debut in Indianapolis, at the bygone La Tour—a restaurant Puck still aescripes as
surprisingly elegant. In Indy, La Tour was ahead of its time, as was its chef: After
only two years, Puck left town for the greener pastures and more-adventurous
eaters of California, where he built his empire one restaurant, cookbook, packaged
food product, radio show, television appearance, franchise and catering contract

at atima
ava wuinc.

And now he’s back—kind of. Of course Puck himself isn’t really at Puck’s—the new
restaurant at the Indianapolis Museum of Art—any more than Martha Stewart is actu-
ally at Kmart or Isaac Mizrahi is at Target, but his name, his recipes and his trademark
culinary creativity rule the eatery in his stead.
| Puck’s aptitude for knowing and pleasing his various customers—evidenced by
the success of his renowned restaurants—is in full force here. In collaboration with
partner Lee Hefter and Puck’s executive chef (and Indiana native) Brad Gates, he’s
invented engaging entrees made from local ingredients and served them in a qui-
etly striking space well-suited to its artsy environs. An L.A. hotspot Puck’s is not, nor
does it pretend to be. Filled with natural light by day and a gentle glow from art-deco
fixtures at night, the place is all soaring ceilings, immense white columns, natural
woods, heavy silver, good crystal and private leather-cushioned booths. The ele-

gance is peaceful rather than starched; during conversational lulls, din-
' ¥ erstendto gaze out the floor-to-ceiling windows at the museum’s foun-
tain and manicured lawn and hum to the Ray Charles tunes wafting

\
-

from hidden speakers.
¥ “Pleasant,” said my dining companion over a Sunday-morning meal,
between spoonfuls of weightless chocolate mousse and tart blackberries.
“Brunch here is very pleasant. And also kind of WASPy.” She was right,
on both counts. The waitstaff, as sweet and bubbly as the mimosas, set
hot, strong mugs of coffee and bowlfuls of perfect sugar cubes before be-
pearled and be-Polo’d patrons. Their service was prompt and friendly, if
minimal: Puck’s brunch is a buffet. Brunchers wander from one lavish
buffet table to another, hot plate in hand, plucking delicacies from tiered
cake plates, silver trays and shining tureens. But for a place where cash-
mere twinsets and navy-blue sport coats seem the weekend uniform of
choice, where prime rib is as much a brunch staple as croissants, the meal
is a surprisingly comfortable, low-key affair. A mix of families, late-rising
couples, after-church lunchers and hungry art-lovers pay a reasonable
$21.50 a head to chatter amidst the cheerful clang of forks, most making
more than one trip to the buffet line. Tables display the savory—chewy
bacon, succulent prime rib and sausage links, fluffy scrambled eggs, salty,
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