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On July 24, PVF-West held their CSA open 
house. It was sparsely attended due to the 
100+ degree weather. Don’t worry, we can 
practically guarantee better weather for the 
PVF-East open house that will take place on 
August 7 from 4 to 6. Bring a light snack to 
share and enjoy a tour of the farm (including a 
hayride) with your fellow CSA members. 

Come to the CSA Open House!

illustrations by leah fenster

PVF-East CSA Open House on August 7!

Come and see where your food is growing 
and meet the farmers.  Bring your friends and 

family and a light snack to share!

Vienna: Sunday, August 7 from 4 – 6 PM

Hayride and tour of the farm, potluck snacks.

RSVP to becky@potomacvegetablefarms.com

               photos By Richard Bloom
(1) and (2) The brave souls who endured the 
blazing heat at the PVF-West open house en-
joy a hayride driven by Casey. (3) A picture 
of fennel drawn by  CSA member Leah Fen-
ster after the 2010 PVF-East open house. (4) A 
basket of carrots, also drawn by Leah Fenster.

(4)

(2)

(1)

(3)



Farm Notes Page 2

In Praise of the Trusty Transplanter
by Becky Crouse

I love transplanting. I love the whole process.
Plants in the greenhouse are fine. They’re kind of 

like newborns. You plant the seeds. It’s exciting when 
they sprout. Soon they’re big enough to be spotted. 
And then you wait. And you watch them grow a bit. 
And that’s about all. It’s only so exciting.

But take those plants outside, stick them on the back 
of the transplanter, plop yourself in the chair, start 
popping those plants out of their flats and sticking 
them in the ground. That, my friends, is when things 
get exciting. That newborn has just turned into a 
babbling, smiling crawler capable of interaction. 
Now we’re having fun!

Our transplanter is  exactly like the piece of 
equipment that Hana’s father used to drive with all 
four children on the back. It’s fun to look at. We 
almost always get to hear a story when we’re on 
it. I sit on the back of that thing and feel like I’m 
participating in history while creating a future. It’s a 
pretty novel feeling. 

Then there’s the putting-plants-in-the-ground part. 
Hana drives the tractor, I ride on the left, and Carrie 
has always been on my right. Carrie is a much more 
seasoned transplanter than I, so I watch her pace and 
just try to keep up. The rhythm goes: pop the plant 
out of the flat with the right hand, transfer to the left 
hand, put in the ground while popping the plant 
out of the flat with the right hand, transfer to the left 
hand, put in the ground while… And you can ride 
that entire row looking at the plants going into your 
right hand and never looking at that left hand because 
it just knows where to go in a smooth, uninterrupted 

rhythm. (Except when we’ve just plowed under some 
cover crop and all the sudden you’re dragging a small 
muppet worth of grasses, but that’s another story.) 

Suddenly we hit the end of the row. Carrie and I 
look up, a little confused. Hana turns the tractor, and 
we all look out at the nice, neat, evenly spaced rows of 
little green leaves making the perfect contrast against 
the dark earth. It’s beautiful. And it’s an immediate 
sense of accomplishment. Look! That, right there, 
that is what we just did. Isn’t it gorgeous?

I actually love how dirty I am after transplanting. 
Dirt under my fingernails, up my arms, caking my 
hands and bare feet, dotted down my entire front. I 
like physically being in the soil. I feel a part of things 
in a very basic way. It’s reaffirming: We have good 
soil, we have good plants, we grow good food, and 
we feed good people. 

We finish and pick up the empty flats. How many 
hundred? How many thousand? Now that’s a good 
morning’s work!

Then, a couple of days, couple of weeks, a month 
later we notice how big those transplants are getting. 
And then maybe they get flowers and then we see 
fruit forming. Or maybe they just get big enough that 
we should think about picking those soon… And 
we do. And we take a minute to remember when 
we transplanted them. How long has it been? That 
sounds about right. They’re looking awfully good. 
Have you tasted them? They’re delicious!

I love transplanting. It brings together so many of the 
good things about farming in one simple act.  When 
we transplant, we put our good plants into good soil 
and those plants grow good food that feeds all you 
good people.  What could be better than that?

ph
o

to
s 

by
 b

ec
k

y 
c

r
o

u
se



by Hana Newcomb

Sometimes we replace old 
equipment, but usually we just keep 
repairing it.  Sometimes we tear down 
a falling down shed that is in the way 
and sometimes we fix it up and give 
it a new function and a new name.  
Often we acquire used vehicles that 
have already lived a full life as the 
family car, a landscaping truck or a 
golf cart on a faraway fairway.

You won’t see much that is brand 
new on this farm.  We are too frugal, 
we don’t buy anything that would put 
us into debt, and we like to build and 
maintain things ourselves whenever 
we can. But last week marked the 
end of an era.  The air compressor 
finally died.  Jon decided that it 
couldn’t be brought back to life one 
more time and he unsentimentally 
went to Lowe’s and bought a shiny 
blue torpedo-shaped model.

Like just about every other object 
on this farm, the old air compressor 
had a story.  My dad bought it as a 
present for himself.   In the summer 
of 1982 he was ill with a mysterious 
ailment that put him in the hospital 
for over a week.  After missing those 
days of work, he received a check for 
$600 from the insurance company 
for workman’s compensation.  This 
was a first. Since this money was 
a windfall, in a way, he wanted to 
spend it on something from his wish 
list, something durable.  

So he bought a heavy duty air 
compressor and it pleased him 
greatly.  I remember him grinning 
with his eyes closed tight as he 
sprayed all the grit and dirt out of 
his wild hair and off his T-shirt after 
working underneath a pickup truck 
on his back.  In the evenings he went 
out to clean out the fertilizer hoppers 

in the corn planter with the air hose, 
whistling as he worked.  It was such 
a useful and entertaining toy and 
it turned on and off automatically 
so there was always a supply of 
compressed air ready and waiting.  
So fancy.

Dad’s air compressor needed a 
shed, so that’s one more chapter in 
this little story.  Back then, Jon was 
my new boyfriend, an eager and 
willing worker without many farm 
skills.  Dad told him to build a little 
shelter for this new equipment.  It 
was to stay on the cottage porch, 
an accessible and open space in the 
middle everything.  We had morning 
meetings on the cottage porch, that’s 
where the outside phone lived – the 
porch was a central gathering place, 
surrounded by projects that needed 
an air compressor.

Jon built a custom designed shed 
for Dad’s new toy.  It was about three 
feet tall and four feet wide and two 
feet deep.  It had a roof with hinges.  
Dad the economist said it was 
“overbuilt.”  But the air compressor 
stayed dry for many years, and in fact 
Jon’s shed outlasted the porch, and 
then the compressor moved into the 
new barn for the last two decades of 
its career.

My father died in 1984 – the 
mysterious ailment was lymphoma – 
but he would be so pleased to know 
how many of the same tractors we 
are still using, how many sheds are 
still standing, and (not coincidentally) 
how much my husband of 26 years 
knows how to fix and build now, and 
how he has been an avid “keeper 
of the flame” in maintaining and 
salvaging the aging infrastructure all 
over this farm.  I am pretty sure Dad 
would agree that it is time for a shiny 
new air compressor.
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Looking Back:  A New Purchase in 1982

photos by becky crouse
Above, the 1982 compressor. 
Below, the 2011 purchase.



by Michael Bradford

Last summer my friend Scott 
wanted to live and work on the 
farm with me, and I told him I’d 
look into it, so I asked my dad if 
Scott could stay at the house with 
us since there was an extra room 
where my brother used to be. 
My father did not like the idea of 
taking care of two 
kids who should 
know how to take 
care of themselves, 
so he offered an 
alternative: we 
could live in the 
Picnic Shed. We 
are still within easy 
walking distance of 
civilization.  

I only vaguely 
remember a time 
when the farm 
housed workers in 
the Picnic Shed, 
probably ten years or more in the 
past. We used to house workers in 
little sheds throughout our farm, 
and you can still see many run 
down shacks in the woods with 
old mattresses and dirt floors. 
None of these other sheds have 
been occupied in my lifetime, 
being run-down and illegal to 
house workers in. Back when they 
were in use, the Picnic Shed got 
its name because it was the shed 
with a kitchen in it, the one where 
workers would gather to eat 
lunch. In addition to a kitchen the 
shed had a porch with a shower 
underneath, one  sitting room 
with a utility room beneath, and 
a bathroom with an experimental 
composting toilet in it.

I was really excited about 
the chance to live in the Picnic 
Shed, an excitement which was 
somewhat confusing to Hana, who 
couldn’t understand why I would 
want to subject myself to so many 
bugs and all of the heat of summer. 
Nevertheless she allowed Scott to 
work on the farm and let us both 
fix up the place, and since then 

this has been my summer home.
The first year was a bit rough. 

When Scott and I showed up for 
the first day of cleaning, the floors 
were covered in leaves and dust, 
the porch was covered in ten 
years of fallen leaves which had 
decomposed and formed a little 
ecosystem (I could feel worms 
squirming beneath my feet when 
I walked on it). A tree had fallen 
near the house and swiped the 
side of the sitting room, leaving 
the wall open. It hadn’t fallen 
completely, and stopped right 
before destroying the porch 
because it landed on another tree 
which it is still supported by. There 
were spiders and frogs everywhere, 
very few windows or screens in the 

holes in the walls, plumbing issues, 
and general disrepair.

Fixing all of these things and 
making the house livable has been 
quite an educational experience. 
Trying to balance being a full-time 
farmer and working on the shed 
has been even more educational 
and character building. I’ve come 
to value subjecting myself to bugs 

and heat, being bitten 
by mosquitoes in my 
sleep and working 
for almost everything 
that makes this place 
livable (though I can’t 
really take credit 
for the electricity or 
running water).

This year instead 
of sharing the 
experience with  
Scott I have my 
girlfriend Lucy. 
Improving this place 
has moved from 

clearing out massive amounts of 
dirt and screening off everything to 
painting the house and completing 
the walls to make the space look 
better (and to protect the house 
more from bugs). We’ve cleared all 
of the poison ivy in a 5 foot radius 
around the house and gotten the 
shower to work properly.   

I’m enjoying watching this little 
shed in the woods become more 
of a house that only requires a bit 
of dusting to keep up. It will be a 
shame when I leave it for a more 
secure dwelling, though I have no 
intention of doing that very soon. 
I only hope that when that day 
comes someone else will step in to 
take care of the place, because it 
sure needs some loving.
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Living in the Woods


