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by Kate Parker

Every day, there is always so 
much to do on the farm that the 
best strategy is usually to divide 
and conquer. There are times, 
however, when one enormous 
task overshadows the rest of our 
to-do list, and we all have to work 
together to get it done. Pulling 
garlic, digging sweet potatoes 
in the fall, mulching a huge field 
– these are not tasks for a solo 
worker.

I remember one hot summer 

day when we all decided to save 
the brassica patch from a sea of 
voracious weeds. We were very 
determined, and we set out into 
the field with an assortment of 
hoes and got to work. 

The field was very large, and 
it was hot… But we had fun! We 
had fun, because there was lots of 
optimism and good conversation, 
and everyone kept their sense of 
humor. We all chose to enjoy the 
company of one another rather 
than dread the massive amount of 
weeding which had to be done. 

See, one person alone could not 
have tackled that whole field in 
one afternoon; the task required 
a team a people to finish. I guess 
we just decided that if we all had 
to be out there together, then we 
might as well have fun!

Maybe farming isn’t so different 
from life. We’re not made to go 
through life alone- we humans 
gotta do it together. And if we 
gotta do it together, than let’s 
choose to enjoy each other’s 
company as best we can.

Farm Lesson #1: You Can’t Do It All By Yourself

Pulling plastic is a job that is best with at least ten 
people you really like.

It is hard to describe the joy of finishing a big, 
dirty job together.  We finished pulling the last of 
the 2017 plastic, with a burst of energy at the end 
of the day.
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A Black Snake in the 
Chicken House
by Michael Lipsky

Quite a few years ago 
I found a Black Snake in 
a nest box in the chicken 
house, methodically 
eating an egg.  The girth 
of the egg was as ample 
as the snake was broad.  
I watched as it unhinged 
its jaws and worked them 
over the egg.  I watched 
as the egg made its way as 
a great bulge through the 
snake’s body.      

 Although Black Snakes 
are harmless to humans, 
and a friend to farmers 
(they prey on rats), I 
prepared to get the snake 
out of the chicken house.   
Snakes are hard on eggs.

Protected with leather 
work gloves and equipped 
with a large garbage can, 
I returned to the chicken 
house.  I positioned my 
hand above the head of 
the snake, which was 
distracted in consuming a 
second egg.  I grabbed it, 
and as it writhed slung it 
into the garbage can, and 
jammed the lid on.      

 With some difficulty 
I walked the thrashing 
snake in the garbage can 
to the bottom of the hill 
behind our house, and 
released it there.    

 The next day when I 
went to collect the eggs 
there was a Black Snake 
in the chicken house.  I 
assumed it was the same 
snake and this time I took 
it even further away from 
the source of endless 
eggs. I keep my snake-
removing gloves handy at 
all times.

Talk about a wildlife experience

A Fox Ran By
by Ben Dietz

It was a hot afternoon earlier this 
month, and I was setting up tomato 
posts near Carrie’s house. As I was 
working on a post, a panting fox burst 
out of some nearby brush and ran past 
me. It was less than a yard away. I was 
terrified and almost fell over.

Baby Snakes
by Rachel Ussery

Whenever we weeded blueberries in 
April and May, I almost always grabbed 
a baby snake or two, thinking they 
were small sticks until they moved. 
I’m endeared by their attempts to 
be fierce, even when their mouths 
couldn’t fit around my pinky finger.

Vole, Dead
by Sam Sedon

A few weeks ago I stuck my hand 
into an irrigation box at the field’s 
edge to turn on water to some new 
transplants.  The box was filled with 
water, as is often the case, but this 
one had a decaying vole in it! I drove a 
golf cart one-handed back to the barn 
where I washed my hands over and 
over to try and get rid of the absolute 
worst smell you can imagine. Not even 
the orange scented Go Jo was helping. 
Then I drove home one -handed in 
my stick shift car where I tried using 
everything from shampoo to dish soap 
to scrub the smell off. Then I started 
panicking and using coffee grounds 
and a gloopy mixture of baking soda 
and vinegar. The only thing that really 
worked was time. Sure, there have 
been plenty of lovely moments on the 
farm making eye contact with foxes or 
listening to birds sing, but isn’t smell 
the strongest trigger for memory?

Garter Snakes and Geese
by Nina Stewart

Weeding blueberries one day I 
stumbled across a baby garter snake 
and instantly thought I should try to 
scare my boss with it. I start running 
towards her saying I have something 
for her and before she even sees the 
snake she knows what I’m up to and 
darts out of the field.

Geese get comfortable in the winter 
in our fields so when spring comes we 
have to rush them out before they 
start laying eggs. Chasing them out 
with our golf carts is the funniest thing 
to me.

Groundhogs
by Hana Newcomb

My newest wildlife discouragement 
project involves filling groundhog holes 
with lots of sticks, packing them closed 
with dirt and then dumping rotting 
garbage all around them. If they dig 
out the holes, then I dump the garbage 
down the hole and close it up.  If I have 
a used chicken carcass after making 
soup, I stuff that down the hole. This 
also encourages foxes to visit the hole, 
making it possibly even less enticing 
to groundhogs.  I have had some 
good success with these ecoterrorism 
efforts. Just fifty feet from a veritable 
condo of groundhog holes, all the 
cabbage and kohlrabi grew to full 
maturity after I started my campaign 
of harassment with fermenting food. 
The groundhogs moved out because 
the neighborhood had gone downhill 
practically overnight, and every day 
things just seemed to be even stinkier.
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that you have had on the farm:

Coyote
by Samuel Watkins

Before I started working at PVF I worked for 
Moutoux Orchard, which is another farm that shares 
a fence with us in Loudoun. On a crazy day where 
about 25 pigs broke out and the whole crew had to  
wrestle some of them back into their fence, I had an 
encounter with a coyote. While trying to head off 
an escapee pig, deep in the woods, I came within 
10 feet of the coyote, we both stopped and stared, 
then it calmly trotted off and I got back to work. 
Later that day I was looking across the PVF fence 
line and noticed the same coyote tearing across the 
vast expanse of cover cropped fields. I hope at least 
she ate a few of those lettuce eating rabbits on her 
way through!

A Daily Dose of Wildlife
by Ciara Prencipe

I’m lucky to have a dog for many reasons, but one 
of the biggest life improvements is that I have to walk 
him so much that even when I’m not work, I feel like 
I’m almost constantly outside. The farm, though we 
try to keep the nibbling deer and rabbits and voles 
out, is a fantastic place to spot wildlife.

Just a few mornings ago I saw the beaver that lives 
in the pond on my morning walk with Bean. Usually 
you can find him around dusk, swimming in straight 
lines, task in mind, with just his smooth head visible. 
I think we startled him that morning, because just 
a moment after I spotted him, he whacked his tail 
against the water with an enormous SPLASH! and 
dove out of sight.

Mornings are also a great time to see what the 
spiders have been up to all night. Heavy with dew, 
they twinkle in the sunrise along the deer fence, and 
the webs in the grass seem to glow they’re so tightly 
wound. Some webs are neat and tidy, exactly what 
you would think, and others are more abstract, with 
just a few criss-crossed lines.

A few weeks ago I was watering plants outside the 
greenhouse and I looked down to see the tiniest baby 
bunny right at my feet! I slowly bent down and pet her, 
just before she ran away. She got herself blocked off 
in the corner of a rock wall, and I was really tempted to 
pick her up, but I was afraid her heart would explode 
from fright. 

I was walking by the blueberries the other day and a 
sparrow was caught in the net. Birds are actually much 
easier to get out if they’re actually stuck in the net, 
instead of searching in vain for a way out. Anyway, 
Isabel and I gently untangled the poor bird and let it 
go. Now Bean and I check the net most days, just to 
make sure it’s bird-free

In the afternoons, walking by the creek, there’s a 
low-hanging yet sunny branch above the water where 
you can often see a napping snake. I’ve seen the same 
snake - black with white dotted stripes - there a few 
times, and if Bean and I pass by slowly and quietly, 
it will continue dozing. If not, the snake uncoils and 
immediately drops into the creek and swims away. 

My favorite spectacle of the day at the moment is 
right before bed, when I take Bean out one last time, 
and the lightning bugs are all out. They’re everywhere 
- up the grassy hill behind the workshop, in the trees 
along the creek, in our unkempt yard. The magic and 
beauty of these bio-luminescent bugs always makes 
me take a big breath of gratitude for the here and 
now.

Snakes in the Hay
by Sarah Waybright

We know that snakes live in the barn where we 
keep the straw. On this day, as we approached to 
collect bales, a 2 foot garter snake was waiting for 
us! After letting me take a picture, Nina stepped 
forward to relocate this cute friend, and after a short 
scuffle...the snake escaped to call the barn home 
for another day.  My primary mode of dealing with 
snakes is avoidance, or saying “shoo baby, shoo!” 
but Nina is braver, and I know she’ll get it next time!
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by Megan Seldon

There is a very specific 
type of food associated 
with college - cheap 
ramen noodles, lots 
of coffee, chips, beer, 
anything quick and 
convenient. I like to think 
I wasn’t as bad as most, 
but I did spend most 
of my meal plan on the 
pre-made mozzarella 
and tomato sandwiches 
at the library cafe, ate 
incredible amounts of 
boxed Mac n Cheese, 
and learned early my 
freshman year that 
throwing an egg into 
my Ramen when I 
microwaved it made it 
go that much further. 

Since starting work 
on a farm after my 
junior year of college, 
my eating has changed 
drastically. Mostly 
because of the exposure 
to new foods I would 
have not otherwise 
encountered, but also 
because I have learned 
so much about our food 
system that motivates 
me to eat better in more 
ways than just for myself. 
I have a much deeper 
appreciation for the hard 
work and long hours 
that go into getting 
a single carrot onto a 

table. Particularly since 
being at PVF, I have been 
introduced to a more 
academic side of learning 
about the food system, 
something I had never 
really studied before. 
The markets we work at 
are also more varied than 
ones I have worked at in 
the past, and I am able 
to get all sorts of great 
products - ferments, 
meats, cheeses, breads, 
even peanut butter - 

either from the stand 
directly on the farm, our 
neighbors, or at market. 

While I still eat lots of 
cheesy foods, my diet is 
increasingly fair trade, 
organic, and sustainable. 

Prior to working on a 
farm in Tennessee, I had 
never roasted vegetables 
before or eaten 
sauerkraut. I do both 
regularly now. Roasted 
veggies are easy to make 
and while the premise is 

the same for whichever 
vegetables you are 
making (toss lightly in 
oil, salt, some herbs, and 
throw them in the oven 
at high heat) the flavor 
varies widely depending 
on what is in season or 
which combinations you 
put together - roasted 
carrots, potatoes, and 
beets are so different 
from roasting eggplant 
and okra together.

Living on a farm leads 
to making an iron skillet 
breakfast. Vegetables 
had never been a staple 
of my breakfast before 
but putting the leftovers 
from the night before in 
a hot skillet with an egg 
cracked on top is now my 
preference. If you have 
any leftover grains (rice, 
lentils, quinoa) throw 
them in the pan and add 
the roasted veggies on 
top. Let the food warm, 
the egg steam, and the 
grains get crispy on the 
bottom as you get ready 
for the day, take the dog 
out, or make your coffee. 
It’s delicious, practical, 
always changing with 
the seasons, and is 
much better use of that 
beautiful free range egg 
than throwing it into 
microwaveable noodles.

Farm Lesson #2:  Access to Good 
Food Leads to Better Eating!

Notes from the Kitchen:

Farm kids eat straight out of the field.  Zoey ate a 
lot of sweet and gritty spinach this spring.


