In England, where they don’t have much of it,
these duyn at the end of August are called “high

ere in
: Maybe becnusr: thu sun is lowcr, the light has
turned to golden, bringing out the strong colors
of the black-

ayed Susans

and cardinal

Oraer Orinions

The tastiest treats are
those we grow ourselves

has been a revelation to us as the summer has
come into its height.

All this has led me to reflect on what's lmp-
pened to our eating over my 60-0dd ye.

Back when 1 was a little boy, our famﬂy diet
varied with the senson. In winter, when you
couldn’t got anything fresh at the store, we'd eat

tatoes, brussels sprouta and apples, things
that would keep in the fruit cellar. And we'd eat

flowers that
brighten the
Iate- summer
gardens, The
nighta are get-
ting cooler, 8o
the sleeping is
better, cer-
tainly better
than it was
just a fow
weeks 0go.

The farmers™

‘markets aro

Phil Power

. bounty of the
geason - corn, peppers, eggplant, cantaloupe and
watermelon, tomatoes, poaches, the first of the
fnll raspberries.

+ When I was a kid, my parents used to pack me
oﬂ' to summer camp, all seven wecks of it. Once I
got over being homesick, I liked it OK. But to
me, the high point of the summer was coming
home in August. My father would grill steak {n
the back yard; my mother would make peach pie,
and I would eat corn on the cob to my heart's
content. What a homecoming in high summoer,
especially after having to endure seven weeks of
Mystery Meat, 8o beloved of so many camp cooks,

Ive been th{nkmg about all this in recent days
becausa my wife, Kathy, and I have been experi-
menting with our vegetable garden this year.

Sure, we grow the standards: Rhubarb to greet
the'first warm days of apring in pies or stewed
(my grandmother insisted it was the best spring
tonic!); fresh-dug potatoes, beets and carrots;
sweet peas and green beans (what a lot of work
for such o small yield of deliciousness); raspber-
ries (ours bear in June and again in August and
Scptember),

Early this spring, Knr.hy pulled out the garden

catalog, smiled hoppily and announced: “This
year we're going to grow heirloom tomatoes. I'm

- sick and tired of those miserab

. served

rable excuses for
tomatoes wo get in the supermarkets.” So, hefr-
loom tomatoes it was. And when the young
plents arrived in April, they looked so miserable
and slight in their black plastic pata!

‘Wo planted them with limited expectations, .
And for a while, they just sat there, looking
grumpily at us. Then the weather warmed, we
gota little rain and they just took off. Today,
they've grown far beyond their cages, and we've
got heirloom tomatoes all over the place. And
what 1 Little cherry bright
orange and so sweet as to remind me the wmnm
is a fruit, not a vegetable. Pinkish ones that look
unripe at first but taste sensational when paired
with a little olive oil and a couple of basil leaves,
Bright golden little globea that burst with flavor,
alone or with a few graina of salt.

‘The intensity of flavor of theso old varietics

all the bles from the garden that my moth-
er canned the previous summer.

Come spring, we'd rejoice in the first fresh
rhubarb, As summer came on, we'd eat all kinds
of fresh fruits and vegetables, some fresh from

Kathy's helrloom tomatoes were bred
when the Idea of picking stuff before
it was ripe and shipping it around the
country was conslidered nonsense.
That was a simpler time, certalnly,
but It also was a time of more vivid
flavors and a famlily diet that seemed
to fit the feel of the seasons ctls the:’y
umed,

my grandparents’ garden, some from the store.
In the fall, we'd have squash, cauliflower,
turnips, plums and maybe some game (my father
liked to hunt).

Today's supermarketa are crammed with all
kinds of what might be called “indusatrial food.”
The freczara ave filled with packages of frozen
foods of all kinds, regardless of the season.
“Fresh” produce is trucked in from California, or
cven flown in from South America or Israel,

‘Thanks to our modern food-growing and distri-
bution system, we can eat what we want when
weo want, regardless of the season. 1 can get
“fresh” tomatoes in the winter, but the varieties
are selected for mass production, to be picked
green and shipped long distanco around the
country in ethylene-filled containers, And i1l
gladly trade a bite of a peach, sweet and juicy,
picked fresh off the trec to the ones you see in
the supermarkets off-season.

Kathy’s heirloom tomntoes were bred when the
ides of picking stuff before it was ripe and ship-
ping it around the country was considered non-
sense. That was a simpler time, certainly, but it
also was 6 time of more vivid flavors and a fami-
ly diet that seemed to fit the feel of the seasans
s they turn

I'm dellgh!cd some of the older varicties are
coming back on the market,

Growing them and enting them subject to the
discipline of the season and the uncertainties of
the weather help keep us rooted in simple reali-
ty.

And they sure taste great]

Phil Power is chairman of HomeTawn Com-
munications Network Inc., the company
that owns this newspaper. He welcomes your
comments, either by voice mail at (734) 953-
2047, Ext, 1880, or by e-mail at ppower®
homecamm.net
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Parents aren’t
putting kids’ health,
safety above all

Jonathan is 1 think ~ no, I am afraid - that is not 5o today.
almoat two ‘This summer, more than moat, it seems, suffer-
montha old. He ing children have domi: d the news, child

Jonl Hubred amiles, but who appear to share a common bond.

we're not sure

why.
é-’erhnpn that's the beauty of being two manths

He is my youngest brother Jason's son, and the
first child born into our family in almost 15 years.
‘The first time I hold him, I start to tell him stories
about hia father - and then I stop, because words
asuddenly seem meaningless.

Even when he cries, all [ want to do is hold him
closer and rock him until he settles down. Of
course, I am only The Auntie. Hia father and
mother are never far away when the wailing
begina. They wait pationtly with a bottle or s
clean diaper,

And then sometimes, ell it takes is a few min-
utes in the swivel chair that clicks when I rock
back and forth, From my lap, Jonathan has a good
view of the ceiling fan, although he probably can’t
sea it clearly yot.

Ita motion is enough to quiet him until he's
slceping, Unwilling to move, I sit and think about
a story my mother told me the night before,

Somewhere across town, & l'l-year~old young
woman is facing an unpl She

Isainh, whose mother didn't want to take him
when she ran home to get her shoes.

Babies forgotten or purposefully left in cars that
acted like avens in the lummer heat.

An infant whose crying 8o annoyed the mother's
boyiriend that he dealt the child a fatal blow.]ult
outside a hospital emergency room.

Children younger than 6 left home alone while
parents spent a8 muht. at the casino,

‘These chill uffered because parents didn’t
put their safety and well-being above all else —
above annoyance and convenience, above the dis-
tractions of work or pleasure and the rush of a
busy day. That's seifishness, and no cause for pity.

‘The system didn’t {ail Shaniqua Betty. S8he
failed her child. People with greater challenges

than hers l;ave achieved far more; why uhould she

be excused!

I look into Jonathan's deep, confused blue eyes,
and [ can’t help but wonder how a parent could
forget or set aside the ultimate responsibility par-
ents are supposed to have for their children, every
moment of every day of every week.

And then I think how often I've failed my awn

g
worka nights and lives with friends, one of whom
ia likely tha child's father.

She says her mother was never around; she has
been on her own since she was 16.

She sees her father “sometimes.”

Adoption is on her mind. Sho scems certain she
can't keep her baby, because she had no mother-
ing, How, then, can she be a mother?

Shaniqua Betty faced that choice when she con-
ceived her son, Isainh. She chose to keep him, per-
haps hoping for a better life than the one she sur-
vived, shuffled from one foster home to another. If
that was her goal, she failed miserably,

After a fight with the baby’s father, Betty ran
from her home. At a bus stap, she struck up a con-
versation with a stranger and later left her baby
with the man. A few days later, the man led police
to Isaiah’s body, which he had stuffed undera
mattress after the child died.

Holding a tiny, helpless infant close, I find it
impouible w lmazmc huw o woman — oven one oa

d d as Betty
— could have handed her child over toa stranger
in the dead of night. Isn't mothering an instinct so
innate that a woman would instinctively throw

herself in the path of certain death to save her

£,
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"It's a New Day at Crittenton!"

"Crittenton’s new administration
has been very receptive to the
employees’ concerns, questions and
ideas., They have done many things
to benefit the staff, which has helped
a great deal to improve attitudes
and working conditions.” " :

child?

BACK TO

$106/MONTH*

o FREE CONSULTATION * NO FINANCE CHARGES * NO DEPOSIT REQUIRED
* TREATMENT PROVIDED BY LICENSED ORTHODONTISTS

Great Ex ressions’

hild: How they have survived my mistakes.
How we have grown,

When she told me about her 17-year-old co-
worker'a decision to give up her baby, my mather
reminded me her own parents died when she was
just a child. “And I still managed to raise four
kids, ] wasn't a perfect parent, but I think they
turned out pretty well.”

Like her, I am not a perfect parent. [ have been
;eell?‘F and inept, naive and trusting, blind beyond

el.

But nlso like her, I have done the one thing
every parent must do, without fail — my very best
to keep my children safe from harm,

I haven't a]wny: succeeded, but l‘va never
stopped tryin

Somehaw. wnu:hmg my little brother Lift his
first-born son from my arms and cradle him close
helps me understand just how important that is.

Jonathan is a lucky little boy. Someday, I must
remember to tell him why.

Joni Hubred is editor of the Farmington
Obumr. She welcomes comments by mail to

1 Grand River, Farmington MI 48336; by
FAX (248)477-9722 or e-mail, jhubred@oe.
homecomm.net

SCHOOL

- Lyle '
Crittenton Maintenance hﬂmla'np .

"Crittenton has been my community
. hospital for many years. I got my
.. first job there when I was 16, had
& my children there and spent 12 days
. inintensive care while they saved
. my life. We are so fortunate to have
such an excellent medical facility in
. our backyard!”

CRITTENTON HOSPITAL
MEDICAL CENTER
Quuality Care...Close to Home & Work

1101 W. University Drive, Rochester, Michigan 48307-1831
’ www.crittenton.com

roriserers

ORTHODOHTIG BENTERS
1-800-45- SMILE_

DIARBORN WAYNE LANSING L.
gg 38110 Michigan Ave, 6035 Executive Dr.» Executive . Suke 200 ~ -
et 734-728-1705 517-857-7272 .
FLINT ROSEVILLE STERLING HEIGHTS
: 2483 S. Unden 27115 Gratiot Fiteon Mio Bd.> Hatherly
V 810-733-2260 B10-774-3520 0-979-8210
TOLEDO WARREN ROCHESTER
543 N. Main Stroet, Suite 222
5950 Akpoct Higwey, Sute 10 2425 East Twshve Mo Rd. 248.851-0024
 SOUTHFIELD LIVONIA SOUTHGATE
Town Center. Sute 200 37625 Ann Arbor R, Sulte 104 15312 Treenon Rd.
a«-ose 734-464.5550 734-262-8600




