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            Dedication


       
            
            To my sister,

            Morgan

            Thank you for
                    the love and energy you bring to our family.
 You are an amazing teacher,
                    and your message is in our lives every day.
 We miss you and love
                    you.
 Namaste.
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            I can’t play the
                    guitar, but I can rock the pizza peel!

            
                In 1970, when I was two and a
                    half, my mom walked into the kitchen to find her friend Gary leaning down toward
                    me growling, “Rah rah muck!” and then I’d scream, “Rah
                    rah muck!” back to him, and he’d say it back to me, and I’d
                    scream it again, back and forth.

                MOM: Gary what are you doing?

                GARY: I don’t know! Your kid comes in here and screams,
                    “Rah rah muck!”

                MOM: He’d like some rah rah (crackers) and muck (milk).

                My first words were always about food, and
                    I seriously considered titling this book Rah Rah
                        Muck.

                This book tells my story—the best way
                    I know how—through photos and stories of my family, my great friends and
                    mentors, and of course, the awesome food along the way.

                I grew up in Northern
                    California—camping, riding horses, raising pigs, and cooking (and
                    performing) at family reunions. I had my own pretzel cart business as a kid and
                    carted myself off to France (and a year of great food) in high school. At every
                    step and stage, there have been key dishes that keep the memories alive, like
                    the Cherries Jubilee and Caesar Salad I mastered while working as a teen
                    flambé captain or the Tequila Turkey Fettuccine Alfredo that was my
                    ace-in-the-hole on The Next Food Network Star.

                These dishes and many more tell the story
                    of my life, but I challenge you to make them your own; I want you to! The other
                    day a valet told me he’d added bacon to my recipe for jalapeno muffins,
                    and I said, “Yes, that’s it, dude! Go for it!”

                People often ask me, “How did this
                    happen for you?” And beyond the path I’ll tell you about in this
                    book, in the end I know it’s not luck. All along the way, from opening
                    restaurants to hosting Triple D and Guy’s Big Bite, one of the most important things
                    I’ve had going for me was the support and belief of my family. If
                    we’re measured by our families, then I am a giant. But I’ve also had
                    great business partners and team members and producers—the list goes on
                    and on.

                My first manager, Jack Levar, once taught
                    me an important lesson: Surround yourself with good people—successful
                    people—who merit honor and respect. It comes down to whether you want to
                    plant a seed in the sand or in fertile soil. So, I’ve felt like a
                    quarterback with a great front line. Yes, I’ve had energy and enthusiasm
                    for the things I’ve done, but quite honestly, just as Superman had Lois
                    Lane and the Karate Kid had Mr. Miyagi, it’s the people who have believed
                    in me that have been my biggest blessing.

                Now let’s get cookin’!

            

        

    
        
            
            
                OPENING JOHNNY GARLIC’S


            
                In May 1996, my business
                    partner, Steve Gruber, and I moved to Santa Rosa, California, and began one of
                    the most intense periods of my career. I’d gotten to know Steve in
                    Southern California when we were both working for Louise’s Trattoria.
                    Pretty soon we’d divided and conquered, and we each managed half the
                    restaurants in that region, growing a small chain of seven to seventeen
                    locations. Steve describes the next stage like this:

                “One day after many, many monthly
                    manager meetings in our very corporate restaurant world, Guy
                    and I were sitting in his old monster Chevy, and he asked if I ever wanted to
                    open a restaurant on my own. So I patted Guy down to see if he was wearing a
                    wire, then we drove up into the hills over Los Angeles and started working on
                    concepts. One day I called Guy and told him I was going in and giving my notice
                    that day. I don’t know if he believed I was ever really going to leave,
                    but that was the first step. So I gathered my wife and newborn and moved to Lake
                    Tahoe to scout it out.”

                [image: image]

                Cutting the ribbon at
                        Johnny Garlic’s in Santa Rosa. The small boy on the left is
                        Steve’s son, Jonathan (Johnny), and the baby on the right is my son
                        Hunter.

                
                 

                
                
                After Steve had checked out Tahoe and
                    decided that the slow season was just way too slow, he moved his family to Santa
                    Rosa, where my wife, Lori, and I were living. When I was a kid, Santa Rosa was
                    the first “big” city you came to when driving south four hours from
                    my tiny Northern California town of Ferndale. There was a big mall where
                    we’d all go school shopping. (If you’d been to the mall at
                    Coddingtown, you’d seen it all; this was the big-time!) It was also where
                    people would come after graduating from high school to get jobs. By this time,
                    Lori was pregnant and I cooked, waited tables, and bartended in order to network
                    and get to know the community.
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                For everything we did, we were low on money
                    and long on planning. We’d do our recipe testing in our garage for the
                    menu every night—and if we were testing garlic soup (which we perfected),
                    then that’s what our wives were eating that night for dinner. We already
                    knew that my Cajun Chicken al Fredo (see Cajun Chicken Alfredo) was going to be
                    the first thing on the menu, and we had very strong ideas about how we were
                    going to break out of the norm with a made-from-scratch focus to all our
                    food.

                In looking for a place to open, we came
                    across a man named Big John Pavelka, who owned the building that used to be the
                    Big John’s Chicken and currently was a failing Italian restaurant. Here we
                    were, two twenty-five-year-old guys, and here comes Big John, pulling up in his
                    big blue Cadillac and checking us out. In the end, he decided he’d give us
                    a shot and carry part of the purchase price of the business. It was a big risk,
                    but he had the swagger of John Wayne and the heart of a lion. The funny thing
                    was, I’d been turned down for a job in that very restaurant when I’d
                    gotten into town, because the manager wanted to date a girl who was also
                    applying! That was a funny conversation after I became the leader…

                Thanks to Gruber’s mom and my parents
                    (who, to my surprise, mortgaged their house to help), we had just enough scraped
                    together to open Johnny Garlic’s. Steve had come up with Johnny because
                    ever since his kid had been born I’d insisted on calling him Johnny
                    instead of Jonathan. And we added the Garlic’s because our bold,
                    flavorful, eclectic food gave a lot of love to the bodacious garlic bulb, which
                    is used the world over. By October, six months after arriving in town, we were
                    about to open with about twenty-five thousand bucks in operating capital.

                We’d done all these models about how
                    we’d stay open if we didn’t get any traffic. Well, that didn’t
                    happen. We had a three-hour wait the first night and every night for the first
                    three years. It was one of the loudest restaurants people had ever visited, with an open-theater kitchen and great music, and it was
                    packed like a subway station. Everyone left jacked up on fun. The Sizzler next
                    door had to send guards out to keep people from parking in their driveway.
                    People were tailgating outside while they waited for a table, on lawn chairs,
                    playing music and drinking beers!

                [image: image]

                With my sister,
                Morgan, on the opening night of the first Johnny Garlic’s.

                 

                That first night we were just getting
                    hammered with orders in the kitchen. Steve remembers, “I called over to
                    Guy, ‘Come here!’ and I pulled the tickets off the
                    printer—they were lined up the rail and touching the floor. I held six
                    feet of it in the air, and said, ‘Hey Guy, how about you wait tables and
                    I’ll cook?’ And that moment was like Rocky music started in the background, and all of a sudden we
                    started commanding the kitchen and the dining room. Having been outsiders in the
                    beginning, we became leaders in the town.”

                For Thursday Night Market on Main Street
                    Santa Rosa, my dad helped us build a metal shack out of corrugated siding. From
                    there we served Cajun Chicken al Fredo and fresh-fried potato chips. The day we
                    started there was a line down the street. We would kill it doing four thousand
                    dollars in a three-hour period and couldn’t make the food fast enough. We
                    were flying by the seat of our pants, with a lot of support from the local radio
                    stations. One strategy I’d had was to take food to all the stations and
                    get to know the DJs. There was Q105, KZST, Brent Farris, Jeff Blazy, Rob and Pat
                    in the Morning, and Big John Snyder, and I’d met a guy named Jack Levar
                    who had his own advertising agency and had formerly been at KSRO. They gave
                    relentless support and Jack became an important mentor, business adviser, and
                    even my manager after I won The Next Food Network
                        Star, before passing away in 2007.

                We went on to open a Johnny Garlic’s
                    in Windsor and eventually opened a third location along with catering in
                    Petaluma. And then one night I got a late call from the restaurant manager, Dawn
                    Baldwin, that the Santa Rosa restaurant was on fire. I drive up and it’s
                    three-alarm; this baby is en fuego, but nobody was
                    hurt. I felt as if my world was collapsing.

                

                    Stocking Johnny G’s

                    We have a rule. Dry storage in our restaurants should take
                            only a few shelves. It’s one of the first things I judge a
                            restaurant by for DD&D because
                            it’s a direct indicator about how much is made by hand. At Johnny
                            Garlic’s we have sugar, pasta, paper goods, tomato sauce, apricot
                            preserves, lemon juice—and that’s about it. Inside the
                            walk-in freezer you’ll find ice cream, frozen bread, and some
                            desserts. But we use all fresh meats, and make all our soups and
                            dressings. We try to make it all from scratch and keep it
                        fresh.

                    


                
                Steve came into play, negotiating with the
                    insurance company, getting business interruption insurance—he really was
                    born to be an attorney or negotiator. The building was made of cinder blocks,
                    and the fire department had done a great job protecting the equipment, so
                    between Steve, my dad, and me it took two years to rebuild. We displaced the
                    staff to Windsor and Petaluma, and customers headed there for their Caesar Salad
                    and Cajun Chicken al Fredo fixes.

                

                    Giving Back

                    From cooking for the troops in the Persian Gulf to throwing
                            local benefits, I’ve been privileged to find ways to reach out to
                            the community while running my restaurants, and I encourage other owners
                            to do the same. For example, when I was in Long Beach I came up with a
                            program called REDs (Restaurant Education Day). We teach elementary
                            school kids how to set tables and cook in a kitchen, and we point out
                            things they’re learning in school that help when you work in a
                            restaurant. We’ve now hired kids at Johnny Garlic’s and Tex
                            Wasabi’s who went through the program when they were in fourth
                            grade!

                    Another kickoff event we did for the grand opening of our first Johnny
                            Garlic’s was to help out a local nonprofit called Kid’s
                            Street Learning Center and Charter School. We made the entire night at
                            the restaurant free for each patron who committed to donating eight
                            hours of their time to help out at the learning center. To entertain
                            people, the kids dressed up as garlic bulbs and sang a song they wrote.
                            This concept worked better than we’d ever imagined! Director Linda
                            Conklin says that from the pool of people that night she still has dedicated volunteers at the school
                            to this day. And to her, that’s priceless, because as she says,
                            “What makes a difference in a child’s life is another
                            person.”

                    


                We had some time to develop a new concept
                    while we rebuilt, and Tex Wasabi’s was the phoenix that came out of the
                    fire (see The Kulinary Kollision of Tex Wasabi’s). And after a brief stint
                    trying out a chophouse concept there, we reinstated Johnny Garlic’s in its
                    original location.

                As we grew, Steve took on more of the
                    administrative and business role, while I ran operations. The major motto
                    we’ve had is: If two people always agree, then one of them isn’t
                    necessary. The yin and yang have really been a major component of the
                    partnership. But my final words of advice on opening a restaurant come from my
                    mentor Jack Levar: Stick to your word, and always over-deliver.

                [image: image]

                Fire at Santa Rosa
                        Johnny Garlic’s.

            

        

    
        
            
            
                GUY’S
                                DAD: JIM


            
                My dad, Jim, has always been
                    Obi-Wan Kenobi to my Luke Skywalker. A lot of my fundamental ideas about respect
                    and work ethic and the importance of imagination and having an open mind stem
                    from Jim. He’s everybody’s big brother, and he almost always has the answer. Here’s a little riff from
                    the big guy, sharing some of his wisdom and philosophies.

                Jim on
                        Imagination

                We’re all born with
                    imagination—that’s the first thing we have going for us. Kids are
                    fantastic to watch—they don’t speak for the first two years because
                    they’re so busy learning! For that reason I’ve always felt
                    it’s important not to rush them from the imagining stage to the memory
                    stage of their growth, such as learning to speak or teaching them the alphabet.
                    There’s a connection between imagining and doing, and I’d argue that
                    it’s just as important throughout adulthood as it is in childhood.

                For the most part, if you can’t
                    imagine doing something, there’s a good likelihood you can’t
                    actually do it, and vice versa. I can’t imagine walking on a tightrope
                    between two high-rise buildings, but I know it can be done. Some people have no
                    problem taking a long pole and going for it—but that wouldn’t be me!
                    On the other hand, there are people who are unemployed for three years who
                    can’t imagine ever getting a job again. But without the ability to imagine
                    it, how can it ever happen?

                We must be very careful not to destroy
                    children’s imagination, because we don’t have a good framework for
                    getting it back. How do we get people to start imagining again?

                [image: image]

                Jim on Starting
                        a Business

                It may seem amazing, but sometimes
                    people go into a business without really knowing anything about it. No matter
                    what, it’s going to take a lot of hard work to start a business. So before
                    you begin you should have some idea of how much money will make you happy and
                    how many hours a day you want to work. Asking those questions in the context of
                    whether your chosen business can support your expectations will save you a lot
                    of frustration and discouragement in the long—and short—run!

                Before you begin, ask yourself these
                    questions:

                • Do I know anything about
                    the business I am about to start?

                • How much money do I want
                    to have in the bank, after taxes and debts, each year? (This number should represent a 10 percent net profit, which is about average for
                    a small business.)

                • How much gross revenue
                    must I make to support #2? (To bank $60,000 a year, you must gross
                    $600,000.)

                • How many days a year do I
                    want to work?

                • Divide #3 by #4. If you
                    work 245 days a year, you’d need to gross almost $2,450 a day to make
                    $600,000. Can that equation of time to money actually be attained by your
                    business?

                If you can answer those questions
                    to your own satisfaction, you’ve got my blessing.

                Jim on Managing
                        a Project

                1. You
                    have to have a clear idea of what you want the finished project to look like. If
                    you can imagine that, then you can do it; if you can’t, then there’s
                    no point in starting.

                2. Hire
                    people who share your vision to help you enhance the end product. It’s
                    important that you trust their input and that you resist micromanaging their
                    work.

                Micromanagement is a common mistake
                    (particularly for type A creative personalities). But why would you want the
                    people you hire to simply regurgitate what you’ve described as your
                    original vision? The creativity they bring to the project could take your idea
                    up the next two or three levels. Paying good money for professional, talented
                    people without giving them the opportunity to do what they can for you is just
                    shooting yourself in the foot.

                Jim on
                        Ducks

                Keeping all our ducks in a row is
                    simply not a model to strive for. That cliché is mistakenly taken as a goal
                    when it’s actually pointing out a trap or a dangerous diversion. Time
                    changes everything, water flows downstream, and you can never get back to that
                    one single point. We’re wasting our time if we’re obsessed with
                    getting everything neatly lined up. The ducks are life, life is to be enjoyed,
                    and life is change. Don’t be afraid.

            

        

    
        
            
            
                PENNY’S
                    PERSPECTIVE


            
                When I was young, I wanted ten
                    kids, and then Guy was born and that was the end of that. We got our ten
                    kids—it’s just that they were all rolled up into one! Guy was a
                    bundle of energy from the time he woke up in the morning until he crashed at
                    naptime. He’d actually say to his friends, “I have to go take my nap
                    now.” He knew his limitations then, but he outgrew that phase and now
                    there’s no stopping him.

                
                
                
                
                [image: image]

                [image: image]

                 

                Guy was not an easy kid, by any means, just
                    because he liked to take naps. He was simply recharging for his next adventure!
                    Guy was two and a half when we moved from Los Angeles to Humboldt County,
                    California, in 1970. We were attracted by the energy of the redwoods and the
                    natural beauty of Humboldt, and thought that after the experience of raising a
                    kid in L.A. we’d try a town of 1,500 residents called Ferndale, the
                    Victorian Village. We weren’t exactly hippies, but if you drove a van, you
                    were hippies to most of the folks there. To further confirm their fears, we did leatherwork as a hobby and opened a leather shop called
                    Abraxas. Since I couldn’t get a real teaching job, being a hippie and all,
                    I did some substitute teaching, and my husband, Jim, drove the school bus while
                    he worked on his degree from Humboldt State University. We lived above our store
                    for a year and a half while we decided if we did indeed want to raise Guy in a
                    small town that had more cows than people. We decided we did, so we bought a
                    house on the edge of town and had another child when Guy was four and a
                    half—a darling redheaded girl named Morgan.
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                Downtown Ferndale
                        then…if these streets could talk…
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                Downtown Ferndale
                        today.
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                At a 1987 family
                        reunion, Morehead City, North Carolina—a lean mean cooking
                        machine.

                Later we moved to the edge of the town on
                    two acres, and when we closed the store for the night and went home, Guy would
                    be out in the barn doing his projects while Jim and I made dinner. We
                    experimented with being vegetarians for about nine months [note from Guy:
                    “It seemed like a lifetime”], and Guy didn’t really seem to
                    mind, or at least we didn’t think he did, until one day he said to a
                    friend of ours, “When I grow up, I’m gonna eat meat, have a
                    motorboat, and listen to rock and roll!” Yep, we liked classical music and
                    had a sailboat!

                Guy loved being out in the country, and
                    over the years we had almost every animal known to man. He loved horses from an
                    early age, and a neighbor girl would let him ride her horse, Rebel. Rebel looked
                    like one of those Budweiser draft horses, but oh how Guy
                    loved him. When he was about eight, Rebel was Guy’s Christmas present, and
                    I don’t think he’s ever had a present to match it. (The day his
                    Lamborghini arrived was pretty close.) So now Guy had transportation, and he and
                    Rebel could be seen riding down to the Blue Room, across town in Arlynda
                    Corners, for breakfast on Saturday mornings. He couldn’t quite get on
                    Rebel by himself, but there were always fences or car bumpers to help him. Guy
                    developed a lot of independence in Ferndale. It was the kind of town where we
                    didn’t have to worry about where he was—someone would always call
                    and say where they’d seen him recently.

                

                    Don’t Feed
                            Me, Please!

                    Guy was raised on the streets of
                                Ferndale and immediately established himself as the youngest
                                entrepreneur in town. When there were a lot of tourists, he’d
                                bring down the toys that he was tired of and sell them on the
                                sidewalk outside our store, or he’d take paper bags from
                                underneath the counter and some colored pens and sell his
                                one-of-a-kind scribbled drawings, which he’d pin up on the
                                barnwood fence next to the store. The tourists went nuts for this
                                darling blond-headed kid (his hair was natural then) and would
                                actually buy his stuff. Then they’d bring the toys in to us
                                and give them back. So with all the money that Guy earned,
                                he’d trot on down to the nearby Laundromat and feed the
                                vending machine, which would spit out all sorts of candy. He was the
                                face of innocence when one of us would peek out the door of our shop
                                to check on him. Not only did tourists give him money, they bought
                                him treats, so we had no recourse but to make a sign and pin it on
                                his shirt that said, DON’T FEED ME,
                                    PLEASE. That was the absolute wrong thing to do because
                                the tourists thought it was so funny that they took more pictures of
                                him and gave him more money!

                    [image: image]

                    


                Guy was the entertainer of the family.
                    Since we’d moved 3,000 miles away from our families, we had a family
                    reunion almost every year, and that’s where Guy’s career in show
                    business got its start. His antics had all of us in hysterics and, even funnier,
                    he got all of us involved in various skits that he’d make up. I’ll
                    never forget when he had twenty or more of us walking like the Church Lady from
                    Saturday Night Live. Everyone had to participate! Then there was the funky
                    chicken, which to this day he’s famous for in the family. No matter what
                    was going on, Guy was in the middle of it, involving his cousins and making us
                    all laugh. Gosh, I remember when he was barely two and we were at a concert at
                    Whittier College, and all of a sudden we lost track of Guy. But there he was, up
                    on stage rocking out to the band. I don’t think they appreciated his
                    stealing attention away from them, but the audience loved it.

                
                People always ask me where Guy gets all his
                    energy, and sometimes I wonder myself. All I know is, when Guy does something
                    that’s his idea, he loves it and gives it all he’s got. When he was
                    in fifth grade, Guy wanted to be at the Humboldt County Fair all the time, and
                    we couldn’t just let him hang out down there unattended, so we told him
                    no, as any good parent would. So he asked us if he could get a job at the fair,
                    to which we said yes, never thinking that he’d get one. Wrong. The first
                    day of “job hunting” got him a job mucking stalls for the race horse
                    owners. Talk about work! Well, that wasn’t exactly what Guy had in mind,
                    as he wanted to be where the action was, so he talked this man who had a booth
                    selling trinkets and balloons into giving him a job. The old guy liked Guy and
                    gave him a shot, telling him that when he made a sale, he was to bring the item
                    and the money over to him and he’d give Guy the change to give the
                    customer. So Guy would take the item over to the man, tell him how much it was,
                    and tell him how much change to give the customer. He could figure it out in his
                    head faster than the man could, so after a day, the man just gave Guy the money
                    belt and went back to his trailer and took a nap. Guy knew how to charm the
                    public; he’d been doing it all his life—and now he was getting paid
                    for it. Sweet! Next was Guy’s Awesome Pretzel Cart venture (see Birth of
                    the Awesome Pretzel Cart for that story).
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                At Abraxas. Where did
                        this photo come from? My clothes were never this clean!

                At that time, we were also super busy at
                    our Western store. Eventually all four of us got horses and used to pack into
                    the mountains with another family with kids, and Guy started to learn how to
                    cook over an open fire with somewhat limited provisions. He always loved horses,
                    but sports became really big in his life at an early age, too. He loved Earl
                    Campbell and the Houston Oilers so much that when we got our first motorboat, we
                    had to name it Love Ya Blue. Jim and I were definitely not into football or any
                    other professional sports teams, but we supported our kids in
                    what ever they were doing.
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                Cookin’ and
                        campin’—two of my favorite things to do. Ruth Lake,
                    1980.

                It was actually Guy’s love of
                    football that showed us what a great cook and entertainer he was. So
                    here’s the story…Guy broke his foot playing football when he was
                    about fourteen and stayed home the next day. As we were leaving for work, Guy
                    said we should invite some friends over for dinner that night and gave us a
                    grocery list. We dropped off the groceries at lunch and loaded up our horses to
                    go riding at the beach, as we had been instructed to do by Guy. We walked into
                    the house after a few hours of riding, and I started to panic, as nothing had
                    been done and we had people coming over in an hour for dinner. I figured that
                    Guy had fallen asleep, so I opened the fridge to see what I could put together
                    in a hurry, and to my surprise and relief, everything was prepped and ready to
                    go! Thank God for small miracles! We walked into the family room and saw that
                    he’d set the large round tabletop on props on the floor and had laid
                    pillows around it for us to sit on. After an incredible Asian dinner, Guy and
                    Morgan put on their karate uniforms and did a martial arts demonstration for us
                    all. I knew right then that he was going to be not only a
                    successful restaurateur but also an entertainer.
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                Nothing like burning
                        it in the backyard—here I’m cooking for my mom’s fiftieth
                        birthday. (1994)
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                The original member of
                        the clean plate club.

                Guy’s collection of friends has
                    always been eclectic to say the least. He never tried to up his social status in
                    any situation by hanging out with the jocks or the so-called popular kids. He
                    liked who he liked and that was it—no ulterior motives. His friends loved
                    being around Guy, just like his krew today, as it was never ever boring. He
                    could make painting the house a party, and they were lined up to help him.
                    Whenever we were at a place like Marine World and there was some situation where
                    a volunteer was needed, Guy was always picked. He’s a people magnet and
                    it’s served him well in his career, but his generosity with his time and
                    resources has also been a big part of his success in life. When he and his
                    partner, Steve, opened up their first Johnny Garlic’s in Santa Rosa, it
                    was an immediate hit, and I think one big reason is that they exceeded their
                    customers’ expectations. Guy became involved with various culinary
                    programs in the county, was involved with many charity fund-raisers, and
                    mentored scores of youngsters.

                One of the things I’m most proud of
                    Guy for is his big heart. People often ask me if I’m blown away by
                    Guy’s success, and I usually say yes, but we’ve always known he was
                    destined to do something big in life. What I’m most happy about is that
                    he’s still the wonderful human being he’s always been. He’s
                    still that energetic, funny, caring, determined kid. He adores his wife and two
                    boys, Hunter and Ryder, and knows what’s most important in life—the
                    love of his family.

                [image: image]

            

        

    
        
            
            
                FOOD NETWORK FUSE


            
                About two years before I
                    appeared on The Next Food Network Star, I was in a
                    barbecue competition called the American Royale with my barbecue team, the
                    Motley Que. The promoters of the event approached us with two guys who wanted to
                    highlight us in a show they hoped to produce called Barbecue King. Long story
                    short, after shooting our antics for a while they asked if I’d be
                    interested in hosting the pi lot for the show. So a few weeks later we all met
                    up in Tennessee for the Jack Daniel’s invitational. I’d never done
                    anything but commercials for my restaurants, but I had a great time. The guys
                    went back to L.A. to edit and create the show, but six months later, nothing had
                    come of it. I was pretty wowed by the whole TV thing, but after that experience
                    I thought I’d just go back to what I do best—cooking and running my
                    restaurants.

                Fast-forward two years, and my buddy tells
                    me there’s this show starting on the Food Network called The Next Food Network Star. He thought maybe I should
                    put a tape together and try out. I said, “No way, I’ve gone down
                    that road before and it didn’t turn into anything. It is what it
                    is.”

                The next year rolled around, and I was
                    sitting at the computer with my friend Mustard (Matt Sprouls). Mustard says,
                        “Hey, weren’t you going to film that
                    three-minute application video for The Next Food Network
                        Star?”

                I brushed him off—“Yeah, yeah,
                    I don’t know, not my cup of tea.”

                But he said, “Listen, I saw it last
                    year, and you can totally win this.”

                “Yeah, yeah, yeah.”

                We continued to argue about it until
                    Mustard said, “Well, I’m going to Tex Wasabi’s for a red
                    dragon roll.” (They’re his favorite; he can eat fifteen at a visit
                    to Cali.)

                So we go down to TW’s. Of course,
                    when we get there another buddy, Rob, is waiting with his camera. I was like,
                    “All right, to get you guys off my back. Let’s do this!” I did
                    a walk-through of what I was going to do, keeping it simple, making a sushi
                    roll. I said, “Friends call me Guido,” then gave the peace sign, and
                    out. We did two takes, and then I forgot all about it and didn’t turn in
                    the DVD. A few weeks later Mustard noticed that they’d extended the
                    deadline. He asked, “Did you mail the DVD?” I told him no. But he
                    continued to ride me about it, so I popped the DVD in the mail on the last day
                    and thought, That’s the end of that.

                That was on a Tuesday. Two days later, at
                    ten o’clock at night, I got a phone call at home. No one calls us on the
                    home phone because we use our cell numbers, so we let it keep ringing and
                    ringing. My wife, Lori, got up to look at the caller ID and saw that it was a Manhattan number. It rang again
                    and she answered it. I can still hear her saying, “No, I don’t know
                    where he is. I’m not sure. Can I tell him what this is
                    regarding?”

                [image: image]

                 

                All of a sudden she handed me the phone,
                    whispering, “It’s the Food Network,” and I was sure it was one
                    of my buddies playing a prank. “Yeah, sure, this is Guy Fieri, what do you
                    need?…Yeah, yeah, you saw my DVD. It was a masterpiece. You know what I
                    think? I like to watch the Discovery Channel.” The poor woman on the phone
                    (the casting director) was trying to convince me that she’d gotten my DVD
                    for The Next Food Network Star and they loved it and
                    wanted to know if I’d be interested in being on the show. And I
                    wasn’t buying it. They’d already FedExed a contract, and it’d
                    get to me by the next morning.

                So there it was, November 15, and I was
                    supposed to report to New York for four weeks for the taping of the show.
                    Meanwhile, I was about to open Tex Wasabi’s in Sacramento and Lori was
                    eight months pregnant with Ryder, with a New Year’s due date. I told the
                    producer that if my wife went into labor I was out of there, breach of contract
                    or not. Mom, Dad, and Lori were there to see me off to New York, and Dad said,
                    “Hey, the number one thing is to stay true to yourself.” (I still
                    get choked up on that one.)

                I arrived in New York wearing a leather
                    jacket, shorts, flip-flops, and stepped out of the cab into six inches of snow.
                    I was the last one to get to the set—all the contestants were sitting in
                    the common room, and they started running tape. Everybody had been to culinary
                    school, and I said, “I own three restaurants and didn’t go to
                    culinary school. I learned in restaurants. I don’t bake—I’m
                    just Guy.” I thought for sure I was dead.
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                The first day we went into competition, and
                    it was out of control. One contest was to make a dish using your favorite
                    ingredient. Other contestants chose red wine, shrimp, and bacon, but I asked for
                    onion and demo’d onion rings. I talked too much and didn’t finish
                    making the onion rings on time—and that was just the beginning of the
                    crazy challenges. Long story short, we shot until December 15, and I ended up in
                    the final two—just Reggie Southerland and me—and I couldn’t
                    tell anyone. The new restaurant was going nuts, and Ryder was born on New
                    Year’s Eve.

                When my partner, Steve Gruber, finally knew
                    I’d won, he asked what I was going to do. And Jack Levar, who was like an
                    uncle to me and would become my manager, said, “This is going to blow
                    up!”

                I was like, “Yeah, right, I’m
                    going to go shoot my six shows of Guy’s Big
                        Bite and come back to run the restaurants. Food Network thinks
                    I’m too crazy, and hey, they’ve already got Bobby Flay.”

                But Jack insisted, “It’s not
                    going to happen that way.” He was right—this was when the rocket was
                    launched, and my feet haven’t touched the ground since…. This all
                    happened thanks to my great family, crazy friends, business partner, great team
                    members, and especially, and most important, the best fans a “Guy”
                    could have. Thank you all so much.
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                BEHIND THE SCENES OF GUY’S BIG
                                BITE
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                A great gift from Dwight Maddox of MDX
                    Guitars, who works with the band Cowboy Mouth.
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                Matthew, is my drumming putting you to
                    sleep?
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                The captain at his helm—ha ha.
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                That’s Mark Dissin, my VP. We call
                    him the Big Dunkee! How much is that Dunkee in the window?
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                A Ricky Bobby moment—“I
                    don’t know what to do with my hands!”

                
                [image: image]

                My brother Santos, with me from the days
                    of The Next Food Network Star.
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                Great minds at work! (I think…)
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                Dirty P on set, stealing Matthew’s
                    last bite, and he’s not happy—ha ha.
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                It’s the battle we’ve all
                    been waiting for—lobster versus lobster—an all-out grudge match.

            

        

    
        
            
            
                GUY’S BIG BITE KREW


            
                Some of these
                        people are wanted by the authorities…
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                THE GUY FIERI ROAD
                SHOW
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                One of the greatest events in
                    the country for food and wine is the South Beach Wine and Food Festival.
                    It’s a multiday, sophisticated affair where people spend hundreds on
                    tickets to watch demos and meet chefs, wineglasses in hand. So one day I was
                    doing a demo up on one of the stages and I cut loose and got a little
                    wild—and the crowd went nuts. It was a hot day and everybody in the
                    audience looked uncomfortable, so I squirted a bottle of water into the fan that
                    blew onto the crowd. They went bananas! I thought, Wow,
                        even this wine crowd wants to get a little crazy.

                So…I decided to get it going the next
                    year. I came with a little more action planned, and eventually I had a
                    five-gallon margarita machine onstage. I slipped the sound guy a twenty and my
                    iPod and came onstage to Lynyrd Skynyrd singing, “Hey there fella with
                    your hair color yella!” instead of the elevator music they had picked for
                    my intro. I called it a rock ’n’ roll food show. The crowd continued
                    to go nuts.

                Next thing I knew I was chatting with
                    Michelle “Michi” Bernstein at William Morris Endeavor, and she
                    asked, “That show you do—is what you’re doing
                    intentional?” I was thinking, I’m about to get
                        the hook…. But she said, “It’s amazing—why do
                    you do that?” I said I do it because I want to do a rock ’n’ roll food show across the country,
                    to entertain people using the premise of food. Well, it just so happens that
                    Michi is the queen of all concerts—from The Eagles to Lady Gaga,
                    she’s put them all on. So we took a year to plan and form a tour:
                    twenty-one cities in thirty days, starting outside of Boston with a finale in
                    Vegas. There were two tour buses, a semi, and a full crew with a $150,000 set
                    that included backdrops and cooking stations, and a DJ booth. We did food, rock
                    ’n’ roll, and cocktails, just like I do at home when we fire up the
                    jukebox and a bunch of my friends show up. We took it to the road and did it for
                    up to 5,000 people at a time. I brought some of my best buddies, Kleetus and
                    Dirty, Stretch from Grinders, Gorilla from Gorilla BBQ, Panini Pete from Panini
                    Pete’s in Alabama, and the crazy DJ Cobra. It was the craziest thing
                    we’ve ever done.
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                Let’s make some noise!
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                The three amigos: Kleet, Guid, and
                    Dirty.
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                This is the badge you need to have!
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                We rock at eight!

                When we started off the tour, we arrived a
                    day early to rehearse—and it started to sink in that this was a major,
                    full-blown production, not just a 45-minute demo at a food and wine festival. As
                    we sat there and discussed the operation, it was a little overwhelming and I
                    definitely got the butterflies. That first night it was full steam ahead:
                    lights, camera, my cues, music cues, stage managers, and choreography. It
                    probably took us four or five performances to fully get our sea legs, rally
                    together, and fortify the performance.

                What really made it so unique was the
                    travel we did. Every town we went to, we brought in ProStart culinary students
                    to do mise en place work with the team. Because we had to shop in every town,
                    there were a lot of moving parts, plus each city had its own nuances. Kleetus
                    and Dirty were responsible for sorting that out. In the meantime I was doing
                    interviews and VIP meet and greets for 150 to 200 people; then rolling into six
                    o’clock a guest chef would show up, get the walk-through, and go on at
                    6:30. Next up was Woody the fair bartender, then we’d turn up
                    “Kick-start My Heart” from Mötley Crüe (one of my all-time
                    favorite bands) for a full-blown rock ’n’ roll entry. Kleetus and
                    Dirty would shoot T-shirts to the audience with a T-shirt gun; then we’d
                    go into an orchestrated cooking program with two different dishes and four
                    elaborate stories, then an encore and bow. I’d have five minutes to hang
                    out in the green room, take off my sweaty chef jacket, and go out to the
                    merchandising booths for autographs—which took between forty-five minutes
                    and two hours. By midnight we were piling back on the bus.

                The caterer would provide food, but I
                    always wanted to go local, so I would pre-order food from local restaurants that
                    we’d researched. We’d drive through the night to our next location,
                    check in at the hotel, and shower and sleep till two or so, then get up and do
                    the same routine. In the process we played for more than 35,000 fans, and it was
                    part of what took my second DD&D book to #1. It
                    was the toughest, most mentally and physically strenuous thing I’ve done,
                    but also one of the most rewarding.

                People have said that Guy Fieri is a rock
                    star who doesn’t play guitar, he plays the griddle. I see it as a chance
                    to lead the fight for the industry. Professional cooks and celebrity chefs can
                    do more than make great food—a lot more. I threw down the gauntlet, bit
                    off too much the way I always do, and guess what? The rock ’n’ roll
                    tour will ride again.

                P.S. Big thanks to all the fans that made
                    it possible…. See ya next year!
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                Kleet, Guid, and my favorite young
                    chef—my son Hunter.
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                Recognizing and rewarding kids is one of
                    my favorite things to do!

            

        

    
        
            
            
                Notes from Kleetus: 
Top 10 Rules for Cooking with
                                    Guy


            
                
                    1. “You could lose a finger.” Do not eat
                        off the cutting board!

                    2. “Pizza, anyone?” If you think
                        it’s done, it probably is. Don’t burn it or it’s take-out
                        time.

                    3. “I hate dishes.” If you’re the
                        chef, you don’t have to do dishes.

                    4. “Practice is advised.” Be able to
                        laugh, carry on a conversation, take direction, give direction, pick music,
                        and not get cut all at the same time.

                    5. “Be fast.” Know all your cut
                        options—julienne, dice, chop, mince, shreds, etc.—and do it
                        quickly.

                    6. “Don’t let it burn.” Always
                        keep an eye on the burners, ovens, BBQs, and pizza ovens—something may
                        need to be flipped, stirred, or pulled! (Refer to #2.)

                    7. “Eat it.” Be prepared on any given
                        day to prepare something you have never done before and eat it.

                    8. “Just cook.” Don’t be
                        intimidated by cooking with a celebrity chef. Do what you do best. Learn,
                        listen, and be proactive.

                    9. “Learn it once; know it forever.” If
                        you don’t know what you’re doing, ask, ask, and ask again.

                    10. “Laugh every day.” Last but not
                        least, being best friends with Guy (Guido)—cooking, camping,
                        traveling, eating, and just hanging out every day—is a lesson learned.
                        Guy is all about teaching and not just about cooking. Life is about lessons,
                        and being good at life makes for a happy life.
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                All eyes on the delivery of the Jambalaya
                    Sandwich.
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                Cowboy, the resident floor cleaner.
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                Korina, culinary
                        director of Knuckle Sandwich, teaches Dirty how to cook and
                    tango!
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                Gorilla has twenty
                        bucks that Dirty will cut himself.
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                A focused
                    Jedi.
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                The famous Jambalaya
                        Sandwich.
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                The Spaniard knows how
                        to eat—and do makeup.

            

        

    
        
            
            
                IN THE KITCHEN WITH
                    KORINA

                The Girl Behind the Guy


            
                 

                Guy

                To generate as many recipes as I
                    have to over the course of a year—for shows, for demos, for
                    articles—I can’t download it all with just anybody; I need a partner
                    to help orchestrate the madness. But in the same way that some people sing a
                    certain way and other people write in a specific style, I’ve only ever
                    found a couple people who cook the way I cook. Meet Korina McAlister. Like
                    writing a song, I’ll throw a few culinary notes out there and Korina will
                    give a few back, and sooner or later we’ve created a symphony, and
                    we’re dancing through food.

                Korina understands me—what I like and
                    don’t like, how something works and doesn’t work. The energy we
                    share is much more than recipe development—it’s about having the
                    same respect for things. I love that when Korina gets excited she’ll pinch
                    my arm and wiggle and say, “You have got to
                    try thiiiiiis!!!” She’ll show up at my
                    house with to-go food to sample or she’ll walk in and start jerking pots
                    and pans out of my drawers to make something she’s discovered. She’s
                    not overly structured by too much training, and she knows how to translate my
                    psychosis. The greatest compliment I had in the last few years was when
                    Korina’s husband (who’s a good friend of mine) said, “Thank
                    you for what you do for my family.” I did everything I could not to tear
                    up. Thank you for coming on the ride.

                Korina

                Picture
                        yourself in a room. It’s loud, the lights are bright, and there are
                        twenty hungry eyes fixed on your every action. Someone is writing down
                        everything you cook, dogs are bouncing off your legs, and toddlers and
                        teenagers are begging for a bite. Then imagine you have to bake something
                        (anything) without the benefit of measuring utensils, a food scale, or even
                        an oven you can turn on without lying on the kitchen floor to do so. Not to
                        mention that the stovetop has only half the knobs in place (because
                        it’s toddler proof). This is the amazing kitchen I entered to cook in
                        with my old friend Guy.

                It all started because
                        I bring food wherever I go. It’s in my nature; I don’t ask, I
                        just do it. One day, as my husband and I were hanging out
                        at Guy’s house, Guy asked me, “What do you do?” His wife,
                        Lori, said, “What do you mean, what does she do? She’s a
                        mom!” Guy proposed that we start working together a bit, bouncing
                        recipe ideas off each other. Well, that part-time job went full-time pretty
                        fast.

                [image: image]

                My sista from another
                        mista!

                Suddenly I found
                        myself in this glorious, tantalizing Guy-created mayhem. I’ve worked
                        almost every job one can do in a restaurant, at everything from five-star
                        Bay Area spots to Jersey Shore “wing dives,” but nothing truly
                        prepared me for Guy’s kitchen except my palate and my fearless
                        abandon. I’m not classically trained—not even close—but
                        I’ve always been first to ask about what somebody has created, and
                        have no reservations about trying new concepts and ideas.

                These days I cook and
                        research all day when I’m not on the road helping Guy do an event.
                        When it comes to food, there could be twenty people in the room and Guy and
                        I can still zone into that little twin wonder-power matrix, no problem. Our
                        research and development is an insane mix of finishing each other’s
                        sentences and sauces and holding blind tastings with family and friends. I
                        have a twelve-and a nine-year-old, Mason and Dixie, and their palates are
                        great, so they get in there and help sometimes, too. My patient family and
                        friends never eat the same thing twice and rarely before nine P.M.—and I applaud them for having my
                        back in this endeavor!

                There’s never a
                        dull moment in Guy’s life, and thankfully never in mine. Is there a
                        drawback to this dream job? Maybe one—now nobody will cook for
                        me!

                Well, except
                        Guy…

            

        

    
        
            
            
                GUY’S KITCHEN
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                If you go
                        to a Nascar driver’s home garage, you expect to find every possible
                        variety of tools related to cars. Makes sense—the dude races cars.
                        Well, I cook, and I try to have every single piece of
                            equipment I can imagine, here at my fingertips. I had it all
                        before I was on TV. It wasn’t given to me, and I didn’t come by
                        it easily. I just had to have the rockin’ kitchen. I didn’t
                        build it to be my personal stage, however. Cooking is my favorite way to
                        hang with my friends and family, so I wanted my kitchen to be set up so that
                        six people can be cooking at once, and there’s a long counter facing
                        the action for everybody else to hang out at.

                Here’s a rundown
                        of my arsenal.

               
                [image: image]

                The starting lineup.

                 

               
                Top 5 Equipment

                Tongs

                In my view, tongs are the
                    quintessential kitchen utensil. It’s a grabber-poker-flipper-stirrer and
                    even a mini ladle—the most versatile tool that that you can use, hands
                    down. If I could cut and grate with them, I’d be Rambo.

                 

                Knives

                Some people have guitar
                    collections; I have thirty-one knives. Like tennis pros have a favorite racket
                    or golf pros a favorite club, chefs have their knives, which are basically an
                    extension of their arms. Each one to his own, but my favorite is an 8-to 10-inch
                    French knife. I had the Guy Fieri Knuckle Sandwich knives built the way I wanted
                    them to be: with properly sized handles, great blades, and a rock-star cool.




                
                 

                Spice Grinder

                If you like the way a ground spice
                    tastes right out of a container, just think how good it will taste if you take
                    the whole spice, toast it a little, then grind it up. I think it’s way
                    better!

                When I came back from barbecue camp one
                    time, I toasted up some Thai chiles, knocked them out in the spice grinder, and
                    made a rub. Everything tasted awesome, and I cleaned out the spice grinder
                    really well—but neglected to mention my technique to Lori. The next
                    morning when she went to make coffee she did her routine, grinding the beans and
                    brewing it…and then thought the coffee was poisonous! (The residual oils
                    from the peppers really made the coffee taste weird.) Now we have two
                    grinders.

                 

                Squirt Bottles

                I’m so tired of taking off
                    lids and then losing them. Being able to transfer something to a squirt bottle
                    makes it quick and easy. Just label it…

                 

                Cast-Iron Pan

                You can beat it, burn it, blacken
                    it, bake it, and bomb it, and it will be there for you through thick and thin.
                    Just don’t wash it with soap and water!

                [image: image]

                
                 

                Top 5 Pantry Items

                Olive Oil and Evoo

                The right oil for the right job is
                    key, and olive oil is my super-versatile go-to oil. It plays the middle of the
                    road really well. It has a low

                
                
                
                
                
                
                
                
                
                
                
                  
                  
                   
                
                
                
                
                
                
                
                
                
                    	Two ovens (gas is my only way
                        to go)

                    	Warming drawers

                    	Two refrigerators

                    	Four refrigerated drawers

                    	Three sinks with foot pedals

                    	Three trash cans

                    	Three recycling bins

                    	One compost pots

                    	Two dishwashers

                

                
                
                
                
                    	Knives: cleavers, a sushi knife (first knife I ever owned),
                        one with a deer antler handle, one that Bobby Flay gave me during The Next Food Network Star, one by famous knife
                        maker Ken Onion, a prime rib and roast cutting knife, boning knife, bendable
                        fish knife, good serrated knives, steak knives…the list goes on and
                        on.

                    	Lots of strong metal tongs, short and long

                    	Wooden salad tongs

                    	Flat-headed wooden spatulas (a close second to the
                        tongs)

                    	A couple of plastic utensils (for delicate nonstick
                        pans)

                    	Bamboo spoons

                    	Wooden spoons

                    	Metal spoons

                    	Slotted spoons

                    	Garlic press

                    	Pizza cutter

                    	Utility shears

                    	Potato peelers (that create julienne)

                    	Baster

                    	Zester

                    	Hay hooks (for my 10-gallon jambalaya pot, which has to be
                        kept indoors so it doesn’t rust)

                    	Bench knife

                    	BBQ mop

                    	Fry skimmer

                    	Crab crackers

                    	Shrimp deveiners

                    	Parmesan cheese wheel breakers

                    	Pasta forks

                    	Ravioli cutting wheel

                

                
                
                
                
                
                    	Mix of my old-school Vollrath aluminum-blend pans that we
                        used in restaurants and All-Clad and Viking pans

                    	Calphalon pans (from college)

                    	11 sauté pans, from nonstick to stainless steel (a
                        good nonstick is invaluable)

                    	Three heavy stockpots in various sizes

                    	Roasting pans in every size

                    	Sheet pans

                    	Pyrex casseroles

                    	Roasting racks

                    	Wok (from college)

                    	Ceramic wok

                    	2 paella pans

                    	Pressure cookers

                    	Cutting boards (9 synthetic rubber)

                    	Muffin tins in every size

                    	Soufflé cups

                    	China cap strainers

                    	Hand colanders

                    	Fine mesh colanders

                    	Mesh wire steaming inserts

                    	Bamboo steamers

                    	Bamboo spiders

                    	Squirt bottles—all the essentials

                    	Lots of lighters

                    	1 Butane torch

                    	Couple different thermometers for oil and candy

                    	Pizza peel

                    	Pizza stone

                    	Salad spinner

                    	Stainless steel bowls in every size possible

                    	Glass and plastic mixing bowls

                    	Two sizes of mortar and pestle

                    	Volcanic mortar and pestle

                    	Meat grinder

                    	Falafel maker

                    	Tostone cup maker

                    	1800s nutmeg grinder

                    	Microplanes (3 different sizes)

                    	Ginger grater

                    	Cheese grater

                    	Mandolin

                    	Pepper grinders for white, black, and mélange

                    	Spice grinder

                    	Fruit presses

                    	Potato ricer

                    	Two or three tenderizers

                    	Cheesecloth

                    	Butcher twine

                    	Pastry bag and points

                    	Sushi mat

                    	Himalayan salt block (for fish or meat)

                    	Tortilla pan

                    	Tortilla press

                    	Tortilla warmer

                    	Pasta dryer

                    	Ravioli molds

                    	Mofongo pilon

                    	FoodSaver

                    	Butcher’s metal scabbard

                    	Serving bowls

                    	French press coffeemaker

                    	To-go cups

                    	Water bottles

                    	Paper towels in two or three different spots

                    	50,000 cloth towels

                

                
                
                
                    	Juicer

                    	Meat slicer

                    	Immersion blender

                    	High-speed Vitamix

                    	KitchenAid mixer

                    	Cuisinart

                    	Pasta machine

                    	Breville espresso machine/coffeemaker

                    	Rice cooker

                    	Waffle maker

                    	Air popper

                

                
                
                
                    	Gas grill

                    	Charcoal grill

                    	Pizza oven

                    	Propane smoker

                    	Wood smoker

                    	Six-by four-foot whole hog smoker

                    	Big dehydrator
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