


Radical Emergence, by Dan Phelps

Cilantro Chutney (Hari Chutney)
* 1 big bunch of chopped Cilantro
* 3 green chopped chilies
* 3 tablespoons of lemon juice
*1/2 inch fresh ginger
*11/2 teaspoon salt
*1 teaspoon cumin seeds
*1 teaspoon oil
*1 teaspoon sugar

Blend all ingredients, except the cilantro, into a paste. Add the
cilantro, a little at a time, and blend. If needed, add 2 to 3 table-
spoons of water. The water will help in blending. Blend well and
add more salt, green chilies, or lemon juice to taste.

You can make and freeze it in ice cube trays. When ready to
serve, defrost as many cubes as needed. If you freeze the chut-
ney immediately after preparing, it will not lose its bright green
color and freshness.

Serving Suggestions

* To make a delicious dip for fresh vegetables, chips, or crack-
ers, mix 1 part chutney and 3 parts yogurt.

* To make a sandwich spread, mix 1 part chutney and 2 parts
cream cheese.

* To make a salad dressing, mix 1 tablespoon chutney with 2
tablespoons of olive oil, 1 tablespoon vinegar and 1/2 teaspoon
sugar.

* Add coconut milk to dilute flavors for a milder chutney!

recipe from manjulaskitchen.com ; Taste tested by the
apprentices with triple thumbs up!

12th Harvest
8.19.08 & 8.22.08

The Soil from Which We Came
by the Down Garden Basic Block crew of 2008.

I quiver at the intricacies that blend through the leaf-strewn
sunlight as the wind holds the whispers to our greatest
questions
The tickle of roots and the splash of blossoms with growth in
every breath of air
‘What is the status of our status? Oh, its tall and stiff and
doing its job well indeed.

With a “did you temp the compost pile?” and a “this would be
best expressed popcorn style”

I enjoy a lot of these outside activities, I [ike the view of the
ocean and seeing many colors, smells and people each day!
Sun in my hair, wavy from the waves, the lights in the trees
have never been so bright
The smell of frying fabaceae floats over the fava fields, while
friends toil tirelessly with strong fingers.

Pushed into the mud by a staggering horticulturist. Mud on
the fork, mud on the spade. Spent efforts, dangling hands,
hungry faces. Hearts filled with pleasure.

Our pet companion Frankie (the cat) in the fresh dug trenches
wearing a little WWII helmet.

Figs forming, fruiting, floating overhead admiring the
audacity of an ocean of oxalis.

Fly little lady, dart (T'( bug, to the unknown from the impact
of my razor sharp spade (felling the bell bean stalk)
Devour those fell beasts, those ravenous mouths that would
blight our crops.

Leaves unfurl, voots delve deeper, we are nourished by the
soil, sun, rain and wind.





