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To the world of pastry chefs and bread bakers who delight us every day with the simplicity of their craft and the wonders they produce. And to my brothers James, Robert, and Joseph; my sister, Judith; and my late brother, Michael.

—Thomas Keller
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To past, present, and future pâtissiers and to the chefs who inspired me in my career. And to my dear family—my wife, Andrea; our daughters, Ava and Grace; my in-laws, Rob and Naomi Brantjes; and my parents, Henri and Hélène—for their endless support and love.

—Sebastien Rouxel
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To my wife, Kristina, whose love and support make my work worthwhile.

—Matthew McDonald
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Every Morning in Paris When I was twenty-eight, I lived on the top floor of 15, rue de Vouille. On the ground floor was a tiny boulangerie. Every morning I woke to the smell of baking bread. But before I got to Paris, my time in France hadn’t gone well. It took me several years of building up contacts to find a stage there. At last I did, at a Michelin-starred restaurant in Arbois, a small city near the Swiss border. My traveling friends dropped me off at the hotel where I was to work. The gruff matron showed me to my cell-like room, which was barely big enough for the bed. Strangely, the single window was almost completely black. When I was taken to the basement kitchen, I realized why: the kitchen still relied on a coal-burning stove, and my room was right above the chimney.


It wasn’t just the kitchen stove that evoked a past era of cooking—everything was antiquated. I had come from working at The Polo Lounge, where young chefs Patrice Boely and Daniel Boulud were preparing really forward-thinking cooking. I had spent three years searching for a stage only to learn how to cook on a coal-burning stove? In desperation, I called Serge Raoul, a New York restaurateur for whom I’d worked and whom I considered a friend.

He told me to take the next train to Paris, where he had an apartment. I could stay there while I regrouped. Rue de Vouille was in the fifteenth arrondissement, a lovely middle-class neighborhood, with small shops and bars and brasseries. My bedroom window framed the Eiffel Tower. A good sign.

In a short time, I had my first Parisian stage, one of seven. For fifteen months, I immersed myself in the cuisine of France, working at different restaurants, ending at the Michelin three-star Taillevent. It was here that I witnessed the structure and organization, the attention to detail and consistency that made one of the world’s great restaurants what it was.

Open five days a week, Taillevent served lunch and dinner, so I had a great schedule. I arrived in the morning and helped to prepare the mise en place for lunch service. When lunch was done and the kitchen cleaned, by 3:30 or so, we’d have a break when I could hang out with my fellow cooks, walk in a park, or take a French lesson. We had to be back at 5:30 (dinner didn’t begin until 8:00 or so), and one of my afternoon jobs was to make the marquise au chocolat, one of the restaurant’s signature desserts, for the next day. It was a very rich confection, kind of a cross between mousse and ganache. It was sliced and served with a pistachio sauce. I love chocolate, so I loved making it. It became one of the highlights of my day and of my time in France.

I learned so much during those months in France in 1983 and 1984. It was where I first worked with foie gras, and with more obscure cuts we weren’t used to in the United States, like lamb breast. It’s where I had my first macaron, that most extraordinary of cookies. And where I tasted my first real croissant and mille-feuille (I was in heaven when I was eating one of those). Three days a week, a wonderful, noisy food market set up on my street selling fresh chickens, cheeses I’d never heard of, saucissons secs, and jambon cru, then unavailable back home. I was living at the heart of a thoroughly food-centric culture.

But looking back on it now, from an emotional standpoint, my most enduring memory is of waking up every morning to that smell of baking bread. The central staircase of our old building had been renovated to contain a tiny elevator, and I’d take this downstairs, pay a franc fifty for a demi-baguette (I had little money), and head back up. I’d share the bread with my housemate—we cooked at the same restaurant—with butter and jam and coffee.

It had quickly become clear to me how central bread was to life in Paris. The boulangerie in my building was maybe 100 square feet of retail space; the ovens were in the back. I was fascinated by the man who baked the bread. I saw that a man could devote his life to baking bread, and that it was a good life, a worthy profession and one to be revered. That was very powerful for me.

On our way to the metro I’d pass at least three boulangeries, of all different calibers. The one in my building made bread and rustic little apple tarts. A second one sold large, garish meringues. The finest one made the most beautiful mille-feuilles and tarts. I’d never seen apple tarts like theirs, slices of apple, each one perfect, in concentric rings, with a glossy sheen of a glaze. I couldn’t afford them, but they were beautiful to behold, and they taught me about the level of excellence a bakery might strive for.

I also learned that a bakery is an anchor—it draws a community around it. People would sit in the bakeries to eat their croissants; they would gather in the morning, and in the afternoon. People come together at and around bakeries. Baking is a unifying force.

The smell of baking bread is universally adored for a reason: it appeals to us at the core of our humanness. It’s the smell of sustenance and security. To enjoy that aroma even before I was conscious of the new day had a great impact on me—one I didn’t truly realize until, well, now, trying to understand why on earth I have five bakeries. I’m a restaurant chef, a savory cook—what am I doing with five bakeries?

The reason is bread, and croissants, macarons, puff pastry, apple tarts, and mille-feuilles.

Per se and The French Laundry, highly refined restaurants, speak to only a small segment of the population. Even our bistro, Bouchon, and our family-style restaurant, Ad Hoc, have specific, somewhat narrow, audiences. Bread does not. Pastries do not. They are universal. And that is one source of my desire to offer baked goods to as many people as possible, and why I’m so excited to be sharing the craft in this book.




Pecan Sandies for My Mom
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My mom, Betty Keller, was a creature of habit. She worked very hard at her job managing restaurants while raising five boys and a daughter as a single mother. She loved to have cookies on hand at the end of the day, and she especially loved the Keebler pecan sandie. It was part of my childhood, and it’s a flavor combination, vanilla and pecan, that I associate with her. It was an adult cookie to me. There was always a bag of them in the cupboard.

Or almost always. We were six kids, and we were voracious. That was a problem when it came to my mother’s cookies. We had our own cookies, Oreos and Nutter Butters, but when we’d dispatched those, there would be that bag of Mom’s pecan sandies, daring us. It was really hard. Those cookies were sacrosanct, but sometimes, guiltily, we ate her cookies, one by one, until they were gone.

Mom had very few things she could call her own. She had no real luxuries. We didn’t have winter family vacations; we didn’t go to a cabin by a lake in the summer. She worked, and she gave us everything we wanted and needed. But we didn’t appreciate it then. How could we know? How could I, youngest of the boys, know?

But I do now. Day after day, year after year, Mom set an extraordinary example for me. An example of hard work, attention to detail, and an all-consuming love for our family that I still have today.

Food is a powerful connecter of who we are to who we were, to our past, to our memories, and, for me, to a different and simpler time. Even the smallest thing—a cookie—can help us understand what we feel now while reminding us of what we once felt and who we’ve become versus who we were then. So much of who I am today is tied to who my mom was, the choices she made, the way she worked, and how she lived her life. What success I have today, I owe to her.

All of which is why the pecan sandie is so important to me.



	All-purpose flour

	250 grams | 1¾ cups + 1½ teaspoons




	Coarsely chopped pecans

	80 grams | ¾ cup




	Unsalted butter, at room temperature

	170 grams | 6 ounces




	Powdered sugar

	90 grams | ¾ cup + 1¾ teaspoons




	Additional powdered sugar for dusting (optional)

	 





Position the racks in the upper and lower thirds of the oven and preheat the oven to 325°F (convection) or 350°F (standard). Line two sheet pans with Silpats or parchment paper.

Toss the flour and pecans together in a medium bowl.

Place the butter in the bowl of a stand mixer fitted with the paddle attachment and mix on medium-low speed until smooth. Add the 90 grams/¾ cup plus 1¾ teaspoons powdered sugar and mix for about 2 minutes, until fluffy. Scrape down the sides and bottom of the bowl. Add the flour mixture and mix on low speed for about 30 seconds, until just combined. Scrape the bottom of the bowl to incorporate any dry ingredients that have settled there.

Divide the dough into 30-gram/1½-tablespoon portions, roll into balls, and arrange on the sheet pans, leaving about 1½ inches between them. Press the cookies into 2-inch disks.

Bake until pale golden brown, 15 to 18 minutes if using a convection oven, 22 to 25 minutes if using a standard oven, reversing the positions of the pans halfway through. (Sandies baked in a convection oven will not spread as much as those baked in a standard oven and will have a more even color.)

Set the pans on a cooling rack and cool for 5 to 10 minutes. Using a metal spatula, transfer the cookies to the rack to cool completely.

If desired, dust with powdered sugar.

The cookies can be stored in a covered container for up to 3 days.

makes 1½ dozen cookies
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The Road to Bouchon Bakery I try to get better each day, to do my job just a little better every day. Not a lot, but a little. Every day. That’s what we try to do at Bouchon Bakery and at all our restaurants. When I opened The French Laundry in 1994, our bread was brought over from Petaluma by Kathleen Weber, a former nurse who had started a small bakery with her husband, Ed, and their children. Their bakery, Della Fattoria, continues to grow and thrive, and we love the Webers’ bread, but when you run a restaurant and are always striving to improve, you ask yourself, How can we give our guests a better experience? Once we got the essentials right and The French Laundry had a number of years under its belt, we decided that one of the ways we could make the restaurant a better experience would be to bake our own bread. We wanted specific sizes and shapes, bread very precisely tailored to the food we were serving, types of bread that weren’t feasible for Della Fattoria—or any of the great artisanal bakeries that were opening in increasing numbers in Northern California—to create on our scale.

We needed our own bakery. We’d opened Bouchon, a bistro, in 1998, so our own bakery could not only make bread for The French Laundry, it could also provide baguettes and épis to serve at the bistro.

Once again, we were lucky. Bouchon Bakery is in the space where I used to get my hair cut: it was a salon. But the owners wanted to take some time off and travel, so I bought their lease.

Once the bakery got under way, and we had that space right next to the bistro, we wondered if we might do more. Couldn’t we also open a small boulangerie in front, a little retail shop like the kind I’d loved so much in Paris? We could offer croissants and pains aux raisins in the morning, cookies and macarons in the afternoon, and sell baguettes and pains de campagne right next to Bouchon, with a European-style courtyard out front that might become a kind of community center.

Bouchon Bakery opened in July 2003, making items in three categories: bread for The French Laundry, French-style breads for the bistro, and retail bakery products. But while the bread we made was excellent, it’s very difficult to make money baking bread, and the bakery struggled. It was really frustrating. A number of times I came close to shutting it down and opening a sushi restaurant on the site. Honestly.

Then Matthew McDonald arrived, and that was the turning point. The bakery was getting there—we were learning, chipping away at the obstacles. But Matthew, who had trained at one of the most prominent baking programs in the country, and with some of the world’s best bakers, and who had run his own bakery on the East Coast, brought an understanding of wholesale baking, the organization and production schedules required to make it work. And he brought a deep love and knowledge of bread itself.

Being a baker requires uncommon commitment and work. As with any kitchen job, it’s physically grueling and requires long hours. But they are odd hours. A baker who is expected to have fresh bread in the morning has to begin baking in the middle of the night.

And the product is incredibly fragile: it has no shelf life. You’ve got to sell it right away or it’s no good—and you’ve got to have more on the way for when you do sell it all.

Also, it’s such an inexpensive product, you’ve got to sell an awful lot of it just to make a little bit of money.

After Matthew arrived, all our previous efforts came together with a click. He was able to teach the pastry chef of Bouchon Bakery about production schedules for pastry, so that we wouldn’t run out of macarons in two hours but have twenty éclairs left at the end of the day. Matthew made sure there was always product in the case, and he came up with ways to use anything that was left over.
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Today the bakery is not just a success, it outpaces all the restaurants in terms of number of guests served. We may serve three hundred at Bouchon, but Bouchon Bakery will serve up to a thousand people on a good day—more than all our Yountville restaurants combined.

Sebastien Rouxel was executive pastry chef at The French Laundry for four years before we opened the bakery. He worked with Matthew to bring consistency to the pastry end of the business—the laminated doughs used for croissants and puff pastry, and the confections.

It was almost accidental, though, that Sebastien, the man who leads the five Bouchon Bakeries today, was even there, as he hadn’t wanted to be a part of my restaurant in the first place. He hadn’t even applied for the pastry chef job. He was living and working in New York City, but his wife wanted the sun and dry air of California. So when she read an ad I’d placed for a pastry chef for the restaurant, she secretly sent me Sebastien’s résumé.

I am very lucky he accepted the tryout. Sebastien is one of the leading pastry chefs in America. He has embraced every challenge I’ve put before him, and he has proven to be an extraordinary teacher as well as chef, making an impact throughout the industry as his disciples spread out to restaurants around the country.

When per se opened in 2004, Sebastien got his wish to return to New York, becoming its pastry chef. As the New York Bouchon Bakery grew and we discussed expanding in Yountville, Las Vegas, and Los Angeles, I asked Sebastien to oversee the entire program.

The operation has now found its fullest realization as a stand-alone bakery at Rockefeller Center. I took extraordinary pleasure in being able to build a proper bakery for Sebastien and the team, a place to display the results of their remarkable efforts.

I’m honored to work with Sebastien and Matthew. Sebastien has amassed a huge body of knowledge and experience over almost two decades as a pastry chef at some of the finest restaurants in France and America, though he’s not yet forty. Matthew is one of the best and most knowledgeable bread bakers in the country.

And now we have put all this knowledge and experience between covers, in Bouchon Bakery.




[image: Images]

Enter Sebastien by michael ruhlman “I don’t think I can teach pâtisserie to anyone who hasn’t first learned to work clean,” Sebastien Rouxel says. Andrea, Sebastien’s wife, is seated beside him on the couch. “Drives me crazy,” she says. Andrea is a pastry chef as well. In fact, she learned much of what she knows from Sebastien, for whom she worked at L’Orangerie after graduating from the Culinary Institute of America in 1996.

“I have my own way of working,” she explains. She nods to the small open kitchen of their house in Garrison, New York, where she does all her baking. “When I know I’m going to be using something again, I’ll leave it out,” she continues. “So I’ll be making a cake, and I’ll go back to use the stand mixer, and he’ll have already cleaned it and put it back in the cupboard!”

Sebastien chuckles in acknowledgment. “I can’t help it,” he says. “I’m maybe set in my ways.”

“Maybe?!” Andrea echoes.

She should know. For her eighteen months at L’Orangerie in Los Angeles, a Relais & Châteaux, he was relentlessly difficult, stubborn, and demanding, a perfectionist who knew only one way—his way—and who spoke little English. He was twenty-two.

Sebastien had been trained in the traditional apprentice fashion, and by the time he left France, he was one of the youngest, if not the youngest, executive pastry chefs of a Michelin-starred restaurant. He had also run the pastry team within the Elysée Palace in Paris, the seat of the Republic of France and the official residence of the French president.

But when his friend Ludo Lefebvre took a job as the chef of L’Orangerie, he called Sebastien, then at the two-star Le Grand Véfour, and offered him the position of executive pastry chef. Sebastien, eager to see America, accepted. There he met Andrea, and while he was a tough boss, he couldn’t deny his attraction to her. Nor could she deny hers to him.

“What made him irritating as a boss,” she said, looking first at him, then at me, “I found endearing in a friend. He was so passionate and focused and talented. He knew how to do everything. And he could fix anything.”

“What did you see in him?” I asked.

She paused, thinking. “His care.”

I knew what she meant. I’d been working with Sebastien for more than a year, and his care was evident everywhere. In the way he made sure I had what I wanted when we sat to talk about this book. He was quick to smile and to laugh. I saw it in the way he dressed, his chef coat always crisp and white. He was casual and at ease, but elegant in his movements. I saw it in the commitment to the product his team presents. A few days after I sat with him and Andrea in their house, he was off to Los Angeles to make sure the product at the newest bakery was exactly as it was in New York (he spent his first eighteen hours there tweaking a dozen preparations).

“He’s one of the best pastry chefs in America,” said Thomas Keller, who hired him in 1998 as head pastry chef of The French Laundry. Stand with Keller at one of the bakery’s cases, and you’ll see this four-star chef marvel: “Look at those éclairs! See how perfect they are? Look at that glaze—so often at bakeries the glaze will be rough or dull or cracked. But look at that!” He becomes as giddy as a boy. Keller is no pastry chef; he knows exactly how good Sebastien makes him look. It’s why he’s so grateful to have Sebastien run the bakeries, and why he wanted to do this book.

Finally, you see Sebastien’s care in his relationships with his staff. After a long day at the bakery at Rockefeller Center, Sebastien and I were heading out. It was after six, and he was eager to catch the train home to Andrea and their daughters, Ava and Grace. But one of his newer staff members stopped him on the way out to ask a question. His puff pastry just wasn’t working. Sebastien asked him what the problem was. The new chef said he wasn’t sure because he hadn’t really made puff pastry before.

Sebastien said, “So we’ll make some now. I’ll show you.” He removed his overcoat, put his chef coat back on, and went to work.
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From the Loire Valley to Napa Valley by sebastien rouxel In 1997, I got a voice mail from Thomas Keller, saying he’d received my résumé and would like to meet with me. This was surprising, because I hadn’t sent him a résumé. When I told my wife, Andrea, she confessed that she’d sent it without telling me. Soon I was trying out at The French Laundry, which had just been described as the most exciting restaurant in America by The New York Times. And I’ve been with Thomas happily ever since. But my path to The French Laundry began decades before, during the Wednesdays of my childhood. In France, kids don’t go to school on Wednesdays. And while I loved not having to go to school, the best part was the morning, when my brothers and sister and I would open the kitchen shutters to find beside the flowerpots wonderful viennoiserie, fresh from the bakery, waiting for us to devour with a cup of hot chocolate. Every Wednesday, my grandmother walked to the bakery and then all the way to our house (she didn’t drive) to leave the pastries on the window ledge while we were still in bed. It was a long walk, but we adored viennoiserie and she knew it, and so I forever associate them with childhood delight and my grandmother’s love.

Then in the afternoon, my mother often dropped us off at my grandmother’s house for the rest of the day. My grandmother’s sister ran a small restaurant, Café des Tonnelles, which served lunch on weekdays and dinner on weekends, one menu. Workers from the town would come there for lunch or a drink or to play pétanque out back. The café served platters of food family-style. A typical meal would begin with céleri rémoulade, followed by blanquette de veau or bavette de bœuf with haricots verts, and, for dessert, clafoutis or floating islands—traditional French dishes. I began working there on Wednesdays at a young age, and as I got older, I helped clear tables, wash dishes, and tend bar. Eventually I was buying, prepping, and serving food. I was very happy there.

When I was fifteen, my father took us all to the best restaurant in our area, the Michelin-starred Les Jardins de la Forge. I’d never had service or food like this; I didn’t know such elegance and refinement existed. I immediately wanted to work there.

My father spoke with the chef-owner, Paul Pauvert, and there I began my apprenticeship. I was a cook; I worked the line. I loved working in a restaurant—the camaraderie, the discipline required to be ready on time, and the service itself. One day the chef asked me to help the pastry department. He was opening a retail pastry shop and a salon de thé, and the pastry chef needed assistance. Chef Pauvert had brought down a consulting chef from Gaston Lenôtre in Paris, considered the finest pâtisserie in the country, to help create the pastries.

I found the complex world of pastry and baking far more interesting than the world of savory cooking, with its hours of cleaning shellfish and peeling vegetables and the like. Pastry intertwined science, craftsmanship, and precision in ways that made savory cooking seem almost primitive by comparison.

So I took the next step and went to work at the pâtisserie Le Péché Mignon under Daniel Durand, one of the best pâtissiers in the country. It was under his wing that I became a true pastry chef. The work was hard and often tedious. Lining hundreds of tart shells, laminating doughs, or filling and glazing thousands of cream puffs for croquembouche was not something that engaged the imagination, but it taught me that consistency, repetition, finesse, and organization are key in becoming a great pastry chef.

My two years at Le Péché Mignon were the hardest of my life. But just when I thought I couldn’t continue, Chef Durand sent me to a class given by Pierre Hermé, who was revitalizing and modernizing French pâtisserie, and I was mesmerized and rejuvenated. I went on to work at the Elysée Palace in Paris and then at Le Grand Véfour, the two-star landmark restaurant across from the Louvre. And then, as Michael describes on, to Los Angeles as executive pastry chef at L’Orangerie. But I longed for New York City, so my wife and I found work there. We stayed until that call came from Thomas. After I spent several years as executive pastry chef of The French Laundry and working with the burgeoning bakery in Yountville, my situation changed. Thomas’s business was continuing to expand, and he asked me to return to New York. I got my dream, a permanent post in the most remarkable restaurant city in the world.
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A Bread Baker’s Journey: From doughnuts and fry oil to brioche and baguettes by matthew mcdonald 

For most of my life, I resisted becoming what I am. My parents split up when I was young, and because my older brother and sister were unreliable caretakers for a nine-year-old (as they were teenagers in the late 1970s, I can hardly blame them), I would go to work with Mom. She worked in a doughnut shop, making America’s favorite pastry. And, since doughnuts are a breakfast food, the job required her to keep baker’s hours. There was a clock on the wall and, under it, a beat-up radio cranking out rock and roll. Those were the sights, sounds, and smells of my childhood: a clock reading three a.m., Heart wailing “Barracuda” on FM, and the smell of fry oil and sweet doughnuts.

After high school, unable to commit to any one subject—math, physics, foreign languages?—I enrolled in junior college in Diamond Bar, California, because it was an affordable way to keep moving ahead in school while I figured out what I wanted to do. To support myself, I worked in pizzerias in Los Angeles. There were all kinds of things I could do at these places, from serving to working the pasta station, but everywhere I worked, I gravitated toward the oven. I was the oven guy, the dough guy. Yet while I loved to make pizza, I didn’t want to spend my life making pizza. So I kept going to school.

Eventually I headed north to Eureka, California, where my mom, stepdad, and little sister had moved, and I got a job at one of the Safeways in town, in the bakery. Today grocery store bakeries tend to use bake-off operations or heat-and-serve operations, or a combination of the two. But in 1993, that Safeway still baked from scratch every day.

I was the guy who, yep, made the doughnuts. I hadn’t been able to eat a doughnut for years, having overdosed on them as a child, but as I made them and gained some skill, I was able to enjoy them again. It was at this point, with one credit left to go for my degree, that I had an epiphany: heading into work, driving to a grocery store to make the day’s doughnuts, I realized I was really happy to be going to work. I liked to make things. And I liked dough. I’d resisted a life of baking since I was nine years old: I saw how hard my mom worked for almost no money, and I didn’t want to do that; I didn’t want to be frying doughnuts, listening to “Barracuda” at three in the morning for the rest of my life—but I finally realized that maybe I did.

So when my mom bought a bakery in Eureka with her husband and a business partner, I went to work for her. She sold mainly pastries and cakes, but I wanted to do bread. I worked fast alongside Kent, my mom’s partner, making doughnuts, croissants, cookies, and pies, and doing anything else that needed to be done, so that there would be time to make six loaves of a new bread we hadn’t made before. American bread baking was on the move, and I tried recipes from magazines, books, and friends in the industry. I had heard about people who could make up a bread recipe on the spot, and I wanted to learn how to do that. I worked hard to introduce breads into Mom’s bakery. I took a continuing education course at the Culinary Institute of America in St. Helena. I learned how to start a sourdough culture and to use baker’s percentages. I learned that I had to have a deck oven—a special oven for breads with narrow openings and long, deep hearths—and what kind of ingredients worked best. I learned about pre-ferments—levain and poolish—and other techniques for the slow creation of flavor critical to great bread. I was on fire.

I earned an internship at the National Baking Center, and that is where I changed. I entered as a young badass baker who thought he knew something, and I emerged, as I see it now, a professional. The NBC exposed me to whole new levels of quality, discipline, presentation, and attention to detail. I learned proper baking mise en place. What I’d been doing wasn’t bad—we put out really good products at Mom’s Cherry Blossom bakery, bread I’m still proud of. But the NBC was the hub of baking education at the time, with bakers from all over the world coming to share the experience offered at the school, and you were expected to live up to a certain standard. I trained under the superheroes of traditional European bread baking: Didier Rosada, Philippe LeCorre, and, briefly, Raymond Calvel, the godfather of modern bread baking.

And I was quickly and painfully made aware of my ignorance and insignificance. Going from a small family bakery to an international educational facility was a giant leap for me. The experience changed my identity. I was trained, and I was one of those guys who could make up a recipe from nothing. I’d become what I wanted to be.

I returned to Napa, and the CIA, to reenter the industry. I met and married my wife, Kristina. I took the test for Certified Master Baker and passed. I owned a bakery in New Jersey for a while that didn’t take off, but it taught me about production schedules—and humility. There I made bread for a Manhattan restaurant, The Tonic, headed by chef Chris Gesualdi, who had worked with Kristina at Thomas Keller’s Rakel. Chris loved my bread, and ultimately, in 2001, I decided to leave my bakery to work with him at Drew Nieporent’s Tribakery, in lower Manhattan.

In September, I stood out on the street with Chris and watched the towers go down. Chris knew people in the buildings, and I baked bread for Windows on the World. Our delivery guy was there delivering the day’s bread. He and so many others never made it out.

Kristina and I continued to move around the country. Angling to get back to the Napa Valley, she called her old boss, Thomas Keller, and told him I was available. As it happened, he was looking for a head baker. He brought me up for a tryout. It was this experience that taught me the importance of green tape—the green painter’s tape used in all Thomas’s restaurants to label food containers. I got everything set up the night before. I made my pre-ferments, which had to sit at room temperature overnight. I worked with the staff and set my mise en place in a corner by itself. I was totally prepared.

When I returned the next morning, all my food was gone—everything. I hadn’t labeled it, and the cleaning crew knew that unlabeled food was food that could be discarded. Faced with a tasting later that afternoon with Chef Keller and French Laundry chef de cuisine Corey Lee, I had to improvise. I borrowed some levain and poolish and made the necessary adjustments in my recipes. I had to work with what was available. I pulled it off. Both chefs liked the breads. (The multigrain I made that day was soon on the menu at The French Laundry.)

And here I am, amazed and lucky.
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Throw Out Your Measuring Cups—and other notes on using this book by susie heller and amy vogler

 The recipes in this book are the same ones, though scaled down, that Bouchon Bakery uses daily, along with many tips to make them easier to prepare at home. We tested them all multiple times, and we think your results will be as stunning as ours were. • We have learned so much working with Thomas; Sebastien, Bouchon Bakery’s executive pastry chef; and Matthew, Bouchon’s head baker, over many months, primarily in our Napa development kitchen but also in the Bouchon Bakery kitchens in Yountville and in New York City. As they baked, we weighed, measured, took notes, and asked questions. Then the testing began. More questions, more revisions, and, finally, the recipe! Then on to editing, and many more rounds of questions and answers. It was a remarkable process.

Sebastien and Matthew have wildly different personalities—Sebastien has the cool, precise nature required for pastry; Matthew is a rogue baker obsessed with bread—but at their core, they are more similar than they might appear. Both respect tradition and are influenced by classic techniques, but they reach beyond what has come before to develop their own unique techniques. For instance, when Sebastien makes cream puffs, he pipes the pâte à choux into silicone molds, freezes them, and then tops each cream puff with a thin cookie before baking to ensure a crunch when you bite. Matthew developed an unusual steam-generating system using a water gun, chains, and rocks to achieve the ultimate crust when baking bread at home. It’s the first time we’ve seen truly effective steam in a home oven.

The techniques that we learned during the writing of this book have changed our own approaches in many ways. We would like to share some of the insights.

WEIGHING VERSUS MEASURING

For years, chefs, professional bakers, and cookbook authors alike have urged home cooks to become comfortable with a scale, but habits are hard to change. Your mother and grandmother probably didn’t use scales, and you may even have their measuring cups in your kitchen drawer. But using a scale will change the way you cook and bake for the better in many ways.

And the merits of weighing are not only about accuracy: weighing is also more convenient. Weighing is a much easier and cleaner way to measure peanut butter, molasses, or corn syrup, for example—you simply set the mixing bowl on the scale, tare the scale (set it to zero), and measure the ingredient into the bowl, rather than having to scrape it into and out of a measuring cup. And, of course, there is the additional bonus that more than one ingredient can be measured into that same bowl.

Precision matters more in baking than in savory cooking, which is why Sebastien and Matthew provided exact weights, for optimum results. You’ll see that most of these recipes have what may seem crazily specific weights: 519 grams of flour, for instance, or 234 grams of sugar. This is because we converted these recipes from the larger-scale recipes used by the bakery. (This is another benefit of using weights—all recipes can easily be halved, doubled, or tripled, and so on, and they will work.) Do not be intimidated by these specific amounts—when you use a scale, it’s easy to measure 234 grams. However, when converting those weights to volume, we often had to round them off (despite Sebastien and Matthew’s preference that we not). In a short time it should become readily clear why weighing is the preferable route.

[image: Images]

We strongly recommend using digital scales, either a bigger one that weighs to the tenth of a gram, or a basic kitchen scale for larger quantities and a palm scale that weighs smaller quantities.

We encourage you to measure out all your ingredients before you begin, so you can mix and bake without interruption. You’ll notice that when an ingredient, such as sugar, is used more than once in a recipe, we split the measurements accordingly.

EQUIPMENT

Many home kitchens are now equipped with convection ovens. All the recipes in this book work well in a standard oven, but we give temperatures and times for convection baking as well when it yields a better result—and we explain why.

THE IMPORTANCE OF

{ Weighing }

There are so many variables present every time you begin a recipe: the heat of the kitchen, the ingredients, the calibration of your oven, to name just a few. Weighing rather than measuring by volume is a simple way of eliminating one big variable. It no longer matters whether the flour is lightly scooped into a measuring cup or packed into it, or whether it comes slightly over the rim or under it. When you measure by volume, the weight of an ingredient can differ each time. Once you get a scale, you can see for yourself how wide a range of weights a cup of flour can be, depending on how it is spooned or scooped or packed; it can vary in volume by as much as 50 percent depending on who’s doing the measuring, how the flour was stored and measured, and the humidity.

Another example is salt—different salts are not equal in weight when measured by volume. A tablespoon of Diamond Crystal kosher salt (used in these recipes), for example, weighs only 60 percent of what a tablespoon of Morton kosher salt weighs. So if you measure Morton kosher salt by volume, you will be adding far too much salt to your recipe.

Likewise, eggs vary slightly in weight from one to another; measuring eggs by weight ensures great accuracy. “Large” eggs are 56 grams/2 ounces by definition, but they vary in weight by 10 or more grams, so calling for eggs by weight, as we do in these recipes, guarantees more consistent results. And weighing allows you to use any size egg you have access to, which is especially helpful if you use farm-raised eggs, which are often not graded by size.

Weighing ingredients is also cleaner, faster, and more efficient. Digital scales have a “tare” button, a zeroing button, which allows you to measure a number of ingredients into the same bowl. You can, say, measure 500 grams of flour into the bowl, then hit the tare button, which will return the scale to zero so that you can add 100 grams of sugar, or whatever the recipe calls for.

Believe us, getting on the scale wave will change your life.

If your range hasn’t been calibrated for years, it would be wise to have it checked. A few degrees off in either direction can affect baking times. Maintaining a consistent temperature is also important. For that reason, it’s good to get into the habit of checking on what you are baking by turning on the oven light rather than opening the oven door, which will lower the temperature significantly.

We developed and tested the recipes in a Viking dual-fuel convection range.

KNOW YOUR HOT SPOTS

All ovens, even convection ovens, have hot spots, and it’s useful to know where your oven’s hot spots are. There’s an easy way (a trick we learned from Viking) to check for both hot spots and temperature accuracy: Buy a tube of refrigerated or ready-to-bake biscuits. Preheat your oven to the temperature given on the package, with a rack in the center. Bake the biscuits for the time the package recommends. These doughs have been rigorously tested, and the time and temperature guidelines are accurate. If the biscuits are overdone at the minimum recommended time, your oven is running hot; if they are underdone even after the maximum recommended time, your oven is running cool. Then evaluate the biscuits: some will be darker than others; this will show you your hot spots.

OVEN CYCLING

All ovens cycle, meaning they heat up to over the designated temperature and stop heating, then start heating up again when the temperature drops below what is set. An oven will bake or cook food most evenly if it has cycled three times (watch for the light to go on and then off each time). If you would rather not bother to check for cycling, preheat the oven for a minimum of 45 minutes.

STAND MIXER

Any dough or batter requires some kind of mixing. A stand mixer does that work with paddle, whisk, or dough hook. The recipes in this book were tested with a KitchenAid 5-quart Artisan mixer. Whatever type you use, learn its behavior: Does the mixing attachment hit all surfaces of the bowl, incorporating ingredients evenly? How fast does it run? How powerful is it? Once you’ve made a stand mixer a part of your kitchen, it’s hard to imagine doing without one.

The following are the terms we use to describe mixing speeds and their corresponding number on the 5-quart Artisan model:

low = 2

medium-low = 4

medium = 6

medium-high = 8

high = 10

The KitchenAid Artisan manual specifies that all yeasted doughs be mixed on low, which has an rpm (revolutions per minute) of 95. If you have a very powerful professional mixer, as we do at the bakery, you’ll be able to mix on medium speed (180 rpm) for half the time.

INGREDIENTS

Having worked with Thomas for many years, we are astounded by the number of products previously available only to chefs that can now be purchased in grocery or specialty stores or through the Internet. Perhaps this is nowhere more evident than in the candy chapter, which will have you making, among other confections, peppermint patties that give the original a run for its money. If an ingredient is not easily available in your neighborhood, turn to Sources, where you’ll find purveyors for every specialty item used in the book. Following the headnote in many recipes, we give the particular brands that we used—for various chocolates or food coloring, for instance—but of course other brands can almost always be substituted.

WORK CLEAN

Thomas always emphasizes the importance of working cleanly and efficiently. It begins simply with a clean work surface and tools, continues with his (and Sebastien’s) preference for using disposable pastry bags (it’s difficult to clean other pastry bags and keep them fresh), and ends with labeling all containers for storing doughs, batters, and any food. Working clean also refers to keeping batters and doughs “clean”: that is, preventing them from absorbing odors by double-wrapping them in plastic wrap before storing them in airtight containers.

Rolling out dough between sheets of parchment paper or plastic wrap allows you to roll them out without adding extra flour and, of course, keeps the work surface clean. And always clean as you go! Each time you finish a recipe or a component of a recipe, put away what you don’t need and wipe the counter down.

Equally important, read each recipe before you dive in. Read the recipe at least once from beginning to end, so that you understand the process. Picture yourself doing each step. In some cases, you’ll see a timeline alongside the recipe to help you gauge the time needed on longer recipes. Read the recipe notes. The captions to the photographs, and the essays that appear throughout the book, offer additional information.

THE DANCE OF CHILL

Sometimes a dough that has been chilled in the refrigerator may be too firm and cold to roll out with ease. So, you pound the dough with a rolling pin to flatten it somewhat and warm it to a temperature where it can be rolled out. Then you roll the dough slowly and see how it reacts. If it is difficult to roll or begins to crack, it’s too cold and should rest at room temperature a bit longer. (You may wonder why it was refrigerated in the first place, if it now needs to warm up, but the chilling is essential to relax the dough.) Then, depending on your level of experience and the temperature of the room, the dough may soften too much during rolling and need to be chilled again before it can be cut into shapes. This is part of why the refrigerator and freezer are such important tools in the baker’s kitchen. There’s nuance in knowing when a dough is at the right temperature to be worked, and an instinct for this comes with practice and experience.

Thomas has plaques in his restaurant kitchens that read “It’s all about finesse.” Nowhere is this more true than in baking. It’s all in the details!


[image: Images]

WEIGHING EGGS

Before weighing eggs, crack the eggs into a bowl and beat them with a fork to combine the yolks and whites. Strain the eggs; this will remove the chalazae (white spiral bands attaching the yolk to the membrane) and any small bits of shell and allow the eggs to flow freely when you weigh them.




BAKING GLUTEN FREE

Many recipes can be made with gluten-free flour, but not all gluten-free flours work the same way. Our recipes were tested with C4C flour (see ingredients list), so equal amounts of C4C can be substituted for the all-purpose flour in the cookies, scones and muffins, cakes (except for the crêpe cake), tarts, and pâte à choux.
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The Eternal Question: What Are Your Favorite Recipes? by susie heller and amy vogler

 What are your favorite recipes? We’re asked this all the time. Of course, these recipes are all favorites, as they’ve been chosen for Bouchon Bakery’s pastry cases and are devoured by thousands of people every day. You’ll also find some of the bakery’s seasonal hits, such as Marshmallow Eggs, Pumpkin Muffins, and Witches’ Hats. Plus there are some bonuses, such as the Pithiviers, available only to readers who bake from this book. But here are our very favorite recipes that we find ourselves coming back to again and again.

susie: I love the cookies, all of them—a love Thomas shares. They’re delicious and versatile. You can make them large or small. You can bake them soon after mixing the dough, or freeze it to bake later. Recently a large group of us rented a house in Santa Barbara for a weekend-long celebration. I traveled there with dozens and dozens of frozen cookie dough balls. We baked them fresh each day, and as many as we baked, they were gone in seconds.

A small bite doesn’t have to be a cookie—it can be a little cake. When you need to bake something in a hurry, you can’t beat the Financiers. I love both the traditional brown-butter and the chocolate versions, with their soft centers and crisp edges, but if I had to choose just one, I’d go with the traditional.

My first Bacon Cheddar Scone was a revelation. They’re perfect with eggs for breakfast, or with soup for lunch or dinner. They also make wonderful croutons on a salad (if you have any left over). And I never tire of the Chocolate Cherry Scones—there is something about that combination of sweet and tart, chocolate and cherry, that makes them irresistible to me.

Then there are the tarts! Each one is unique, and although I normally choose fruit tarts (try the Rhubarb Tart, and Plum Tart with Almond Cream) over chocolate, our Chocolate, Praline, and Cocoa Nib Tart is the best I’ve ever eaten. It has four distinct textures: a pâte sucrée crust, a praline layer, a chocolate ganache, and a crisp chocolate dentelle on top. It may seem like a lot of work, but you won’t regret spending the time.

One of the first desserts that Sebastien made for us was his version of a palmier, which bears little resemblance to the small rolled palmier cookies you may be picturing. It’s a showstopper (see the photo)—crunchy puff pastry filled with homemade raspberry jam and dusted with powdered sugar. (Warning: Once you make your own puff pastry, you’ll never be able to go back to store-bought frozen dough.)

Although I have made more traditional candies in the past, much of the confections chapter came as a complete surprise. I was like a kid in a candy shop, learning about new ingredients and techniques. Didn’t you love Cracker Jack, Peppermint Patties, and marshmallows as a kid? But could you have ever imagined making them—in fact, making versions far better than the originals?

And if you want to see your dog smile, make the Dog Treats. I have three dogs, and they’ve made it very clear that this is their favorite recipe in the book. (My husband’s is the Oatmeal Raisin Cookies.)

amy: My first baking job was making sticky buns, when I was a teenager on Long Beach Island, New Jersey. For years after, I couldn’t even think about eating one. But when it came time to test the brioche recipes, the familiarity of working with the “schmear” and the dough came rushing back. I made multiple batches to find the perfect amount of schmear coverage and “bubble over,” and in the process got reacquainted with an old favorite. Like so many of Sebastien’s pastries, the taste may be familiar and takes you back to a certain time and place, but the reality is far better than any recollection.

Often during the recipe testing, I found myself with a countertop covered by dozens of pastries at the end of the day. I tested batch after batch of Hot Cross Buns, with the terrific icing touched by a hint of cinnamon and cardamom, just the right counterpoint to the cranberries and currants in the buns. I sent my husband out late one afternoon with trays of the buns and a mission: give them all away to the neighbors. He came home with empty trays and a big smile, and he spent the rest of the evening answering calls of thanks.

The croissant was the most challenging recipe for me. Weighing the ingredients rather than measuring them helped shorten my learning curve. My advice to you is to be patient: although a block of butter encased in a simple yeasted dough seems fairly straightforward, much can change based on room temperature, time in the freezer, pressure of the rolling pin, etc. With each batch, you will have your own “aha” moment and an increasingly elevated level of satisfaction.

Overall, I’m most drawn to the breads, particularly the Pain de Campagne, the Multigrain Bread, and the Pain Rustique. As Thomas says, bread is the simplest of foods, but it can be fantastically nuanced: elemental ingredients transformed into a dough that you feel changing and strengthening with every fold and shaping. And then comes the wholesome, comforting smell as it bakes. Nothing tops that for me.

For the past two years, our houses have been filled with the wonderful aromas of pastries and breads baking in our ovens. We hope you will experience the same sense of pride that we do as you pull these beautiful products from your oven and share them with the people you love.




COOKIES

When I was growing up in Maryland and Southern Florida, our house always had cookies: pecan sandies, Nutter Butters, and Oreos. Who doesn’t like Oreos? I’ve never met anyone who doesn’t. Sometimes a cook would bring a bag of Oreos into the kitchen at The French Laundry. I’d set them on the shelf above the stoves so that their centers would get hot and creamy, and I’d devour them when there was a break in the action. [image: Images] Cookies incorporate the textures and flavors that we love best: crispness, chewiness, chocolate, caramel, vanilla, cream—all those different components that are so adored, all wrapped up in a little package that fits in your hand. The macaron is the most special cookie of all. When you eat a macaron for the first time, the world changes. I had my first macaron in France, in my late twenties—and wow! I didn’t know such a thing was possible: the delicate shell, the chewiness that followed, the sweet, creamy filling. [image: Images] What’s most important in making cookies is to master the basic techniques involved for each of them. For the chocolate chunk and chip cookies, the consistency of the butter before you add the sugar is important, as is how much to mix the eggs when you add them and then how long to mix in the flour. It’s a lesson in mixing. Shortbread, with only three basic ingredients, is all about the proportion of fat that a dough can hold and about how to maintain the shape of cookies with so much fat in them. [image: Images] Cookies are something that you can play around with; they allow you freedom and creativity. Once you understand the basic techniques, you will be limited only by your imagination.

Oatmeal Raisin Cookies
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	All-purpose flour

	144 grams | 1 cup + 1 teaspoon




	Ground cinnamon

	7.7 grams | 1 tablespoon




	Baking soda

	7.4 grams | 1½ teaspoons




	Kosher salt

	3.6 grams | 1¼ teaspoons




	Light brown sugar

	140 grams | ½ cup + 3½ tablespoons (lightly packed)




	Granulated sugar

	69 grams | ¼ cup + 1½ tablespoons




	Unsalted butter, at room temperature

	155 grams | 5.5 ounces




	Eggs

	62 grams | ¼ cup




	Vanilla paste

	7.7 grams| 1¼ teaspoons




	Old-fashioned oats

	155 grams | 2 cups




	Mixed raisins

	156 grams | 1 cup





We think that an outstanding oatmeal raisin cookie is crunchy on the outside and chewy on the inside, and that’s how these bake. We source a mixture of raisins; if a high-quality mixture is not available, use half dark and half golden raisins. If the raisins are not plump, pour hot water over them and let them sit for about 30 minutes before making the cookies, then drain and pat thoroughly dry.

You’ll need a 2½-inch (#10) ice cream scoop. • Cookies baked in a convection oven will have a more even color and will not spread as much as those baked in a standard oven.

Place the flour in a medium bowl. Sift in the cinnamon and baking soda, add the salt, and whisk together. Whisk together the sugars in a small bowl, breaking up any lumps.

Place the butter in the bowl of a stand mixer fitted with the paddle attachment. Turn to medium-low speed and cream the butter, warming the bowl if needed (see Pommade), until it is the consistency of mayonnaise and holds a peak when the paddle is lifted. Add the sugars and mix for 3 to 4 minutes, until fluffy. Scrape down the sides and bottom of the bowl. Add the eggs and vanilla paste and mix on low speed for 15 to 30 seconds, until just combined. Scrape down the bowl again. The mixture may look broken, but that is fine (overwhipping the eggs could cause the cookies to expand too much during baking and then deflate).

Add the combined dry ingredients in 2 additions, mixing on low speed for 15 to 30 seconds after each, until just combined. Scrape the bottom of the bowl to incorporate any dry ingredients that have settled there. Add the oats and pulse on low about 10 times to combine. Pulse in the raisins. Refrigerate the dough for 30 minutes.

Position the racks in the upper and lower thirds of the oven and preheat the oven to 325°F (convection or standard). Line two sheet pans with Silpats or parchment paper.

Using the ice cream scoop, divide the dough into 6 equal portions, 145 grams each. Roll each one into a ball between the palms of your hands. (The dough can be shaped in advance; see Note.)

The cookies are very large; bake only 3 on each pan. With a short end of the pan toward you, place one cookie in the upper left corner, one in the lower left corner
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Chocolate Chunk and Chip Cookies




	
	


	
	



	
	



	
	



	
	



	
	



	
	



	
	



	
	



	
	



	
	



















Double Chocolate Chunk and Chip Cookies











	







Better Nutters
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TO MAKE BITE-SIZE COOKIES
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THE SHORT OF IT








Speculoos




	
	



	
	



	
	



	
	



	
	



	
	



	
	



	
	



	
	



	
	



	
	



	
	



















COOKIES, AN APPRECIATION







Decorated Cookies











	FAVORITE COMBINATIONS





	
	



	
	



	
	



	
	



	
	






Dog Treats






	
	



	
	



	
	



	
	



	
	



	
	







	
	



	
	



	
	

















Florentines

FLORENTINS




	
	



	
	







	
	



	
	



	
	



	
	
	



	
	
	



	
	



	
	



	
	



	
	



	
	



	
	
























Macarons








Vanilla Macarons




	
	



	
	



	
	



	
	




	
	



	
	



	
	







	
	



	
	



	
	
























WARMING UP EGGS





PARCHMENT PAPER








FLAVOR MATURATION





Lemon Macarons



Raspberry Macarons







Hazelnut Macarons





	
	



	
	



	
	



	
	



	
	











KEEP YOUR BUBBLE WRAP
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