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BONUS: This edition contains a Comfort Me with Apples discussion guide and an excerpt from
Ruth Reichl's Delicious!In this delightful sequel to her bestseller Tender at the Bone, Ruth Reichl
returns with more tales of love, life, and marvelous meals. Comfort Me with Apples picks up
Reichl’s story in 1978, when she puts down her chef’s toque and embarks on a career as a
restaurant critic. Her pursuit of good food and good company leads her to New York and China,
France and Los Angeles, and her stories of cooking and dining with world-famous chefs range
from the madcap to the sublime. Through it all, Reichl makes each and every course a hilarious
and instructive occasion for novices and experts alike. She shares some of her favorite recipes
while also sharing the intimacies of her personal life in a style so honest and warm that readers
will feel they are enjoying a conversation over a meal with a friend.
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requisite for writing wellabout food is a good appetite.A. J. LIEBLING Easy for him to say: He was
independently wealthy. Personally, I found the primary requisite for writing about food to be a
credit card.And that was a problem. I pictured myself sweeping into fabulous restaurants to dine
upon caviar and champagne. Maître d’s would cower before the great Restaurant Critic. Chefs
would stand behind the kitchen door, trembling. “What is she saying?” they would whisper to my
waiter. “Does she like it?” I would not betray, by word or gesture, my opinion of the meal. And
when it was all over, I would throw down my card and cry “Charge it please!,” then gather my
retinue and float regally out the door.Unfortunately, the first time I tried this I hit a few snags.In
1978, San Francisco’s fanciest French restaurant belonged to a chef who had cooked for the
Kennedys. The valet stared at my beat-up Volvo and shook his head. He could not, he insisted,
accept a car that used a screwdriver in place of a key. The maître d’hôtel was equally overjoyed
by my arrival; he looked me up and down, took in my thrift-store clothing, and led me straight to
the worst table, the one that shook each time a waiter came out the kitchen door. The sommelier
appeared worried when I ordered the ’61 Lascombes. He had, he was sorry to inform me, sold
the last bottle. He was certain that a nice little Beaujolais would make me very happy. And when
the captain announced that the special of the evening was freshly made terrine de foie gras, he
pointedly told me the price.The biggest humiliation, however, was yet to come. “Your credit card,
madam,” said the maître d’hôtel frostily, “has been rejected.” He stood over me looking more
smug than sorrowful; clearly he had been expecting this all along.“It couldn’t be!” I insisted. “I just
got it yesterday.”“It says, madam,” the maître d’hôtel went on, “that you are over your limit.” He
leaned down and hissed menacingly. “Do you know what your limit is?”Unfortunately, I did. After
years of righteous poverty I was prepared to sacrifice my principles and leap back into middle-
class life. The middle class, however, had its doubts about me. Although I was now a bona fide



restaurant critic, the banks were not impressed. Where, they wanted to know, were my debts?
How had I managed to live thirty years without owing anything to anyone? Were there no college
loans, no car payments, no mortgages, no revolving lines of credit? How could I possibly be
trusted with a credit card?In desperation I had put on my very best dress and arranged for an
appointment with the bank manager. After making me wait a suitable length of time, he
graciously permitted me to show him the masthead of New West magazine. I was hoping that my
association with New York magazine’s West Coast sibling would impress this man, that he would
recognize it as Northern California’s most important regional publication. But the manager
merely looked bored. As he unhurriedly put on his half-glasses, I wished that I had tamed my
hair out of its usual wildness. I patted, vainly, at it and tried pulling the most excitable curls
behind my ears. They popped willfully forward. He snorted.He scanned the list of contributing
editors. He noted my name. He grunted. “Meaningless,” he said at last. “What we are looking for
is something to show that you will pay your bills. Can you show me a pay stub?”“I’m freelance,” I
stammered. “I don’t get a paycheck. They pay me by the article.”He drew visibly back from me.
He looked sorrowful. “Unreliable,” he sighed at last, staring at my ringless fingers. “It says here,”
he said, peering skeptically at the papers in his hand, “that you are married? To a Mr. Douglas
Hollis?” The tone of his voice implied that he wondered what someone who looked like me might
be doing with someone who sounded like that.“Yes,” I replied. “I am.”“And what does Mr. Hollis
do for a living?” he inquired. “His income does not seem to be represented here.” I considered
giving him my feminist line, but one look at his sour face decided me against it.“He’s an artist,” I
said. “He does site sculpture. He actually hasn’t had much income in the past couple of years,
but that’s about to change—”“I understand,” he said firmly, and made a mark on the paper.
Despite his name, Mr. Hollis was clearly no more trustworthy than myself.After months of
pleading, the bank was finally persuaded to part with a Visa card. If I proved conscientious and
faithful in my payments, the manager suggested, I might, in due time, be permitted a bit more
credit. We would have to see. In the meantime, he was prepared to go out on a $250 limb.It was
not enough. I was not surprised. I had known from the start that this job would be trouble. I had
been writing short magazine articles for a couple of years, but nobody I knew took them
seriously. They were considered, like my restaurant job, just a sideline to support my real work as
a novelist. Fixing the money part turned out to be easy; I wrote the fancy French restaurant a
check and asked my editor for an advance. The rest would be more complicated.On the day I
became a restaurant critic, my primary emotion was fear. As I drove home from the magazine, I
practiced breaking the news to the people I loved best. I found the prospect so terrifying that I
forgot to be frightened of the bridge and I reached the far side of the Bay before realizing that I
had crossed the entire span without my usual panic. I turned off the freeway, and as my ancient
car bumped through the Berkeley flatlands, past the small old cottages with their softly fading
paint, I tried to find the perfect way to put it.“I’ve just gotten the best job in the world!” As I heard
myself say the words, I knew they wouldn’t do. They would be fine in San Francisco or New York,
but this was the People’s Republic of Berkeley. This was the heart of the counterculture. Every



single person I knew was going to disapprove.I walked into the hallway of the peeling Victorian
house I shared with my husband and five other people and waited for their reactions.Nick, our
household patriarch, was sitting in the shabby, crowded living room. He stroked the bushy beard
that gave him the air of a prophet and said, “Let me get this straight.” He plunked himself into one
of the tattered armchairs we had found at the flea market and began pushing the stuffing back
into the arm. “You’re going to spend your life telling spoiled, rich people where to eat too much
obscene food?”“Something like that,” I murmured, too embarrassed to defend myself.He shook
his head in disappointment. A devotee of millet and Dr. Bronner’s balanced mineral bouillon,
Nick had done his Berkeley best to turn our household into a model of politically correct
consumption. We had, at various times, been ovolactovegetarians and vegans, and we were, at
all times, vigilant about the excesses of agribusiness. For a long while we grew our own food,
and we even, for a short while, depended upon dumpsters for our raw ingredients. Nick had
valiantly tried to overlook my forays into the world of fancy food, but this was going too far. For
the first time in the many years I had known him, he became speechless.Jules, the most
sympathetic member of our household, tried to be optimistic. He poured himself a glass of wine
from the gallon jug on the table and said, “Free meals!” He turned to Nick and said, “Think how
our food bills will go down.”Nick shook his head. “Not mine,” he said. “You couldn’t pay me to set
foot in one of those decadent, bourgeois institutions. Have you told Doug?”“Not yet,” I admitted,
going out to the garage, where my husband was working on the band saw. He had sawdust in
his straight brown hair, and he smiled when he saw me, as if just the sight of me had improved
his day. He turned off the saw, leaned against it, shook a Camel out of the pack that was always
in his shirt pocket and lit it.“The magazine’s asked me to be their restaurant critic,” I blurted
out.“Of course they have,” he said, putting his arms around me. Doug was my biggest fan and
greatest supporter. I buried my head in his faded blue work shirt and inhaled his scent, a mixture
of clean laundry, cut wood, and tobacco. “Why wouldn’t they? You’re a great cook and a great
writer. But you don’t have to say yes.”I stood back so I could see him. He has one of those
handsome, all-American faces that get better as they age, and in our ten years together his
cheeks had slimmed down, become angular. His youthful rosiness had disappeared, leaving him
looking chiseled, intelligent, and kind. Now he said earnestly, “Why don’t you stop working? I’m
making enough money now. You could quit the restaurant, give up magazine work, and stay
home and write.”“That would be great,” I hedged. “But you don’t understand. I really want to do
this.”“Why?” he asked. “You’re wasting your talent.”“I don’t have to do it forever,” I replied. “But I
think it will be good experience.”“You’ll be stuck here!” he said with such vehemence that I
understood there was something more on his mind. “Look, I’m getting commissions all over the
country, and I thought you’d bring your typewriter and come with me. We’d be together.”“I was
never very good at playing the great artist’s wife, remember?” I reminded him. “After the third art
patron chucks me under the chin and says condescendingly, ‘And what do you do, dear?’ I
always get mad. Even if I didn’t have this new job, I probably wouldn’t come with you that
often.”“So don’t come,” he said in his soft, reasonable voice. “Stay here if you want. But you



should be writing your novel, doing something important.”“But don’t you see,” I said, surprising
myself with my own passion, “writing about restaurants doesn’t have to be different from writing
a novel. It can be important. The point is just to do it really well. I have this idea that I could write
reviews that were like short stories—mysteries, romances, even science fiction.”Doug did not
seem convinced; in those days we all considered art and commerce to be in opposition, and
Doug thought I was willfully choosing the wrong one.“Just think about it before you say yes,” said
Doug, turning on the band saw. I left the shop, got into my car, and went to see what my
colleagues at The Swallow, the collectively owned restaurant where I cooked, would think about
this new development. The reaction there was almost violent. “You’re giving up good honest
work to be a parasite” was how one of my fellow workers put it. “I’ll be embarrassed to have
known you.” He turned his back on me and said, “In fact, I’m embarrassed now.”I had counted on
my parents, at least, for a little support. But when I called New York to break the news, expecting
jubilation over the fact that I was about to make more than the minimum wage, they were
unenthusiastic.“A restaurant critic?” said my father, repeating the words as if I had said
“undertaker” or “garbage collector.” I imagined him standing by the cluttered table in the hall of
their Greenwich Village apartment, folding his tall frame down until he could see himself in the
mirror hanging above it, patting the long strand of hair over the bald spot at the top of his head.
His German accent became stronger when he was upset, and now, as he said, “You’re going to
spend your time writing about food? When are you going to do something worthwhile with your
life?” all the w’s turned into v’s.“And what about children?” cried my mother. She was probably
sitting on the bed, newspapers and books scattered around her as she ran chipped red
fingernails through her short gray hair. “Now that Doug is finally making some money, you could
move out of that ridiculous commune, settle down, and have a family.”At any other time of my life
I would have bowed to this pressure. To be honest, I was astonished that I did not. I had always
been the ultimate good girl. I was thirty years old and I had spent my whole life pleasing other
people. Although I lived in a commune, I was married to a man my parents loved, called my
mother every day, and spent most of my time cooking the meals and cleaning the house. At The
Swallow, I worked hard and never showed up late. I had never before faced universal
disapproval.But I had finally found my true calling, and I was not prepared to turn it down. “You
were born to be a restaurant critic,” said the editor who gave me the job, and I felt that she was
right. Food was my major passion; I had been feeding people since I was small. I had been a
cook, a waitress, a kitchen manager; I had even written a cookbook. Now I understood that all
along I had been training myself to be a restaurant critic.But Liebling was wrong. Appetite is not
enough. And knowledge is not sufficient. You can be a decent critic if you know about food, but
to be a really good one you need to know about life. It took the next few years to teach me
that.You’ll see.2THE SUCCESS MACHINE Autumn in Berkeley. The thin evening sun was
creeping into the tiny attic bedroom I shared with Doug. The dresser was built into the dormer
window, and the closet was a cupboard tucked below the eaves. The room was white, with
sloping walls and a pointed ceiling that made it feel so much like a ship’s cabin that you found



yourself bracing for the roll. The only way two people could possibly occupy the room at the
same time was if one of them was sitting on the single piece of furniture, a handmade bed
covered with a star quilt in primary colors.At this moment Doug was the seated one. His suitcase
lay open on the bed in front of him. He was folding clothes and listening to me rage as I paced
the scrap of floor and dressed for dinner.“Don’t they trust me?” I complained. “I’ve had the job
almost a year. They say I’m the best restaurant critic they’ve ever had. Why did the magazine
have to go and hire a food editor?”My husband zipped up my vintage velvet dress and made
appropriately soothing sounds.“I don’t want a new boss!” I fumed. “Especially some paunchy
middle-aged guy from Los Angeles. I can just imagine what he’s going to be like!”“He may not be
so bad,” said Doug, folding another shirt and putting it in his suitcase. “Maybe you’ll like
him.”“Easy for you to say,” I answered irritably, “now that you’ve gotten so successful. That
museum in Omaha will put you up in some splendid hotel, wine you and dine you for an entire
week while everyone tells you what a great artist you are. You’ll build a wonderful sound
structure that catches the wind, makes beautiful music, and mesmerizes the entire city.
Meanwhile I have to go to the city’s dreariest restaurant and have dinner with some fat creep
from Los Angeles. Is this fair? Did I mention that the magazine’s wine writer is coming along? Do
you have any idea how boring wine writers are?”Doug watched as I went into the bathroom,
which was even tinier than the bedroom, and stood on the toilet to get a full-length look at myself.
The only big mirror in the house was in Nick’s bedroom, but his door was closed; Ravi Shankar
ragas were drifting beneath it, and God knew what he was up to in there. In the year since his
girlfriend Martha had moved out, a series of women had gone parading through the house.“You
look fine,” said Doug. “I wish you were coming with me. I wish I had time to come with you.” He
refrained from adding that I had chosen this life, that he continually offered to support me any
time I wanted to quit. He just wasn’t an I-told-you-so kind of guy. Now he snapped the suitcase
shut and added, “If I don’t leave right now I’ll miss my plane.”We went down the narrow rear
stairs and I stood at the door watching him back his van out of the driveway, which was so
littered with Nick’s collection of derelict vehicles that Doug just missed the old Harley-Davidson
rusting by the side of the house. I watched his taillights turn the corner before climbing into my
1960 humpbacked Volvo and negotiating the obstacle course myself. When I hit the motorcycle I
didn’t stop; another dent would be barely noticeable on either vehicle.I was in a terrible mood. I
told myself this was because the editors I was about to meet would be tiresome bores, but deep
down I knew that that wasn’t really what was troubling me.Doug’s continual traveling was the
problem. It marked a milestone in our marriage. We had met in college when Doug came
knocking on my door in search of another woman. I invited him in, cooked him dinner, and we
spent the whole night talking. We were amazed at our luck in finding each other; he moved in the
next day. Until recently we had rarely spent more than a few hours apart at a time. After eleven
years, we completed each other’s sentences. Our friends called us Duth and Rug.Doug wanted
to make art, I wanted to write, and we moved to Berkeley so we could live cheaply and not
become part of what we called the success machine. We steered clear of the stuff of ordinary



existence, the clothes and cars and furniture that other people spent their money on. We chose
a communal household on Channing Way because the rent was forty-five dollars a month and
we could support ourselves with part-time jobs. I cooked in a restaurant; Doug did carpentry. We
bought our clothes in thrift stores, borrowed our books from the library, and thought of a night at
the movies as a major treat.We had only two extravagances: Doug spent money on art supplies,
and once a year we went out for a really great dinner.It was always at the same restaurant: Chez
Panisse. This tradition went back to our first weeks in Berkeley, when my parents came to
inspect our commune. They were not thrilled to find themselves sleeping in a bedroom with a
curtain in place of a door, but it was the food that finally drove them away. They endured three
nights of brown rice, tofu, and lentils with a side order of anti-agribusiness theory, and then
insisted on going out to eat. There was, it seemed, a new local restaurant Mom was eager to try.
“It sounds so cute,” she said. “They serve just one meal every day.”“What if you don’t like it?” I
asked. This was not an opportunity I was prepared to squander.“I wondered about that too,” said
my mother. “You have nothing to worry about. If you don’t like the meal of the evening, you can
ask for steak!”When we got to Chez Panisse, Mom looked around the attractively rustic room
and said, her voice dripping with disappointment, “This looks more like a house than a
restaurant.” She surveyed the bare wood and burnished copper. She glared at the tangle of
wildflowers in the middle of the dining room, daring it to turn into tulips or roses, or at the very
least some respectable hothouse plant. She scrutinized the menu. “Wild mushrooms on toast,”
she read. “Blanquette de veau. A salad of baby lettuces. Lemon tart.” She was calculating the
cost. “I’ll have the steak,” she announced when she had finished.Our waiter, a thin young man
with an intellectual air, looked doubtful as he wrote the order down. Sure enough, the kitchen
door had no sooner closed behind him than it reopened to allow the owner to come marching
out.Alice Waters was Berkeley’s latest claim to fame. She was a petite, pretty woman who swept
through town trailing disappointed men in her wake. She had chestnut hair and a generous
mouth that turned up at the corners. Her hazel eyes were framed by bangs, and when I saw her
in the markets she was always wearing eccentric clothes that made me want to reach out and
softly caress them.I was awed by her—and a little jealous of her reputation. She seemed so
formidable that I was taken aback by the sound of her whispery little voice. “I was afraid people
would be worried about eating veal,” she said. We had to lean in to hear her. “But you see, these
are not commercial animals.” Alice began telling my mother about the humane manner in which
the calves had been raised. When she realized that wasn’t working, she tried a different
tack.“Have you been to France?” she asked.“Yes,” my mother said. I winced, knowing exactly
what was coming next. Mom could never resist an opportunity to say, “I got my Ph.D. at the
Sorbonne.”Alice beamed. “Wonderful!” she said. “Then you know how much better food tastes
over there!” She smiled at my mother and said winningly, “Our vegetables taste the way they do
in France. All the little carrots and onions in the blanquette were cultivated by people I know.
They don’t use pesticides at all. I’ve adapted this recipe from Richard Olney. Do you know his
book?”Mom didn’t.Alice warmed to her subject, going on about the people who grew the grapes



that made the wine that went into the sauce. “We only use good wine for cooking,” she assured
my mother. “I wouldn’t cook with a wine I wouldn’t drink.”My mother remained unconvinced. Alice
remained adamant. “The steak just isn’t as good as the blanquette,” she said. There was steel
behind that sweet whispery voice. “I don’t want you to be disappointed with your meal.”“I won’t
be,” said Mom, whose voice also had a metallic ring. She was certain that the steak offered
better value. She was determined to have it. In the end, Alice relinquished the duel, gave a
defeated little shrug, and retreated to the kitchen. This, I would learn later, was completely
uncharacteristic.Mom did not regret her decision, even when my father held out a forkful of
silken veal in a sauce made of thick, sweet cream. “Try this, darling,” he said. “It tastes like my
childhood.” Lost in some nostalgic German reverie, he recited a line from Goethe under his
breath.“My steak is delicious too!” cried Mom. It wasn’t; I understood why Alice had not wanted
to serve this mediocre meat, which must have come straight from the freezer. My mother didn’t
care; filet mignon cost more than stewing veal and she was getting her money’s worth. A few
months later, when Chez Panisse was reviewed in a national magazine, Mom’s triumph was
complete. “I discovered it!” she bragged to her friends, and as the restaurant grew more famous
Mom embellished Alice’s steak protest until it had turned into a meaningful conversation.But
although it pleased my mother, the national success of Chez Panisse did not impress the people
of Berkeley. Sweet suckling pigs cooked over wood fires, ragouts of red wine and squid, and the
best bread ever served in America might astonish others, but they were not what we loved best
about Chez Panisse. The restaurant stood for pure products, small farms, and sustainable
agriculture, and we went there because it was a place where you could eat fabulously without
feeling apologetic. Their food was grown by people who cared for the earth and served by
people who cared for one another. Even the dishwashers were well paid. In Berkeley, these
things counted.Over the years, Alice turned into a Berkeley icon. She became so famous that
when my editor asked me to interview her, right after I became a critic, it took me days to work
up the courage to call. I expected her to say no. Instead, she invited me to her house.I was
surprised to find that she lived in a small Victorian in the flatlands of Berkeley, within walking
distance of Channing Way. The house seemed so modest, so unassuming, so ordinary.And
Alice seemed so friendly. “Oh,” she said when I knocked on the door, “it’s you.” She smiled
winningly and I instantly understood her charm. “You worked at The Swallow. I know you.” Her
arms were filled with fuzzy branches covered with the tiniest blue flowers. “Aren’t they beautiful?”
she said. “Do you know borage? You eat the flowers. Here, taste.” She stuffed a blossom into my
mouth. I chewed on it as I followed her through the dark living room and into the kitchen, thinking
how very blue the flower tasted.Alice’s kitchen was spotless, but it was far from fancy. The stove
was an antique and the refrigerator looked like a relic from the Ice Age; it didn’t even have a
freezer. “I saw it in the window of a junk shop,” she said, proudly patting the door. “It cost two
hundred and twenty-five dollars.” She did not own a single modern appliance.“Did you always
know you wanted to run a restaurant?” I asked, looking around.“Oh no,” she said. “I was a
Montessori teacher. But I hated teaching because I didn’t have any patience. I found myself sort



of biting the children.”“You couldn’t have,” I said.“No, really,” she said, “I did. There was this little
kid who was biting everybody and I couldn’t figure out what to do, and it was just an impulsive
thing and I bit him.” She still seemed shocked at her action, all these years later. “I hurt him,” she
admitted. “And then I thought, I’ve got to get out of here.”“And so you opened a restaurant? Just
like that?”“Well, I love feeding people. I need to have that kind of communion. When I was
working at the Express Times, people came over every night, and I would put out food.”“Sounds
like my house,” I said.As we chatted she washed lettuces, crushed garlic, and talked to her
mother on the telephone. People kept showing up—before the afternoon was over, dinner for
four had grown to dinner for a dozen. “What I always wanted in a restaurant,” she said, “was
something like this. Just a place where my friends would come and hang out for hours.”As Alice
said that, her friend Pat put down her rolling pin and commented, “And look what you ended up
with. A restaurant that none of your friends can afford.” There was a definite edge to her words.“I
know,” said Alice wistfully. “But the trouble is, once you’re successful at something, it just sort of
follows you around and haunts you.”* * *Why was I remembering all that as I drove across the
Bay Bridge? The sky was reflected in the dark water, and I looked down and watched an
airplane pick its way delicately among the stars. And then I understood the connection: Success
was following us around, haunting us. For the past year, Doug had been moving all around the
country while I stayed home and reviewed restaurants. Our relationship seemed the same, but I
had a prickly sense of change. Doug was going east while I went west, heading to a restaurant
none of my friends could afford. I was suspended between Berkeley and San Francisco, and
success was riding shotgun as I catapulted across the bridge.Trader Vic’s turned out to be
exactly what I had expected. I looked at the people milling expensively about the waiting room,
angling for tables, and thought of the word Nick had used: “obscene.” He had a point. But there
was one surprise: The wine writer was shy, earnest, and about my age. In his rumpled clothes
and dirty sneakers, Phil Reich would have fit right into our Berkeley household. The maître
d’hôtel seemed to think so too. He examined us both briefly and announced that there would be
a wait. A long wait.“He obviously hopes we’ll leave,” said Phil, introducing himself. “Wait until he
sees who’s taking us to dinner. He’ll change his tune.”“So you’ve met this food editor?” I asked.“A
few times,” he replied.“What’s he like?” I asked.Phil looked me up and down appraisingly, as if
trying to decide how honest he could be. He took in my frizzy brown hair and worn velvet dress.
“I don’t think he’s your sort of person,” he said finally. He looked over my shoulder and added,
“See for yourself.”A substantial man with thick black hair was bearing down on us, wearing a suit,
a tie, and an air of extreme self-satisfaction. How old was he? I couldn’t tell, but he seemed very
grown up—forty, at least—and he was so tall, so large, that the crowd seemed to part before
him. As he got closer I could hear the maître d’hôtel gushing, “Oh, Mr. Andrews, how nice to
have you with us again.” I squirmed resentfully; just by walking in the door he had taken control,
and I was afraid that he would see right through me.“See?” whispered Phil as the maître d’hôtel
led us past the throng to our table; those with Colman Andrews did not wait. The food editor
immediately summoned a wine list. It appeared, and the two men began speaking in



tongues.“Mayacamas Chard?” asked the food editor, raising his eyebrows as he peered down at
the list.“Hasn’t been through malolactic,” Phil replied.“Francophile myself,” said the editor.
“Preferably bone.”“Caymus?” asked Phil.“Malolactic?” the editor replied.“Of course,” said Phil,
nodding.I listened, baffled, as the words rolled off their tongues. I had a moment of triumph when
I translated “bone” to “Beaune,” but by then the men had moved on to a discussion of barrels. As
they tossed facts about new oak and old redwood into the air, the sommelier hovered unhappily
in the distance. Our glasses were still empty. When the men lurched into an argument about
which year Hanzell stopped using white foil around the neck of the bottle, I knew I had to do
something.“I’m hungry,” I announced.The food editor had very good manners. “Sorry,” he said,
summoning the waiter. “Let’s start with the ’66 Krug,” he said. “It’s my favorite.”“Mine too,” I said
before I could stop myself. And then, what the hell, I threw myself into it and added, “Such a
wonderful year for champagne.” Phil shot me an odd look, and I wondered if I had gotten it
wrong. Wasn’t Krug champagne? Were there good years, or were they all the same? I could feel
my cheeks getting hot.Apparently I had not made a fool of myself because the editor said, “Too
bad they don’t have any triple-zero beluga. It’s perfect with the Krug.”Suddenly I heard myself
saying, “If I can’t have triple-zero, I’d rather not eat caviar at all.” Phil looked rather stunned by
this, but the editor smiled so warmly that I was soon disdaining black truffles. I had never actually
eaten them, but I had once read an article by M. F. K. Fisher, who felt that they were vastly
overrated. This stolen opinion earned me such a look of respect that I offered another: It was just
a tragedy, I said, that the government kept all the real cheese from coming into the country. I
waxed eloquent about the great cheeses made with the unpasteurized milk upon which the FDA
frowned.“But even in France,” said the editor, “the quality of cheese is starting to decline. I’m
going to Paris next month, and my expectations are very low.”“You have to get outside of Paris,” I
said, grateful, finally, to be on solid ground. “You have to go into the countryside.” I told him about
the cheese maker I had met when I had a summer job on the Île d’Oléron.“You’ve eaten Oléron?”
he asked. “I thought they weren’t making that anymore.” I wondered how he could possibly know
such an obscure fact, but I did not let on. Acting utterly world-weary, I told him about my friend
Marie, the last living creator of Oléron cheese. He was very impressed, and for a moment I
almost liked him.The food editor ordered for all of us. He ordered a lot. There were appetizers
and a fish course. There was lamb from the Indonesian ovens. (“My father always ordered the
lamb when he came to the Trader’s,” he said in a voice hinting at ancestral mansions and
generations of family retainers. Under the table, Phil gave me a kick. Over the table, he raised his
eyebrows. I giggled.)Dinner went on for hours. Once we got past the competitive part,
somewhere between the salad and the cheese course, it all got easier; and as we started on the
third bottle of wine, it actually began to be fun.Afterward we sipped cognac from big snifters that
the sommelier warmed over candles. Wrapping my hands around the cozy chunk of glass, I
watched the food editor push an unruly lock of curly black hair out of his eyes and realized that
he wasn’t as old as he’d seemed. I began to wonder if the early pompousness had been an act
too. Maybe he thought that was how food editors were supposed to behave.“When was the last



time you were in France?” he asked suddenly.“It’s been years,” I said sadly. “I haven’t been able
to afford a trip.”“You should make an effort,” he said. “You’re a restaurant critic; you don’t want to
seem provincial. Have you spent time in L.A.?”“Almost none,” I replied like a true citizen of
Berkeley. “I can’t stand the place.”“You have to rise above that,” he said. “It’s not Paris, of course,
but you ought to know what’s going on in the other part of the state. Los Angeles is starting to be
a good restaurant town.”“Are you offering to pay for a trip?” I asked, looking up at him.“Why not?”
he replied. “After all, I am your editor.”* * *When I went down to breakfast the next morning, the
sour smell of spilled wine rose up and hit me like a fist. The kitchen table was littered with peanut
shells and crumpled napkins; dirty plates were piled high in the sink. Used coffee grounds,
looking horrifyingly like ants, spilled crazily across the counter. I was cleaning up the mess, still
jabbing angrily at the dishes, when Nick bounced cheerfully into the room asking, “So how was
dinner?”“Fine,” I growled, muttering imprecations under my breath. Nick peered into the pan in
which I was about to scramble eggs and said, “You aren’t planning to cook those in butter are
you?”“Yes,” I said.“Didn’t you read that article I left out for you yesterday?”Actually, I had. Nick
was constantly leaving me articles from worthy publications detailing all the reasons why I
should not eat one or the other of my favorite foods. Butter was his most recent target; he was
currently very big on soy.“I won’t eat tofu on my toast!” I was protesting when the phone rang. I
picked it up and shouted, “Yes?”“How was dinner?” It was Doug’s calm voice.I tried to visualize
him as he spoke, to see the clean curve of his body, his earnest good looks. I imagined him with
the prairie behind him, his toolbox at his feet, leaning into the phone. I thought of my behavior of
the night before, all that bluffing about food, and a wave of embarrassment swept over me.“Fine,”
I said. “How’s Omaha?”“Great!” he replied. “They love my work. The people here are really
terrific.”He sounded so pleased with himself, so happy to be there, that I had a sudden thought
that one of those terrific people might be a woman. But instead of posing that question, I asked
for reassurance. “I’m really lonely without you,” I said. “I hope you’ll be home soon.”Doug missed
his cue. “This won’t be a short trip,” he said. “Probably have to stay here longer than I expected.
We’ve started testing a structure that’s an ethereal tent. The strings stretch from a central pole so
that they snatch music from the breeze. But it’s got to be in the right site, and it’ll take a while to
find it.”“I really miss you,” I said hopefully. Maybe I’d go out there for a few days. Maybe he’d ask
me to.“It’s good to be in a completely different environment,” he replied, bypassing yet another
cue. “Omaha is surprisingly beautiful. I’m getting all kinds of new ideas.”“Doug!” I suddenly felt
like a pathetic little kid, jumping up and down for attention. But instead of simply saying that I
wanted to go to Omaha, I said, “I think we need to talk about whether all this traveling is a good
idea.”“It’s probably not,” he said reasonably, “but as long as you’re doing that job and I’m doing
this one, I don’t see that we have any choice.”I persisted. “But we’re thirty-one years old and it’s
time we started thinking about having a family.” Why couldn’t he understand what I was
saying?“We do need to talk about it,” he said, “but I think we should wait till we’re together.”I knew
I was being impossible, but I couldn’t help myself. “You do want to have children, don’t you?” I
continued, knowing the answer. Having a family had always been part of our plan. All I really



wanted Doug to say was that he missed me. But I had finally gotten his attention.“I always
assumed we would,” he said reluctantly. “And I’m not against the idea. But now I’m not sure. I’m
really excited about the way my work’s been going, and I don’t want to do anything to jeopardize
that.”I gasped, feeling like a woman who has steamed open a letter addressed to someone else
and uncovered a secret she did not want to know. By silently asking Doug to tell me that
everything was the same, I had discovered that it was not. “So you might not want children at
all?”“Oh no,” he gasped. And then, on an ascending note, “No, no, no!”“What’s the matter?” I
asked, alarmed.“All the strings just snapped. There’s too much wind. I really have to go.” Behind
him I heard an urgent voice shouting, “Doug! Come quickly.” The voice was female.“You better
go,” I said, but my feelings were hurt. I felt shamed and, for the first time in eleven years, very
alone. To reclaim my dignity I made a sudden decision. “I’m going to L.A.,” I said. “This new food
editor thinks I need to know the restaurants down there.”“That’s a good idea,” said Doug, his
mind on the wind.“Doug?” I said. “I love you.” But it was too late; he had already hung up.CRAB
CAKESI put down the phone and did what I always do when I’m upset: I cooked.But this time I
was making more than a meal. I was cooking in shorthand, sending a message to myself. Just
look at this list of ingredients! Crabmeat, a true luxury, was definitely not on the Channing Way
list of approved foods. For that very reason I found the sizzle each time a crab cake hit the butter
in the pan profoundly satisfying.I will say this: Everybody loved these crab cakes. Even Nick
overcame his butter aversion long enough to say, “It’s too bad Doug’s not here to taste these. He
would really have enjoyed them.”1 pound lump crabmeat1/2 stick (1/4 cup) unsalted butter1/2
small onion, chopped1 teaspoon coarse kosher salt2 large eggs1 1/2 teaspoons Worcestershire
sauce1 teaspoon paprika1/2 teaspoon freshly ground black pepper2 tablespoons prepared
tartar sauce2 slices firm white sandwich bread torn into small pieces6 tablespoons fresh bread
crumbsPick over the crabmeat to remove any bits of shell and cartilage, being careful not to
break up the lumps of crab.Cook the onion and 1/2 of the teaspoon of salt in 1 tablespoon butter
in a small skillet, over moderate heat, until the onion is softened. Let the mixture cool.Whisk
together the eggs, Worcestershire sauce, remaining salt, paprika, pepper, tartar sauce, and
onion mixture. Gently fold in the crabmeat and torn bread (the mixture will be very wet). Gently
form the mixture into six cakes, each about 3 1/2 inches across and 3/4 inch thick. Line a tray
with a piece of wax paper just large enough to hold the cakes and sprinkle it with half of the
bread crumbs. Set the crab cakes in one layer on top of the paper and sprinkle the tops with the
remaining bread crumbs, patting them gently to adhere. Cover the crab cakes loosely with
another sheet of wax paper and chill for 1 hour.Melt the remaining 3 tablespoons of butter in a
large nonstick skillet over moderately high heat until the foam subsides. Cook the crab cakes
until golden brown, about 3 minutes on each side.Makes 6 crab cakes.3PARIS The Rent-A-
Wreck I picked up at LAX was in better shape than my Volvo. The horn worked, the turn signals
operated automatically, and the radio got both AM and FM; I hit a blues station and sang along
with Willie Dixon as I turned onto the Santa Monica Freeway. The magazine was putting me up
at the Beverly Wilshire hotel, and I loved the cool, opulent privacy of my room. L.A., I thought, as



I drove to meet the food editor for dinner, might not be so bad.The feeling lasted until I arrived at
Ma Maison and saw the Jaguars, Rolls-Royces, and Mercedeses parked in front. How could I
possibly hand my Rent-A-Wreck to the valet? I couldn’t. I drove right past the restaurant and
parked on the street. As I struggled to lock the door I was conscious that the damp night air was
frizzing my hair. By the time I got to the restaurant I was excruciatingly aware that my dress was
hemmed with Scotch tape and my shoes were in need of a shine.But the restaurant’s covered
patio with its AstroTurf and white lawn furniture restored my confidence; Ma Maison was oddly
tacky. The big red and blue beach umbrellas with the word RICARD splashed across them were
meant to be raffish, but they were slightly pathetic. When the restaurant’s owner looked me up
and down in the appraising manner of aging Frenchmen who think women are good for only one
thing, I straightened my back and stuck out my chin.Patrick Terrail led me through the patio to
the dim interior of the restaurant. He escorted me to a table, but it was so dark that all I could see
was the outline of the food editor seated across from a massive man, a small mountain, planted
at the far side. As we got closer I thought he looked vaguely familiar, but I couldn’t remember his
name.“Colman,” said Patrick in a sort of lewd Rod Stewart rasp, “your guest is here.” The food
editor leapt from his seat and introduced me to the mountain: It was Orson Welles! The actor
surveyed me with intelligent eyes that seemed trapped in the flesh of his face. I shook the great
man’s hand, and then Colman and I followed Patrick out of the darkness to the twilight of the
patio. Colman, I realized, reminded me of the natty young Welles of Citizen Kane, the ne’er-do-
well who was thrown out of every elite American college. He held my chair as I sat down; a few
hours earlier I would have found this hopelessly hokey.We began with ’66 Krug and a pot of
caviar.“Triple-zero?” I asked.“Of course,” he replied. “Let’s just eat it with spoons.”The caviar was
gray and glistened. When I put some on my tongue it was not salty, the way other caviar was, but
seductively fruity with a taste that went on and on. I swallowed and the flavor resonated down my
throat. Then I took a sip of champagne, and instead of washing the taste down it brought it back
to life, sharper now and more intense. I closed my eyes.I was somewhere else when a voice just
above my head said, “Colman!” I jumped and opened my eyes. A man in a tall white toque was
standing at the table. He had a round face and a snub nose he kept rubbing with his finger, like a
little boy. “Colman,” he repeated in a thick Austrian accent, “shall I make a menu for you? I have a
few dishes I would like you to try.”So this is how real restaurant critics live, I thought. Movie stars.
Caviar. Special menus.“Shall we let Wolfgang impress us?” Colman asked, cocking his head to
one side.The chef turned and looked at me imploringly, as if my opinion were the only thing in
the world that mattered. “I’ve been doing something with oysters that I think you will like,” he
urged.Unsure of what Colman wanted, ever so slightly I nodded my head.“Good!” said the chef.
“I go cook now.” As he walked away Colman said, “Wolfgang Puck is the most talented young
chef in Los Angeles. I think he’s going to be important. I hope you like his food.”There were
baked oysters wrapped in lettuce, sprinkled with caviar and bathed in beurre blanc. There was
terrine de foie gras with warm toast. The flavors danced and the soft substances slid down my
throat. We drank Corton-Charlemagne and talked about New York and Paris and Rome. It all felt



unreal, as if our dialogue had been lifted from one of those 1930s movies where mink coats go
flying out of windows and there are only happy endings. He was Cary Grant. I was Katharine
Hepburn.With the duck (“Just like Tour d’Argent”) we drank a ’75 Petit-Village (Colman had no
use for old wine). And then we had a chunk of Roquefort and a wedge of Brie. As we ate the
cheese, so ripe, so rich, Patrick passed the table and said, under his breath, “I smuggled it past
customs in my underwear.” I believed him.Colman didn’t like sweets, so I ate his dacquoise and
then I ate mine. We had cognac. He smoked a cigar. Suddenly it was five hours later and the
movie stars were all going home. By the time we were the only people in the restaurant, Patrick
Terrail and Wolfgang Puck were sitting with us. We drank more cognac and talked about food. I
felt beautiful and charming. I felt a million miles from Berkeley. Then Colman waved his hand and
said, “Just put it on my account.” I had never known anyone with a house account in a fancy
restaurant before.Colman pulled out my chair, put his arm around me, and asked where my car
was. “Perfect,” he said when I told him I had parked on the street, “we’ll just come back for your
car in the morning.” He held the door for me.“Yes,” I said, walking through. The valet opened the
car door. I climbed in.* * *I woke up crying, stunned by my recklessness, wishing I could replay
the night and give it a different ending. Overnight I had turned into some other person, become a
stranger to myself. What had come over me? I was the least promiscuous person I knew. I had
never even considered having an affair. In college my virginity had been a standing joke; guys
whose names I did not know would sidle up and ask, “Still a virgin?” as if the very notion were
ridiculous. Even now the number of men with whom I had slept would not fill the fingers of one
hand.I lay there, next to this man I barely knew, consumed with self-loathing. I berated myself for
a while and then tried making it Doug’s fault: If he didn’t travel so much, none of this would have
happened. That made me feel better, but not for long.As daylight filtered into the room I weepily
attempted to turn the situation into a soap opera. What would become of me when Doug
discovered what I’d done? The two men dueled in the dusky room, leaping on chairs and making
noble speeches, before the sheer ridiculousness of all that caught up with me. Doug would be
hurt, but it would not be the end of the world, or even the end of the marriage. He knew that I
loved him. Besides, it was not impossible that Doug was, at this very minute, in the arms of
someone in Omaha. There was that female voice …But I could not fool myself into believing that
what Doug was up to had any bearing on why I had woken up in bed with a stranger. And that
was what I had to figure out.Colman was suave and handsome. He was wonderful company. But
I had met other attractive men and never before been tempted to sleep with them. What was it
that I found so irresistible about this man? I replayed the night in my head—the caviar, the
oysters, the foie gras, the cigars. It had been like a wonderful dream, all my fantasies made real.
Colman was like a character from some book I had read, like a man from another time, a bon
vivant who had unabashedly devoted himself to food. He knew more about the subject than
anyone I had ever met, and it suddenly occurred to me that if I had set out to invent the perfect
man for this moment in my life, I could not possibly have done better.Knowing this did not make
me less fearful. I still wanted to get up, get dressed, and run home to the safety of Berkeley. But I



resisted the impulse, and when Colman woke up, when he turned and said, “I know just where
I’m going to take you for lunch,” I smiled and said, “Can’t wait.”* * *“Are you still in Los Angeles?”
my mother asked every day. “This is a very long trip.”“There are a lot of restaurants here,” I said.
“Besides, Doug’s still in Omaha.”“How old is that new food editor of yours?” she asked
suspiciously.“Old, Mom,” I said, stretching three years, “a lot older than me.” I was grateful that
Doug’s radar was not as good as my mother’s. He called often, but each time it was only to say
that he had to stay a little longer. The wind was with him, and in Omaha they really, really liked
him.* * *Colman had his own table at every restaurant in Los Angeles, and there was nothing he
did not know about food.“You’ve never tasted real mozzarella made with buffalo milk?” he asked
one afternoon, sweeping me out the door. “I know just where to go.” We drove to an industrial
section of Santa Monica and went into a shabby-looking bar. “This is an Italian restaurant?” I
asked, peering dubiously around a modest establishment.“Wait,” he said. A trim, handsome man
appeared and began dancing happily around us. “Oh, Colman,” he said in one of those absurdly
romantic Italian accents, “you’ve come at the perfect moment. I have just returned from the
airport. Look what I picked up!” He held out crumbling chunks of Parmesan cheese and
glistening green bottles of olive oil.“This is Piero Selvaggio,” said Colman. “He can’t get great
Italian products here, so he’s been importing what he needs.”“Wait until you taste these!” Piero
exulted. “What a meal you will have!”The two men huddled for a moment, deciding on a menu.
Words like focaccia, Amarone, vero olio showered down on me and I snuggled into them in
happy anticipation.“Close your eyes,” said Colman. He held out a glass, and I took a sip. The
wine was sweet and bitter at the same time, with an enormous flavor. It tasted like cherries and
almonds mixed over a smoky fire. “Mmmm,” I said.“Now taste this.” He put the softest little ball of
sweet, buttery cheese in my mouth. I swallowed, and it was like sunshine and green fields.Then
Piero bustled up with six bottles of extra-virgin olive oil and good bread and demanded we taste
them all, one by one, and decide which we liked best. One was green and spicy, another heavy
and slightly sweet. The differences were astounding.We had come for lunch; we stayed through
dinner.* * *When I told my mother that I was planning a trip to France, she was immediately
suspicious. “Is that food editor of yours going to be there?” she demanded.“He has nothing to do
with it,” I replied with as much dignity as I could muster. “He doesn’t even know I’m going.”“But he
will be there,” she said.“Yes,” I replied in a very small voice. “He will.”“PussyCat,” she said, “you’re
asking for trouble.”I certainly did not need her to tell me that. But ten minutes after Doug had
called to say that his wind tent was progressing more slowly than he had anticipated and he
would be in Omaha at least two more weeks, my friend Béatrice called from Paris. Her
apartment in the Sixth Arrondissement was empty, and it was mine if I wanted it. I took this to be
a sign from heaven. Within minutes I had found a student charter flight to London and invented
an assignment.* * *I took the boat train from London to Paris, sitting up all night with the scruffy
kids with knapsacks and high hopes. It all felt comfortingly familiar—the dim light, the furtive
departure from Dover, the French douaniers at Calais stamping their feet in the early-morning
cold. And then I was on a train speeding through the gray countryside and everyone around me



was speaking French. For a moment I remembered the terrible homesickness I had felt in my
first years at French boarding school, and a great wave of loneliness swept over me. What did I
think I was doing? My mother’s voice was in my ear, suddenly very loud. “People don’t behave
this way,” she said disapprovingly. Before I could stop her, she went on. “It will serve you right if
that food editor won’t even see you. And then what will you do, Miss Smarty Pants, all by yourself
in Paris?”I didn’t have an answer. So I drew the shabby silver-wolf coat from Value Village around
my shoulders and stared out the window, wishing I were in Berkeley, where it was sunny and I
was not alone.It was a cold, misty day, and as I stepped onto the platform at the Gare du Nord
the train coughed up clouds of vapor, which enveloped me in a man-made fog. I looked up, and
the black train hunched its back like a malevolent cat and hissed angrily at me. It was such an
unfriendly sound that it suddenly hit me that I had only an address and Béatrice’s assurance that
she had written a note to the concierge. A sudden vision materialized: the concierge, looking me
up and down and dismissing me with a curt, “Je n’en sais rien. On ne m’avait rien dit. Au revoir,
mademoiselle.” I looked down at my shoes and wished, once again, that I had thought to polish
them.The Métro was filled with people looking very purposeful, on their way to work. Watching
them reading their papers and scurrying off to their jobs made me feel foreign, aimless, and
alone; by the time I reached my stop I was so homesick I could barely drag myself from the train.
I tried to shake myself out of the mood; I knew it was ridiculous. And then I climbed out into the
air and started searching for the rue Auguste Comte, a bit startled by the elegance of the
neighborhood.Béatrice lived in a pale Beaux-Arts beauty of a building, with baroque curves and
graceful wrought-iron balconies. I patted my hair, wishing it looked less like a rat’s nest, and bit
my lips to give them color before pushing open the huge wooden door into the entryway.“Vous
désirez?” the concierge inquired. Her voice was like ice. She was exactly what I had expected: a
small, officious woman with short, sensible black hair and shapeless, colorless clothes. My
French deserted me completely, and I stammered in English, “I am the friend of Béatrice du
Croix. I will be staying in her apartment?”She fumbled for her glasses and peered at me. “Je ne
parle pas anglais,” she said shortly, and turned to go.“Je m’excuse,” I said quickly, a flood of
French coming to my rescue. “Le voyage était si fatigant. Je suis l’amie de Béatrice du Croix.
Nous nous connaissions à l’école. Elle m’avait gracieusement offert son appartement.”“Elle
parle!” said the concierge sarcastically. She did not encourage me to continue.“On ne vous a
rien dit sur moi?” I continued, a bit desperately. Already I saw myself on the street.“Oui,
mademoiselle,” she finally conceded. She went to a desk, pulled out a large iron key, and
handed it to me. She sniffed. “Troisième étage. Vous avez deux semaines. Au revoir.” And she
shut the door, leaving me in the blackness of the hall.“Welcome to France,” I muttered as I
pressed the light for the landing. It sputtered reluctantly on, and I started the climb.But once I
had shut the door behind me, none of that mattered. It was a wonderful apartment, filled with
light even on this gray day. I went to the window and looked out over the Luxembourg Gardens.
And then I put my clothes into the beautiful eighteenth-century carved wooden armoire, climbed
into the enormous sleigh bed covered with embroidered linen sheets, and fell fast asleep.I woke



up ravenous and went to explore the tiny Parisian kitchen. The refrigerator was a little box
beneath a marble counter, but when I opened it I found bottled water, a few gnarled apples that
looked like windfalls, a package of butter, a wedge of Chaource, and three bottles of Pouilly-
Fumé. Two cracked blue bowls held brown eggs and walnuts, still in the shell. An ancient heel of
bread sat on the counter, surrounded by bowls of spices, olive oil, vinegar, and a couple of
bottles of vin ordinaire. This would certainly do.I sliced the bread as thinly as I could and toasted
it to make crackers. I put the cheese on a plate, surrounded it with sliced apples, and made
myself an omelette. Then I poured myself a glass of wine and sat eating my good French
omelette and my cheese and crackers, thinking that I was being a guest to myself and feeling
very much like M. F. K. Fisher.I piled the dishes into the sink and went to draw a bath in the
enormous clawfoot tub. I found some crystals in a big glass, and when I sprinkled them into the
water the tub began to fill with mounds of white bubbles. I poured myself another glass of wine
and stepped into the bath. For a long time I lay there in the clean steam, feeling my body relax in
the warmth. I would spend the afternoon at the Louvre.Wrapped in towels, I wandered back into
the bedroom and noticed the phone. It was an enameled white antique, perfect for calling your
lover. I stared at it as I considered what to say to Colman. I lay back on the lacy sheets and
downy pillows. Somewhere out in the Gardens someone was playing a flute, and I followed the
thread of music. There was plenty of time; lulled by Mozart and the featherbed, I drifted off to
sleep.It was dark when I woke up, and I was momentarily disoriented. What time was it? Without
stopping to consider what I was doing, I reached for the phone and called Colman’s
hotel.Waiting for the desk to connect me with his room, I panicked and hung up. My heart was
thumping loudly in my chest. What if he was not alone? What if he wouldn’t see me? I felt
vulnerable and foolish and frightened, and by the time I got the courage to call back my hands
were shaking.Then his deep voice was in my ear and it went through me like a shock. “Where
are you?” he asked.“In Paris,” I said.“What are you doing here?” he demanded. He sounded
irritated.“Visiting friends,” I answered.“Is Doug with you?”“No, I’m alone.”“Well,” he said,
considering, “we should get together sometime. But I was just on my way out to meet someone
for dinner. Why don’t you give me your number, and I’ll call you in the next few days?”I gave him
my number, and he hung up. I wished I could snatch the call back. The days stretched out,
empty, before me. Ten days was a long time. Why had I come? Maybe I could find an earlier
plane home.I burrowed into the pillows, ready to escape back into sleep. In the morning I would
make a program, keep myself busy. I’d go to Beaubourg, spend a day at the Louvre, wander
through the market on the rue du Cherche-Midi. If Colman called, I’d have lots to tell him …But
what if he called tomorrow? I had never had a fancy meal by myself. I wasn’t even hungry. But
Colman would not waste his time in Paris making omelettes. What would he do? He would
probably go to Taillevent or Tour d’Argent and eat a ten-course meal capped off with cognac and
a fat cigar. Well, if he could do it, so could I; I was not going to tell him I had fasted on my first
night in Paris.Taillevent and Tour d’Argent were booked, but Guy Savoy was happy to provide a
table for a single cover. How soon could I be there?On the Métro I eavesdropped on my



neighbors, trying to fix the sound of French in my ear. I did not want to seem like a tourist in the
restaurant. When I arrived I said my name as carefully as possible, hoping that they would not
know I was American. The maître d’hôtel seated me at a small table near the bar and asked if I
would like an aperitif.“Une coupe de champagne,” I heard myself saying, to my surprise. He went
to get it, returning with a little dish of salted, buttered nuts, tiny puffs of warm cheese gougères,
and the menu.I asked for the wine list as well, and the captain looked pleased with me. He
returned, and we gravely discussed the possibilities for the evening. It took us fifteen minutes to
arrive at a decision, but when we were done he assured me that I would be very content with my
meal.Though uninvited, my mother appeared with the first course. “Is this how you will spend the
next ten days?” she inquired. “Eating absurdly expensive food all by yourself? Trying to impress
waiters? Where will the money come from?”“Be quiet, please,” I said. “I’m busy. I want to
remember every detail of this soup.” I described it for myself, the cream, the truffles, the faintly
nutty flavor that could only be sherry.“He won’t call anyway,” she said, meanly I thought. I ordered
a half bottle of Chassagne-Montrachet to go with the terrine de poisson and tried to describe the
captain’s demeanor as he served it. “When I came in,” I told my phantom mother, “he thought to
himself, Oh, a woman, she’ll have the salad and some plain fish, and he was sorry he had taken
the reservation. But I have turned out to be someone who likes to eat, and now he is a happy
man.”
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Ebook Library Reader, “You Can't put this down, you must savor every drop!. I am in the middle
of this book, and I can't put it down! I'm somewhat of a food lover, and so is a friend of mine, and
while on vacation I went to a local thrift store and stumbled upon Tender at the Bone, Ruth
Reichl's first book, and fell in love with her life story, and found myself being taken on a journey
of discovery of life, food, and places. I immediately looked up other books by her, and found the
next novel, Comfort me with Apples on Amazon, and I have to say that I'm being taken on one
heck of a roller coaster ride through her marriage, her personal self discovery journey, and again
new places, new dishes, and wondering what she will do next!I have described the scenes
unfolding in just the first few chapters to many of my friends, leaving their mouths watering, and
minds intrigued to know more. I can't pass on my books as they contain recipes I intend to
make.I encourage you if you haven't read any of Ruth Reichl's novels, please get one and dive
into her world, feed your senses with her knack story-telling that will take you places that you can
almost see, smell , and then taste the very foods that made her who she is today!”

Kilian85710, “Four stars. Song of Songs is the source for the title. "Stay me with flagons, comfort
me with apples: for I am sick of love." This sequel to Tender at the Bone takes up where the book
stops and describes Reichl gradual rise from writer for a small publication to Gourmet magazine.
Along the way, she has lovers, discards one husband to take another, has and loses a beloved
child. Told with honesty and interspersed with recipes, it is almost impossible to put down.”

Ann C, “Fun Read!. Love the Ruth Reichl books! Ordered Tender at the Bone, Comfort Me with
Apples and Garlic and Sapphires years ago. I recently ordered them for two friends who are
foodies.”

Dee, “Absolutely love Ruth Reichl. Absolutely love Ruth Reichl. She's a foodie and an amazing
writer... combines two of my favorite things! This book is part of a trilogy about her own life story
(including "Tender to the Bone" and "Garlic and Sapphires"). Own all three and this was my
favorite. Ms.Reichl's writing style is easy to read without seeming simplistic. Great book for an
easy read before bed or a vacation on the beach. Highly recommend!”

Jackie, “comfort me yes. Loved it all, recipes history and pictures at the end, Good humour,
balance between laughs and sadness.I really enjoyed the read.”

The book by Ruth Reichl has a rating of  5 out of 4.5. 302 people have provided feedback.
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