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THE FRENCH CON\IECTION

LONG THE POSTER GIRL FOR ARTISANAL MEATS, ARTANE DAGUIN IS TURNING THE
OZARKS INTO ACORNER OF GASCONY, ONE PIG FARM AT ATIME. BY MICHAEL SANDERS

hen I first mvet Ariane Daguin, P'm sure | had a big
smile on my face. | don’t know what I'd expected
the owner of the D'Artagnan specialiy-foods
oompany to losiak like, bian the s1x- F!h = r'-|| I.Hr'l.'
haired dynamo in pink dogs, tghteranbery huerd
jeans, mauey Flowers |'|r|11.l blouse, and flowing scarf who was
waiting for me at the 34, Lows anepaort was certainly @ weeome
sight. As we headed towand the rental car, she introduced herself
in an aceent 35 redolent of rural Fronce as one of D*Aciagnan®s
duck-lTver nosses, Fi" i"F vz i|.|||n| essivm she'd been in America
thiree weeks rather than the theee decades that kave passed sinee
her days as ar au pair and political science major =t Barnanl.
The part of Daguoin's story that many of us knoaw began in
1984, when rwo men with a foie gras—one they had produced
ot their Hudson Valley tarm wialked into the Manhartan
charcurerie whene she then worked., “Ie booked like the first foie
gras in America, an important moment!” Daguin wold me baer,
explaining why she had quit her job, found a parmer, cashed in
her savings, and started her company with Commonwealth
Farms foic gras as its firse, exclusive produce. Thus was born
[¥YArtagnan, which soon offered exotic gaine birds and organic
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poultry. and then venison, rabbit, lamb, beef, and nearly any
ather meat a |_'|'|u-'|'|n1-_;]1.'r want to shake a eleaver at; wikl mush-
roomms, truffles, and forsged greens werent far behind, For
mearly 15 vears, the company has been ot the forefront of the
artisanal-food movement we now take for granted.

Daguin and | were headed west, to central Missouri’s Osage
County, toexplore another side of her story: some very spocial
pigrs and Huss Boroier, o of the Farimers wilws raise them. Kre-
mer leads the Missouri Farmers’ Unjan, 4 eoesperative that
Daguin has helped grow into o trested, sessinshle supplier of
heirloam pork, prticulardy the much-prized Berkshire hreed

| }JH'u in has nuriared ma ny il ler iern {meers Frowm thie g:‘l’“lll'il
upy, inspiresd by practices she first encoantered in her native
Gascony, There, chefs work hand i hand with small groups af
laeal '|-J..'II1I!F"|.."¢'|IIlI fiowcms o a ﬂn!'.".h.' Iype of animal in oeder to
produce the highest quality. This business model i based Lirge-
Iy on a chose relationship: 'Arragnan and the Farmers” Union,
for example, are interdependen, their identities and their rep-
wtatbons ticd up vogether in one authenne package.

As the gently undalaning, nearly treeless expanse of eastern
Miszouri redled pase, Daguin clked abour ber youcly, growing



O S gl 8 for cnd: Indgised n part I‘.“_r e Gascon Kusketeer DYARaEnan, Daguen workes wilh producers, whd ang cammitted bo eir mma&

ip in and aroumd Hotel de France, her fmily" Aol tao-atar
inm andl restaurant in Aach “Tt was like Eblsise ot The Plaiea,”
she said with her trademark deep.throated chuckle. *For our
after-schood snack, we'd po into the gerde- mrager and rad it, cot
picees from the hanging semsicrars and hams, eat the prume-and-
Armagnac ice cream.” At Eloise’s wender age, however, Daguin
was boning ducksand making pdcés and werrines in the kinchen,
absorbing lessons both practical and philosophical from the
chef, her Bather, Amdré {see “Commles in Arms,” page 1641
“What my father gave me,” she sand, “is what vou do in the
wiall fegrans of Fronoe, Yoaire I.'l."\.FH:II!'-Jll\!-L'il.II: the whode animal.
bt h] .:5:-:|-c||.| chief 1% nog ane who can oook with lodster or foie gras,
buat ane whe can cake 20 r|1|.l|:|||rt|£ from nature and make gluul
il THER ith .I|]I|!|.]:\Juh a I||.|.|._r.'|.Iu'II|.||.|'-|. Chels wang only ohe
noblk cuts and not the e -.--:.| umorous neck o rump, she clabo-
rated. “Ar [FAr TOETAN, ur |..|-| is to balance that, to be creative
om the retail gide, finding outlets for those pieces the restanrants
don't want anid cosling np new products that use them,®
Dhagruin abs attritiares her success, and her taste for the msk
jedicsously taken, to the begacy of that most dashing Muskeeer,
D*Artaenan. “In Gascony, we all think we're descenidants of
[¥Artagnan,” she il me, “He had panache, chivalry, layalty
king, queen, and friends, IF vow want to show the worlild vou are
warthy of being in it, you |i1.1l'.-::.n-|r meark. Y hen |!H=1I_|!|'|I it

fin partaer Ehree vears ago, it was 3 [PAragnan thing.” That
partper, George Faison, had abroaptly invoked the company's
so=called shatgon clavse, by which he wonld buy her ont unless

'\-I'II.' I'-e-unnl a :'lll.';il.'l' LE] IH.I:l'hI'\ '|G|'I:1l."'|.' Y 1r!'||n a ||||1|ru|. time !‘I|1I1Il\.'

] 1"‘\{:; LJT ] H SI_ID{.J I'{ her head as she related

the story, saving, ke restaurant was part of the reason why
Creomge acted,” ralking of the company™ eponymous midiowe
Manhattan astra, which ape ned in 2001 and closed in 2004, ©1
spent a lisg af trove and ENETEY there lor no reason—it fever
|1u-:|-='|:|1|-1|.¢_':r. not o dodlar, Flie resepced the faet chat ©dicn't !.:i1-1:
iy hamlred percent o the whalesale bubness.” YWas she per-
Iu|,|-. @ baic blimd o hiis needs? = To me, che restaurant was so
satisiving,” she replicd. “In wholesale, theres alwavs somchody
between us and che consumer. ltwas fun o make people hap]n
and | was missing iv." Faisomn, as an investor, spparently found
it less =0, “There were differences in style amd direction with
the company, and i waset tenahle for the two of us,” he said
“The fact chat & dicl tarn ous the way it did was goax] for both
ofus” Just a4 the Musketeer DMArtagnan never shied away fram
a |'15_;|'|r, Sib |.h_|;|.|| n ibecided o answer Faison's thIh'n_un.' with an
effer of her oan, 1A rtagman 15 my life™1 ]'.1|_z1|||.n comirneel, “As
misch my baby 35 my child, Alix, is my baby. Thisis what | am.”
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That child, now 20 and a junior in the Cornell School of Hotel
Administration, had expressed an interest in D'Artagnan, too
anather reason her mother persevered, finding a sympathetic
French bank and walking away as the sole proprictor.

Which brings us to the pigs. Daguin wanted toshow me her
vison of 3 sustatinahble end humane |:|'|:|d1.l-|:1:1'. the kind shis lewes
wnrl;ln.g: with and whoie end pmdn:l i hiﬁh]r valwed. The re-
l.-arnr.m.ﬂ'llp huzal h:glm in 2002, when Bus Eremer bhad sent her
soanve pictures ard sample outs of the Berishine breed. It looked
like fe cockom mofr de Gascagme, the blick pig we hove in the Pyr-
ences, T he marbling wes the same, very good fat. | went to vise.”
Here, she threw up her hands and u-pu:n:d her e wide in that

Crallic expression of heing completely and happaly surprised.

THE NEXT DHY, we rendezvoused with

Kremer at a gas station off the highway, climbing into his “farm
car,”a battered, babw-blue Oddsmobile, st as a warm sun came
out. He was, at first glance, anremarkable—a fiftyish man of
average height, medium build, brown hair going gray under a
sun-bleached feed cap, the dean-car, regular feamares of s middle-
American farm boy. But then he began to speak. His eyes spar-
kled and his hands started po move, and [ realized chae T was in
the presence of 3 genuine enthusiast—aof farming, yes. bat more
imporantly, of raising pigs.

Yeserday's open landscape gave way to the foothills of the
Chiarks, and Kremer, who thares Daguin's love of speed, hurtled

twisting roads, following the elimbing curves pase jon-
lated farms, felds, and the occasional duster of bowses, Tr was
emerald-green countryside: lush grass blankeving the long.
deep valleys; purple-blooming redbud brilliant ameng stands
af sak and red cedar.

As he drove, Kremer explained that he had raised pigs con-
veaticnally until he was gored by a boar; the sub infec-
tion, resstant o antibiotics, had nearly killed him, Raising
large mumbsers of animals in indoor confinement pens, be went
on, the pigs living over grates, their feed laced with antibiosies
and additives, thelr wase collected in fesid ponds, Eoremer him-
scllf wurkinﬁ with a :-].'ri.ngc .\Lr=|.||.|lnl o his beli—he I]lu'l.l;lll.
there had to be an alternative. W rattled up the dire drive v his
farm. After stepping over a knee-high electric fence, Kremer
swept an arm proudly from one end of his domain to the other.
“My farm is sweet!” he said. And that it was.

Thrp.i;hﬂm—i[ wqtq'u-nﬂmmfnrl, its floor covered wirh
hay—gave on to a hillsde rolling down to a valley. Beyond was
a field of voung wheat, almost vermilion in the sun. Inside,
oaisside, all around us were pigs—black-spored Berkshires,
gingery Tamworths, belted Hampshires, and ruddy Durocs.
The air was filled with grunts and the oocasional squeal; the
pigs busy, some rooting outside, some wallowing ender the
trecs, some cating a8 the trough or chasing the hanging nipples
tht provided water.

*Marural ventilation, sutomatic feeding,” Kremer told us.
“Alodern technology in a namural sexting. They live over dirt.
Everything sbour the building allows chem o express them-
sclves as they would in nature, In a year, | raise eleven hundred
FiF froae atsout :.i:u;:,.--ﬁw sows on 8 hendred and :isr:,r ACTES.
Some n-[uﬂlhm arcaind bere will have rwa thousand sows on
five scres and produce ven thousand pigs per vear”

Kremer and the orher farmers in the co-op work in a cossd,
sustainable system. Today's bedding hay beoomes tomorrow's
compost to fertilize fields of wheat or corn, which, in tum, be-
come animal feed. Afrer harvesy, the whear straw and cornstalks
will serve as bedding for another generation of pigs. All of this
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TONY BOURDAIN, WHO NAMED HIS
DAUGHTER AFTER ARIANE DAGUIN, HAS
LONG RESPECTED HER AS A PIONEERING
BUSINESSWOMAN. HE BELIEVES SHE

IS “THE BEST PERSON ON THE PLANETY

takes mesre lalor, nore tose, amd |.n.].'i||5 more attention o bl
the pigs and their breeding. The farmiers’ reward is twofold,
thowgh: They get to feel good shout what they da, and their pigs
pommand a price premivm running snywhers from 10 w0 30
percent. Kremer pointed at three pigs gathered aronnd Daguin.
She was trying to take photographs of them but kepe breaking
Nt |n|.pﬁ'm:r as they nihbled at the cuffs of her jeans and nosed
aroand her ankles, “These pigs would get last place in 2 modern
heog show—they aren't Schwarzencgmer pigs,” he saul. “When we
stared, people were skepaical. Berkshires grow slower; they're
not a5 cfficiens toraise, lowas Ariane and D'Artagnan who said,
“We're reliable costomers; we'll partner!” and that pave us the
caonfidence to expand,”

Daguin guarantesd 1o the bankand the stare=—baoth of which
were lending o the co-op—thar D'Aruagnan would bay up w
¥60 hiogs & week, Though co-op deliveries have risen to 600 a
week, there's nover enough pure Berkshire pock vo savisfy the
market, cause for frequent grumbling ot DArtagnan's head-
q_u-rtcr:nurt['lzni rtin HEH‘II‘I:,NEH'J!r!q'; where D:gﬂ-
in spends the bullk of her time and where 1 caughe up with her
et a few weeks lager,

*In’s narure,” she exid from behind her cluttered desk, a de-
scending jet drowning the occasional word. *1t's not a factory
making shoes or ties.” Daguin stood wp and took me out back
o the warchowse, a state-of-the-art meat-delivery machine run-
ning every hour of every day. Imagine a Home Depot cooled o
32 degrees Fahrenheir and filled wich towering shelves stacked
with thousnds of bores of meat, We mowed nexe door, to a small-
er om for mushrooms and greens, “Serbaan chancerelles,” she
saicl. “Japanese panitake, Califormia fiddlchesds, Portugoese wild
asparagus, white asparsgus from France.™ Daguin named the
Acins she pmd iy one sisle,

THEN WE STOPPED a1 tocked

cage from which emznated the unmistalable smell of bleck truf-
Res We lingered, inhaling deeply. *Everything here is three days
old or less.” She nodded to the mest room, “Fve days old o leis.
We have to keep the mazimum quality atall times.” On che way
o, we passed a room filled wich expediters, women wha, as
Daguin putit, “know everything sbout cur customers. Is a res-
taurant open fora 5w delivery? Noon? Does the chef prefer
big racks o small, butcher paper o Cryovac wrapping? W hat
she didn't say is that she is the one who supplies all of that infor-
matean, 0 close = ihe o the |:|'|.:H..'I'1:|r|!." Hourdain, an absent
honores at thie vear’s James Beard award ceremontes, sear his
friend José Andrés to scoept, saying, “And thanks w Arianc
Daguin, who is the best person on the planct?™ Boardain, who
named his davghter after Daguin, has long respected her az a
pioneening businesswoman. “She’s been there with French tra-
dirianal pmdnl:l: wheni no one elze was,” he H:Fh:inni. 9T e
hier to be 3 person of remarkable integrity.”

And the futare? [ asked her back in her affice. She sended com-
fortably into her chair and reflected. *1 have no plans to retire.
This 15 too much fun, | have a greas ream, and 1 don’s have to
do snything I don’t want to do. My dyughter is going to have a
super-duper hard time prying me out of D" Artsgman."8



