Let Them Eat Cake
How does it feel to be able to create something that makes every woman scream? I asked my pastry chef once. I mean, isn't it just sheer joy and excitement to be able to give
someone happiness and stimulate such awe? SEVVA cakes, after all, have personality - and big ones - but what links them is their penchant to please. And when you think
you've sinned, they're so good that you're prepared to sin again.
I baked my first cake when I was 10 years old. It was a banana cake, and boy did it come out dome and hard! My mum, on the other hand, was the ultimate hostess and cook.
She used to make ice cream and bake delicious cakes. Her butter cake was simple, moist and fragrant - just divine. When we were living in Australia, she would also buy me
old-fashioned sweet eclairs, brandy snaps and raspberry jam doughnut cream buns that were just out of this world. Sometimes when I go back to Sydney, I find these same
treats and feast on my desire.
After all, cake is an important part of every society. In fact, it's almost a religion in some countries. Cake is universally loved. In Vienna, say, one would have a hot chocolate
with a piece of Sacher-Torte; in Australia, a latte with custard, a cappuccino with panettone; in France, a café au lait with a lavish Mont Blanc; in England, a cup of Earl Grey
with warm scones slathered with Devonshire cream; in New York, an Americano with chocolate; and in our boring China, perhaps a jasmine cha with steamed egg custard.
Enjoying a piece of cake symbolizes taking a break from it all and enjoying the sensual pleasures of life.
But alas, I'm not a baker and never will be. I don't think I've made more than a dozen cakes in my lifetime. I simply have a never ending, yearning passion to create. I act as the
catalyst to assist and encourage my team with my gift of imagination, by dreaming up decadent flavours and envisioning unique textures and colours. I have seen and
experienced so much through my travels that I will forever only be the designer to aid their talent and skills.
Take the creation of Maria Antoinette's Crave cake for example. My inspiration came from my many years of visiting Paris - my sister Joyce has a beautiful store and second
home at the Palais Boyale, where Marie Antoinette once resided. With this, I wanted to create a cake which is very pretty. I decided on a light pistachio sponge with strawberry
and rose-petal jam and layers of fresh raspberries which would make it so sensual and yummy. Then came the fun part: accessorizing with more than 100 edible, colorful
metallic pearlettes and macaroons all applied by hand. And to finish it, I chose something over-the-top, in true Marie Antoinette style: pink cotton candy, all fluffed up. It was
so much work, but truly a labor of love.
Before I finish, do you want to know the secret to my cream? Well, I'm sorry to be a cake tease, but there isn't one. Only that my team uses the finest, additive-free ingredients
from France. And I whisper in their ears, “Be patient when it comes to whipping, and never over-whip it, as it will turn too hard. Good cream needs to be handled gently, as one
should treat a woman.”

