AG Inspired Cuisine was a welcome retreat from the hustle and bustle of Niagara Falls on the holiday weekend. Entering through the open glass doors, I was calmed by the soft glow of candlelight on the maroon walls. The crystal, beaded chandeliers and wall scones illuminated the room, casting shadows. It was 9 pm; only a few couples lingered at their tables.
“Skies of blue, and clouds of white. Bright blessed days, dark sacred nights.” The sultry sound of jazz filled the air. 
Sitting at the bar height table facing the keyboard, the singer smiled in my direction as she continued, “And I think to myself, what a wonderful world.”
My server arrived with an amuse bouche. Her black pants and black shirt with subtle white stripes and red tie complimented the décor. “This is an asparagus shooter with crumbled blue cheese.”
Despite being told, the flavor of asparagus and blue cheese in a drink was a surprise as I drank the pea green liquid from the tall clear shot glass. The tastes of Spring continued with a Hand Harvested Ramp Tartlet, nestled on a coriander salad adorned with dots of bacon jam. The creamy mellowness of the ramp and sheep’s milk cheese mingled with the salty prosciutto; leafy arugula and savory bacon jam performing a dance of flavors and textures on my tongue. I savored every morsel.
I was impressed, but not surprised by the two four-diamond awards framed on the wall by the bar. The bar sat in the middle of the room, keeping the seating arrangements intimate and private. A vast variety of wine bottles were artistically displayed on one wall. Here the servers gathered, inconspicuously watching each table for the right time to approach. 
My server returned with an ivory boat shaped bowl. “This is Jerusalem artichoke soup, and these are Jerusalem artichoke chips,” as she added the small bowl of crispy chips to the creamy soup adorned with a green swirl.
Each spoonful was a treat, with the oyster like richness of the artichokes, pieces of mushrooms and the crispy slivers of chips.
Next dessert was served. Thunder Bay crème Brule served with rhubarb ice on poached and caramelized rhubarb was decoratively displayed on the simple, ivory rectangular plate. My spoon crunched through the burnt maple sugar into the custard below. The essences of maple, honey and rosemary tantalized my taste buds. The icy coldness accentuated the tartness of the rhubarb, a well-executed symphony of tastes. Every spoonful lingered on my tongue as I enjoyed each mouthful for as long as possible.
At the end of this impressive meal the sous chef approached my table. His tall frame towered over me with his white chef’s jacket and black cap. I looked up into his bearded face and my heart swelled with pride. I stood and reached my arms up to give him a hug. He asked, “How was your meal, Mom?” 

