
 EVERLASTING 
FEAST

IN THE REPUBLIC 
OF GEORGIA, BOLD, 
UNIQUE FLAVORS, 
ANCIENT METHODS 
OF WINEMAKING, 
AND EPIC MEALS 
ARE AT THE CENTER 
OF A WAY OF LIFE

A picnic of boiled pota-
toes, fresh tomatoes, 
stewed chicken, bread, 
grapes, and cheese at a 
vineyard in the Kakheti 
region of the Republic 
of Georgia.
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plates. !ere are only six of us, but the food laid out could easily feed 
30. !ere are loaves of bread; plates of white, salty sulguni cheese; plat-
ters of peppery raw radishes, pickled tomatoes, and palate-freshening 
parsley, tarragon, and green onions; earthenware dishes called ketsi "lled 
with grilled mushrooms and fried potatoes; jars of fresh yogurt and lit-
tle bowls of rose petal jam and honey to add to it; bottles of tarragon 
soda; and pitchers of wine, some purple-black saperavi and others amber, 
apricot-scented rkatsiteli. 

It’s early autumn, and I’m in a town called Bodbiskhevi in Kakheti, 
the easternmost region of the Republic of Georgia. We’re an hour into 
a dinner in the backyard of Gela Patalashvili, a winemaker here. His 
vineyards stretch for miles in every direction. If I squint, the tawny, 
arid landscape, thickly planted with grapevines and dotted with pome-
granate and cypress trees, reminds me of Tuscany—that is, if Tuscany 
were bordered by the snowcapped Caucasus Mountains and home to 
a 7,000-year-old winemaking tradition (see “Cradle of Wine,” page 
69). Gathered around the table are my husband, Chris, and a hand-
ful of Georgian and American expat friends. After a day of helping 
Gela pick plums from his orchards, we’ve been invited to join him for 
dinner, which, as dinners tend to do in Georgia, has turned into a sev-
eral-hour feast called a supra (meaning “tablecloth” for the way the 
food covers the table), a celebratory meal involving structured toasts, 
wine, song, and lots and lots of food. 

Gela’s wine propels the feast forward. As our host, he takes on the role 
of tamada, or toastmaster, walking us though a series of rousing salu-
tations on which we’re invited to ri#, or if we prefer, simply raise our 
glasses and a$rm, “Gaumarjos! Victory!” He reminds us that no sipping 
of wine is permitted between toasts—just when the toast is made. We 
nevertheless empty quite a few glasses before the night is through. !e 
wine and the toasting su#use the meal with a sense of purpose, with an 
ongoing poetic conversation, and an intensifying sense of communion. 

Just when I am certain that there is no more room on the table, 
Ekaterina, Gela’s wife, brings in mtsvadi, skewers of sizzling pork that 
have been grilled over a "re of last year’s dried grapevines. As Ekaterina 

approaches the table, Ketevan Mindorashvili, a folk musician and the 
wife of our friend John Wurdeman, bursts into song, and others join 
in, singing a dissonant three-part harmony that gives me goose bumps: 

Mtsvadsa mas mshveniersa da dadgromilsa 
momtansa amisasa ats vadidebdet.

Let us now praise this beautiful and roasted 
meat, as well as the one who brought it to us. 

Someone hands me a skewer, and I pull o# the piping-hot meat with 
my "ngers, dunk it into a sour plum sauce, tkemali, and devour it. It’s 
perfect: juicy, smoky, with a salt and pepper crust, the fat buttery and 
full of %avor. Between the meat, the wine, the song, and the feeling of 
deepening friendship, I want to freeze this moment in time forever. 

& '&()* + &)&*,- *., (,/012&3 4' 5,4(5&6  in 2002, when I 
was 21 years old. I was traveling with my mom, an ethnomusicologist 
who’d been coming to the country for years to study the local music. 
We landed in Tbilisi at a dimly lit airport, a faded modernist building 
constructed in the waning years of the Soviet Union. From the capital, 
we took a taxi two hours into the countryside to the town of Sighnaghi, 
where Mom had purchased a dilapidated dacha to use as a retreat for 
her choral group. We entered, expecting it to be empty, and found the 
house lit up, full of the good smells of cooking: Her musician friends had 
already let themselves in, taken over the kitchen, and laid out a feast in 
the backyard—my "rst supra, though I didn’t know the word for it then. 

On that weeklong visit I fell in love with Georgia. I swooned over 
its dramatic landscape. !ough just the size of West Virginia, as it 
stretches from the Black Sea in the west almost to the Caspian Sea 
in the east, it traverses everything from Alpine 

I’VE THOUGHT ABOUT THIS MEAL SO 
MANY TIMES NOW THAT THE MEMORY 
OF IT FEELS LIKE A DREAM: I’M SEATED AT 
A TABLE WHOSE SURFACE I CAN NO LON-
GER SEE—IT HAS DISAPPEARED ENTIRELY 
UNDERNEATH  DOZENS OF OVERLAPPING

By KAREN SHIMIZU  Photographs by LANDON NORDEMAN

Facing page: A meal of amolesili lobio (stewed red beans and walnuts; see page 
74 for a recipe) and chadi (corn bread).

(continued on page 68)



At Pheasant’s Tears Wine Bar in 
 Sighnaghi, a woman builds a !re in a 
tone, a clay-walled oven, in preparation 
for baking bread. 
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Acharuli khachapuri, Georgian 
cheese and egg bread (see page 74 
for a recipe). Facing page: katmis 
satsivi, chicken with walnut sauce 
(see page 75 for a recipe).
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 mountains to deserts to sub-
tropical citrus groves. I was 
intrigued by the ancient 
language, which, with its loop-
de-loop script and melli%uous 
tones, bears no relation to any 
other. And while its food was 
clearly in%uenced by its neigh-
bors—Persian ways of using 
fruit to enrich meat stews; a 
penchant for mayonnaise-y 
salads that were a remnant of 
Soviet rule—Georgian cook-
ing was still utterly its own: 
bold, with an emphasis on 
fresh ingredients and pure %a-
vors. Instead of fat and %our, 

walnuts, which grow here in abundance, were used to thicken sauces, 
and it seemed that fenugreek, coriander, and tarragon were in nearly 
everything. But I was moved most of all by the generosity of the peo-
ple, strangers who would insist I stay for a meal if I so much as asked 
for a drink of water. It got under my skin, and I wanted to get to know 
this place. 

I returned to Georgia a few times over the next several years, even-
tually spending ten months there in 2006 when Chris, a poet, became 
as obsessed with Georgia’s verse as my mother was with its music, and 
received a grant to translate Georgian poetry. !e two of us lived in 
an apartment in Tbilisi. While Chris crunched through translations, 
I wrote a food column for a local English-language paper that paid 
$12.50 a story—not quite enough to live on but more than enough 
to cover the cost of dinner. It was a year of extraordinary eating: We 
lived on beans stewed with walnuts; platters of khinkali, dumplings 
stu#ed with everything from pork to farmers’ cheese and mint; %at-
bread "lled with molten cheese and topped with an egg; and pkhali, 
cooked vegetables seasoned with a heady blend of ground walnuts, 
spices, and herbs. I loved every bite. 

Easy as it was to eat our way through Georgia, it was hard to feel at 
home there. I spoke Georgian at the level of a two-year-old and was 
frustrated with my inability to communicate. I was clueless about how 
to accomplish everyday tasks; because I couldn’t "gure out how to pay 
the phone bill, the wire connecting our apartment to the grid was repos-
sessed. And we were lonely. When we tired of feeling like strangers, we 
went back to Sighnaghi, where my mother’s friends—now our friends, 
too—would welcome us with wine, food, and a place to relax. !ese 
visits had a way of restoring us. However alienated I sometimes felt, I 
always had a seat at their tables. 

After the grant was up, we moved to New York, imagining we might 
return in a year or two. Instead, I ended up taking a full-time job. I gave 
birth to our daughter. I grew up a bit. As the years passed and our lives 

changed, the months we had spent in Georgia felt more distant. But as 
time went on, its grip on my imagination grew stronger. I was worried 
that it might have all changed, that if I went back, I would no longer 
recognize it. I was hungry to return and renew old friendships. I wanted 
to reassure myself that it was real—that it was still there.

)&7  8,6()  2 6*,( ,  &  '&96228  :6; ,  it back to Georgia. Gela, 
whose supra years ago had come to symbolize what I love about this 
place, has partnered with our friend John Wurdeman to found Pheas-
ant’s Tears, a boutique winery and wine bar in Sighnaghi, and they’ve 
invited me to visit. From the moment the plane lands, I can see change. 
Georgia has been looking for ways to align itself culturally, politically, 
and economically with the West, and it shows. In Tbilisi there’s a shiny 
new airport, and modern hotels dot the skyline. In more remote areas, 
change is happening, too, though it’s not as obvious. On the drive over 
to Sighnaghi, factories and massive "elds give way to vineyards, farm 
plots, and orchards, and tin-roofed two-story brick houses with "gs, 
pomegranates, and grapes—always grapes—growing in the yard. !e 
car rounds a bend, and the town comes into view, the familiar silhouette 
of its 18th-century steeples and red-tiled roofs on a hillside jutting out 
over a vast valley. As we drive through the town, I notice the main road’s 
been repaved, and that the historic buildings all look freshly painted. 

We pull up in front of a doorway marked Khokhbis Tsremlebi—
“Pheasant’s Tears”—and I exit the cab and walk through the doorway, 
which leads to a cobblestone courtyard. I "rst see a baker making bread 
in a tone, a tall tandoori-like oven that has existed in this part of the 
world since time immemorial. Coals smolder at the very bottom, and 
the clay walls radiate heat. !e baker slaps dough against its inner walls. 
After a few minutes, she hands me a loaf. It’s damn good—fragrant and 
crisp on the outside, white and %u#y within. 

I walk past her to the wine bar’s tiny kitchen, which issues forth the 
most amazing smells. I "nd Gia Rokashvili, who owned a convenience 
store when I was last here. “Gamarjoba! Hello!” Gia exclaims. As we 
catch up, he explains that Sighnaghi was the recipient of a grant for his-
torical restoration and tourism development—which accounts for the 
smooth road and fresh paint. New shops have opened up, and his store 
has gone out of business. Hence, he says, his job as a cook.

Gia sings “Let It Be” under his breath as he prepares khashlama, a 
regional meat stew he’s making with veal and sour plums. He cuts veal 
shoulder into chunks and places them in a pot with water, not quite 
enough to cover them. !en he chops a heap of green onions, tarragon, 
cilantro, and mint, along with a few salt-fermented plums—an intensely 
sour and biting ingredient that Georgians use to bring piquancy and 
depth to all kinds of slow-cooked dishes. I want to eat standing in the 
kitchen, but Gia shoos me out. Instead, John joins me at a table in the 
barroom for a few glasses of wine and some of Gia’s food. 

It’s this moment that really drives home how 

SOMEONE 
HANDS ME A 
SKEWER, AND 
I PULL THE 
HOT MEAT 
OFF WITH 
MY FINGERS 
AND DEVOUR 
IT. BETWEEN 
THE FOOD, 
THE WINE, 
THE SONG, 
I WANT TO 
FREEZE THIS 
MOMENT 
IN TIME 
FOREVER

Facing page: A monk at Alaverdi Monastery samples wine from a qvevri, a 
subterranean clay vessel for fermenting and storing wine.

Georgia is home to a unique winemaking tradition that stretches 
back thousands of years: Grapes here are crushed, then fer-
mented skin-on for several months in buried earthenware vessels 
called!qvevri. Prolonged contact with the skins produces wines 
that are rich in tannins, which lend depth and dryness, plus great 
stability and structure. After fermentation, the wine is typically 
transferred to another qvevri to age, where it acquires even greater 
dimension. There are more than 500 grape varietals in Georgia, 
but in Kakheti the most common white variety is rkatsiteli, which 
yields vivid amber wines that go perfectly with Georgian food. The 
flame-colored Alaverdi Monastery Rkatsiteli 2010 ($25), made 
by monks who have been producing qvevri wines since the year 

1011, o"ers heady notes of walnut, strawberry, and honeysuckle 
that can stand up to savory dishes such as chicken with walnut 
sauce. Pheasant’s Tears Rkatsiteli 2009 ($18), an earthy wine 
with mouth-gripping tannins and deep aromas of dried apricot 
and pu-ehr tea, complements bitter greens and sautéed eggplant. 
Dergi!Rkatsiteli 2009 ($20), a dry, austere wine with a bright, 
floral lift and a lemon-zest finish, is a match for the salty, buttery 
Georgian cheese bread khachapuri.!The region’s most common red 
grape, saperavi, is used to make Nika Saperavi 2009 ($20), a deep 
purple, earthy Bordeaux-like wine that’s a good match for veal and 
sour plum stew. All of these wines open up particularly well with 
decanting. —K.S.

CRADLE  
OF WINE

(continued from page 62)

(continued on page 73)
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Vano Iantbelidze, embracing 
a friend, partakes in a supra, a 
celebratory feast, in the east-
ern region of Kakheti in the 
Republic of Georgia.
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far things have come in the six years I’ve been 
gone. Gia sends out dishes, and each is recognizably Georgian but with 
a twist. For one, the food is plated tapas style. Fresh yogurt is drizzled 
with smoked sun%ower oil; a vegetable salad, made not from blanched 
vegetables as is common but from smoky eggplant and red peppers that 
have been grilled over the tone. And the khashlama, usually a hearty, 
stick-to-your ribs dish, here is delicate and fall-apart tender. I’m skepti-
cal for about half a second, until I start eating. It’s all delicious. And the 
veal, infused with tarragon and accompanied by the salty-sour plums, 
is as astonishing as ever, with those big contrasting %avors that are the 
hallmarks of Georgian cooking. !e setting and presentation may be 
di#erent, but the soul of the food is the same: forceful, honest, awesome.

!e next day I visit John’s home where his mother-in-law, Leah 
Beroshvili, is making lunch. Having eaten Leah’s wonderful cook-
ing on every visit to Georgia, I am looking forward to this meal. 
Leah, 73, her dark brown hair pulled back into a bun, wears an 
ankle-length black skirt, sturdy black shoes, and an apron with a 
chile pepper print. She smiles and waves me to a seat next to John 
and Ketevan. Today she is making katmis satsivi, chicken in walnut 
sauce. “Es chemi saquareli sachmelia,” Leah says. “It’s my favorite 
dish,” one that’s been in the family for generations. Her mother-in-
law made it especially well and with a sense of joy that inspires Leah’s 
cooking to this day. “You always felt warm when you ate her food,” 
she says. It’s exactly how I feel about Leah’s cooking.

Leah throws several handfuls of walnuts into the bowl of a food 
processor, followed by spoonfuls of blue fenugreek, a subtle Caucasian 
variety, and coriander seeds, cloves, cinnamon, plus an orange-gold spice 
that I can’t immediately identify. Leah gestures to the ceiling strung 
with garlands of drying marigolds. “Es zaprana aris,” she says. “Mari-
gold %our.” I taste a pinch; it reminds me of thyme. 

!en she breaks down a boiled chicken, cracking the breastbone 
and peeling the meat from the rib cage. In a skillet, she heats sun-
%ower oil and adds the meat, turning it with her knife until it’s 
browned all over. While the chicken cooks, she pulses the spices 
and walnuts until they’re velvety and "ne, then spoons in chicken 
fat from the frying pan and a few ladles of broth that she’s reserved. 
She warms the sauce until it’s thick enough to coat the tip of her 
"nger. While the satsivi "nishes, Leah sautés some eggplant until 
it’s blistered, slathers it with a sauce she’s made from  walnuts, fresh 
herbs, and spices, then scatters red onion on top—she would have 
preferred pomegranate seeds, she tells me, but couldn’t "nd any at 
the market this morning. 

Finally, Leah makes khachapuri, a cheese-"lled %atbread that’s grid-
dled until crispy on the outside and gooey within. When it’s ready to 
serve, Leah slides it from the pan and quarters it. !e crust is browned 
in spots, and as the knife cuts through, cheese oozes out. She shuttles it 
to the table and we eat it hot, balancing the scalding buttery wedges on 

TRAVEL GUIDE GEORGIA
Dinner for two with drinks and tip

Inexpensive: Under $15; Moderate: $16–$30; Expensive: Over $30

International #ights land in Tbilisi, a 1,500-year-old city on the Kura River 
that’s worth exploring. $e two-hour taxi ride from Tbilisi to Sighnaghi  

costs about $40. 

Facing page, badridzhani nigvsit, fried eggplant with walnut sauce (see page 
74 for a recipe).

our "ngertips and trying to catch every melting drip. Ketevan brings out 
a carafe of chacha, a grappa-like spirit that she infused with violets picked 
from nearby meadows. It’s crystal clear, with a sweet fragrance: spring 
in a bottle. “For the grace of the morning,” John says. We clink glasses.

We sit and eat, murmuring over the creamy walnut sauce of the kat-
mis satstivi, helping ourselves to the silken slices of eggplant, nibbling 
grapes from the front yard and local pears that taste of honey. 

“May bitterness be away from us and sweetness be in our lives,” John 
says, raising his glass. We drink.

I look around the table, savoring the food, the company, the feeling of 
being here. I know that the moment can’t be trapped in amber, but I no 
longer want it to be. I know that whatever changes come for Georgia, for 
my friends, and in my own life, these simple but important things—the 
pleasure that comes from cooking and eating with people whom I cher-
ish so much; the sincerity and spontaneity of the supra—will endure.

John o#ers one more toast for the road: “To what you do with love.” 
I raise my glass and say wholeheartedly, “Gaumarjos!” FA
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(continued from page 68)
WHERE TO STAY

Radisson Blu Iveria Hotel
Rose Revolution Square 1, 0108, 
Tbilisi (995/32/402-200; radisson 
blu.com/hotel-tbilisi). Rates: $250 for 
a double. !is 18-story luxury hotel 
is perched above the Mtkvari River 
in the center of Tbilisi, within strik-
ing distance of the restaurants and 
shops on Rustaveli Avenue, the city’s 
main drag. Rooms are serene and 
spacious, with free Wi-Fi and, on 
the upper %oors, spectacular views. 

Nana’s Family Hotel
2 Sarajishvili Street, Sighnaghi 
(995/559-79-50-93; kkshvl@yahoo.
com). Rates: $17 a person. !is homey 
guesthouse is in Sighnaghi’s pictur-
esque town center. Proprietor Nana 
Kokiasvili speaks some English and 
cooks excellent Georgian meals. Her 
house, which doubles as the hotel, is 
spacious with clean, modern facilities 
and hot water. She can also arrange 
excursions to local sites.

WHERE TO EAT
Shemoikhede Genatsvale
Leselidze Street 25, Tbili si 
(995/32/243-9646). Moderate. !is 
welcoming restaurant (whose name 
means “Come in, darling”) in the 
heart of Tbilisi’s Old Town serves 
four types of delectable khinkali, 
Georgian dumplings, as well as a wide 
range of traditional o#erings, includ-
ing badridzhani nigvsit (eggplant with 
walnuts) and shekmeruli, chicken in a 
butter and garlic sauce served, still siz-

zling, in an earthenware dish.

Salobie
Mtskheta Road, Mtskheta (995/99/548-
229). Inexpensive. About 20 minutes 
outside of Tbilisi is “where the beans 
are”—the literal meaning of the res-
taurant’s name. !e thing to eat here 
is the lobio, a %avorful bean stew 
served in red clay pots along with 
chadi, Georgian corn bread. Also 
very good are the mtsvadi, skewers 
of grilled meat; pork, beef, and fresh 
herb khinkali dumplings; and the 
acharuli khachapuri, a canoe-shaped 

bread cradling a puddle of hot butter, 
molten cheese, and an egg. 

Pheasant’s Tears Wine Bar
Baratashvili Street 18, Sighnaghi 
(995/599/534-484; pheasantstears.
blogspot.com). Moderate. !is recently 
opened wine bar in Sighnaghi features 
traditional qvevri wines, including 
shavkapito, a beautifully balanced red, 
paired with updated Georgian classics 
served tapas style: mushrooms with 
tarragon and mint; khashlama, stewed 
veal with sour plums or quince; bread 
crisps with tahini and sun%ower oil. 
You can also tour the winery and vine-
yards by car or on horseback. —K.S.
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Acharuli Khachapuri 
(Cheese and Egg Bread)

SERV ES 4" 6
Filled with melted cheese and topped 
with a runny egg, this f latbread 
(pictured on page 66) is best eaten 
hot—tear o# the crust and dunk it 
in the well of cheese and egg.

 1 tsp. active dry yeast
 ! tsp. sugar
 1 tbsp. olive oil, plus more for 

greasing
 1! cups flour, plus more for 

dusting
 1 tsp. kosher salt
 2! cups shredded Muenster 

cheese (14 oz.)
 1 cup crumbled feta cheese  

(6 oz.) 
 2 eggs
 4 tbsp. unsalted butter, cubed

1 Combine yeast, sugar, and < cup 
water heated to 115° in a bowl; let 

stand until foamy, about 10 minutes. 
Add oil, %our, and salt; mix with a 
wooden spoon until a soft dough 
forms. Transfer to a lightly %oured 
surface and knead until smooth and 
elastic, about 4 minutes. Transfer 
to a lightly greased bowl and cover 
loosely with plastic wrap; set in a 
warm place until doubled in size, 
about 45 minutes.

2 Place a pizza stone on a rack in 
lower third of oven. Heat oven to 
500˚ for 1 hour. Combine cheeses 
in a bowl; set aside. Punch down 
dough and divide in half. On a piece 
of lightly %oured parchment paper, 
roll half of dough into a 10” circle 
about =” thick. Spread a quarter 
of the cheese mixture over dough, 
leaving a >” border. On one side of 
the circle, tightly roll dough about a 
third of the way toward the center. 
Repeat on the opposite end. !ere 
should be a 2”–3” space between the 

two rolls. Pinch the open ends of 
the rolls together and twist to seal, 
making a boat shape; place another 
quarter of the cheese mixture in 
the middle; repeat with remaining 
dough and cheese. Transfer boats 
on paper to stone; bake until golden 
brown, 14–16 minutes. Crack 1 egg 
into the center of each boat. Return 
to oven until egg white is slightly set, 
3–4 minutes. Place 2 tbsp. butter on 
each bread; serve hot.

Amolesili Lobio
(Stewed Red Beans and Walnuts)

SERV ES 6"8
A creamy purée of toasted walnuts 
adds richness and depth to this 
hearty kidney bean stew (pictured 
on page 63).

 1 cup toasted walnuts
 " cup olive oil
 6 cloves garlic, finely chopped
 1 medium carrot, finely 

chopped
 1 large yellow onion, finely 

chopped
 1 small red Holland chile, 

stemmed, seeded, and finely 
chopped

 " small leek, finely chopped
 2 tsp. coriander seeds
 1 tsp. hot paprika
 1 lb. dried dark red kidney 

beans, soaked overnight and 
drained

 12 cups chicken stock
 " cup finely chopped cilantro
 ! cup finely chopped dill
 ! cup finely chopped parsley
 2 tbsp. red wine vinegar
  Kosher salt and freshly 

ground black pepper, to taste
  Country bread, for serving

Place walnuts and half the oil in a 
food processor; purée until very 
smooth, about 2 minutes, and set 
aside. Heat remaining oil in a 6-qt. 
saucepan over medium-high heat. 
Add garlic, carrots, onions, chiles, 
and leeks; cook, stirring until golden, 
about 10 minutes. Add coriander 
and paprika; cook until fragrant, 
about 1 minute. Add beans and 
stock; bring to a boil. Reduce heat 
to medium, cook, slightly covered, 
until beans are very tender, 2–2> 
hours. Using a ladle, transfer half 
the beans to a blender; purée until 
smooth and return to pot. Stir in 
walnut purée, cilantro, dill, parsley, 
vinegar, salt, and pepper; serve with 
bread on the side.

Badridzhani Nigvsit
(Fried Eggplant with Walnut Sauce)

SERV ES 6"8
Tender Japanese eggplant work best 
in this appetizer of fried eggplant 
sandwiching pesto-like walnut sauce 
(pictured on page 72). Pomegranate 
seeds are often used for garnish. 

 1 cup toasted walnuts
 # cup packed cilantro leaves
 ! cup packed basil leaves
 ! cup packed parsley leaves
 1 tsp. ground fenugreek (see 

page 85)
 " tsp. hot paprika
 ! tsp. ground turmeric
 1 tbsp. red wine vinegar
 1 clove garlic, minced
 " small yellow onion, roughly 

chopped
  Kosher salt and freshly 

ground black pepper, to taste
 1" cups canola oil
 4 small Japanese eggplant, 

trimmed and sliced length-
wise "” thick

 " small red onion, thinly sliced 
crosswise into rings

Clockwise from top left: spinach and walnut salad; cheese and mint stu#ed dumplings; veal and sour plum stew; 
and beets in tart cherry sauce (see page 75 for recipes).
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1 Place walnuts, half each of the 
cilantro, basil, and parsley, plus fen-
ugreek, paprika, turmeric, vinegar, 
garlic, yellow onions, salt, pepper, 
and ? cup water in a food proces-
sor; purée until very smooth, about 
2 minutes. Set sauce aside.

2 Heat oil in a 12” skillet over 
medium-high heat. Working in 
batches, fry eggplant, %ipping once, 
until golden and cooked through, 
about 4 minutes. Transfer to paper 
towels to drain and cool; season with 
salt and pepper.

3 Spread each slice of eggplant with 
about 2 tbsp. walnut sauce and fold 
in half; transfer to a serving platter 
and garnish with remaining cilan-
tro, basil, and parsley leaves, and the 
sliced red onions.

Charkhlis Chogi
(Beets in Tart Cherry Sauce)

SERV ES 6"8
Tart cherries bring sweet-sour %a-
vor to this simple salad of herbs and 
roasted beets (pictured on page 74).

 1 lb. medium beets, scrubbed
 " cup olive oil
  Kosher salt and freshly 

ground black pepper, to taste
 3 tbsp. unsalted butter
 3 cloves garlic, finely chopped
 1 small yellow onion, finely 

chopped
 $ cup dried tart cherries (see 

page 85)
 1 tbsp. fresh lemon juice
 2 tbsp. finely chopped cilantro
 1 tbsp. finely chopped parsley

1 Heat oven to 400°. Place beets, 3 
tbsp. olive oil, salt, and pepper in an 
8”-square baking dish and cover with 
foil; cook until tender, 1–1> hours. 
When cool enough to handle, peel 
beets and cut into 1” pieces; set aside.

2 Heat remaining oil plus butter in 
a 12” skillet over medium-high heat. 
Add garlic and onions; cook, stirring 
occasionally, until soft, about 3 min-
utes. Add cherries, salt, pepper, and 
1 cup water; bring to a boil. Reduce 
heat to medium; cook, stirring occa-
sionally, until sauce is reduced by 
half, about 10 minutes. Stir in juice, 
pour sauce over beets, and mix to 
combine; let sit until room temper-
ature and garnish with cilantro and 
parsley.

Katmis Satsivi
(Chicken with Walnut Sauce)

SERV ES 6"8
A thick, aromatic walnut sauce 
adds luscious body and earthy 

%avor to this spiced chicken dish 
(pictured on page 67).

 3 cups toasted walnuts, plus  
" cup roughly chopped

 5 cups chicken stock
 1" cups roughly chopped 

 cilantro
 10 cloves garlic, finely chopped
 1 large yellow onion, finely 

chopped 
 1 red Holland chile, stemmed, 

seeded, and finely chopped
  Kosher salt and freshly 

ground black pepper, to taste
 ! cup olive oil
 2 lb. boneless, skinless chicken 

thighs, cut into 1"” pieces
 3 tsp. sweet paprika
 1 tsp. hot paprika
 1 tsp. ground coriander
 1 tsp. ground fenugreek
 " tsp. ground cinnamon
 2 egg yolks
 2 tbsp. red wine vinegar

1 Place 3 cups walnuts and > cup 
stock in a food processor; purée 
until very smooth. Add half each 
of the cilantro, garlic, and onions, 
plus chiles, salt, and pepper; purée 
until very smooth and set sauce 
aside. 

2 Heat oil in a 6-qt. saucepan over 
medium-high heat. Season chicken 
with salt and pepper and add to 
pan; cook, turning as needed, until 
browned, about 8 minutes. Add 
remaining garlic and onions; cook, 
stirring occasionally, until golden, 
about 4 minutes. Add paprikas, cori-
ander, fenugreek, and cinnamon; 
cook until fragrant, 1 minute. Add 
reserved walnut sauce and remaining 
stock; bring to a boil. Reduce heat to 
medium; cook, stirring occasionally, 
until chicken is tender and sauce is 
reduced by a third, 30–35 minutes. 

3 Place yolks in a bowl; whisk in 
1 ladle of sauce from stew; return 
sauce to the stew and cook 5 min-
utes more. Stir in vinegar, salt, and 
pepper; ladle into serving bowls 
and garnish with chopped walnuts 
and remaining cilantro.

Khashlama
(Veal and Sour Plum Stew)

SERV ES 6"8
Though versions of this robust 
meat stew (pictured on page 74) 
are eaten  throughout Georgia, the 
salt-cured plums, hot chiles, and 
fragrant fresh herbs are typical of 
the bold, contrasting %avors of the 
Kakheti region.

 2 lb. boneless veal shoulder, 

trimmed and cut into 2” 
pieces

  Kosher salt and freshly 
ground black pepper, to taste

 ! cup olive oil
 4 cloves garlic, finely chopped
 1 large yellow onion, thinly 

sliced
 1 small red Holland chile, 

stemmed, seeded, and finely 
chopped

 ! cup tomato paste
 1 tsp. ground allspice
 " tsp. hot paprika
 12 Chinese jarred pickled 

plums, rinsed and drained 
(see page 85)

 3 cups chicken stock
 ? cup finely chopped cilantro
 ! cup finely chopped mint
 ! cup finely chopped scallions
 2 tbsp. finely chopped 

 tarragon
  Country bread, for serving

Season veal with salt and pepper; 
set aside. Heat oil in an 8-qt. sauce-
pan over medium-high heat. Add 
veal; cook, turning as needed, until 
browned, about 10 minutes. Add 
garlic, onions, and chiles; cook, stir-
ring occasionally, until golden, 8–10 
minutes. Add tomato paste, allspice, 
and paprika; cook, stirring, until 
slightly caramelized, about 2 min-
utes. Add plums and stock; bring 
to a boil. Reduce heat to medium; 
cook, covered, stirring occasionally, 
until veal is tender, 1–1> hours. Stir 
in cilantro, mint, scallions, tarragon, 
salt, and pepper; serve with bread on 
the side.

Khinkali Qvelit
(Cheese and Mint Stu%ed Dumplings)

M A K ES 25
!ese Georgian dumplings are tra-
ditionally made with a spiced meat 
"lling; this cheese and herb version 
(pictured on page 74), once meant 
for religious fasting days, is now 
enjoyed year-round. 

 4 cups flour
 1! tsp. kosher salt, plus more to 

taste
 3 cups crumbled farmers’ 

cheese (1" lb.)  
 " cup sour cream
 ! cup finely chopped mint
 @ cup finely chopped cilantro
 3 eggs, beaten
  Freshly ground black pepper, 

to taste

1 Stir together %our, 1@ tsp. salt, 
and 1@ cups warm water in a 
bowl until dough forms; transfer 
to a work surface and knead until 
smooth, about 6 minutes. Wrap 

dough in plastic wrap; refriger-
ate for 40 minutes. Meanwhile, 
mix together farmers’ cheese, sour 
cream, mint, cilantro, eggs, salt, and 
pepper in a bowl; set "lling aside.

2 Divide dough into 25 equal 
pieces and shape each piece into a 
ball. Using a rolling pin, roll a ball 
into a 6” round. Place about 2 tbsp. 
"lling in center of round and fold 
edges of dough over "lling, creat-
ing pleats in dough as you go, until 
"lling is covered. Holding dump-
ling in the palm of one hand, grasp 
top of dumpling where pleats meet, 
and twist to seal pleats and form 
a top knot. Repeat with remain-
ing dough balls and "lling. Bring 
a large pot of salted water to a boil. 
Working in batches, boil dump-
lings until they %oat and dough is 
tender, about 8 minutes. Drain and 
serve hot, with black pepper.

Pkhali
(Spinach and Walnut Salad)

SERV ES 4" 6
Almost any vegetable can be substi-
tuted for spinach in this vegetarian 
appetizer (pictured on page 74). In 
Georgia, roasted beet and green 
bean versions are common.

  Kosher salt and freshly 
ground black pepper, to taste

 1" lb. baby spinach
 1" cups toasted walnuts
 " cup roughly chopped cilan-

tro
 " cup roughly chopped parsley
 1 tsp. hot paprika
 "  tsp. ground turmeric
 " tsp. ground fenugreek (see 

page 85)
 3 tbsp. olive oil
 2 tbsp. red wine vinegar
 2 cloves garlic, roughly 

chopped
 1 small yellow onion, roughly 

chopped
  Pomegranate seeds, for 

garnish

Bring a large pot of salted water to a 
boil. Add spinach; cook until wilted, 
about 1 minute. Using a slotted 
spoon, transfer spinach to a bowl of 
ice water; drain and squeeze out as 
much water as possible. Transfer to 
a food processor; purée until almost 
smooth, 1–2 minutes, and transfer 
to a bowl. Add walnuts, cilantro, 
parsley, paprika, turmeric, fenu-
greek, oil, vinegar, garlic, onions, 
salt, and pepper to the food proces-
sor; purée until very smooth. Mix 
walnut purée and spinach together; 
transfer to a serving platter and gar-
nish with pomegranate seeds.


