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The brown, white, 
and sometimes green 
eggs you get in your 
eggshares come from my 
daughter Lani’s chickens 
at our farm in Loudoun.   
Some of the brown hens 
come from Lancaster, 
Pennsylvania as pullets 
around 15 or 16 weeks 
old.  They are a cross 
between the traditional 
Rhode Island Red variety 
and White Leghorn, and 
reliably lay 5 or 6 eggs 
per week once they get 
going.   When pullets 
start laying around 20-
22 weeks old, their eggs 
are small with very hard 
shells.  As they get older, 
the eggs increase in size 
and their shells thin a 
bit.  They have access to 
oyster shells to maintain 
strong eggshells.  

Most of Lani’s chickens 
come from eggs laid 
on the farm by an 
interesting variety of 
chickens Lani has been 
selectively breeding over 
the past eight years.  
Her most reliable layers 
are the Rhode Island 
Red/White Leghorns, a 

Black Australorp, and 
multicolored Araucanas 
who produce those 
green-tinted eggs.  

Lani has two large 
incubators which can 
keep 12 dozen eggs 
each, slowly rotating at a 
controlled temperature.  
In 21 days, the chicks 
start breaking through -- 
yellow, brown,  and black 
fuzz balls that tumble 
about and quickly start 
pecking at the feed and 
dipping their beaks into 
shallow water dishes.  
They live in large metal 
cattle watering tanks, 
kept cozy with heat lamps 
until they develop little 
feathers.  Half of them 
will become roosters, 

half will be layers.  The 
roosters get sold to folks 
who want meat chickens; 
the ladies stay home and 
lay your eggs.

We have been 
feeding our chickens a 
commercial mix of grains 
and vitamins, and this 
year have started giving 
them certified organic 
feed which does not 
contain any genetically 
modified (GMO)  corn or 
other grain.  This organic 
feed is considerably 
more expensive than 
the commercial feed 
we have been using.  In 
addition to the oyster 
shell, they get a lot of 
greens and selected 
vegetables and leftovers 

to provide entertainment 
and variety.

Lani’s chickens live 
outside in a shady 
wooded area during the 
day and then move inside 
their shelters for safety at 
night.  Several years ago, 
Lani had them out in the 
horse pasture in movable 
pens but noticed that on 
hot days in summer, the 
chickens showed their 
unhappiness by standing 
about, holding their 
wings out away from 
their bodies instead of 
foraging in the great 
outdoors.  They were also 
vulnerable to marauding 
foxes that dug under the 
portable sheds at night 
and to swooping hawks 
during the day.

At PVF East, we keep 
a small flock of 50 hens 
in an airy chicken house 
near the greenhouse.  
This year they will be 
allowed to forage, 
scratch, and cavort in 
a small outside area 
protected by a portable 
electrified wire fence 
during the day next to 
their house.  We sell their 
eggs, unrefrigerated, at 
the roadside stand.  But 
that’s another story.

Brown Chickens Lay Brown Eggs
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The Maryland Farm: Part Two in a Series

by Hana Newcomb

In the 1970’s, going down to 
Maryland was not something I 
looked forward to, particularly, 
but we went often during the 
growing season.  I didn’t like going 
because the farm was so primitive 
– no running water, no electricity, 
no place to get comfortable.  The 
rest of my family liked it more 
than I did because they enjoyed 
camping and they weren’t so 
comfort-oriented. 

My sisters would go down for a 
week at a time, taking two horses 
with them so they could go riding 
when they weren’t working.  The 
horses were draft horses and my 
sisters hitched up one horse for 
real work during the cooler parts 
of the day – they pulled a cultivator 
down the aisles between the 
melon rows.  My youngest sister 
Anna rode the horse (bareback 
and slick) while our middle sister 
Lani followed behind, gripping the 
handles of the cultivator, lifting 
the left side to steer to the right, 
hitting the weeds as squarely as 
she could.  At the beginning, the 
horse pulled hard and fast and 
Lani ran along behind, but as they 
both grew tired, their pace began 
to be more plodding.  It was time 
to stop when the horse stopped at 
the end of the row and displayed 
great reluctance about turning 
around to start another.

We went down to Maryland 
in twos and threes, usually in a 
pickup truck.  In those days, we 
often rode in the back of the truck 
where it was cool and windy.  I 
remember reading “All the King’s 
Men” while lying in the bed of the 
truck, curled around the plastic 
laying machine we were hauling.  
When we arrived at the farm that 
night, I decided to sleep outside in 
the truck.  It seemed just as good 
as sleeping in the granary, and 
there were so many stars out.  I 
woke up damp with dew and with 

a crick in my neck.  
The days started very early 

when we were down in Maryland.  
Mornings were the best, cool and 
dewy.  After the dew was gone, 
the rest of the day was blazingly, 
crushingly hot.  We rushed to get 
the picking done so we could go 
home.  When we traveled with 
my father, there were inevitable 
stops on the way back – side trips 
to the saw mill, errands at the 
various equipment lots on Route 
301, visits with the Amish farmers 
that he had befriended.

My brother Charles remembers 
a hot summer day when he 
was down in Maryland picking 
watermelons.  “Big, noisy military 
helicopters had been flying 
overhead all day long so it was 
beginning to feel mildly like a 
war zone.  It was in this context 
when we felt the ground move 
mysteriously...I glanced up and 
looked over towards the Bowlings 
in time to see some otherworldly 
shaft of debris flying straight up 
in a column...like mud and trees 
being poured out of an upside-
down world.  At that time the real 
shock wave hit, along with a thud-
like pop and the column began 
to spread and fan out and finally 
it dawned on us that what we 
thought were sticks were trees 
flying out and away from some 
ground zero.  It rained down over a 
pretty large space, maybe 1/4 mile 
or more in diameter.  We figured 
one of the helicopters must have 
crashed or something and waited 
for the sirens.  

A while later the Bowlings ambled 
by looking sheepish.  It turned out 
they had grossly miscalculated 
two important aspects to making 
an irrigation pond.  1) 15 sticks of 
dynamite makes a lot more noise 
and mess than they thought 
possible, and 2), blowing a huge 
hole in mud doesn’t do much...
the mud just flows back in filling 
the hole back up and then you’re 

forced to go and make the rounds 
to the neighbors explaining how 
your brilliant, time-saving idea was 
just a waste of powder.”

Sometimes we slept at home in 
Virginia and left before daylight, 
making the 120 mile round trip 
before lunch.  Charles and I 
drove down in the brown truck 
to pick corn one day. He was in 
high school, I was a college kid.  
A bushel of corn weighs about 
60 pounds and the corn rows 
were 200 feet long.  The two of 
us picked 71 bushels of corn in a 
matter of hours, dumped it loose 
into the bed of the truck and got 
home by noon.  We remembered 
that day forever, it was such an 
athletic triumph, and to this day 
the record for a two person corn 
pick has never been broken.

The Maryland farm was worlds 
away from suburban Virginia --  
tobacco farmers all around, sandy 
soil that warmed up early in the 
season and dried out quickly after 
a rain, and a real feeling of being in 
the South.   When we came home 
from a few days in the humid 
jungle, we were coated with a  
sticky layer of sand.

I have never seen Swiss chard as 
tall and voluptuous as it was down 
there -- three feet tall and a deep, 
shiny green.  And the melons were 
unforgettably flavorful.

Over the years, my father made 
gradual domestic improvements 
on the farm, but it was always a 
rustic, wild, poison ivy-infested 
place.  Ticks and snakes and deer 
flies ruled.  I never learned to love 
it.  

After my father died in 1984, 
there was no one who loved the 
Maryland farm as much as he 
had.   For several more years, we 
grew early crops and melons on 
that welcoming and warm soil, 
but our hearts really were not in 
it.  Eventually, it made sense to 
sell the property to someone who 
wanted to make it a real farm.
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So Much Learning, So Much Nourishment

By Kristen Lynskey

After my second year in college, 
when I was twenty years old, 
I decided to take an indefinite 
break from formal education and, 
much to my parent’s chagrin, I was 
accepted as a worker at Potomac 
Vegetable Farms for the summer.  
I had been introduced to PVF by a 
dear old friend, Karin Boyd, who 
had grown up near by and loved 
farming with the Newcombs.  I 
was intrigued by her perspective 
on life, her authenticity, and 
her ability to cook.  As I think 
back to my first day on the farm 
I remember being a terribly 
slow lettuce packer and whole 
heartedly deliberating between 
living in the shady moss covered 
cabin or the cabin in the horse 
pasture where the horses liked to 
put there heads out the windows, 
from the inside.  I remember talk 
of what would happen to the 
carpet that was being thrown 
away; was there another option 
other than the landfill?  Which one 
of us wanted to landscape some 
stairs into the hill.  I got my first 
blister and learned the meaning of 
a long row to hoe.  

I like to think of my first 
introduction to the farm that 
cold wet spring.  To remember 
the deafening sound of hard rain 
on the tin roof of the picnic shed.  
Learning to like salad.  Pushing 
tiny seeds down into the soil of 
bedding trays with my pointer 
finger like the chickens pecking 
down the hill.  Starting friendships 
with other college students I hold 
dearly to this day.  I got stronger 
as the plants grew larger and 
the days grew longer.  Changing 
almost imperceptibly as Hiu said 
one morning when we started 
so early it was dark, dawn is so 
gradual you won’t even notice it 
coming until it’s fully light.  That is 
the way I remember coming into 
full summer my three seasons on 

the farm, suddenly ripe with life as 
the tomatoes, all smell and juice 
and heat.  

Working on the farm gave me a 
reason to be out doors in all kinds of 
weather, to unfurl my senses and 
blossom like the cosmos flowers, 
delicate and bold.  I went through 
all sorts of young adult trials and 
tribulations during my life on the 
farm those few years.  As I learned 
about agriculture and the daily 
tending of food, I was planting, 
picking, packing, and selling all the 
while getting to talk over life with 
Hana, or Hiu, or Ellen.  I was being 
nourished right along with the 
plants.  It seems that close to the 
ground the essentials of life thrive 
and all the rest just turns to dirt.  

It was the end of my last summer 
on the farm after graduating from 
George Mason University while 
commuting from my basement 
apartment by the horse pasture.  I 
had just finished a late afternoon 
outdoor shower and the sun was 
making rainbows through the 
water.  I marched into the bean 
patch refreshed and renewed 
with a new vision.  I am going 
to become an art therapist, I 

announced.  My declaration 
was met with encouragement, 
respect, and love.  So, I did it.  Not 
long from that moment I moved 
to San Francisco. got a degree in 
Expressive Art Therapy and have 
been doing it ever since.  

 After ten years of falling out 
of touch with the Newcombs 
and nearly twenty years since 
that first day on the farm I have 
serendipitously found myself 
settling down with my husband 
and baby close by and I am thankful 
to be a first time CSA member.  My 
son Elgin, who is fifteen months 
old, and I have started wandering 
around the farm watching the 
plants grow and saying hello to 
Hiu, Hana, Carrie, Becky, Michael 
and Jon.  Recently, I got to talk to 
one of the farm kids, all grown up 
and just graduated from college.  
He is a lovely young man, he 
knows himself, knows what life 
he wants to cultivate and has the 
classic Newcomb ability to do what 
needs to be done each day to get 
there.  The Newcombs grow good 
things.  I am thankful to keep going 
through the seasons with them. 
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Settling Back Into the Routine
by Logan Buckley

Once again, the dirt 
is embedded so deeply 
and thoroughly under 
my fingernails, on my 
shoes and in the knees of 
my jeans that I’m pretty 
sure it’s a permanent 
addition. This summer 
is my second season 
working at PVF East and 
my third season working 
on a farm (the first one 
was at a small farm called 
Stoney Lonesome in 
Gainesville). I came back 
to PVF about a month ago 
when school ended, and I 
think I’m finally adjusted 
to the farm lifestyle: 
6 a.m. coffee, being 
surrounded by fresh, 
delicious vegetables, 
the hot days and the 
glowing feeling that 
comes from spending a 
long day in the sun (with 
sunscreen—don’t want 
to glow TOO much!). 

As I’ve settled back into 
the routine of fieldwork, 
CSA and farmers’ 
markets, I’ve noticed 
that things feel a little 
different the second time 
around. My attitudes 
towards farm work have 
changed over the past 
year or two. For example, 
my appreciation for 
some farm activities has 
changed—last season 
I preferred washing 
vegetables and packing 
CSA shares to hoeing 
or weeding in the field, 
but this time around 
hoeing is becoming one 
of my favorite things to 

do on the farm. I love 
the feeling of beginning 
with an overgrown, 
weed-covered bed and 
walking away an hour 
later leaving behind a 
long row of brown soil 
and happy squash plants 
begging to be picked.

Meanwhile, when 
customers at the Falls 
Church farmer’s market 
ask me questions about 
our vegetables on a 
Saturday morning, I find 
myself more and more 
often able to answer their 
questions confidently 
and completely. Compare 
that to June of last year, 
when I was brand new 
to the farm and many 
customers knew more 
about our vegetables 
than I did.

When I came to 
work on the farm at 
the beginning of last 
summer, I was driven 
as much by idealistic 
desires as practical 
ones—I wanted to do 
something supporting 
environmentally friendly 
agriculture and local 
food, both things I 
believed in. Now, I think 
that motivation has 
deepened, becoming 
rounder and broader. 
In addition to enjoying 
the idealistic side of 
farming, I have grown to 
appreciate the practical 
and pragmatic sides 
more—the joys of eating 
food you’ve helped to 
grow, of getting your 
hands dirty, the mind-
clearing nature of the 

work, and the satisfied 
exhaustion of going to 
bed after a long day. 

The rewarding nature 
of farm work has pushed 
me to consider ways 
that I can incorporate it 
into my life in the future. 
I’m going into my senior 
year at Oberlin College 
studying creative writing 
and politics, either of 
which could potentially 
combine in the future 
with farming somehow. 
Meanwhile, although 
I may eventually go 
to grad school, I don’t 
want to do it right away. 
Instead, I’m hoping 
to find a way to travel 
and learn more about 
farming in the process. 
Last spring I spent 

three weeks on a dairy 
farm in France through 
WWOOF (Worldwide 
Opportunities on Organic 
Farms). Whether through 
WWOOF again, through 
fellowship opportunities 
or on my own, I hope 
to continue broadening 
my understanding of 
farming and how we get 
our food. 

But for the moment, 
those lofty post-
graduation plans still 
seem far in the future. 
Now is the time for me 
to breathe in the smells 
of delicious herbs, relish 
the cool early mornings 
before the heat and 
humidity kick in, and look 
forward to the rest of 
this summer farming.


