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FINEST CRYSTALS
BY BRITTANY SHOOT

uFE HERE TaSte

wHERE: THE NORTH SEA
THE FrND: AWARM SPOT

The wooden hut is thick with humidity.
I didn't expect this offthe northeast-
ern coast ofDenmark - the hut or the
humidity. But here I stand on a dirt floor,
a healy industrial shovel in my hands,
digging through a pile ofculinary dia-
monds. I pause to pull something out of
my hair. It's a chunk of one of Denmark's
most del icious gems: salt .

Don't get me wrong. I love visiting
my Danish in-laws. They're huggable.
They're also within traveling distance of
Leso ("lay-sue"), this tiny island in the
North Sea where the most amazing salt
known to man is made - dare I say, the
main reason I've come to Denmark.

Back in California my husband,
Andreas, and I can buy Hawaiian
black lava salt or pink Himalayan salt.
But instead we call Andreas' parents
and ask them to send another bag from
Leso Salt Works.

"Very special," Andreas' mother said
over dinner a few years ago, dropping a
pinch ofthe salt onto herboiled potatoes.
"Powerful. Crunchy. Just use a little."
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That night I was hooked. Goodbye,
Morton. Nice knowingyou, Diamond.

WhenAndreas askedbefore this trip
if there was anl'where I'd like to go, I said
I wanted to take a ferry ride into the sea
and decamp on this dash ofan island.

"The salt," I said, makingmyself crys-
tal clear. "I want to see where it's made."

When we land at the dock on Laso,
Poul Christensen reaches out to help
us onto dry land. Poul is the salt master
responsible for the salt revival on Leso,
and his calloused hands tell me it's not
an easyjob.

In the Middle Ages, the island's arid
summers and briny groundwater made
it a salt-making capital. But the ancient
salt makers felled the trees to keep fires
burning. To curb erosion, the king out-
lawed salt making. Then, in the 198Os,
Poul decided to bring back the industry
that once made Lreso a travel destina-
tion and providedjobs.

"Young people were bored, getting
into trouble." And then a line I'd never
heard: "Salt would give them a purpose."

Poul went to Germany to toil over
iron pans and relearn the ancient
craft, right down to designing the hut
(though the sacks ofsalt selling for
$30 a pound in the gift shop must be
a new touch).

When I tell Poul that I want a taste
ofthe work involved, he quickly hands
me the shovel and instructs me to scoop
a pile of salt into large wooden buckets.
Less than five minutes pass before my
arms ache and sweat starts rolling
down mycheeks.

"You OK?" Poul asks. "Here."
Graciously, he takes myshovel and

hands me a nugget of salt. I know it
doesn't sound as refreshing as Gatorade.
To me, though, it's crystalline gold. But
yeah, I could use a glass ofwater too.
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MYDANISH IN-LAWSARE WITHIN TRAVELING DISTANCE OFTHIS
TINY ISLAND IN THE NORTH SEA WHERE THE MOST AMAZING SALT
IS MADE - DARE I  SAY,THE MAIN REASON I 'VE COMETO DENMARK.

-
o

I

w

o

I

J

o

;
6

o

o

o

o
o

o

;
-
o
I
d:

l&t;ii#


