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Introduction



It was never my intention to be a reporter, a critic, an advocate. It was also never my intention to provide audiences with “everything” they needed to know about a place—or even a balanced or comprehensive overview. I am a storyteller. I go places, I come back. I tell you how the places made me feel. Through the use of powerful tools like great photography, skillful editing, sound mixing, color correction, music (which is often composed specifically for the purpose) and brilliant producers, I can—in the very best cases—make you feel a little bit like I did at the time. At least I hope so. It’s a manipulative process. It’s also a deeply satisfying one.

—ANTHONY BOURDAIN, 2012



Did the world need another travel guide, and did we need to write it? In March 2017, when Tony and I began to discuss the idea for this book—an atlas of the world as seen through his eyes (and the lens of television)—I wasn’t entirely sure. He was ever busier and more prolific, with a publishing imprint, an interest in a travel website, and several film and writing passion projects atop his demanding TV career. With so much content out there and in the works, I sometimes felt that we were careening toward “Peak Bourdain.”

I had, however, thoroughly enjoyed the process of writing a cookbook (Appetites, published in 2016) with Tony. We met in 2002, when I was hired to edit and test recipes for Anthony Bourdain’s Les Halles Cookbook, his first entry in that category. I started working as his assistant (or, as he liked to say, “lieutenant”) in 2009, and over the years I’d become involved with various editing and writing projects in addition to the more ground-level tasks of an assistant; I wasn’t about to say no when he asked if I’d like to work on another book with him.

We worked well together. I’d spent enough time in daily correspondence with Tony to have a good sense of the way he’d choose his words and set his rhythm. He wrote nearly impeccable prose, but on the occasion when it needed a bit of tidying or fleshing out, I was able to do that, I think, without detection.

The publishing business being what it is, and Tony’s impossible schedule being what it was, it was nearly a year from that initial conversation to when our work on this book began in earnest. Our first order of business was to sit down and brainstorm what would go into it—the places, people, food, sights, markets, hotels, and more that had stuck with him, without aid of notes or videos, throughout nearly twenty years of traveling the world in the service of making television.

One spring afternoon in 2018, I sat across from Tony at his dining table, in the Manhattan high-rise apartment he had lovingly styled into a reasonable facsimile of a suite at his favorite Los Angeles hotel, the Chateau Marmont (see here). He’d picked up smoking again, a number of years after quitting; he’d been talking earnestly about a plan to stop, but in the meantime, in response to complaints from his neighbors, he’d recently installed an industrial-strength smoke-eater machine, of the kind and caliber normally seen only in casinos and bars.

I’d chosen my seat, under the ceiling-mounted contraption, rather poorly: while Tony chain-smoked and free-associated for over an hour, recalling best-loved dishes and hotels and people, the machine’s powerful vacuum sucked the smoke across my face and into its maw. I left the apartment smelling like a late-1990s bar crawl through hell, but in possession of an hourlong audio recording in which we’d laid out a blueprint for the book, a window into what had shaped his understanding and appreciation for some of the world’s most interesting places, as he tirelessly explored and documented them.

After this conversation, Tony went back out to keep exploring the world for his television show Parts Unknown—Kenya, Texas, Manhattan’s Lower East Side, Indonesia—while I started to track down old episodes, began to painstakingly transcribe the relevant bits, and wrote lists of questions. My plan was to get a few chapter outlines completed and hand them to Tony, to make sure we were on the same page, and to get him started on filling in the juice, the essential Tonyness. Only, I never got a chance.

If I’d known that that single meeting would be the only one we’d have about the book, I would have pushed him for more specifics in those places where he’d said, “Let’s come back to it,” or “See what you can pull up.” It is a hard and lonely thing to coauthor a book about the wonders of world travel when your writing partner, that very traveler, is no longer traveling that world. And, to be honest, in the difficult days and weeks after his death, I once again found myself asking, “Does the world need this book?”

Of great comfort in the immediate aftermath of Tony’s departure, and even now, more than two years later, is the steady chorus of admiration for what he accomplished while he was here, and the expressions of deep sorrow over the loss of him, from many corners of the world. The sheer magnitude of his cultural impact became clear to me only after he died.

Maybe the world could use another travel guide, full of Tony’s acid wit and thoughtful observations and a few sly revelations of the mysterious contours of his battered heart, stitched together from all the brilliant and hilarious things he’d said and written about the world as he saw it.

We had initially planned for Tony to write a number of essays about specific topics that moved him—his abiding love of France; the countries in which he was no longer welcome, by decree of one irritated government or another; the eccentricities of various European palates; a specific onsen outside Kyoto that was so hushed, luxurious, and polished that it remained his favorite, even after many return trips to Japan.

He was gone before having the chance to write those essays, so I have recruited a number of Tony’s friends, family members, and colleagues to contribute their own collected thoughts and memories about places they experienced with Tony. You’ll find recollections of visits to France, Uruguay, and the New Jersey shore from Tony’s brother, Christopher Bourdain; a story from Tony’s producer and director Nari Kye of coming to terms with her Korean roots while shooting in Seoul; the producer and musician Steve Albini on the places he wishes he could share a meal with Tony in Chicago, and more.

You’ll notice that, while this book does include basic information on topics like transportation and hotels, this is far from a comprehensive guide to any one location. Prices, exchange rates, travel routes, geopolitical stability, and the business of making and selling food and beverages are all flexible, changing things; for the most up-to-date and detailed information about how to take a train between Ho Chi Minh City and Hanoi, say, or exactly which buses will get you from Midtown Manhattan to the Bronx, you will want to supplement this volume with a fat, full-color guidebook dedicated to one city or country, or, you know, the internet.

Please note, too, that in certain cases, some of Tony’s quotes have been slightly edited or condensed for clarity; these quotes have been pulled from a variety of sources, chief among them the written transcripts of his television shows No Reservations, The Layover, and Parts Unknown, along with the various essays Tony wrote in support of certain episodes, and, on occasion, remarks he made to various publications about a specific person or place.

I have tried, as much as possible, to stick to the plan for this book as Tony laid it out. In some cases, a beloved restaurant or bar has permanently closed, or had a change of ownership and with it a change in product, ambience, or attitude. And in some cases, a business has succumbed to the “Bourdain effect,” which is to say, once a low-key restaurant or bar or sausage kiosk was featured on the show, its number of customers often skyrocketed, with Bourdain-inspired pilgrims showing up in droves to try the thing that Tony had on camera. In theory, this was a good thing, a coveted thing for businesses, but it could also utterly disrupt a beloved local institution, turning it into a sideshow or, depending on how the business handled it, a shitshow. Tony and his crew were aware of this possibility, and sensitive to it, though of course it was ultimately a decision each business owner made.

There are risks, and there are rewards, of being exposed to the entire world’s hunger to eat, travel, and live like Tony.

“Who gets to tell the stories?” asked Tony on the Kenya episode of Parts Unknown, which he made with his CNN colleague W. Kamau Bell. It was the last episode for which he recorded narration, and the winner, in 2019, of an Emmy Award for television writing.

“This is a question asked often. The answer, in this case, for better or for worse, is, ‘I do.’ At least this time out. I do my best. I look. I listen. But in the end, I know: it’s my story, not Kamau’s, not Kenya’s, or Kenyans’. Those stories are yet to be heard.”
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Argentina



Buenos Aires








“Buenos Aires: capital of Argentina, second-largest country in South America. It’s got a quirky, unique character all its own. It looks like no other place, and it feels unlike any other.” Tony visited Argentina for No Reservations in 2007, and he returned nine years later with Parts Unknown for a more focused look at the city, in a hot and semideserted summertime.

“It’s got sort of a mournful, sad, sweet quality that I like. Fits with the architecture. January and February are the hottest months here, middle of summer, and most Porteños who can afford it get out of town, to cooler climes.

“Argentina has the distinction of being home to more head-shrinkers per capita than anywhere else in the world. Now, it’s a proud country. I mean, one of the stereotypes is that Argentines are too proud, that they’re full of themselves. Vain. If this is so, why is psychotherapy so huge in this country? I mean, this is the kingdom of doubt. It’s an extraordinary thing, because in many cultures, to confess that you need to even confide in someone is seen as a sign of weakness. Here, everybody does it, and in no way frowns upon it.”

Tony submitted to an on-camera therapy session with a psychologist, footage of which was woven throughout the episode; in it, he disclosed a recurring nightmare of being trapped in a luxury hotel, and the depressive spiral that a bad airport hamburger could bring on.

“I feel like Quasimodo, the Hunchback of Notre Dame—if he stayed in nice hotel suites with high-thread-count sheets. I feel kind of like a freak, and . . . very isolated.”



ARRIVAL IN BUENOS AIRES, AND GETTING AROUND





Buenos Aires has two airports, the larger of which is Ministro Pistarini International, also known as Ezeiza International (EZE), which is fourteen miles from the center of Buenos Aires. It handles 85 percent of the country’s international traffic, and it’s a hub for Aerolineas Argentinas. EZE services flights from all over South America, select North American cities, and a handful of European and Middle Eastern cities. Taxis queue outside the arrivals hall; the trip from EZE to the center of the city takes about thirty-five minutes and will cost about 1,750 Argentine pesos, or about US$30. Taxi drivers do not expect a standard percentage of the fare as a tip, but rounding up or asking the driver to keep the change is always appreciated, especially if he or she has handled your luggage. There are also bus lines from EZE, and car rentals are available.

Buenos Aires’s smaller airport, handling exclusively domestic traffic (with the exception of a single Montevideo, Uruguay, flight), is Jorge Newbury Airfield. It’s just a mile and a half from Buenos Aires’s downtown area, with bus lines, metered taxis, and rental cars available.

Travelers already in Uruguay may choose to cross the River Plate (actually an estuary) on a ferry from Montevideo to Buenos Aires, a journey of just over two to just over four hours, and costing between 2,900 and 8,700 pesos, or US$50–$150 each way, depending on time of day and whether your journey is by boat only or includes a bus transfer. Bear in mind that as this is an international crossing, you will pass through security, passport control, and customs, just as if you were flying. The two major carriers are Buquebus and Colonia Express.

[image: image]

In town, Buenos Aires is well served by bus routes, along with a seven-line underground metro system known as Subte, which links the downtown to the outer reaches of the city. Both bus and metro fares are paid via a rechargeable SUBE card, available in metro stations, at official Tourist Assistance Centers, and at various kioskos, or corner tobacco and candy shops, throughout the city. For detailed city transit information, visit www.argentina.gob.ar/sube.



IN THE MOOD FOR MEAT





Tony enjoyed Bodegón Don Carlos, “an unassuming, family-run joint across from [La Bombonera] soccer stadium,” owned and run since 1970 by Juan Carlos Zinola, who goes by Carlitos, his wife, Marta Venturini, and their daughter, Gaby Zinola. It’s in the La Boca neighborhood, which, despite its reputation as a slightly seedy area, is a lively tourist destination by day, for soccer fans, the contemporary art crowd drawn to Fundación Proa, and the masses seeking cheap amusement at the artists’ haven turned schlocky permanent street fair, Caminito.

Historically, there hasn’t been a menu at Bodegón Don Carlos; diners are greeted and asked how hungry they are, and what they like to eat, and then dishes are delivered accordingly—meatballs, Spanish tortilla patata, tomato salads, empanadas, blood sausage, steaks, pastas, and more. Word on the street suggests that the number of foreign visitors has grown since Tony’s visit, and that menus, with prices, are available on request, though still it’s worth it to surrender and put oneself in Carlitos’s capable hands.



BODEGÓN DON CARLOS: Brandsen 699 La Boca, Buenos Aires C1161AAM, Tel +54 11 4362 2433 (full meal with beverage about 3,500 pesos/US$60 per person)



“On the outskirts of town, in the roaring summer heat, the fires still burn hot. A tempting miasma of meat fills the midafternoon air.”

Tony met his on-camera therapist, Marina, at Los Talas del Entrerriano for a traditional parrilla lunch: plate after plate of ribs, steaks, sausages, and, at Marina’s insistence, achuras, or, as Tony might have called them, “the nasty bits”: intestines, kidneys, blood sausage, and more. “On the parrilla,” Tony observed, “many parts of once living things sizzle and char for the pleasure of those Porteños who remain in town. Meat is king in fire, and we shall go hard in honoring the flame.”

Los Talas is a cavernous, casual place, with tables that seat up to ten people; smaller groups are seated together to fill a table. The portions are enormous, the sides and drinks are afterthoughts, the flames are hot, and the mood is lively.



LOS TALAS DEL ENTRERRIANO: Avenida Brigadier Juan Manuel de Rosas 1391, Jose Leon Suarez, Buenos Aires, Tel +54 11 4729 8527 (about 1,750 pesos/US$30 per person)
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Australia



Melbourne








“Australia: a new world at the other end of the world, a rapidly deepening and expanding culture of food and chefs, extraordinary wines, a few important melting pots with a whole lotta space in between. The Crocodile Dundee image—the whole ‘shrimp on the barbie,’ beer-swilling ‘matey’ nonsense was an unfortunate misstep.

“I’ve been here many times, and the Australia I love is a very different one than the folksy, outdoorsy wild kingdom, with the Foster’s silliness of films and commercials.”

Considering the distance from his New York City home, Tony spent a fair amount of time in Australia, between television shoots, book promotion (the Aussies are voracious consumers of his writing) and speaking gigs, most recently at the twentieth anniversary of the legendary Melbourne Food & Wine Festival. He was frank in his love of the city:

“Melbourne has been described, superbly, as ‘like San Francisco without the fog,’ a fantastically mixed culture of Chinese, Vietnamese, Greek, Lebanese. I’ve always felt particularly connected to the Melbourne chef mafia, a lovable bunch of home teamers and visiting Brits who, for some time, have been making magic out on the edge. Sydney’s fine dining is great, but it’s Melbourne I keep coming back to. Maybe it’s friends, maybe it’s the ingredients; I expect it’s the uniquely Melbournian attitude. Everybody has to have a favorite place, and in Australia, Melbourne is mine.”



ARRIVAL AND GETTING AROUND





Melbourne Airport (MEL), locally known as Tullamarine, is Australia’s second-busiest airport after Sydney’s. Served by all the big carriers of the Pacific Rim—Qantas, Singapore, Cathay Pacific, Air China, Virgin Australia, and more—it’s about fourteen miles from the city’s central business district.

A taxi, hailed from a rank outside the arrivals hall, from the airport to downtown Melbourne will take about thirty minutes, depending on traffic, and will run about $60 Australian/US$40; tips are appreciated but not expected.

There’s also a SkyBus shuttle that runs frequently between the airport and the city, which is A$19/US$13 one way or A$36/US$25 round trip (www.skybus.com.au).

Once in the city, you can avail yourself of Melbourne’s extensive public transportation system, composed of trains, buses, and trams, all under the umbrella of Public Transport Victoria (www.ptv.vic.gov.au). The city also has a bike-share program, and taxis can be hailed on the street or engaged from dozens of ranks around the city.



MARKETING AND CHOWING DOWN IN MELBOURNE



“Queen Vic Market is a sprawling, busy indoor area where it seems everyone comes for their vegetables, fish, dairy, and meat, avocados, monkfish, excellent slabs of meat—for not too much money.”

Established in 1878, the Queen Victoria Market does attract tourists and serve local chefs, but in fact it’s also the place where supermarket-eschewing locals shop and eat. Over six hundred vendors operate in a space that covers two city blocks.

“A bratwurst, incongruously enough, is the typical lunch for your market-going Melbournian. This is probably Melbourne’s most famous street food. You come to Melbourne, you go to the Vic Market, you have a bratwurst. This is something that everyone, everyone does,” Tony observed, while visiting with chef Paul Wilson in 2009, for No Reservations. The pair sought out his beloved “meat in tube form” at Bratwurst Shop, a “sensible fucking breakfast,” which he found to be “chunky, spicy . . . beautiful, man.”



QUEEN VICTORIA MARKET: Corner of Elizabeth and Victoria Streets, Melbourne 3000, Tel +03 9320 5822, www.qvm.com.au



BRATWURST SHOP & CO.: Queen Victoria Market, Shop 99–100, Dairy Produce Hall, Melbourne 3000, Tel +03 9328 2076, www.bratwurstshop.com (basic bratwurst about A$8/US$5.50)



Tony was wild about the pleasure and pain brought on by good Sichuan cooking, and Dainty Sichuan, helmed by the husband-and-wife team of Ye Shao and Ting Lee, left its mark.

“Sichuan is one of my favorite regional Chinese styles, and it’s surprisingly hard to find the real thing, even in Manhattan, where most cooks in Sichuan restaurants are, in fact, from Hong Kong or Fuzhou. Best known for its intense heat, Sichuan [cuisine] is actually a wonderfully sadomasochistic interplay between pleasure and pain, between the scorching, searing bite of the dried red Sichuan pepper and the cooling, more floral relief, the tingling, numbing component of the tiny black Sichuan flower pepper.”

Upon arrival at Dainty Sichuan, he noted, “You could smell it right away, walking in the door: The peppers of Sichuan cooking. There’s a reason the legends persist, of Sichuanese cooks spiking their dishes with opium. Nothing else explains the powerful addiction one develops to something that just hurts so bad.” You can get your fix with servings of “mouth-watering” chicken, pork heart and tongue, fatty pork belly and cumin-flavored pork.

“What do you do to top that, now that my palate’s been blown out by the flavor equivalent of a weekend at Caligula’s house? It—it’s surreal. This is really surreal. It’s wacky, in a good way. You actually forget you’re in the bustling urban center of Melbourne. You’re somewhere else, riding wave after wave of flavor into another dimension.”



DAINTY SICHUAN: 176 Toorak Road, South Yarra, Melbourne 3141, Tel +61 3 9078 1686, www.daintysichuanfood.com (typical meal about A$60/US$40 per person)



Tony abdicated all dinner-related decision making to his gang of Melbourne chef friends, which is how he frequently found himself eating congee, suckling pig, hot pot, and steamed whole fish to sop up the booze at Supper Inn, a modest Chinatown Cantonese joint that’s been consistently serving a late-night crowd (it stays open till 2:30 a.m.) for over four decades. Ascend a timber-paneled staircase to a fluorescent-lit dining room that, in the later hours, will invariably be crammed with employees of Melbourne’s hardworking service industry. As Tony recalled clearly, in planning this chapter, “That place is good.”



SUPPER INN: 15 Celestial Avenue, Melbourne 3000, Tel +61 3 9663 4759 (about A$30/US$20 per person)



Sydney





“Sydney, Australia: famous for its temperate, sunny climate; warm and inviting beaches; turquoise blue water.”

But for the extremely long flight to get there from New York, Tony’s visits to Sydney were what he would call “low impact”: agreeable weather, first-world accommodations, lots of great food and wine, and no language barrier. Australia was a place where he could relax and take it all in.

In 2012, during the final season of No Reservations, he noted, “For the first time, actually, I’m starting to experience real estate lust.

“Nobody bitches about Sydney. . . . Daytime drinking is really underrated. This is one of the great things about this country. You drink in the street. A good time to be eating in Australia, and it’s only getting better. People do well in this town.”



ARRIVAL AND GETTING AROUND





Sydney Kingsford Smith International Airport (SYD) is Australia’s largest and busiest airport, located about five miles from the city center. It is the main hub for Qantas, and is served by all the major Pacific carriers, and many domestic airlines.

To get from the airport to the city, you can take a taxi from the queue outside arrivals halls, an approximately twenty-five-minute ride for about A$50/US$34. Tips are appreciated but not expected. There are also various shuttle options, which can be arranged at Redy2Go desks in the terminals.
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Sydney’s Airport Link train departs every 10 minutes, and is part of the city’s multi-line metro and train network. Purchase an Opal card on the platform or in selected newsstands in the airport terminal. The one-way fare is about $A20/US$13.50 for adults and $A16 / US$11.50 for children (www.airportlink.com.au).



BUENOS AIRES BY WAY OF SYDNEY, LIVING SEAFOOD, CLASSIC STREET PIES, AND “THE TEMPLE OF ALL THINGS MEAT”





In Sydney, Tony spent time in the company of Ben Milgate and Elvis Abrahanowicz, chef-owners of “the wonderful, absurdly delicious, crazy-ass Argentinean-themed Porteño—a restaurant that takes the new-to-Australia craze for fatty hunks of meat to, well, extreme lengths. The animals rotate slowly, slowly on the track on wheels, right in the middle of the dining room. Nearby, the wood-burning parrilla. It’s hot on the meat station, hot enough to melt those tattoos right off, but these are some dedicated motherfuckers.”

Since Tony’s 2012 visit, the restaurant has relocated (and taken its open-fire equipment with it). In keeping with plant-forward dietary trends, some of the grill’s real estate has been given over to vegetables, though the beloved whole pigs, sides of beef, blood sausages, and sweetbreads remain. Gone, alas, is Gardel’s, the bar upstairs from the original location, where first-come, first-served guests waited patiently with a drink; fortunately, however, Porteño now accepts reservations.



PORTEÑO: 50 Holt Street, Surry Hills, Sydney, Tel +61 2 8399 1440, www.porteno.com.au (average meal about $A120/US$82 per person)



Golden Century is “where all the chefs—and I mean all the chefs—go sooner or later. Mostly later, like late at night when drunk, after service.” Wherever there’s a thriving urban restaurant culture, there are these chef havens, for late-night camaraderie. “When you’re in the restaurant business, you really feel, especially after a shift, you can’t talk to normal people. You need to see people who understand what kind of a strange and terrible world you live in, you know?”

At Golden Century, which Linda and Eric Wong have owned and operated for over thirty years, restaurant lifers and civilians alike choose their supper from “tank after tank of the fruits of the sea, right to your plate, after a brief interval in the wok, served with a cold beer or three.” Or a bottle of wine: the list is impressively broad and deep, especially given the simplicity of the room and the no-frills service. Early in the day, classic dim sum service is also available.

Try the mud crabs, wok fried with ginger and shallots. Or, if you’re feeling bold, order the whole raw and cooked lobster dish: “Cut, remove brains, extract tail meat, then dice. Pair with raw salmon and oysters. It emerges from a thick cloud of dry ice like Zeppelin at the Garden, 1975. And the rest of Mr. Lobster, salt-and-pepper style, batter fried with Sichuan peppercorns. If there’s an Aussie national dish, this might well be it.”



GOLDEN CENTURY: 393–399 Sussex Street, Sydney 2000, Tel +61 2 9212 3901, www.goldencentury.com/au (about $A80/US$55 per person)



“Curried beef, a heaping scoop of mashed potatoes, a volcano crater full of mushy peas, and an eruption of brown gravy. Come on, you know you want that. Look at that: a volcano of love. This is one of those things you just kinda gotta do in Sydney.”

Grab a plastic fork and a beer and you’re ready for the Curried Tiger Pie, the signature dish at Harry’s Café de Wheels, a once mobile cart, now a permanently affixed kiosk, vending meat-filled pastries in the eastern suburb of Woolloomooloo since 1938 (with a brief respite during World War II, so that its founder, Harry “Tiger” Edwards, could enlist in the Second Australian Imperial Force).

“It may not be the best meat pie in the world, or even in Sydney, but it is certainly the most famous, it is certainly the most traditional, even inevitable. And it’s just damned good. You’ve only got to ask yourself, of any town, ‘What do they do better in this town than anyplace else?’ And the meat pies are pretty fucking good here.” In addition to the flagship, there are now multiple Harry’s locations around Sydney and its suburbs, as well as outposts near Melbourne, Newcastle, and Shenzhen, China.



HARRY’S CAFÉ DE WHEELS: Corner of Cowper Wharf Roadway and Dowling Street, Woolloomooloo, NSW 2011, Tel +02 9357 3074, www.harryscafedewheels.com.au (pies and hot dogs from about $A6 to $10/US$4–$7)



“This is the most magnificent butcher shop, the temple of all things meat on the planet. Victor Churchill’s was the oldest butcher shop in Sydney, dating back to 1876, but now, after an enormously expensive renovation, it is the realization of a dream, a gift from Anthony Puharich to his father, Victor Puharich, a third-generation butcher who emigrated here from Croatia, and busted his ass to send his son to school and take care of his family.”

Victor has since become one of the largest wholesale meat cutters in the country, and his retail shop is indeed exquisite, more like a fine clothing or jewelry shop than a meat-cutting room.

“This is not business: this is love. The antique slicer, the glass-encased cutting rooms, the old wood boards. Refrigerated shelves show off a dizzying array of classic French pâtés, terrines, and charcuterie.”

In addition to cuts of raw and dry-aged meat, all of it raised domestically, Victor Churchill proffers a wide range of charcuterie, pâtés, terrines, and sausages with French, Spanish, and Italian roots, as well as chickens cooked on an antique rotisserie. A sampling of jamón, prosciutto, chorizo, salami, duck rillettes, and ballotine of rabbit will convince you: “The place is magic.”



VICTOR CHURCHILL: 132 Queen Street, Woollahra, 2025 NSW, Tel +02 9328 0402, www.victorchurchill.com (prices vary)
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Austria



Vienna








“Any country where they speak German, I’m already kind of ambivalent about.”

Tony’s Christmastime visit to Vienna, for No Reservations, is a great example of a trip in which his initial reluctance to enjoy a place was slowly, and to his surprise, replaced by enchantment.

“Vienna: capital city of Austria, once the seat of the gigantic Austro-Hungarian Empire and now a city of 1.3 million people. I’ve always been hesitant to come here, for no good reasons, really; unreasonable prejudice and the aftermath of childhood trauma.

“When I was a kid, I had an Austrian barber named Helmut who invariably butchered me into looking like one of the Little Rascals as I sat under a mural of an Alpine vista. Then there was The Sound of Music, which was set in Salzburg, not Vienna, but which I hated and always associated with anywhere in the neighborhood. And then there’s all those amazing traditional pastries and sweets for which Austria has always been justifiably famous. I don’t really like sweets. That’s why I stayed away.”

Although Vienna is such a culturally rich city, having seen centuries of empires rise and fall, an important breeding ground for musicians (the elder and younger Johann Strauss, Johannes Brahms, Anton Bruckner, Gustav Mahler); artists (Gustav Klimt, Egon Schiele); architects (Otto Wagner, Adolf Loos); as well as the father of modern psychoanalysis, Sigmund Freud—despite all this, Tony was immune to its charms. Or rather, he was immune, until he discovered an Austrian antitradition that appealed to his dark sensibilities.

“Krampus Day: a day where people dress up in furs and demon outfits to honor Saint Nick’s evil counterpart, Krampus. He’s sort of like Santa’s enforcer. You’re not on Santa’s nice list, but on his naughty list? Krampus comes over and fucks you all up.” He would later try to work an animated Krampus segment into one of the legendarily twisted No Reservations holiday specials, but it was, ultimately, too dark for the network.

“I just had a lotta mixed emotions about the place, which is maybe why I’ve put off coming here for so long, but I have to say, I find it charming here. I’ve found chefs pushing the boundaries of taste and, frankly, decency, with really good, simple food and a place that understands the power of pork. This city has turned me around, the ghost of Christmas present has shown me something new. I feel vaguely Christmasy. Yeah, I feel like Scrooge, you know, at the end when he gets all happy and wants to buy gifts and stuff. Merry fucking Christmas, everybody.”



ARRIVAL AND GETTING AROUND





Vienna International Airport (VIE) is the country’s largest, handling hundreds of flights within Europe each day, along with several to and from Africa, Asia, and North America. VIE is the headquarters and hub for Austrian Airlines.

VIE is about eleven miles from the city center; a metered taxi, widely available in ranks outside the terminals, will take twenty to thirty minutes, depending on traffic, and will cost about 35 euros/US$39, plus the expected 10 percent tip. The City Airport Train (CAT) is another option, taking passengers from the airport to Wien Mitte train station, in the city center, in just sixteen minutes, for 12 euros/US$13.25 one way, or 21 euros/US$23 round trip; children up to fourteen years old travel for free. Those departing the city for the airport can also check luggage and obtain passes for upcoming flights upon boarding the CAT at the train station. See www.cityairporttrain.com for details.

Once in town, the Viennese public transport system, Wiener Linien, composed of subways, local trains, buses, and trams, is comprehensive, excellent, and easy to use. Single rides cost just over 2 euros, with various volume discount passes available. All modes of transport operate on an honor system, meaning there are no formal ticket checks or turnstiles, just plainclothes agents who will occasionally check all tickets and issue steep fines for those who have not paid a fare.



FERRIS WHEEL





Inside one of Vienna’s largest public parks, the Prater, is an amusement park, the Wurstelprater, and inside of that is the world’s oldest operating Ferris wheel, originally built in 1897, and rebuilt, after a fire, in 1945. Climb into one of its boxy, windowed wooden cabins for a true thrill ride, 212 feet in the air.

“One of the more famous scenes from film history happened here: the Riesenrad Ferris wheel at the Prater. Orson Welles and Joseph Cotton; film, The Third Man. Orson Welles, playing Harry Lime, has agreed to meet his old friend Holly Martins at the Prater, and take the Ferris wheel up. And up top, in rather menacing fashion, he slides the door open, which, shockingly, you’re not allowed to do. He looks down and he’s at the famous speech [which Tony more or less approximated from memory; Harry’s dialogue, from the screenplay by Graham Greene, is as follows]:

‘Don’t be melodramatic. Look down there. Would you feel any pity if one of those dots stopped moving forever? If I offered you twenty thousand pounds for every dot that stopped, would you really, old man, tell me to keep my money?’”

The Riesenrad may be old, but it is scrupulously maintained, having been refurbished several times in the postwar years, with a backup generator in case the power is cut, and manual operation capacity should all else fail.



RIESENRAD FERRIS WHEEL: Riesenradplatz 1, 1020 Vienna, Tel +43 1 7295430, www.wienerriesenrad.com (adults, 12 euros/US$13.25; children 3–14, 5 euros/US$5.50; children under 3 free)



SERIOUS PORK AT THE NASCHMARKT





“Since I’ve been so rude and dismissive of all things Austrian, I don’t have any friends here. Fortunately, my driver turns out to also be an erudite young man of many facets: Clemens, a DJ, gourmand, professional driver, enabler, and good fucking guy. And he knows what I like.”

It’s hard not to like the Naschmarkt, Vienna’s largest outdoor market, with about 120 stalls of produce, meats, fish, poultry, cheeses, baked goods, imports from the Middle East, Asia, and India, and a Saturday flea market, plus a number of bars, cafés, and restaurants.

“Clemens guided me through the Naschmarkt for its meat-centric central destination, Urbanek. Urbanek is magnificent; my kind of wonderland; a justifiably famous center of man-on-pork love. . . . Rarely have I seen so much good stuff in one tiny, tiny little place. Great cheese, most of which I’m unfamiliar with. Hams and cured pork products that would give even Hef an unassisted stiffy. A family business, of course, run by Gerhard [Urbanek] and his sons, Thomas and Daniel.”

Sample a bit of everything, then take away a package of ham, smoked pork, and cheese, to be made into a cordon bleu: wrapped in a pounded pork loin, breaded, and deep-fried in pork fat, in a little kitchen at the back of butcher Huerta Gruber’s shop. Alas, Gruber died in 2013, and her shop has closed, but there are other purveyors of cordon bleu in Vienna; inquire of the Urbanek family, or a trusted Austrian guide.



NASCHMARKT: Linke & Rechte Wienzeile, Vienna, Tel +43 1 40005430, www.wien.gv.at



URBANEK: Naschmarkt, stall 46, Vienna, Tel +43 1 1 5872080 (wine, ham, bread, and cheese for two people, about 50 euros/US$55)
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Bhutan



“Bhutan: a remote, relatively rarely visited kingdom of myth and legend, high in the Himalayas, known as ‘land of the thunder dragon.’ [Bhutan] has existed contentedly, in a state of self-imposed isolation, for centuries.

“Located between India and Tibet, Bhutan, about the size of Switzerland, is caught between the old world and the new. Tourism was only allowed starting in the 1970s. The number of foreign visitors each year is strictly limited, to protect Bhutan’s culture and environment. There are no Starbucks, no KFCs, no king or clown. Basically, they don’t want you to come here, at least not en masse.

“Until about fifteen years ago, the East-West Highway was the only road in Bhutan. Bisecting the country, it twists through some pretty gnarly mountain passes, with, at times, a crumbly cliff face on one side and harrowing freaking drop-offs on the other. The road is undergoing a major expansion, with plans to have it fully paved by, well . . . soon.

“Respect for the natural world is fundamental to Bhutan’s spiritual identity. More than half the country is off-limits to development or timbering. A whopping 50 percent of Bhutan’s GDP comes from hydropower.”



ARRIVAL





“One of the reasons [Bhutan’s] not on the tourist trail is it’s hard to get to. Flying in, you hang on to your seat as the plane negotiates some alarming maneuvers through narrow mountain passes, before dropping into the country’s only international airport [Paro], said by some to be the most dangerous in the world.”

There are three airlines that fly into that airport, Paro (PBH), from Bangkok, Singapore, Kathmandu, and a handful of Indian and Bhutanese cities. These are Bhutan Airlines, Drukair, and Buddha Air. Pilots must be specifically certified to land at Paro, because of its geographic challenges, and landings are limited to daylight hours.

Taxis are available for hire, though you may want to arrange one in advance, through a reputable travel company, to avoid the scrum of drivers competing for your business upon arrival, and also to avoid the typical tourist overcharge. Indian rupees are widely accepted as currency, as is the Bhutanese ngultrum, whose value is pegged to the rupee. The fare from Paro to the capital, Thimphu, about a thirty-mile drive, should cost about 1,100 rupees/ngultrum, or $15–$20 USD, for a four-passenger car.

Tips haven’t traditionally been part of the culture, but they are becoming more widely accepted and expected as the tourist industry expands in the country. Ten to 20 percent is a good tip for a taxi driver; in restaurants and hotels, the same applies, but do examine your check to see if a service charge has already been added.



AT HOME IN AMAN





Tony was taken with the various luxury Aman resorts he called home while traversing Bhutan. Designed by the esteemed late Australian architect Kerry Hill, with an exquisite sensitivity to the surroundings, using the raw materials of the region whenever possible, the Aman properties are supremely quiet and restful, as befits a little-discovered Himalayan kingdom.

In Thimphu, Tony stayed at the Amankora hotel, the flagship Aman property in Bhutan, located on a forested hillside and styled after a Bhutanese dzong, or fortress. In Punakha, Bumthang, and Paro, he stayed in Amankora lodges. At all four properties, the spacious wood-and-metal-clad open-plan bedrooms feature woodstoves (lit by hotel staff), king-size beds, huge bathtubs, and all-inclusive dining room and room service options.
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The Punakha Lodge, located in a fertile subtropical valley that is the winter home of Bhutanese royalty, is distinguished by the prayer flag–covered suspension bridge that must be crossed to gain access to the lodge. The Paro property, located close to the airport, is a good option for starting or ending one’s visit to Bhutan. And the Bumthang Lodge is situated in an area with dozens of temples and monasteries.

Of course, all this comfortable, quiet luxury does not come cheap. As of this writing, suites start at about 60,000 rupees/ngultrum / US$850 in the low season, 90,000 rupees/ngultrum/US$1,250 in the high season.



AMANKORA: +975 2 331 333, www.aman.com/resorts/amankora (prices above)



MOMOS IN THIMPHU





Tony may have slept in luxury, but on a 2017 trip to Bhutan with the film director Darren Aronofsky, the adventures were found closer to the street.

Aronofsky, fresh from the release of his film Mother!, a dark allegory about man’s destruction of the environment, was driven by his curiosity about a country that has, for now, been spared the worst effects of unchecked development.

“Morning in Thimphu, Bhutan’s capital and largest city. It has a rapidly growing population of 100,000, as Bhutanese have begun the inevitable move away from a rural, agrarian lifestyle.

“Our first meal [at Menzu Shiri] becomes our go-to favorite for the rest of the trip. If I’m not on camera, chances are I’m somewhere eating these bad boys: momos. Plump, flavorful, often quite spicy dumplings, filled with meat, cheese, or veg. Did I mention Darren is a vegetarian?”



MENZU SHIRI: just off Norzin Lam Road, Thimphu. No phone, no website. Plate of 5 momos about 72 rupees/ngultrum (US$1).



IN SEARCH OF THE DIVINE MADMAN





“It’s a two-and-a-half-hour drive from the capital to the picturesque mountain village of Punakha. This is a must-see destination, and onetime home to Bhutan’s revered and beloved Drukpa Kunley—known as the Divine Madman.”

Around Chimi L’Hakhang, also known as the Temple of Fertility—which was built to honor Drukpa Kunley—you will find a profusion of penis paintings, drawings, and sculptures on display.

“For centuries, Bhutan has celebrated the—um—phallus. All this is the legacy of Drukpa Kunley—a lama and holy man who lived five hundred years ago, and spread the tenets of Buddhism, along with a healthy skepticism for the institutions of power. He reveled unapologetically in casual sex, the copious use of spirits—and seduction. Smiting demons—and making frequent friends—with what is referred to as his ‘flaming thunderbolt of wisdom,’ a term you and I are unlikely to get away with.”
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Brazil



Salvador








“I think that Salvador in particular is a place where, no matter what, people should come. Even people who are afraid to travel, who said, ‘Oh, well, but I hear . . .’ No! You know what? Live your life, man. You should not miss a place like this, cause there aren’t a lot of places in the world that even come close to this. You find yourself in the heart of the heart of Brazil—where the magic comes from. If you wanna get there, just follow the sound of the drums. Things seem to just sway and move constantly. It’s a place where everybody is sexy. I don’t know if it’s the booze, or the music, or the tropical heat, but after a while bouncing from place to place, wandering down old cobblestone streets, different music issuing from everywhere, a different party, people flowing out of buildings, one gathering commingling with another, the music mixing, it really does seem that everybody is moving to some mysterious, unknowable pulse.”

There is, of course, beauty in Salvador, a city of three million people in the northeastern section of coastal Brazil. There is great food, music, art, that tangible sensuality—but there is also a troubling history.

Salvador is the capital of the state of Bahia. It was the nation’s capital from 1549 to 1763, and the colonial section known as Pelourinho was, in 1558, the first place where slave ships landed from West Africa and established trading operations in the New World.

“It is useful to know that of over twelve million Africans dragged, ripped, and kidnapped from their homelands, nearly five million ended up in Brazil; 1.5 million of them in Bahia alone. Pelourinho became the locus of a vast infrastructure of plantations and the slave trade that powered them—making this city the most opulent in the New World. Pelourinho, the colonial center of the city, is now a UNESCO heritage site, its brightly colored colonial buildings and cobblestone streets a reminder of the way the modern world was built.”



GETTING THERE, GETTING AROUND





Salvador International Airport (SSA) is also known as Luis Eduardo Magalhaes Airport. There are direct flights to Salvador from Miami, Lisbon, and, seasonally, Paris, as well as several connections from cities across Brazil and select South American cities. The airport is twelve miles from the city center, which can be accessed by various bus routes, or by taxi, for about 160 reals/about US$40. Tipping drivers isn’t expected in Brazil, but rounding up by a handful of reals would be appreciated.

Salvador has metered taxis, a two-line subway system, and an extensive bus system, along with a funicular and an Elevador Lacerda, a large public elevator that connects the lower and upper levels of the city.



CAIPIRINHAS, QUEIJO COALHO, ACARAJÉ, AND DENDÊ





Across Brazil, morning and night, you’ll find plenty of opportunities to indulge in caipirinhas, which are widely available in bars, in restaurants, and made fresh at modest pushcarts on the beach.

“The caipirinha, man, this indispensable icon of Brazilian beach culture, is known to start with fresh lime. Muddle and mash with more lime juice, sugar, ice, the magic ingredient, cachaça—that’s basically the distilled liquor of the sugarcane. Shaken, not stirred, and you’ve got yourself one of the world’s truly great cocktails. The utility beverage, good for any time of day, or any social occasion.”

Also popular on the beach are the queijo coalho vendors, who will gently toast the cheese over a portable rig, often just a metal bucket of coals and embers, until it resembles a golden-brown campfire marshmallow.

For another ubiquitous Bahian snack, join the dozens, if not hundreds, of hungry Salvadorans outside Acarajé da Dinha.

“What is acarajé? Behold: a paste, a batter, a falafel-like wad of smushed-up black-eyed peas, seasoned with ground dried shrimp and onions, deep-fried till crispy and golden, in some chili-spiked dendê oil. On the top you got your vatapá, which is, sort of, a shrimp curry paste, and your tomato salad, your fried shrimp, your camarão frito. A must.” It’s a lively, crowded scene, with tables and chairs in the nearby plaza at a premium, so be prepared to stand and eat.



ACARAJÉ DA DINHA: Largo de Santana, Salvador Bahia, Tel +71 3334 1703 (about 16 Brazilian reals, or US$4)



A note about dendê oil: Dendê is a bright red oil, used extensively for frying and seasoning cooked foods in Brazil, especially Bahia, made from the fruit of the African oil palm tree, which is native to Angola and Gambia, and also widely planted in Brazil. Dendê oil has a rich, nutty flavor, a true marker of Bahian cooking, especially when mixed with coconut milk, chili peppers, and cilantro.

First time in Brazil? One note of caution: “I love the dendê oil. You know, it takes some getting used to. The first time I was here, you eat it, you shit like a mink for hours afterwards. But now, no problems! Lovin’ it.”




[image: image]




Cambodia



Cambodia—beautiful, wild, with an extraordinarily painful recent history of unimaginably horrific genocide—is a place about which Tony expressed both awe and rage. He was passionate and well read about the US government’s disastrous involvement in Southeast Asian politics of the Cold War era, both the overt Vietnam War and the covert bombing campaigns in Laos and Cambodia. Tony first visited Cambodia in 2000, for A Cook’s Tour, and then a decade later with No Reservations.



“Since my last visit to Cambodia, I’ve been to nearly every corner of the globe, and I’m not going to say—as much as I’d like to believe it—that I’ve gotten any smarter. After a while, even the most beautiful scenery threatens to become moving wallpaper—background—but other times, it all seems to come together: the work, the play, all the places I’ve been, where I am now, a happy, stupid, wonderful confluence of events. Rice paddies whipping by, the music in our skull just right. If something profound ain’t happening, at least it feels like it is.

“On April 17, 1975, the Khmer Rouge rolled their tanks into Phnom Penh. It was a day that brought an end to years of bloody civil war. It was also a day that ushered in a period of terror, madness, and mayhem on an unimaginable scale.”

Over 1.7 million were killed, Tony noted, “led by French-educated Pol Pot, who referred to himself as Brother Number One. They set out to create an ultra-Marxist agrarian wonderland, but first, the past would have to be erased. Two thousand years of Cambodian culture and history came to an immediate end. It was declared year zero and everything that came before it was to be erased from existence. Literally overnight, entire cities were emptied. There were inhabitants marched off to the countryside, slave laborers forced to farm the land as a means of realizing Pol Pot’s agrarian utopia. Money was abolished. Books were burned. Families purposely broken apart. Teachers, merchants, doctors, and almost the entire intellectual elite of the country were murdered. The scale of killing was so immense that whole areas, later known as ‘killing fields’ in and around Phnom Penh, were used to dispose of the bodies.

“When in 1979 the neighboring Vietnamese overthrew the Khmer Rouge, sending Pol Pot and his buddies into the jungle, it may have saved the country, but the troubles hardly ended. Simply put, some of the same bastards from the old days are in positions of power today.

“These streets weren’t paved last time I was here,” he observed in 2010. “In 2000, it was wilder and far more dangerous, a place still reeling from the days when this city was reduced from a population of two million to just a few Khmer Rouge officials. Clerks, office workers, taxi drivers, cooks were marched into the country and forced to farm. Anyone unfortunate enough to be a doctor, a lawyer, a professional, multilingual, even if they only wore glasses, they were killed.

“Once you’ve been to Cambodia, you’ll never stop wanting to beat Henry Kissinger to death with your bare hands,” Tony wrote in 2001 in A Cook’s Tour, the companion book to his TV series of the same name. “You will never again be able to open a newspaper and read about that treacherous, prevaricating, murderous scumbag . . . without choking. Witness what Henry did in Cambodia—the fruits of his genius for statesmanship—and you will never understand why he’s not sitting in the dock at The Hague next to Milošević.”



GETTING TO AND AROUND CAMBODIA





There are no direct flights between the United States and Cambodia; you’ll connect via China, Japan, or Korea into one of the country’s two major international airports, in Phnom Penh (PNH) or Siem Reap (REP). From either airport, take a taxi or remorque/tuk-tuk (a small trailer with covered seating, pulled by a motorcycle) to your hotel for about 40,000 Cambodian riel/US$10 for a taxi or 33,000 riel/US$8 for a tuk-tuk. Drivers do not expect tips, but they are always appreciated.



COLONIAL LUXURY





Tony made no secret of his love for the luxurious, well-preserved (or well-renovated) colonial hotels of Southeast Asia, and when in Phnom Penh, he stayed at Raffles Hotel Le Royale. Opened as Le Royale in 1929 as an oasis for well-heeled travelers, it was the home base for journalists covering Cambodia’s 1970–75 civil war, before being closed in the wake of the Khmer Rouge victory and the atrocities that followed. The Raffles group presided over a painstaking renovation, reopening the hotel in 1997; of particular note is the Kaf-Kaf gin and tonic on offer in the hotel’s Elephant Bar.



RAFFLES HOTEL LE ROYALE: Sangkat Wat Phnom, 92 Rukhak Vithei Daun Penh, Phnom Penh, Tel +855 23 981 888, www.raffles.com/phnom-penh/ (rooms start at about 814,000 riel/US$200 per night)



Tony also used the Raffles Grand Hotel d’Angkor, built in 1932 and restored in 1997, as his home base for exploring nearby Angkor Wat (see the following section), and it remains a fine luxury choice. Since his last visit, Siem Reap has welcomed some new luxury hotel options, including the boutique Jaya House Riverpark, whose impeccable 1960s Modernist design sense is matched by its excellent food, peerless support of environmental and social causes, and commitment to hiring locals and promoting the work of local artisans.



RAFFLES GRAND HOTEL D’ANGKOR: 1 Vithei Charles de Gaulle, Siem Reap, Tel +855 63 963 888, www.raffles.com/siem-reap (rooms start at about 814,000 riel/US$200 per night)



JAYA HOUSE RIVERPARK: River Road, Siem Reap, Tel +55 63 962 555, www.jayahouseriverparksiemreap.com (rooms start at about 1,020,000 riel/US$250 per night)



EATING IN PHNOM PENH





“I’ve also said it over and over again: if you’re going to a country, particularly in Southeast Asia, [where] you’ve never been before, it’s a very good idea to go to the market first, see what they’re selling, get an idea of what they’re good at, what the people are buying.” In Phnom Penh, that would be the Central Market. Ramshackle in the extreme in 2000, but cleaned up considerably by 2010, it nonetheless retained, for Tony, its olfactory and gustatory signatures:

“This is more of the way I remember Cambodia—the smell of jackfruit, woodsmoke, dried fish, raw chicken, and breakfast. Ka tieu, a pho-like noodle soup with chicken, pork meatballs, and greens in a vibrant-looking and tasty broth, is always the expressway to my heart.”



CENTRAL MARKET: Calmette St. (53), Phnom Penh, Tel +855 98 288 066. No website (prices vary on ka tieu and other soups, noodle dishes, and sweets, 2,000–12,000 riel/US$0.50–$3)



Angkor Wat





“At Angkor Wat, the centuries-old seat of power of the Khmer empire, I gave up taking photographs of my travels. How could any lens capture the scale, the grandeur of a kingdom that once ruled this part of the world and then inexplicably crumbled into the jungle?”

Use a Siem Reap hotel as your jumping-off point, and give yourself at least one full day to explore Angkor Wat, the vast sandstone temple complex built in the twelfth century and still a symbol of the genius, devotion, and ingenuity of the Khmer civilization. There are plentiful food stalls across from the temple entrance, and you may choose to rent bicycles or hire motorbike drivers to facilitate your explorations.



Kampot and Kep





“Originally settled and heavily developed by Chinese traders, Kampot was once Cambodia’s main port city. The Chinese merchant class, of course, seen as foreign by the Khmer Rouge, were very nearly wiped out. . . . Today, the area’s Chinese population is a shadow of what it once was, but its influence is still visible in the architecture, the people, and the food. This area was also known for peppercorns, and its once thriving pepper plantations.”

In nearby Kep-sur-Mer, once a seaside resort for French elites and, later, Cambodian high society, there are the husks of once grand Modernist villas to be explored, and the Crab Market. Be sure to order its signature dish, Kampot pepper crab. “With ingredients this fresh, simple preparation is all that’s needed—garlic, fresh greens, sautéed peppercorns, and fresh river crab.” There are a number of casual restaurants vending the dish; follow the crowd.



CRAB MARKET: Street 33A, Krong Kaeb, Tel +855 10 833 168. No website. Prices vary.
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Canada



Montréal & Québec








Montréal and the province of Québec held a special appeal for Tony, and he made episodes of No Reservations, The Layover, and Parts Unknown there, variations on themes of excess, and the ways in which Québec is neither Canada nor France, but something all its own.



“I will confess my partisanship up front: I love Montréal. It is my favorite place in Canada. The people who live there are tough, crazy bastards, and I admire them for it. Toronto, Vancouver, I love you. But not like Montréal. Why? I shall explain. All will be revealed.

“What should you know about Montréal? Well, that it’s not little Paris, north of the border. You don’t really have to speak French to come here. And you don’t come here to eat French food, though there’s plenty of it should you want. Food is, however, a major, major reason to come here.”



ARRIVAL AND GETTING AROUND





You can drive to Montréal from any point in the continental US or Canada (with a passport), or take an Amtrak train from New York or VIA Rail Canada from various points, or you can fly.

“Montréal is close [by air]—about an hour and change from New York City. If you care, its exact location is on an island at the confluence of the Saint Lawrence and Ottawa Rivers. That’s not so important to know. Montréal is located in southwest Québec, however. That is important to know. If you’re flying, chances are you’ll arrive at Trudeau International Airport (YUL), about twenty miles from the city center.”

From the airport, a taxi to the city will take about thirty minutes and cost a flat fare of CA$40/US$30 plus tip. Société de Transport de Montréal operates a shuttle bus between the airport and the main bus terminal, Gare d’autocars de Montréal–Berri-UQAM métro station, that takes forty-five to sixty minutes and costs about CA$10 / US$7.50. For more information, visit www.stm.info/en.

Once you’re in town, turn to the metro whenever you don’t feel like walking or taking a metered taxi. “The Montréal metro system is modeled, they say, on the Paris Métro. And it ain’t bad. It runs about three dollars for a trip, or eight bucks for a twenty-four-hour pass. If you’re driving, cool, just know that here, French would come in handy. The street signs are only in French. Directions can be tricky, too. And it’s worth knowing as well that the speed limits are in kilometers per hour, not miles. So be aware of that little detail as well, okay?”



TIME TO EAT





“I don’t really know what Montréal is like for normal people. What I can tell you is that, for chefs, it’s notoriously a very dangerous place.” A small gang of Montréal chef-owners have been known to ply visiting chefs with impossibly rich foods and large quantities of wine and spirits. Among these quasidiabolical caretakers were chefs Normand Laprise of Toqué! and Brasserie T!, Martin Picard of Au Pied du Cochon and Cabane à Sucre, and David McMillan and Frédéric Morin of Joe Beef, Liverpool House, and Le Vin Papillon. Recently, however, McMillan and Morin have both quit drinking alcohol, substantially dialed back their excesses on all levels, and begun to publicly address substance abuse and other problems that have been historically inherent to the hospitality business.

Begin a day’s eating in Montréal’s Sud-Ouest neighborhood, specifically at Brasserie Capri. What is it?

“A pub, a Canadian pub—a Québecois pub, more accurately—and exactly, exactly what I like. Big hunks of freaking pork knuckle—this, you don’t see much of elsewhere. This is a dying art: marinated and boiled pork knuckle, served with boiled potatoes.”

Capri is unfussy, and presents more like a sports bar than a restaurant, with televised games, video poker machines, and plenty of patrons there strictly for the booze, but there’s breakfast, lunch, and dinner available for those who seek it. (Note that the pub has changed locations since Tony shot there in 2012.)



BRASSERIE CAPRI: 2687 Wellington St, Montréal, QC H3K 1X8, Tel 514 935 0228 (pork knuckle entrée about CA$16/US$12; sandwiches about CA$13/US$10)



“Montréal is a chef town. It’s a stay-up-late-and-have-a-good-time town. Food and drink, that’s something they do well, and often to excess here, yet always with panache
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