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PO Box 124

N. Egremont, MA  01252

(413) 528-1952
July 21, 2009

Hello Farm Girl Farmers—

This week we have the privilege of hosting a group of 11 volunteers—9 campers and 2 staff from the Farm & Wilderness Summer Camps in Plymouth, VT.  Lots of history here for me—I got my very first inklings of feeling like it might be important to know where one’s food comes from when I was on staff at Farm & Wilderness for the first time 20 years ago.  (What??!?  20 years?)  In any case, I was a city girl on staff at this rugged beautiful camp founded by lefty Quakers in the 1920s, situated on a small organic farm in a valley in Vermont, circling up for pre-lunch announcements, when it hit me:  A handful of 10 or 11 year-old girls gleefully announced that all of the spinach in the salad we were about to eat came from OUR garden.  The entire circle of 120-plus people erupted in applause and cheers.  Wow.  Shivers, and a little bit of that choked-up feeling are just below the surface for me even now as I write this reflection.

A few seasons later I was one of the staff charged with leading the campers in a service trip to a family farm in New Hampshire.  The farm mom, especially, was tough as nails and worked to the bone.  I was getting a cold when we arrived for the week but, fearing she’d think me soft, I pushed myself and the campers to prove we were more than just idealistic city kids.  We built a chicken coop and did a whole bunch of other chores, trying to leave the place in better shape than we found it--I left the farm that week with walking pneumonia and a sense of accomplishment so huge that I can still tap into it today when I think I can’t do one more thing or work one more hour.

Since leaving the city and becoming a full-time farm girl, I’ve been so pleased and so lucky to be on the receiving end of the Farm & Wilderness service trips.  We have had a group come and help out for each of our five seasons—they weed, they harvest, they sing, they laugh and they lighten our fields and our spirits with all of their gifts.  At Farm & Wilderness, we often quoted Kahlil Gibran, The Prophet, and said “Work is love made visible.”

I believe it.

Enjoy the veggies—

--LM

VEGGIE NOTES JULY 21, 2009

Cucumber Yogurt Soup 

I .Cucumber Yogurt Soup with Mint

Toss together in a bowl and refrigerate for l/2 hour:


l large cucumber, peeled, seeded and coarsely chopped


l teaspoon salt

Combine in a bowl:


2 cloves garlic, minced


l/4 teaspoon salt

Add:


3 cups plain yogurt


3 tablespoons chopped mint


1/4 teaspoon freshly ground pepper

Stir vigorously to thin a little. Drain cucumber, and add to the yogurt mixture. Add:


2 tablespoons milk (optional)


l tablespoon olive oil (optional)

Chill for l hour before serving. Ladle into chilled bowls.

II. Persian Cucumber Yogurt Soup
Prepare I, but replace the mint with:


l tablespoon chopped dill

Stir in:

2 tablespoons raisons

Ladle into chilled bowls.

Garnish with:


l chopped hard boiled egg

II. Indian

Prepare I. Before chilling, toast, over medium heat, stirring frequently until aromatic:


3 tablespoons walnut halves

Set aside, then dry toast as above:


l teaspoon cumin seed

Stir the cumin into the soup. Chill for l hour. Ladle into chilled bowls. 

Garnish with:


Reserved walnuts, chopped

Yield:  About 4 Cups

TO BE OF USE

The people I love the best

jump into work head first

without dallying in the shallows

and swim off with sure strokes almost out of sight.

They seem to become natives of that element,

the black sleek heads of seals

bouncing like half submerged balls.

I love people who harness themselves, an ox to a heavy cart,

who pull like water buffalo, with massive patience,

who strain in the mud and the muck to move things forward,

who do what has to be done, again and again.

I want to be with people who submerge

in the task, who go into the fields to harvest

and work in a row and pass the bags along,

who stand in the line and haul in their places,

who are not parlor generals and field deserters

but move in a common rhythm

when the food must come in or the fire be put out.

The work of the world is common as mud.

Botched, it smears the hands, crumbles to dust.

But the thing worth doing well done

has a shape that satisfies, clean and evident.

Greek amphoras for wine or oil,

Hopi vases that held corn, are put in museums

but you know they were made to be used.

The pitcher cries for water to carry

and a person for work that is real.

~ Marge Piercy ~
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