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			To our beautiful children, Freya and Abel. To Marilyn, Liliane, and Solomon.

			To Pumak, our late Alusky, and of course, to Arthur Steinberg, The Bear.

			Hopefully you two are sitting side by side right now.
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			Preface

			by Raegan Steinberg
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			The day my father passed, a huge snowstorm hit. It was one of those whiteouts where the snow is so heavy you can’t see a few feet in front of you. I was on a mission. A few months prior, my dad had bought a brand-new black BMW 740. Pretty much the only place he had driven it to was the hospital. I would be the one to bring it back home. I got in the car and made my adjustments, pulling the seat forward and tilting the rearview mirror downward, rearranging everything to suit my 5-foot-2 body instead of the 6-foot-2 one it had held before. My only goal was not to crash.

			In the beginning, the only sign my dad—Arthur—had that something wasn’t right was a really long period of hiccups, which we dismissed as a weird reaction to blueberries. Who links hiccups to cancer? The symptoms worsened, until he walked through the front door one evening and announced the diagnosis to my mom, my little sister, my big brother, and me: non-Hodgkin lymphoma. Then he sat down at the head of the table and began to eat his dinner, as if it were any other night.

			I was 21 then and didn’t believe he was going to die. He kept saying, “No, everything is gonna be fine, we’re gonna deal with it,” but eventually the doctors kept saying, “It’s really resisting the treatments.” I had him slurping down shark fin soup and knocking back shots of wheatgrass. We called hospitals as distant as Israel, pursuing clinical trials with the slightest potential. All the while, we continued our ski weekends in Stowe and he even agreed to a boys’ trip to Vegas. Arthur wanted to live.

			For a year and a half, he never said anything about the fact that he was dying, not even when he ended up at a cancer center in Texas. The doctor said they had never seen someone take so much chemo. They could no longer treat him. Arthur was not going to live.

			He was moved to the Jewish General, where he was told he had two weeks left. My family spent all day and night sitting with him, my mom always the last to leave, not returning home until 11 p.m. One of those nights, I was lying alone awake in their bed, in the house we had shared my whole life, telling myself over and over, “Prepare yourself. This is what it’s going to be like.”

			2 a.m. and my mom still wasn’t back. We got the call.

			By the time we arrived at the hospital, my father was completely unconscious. I lay at the foot of the bed, holding his hand. We all drifted off to sleep, and that was when he left us. He was 58 years old.
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			I walked out of the hospital and drove that black BMW through the white city like a zombie. But I didn’t crash. We sold the car and the house, and after many years, the painful memories gave way to joyful ones.

			In his youth, Arthur Charles Steinberg had been a bear-fighting, rock ’n’ roll–loving, LSD-dropping, Woodstock-crashing, Harley-riding, helicopter-skiing, bodybuilding, vodka-drinking, 250-pound investment BANKER. He was absolutely incomparable.

			The only child of Otto Steinberg, a war vet, and Rita Pedvis, a prim lady, Arthur couldn’t have conformed less to his parents’ ideals. Despite his untamable nature, he eventually fell in love with a beautiful and innocent girl from Ottawa, my mama, Marilyn. After he stole her from right under his best friend’s nose, they married grandly at the Ritz-Carlton in Montreal. Arthur changed from frat party king into husband, father, and provider, never losing his lust for adventure.

			Anyone who knew Arthur loved Arthur, and he knew everybody. He was always running into familiar faces, to the point where I would be embarrassed at how often he’d stop to chat in public. His funeral was so jam-packed that people were spilling out from the synagogue doors onto the street.

			As a father, Arthur was selfless, supportive, and incredibly honest. He told me everything from his wild past and everything I could expect from a wild life of my own. When I screwed up, he’s who I called, knowing he would always know what was best. He took me anywhere at any hour, from ski racing in Vermont at 7 a.m. to karate at 7 p.m. Because of him, I had everything I ever wanted, without realizing how hard he had to work for it.
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			My dad made sure that food was of utmost importance in our house. We sat down together for every home meal and booked vacations according to how well we could eat when we got there. At breakfast, we were planning lunch, and at lunch, we were planning dinner. He would set me on his motorcycle and we’d take off around the city for all kinds of treats, starting in Little Italy for cappuccinos and panettone and ending in our favorite greasy spoon for all-dressed steamies and fries. By the age of six, my little sister was munching on steak tartare and fries with mayo without raising an eyebrow (our six-year-old, Freya, now does the same). Food was our happy place, imprinted in our DNA through him.

			My husband, Alex, and our children will never know Arthur, and it breaks my heart. He would have adored the fact that I married a chef. But I feel my heart warm when I see our children with Alex, knowing that they’ll have the same kind of relationship with their dad that I had with mine.

			Our restaurant is the best homage I could think of to pay my dad. Without his passing, it probably wouldn’t exist at all. Arthurs Nosh Bar is an embodiment of his bright and generous spirit and, of course, his passion for a good nosh.
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			Introduction

			Reagan: We know that Arthur’s death is a sad story to open a cookbook, but we have done so because, well, it is the beginning. From that immense loss came this whirling adventure of a life that shows no signs of slowing.

			While I’ve always been smart and capable, in my 20s I found myself lacking direction and majoring in poli sci—need I say more? It truly wasn’t until my dad passed away that I began to make decisions about what I wanted for my life. Post-graduation, I was working for a catering company dominated by a total douchebag boys’ club. I wanted to be taken more seriously in the field, and I couldn’t stand being in Montreal in the aftermath of my family tragedy. I needed to escape for a while, and culinary school in Vancouver offered a way out. It wasn’t long before I was fully committed to that world. It gave me a sense of purpose, like I had these new skills that were of some value.

			Alex: Like Raegan, I didn’t have any childhood dreams of becoming a chef. Through my mom’s cooking, I had always appreciated eating well, but surely never envisioned myself pursuing it as a career. My thing was professional online gaming, and my side gig was dishwashing. One night I was asked to fill in for a missing cook, who of course never came back. I took his job, and from there grew my passion for cooking. I really still don’t consider myself a chef; I don’t think I’ve gone through the proper trials and training to win that title. I think the important part of what I and any other cook does is make food that tastes good, regardless of technique and tradition. That’s the maximum any of us can do.

			R: The food industry is also how we met, in a way (you can see our full story on this page). It’s also a big part of what we bonded over and how we could plausibly date, with both of us working late nights. I also convinced him to stop gaming, which I deeply regret; those guys make so much money now!

			A: After a few years of us dating and working in various restaurants, we ventured into our own project, Back of House Catering. We ran it out of our first apartment using a 1950s electric oven and a Foreman grill to cater pitiful events like high school parties. After the fire alarms went off during a Portuguese chicken incident, we realized it was time for a new space. We found a shared kitchen at 4621 Rue Notre-Dame Ouest that was perfect, but after a few bar mitzvah and wedding jobs, we decided the spot was too good to waste on catering alone. One day we just said “fuck it” and took a risk. We named our new restaurant in honor of the late Arthur Steinberg. Arthurs Nosh Bar came to life.

			R: Even though the evening before opening day was pretty much just me having a panic attack, creating the restaurant was a largely therapeutic endeavor. It helped me create a lasting legacy for my father and ensure he would never be forgotten. The walls are lined with photos of him and our family, and we all speak his name daily (even a replication of his exact signature is used to write “Arthurs” on all our products).

			I don’t know where I would be if my dad were still alive. There is almost nothing I wouldn’t sacrifice for just one more day with him, but there is so much good that has been made possible because of his passing. I certainly wouldn’t be running this restaurant with my incredible husband or telling our ridiculous tales to the public. Sometimes I can’t help but think that our success has a little to do with my guardian angel watching over us.

			Making a “Jewish” Restaurant

			We knew that we wanted to cook what was familiar to us. Alex is a big believer in generational food memory, the idea that the food and flavors your ancestors loved are genetically passed down. For Alex, those ancestors are Moroccan-Spanish-Sephardic, and for Raegan, Romanian-Russian-Ashkenazi. Fred Morin once gave Raegan the advice “Cook what you know,” and that’s what we set out to do through Jewish food.

			Plus it had been years since Montreal had seen a sit-down Jewish restaurant open, and the ones already in existence were cemented institutions, meaning that they were under pressure to not change a thing about their aesthetic, menu, or attitude. This is not a criticism—we adore these establishments. But we wanted the liberty to do something different in our city’s Jewish food scene.

			Opening a recognizably Jewish restaurant, at least in Montreal, means putting certain items on the menu: bagel and lox, latkes, matzo ball soup, etc. In other words, it means being Ashkenazi-forward. Otherwise, would most people really consider us as a “Jewish restaurant”?
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			So we have those obvious dishes on the menu (no, not just out of obligation, but that’s part of it). At the same time, one of us is Sephardic, and we wanted a way to showcase aspects of that cuisine, which is essentially Middle Eastern and North African. If we serve too much of that kind of food, however, we’d no longer be called a “Jewish restaurant,” but rather a “restaurant owned by Jewish people.” Not to make it into some high-stakes thing, but it is a semi-fine line that we’re walking. For the most part, we serve whatever we want, but the Ashkenazi element will always be prominent in our work.

			It’s a given that certain clients complain about the menu, claiming that we don’t carry every Ashkenazi dish in existence. Hey, if you really want to know why we don’t have gefilte, just flip to this page Happy reading.
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			The Beauty…

			Cooking is like a human relationship. You go into it with a certain idea of what you want. But the factors inherent in each person (or ingredient, for the sake of this somewhat confusing analogy) combine to produce outcomes that are never exactly what you expected. The more you work on it, though—trying with different attitudes, levels of care, perspectives, timing, temperatures, and moods—the closer you might get to reaching what you want. It involves the whole self. And when you get it right, and the relationship is where it feels good, it can silence a room. It can bring joy to a sad moment and tears to a happy one. It can make you remember tastes you didn’t even know were in your memory. It is different, every single day, and never perfectly replicable. But you can also just screw around for the fun of it, without risking too much. Unless you have a deadly allergy you don’t know about. Then you’re fucked.

			Running a restaurant is invigorating. We love walking through the dining room and hearing the commotion of the customers’ conversations, the loudness of the open kitchen, all that clinking and clamoring filling the atmosphere. We like to think of the nosh bar as a little spot where you go for a bite with people you actually like spending time with. Our restaurant is born from that idea: tiny and intimate, yet loud with conversation and laughter. Whether you’re seated at the actual bar, in a booth, or at a two-top, you’re likely to end up elbow to elbow with the person next to you, overhearing a telephone game of local rumors and ravings. Arthurs is definitely not what we’d call a tranquil place, and we don’t want it to be.

			Yet the more the restaurant ages (and the more we age), the more we feel the time we have left to enjoy it slipping away. We disperse our time a bit differently now; when we first opened, we lived right around the corner. Once Raegan got pregnant, we changed homes and lifestyles. Working on a recipe until 3 a.m. is not something we typically do anymore, and that’s okay if it means getting to be there for the little moments with our kids, Freya and Abel. Losing a parent young teaches you that life is fragile. This could all be gone tomorrow.

			We speak as if we’ve mastered the work-life balance, but that’s far from true. We struggle with being present for ourselves, our children, and our business. To this day, Alex worries, “This is the day they all look up from their plates and see that I’m a fraud.” But the walls are still up and the line is still miraculously out the door, so something’s working. In utopia, we would build our restaurant and family and be there for every little thing, but in the precious world that we do have, with all its constraints, we just do our best.

			…and the Bullshit

			We were terrible bosses in the beginning. We had trouble delegating tasks, taking responsibility for our mistakes, keeping our marital spats out of the kitchen, planning finances, filtering out other people’s opinions, and recording recipes (which caught up with us in the writing of this book). Our stress came through in our unprofessionalism.

			We needed to right these wrongs very quickly. The most important part of the restaurant is the staff, and what each person gives to their position is irreplaceable. It was essential that we learned to become leaders that they could respect, give them the room and ability to grow professionally, be a bit of a psychologist and friend to each of them, and create a positive kitchen environment—in short, to make sure they love their jobs (and that we do too!).

			When we first opened, we said we wouldn’t be like the kind of bosses we had as line cooks, who offered wretched hours, an unsupportive atmosphere, and overbearing expectations. By the time we had sort of figured out how to effectively avoid that and fix all our initial errors, we were hit by the pandemic. With dining rooms closed, we switched to takeout and made cuts to the menu. We pulled through surprisingly well, with a mix of luck and extremely loyal staff. Everyone worked together to adjust to the new rhythm.

			What we struggled with during the pandemic was the idea of paring things down, simplifying, and focusing more on the business side of things. Somewhere in there, we slightly lost our way. We’re still trying to find a middle ground between being a business and a passion project. What degree of perfectionism can we strive for without driving ourselves and our staff insane? How can we create a well-oiled machine without disregarding the mental state of the individual? In this industry, what level of stress is productive and what level is destructive? Where is the line between being a boss and a friend? How can we remain relevant without letting outside voices sway our intuition? We will never find these answers.

			But what are we saying here? We’re not curing cancer. We’re just trying to make stuff that tastes good without wrecking anyone in the process. And without losing our minds over rude Google reviews and Instagram comments. (You’d think that after eight years, we’d have turned off notifications.) The most we can do is listen to our gut and trust that both of us will get our shit done.

			It goes without saying—even though we just ranted about it for a whole page—that the restaurant industry is a tough one, and we’re part of the fortunate few who have it relatively easy. Amidst all our bitching, we hope you detect our immense gratitude and love for all of it, bullshit included. Every day, we get to work alongside eager, talented, complex people who care about food as much as we do. It is one of life’s greatest gifts.

			Why Write a Cookbook?

			We didn’t quite grasp the scope of what we’ve accomplished at Arthurs until we were trying to stuff it all into one book. It has proved impossible to fit every recipe, story, and tip into these pages, but that is part of what makes this cookbook such a fitting image of Arthurs. Without really planning to, we went from a little catering company to a so-called (not self-proclaimed) Montreal institution. This book is intended as a snapshot of our 47-seater, bursting with all the tastes and sounds and labor that have filled it over the last nine years.

			It is also crucial to us that we share snippets of the cutting reality of restaurateuring, a domain that, for all its passion and gratification, tends to quickly wear down its workers. We do not wish to censor those aspects—staff turnover, financial barriers, COVID-19 repercussions, failed recipes—because without them, the restaurant would not be what it is today. We also do not wish to censor ourselves; as we bicker and rant in real life, we bicker and rant in writing. It is an inevitable part of running a business with a spouse, two kids, and an Alusky, and it’s not something we’d ever give up. In fact, we already have so much going on that Alex didn’t want to do this book at all. He also feels we’re not well known enough for anyone to read it, but we’ve put so much effort (and money) into Arthurs that it seems wrong to not share it all with you, regardless of how daunting the task felt.

			One joy of writing recipes for a home cook is that we can finally make them as we have always wanted to, such as frying latkes and schnitzel in a pan rather than a deep fryer, or charring vegetables in a cast-iron skillet rather than under an oven broiler. Some recipes were made in-house before we gained a following and had to outsource them to meet the demand, such as Basement Babka. Some of these recipes never even made it onto the menu due to constraints on staff, budget, or time, while others were short-lived because customers preferred to order our bigger sellers, like the Syrniki and McArthur. Others are flat-out absurd, like the Caputo and Best Fudging Chocolate Pie.
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			We believe that all this is best conveyed in the hard-copy cookbook. Arthurs: Home of the Nosh is a physical piece of our history that we are proud to pass from our home to yours, especially to those who aren’t within reach of Montreal. This book will look alright on your coffee table, but we would be much more satisfied if you stain it with flecks of fudge, schmears of schmear, tipsy mimosa marks, and schmaltzy fingerprints.
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			Notes on the Recipes

			(DO NOT SKIP THIS PART OR A CURSE WILL BE BESTOWED UPON YOU AND YOUR BRETHREN)

			We want you to love cooking the recipes in this book. Whatever you make from these pages, the goal is that it always be delicious.

			If you cook something and it is anything short of that, we want you to understand why. Some of these recipes go deep into explaining exactly why we use certain methods or ingredients. If you have the will to listen to (not just read) the recipes, including their footnotes, they will help you become a more conscientious, generous home cook with a basic understanding of why some things work and others less so. Here are some things that will help you as you cook through this book.

			Ingredients

			Salt: Every time salt is listed as an ingredient, assume it means Diamond Crystal kosher salt unless otherwise stated. Different brands of kosher salt vary in saltiness and coarseness. One teaspoon of Morton, for example, is equal to about 1/2 teaspoon of Diamond Crystal. So taste as you go, using our quantities as the baseline, and stay away from iodized or table salt. For finishing, we always use Maldon because it melts in your mouth and crushes easily if you want a finer grind. If you prefer fleur de sel or any other flaky salt, it’s perfectly fine to use that instead. Our belief is that salt is the most important ingredient; if you’re going to cut corners on costs, don’t do it on salt.

			Spices: We toast and grind a lot of spices from whole because it makes a difference in freshness and flavor. This is especially important for cumin; whenever you see “ground cumin” in a recipe, we are referring to whole cumin seeds that have been freshly toasted then ground at home. If you use pre-ground spices, start with half the given quantity, then taste and adjust from there.

			Sugar: Granulated sugar refers to your basic white sugar. For brown sugar, we’ve specified for each recipe whether dark or light is best, but use whichever one you already have.

			Flour: Anytime you see “flour” in this book, it’s all-purpose unless otherwise specified. You probably won’t notice the discrepancies between higher- and lower-quality flours, unless you’re really into this stuff. Use whatever brand you usually do.

			Eggs: The eggs we use are large. If you can, buy pasture-raised ones. They taste better, look better, and are better for the chicks. Cage-free, free-range, and organic eggs are only slightly better than regular eggs in terms of these three factors. So if you’re gonna spend the extra money, do yourself and the chickens a favor and spend it on pasture-raised.

			Butter: Butter is so expensive that we won’t tell you to buy the nicer kind, unless you actually have the money for it and believe you’ll taste the difference. If possible, choose grass-fed or cultured, and look into the European end of the market for things like buttering toast. Otherwise, just use what you can afford. If making clarified butter (see below), definitely use the least expensive option. And when we say “butter” in the recipes, it means unsalted.

			Clarified Butter: We like to use clarified butter, aka ghee, for almost anything we fry in a pan or on the flattop griddle (save for toast). It has a high smoke point and is healthier and better-tasting than most neutral seed oils. You can buy it or make your own. Melt butter in a saucepan or in the microwave until the milk solids separate. Skim out the milk solids, and what remains is clarified butter. If you’re careful about not burning them, you can reserve those milk solids for seasoning a variety of things with a toasted milky flavor, like crumbles and ice cream. Ghee is pricey, so if it’s better for your wallet to do a 50/50 ghee-oil mix, do that. A little ghee is better than none at all.

			Seasoning

			Seasoning (by which we mean salting) is the most important thing in cooking. Imagine you’re sitting down to a gorgeous plate of food at a restaurant. You cut off your first bite, put it in your mouth, and the first thing you think is, “Dang, this could use some salt.” An otherwise perfect dish, ruined. To prevent this, you can use whatever salt you want; just be mindful of how different ones season to differing degrees (see “Salt,” this page, for more). The crucial matter is that you season every single step or layer of a recipe as you go (except for most soups and other liquids with a long cook time, in which the flavors evolve toward the end). In a sandwich, for example, don’t heavily salt the chicken but put no salt on the lettuce, thinking they’ll balance each other out. They just won’t. Sometimes we even instruct you to season certain ingredients before you cook them, whether it be to remove excess moisture, improve texture, or some other reason. Do not skip this step! Even a chocolate milkshake benefits from a small pinch of salt. Point being, when in doubt, add salt—without overdoing it, of course. (If you do oversalt something like soup, a pro tip is to add a potato and simmer until it’s soft, then remove; that potato will suck up all the salt it can. A matzo ball works too!)

			As for black pepper, it’s not always necessary. Think of it as a way of balancing out salt. If you don’t like it, though, don’t use it.

			A catchphrase to remember to season is this: Every time someone eats an unintentionally under-seasoned dish, a kitten loses its home. That should help you.

			Icons

			[image: ] The Devil indicates something in the text that Alex finds annoying, like Avo Toast (this page), or a recipe he’s created that’s complicated as hell. Do not be dissuaded by the devil, but do expect some mayhem.

			[image: ] The little green Clock indicates a recipe that is going to take a long time to complete. These recipes are worth the wait but you need to be prepared in advance.

			Scale

			At the restaurant, we typically measure our ingredients by weight. There are a few reasons for this:

				
					1. Grams are exponentially more precise than cups and teaspoons. The latter can differ for some ingredients from brand to brand, and the way they are measured can differ from person to person. Using a scale ensures that your final result matches ours as closely as possible (so if you use a scale and the recipe still turns out like shit, you can blame us).

					2. Scales have a bad rap for being only for the fancy-pants cook, but they’re actually for the lazy. You have less cleanup and fewer scooping and scraping motions to do. If you do use imperial, don’t scoop directly with the cup. Spoon the product into the cup gently; otherwise, it’ll be too packed.



			For most recipes in this book, we’ve converted our weights to volume measures and included both measurements for you. Overall, it was an inaccurate and annoying-as-hell process. For most savory recipes, it’s perfectly fine to use cups and so on because you can go with feeling and adjust along the way. Some recipes require precision work, however, and it’s often better to be safe than sorry, especially when it comes to desserts. So for the Dessert chapter, you’ll see that the weight measures come first. A scale can cost as little as $15. Plus, you can use it for weighing various household objects and microdosing shrooms. Go buy one, please!

			Go Cook!

			All that being said, this is anything but a rulebook. It is a basic reference to send you in the right direction. If you cook something from this book and your reaction is “that’s fine” or “that’s okay” (the worst two phrases to describe food), it doesn’t necessarily mean that you failed to follow instructions properly. It is more likely a sign that you didn’t give your whole self to it, by which we mean that you didn’t taste at every step, use quality ingredients, adjust to your preferences, and so on. Or, you know, maybe we screwed up during testing. In a few years, we’re likely to have changed our perspectives on the way we cook anyway—as should you.

			Use these recipes as guidelines to make the food yours. Cooking has as much to do with intuition and emotion as it does with capability or know-how. Your food should grow with you, and for this to happen, you need to invest some love into it. It should stir something within you. [*]

		


		Skip Notes

		
			* Raegan thought this last paragraph was embarrassingly cheesy and needed to be removed completely, but Alex refused.

		



	
		
			
			
			
				[image: break · fast: the breaking of the fast, the first meal of the day, whenever that may be]
			

		

	
		
		
			
				Fuck the dinner dates. I want

				to get breakfast with you.

				You and me at a diner—

				sweatpants, bedhead, and still

				groggy from the night before.

				

				…

				Anybody can dress up

				to spend the night together.

				But the ones who are willing

				to spend the morning with

				you? Those are the ones

				who mean something.

				—UNKNOWN

			

		

		

	
		
			
				It’s 7:30 a.m. at Arthurs. One at a time, the cooks throw open the front door (seeing as the back one is locked with a spoon) and plod past the walk-in fridge, then down to the basement to change into their stained kitchen clothes. Clomp-clomp back up the stairs to light the gas and click-click on the burners. Cutting boards, knives, and mixing tools get snatched up from the dish pit, and it’s time to get started on the prep list. At 8:00, the opening servers start sauntering in, tying on their aprons and tying up their hair as they murmur about last night’s happenings. It’s 8:45 when the coffee pots get to brewing and the glass domes showcasing the sprinkle cookies are clinking back into place.

				Before anyone knows it, it’s 9:00, and the first customers are filing through the sage-green door of 4621 Rue Notre-Dame Ouest. The restaurant rapidly swells with the sounds of servers chatting with customers, music flowing from the AUX, latkes bubbling, and cooks calling out bills. The printer continually tch-tch-tches with new orders: Smorgasbord, Sandwich Déjeuner, Eggs & Salami, Avo Toast, Almond Oats, Syrniki. Some mornings it feels as if the whole of St-Henri has come for their daily dose of eggs and toast. Even by 11:00, when they have the whole lunch menu to order from, many diners continue to opt for oeufs brouillés. By the time the last customers are seated, around 3:00, the line cooks are whistling along with Popeye, their arms bulging from a long day of whisking.

				Arthur always said that breakfast is the most important meal of the day. It would be convenient to say that we’ve run Arthurs on this principle. What’s closer to the truth, however, is that we’ve remained a breakfast (and lunch) restaurant because, in the beginning, we were overwhelmed by the long hours, small staff, and big menu. One of us wanted to create an entirely new repertoire for the dinner service, and the other absolutely did not. There was our staff’s well-being to consider too, and the amount of pressure they’d have to undergo. All things considered, we probably could’ve found a way, but then COVID came around. So we’ve stuck to eggs, and there’s not too much bad we can say about that. Breakfast is, after all, still the most important meal.

			

		

	
		
			
				Syrniki

				
					
					
						[image: ]
					

				

			

		

	
		
			
				R: If these pancakes were on a talk show, the host would introduce them with “our guest today needs no introduction.” They have taken on a life of their own, generating three-hour wait times for those seeking a taste of what has become our most iconic dish.

				The inspiration for these thick, moist, fluffy pancakes hearkens back to my 20s, when I was working at a 20-seater wine bar making everything from scratch. One of our Saturday brunch specialties was a creamy ricotta pancake, and I wanted to produce something similar for Arthurs’ brunch menu without using ricotta (this was at the height of the ricotta-everything trend). Alex did his standard intensive research and stumbled upon something called a syrniki, an Eastern European cottage cheese pancake. Merging a syrniki with a buttermilk pancake, he unwittingly created what would become our bestseller. Alex didn’t want to serve them all week; he wanted to reserve them for the weekend to make them more “special.” But I pushed to have them on the regular menu, and I think people would be pretty pissed if we ever changed that.

				Drench them in syrup; sprinkle them with semisweet chocolate; speckle them with wild blueberries; or fry until crispy and top with scrambled eggs, maple syrup, and hot sauce (clearly, an invention of my strange husband). No matter what you add to them, we can proudly say that these are likely the best pancakes you will ever eat!

				
					
						[image: ]
					

				

			

			MAKES 12 TO 14 PANCAKES (SERVES 6 TO 8)

			11/3 cups (320 ml) buttermilk, at room temperature

			11/3 cups + 1 tablespoon (320 g) 14% sour cream, at room temperature

			11/4 cups (280 g) full-fat cottage cheese, at room temperature

			4 eggs, yolks + whites separated, at room temperature

			1 teaspoon pure vanilla extract

			Generous 1 tablespoon butter, melted and cooled slightly

			3 cups (420 g) flour, sifted

			11/2 tablespoons granulated sugar

			2 teaspoons baking powder

			2 teaspoons salt

			Clarified butter or neutral oil, for cooking

			Maldon salt, for serving

			Pure maple syrup, for serving

			In a large bowl, use a hard spatula to thoroughly mix together the buttermilk, sour cream, cottage cheese, egg yolks, and vanilla. Drizzle in the melted butter and mix until combined.

			In a separate large bowl, combine the flour, sugar, baking powder, and salt. Make a well in the center. Gently stir in the wet mixture, being careful not to overmix. Small curds of cottage cheese should still be visible.

			In a stand mixer, whip the egg whites to soft peaks, about 4 to 5 minutes.

			With a spatula, gently fold the egg whites into the batter until just combined.

			Let the batter rest for 10 minutes in the fridge (chilled batter will achieve pancakes with greater height and structure).

			Heat a large nonstick skillet or seasoned cast-iron skillet over medium heat and grease it with clarified butter or oil (butter will burn). Scoop the batter onto the skillet in a mound to form one pancake, or as many as you can fit in your skillet without crowding (we use about 1/3 cup of batter per pancake, but make whatever size you want, reducing cook time if making smaller ones). Resist the urge to spread the batter around—the goal is tall, voluminous pancakes.

			Fry the first side of the pancake over medium heat for 5 to 6 minutes. This batter won’t bubble to tell you it’s ready to be flipped. Rather, when the edges become matte, use a thin spatula to gently lift the pancake to check the bottom. When it’s golden, flip over. Cook for another 5 minutes. If the sides appear uncooked, stand the pancake on its side and roll it to seal the edges (or finish it in a 300°F oven for 5 minutes). Repeat with remaining batter. The internal texture should be very moist, but not raw, with the cottage cheese curds still wholly visible. There will be some dark brown and black spots where the cottage cheese has caramelized.

			Serve with a generous pinch of Maldon and lots of maple syrup. The pancakes are best served right away but can be kept warm in the oven on its lowest setting.
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			VARIATIONS

			Jack Johnson

			MAKES 12 TO 14 PANCAKES (SERVES 6 TO 8)

			Syrniki batter, ready to be fried (this page)

			2 to 3 bananas

			Granulated sugar, for caramelizing

			Maldon salt, for serving

			Maple syrup, for serving

			Complete the Syrniki recipe up until the batter has chilled and is ready to fry. Continue the recipe as outlined, delicately adding about 6 banana slices to the top of each mound of batter after it is placed in the pan, and sprinkling on a bit of sugar to help the bananas caramelize. Serve topped with Maldon, maple syrup, and fresh banana slices if you’d like.

		

	
		
			Strawberry

			MAKES 12 TO 14 PANCAKES (SERVES 6 TO 8)

			Syrniki (this page)

			3 cups (about 400 g) halved good strawberries

			Granulated sugar, for macerating

			Lemon, for macerating

			Maldon salt, for serving

			Maple syrup, for serving

			While the Syrniki are frying, place the strawberries in a bowl, and mix in some sugar and a bit of lemon juice, adjusting both to taste depending on how sweet your strawberries already are. Let the strawberries macerate for about 15 minutes, until the sugar has dissolved. When your Syrniki are plated, top with Maldon, maple syrup, and the macerated strawberries (about 1/2 cup per 2 pancakes).

		

	
		
			Blueberry

			MAKES 12 TO 14 PANCAKES (SERVES 6 TO 8)

			Syrniki batter, ready to be fried (this page)

			3 to 31/2 cups (about 500 g) blueberries, preferably wild

			Maldon salt, for serving

			Maple syrup, for serving

			Complete the Syrniki recipe up until the batter has chilled and is ready to fry. Carefully fold about 1 cup (150 g) of the blueberries into the batter, doing your best not to squish them. Finish the recipe as outlined, and serve topped with Maldon, maple syrup, and a pile of fresh blueberries (about 1/3 cup per 2 pancakes). Toss the blueberries with a tiny drizzle of maple syrup before plating to help them stick together.

		

	
		
			Chocolate

			MAKES 12 TO 14 PANCAKES (SERVES 6 TO 8)

			Syrniki batter, ready to be fried (this page)

			1 cup (about 170 g) dark chocolate pastilles

			Maldon salt, for serving

			Maple syrup, for serving

			Complete the Syrniki recipe up until the batter has chilled and is ready to fry. Finish the recipe as outlined, delicately adding the pastilles in one layer to the top of each mound of batter after it is placed in the pan, and adjusting the heat as needed to avoid burning. Serve topped with Maldon and maple syrup.
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			PERFECT SCRAMBLED EGGS
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			R: It was a Friday night in high school and my friend and I were just a tad high. We sat, stooped over a little bench table in my family’s compact kitchen, chomping on our late-night cereal. My dad came home from his own night of fun with the boys, walked over to the stove, and started making scrambled eggs and fried potatoes. I was saying to myself, “DON’T LET HIM KNOW,” and the funny thing was, he was surely thinking the same thing toward me. He sat down directly across from us, and we ate our munchies together in silence. We all placed our dishes in the sink, went our separate ways to bed, and never spoke of it again.

			My dad was able to cook three things: pancakes, steak, and scrambled eggs. Early in the morning, I’d come downstairs to find him with his tie thrown over his shoulder, patiently scrambling eggs for us before he drove us to school blasting OutKast. Sometimes he’d throw in leftover mashed potatoes or onions and turn it into an omelet of sorts. It wasn’t fine dining, but it certainly hit the spot.

			Everyone is entitled to eat their eggies however they like, but our parents’ way, and now the Arthurs way, is the best way of all—creamy, custardy, and ooey gooey.

			SERVES 2

			6 eggs

			1/2 teaspoon salt

			11/2 tablespoons butter or fat of choice, preferably at room temperature

			Crack the eggs into a bowl. Whisk them extremely well, preferably with an immersion blender (to incorporate minimal air), until zero streaks remain.

			Whisk in the salt. Let the eggs sit for 5 to 10 minutes, which will ensure that the egg proteins don’t bind too tightly during cooking, resulting in a creamier scramble (thanks, J. Kenji López-Alt). Without pre-salting, it’s as one of our chefs said: “C’est comme si tu mets pas de lubrifiant quand tu baises!”

			Add the butter and salted eggs to a medium nonstick pan on low heat—like most good things in life, making creamy scrambled eggs requires patience. Slowly whisk (preferably with a silicone whisk to not scratch your pan) until the butter is melted. As you whisk, small curds will begin to form, then the mixture will thicken slightly as larger ones form. Grab a heatproof spatula and use it to slice through the big curds and scrape along the sides and bottom of the pan. Slide the pan on and off the heat as needed to ensure even cooking. If the eggs are cooking too quickly, remove the pan completely from the heat, tilt it, scrape the eggs to one side, and keep mixing. Low and slow is key!

			Just before you reach perfect doneness, remove the pan from the heat. The eggs should look a tad runny, but when you run a spatula through them, there should be no liquid at the bottom of the pan. It is important that they’re a bit underdone, as they will continue to cook on your plate.

			Plate the eggs and crack some black pepper on top.

		

	
		
			
				Egg Basics

				A: The first thing your dad teaches you about cooking is how to toast bread and fry eggs. Your mom teaches you how to butter your toast and perfect your eggs. If your mom didn’t do that for you, here is your guide to making eggs. Some methods are a bit tedious, but they get you a perfect egg every time. You can use whatever fat you want, but we always recommend clarified butter (see this page for why).

				Sunny-Side Up

				This will teach you how to fry the perfect sunny egg, including how to get rid of the nasty raw egg membrane on top. It takes a delicate hand but becomes simple with practice.

				Slick a nonstick skillet with clarified butter and set over medium heat.

				Crack an egg into the pan. Once the egg white has set slightly, take a spoon and delicately slide the membrane off the yolk (the membrane is that transparent, mucus-like part of the egg). Spread the membrane over the white, circling it slowly around the yolk, so that it disperses and cooks. This ensures that your egg is snot-free. Immediately season with salt and black pepper.

				Over-Easy

				Over-easy eggs are perfect for sandwiches. They have a bit more thickness to them than a sunny egg and are quicker and easier to cook. Plus you’re sure to avoid eating any of that raw egg membrane.

				Slick a nonstick skillet with clarified butter and set over medium heat.

				Crack an egg with whatever
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