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A mere three months ago, our spring
garden was not much more than a bare
patch of soil. The very first tranplants
had just been set out, the spinach was
just poking its head out of the ground.
And now, three months later, after
sending all of you home six times with
bags stuffed with produce, that patch of
soil is pretty much bare again. In a flash,
it went from being a vision and a dream,
to being a verdant reality, to being just
a memory. (Well, actually right now it’s
not so much a memory but a wreckage
of weeds and irrigation we have to clean
up, plow under, and seed to cover crop.)

One of my mentor-farmers, Vince Alionis
of Whistling Duck Farm in southern
Oregon, used to say that one thing he
loved about farming was that he was
producing a true consumable. It’s like
giving someone chocolate or flowers for
their birthday: Even if it doesn’t turn out
to be his favorite, at least it will be gone
soon. At least they won’t be encountering
it in ten years in the back of their closest
and be wondering what to do with it.

As a farmer, it’s exciting to be involved
in such a fundamental creative process:
teasing the long orange carrot from the
tiny, dry speck of seed; turning a bare
field into a three dimensional, dynamic
work. The ultimate, edible installation
project. It’s exciting to be involved in
making something that is valuable,
essential even, but that does not add
any more weight to this world that is

 already overloaded with the weight of
so much stuff.  Even if you don’t eat
that bunch of kale, I am comforted to
know that it won’t be hanging around
in the back of your closest for years.
(Hopefully not, anyway.) If you don’t
eat it, it will obligingly disappear. You
throw it in your compost pile and you
never have to look at it again.

The food is gone, but the soil stays.
That land that we’re clearing out now
can produce food again and again and
again, if it’s taken care of. We cart off
the plant residues to the compost pile,
mix them with manure and straw from
the goat barn, and after the miraculous
transformation of composting, cart them
back onto the beds. In the meantime,
we’ll plant the empty beds to a cover
crop, to prevent erosion, and to add
even more organic matter back into the
soil.

Field Notes

fresh garlic • sweet onions • new potatoes • summer
squash • cucumbers • beets • arugula • lettuce • salad
mix • your choice cooking greens • broccoli or cauliflower
• red cabbage
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If I had to write an artist’s statement
to be read as you entered into our
ultimate, edible installation project
maybe it would say something about
this. About the guilt-free joy of
creating a true consumable that at
the same time is part of something
that goes on and on and on.

The Path to SUNSHINE ORCHARDS, Part 1
by: Guy Evans

This week’s share...

Zac Robertson moves broccoli plants
to their new home in the compost pile

Family stories. Family history. Roots. These connections with the past can be important in
these days of rapid change. My own family has deep roots here in the Chelan valley. I’d like
to take a few newsletter columns today and in the coming weeks and tell you a bit of our
family’s history of farming in Chelan.

My great-grandfather, Ray O’neal,
stepped off the steam boat in Chelan
Falls in 1899 as an adventuresome
eighteen year old. Ray had grown
up in Pennsylvania and worked
during his teenage years in a large
light-bulb factory. The work was
hard, the pay cheap, and provided

no means for self-improvement, no
future.

One evening, Ray glanced through a
publication advertising farming
opportunities in one of the Union’s
newest states, a rectangular shape on
the map called Washington. Family
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This week, there are several “new” crops
in your box.  Potatoes, garlic, and onions
typically come in a “cured” form—that
is their skins have been dried down so
that they store longer and are not as
delicate.  This week you’re getting these
three crops in their fresh state.  So you’ll
see that the potato skins are very soft,
and have some nicks in them.  The
onions and garlic don’t have that papery
skin you’re used to.  All of these crops
should be kept in the refrigerator and
used soon.  They’re once-a-year treats!
 We’ll probably have new potatoes and
onions for a few more weeks, and later
on we’ll have the more storable cured
potatoes, garlic and onions.

This potato variety is called Red Dale.
 It has white flesh and a pink skin and
is probably better for boiling or steaming
than baking.

We planted two varieties of sweet
onions:  Walla Wallas and a variety
called Ailsa Craig.  Technically, I’m not
allowed to use the name Walla Walla
since they weren’t grown in the valley
of that name.  Our onions also aren’t
nearly as sweet as the ones they grow
in Walla Walla.  They overwinter them
there, planting in the fall and harvesting
in the spring.  The long, slow growing
period is what makes them so big and
so sweet.  Ours were spring-planted,
and so are a little smaller and a little
more pungent.  This winter, I’d like to
experiment to see if we can get sweet
onions to overwinter here, with a little
protection from row cover and/or mulch.
 Any gardeners out there ever have any
success with this?

One other cooking tip.  The arugula can
be eaten raw in salads, but if it is too
piquant for your taste, try making a
pesto out of it.  Throw it in the food
processor with some olive oil garlic, pine
nuts or walnuts, salt and maybe some
fresh goat cheese.  I also hear that
arugula pesto is very good made with
blue cheese.

Annie Lucas O’Neal

Vegetable FYIThe Path to SUNSHINE ORCHARDS, Part 1(cont.)
lore has it that he made up his mind
then and there to head west. The next
morning, Ray bid goodbye to his father,
purchased a multi-day train ticket to
a place called Wenatchee, and left
Pennsylvania for good. It would be the
last time he ever saw his home state
again.
Obviously, no matter how plentiful the
land and farming possibilities might
be out west, an eighteen year old with
minimal capital and no equipment
couldn’t just walk onto his own place
and start working the soil. In fact, it
would be a long and sometimes
disillusioning road stretching nearly
thirty years before Ray’s dreams of
farming would come true.
In the meantime, Ray worked as a
boiler man on the early steam-powered
Lady of the Lake. Like today’s Lady,
the boat ran up and back to Stehekin
and Ray filled the firebox with fresh
wood ensuring a
steady supply of
steam for the
engine. Later he
worked in one of
Chelan’s box
f a c t o r i e s
manufacturing
the thousands of
wooden crates
used in the early
apple industry
for picking and
shipping. The old photos show Ray as
a pretty handsome fellow, and
somewhere in that first decade in
Chelan, he came to know a pretty
young woman named Annie Lucas. In
1913, the two were married and started
a family. Some of you may know my
grandfather ‘Toad’ O’neal, Ray and
Annie’s youngest son.

In 1927, with young Toad and three
older children in tow, the couple finally
settled on what would become our
family’s first farm in the valley. To get
a sense of the place, I invite you to
visit Vin du Lac winery on the bluff
above Spader Bay. The land now sports

wine grapes and apples, but in 1927 it
was nothing but dirt, sand, and sage
brush. Today’s cute tasting room was
then the family’s half completed house
with minimal amenities.
After completing the first year’s work
of clearing the land and planting a young
orchard, Ray and Annie were on their
way towards realizing their dream.
Within a few years, the trees would
begin to bear fruit. The farm would start
to pay for itself.
But what the couple didn’t know was

t h a t  a
mammoth
economic
s t o r m
would also
ar r i ve  in
Chelan at
around that
same time.
The fru i t
f rom the
young trees
would be
worth next
to nothing.

Life on the farm
would become even
more difficult and
arduous. For Ray,
Annie and their
children, that period
in  t ime forever
r emembe red  i n

American history as the Great Depression
lay ahead.

To be
cont inued.

Ray and son Toad

Ray on plow


