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Legal stuff
(don’t worry, it’s not too long.)
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All rights reserved.
Yes. All of them.
 
No part of this book may be reproduced, copied, hacked, screenshotted, photocopied, recorded, transmitted, or otherwise altered by any means whatsoever—electronic, mechanical, digital, analog, or prehistoric—without the prior written permission of the author, except where expressly permitted by law.
So don’t get clever.
 
This book is a work of non-fiction.
The opinions expressed are strictly those of the author, which means you are not required to agree, applaud, chant, or feel comfortable.
 
Any resemblance to real people, restaurants, institutions, habits, trends, or situations—past or present—is either intentional, coincidental, or a reflection of how small the world actually is.
 
This book was written without filters, without algorithms, and without a kids’ menu.
 
No fast-food chain was harmed during the writing of this book.
Even though some of them clearly deserved it. 

Prologue
 
 
So here I am again, in front of you.
This is the second volume of my gastronomic outbursts.
I really thought I was done with all this. 
Turns out I was dead wrong.
 
I wrote the first book in the dark. Teeth clenched, my heart pounding, out of breath, like my ass was on the fucking grill. 
It was a punch in the mouth. To yank me out of my lethargy and to keep me from burning alive from the inside out.
I tried to give you the most honest account of what happens in kitchens and dining rooms. 
Of the job, what it was and what it is today. 
What it does to us, mentally and physically; sometimes chewing people up and spitting them out.
About the people you can meet there, those who serve or cook. The ones who survive it and who occasionally leave pieces of themselves behind.
The people who eat there too for lunch, brunch, and dinner.
And finally, an unfiltered look at a world moving at breakneck speed, changing… not always for the better, at least as far as I am concerned. Too often, leaving people on the side of the road.
 
Looking back, I now see that book for what it was: a confession. 
Raw. Messy. Exhausted. 
And it came straight from the guts. 
It was rough and caustic, with a hint of spite in it. You might even say “erratic"; sure, why the hell not? There was a healthy dose of cynicism. Sometimes it even lacked grace or elegance. 
I’ll own that. Mea culpa. 
Not everyone gets to be Anthony Bourdain.
As for the punches I threw, including the ones aimed right back at me, were they justified? Were they fair?
Ah… that’s where it gets tricky.
For the most part? Yeah. 
The rest was a stew seasoned with a dash of provocation and a touch of my natural stupidity, the only organic ingredient in the book.
Was I too much in your face? Maybe.
Was it honest? Abso-fucking-lutely.
The only thing I can say for sure is that the way I let it all fly was neither an accident nor a coincidence. It went all over the place. It turned out exactly how I love my kitchen during a service:
A spiral that goes out of control and turns to shit.
I won’t lie; I took a sadistic pleasure in writing every goddamn line of it. 
It was a breath of fresh air; it felt good. 
Somehow, it was a cathartic experience.
So I will not apologize for any of it.
 
Some questions remain, though.
I’m still not entirely sure what I expected to get from laying myself out butt naked like that. Without shame or restraint.
But most importantly, have I, at least, found anything at the end of the road?
The answer is yes.
To my great surprise, however, it wasn’t wisdom. And it certainly wasn’t redemption. 
Not a fucking chance for that.
What I got was exactly what I needed the most. Something simpler, more tangible, within reach;
Peace.
And honestly, that worked for me. I’m perfectly happy with that.
As a matter of fact, I reread it a few days ago with a certain tenderness. And it made me laugh. 
Because in all fairness, the book smells, reads, and breathes "me." 
So mission accomplished.
 
Since then, I’ve calmed down. Well… most of the time. But it didn’t silence my doubts, my laughter, my rants, or my blow-ups. There’s still plenty of that left.
I’m not disillusioned. I’m simply less on edge. 
Still involved. But more lucid. 
Lucid about the country where I was born and the country where I live now. About other people. About me.
I am less busy fighting everything for sport and more willing to enjoy what’s still standing in front of me. I finally reached the state of mind where I can be honest about myself and true to the craft. 
And probably a little more bearable for others.
So, from now on, I promised myself that whatever life throws at me, I would try to make the most of it and to deal with it with temperance. 
With a dose of melancholy.
A little romance.
And a hint of rebellion.
What you could call French romanticism, I suppose.
As for the rest…whatever the hell happens, happens.
 
And this book is exactly that; this is how it feels.
It’s the aftermath. The calm after the storm, some comfort after the carnage.
So, in this book there will be no battles and no more fights. No shouting. And no raging fire licking the ceiling, consuming everything in its path.
Just a controlled flame.
But be careful… if I were you, I’d still stay alert. Because even on low heat, you can get burned.
And you will; I’ll make sure of that.
So don’t get too comfortable. 
Trust me, I haven’t gone soft, and I still have a corrosive tongue and a sharp eye. 
I will drop nasty lines along the way. 
You know me by now; I can’t help myself.
Venom is part of the flavor, and so is sarcasm. And I fully intend to use both as seasoning.
You can bet your ass that the menu is going to be spicy.
The starters will be salty.
The main courses will be served steaming hot.
And dessert?
Bittersweet.
 
Now let’s be crystal clear; I won’t fill your head with some nonsense. This is not a recipe book, a food guide, or a culinary manual. I won’t tell you what you should eat, let alone how to cook it. 
That’s your problem. We all have our own cross to bear. 
And that’s not the purpose of this book.
The idea was not to write a pamphlet or a manifesto against these modern times; I’m not here to lecture anybody, and I’m not preaching anything. 
I don’t have to.
Because whether you like it or not, our food says more about us than anything else, and cravings tell far more than appetite ever will. 
Both define us.
That’s precisely the point.
Because this one, I did not write from the kitchen but from the dining room, sitting down at a restaurant table. As a customer. 
And given my profession and my age, you can safely assume I’ve seen plenty of hits and misses. 
Over time I’ve developed a memory, a palate, an experience, and an opinion. 
And inevitably… a preference.
And obviously… a distaste.
This is where it will sting a bit. 
I wrote this one the way I cook—with appetite.
To make you hungry. 
To bring back a memory, a moment etched into your mind.
Yeah, that one. 
That dish you once ate—I’m sure you remember.
Even though it doesn’t apply to many things—or many people these days. There isn’t much that leaves that kind of mark.
I know you recall those simple pleasures. The ones we forget, neglect, and sometimes sacrifice on the altar of “shoulda and woulda.”
Not only am I positive that you do, but I know it still makes you emotional when you think about it.
See, I am not biting anymore, and that’s exactly what we are going to talk about. 
Something intimate.
Like the feeling of a caress.
 
I’m inviting you on a journey, a short getaway into two worlds. Two ways of eating and two very different ways of living. 
But we'll look at them not through politics. Not through sociology or addictions, although we’d have plenty to talk about on both sides. 
But through food, bullshit, and… other complications. 
Because, wherever you might live, wherever you come from, and regardless of your status in society, those are the things we all have in common. 
So, my dear Alice, let’s take a look at the other side of the mirror and see what we’ve been quietly turning our backs on and what we might have forgotten along the way. 
Maybe it’s time to revisit a place where a meal is no longer just something you eat casually but something far more personal. 
I am talking about that magical place where cooking and eating stop being a commodity and become a refuge again.
A temple ruled by discreet eroticism.
Yes, I said it.
The eroticism of food.
When butter becomes a lubricant for the soul. 
It flows like a memory. Once you breathe it in, it nourishes; it feeds. It heals, comforts, and repairs.
And when it’s spread on a warm, crusty baguette cracking under your fingers, it feels like…happiness.
Tell me that’s not tenderness. Personally, it does more for me than a décolleté. A slice of foie gras turns me on more than lingerie. And to enjoy it, all I have to do is take a bite of it. Then rinse my lips with a glass of wine that softens the tongue and fucks up the liver.
 
So, are you ready to commune in joy, grease, and grace?
What if we made the return of sin a way of life?
Let this be the ultimate sacrilege. The one that isn’t meant to be “liked.”
We don’t preach moderation here. 
We eat with passion.
We drag bread through the sauce.
We scrape the plate without restraint or shame.
Without hiding.
We praise the vice of the senses and the beauty of excess.
Lust, gluttony, and voluptuousness.
What if we started with that?
 
Come, my dearly beloved, and step into this den of gastronomic debauchery. And behold the magnificence of culinary exuberance.
Get ready to sin on the right side.
 
Amen to that.
 
 

A few words 
More than a few, actually.
 
 
What the fuck was I thinking?
What exactly crawled through my twisted, deranged brain the day I decided this sounded like a good idea?
Me, writing a book.
What the hell was I expecting?
Who the hell did I think I was? 
Some wannabe John McClane-type antihero writer with a dangling cigarette and the killer lines at the end.
Bourdain?
Thompson?
Damn fool.
 
The truth is, I was told that writing was some sort of liberation. 
Well, it was somehow—but not only that. 
For me, it was more of a relief. Like releasing a pressure valve.
A therapy session without the shrink.
The problem is that once I sat down on that metaphorical couch and started unraveling what was going on inside my head, I found a fucking mess. 
And I discovered there was only one way out of it, and it wouldn’t be through a back door or an emergency exit. I wouldn’t get that lucky.
Because I was trapped in that room with myself—and trust me, being around me at that time was not exactly a walk in the park—it became clear that writing would not be an escape; quite the opposite. 
It would end, at best, as a ruthless bare-knuckle brawl against my own bullshit.
The hell with it; I decided to go all in anyway. 
I laid it all out and spilled my guts in a strange mix of emotional archaeology and unhinged exhibitionism. 
But as I dug through emotions no one asked to see, I excavated skeletons that were buried for a reason. I uncovered parts of myself that weren’t meant for daylight. And others that probably should have stayed there.
Yet somehow, I dragged them all back to the surface anyway out of pure self-centered masochism. 
And it felt good.
I ended up confessing in those pages like a guilty sinner looking for absolution, conveniently forgetting the most basic form of dignity.
Because it was shameless.
Indecent.
But it was delicious.
Addictive.
Reinvigorating.
And somehow, it was… necessary.
At least for my own sake.
 
What nobody told me, though, that I found out pretty quickly, is what happens after you’ve stripped in public like a demented pervert. 
What follows once your words are out there. When it’s all printed, published, and thrown into the wild.
I won’t lie. I was left drifting into a black hole that made me feel a little lost. And something I wasn’t ready for… a weird and unexpected sense of loneliness. 
Because I ended up facing myself in the mirror, with nothing else to stare at but my soul.
What surprised me, though, wasn't the silence around me but the one inside me. 
That ruthless bastard, who had probably been lurking for a while, came from the darkness and knocked me out with a sledgehammer. The blow was so loud that I could feel it vibrating in the walls. It hummed inside my brain.
I felt exposed, vulnerable, and without boundaries. Empty.
But once that strange feeling faded, for the first time in my life, I experienced a kind of inner tranquility. Like somebody suddenly had pulled the plug on all the noise that had lived inside me for decades.
But I was not out of the woods yet. 
For a few days I just sat there, staring at the ceiling and at my laptop like a zombie, wondering what to do. Thinking,
"Now what, you moron?”
And something shifted. 
Human nature stepped back into the room, and vanity crept in. I experienced, then, an unsettling phase of mutation.
Most of the voices I wanted—needed—to hear didn't belong to the people I knew. 
They belonged to strangers.
I was desperately trying to catch the sound of a review. Comments. Ratings.
And they came. 
They showed up in tiny fragments drifting in from people I never met. Random messages in two different languages.
Yes, your honor. I do confess. I committed the additional crime of writing the damn thing in English as well. Guilty as charged. I have no excuse, no mitigating circumstances. Well, I could take the time to give you my reasons. 
If I wanted to. 
But I don’t.
And nobody gives a damn.
Including me.
It’s actually fascinating to compare the two versions because the tone couldn’t be more different. Both books have a different vibe, a different rhythm.
Same bones… but different blood.
 
So I pretty much had a little bit of everything. 
“Thank you.”
“I laughed.”
“I saw myself in this.”
“You’re an asshole.”
“It sucks.”
“Vulgar.”
“Awesome."
“Hilarious”
“You’re pathetic."
“Unfortunately, true.”
Then, I transited into another state of mind: hypocrisy quietly joined the conversation.
Before publication I made the promise to myself and proudly announced to anyone willing to listen that I would not care about sales.
What a load of crap. Of course I did.
The first few days I casually checked to see if anything was happening. 
Then I became obsessed with it. 
My mood mirrored the sales, whether they went up, slowed down, or just stalled. I wanted to understand why it was moving. Why wasn’t it? 
Why were ten copies sold on Tuesday and none on Wednesday? Would it be the failure that I predicted all along deep inside, or the improbable success that I was secretly hoping for?
My brain started running circles like a caged animal.
Then came the worst moments: doubt.
This book is garbage. It’s awful. I wrote a turd. I suck.
Finally, ego started whispering… at last. 
I wallowed in a chaotic period of self-delusion, which I enjoyed, I must admit. 
Yeah, I can be that shallow too. Who the fuck isn’t?
So I said to myself, 
“No. It’s not me. It’s them. Those brain-dead, useless idiots simply didn’t get it.”
I want to reassure you; it didn’t last very long. Thankfully.
Unfortunately.
Because deep down I knew exactly why I had written the book in the first place. 
So I eventually calmed down and got back to my regular screwed-up self. And once I landed back on earth, none of it seemed quite so important anymore. Mostly because the only thing that mattered to me was not how many people bought the book—it was that it got read, even if it’s just by ten people. 
Whether some liked it or some did not. That is another fucking mind job I’d rather not get into.
 
On the other hand, what amuses me is that every time someone finds out I wrote a book—and that it got published—they look at me differently.
Something changes.
Their eyes narrow, their ears perk up, their attention locks in. As if suddenly every sentence coming out of my mouth is expected to be profound, intelligent, and insightful. As if I belonged to some exclusive intellectual elite. A freak from a sacred order, a secret society of eccentric literary weirdos capable of stringing three coherent words together and somehow filling page after page with them.
But the moment I say something stupid instead, I can almost see the question forming behind their eyes:
How the hell did this guy manage to write a book?
And I must admit, most of the time I take great pleasure in giving them the dumbest answer I can think of. Out of pure provocation, most likely. 
 
After that comes the million-dollar question.
— So… what’s it like being a published author?
Well, for starters, I self-published. So I cheated.
I never wanted to bother dealing with traditional publishers.
Out of laziness? Impatience? Absolutely.
Send the manuscript. Waiting for a response, enduring the revisions and the corrections. Eventually, suffering the suggestions to tone it down a bit. Wait for the green light for the cover. Wait, wait, and wait some more.
Fuck it. Too long.
Patience has never occupied much shelf space in the scarce inventory of my few virtues. 
Out of arrogance? Damn right.
Why the hell should I care about what they think? Opinions are like assholes; everyone’s got one. I don’t give a flying fuck about their approval. 
I even had a publisher that got in touch with me after reading the draft of a chapter. Not that I cared to share it with him, but a friend of mine sent it to him. He sent me an email:
“I like it, and I can give you a two-page report on it.”
When I read that, for about three seconds, the answer forming in my head was,
“Sure, I'll print your report. And wipe my ass with it."
That was my first reaction. 
One driven by ego, impatience, and my natural allergy to being told what to do.
What I actually answered was far more civilized.
Yes, it happens to me sometimes.
But the truth is, I wasn't interested. Not because he was wrong, and maybe he wasn’t. Not because I knew better. That would be a first. 
But I simply wanted the book to remain mine.
Elegant or clumsy. Successful or forgotten.
Because in the end what I wanted mostly was honesty. Authenticity. 
And I refused to polish the rough edges off anything just because somebody thinks it might sell better. 
Good or bad.
Everything will stay right where it is. 
Exactly the way it is.
I’ll make it or wreck it.
If you don’t like it, beat it.
 
As for what I felt when the book finally went live?
Honestly? 
When it went live online, I was in front of my Mac. I felt some satisfaction; I was pleased. But nothing soul-shattering.
Receiving the paperback, however…, that was a very different story.
Holding it in my hands and feeling the weight of its presence. Seeing my face on the cover and my name on the spine. Reading my own goddamn words engraved in ink forever on the pages.
It was a strange, almost surreal sensation. 
That silent shock resonated so loudly, it rattled my cage. I couldn’t help feeling an overwhelming pride in the accomplishment. 
I won’t pretend otherwise; having it in front of me was something huge. Because books have got a certain presence.
In French we say, “Ça fait chic; putain, c’est la classe.”
Should I even translate? Is it absolutely necessary to add more cursing so far, knowing I am only at the second chapter?
Ok, let’s put it in a nice way: “It has gravitas.”
Happy?
Even though I know it might not seem like much to some who consider it unworthy or trash.
But it’s my trash, buddy. 
Mine.
So I’ll own it and wear it as fucking loud and proud as I can.
 
And yet, despite all that, I somehow felt stuck between a rock and a hard place, torn between exhilaration and perplexity.
Exhilarated because the book exists now. 
This story is alive; it breathes and lives without me. 
Those pages I have worked on, laughed about, and bled for will reach people I’ll never meet. It sneaks into their lives. It circulates on screens, inside phones, on tablets, and in earbuds. It gets downloaded, scrolled, and listened to. It adapts to the rhythm of subway stops, calls, texts, and push notifications.
And there’s something wonderfully ironic about that. 
The words I wrote are inside the same glowing rectangle I despise, which hypnotizes and hijacks everyone’s attention these days. 
My lines lie there; they coexist and compete with the dopamine, with the reels, and with the endless notifications. They share space with dancing dogs, juggling seals, and disgusting burger ads. And whatever fucking algorithm is trending this week. 
I still struggle with the paradox that everything I put into it, all the feelings I translated into words on those pages, were returned to me compressed in pixels in 4K in an e-book.
The same message, but with a different filter. 
Because the library is virtual now and everybody is online.
About that, I won't lie; I can’t read a digital book. It just doesn’t print inside my brain.
And finally, I was perplexed.
Because I am skeptical about this digital revolution that is quietly moving into every corner of our existence, invading our privacy and regulating our daily lives. 
What we call progress feels to me like stillness is slowly fading away in this hands-free existence that runs on an endless loop.
Because nobody can sit quietly for more than two minutes without reaching for their goddamn phones. 
Silence has become a medical condition.
I just hope that this story, now stored in this gigantic digital warehouse, won’t dissolve into the endless stream of feeds and into the static noise of the everyday distraction. 
 
When I think about it, maybe that’s the real conflict. 
Not paper versus digital; 
But object versus medium.
Meaning versus momentum.
Can you measure the depth of a text on a flat screen?
Will fiber-optic speed show you what’s hiding between the lines?
Is it irrelevant to ask those questions? 
Or maybe the answer is simpler. 
I am getting out of touch. 
Because we live nowadays for what’s immediate and obvious. What’s quickly and easily comprehensible. 
Life for dummies, basically.
Then we move on to what comes next. Whatever the hell it is. But we want it fast… and we want it now.
There was a time we used to look for meaning; now we crave stimulation. 
And it led us to surrender to impatience. To indifference. Sometimes even to laziness. 
But not the kind that comes from tired bodies, but the kind that comes from lethargic minds that have been confusing scrolling and reading. 
“Liking” with thinking.
Maybe nobody is really to blame. 
Although I am pretty sure I could find a few to point the finger at. But let’s be magnanimous. Let's say that maybe the noise of the world has simply become too loud, too invasive, too overwhelming. And now that we have been used to running around relentlessly like headless chickens, chasing deadlines, notifications, updates, trends, and distractions. We’ve forgotten what taking our time actually means. 
How it feels.
What I regret isn’t modernity; it’s the loss of attention, the scattering. The obsession with mobility and the compulsion of accessibility that have become the mantras of our modern age. 
I guess it goes far beyond a generational gap.
 
Personally, I still prefer books.
Because it is not the same thing.
It takes up space on a table or on a shelf or a nightstand. It has weight in your hands and in your memory. It collects dust. It ages. It lives.
It doesn’t circulate endlessly.
When you choose it, you can smell it, and you can feel it under your fingertips. 
Sometimes you even recommend it to share the pleasure. Or you lend it to someone you care about. Even if you never get it back, somehow that feels exactly right.
And it’s simply not the same experience. You don’t read the same way on a screen because a screen can exist anywhere at once.
A book demands a setting. It requires a frame. It occupies space. It imposes its own rhythm. 
It resists fragmentation.
And most of all, it does not have the same sensuality; clicking and turning a page are not remotely the same thrill.
On a screen, you consume; you get entertained. You gather information.
On paper, you absorb the words. 
They go through you; they infuse. 
Then they carry you somewhere.
You elevate yourself. 
You inhabit.
 
Sometimes I wonder if I should’ve chopped all this into threads instead. Using fifteen-second videos instead, with a calibrated smile and a solemn voice with that fake, awful fry tone. 
You know the kind. That ridiculous lump-in-the-throat delivery everybody seems to use nowadays. The one that makes some sound wiser than they really are. 
God, I can’t stand that way of speaking. 
It irritates me listening to people who force themselves to talk like that because they think it gives them depth, presence, or meaning.
Let me tell you the only thing it projects:
A posture. An illusion.
The illusion of saying something profound while barely touching the surface. To appear concerned without actually caring.
That’s what seems to be popular these days, right? 
Not words but content with a casual attitude.
Measured opinions.
Apparent wisdom.
A carefully packaged personality.
If I had embraced that conformity, would I have been more successful? Would I have sold more books? 
Well, I’ll never know, because it’s not me. Not my style. To be blunt, being consensual bores the fuck out of me. 
So I’ll leave the influencers dancing frantically in the emptiness of their never-ending circus of posts, engagement metrics, self-inflicted importance, and borrowed relevance.
Enjoy it while it lasts.
As for me, I’ll keep on chasing meaning while others are busy chasing algorithms. 
And I’ll stick with books. Even if they are a thing of the past. 
And I’ll sell what I sell.
Time will do the rest—or it won’t. It’s okay. Either way, I wasn’t planning on being author of the year, the critics’ darling, or selling thousands of copies. Frankly, I don’t give a rat’s ass about it. 
Because this story is my life.
It is raw, crooked, flawed, dented, and somehow still a work in progress.
Just like me. 
 
The only thing that comforts me is knowing that somewhere out there a few strangers still sit down and read the way people used to. 
In silence. 
Away from the clamor and the immediacy. Broadening their imagination, enriching their vocabulary, building a relationship with ideas. 
That's what shapes a mind and builds a personality, common sense.
For that alone, I am grateful.
Because to write a book
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