This week’s share...

head lettuce  basil, parsley, or arugula ¢ chard < turnips,
kale, or kohlrabi = savoy cabbage < yellow crookneck
summer squash = cucumber » eggplant = peppers »
tomatoes ¢ sweet corn « melon ¢ potatoes

Week 15 » September 4, 2006

Field Notes

What does Labor Day mean at the Farm Market? Not a break from our labor,
but the busiest day of the year! The summer folks are headed back to Seattle
and, in one way at least, we hate to see them go. There’s still so much good
food to eat! The days are rapidly getting shorter, but even so, the possibility of
frost is a long way off. Until that time, we will continue to have all the summer
crops—tomatoes, peppers, eggplant, summer squash, cucumbers, basil—though
in slowly diminishing quantities. The plants are looking a little tired and their fruits
don’t grow or ripen as fast with these cooler nights.

Even as the summer
crops continue, our fall crops
are starting to come on:
broccoli last week, and
cabbage this week. This
cabbage type is called
“savoy”—a word which
refers to its crinkly
leaves. It's tender and
sweet and good in recipes
calling for either Chinese
cabbage or standard
green or red cabbage.

If you haven't Tom from the Farm Market transplants the penultimate succession of head learned to
like SWisSs lettuce. Thanks, Tom, for all your dedicated help and interest in the farm! chard yet
1

you get another chance this week. One tip: there are lots of ways to prepare it
besides the way my mother did: she would boil whole leaves and stems until
they were nearly falling apart in the water. Chard is a great complement to other
foods in hot dishes—soup, lasagna, quiche. Cut out the stems and chop and
sauté them first—they take longer to cook than the tender greens. Don't forget
the Cooking Greens section of the CSA cookbook for more ideas.

I wish more people ate more chard simply because it's so beautiful to grow!
Maybe next year I'll just plant it as an ornamental around my house.

Attention:
CSA Pick-Up Time
Change

Due to shortening day length, we
are shortening our pick-up hours.
Starting next week

September 14 |
the new hours
will be from
4:00 to 6:00.

If this is a problem for you, please
| let me know and we’ll work
. something out.

Spilt Milk & Kicked
Buckets

No matter how careful I am, | often
spill the milk. There are just so many
opportunities for it to spill. Each six
gallon batch gets poured from the milk
pail to the storage bucket, from the
bucket to the tote, from the tote to the
pot, from the pot to the colander, from
the colander to Julianna’s decorative
shelf where | hang the cheese to strain,
from the decorative shelf to the bowl,
and from the bowl to the little white
containers. Sometimes every drop just
doesn’t make it. Considering all the
work it has taken to breed and milk
the goats and to safely store and
transport the milk, spilt milk simply
makes me want to cry. After a long
day, | feel incredulous, unbelieving,
and hostile toward spilt milk. I want to
blur the sad vision of bright, white,
creamy liquid spreading slowly across
the floor with tears of resistance. At
such moments the gallant prince of
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The Path to SUNSHINE ORCHARDS, Part 5

This is the fifth installment in a series of columns about my family’s farming history here in the Lake Chelan valley. Great-grandpa Ray
planted the first apple orchard in 1927 on the present site of Vin du Lac winery. Grandpa Toad farmed that land through the fifties and
then bought in as a partner to our present farm, Sunshine Orchards in 1964. Five years later, my Mom and Dad entered the scene.

“I told them | wasn't interested in just moving
up to Chelan to manage the place”, my Dad
recounts. “l wanted some ownership in the
operation, even if it was small.”

The year was 1969. The season: late summer.

Over eighty acres of Red Delicious apples hung

on the trees at Sunshine Orchards, just weeks

away from harvest. The partners of the
operation found
themselves in the
difficult place of
needing a manager
to get the fruit off,
and fast.

Luckily, my grandpa

Toad’s oldest

daughter, Linda, had

recently married an

ambitious, young
orchardist named Denny Evans from the upper
Wenatchee Valley.

“Your grandmother and | agreed to sell your
dad and mom three percent”, remembers
Toad. That was enough. Within weeks, my
parents moved to Chelan and prepared for
harvest.

For my dad, the decision to move to Chelan
made sense from every horticultural angle.
The growing season in the lake valley was
longer than the cool lands surrounding
Peshastin and Leavenworth. The steady slope
of the land at Sunshine translated into nearly
a hundred acres of completely frost-free
farming terrain. That meant no more sleepless
spring nights in the orchard lighting smudge
pots to keep the blossoms from freezing. And,
the microclimate inspired by the lake created

a one-of-a-kind piece of fruit — the long,
slender Lake Chelan Red Delicious that
was sought around the globe.

“We grow the best Red Delicious in the
world,” my Dad always told me growing
up. Back then | figured he was just telling
a good story for my brother, Luke, and 1. But
later, |
learned he
was pretty
much spot
on. The lake
valley did
have a

Sunshine Orchards
circa 1960

reputation
f 0 r
exceptional
fruit, and
within the
valley, there
was no better terrain than the south shore
for Red Delicious.

Of course, that didn't really matter much
to me. One of the ironies of growing up
on a large-scale, monoculture farm is that
there aren’t many places for the kids to
get involved. The crew all came from
Hispanic cultures from the south and were
managed by our Spanish-speaking
foreman. The equipment all required a
cool head and experience to navigate on
the sloping hillsides. And Dad didn't actually
do much work in the field. His day was
filled with management duties — picking
up supplies, organizing jobs, giving

feedback to the foreman and equipment
operators. Not much room for a kid to
get involved.

So aside from a few irrigation duties
and a couple of summers spent thinning
in the orchards, | didn't grown up with
a strong connection to the farm. |
recognized it as our place of livelihood,
but the particulars of operation always
occurred at a distance, across the road,
away from what | knew as ‘home’.

That distance between the orchard and
what | knew as home grew even larger
in 1986 when Mom packed up us kids
and moved to Wenatchee.

It looked like that was just about it for
the next generation of farmers in our
family. Luke and | both had aspirations
to fly far and wide from this hamlet
called North Central Washington. It
looked like our family would be like the
thousands of other agrarian histories
across the land that end with jobs in
the city, graying parents back home,
and no one to take care of the farm.

But the surprising thing was that my
flight up and beyond these river and
lake valleys had a certain imperceptible
arc, an arc that in time would curve
me back towards Dad, the orchard,
and all my family’s old stories. The
time would come when | would see a
dusty boot before me and begin a
journey — still ongoing — of coming
home.

In the next installment: “I learn by going where |
have to go”

Spilt Milk & Kicked Buckets (cont.)

idiom comes galloping to my rescue. “Don’t
cry over spilt milk.” It is a calm and rational
voice that has been passed down through
generations. | am not the first to spill it and I won't
be the last.

| find that idioms seek me out in all corners
of the farm. When | used to take care of
chickens I learned quickly not to put all of my
eggs in one basket. One basket of eggs is
inevitably one basket of broken eggs. When
rounding up chickens to put them in their coop
for the night and feed them grain | used to
say, “l know you don't like being all cooped
up, and | don’'t mean to ruffle your feathers
by chasing you, but please just go with the
grain.” In the vegetable fields we constantly
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weed out the good from the bad. | often
see the goats butt heads over a
disagreement and | generally try to milk
our does for all their worth. I don't worry
about animals like Buddy (our buck) who
might be aggressive because | wouldn’t
expect him to bite the hand that feeds
him. As the cycle of life predicts, we will
all eventually buy the farm.

So much of the English speaking,
American population today has little or no
connection to farming practices. Yet these
idioms are embedded in our language like
little notes from past farmers to the present.

Any brand new farmer could reference
their list of idioms to determine that their
pastured animals like to be in clover or
that it is time to make hay when the sun

shines. Of course these are ambiguous
notes, not to be relied upon as a sole
source of information. By no means do
all pastured animals like all kinds of
clover and if you make hay when the
sun is shining, you better make sure
there isn't rain in the forecast for
tomorrow.

Perhaps one day our modern organic
technology and practices will be
immortalized through idiom. I can
imagine people talking about something
that is ruined but could have been
saved through forethought using the
idiom, “I guess we forgot to dig in the
row cover.” Maybe we’ll be waiting until
the cows come home before we hear
that one in common circulation.
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