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When	you	set	the	mental	bar	high	for
something,	in	anticipation,	you	can	sometimes

be	disappointed.	I	am	almost	certain	that	will

never	be	the	case	at	Chef	Eric	Ripert’s

restaurant	in	Midtown	Manhattan,	Le	Bernardin.

It’s	not	just	dinner,	it’s	an	experience.	Chef	Ripert

and	his	entire	staff	ensure	that	every	guest	is

taken	care	of	with	hospitable	service	and

impeccable	cuisine.	When	I	left	Le	Bernardin	I

was	truly	on	Cloud	9.	

		

It’s	easy	for	anyone	not	accustomed	to	such

fine-dining	to	feel	intimidated	by	the	space.

From	the	minimal	décor	to	the	wood	paneled

walls.	The	waiters	in	jackets	gliding	around	the

dining	room	ever	present	but	never

bothersome;	it	could	all	be	a	little	nerve-

wracking.	But	it	isn’t.	Chef	Ripert	takes	food

seriously	but	not	the	experience.	He	wants	his

guests	to	be	comfortable,	and	the	service

showcases	that.	

		

The	waiters	knew	what	I	needed	before	I	did	and

each	detail,	big	and	small,	was	executed

flawlessly	with	zero	pretension.	Every	part	of

this	experience	was	planned	with	care	and	their

timing	was	an	art	in	and	of	itself.	We	sat	for

dinner	and	were	immediately	greeted,	given	the

wine	list	and	the	evening’s	amuse-bouche.	Our

waiter,	a	young	man	with	a	smile	as	wide	as	a

branzino,	was	as	charming	as	one	could	be.	The

Chef’s	Tasting	Menu	was	our	choice	and	with	a

nod	of	approval,	he	vanished	and	another	waiter

took	his	place	to	bring	us	our	wine.	A	quiet

orchestra	was	being	performed	all	around	us;	a

symphony	of	flavors	and	movement	composed

behind	the	doors	of	the	kitchen.	

Chef	Ripert	began	his	journey	at	Le	Bernardin	in

1991.	Along	with	his	co-founder,	Gilbert,	who

was	the	brother	of	Maguy	Le	Coze	who	opened

Le	Bernardin	in	Paris,	in	1972.	In	1995,	Chef

Ripert	earned	a	four-star	rating	from	the	New

York	Times	and	in	2015,	for	the	fifth	consecutive

time,	Le	Bernardin	earned	those	four	stars

again-they	are	the	only	restaurant	to	maintain

this	superior	status	for	this	length	of	time

without	ever	losing	a	star.	In	2013,	Maguy	was

the	first	woman	to	be	honored	with	the	James

Beard	Award	for	“Outstanding	Restauranteur”

and	with	her	experience	and	keen	eye;	it’s	no

wonder	she	has	reached	such	great	heights	in

her	career.	

		

Aldo	Sohm	Wine	Bar	was	opened	in	2014	by	the

duo,	a	chic	space	named	for	their	sommelier

and	wine	director,	Aldo	Sohm,	who	is	just	as

impressive	in	his	own	right.	We	had	the	pleasure

of	having	a	pre-dinner	glass	of	wine	and	it

exceeded	expectations	I	didn’t	know	I	had.	The

knowledge	of	the	staff	was	outstanding	and	the

selection	was	refined	yet	eclectic.	If	you	come

across	a	2016	Sigalas	Assyrtiko	Santorini-	a

white	wine	from	Greece-do	yourself	and	your

dinner	guests	a	favor	and	indulge.	It’s	full	bodied

like	a	Sancerre	but	exudes	volcanic	island.	

		

I	could	write	a	novel	when	it	comes	to	the

exquisite	menu	but	it	would	never	do	it	justice.

The	Filet	Mignon-Kampachi	Ostera	Caviar

Tartare	and	lightly	smoked	Dashi	Gelee	came

out	first	and	it	was	stunning.	With	that	first	bite

alone	I	could	have	left	content,	but	I	now

understood	what	I	could	be	missing.	
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The	dishes	came	out	one	after	the	other
with	just	enough	time	between	plates	for	light

banter	with	our	waiter.	I	was	slowly	working	up

the	courage	to	ask	him	questions	about	Chef

Ripert.	

Dungeness	Crab	Cake,	Lacquered	Lobster	Tail

Tagliatelle	in	a	Black	Truffle	Emulsion-each	dish

was	more	beautiful	than	the	last.	“May	I	ask,	is	it

truly	wonderful	to	work	here?”	I	questioned.	His

eyes	lit	up.	“I	moved	from	Paris	just	to	work

with	Chef	Ripert.	He	is	a	master	and	I	am	very

proud	to	be	a	part	of	the	team.”	He	was	a

handsome	young	man	and	as	he	walked	away	I

thought	about	his	life	and	how	much	he	had

already	accomplished	at	such	a	young	age.	

		

Next	came	the	Steamed	Black	Bass,	so	flaky

and	tender	followed	by	my	favorite,	Dover	Sole

with	Lemon	Potato	Mousseline.	Our	waiter	came

over	to	check	on	us,	“Is	everything	to	your

liking?”	he	asked	kindly,	“How	could	anyone	have

anything	negative	to	say?”	I	joked	with	him	back.

He	gave	a	small	chuckle.	In	his	perfect	French

accent,	he	replied,	“I	suppose	you	are	right.	I	am

happy	you	are	enjoying	it	so	much.”	Next,	he

brought	out	Japanese	Wagyu	with	grilled

escolar.	My	eyes	began	to	tear	up,	I	was	elated.

Finally,	dessert.	Grapefruit	sorbet	to	cleanse	the

palate,	a	blackberry	corn	tart	and	a	chocolate

ganache	birthday	cake	sent	special	from	the

kitchen.	As	he	set	the	cake	down	and	said,

“Happ-ee	Birthday!”	I	thought	there	was	no	way	I

could	be	any	happier	than	I	was	right	then.	

I	sat	at	the	booth	and	soaked	it	all	in.	The

famous	crashing	wave	painting,	Deep	Water	

No.	1	by	Ran	Ortner,	drew	me	in.	Serene	yet

unbridled;	a	striking	reminder	of	where	my	food

came	from.	My	eyes	moved	to	the	waiters	in	the

wing-there	but	not	there-then	to	the	other

guests	whose	eyes	were	wide	with	delight;	I	did

not	want	this	moment	to	end.	A	group	of	young

professionals	who	had	just	flown	in	from	Japan

sat	at	the	table	next	to	us.	Without	a	moment’s

notice,	a	waiter	approached	the	man	at	the	table

with	a	dining	jacket.	“Excuse	me	sir,	all	men

must	wear	a	dining	jacket	to	dinner,	but	we	have

one	here	for	you.	Please	try	it	on	and	let	me

know	if	you	need	a	different	size.”	While	there	is

naturally	a	dress	code	here,	the	snafu	was

handled	with	grace	and	fortunately	the	jacket

fit.	

		

“Sit	as	long	as	you	like.”	Our	waiter	said	as	he

topped	off	my	water	glass	and	I	nodded,	“Thank

you,	tonight	has	been	truly	spectacular.”	“It	is

always	nice	to	see	someone	so	moved	by	what

we	do	here.”	He	replied	and	he	was	kind	enough

to	engage	in	discussion	for	a	moment.	We	talked

about	France	and	other	French	restaurants	in

the	city	that	he	loved	and	how	life	was	different

for	him	after	moving	here.	When	the	time	came

to	end	the	night,	my	tummy	and	heart	couldn’t

have	been	more	full.	Before	walking	out,	I

turned	to	take	one	last	look	at	the	dining	room	I

had	forever	longed	to	see.	Some	guests	were

just	beginning	their	experience	and	I	was	already

nostalgic	as	I	pushed	through	the	doors	and

stepped	out	into	the	cool	New	York	night;

thankful	to	be	one	of	the	lucky	ones	who	can

say	they’ve	dined	there.	
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