
by Hana Newcomb

My friend Betsy said it was a slow news 
week, and that’s why the story in The 
Washington Post about farmers markets 
made it onto the front page.  No doubt.  It 
is hard to imagine that people’s eating and 
shopping habits are more newsworthy 
than bombings and politicians.

The article said, essentially, that there 
are farmers who have noticed that many 
shoppers are less focused on buying fruits 
and vegetables and more interested in 
using the market as a meeting place, 
complete with ready-to-eat snacks. For 
some vegetable farmers (including us), 
sales are down.  At the Dupont Circle 
market, overall sales are up.  People are 
still buying, but they are cooking less 
and eating more right on the spot.  This 
is a new reality and farmers are trying to 
figure out how to deal with this.

My son Benjamin read this article online 
and commented that every farmer who 
was interviewed is personally known to 
him, and he asked “Aren’t there any more 
farmers that reporter could talk to?” 
It seemed suspicious to him that all the 
farmers in the article are friends of ours.
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SUPPORT COMMUNITY GARDENS IN HERNDON

Herndon Environmental Network is trying to raise 
$10,000 to fund the first community garden in Hern-

don. How can you help? 

Donate Online!
https://www.indiegogo.com/projects/herndon-com-

munity-garden#/

Buy a T-shirt!
“Keep Calm and Garden On”

https://www.bonfirefunds.com/keep-calm-and-gar-
den-on-1

Select Herndon Environmental Network as your pre-
ferred charity when you shop through Amazon Smile.

For more information, visit www.herndonenviron-
ment.org

Robin setting up on Sunday morning, getting ready to talk 
about cooking and eating.
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Crossing the Street, Arriving at My Farm Job
by Connie Welsh 

It was about 4 years 
ago when I first visited my 
sister and her husband at 
their new house, which is 
located right across the 
street from what I now 
know is Parents field of 
the Vienna farm.  I saw 
some tidy rows of zinnias 
and wondered what else 
was growing past that 
screen of flowers.  At 
the time I was working 
at Innisfree Village, a 
life-sharing community 
near Charlottesville, as 
the farm workstation 
supervisor.   When I 
began living and working 
at Innisfree 14 years 
ago as a volunteer the 
vegetable garden was the 
workstation I reported to 
everyday.  There I assisted 
the garden supervisor to 
facilitate a therapeutic 
work environment for our 
coworkers, adults with 
intellectual disabilities, 
that involved growing 
vegetables for our 
community, market and 

eventually a CSA.  It was 
here that I learned how 
to modify tasks to suit an 
individual’s strengths and 
interests.  I eventually 
brought this skill to 
my own workstation 
involving animal 
husbandry, and again to 
Denver as a supervisor in 
a supported employment 
program that made small 
houseplant gardens.  I had 
fun living in Colorado, but 
really missed my friends 
and family on the east 
coast.  When I decided 
to move back to Virginia 
I remembered that stand 
of zinnias, and I now have 
a niece and nephew living 
across the street from it 
that I hardly knew.  

Here I am, finding out 
what grows beyond 
those flowers.  This year 
it’s leeks.  Generously, my 
sister and brother in law 
gave me, my elderly cat, 
and punk rabbit a home 
for the summer.  PVF 
gives me a very flexible 
schedule so I can help 
out with the kids (their 

favorite activity is feeding 
the bunny veggie greens).   
I am able to apply my skills 
from gardening and get a 
break from being a task 
manager to learn more 
about the operations of 
a large CSA production 
farm.  It is hard to separate 
the therapeutic element 
from my day to day, being 
productive is therapeutic.  
I also get to observe all the 
skills of my fellow farm 

hands.  Tall Sarah is tying 
up tomatoes in the hoop 
house (without a stool) 
while Grandma carries 
around her stool to sit 
on in order to wind those 
tomatoes.  Muscle Molly 
is out pounding in another 
post, while Gleaner Cate 
is saving the last of the 
sugar snap peas from the 
vines.  What a wonderful 
crew to work with.  

Indeed, it was a strange 
article that did not stick to its 
topic sentence. It covered a lot 
of territory, and the territory 
seemed to have meandering trails, 
allowing the farmers to have their 
say.  Some were grumpy, some 
were bitter, some were trying 
to find new ways to work the 
marketplace.  

A few days after it came out, I 
read the online comments.  What 
struck me most, other than the 
usual ranting, was that people 
think that the prices at the 
markets are ridiculously high, and 

that most farmers are cheaters 
anyway. There is some truth to 
those comments, of course, but 
it’s a broad brush they are using.

Some online commenters 
complained that they could get 
the same quality of food at the 
supermarket, for less than half 
the cost.  If that is true, then they 
absolutely should do that. If the 
farmers markets are so terrible 
that there is nothing better for 
sale than what is staying cool and 
wet at the Giant, then the markets 
are doomed. And they should be.

But I know that isn’t true, or 
certainly not at the markets 
that we attend.  Our vegetables 

are not in the same category as 
supermarket produce.  And yet, 
they do need to be chopped up 
and stirred, steamed or roasted in 
order to be eaten, and that seems 
to be working against us a bit.

I believe that there will always 
be a need for high quality, fairly 
priced food that has been grown 
using organic practices.  I cannot 
imagine that the non-cooks of 
the world will make direct market 
farmers like us obsolete.  Our CSA 
customers give me huge hope – 
you have paid real money for real 
food and you are cooking and 
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Connie with Michael, Farrah and Murphy (the rabbit).
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by Molly Golski 

Working on a farm was never 
something I actually expected to 
do. No one in my family has any 
experience with farming and if I am 
being honest, we never ate locally. 
I did not grow up with a garden 
and my first time picking any kind 
of produce was when I started 
college. However, my second year 
of college I found myself watching 
documentary after documentary 
about the environmental impacts 
of large agri-businesses and 
the beneficial environmental 
implications of local agriculture. I 
applied to my major ‘Global Studies: 
Environments and Sustainability’ 
during this time and decided to go 
vegan for good luck on getting in. 
I made a deal with myself that if I 
got in I would stay vegan, thinking 
I would never actually get selected. 
Low and behold, I was accepted 
into the major. This meant I had to 
do much more research into what 
being vegan meant and how to best 
do it. Through this research, I found 
a love for food and an appreciation 
not only for how it made me feel, 
but the impact eating local food 
could make on the world around 
me.  I began to feel the effects of 
eating vegan on my body and have 
never felt better. From then on I 
knew I wanted to do something 
food related with my life. 

I applied to several farming 
jobs and was surprised about the 
willingness of PVF to hire me with 

no farming experience. My first 
week working was the hardest 
work I have ever done, but I 
had never done anything more 
gratifying.  The manual labor is no 
joke, but the work is fun and time 
passes by surprisingly quick. Not to 
mention, I am surrounded by some 
of the most interesting and caring 
people I have ever met. While I 
knew the importance of local food 
and eating well, I was unaware 
of how incredible it is to be a part 
of the development and watch 
the food grow, from seeding to 
harvest. I experienced this first with 
lettuce, planting the small seedlings 
and coming back a few weeks later 
to a full and luscious head. I felt silly 
getting so excited about this, but 
when I expressed my amazement 

to my fellow farmers, they felt 
exactly the same way. There is 
something remarkable about being 
a part of the entire process of food 
being created. 

This excitement that I felt sparked 
my new desire to incorporate 
gardening and farming into public 
education systems. If I can get so 
excited about this process, so could 
others. I have never felt as eager to 
eat vegetables as I have working 
for PVF and reaping the benefits of 
my hard work. This mentality has 
the potential to help get children, 
who otherwise would not eat (or 
even have access to) healthy food 
enthusiastic about eating well.  By 
participating in actually growing 
the food, one becomes invested 
in the outcome and well being of 
the crop. This investment leads to 
satisfaction when your hard work 
pays off and you are rewarded with 
a beautiful bounty. 

Working at PVF has given me 
plenty of time to think about 
possible ways to achieve my new 
goal. I look forward to coming to 
the farm each day because I get 
to see the progress on all of the 
plants, and most days I get to help 
start a new life cycle for whichever 
plant is ready to begin its journey. 
I never imagined myself being so 
captivated by such a seemingly 
mundane occurrence, but being a 
part of the food growing process 
has opened my mind to a plethora 
of thoughts and ideas and for that, I 
am so grateful. 
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The Unexpected Joys

Manual labor is no joke.

eating piles of greens, 
week after week.  We all 
need to keep teaching 
people that cooking is 
worth the time and effort 
and that excellent food 
comes from excellent 
ingredients. 

Farmers markets face 

a lot of competition – 
from good stores with 
air conditioning and 
parking, and also from 
other farmers markets – 
but I think they will always 
have an important role 
in connecting farmers 
to consumers. It is up 
to all of us to make sure 
the experience is better 

than going to Safeway 
or even Whole Foods.  
There are no farmers 
standing around in the 
aisles of Whole Foods 
telling you the story 
of your kohlrabi, and 
making sure you know 
you have to peel it.  

A final side note: one 
of the commenters said 

that farmers should 
leave the marketing to 
others, and they should 
just focus on growing.  
Yeah, we know how well 
that works.  That’s how 
the farmers get less than 
ten cents on the dollar. 
No thanks.
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by Hannah Smith 

“MY BOUNTY IS AS BOUNDLESS AS THE SEA,
MY LOVE AS DEEP; THE MORE I GIVE TO THEE
THE MORE I HAVE, FOR BOTH ARE INFINITE.”   

      Shakespeare 

There are fewer summer vegetables more abundant, 
delicious, and versatile then summer squash.

With large green leaves waving waist high in the 
breeze, summer squash is a true harbinger of hot days 
and fruitful abundance. As a summer loving Leo and a 
farmer it is an abundance that I run to with open arms, 
carrying empty basket. 

Our summer squash has grown fast. Starting in mid 
April three successions of seven varieties have been 
seeded. Each variety having its own qualities with 
names to match. All of these varieties have a particular 
bright and shiny beauty that stands out against the 
plant’s rough leaves. Zucchinis are darker, dressed in 
speckled green. Cute little Patty Pans are yellow and 
cup like. Zephyr is showy with its two tone coloring, 
yellow with a green bottom.  After the first succession 
made its way from the green house to the field in early 
May we waited for the bright yellow blossoms to be 
pollinated by armies of bumble bees. Shortly after 
came fruit. Now the steady flow of beautify shiny 
scrumptious squash is upon us! 

Although I do love these plants and their children, it 
isn’t a relationship without woes. Strong and vivacious, 
they are armed with a texture that is half cactus and 
half sand paper. Before heading to the patch for a visit 
it is best to protect yourself with gloves, long sleeves, 
and thick pants. The task that requires full attire in 90 
degree weather.

Even if fully swaddled reaching down into a row of 
squash plants is a tricky dance. Knife in hand, one must 
work fast, but carefully. It is important to not overlook 
a squash ready to pick. By the next time you visit the 
patch, 36 hours later, it could have grown to the size of 
a small child’s leg or larger.

This harvest is also the prelude and preamble to 
tomatoes harvest. Until lifting heavy baskets of fruit 
into pickup trucks is easy, everyday is an arm day. 

Fortunately all of the work is balanced by my love 
for what can be made from squash, and oh are the 
possibilities endless. Loaded with vitamin C and B-6 it 

can be; simply sautéed with garlic and sweet onions 
or seasoned and shaped into squash fritters. Zucchini 
noodles with pesto and pine nuts, just as delicious as 
summer squash and chive pancakes. One must not 
forget about zucchini bead stuffed with walnuts and 
raisins. It fits right in with curries, and summer soups 
such as summer squash and corn chowder. Add it to 
lasagna or grill it on kabobs. 

Some say I share the same affinity for summer squash 
as Bubba Gump shares from shrimp, which it also pairs 
with wonderfully. It would be a shame to forget to stuff 
it with sausage, rice, or breadcrumbs. It can even be 
added to a spicy Thai salad. I’m actually getting hungry 
just writing this. Whichever way you slice, dice, or fry 
them, they remain a reason for celebration.

So please use this beacon of early summer as a reason 
to gather friends and family around a table for a party. 
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Notes from the Field:

Blinded by squash love.

Ode to Summer Squash


