Week 10 = July 31, 2006

Field Notes

The melons are starting to turn ripe. |
haven't gone out to the field to do the final
count yet, so I'm not sure we'll have one
for everyone this week, but we'll have
some. We're growing several sorts of
melons this year. First up are a variety
called Galia, sometimes referred to as
“Tropical.” Their thick, lime-green flesh is
smooth & sweet and their complex flavor
is suggestive of tropical fruit, with a fresh,
banana-like aroma. The rind has a corky
net like cantaloupe, but no ribbing.

We also have some muskmelons ready.
I'm not sure if there's any difference
between a muskmelon and a cantaloupe,
but Guy suggested that muskmelons have
ribs, whereas cantaloupe don’t, and that
muskmelons don't keep as long. In any
case, they both have that sweet, orange
flavor that sings of summer.

We're also growing a French heirloom
variety of cantaloupe called Charentais.
They're small—each half can be one
serving, especially with a scoop of vanilla
ice cream in the center. They have orange
flesh, and on the outside they're ribbed,
with a smooth gray-green rind and dark
green sutures.

Eventually, we’ll also have honeydew
melons—we decided to grow one with an
orange flesh that we grew at Angelic last
year. They're super sweet—almost too
sweet for me, but I'm sure they’ll have
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their fans. And then we'll have both red-
fleshed and orange-fleshed watermelons.

It's an art to knowing when melons are
ripe, an art that I'm still learning. Each
melon has its own tricks and tell-tale
signs. Some varieties slip off the vine
when they're ready, but others don't give
you that much help. Some melons turn
a slightly different shade when they're
ready: Charentais melons take on just a
hint of blue, Galias just a hint of yellow.
Watermelons make a “plink” instead of
a “plunk” when you knock on them, and
they’re groundspot turns yellow. You
can also check the first tendril above the
melon on the vine. If it's dried up, you
know you've got a ready melon. Your
sense of smell can also guide you to a
good ripe melon, but you'll never really
know until you slice into it.

Most melons do ripen up off the vine if
you pick them too early, but for ultimate
flavor we're going to do our best to pick
them as close to ripe as possible. I'll do
a little more internet research and keep
practicing, if you'll be a little forgiving
when you get a melon that's not quite
ready or one that's gone a little over the
hill. Let us know what you're favorite
varieties are, and we’ll make sure we
plant them again next year, when we're
that much better at growing and
harvesting them at just the right moment.

What We're Eating
On The Farm

eggs scrambled with garlic and green
peppers, with fresh tomatoes and
goat cheese on top

pizza with pesto sauce, topped with
tomato slices and summer squash
rounds

perfect cucumber sandwiches a la
Juliana: crispy toast, mayonnaise,
cucumbers sliced lengthwise with lots
of salt and lemon pepper

salad greens topped with roasted,
chilled beets and goat cheese

green beans, blackened in a dry wok,
then stir-fried in coconut oil

mashed potatoes with sweet onions,
fresh sage and thyme

carrots sautéed in honey with fresh
mint

Pick Your Own

Becoming a shareholder is like
buying a season pass to the farm.
If you want to take full advantage
of that season pass, bring the family
along for some berry-picking.

Strawberries
cherry tomatoes
cooking greens
parsley
basil
are free for the picking. Just call
us first to make arrangements
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The Path to SUNSHINE ORCHARDS, Part 3

This is the third installment in a series of columns about my family’s farming history here in the Lake Chelan Valley. My
great-grandparents, Ray & Annie O'Neal, planted the family’s first orchard in 1927, three years before the onset of the Great
Depression. A lean and uncertain decade followed, but finally the farm and the family ‘took root'.

Economics improved for my great-
grandparents towards the end of the
1930’s. By this time, the orchard was
in full production and returned a small
income. My Grandpa ‘Toad’ told me a
story about how he earned his first
bicycle during this period.

“l lifted every one of those apricot
boxes from the orchard onto the
stone boat”, Toad said. (A stone

boat was a horse-drawn wooden

sled used to haul fruit in from

the orchard.)

“I lifted every one of those apricot
boxes off the stone boat”, he
continued in a voice that spoke
of weight and sweat.

“And | lifted every one of those
apricot boxes onto the truck.”
I listened intently, seeing in my
mind the hot sun and stacks of
wooden boxes filled with bright
orange fruit.

“l swamped out
over two tons of
apricots from the

orchard that
season”, he said
with pride.

“And after the cots
had sold, my dad
was true to his
word.” Grandpa
paused before
smiling broadly.

“He bought me that
new bicycle.”

Toad enjoyed his
bicycle for several years and had just
begun to learn how to ﬁi]rive the family
car, when December 7t , 1941 arrived
on the world stage.

With the Japanese bombing of Pearl
Harbor and the United States entry
into World War Il, life changed for
everyone on the farm. My great-uncle
Joe enlisted immediately into the Navy.
Toad would follow him into the Marines
two years later. Great-grandfather Ray

was left with few hands to pick the fruit.
Grandma Jessie remembers the town
being completely empty of young men.

“There were just simply no young men
around”, she said. “Retired teachers
were called back to fill in at school. Mom
and | helped out at the packing shed.
It was a difficult time for everyone.”

Toad & friend posing

The family
somehow
managed to
get the fruit off each year and enjoyed
better prices at the packing house
because of war-time price minimums.

Two months before Toad shipped off
for the Orient, he and Jessie married.
It would be several months, and many
letters later from Jessie, before Toad
would learn that he was to be a father.
My mom, Linda Rae O’Neal, was born
in August of 1945.

That fall after the end of the war, my

Grandpa Toad arrived home for the first
time to see his new daughter. | can
imagine he and Jessie with little Linda —
kisses all around and lots of laughter and
smiles.

Later, after a short walk around the farm,
Toad would have seen another new
arrival. There, in the barn next to the
horses, sat a shiny new tractor.

Many changes happened on the farm in
the years following the war. Not only did
tractor power
replace the
horses, but
n e w
chemical
sprays
simplified
pest control
a n d
aluminum
pipe made
cheap from
the war-time
production
capacity did
away with
ditch and rill
irrigation.

Toad and
Jessie
purchased a
small
neighboring
home and eventually purchased the
‘home place’ from Ray & Annie.

A few years later, at the age of 73, after
a lifetime of dedication, my great-
grandfather Ray O’Neal passed on.

“You know Guy”, Grandpa Toad told me
once, “l always wish your great-
grandfather could have enjoyed the
returns from the orchard just a little
longer.

“He worked so hard, for so long. Things
really started to improved just about the
time he died.”

In the next installment: Hard freezes
and the knock of opportunity.
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