
The Centurion 
         Guide to the

 BEST RESTAURANTS
IN THE WORLD

BLACK INK
THE ART OF EXTRAORDINARY LIVING • FALL/WINTER 2014

B
L

A
C

K
 

I
N

K
B

E
S

T
 R

E
S

T
A

U
R

A
N

T
S

 IN
 T

H
E

 W
O

R
L

D
F

A
L

L
/

W
I
N

T
E

R
 
2

0
1

4



restaurant has two Michelin stars. Yet Graham is 
all about taste. Though there is the occasional 
smear or oddly shaped plate, mostly the food is 
the dazzler, and Graham is able to tease flavors 
out of each and every ingredient to create 
dishes that wow. It’s good all year, but in the fall, 
when his beloved game come into season, pre-
pare to be rendered speechless. 127 Ledbury Rd., 
W11 2AQ; 44-207/792-9090; theledbury.com.

Lyle’s

Everything about Lyle’s, a small restaurant in 
the heart of Shoreditch, is discreet, pared down 
and unself-consciously modern. The walls are 
blank, the floor is poured concrete, and the 
kitchen is very much open. Head chef and 
co-owner James Lowe was formerly head chef 
at St. John Bread and Wine, and the Fergus 
Henderson influence is obvious: utilitarian 
menu prose and an interest in the more humble 
parts of the beast. But this is no mere St. John 
clone. Lowe looks as much to Japan as he 
does to Britain, with dishes such as smoked eel 
broth, and puffball, egg and onion, possessing a 
stunning clarity of flavor. There’s no fuss or pre-
tense, just modern British cooking of the very 
highest order. Tea Bldg., 56 Shoreditch High St., 
E1 6JJ; 44-203/011-5911; lyleslondon.com.

The Restaurant at the Ritz London Hotel

Why The Ritz dining room isn’t garlanded 
with Michelin stars, we’ll never know. Because 
seated in this ornate, gloriously over-the-top 
room, surrounded by gilded statues and pretty 
painted frescoes, you feel like you’re in a dif-
ferent age. Waiters clad in immaculate tails still 
coordinate the lifting of the gleaming silver 
cloches. There’s a sense of ceremony and 
occasion here that’s so often lacking in the 
capital. True, as at Le Gavroche, you have to 
sausage into suit and tie to even get in. But ex-
ecutive chef John Williams is a cook of the old 
school, a man who cuts no corners to achieve 
haute cuisine magnificence. 150 Piccadilly,  
W1J 9BR; 44-207/493-8181; theritzlondon.com.

St. John Bar and Restaurant

Twenty-one years on, and St. John is still 
rocking. Fergus Henderson, the co-owner and 
culinary maestro, may no longer be behind the 
stoves—he’s now seen as more nose-to-tail 
titan than mere pan shaker—but this is one 
of London’s legendary restaurants, a room 
dedicated to the serious pleasures of British 
succor, good cheer and a long lunch or dinner. 
Ingredients are always seasonal and the very 
best, be they asparagus and gulls’ eggs in 
spring or roast grouse and teal in the fall. Offal 
plays a leading role in the menu, but it’s not 

the only star at St. John, perhaps the most  
influential London restaurant of the last quar-
ter century. 26 St. John St., EC1M 4AY;  
44-207/251-0848; stjohngroup.uk.com.

Tramshed

A specially commissioned Damien Hirst 
sculpture takes center stage at restaurateur 
Mark Hix’s cavernous Shoreditch dining 
room. It’s a vast cow in formaldehyde, with a 
chicken perched on its back—which is fitting, 
as Tramshed specializes in two things: roast 
chicken and steak. The art might seem abrupt, 
brutal even, if it weren’t for the sheer quality 
of the raw ingredients. Reg Johnson’s glorious 
Goosnargh chickens, packed with serious 
heft, are roasted whole and served with the 
feet still attached. Peter Hannan’s Himalayan 
salt-cave-aged Northern Irish beef is served in 
great charred slabs. You’ll find most of the con-
temporary art world in here, plus various East 
London arty types. Like the art that surrounds 
the patrons, Tramshed’s is a simple concept 
but one executed with utter confidence and 
élan. 32 Rivington St., Shoreditch, EC2A 3LX; 
44-207/749-0478; chickenandsteak.co.uk.

The Wolseley

The Wolseley is not only about the food. Sure, 
there’s the coq au vin and the Arnold Bennett 
omelet with smoked haddock, Parmesan and 
cream. But here at this eternally popular Pic-
cadilly power spot, the atmosphere is every 
bit the equal of the kitchen. The place hums, 
buzzes and throbs with gossip and deal-mak-
ing Masters of the Universe overdoing it on 
off-menu burgers and oysters while planning 
their next takeover bid. And it’s not just the 
moneymen but movie stars and supermodels, 
überagents and blue-chip artists, all thriving in 
this magnificent room. The inner circle, at the 
front, is the place to sit but the entire place is 
magic. 160 Piccadilly, W1J 9EB; 44-207/499-
6996; thewolseley.com.

LOS ANGELES
Here it’s about the see-and-be-seen tables to 
book and California ingredients used in every-

thing from French to Italian to Japanese dishes.

Alma

File under “a bit of Brooklyn in downtown L.A.” 
In a spare, loud and slightly slapdash industrial 
space just steps from the new Ace Hotel 

and decked out with cookbooks and a Chez 
Panisse poster, servers include a 15-year-old 
line cook and a skinny-trouser-clad sommelier 
offering wine made from a Portuguese grape 
that nearly went extinct. Chef Ari Taymor, 28, 
haunts farmers’ markets and his own herb 
garden in Venice to create micro-seasonal 
eight-course tastings that are as bold, precious 
and sometimes brash (frozen duck liver with 
coffee granola, anyone?) as his young, fashion-
forward following. For dining—and a neighbor-
hood—that can be a little rough around the 
edges, Alma bestows serious next-big-thing 
bragging rights. 952 S. Broadway; 213-244-
1422; alma-la.com.

Chi Spacca  

Sandwiched between Mario Batali, Joe Basti-
anich and Nancy Silverton’s Mozza restaurants, 
Chi Spacca is a small but beefy part of their 
Melrose Avenue Italian empire. At this dark and 
clubby grill, chef Chad Colby has established 
L.A.’s first dry-curing salumeria featuring house-
made terrines, fennel-pollen salami, duck pan-
cetta and a Lambrusco-washed culatello that’s 
aged for 15 months. Hearty and rustic, the menu 
offers sweetbreads and amberjack spiedino for 
dainty diners, but the carnivore crowd goes for 
Tomahawk pork chops and a $210 porterhouse 
that weighs 50 ounces. Vegetarian? Not a prob-
lem. Take a seat with the walk-ins at the counter 
and watch the fireworks as Colby blisters your 
Little Gem lettuces and tosses whole cauliflower 
heads into a roaring wood oven to serve with 
crushed lemon bagna cauda. 6610 Melrose Ave.; 
323-297-1133; chispacca.com.

Lucques 

Smack-dab in the center of the city’s best 
district for fashion and decor, the ivy-covered 
Lucques seduces midday passers-by with 
the scent of burning maple, walnut and citrus 
wood. Step into the brick-walled 1920s car-
riage house that once belonged to the silent-
film star Harold Lloyd and was transformed 
with a relaxed refinement by designer Barbara 
Barry, and enjoy lunch among designers 
and moviemakers in the garden or one of 
the semicircular olive-green booths. Named 
for the Rolls-Royce of olives that graces the 
tables, the 16-year-old Lucques is beloved for 
chef Suzanne Goin’s market-fresh California-
casual approach to American comfort food 
and European classics like s’mores cake and 
Spanish grilled cheese. Book well in advance 
for the $45 prix-fixe Sunday suppers, which 
launched Goin’s 2005 James Beard award–
winning cookbook—and a devoted following 
with standing reservations. 8474 Melrose Ave.; 
323-655-6277; lucques.com.

Melisse 

It’s all about you in this Paris-chic, dusky violet 
Santa Monica dining room, where Champagne 
trolleys and cheese carts waltz silently past 
the elevated leather booths, and footstools 
are provided for mesdames’ Birkins. Meals are 
four-, ten- or 16-course tastings (from $135), 
“but of course, we are happy to make adjust-
ments,” says table captain Douglas Delancey, 
who serves booths 6, 7 and 8 with leading-man 
savoir-faire. Sommelier Brian Kalliel can read 
you like a book, saving you from consulting 
theirs: a hefty 1,200-vintage volume lush with 
rare five-figure Burgundies. Stick around long 
enough to commend charismatic, rounds-
making chef Josiah Citrin for his signature egg 
caviar appetizer, chocolate soufflé (presented 
with a syringe of injectable molten Valrhona) 
and everything in between. 1104 Wilshire Blvd.; 
Santa Monica; 310-395-0881; melisse.com.

Mo-Chica 

Made from pomace brandy with a tincture of 
cinnamon, this modernist Peruvian cantina’s 
pisco sour—the best in L.A., devised by 
mixologist Deysi Alvarez—will set you up right 
for ceviches, tiraditos and stews enlivened with 
the fire and tang of aji amarillo, the jalapeño 
of Peru. Lima-born and London-trained at 
the Japanese restaurant Zuma, chef Ricardo 
Zarate plates native recipes with a sushi sensei 
flair at his newer West Side restaurants, Picca 
and Paiche, but Mo-Chica, launched in a food 
court and housed in an arty industrial space 
in downtown L.A.’s new restaurant row since 
2012, is the originator and the hippest—with 
walls tagged by local graffito Kozem and 
weekend prix fixes from $35. 514 W. Seventh 
St.; 213-622-3744; mo-chica.com.

Providence 

Presentation is paramount at this consistent 
best-of-list topper near Hollywood’s Para-
mount Studios. Chef Michael Cimarusti’s wild 
Santa Barbara spot prawns arrive buried in 
roasted salt, Wagyu beef stogies are served in 
cigar boxes, and grilled New Zealand abalone 
nestles in a tabletop rock garden with seaweed 
shrubbery. In summer 2014, Providence added 
four tasting menus (from $100 to $220) and 
tapped designer Tamara Kaye-Honey to up-
date the interiors as an undersea fantasia with 
groovy Rorschach-blot wallpaper and plush 
blue velvet seating. Popular corner tables 5, 10 
and 20 can be booked out a month in advance 
on weekends but are easier to snag after 9 p.m. 
Or swing by on Friday, the only day Providence 
does lunch. 5955 Melrose Ave.; 323-460-4170; 
providencela.com. 

Saam at The Bazaar by José Andrés

Picture a dining car in the Orient Express 
as outfitted by Hermès, with luggage racks 
stocked with books and Baccarat crystal. 
Such is the vibe that designer Philippe Starck 
created in the SLS Beverly Hills’ private dining 
room, which seats no more than 20 just three 
nights a week. Saam’s $150-per-person tasting 
menu offers some two-dozen savories and 
sweets, expertly delivered and explained by an 
attentive and attractive waitstaff. Envisioned 
as a testing ground for dishes that might make 
the menu for the hotel’s popular but more 
clamorous restaurant, The Bazaar, Saam gives 
mad scientist and molecular gastronomist 
José Andrés, a disciple of El Bulli’s Ferran 
Adrià, the opportunity to perfect food fanta-
sies. Among them: thermo-whipped passion 
fruit espuma for cocktails, Peking duck in a 
cotton candy dumpling, spherical cheeses and 
vegetable gnocchi that explode in your mouth 
and liquid-nitrogen-treated crispy bites such 
as Dragon’s Breath, which, when you chew it, 
sends vapor through your nostrils and pretty 
much blows your mind. 465 S. La Cienega 
Blvd.; 310-246-5555; thebazaar.com.

Spago 

Since opening in 1982 just above the Sunset 
Strip, Spago has been the unofficial Hollywood 
canteen and the linchpin of Wolfgang Puck’s 
empire. Now ensconced in Beverly Hills, the 
restaurant famous for its industry power 
lunches, seasonal California tasting dinner 
menus and 30,000-bottle wine cellar got a 
stellar redesign by Waldo Fernandez in 2012. 
Known for his masculine style and A-list  
actor clients, Fernandez installed a dark and 
sexy yet gentlemanly bar—and a skylight- 
illuminated dining room with artwork by Ed 
Ruscha and John Baldessari. The most  
popular see-and-be-seen spot is the brick  
patio with potted olive trees and two enor-
mous architectural fireplaces. Tables P5 and 
P8 bask in the glow of the burning logs; those 
requiring more privacy request P1 in the cor-
ner. And though Spago attracts a well-heeled 
crowd, the code is come as you are and leave 
utterly satisfied. 176 N. Canon Dr., Beverly Hills; 
310-385-0880; wolfgangpuck.com.

Trois Mec

With his sleeve-tattooed arms, Gallic scowl and 
love for French rap as a soundtrack, Ludovic 
Lefebvre seems un peu formidable. But if you 
can score online tickets (released every two 
weeks with around 50 offered, Monday through 
Friday only), sit at the counter of the pop-up 
king’s first brick-and-mortar—a former pizza 

shack in an anonymous Hollywood strip mall. 
By evening’s end, this bad boy of modern bis-
tronomy will regale you with tales of the slightly 
sketchy neighborhood in a thick French accent 
as delicious as his potato with brown butter 
and bonito flakes. Catapulted to the top of local 
and national best-new-restaurant lists in 2013, 
Trois Mec offers the first four courses without 
cutlery “for you to explore like a child,” Lefebvre 
says. But demand a fork and spoon for the 
truffle grilled cheese with campfire ice cream. 
716 N. Highland Ave.; troismec.com.

Urasawa 

Abandon all autonomy, ye who enter here. Hid-
den above Beverly Hills’ Via Rodeo, Hiroyuki 
Urasawa’s kingdom of kaiseki—located in the 
space once occupied by his mentor, Masa 
Takayama—has the air of a tiny private club. 
There are but ten seats around a simple 
maple bar (sit on the short end to watch chef 
Hiro’s heroics), and though it costs $180 for 
a 20-course tasting, you must play by the mas-
ter’s rules: Reservations require a credit-card 
deposit; there is no photographing the food; 
and the fresh sushi dishes must be consumed 
within ten seconds of serving. Though Urasa-
wa has developed a less savory reputation as a 
stern taskmaster with his staff, he is nonethe-
less acknowledged as a purist—his soy sauce 
and even the salt are housemade—with an 
artist’s touch, topping an already glorious egg 
custard with sea urchin, Japanese chive gelée, 
caviar and flakes of gold. 218 Via N. Rodeo Dr., 
Beverly Hills; 310-247-8939.

LYON, FRANCE
Paul Bocuse’s L’Auberge du  
Pont Collonges 

France’s longest-running Michelin-three-star 
table—it’s held the ultimate Gallic accolade 
nonstop since 1965—surprises many by its 
look: At first glance, it is unexpectedly mid- 
’70s ugly. Add to that its culinary mastermind 
is the charming 88-year-old chef-owner Paul 
Bocuse, and it’s reasonable to wonder if this 
place may be way past its prime. It’s not. 
Bocuse’s brilliant restaurant is a living museum 
in the best sense of the concept, since the 
tastes and textures of dishes like his black 
truffle soup—which comes to the table under 
a golden cap of flaky brioche dough and 
releases a head-spinningly sensuous vapor of 
the precious funky tubers and the world’s best 
beef bouillon when pierced with a spoon—are 
those of the gastronomic glory days of prewar 
France. So go now, before anything changes. 
40 Rue de la Plage, Collonges-au-Mont-d’Or; 
33-4/72-42-90-90; bocuse.fr.
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