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September 1, 2009

Hello Farm Girl Farmers—

Ah.  September.  This season--unlike any other I’ve farmed through--the idea of September is slightly soothing.  By the end of September the tomato debacle will be a memory and we’ll be looking forward to turnips and baby carrots and to making soup.  This season, while far from the smoothest of sailing, has made me a stronger farmer and a stronger person, challenging me to find solutions and resolve and optimism no matter how backed into the corner of bad weather I was.  I have deep admiration for everyone who has worked with me at the farm this season, too, for doing the same, day in and day out.  

I usually regard September as an unwelcome interruption to all the summer fun I’m having—like parents who pick you up at your friend’s birthday party before the party is over.  I usually feel like if only September could hold itself off for just a few more weeks, we’d be so grateful to have more of those long sultry summer days, more ripe tomatoes, bigger watermelons, redder peppers.  

The funny thing is how much I think about the passage of time, as if I had a choice in the timing—I usually wish September would never come but this year I welcome the month.  September doesn’t care what I think—it comes at the same time every year.  I still think I can fight the seasons.  And time, itself.  I, and we at the farm, have certainly learned to do more and more and more in the same amount of time, but we have not figured out how to slow its march.

I am going to include a poem here—returning FGFers may wince to read it yet one more time but it is so resonant with the bittersweet mixed feelings of summer’s end, it means more to me every year.  I hope you’ll enjoy reading it.

--LM

A Poem for the End of Summer

Adrienne Rich

This high summer we love will pour its light

the fields grown rich and ragged in one strong moment

then before we're ready will crash into autumn

with a violence we can't accept

a bounty we can't forgive.

Night frost will strike when the noons are warm

the pumpkins wildly glowing the green tomatoes

straining huge on the vines

queen anne and blackeyed susan will straggle rusty

as the milkweed stakes her claim

she who will stand at last dark sticks barely rising

up through the snow her testament of continuation.

We'll dream of a longer summer but this is the one we have: 

I lay my sunburnt hand

on your table: this is the time we have.
VEGGIE NOTES

WHAT DO I DO WITH THESE BRAISING GREENS?

Braising greens, or baby bitter greens when they are small, are a Farm Girl favorite because they are so versatile.  

Here are some things I like to do with my greens:

Eat them as a spicy salad, with a sweet-ish dressing.

Cook pasta or a grain and stir the greens in, letting them wilt before eating.

Use as a bed underneath a chicken breast, a piece of fish, tofu or beef.

Sprinkle on TOP of a chicken breast, a piece of fish, tofu or beef.

Wilt gently over heated olive oil and minced garlic. 

ROASTED EGGPLANT WITH GARLIC AND PARSLEY

From Mark Bittman, How to Cook Everything
Makes 4 servings

Time:  about 45 minutes.

2 medium or 1 large eggplant (1 1/2 to 2 pounds)

Salt (optional)

3 tablespoons olive oil

2 teaspoons minced garlic

1/2 cup minced fresh parsley leaves

Freshly ground black pepper, to taste

1) Peel the eggplant if skin is thick or eggplant less than perfectly firm.  Cut into 1 inch thick slices, salt it if you like.

2) Preheat oven to 400 degrees.  Brush baking sheet with 1 tablespoon of oil.  Cut several slits on one side of each of the eggplant slices and lay them on the baking sheet, cut side up.  Mix together the remaining oil, the garlic, the 1/2 cup minced parsley, and some black pepper.  Spread mixture on the eggplant slices, pushing it into the slits.

3) Bake until the eggplant is soft, 40 minutes or more.  Garnish with parsley and serve hot or at room temperature.

