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Inside The Ritz London the Cookbook

Introduction

Through the Revolving Door

Spring

Cocktail & Canapé

French 75 with Crab & Apple Rolls

First Course

The Ritz Malt Loaf

Pea & Wild Garlic Soup

The Perfect Martini

Soft-boiled Gull Eggs, Asparagus, Broad Beans & Pecorino Foam

Fillet of Turbot, Baby Leeks & Morels

Main Course

Roasted Monkfish, White Asparagus, Green Olives

Dover Sole à la Meunière

Wild Sea Bass, Sentiments of the Sea

Canard à la Presse

Fillet of Beef, Braised Morels, Smoked Bone Marrow & Red Wine Sauce

Poached Chicken Champenoise à la Serviette

Sautéed Veal Sweetbreads, Almond Crumb, Wild Garlic with Madeira Sauce

Roasted Squab Pigeon Périgourdine, Beetroot

Cheese Course

Salt-baked Tunworth, Pear, Frisée Leaves & Caramelized Walnuts

Dessert

Vanilla Bavarois, Raspberry & Lemon Verbena

Ice Creams & Sorbets

Caramelized Pineapple, Honey Crémeux

Grand Marnier Soufflé

Hazelnut Semifreddo

John on… Sauces

Breakfast

Scrambled Eggs with Smoked Salmon

The Ritz Kedgeree

Summer

Cocktail & Canapé

Manhattan with Coronation Chicken Tuiles

First Course

Tomato Elixir, Parmesan Foam

Carpaccio of Scallops, Avocado, Crisp Crudités & Citrus

Dressed Crab, Cucumber & Caviar

Crayfish, Green Almonds, Angelica Confit

Wild Salmon, Oyster Custard, Radish

Aromatic Nage of Dublin Bay Prawns

Main Course

Native Lobster, Spiced Carrot & Verbena

John Dory, Rosecoco Beans, Lemon Curd & Capers

Arromatic Steamed Native Lobster, Ginger Broth & Lime Jelly

Churchill & The Ritz

John on… Cooking with Patience

Saddle of Lamb Belle Époque

Poached Bresse Chicken en Vessie

Cutlet & Fillet of New Season Lamb, Courgette & Basil Purée, Tomato & Olive

Cheese Course

Heritage Beetroot, Ragstone & Apple

Dessert

The Ritz Trifle

Escapism

Wild Strawberries with Elderflower & Meringue

Champagne Poached Peach, Champagne Cheesecake

Pink Grapefruit & Honey Ganache

Syllabub with Mirabelle Plums

Afternoon Tea

Tea

Sandwiches Palm Court

Scones

Exotic Mousse with Mango

Custard Mousse with Rhubarb & Ginger

The Ritz Shortbread

Autumn

Cocktail & Canapé

Negroni with Gougères

First Course

Zephyrs of Sole Tout Paris

Slow-cooked Duck Egg, Pomme Purée & Truffle

Jerusalem Artichoke Royale

Game Terrine

Terrine of Goose Liver, Damson & Pistachio Cake

Salt-baked Celeriac

Main Course

Sea Bass en Croûte

Carving & Slicing

Roasted Grouse with Blackberries, Ceps & Juniper

Poached Veal Cheek, Blanquette Sauce

Honey-glazed Duck with Lavender & Hay

Roasted Fillet of Venison, Braised Red Cabbage, Sauce Grand Veneur

Venison Wellington

Dessert

Douglas Fir & Lemon Verbena Cream

Tonka Ganache

Port-roasted Figs with White Chocolate & Fig-leaf Ice Cream

Crêpes Suzette

Petits Fours

Caramel Choux

Salted Caramel Chocolates

Financier

Pâte de Fruits

Macarons

Winter

Cocktail & Canapé

Classic Champagne Cocktail, Cornets of Smoked Salmon Moscovite

First Course

Caviar, Smoked Salmon & Blinis

Native Oyster, Seaweed Jelly

Mosaic of Game en Croûte

The Table

Wine

The Sommelier

Main Course

Braised Fillet of Brill, Lovage & Champagne Sauce

Roasted Woodcock “Fine Champagne”, Toasted Brioche

Roasted Guinea Fowl, Lovage, Jus Gras

Oxtail Cottage Pie

Braised Short Ribs of Beef, Shallot Purée

The Memories

Truffle

Agnolotti Périgord Truffle

Truffled Cambridge Cream

Truffle Baked in Brioche

Dessert

Exotic Fruit Cream with Coconut & Lime Sorbet

Mont Blanc

Vanilla, Chocolate & Hazelnut Ice Bombe, Hazelnut Dacquoise & Feuilletine

Chocolate Mousse Gâteau

Caramelized Apple Parfait, Nougatine & Calvados

Iles Flottante

Coffee Mousse, Marsala Jelly

John on…Fish, Shellfish & Margaret Thatcher
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How to Use This Ebook

Select one of the chapters from the main contents list and you will be taken to a list of all the recipes covered in that chapter.



Alternatively, jump to the index to browse recipes by ingredient.



Look out for linked text (which is in blue) throughout the ebook that you can select to help you navigate between related recipes.



You can double tap images to increase their size. To return to the original view, just tap the cross in the top left-hand corner of the screen.


A Welcome from John Williams, MBE

One morning in 1985, a young man emerged from London’s Green Park tube station. He began to stroll along Piccadilly and, as he passed The Ritz, glanced into the windows of the hotel. How many millions of other people, he wondered, must have done the same?

The man stopped and stood there, intrigued by what he saw on the other side of the glass. It was a sign, neatly inscribed in black ink, and advertising a forthcoming dinner. The feast was special because courses would be served on bone china plates that had recently been rescued from a shipwreck. The Geldermalsen sank in the South China Sea in 1752, and had rested on the seabed for a couple of centuries before divers discovered its treasures.

He tried to imagine the china and the food, but then he was distracted by the hotel’s guests, all smart and well dressed, coming and going. “I’ll work at The Ritz one day,” he promised himself. He turned and continued along Piccadilly.

I was that man at the window. By then, a chef at the Royal Garden Hotel in Kensington. I’d have to wait a couple of decades before joining the brigade at The Ritz, and then not as a chef but as the chef in charge of the chefs.

I am the luckiest man in the world. I’m a Geordie from a hard, working-class background, but when this place is in full swing and I walk down the long gallery, past The Palm Court as afternoon tea is served and the pianist plays, and then step into the grandeur of the extraordinarily special restaurant... at that moment I feel as if I am a millionaire.



This book is a collection of recipes for dishes that are served to guests at The Ritz, which opened its doors in the spring of 1906. I have chosen favourites from afternoon tea in The Palm Court, canapés and cocktails in The Rivoli Bar, and specialities from William Kent House, which adjoins the hotel and is where we hold private functions and banquets. However, most of the recipes are from The Restaurant’s lunchtime and evening menus.

My life is about haute cuisine. It means so much more than “fine dining”, a phrase I don’t like. Haute cuisine defines a style, a certain feeling, sensation and taste. Haute cuisine epitomizes true gastronomy and purity. Cooking at this level is a matter of constant refinement, as you strive to accomplish the very, very best. At The Ritz, our food has to be relevant to the hotel, of course, and it must be classic but evolutionary. I am a great admirer of Auguste Escoffier, who was a consultant chef at The Ritz in its early years. Escoffier was the most forward-thinking chef of all time. People will say he is old-fashioned but most of the food cooked today comes from history, and much of it from Escoffier.

“ I am the luckiest man in the world… I walk down the long gallery, past The Palm Court… and then step into the grandeur of the extraordinarily special restaurant… at that moment I feel as if I am a millionaire.”
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Few restaurants are as magnificent as the one at The Ritz and few can boast a history as rich. Kings have visited with their queens (and their mistresses). Prime ministers and presidents have sat beneath these dazzling chandeliers, plotting the future of nations. Across the white linen tables, stars of stage and screen have clinked Champagne flutes and fallen in love.

Fashions have been born here (as have babies, though elsewhere in the hotel). Composers have created songs that eternalize The Ritz. The place has been honoured in books, plays and musicals. Poets and painters have been inspired by its charm and mystique. The Ritz has even added a word to the dictionary: if you are “ritzy” then you must be stylish, glamorous and sophisticated.

In times of decadence, The Ritz has thrived. In periods of war, it has been bombed – and survived. In the heart of London’s West End, The Ritz goes on and on; an ever-beating core of comfort and calm. And in The Restaurant, lives have changed. Mine did: I was offered the role of executive chef over lunch there.



How very different life is now to my early years… I grew up in South Shields, on the north-east coast of England, the second oldest of six children. My father, a fisherman, spent 13 days a time at sea; home for a couple of nights and then off again, so really it was Mam who raised us.

I remember playing football on a Sunday morning – I was seven or eight. Mam shouted, “John! Help me with the potatoes.” I dashed into the kitchen and scraped the Jersey Royals. As they boiled, she handed me a bunch of mint. “Chop that!” I put the chopped mint in a bowl, added vinegar, water, a spoonful of sugar and mixed. Then I put the bowl into the oven, as instructed by my mother. That’s how she made mint sauce… and she still has that bowl (it’s a bit chipped now).

When the potatoes were cooked, I said, “I’m starving.” I was always a hungry lad. “Have this, John.” She took a plate and spooned onto it four or five steaming hot Jersey Royals. She slathered on butter, which melted and coated them so they were glossy and irresistible. As I tucked in, she smiled and for reassurance said, “Do you like that?” I did: “Oh, I love that, Mam.”

Her Sunday lunches were massive – a roast with Yorkshire puddings, five different veg and potatoes, and that meant two different types of potatoes, such as creamed and boiled. Plus lashings of gravy! But the cooking of the lunch began with prepping the potatoes. And as I helped, I would be rewarded with those extra potatoes before lunch. “Help us with this… Help us with that…”

On Saturdays I’d help her with the shopping. We’d go to the greengrocer’s: wooden crates, floor to head height, of apples and pears, oranges and lemons, French beans, broad beans – you name it, he had it. And like all the fruit and veg shops around Britain at that time, he had no refrigerators to hide the aromas of the produce. What you bought went into brown paper bags, and the man sealed each bag by spinning it by the two top corners.

We got strawberries in punnets – they were fresh from a farm and, I can tell you, they would never see a refrigerator. We’d set off home, the aroma of warm strawberries seeping through the punnet into the bag and up to our noses. Halfway home, Mam would suddenly stop and step from the sun into the shade beneath a tree and say, “John, give us the strawberries.” We’d put our shopping bags on the ground. Then from the punnet, which was now wet and crimson with strawberry juice, we’d each pick a strawberry, the biggest we could see, and bite into it. Rich, plump and juicy enough to quench the thirst in an instant.

At the pork butcher’s shop we got Dad’s black pudding and pig’s trotters, or a joint of pork for roasting. Mam would nod toward me as she said to the butcher, “Give him thruppence of tripe, please.” With his hands the size of bear paws, the butcher would take a small bag and fill it with tripe. He’d then give the tripe a proper dousing of malt vinegar – splish, splosh – and a shower of salt and pepper. That was my treat for going to the shops. On the way home, I’d eat it all up.

Mam also cooked “plate pies”, savoury and sweet. For savoury, she’d line the plate with pastry, cover it with minced meat and add a pastry topping. I’d try to help when she made apple and blackberry plate pies, fascinated by the blackberry juice bleeding into the apple flesh. She’d take a little bit of butter, a little bit of flour, a little bit of sugar and a touch of water and then, “That looks all right…” She did not cook measure by measure. She just knew what to do, and she always made food that was filling because she had a big family to fill.

When the opportunity arose to study catering at college, I took it. At that time, being a chef was considered “girly”. Most of the lads at school would end up as fishermen, shipbuilders or down the mines. I was adamant. “I want to cook.”

If you have read this far, then I imagine you want to do the same – to cook! So I will leave you to get on with it, to flick through the pages for a dish that brightens your life today or tomorrow. Brightens your life as you make it, serve it and, of course, savour it.
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Before You Begin

“Few dining rooms in the world are as magnificent as the one at The Ritz, and the hotel became an irresistible meeting place for ‘the best of society’.”

Six steps, plus the smile and nod of a friendly doorman, take you into The Ritz. Six wide, shallow steps which sit beneath seven storeys of rooms and the world-renowned façade of Norwegian granite and Portland stone.

Then through the revolving door, as so many have done before you – from Churchill to Thatcher, from Ghandi to the Aga Khan, from Chaplin to Jagger and Warhol. For Jackie Onassis, the former First Lady of America, The Ritz was “like Paradise”.

Look straight ahead, down the long gallery… past Reception, the porters’ desk, the Palm Court, Rivoli Bar and the Marie Antoinette suite… and you will see the entrance to The Ritz Restaurant, a stroll of two hundred feet. The Restaurant is the climax of the building, with floor-to-ceiling windows overlooking Green Park, and walls and pillars of apricot-pink marble. The ceiling is adorned by a giant garland of chandeliers beneath a painted blue sky and drifting pink clouds. César Ritz liked pink – he felt it set off the complexions of lady guests. (The floor in the Palm Court was raised, purely so that ladies could enter or leave dramatically.)

Ritz and the great Auguste Escoffier, who was a consultant chef to the hotel, would change the dining customs of the nation. Before their collaboration, ladies entertained mostly at home while their husbands ate at “the club”. Ritz and Escoffier introduced romance, drama – and exceptional food. Few dining rooms in the world are as magnificent as the one at The Ritz, and the hotel became an irresistible meeting place for “the best of society”.

The Swiss hotelier’s vision – relayed to architects Charles Mewès and Arthur Davis – had been of an aristocratic residence in exquisite taste. He wanted his guests to enjoy the finest modern comforts. They did. Each room had a telephone, its own bathroom and fitted cupboards, rather than wardrobes upon which dust could collect.

The Ritz opened on 24 May 1906. Since then it has been the setting for many moments that have made history. Meanwhile, César Ritz, who died in 1918, described it with his usual modesty as “a small house to which I am proud to see my name attached”.
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The world-renowned façade of The Ritz and that revolving door
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