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For Ronald Grimes Kinch and Joyce Louise Fitterling, my parents, who gave me their unconditional love and support from the very beginning and who taught me that when you find something you love to do, then Work can become the highest form of Play.
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FOREWORD

WHILE ATTENDING the Masters of Food and Wine festival in Carmel, California, over ten years ago, I heard talk of this incredible chef a couple hours north in Los Gatos. No one really knew of him or the restaurant; it was getting no consideration from the media, who were too focused on the Bay Area and Napa Valley. But from what I was hearing from those who had been, I knew I should eat there.

It was a long drive to Manresa, and I wasn’t fully convinced that I would have a great meal. When I arrived, I was surprised to be welcomed by a mature chef and not a young kid. I was immediately blown away by the meal—by the precision, the techniques, the creativity, by this “new” chef’s mastery. It was a long tasting menu, but I could have eaten ten more courses. I was in heaven.

Back in Carmel, I couldn’t stop talking about my meal and experience in Los Gatos. I was more than preoccupied by it, I was borderline obsessed. I needed to know more. I needed to know David. Over the following years, I took the journey back to Manresa several times. In 2004, I invited David to cook with me at a small lunch at Le Bernardin so he could (finally) meet a few key members of the press. My respect for him grew and our friendship began. Not only did I want to get to know David and his approach to cooking more, I wanted other people to know about him. And so in 2009, he kindly welcomed me and a small film crew into his world while we tried to capture some of the essence of his philosophy for a TV project I was working on. David brought me surfing in Santa Cruz and gardening at Love Apple Farms. He invited me into his restaurant, his garden, his world. I learned of his methods and style and also of his determination to achieve perfection.

What I admire most about David is his sense of humility and curiosity. He has created a very personal style of cooking without losing his connection to the seasons or to the region that beautifully surrounds his restaurant. I admire his ability to evolve, and today he is one of the pioneers of the locavore and farm-to-table movement in America as it reaches even higher levels. The desire to cook only with fresh produce and the best ingredients available is in his DNA, and nothing highlights this more than his work with Love Apple Farms. What is harvested there completely dictates Manresa’s menu. You can’t dedicate your work more to nature than that. David is more connected to nature than anyone I know. Every ounce of his energy and creativity pays homage to the bounty of his surroundings in one of the most exquisite areas of California. Each item and dish component on the menu speaks to who David is and what he is about. He is a chef, a gardener, and a surfer. He is organic, biodynamic, and sustainable. He is honest and conscientious. He is creative and committed. He is an inspirational peer and has become a great friend. The fruit of David’s work is a true gift to the industry, for which we can all be grateful.

Eric Ripert
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INTRODUCTION

MANRESA OPENED in Los Gatos, California, in 2002. I thought of it as the grown-up relocation of Sent Sovi, the restaurant I’d run for seven years in nearby Saratoga, where I served California bistro food: local ingredients, simply prepared. Sent Sovi was successful from Day One. But after almost a decade of operating on a shoestring budget and spinning around in an old kitchen the size of a closet, I wanted to find a space where I could finally realize my potential to cook the haute cuisine in which I’d trained and aspired to make at the time. So I was thinking about my next move and lining up investors. And then, one night in 1998, I had dinner at the French Laundry.

Stupefied by the incredible food and wine that evening, I accidentally left my wine bag under the table. I went back to find it at nine o’clock the next morning. Thomas Keller was there alone, putting up stocks. I didn’t know him very well, but he sat down and asked if I wanted a coffee. He asked what I was doing. I told him about Sent Sovi, adding that I was thinking of moving to a bigger place.

“Can I give you some advice?” he said. I thought, of course you can, Sir Thomas.… He continued, “If you have the opportunity, buy it.” He’d purchased the French Laundry and the surrounding buildings—a deal that countless California chefs had turned down, unable to make the numbers work for such a small restaurant.

“But that’s a lot of money,” I said.

“Of course it is. But if you buy it, you’ll be able to retire. You will be a slave to your restaurant for twenty years, but look at what we do: It’s a good thing to be wedded to the site because it prevents you from walking away. Plus, you’ll attract a different quality of investor. You’ll attract people who realize that it’s really a real-estate deal where a restaurant happens to be taking place.”

So I scrapped my business plan and changed tack: I would buy a place and set down roots.

A chance to move to San Francisco, sixty miles north, fell through at the last minute. But then I stumbled upon a vacant building for sale six miles down the road from Sent Sovi in Los Gatos, another charmingly quaint Silicon Valley bedroom community tucked into the foothills of the Santa Cruz Mountains.

Hidden downtown behind a little rabbit warren of one-way streets and bank parking lots, the Village House had been a restaurant and event space until it was left to rot about fifteen years before. I felt an immense attraction to the ramshackle ranch house, which I hadn’t felt at the last three dozen places I had explored. The roof had holes in it. The interior was gutted. Inside, the remaining four walls had been spray-painted with stoner graffiti by kids. It was a blank canvas in what was, for me at least, an ideal location. I saw that with some immediate improvements, I’d be able to create my version of the small, personal restaurants that had so profoundly changed me when I was a chef in my early twenties, apprenticing and traveling in France, Spain, and Germany. (Hint: they weren’t the ones with long, tree-lined driveways and Relais & Châteaux plaques next to the doors.)

During those years in the early 1980s, I saved all of my money to dine at my heroes’ restaurants—Paul Bocuse, Maison Pic, and the great Alain Chapel—and as many great country restaurants as I could. They were places off the beaten track. Going there was a journey, the place a destination. I’d slip down a side street and walk around looking for the address. Is it here? Did I pass it already? The entryway was typically understated, and as soon as I crossed the threshold, it was like entering someone’s grand yet intimate home (and sometimes I was). These restaurants were the creations of people who had a vision and worked hard to achieve it, creating lasting memories of comfort, welcoming service, impeccable food, and good wine.

What stayed with me most was how each restaurant spoke not only of those who ran the house but also of where it was: Each was unique to its location, like the five-house town of Mionnay, which I drove into and out of several times while trying to find Alain Chapel. (Finally, one of the old men playing boules across the street from the restaurant helped me.) After I’d eaten at a few of these establishments, it dawned on me that even if the town was unremarkable, the environment added an important context to the meal. It was the first time I had experienced what later came to be known as “sense of place,” and it was an incredible awakening. During those years at Sent Sovi, it was always in the back of my mind.

Sent Sovi was where I fell in love with the act and process of cooking, and where I began to understand how it could affect people—much like I’d been moved in Europe. I loved the creativity of the kitchen, learning from successes and failures, working with fire and realizing my whole life was spent learning to control it. Mostly I loved the pleasure and happiness that I could give to others, as well as to myself. Sent Sovi provided me with a great opportunity to get to know California’s ingredients, but I was ready to go deeper into technique, which I just couldn’t do in such a casual restaurant. I was finally ready to create the experience of a specific place through cooking at a high level in a space that would feel like my home.

Once I looked past that shell of a building—tucked into a corner of Los Gatos like the town itself was tucked into a corner of the Santa Cruz Mountains—I saw its potential to become such a restaurant. Here was my chance. If I could build it as I imagined it, would people drive even from San Francisco to dine there, like I’d once sought out restaurants in the European countryside? I couldn’t wait to find out.
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HOW TO USE THIS BOOK

WRITING RECIPES IS NO FUN. It’s difficult to capture the spirit of a dish or technique by writing a how- to manual. One of the beauteous aspects of cooking is working with your hands. But the ability to feel when a certain amount of an ingredient is needed or know the correct time for completing a certain step requires an accumulation of experience. How does one write that down for a stranger to follow?

Sure, baking and pastry require some exact measurements and a replication of strict environments in order to achieve consistent results. But to cook simply, to cook well, is really hard to do with a recipe. The best I can do is convey what a dish is like and hope that it helps guide you there. And even then, it will not be the same as how someone else makes it or how we do it at the restaurant. Ingredients can differ at certain times of the year and vary greatly from region to region. Substitutions might be required. Oven temperatures vary considerably. But this is not to fear, this is to be celebrated: Cooking is a personal act, for yourself and the people for whom you are cooking. In other words, I hope that these recipes can show you the spirit and intent of what we are trying to do at Manresa, and then let your hands and mind be your guide. Really.

The best tip I can give you is always to buy the best-quality ingredients that you can afford. You cannot change the laws of physics through some sort of magical cooking act and transform mediocre products into a great dish. Also, one cannot underestimate the importance of correct seasoning. Seasoning with salt and then balancing with an acidic element is at the very heart of maximum flavor and taste. It achieves roundness and balance. It is the mark of a good and confident cook.

The recipes in this book are written exactly how we do them at the restaurant. I did not want to oversimplify. There are many simple and satisfying recipes in this book, while others are more ambitious. Once you find recipes that match your skill level, also try some that will challenge you to be a bit more ambitious. One of the most satisfying things about working in the Manresa kitchen is that we learn something and try to improve our skills every day. I hope that you will learn something from a recipe or two here.

All measurements are in metric and by weight. The best tool one can buy for a kitchen now is a fifteen-dollar digital scale. A cup of flour weighs differently on a rainy day than on a dry day. It’s that simple. Weighing all ingredients (including liquids!) is what’s done in every professional kitchen today. You will have to get used to it, and you will be surprised how easy it actually is.

In some recipes, there are components that make more than what is necessary. This is because each component has been scaled to ensure a consistent, good-quality final product, which often results in a yield larger than what is required for the recipe that calls for it. In these cases, we try to suggest alternate uses and/or proper storage for future use. Hopefully your own creative urges will suggest other ways for using the product.
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Love Apple Farms


“I like to think that when a bed of a certain vegetable is planted, we are planting the seeds for its use in our kitchen.”
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chapter one

HOW I MET CYNTHIA SANDBERG

On the beginning of our relationship with Love Apple Farms and the blossoming of Manresa

DURING ITS FIRST THREE YEARS, Manresa was just another restaurant trying to be a part of California cuisine.

California has always been a place of bounty. Countless microclimates and temperate seasons from north to south offer the potential to cultivate almost anything at any time of year. Waves of immigrants planted grapevines, olive groves, and apple and stone-fruit orchards. Oceans, mountains (both coastal and alpine), deserts, and rolling grasslands also contribute to the rich palette California cooks have had to work with for generations.

Los Gatos rests in the foothills of the Santa Cruz Mountains, a beautiful drive from the Pacific Ocean over a winding old logging road. I discovered the region in the late 1980s, when I had five months to kill between leaving the Quilted Giraffe in New York and starting work in Japan. The city was too rough that summer, and one day I woke up and realized I needed to get out of town. My parents had recently moved to California, and I’d visited them a few times, making trips to Mount Eden Vineyards to geek out on their estate Chardonnay, which I thought was the best in the United States. So I wrote the owner to say that if the vineyard would put me up, I’d work the 1988 vintage. I spent that summer and fall near Saratoga, learning about wine making and becoming good friends with the owner, Jeffrey Patterson, who later became a partner in my first restaurant, Sent Sovi.

The Santa Cruz Mountains are home to a mother lode of wild mushrooms, family-run vineyards like Ridge (whose Monte Bello is a favorite) and an Eden of orchards. They’ve long been a hippies’ paradise for growing everything from organic foods to marijuana.

But even surrounded by this heritage of incredible produce and legendary wines, I struggled to find my voice on the plate. I wanted to refine the idea of “locally sourced ingredients, simply prepared.” How could I get across who I was and reflect my location as literally as possible? California chefs like Alice Waters, Paul Bertolli, and Daniel Patterson had done an incredible job of making that translation. I was daunted to realize that it wouldn’t happen overnight.

I don’t believe in looking at a dish and saying, “How am I going to add terroir?” That’s hokey and pretentious. Instead, I think you have reference points: You read and you understand what’s going on around you in your environment, paying attention to your surroundings. And then you get world-class local products and use them seasonally. Your own vision will eventually come through.

My evolution toward that vision, however slow, was natural. For example, at Manresa, the corn and tomato salad that had been so popular at Sent Sovi—coarsely chopped heirloom tomatoes seasoned with vinegar, salt, and pepper, and the best olive oil I could find, all topped with creamed corn—became a play on hot and cold contrasts, with a finer dice, a clear tomato water, and a pudding made from corn juice cooked like crème anglaise and layered with tomato jelly and basil oil. We called it the Corn and Tomato Salad 2.0. It had all the components of what we now call the Corn and Tomato Salad Classique, which is on the tasting menu. It was a step in the right direction, but I still didn’t feel like it fully expressed my point of view for Manresa.

The Tomato Epiphany

Then, one day in May 2005, an acquaintance told me her friend was coming in to celebrate her birthday, and she wanted to make sure we took care of her. As an aside, she mentioned that this woman was an enthusiastic home grower of tomatoes.

And so Cynthia Sandberg and her husband came to Manresa. I stopped by her table and told her that I’d heard about her crop. Maybe, I asked sheepishly, she could sell to us? She explained that she’d always said no to restaurants because they were too much trouble—she was doing it all herself. However, she added, perhaps a little relaxed from the wine, she’d enjoyed her dinner so much that maybe that season she would make an exception.

I didn’t hear from her again until one late afternoon in early August. Right before we were to start evening service, she showed up at the back door with a box of tomatoes left over from an event. There were the usual heirloom suspects—the Oxhearts, Green Zebras, and different cultivars of beefsteaks—as well as varieties I had never seen. There were tomatoes with exotic names like Paul Robeson, Arkansas Traveler, and Sexy Beast. There was even one Cynthia had won prizes for called Green Giant.

Just touching the first tomato, I was compelled to taste it right away. The skin was so delicate, it was like holding a water balloon: I was afraid to grab it, so I gently cupped it in my hands in order to move it around. These tomatoes were truly ripe—I mean truly ripe. They’d reached a peak of physiological perfection not only of sugar, acid, and balance but also of maturity. They had been picked at the perfect time, not the most convenient. It was that obvious: warm from the sun, to be eaten like an apple, maybe with some salt—oil might be too much.

There was no way that these tomatoes could be for sale. By its very nature, an heirloom tomato at its peak ripeness almost can’t withstand the trip to market in the back of a truck. It’s destined to go from garden to kitchen with nothing in between. I realized that so many of the tomatoes that I’d bought at markets and from my top suppliers were underripe (but delicious). True heirlooms require as much care to move as they do to grow. And that night, I realized just how much care and respect they required in order to pass them on to our guests.

Five minutes after Cynthia left, I was on the phone babbling about my “discovery”—I now knew what “vine-ripened” meant!—and telling her how special everyone thought the tomatoes were. Most important, we would be happy to buy more. Please would she sell to the restaurant—and how soon could we get them?

Manresa was Cynthia’s first restaurant sale.

At the time, she was selling her tomatoes in front of her house in Ben Lomond in the Santa Cruz Mountains. People would pull over, choose some tomatoes off the table, and leave money in an honor box. She wasn’t a cult figure, just a no-nonsense former litigator who got hooked on growing tomatoes in her backyard and started doing it full-time, entering some of her one hundred varietals in competitions and taking some of her fruits and starts to local newspapers to try to drum up publicity (and business).

The next month happened to be Manresa’s inaugural Tomato Modernista dinner, a long-planned meal for sixty-five guests that would incorporate tomato into each course. We’d already lined up our suppliers—farmers I’d been happily working with—but the quality and character of Cynthia’s tomatoes changed the plan. We agreed that she would supply the fruit for every course, because she grew so many varieties (and harvested so much).

The dinner was a sold-out success, with dishes ranging from Corn and Tomato salad 2.1 with a lemon and seaweed granité and a fruit and vegetable gazpacho to a hot-and-cold soup made with my favorite Paul Robeson blacks. (A tomato named after an African-American actor and activist? What’s not to like?) For dessert, we served baked tomato pudding. This feast has continued every September since, with a new menu presented each year (2012 featured Corn and Tomato Salad 8.3). I thought that if I was lucky, maybe I could buy Cynthia’s tomatoes for the next couple summers. I had no idea that, through Cynthia, Manresa was about to find its voice.

Into the Garden

By 2005, I began entertaining the naive notion that we could grow our own vegetables for the restaurant. I’d spent years shopping at the markets in San Francisco and the Bay Area, driving more than an hour to line up for top-quality produce. The markets were, and continue to be, a social gathering where chefs and their buyers came to talk shop, gossip, exchange ideas, and just catch up near the end of another busy week. And then it dawned on me that all of the chefs were buying from the same stands. How was Manresa supposed to take these same ingredients to another level, to create a degree of separation from other restaurants?

“Well,” I thought, “we’ll just grow our own produce.” Easy, right? I started looking at land for a small restaurant garden or farm and immediately realized I was in way over my head. So much work and dedication—it seemed even harder than the restaurant business. It was crazy to think we could do this on our own.

So I asked my suppliers and farmer friends if they could help or if they knew of someone who could. This eventually led me back to Cynthia. In March 2006, when I went to her house to discuss getting tomatoes for the season, I also asked for advice on how to grow things.

I told Cynthia I was looking for land and perhaps someone to help manage it, and wondered if she could take a look at a plot on the coast to see if it was a suitable setup. “Funny you should mention that,” she said. “I’ve been planning to branch out from tomatoes and start a small farm here on my property, and I was thinking how lucky I would be if I could just find one customer so I didn’t have to worry about anything except growing things.” We stared at each other for a few moments. I finally said something stupid—the deal breaker, I thought: “It would be important to me to give the principles of biodynamics a try in an effort to get the best taste and product.” Cynthia laughed and said she was about to tell me that she would only grow for someone if she was allowed to go biodynamic from the start.

Our talk led to a handshake agreement that has blossomed into a symbiotic relationship. It’s a partnership that compels us, as well as our respective teams, to be the best we can possibly be. It has involved growth, renovations, and relocations that neither of us could have imagined.

The transformation began immediately. Cynthia dug up the lawns on her three-acre property, cut down several mature, nonnative trees, and filled in her swimming pool to create more growing space. The restaurant agreed to buy a greenhouse and a large hoop house for wintertime growing and elongated seasons. We had a commitment: Cynthia and a group of partners would own the property and Love Apple Farms; Manresa would have exclusive use of everything produced at the farm based on a monthly set fee.

The Love Apple Farms–Manresa partnership took shape during the rainiest March in fifty years; there were only three days without downpours that month. And so it began. Cynthia will tell you she felt like Holly Hunter in The Piano, in that everything she did involved rain and mud. Me? I felt like the entire reason for the restaurant’s existence had changed. I now had the potential to create the “sense of place” that I’d been working toward.

The Twelve-Mile Miracle

Manresa has never called itself a farm-to-table restaurant. Our relationship with Cynthia Sandberg and Love Apple Farms isn’t about making a political or more-locavore-than-thou statement of any kind. We’re in Northern California, where plenty of people talk about food politics better than we ever could. No, Manresa works with Love Apple Farms so I can have control over the vegetables used at the restaurant. We can decide what we want to grow and cultivate it to the quality level we want.

We work in tandem, planning the seasons about nine months ahead (just like a fashion house, I sometimes joke). We’re constantly experimenting with new cultivars, heirlooms, and seed-saving—both our own seeds and those sent to us by chefs from around the world—to offer new tastes and experiences at the restaurant. Every three months we make a pot of coffee and talk about amounts, new products, and ideas. Which crops have been successful and how we can improve those that haven’t been? Should we try two varieties of one type of vegetable to give us a color or flavor contrast on the plate? Since we don’t serve a green salad at Manresa, do we really need three beds of oak leaf lettuce?

From the beginning, the partnership has been based on growing and using the best products we possibly can, by preparing them well, and not wasting them. I’ve always been inspired by the produce at the market, but now I’m inspired by the incredible hard work and dedication that farmers put into growing it. Farming is a hell of a lot harder than being a chef—and being a chef is grueling. We might screw up dinner service, but twenty-four hours later, we have another chance to do it right. A farm’s livelihood and a year’s worth of work can be wiped out by a boneheaded mistake or an act of God.

Now that I see what goes into the farm, I respect the product exponentially more. As a result, a large part of our training at Manresa is instilling that same amount of reverence in the cooks: You can’t frivolously throw things into the garbage. Even trimming a leek has to be thoughtful. And so we find new uses for those trimmings. The bits they always tell you to discard? You start to wonder: “Well, why?” We learn that the green part of leeks (which, when you buy from a supplier, have usually been removed) bring a tremendous amount of flavor to certain broths. It’s what turns chicken broth the beautiful burnished amber that you see in cookbooks, not just browning the bones.

Through trial and error—a learning curve that we had to navigate all over again when we moved the farm in 2011—we have discovered what grows well where, when, and how. We’ve figured out which growing approaches work well for all of us, whether it’s saving seeds to use the following year or incorporating plants that farmworkers have brought from their home countries. We’ve swapped seeds with the likes of Sean Brock and Alain Passard, and scoured hardware and gardening stores in Japan and rural Italy, yielding plants such as ficoïde glaciale (ice plant), a crisp succulent that refreshes like a glass of water. We’ve discovered morelles de balbis, or litchi tomatoes, heirloom French melons like Charentais and Cavaillon, and a multitude of other varieties that we would never have found otherwise. Other ideas might come from old gardening books or obscure seed catalogs.

Weather and gophers aside, the biggest challenge has been fine-tuning the farm’s production to meet the restaurant’s needs. The first two seasons we had too many baby lettuces, zucchini, and other courgettes, but we would go weeks without carrots and other essentials. Gradually, we’ve been able to tailor the production to best suit the kitchen, planning three seasons ahead. And, say, if I really liked something last year, Cynthia will start another bed three weeks later so I’ll be sure to have enough once the first bed is finished.

We’ve finally gotten it to the point where the farm list is a real-time Google document, featuring every product available. There’s a comment box where Cynthia or a farm manager will note “large leaves,” “small leaves,” or “one bed starting to seed,” “seeds available,” followed by “flowering” and “finishing up, no more after this week.” And then there are attachments saying, “Savoy cabbage will start in two weeks,” that sort of thing. There are amounts and boxes next to everything where we can note how much we want. Then we try to split having it delivered and picking it up, because compost has to go back to the farm.

Walking through Love Apple a few days a week—the farm is a twelve-mile drive from the restaurant and just fifteen minutes from my home in Santa Cruz—allows us to tune in to how produce progresses to that point when it is ready to be used. I’ll pass a bed of Savoy cabbage several times a week for three months, each time noticing a change on its path to our kitchen and wondering how it might taste at each stage. Whether it’s a young head the size of a tennis ball or well into maturity, as soon as it’s ready, we have to be prepared to cook it, having already mapped out where everything from the leaves to the cores will go. We can’t be like, “Eh, let’s not use it. Cross that off the order list from the produce company.” I like to think that when a bed of a certain vegetable is planted, we are planting the seeds for its use in our kitchen. And as it grows to ripeness, our ideas for it must grow to fruition, too. Ultimately, we’ll both be ready on the same afternoon, when it goes from raised bed to plate in a matter of hours.

The Living Lab

For the kitchen, the hardest part has been letting the farm take over the making of our menus. It sounds corny, but it used to be that when we would write the menu, we’d draw a list of proteins, a list of ingredients for garnishes or sauces, and a list of interesting elements, such as a technique, a color, or a plate it would look good on. We’d make combinations on the piece of paper, drawing lines and arrows, coming up with dishes like pork, cabbage, blueberries. Maybe we’d roast the pork. Maybe the cabbage would be both raw and cooked in two different forms on the plate. As for the blueberries, maybe they’d be left on the plate-warmer overnight so they’d look raw but would be cooked all the way through. And then we’d phone our suppliers to order whatever we needed. Now we say, “This is what’s available on the farm; how are we going to use it?” The big mental step has been moving from viewing it as a limitation to something that gives us unlimited potential.

In my experience, cooks are visual people. It has always been difficult for me to sit down with a piece of paper and write a menu. But if I hold an eggplant and imagine how it tastes, ideas come together. So it’s actually liberating to be able to go to the farm or step into the walk-in, and then see a dish in my mind and say, “I know how I’m going to use this.” Suddenly conceptualizing a dish is not thinking about a protein, two vegetables, and a sauce. It’s not choosing one from column A and one from column B. I envision the entire dish, which is characteristic of a lot of modernist cuisine; the line separating protein and vegetable and garnish and sauce has been blurred.

Visits to Love Apple Farms have dramatically framed the year for those of us in the kitchen because we can observe the onset, peak, and waning of the four seasons more intimately. We’ve learned that there are actually twelve seasons to the year during which one sees shoots, youth and vigor, then the perfection of maturity, followed by a slow decline that is at times the most intensely flavored of the life cycle. We can taste—and use—it all. I’ve discovered the piquancy of a pepper or a kohlrabi sprout, the unexpected elegance of a borage flower (and the cucumber-oyster-asparagus flavor of its trimmed and blanched stalk), the floral spice of coriander gone to seed. It has been incredible to share these discoveries on the plate.

Like Noma’s Nordic Food Lab or Ferran Adrià’s El Taller, Love Apple Farms is a culinary laboratory that allows Manresa to push itself and evolve. Except our “lab” is strictly outdoors, populated with a diversity of plants, fruit trees, and animals. Our work there isn’t to choose, say, three ingredients and come up with a killer new dish. I wouldn’t know the first thing about how to go about that. The process involves walking around, touching, seeing what comes to mind. It’s pretty unscientific.

One of the great discoveries in our “lab” is that we can add invisible complexity to a plate by using every expression of a plant, whether it’s a sprout, a tender, peeled stem, the leaf, or the budding top—all the way to its more conventional uses. And then, as the season progresses, we’ve been able to taste the arresting flavors of the toughening of the plant—reminiscent yet different—and the withering of the fruit, all the way to the twilight flavors of its flowers, seeds, and pods.

Fennel and coriander seeds are popular as spices, but what other seeds can we use when they’re still fresh? Radish pods, mustard seeds, and broccoli florets when they go to seed can be really, really nice. Broccoli flowers are definitely broccoli, but they taste more like an echo. Flowers might be frivolous or pretentious, but they add a certain layer of flavor, depth, and sparkle. They’re little bursts, not only in terms of color but also the pop that happens on the tongue. Over the years, we’ve played with pickling seeds and baking flower petals so they crystallize like glass, or just smacking three green coriander seeds with the side of a knife and putting them on a piece of fish. And, hey, what do the coriander roots taste like? I know they’re popular in Thai cooking.… It’s endless.

The biggest discovery has been how the close proximity of farm and kitchen allows us to take advantage of the sun—the most important ingredient of all. We all hear about how we should never refrigerate tomatoes because it kills their aroma and turns them mealy. Well, you know what? It’s like that with a leek and a carrot, too. If you pull a vegetable out of the ground and taste it right then, you’re tasting something that’s alive. It has amazing flavor—there’s something going on there. It still has the sun in it. But the refrigerator kills the sun, eliminating what was special about the vegetable. If you make a soup with leeks that never touch refrigeration, it will taste like nothing you’ve ever had. And so the big revelation with the farm has been that we have the potential to capture the sun in every single one of our dishes and with all of the produce that we have by utilizing it in a timely fashion and by not screwing it up—because you can overcook the soup.

From Farm to Kitchen

In six short years, we’ve moved from Cynthia’s backyard to a twenty-two-acre hillside with perfect southern exposure—formerly a vineyard and winery owned by the Smothers Brothers family. In the spring of 2012, just as we were starting to feel we were figuring things out, Cynthia bought fifty-eight neighboring acres and set to thinking even bigger. (One of the first things she did was order five hundred turkeys.) It’s amazing to realize that fifteen minutes from the restaurant, we now grow up to 165 varieties of tomatoes in addition to 90 percent of the produce the restaurant requires, down to the most basic needs for sauces and stocks.

Such self-sufficiency means that we’ve been able to invite international chefs like Alain Passard, René Redzepi, Alexandre Gauthier, and Mauro Colagreco not only to cook at Manresa but also to plant what they plan to use months ahead so diners can experience their food in an authentic way. (It’s also a great way to exchange seeds: Cynthia’s tomatoes are now grown in France, Denmark, and Spain. And Passard’s prickly litchi tomatoes are delicious—and now a fixture of Cynthia’s garden.)

Last year, the Love Apple team planted dozens of fruit trees, added goats to the menagerie of chickens and cows, and opened an education center. Classes include seasonal gardening, the always sold-out Tomato Masters, beekeeping, backyard chicken raising, canning, putting up jams and marmalades, beer making, and many more. Every Thursday the farm hosts a potluck dinner, giving the community a way to share the harvest. And to us, it still feels like the beginning.

Whether I’m helping pick White Satin carrots on my way to the restaurant in the morning, burying manure-filled cow horns to produce biodynamic loam, or cooking with the freshest peas at the restaurant to create a version of the pigeon with peas that I once tasted at Alain Chapel, I feel connected to my ingredients in a way that I never thought possible. This relationship is the engine that drives our search for an evocative sense of where we are.

Love Apple Farms has given Manresa the truest sense of place, allowing us to create a specific link for our diners. It’s not just California cuisine. It’s Los Gatos cuisine. The entryway to our unassuming-looking restaurant may be understated, but as soon as you cross the threshold, it feels like you’re entering our home. Manresa speaks not only of those who run it but also—literally—of where it is. Thanks to Love Apple Farms, our food tastes of nowhere else in the world.
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A Tartine of Unripe Tomato, Nori and Duck Liver, Sesame

A TARTINE OF UNRIPE TOMATO, NORI AND DUCK LIVER, SESAME

SERVES 8 to 10

The green tomato jam in this recipe has been used at every station in our kitchen. It’s a delicious snack on its own, a condiment for roasted meats, even a component for dessert. Here we pair it with the roasted flavor of dried nori to bring out its character even further.


| Green Tomato Jam with Nori |


3.25 kilograms (7 pounds) cored 1½- to 2½-inch-diameter green tomatoes, quartered

600 grams (3 cups) sugar

500 grams (1½ cups) glucose syrup

165 grams (6 ounces) grated ginger

350 grams (1½ cups) white verjus

Pinch of kosher salt

20 grams (15 sheets) nori





Combine the tomatoes with the sugar, glucose syrup, ginger, verjus, and salt in a pot and bring the mixture to a simmer. Remove the pot from the heat, cover it with plastic wrap, and refrigerate for 24 hours.

The next day, uncover the pot and return it to the stove. Simmer the mixture gently, skimming when needed, until the tomatoes have softened but have not begun to lose their shape. Allow the mixture to cool, then strain the juice into a smaller pot. Reserve both the juice and the tomatoes.

Toast the nori by waving it over low heat until it crisps and turns a lighter shade of green. Tear the toasted nori into pieces about 2 inches square.

Simmer the juice until it thickens, without caramelizing, and the volume has reduced by half. Pour the hot juice over the tomatoes, stir in the toasted nori squares, allow the mixture to cool, and reserve in the refrigerator.


| Lavash Cracker |


260 grams (1 cup plus 2 tablespoons) warm water

3 grams (¾ teaspoon) sugar

3 grams (1 teaspoon) active dry yeast

480 grams (3 cups) all-purpose flour

65 grams (4½ tablespoons) butter, softened

6 grams (1 teaspoon) kosher salt

50 grams (⅓ cup) durum wheat flour





Pour the water into a bowl, add the sugar and yeast, stirring to break up lumps, and then whisk in 195 grams (1¼ cups) of the all-purpose flour. Mix until the sponge is smooth. Cover the bowl with plastic wrap and set aside until the sponge has doubled in size.

Add the butter, salt, durum wheat flour, and remaining 285 grams (1¾ cups) all-purpose flour and mix on low speed with a dough hook for 4 minutes, or until a smooth dough forms. Transfer the dough to a lightly oiled bowl, cover, and allow to proof until it doubles in size, about 1 hour.

Punch down the dough and refrigerate for about 30 minutes, until chilled.

Preheat the oven to 320°F (160°C). Oil a sheet pan and line with parchment paper.

Pass small pieces of the cold dough through a pasta machine until it is as thin as you can roll it without tearing. Place the sheets of dough on the prepared sheet pan and bake for 14 minutes, until golden brown and crispy.


> To Serve


225 grams (8 ounces) Foie Gras Torchon

3 grams (1 teaspoon) toasted sesame seeds





Thinly shave the foie gras with a vegetable peeler or a sharp knife. If needed, break the Lavash Cracker into pieces. Top each piece of the lavash with shaved foie gras, a spoonful of Green Tomato Jam, and a scattering of sesame seeds.
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Flowering Coriander Ice and Barely Cooked Tomato, Fermented Cucumber

FLOWERING CORIANDER ICE AND BARELY COOKED TOMATO, FERMENTED CUCUMBER

SERVES 12 | Pictured here

This tomato soup illustrates a technique that we use frequently: making a soup by heating the ingredient to just 150°F (65°C). The resulting flavor has the best characteristics of both raw and fresh and cooked and concentrated tomato. We pass it through a food mill to take advantage of the textural differences between the harder, more fleshy uncooked part of the tomato and the pieces liquefied by the cooking process. It might not be the most refined way to puree, but it’s certainly the most interesting. The coriander ice adds brilliance to the soup. The recipe will work with any number of herbs that your imagination might lead you to try.


SPECIAL EQUIPMENT

PICKLED EGGPLANT: Vacuum sealer, immersion circulator or controlled water bath or combi oven at 100 percent humidity




| Coriander Granité |


120 grams (½ cup plus 2 tablespoons) sugar

1 kilogram (4¼ cups) water

300 grams (10.5 ounces) cilantro leaves (3 to 5 bunches)

25 grams (scant 1 ounce) mint leaves (1 bunch)

Kosher salt





Make a syrup by heating the sugar and 200 grams (scant ¾ cup plus 2 tablespoons) of the water until the sugar dissolves, then chill. Chill the remaining water until it is very cold. Combine the sugar syrup, chilled water, cilantro, mint, and salt to taste. Blend, strain, and freeze in a covered shallow container.


| Fermented Cucumber |


500 grams (2 cups plus 2 tablespoons) water

190 grams (¾ cup) kosher salt

5 grams (2 teaspoons) pink peppercorns

8 grams (1½ tablespoons) coriander seeds

3 grams (1½ teaspoons) fennel seeds

8 lemon cucumbers, both ends trimmed off





Combine the water, salt, and spices and bring to a boil. Allow to cool. Submerge the cucumbers in the brine and weight them down so they stay submerged. Cover the top of the pot with clean cheesecloth or a towel, and secure it with string or a rubber band. Leave the pot in a dark space at room temperature for 5 days, then move it to the refrigerator. The cucumbers will be ready after 5 more days and can remain in the brine for up to 3 months.


| Pickled Eggplant |


6 to 8 small Japanese eggplants, each 2 to 3 inches in length

30 grams (2 tablespoons) Agrumato-brand lemon extra-virgin olive oil

30 grams (2 tablespoons) white soy sauce (shiro shoyu)

30 grams (2 tablespoons) red rice vinegar





Combine all the ingredients in a vacuum seal bag and seal at 90 percent pressure. Cook sous vide at 266°F (130°C) for 8 minutes. Refrigerate overnight before using. Alternatively, blanch the eggplants in boiling salted water for 1 minute and refresh in ice water. Wipe the eggplants dry with paper towels and combine with the olive oil, white soy sauce, and red rice vinegar in a nonreactive container. Set a small plate on top to keep the eggplants submerged and marinate for 48 hours before using.


| Tomato Water |


1 kilogram (2.2 pounds) very ripe tomatoes

5 grams (1 teaspoon) kosher salt

12 basil leaves





Remove the stems from the tomatoes, cut them into coarse 1½-inch pieces, mix with the salt and basil leaves, and let stand at room temperature for several hours.

Puree the tomato mixture in a blender and transfer to a colander lined with cheesecloth and placed inside a large bowl (a jelly bag works really well). Gather the entire edge of the cloth and tie it shut like a sack. You can put a small weight, like a plate, on the sack to help extract the water, but the best method is to hang the bag overnight in the fridge and allow it to drain naturally. Do not squeeze the bag or the extracted liquid will be cloudy. Reserve the water for many uses: It freezes well and is a great usage of the fruit. You can use it in any way you’d use water in any recipe where there’s a tomato element. Or you can just drink it.


| Tomato Soup |


1.8 kilograms (4 pounds) ripe tomatoes, cored and coarsely chopped

120 grams (½ cup) extra-virgin olive oil

60 grams (¼ cup) red wine vinegar

12 basil leaves

2 to 3 cloves garlic, finely chopped

Pinch of kosher salt

Pinch of sugar

250 grams (1 cup) Tomato Water (above)





Mix the tomatoes, olive oil, wine vinegar, basil, garlic, salt, and sugar in a large pan and heat very slowly to 150°F (65°C). Pass the mixture through a food mill and strain. Add the Tomato Water and adjust the seasoning with salt to taste.


> To Serve


20 purslane tops

50 sprigs flowering cilantro tops





With the tines of a fork, grate several large spoonfuls of the Coriander Granité into individual bowls. Cut the cucumbers and eggplant into bite-size pieces. Arrange a few pieces of Fermented Cucumber on the Granité along with 2 or 3 purslane tops, a piece of Pickled Eggplant, and 6 or 7 sprigs cilantro. At the table, pour in enough of the Tomato Soup to reach about halfway up the granité.
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25 Tomatoes, Pistachios, and Allium Flowers

25 TOMATOES, PISTACHIOS, AND ALLIUM FLOWERS

SERVES 8 to 10

A one-bite wonder designed to present all the complexities of the entire tomato harvest at Love Apple Farms. A small dice of as many different varieties of tomatoes as possible is barely salted and bound with a lightly jelled tomato water.


SPECIAL EQUIPMENT: Vacuum sealer




| Gazpacho Liquid |


1 kilogram (2.2 pounds) tomatoes (6 medium)

125 grams (4.5 ounces) red bell pepper (1 medium)
































A DELICATE CIOPPINO JELLY WITH ABALONE, FENNEL, OLIVE GOLDEN CRUMB

















































































SUMMER BASS, BEANS WITH PEPPER, CITRUS LEAF CURRY










































































































































LIKE A MENUDO: CUTTLEFISH, PANCETTA, MARJORAM AND TRIPE








































PORK BELLY WITH GREEN TOMATO VERJUS, CABBAGE
























































































LAMB AND VEGETABLES ROASTED WITH SUMMER SAVORY “NAVARIN”
















































































SOMETHING WITH NO TOMATO … RHUBARB AND MINT























































TOMATO HONEY, SPICY BEIGNETS AND SMOKED PECANS, CHOCOLATE

































































































































OEBPS/images/Kinc_9781607743989_epub_016_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Kinc_9781607743989_epub_015_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Kinc_9781607743989_epub_014_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Kinc_9781607743989_epub_013_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Kinc_9781607743989_epub_012_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Kinc_9781607743989_epub_011_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Kinc_9781607743989_epub_010_r1.jpg














OEBPS/images/Kinc_9781607743989_epub_005_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Kinc_9781607743989_epub_004_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Kinc_9781607743989_epub_003_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Kinc_9781607743989_epub_002_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Kinc_9781607743989_epub_001_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Kinc_9781607743989_epub_cvi_r1.jpg
e Muhlke

David Kinch

wirw Chrliting





OEBPS/page-template.xpgt
 

   
    
		 
    
  
     
		 
		 
    

     
		 
    

     
		 
		 
    

     
		 
    

     
		 
		 
    

     
         
             
             
             
             
             
             
        
    

  

   
     
  





OEBPS/images/Kinc_9781607743989_epub_009_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Kinc_9781607743989_epub_008_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Kinc_9781607743989_epub_007_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Kinc_9781607743989_epub_006_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Kinc_9781607743989_epub_tp_r1.jpg
AN EDIBLE REFLECTION

MANRESA
David Kinch

with Christine Muhlke

PHOTOGRAPHY BY

Eric Wolfinger

19










