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cooking with shelburne farms

root-cellar vegetables

long a curving back
road and down a short
driveway, you will find
a two-acre square of

fields anchored by three long
greenhouses and a quiet white
farmhouse. Vegetable gardens were
first planted here at Shelburne
Farms over a century ago. At one
edge, there are still old brick foun-
dations from the original glass
greenhouses in which gardeners
tended exotic palms and cutting
flowers, arbors of grapes, and other
delicate plants. Today the focus is
on more climate-appropriate in-
gredients for the Inn dining room,
and on any given day through late
spring, summer, and fall, a small
crew of farmers nurtures the har-
vest, from the first tender peas to
knobby stalks of Brussels sprouts.

The current market garden was established in1981 by Susan and
David Miskell who moved to Vermont to follow the model of back-
to-the-land pioneers Helen and Scott Nearing. After David started his
own organic tomato business nearby, Susan continued to run the gar-
den until just a few years ago, meeting each winter to plan with the
Inn’s chef. “They were also public gardens,” she says, explaining that
the goal was always more than food. “We spaced the corn four feet
apart so the kids could run through it.”

The Inn’s seasonal schedule has never created much demand for
storage crops, but the Miskells stockpiled vegetables for themselves
as previous Shelburne Farms gardeners had done to meet Webb family

requests for regular deliveries of
cabbages, carrots, potatoes,
turnips, parsnips, onions, and
potatoes through the winter. In
the cellar of the farmhouse, the
Miskells kept root vegetables
bagged in burlap; winter squash
were scattered on shelves through-
out the house; onions and garlic
hung in the attic.

In winters past when green veg-
etables were scarce, Vermonters
depended on cabbages and roots
from their cellars to make boiled
dinners; leftovers became red flan-
nel hash. They scalloped potatoes,
turnips, and rutabagas—slicing
them thin and drenching them in
milk or cream. “Spring-dug”
parsnips were left in the ground to
be harvested when the ground

thawed, sugar-sweet from their chilly hibernation. During the late 19th

century, Vermont’s hardy Green Mountain potato, a now rare heirloom
variety recognized by the Slow Food Ark of Taste, became one of the
most popular baking potatoes in the country. Another Vermont
heirloom, the sweet and tender Gilfeather turnip (really a rutabaga), is
celebrated annually at its own southern Vermont festival. 

Pages 33 through 37 are an excerpt from Chapter 8 and reprinted by
arrangement with Viking Studio, a member of Penguin Group (USA)
Inc., from Cooking with Shelburne Farms by Melissa Pasanen and
Rick Gencarelli.
Copyright © Melissa Pasanen and Shelburne Farms, 2007
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LLIIVVIINNGG WWIITTHH TTHHEE SSEEAASSOONNSS
Joneve Murphy, vegetable farmer, Shelburne Farms

By the beginning of November, the Shelburne Farms season is
over and the market garden is being put to bed. Twenty-some
odd varieties of tomatoes—bite-size to fist-size; round, oval,
teardrop-shaped; crimson, orange, pink, and green with stripes—
have come and gone. Tall rows of golden-tasseled sweet corn have
reached to the sky and been picked clean. Slender green beans
and delicate trays of fragrant baby basil have been painstakingly
seeded, tended, and harvested. 

And yet the garden still holds treasures. Leeks are there for the
harvesting and rows of crisp carrots and sweet beets are snuggled
down beneath the dirt. A plot of hardy greens soldiers on: deep
purple, mottled mustard greens; lacinato kale so dark-green it’s
almost black; yellow, red, and purple-spined rainbow chard;
green frills of arugula. 

Market gardener Joneve Murphy is picking mostly for herself
these days, although she invites all Farm employees to help them-
selves and has already offered up previously harvested, sun-cured
winter squash. Today she starts by gleaning baby leeks, which she
will slice and sauté with butter and garlic and freeze. Walking
over to grab some mustard greens and broccoli raab for her
lunch, Joneve checks on the garlic she planted earlier in the fall
and mulched deeply to protect it until spring. Unseasonably
warm weather has her worried and she does see a few green
shoots poking through, but not too many.

Heading back to the house, she pulls a carrot from the ground
and rubs it against her pants. “They get really sweet after a frost
because all the sugar and energy goes down into their roots,” she
says, taking a bite. “I’ve read that if you eat one dirty carrot every
day, you get enough B vitamins.” The smear from the carrot joins
many others on her work pants, a sort of scrapbook of the season
gone by, covered with scribbled notes of meeting times mixed in
with dirt and splotches of tar from roofing the new garden shed.

This was Joneve’s first season at the Farm, her fourth year as a
farmer. “I like working hard. I like physical work,” she says. “It
feels really cyclic: you put all your energy into producing the food
and you get all of your energy out of it…I love the seasonality of
farming. I think eating seasonally is just healthier. It makes
sense.” The hardest thing as a farmer, she says, is coping with the
weather and learning the nuances of a new piece of land—the
soils, drainage, the patterns of sun and shade—“You just have to
know your land.” 

Next year she hopes to set up a root cellar and maybe work
with Rick to can some vegetables for the start of the Inn’s season.
For now, her own freezer and fridge are full and her kitchen
shelves lined with pickled green tomatoes, dilly beans, canned
beets, and spicy carrots. She is an avid canner, enthusiastically
sharing ideas and tips, but not recipes because she never does
anything the same way twice. After a long day of work in the
fields, she’ll come home and cut and bottle and boil and then as
she falls asleep, she says, “You hear the jars go ‘plink, plink, plink’
as they seal up. It’s a good feeling.”
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RROOAASSTTEEDD CCAAUULLIIFFLLOOWWEERR WWIITTHH GGOOLLDDEENN
RRAAIISSIINNSS,, PPIINNEE NNUUTTSS,, AANNDD LLEEEEKKSS
by Melissa Pasanen and Rick Gencarelli

If you have never roasted cauliflower, you have missed out. Its
nutty taste and slightly crispy texture will make all those memo-
ries of waterlogged white blobs vanish right away. We have yet
to meet a child who didn’t gobble cauliflower up when made
this way. It’s also delicious tossed with a medium-size shaped
pasta like ziti or gemelli.

SSeerrvveess:: 4-6 as a side dish, 4 over pasta as a main course

IInnggrreeddiieenntt aanndd MMeetthhoodd NNoottee
You could substitute currants or regular black raisins for the
golden raisins, but the result will be a little sweeter.

IInnggrreeddiieennttss
1 medium head cauliflower, about 2–3 pounds, cored and 

broken into bite-size florets
3 tablespoons olive oil
½ teaspoon coarse kosher salt plus more to taste
1 medium leek, white and light green parts only, halved 

lengthwise, thinly sliced, and rinsed thoroughly
1/3 cup pine nuts
½ cup golden raisins
Freshly ground black pepper 

MMeetthhoodd
1. Preheat the oven to 375º F with a rack in the second highest
position. Toss the cauliflower, olive oil and salt in a shallow
roasting pan or rimmed cookie sheet and roast for 15 minutes.
2. Add the leeks to the pan and stir. Roast for another 10
minutes.
3. Add the pine nuts to the pan and stir. Roast for another 5
minutes.
4. Remove the pan from oven, stir in golden raisins, adjust
seasoning as desired and serve.








