four elements–water, air, earth, and fire–transformed into a palette of textures and flavors. “In the moment this art is short-lived, but in the memory it is endless,” he stated.

  It might sound pretentious, and is actually somewhat of a given today, but back then in 1999 it was an exciting philosophy.

  “Björn had already been in England once before, but I hadn’t. I had always been my own ‘teacher’ by flipping through books and trying to mimic and develop. The reason I wanted to go to England was to find someone I could learn more from, to bring new knowledge back home, and I wanted the head chef to be very knowledgeable and the restaurant to be great and have at least two stars.”

  When Manoir received their application, they immediately jumped on the two young chefs from a starred restaurant in Sweden.

  Manoir turned out to be a great kitchen machine, and working there was completely different from working at Edsbacka Krog. Björn worked at the fish stove with four other chefs. Daniel made afternoon tea, creams, and petits fours. At that station, which was farthest inside the cold kitchen, there was one baker and three chefs–one who made all the ice creams and sorbets and two who arranged the desserts on plates. All in all, thirty-six chefs worked in the kitchen at Manoir.

  “Most of the greats had worked there, and Manoir was a school for aspiring star chefs, but there was no joy in the work. There was a lot of yelling and screaming in the kitchen. Maybe necessary, but what do I know. We had one hundred guests every single service. On weekends alone, we had five hundred guests. It was incredibly labor-intensive.”

  The problem was that there was not much else to do besides work. Manoir is located far out in the countryside, the town is not especially inspiring, and the living conditions were not the best, at least not for Björn, who lived with a woman who owned poodles.

  “We started in the kitchen at seven o’clock every morning, except the days the shellfish were delivered from Scotland; on those days we began at five o’clock in the morning. When we went home at night, it was so dark that we were forced to use flashlights to see the road. I had to tiptoe inside so that the dogs didn’t start barking, and that was not particularly popular.”

  Daniel had somewhat better accommodations in a commune inside an old dilapidated house. He had his own room and a TV, which Björn didn’t have at his place.

  “I don’t know if my accommodation was particularly good. It could almost be classified as a complete madhouse. It was shabby and had no hot water, and I lived with French chefs who smoked weed. However, both my accommodation and work were comfortable compared to Björn’s situation. I was only in the kitchen twelve hours every day, and I would just stand there and prepare the mise en place. Björn, on the other hand, was working right in the middle of service, and I was never close to that.”
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