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Elegance meets innovation at Livingston
and Pacci, two gems that break the old

hotel-restaurant mold. . . ..

R

Overnight Celebrities

Check in and check out Livingston and Pacel, a new crop of

hotels

in boutique

| By Dunuy Bousisenta | Photegrapley by Rinse Allen |

ar the Hotel Palomar

During a recent stay
Philadelph
inquire abour the best local restaurants

o 1 visited the fromt desk w

for Sunday brunch, The desk ageni—or
guest pleasure aficionado, or whatever
. “Our horel

taurant puts on a spectacular brunch,”

they're called these days.

bears of silence passed before she
reluctantly reached under the counter,

pulled out a binder full of menus from

nearby restaurants, and plopped it in front

ci, in the Horel Palomar Arlanra,

hase't exactly garnered hoards of local buzz.
Even when Ewguire restauramt columnise
John Martani included it in his “best new

*

ki i, e ¥ 1 dedededed
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restauranes of 2009, it barely registered a

chrywide ralsing of the eyebrows. And ir's

one of a painfully few restaurants in the
y chel Keira Moricz,
the

city with a won

inary shors.

suceessfully call
Have we been conditioned ro rhink thar

botel rest

arants must have celebrity chef

n: erichien and

mes like Jean-Georges Vi

Tom Calicchio on the menus or they're not
nearly as important and coubdnt possibly
be as good? Probably. Bur boy does it taste

good to be wrong

n though [ prefer wo visit restaurants

when there’s a lor more hubbub g

ing on, 3

scheduling snafis has me down for dinner ar

Pacci ar Sest. Affver the requisite Peachiree

Street suicide-valet sitnation,  coNnTINUED,,
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CONTINUED. | enter the eclectic calm of the Horel Palomar, with the
entrance to Pacci just beyond the front desk. (There’s also a street entrance.)
IThe hostess deposits me in a paisley padded hall-moon booth, perfect for
sirting sidesaddle without looking like 2 gigantic nerd.

Immediate rn-off: the phrase “the universal language spoken ar
Pacei is ‘food™ is scrawled across the top of the menu. It's hokey ar best,
meaningless in an attempt to be meaningful at worst. Bur things become
much more interesting a few lines later with two versions of carpaccio
(get it? Pacci is shore for carpaccio). | choose the Kobe beef instcad of
the tuna and it is textbook: paper-thin with a hint of far around the edge

i sy coss of rucola shimy wich oil on top. Amount of
chewing required: zero. This is the kind of dish that makes
carni out of iffy vegetari

The amuse bouche is an arcfully constructed smoked
salmon crostini with eréme fraiche and pickled onion secured
by  tiny button of goat cheese. The pappardelle Bolognese
is perfectly lazy layers of thick pasta ribbons dotred with soft
hits of carror in the sauce o add just a hint of sweet. The
imushroom risorto is perfumed with rruffle oil atop plump,
al dente rice and slices of burton mushrooms and shitakes, And the braised
beef short ribs over pesto mashed poraroes is slicked wirh a brown glaze so
rich and thick, [ scrape it off the bone and don't care who's looking,

A few quibbles: | question purring dog biscuirs on the dessert menu.

and crispy garfic at
carpaceio at Pacel,

MADE SERVICE Ciackwase from far
feft: Pacei’s handmade papgardeike
Bofagnese; chel Kesrs Motz at
Pacel; Livingston's chilled Georgia
widte shrimsp with spaghetti

squash, ginger and citrvs; stataly
architecture st Livingstor, Lovisiana
rabhit over svecchiette with olives

Streer, and the blazing lights of the Fox Theatre marquee seal the deal.
thar big-city Broadway feel on a much more manageable scale. X

Now with a sewing like this, a lot of chefs might feel the need wo whi
a bunch of foams and fancy-pants presentarions t keep up, bur Mennie
to say, hey, let’s not take ourselves so seriously. The dinner menu is bro
down into two-bite, four-bire, six-bite and next-course categories, each:
packed with interesting, locally sourced and downright playful optio
the Livingston cracker jax (popcorn with rosemary almonds and ma
cheesel; peekytoe crab fritters with yuzu and roasted sesame; and the
gratin—a bubbly blend of spinach, cream cheese, béarnaise, and B

smoked bacon served over a bed of sea salt and sprinkled with
anise for an extrasensory experience.
The menu's mix of highbrow and humor gives the room

a come-as-you-are feeling, and the clientele has clearly
responded. To my righ, a family in ball gowns and black tie
celebrates a special occasion. To my left, a couple in denim
Livingsion; Kabe shirts, jeans and tennis shoes talks wine with the server,
and, just behind me, two couples have wandered in from a
society event in the hotel ballroom across the hall. Three of
them are so drunk they can't read the menu, so the fourth takes the liberty
of reading the entire thing, from the ‘papas fritas’ (porato gnocchi with
spicy aioli) to the chicken-fried pork, very, very loudly.

This, of course, is not going to deter me from the Louisiana rabbir loin,

pped in speck and served over truffled potato puree garnished wich celery

It undermines any sort of clout established by the o trio {esp
[imoncello and banana cream) to put whar is ally a bag of b
Milk-Bones in the same category. And 1 never quite warmed up o the room,
o matcer how many more tables were occupied, which has all the elements
ifa solid space (comfortable seating, not too crowded, striking bubble-esque
light fixture in the center) bur no soul—something the menu has in spades.
Justa few blocks down Peachrree, Livingston—the in-house restaurant
for the Georgian Terrace Hotel—has soul to spare, so much so thar it
a5 the potential 1o eclipse the menu, if not for the talented hands and
imstirutional Atlanta knowledge of chef Gary Mennie, formerly of Taurus.
The ambience at Livingston just does not stop: iconic, historic hotel
gructure with buile-in, Old-World glamour, grand columns and oversized
pinings bling blurry ph hs of the p of Gone with the
'_mme", which was held here in 1939, A wall of windows Face Peachtree

1

leaves and carrot slices, or “stuff rabbits ear,” according to the server; the render
Carolina pheasant dlinging o the last legs of winter over chestnut polenta; or
the venison in veal jus—its ruby color darkened with a hint of chocolate.

As the courses start to soak up the sins of the parcy table’s gin and wonics,
they quiet down, not that | would have heard them anyway, because | am in
a sugary bubble of silence where it's just me, some dulce de leche ice cream,
tres leches cake with spiced anglaise, a pecan tart with honey rosemary ice
cream, and a few cinnamon beignets thrown in for very tasty measure.

It took a long time for Atlantans to wrap our heads around hotel
dining. Go to a hotel? When you're not staying there? For dinner?
How terribly touristy. Big-name chefs broke the mold, but it’s time wo
spread the love around. Sometimes under-the-radar can be wonderfully

ove r—:hc—lup. 4]
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