
by Olivia Murphy

We may be a vegetable farm, but 
we witness many other life forms 
in the course of working, like 
snakes, insects of all colors and 
types, deer, and the neighbor’s 
beautiful cows. Here’s a review 
of some of the most famous farm 
creatures.

The groundhog living 
underneath Carrie’s stored 
furniture: Why are you so cute 
and yet so destructive? How do 
you get so wobbly and chunky 
just from eating dandelions and 
parsley? Can all the groundhogs 
of Vienna identify the sound of 
Hana’s specific golf cart roar and 
know to expect rotten compost 
dumped on their heads any 
moment? These are the questions 
that keep me up at night. 2/5 for 
softest looking coat attached to 
such a menace.

Skunk caught in a (non-lethal) 
trap: A devastating surprise. 
Mercifully didn’t spray me while 
getting released from the trap, 
beautiful striped coat, I felt both 
guilty and thankful for such an up 
close interaction. 4/5 gorgeous 
animal, unhappy scenario.

Mice in my pod: You bring up 

the most contradicting emotions. 
I want to kill you for pooping 
everywhere and chewing on stuff, 
and yet when I see you up close 
I want to carry you around in my 
pocket. I understand why you’d 
want to live in my nice dry pod, 
and yet your skittering feet send 
my heart slamming awake in the 
night. I can tell I still have evolving 
to do because I can’t imagine us 
coexisting at this time, 1/5.

Hornworms: Easily my most 

problematic favorite. You are 
perfect to me even though you 
are literally a pest. Outlandish size, 
white striped markings, wicked 
looking butt horn, and wasp eggs 
all over leave nothing to be desired 
in terms of farm interactions. 
Didn’t see a single hornworm that 
had metamorphosed into a scary 
big moth this year, both sad and 
definitely a good thing. 100/5, I’m 
still not over these worms.
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by Rachel Udall

Washing vegetables is much 
like manning a remote lighthouse 
on a rocky, barren coastline - it’s 
cold, lonesome, and you end up 
completely soaked by the end of it. 
For this reason, many PVF workers 
understandably enjoy making 
themselves scarce when the topic 
of washing comes up. Not I, dear 
readers, and after a long season of 
learning the art of washing, I am 
here to share my thoughts. Truly, 
after many afternoons spent 
staring into a sink, I have come to 
love this task. Though I’ve ended 
many a day resembling a child 
who has just been saved from 
the verge of drowning, this year 
of washing has shown me a great 
deal of beauty and given me a 
great deal of patience, resilience, 
and tolerance for glacially cold 
water. It is true that muddy, 
insect-covered produce may have 
its rustic charms, but the second 

the vegetables hit the water they 
become a work of art anew. This 
year, I watched as mud-caked 
radishes transformed into brilliant 
red rubies before my eyes. Hakurei 
turnips and rutabaga became 
almost opalescent. Hundreds of 
shades of green swirled around 
on a single lettuce head, and it 
was hard not to wax poetic when 
faced with a leaf of emerald kale 
spangled with little star-like drops 
of water. Washing also led me to 
feel quite parental towards the 
vegetables, after giving them a 
bedtime bath and tucking them 
into their crates with a newspaper 
blanket. I often found myself 
thinking about the futures that 
lie before them - about the 
workers that would display them 
at market; about the families that 
would bring them home; about 
the worms that would feast on 
their composting remains; and 
about my future too. The sink is 
really the turning point in the life 

of a harvested vegetable - their 
childhood spent growing in the 
fields is done, and soon they will 
depart for an adulthood spent on 
a CSA shelf, in a fridge, or possibly 
in a delicious savory dish. As 
someone who is also undergoing 
this transitional part of life 
(though I’m hoping to not end 
up in a dish), I enjoyed sending 
the vegetables off clean and well-
tended to whatever lay ahead. It 
was my small way to show love and 
care towards the vegetables, the 
farm, the workers, the customers, 
and many, many others in this 
great web. Washing has been an 
integral part of my first season 
here, and above all it has given me 
a lot of love for the whole process 
of farming and the wonderful, 
incredibly muddy vegetables that 
come out of it. And no, I have not 
remembered once to bring a dry 
change of clothes. 

A Year at the Sink

Rachel rounds up the irrigation tubing, using the topless golfcart 
as a spool.  In one season, so many unimagined skills are learned 
-- who even knew that golfcart rodeo work was part of the introduc-
tory farm curriculum? Rachel soaked all of it up, with glee.

Transformed by a cold shower in 
the enameled cast iron bathtub, 
radishes glow in the sunlight.



Our part time restaurant critic 
came to the Annual Venison and 
Vegetables Dinner in October and 
posted this review. He found echoes 
of Bruegel in the rustic atmosphere, 
and the open architecture of the 
Tractor Barn charmed him mightily.

by Chip Planck

The latest creation of the New 
York restaurant design team 
Aardvark and Armadillo opened 
Thursday,  set in the lush farmland 
of Loudoun county, Virginia.   
The venue, Wholesale Rejects, 
promises to be a landmark in the 
growing field of rural chic dining.

Eschewing the standard, tired 
check-in stand, the team instead 
welcomes customers with a 
vintage Ford F 150 pickup---bed 
empty, tailgate down--- sloping 
toward the dining floor.  This 
symbolizes the rough but ample 
outpouring of food awaiting the 
diners.

The design is dominated by 
massive repurposed telephone 
poles, at once representing the 
overbuilt nature of many rural 

structures alongside comforting 
protectiveness and frugality.  The 
single strand of 40 watt bulbs 
lighting the scene from high above 
echoes the life-changing advent 
of rural electrification in the 
1930’s---revolutionary for its day 
but minimal by present standards. 

To give an unmitigated sense of 
open air,  A & A moved beyond the 
now jaded cathedral ceiling and 
atrium solutions and simply left 
one-half of the restaurant raw to 
the elements.    Eating in the wind 
and rain may now become part of 
the experience for some.  Hold on 
to that paper plate!

A nice touch is the presence of 
basketball goals at either end of 
the restaurant’s area:  one a cheap 
fiber glass unit common to current 
driveways, the other a bottomless 
peach basket, a true Naismithian 
throwback.  Recreation in this 
hardworking setting is cobbled 
together, taken when time 
occasionally allows.

The main seating is in church-
social folding chairs around a 
motley of tables.  These are 
supplemented by the occasional 

faded couch or easy chair.  Beyond 
that, space is left for cross-legged 
circles on the plain concrete floor, 
Japanese-style.    Some leaned 
against the Southern Pine poles.  
The result:  a non-grid, multi-
leveled mélange of diners.

This first evening’s clientele did a 
marvelous job of complementing 
the design sartorially.  There was 
a barefoot boy with cheeks of 
tan; many in what appeared to be 
“picking” clothes---jeans  tattered 
from actual work;  Bermuda 
shorts worn no longer for style 
but for ease in stooping over.  
Clod-hopper boots sported by 
many combined to give the scene 
a Bruegelesque feel.

The main food was Chronic 
Wasting Disease-free venison.  
The 17 other chefs provided 
sides in a charming array of 
recycled containers.    These were 
somewhat difficult to identify 
under the REA lighting, often 
being combinations of vegetables 
unknown to many.  But no matter, 
the meal was rich in complex 
carbohydrates, the countryside’s 
fuel.  A rude time was had by all.
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A & A Does It Again

There are certain days from this season that I never want to for-
get. This was one of those days: It was a tomato picking, right in 
the middle of August, two freezy pops, and a whole lot of sweat 
kind of day. And someone decided that for lunch, we would have 
tomato sandwiches. Before securing the rest of our harvest into 
the cooler, tomatoes of all varieties were chosen to be put up 
to the taste test: a pink, a red and green zebra, a black prince, 
and orange, and a red. The big wooden cutting board from the 
pod kitchen was brought out and put on the picnic table for 
cutting thick slices of sourdough, while mayonnaise, hummus, 
and black pepper joined the party. The whole thing felt very cer-
emonious and celebratory. We tried all different combinations of 
tomato with hummus or mayonnaise, and to the dismay of true 
tomato sandwich lovers everywhere, my favorite was hummus 
(not mayo) with a big piece of pink tomato. May next season 
bring more tomato sandwiches and coworkers who plan special 
days on which to eat them together. - Leah Fenster photo by leah fenster



by hc

Scratching the dirt 
out from under my 
fingernails after a day of 
farming, I’m not always 
sure its origin. On a 
good day, my hands 
have touched the Earth 
countless times, and 
the brown flecks remind 
me of this repeated 
gesture. What a blessing 
to know and flirt with 
mycobacterium vaccae, 
those sweet, sweet 
harbingers of serotonin. 

The softest dirt to 
lodge itself under my 
fingernails comes from 
the compost pile, moved 
closer to the tunnels for 
winter planting. With 
the recent cold spell, it 

froze and resisted our 
shovels. We needed our 
claws to scoop handfuls 
into buckets. Harvesting 
roots requires claws, 

too. Paw through the 
fluffy field to find the 
tractor-dug potatoes. 
Scratch away clods 
from the turmeric and 

ginger. In the carrots, 
if the pitchfork missed 
one, have a little fun 
and excavate the 
orange cone like an 
archaeologist tenderly 
revealing the final piece 
on the greatest dig of 
their lifetime. Harvesting 
sweet potatoes is a hand 
job like no other: dirt-
caked hands, thighs, 
toes. 

Shove a seed, a bulb 
of garlic, a small brassica 
into the ground. Dirty 
fingernails. Scratch and 
pinch the weeds away. 
Dirty fingernails. During 
the warm months, refuge 
sought, hands brush the 
bottom of the creek bed. 
Dirty fingernails.

by Rachel McCormick

Potomac Vegetable Farms is 
well known for its veggies. They 
are the best ones around. I would 
rate them 5 stars in a 5 star rating 
system or 2 thumbs up with the 
thumb review.  But, there are 
other things besides the veggies 
to know about this place. The 
workers are hardworking and 
fun and dedicated.  The bosses 
are that way too. There is nature 
and beauty here; even the weeds 
can be pretty. Apple Cider is 
pressed here. The freshest and 
best cider I’ve ever tasted!  PVF 
could also stand for Pigs and 
Veggieland Fantastic. There are 3 
little pigs here this year as there 
are every end of season. They 
rate 110 % on the cute scale. They 
eat our extra veggies and make 

tour groups happy. They are 
nice to have around and add to 
the general bucolic atmosphere. 
I’ve named this year’s piglets 
Wynken, Blynken, and Nod even 
though that might not be their 
official names. So, come for the 

veggies, but be sure to notice the 
hardworking people, the pretty 
patches, the nice looking weeds, 
and the cute little piggies up on 
the hillside under the shade of a 
very old tree.  
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PVF: Pigs and Veggieland Fantastic

Dirt Under My Fingernails
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