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A n American in Provence is a beautiful collection of exquisite portrait, 
scenic, and still-life photography from wildly popular and award-

winning photographer Jamie Beck. Looking to slow down from her 
fast-paced life in New York City, Beck moved to the French countryside 
documenting her life as “An American in Provence.” What started as a 
one-year getaway became five as she continues to chronicle her life there 
through her photography on Instagram @JamieBeck.co, including the 
birth of her daughter, Eloise, all in the most breathtaking way.
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NATURAL RHYTHM

T he garbage truck rolling down 92nd street at 6am used to be 
my alarm clock. “Time to get up.” I’d think to myself in a 

‘here we go again’ Groundhog Day cycle of life. Every second of 
my day was scheduled. The time for emails, the time for meetings, 
the time to eat, the time to shoot, the time to edit, the time to work 
out, the time to shower, the time to date, the time to meditate, 
the time to sleep and most of the time, I found myself, out of time. 
It seemed there was always never enough time, despite the city 
doing its best to get me up and going at the crack of dawn.

Arriving in France, I basically, ‘Ctrl+Alt+Deleted’ my pre-
scribed Google Calendar daily rhythm. I mean I couldn’t have 
even maintained it if I tried. In Provence, there are no barre classes 
to run to, no power- lunch meetings to catch, no pre-light days 
to set up, no client presentations to run through, or happy hour 
get togethers to see friends—I essentially was given a clean slate. So 
the answer? Let’s just see what happens if I happen to do nothing.

First step to try: no more alarms. Not on my phone, not on a 
clock, not from a truck. Second step: make no plans or agendas, 
have nothing to do. That was it. That’s how I started to figure 
out how to find a way to live that was more in line with what I 
needed that I could not yet define. I didn’t want to roll in with a 
preconceived workout regime, a Monday to Friday work schedule. 
How is that being present? It’s just being programmed. I didn’t 
want to just tinker with the rhythm I knew, I wanted an entirely 
new beat, and to create that, I had to come from a place of stillness 
and silence. How can you change if you are running around like 
a chicken with your head cut off, filling your days with endless, 
mindless tasks, checking off boxes of “to-dos”? I’ve always needed 
stillness and silence in order to be creative. When there is noise 
(meaning noise in the form of energy vibrations, unnatural 
sounds, emotions, interruptions, or stresses) it drowns out my 
ability to hear myself think, to be able to listen to my gut in the full 
presence needed in order for me to compose a piece of art. It’s why 
I’m very sensitive to what music is played while I work, because it 

has to be fluid for me so that my emotions and inner dialogue can 
dance with my hands and my heart without crossing a line of being 
“too loud.” Not loud in a volume sense, but loud in the noise it 
makes internally within me. I have had days in the studio where 
I had to stop working because there was construction noise or 
people talking in the foyer of the building. The door buzzer going 
off might as well be the sound of gun fire; it jars me so much in my 
meditative, deeply intimate state I go to within when I am creating. 
I can’t even have the energy of another person in the room when 
I shoot because I can feel their energy vibrating onto mine, their 
thoughts raining over my creation. But in the beginning, I had a 
lot of time in the day to fill with nothing to do so I used a lot of it 
to be in nature. If nature was to be my alarm clock, to awaken and 
tuck me in at night, I might as well let her entertain me throughout 
the day.

It made me feel organic. I felt what it means to be made of blood 
and oxygen and energy, as opposed to something mechanical that 
is plugged in and charged at night that is expected to run like a 
stopwatch the second the buzzer clicks in the same way, day in 
and day out. I started to live naturally by the light of day. I knew 
when my body woke up and it was light outside that it was time to 
get up, whatever time that may happen to be. Still dark? Go back 
to sleep. I would work only by the light of day and stop working 
when the dusk light faded to black and my still life scene had all 
but disappeared into the darkness—now it’s time to make dinner. 
I began to feel rhythm, not just live it. And it became not a 
schedule, but a fluid movement through life. The greater the bond 
to the rhythm of light, the stronger the relationship to nature. 
When the light changed, my energy would change and my day 
would change. When the light changed, the season would change 
and my day would change. It all began to change in ways that 
made sense, and that allowed my body time for rest which in turn 
produced abundance in my soul and what I could create within 
this life. I found, for me, it is better to be fluid than to be defined. 
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A chameleon of time, a spiritual presence in the only real thing we 
have—the moment we are currently living within. I became the 
reflection of the natural rhythm beating around me.

Somehow, just as in nature, everything balances itself 
out. The low energy days with less personal productivity are 
counterbalanced by the highly efficient one. The diminished light 
of winter yields less ability to produce, but come summer, there 
is more production basking in longer hours of light. And, for the 
people who say, “well that must be nice you can live that way,” 
I would like you to consider, for a moment, that all of life is a choice. 
Knowing what is best for yourself and constructing a life around 
that need is just a series of choices. You don’t have to choose a day 
that starts at nine and ends at five. That’s only one path out of 
millions. Choose the one that suits you, be the architect of your 
own life.

It’s not always a perfect system. I’ve missed buses early in the 
morning. I’m almost always late to everything, which, by the 
way, France is a fantastic place to live if you are habitually late. 
It is considered culturally appropriate to arrive at least 15 minutes 

late, a courtesy towards your host. This is something I find I am 
very appreciative of in return. I hate when people show up on time. 
The French themselves consider it rude, I just think it’s annoying. 
All this is a small price to pay in order to be organic and fluid.

What started out as redefining the natural rhythm to my day 
became instead a way to move throughout my everyday life without 
feeling stress, leaning into that natural rhythm as a compass to life. 
If I ever want to know what I should do and when I should do 
it I know the answer is in nature, and to just fold into her steady 
beat so she’ll take me there when the time is right. It makes me 
feel safe and comforted. Sometimes surprised and delighted. It also 
makes me feel ok to have “rainy days” like outside, but on your 
insides too. The way you feel day in and day out can change like 
the weather, allow those beautiful days to be truly felt, and when 
the rains come, you know it will eventually pass. You don’t have 
to force so much, and you don’t have to squeeze yourself so hard. 
Tomorrow is, after all, another day and another shot at creativity in 
the never-ending, beautiful, natural rhythm of life.
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INGREDIENTS

“ T he insanity of real food.” I wrote in my diary that first 
autumn in France. Fall in France is for food. Harvest is 

happening all around you. Caravans of seasonal workers line up 
along rows of vineyards, fields of pumpkins, crates of apples and 
pears. All of the flowers of spring have now cascaded down into 
piles on tables as fruits and vegetables. There is so much amazing 
food in abundance it makes one sad that a person can only eat 
so much. What isn’t eaten is canned and preserved for winter or 
dried and stored away in French traditions that have been part of 
autumnal life here for thousands of years.

Despite how one might feel about French cuisine, arguably, 
French ingredients are the best in the world. My first experience 
with a French ingredient came in the form of a single lemon. 
I stood at the garden door in the bright afternoon light and just 
smelled it—unpeeled, uncut, and unbelievably perfumy. I had only 
ever tasted lemon as a condiment to something more important, 
I didn’t know they could themselves be the star! Then I sliced it 
in half, juice droplets dripping down onto the cutting board as 
if it would have exploded from ripeness on its own had I not cut 
into it. The scent intensified in the air around me, and as I tasted 
it, I marveled not only at its balance of sweetness to tartness but 
how much more flavor there was to this lemon than any lemon 
I had ever tasted. “What?!” I said to myself, “Like, how can this 
be?” How could a lemon be so much more than I knew a lemon 
to be? What else had I never really tasted before? The only way to 
find that out was to taste everything and repeatedly. The lemons in 
their little crate next to whatever fruit was in season kept changing 
throughout the year I discovered. Thicker skins, thinner skins, 
darker yellow, orangish-yellow, pastel yellow, gigantic, tiny-tiny, 
bumpy then smooth, with stems and leaves in winter and without 
in summer and sometimes even green which I would come to learn 
does not mean it is unripe but rather, what an organic lemon in its 
natural state looks like when unaltered by man. Wow! Ok.

Every time I needed a new ingredient there was a hidden 
opportunity for rediscovery, for experiencing anew ingredients 
I had once taken for granted. My kitchen didn’t have pepper so 

I wandered into my town’s L’Épicerie Fine where I remembered 
seeing a beautiful display of varieties of salts—Finely ground, 
coarse, flakey, pink, black, infused with citron, or Herbes de 
Provence, or truffles. There below were the pepper options. 
I didn’t know there were kinds to pepper other than a dusty pale 
gray snow that floated out of a small tin with holes in it, or the 
kind that comes preloaded in a pepper mill without any indication 
that pepper is a very special ingredient and one that can be chosen. 
She had all these glass jars filled with different kinds of peppercorns 
which she motioned for me to open and smell. “Oh my god” I 
thought to myself as I moved through the lineup, “They are all 
so vastly different!” Fruity, spicy, bitter, barky, floral, strong, soft, 
red, tan, white, black, brown and even as long sticks that you 
grate! I picked two sachets to bring home to try to cook with, each 
transforming the same dish into two entirely different flavors, 
evoking each their own independent emotions. Though now 
instead of a pepper-mill, I use an antique French coffee grinder— 
a trick I picked up from a cooking workshop but mostly because 
it’s just pretty on the kitchen counter or in a table setting. 
Sometimes, I will just spill a few whole peppercorns out on my 
wooden cutting board and using the side of my chef’s knife, smash 
with the base of my hand the pepper in order to make a very 
coarse texture so that the peppercorn flavor is the star of a dish. 
Rolling it into fresh goat’s cheese, encrusting any type of meat 
(especially steak), or as a contrast in a delicate mesclun salad, and 
now I just I love how these unique peppercorns are so deliciously 
pronounced, adding texture and a nice crunch!

My education in ingredients adventured on and not only just 
what I was buying at the markets and little farm stands but walking 
out into the fields and picking an apple, a small cluster of grapes, 
some cherries off the tree. Finding wild arugula, dandelion greens, 
or herbs to forage. I just wanted to know in its most pure form 
what it tastes like, simply. My god, the tomatoes in August in their 
rainbow of colors—yellow, red, green, burgundy, orange—are so 
unbelievably delicious that sometimes I just bite into them as if 
they were an apple letting the juice and seeds run down my fore-
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arm drenching me in their ripeness. I love to pop the little plump 
cherry tomatoes in my mouth as a snack, they are sweet like candy! 
Oh, and the variety of potatoes! This one for baking, that one for 
frying, try this for puréeing. All of these ingredients have so many 
varieties and I had no idea! How can there be this many types of 
strawberries? And you can smell them all like French perfume 
wafting through the air! Cantaloupes taste different based on the 
region they are grown. I find there isn’t really a point anymore to 
eat any cantaloupe unless it was grown in the town of Cavaillon 
after being served to me only sliced as a starter with nothing else. 
It was that good on its own. They know it’s good too, the citizens 
of Cavaillon, so they have a fête just to honor them every July.

Of course, there are endless varieties of cheeses I simply must try. 
One spring day walking up to Clément’s cheese cart there was an 
excited energy in the air. The first of the season’s buffalo mozzarella 
had arrived from Italy and it was exceptionally outstanding this 
year! I ordered one, it tasted of cool bright green spring grass 
and the sweetest of cream and was absolutely divine split open 
served over homemade pasta. I ask my cheesemonger each week to 
pick out something new for me to try and to tell me about it— 
What region of France is it from? Who made it? How did they 
make it? How do the French eat it? “I would like to try something 

for a picnic,” I say, which leads him to show me his favorite 
picnic cheese, a soft creamy cow enclosed in a thin layer of ash-
colored-gray fuzzy mold which, “You can eat,” he clarifies to me. 
One beautiful spring day in April I asked to taste spring cheese in 
which he shook his finger at me, “Non, non, non, you must wait 
until May, the animals need to eat the spring grass and wildflowers 
before you can taste the spring.” Another market day rolls around 
and I ask, “What is an autumn cheese?” “Ah, oui” he says and 
reaches into his cart pulling out a small wheel of semi-hard, 
pale yellow cheese completely enclosed in a mess of dry honey-
colored straw. He peels back the earthy nesting and we both 
“oohhhhh” and “ahhhhh” over the gorgeous black, tan and white 
cheese rind. He cuts me a piece and while wrapping up the cheese 
he stops, grabs a handful of the straw and folds it into the package 
knowing I would come home and create a photograph from it. 
He was right.

Some things are peculiar to me at first. Corn comes pre-shucked, 
wet, in shrinkwrap. I didn’t touch it for years, it was so strange to 
me. There are a few weeks a summer when fresh corn, in the husk, 
shows up in Provence. I squealed with delight at the farm stand 
when I saw it. The purveyor, Benoît, laughed and said “You can 
always spot the Americans when the corn comes out, they are the 
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only ones who buy it. Corn and kale, corn and kale.” I laughed 
because it’s true and then proceeded to buy all of his corn, all 
four ears of it. Also strange at first, everything has seeds in it. 
Grapes, watermelon, lemons, cherries, oranges, cucumbers, 
pumpkins, and so on. Things I had eaten all my life seedlessly. 
It actually took me a few years to get used to eating grapes with 
seeds (I used to spit out the seeds, now I just crunch through them.) 
Now it’s super weird to me when something is without them, 
like something in my genetic makeup alarm goes off saying, “Stop! 
Danger! This is not natural!” Speaking of not natural, milk is 
not refrigerated but rather, sits on grocery store shelves next to 
glass bottled fruit juices. Same with heavy cream. So weird! And 
don’t get me started on French varieties of dairy products, I still 
haven’t figured them all out! Crème liquide, crème fluide, crème 
entière, crème fraîche, crème chantilly, crème épaisse, ceme fleurette, 
crème Normandy, creme d’Isigny, créme de Bresse, crème fouettée, 
fromage blanc, fromage frais, and mascarpone, for example. 
The best tip I got from an American pastry chef living in Versailles 
when trying to find heavy cream for whipping, “Look at the fat 
content, if it’s 35 to 40 percent fat, it should whip.”

The eggs also sit out at room temperature in their differing 
shapes and colors. I felt uneasy about buying them, covered 
still in chicken poop and feathers. I asked one of the farmers, 
“How long can you leave them out on the counter?” He was 
confused by my question, I was confused by his eggs. I would later 
learn that they easily last a few weeks sitting out and you can tell if 
an egg is still good by placing it in a bowl of water. If it sinks, it’s 
fresh. If it floats, it’s rotten. Or, so they tell me, when you crack 
open a rotten egg you will know right away by the smell. I buy 
an old wire basket from the brocante and proceed the French way, 
eggs proudly on display on the kitchen counter.

I begin to find little use for my mini-refrigerator. Most of the 
ingredients I purchase I leave out in antique colorful pottery bowls 
on my wooden countertop. The colors of the fruits and vegetables, 
eggs, cheese, and herbs are pretty. They are warm and inviting, 
evoking the comfort of home. Even though I find the ritual of daily 
grocery shopping to be a joy, it is also, I find, a bit of a necessity. 
Organic, picked locally at peak ripeness, non-modified, non-pre-
served or genetically engineered foods do not last as long! A trade 
off I’m happy to take for more delicious ingredients.

I remember watching Martha Stewart on television when I 
was a child, she said, “Wash your lettuce three times.” I never 
really understood why, lettuce comes pre-washed in a bag. Now I 
understand what she was referring to—lettuce that has been pulled 
straight from the ground (meaning it’s local and freshly harvested) 
is covered, fold after fold, in dirt with slugs, snails and caterpillars 
hidden away. It is a great thing to see bugs in your lettuce—that is 

proof it is pesticide free! One or two of these little critters that came 
as stowaways into my home ended up starring in a photograph 
before finding their new place in my garden. And it’s not just the 
lettuce that is “dirty”—carrots and potatoes come packed in dirt as 
a way to preserve them, in the tangled roots of garlic, in the folds of 
leeks and even falling off in chunks of dirt patties around onions. 
I just got used to it which was easy to do because it felt natural, it 
is natural and there was something beautiful in maintaining that 
direct connection to the earth.

Wine is a valuable ingredient here, it is practically the blood that 
runs through the veins of Provence. I was once having dinner at 
Bastide de Marie with some friends visiting from L.A. where one 
of them, respectably, refrained from alcohol, declining the wine. 
In shock, the server responded, “Then why did you come to 
Provence?” Sobriety is not necessarily part of the French culture. 
It is customary to see market vendors in the morning working 
with a glass of wine on the side of the table, or while sauntering 
through a brocante or the famous Sunday antique street market of 
L’Isle-sur-la-Sorgue. Vendors sit around a foldable card table with 
other nearby vendors, sharing a bottle of wine as we the customers 
rummage through their pieces. The French will drink wine with 
their lunches during the work week and it is customary to bring 
wine to any dinner party you attend. It’s a bit nerve wracking 
showing up to a French person’s house with a bottle of wine. 
I’m always afraid I’m going to somehow insult them by my choice. 
Despite knowing that even famed French chef Jacques Pépin has 
endorsed buying supermarket wine as perfectly good wine, I didn’t 
feel comfortable with it until I myself attended a dinner party one 
evening in autumn where one of the French guests was ecstatic 
to have found a very rare, very delicious, white wine popular 
amongst collectors at an outstanding price at the supermarket. 
It was so good, we all went back the next day to buy them out. 
Another wine option is the local co-op in town (which every 
decent sized village has) where you can bring your own container 
or jug and using a mechanism, not unlike a gas-pump, fill your own 
“table wine” made from the community’s grapes. Of course, you 
could spend a lifetime visiting all the vineyards directly!

There are some ingredients as an American in Provence 
that are hard to come by, or just flat-out not available, that you 
become terribly homesick for. You ask friends to smuggle things 
back for you, you beg your mom to ship you a care package to 
scratch certain comfort-food itches, you huddle together with 
other expats to try to gather intel on what French ingredient is 
equivalent to our American one and you laugh sharing each of 
your “American shopping lists” storied away on iPhone notes apps. 
Cream of Tartar, baking powder, baking soda, allspice, celery seed, 
light brown sugar, dried cherries, is on one American architect’s 
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phone I met at a party in Eygalières as he prepared for a visit back 
to the states. On my own list—Chipotle powder, red pepper 
flakes, chili powder, and fresh jalapeño. You can tell from my 
list, the French avoid spicy food. I was once invited to an artist’s 
house for an apéro of (non-spicy) margaritas and brought along 
my American girlfriend born in New Orleans but fluent in French 
and currently living in my village. Knowing the French are spice 
immune, I made non-spicy guacamole to share, she on the other 
hand, made very spicy enchiladas. With a wink, she passed around 
plates and said “watch this”—the French dropped like flies at the 
first bite.

Natural ingredients are easily available here, in fact, they find 
you, they surround you, you need not try to seek it out. You are 
living in the terroir you are eating from. I know by name the 
farm where my lambs and chickens come from, by village where 
my fruits and vegetables are grown. It’s all truly local. You could 
choose to eat non-seasonally here too, seeking out at supermarket 
foods that are available year round, but why would you? By doing 
so you’re not only denying yourself the intense pleasure of flavors 
derived from peak seasonal food but you’re denying yourself 
the joy of longing for that moment when the thing arrives again 
with the turn of the season. It’s like seeing an old friend again. 
I miss the stone fruits of summer in the dead of winter. I miss the 
ease of cooking spring asparagus in the fall, and I’m glad for that. 

If everyday were Christmas, wouldn’t you get sick of it? The fleet-
ing nature of seasonal products produces an appreciation for them 
and a great anticipation for their return. Shopkeepers will almost 
gleefully say when something is c’est fini, it’s finished, and now out 
of season in a way that is proudly stating—It is done and we are 
happy about it, we did it and it was good.

You can taste the grass, you can taste the terroir, it is in harmony 
with the planet, and you experience the pure taste of a season. 
What’s happening in the weather, in the soil, makes the food, and 
it’s subtly different each year. This is why certain vintages of wine 
are extraordinary—it was a good year. We should find our own 
reflections in life this way, the natural ebb and flow. Good years, 
dry years, hailed-on years, frost-bitten years that bring more death 
than life, but then, inevitably, another good year appears.

I didn’t come to France for the food per say, but for all the 
reasons I’ve stayed here, it is as important as any. Food is life, 
it is what nurtures and sustains us. It is absolutely critical to my 
happiness and well being and really the cherry on top. It’s part 
of what inspires my work. The nourishment and connection to 
food that is grown here intimately, by small farmers, is one of the 
most important factors in not only adding depth to my palette 
through flavors I thought I had known my whole life but to the 
understanding of a culture that ultimately changed me one bite 
at a time.
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SLOW ROAST CHICKEN

A ll of us on earth share the same twenty-four hour day. 
People ask me all the time, “But what is a typical day in 

Provence like?” In which I reply, “It’s like a slow roast chicken.” 
So what does that mean? Well, it’s just a different mindset toward 
the same waking hours we all have. Slow roast chicken that takes 
it’s time, no rush, all day to marinate, rotating slowly in a rotisserie 
over low heat and becomes, in the end, what I refer to as fast food 
on nights when I don’t feel up to cooking. Something that is slow, 
is ultimately, fast. Something that takes time, always gets done.

Time is a different construct here. It’s a different week, it’s a 
different 24 hours. The weekend starts a little early and spills over a 
little late, leaving a lot of places still closed at the start of the week. 
They take their time to fire up the work engines but everything 
that needs to be done seems to get done between Tuesday morning 
and Friday afternoon, with one to two hour lunch breaks in 
between. A lot of the French don’t read work emails after 5pm, 
nor do they drop everything to get back to you in general anyway. 
Don’t expect a reply right away—they will reply when the time 
comes. Maybe that’s a week later? How much does it really matter, 
the immediacy of it all? That’s been one of the greatest resets in 
my life: living free from the responsibility of responding as soon 
as possible, being a slave to rushing and living with a splintered 
focus. I don’t have to pay attention to messages anymore when 
I’m working or observing. I can maintain a deep singular focus 
and bring all my awareness and attention into the moment I am in, 

and afterwards, I will apply that same focus and attention to you 
when I take the time to respond. I find that in pausing, you provide 
great quality of yourself to others because you’re saying, “I’m going 
to wait until I can give you all of me.”

The construct of a French twenty-four hour day in Provence is 
a microcosm of a week in Provence, which in turn, is a microcosm 
of a year in Provence. Sunday is basically, like, “don’t even try”. 
August also, is basically, like, “don’t even try”. They don’t hit 
the ground running on Monday morning and they don’t come 
back from their August breaks and start back up September first. 
It might take a couple of weeks to get going. Slow roast chicken. 
It’s going to take some time, but it’ll get done.

Coming from a 24 hour non-stop culture, this rhythm was 
jarring and frustrating at first but once you get swept away into 
their construct of time you begin to see humanity in the ebb and 
flow of their days. The importance of pausing. The necessity 
for your health moving at a sustainable pace. I now feel, when 
looking back, that when I worked 24/7, I was giving up part of 
my sovereignty that the French protect through their culture. 
They forced me into their humanity, living amongst them as if I 
was a child, saying, “Stop running and sit down! What are you in 
such a hurry for? Look around, relax, enjoy and rest.” I am a slow 
roast chicken now. Living slowly, taking pleasure in the everyday 
things, letting it all unfold one turn at a time into a delicious life.
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HISTORY OF PHOTOGRAPHY

T o say photography is my whole world would be a grave 
understatement. I love it as if it were my very being. It feels 

as necessary to me as the very air I breathe. Without a camera I am 
totally blind. It is not by choice that I came to photography. I think 
of us having always been one, as soul mates, linked and waiting for 
that fateful moment to find each other.

Around the age of thirteen, my mother gave me her old Pentax 
35mm film camera, a camera I use still to this day. I can remember 
the first time I laid my eyes on it, the first moment I looked through 
the viewfinder, and it was as if I had found a portal to the way I see 
and interpret the world, allowing for my incessant desire to capture 
everything, including the things that had so long been trapped in 
the back of my mind in the form of imagination. But there is one 
reason greater than any why I am a photographer. You see, my 
love for photography pre-dated me ever picking up this camera. 
When I was a very young child, not old enough yet to be left alone, 
I was always with my grandparents. One day, down the street at 
a neighbor’s house, I accompanied my Papa, who was a skilled 
carpenter, as he went to fix some shingles. I remember watching 
him up on the ladder, in his cowboy boots and plaid long-sleeved 
shirt with the cuffs rolled up, hammering at the edge of the 
roof. I remember this so vividly because as a child, when I loved 
something, I would consciously, intensely, narrow my focus, and 
without blinking stare as long as possible at a singular subject until 
I was sure it was burned into my mind, not unlike how a camera 
burns an image onto a film strip or sensor. I was doing photography 
instinctually before I even knew what photography was. So when 
the first camera came to rest in my hand, it was so intrinsic to me, 
it was as if the lens were my very eyes. The shutter release, a beat of 
my heart. Photography is the one magical tool that can allow us to 
visually hold on to love that can not be otherwise held in any other 
way, something that is wildly and sentimentally imperative to my 
being. In my childhood memories it is almost impossible for me to 
distinguish between the photographs I took with my mind and the 
ones I began to capture through a camera for both are viewed as 
one and the same, a snapshot of love.

I have an incredibly emotional and complex relationship with 
photography and use it in a variety of ways—as a communication 

tool, creative outlet, preserving documentation, professional 
instrument, for self expression and way to study life on earth, 
but if it wasn’t for this simple desire I have to preserve love, 
I’m not sure I would have become a photographer. This thing that 
unrelentingly drives me, “I must capture it,” “I have to have it,”— 
a day, a moment, a view, a flower, a person, a dream, a place—is at 
the heart of my photography. If you took my camera away, I would 
still be a photographer merely taking the photographs back again, 
in only my mind. It is my nature.

From the moment I received my first camera, it became a physical 
part of me, an indistinguishable extension of my arm. I have always 
shot my cameras on manual, this includes focusing. I don’t have 
to think about ISO, shutter speed, or apertures—it’s so innate 
within me now that while I’m emotionally engaging in the 
moment and considering the composition, my mind and hand in 
an instant are arranging the settings without me needing to process 
the thoughts or send instructions fully. When I see what I want 
to photograph, I read the image in my mind visually, knowing 
how the camera will technically interpret that reality; how I’ll 
control the camera into my desired outcome by showing my brain 
a snapshot of my end vision. With all of that said, the technical 
aspect is never present in my mind. It is not what photography is 
about for me.

After working for years as a professional photographer I had 
begun to lose joy in photography. I never stopped taking pictures, 
but the pleasure had dimmed at a time in my life when my heart 
was disconnected and my mind was splintered. I could go to 
photoshoots and do the job but I wasn’t engaging with potential, 
I wasn’t dancing with my craft, we had ceased to continue to 
evolve together—photography and me. I knew I loved it, but I 
didn’t realize how much I also needed it spiritually. How, like in 
any relationship, it needed to be nurtured, adored, played with, 
and experimented upon—not just worked to death.

When I began creating photographs in Provence, I was reminded 
what photography truly means to me. It is simple, it is love. 
It’s been love all along. How did I get so far away from that? 
One of my favorite shoots I did in New York was for the luxury 
French jewelry brand Cartier. They gave me complete creative 
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freedom and what I did with that was create “Renoir’s garden” 
in a photo studio on the 12th floor in the middle of Manhattan. 
I created a world for my camera I so desperately wanted to live in 
and didn’t realize it at the time! I was shooting Provence in my 
fantasies instead of just shooting Provence in my life. Proof again 
that the things you love are always part of you even before you 
realize they are.

I strive within my work to use photography allegorically while 
allowing space for you, the viewer, to project what you want to see. 
Sometimes the photograph will start as an idea or a vision. I’ll see it 
first, then I must set out to either find it or create it. These images, 
can at times, take years to come into fruition. I file them away and 
I wait until they are ready to be seen and by that, I mean created 
or captured organically. I never force an image, the few times I 
have, they have visually fallen apart in the frame. Everything must 
always be a willing participant. Presence in each moment, patience 
above all else, and fluidity are key. Other times, it is a deep spiritual 
collaboration between myself and whatever my photographic 
subject matter might be. Seeing what it may offer up, giving it my 
full attention, and being poised to give it my best shot. I always 

approach my subjects, be it a rose or a view of the valley, tenderly 
only taking what it is willing to reveal.

The moment of capture will at times consume me until I possess 
it. I know when I have “it” (the shot), my gut will say, “got it” and 
I know it’s done. If I miss a photograph, if I miss “the moment” 
I can’t let it go until it comes for me to capture again and only 
then am I satiated. My eyes are always observing, and my soul 
purpose—to photograph—waiting to be fed. Hungry for its next 
meal, its next release, its next captor into the eternal box. I love 
the creation process. I love doing the physical act of photography. 
Understanding the million little decisions, technical and visual, you 
have to make to create an image while engaging all your senses, your 
heart, your mind, your soul, is what makes a photographer. Once a 
photograph is recorded and the moment is done, I am looking for 
what comes next, constantly, with an open heart, finding things 
to love. The possibility of something wonderful will never tire or 
cease. That is where my passions lie, in the next photograph I will 
create, without even knowing what that may be. That possibility 
alone is what gets me out of bed each and every day.
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PERFECTLY IMPERFECT

“ W ill the château be fully restored?” A visitor asks. “Well, 
the château has stood here for over 400 years built on 

top of another château that was destroyed in 1580. “If the château 
were a woman, what age would you go back to?” The tour guide 
ponders to the group while giving a guided tour of a château that 
was currently under renovation. Standing there in the old salon, 
she points out the remnants of different eras from neoclassicism 
style that sits on top of layers from the Baroque style, that was built 
upon the original medieval castle. All significantly part of French 
history and a valuable story telling aid in the life of the château and 
the different people who lived there over the centuries. By choosing 
to restore the château to one particular time period, it would be 
destroying one of equal measure. So, there it sits, not defined as 
one perfect thing, but a living breathing part of history that is still 
unfolding. I write in my notebook my observations as “perfectly 
imperfect.”

I had always strived for perfection my entire life. To be the 
best at anything I set my mind to. I graduated college with a 4.0, 
which considering it was art school and I studied photography, 
not that big of a stretch. Nonetheless, it had to be perfect. I had 
to be perfect. My parent’s house is always spotlessly clean, beds 
are perfectly made, never a single crumb on the kitchen counter or 
dust bunny under a chair. My mom washes the towels after each 
use. If something gets a scratch or crack, don’t fix it, just replace it 
with a perfect new one. New and perfect can only mean the best.

In France, almost nothing is new and perfect, but rather, 
chapters and chapters of history recorded over itself. When your 
village is built on top of Roman ruins, which were built over tribal 
ruins, nothing can possibly ever be “perfect.” Kevin loves to point 
out how there isn’t a single right angle in Provence, everything is 
askew. He places a marble on the apartment tile floor and lets it 
go. We watch the marble roll all the way to the opposite side of 

the room where it catches a wave, makes a curve, and rolls on, 
never-ending, never back to where it started. Point taken, but I love 
these floors. I love that through their imperfections I am free to 
live without worry. I don’t have to stress about possibly scratching 
them, pushing furniture around or spilling drops of paint for 
whatever creative idea I’m constructing. I love that my rooms 
are made of lime wash paint, a technique that allows the wall to 
be a living breathing thing which creates areas of discoloration, 
something else I love. Evidence of the air and light and water, 
evidence of life.

I thought a lot about why I love imperfection so much, why it 
feels so comfortable. The cracks in the face of the fountain, the 
ivy that has wildly taken over, the craggly old exposed wooden 
beams in ceilings, and antique linens with hand-stitched repaired 
tears. When something is ‘perfect’ it is most often unnatural. 
Perfection in and of itself is a product and the second you 
obtain perfection it immediately begins to lose value, there is 
nowhere for value to go but downwards away from perfection. 
It’s like a new car, the minute you drive it off the lot it loses value. 
Perfection is, not only boring to me, but it is not sustainable 
because it’s not a natural part of life. The fruit in Provence is 
sometimes oddly shaped, and always varying in size from piece to 
piece. Nature does not just produce perfectly uniform fruit and I 
don’t want the ‘perfect’ leaf attached to the summer peach. I want 
the leaf with the hole in it because that is evidence a caterpillar was 
here, another layering evidence of life. Truth is in imperfection— 
a wilted leaf, it’s hot. A dry leaf, time has passed. It’s all, through 
every step of imperfection, storytelling. If things are perfect, 
there is nothing said about life. The evidence that life transferred, 
welcoming you to add another layer to its history, another increase 
in its value. I let go of the desire for everything to be so perfect, 
because I realized, in its absence, everything already is.
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PATIENCE

I t was August, there I was five months pregnant, photographing 
with a large format film camera and tripod squatting down 

to shoot some grapes dangling off vineyard vines. Sweat dripped 
down my forehead, it was the height of summer heat. I needed to 
get out of the scorching sun, take a cold shower, and lay in front of 
a fan. I walked over to my bike only to discover that the front tire 
was flat. I was miles away from home, deep into the countryside. 
I instantly felt hotter and I wondered to myself if I could overheat 
enough that it would put me into labor. I walked as far as I could, 
dragging my bike. Eventually, I found a large shade tree to sit 
under and cry. I felt like I was being baked alive in an outdoor 
oven. My god, and the cicadas’ unrelenting screaming made my 
head vibrate in a dizzying way like a soundtrack to a horror film. 
How many more weeks of this heat can I take? I feel like I’m losing 
my mind. It’s a tough thing as an American coming from a culture 
of convenience and immediacy to have to wait through moments. 
In the case of late summer, it feels more like surviving it. I don’t 
want to be hot anymore, I want to sit in air conditioning with a 
large iced drink! Two things I did not have access to in Provence 
and wouldn’t for weeks to come. No wonder the French take off 
all of August, it’s too hot to do anything. The only thing I could do 
was have patience until the heat would pass.

I was not born with patience. In high-school I once did a project 
for myself where I calculated how much time in my life was wasted 
sitting (impatiently) at red-lights. The answer: YEARS. I couldn’t 
take it. My father would always tease me by singing that country 
song, “I’m in a hurry to get things done, oh I, rush and rush until 
life’s no fun.” when I would be rushing him for this or that or 
impatient about waiting for something. Then I moved to New 
York where everything was fast, instant, and efficiently designed for 
speed. I loved that I didn’t have to stand in line at the bodega and 
could just hold up my purchase, leave the money on the counter 
and walk out the door bypassing the queue—the change was not as 
valuable as my time to wait for it. I memorized my subway schedule 
so I knew exactly when to arrive to walk straight on to the train and 
exactly which car door to be at to connect directly to my next train 

without ever having to wait. I never attended Shakespeare in the 
Park, a live taping of SNL, or free music festivals because I didn’t 
possess the patience to wait in line with my friends. If I was waiting, 
I was wasting valuable time that could otherwise have been spent 
being productive on all there is I wanted to achieve in life.

Patience was foreign to me, and oh là là little did I know before 
arriving, patience is the way of life in Provence. New to town, I ran 
down to the farm stand, Caillebotte, in the center of my village 
to grab some things for dinner. I looked inside at the long line 
and thought, “This is going to take forever.” But I had no choice, 
I needed food. I stood at the back and watched in total amazement 
as Benoît would stop to chat with every single patron after he 
rang them up, standing with a look of amusement on his face, 
hands on his hip, not a care in the world there were other people 
waiting. And everyone seemed to be perfectly fine waiting! I was 
the only person in line fidgeting and squirming like a kid needing 
to pee. And it wasn’t just buying groceries, I took a dress to the 
dry cleaners and she tells me this one piece of clothing would be 
ready a week later. “A week?” I replied with my eyebrows raised, 
“You mean you don’t do same-day service?” “Non, madame.” she 
says cutely in reply as if she thought I was making a joke.

I come face to face with patience over and over again. In line each 
time at the bakery. At a restaurant waiting to order. You can’t grab 
a quick bite in France. You really have to wait for the waiter to be 
ready for you, not the other way around. The few times I’ve flagged 
one down to place an order they’ve said, “J’arrive,” And then they 
come back when they are ready to serve you. Packages can take 
weeks, months, to arrive. Doing the laundry and hanging it piece 
by piece to dry, waiting for it to dry, waiting for it to dry again when 
a surprise rain shower came. Waiting in line at the market for the 
vendor to serve you as he chats with regular customers. I mean, 
even waiting for foods or flowers to come back into season takes 
patience! Going to the dentist, before any work could be done he 
first scheduled a meet-and-greet to get acquainted with each other. 
For free! The French just sort of accept that things take time, and 
they choose to take their time.
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I am forced into their rhythm. There is no other way. I begin to 
feel my brain rewiring its known form of expectations. Instead of 
always playing catch-up in the form of rushing or say, waiting until 
I need a dress dry cleaned to take care of it and making that rush 
somebody else’s problem, I started thinking differently. I began to 
plan ahead for patience. The difference is not in the amount of time 
it takes them to press a dress, the difference was in my mindset.

“What can I do about this?” I wondered because the French will 
not be rushed. I realized in being impatient I was only living in the 
future—where I needed to go next, or do next. So I focused on 
simply becoming present. I did this by utilizing all of my senses. 
If I’m waiting in line for the Fromager at the Saturday morning 
market I move through everything I can sense. The light reflecting 
off the building that bounces back over the selection of soft goat 
cheeses illuminating them so beautifully. The smell in the air of 
nearby cafe food. I listen to the French conversations muffled 
over the distant sound of street musicians. I reach into my market 
basket and pull out an apricot, feeling it’s delicate skin, admiring 
its orange-pink ombre, tasting it’s sweetness. And just like that, it’s 
my turn, and the moment of pause was completely pleasurable. 
The appreciation I feel in my heart for the everyday beauty of life 
now noticed and noted mindfully provides me with happiness for 
the moment, for this place, and these people. I began to do this 
with everything I do. When I hang laundry I smell the linens, 
I pay attention to the way the cool damp texture feels in my 
hands, the sound as I shake them out to hang them up, and the 
way the light looks racking across it all. The same goes for cooking. 
I’ll never use a garlic press to speed things up—I now enjoy the ritual 
of smashing, peeling and slicing releasing a perfume of Provence 
and of comfort. It doesn’t really take that much longer anyway. 
Which makes me wonder, how much time are we really saving with 
these shortcuts, with rushing through work and by people anyway? 
Why not just learn to enjoy it—even the mundane tasks?

One day, standing in line again at Caillebotte when it was 
my turn, Benoît spoke to me for the first time in English while 
finishing ringing me up, “Where are you from?” We paused and 
had a short conversation, never-minding to rush for the people 

waiting. It was nice, I felt seen in a way, it was humanizing. I’ve 
enjoyed our conversations since. In fact, I’ve learned a lot from the 
French in these little exchanges from recipes to cultural mindsets 
and language. But mostly, taking the time just makes you feel more 
alive and more appreciative of each other and that day.

My photography became directly impacted by my rewiring of 
patience. I started to be patient in every aspect of my practice. Wait 
for the light of day, wait for the right clouds, wait for the perfect 
sunset, wait through long exposure times, wait for the butterfly, 
wait for the flowers in the garden to bloom, wait for the season 
to come back again. My photographic process in and of itself is 
nothing but a meditative state of patience now. Slowly building 
toward one photograph, not in a rush, fully engaged with all my 
senses, one intentional decision at a time. I have never taken so 
much time in my life and I do not miss the feeling of stress that 
rushing impatiently caused me.

I came down to the garden one morning to water my roses 
only to discover two baby birds had appeared. They were old 
enough to fly but still young enough to be fed by their mother. 
I had a bunch to do that day but they were so darling I just wanted 
to watch them for a while hop around with their baby fuzz 
poking out beneath their feathered wings squeaking for mama. 
They seemed comfortable around me, and after some time had 
passed, they allowed me to come very close to them. Not really 
caring anymore about all the things I “should” be doing, I reached 
my finger out to offer one of the baby birds and she hopped right 
on. I couldn’t believe it. We walked around the garden together 
looking at all my summer flowers I had spent months growing 
and was so very proud to show off. We spent the entire morning 
together just hanging out, getting to know each other. When 
I went inside to work, the bird started tapping on my window. 
I dropped everything and said, “Ok my babies, let’s play together.” 
It was this perfectly magical day, one that stands out as one of the 
best days of my life. An experience I might have missed out on if 
I hadn’t learned patience in Provence—patience to grow and care 
for a garden, patience to sit for hours with the birds, patience that 
the day’s work will still get done tomorrow.
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ANCIENT H ISTORY

I walked slowly up the cobblestone path, little green grasses 
poking between the ancient, smooth, stone cracks. Romans 

built these steps. I try to imagine their sandaled feet and the 
animals that they would have been walking alongside. Wanting to 
enrich my knowledge of the history of Provence, I was meeting a 
historic preservationist and archeologist, Jean Pierre Soalhat, that 
summer afternoon. He is French but he looks like Sir Anthony 
Hopkins with the spirit of Indiana Jones. We both share a passion 
for walking and he tells me when he was a young man he walked 
the Sahara Desert in Africa “just to do it.” I can tell he is a unique 
soul. His wedding band is verdigris and like nothing I’ve ever seen 
on a man before. Of course, I ask about it. He tells me, “I walk the 
forests around here a lot. I’m always finding old artifacts to bring 
home, mostly Roman, or Greek, but also some tribal pottery, or 
military pieces from the wars. One day I spotted a small ring at the 
base of a tree. Just below the surface were many more just the same. 
It was an ancient wishing tree and these small metal rings were used 
as offerings.” That ring is what would become his wedding band.

We continue to walk up, and up, and up. As we wind our way 
through the village of Lacoste he points out things you might 
not ever notice, evidence of previous lives, right under your nose. 
“See that large stone amongst the cobblestones, that is an old grave, 
see the marking? And look there, this used to be a door. Once upon 
a time, where you are standing in the street would have been the 
home and where the home is was originally the path.” We go inside 
one of the old caves he excavated. It’s dark and he lights a match, 
walking over to a small notch in the wall which immediately reflects 
the light back, illuminating the room. “This is where they would 
put the one candle at night to light the home.” He tells me. It was 
so simple, so efficient, and so incredible. “In the day the animals 
grazed in the pastures of the valley and at night, they would bring 
them up to the stone cave village and into their homes to not 
only protect the animals but to also provide a source of heat.” 
The home consisted of two to three small, dark, rooms with a 
carved stone cistern for rainwater or homemade wine.

Later that day, I pay a visit to Jean Pierre’s home in another 
nearby hilltop village of Caseneuve. He shows me his artist atelier 
where he creates Roman-style mosaic works of art, sometimes 

incorporating pieces of pottery or metals he finds foraging the 
landscape. He pats a large stone on the wall, “Someone is buried 
here,” he tells me. “What?” I replied. “Yes, centuries ago when the 
city was under siege and villagers could not leave the walled gates, 
they had nowhere to bury their dead because it is all stone ground 
here. No soft earth. So, they had to bury them in the walls.” 
“Wow!” I replied. “And you are ok with that in your wall?” I asked 
him. He was, in fact, being an archeologist, it thrilled him.

I think about Jean Pierre’s life of uncovering Provence’s secrets 
we all walk around so blind to, how much discovery is hidden in 
plain sight. How he finds these stories and artifacts that interest 
him and then brings them back to his studio to create art. I took 
that walk with Jean Pierre before I ever moved to Provence, when 
I was just visiting and falling in love at first sight. I didn’t think, 
“I should move here,” back then, all those years ago, but something 
about that man’s lifestyle spoke to me. It was driven by his passions, 
his freedom to explore those passions and his creative freedom to 
make something with those passions. It was a humble life, but it 
was so very full and rich. He possessed a richness and contentment 
I had never seen in any man like that before. After that trip I 
returned to New York with an old coin Jean Pierre had given to 
me. An artifact of a place in history, sure, but more importantly, 
of our day together. Life as I knew it beat on for some years before 
my epiphany that would bring me back to this place that haunted 
my soul.

Many years later since our afternoon together, I ran into Jean 
Pierre at a party back in Lacoste. He was there with his grandson 
and I was there with Eloise. We greeted each other warmly, like 
old friends, and he didn’t need to ask me how life was, Eloise and 
the smile on my face said it all. On the way home that evening 
I reminisced and realized, everything I had admired in him, 
how passionate he was and the way in which he lived so authentically 
and freely, were all the things I was longing for in my own life. 
I recognized it in him, but like the hidden artifacts in village walls, 
I didn’t know it was buried within me too. Everything I had ever 
desired was always just right there in front of my very eyes. I guess, 
it just took an archeologist to point it out.
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RITUALS

“ I n Paris, we kiss on the right side first,” I was corrected 
when meeting up with some friends in the Marais at Le 

Mary Celeste. “You’ve been living in Provence for too long,” he 
said with a smirk. You can always count on the French to correct 
you on all things French. Kissing on what side and for how many 
times is regional in France, pronunciation is up for correction 
on everything, what you should eat for Christmas (oysters, 
fois gras, champagne), versus Easter (lamb, peas, baby carrots, 
chocolates) and when it’s appropriate to go from vous (formal) 
to tu (informal) amongst acquaintances. I’ve had full length 
conversations with French people on when the appropriate time 
is each day to open and close your shutters. You must always use 
your greetings, bonjour and au revoir, from the dress shopkeeper 
to the farm stand, the bus driver, or server at a restaurant. 
Anytime you come face to face with a human. You also, always, 
use s’il vous plaît and merci before and after any interaction. 
French rituals are protected as a form of human rights and personal 
dignity and this culture is rich in rituals. I do my best to acclimate 
and assimilate, ready to discover what could be learned by adapting 
to the best of my American ability.

Despite living my day to day in fluidity, personal rituals began 
to take shape as I start to find my rhythm here in Provence. I begin 
grocery shopping daily. Buying only what I need that day based on 
what is available and what I feel like eating in that moment. I don’t 
stockpile or store, it’s all based on the requirements of the day. 
This daily ritual is extremely pleasurable not only in community 
interaction, being present in the day, but in moments that can 
bring me inspiration or curiosity. The ritual also forces me to 
multiple stops around town where I can practice the customary 
French cultural rituals of bonjour and merci, s’il vous plait, and au 
revoir ad nauseam. I’m uncomfortable at first; it feels cliché. Am I 
being cliché? I hang back by the tapenade jars pretending to read 
the fine print waiting and watching as locals come and go and what 
their interactions are like. Alright, no, it’s not cliché, they all do it, 
all the time. They also carry their baguettes home under their arm, 
just as you’d imagine, another classic cultural daily ritual. In fact, 
as per my observations, on Sundays they have an arm full of ten or 
more baguettes to tote home! Why? Why so much bread? What are 
they doing with this? I have yet to figure that one out.

Saturdays, for me, are for croissants. A ritual even Eloise is 

aware of. “Croissant Samedi?” she asks when she first awakens. 
“Mais oui,” I reply. And everyone in town knows it too, especially 
the woman standing behind the bakery counter of Le Saint 
Pierre whose hand begins to hover over the tray of croissants in 
anticipation to fill the order of our weekly ritual. Hot baguettes 
from Au Pierrot Blanc bakery every Sunday morning are 
immediately consumed with crème fraîche. I look forward to these 
moments, I feel satisfaction and pleasure. Bike riding and picnics 
emerge as weekly rituals, and of course, my slow roast chicken. 
Walking becomes an important ritual in my life in France, 
arguably, the one that has the greatest impact on my life and in 
my work. It’s funny, I would walk between seven and ten miles 
a day in New York, always choosing to walk (rather quickly) 
between destinations over taking a car or subway because I loved 
to watch the city, but it was always external, never internalizing 
what I was observing. It didn’t change me, it only entertained me. 
In Provence, it became ritualistic and deeply spiritual.

My work here in France also transcended into something 
ritualistic and deeply spiritual. The soul gravity to my daily ritual 
is centered around the one photograph I will create. Everything 
orbits around that sun. The photograph, is in turn, dictated by 
the presence of the day—the light, the air, the weather, the season, 
the discovery, the emotion, the idea, the community interactions. 
I do not try to force a photograph to be anything other than 
what was present to me on that day. Some days are spectacular. 
Somedays, I can find myself doing a mundane task like taking out 
the trash and spot a large black carpenter bee with glittering bright 
blue wings in constant motion, so big and heavy even in the sound, 
you’re amazed something so papery could keep him suspended in 
the air. You watch him buzz around the flowers and right there, 
your creative day begins. Right there, I know what I need to focus 
on. I bring this observation back into my studio, and it’s not unlike 
a little shine toward nature’s abundance that I’m kneeling at when 
I begin to work—sitting on a low stockpot on the floor. I take the 
chaos of nature to my alter, create order out of it, and then sweep 
it back into the chaos of nature. The precious objects that I keep 
around in my studio are like my own version of relics, my form 
of religious artifacts of nature and her creativity, evidence of my 
daily rituals and the pleasure those mindful repetitions have had 
on my life.
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WHITE BEAN AND TUSCAN KALE SOUP / 
SOUPE DE HARICOTS BLANCS ET CHOUX 

KALE DE TOSCANE

W hen the weather starts turning and the autumn nights become cool, a cozy soup 
filling your house with the smell of garlic and onions cooking is perhaps the 

most comfort that can come from a kitchen. I begin making this soup at the start of the 
season with fresh beans and carry it throughout autumn and winter until the kale is over 
replacing fresh beans for dry soaked. The key to success in this recipe is the parmesan rind. 
You can throw this together quickly in the evening using canned beans, however, you get 
the best flavor when you make your own stock. This soup tastes even better on day two 
which makes it really great for a dinner party. You can make it the day before and then just 
toast up some sourdough and reheat before your guests arrive for a no stress gathering. 
I buy a local butcher’s sausage mixed with garlic and herbs. A spicy sausage is divine for 
this recipe, otherwise I add an extra pinch of red pepper flakes when using a not spicy 
variety. If you don’t have time to soak dried beans overnight, you can simmer a pot of 
beans on the stove in salted water with a bay leaf and a few peppercorns for a couple of 
hours until tender. If you have even less time, you can use a 12-ounce can of white beans, 
drained and rinsed.

Serves 4

extra-virgin olive oil

1 large onion diced

1 to 5 cloves garlic, 
depending on your taste, 

sliced thinly or minced

1/2 pound (.250kg) pork sausage, 
casings removed

1 to 2 pinches red pepper flakes

1 to 2 cups vermouth 
or white wine

one 20- to 24-ounce (600g) jar or 
can whole tomatoes, with juices

1 large bunch kale, center ribs 
and stems removed, coarsely 

chopped or torn into pieces

1 pound (500g) or 
about two large handfuls fresh 
cannellini beans or coco rouge 
in the shell, or 1 to 2 cups dried 
white beans, soaked overnight 

in salted water

64 ounces (2 liters) chicken 
stock, preferably homemade

leftover Parmigiano-Reggiano 
rind, 2 to 4 inches long

Parmigiano-Reggiano, 
for shavings

fresh parsley to finish

freshly ground black pepper

In a heavy stock pot over medium-low heat, swirl a drizzle of olive oil around two 
turns, then add the onion and garlic. Cook, stirring, until translucent and starting to 
brown, 3 to 5 minutes. Remove from the pot and turn the heat up to medium-high. 
Add a splash more olive oil and the sausage and cook, breaking it up into small bite-
size pieces until you begin to see crispy bits. Depending on how spicy you like it, 
add a pinch or two red pepper flakes half way through the browning. The meat does 
not have to be cooked completely though, we are looking to get color and crispy crust 
for flavoring.

Add the onion and garlic and any juices back to the pot with the sausage and deglaze 
with the vermouth or white wine, two swirls worth around the pot of pouring. 
Add the tomatoes and juices, breaking the tomatoes up into bite-size pieces. 
Add the kale, tossing until wilted, about 2 mins. Add the shelled white beans and 
toss to combine.

Fill the pot with chicken stock, stir together, and bring to a low simmer. The most 
important step when adding the stock is dropping in a Parmigiano-Reggiano 
rind. Simmer for 30 minutes. Add fleur de sel to taste. Serve with thick shavings of 
Parmigiano-Reggiano, fresh parsley, and cracked black pepper to garnish.
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GOAT CHEESE-STUFFED SQUASH BLOSSOMS / 
FLEURS DE COURGETTES FARCI  AU CHÈVRE

I t was the height of spring, and everything seemed to be in blossom, even the food! 
I met my friend Jane at a farm outside Saint-Rémy-de-Provence. She was teaching a 

cooking class that day, and first on the menu was her newly perfected recipe of fresh goat 
cheese-stuffed squash blossoms. I asked her if I could tag along and she replied, “Only if 
you wouldn’t mind meeting me early in the morning to pick the blossoms fresh when they 
are still open.” Farm to table, so they say.

It was raining that day and we sloshed through the mud of the farm into the green-
house where rows and rows of beautifully growing yellow-and-green squash were being 
harvested. “Take as many flowers as you’d like,” Philippe, the farmer, said in his knee-high 
gardening boots. Jane and I wandered down the rows, peering into the blossoms, most of 
which were busy entertaining bees, and began to fill up her wicker basket. She likes to cut 
the blossoms attached to the baby sized courgettes, zucchinis, which cook quickly enough 
with the flower to become tender. With a triple kiss to the farmer, we departed back to 
Jane’s kitchen for class to begin.

As with most Provençal cooking, everything is done by hand, by touch and feel, 
and without measurements. As she stuffs fresh, locally-made goat cheese (she picked-up 
that morning at the market) into the squash blossom, Jane tells the class, “Learn how to 
work with a few simple ingredients, it takes all the stress out of cooking.”

For the Tempura Batter
1 cup (140g) all-purpose flour

1 cup (25cl) sparkling water 
(you can also use beer, it just 

needs to be a bubbly liquid)

1 teaspoon fleur de sel

For the Toppings 
and Vinaigrette

1 tablespoon (14ml) curry powder

1/4 cup (32g) pine nuts

1/2 cup raspberry vinegar

1/4 cup extra-virgin olive oil

2 teaspoons strong honey

For Stuffing the Blossoms
1/2 cup (75g) young, soft goat 

cheese or ricotta

freshly ground black pepper

1 pinch dried herbes de Provence

12 zucchini blossoms

safflower oil or other neutral 
cooking oil for frying

For the tempura batter:
In a bowl, whisk together the flour, sparkling water, and fleur de sel and let it rest in 
the refrigerator until you are ready to use it, at least 5 to 10 minutes or up to a day in 
advance.

To prep the toppings:
In a dry skillet over medium-high heat, toast the curry powder, stirring, until 
fragrant, 2 to 3 minutes. Set aside. Roast the pine nuts in the same skillet, stirring, 
until golden-brown, 3 to 4 minutes more. Set aside. In a small bowl, combine the 
raspberry vinegar, olive oil, and honey with a whisk to make a vinaigrette.

For stuffing and cooking the blossoms:
In a small bowl, mix together the goat cheese, black pepper, and herbs de Provence. 
Gently spoon in a small dollop of the cheese mixture inside the blossoms (with the 
baby zucchini still attached or not), carefully opening the petals and checking to see 
if there are any remaining bugs inside first. Close them back up around the cheese to 
create a neat little package. Don’t worry if a petal tears, the batter will seal it back up.

To a large pot over high heat, pour in 3 or 4 inches of oil and heat until it is nearly 
smoking. Coat the zucchini flowers in the tempura batter and drain off the excess. 
Gently place the blossoms into the hot oil to fry until golden brown, about 2 minutes 
on each side. Remove with tongs or a slotted spoon onto paper towels to absorb any 
excess oil. Serve right away with a sprinkle of the toasted curry powder, a scattering of 
roasted pine nuts, and the vinaigrette for dipping.

Recipe from Jane Satow
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WHITE BEAN SALAD / 
SALADE DE HARICOTS BLANCS

W hen I was a child in Texas, I remember harvesting beans from my grandmother’s 
garden then sitting together around the dining room table, shucking them into 

a bowl. A task most of us are too much in a hurry to do these days and opt for the store-
bought, pre-soaked cans, ready to consume. I know this, because I was one of those people 
too busy for more work to do. One market day scattered loosely on a big pile across a 
bright blue printed table cloth, I spotted the most beautiful bright pink and white bean 
pods. Ah, coco rouge et blanc (cranberry beans)! I grab a few handfuls and make my way 
home. Sitting in the garden, I begin shelling the pods. One at a time, rhythmically. I loved 
the sensation of the textures between my fingers—the earthy raw scent, the seemingly 
abstractly painted wild pink veins as unique as snowflakes to each pod, and the feeling of 
freshness. They felt alive and in turn, it made me feel alive. I took the time and watched 
my fingers at work, I saw my grandmother’s hands in my memory across the table from 
me and in the end was given so much more than just beans to eat—I received nourishment 
in my soul.

I asked the farmer directly how to prepare the beans fresh and she gave me a few very 
simple steps to make a super healthy and delicious bean salad—perfect and versatile in the 
summer months.

2 pounds (1kg) fresh cranberry 
beans (coco rouge et blanc)

3 cloves garlic

1/4 cup extra-virgin olive oil, plus 
extra drizzle for finishing

1 teaspoon red pepper flakes

1 shallot (1/2 if on the large side), 
finely minced

12 cherry tomatoes,
cut in quarters

1/2 to 1 whole lemon, to taste, or
other acid of choice

5 to 10 fresh basil leaves,
finely sliced

fleur de sel

freshly ground black pepper

Set a pot of water to boil on the stove while you shuck the fresh beans. Once boiling, 
add the cranberry beans and cook until tender, about 20 minutes. Do not overcook 
into a mushy texture, the beans should be slightly al dente.

While the beans are cooking, smash the garlic until just falling apart. Warm the olive 
oil and red pepper flakes in a sauté pan over medium-high heat. Add the garlic and 
cook, stirring. When the garlic begins to simmer, add the shallot. Using the back of a 
wooden spoon, break up the garlic while it cooks. Once the garlic and shallot begin 
to lightly brown, about 2 minutes, turn off the heat and set aside until the beans are 
finished.

Strain the beans and toss in the sauté pan with the garlic, shallot, and red pepper 
flakes to combine. Transfer to a serving bowl and mix in the tomatoes, lemon 
juice, basil, and fleur de sel and freshly ground black pepper to taste. If you wish to 
incorporate it into a salad, let the beans cool before mixing in the greens.

Sometimes when it’s very hot in summer, I omit the sautéing step and just strain the 
cooked beans into a bowl with the raw minced garlic, followed by the herb, acid, olive 
oil, and fleur de sel. The salad can be served warm or cold, as a side dish, mixed with 
lettuce as a salad or on toast as a tartine. You can even serve it as an apero alongside 
some crackers or crusty toast points. It also works great to serve under a whole fish, 
or when served warmed, with a roasted meat.
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ASPARAGUS QUICHE / 
QUICHE AUX ASPERGES

W hat truffles are to winter, asparagus is for spring. From the underground ones 
that stay white from never having touched the light to the variety of sizes that 

come in shades of green, my favorite are the young spring asparagus–very long and thin 
with wispy tops and a delicate texture. 

My friend Bia invited me over to lunch on the terrace at her place in Gordes. Gordes 
is quite fancy with breathtaking views and stunning hilltop architecture, where the rich 
often come to play. She had a quiche in the oven and a recently broken heart, which over 
a bottle of rosé, we began to discuss. “Frenchmen like too much drama, they need too 
much tension to be happy,” Bia, a native Brazilian, confided in me. I asked her if she would 
ever move back to Brazil. “No, I am free here. I can hang out with people of all types—
no matter their age or wealth or nationality—and we can just enjoy the things we like 
together. In Brazil, I was only ever around people who were the same as me--–who looked 
like me, talked like me, had the same education and place in life. In France, everything is 
so diverse, so different.” Bia knew zero French when she moved here but learned within 
one year of working in a Michelin-Star kitchen in Paris. Oh, and having French boyfriend 
helped as well. The quiche was served, warm against the cool outdoor breeze. Creamy but 
airy, light and crispy, filling and comforting, especially for a broken heart.

For the Crust 
(for an 8-inch (20cm) 

round pie pan) 
1/2 cup (100g) unsalted butter, 

cold

 1 cup (200g) all-purpose flour 

1 teaspoon (4g) fleur de sel 

1 teaspoon (5g) dried thyme 

1/3 cup (50g) cold water 

For the Filling and to 
Finish 

300g (1 1/4 cups) chopped 
asparagus

 4 to 8 asparagus spears 

3 large eggs 

1 cup (200g) heavy cream 

1/4 cup (60g) grated 
Parmigiano-Reggiano

 fleur de sel and freshly ground 
black pepper 

fresh thyme blossoms 

Maldon sea salt

Begin making the crust: 
Cut the butter into small cubes and in a bowl with your hands (or in a mixer set 
with hook attachment), mix with the flour, fleur de sel, and thyme until you have a 
sandy texture. Incorporate the cold water, mixing all together until the dough forms 
a uniform ball. Cover with plastic and let rest in the refrigerator for 30 minutes while 
you prepare the filling. 

For the filling: 
Bring a pot of water to a boil to cook the asparagus. Peel the asparagus, cutting off 
the withe (the root end of the stalk) about an inch or two. Add the asparagus to the 
boiling water and cook for 3 minutes. Transfer the asparagus to ice cold water to cool 
down quickly. Cut the asparagus in 1 1/2-inch (4cm) pieces, saving some whole spears 
for decoration atop of the quiche. If they are thin, you can save eight, and if they are 
thick, save four and slice in half, lengthwise. In a bowl, mix together the eggs, heavy 
cream, Parmigiano-Reggiano, and fleur de sel and black pepper to taste. 

Recipe from Bia Szasz

recipe continues...
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...continued from previous page Using a lightly-floured rolling pin, roll the dough in a circle about 12 inches 
(30cm). Place the crust in a round 8-inch pie pan, leaving the sides uncut and rustic. 
Put the crust back in the refrigerator for another 30 minutes. Preheat the oven 
to 350°F (180°C). 

Remove the crust from the refrigerator, line with parchment paper, add some 
weights (or dried beans) inside the pan and precook the crust by itself for 12 minutes. 
Remove and let cool to slightly warm as to not cook the egg mixture when added. 

Place the cooked asparagus at the bottom of the precooked crust, then cover with the 
egg mixture. On the top, decorate the quiche with the full asparagus spears. Bake for 
about 25 minutes, then turn off the oven and let the quiche rest for 5 more minutes 
inside before opening the oven door. 

Decorate the top with fresh thyme blossoms and Maldon sea salt and enjoy with a 
glass of rosé !
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PHOTOGRAPHY TUTORIAL :  POST PRODUCTION

Basic Approach to Digital Editing

T here are the “Rules of Photography” which are, really, no rules. This is also how I approach my digital 
post production editing. You “should,” so they say, edit on a high resolution display in a dark room 

with an air filtration system using a Wacom tablet, so they say. I, on the other hand, edit on my laptop using 
the built in trackpad (no mouse) at the marble kitchen table that wobbles (if I don’t put my computer in 
just the right spot) and prefer not updating to the newest software because I don’t like wasting time figuring 
out where they moved my favorite tools to. You find your preference to approach by doing-don’t let it be 
defined by industry standards. The most important approach to digital content post-production is in the 
organization. Here is the simple and highly efficient way I organize my files.

1. Start by creating a folder for the current year. Within that folder, add, by number, each of the twelve 
months. All content created in April, for example, will go in the “04” folder in that year of creation. 
This way of organizing makes it incredibly easy to locate work in the future when editorial outlets, exhibi-
tions, publications reach out requesting imagery-or you yourself are organizing content for shows, products, 
or books. I can quickly pull all high-resolution edited photos of spring still lives with peonies across a variety 
of years in a matter of seconds. Or, for example, a magazine is requesting landscapes of Provence in spring, 
I know to look through each year’s 03, 04, and 05 folders for subject matter with “landscape” to pull options.
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2. Within each month’s folder, each time I download from my camera card I will organize all content 
separately into subject folders within that month. For example, I shoot a self portrait in a field of lavender in 
June, I will add a folder within “06” called “Self Portrait Lavender.” If I shoot other content on the same card 
of a different subject matter, they get organized in their own folders within the month of June content. “Still 
Life with Tulips,” “Landscape Bonnieux,” “Wild Irises Gordes,” are a few examples within my June folder of 
this particular year. All self-portraits are always titled first “Self Portrait” followed by a key descriptive word 
that will remind me of the subject matter. “Self Portrait in a Summer Garden,” “Self Portrait Poppies,” “Self 
Portrait with Garden Birds,” for example. Same with any time I create a still life. All still life folder names 
begin with “Still Life” followed by a key descriptive term, “Still Life Bread” “Still Life Summer Tomatoes” 
“Still Life White Cosmos.” Within each subject’s folder, once I begin to edit the images, I will create an 
“Edited” folder to save separately edited images from the raw files. The edited folder will contain unflattened 
TIFF, PSD or PSB files. Nested in the edited folder will be a “Flattened” folder which holds the flattened 
high resolution TIFF. The final folder I always call “Post” contains the edited photograph sized for web-
resolution and saved as a JPG ready for sharing or “posting.”

3. Like Russian nesting dolls: First folder, by year. Second folder, by month. Third folder, by subject. Fourth 
folder, for the edited, non-flattened, working files. Fifth folder for the full-resolution flattened TIFF and six 
and final folder, web resolution jpegs for emailing or sharing to social media.

AAIP-Preorder-PDF.indd   52AAIP-Preorder-PDF.indd   52 2022-04-06   2:48 PM2022-04-06   2:48 PM



A N  A M E R I CA N  I N  P R OV E N C E

53

4. The editing programs I prefer are Adobe Bridge for organization and making my image selection in order 
to edit, and Photoshop for post production retouching. I use Photoshop raw for all corrections relating 
to color temperature, contrast, highlights, shadows, color grading, curves, dodging, burning, and color 
filtration. I use Photoshop, working in layers, for multiple photograph “plating,” as I call it, when I build 
together one master work from multiple photographic plates. Most photographs I create are composites, 
a style I began working with in Provence first through my double portraits and later to build more depth 
into scenes by adding layers of elements. I do all of my compositing before I do traditional photographic 
retouching and color corrections.
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5. Archiving is the final component of digital processing. In any given year I work with the current month 
directly on my laptop storage. Once the month is completed, I use the program “Carbon Copy Cloner” to 
mirror the month’s content onto a network attached storage (NAS) hard drive where the rest of the year is 
previously archived and automatically mirrored through a RAID 1 configuration. That master hard drive is 
then routinely cloned to an external USB hard drive to keep off site for further security. Once I’ve completed 
projects from that month I delete it off my laptop and start with a fresh empty folder for the start of a new 
month of creation. I keep flattened full resolution TIFFs online, using Dropbox, organized the same way by 
year and month as a 4th cloud-based backup.

Being organized is part of the job of photography and the little amount of effort it takes to turn this system 
into a mindless habit is well worth the amount of time it saves you in the future as you build upon your work 
and take advantage of unknown opportunities that come your way.
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