





There's also a terific version of curly endive salad with soft-peached egg and slivers
of crispy pig's ear instead of bacon. (Another good choice is the warm fluffy quinoa
salad dotted with baked butternut squash and toasted almonds.)

After that, steak frites, a menu category that includes three choices of meat: You take
your pick. | chose the bavette — the same cut you find in France when you order
steak frites: It's a little chewy, but with good beefy flavor, and fairly inexpensive. Fig's
bavette comes through with flying colors. Even better, though, are the skinny fries
heaped next to the B-ounce steak. They're crisp on the outside, fluffy inside and fried
with baby sage leaves and a shower of parsley. (On ancther visit, | tried the entrécote,
which is more marbled, and therefore quite tender.)

Green is the new gold. And so chefs and restaurateurs are busy trying to position
themselves as being sustainable, organic, local or all three. At Fig, | do sense a real
commitment to buying what's fresh and local. The bottom of the menu lists what has
"just arrived," what is "in peak season" and what is "coming scon." It's a small thing,
but it functions like a compass to orient diners to the season.

The restaurant even enlists a forager, whose name is , responsible for sourcing
ingredients from local farms and the farmers market. Radical for a hotel restaurant.

Here, for example, lovely rose-and-white breakfast radishes garnish a starter of tongue
braised to tendemess and served in a piguant tomatillo sauce. Or you can get primo
Carlsbad oysters on the half shell, or a bowl of local mussels steamed in Chablis with
a little tarragon.

A mini-baguette comes wrapped in a paper bag, with a crock of cool, perfectly salted
arugula butter. Nine dollars buys a very nice farfe flambée (a thin-crusted Alsatian tart,
something like a pizza) spread with fromage blanc (a light, fresh cheese) and lardons
of bacon. It's all pretty good.

Well-priced fare

For the most part, prices are moderate for an upscale hotel dining room. A small
French canning jar of house-cured pickles — cauliflower florets, blond and erange
carrots, cipollini cnions and quartered artichokes — is just $4, a whole trout entree with
braised baby savoy cabbage, $20. Even the desserts are reasonable, not 12 or
more, but §5 if you order cookies, 58 or $9 for the other choices.

The real steal, though — and it's fabulous — is seared tuna nigoise for $22 (a half order
is $17). Maost fresh tuna versions don't do much for me, but this one is pitch perfect in
terms of flavor and balance. The tuna, blood-rare, comes stacked on top like
dominoes. Underneath are demure little heirloom fingerlings, haricots verfs and purple-
black clives.



Garcia has a fine sense of which flavors go together. He'll put sweet Maine diver
scallops against the meaty fire of chorizo and gentle butter beans and leeks - a
terrific combination even though the scallops are sometimes a little overcooked. Duck
magret comes with farro instead of potatoes, and a salad made with three different
varieties of oranges, so you get the sweetness that plays so well against the duck.

Every main course comes with its own accompaniments, but you can also order some
extras, such as snap peas with tarragon or baby broccoli with preserved lemon. One
night, there were adorable pinkie-sized baby carrots from Weiser Family Farms with
segments of Cara Cara orange on top.

For dessert, the menu comes full circle with an haute version of Fig Newton with a
tender, buttery pastry and fine house-made ice creams. But if you're having just one
dessert, go with the deep, delicious chocolate pot de créme, big enough for two, or for
everyone at the table to have a single rich spoonful.

Simple. But if it really were so easy to do a restaurant serving fresh seasonal cuisine
at moderate prices, we would be rolling in them.
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