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themselves, augmented with the latest 
technology: in the pasture or the cream-
ery, they conduct business with tablets, 
smartphones, and Bluetooth headsets. Yet 
the goats must be milked on schedule, and 
the milk, by law, must be processed within 
72 hours. 

Although the brothers grew up in West-
chester County, their New York State 
roots didn’t draw them to this fertile up-
state farmland. The impetus came from 
their mother, Joyce, whose second hus-
band (she was widowed when her sons 
were in high school) is a western New 
York dairy farmer. Max and Trystan ap-
prenticed as cheesemakers in Washington 
State and originally intended to start a 
creamery there. But she persuaded them to 
buy an abandoned 20-acre horse farm near 
her husband’s 3,000-acre dairy operation. 
A year of arduous work transformed the 
equine facility into a small dairy farm.

The artisanal cheese that “foodies” trea-
sure takes its particular qualities not only 
from the ruminants that produce the milk. 
“Making really fine cheese starts with the 
land,” Max says, gesturing to the pasture 
where the herd is nibbling. “The minerals 
and nutrients in the earth and the water 
that falls on it all a*ect the richness of 
the grass, which influences the milk and 
ultimately the quality of what we make 
from the milk.” Seasonal changes also af-
fect the flavor of the cheese—their chèvre 
is milder in the spring and more full-
bodied in the fall. Turning great milk into 
great cheese is “not hard, but it requires 
the right equipment, attention to detail, 
and intense focus on the process,” Max 
adds. “My brother likes to say that you 
can’t make good cheese with bad milk, but 
you can make bad cheese with good milk. 
We keep our goats healthy and make sure 
they have good grass, and they produce 
this amazing stu*. What we do after that 
honors the miraculous nature of the milk.”

“What’s the shelf life of milk?” asks 
Trystan, during a cheese-making work-
shop they o*er at the farm. Trick question. 
“The shelf life is zero,” he says. “Nature in-
tends milk to be consumed immediately.” 
He notes that milk goes directly from the 
mother to her o*spring without even be-
ing exposed to air. 

Bacteria turn milk into cheese, with 
specific bacterial cultures required for 
each type. The cheesemaker, Max says, 
provides the ideal set of conditions for 

Christa Kuljian ’84 traveled just a few miles from home, in Lexington, Massachu-
setts, to Harvard. Her next step was longer: to South Africa, where she worked in a 
school, and, after more studies and a few other stops, where she ran a [social-service] 
foundation’s of!ce for more than a decade, as the country became a democracy—and 
her permanent home. She is now a writer. Her !rst book, Sanctuary: How an Inner-City 
Church Spilled onto a Sidewalk (Jacana, and via http://www.sanctuary-book.co.za), de-
tails what happened when refugees from oppression in Zimbabwe were given shelter 
in a prominent church. From the prologue, set in May 2008, as xenophobic violence 
swept South Africa:

A chance remark by a police 
of!cer—“Zulus are attacking all 
the foreigners”—overheard by 
one man, was all it took. By 9 P.M. 
over a thousand men had assem-
bled on Pritchard Street outside 
the Central Methodist Church in 
downtown Johannesburg.…The 
men wore jackets and jerseys 
and stamped their feet against 
the cold. In their hands they 
grasped their weapons tightly. 
The weapons were unconven-
tional, hastily gathered. Mostly 
they consisted of wooden planks 
that had been forcefully pulled 
off the pews of the chapel inside 
the church, and metal bars that 
had been wrenched from stair-
way railings. Desperation and fear, and 
the memory of another terrifying time 
just a few months before, had prompted 
these men to act, and they had pulled 
the church apart…to defend themselves. 
Some held the odd brick in their hands, 
or the leg of a stool, but they stood ready 
and waiting, shoulder to shoulder.…

Word spread on the street that the 
Bishop [Paul Verryn, who had led the 
church since 1997] was calling for ev-
eryone to move inside. Gradually, re-
luctantly, the men followed him into the 
building and into the sanctuary, the large 
main room of worship in the church. Ver-
ryn stood in the pulpit and looked out 
across the restless crowd. He saw their 
anger. He saw their fear. Then, slowly and 
calmly, he spoke.

“Do you think that you would have any 

chance, with your sticks? Do you think 
that your sticks would defend you against 
guns? We don’t want to start a war. You 
must bring all of your weapons up to the 
front and drop them here.”

Silence. Verryn waited. No one 
moved.

Then two men came forward and 
dropped their metal poles in front of the 
pulpit. The gathering shifted uneasily and 
a low murmuring went around the room. 
Verryn saw their hesitation, but he con-
tinued to stand in front of them, waiting, 
not speaking. Then another man walked 
forward and dropped his wooden stick. 
Slowly, a motley pile of weaponry began 
to form.…The battle never happened. 
The bloodbath was averted. Central 
Methodist settled back into an uneasy 
sleep.
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Refugees from Zimbabwe take shelter in the Central 
Methodist Church on Pritchard Street, in downtown 
Johannesburg, March 22, 2009.
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