
by Isabel Hulkower 

The other day Nina, 
Ciara, and I were picking 
beans in the glow of 
the afternoon sun. As 
we leapfrogged over 
each other down the 
row, filling our crates 
with delicately plucked 
pods, the conversation 
turned to how farming 
has changed us. At first 
I thought about the 
obvious; “Now I can 
lift a pumpkin the size 
of a middle schooler,” 
“I understand the 
difference between a 
yam and a sweet potato,” 
“I have extremely 
discernable tan lines,” 
etc. But it didn’t take 
long for us to move into 
less tangible territory, 
musing on how we 
navigate the world and 
see ourselves through 
the lens of sustainable 

farming. 
For me, working at PVF 

has brought me back to 
the land, and a sense of 
home here.

My family and I have 
lived in Northern Virginia 
since the mid 90’s, but as 
soon as I possibly could 
I did everything in my 
power to leave, explore 
new places and find new 
communities far and 
wide, and subsequently 

dismissing my suburban 
home as a forgone 
chapter in my life. The 
cycle of rooting and 
uprooting has continued 
for many years, and after 
several varied periods 
I’ve finally found myself 
back at PVF, the place 
where I worked my first 
real job as a teenager and 
developed my lifelong 
love of the outdoors. 

Working here this time 

around has changed my 
relationship to being a 
local. Spending the days 
weeding, harvesting 
and engaging with the 
land has reformed my 
relationship with living 
here. Starting literally 
from the ground up, 
working in the soil has 
fostered a very real 
bond with this area. 
Reconnecting with the 
earth has given way 
to a connection with 
the entire community. 
Our small gang of PVF 
employees flows into 
the larger community 
formed by all of our 
customers far and wide, 
so many folks who 
believe in the local food 
movement and our social 
and ecological practices. 

Being a farmer at PVF 
has been my entry point 
to feeling like I, too, am 
a part of this ecosystem. 
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These pieces dance around the theme of 
“Looking Back, Looking Forward.”

Being A Local:  Coming to Terms 
With This Identity

A gathering of like-minded sustainable farmers on 
a beautiful afternoon.  Being a local is okay here.



by Ciara Prencipe 

How does someone becomes 
a farmer nowadays? Fewer and 
fewer people are born into the 
profession, and how many kids 
say they want to be a farmer 
when they grow up? I certainly 
didn’t. I didn’t discover my dream 
to become a farmer until I was 
20 when I tripped and fell into 
it, running away from a more 
“normal” career path. I’m about 
to turn 25 and I’ve made some 
headway, but with such an unusual 
career path, there’s no right or 
wrong way to get to where I want 
to be. So I’ve had to make it up. 

My first paid farm gig was 
here at PVF, in the fall of 2013. If 
anything could’ve made me fall 
in love with farming more, it was 
working here. The fall is such a 
special time to farm, with the 
mix of summer and fall crops, the 
changing weather, and the feeling 
of running towards the finish line 
of the year. Meeting Hana and 
Carrie, who I now consider my 
farm mentors, and working with 
the crew that was particularly 
full of badass young women, was 
inspiring. My first farm job, and 
it was on a dynamic, interesting, 
sustainable and successful farm!

In the spring, I went back to 
college to study sustainable 
agriculture where I met more 
women doing the work - the ag 
professor, the farm manager, my 
peers in class and on the farm, 
giving me more models of what a 
career in farming might look like. 
I studied tons of different farms 
and systems, and saw there was 
endless variety of sustainable 
farms. There’s no wrong way, 
which is both empowering and 
terrifying - what if I manage to fail 
on this path that has both endless 
freedom and no road map? 

Now I am graduated and finishing 
my first full year at PVF. This year 
has been full of opportunities to 
fill a “middle management” role, 
whenever Carrie and Hana are in 
Loudoun or delivering CSA bags 
or wherever. They give me a long 
list and put me in charge, which 
is terrifying and challenging. I’ve 
dreamt of being a manager, but 
it’s the hardest job on the farm! 
Figuring out who to put on what 
job when and how and where and 
why - it’s complicated. Thankfully 
at PVF there’s a cultural mindset 
that we’re all learning how to do 
this job better every day.

So where I’m at now - more 
experienced than a new worker but 

nowhere near enough to run the 
show - is an interesting spot, and 
one there are very few job listings 
for. On farms, there are typically 
owner/managers, and workers. 
This “middle management” spot 
is possible because of the unique 
size and structure of PVF. I think, 
in hindsight, I’ll see this as a really 
important piece of my education 
and experience once I’m a fully 
fledged Farmer, but as it always 
has been on this journey, my 
next steps are yet unknown! All 
I know right now is that I’m in 
a comfortable yet challenging 
position on a farm I love, so I think 
I’ll stick around for a while. 
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Moving Towards Middle Management

by Vida Castro 

I’ve lamented the end of summer since July.  I 
celebrated the last official day of summer in 
September by going to Harper’s Ferry and swimming 
in the Potomac.  I’ve tried to eat as much eggplant, 
tomatoes, and peppers as possible so I don’t miss 
them when they’re gone.  I already regret not having 
eaten more summer squash. And sweet potato 
greens.  While coworkers would rather do anything 
than pick tomatoes, I’ve been bracing for the sound 
of the mower, because it would be another sign of 
the end of summer.  

(Ari even made a short ditty of one of laments: 

“Hana’s gonna mow it! // Yes I know it!”)  
Don’t get me wrong, as a farmhand, I am now a lot 

more appreciative of air conditioning and fall working 
conditions.  Working in the heat is exhausting and can 
be dangerous too.  But only in summer can you sit 
around in a bathing suit and absorb the sun directly 
on bare skin.  

Anticipation of summer is what makes the fall and 
winter bearable.   For me, winter and fall signify 
dry skin, allergies, darkness, days pent up inside, 
hibernating, gaining weight, and being lethargic.  
On the other hand, winter is great because it gives 
me an excuse to go where summer is happening 
elsewhere!  

A Summer Kind of Love



by Lara Bigotti

Transitioning to the 
farm has been a lively 
experience. Every day 
brings a thousand new 
lessons. After one month 
of working at the Vienna 
farm of PVF, my hands 
are dry and cracked from 
washing vegetables. 
My fingers ache after 
cracking tubs of garlic 
for seeding. I never want 
to smell a rotten tomato 
again in my life. Rogue 
beans appear in my bed 
at home, little marks of 
earth and dirt all over 
my room and my car. 
My head swims with all 
the questions I’ve yet to 
ask and all the answers 
I’ve gotten so far. Things 
linger when you farm. 
Like the smell of fifty 
bunches of herbs taking 
a rinse in the tub. Or 
the smell of the piglets’ 
breakfast. The rainbow 
of colors in a sink full of 
soaking sweet peppers. 

The laughter echoing 
across a field full of 
weeding workers. The 
silence in the van after 
a hot day at market. 
The stories that fill the 
time picking, bunching, 
washing vegetables; the 

array of people who are 
drawn to working the 
land. 

The best cure for 
culture shock, it turns 
out, is kneeling in the 
dirt for hours, and 
plunging your hands 

into irritating tomato 
vines, and tasting your 
first leaf of sorrel, and 
learning how to explain 
“ecoganic.” Living 
outside of America for 
two years and returning 
to find that the world 
kept spinning has been 
a challenge. In Japan, 
local veg fills the shelves 
at the supermarket. 
Community gardens 
keep the community fed. 
Watching the Japanese 
people mesh with nature 
so effortlessly was 
inspiring, to say the least. 
Taking care not to leave 
any unwanted trace. It 
was also disheartening 
to realize how much of 
America is so removed 
from the earth, and from 
what they consume. 
Coming home to find this 
community of people 
thriving under the sun 
every day, keeping the 
rhythm of the earth alive, 
has made my transition 
easier.
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The Cure for Culture Shock

by Amy Page

Two and a half years ago, I did 
not see myself living and working 
on a farm. I was still working as a 
nurse’s aide at a nursing facility 
in Grand Rapids Mi and I was 
getting ready to move back home 
to be closer to my organic farmer 
boyfriend. That idea didn’t work 
out, but his occupation and our 
volunteering at a small urban 
farm did spark some ideas in my 
head. Two years ago, I needed 
to try something new and get 
out the slump I felt I was living 

in. I found a job posting to work 
and live in a community outside 
of Charlottesville that provides 
a safe, happy, and beautiful 
place for adults with intellectual 
disabilities. That was the jumpstart 
to my now active life. Outside of 
household duties, I worked mainly 
in their large vegetable garden 
and during that time, I learned 
about Potomac Vegetable Farms 
through a coworker. I started 
emailing with Hana immediately, 
almost too soon (that was 
precisely a year ago). Even though 
I probably sent a few too many 

emails and was a little persistent, I 
think that Hana saw how strongly 
I wanted to work for PVF. PVF has 
been a wonderful place to work. It 
is especially a good farm to come 
to for learning (learning how to 
farm, how to improve your farming 
skills, learning what community 
is, and much more). From here 
on, I hope to continue to work 
in the field for another season or 
so and then I’d like to combine 
my nonprofit background with 
farming and teach young people 
how to grow their own food.

I Did Not See This Coming

On one of her first days on the farm, Lara spent 
a whole morning picking more eggplant than she 
had ever imagined.  When she was finished, she 
still found it beautiful.



by Sarah Waybright 

Every five years, a hoop house 
needs new plastic.  This year, 
it was time for Hoop House #2, 
which is currently housing ginger 
plants...they don’t like the cold, 
so we’re trying to trap some 
extra daylight heat in for them 
before the first frost comes!

While we don’t move the 
frame, covering it can be a 
tricky task by itself.  The plastic 
is heavy, huge, and can tear if 
it’s not fitted properly.  This is 
not a job for a windy day, either. 
Luckily, it’s made easier with 
beautiful weather, a large team 
and a few climbers to scale the 
ribs to help slide the plastic 
over!  On this day, we had 10 
workers, which allowed us to 
get both layers on in less than a 
half hour.  Hana’s son Benjamin 
and his cousin Michael did most 
of the scrambling and hanging 
from the inside, while the rest 
of us yanked, hoisted, pulled, 
and kept plastic tented over the 
plants we had beside the hoop 
house to prevent their accidental 
smushing.  

Hoop houses have a double 
layer of plastic to keep heat in - 
the air between them, which is 
continually pressurized with a 
pump at the side of the structure, 
creates a cushion that helps to 
insulate the air that is warmed 
by the sun. It also prevents heat 
from dissipating as easily in cold 
months.  This year, we will be 
experimenting more with this 
kind of protected growing on 
our Loudoun farm, which will 
allow us to produce through the 
winter for our CSA and a new 
market!

Farm Notes Page 4

A Modern Day Barn Raising

by Dick Clement 

Daylight is leaving, so is humidity and temperatures 
are in the pleasant 70s or 80s.  Warmer clothing feels 
good at our morning meeting.

As we head out in the golf carts for the CSA and 
market picking, we see freshly spaded earth where a 
crop had previously grown.  Tomato rows are turning 
brown.  Some are coming down.  Vegetables are being 
planted in the greenhouses.  Cover crops are planted 
and growing.  The team just covered a hoop house.

School tours, hayrides, fresh-pressed cider.  We return 
from the fields and those colorful pumpkins and gourds 
have been delivered.  A sure sign of fall.

And how about those very special days in the field.   
Sunshine, low humidity, conversation while we work.

A new season – new thoughts, new plans – Happy Fall.

New Season, New Thoughts, New Plans

Even though we still have tomatoes, pumpkins 
define our stand now.

Benjamin climbing the arches of 
the hoop house, pulling the plastic 
across.


