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PO Box 124

N. Egremont, MA  01252

(413) 528-1952
July 22, 2008

Hello Farm Girl Farmers—

Last week we had our annual visit from the campers from Tamarack Farm camp, of the Farm & Wilderness Summer Camps in Plymouth, VT.  Farm & Wilderness, or F&W, as it is known by those who, well, know it, is a magical oasis of a summer camp where I spent many many years on staff.  The place changed my life and paved the way for me to be who I am today, so I have a huge and special place in my heart for all those who pass through there, and especially ones who come and work for a few days at Farm Girl Farm!

As always, I was incredibly moved by the manner in which the Tamarack Farm group conducted themselves and gracefully weeded the #@)($*#(@) out of many of our overgrown beds.  They rescued the leeks from certain smallness, the parsnips from terminal elongation, and the cabbage from catastrophic engulfment.  

Each time I left the farm and returned in the course of a day, I was simultaneously energized and comforted by the sight of the collective presence of this group in the field, bent, kneeling, swaying with hoes, walking with buckets, so lovingly tending to our fields because they know what it means, and exactly how, to be of use.  At the end of the week, they all thanked us for the opportunity to be here.

In honor of the Tamarack Farmers whose gifts will keep unfolding throughout the season although they are all back in their cabins in Vermont, I share this poem that I first heard while on staff at F&W.  It seems appropriate.  Recipes will return next week.

Enjoy the veggies—

Laura Meister
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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