The Evening
Before the welvet ropes and paparazzi roll out
arownd 10:30FM, the Hollywood club zone s a
ne-rrans-land of Large, nondescript buildings,
parking bots, and locked doors bearing no
visible signage. Social is in one such buildeng,
with a separate entrance to Jitrus set back
shightly from the sidewalk and half-obscured by
toplary.

The hosts at the front are a friendly trio, thowgh
¢lad In the nbllga‘tuw black. Service is smoath
and professional — all except the owner,
wiha's loud and cheerful like a French papa
bear, Literally and figuratively, he's larger than
ife. An outrageous flirt wi switches fluidly
betweeen languages, Richard tablehops all
mghi. l;h.'lrming His guests to pieced

The décar in Citrus is a bit of a surprise, Though
this restaurant is actually houwted in a nightclul,
it feels less clubby than o of the restaurants
in Los Angeles. The color scheme is silky apple
green and rich oream; the lighting glows
peachy-gold, and there are no sharp edges
whatsoever, Michel compares the restaurant
to the inside of a citrus frust, but this En't quite
accurate, With its vaulted ceilings, mirrared
columns and gauzy curtaing, it's a cross
between an 18th century French baliroom, a
giant hot alr balloon, and a Midsummer Night's
Dwrearm.

On aweeknight six weaks after opening, the
dining room is pleasantly half-full, with an
interesting mixture of glossy Hollpwood types,
elegant older couples, and East Coast visitors,
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Two middie-aged gentlemen dressed
in black are sliting in the back, having a
serious conversation over a bottle of wine,
They look like priests. However, they drink
Ik fish, Theey turn out o be a visiting food
writer froem the New Yorker and Alain
Giraud, currently of Anisette and previously
of Bastide. Both grn!lumun are longtirme
friends and contemporaries of Richard.
In all recent interdews and préss, Richard
references new, IIEhI; recipes, and fun dishes
faor the under-25s that frequent Hollysrood.
This is fine and fabulous, for surely some diners
enjoy black-ink risotbo that looks e caviar, or
mixmed carpacci that looks like a mosaic, But
it's likely that in France, a chalkboard menu
with three itéms — 72-hour short ribd, frites
and the E.‘_lrlil: rasast chicken — would keep the
locals happy.
Michel Richard"s 73-hour shart ribs are
Icgqndary. They bear no resemblance to any
ather short ribs, First, they're not glazed,
rubbed or otherwise d-sgulsm Second, they
have a different
texture. Third,
there's not a rib
in s.iEhl;. Slipa
cogked at a wery
[y heeat for
three days, they
& up almost
srmaiked, amd Lo
flavariul, every
hite requires

a rmament of appreciation. Meamyvhae, the
butter-fried frites, which arrive in 2 cone with
several dipping sauces, are golden-crispy sat fat
heaven.

And fnally, the desierts. Richard started cut 28
a pastry chef, and sweets are still his strength.
The dessert platter spans a spectrum of flavors
so pleasurable, you don't feel quite decent
experiencing them in public. The caramel créme
brulee with whipped crearm i cool and sublime
under a '|'.Ihi5|.'|El"'I.hi'l"- Sugar s,

The Conclusion

Mot all the advance buzz on this place was
good = bt atter experiencing Citrus first-
hand, we'll chalk mast of the nastiness up to
sour grapes (there are abways a few who want
the mighty 1o fall) and sheer inesperience,
Bottam line, if Michel Richard wants ta bring
Los Angeles a happy, welllit place to comse
and enjoy his short ribs, we're glad o have him
bBack. And the clubby cocktails are & bomus.

- Lena Kotz



