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I was awakened at 3 a.m. by a loud banging on the door. 

Peering outside, I saw a breathless police officer who was no more than a few weeks out of the academy. Under other circumstances, this would be the stuff dreams are made of. But the officer was there strictly for business. 

"Maam," he told me "someone broke into your car and stole your radio. I chased him 12 blocks and caught him," he said, pleased with his first apprehension of a thief. 

As I thanked the officer and offered him a seat on the couch, my husband David emerged from the bedroom, rubbing his eyes. The still-winded officer exhaled deeply then beamed at David. "Sir," he said, "I got your radio back." 

"How about my apples?," David replied, as if the officer's last statement hadn't registered. "I loaded my car with McIntoshes and Jonagolds at the orchard today. You should see them -- they're gorgeous." 

The officer, who just moments before was basking in his triumph, was crestfallen. And David looked equally desponded. I was afraid one of the two was about to cry. 

What the officer didn't know was that David, a chef, had spent the afternoon formulating special dishes to highlight the apples. To him, the radio could be replaced. But finding apples this firm, this juicy, this perfect -- well, that was hard to come by. 

Chefs select ingredients like a painter choosing oils from a palette. They take the quality of ingredients to heart. 

A case in point: Around 1 a.m. one winter Saturday, just after David returned from work, our phone rang. On the other end was Keith Sleppy, co-owner and chef at Zest. On the drive home from work, his car had slipped on a patch of ice. He was unharmed, but the car was totaled and he needed a ride home. 

David and I arrived at the scene just as a tow truck began raising Keith's car. The three of us stood curbside, watching a white liquid pour out the mangled rear passenger-side door. Suddenly, we each realized that we were losing white gold -- gallons of organic milk from a nearby dairy farm. A group hug was in order. 

Each of us is unique and has work, hobbies and interests that express who we are. These make for a richer life -- one that allows us to be creative in our own way and to give to others. Chefs, like artists, give to others by sharing their creations. And that's why losing hand-picked apples or farm-fresh milk hurts -- because the ingredients are a crucial part of the creative process. The self-expression. The giving. 

Finding what matters most to you begins with asking some questions: What makes me unique? How can I best express who I am? How can I best give to others? What, other than family or friends, would it hurt most to lose? 

— — — 

Wendy Jones is married to David Jones, co-owner and chef at Zest, located in downtown Frederick. 


