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                                  MY CHEF AT HOME 
Growing up in The City of the Popes Avignon France, Serge was a bright joyous boy, already famous for his communicative laughter. The youngest boy of nine children. He lived his post second world war years playing in the Palais des Papes* which was then abandoned and open to mistral winds and numerous children. At thirteen he was not so interested in school. One day the head of school took his student to his office to lecture him and told Serge he would never accomplish anything in life for lack of intelligence. It didn’t take more for the feisty child to ask his parents to quit school. He wanted to become an apprentice in a restaurant to learn the trade and become a cook. That’s how at fourteen he entered the world of food and made a career out of it.  For his first assignment he worked in the French Alps, then experienced a wonderful year in the heart of Corsica, followed by several restaurants where he was trained. By the time he was twenty-two, cooking had no secrets for him.  A good-looking young man with the profile of a Romain emperor, borrowed features from his ancestor’s background. He mastered a trade he could practice anywhere in the world. He needed a challenge and change came its way by the form of a newspaper clip recruiting chefs for the 1976 Olympics in Montreal Québec, three thousand seven hundred miles away.  He applied. He got a quick answer from the famous Thursday’s restaurant and club on Crescent Street downtown Montreal. He landed in the center of all action and late-night life, which never ended before three in the morning.  The minute he set foot in Montreal he was at home. He had the looks of a friendly Italian mobster with his cap sideways, striped t-shirt and tight jeans on his then lean body, aviator sunglasses protecting his green eyes had heads turning. A small suitcase and two hundred dollars in his pockets were enough to start his new life. He rented a furnished miniature flat across the street from his new workplace and had a slight thought for his principal as he acknowledged to himself. Well, I’ m the head chef today, not bad for a child with no future from 8 years back. 
Serge, today sixty-nine, after raising his twin daughters on his own and the proud grandfather of a sixteen-month boy, is still working cumulating fifty five years of experience. He cooks for family and friends with a daily renewed passion. He is my Chef at home. 

· The Palais des Papes is one of the largest and most important medieval gothic buildings in Europe. Once a fortress and palace, the papal residence was a seat of Western Christianity during the 14th century.  

467 Mots	THIERRY LAGARDE	January 17 2023
