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For Pierre Durand,

without whom none of this

may have ever happened
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A host is like a general;

calamities often reveal his genius.

HORACE, CA. 65 B.C.
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My food family in Atlanta, photographed in the garden dedicated to my mother, Caroline Sauls Hitz Shaw, Atlanta History Center, July 2011. BACK ROW, LEFT TO RIGHT: Ronald Ross, Mary-Louise Smith, Jane Mathews, Edwin Orihuela, Merle Smith, me, Kate Sasnett, Larry Couzens, Queenie Stripling Callier, Carolyn McCloud, and Kelly Walling. FRONT ROW, LEFT TO RIGHT: Matilda Dobbs, Mary Boyle Hataway, Telena Stripling Saxton, and Peggy Foreman
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There is no love sincerer than the love of food!

GEORGE BERNARD SHAW



Introduction

My food story begins in Atlanta, where I was born. As a child in the early 1970s I experienced a genteel world of entertaining, best characterized the way a visiting dignitary described Atlanta at the time: “A cradle of the Old South, a crucible of the New South.” In other words, I didn’t grow up on collard greens or pigs’ feet, but my Southern experience was profound just the same.

Our household was “artistic.” My stepfather was a Californian—a world-famous symphonic and choral conductor named Robert Shaw—and my mother, Caroline, a bright, funny, stylish, and capable Atlanta native, was from an accomplished local family. Caroline had been educated in Europe, and although she had grown up in a house where none of the women knew how to cook, or wanted to, she taught herself brilliantly, and, in turn, became an exquisite teacher. “Miss Tastebuds,” as I heard her called more than once, “caused” lots of good things to happen in our kitchen. She gave our beloved family cook, Dorothy, the benefit of her exacting knowledge, high standards, and unerring taste. Dorothy’s innate ability, combined with my mother’s knowledge of European cooking and sheer determination, made the food I grew up with some of the very best in the South.
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My mother, Caroline Bryans Sauls, 1964

My parents were proud of their ability to bring diverse groups of people together, constantly crossing the racial, socioeconomic, and political boundaries of the day. They entertained often; I always knew it was party time when I smelled the Rival AutomatiPerc machine brewing in the laundry room. They preferred lunches to dinners, small to large, and at lunch on any given Saturday in those days one might have found Leonard Bernstein, Aaron Copland, Leontyne Price, or Bobby Short sharing Cheddar Herb Biscuits, Chicken Country Captain, or Shrimp and Grits with the likes of Coretta Scott King, Rosalynn and Jimmy Carter, and Anne Cox Chambers. Their parties were civilized—elegant and pretty but never stuffy: monogrammed linens, family silver, Derby china, French wines, electric conversations, and lots of laughter. They lasted long into the afternoon, and took so much preparation and effort that often outside people were brought in to help. Then, as now, I never wanted to miss anything, and spent endless hours trying to distract these lovely people from their duties. Luckily, they were all good-natured and wonderful, and, if alive, are my dear friends to this day.
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Dorothy Williams Davis, our beloved family cook for forty years, who inspired many of these recipes, c. 1976

After college I enrolled in what was then the most famous culinary school in the world, Le Cordon Bleu in Paris (long before it advertised on television and had outposts next to the Olive Garden or Applebee’s at the Mall of America), and was lucky enough to intern in the kitchens of such culinary luminaries as André Soltner at Lutèce in New York and Michel Guérard at Les Prés d’Eugénie, in Eugénie-les-Bains, France. I then bought a half ownership share in an Atlanta restaurant that is still open, although I don’t own it anymore. Mary Boyle Hataway was my partner, and she’s an amazing self-taught chef with whom I still spend hours talking about ingredients, depths and subtleties of flavors, cooking temperatures, varieties of vanilla extracts, forgotten main courses, colors of roux, and other general culinary arcana. Many of the recipes in this book are hers, and many we have developed together. She and her staff have generously, indefatigably, advised me on and tested, readvised me on and retested—and then started all over again—the dishes for this book and for my prepared-food business, The Beverly Hills Kitchen.
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Robert Shaw, my stepfather, a thirty-six-time Grammy Award–winning symphonic and choral conductor
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Here I am with Mrs. Bessie Seabrooks Drake, my wet nurse, whose mother, Miss Firefly, left Georgia and went up to Harlem to open an ice cream parlor frequented by Zora Neale Hurston and Duke Ellington.

As early as I can remember, I was interested in food and entertaining. My mother claimed that I planned the menu for my second birthday party: Virginia ham sandwiches on Pepperidge Farm Very Thin White Bread and potato chips. Virginia ham was what is known as Country or Smithfield today, a delicacy available at Atlanta’s sole upscale grocery store, Cloudt’s. This was 1971.

In
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