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			FOREWORD

			“The future of cuisine is vegetables,” my friend Ferran Adrià, one of the most genius people I have ever met (and maybe who has ever lived), said on a trip to The Chef’s Garden with the great Charlie Trotter back in 2006. At that point, the culinary world was a very different place: butcher shops were opening left and right, we were in the middle of a coast-to-coast bacon renaissance, and Atkins was the diet of the day. But on this visit, clearly Ferran had seen the light, and made his bold prediction.

			Ferran has always been ahead of his time. He defined avant-garde cuisine for almost thirty years at his legendary restaurant El Bulli. But on his prophecy for vegetables, it turns out he was more than two decades late. Because this same prediction was made in 1983 by the Jones family of Huron, Ohio, who realized something very simple and very powerful: that vegetables would be more and more vital to American cuisine—so much so that they bet the farm on it. If there was one moment in America’s culinary history that deserves to be memorialized forever on a statue, it’s the meeting around the card table at which the late Bob Jones Sr. slammed down his fist and proclaimed, “We’re going to grow for chefs.”

			If it weren’t for the Jones family’s fateful decision—and the path they’ve cleared by tractor and trowel in the decades since—I would argue that America’s food scene wouldn’t be where it is today. No farmers have touched the lives of so many chefs, and literally touched the vegetables destined for so many fine dining tables around the country. It’s amazing; you can trace three generations of chefs who have been influenced by Farmer Lee and his family, each one carrying forward the torch of farm-to-table.

			Being a chef in Washington, DC, the legacy of the great Jean-Louis Palladin is large in my mind. He was an early proponent of the potential of American produce, starting at The Chef’s Garden. The next generation was chefs like Charlie Trotter, whose own vegetable cookbook, published in 1996, remains one of the gold standards for celebrating the beauty and complexity of vegetable cooking. And today, the Roots conference brings together a long list of impressive chefs to the sacred ground of The Chef’s Garden to learn the ways of the master—and to hear from The Chef’s Garden’s own Jamie Simpson, an incredible chef in his own right.

			My team of chefs at ThinkFoodGroup have worked with The Chef’s Garden for many years. Nearly every single one of my restaurants—from the two-starred Michelin to the fast casual—have used product from the farm. And it’s not just the amazing product but also the team’s deep wealth of information; those at The Chef’s Garden are like a sort of vegetable hotline. In this way, the farm has become part of our R&D process for many vegetable-forward dishes. One of our favorite methods for developing a new dish is to learn about a vegetable we’ve never used before, or to go deep on one we think we’re familiar with, and play with it in dozens of different ways until we find what feels right, when the vegetable feels at home.

			When we were developing our menu for China Chilcano, my Peruvian-Japanese-Chinese restaurant, Farmer Lee sent us fifteen different kinds of potato for research—fifteen kinds! We fried and baked and roasted each of them, trying to figure out which one we’d want on the plate, and ended up creating our own version of carapulcra, an ancient dish from the Andes of potatoes, pork, and peanuts using the creamiest purple and yellow potatoes whose funny name is “Peter Wilcox.” A couple years ago, when we were thinking about a new carrot dish for my avant-garde restaurant minibar, we gave Lee’s root enthusiasts a call for advice on what to use. We developed an incredible curry of both baby and petite carrots . . . we placed stewed baby carrots alongside bursting carrot spheres, with shavings of multicolored petites on top—a true celebration of the humble carrot.

			So, what is it about The Chef’s Garden that keeps us all coming back, every single season, to see what Farmer Lee has on harvest? They always listen to us chefs, trying to understand what we want to be putting on our plates . . . and what we should be putting on our plates. It is this question of demand and supply—they have created this positive feedback loop with chefs. It’s like that Kevin Costner movie: If you grow it, they will come.

			And it really is a field of dreams! We are talking about some of the richest soil in the world. This is terroir, one of those concepts that even this Spaniard will say in French. Everyone talks about the Tempranillo of Rioja, the Pinot Noir of Burgundy, the Cabernet of Napa . . . but not enough people are talking about the asparagus of Milan, Ohio. The soil of California may be good for growing huge amounts of produce, but the soil near the shores of Lake Erie is perfect for the juiciest tomatoes, the most delicate squash blossoms, and the sweetest carrots.

			That’s because Farmer Lee truly understands the value in growing for flavor, not tons per acre. This is a concept that most chefs today would find obvious—of course we want our vegetables to taste like something. But in the 1980s, it was revolutionary, pioneering, counter to all the industrialization in the agriculture business. And, of course, it’s Farmer Lee himself, his family, and the tillers of that soil at The Chef’s Garden. I remember Lee telling me a very old farmers’ adage once: that the best fertilizer for farmers is their footprint in the dirt. Lee has a very big footprint, so he is able to fertilize a lot of soil!

			In 2017, I was lucky enough to be invited to the Culinary Vegetable Institute with my culinary R&D team to research our own vegetable cookbook, Vegetables Unleashed. This was like my golden ticket to visit the Willy Wonka of chlorophyll himself. We planned a quick few days of picking and plucking and pickling. Lee’s father, the late Bob Jones Sr., taught us about seed germination; his team gave us popcorn shoots and microbasils and tongue-numbing kinome to taste; and Lee watched over us, curious about our work and clearly absorbing lessons from us as much as we were learning from him. One of my very best memories from that trip was when Lee let us—or maybe he just didn’t stop us—go wild in the farm’s compost bins. You should see these bins . . . the vegetables that are not perfect for Farmer Lee are ten times better than anything I’ll ever grow. His plants eat better than I do!

			I think Farmer Lee and I are garden peas in a pod. I didn’t know until I read this wonderful book you have in front of you, but we actually have the same favorite novel: John Steinbeck’s The Grapes of Wrath. We both find so much empathy in that book—Steinbeck’s square dance scene shows the dignity and humanity of farmers, the importance of America’s small family farms. That book is more relevant today than ever before, when our agricultural system is under attack from climate change, from bad policy, from economic crisis. I’m glad we have farmers like Lee to continue fighting the good fight, showing that there is still value to the old way of doing things.

			I am a teller of tall tales, and I usually don’t shut up when I am telling them (you can ask my wife about that) . . . but I am being very honest when I say that Farmer Lee is one of the best storytellers out there. When he is speaking, even I am speechless—he has the unique ability to keep an entire table of Spaniards quiet! I could listen to him for hours talking about the history of his farm and his family, the incredible chefs he’s worked with over the years, even how he lost his index finger (that is a story for him to tell you, if you ask nicely . . . I will not give it away!). And in this book, you have his tallest tales, his reflections on a lifetime of farming, his team’s favorite vegetable recipes. On his visit to The Chef’s Garden, my friend Ferran told Lee, “There are a thousand ideas in vegetables.” This book, the one you are holding in your hand, is a thousand and one ideas in vegetables, beyond even the wildest dreams of the most brilliant minds in the kitchen.

			Farmer Lee is an American icon, not just because of his shirt, bow tie, and overalls, which are as American as rhubarb pie. It’s because he truly believes in the soil of America, the chefs of America, the culinary culture of America—and he has been fertilizing with his big footprint the seeds of this American dream in the minds of chefs for many decades . . . and for many more to come.

			—JOSÉ ANDRÉS
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			PREFACE

			It was late on a Friday afternoon in winter and almost everyone had gone home to start the weekend. One of our best customers, Chef Charlie Trotter, called me because he needed purple Brussels sprouts for a dinner the following day. Darkness was already descending, so I grabbed my flashlight and rode a four-wheeler into the dim fields. I picked the sprouts and raced back to the packing house. Realizing I had missed the UPS truck, I then drove an hour east to the Cleveland airport so I could put those sprouts right on a plane.

			Chefs and cooks are our reason for being. They are why we harvest lettuces at Lilliputian sizes and learned to grow pea tendrils in the dark so they’re golden, not green. They’re the reason we discovered microgreens—and were among the first farmers to introduce them to the world. Chefs are why we’re always teaching ourselves better ways to coax more flavors out of vegetables using Mother Nature’s gifts. Chefs’ endless curiosity about and creativity with vegetables have taught us so much. Without them, we wouldn’t be here.

			Our farm wasn’t always so devoted to chefs. My dad, Bob Jones Sr., started farming in the 1950s. It was all he ever wanted to do; by the time he was a junior in high school, he had sold his precious, locally made Lyman boat to buy his first tractor. Mom, who was his girlfriend at the time, spent the summer before her senior year helping him harvest corn (just what she wanted to do then, I’m sure!). A few short years after that, they got married and had me. Dad worked a number of different jobs during the winters and farmed all summer, while Mom freelanced as a newspaper and radio journalist, all while managing harvest teams of local kids and often picking vegetables herself. (Four days after my sister, Terri, was born, Mom was in the field picking radishes. She let the new baby sleep in a bed at the end of the row while I played nearby with my Tonka trucks.)

			In the 1970s, Secretary of Agriculture Earl Butz said in his signature blunt manner, “Get big or get out.” Given the swing in favor of large-scale corporate farming, it was incredibly hard to stay in business as a small family farm, but Mom and Dad eventually grew the farm to about 1,200 acres, selling most of the vegetables to grocery stores through the wholesale market. As pressure from wholesalers grew, there were times they received less money per pound of vegetables than it cost for them to grow them. The emphasis for many farmers became price, not quality, so they learned to farm as cheaply as possible, often using more and more chemical inputs to control pests and weeds. In the early twentieth century, there were about 300 small family vegetable farms in Erie County, Ohio. By the 1980s, we were one of about six left.

			Even while growing produce conventionally, and by that I mean working to get as many pounds per acre as possible, Dad always had a pioneering spirit. He was constantly looking for ways to innovate and improve his work. For example, he improved crop yields by modifying his John Deere tractor to increase field production and he analyzed the soil, understanding it was the key to producing the best vegetables he could with the yield restraints he had.

			Still, the farm wasn’t sustainable. We’d grow corn and get 20 cents a bushel, it would be sent to a warehouse in Cincinnati, then it would be sent back to Cleveland a week later and sold as “local corn” for a mere $1.20 a bushel.

			In 1980, a hailstorm swept through Dad’s fields. It was so fierce that it turned the cabbage on the ground into coleslaw. In a day, over 1,000 acres of crops became unsellable. Thousands of hours of labor, wasted.

			With mounting debt borrowed at a whopping 21 percent interest rate and no way to pay for it, we were forced to auction off almost everything we owned. In a single afternoon, our redbrick house, most of the land, the tractors, and the barns were gone, our neighbors buying much of the farm equipment at a fraction of its cost. It was an extremely painful time for our family.

			With the help of Mom’s folks and our minister, we were able to purchase back seven acres of ground, a ramshackle house, and a few outbuildings, which today are the hub of The Chef’s Garden. We moved into the house and made do. Mom stitched quilts into curtains to keep out the cold and she learned how to make four meals for four people out of one chicken. She went to work at the Firelands Farmer newspaper, driving 45 minutes each way, often working 70 hours a week. To get there, Grandpa Taylor loaned her his beater car, which needed a quart of oil daily to make it through the drive.

			Despite all this loss, we loved to farm. From the time I was very young, I would do anything I could to help. Dad would sometimes say, “Well, it’s sure a nice day to work in the field. Do you want to go to school or stay home and help?” You can already guess what my answer was. My earliest memory might be when I was holding a light for Dad as he worked on a tractor. Thanks to my parents, farming is in my blood, so despite this tremendous loss for our family, we knew it was not time to quit.

			We also knew we had special land: We’re located near the shores of Lake Erie, in rural Ohio, where sweet, moist lake winds transform the sandy soil that was once part of the lake bottom into rich, fertile earth. As we’ve learned more about farming for flavor, we’ve realized our site is truly exceptional. Those warm lake winds help us extend the growing season well into the fall, and they acclimate the vegetables to the cold so we can keep them in the ground longer. The result: sweeter and more deeply flavored vegetables than what you’ll find in sunny California, where the vegetables grow faster but not always better.

			The year we lost the farm was the year after I finished high school. I had started classes at Ohio State, but during the summer I went home to help my family rebuild. I transferred to Bowling Green State University Firelands so I could take classes when they fit the farm’s schedule.

			Rather than deal with the wholesale market, we decided to sell our vegetables directly to the customers. Mom and I converted one of the buildings on our land into Farmer Jones Farm Market. We put the market together thanks to the talent of friends and many salvaged materials. It featured an abandoned pizza oven we used to bake fresh bread and pies. I built counters out of barn siding and used an antique red-and-white wagon as a display for the produce we grew. (Funny enough, we used this wagon as a roadside stand in front of our house when I was a kid.) The west wall was covered with a huge mural of row upon row of vegetables, painted by a friend, the local artist Bernice Hamler. I also outfitted a hose that watered the greens with a doll dressed in a red-and-white checkered shirt and overalls, made by Grandma Mimi. The doll was attached to a rail along the bottom of the mural and was operated when I pushed the button of a garage door opener. It delighted everyone who came into the shop, especially the children. It was also featured (along with the market) in a newspaper article written by friend Audrey Mackiewicz.
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					That’s me as a preteen learning how to help with the planting.
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					Our stand at the farmers’ market.

				
			
			
				
					[image: ]
				

				
					The farm the Jones family lost in the 1980s and recently repurchased.
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					My brother, Bob, and me in front of a vegetable display in the mid-1980s.

				
			
			In addition to our storefront, we trucked our vegetables to many different farmers’ markets throughout the region. To get there, we drove the ancient farm trucks that didn’t sell at the auction. We were so broke, we couldn’t afford to license or insure them, so each Saturday morning we spread the license plates with mud to hide the inspection dates in hopes we wouldn’t be stopped.

			My brother, Bob, stayed in college but came home most weekends to help. He tried to get away from farming, but the next thing he knew, he was studying for a horticulture degree and came back to work with us. I get it. When you grow up smelling freshly plowed ground in the spring, it just does something to you. I think it’s that smell of earth and life that keeps us all coming back, year after year, despite the challenges.

			Back then, we thought we knew quite a bit about vegetables, but while selling at the farmers’ markets, we realized we didn’t know that much. That’s when a French-trained corporate chef, Iris Bailin, came to our stand at the Cleveland farmers’ market asking for squash blossoms. “Ma’am,” I told her, chuckling, “you don’t eat the flowers. You eat the zucchini.” The following week, she asked for them again. I thought she was crazy, and so did Dad, and he said, “I don’t understand these city people!”

			When she offered to pay 50 cents per blossom, we decided we didn’t care if she was crazy—we harvested those blossoms and brought them to her the next week! When I led her around to the other side of my truck to give her the flowers (I didn’t want the other farmers to see this strange exchange), she screamed as if someone had just grabbed her purse. Then I realized she was delighted: “Have you ever seen anything more beautiful! This is exactly what I saw in France and exactly what I was looking for!”

			At that moment, our real education in vegetables began.
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			After the squash blossom incident, Iris asked for more vegetables, exotic to us at the time, like arugula, radicchio, and French breakfast radishes. She even brought us to her gleaming downtown Cleveland office and showed us books filled with pictures of vegetables she and some other chefs in town wanted. She also talked to us about growing vegetables for flavor instead of yield. At first, Dad resisted because he had never heard of so many of these vegetables. Then he asked her how many farmers she had asked for these items. Fifteen, she replied. Always a maverick, Dad immediately said, “I’ll do it!”

			Later, he told me, “The crowd isn’t always right. In fact, it’s often anti-indicative.”

			Dad spent that winter in full research mode, first learning what some of these vegetables were and then figuring out how to grow them. He traveled to California to meet with a seed catalogue owner who subsequently introduced him to chef Alice Waters. Like Iris, Alice spoke of growing vegetables for flavor. He also met some of Alice’s favorite growers. He fondly recalled how they shared so much with him, including how they grew without the use of excessive pesticides, herbicides, and chemical fertilizers. Dad was blown away at the variety and beauty of their vegetables.

			Deep down, Dad knew this was the right direction to go; chefs—who would buy for flavor over price—would provide a potential niche that could help us survive. Dad soon made friends with a used-book seller who sold him as many historical agriculture books as he could get his hands on. Many came from Europe and were written before the twentieth century. To this day, we have some of these books in our library, and Dad always said we’re just trying to get as good as the farmers were 100 years ago.

			Meanwhile, I’m always on the hunt for antique farming equipment listed for sale on eBay, trying to reclaim some of what was lost at the auction. We generally find older machines work better than the heavier newfangled ones, which seem to require a computer engineering degree to get them to function. We now have so much of a collection of farm equipment that it’s piled inside and outside one of our red barns. Some staff members call this collection of rusty parts the “boneyard,” but none of this stuff is dead for good. Someday, I’d also like to start a working agricultural museum, one that shows the history of farming and where kids might be able to use a real walking plow.

			For now, these piles have practical uses. We often go foraging through them, looking for just the right part to help them rig something to help them do their work better. For instance, when the growers in the fields were having trouble weeding close to the lettuce rows, Dad designed and helped build a custom machine. He used the rear axle of a combine as the front axle, the steering mechanism from the combine, the rear axle of a pickup truck for the rear axle of the machine, and the transmission from a lawnmower. We teased him because there were two new parts on it.

			Unlike Thomas Edison, who was born just down the road in Milan, Ohio, Dad never got patents for his creations, but he could have. In fact, I think he was just as clever as Edison, but he was too humble to ever think so.

			This instinct to reuse comes from our early years, when we spent the cash we earned almost as fast as we brought it in. We were scrappy in other ways, as well. For example, Bob put an ad in the paper for the hardtop on his CJ-7 Jeep and got $650 for it. He used it to buy as much lumber as he could, and that’s how the size of our first greenhouse was determined.

			About four years after the hailstorm, and four years of driving back and forth to farmers’ markets, we decided we needed to focus. We could either continue selling at the markets or we could grow vegetables exclusively for chefs. The family gathered around a card table in the barn and had a heated discussion. My brother, Bob, and I argued that business from chefs made up only 5 percent of our revenue and 80 percent of our headaches. (The chefs were so particular and demanding, we didn’t yet know how to deal with them.) Mom, exhausted from full- and part-time jobs and Saturday markets, voted to go with the chefs. One by one, we voted. Dad slammed down his fist and the glasses on the table went flying. “My vote counts for five. We’re going to grow for chefs,” he said.

			After the meeting, Dad told me to find every chef I could and ask each what vegetables he or she wanted. He and my brother would learn how to grow them. What I learned almost immediately is that chefs wanted what was new, but they didn’t always know what that was. So, we became a bit like fashion designers: Instead of tracking clothing trends in Europe, we looked at the vegetables coming out of France, which was four years ahead of us at the time, and we looked at California, which was about three years ahead. We drove our seed sellers crazy, telling them, “Find that stuff in the back corner of your archives that no one’s ever had any interest in and let us grow it out.” This led us to trying 7,300 different tomato varieties.

			At first, we worked mostly with local chefs, then one of those chefs moved to Arizona. After a few months in his new job, he gave us a call because he couldn’t find produce as good as ours. We sent him some on a Greyhound bus. It was a disaster—imagine opening a box full of slimy, rotten vegetables—but he still gave us a chance. “Farmer, you need to ship them via FedEx!” he said. Thanks to his patience, we learned to pack vegetables properly and ship them overnight so they would arrive fresh and beautiful.

			Our focus on quality eventually led us to working with Jean-Louis Palladin, the chef at the Watergate Hotel in Washington, DC. He realized that for us to survive, more chefs would need to support us, so he introduced us to some of the great French chefs working in America, including Alain Ducasse and Daniel Boulud. They led us to new great American chefs, including Thomas Keller and Charlie Trotter. By the late 1980s, Charlie became one of our most important mentors. (You can read more about him on this page.)

			Perhaps our most exciting day at the farm came when Charlie Trotter brought world-renowned chef Ferran Adrià of El Bulli in Spain to visit us in 2006. Chef Trotter planned a menu to serve at our Culinary Vegetable Institute (CVI), an event space and kitchen we had built a few years prior where chefs can cook with our vegetables and showcase their work. He then sent three of his top chefs to the CVI two days ahead of the event to prepare the meal. The day dawned with reports of ice and snow; sure enough, Trotter’s private plane could not land at the local airport and had to backtrack a few miles to the larger Port Clinton airport. They arrived just thirty minutes later than planned.

			Mom was working in the office at the CVI. Dad had stopped by to see if she wanted lunch from the local Subway. As he was leaving, Chef Trotter called out, “Mr. Jones and Mrs. Jones will sit for lunch.” Our family’s answer to Chef Trotter was always YES, no matter what, so sit for lunch they did.

			Dad was always a meat and potatoes guy—when he went to “gourmet” restaurants and the chef wasn’t looking, he put the “fancy stuff” on Mom’s plate. Well, this lunch turned out to be a twelve-course organ-meat lunch. Chef Trotter arranged the seating so Mom and Dad were on opposite ends of the table. If only Dad hadn’t known he was eating rabbit brain, he probably would have enjoyed it.

			Chef Adrià then delivered a prophecy that was recorded in an article in Inc. magazine: “The future of cuisine is vegetables,” he said. “They will be as expensive as caviar and foie gras. With fish and meat, we are already there. But there are a thousand ideas in vegetables.”

			The future is now.

			Using old farming methods coupled with modern technological planning, tracking, and shipping tools, we now grow and deliver produce with optimum shelf life, quality, flavor, and nutrient density all over the United States, as well as to Hong Kong, the Bahamas, Singapore, and parts of Europe.

			We have grown to a team of about 160 staff members and have over 1,000 years of combined experience at the farm. Our consistent commitment to quality is why we count some of the world’s most respected chefs as customers and friends. We’ve become the growers the chefs call when they want something exacting, like a 1-inch royal purple turnip, or something awe-inspiring, like a pencil-lead-thin cucumber still attached to its blossom. We’re the crazy farmers who will grow and harvest what almost no one else will. We also delight in wowing people with vegetables they’ve never seen before. We don’t intend to start trends, but occasionally I think we do. For instance, a few years after we started growing cucamelons (this page)—Mexican gherkins that look like mini watermelons and taste like tangy cucumbers—we started seeing them everywhere.

			As our farm has grown, the country has undergone a vegetable revolution. It’s one that likely would have happened without us, but we’re proud to have been at the forefront. We’ve seen vegetables go from a grudgingly eaten side dish to the center of the plate. Omnivorous chefs now revere carrots as much as porterhouse steaks. People have become accustomed to buying vegetables like purple cauliflower and heirloom tomatoes that were hard or impossible to find forty years ago.

			Of course, as with many food trends, what’s new is actually quite old. The heirloom varieties we love to grow were almost extinct when we first started The Chef’s Garden, because they couldn’t easily be trucked across the country and stored for weeks. Plus, smaller regional seed companies were being swallowed up by conglomerates, making those seeds more rare. Some of these old cultivars now flourish at farmers’ markets. Speaking of farmers’ markets, this is the way our grandparents and great-grandparents liked to shop. There are now about 8,700 of them in the United States, more than at any time in our country’s history, as far as we can tell.

			The plant-based diet many people once followed out of necessity (and many others still do so today outside the United States) is extolled by savvy eaters in industrialized countries because it is good for personal health and for the health of the planet. Prior to the mid-twentieth century, pickling, jamming, fermenting, and drying food, and using other methods to prevent food waste, were once normal economic practices for most cooks. These are now established food trends, with chefs and home cooks rediscovering these old ways and experimenting to push the boundaries of the techniques.

			After almost forty years of growing vegetables in a way we call “slowly and gently, in full accord with nature,” we are ready to share some of what we know about vegetables with a wider audience. We’re also ready to take a stand against environmentally irresponsible agricultural practices that destroy the nutrient density of vegetables and are harmful to the land and its people.
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			Of course, we did not come to most of our knowledge by ourselves. Each year, 500 to 700 chefs from restaurants around the country, even from around the world, visit our farm and share their insights. They bring us seeds to try or tell us about vegetables they have tasted in faraway places, and they challenge us to find the seeds and learn to grow them. They have shown us how all parts of the plant can add something to a plate, and in turn, add value to our farm. When they cook at the CVI, they show us new ways to prepare the vegetables. In turn, we are always seeking out ways to grow better-tasting vegetables and new plants that will wow these chefs. It’s this emphasis on research and development that makes us different from most vegetable farms, and it’s how we became an essential partner for many chefs.

			While I wish I could transmit the nice, fresh, clean smell of our dirt (yes, clean dirt!) and the incredible flavors of our pristine vegetables to every single one of you, I can’t, so that’s why I wrote this book.

			This tome is primarily a reference book, with details about how to treat many vegetables we grow along with those you’ll come across at the supermarket, but we’ve also woven in stories about the farm. We loosely organized the book by parts of the plant—leaves, roots, stems, etc., because that’s how we tend to think about vegetables. (This means some vegetables appear in more than one section.)

			Our team at the CVI, including the stellar executive chef Jamie Simpson, developed the recipes. (You can read more about it on this page. In addition to acting as a play space for chefs, we use the dining room for consumer classes and dinners, so if you’re in town, come visit!) I guarantee after you sit with this book—whether you read it cover to cover, page through it as you have questions, or cook from a recipe—you’ll never look at vegetables the same way again.

			—FARMER LEE JONES

			
				REVIVING THE FARMSTAND IN THE ERA OF COVID-19

				After we focused our business exclusively on chefs, we closed the old farmstand and left the building in a field to store equipment. With COVID-19 sweeping the nation in 2020, many of our chef friends and customers closed their restaurants. Our vegetables, however, continued to grow and ripen—unaware of the global pandemic. Through a new website, farmerjonesfarm.com, we started shipping many of our vegetables across the country to home cooks, but we wanted a place where locals could pick up some veggies, too.

				With a little cajoling, I convinced my brother to let me bring back the old farmstand. After twenty-five years, it had sunk down in the mud and served as a home for many animals. I think a groundhog dug the first hole in it, and we also found evidence of fox dens and beehives. A few of us emptied the building and dug it out of the ground. Then we hitched it to a trailer and dragged it a mile down the road, sparks flying as it scraped along the pavement the whole way. It now sits in front of the main building of our farm, close to where it stood a quarter century ago. We powerwashed it and put a tin roof over the old shingled roof. It looks good as new.

				Despite the hardship COVID-19 has brought to all of us, our farm included, we see something special about coming full circle. And we’re grateful to have a team that helps us fight like hell to keep this farm as good as it can be every day.

			
		

	
		
			INTRODUCTION

			What’s with the Bibs and Bow Tie?

			In October 2018, the following answer was part of the television game of Jeopardy! Imposing Farmer Lee Jones promotes sustainability, clad in red bow tie &, of course, this classic farmer’s garment. The question was “What are overalls?”

			“Why the overalls?” is a question I get pretty darned often. Sure, some people might simply see my outfit as a costume, a funny getup, or gimmick. And according to Google, some people have wondered if I am even real. I know I’m kind of the farm mascot, and I’m okay with that. But there’s a real story behind my overalls and bow tie.

			In high school, I didn’t read a lot of books. Mom still has a pile of Cliff Notes she amassed over the years. One book that did resonate with me, though, was John Steinbeck’s The Grapes of Wrath. It’s a story about a family who lost their farm during the Dust Bowl days of the 1930s. To survive, they packed up whatever scarce belongings they could carry in their dilapidated truck and headed west to California, following the promise that they’d find work picking fruit.

			The promise was simply a lie. Conditions in the migrant camps were deplorable, wages were barely enough to provide food, and the work was backbreaking and scarce, a humiliating and degrading experience on top of their loss.

			There is a scene in the book that shows the resilience of people. Despite the seemingly endless toil, the farmers plan a square dance. Their clothes are worn and nearly threadbare. Nonetheless, the women in the camp spend the day washing clothes and drying them in the sunshine to get ready to put their best foot forward. Ribbons are tucked into their daughters’ hair. When the men return from their day of labor, they put on their freshly washed overalls and clean shirts. The few who still have them wear their tattered bow ties. For a few hours, they dance to lively fiddle music and hold their heads high. It’s a story that forever has a place in my thoughts.

			As you now know, in the 1980s we also lost our family farm. We were forced to auction off everything. We started over from ground zero, traveling to farmers’ markets and selling whatever we could grow.

			Today, to keep our family’s spirit of resilience and determination at the forefront of my mind, I wear clean overalls and a pressed white shirt every day. I own eighteen pairs of overalls. Back then, no matter how bad things got, we never accepted defeat. With hard work and persistence, we faced an uncertain future with our heads held high. The result is The Chef’s Garden.

			In a way, coming to work every day is my way of showing up at the square dance. I wear my overalls and red bow tie to the most formal black tie events where I’ve met the world’s most famous and accomplished chefs. I have a picture of myself standing in this outfit between Chef Alain Ducasse and Julia Child. That photo—along with many others—hangs on the wall outside my office at the Culinary Vegetable Institute. It’s a place where chefs who visit love to stop and look and wonder if they someday will be on our wall.

			I was recently touched and honored when a twelve-member tour group arrived at the farm. Every person was decked out in bib overalls, white shirt, and red bow tie. Even though it was a lighthearted gesture, I was moved.

			I’m no John Steinbeck, but I feel a strong kinship with his story and the history it contains. As our vegetables grow, I like to think they’re soaking up my family’s history from the very soil beneath our feet, and that they’re flavored with the sweet taste of hard work, sorrow, and blessings.

			The Chef and Farmer Concept: Our Culinary Vegetable Institute

			Ever since we’ve grown vegetables for chefs, we started inviting those chefs to the farm so we could learn from one another. These visits have sparked so many ideas, like harvesting the blooms of vegetables we thought needed to go into the compost.

			In our early days, we’d put up the chefs visiting from out of town at a local hotel. One day, Dad said to me, “Wouldn’t it be amazing if we could build a place where chefs could stay? They could visit us, we could show them what’s growing in our fields, and then they could bring the produce back into an incredible kitchen, and just play and play until they got tired. They could sleep here, and then get up to play all over again.”

			With that little dream, we drew up some blueprints and took them to New York. Chefs including Lidia Bastianich, Thomas Keller, Charlie Trotter, Daniel Boulud, Alain Ducasse, Ed Brown, and Jean-Georges Vongerichten were so impressed that they lent their names to the project and served on our advisory board. We worked with renowned consultant and restaurant kitchen designer Mark Stech-Novak, who donated his time to help us create a truly fantastic kitchen.

			It took almost a decade between the conception of the Culinary Vegetable Institute and the reality, but we finally realized it in 2001. The building sits on approximately 100 acres of fertile land toward the end of a dusty dirt road, about three and a half miles from the farm. To get there, you first pass our roadside flower garden, which is open to the public for free picking. Then come our flower greenhouses, which glow with light in the evenings, even in the dead of winter. You’ll also see a series of beehives nestled near the trees and facing east so that they are warmed with the first light of the sun. Finally, you’ll reach our extensive experimental herb and vegetable gardens with the beds designed in the shape of a bow tie and an 11,000-square-foot facility.

			We built the CVI out of locally quarried limestone, with a lodge-like pine and cedar exterior. Our family designed the interior using a mix of wild cherry, black walnut, tulip poplar, oak, and ash woods. It features a soaring 1,425-square-foot dining area full of natural light from tall windows on both sides. An impressive wood-burning hearth anchors the room on one end. The other end flows into a 1,500-square-foot state-of-the-art kitchen, with a private dining room off to the side. Upstairs are an executive chef suite with luxury amenities and a cozy and extensive culinary library. Pictures of our family with the chefs we’ve met and worked with over the years adorn the walls. Downstairs, we have extra rooms to accommodate more chefs, as well as a root cellar and wine cellar and a massive room where we store plates and flatware from our partner, Steelite International.

			Just like the farm, the CVI has evolved over the years. It used to serve primarily as a place for chefs to stay during visits and for guest chefs to produce a monthly dinner for the public. We’ve had some of the industry’s most exciting vegetable thinkers cook in our kitchen, including Maneet Chauhan, founder and partner of Nashville-based Morph Hospitality and Food Network judge; Amanda Cohen, of Dirt Candy Restaurant in New York City; Cortney Burns, then of Bar Tartine in San Francisco; Ronny Emborg, of Atera in New York City; Champe Spiedel, of Persimmon in Providence; Kyle Connaughton, of Single Thread Farm in Healdsburg; Brad Kilgore, of Alter in Miami; and the list goes on. We host hundreds of visits from chefs annually.

			Of course, most of our dinners aren’t your usual multi-course meals. They are multi-sensory experiences. Perhaps one of the most memorable events was when chefs Matt Baker and Sherry Yard, then of City Perch in North Bethesda, Maryland, led a group of diners on a tour of the grounds in a red horse-drawn wagon, stopping along the way for bites, before dazzling them with eight courses in our flower greenhouse.
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			At one point, to bring a lot of chefs to the farm at once, we used to have a big party. We knew we couldn’t just feed them hot dogs and hamburgers—we’re a vegetable farm, after all—so Dad started the tradition of making a stir-fry using a mix of whatever was best that day. To cook the stir-fry for such a large crowd, he set up a piece of sheet metal over a fire made in a 55-gallon steel drum that had been halved lengthwise.

			Those gatherings were always fun, but in 2013, we decided to step it up a notch. Inspired by the MAD symposium in Copenhagen, we launched our annual Roots conference at the CVI. For two days each September, we bring together chefs from all over the United States to talk about social, environmental, and political issues that are most important to them. We also invite them to cook amazing meals together and to meet and listen to one another. Over the years, the panels have covered everything from indigenous cooking, to work-life balance, food waste, and chefs as social-justice advocates.

			The current executive chef at the Culinary Vegetable Institute, Jamie Simpson, actually started his career with us by organizing the first Roots conference. Since then, he’s helped us expand our programming at the CVI significantly.

			For example, he and his culinary team prepare multi-course dinners for the public that showcase a single vegetable, such as carrots or potatoes, or a single plant family, like brassicas (mustard family). We not only connect our chefs with where their food comes from, but we believe it’s equally important to connect our guests with agriculture as well. They also started producing a now-legendary event inspired by the song “The Twelve Days of Christmas.” The meal changes a bit each year, but it has involved serving warm sprouted grains that resemble birdseed in a bird feeder, with a bird whistle alongside (see this page) for “four calling birds.” For “eleven pipers piping,” guests have received a chocolate flute while a flute-playing staff member serenades the crowd for a few minutes, until the flute melts.

			After many years of hosting individual chef’s visits and guest chef’s dinners, we started inviting chefs to bring their teams for days of experimentation and menu development. Chefs love this time away from the daily grind of their restaurants in a space that’s both quiet and full of inspiration. Most notably, Chicago chef Grant Achatz and his team spent time at the CVI to work on concepts for his world-famous restaurant Alinea, while star chef and founder of World Central Kitchen José Andrés brought a group of cooks to test ideas and recipes for his book Vegetables Unleashed. (You can read about his experience at the farm in the book!)
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			We’ve also hosted groups from large corporations, like Campbell’s and Wendy’s, which are interested in gaining new perspectives on vegetables. We look at food very differently from these companies, and yet we hope our ideas about flavor and sustainability will spark ideas for them.

			We’re thrilled that the CVI continues to grow into its full mission: to provide the world’s most innovative chefs a place to share knowledge, experiment, and discover techniques for growing and preparing the most flavorful vegetable varieties in the world. CVI is often likened to Willy Wonka’s factory, where so much is edible, and where the garden is full of vegetables, not candy, just waiting to be tasted. (The chocolate comes in when Mom brings the chefs her homemade peanut butter brownies—a tradition she started at the beginning and that continues to this day.) We’re proud that it’s a place where our Chef and Farmer Concept comes to life and is now a bucket-list destination for chefs and food lovers around the world.

			What Sustainability Means to Us

			After we decided to grow for chefs, Dad headed out to a Seed Savers’ Exchange conference in Decorah, Iowa. It was a newer organization at the time. By sunrise of the day he left, he had traveled nearly 100 miles of his 600-mile trip and was beginning to feel the effects of his nearly sleepless night and aches from the rough-riding, rusty old pickup, whose odometer by then registered 278,000 miles.

			Stopping under a giant oak beside the road, he reflected on what he would gain from this lengthy trip that was taking him away from the crops and his farm right in the middle of summer. Was this lost time? No, he decided. He needed to know all he could about farming for flavor.

			By midday on the second day, Dad pulled into Decorah. He had made it without trouble, and was in good spirits. Looking around, he discovered that his rusty, patched old pickup was not the oldest in the lot, and he found some comfort in that.

			Hundreds of people were milling about, and it seemed that all of them were on a lifetime quest to find ways to do things better. Culturally, Dad and the other attendees couldn’t be more different. Many of them were more hippie in spirit, while Dad was a fairly conservative Midwestern farmer. But they shared a common bond: Everyone in attendance truly cared about seeds and soil, about great-tasting vegetables and herbs, and about vegetables that were good for them. Most important, they were talking about taking care of the soil. By the end of the day, they had adopted a new name for all they had talked about and all that was important to them: sustainable agriculture.

			
				OUR FARM STOCK

				Many professional kitchens frequently have a pot of stock going all the time, and we’re no different. We call ours Farm Stock. The origins of this magical elixir actually predate me. It may have started simply as a chicken, vegetable, or beef stock. Now, when we have two or three quarts of stock left over, we combine it with animal and vegetable scraps plus more water to create something entirely new and delicious. It is similar to the solera method with aging sherry, in which producers add their new harvest on top of wines from years past. We like to think there’s the DNA of almost every vegetable and animal that’s come through the kitchen. Sometimes, we balance the flavor of the stock, adding more carrots if it needs sweetness or garlic for that allium flavor. It’s an ever evolving stock, always being added to. To avoid any food safety concerns, we carefully tend the stock and make sure it always comes to a simmer before adding new scraps. As it cooks, it never falls below 185°F, then we chill it down quickly for storage.

				In your own kitchen, you can mimic the Farm Stock process by saving your vegetable trimmings in a freezer bag. When you have scraps from meat, freeze them in a separate bag. Occasionally, you can pull together a pot of stock by covering all the scraps with filtered water and simmering on low heat for a few hours—until you have a flavorful stock.

				—EXECUTIVE CHEF JAMIE SIMPSON

			
			At The Chef’s Garden, we believe deeply in sustainability. This word is so much more than a quick label to slap on a product. These days, we go beyond sustainable agriculture, and we farm using regenerative agriculture. This means we’re not just trying to preserve our soil, land, and overall environment; we’re also making it better for generations to come. No longer are we treating our soil with chemical fertilizers to make it do what we want. Instead, we listen to the soil and give it what it needs to provide for us naturally. Dad always said that the best fertilizer in the world is the footprints of the grower. He meant that growers need to be in tune with their plants, constantly observing them and learning from them, and this is what we train our growers to do.

			We also believe sustainability goes beyond our agricultural practices. It’s about our commitment to people. It’s about paying our team members a fair wage and ensuring they work in a healthy environment. It’s about growing plants that delight our chefs and packaging them so they stay fresh and there’s as little food waste as possible. And finally, it’s about making enough profit so we can invest in our future and learn how to do things better.

			Unfortunately, sustainability is a word often used to “greenwash” products to the point that they retain little of their original meaning. Instead, we believe in a more nuanced version of sustainability, one that requires you to ask your farmers detailed questions about their philosophies and to understand how their products were actually grown. In that spirit, I’d like to share some of the ways we’ve shaped and redefined sustainability to produce the safest, most nutritious, and most flavorful vegetables possible.

			
				HOW TO GROW THE BEST GARDEN EVER (ACCORDING TO DAD)

				Just as you can’t diet once to lose weight permanently, you can’t apply something to your garden once and expect good vegetables year after year. In my view, gardening is a lifestyle, and the best gardeners are those who focus on soil first. If you don’t take care of the soil, you don’t get a good crop, period.

				
					1. Plan your space: You can be growing in 5-gallon buckets on the back patio or have a 600 by 600-foot garden. Start with a plot you can manage easily. If it’s too big for you to manage, it will become full of weeds and you’ll dread going out there. Try to think about how you space your plants, knowing each plant needs access to plenty of light and good airflow. I always tell people to start small, and if you want to increase the space next year, you can.

					2. Then cut your space in half: After you figure out your ideal space, plan to plant half the garden in a cover crop, such as rye grass, vetch, or buckwheat, or a mix of the three. This will help you build your soil, and I guarantee it will give you better vegetables over time. The ideal cover crop is something you can plant in the fall and leave until spring of the next year. Before it goes to seed, you mow it down and work it into the ground a few weeks before you plant anything new. (You can read more about cover crops on this page.)
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					3. Start composting: Adding compost to the garden along with growing cover crops will lead you to success. Compost adds nutrients and microbiology to the soil, but to be clear, composting is not throwing your kitchen scraps right in the garden—that will just breed disaster. It’s easy to make your own compost, but it does take some labor and attention. There are many books and articles on composting. I recommend reading up for more detail, but here’s the basic method to follow: Take two bins and place them side by side. You can build this with shipping pallets and a screen on the bottom or buy bins—whatever works for you. Add one part food scraps and garden waste (these are known as your greens) and at least three parts leaves, sawdust, or paper (your browns). Then agitate it and turn it over a few times a week. If it seems too wet and smells nasty, add more browns. If it’s too dry, add more greens and maybe a little water. The idea is that after one bin is full, it will keep breaking down while you’re filling the other bin.

					4. Grow what you like: Before you ever look at a seed catalogue, make a list of the vegetables you and your family enjoy eating. What are the vegetables you want to grow? Gardens are about feeding yourself and your family, not impressing neighbors. Don’t get wooed by something if you know you’ll never eat it. When ordering seeds, work from your list.

					5. That said, don’t go overboard with tomatoes: A family of four needs four tomato plants, max. Have two plants for your large slicing tomatoes and maybe one of cherry tomatoes and one plum tomato to use for making sauce. New gardeners always plant way too many tomatoes and then find there aren’t enough neighbors in the world to take them all.
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						Dad, known fondly at the farm as Mr. Bob, with me as a baby

					
				
				
					6. Source your seeds and plants well: You will likely need to experiment with a few sources for seeds and plants to see what works well for you. In general, I recommend mail-ordering seeds instead of buying them from a garden center. When purchasing plants, buy them from a farm or nursery that believes in the health of the soil above all else.

					7. Maintain good garden hygiene: Weeds are the enemy of the garden. They take nutrients away from your plants, so you need to have a plan to deal with them. That’s why it’s important to keep the garden at a size you can manage. To suppress weed seeds before they germinate, consider covering the soil with black plastic and just leaving holes to plant your crops. Otherwise, pull a weed as soon as you see it. At the end of the season, pull out all expired plants—don’t let them rot in the field or containers. You can leave the roots in the ground if there is time for them to break down, however—these feed the beneficial microbiology, which you want in your soil.

				

			
			On Regenerative Agriculture and Cover Crops: It All Starts with the Soil

			If you drive around our farm during the peak of summer, you are bound to come across undulating fields of tall green grasses. You might think they’re weeds, and in fact, they kind of look like weeds. You might be surprised to learn that these are some of the most valuable crops we grow, and yet we never sell them.

			These plants are called cover crops. They include grasses such as rye and buckwheat, as well as members of the legume family, like alfalfa, vetch, and cowpeas. They are integral to the health of our soil and they make the vegetables we grow better.

			Conventional farming is like a mining process that strips the soil of vital nutrients. Without proper care, it becomes sicker and sicker, or even fully inert. Regenerative agriculture, however, is about rejuvenating the soil so it produces healthier crops and leaves it better than when we first started. By farming regeneratively, we can also capture and hold more carbon, removing it from the atmosphere and offsetting emissions.

			“Soil is no different from you and me,” my brother, Bob, says. “It’s a living, breathing organism, and you have to treat it as such. It needs food, air, and water, and if you really want it to be productive, you’ve got to give it rest.”

			When soil is healthy, you can tell because it has that rich, earthy smell—the perfume of Mother Nature. When it’s tired or completely stripped, it has little scent at all.

			Cover crops help build the soil in a number of ways. First, they assist with the structure, which can determine how well the soil holds nutrients and water. If there are issues with compaction, cover crops help loosen it up so the soil drains better. With our sandy loam, our soil is already loose, but cover crops bring in more nutrients.

			That leads us to the second reason to grow cover crops: to feed the soil. When these plants are grown and then tilled into the earth, they are broken down by soil-dwelling microorganisms, which ultimately make nutrients available for the next crops planted to use as food.

			We tend to think about our use of cover crops as the transference of energy. First, it goes from the sun to the crops, then from the crops to the soil, and then from the soil to the microorganisms, and finally from the organisms to the vegetables.

			When we plant the crops, we mix several different types to increase the biodiversity in the soil. By encouraging all these good microorganisms to live and feed, we find they actually out-compete the bad things, like rhizoctonia, a soil-borne fungus, and nasty bacteria, like E. coli.

			When the soil is rich with all this organic matter, our vegetables look healthier—they’re less susceptible to disease and destruction from insects. We are learning that they are more nutrient dense, too.

			We’ve had so much success with cover crops on the farm that we’ve moved away from using compost. Instead, we chop up cover crops to make what looks a bit like hay. In agriculture-speak, it’s known as green manure. We spread the hay over the land and spray it with a microbiology cocktail to help break it down. We then till that into the soil. Sometimes, if the soil needs even more resuscitation, we plant that same land with cover crops to till in later on.

			Building strong, healthy soil this way isn’t a “once and done” approach. My brother, Bob, actually has extensive systems in place to help manage when and where cover crops will be planted. In addition to tilling in some of the cover crops, we also grow some to save for seed. We’ve learned that as plants grow in a certain environment, they become attuned to it. Each subsequent generation of seed is healthier and better suited to its place.

			Our commitment to feeding the soil this way is not common. It’s much easier to find a spray to tackle an acute problem rather than spending years building the health of the ground so these problems don’t occur in the first place. The way we do things fits into our larger goal of creating healthy soils to make healthy crops and, ultimately, healthy people. For healthy soils, the land needs to rest and be reinvigorated. We know also that taking care of the soil means taking care of the chef and those who eat our vegetables.

			
				WHOLE FRAME HONEY

				A few years ago, a beekeeper visiting with chef Ryan McCaskey of Acadia in Chicago changed my life. I immediately went from being curious about the old hives on the CVI property to being obsessed with them. I contacted a local beekeeper named John Schick, who was also a retired science teacher. He kept forty hives, which I thought was a lot at the time. We drove around his farm and then around our farm in an old bee truck. While we were driving, we saw a swarm of bees. It was like a scene from an Alfred Hitchcock movie.

				“They’re looking for a new home,” he told me. “They’ll land on it within a few minutes, and we’ll hope they are somewhere we can get.” Like clockwork, the swarm picked a spot and landed. He placed a box on top of them, they all walked into it, and the next thing I knew, we had 5,000 bees in a box and I started working with our first hive.

				We quickly went from one hive to three, and then from five to nine in the second year. I started scheduling the cooks for hive maintenance duties, which was always a great way to get them out of the kitchen and into a calming space. Beekeeping quickly went from a hobby to a revenue generator for us. We now sell whole frames of honeycomb to restaurants. I designed a wooden stand with an Amish woodworker so the frames could be shipped and displayed on a cheese cart. The frames have their own following, so we now maintain up to forty-five hives each year—more than the beekeeper who taught me. Any imperfect frames come to us, and we use them in our kitchen.

				—EXECUTIVE CHEF JAMIE SIMPSON
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			On Beneficial Insects: The Tiny Army

			Because of our quest to find ever-better growing methods to produce stronger, healthier plants, our former flower grower Gheorghe Gureu introduced us to the incredible world of beneficial insects.

			In a microscopic game of good guys vs. bad guys, we now send out phalanxes of predatory insects to hunt down pests that could otherwise wreak havoc on the edible flowers and leaves.

			Beneficial insects, or in shorthand known as “beneficials,” are nature’s form of pest control. As an experiment, we started by bringing them into the flower greenhouses. After they proved to be adept predators, we started using beneficials in many parts of the farm.

			The predators are small—more minuscule than pinpricks. “Maybe a couple microns,” Gheorghe said. “They are tiny.” Nevertheless, they have a big job to do. We want them to establish a good army.

			Before sending any beneficials into battle, we identify exactly which pests we’re targeting. To do that, we scout the plants daily, peering through a magnifying device resembling a jeweler’s loupe, examining the leaves for even the tiniest hint of damage from unwanted interlopers.

			When the balance of beneficials is right, it’s hard to find a trace of pest damage on the plants’ foliage. The insects come onto the farm inside canisters filled with dry, loose material that looks a lot like pencil shavings. They are too small to see except under magnification, and even then it takes a keen eye to zero in on them.

			To disperse the contents, we empty the canister, shavings and all, into a hand-held device that looks, sounds, and works much like an electric hair dryer. It is powered by a battery tucked inside a fanny pack looped around a grower’s waist. As the broadcaster whirs to life, its fan emits a fine gentle shower—like chaff on a gentle breeze—that settles on the flowers as delicately as morning mist. For maintenance between applications, small packets of beneficials are placed in and around individual flower pots for direct release onto the plants.

			The most important step in using beneficials is determining exactly who the enemy is. Each beneficial eats specific pests, so we enlist three different varieties to hunt down vandals lurking on leaves, flowers, or beneath the soil, including Amblyseius swirskii, a beneficial mite that consumes small soft-bodied pests such as flower thrips and undesired mites. There’s also Phytoseiulus persimilis, which consumes spider mites and their eggs, and parasitic nematodes, which seek and destroy the larvae and pupae of more than two hundred types of soil-borne insects that mature in the ground. (Fun fact: Parasitic nematodes find their prey by sensing the heat and carbon dioxide it generates.)

			In the absence of pests, adult beneficials will sustain themselves on pollen and continue to perpetuate their population. As larvae, baby beneficials can begin to hunt for their supper.

			To track how many and what types of insects are present at any given time, we hang sticky yellow cards the color of caution tape throughout the greenhouse. We inspect the cards monthly to take inventory by counting, for example, the number of thrips per square inch. The tally also gives us crucial information about greenhouse pressure. A high concentration of unwanted pests on the cards means the plants’ health could be weakened, making them vulnerable to infestation and disease. High pressure means we need to increase the amount of beneficials in that area.

			After Gheorghe learned how to incorporate beneficials at Michigan State University, he trained our greenhouse team to closely inspect the plants for any clues that there might be trouble brewing.

			Previously, we relied on natural organic soaps and oils to deter would-be pests. Despite the safe organic nature of those alternatives, the results were less effective. Also, we find using beneficials is gentler on the delicate plants.

			The switch to beneficials has other advantages, as well. The insects are considerably less expensive than spraying, and it takes much less time to cover an area. Once applied, the beneficials can do their work independently, essentially becoming part of the greenhouse team and freeing up other members to tend to other duties, like watering.

			The move to beneficials is making a significant difference in the quality and quantity of robust, thriving, healthy edible flowers. The nasturtiums, for example, are better than ever.

			On Waste Reduction: Renewable Energy and More

			The three questions we’re always asking ourselves are: Is it environmentally friendly? Is it socially responsible? Is it economically viable? To be kinder to the environment, we’ve been exploring sources of renewable energy for years because we believe it’s the future.

			To power the LED lights in our research greenhouse, we now have a large solar tracking system standing outside our new research facility. It looks like a giant’s enormous flat-screen television, but the unit is there to harness as much solar energy as it can between sunup and sundown. The panel is actually on a dual-axis swivel, so it

			
			
			
			
				THE LATE CHARLIE TROTTER: OUR GREATEST MENTOR
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			On People: Our Most Important Asset

			
				

				
				
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			On Buying Local: Why It’s Not Always the Way

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			On Organic: How We Go Beyond

			
			
			
			
			On the Future: Where We’re Going Next

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
				OUR WORK AT THE CULINARY VEGETABLE INSTITUTE

				

				
				

				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				About the Recipes
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