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by Sophia Maravell

We are about to embark on a new adventure at 
Potomac Vegetable Farms, Root to Rise, a farm-
based leadership week for young women ages 14-
18. Julia and I have been inspired for years by all of 
the incredible, strong women who farm on both our 
Vienna and Loudoun farms. The three women co-
owners of the farm, Hiu, Hana and Carrie have been 
role models for generations of young women in the 
region (myself included) as hard working, visionary, 
compassionate leaders of their communities. So we 
designed a program to bring young women in high 
school to the farm to learn.

Integrating the arts, movement, song, farm work, 
cooking, crafts and nature skills, we aim to empower 
young women by realizing their connection to 
themselves, the earth and each other. We believe 
that combining the arts, with practical hands-on 
work, and more theoretical understandings of the 
systems of the world provides powerful grounding, 
confidence, inspiration and vision for young women 
to move through the world and affect change. We 
want to train young women to be leaders in their 
communities, and to have the skills to critically and 
creatively think about how the world is and how it 
could be. To do this we are choosing to use the food 
system as our lens, and the farm and surrounding 
woods as our classroom of practice.

The flow of a typical day at Root to Rise will 
include a morning greeting and whole group activity 
that grounds and centers our physical body. Then 
the group will break out into the morning work 
stations on the farm. These may include cultivating 
our recently redesigned permaculture educational 
garden, working alongside the farmers here at PVF, 

helping to harvest and cook for a farm to table lunch 
each afternoon. After lunch will include reflective 
journaling, guest speakers, crafts, movement, 
exploratory and critical discussions about our food 
system and reflective and active activities that aim 
to help young women find their voice, stand their 
ground and build confidence in themselves. Visiting 
guests for part of the week include Hana and Hiu, 
community leaders like Pastor Michelle Thomas and 
other visionary farmers in the area.

Root to Rise will be led by Julia and me. Julia 
moved a year ago from Berlin and will be bringing 
her experience as a facilitator of somatic practices, 
expressive arts, theater and dance in Germany, India, 
Vietnam and the US. I came to Potomac Vegetable 
Farms this year after working and managing a teen 
farm camp in New York and working as a farm-based, 
nature based and craft educator with a passion for 
song and fiber arts.  

We are still looking for a few more young 
women to join us in late July and early August. 
For more information and to apply: http://www.
potomacvegetablefarms.com/educationalprograms/

Root to Rise! A Farm-Based Leadership Week 
for Young Women

The educational perennial stand garden at dusk.
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Tell a story of personal

Creating Order: The Before and After of a Task

by Sarah Waybright

I love to see the “before and after” of a project, 
whether it’s cleaning and organizing a space, weeding, 
or harvesting.  One of my favorite jobs is tying up 
tomatoes, and then twirling them to grow into walls 
of green, viney, easy-to-pick order.  It takes a little 
time to get comfortable with tying the slip knots 
quickly, but once you get the hang of it this task is a 
great one to do rhythmically while listening to a good 
podcast!  Doing it as a team is also fun - the outcome is 
even more impressive, and it’s a great job to strike up 
conversation because it doesn’t move too fast.  If you 
come to visit the farm, take a walk around to admire 
the tying work that many people have contributed to!

Pulling Grass: The Eternal 
Work of Weeding

by Leah Fenster

It was hot that day. Really 
hot. So hot that I gulped warm 
water from my water bottle, 
even though it had been 
sitting in the sun way too long 
to be refreshing. We were 
weeding the zinnias, although 
as Jenna put it, it was more like 
“pulling grass”, than actual 
weeding. But towards the 
end of the bed, I found myself 
in front of a sea of very tall 
weeds. As I wiped away the 
sweat that was rolling down 

my nose, I started grabbing at 
stems, pulling them up as fast 
as I could. I was so determined 
to get to the end of the bed, 
so determined to just be 
done! And after about seven 
minutes of that, I was finished, 
at last. We stood up at the end 
of the bed, stretched our tired 
backs, and admired our work. 
It truly was gratifying to see 
the flowers once again, clean 
and free of weeds, and know 
that I was one half of the 
reason for that. Now, when I 
see them as I am riding past, I 
feel like I really did something 
to make PVF more beautiful, 
no matter how sweaty I got in 
the process.

Triumph After Triumph

by Samuel Watkins

There have been too many situations 
that resulted in triumph on this farm to 
count. That’s actually one of my favorite 
things about farming, being able to make 
a seemingly insurmountable task list and 
somehow always finish it or, at the very 
least, emphatically cross items off the list. 
At the end of the day we workers gather 
in the meeting area and cheer each other 
on as we take turns slashing at the white 
board with our favorite dry erase marker. 
This of course is a very cathartic personal 
accomplishment and, as it turns out, an 
incredible team building exercise too!

Sarah and Pam, triumphant stringers.

Jenna and Leah, triumphant zinnia weeders.

The Reston Market Box 
- Before.

The Reston Market Box 
- After.
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Saturday Morning Picking, 
Solo

by Kate Parker

I think back to one Saturday 
morning when I worked alone, 
harvesting lots of veggies for all 
of you! I woke up at  6:00 am, 
boiled some coffee, and drove 
off on a golf cart to start crossing 
off my harvest list. I remember 
being very, very focused on 
the efficiency with which i was 
able to complete each task. I 
harvested chard, beets, carrots, 
parsley, squash, and maybe some 
other things.  I set a time goal 
for each task, and I raced myself 
as I tried to complete each one 
within a certain period of time. 
Anyway, I was able to harvest 
everything and have it all washed 

before 9:30. I was pretty proud 
of this, especially because my 
accomplishment signified to 
me how far I’d come since I had 
first started work at Potomac 
Vegetable Farms.

When I started farm work, I 
was enthusiastic, but extremely 
insecure about my ability. I did 
this thing where I stared at every 
squash and tomato, pleading 
with it to tell me whether it was 
harvestable or not. There was 
just a lot to be learned, and the 
funny thing about farm work is 
that most of the skills we pick up 
can’t be learned so cerebrally. I’ve 
found that a lot of the lessons I’ve 
learned about how to be quick 
and what things should look like 
rest in my body. You just have to 
struggle through it until your body 
gets the gist and starts weighing 
in equally with your brain.

triumph on the farm

Leek Love

by Vida Castro

I remember the shock 
I felt, when I realized 

that the leeks we had 
on display at market, 
were the ones I had 
planted months ago as 
delicate little stems.  I 
was amazed at how 

sturdy and thick they had 
grown since the time 
I forced their thready 
roots into the ground.  I 
like to think this feeling 
of amazement could be 

compared to that of a 
parent realizing her child 
managed to grow up 
healthy and kind, with 
little parenting, in the 
blink of an eye.  

Daily Triumphs

by Dick Clement

At the morning meetings the farm chores are laid 
out for that day, farm carts leave the nest, like bees, 
work to be done.  Back they come with products to be 
washed, put in coolers, and later sorted for markets.

Before all that there is the farm soil preparation, 
planting, hoeing, weeding, covering, watering, 
supporting, pruning....

Finally, there are the offerings to customers at 
farmers’ markets, the farm stand, the CSA, where all 
of this work is presented in colorful, fresh displays.

There are so many satisfying days, completed tasks, 
working as part of a great team, with Carrie pulling 
posts, with Pam structuring the cherry tomatoes, 
with Sarah and Pam stringing these same tomatoes, 
with Michael L. pruning blackberries, all of us busy 
getting things done.

Kate, generally triumphant.

Leah, Pam, and Satori, triumphant berry pickers.
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by Hana Newcomb

In 1962, my parents 
started this farm and 
hired a college friend 
to help.  He was Jerry 
Lehmann, a skinny kid 
who knew how to use 
tools.  He had an idea 
of what he was getting 
into working for Tony 
Newcomb, since he had 
seen all the projects and 
businesses that Tony had 
instigated in school.

About 6 years ago 
I visited Jerry to hear 
some stories about the 
beginnings of the farm 
and the early days of 
my parents’ marriage.  
He said he thought of 
himself as my honorary 
godfather – everyone 
knows I was conceived 
while my parents 
were visiting Jerry in 
Nanacamilpa, Tlaxcala, 
Mexico.  In December 
1958, they honeymooned 
there on a Vespa scooter.  
Jerry said that his town 
was at 8900’, too high 
altitude for the Vespa 
and my mother had to 
walk while my father 
drove the scooter.

When Jerry Lehmann 
came to work on this 
farm in its first moments, 
he lived in the rented 
house at the Corn Place 
– on Springhill Road in 
McLean across the street 
from the current Rec 
Center. He remembers 
that he did all the tractor 
work while my father 
went to his office job 

in DC.  And when Tony 
came out to work, he left 
all his tools right where 
the unfinished projects 
lay and Jerry had to find 
them. (This dynamic 
continues to this day, 
with other generations 
of co-workers. Some 
things don’t change.)

Ten years later, when 
Jerry was a carpenter in 
upstate New York, he had 
a few weeks between 
jobs and he came to build 
our stand on Leesburg 
Pike.  Tony had assured 
him that the foundation 
would be ready, but it 
was not.  Jerry had to 
dig out stumps and pour 
the concrete.  It took him 
two weeks to build the 
stand, with some help 
from my mother.  That 
same building is largely 
unchanged, although it 
is about 50% larger than 
the original structure.  

That spring, my sister 
Lani and I went up to 
Poughkeepsie to visit 
Jerry Lehmann at his goat 
farm.  We took a train all 
by ourselves (we were 
about 11 and 9 years old) 

and stayed with him for 
a week. We were a little 
terrified, trying not to 
be in the way and trying 
to be helpful.  When he 
went to work during the 
day, we stayed home and 
entertained ourselves.  
When he came home, we 
helped him with chores.  
One day we had to hold 
the baby goats while he 
de-horned them.  One 
day he took us on a hike 
up Mt. Stissing – a climb 
I will never forget for as 
long as I live. We climbed 
2000’ in deep snow.  The 
way up was so slow and 
hard, the way down was 
so much easier. For years 
after that, that mountain 
was a metaphor for me 
whenever I had to do 
something really hard.  
I always remembered 
getting to the top and 
the relief of coming 
down the other side.

After listening to hours 
and hours of a preacher 
on the radio while he 
worked, Jerry became 
an evangelical Christian.  
He used his talents for 
serving the poor, reading 

his Bible every day, going 
to Uganda on mission 
trips, building schools for 
hundreds of children.  He 
was passionate, driven, 
and persistent.  In his 
youth he had been an 
activist in the Communist 
party – a true leftie.  But 
as he transitioned along 
the political spectrum 
as his life circumstances 
changed, he was 
utterly consistent and 
principled in his beliefs– 
kind, generous, very 
opinionated, and always 
sharing his truth.  After 
he retired from the union, 
he dedicated hours 
per week to picketing 
outside abortion clinics.

A few days ago we got 
a letter from his sister-in-
law telling us Jerry died 
on June 13.  She says he 
was lucid and himself to 
the last day, and that he 
was ready to go.  As he 
told me once, “the Bible 
calls you to persevere in 
faith. It is not for you to 
know when the end time 
will be.”  

Jerry Lehmann was a 
one-of-a-kind gentleman.  
He moved out of our 
political orbit but he 
always stayed inside 
our circle of family.  We 
shared so many values, 
mostly about work 
and justice, that it was 
impossible not to love 
and respect him. He 
touched many lives and 
helped to improve them. 
We will remember him 
fondly forever.

Remembering Jerry Lehmann, 
Our First Worker

The stand that Jerry built almost 50 years ago.


