
We’ve come again,  to Lo’s favorite 
time of the year — when the grape 
juice of summer becomes the oak-
steeped wine of Autumn. And she 
starts waxing wistful. 

Yes, I can see it in your face. You 
think I’m crazy. 

Why would I trade the blasted 
heat and humidity of August for 
the smoky-sweet ochre of 
October? 

Well — it’s in my blood, I think.  

I used to be impressed by the  the 
promise of back-to-school 
season — with its books and 
brilliant yellow school buses. And I 
used to revel in that first “sweater 
day” of the year, when I could 
cuddle up under the warmth of 
wool. 

These days, I’m still moved by the 
chill in the air and the sight of a 
wind-blown leaf. I could stand for 
hours and watch the swirl of 
chimney smoke lift high into the 
night air. And there’s nothing quite 
like the hunt for pie pumpkins on a 
frozen November night. 

But autumn has become a bit more 
than that to me these days. It’s 
one of those bizarre moments of 
revelation — those times when it 
becomes clear that life is quite 
fleeting, and that few things are 
really worth the hustle and bustle. 

Autumn is a time for slowing down, 
for resting. It’s a time for 
meditation and prayer.  It’s a time 
to remember and reflect. 

Autumn is the time we are given to 
DO something with all that we’ve 
learned throughout the year. It’s a 
time to concentrate on making wine 
from the fruits of our labor — and 

sharing that wine with friends 
and family. 

I’m sure it’s just an affect of 
getting older — but  I’ve also 
begun to realize that things in 
life… they’re not all about ME. 
Autumn isn’t all about ME going 
back to school — and smelling the 
new textbooks — and getting 
excited about learning something 
new.   It’s not about how 
comfortable I’m going to be once 
the weather cools down and I can 
cease all this infernal sweating.  
It has little to do with starting 
new things — and 
ACCOMPLISHING something 
before the snow flies. 

Life has nothing to do with how 
successful I am — or how much 
money I make. Life has little to 
do with the job I spend my time 
at — or the size of the paycheck 
I bring home.  Life isn’t even 
about ART and BEAUTY and 
ENRICHMENT, as nice as all of 
that always sounds. 

It really IS crazy — cuz autumn 
is all about colors… and breezes...
and gorgeous landscapes.  It 
SEEMS like it should be a time of 
year when we should just sit back 

and appreciate how amazing the 
world really is. 

And maybe that’s a part of it. 

But even more than that — Fall 
reminds each of us that every 
living thing is going to wither and 
fade, no matter how lovely it once 
was. It calls us to stop and 
focus — to slow DOWN, rather 
than speeding up. To ENJOY what 
we’ve been given. And to stop 
FORCING it. 

Autumn, really,  is about snuggling. 
It’s about being with others that 
we love.  It’s about spending time 
with God — and really connecting 
to Him in a new way. Autumn is 
about seeing the LIFE in dying 
things — and maintaining a true 
appreciation for being here on 
this earth. 

So, take a little bit of time this 
season to forget about what 
you’re SUPPOSED to be doing. 
Take a hike. Read this newsletter. 
Hug a tree. 

 

And whatever you do — don’t make 
your life into any more of  a chore.  
Slow it down instead.  
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So, what’s new? 

AUTUMN — interesting word, isn’t 
it?  
 
You might know that it came from 
the Latin word, AUTUMNUS — 
meaning “the season of abundance” 
or (simply) “autumn”.   And MAYBE 
you even know that it probably came 
from a Sanskrit word which means 
“to do good to; to satisfy”. 
 
But I’ll bet you never thought about 
the rules that dictate how we 
PRONOUNCE it. :)   I believe that 
this rhyme should clear it up, once 
and for all: 
 
If "m" and "n" doth start the word, no 
sound of "m" should then be heard 
[mnemonic]  
 
If it should end with "m" and "n", the 
"n" is silent (not the "m")  
[hymn, autumn]  
 
If "m" and "n" are in the middle, say 
them both, ta-ra-diddle!  
[amnesty, chimney]  



I’d venture a guess that it’s the smell of 
the manure that attracts us.  We can’t 
stay away, and I fear that it’s becoming 
an addiction. 

“What’s this all about?”, you ask. 

“The Farmer’s Market,” I answer 
matter-of-factly, as if you should have 
known better. 

It must have started one of those 
weekends back in May — when the 
vendors set up shop in Cathedral Square 
Park in the midst of Milwaukee’s 
downtown.  We woke up early, put on our 
coats and traipsed down to the market 
to see who was selling what. 

Now — in May in Wisconsin there is 
very little actually GROWING. So, you 
can imagine that there was little bounty 
of which to partake at the market that 
first week.  And, it’s very likely that it 
was quite a number of weeks before we 
ever really found anything that was 
worth buying. 

But we kept on going.  I couldn’t tell you 
why.  It was probably the PROMISE of 
produce that kept us persistently 
tracking it. And we must have been 
pretty determined, because by mid-
June, we could often be found 
frequenting up to THREE farmer’s 
markets in the area. 

We found great garlic scapes at the 
EastTown Market near the Beans & 
Barley Health Food store on the east 

side.  And we made 
friends with an Organic 
Chicken Lady at the 
West Allis Market on 
60-somethingth and 
National. The Organic 
Chicken Lady from Sun 
Prairie is SUPER COOL.  
She’s young and vibrant 
and she sells very good 
free-range, organic 
chickens at a very 
reasonable price. She also sells a 
variety of seasonal produce, including 
some really pleasant spring carrots. 

We made friends with the funky little 
hippies from SandHill Organics (out of 
East Troy, WI).  And bought tons and 
tons of their delicious and colorful 
heirloom tomatoes.  They inspired us to 
make lots of zebra-tomato salsa, and 
put HUGE slices of tomato on our 
grilled cheese sandwiches. 

By mid-summer, we were stocking our 
refrigerator each week with odds and 
ends from the markets — and reveling 
in the succulent bounty of summer. 

Probably one of our most memorable 
finds were the red peppers we got from 
the Hydroponic Red Pepper Lady at 
Cathedral Square.  If you’ve never 
tasted a hydroponically-grown red 
pepper, I’d have to say that you’re 
missing out.  They’re the most sweet, 
succulent, amazing things… and they’re 

never dirty :)    

The Hydroponic Pepper Lady 
got me curious about 
hydroponics, so I did a bit of 
research. There has, 
apparently, been a resurgence 
in interest in hydroponic 
technology in the past few 
years, and we’re now reaping 
the benefits of it at the 
farmer’s market.  It has been 
proposed that glasshouses 

located in deserts of the world could 
one day serve a dual purpose, where 
antenna could be embedded into the 
glass to receive energy radiation from 
an array of energy collectors in space, 
while at the same time facilitating 
hydroponic vegetable production. 
 
Pretty crazy stuff, huh? 
Obviously we’ve benefited in more than 
one way from the Markets we’re so 
addicted to — feeding our minds as well 
as our growing bellies.   Lately, we’ve 
been hoarding the market tomatoes 
(last of the season), and stockpiling 
winter squash and root crops. Last 
week, we even braved a rainstorm to 
get our weekly produce fix.    
We’ve been talking about starting a 
vegetable garden — and joining a local 
CSA next year… but how can we pry 
ourselves away from the lure of the 
Open Market? 

your good thoughts and prayers. 

Since we’d hate for any 
of your efforts to go 
unnoticed, we want to 
send out a big 
“HURRAH!” to all of 
you… and tell you how 
much we truly value you. 
We love each and every 

one of you and don’t have the foggiest 
notion what we would have done without 
your love and support. 

And, while we’re at it, we’d also like to 

I don’t think there has ever been a 
doubt in our minds that we have 
some of the most thoughtful 
friends and coolest family 
members that a couple of Peef 
and Lo’s could want.  But lately, 
we’ve been OVERWHELMED by 
the outpouring of support that so 
many of you have shown to us — 
from those of you who helped us 
move into our new home, to those who 
have offered their assistance in our 
remodeling efforts… to those of you 
who have graced our thresh-hold with 

put out an open invitation to any of you 
who haven’t yet visited us in our new 
abode.  COME ON OVER!!   

Our doors and hearts are always open, 
and we love having guests. So, don’t be 
shy.  We’d love to see you — especially 
if it’s been a while. If you give us 
enough notice, we might even set you up 
with a tofu sandwich or something :) 

Oh — and feel free to call us if you 
need directions :)  

(lo’s cell phone: 414.698.3501) 
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Many Thanks for Your Thoughtfulness... 
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The Adventures of Two Farmer’s Market Addicts 



Our New Obsession:  Mango Salsa 

silent.  He grabbed a bottle of beer 
for each of us, and we sipped the 
brew as we watched.  Nothing really 
happened — VISIBLY.  But when we 
finally STOPPED waiting and tasted 
our experiment, it was HEAVENLY. 
Could it be that it was a warm summer 
day, the mangoes were ripe, and we 
were just a little bit tipsy from 
drinking our beer on an empty 
stomach…?   Nah.  It’s just that 
mango salsa is food for the gods. And 
we were lucky enough, on that lovely 
day, to have discovered it. 
Since then, we’ve been eating quite a 
bit of the mango salsa… on chips, with 
burritos. The possibilities are endless. 
Don’t know WHAT we’ll do when 
mango season wanes... 

Alright. We have to confess. We’re 
obsessed.  It started innocently — 
with this idea that we needed to 
branch out into salsa making.   We’d 
done the usual tomato salsas… and 
even experimented with tomatillos.  
That was LAST summer.  This summer 
we decided that we wanted to be a 
bit more adventurous. 
So — with our cilantro in hand, we 
headed off to the market.  Peach 
salsa sounded excellent to both of 
us — but peaches weren’t yet in 
season. We’d heard interesting things 
about pineapple salsa, but neither of 
us could really picture it. 
THEN, our eyes fell on a table filled 
with delectable goods — they were 
lovely, ripe mangoes… and cheap for 
the taking. 

Before this moment, our exposure to 
mangoes was pretty limited. We’d 
nibbled them, occasionally, on their 
own — but primarily used them to 

of the sounding of the 
shofar — “the ram’s 
horn”). The holiday is 
instituted in Leviticus 
23:24-25.  
 

Elmo wanted us all to be aware of the 
holiday — since no work is permitted on 
Rosh Hashanah, and he normally spends 
the day in intense study, repentance, 
and prayer.  He was afraid, I suspect, 
that we wouldn’t release him from his 
normal schedule of daily chores, to 
observe the holiday. 
 

Of course, we assured him that we’re 
quite the tolerant household — and we’d 
certainly support him in his celebration.  
After all — for Elmo, as for many Jews, 
the Jewish New Year is a time to begin 
introspection, looking back at the 
mistakes of the past year and planning 
the changes to make in the new year.   

Peef and Lo are constantly amazed by 
their feline friends — but never so 
much as during the approach of a 
Jewish festival.  It is at these times 
when Elmo is in rare form, teaching us 
all sorts of new stuff that we didn’t 
know before. 

For instance, he reminded us last week 
as we were preparing for our Open 
House, that we really need to start 
thinking about Rosh Hashanah.  Not 
being Jewish, we’d quite nearly 
forgotten that it was coming up. But 
sure enough, when we looked on the 
calendar — there it was. September 
27th this year. 

For those of you who don’t know, Rosh 
Hashanah is the equivalent of the 
Jewish New Year — Known in the Bible 
as Yom Ha-Zikkaron (the day of 
remembrance) or Yom Teruah (the day 

 

Zoë is a bit jealous, of 
course — perceiving as 
usual that Elmo 
celebrates far TOO 

many holidays, and feeling a bit left out. 
She did feel better, however, once we 
assured her that she could share in the 
celebration by eating apples dipped in 
honey — a symbolic wish for a sweet 
new year.  Elmo also conceded that he 
might let her recite the BLESSING for 
the apples — IF, that is, she learns to 
read it in the traditional Hebrew: 

 
 
 
I guess EVERYONE is going to learn 
something new this year ... 
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Elmo Says:   L 'shanah tovah  (“for a good year”) 
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make fruit smoothies (with Spirutein) 
for breakfast. 

So, salsa would be … different.  And 
different is usually a good thing in 
the world of Peef and Lo. So, we 
decided to experiment. 
We didn’t really have a recipe, but 
figured the concept of salsa isn’t 
exactly rocket science. So, we just 
began chopping things up and hoping 
for the best.  We figured 1/2 of a 
medium onion would be good — 
chopped well.  And a handful of 
cilantro, stems removed (this is Peef’s 
obsession — stemless herbs). We 
added a serrano pepper or two… and a 
whisk of salt… and the mango, of 
course. 

And then we stepped away from the 
lovely mess to allow the flavors to 
“MELD”.  Usually, during a melding 
process, Peef waves his hands around 
quite a bit in the air, chanting “meld, 
meld”, but this time he was oddly 

the shofar 
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So, what’s new? 
with you? 
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