What's in Season...

How | Got Myself Into this Position: An Introduction

e Scallions
Seeing as it's already Week 5, | thought I might as well get around to doing a - Basil
little better introduction of myself. That way, when someone asks you in casual = Carrots
conversation, “Who’s your farmer?” in the same casual way they might ask you, * Beets
“So, who’s your dentist?” or “Who’s your hairdresser?” you'll be able to tell them. - Summer Squash
I grew up in Pocatello, Idaho, which is potato country and still well within the e Sugar Snap Peas
orbit of Salt Lake City. | grew up Mormon, though by now over half my family e Snow Peas

has left the church, including myself. The country in Pocatello is sage and juniper

desert, with hot, dry summers and cold winters, with more or less snow. So the = Broccoli .
climate here in Chelan feels like home to me, even though it's a good 13-hour = Strawberries
drive to the parents’ house for Thanksgiving. * Napa Cabbage
| don’t come from a farming = Bok Choy
family. Neither my parents, - Salad Greens
nor either set of my e Cooking Greens

grandparents were farmers. e Cilantro
I have some memories ,of - Parsley
my great-grandparents -
farm—a few hogs in the = Dill.
back, acres and acres of = Radishes
wheat and potatoes out e Salad Turnips
front. But the next
generation got out of farming
and went to university
without a glance back. As Mormons and as country people,
my parents did retain a sense of self-sufficiency and doing-
for-yourself that | think I inherited. They were both
devoted gardeners, my mother for the sake of putting
up food for the family and my dad for the sake of getting
in the backyard and fooling around with his flowers.

My mother and my father were both English majors and
My 2003 Whistling Duck Farm Family: interns Marty pianists, and it was always assumed we five kids would
and Katie, Farmers Vince and Mary with baby Zosha, head off to college, read some Whitman and some

d If—basicallv th Conly with pigtails. Kierkegaard, and then just somehow find a place for
and myse asically the same, only with pigtatls ourselves in the world. | tried my best. | went off to

the University of Chicago, studied classics and poetry and philosophy, taught school for a year after college,
and then started in on a PhD program, also at the University of Chicago. Over the years, | became more and
more miserable. | was not in my element, and had little idea where I might find a more fitting place.

I decided to look back west, in the mountains. After a year in the PhD program, | got a summer Americorps
position in Snoqualmie National Forest. | hiked, | cut very large logs up with a crosscut saw, | drank beer. |
had fun, maybe for the first time in my life. | saw things—Mount Rainier, the fields of lupines and columbines
in June—that made me pause, made me stand still and look, made me think I might be getting closer to
something.

I went back for one more quarter of graduate work, but all the while | felt like | was drowning. In December,
I took a leave of absence to go back west and fight fire. Never one to settle, | was convinced | could talk my
way on to a hotshot crew. Which | eventually did, but | needed something to keep me busy until fire season
started. At a party, a friend of a friend mentioned organic farms, that I might be able to live on one in exchange
for work. Most farms weren’t offering work in January, but | did manage to find an internship in Humboldt
County, California, at a fruit tree nursery that was one of many small businesses located on an intentional
community.

I was as green as they come and luckier than | knew. When | arrived the first night, my hosts suggested |
make a fire in the woodstove in the morning to warm up the building. “Um, I'm going to need some instruction
for that,” | had to admit. The next day they asked if I could go cut some salad greens in the greenhouse for
dinner. “Um, I’'m going to need some instruction for that.” It seems incredible that there was a time when |
Continued...
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How | Got Myself Into this Position: (cont.)

couldn’t identify lettuce well enough to cut a simple bowl of salad.

But I quickly fell in love: with the goats, with the greenhouse, with
the field of yearling heirloom apple trees, and with the rhythms of
work, the rhythms of the sky and the weather, and the rhythms of
community. It was January and even in California, we weren’t able
to grow much food at that time of year, but | quickly knew that |
needed to find a place where | could.

That summer of 2002 | think | already knew that | wanted to be a
vegetable farmer. | had seen and read enough. But | took a job
on a hotshot crew, that year and the year after, in order to put
some money away. All those hot months digging line and breathing
smoke and sleeping on mountaintops, | dreamed about long rows
of vegetables, hoophouses full of tomatoes, the background music
of chickens and goats, and tallied up in my head what I’'d have to
do to get myself there. Around the edges of the fire season, | visited
as many farms as | could. In Spring 2003, | did a three-month
internship at a vegetable farm in Bend, Oregon—an internship |
applied for because the farm was only a quarter mile from Gold’s
Gym. | needed to get in shape for the hotshot crew. | would get
up in the morning and run, work all day on the farm, then head to
the gym to lift weights. (That kind of energy is typical for me in
April and May, but it fades. You should see me in November.)

I didn’t make it through my second hotshot season. The pull of
farming was too strong and the dreams of vegetables too intense.
So, near the beginning of August, | talked to my crew boss (who
was glad to be rid of someone as scrawny as me, despite all the
weightlifting) and the next day | headed to Whistling Duck Farm,
outside of Ashland, Oregon.

Over the next two years, | managed to work on a surprising number
of different farms, got “let go” from most of them, and tried to start
my own operation two or three times. | was not the best intern.

I was too excited. | wanted to know how to do everything. In my
head ran the continual refrain, “Someday, when | have my own
farm....”

In 2005, after losing another farming job in Boise, and making many
indefinite plans to start my own market garden, | took a detour
back to the Midwest. | had seen Farmer John’s film, which |
mentioned in the last newsletter, at a farming conference, and |
decided that that’s where | had to work. 1 landed a job at Angelic
Organics as Assistant to the Growing Manager, and worked a good
season and learned a lot about larger scale vegetable farming. But
at the end of the season, as was my way, | decided to leave when
they wouldn’t give me a significant promotion (I wanted to be the
manager!).

But things were beginning to fall into place. I'd met Janna at Angelic
and convinced her to head back west with me to help me start
something. We were aiming at the Boise area, but overshot a little
and ended up in Chelan. When | saw that ad on the Rural Roots
email list from Guy—Subject: Market Garden Lease Opportunity—
I couldn’t say no. They were offering not just land, but access to
housing, tractors, cold storage, a roadside market... Not exactly a
turnkey operation, but, even better, a place to build a business and
a life, in a supportive community that was clearly in need of more
vegetable farmers. Hey, and guess what else? They were going
to let me be my own boss! Finally.

In future newsletters, you’ll here more about these past three years
here, what we’ve been up to and where we intend to go. But if you
haven’t had your fill of the backstory yet, you can listen to a podcast
interview that Guy and | did back in 2007. 45 minutes of me talking
about this farming thing, including the famous composting toilet
epiphany. Follow the link for “The Suncast” under “Farm Talk” on
our website, www.TheSunshineFarm.com.

.....................................................

Join Us at
Riverwalk Books

Author Evening with
Marie Brenner
Saturday, June 28, 2008 7:00 PM

It's not often you get to read a memoir
that takes place in your own backyard.

In this delightful read, Author Marie
Brenner—a Jewish New York liberal and
world-class journalist—tries to untangle
her fraught relationship with her brother,
who found something here in apple country
that was missing for him in his upper-
middle class Texas background.

Before he died of cancer several years
ago, Carl owned several orchards in the
area, including one next door to The
Sunshine Farm. His company, the Alamo
Orchard Company, started leasing our
Galas and Fuji blocks starting in 2001.
Denny, Guy, and orchard manager Sadat
are all ancillary characters in Marie’s book.

It's engaging to watch Marie, as something
of an outsider, try to get her hands around
a place and a culture that seem so strange
to her and yet so familiar to us. She doesn’t
get everything right, but she does ring

true when she notes Guy’s “dreamy eyes”.
(That’s on page 157 if you're curious.)

Marie will be reading from and discussing
her book Saturday night at 7:00 at
Riverwalk Books. We’ll save you a seat.
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