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Renew For 2011-Time is Running Out!
Many thanks to the members who have renewed their shares for 2011 and particularly to those who were able 

to pay in full during the winter.  ICF is fortunate to operate as a CSA, where much of our cash comes 
in early in the season, right when we need it most: for seed, for fuel, and for employees that do 
hours and hours of work in the months prior to harvest.  It allows us to focus our energy on 
growing high quality crops and to care for the land as best we can. 

 If you haven’t renewed yet for 2011, don’t hesitate!  As of January 31, memberships are open to 
the public, so don’t miss your chance.  And keep  in mind that joining the ICF Cooperative is the 

easiest way to renew your share from year to year.  You can become an owner by  investing $200, which 
can be paid in annual $25 installments if you prefer. For more information, visit our website 
www.intervalecommunityfarm.com.  

ICF Welcomes New 
Bookkeeper and Member 

Services Coordinator!
Kathie Sullivan joins us as the new bookkeeper/
membership manager after being a part of the 
farm as a member since 2000. Her background as 
a teacher, librarian and information manager will 
fit nicely with the work of managing the farm's 
500-plus members and helping members navigate 
through the workings of the farm. "Information is 

information, whether it's legal, 
pe r sona l , o r f a rm member 
records," Kathie says. Kathie is a 
native Vermonter and enjoys 
gardening and growing vegetables 
at her home in Colchester, as well 
as running a consulting and 
research business. As well as 

managing all member information, she is going to 
help  manage the ICF's first steps into social media 
to communicate with members. Look for Kathie 
at the first days of the summer pickups if you 
have any questions!

Winter Greens
Farmer Andy Jones removes row cover from a bed of 
spinach in the ICF greenhouse. The spinach grows in the 
soil, protected by harsh winter weather by greenhouse 
plastic and a layer of fabric row cover, each of which 
provide about 5 degrees of protection against freezing 
temperatures. Nearly every week during the winter share, 
ICF farmers harvest between 20-30 pounds of baby 
spinach for winter share members.  In the background, Aly 
Martelle harvests spinach on a sunny February day - 
basking in the warmth of the sun in her t-shirt!

http://www.intervalecommunityfarm.com
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By 8:30 am, my red T-shirt was soaked 
with sweat, my eyes were stinging with 
dripping sunscreen, and my hands were 
slippery  on the shovel.  It  was February, 

and the only context I had for the amount 
of sweat dripping from me was my memory 

of brutally  hot July days: endless hours spent 
racing from one task to the next with a sheen of 

sweat and exhaustion coating my brow.  And 
although this really was February, my days were 
ending precisely like those in July, with waves of 
nausea, a throbbing headache, a belly  that couldn’t 
digest food, but also with a sense of heroic 
accomplishment that arises from pushing my body to 
new limits.  
 I was on vacation - many miles and many 
dollars away from my sweet Vermont home of fluffy 
snow and subzero temperatures. I was led to the 
steamy climate of Honduras by a few compelling 
factors: a cheap plane fare, my desire to infuse my 
brain with Spanish, and most importantly, the 
opportunity to do volunteer work. I had long been 
intrigued by the idea of a “working” vacation, but 
had struggled to find a group  that felt like a good 
match for me.  This group of Vermonters called 
“Hands to Honduras-Tela” was a welcome discovery, 
for after many years of working in the same 
community, they have established many strong and 
trusting friendships.  
   As my week of work approached, I crammed 
Spanish terms for construction supplies - wheel 
barrow (carretilla), cinder block (bloque), level 
(nivel), and hammer (martillo).   By the time I was at 
the jobsites, I managed to work alongside stone 
masons with a passable grasp of the basics: dig 
ditches, sift sand, move blocks.  It was simple work 
with simple tools (all executed with my simple 
Spanish); but  the work itself was complex merely 
because of the number of steps it took to get anything 
done.  Like farming, cider block construction is 
deceivingly basic.  But when the blocks need to be 
unloaded and moved, and the foundation cement needs 
to be hand-mixed, then sifted and moved; and when 

there are trees to cut down and the wood needs to be 
hauled away for fuel...at the end of the day, it was 
easy to look at the site and wonder what exactly got 
done that day.  But my muscles told me otherwise; 
never again would I look at cinderblock construction 
and think it was a half-hearted approach to building. 
Instead, I realized that although it was back-
breaking, it was low-input and termite-proof.  All it 
required was a pile of cinder blocks, a few bags of 
dry mix cement, and a tireless back.  
 Although at first it was easy to equate the heavy  
work with a profound sense of accomplishment, 
telling myself each evening that I needed to think no 
further than a cold beer and a dip in the ocean, I 
quickly realized that there was a relentless pinch in 
my brain about what the work I did really meant, 
and how it fit into the larger picture of global 
poverty.  Like so many developing nations, the 
poverty  in Honduras is closely linked to corporate 
agriculture and US dominance of the global market. 
The American companies Chiquita and Dole control 
close to 60% of Honduran agriculture; most of the 
crops are exported. The town of Tela, where our 
volunteer work was based, was once home to the 
United Fruit  Company  Headquarters.  After a 
banana workers strike in the 1960’s and the burning 
of a major shipping pier, the headquarters were 
abandoned, along with much of the shipping 
infrastructure. Decades later, there is still a destitute 
air of abandonment in the area, with overgrown 

Cinderblocks, Bananas, and Sweating in February
by Becky Maden

Cinderblock latrines we helped build at a local school.



railroad tracks, an airport 
runway that has become a 
haven for drag races and 
pavement cracking plants, 
a n d a t o w n r i f e w i t h 
unemployment, gangs, and 

heavily armed policemen.  
Arr iving as an energet ic 

American longing to help  rebuild a 
fractured system felt  piercingly  ironic - especially as 
I arrived with only  a glimmer of  education about 
exactly  why things were so destitute. Instead, I was 
prepared with warnings about how dangerous the 
town was and how careful I should be; but no one 
explained to me exactly why.  
 I’m still struggling to catch myself up on 
information I should have had before I lifted any 
cinder blocks.  I am left with a strong affection for 
the people I met and a desire to nurture those 
connections.  But even more so, I am left with a 
reminder of how big our nation’s footprint on the 
world is, and how naively we can stroll about our 
daily lives, consuming coffee, bananas, pineapples, 
palm oil, and sugar, as if it is a fair exchange for us 
to pay  money and then put these things in our 
mouths.  From all we are taught, it  is an even 
exchange: money for consumables.  But observing 
the sources of these products and the lives that were 
broken in their production leaves me in troubled 
contemplation about what we really  ought to know 
about the food we eat.  It’s not  just  about local or 
imported, it’s not just about organic or conventional, 

it’s not just  about fair trade or sweat shop. It’s about 
the big, overarching policies, price supports, and 
massive companies that have gotten us to this point.  
It’s about consumers, never sure that the money 
they  spend will ever reach the person who is 
growing the food.  So where does this leave me?  
Confused.  Frustrated.  Feeling like I’m going to 
slip back into the dogmatic purism of my late teens 
when I discovered organic food.  My faith - or 
perhaps it was lassitude- that some form of justice 
rises from our individual food choices - is 
floundering.  All I can see is a small country - 
indeed, many countries all around the world - 
beholden to large corporations and therefore 
beholden to aid from the United States, simply 
because the broken system of industrial export 
crops seems impossibly far from a sustainable, 
healthy agricultural system.  
  In just a few weeks, my attention will be 
wholly focussed on the little onion plants and 
tomato plants tentatively poking their seed leaves 
out of the soil into the dim March sunlight of the 
greenhouse.  As I move through the season, it will 
be with a new attention to the beauty and blessings 
we have in our own small agricultural world.  And 
for the moment, we must operate on the faith that 
somehow, the work we all do as farmers and 
consumers will eventually  speak more loudly than 
the work of Dole and Chiquita, and that our 
awareness and small actions can somehow 
embolden global change. 
 

Cooking Locally Through Mud Season
 It’s hard to get excited about local food this time of year - unless you like to guzzle fresh 
maple syrup.  But for many of us, this is the time of year when root vegetables start  to taste like a 
walk-in cooler, and our bodies crave something fresh. But although it takes a bit more creative 
energy, you can still create delicious local cuisine.  

Simple Creamy Butternut Squash
Heat the oven to 350.  Put a whole butternut on its side on a baking dish and put in the oven.  Remove 
squash in one hour or when tender.  Let cool for 15 minutes, then remove skin (it should slip off easily).  
Cut gently in half and scoop out seeds.  Place flesh of squash in a bowl, add 3/4 cup of coconut milk, 1/2 
teaspoon salt, 1 tablespoon of freshly chopped ginger and mash (or use a hand blender).  If you want it extra sweet, add 2 T 
maple syrup.  This is delicious eaten as is, or used in a soup, a pie, cookies, or muffins; it freezes well and is always 
delicious!  
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Bottom Land News is published periodically.  We are 
always grateful for your feedback, favorite Farm photos, 
poems, letters, recipes, and ideas for articles.  Visit our 
website www.intervalecommunityfarm.com for past 
issues.
The Intervale Community Farm is a member-owned 
consumer cooperative, growing organic produce for over 
500 households in the greater Burlington, VT area. Our 
land is located in the Intervale, a place “between the 
hills” where people have farmed for centuries. We are 
part of the global Community-Supported Agriculture 
(CSA) movement, linking farmers and consumers 
together to build a sustainable food system.  We are now 
in our 22nd season. 
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Address Service Requested

Wanted for the Farm!
• BAGS! Help us save resources by recycling your shopping bags with us. We need them all year long. PLEASE, 

clean, full-size bags only (no newspaper, produce, laundry, or drug store bags).
•Trucks. If you have a truck that isn’t quite town quality, let us know. We are especially  interested in 4WD 
trucks.
•Clippers. We are in constant need of clippers for our cut flowers—donate your extra scissors or shears!
•Tools. Your unused carpentry, gardening, and mechanics tools can keep us fixed up and greened up.

Intervale Compost Stops Accepting Food Waste at the Intervale
As of February 28, 2011, Intervale Compost Products (ICP) will no longer accept food waste or other materials 
at the Intervale.  After many years of providing local residents, and particularly ICF members with a convenient 
place to drop off their compost, ICP is now in transition to a new site for their operations on Redmond Road in 
Willilston.  While the move is an exciting fresh start for ICP, Intervale Farms and ICF members will feel the 

absence of ICP.  
 If you have questions about where to drop off your compost, visit 
www.cswd.net/composting/.  ICF is currently formulating a plan for our own 

composting and hopes to be able to accept food waste from farm members by  the 
summer of 2011.  We’re sad to see our friends at ICP leave and deeply appreciate all 
the work they have done over the years to divert compostables from the waste stream! 

http://www.cswd.net/composting/
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