
T 
oday I am beginning a series of articles on food, cooking, and the table.  

My outlook on these things may seem unique to some of you.  My own 

perspective has changed much over the years.  My attitudes have been 

honed by life, by cooking, by gardening, by travel, by the view of others who 

love food, and maybe even by the One who created it all. 

If you might indulge me a bit, I'd like to begin with two short stories.  The first 

took place this Autumn.  I was out for a walk on a blustery afternoon.  The 

clouds skirted by like children darting about a playground.  The air felt vigorous.  

And my spirits were lifting quickly after a horribly stressful day.  As I walked 

past a neighbor's house, I observed a young pear tree which, somehow I had 

never noticed before.  Probably because it was a scrawny thing, no taller than I, 

and only had two branches; yet upon those branches hung two of the most beautiful, crimson pears I had 

ever seen.  I stood and stared in wonder.  Oh I know that envy is not a noble trait, but for a moment, or 

maybe two, I wished those pears were mine.  My desire was partly driven by the Autumn weather.  

Because I have been conditioned, like Pavlov's dogs, to desire certain foods in their season.  And right 

then I could taste the sweetness of those pears.  In my mind they 

were luscious! 

The second story took place during a trip to Italy a few years past, 

in the month of May.  My wife and I stopped at a small produce 

shop, our own little discovery in the town of Monterosso in Cinque 

Terre, to buy fruit for our lunch.  I selected a rather beautiful 

looking peach.  It surprised me to come upon such a find so early in 

the season, and yet it seemed so perfectly ripe.  Inquiring of the 

shop owner in broken Italian, I ascertained that it had been grown 

in Sicily, that Italian island which sits just a few miles off the toe of 

Italy's boot.    

As I took my first bite of that peach, I felt like a blind man who's eyes had been opened; or more aptly, 

who's taste buds had been awakened.  The tender flesh of that peach was the thing of myths.  It was the 

most amazing thing I'd ever tasted.  Its sweetness and juiciness overwhelmed my senses.  My mouth 

could not contain its juices, which trickled down my chin.   

I think I had an out of body experience.  I died, went to heaven, and then was sent back with a mission.  

That mission: to act as a guide... to show others the secret path leading to such a divine experience... to 

set them upon a quest for the perfect peach... one so bursting with flavor, that they nearly weep with joy 

and ecstasy when it touches their tongue.  A desire arose within me, to stir up awe in my fellow man.  

Surely I had done nothing to deserve such a lavish gift.  I came to realize then, the generous nature of the 

Master Gardener, that he would set such a meal before me.  

So what is the point of these stories?  The first, that food is an amazing, generous, life-giving gift to us.  

And if I am right, that it is a “gift”, then there must be a giver.  I believe it is the same one who created 

me.  I call him God.  And I believe he loves me, and you as well, with great joy and affection.  And he 

loves to spoil his kids.  These gifts to us are just one of the countless ways he shows it. 

Of course many do not believe as I do, and I respect their views.  When I was young, I recall being 

taught evolution in school.  Yet these many years later, when I look at the world around me; its beauty, 

its complexity, its variety of life forms, all held in delicate balance—it is a greater reach of faith for me 

to believe that it all happened randomly, than to believe in a Master Craftsman.  The vastness of it 

creates within me a sense of awe.   

And that awe is my second point.  When I think of that peach, those pears, I cannot help but have a sense 

of awe and wonder.  And these are only two of the thousands of bountiful foods he gives as gifts to us.   

 

 



At home I have grape vines planted on a trellis outside our dining room window.  

When the grapes form into gorgeous clusters, I enjoy watching them grow.  And 

as they do, my anticipation ripens along with them.  I would probably be highly 

impatient for their arrival, if I were not busy enjoying the summers succulent 

strawberries, raspberries, and blackberries (and peaches of course!).  It was so 

thoughtful of him to provide these to distract me.   

I admit that it is only in recent years that my attitudes about these things have 

begun to mature.  I believe that growing up in this land of abundance, induced 

me, like a spoiled child, to take so much for granted.  And I am guessing that I am 

not the only one.  Yet now, every day, I encounter people who once again have 

this sense of awe growing within them.  And I am greatly encouraged. 

When I walk into the produce section of a typical American grocery store, I am astonished at the variety I 

see.  And yet that is only the tip of the iceberg (and I'm not talking lettuce).  If you go to a good farmer's 

market (one of my favorite places), you'll start to get a better feel of the broader variety available.  But 

even that pales in comparison to the true number of the fruit and vegetable varieties that exist on this orb 

we call earth.  The ones we see are rarely the most flavorful.  Rather they are just the most commercially 

viable; the ones that yield the biggest crop, the largest, most blemish-free fruit; the ones that store and 

travel well. 

But have you ever looked at a good seed catalog?  I am a gardener so I do.  And the number of varieties 

astound me.  Many fruits and vegetables come in shapes and sizes which you or I rarely see, even in a 

good farmer's market. 

I once had the opportunity to take a Flavor Dynamics class at the Culinary Institute of America in Napa 

Valley.  One afternoon they brought in dozens of varieties of tomatoes from their test gardens for a 

cutting.  I was astonished at how many varieties they had, and how different they were; colors of red, 

orange, yellow, gold, brown, purple and green in every shape and size.  And yet, even that was just a 

small sampling.  Some nursery catalogs carry more than 600 varieties, and I have read that in total there 

are over 7,500 varieties of tomatoes in the world. 

May I stray just a little for the moment?  Have you ever had the opportunity to walk through a vineyard?  

I'm eager to say I have.  I love grapes.  I love eating grapes.  I love drinking their juice (especially when 

it's been fermented!).  I've even thought of buying a vineyard to putz around in during my retirement 

years.  I've often wondered how many varieties of grapes there are.  I've had tough time finding a 

definitive answer, but some estimate that there are about 10,000 varieties. 

And these are just examples of fruits and vegetables.  What about the protein chain?  How many different 

types of animals do we have to eat?  And in America we turn away from many that the rest of the world 

consider delicacies.  When was the last time you ate a rabbit, or a wild boar?  That's what I thought!  I'm 

happy to say I've had both recently.  Let me tell you, either tastes far better than a pork chop!  I even had 

the recent opportunity to eat prosciutto made from yak meat.  My oh my, how I love being a foodie! 

One last example; let's consider what comes from the sea.  There are thousands of variations of edible 

shellfish, mollusks, fish with fins, and creatures with tentacles.  What would life be like without the 

pleasure of succulent shrimp scampi, or crab legs dipped in warm melted butter? 

Okay, okay!  Enough already.  I think I've made my point.  But just in case I lost you in the details, let me 

go back to where we began, that belief at the very core of my being... that food is a gift to us, an 

abundant, beautiful, generous gift that should be received with awe and amazement.  For when it is, the 

joy of receiving begins to spring up within us, like a luscious lemon soufflé rising tall in the oven.  

Which brings me to my final point... that we should partake of this gift with gratitude, and with thankful hearts.  

But that is a subject to be explored in my next piece.  Until then, go and enjoy this good and abundant gift.   

Buon appetito! 

 


