
by Katie Storch

I have developed a personal 
relationship with the onions. It 
started one morning (pre heat 
wave!) when I was tasked with 
pulling up a few bundles of onions. 
No big deal — they were just 
becoming ready and their green 
stems were still so crisp, making 
them a snap. They were vibrant 
and beautiful, minimal cleaning 
necessary to show off their 
color, including the unexpectedly 
purple “bait and switch” onions. 
However, most of them needed 
more time before they were ready 
to pull up in greater quantities. 

As the weeks went on and sun 
grew stronger the onions grew 
and grew. Their stems were still 
crisp but the sun was hitting them 
hard. The bulbs had grown to 
the size of my face (only a slight 
exaggeration). These onions 
needed harvesting! When onions 
showed up on the pick list I 
thought back to the cool morning 
when I picked one, maybe two 
crates. So, I quickly volunteered. It 
happened to be one of the hottest 
days as I made my way through 
the patch. The onions were still 

beautiful but needed a bit more 
TLC in the cleaning department. 
Their stems were wilted, making 
them more challenging to harvest. 
However, I persevered and made 
my way through each row. 

That day I became known as the 
onion lady. Picking mass amounts 
of onions (17 crates one day), 
bringing them to the greenhouse 
to dry out, and cleaning them 

became my area of expertise. 
I even smelled like them for a 
while (my mom brought home 
a nail brush and strong scented 
soup one day…a little passive 
aggressive but necessary). 

Besides the free perfume, one 
thing I loved about the onion 
picking was that it was a great 
workout. I switched the arm I used 
to pull them up so I didn’t develop 
one very large bicep on my right 
arm. I used my legs when picking 
up the onion filled crates and 
focused on tightening my core 
when stacking them. Skipping the 
gym was a no brainer!

When I thought my work was 
done with the onions I was 
mistaken. Last week, three other 
workers and I moved 100 crates 
of onions from the greenhouse 
to the cooler. I don’t know how 
much they weighed but let’s just 
say that we skipped arm day for 
a few days! This may sound like 
a chore but it was one of the 
most fun mornings that I’ve had 
on the farm. Working like a well-
oiled machine to finish the job, 
we chatted, laughed, and had the 
best time all while a steady stream 
of sweat dripped down our backs.
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Small but mighty:  Katie, Sato-
ri, Emma and Amani moved 100 
crates of onions on one of those 
soggy, steamy days. 

The following pieces are in answer to the prompt:  “Choose 
any vegetable we grow and write about it -- memoir, fiction, 

poetry, recipes.”
Developing Expertise and Biceps With Onions



by Nina Steward

Spearmint is thought to be the oldest 
of all mints; other mints, including 
peppermint, are an offspring of the wild 
spearmint. Refreshing, fragrant herb in 
the spring, it’s also known as Lamb Mint 
or Garden Mint, and has both culinary 
and medicinal uses. Great for bringing 
out flavors in savory dishes, makes a 
wonderful addition to salad, and can also 
be enjoyed as a tea.

Mint has a cooling effect that soothes 
a sore throat or itchy skin, Add mint 
essential oil to shampoo or body for an 
invigorating experience. Rich in vitamin C 
and Beta-carotene, mint is a mild digestive 
aid, and eases pain and nausea. Mint also 
cools and brings an evenness to your 
mood as it is a mild stimulant and has 
relaxing properties.

I have fond memories of playing in my 
grandma’s garden as a kid, surrounded by 
spearmint. Perhaps that’s why it’s one of 
my favorite herbs.
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Spearmint 
(Mentha Spicata) 

by Vida Castro

I enjoy harvesting beets.  Especially 
at PVF where the beets are plentiful, 
large, and there are several 
successions of them.  When I harvest 
beets, my immediate attention is 
drawn to the circumference of the 
root - the larger the better.  And then 
at how far it might be shouldering up 
from the soil.  I also try to pick from 
sections that are growing too close 
together, to thin them, allowing for 
space to grow.  When I’ve uprooted 
a single beet from the ground, look 
at the leaves at the crown, picking 
off the dried black strands and then 
the browning or yellow ones.  

We pack the same number of 
beets into each crate so we can 
account for how much we’ve picked 
- and this can be challenging when 

the beets themselves are too big or 
when you get what Ecole calls “the 
creep,” when your bunches are 
bigger than usual.  However, as the 
season has progresses, I’ve noticed 
how familiar it feels to know when 
you’ve got the perfect sized bunch 
in your hand.  

Picking beets isn’t like picking 
beans or squash or chard because 
you essentially kill the plant when 
you harvest it.  You have to make 
the decision then and there, that 
it’s time for it to go.  Because you 
think it’s ripe enough or maybe it’s 
still small but is choking out the 
other beets, or if it stays there any 
longer, it’s just going to bolt or get 
eaten.  You gotta think of the beet 
in relation to its own potential, the 
beets around it, and what you as a 
farmer need at that very moment.

Thoughts While Picking Beets

Pineapple Apple Mint Refresher
What you’ll need:
o 2 Cups of Organic apples Juice
o 2 Cups of Organic pineapple Juice
o 2 Cups of Water/Coconut water
o Sprig of mint (add mint to your liking)

Put all ingredients into a blender, blend until everything 
is evenly incorporated. Scoop out froth on top, serve with 
ice. Enjoy!

Chickpea Salad with Mint Yogurt Dressing
What you’ll need:
o 1 ½ Cups Cooked Chickpeas
o 2 medium potatoes, cooked and diced
o 2 handful of fresh spinach, chopped
For Dressing
o 1 ½ tablespoon plain yogurt
o 1 teaspoon Lemon juice
o 1 teaspoon Honey
o 1 Tablespoon Mint, Finely chopped

Place chickpeas, potatoes, and spinach in a bowl. In a 
separate bowl mix dressing ingredients thoroughly until 
smooth. Pour over the salad, toss well.



by Ari Lindenbaum

 Picture the color green. Now imagine a slightly 
darker green. Now imagine a green that is lighter 
than the first. Now imagine a green that is not the 
same green as any of the others that you have 
imagined. If you combine all those greens together 
it probably looks something like a cucumber plant!

When I started working at farms, about 4 years 
ago, I did not know much about plants. One of the 
first things I learned about was the shape and color 
of plants. This year I was looking at a cucumber plant 
when I realized that without thinking I could tell the 
newest growth from the old growth on the plant by 
looking at the color. Now when I look at the plant I 
can see tendrils and the newest leaves as lime-green 
which move slowly through the green spectrum to 
darker green leaves as the leaves become older. 
This is different for me because before I worked on 
farms the whole plant was sort of a green blob. Now 
you might be wondering: why are plants mostly 
green in the first place? The scientific reason is that 
at the beginning of time plants were given a choice 
between blue and green, and they decided to be 
green so that there could be a nice contrast with 
the sky. Try looking around and seeing how many 
shades of green you can find!

by Becky Durst  

My earliest memories of zucchini 
involve my mom sautéing it in 
butter until it was floppy and slimy 
and me protesting eating it. In the 
end I always plugged my nose, put 
it towards the back of my tongue, 
and swallowed it whole with milk. 

My first season on the farm, 
we picked summer squash every 
single morning for months. My 
arms were covered in rash and my 
back ached. It did not enhance my 
love of zucchini. 

I did decide along the way 
that I should try summer squash 
again. I experimented. I grilled 

it. I made zucchini chips. I lightly 
sautéed it with olive oil, garlic, 
and basil or coconut oil and Thai 
basil. I ate squash pickles. I put it 
in my minestrone, and in various 
pots of vegetables with various 
seasonings. I made lasagnas and 
roll ups and squash noodles. I 
baked with it. 

My Conclusion: 
I will eat it sautéed or grilled, but 

I will not eat the leftovers. 
I will eat the leftovers of 

dishes that contain squash as 
an ingredient, including squash 
noodles.

The best way to eat squash is 
either completely disguised or in a 
baked good.

And, I would still be perfectly 
happy if I never, ever ate squash 
again. Maybe even a little bit 
giddy.
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In Search of My Love of Summer Squash

Shades of Cucumber Green

On Wednesdays at 12:30, the whole crew comes 
together for potluck in Loudoun. Lots of tomato and 
cucumber salad, pickled beets, pasta and potatoes. 
We eat well.



by Michael Bradford

I spent the better part 
of the last year and a 
half in Europe, working 
toward an MA in Peace 
and Conflict studies. 
A hefty portion of the 
training to become an 
effective peace worker 
is dancing, and as it turns 
out, a short lifetime 
of farming prepared 
me very well for this 
curriculum.

Now, like with farming, 
we didn’t dance for fun, 
or to let off steam, or to 
be silly, although farming 
and dancing are fantastic 
means for many things, 
we danced as a way 
to engage consciously 
and fully with the world 
around us, and we 
danced like it was our 
god-given role. One 
of our peace program 
coordinator’s favorite 
phrases was “If you 
think you are too tired 
to continue, change your 
thinking.” I knew this 
value well: if I am working 
in rhythm with my family, 
harvesting, weeding, or 
throwing bales around, 
it is understood that we 
will stop when we all 
stop. Keep breathing 
and work through it.

Each rhythm in the 
dances reminded me in 
some way of farming but 
there were consistently 
two parts of these 
freeform dances that 
moved my body to 
remember the most 
beautiful emotional and 

spiritual experiences. 
Toward the middle of 
the dance the strong 
defined marching beat 
would dissolve into 
chaos, electrifying 
the room, loosening 
joints, and erupting in 
expressive and energetic 
movements. As I was 
stringing tomatoes 
yesterday I was reminded 
of this rhythm, using 
both of my hands and 
feet to manipulate a thin 
white string like a spider, 
drawing wide loops and 
finding myself in odd 
poses to counterbalance 
my actions. My 
limbs flew wildly but 
purposefully as held my 
center, maintaining the 
eye in the hurricane, as 
the program coordinator 
would say. I couldn’t help 
but smile through my 
sweat and heavy breath, 
knowing for certain that 
my entire body was 
doing good.

At the end of the dance 
comes stillness, a time 
when people return to 
their breath as the source 
of their movement, many 
choosing to lie or sit and 
meditate. This was the 
most ecstatic time for 
me, and I rarely could 
bear to sit down. I was 
reminded of times on 
the farm when I worked 
by myself on a project 
and was given the space 
to dissolve into the task, 
to focus so fully on the 
creation of something 
beautiful and functional 
that I felt free from the 

passage of time and 
the incessant reminders 
from others that I am a 
person, not a spirit.

On our last day of class 
the coordinator asked 
for words to express 
how we felt about 
the week of nonstop 
dancing. I raised my 
hand and said “dancing 
is life, and I can’t think 
of anything I can do in 
this world where this 
won’t help.” My boss/
aunt Hana has often told 
her weary children and 

nephews who may not 
have always understood 
why they were spending 
hot summers working 
outside: “I don’t know or 
really care what you will 
do with your life. I’m not 
training you to be a good 
farmer, I’m training you 
to be good at whatever 
you do.” Well, right 
now I’m a very good 
tomato dancer, and I’m 
happy that in the coming 
months you will be able 
to taste that.
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Shaia Rose arrived on July 13 and made her first 
social appearance at the potluck with her moth-
er Julia and father Stephen (brother of Michael) 
and grandmother Masha.  She is a tiny human 
indeed, and is currently nocturnal. We are de-
lighted she is here.

Our Tomatoes Taste Very Good. 
Trust me, I’ve Danced With all of Them


