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scallions • red onions • arugula • basil • toscano kale • green
beans • radishes, turnips, or kohlrabi • carrots • potatoes • red
kuri winter squash • red peppers • sweet corn • tomatoes •

cauliflower or broccoli
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And changes in your share this week:
this week’s share is a mix of the end of
summer crops and the beginning of fall
crops. There’s the very last of the sweet
corn, the end of the tomatoes, and one
last planting of green beans—and on
the other hand we have the beginning
of the winter squash. This variety of
winter squash is called Red Kuri. It’s a
baby red Hubbard type. This is a good
variety to use in pies and puree because
specks of skin (being red) won’t show.
Make sure you check out the Winter
Squash section in your CSA cookbook
and remember that all the types of
winter squash are pretty much
interchangeable in these recipes.

This week’s share...

The air has smelled different this week.
Fall is definitely here. It came with a rain
that surprised us. In spite of the weather
forecast, we were caught with laundry
and cardboard boxes and my tiller out
in the weather. The weather blew the
smoke out of the valley and with the sun
back out, that distinctive smell of fall is
definitely in the air.

Other changes are happening on the
farm too:  I’m happy to say my boyfriend
Chris finished up his farming season in
the Midwest and has arrived here to help
finish up our season—and plan for next
year.

Field Notes

October 14, 1:00 pm at the Farm Market

Come Join in the Fun
to celebrate the success of our first

CSA season and look
forward to another great season!

Potluck
Field Tour and pumpkin pick

Annual Fall Meeting
Fun for the kids

And more!

CSA Harvest Party

One note about the sweet corn:
We planted this variety quite close
(too close) to a planting of
ornamental Indian corn. I’ve noticed
a little cross-pollination—you’ll
probably notice  some tough,
purplish kernels on the ears. That’s
where they came from. We hope
you can eat around them and enjoy
this last bit of corn nevertheless.
You may notice a tiny bit of bird
damage on the tips of the ears too—
but no corn earworm!  Here’s to an
earworm-free corn season!  I hope
we can be so lucky again next year.

FYI
Janna and Arthur are interested
in housesitting in the Chelan

area this winter.
If you know anyone who is

looking for responsible
caretakers, please pass our

information along!  

We can be reached at

917-733-6943
or

jannaberger@gmail.com.
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“By the time I was 25, I had my sails
set and my course charted,” read the
letter enclosed in the birthday card
from my dad.

I sat on the floor in my unfurnished
room in Prescott, Arizona. A mattress
lay in the corner next to a few books,
a couple piles of clothes, and a red
leash for my dog Charlie.
I had just turned 25 and
unlike my father at that
age, my course fel t
anything but charted.

Two years earlier, I had
graduated with honors from
t h e  U n i v e r s i t y  o f
Washington with a degree
in electrical engineering. It
had been my decision to
take the road less traveled.
Propelled by the aftermath
of a failed relationship, I
hit the road, Steinbeck
style, to see what I had
been missing during all those years of
boot camp engineering school.

The storyline for this four year chapter
in my life snakes around between
Arizona, Seattle,  the New England
states, before finally winding its way
back to the brown hills and clear water
of Lake Chelan. I’ll write a book
sometime to flesh out all the twists
and turns, but for now let me say this:
I spent a lot of time writing poems and
essays. I spent a lot of time working
in simple, hands-on jobs; cabinetry,
commercial baking, home building. And
I spent an excruciating six-months in
a small high-tech start-up company in
Seattle.

Walking away from this last experience,
after the many other short jobs that
proceeded it, rendered my resume all
but worthless. I walked the streets of
Wallingford in Seattle with Charlie, at
odds with the entire urban landscape

and its lifestyle. Where could I fit in?
What was my path?

Remembering what another transient
had done in moments of confusion, I
decided to follow Jesus’ path and head
up on a mountain and fast for a few
days. I had been experimenting with
prolonged silence and fasting since my

d a y s  i n
Prescott. If
ever I needed
direction, now
was the time.

I remember it
was Memorial
Day weekend,
1 9 9 7 .  I
d r o p p e d

Charlie off at
my mom’s
h o u s e  i n
Wenatchee
and headed
east, out into
the  h i gh ,
b a r r e n
expanses of
the Colockum
wildlife area.
I figured with hunting season months
away, the elk and I could share the
space in harmony, along with the
meadowlark, and an occasional snake.

Trying to write about a vision retreat is
a bit tricky. I imagine one possibility
would be to enter some trance-like style
that mimics the feeling of low blood
sugar … breathing sound bird crunch
sore sigh what pit grumble breathing
sound wind. But that doesn’t exactly fit
here, so I’ll stick with a summary.

I sat up on top of a mountain for three
days, drank water, read the poetry of
William Stafford, and wrote a few
thoughts of my own in a journal.
Periodically, I would stand up and take
a short walk around, pausing every so
often when my head started to feel light.

It was on the third day, during the middle
of one such walk, when the message I
had been looking for arrived. It would
be nice to say it was a Moses-style
booming voice complete with exterior
burning graphics. But this was a bit more
subtle (while every bit as powerful). My
message arrived internally, and
completely, filling every cell in my body
in exactly the same moment with a
complete certainty of knowing.

One minute I was just walking along.
And in the next minute, I looked down
and saw my hiking boot, covered with
the light sandy dust of the Colockum.
I felt time stop. In that boot, I saw
the boots of Great-grandpa Ray, of
Grandpa Toad, and of my own dad,
Denny. And in that boot, filled with
this new knowing, I saw my own
future stretching before me as a
continuation of the work they had
done on the farm.

In that moment, I knew that I needed
to move back home and follow in the
footsteps of my forefathers.

In the next installment: The dusty
boot as riddle. What exactly does the
message mean?

The Path to SUNSHINE ORCHARDS, Part 6
This is the sixth 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 carried the
baton after returning from World War II.  My parents, Denny & Linda, continued the tradition in the 1970’s. My own return
to the farm as the fourth generation on the land came in a series of fits and starts.


