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BEST IN THE WEST Clockwise from left: The sweet and sticky spare ribs; the rustic
selting; the signature popovers; the Baja stone crab gazpacho; chef Michael Rossi

King of the Cowboys

Who would have thought that Western
dancing and fine dining would make such
a fine pairing? We'll tell you who.

‘ [fv Jamie Guwen | [’fmmgm‘b}'{y by Andrea Bricco |

Go to The Ranch Restaurant & Saloon on any given
nighr, and you'll see proof thar the old adage “build
it and they will come” bears some truth. Who would
tllillk UP a Concept W{]El’e "'Dll can di‘.llce tlle two 'Step
i[l one room Lllld d-ﬂ‘le on COl'lﬁt Of MUSCOV}’ dllck lcg
in another? Andrew Edwards—that’s who. This new
eclectic destination for entertainment is a dream come
true for Edwards, a tech mogul and founder of Extron
Electronics. He wanted to open a place where he could
country dance. And, naturally, when you dance, you
gft lluﬂgr}' 'J.lld [llj[S[y. Alld .LFYOU. h'.l‘v"e lnegfl mool.’l,
you hire the best in the business to queuch your thirst
and please your palate. So he took the first floor of
his headquarters and turned it into a restaurant and
saloon, and he hired two Michaels (surnames Jordan
and Rossi) to keep the dream alive. They’re doing
that, and making it thrive—a testament to Edwards’

business acumen. Jordan, the VP of food and beverage,
is a master sommelier (one of on]_v 190 in the world)
and a skilled GM whose resume boasts a 10-plus-year
]egacy at Disuey's Napa Rose. You'll see him pouring
wine and sprinkling pixie dust in his dining room.
Chef Rossi, also a Napa Rose alum, creates dishes
inspired by the seasons and seldom misses the mark.

Simply put, it’s a wine-centric steak and seafood
spot—-and it houses a 5,000-bottle collection that will
grow to 18,000 when the pri\mte dining rooms, cellar,
classroom kitchen and party spaces on the sixth floor
are completed. The stone-accented patio is perfect for
dining under the stars—or catching a free viewing of
the nightly fireworks at Disneyland. There’s a farm,
too. (What would you expect from a place called The
Ranch?) It’s home to more than 400 heirloom tomaro
vines, and orange and ﬁg trees—all orgauicaﬂy grown.
Soon to come: grape vines.

During the day, the building (about three miles
from the “Happiest Place on Earth”) bustles. But at
5:30pM, guests—dressed in their Western best—flock
to the saloon, and a line quickly forms coNTINUED...

The Ranch
Restaurant
& Saloon

1025 E. Ball Road, Anaheim,
714.817.4200, theranch.com

Hours

Restaurant is open Sun.-
Sat., 5:30-10rM. Saloon is
open Wed.-Sat., 5:30rM-
2aM; Sun., 5:30-10pMm

What it Costs
Apperizers. $6-%20; entrées,
$19-%35; desserts, $7-$9

Who Goes There
Culinary enthusiasts,
\Ville‘ lQVe[’S‘ CO‘VIJC}YS

and cowgirls

Best Seat in the House
Everywhere

You Simply Must Order
’I}lE onion SOHP a lld rht.’

Sku na BJ}' SJ]_ID.OH
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Do not miss the cured and hot Skuna Bay salmon, with its
buttery texture and subtle flavor—it will leave you wanting
more after you scrape the last drop of horseradish sauce

from the ramekin.

...CONTINUED outside the door. Enter the restaurant,
and the pleasant fragrance of fine leather (from the
bDU[}]S Blld bal’} [iikles YOU I nose. 'Ille vastness DF The
space overwhelms you for a moment, but intimate
lighting and a warm welcome instill a sense of comfort.
The bar beckons, but you're whisked to the table you
reserved a week in advance (if there’s a convention in
town). Then the wine list arrives. There's the Williams
Selyem 2007 Russian River Valley Pinot Noir. .. by the
glass? No way! At chat point the menu lands, and you
can't choose because it all sounds so good.

Now, I do not believe that any restaurant is
without room for improvement. Could the popovers
have baked a minure less? Yes. Or could the Maplewood
smoked free-range chicken have had a more dynamic
counterpart of flavor than just “smolder”? Yes. But it’s
the other dozen dishes that have tickled my fancy

SADDLE UP

From top: The Ranch's
well-appointed dining area;
the blueberry crostata with
Theyer lemon curd

and those of my friends—on multiple visits.

The meal begins with a pinwheel of freshly
baked breads: jalapeiio cheddar, squaw, brioche and
cranberry. Order a cockrail, and you'll be treated to a
propetly made mojito, bursting with minty zing and
a 1'efreshiug acid ity that cleans your palﬂ[c. Peruse the
wine list, and you'll find that the prices are surprisingly
reasonable, but the selection is ultra-impressive. If you
find it daunting, ask for help and a manager, well-
versed in the selections, will help you. Or, even berter,
the “Master” will stop by your table to describe the
“fO{'eSf HDO[ J[]d [11055}' notes, \Vi[ll 5.185:[{[:15 CIVCJII}.H]ESS
in the nose” of the particular wine you inquired about.

In the way of food, I recommend starting with
the deviled eggs, laden with sweet pickle relish in
old-fashioned style, topped with a bite of bacon for
a salty rang. Do nor miss the cured and hot Skuna
BZ]Y Sﬂlﬂ]Dl] (Ehe newest source fo]’ this ﬁﬁh ﬂlllﬂl]g IDP
chefs), with its buttery texture and subtle flavor—it
will leave you wanting more after you scrape the last
drop of horseradish sauce from the ramekin. The sweet
portato gnocchi with mairake mushrooms and braised
Peraluma rabbir will take you to a place of wonder. The
l’ich mou rhfeel Of]Dl]g'CDOked gﬂll1? iS Jnﬂdf' Olll}f bﬁ'ttel’
b,v Pillﬂ\"y P(]f.'l'[ﬂ dlllllPliﬂgS. Jxﬂd }TDU Jbsolll[el}' must
order the onion soup. A spectacularly rich beef broth
accented with Guinness is joined by five varieties of
caramelized onions and topped with a generous helping
of molren aged Gruyére.

The special appetizer on one visit was a crab
g.lZPAChU Tllﬂ.f ‘\’{)Wﬁ'd ﬂl}r “"Jlole fﬂb]f, “’i[h a l)itf' Of
pepper vinegar and sweet mango to round it all out.
(Chef, you nailed it.) The Caesar salad disappointed,
with too much hear and salt, and the wrong greens to
caprure the best essence of garlic and anchovies. But
t]](“ CG]OerD gl’ﬂsS'Fed ldnlb (]1[)*75 more fllnl[l n1ﬂc{e
up for it. Pecan-spotted spatzle complememred with
Illa((’l'z\ffd L{l‘iﬁ‘d ﬁgs iS aru Srif C.Ollllr(’I'P.l It o Tl'le ChCFS
ilt‘lpl‘essive touch; medium-rare Perfecriou of well-
seasoned meat—some of the best lamb I've ever had.
On another visit, the perite filet of beef was a cowboy’s
dream dish—the [Jl.lte dressed with sun-dried cherries
.‘Ild Sl\il\'illgs Df T'el)l]f'ssee (l’Llﬂ:lES. Yeeh‘nv:

HUlllfStYle Side are an l“lﬂe((’ss.‘l'}' C\"il, bul' I‘Il‘l
a sucker for creamed corn, and it’s &elicious——-pmpel‘l}'
thick and creamy, and perfumed with fresh thyme.
Lobster mac and cheese is a picture of the chef’s pride:
]]Dlllflllﬂde l.)aStLl, Vel'l]lo[lt Che(:lcil]l. Ejlollgll Silkcl.

AS lf '\'OU \Vfl'el]!f Jlle'ﬂ.d}' Colllpeu.ed to get 3'0'.“.
heels to The Ranch, its pastry chef David Rossi
(Michael’s brother) is the next rising star coming to a
nerwork about food near you. For desserr, it’s all about
the popcorn ice cream, laden with the movie-theater
favor we all crave. David deserves an Oscar for this, but
his other desserts impress, too: a blueberry crostata with
Meyer lemon curd and a peanut butter masterpiece that
highlights David’s oh-so-sweet ice cream skills.

After your big meal, head next door (when you
dine, the cover Ch:u'ge for the saloon is waived) to dance
off those calories. Live count ry-music concerts. A sound
S}’Steu'l fhﬂl PIJ’VS ﬂ“ [he current l'lils. And \"ﬂ.“‘fﬂ"\"ﬂ."
cowboys with their ladies, A good time.
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