
by Mariette Hiu Newcomb

I love growing and picking 
cherry tomatoes.  They are 
beautiful, tasty, and profitable 
– a good crop for us.

The pleasure starts in 
January, looking through seed 
catalogs and thinking about 
what, in our past seasons, 
has grown vigorously and 
produced fruit with great or 
special flavor.

Some of our favorites are:
Sun Sugar that is sweet and 

rarely splits after a big rain.
Sun Peach bears large 

numbers of vibrant pink jewel-
like fruit on strong vines.

Favorita has superb sweet 
flavor but is not as much fun 
to pick because they are so 
small and numerous.

Sakura is large, easy to pick, 
with best flavor when picked 
very red and ripe, which 
makes picking a little more 
challenging.

Artisan Bumblebee Series 
from Johnny’s Seeds produce 
pink, purple, and yellow 
striped tomatoes with flavor 

that is more complex than 
just sweet.  Large, very crack-
resistant, with impressive vine 
and shelf life.  Very vigorous, 
productive plants.

The pleasure continues with 
planting the seeds in trays in 
the greenhouse in March and 
watching them grow.  At 12” 
the trays are moved outside 
to allow the seedlings to get 
used to the sun and wind 
for a few days before being 
transplanted out into the field 
in May.  

While they are settling in to 
growing outside, someone 
else like Michael Bradford 
sets up a structure of tall steel 
T-posts with a strong wire 
anchored to wooden end 
posts.

My next job is to train or 
trellis the fast growing plants, 
starting in late June, and to 
train one or two other people 
to help with a task that is 
challenging and engrossing.  

It takes many hours to attach 
one end of a strong nylon 
string to the base of each of 
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by Ari Lindenbaum 

This year I can’t think of 
any better tool to stand 
on than my waterproof 
boots. After living most 
of my life without them, 
I now wonder what I 
was doing. Harvesting 
around big wet leaves 
like eggplant and squash 
has become a lot of fun. 
Usually, without boots, 
the wet plant leaves can 
easily rub against your 
shoes and leave your 
socks and feet soaking 
wet, but not when you 
wear boots! Or on a 
really dewy morning you 
might be worried that 

your shoes could get 
soaked just walking out 
of your house, but yet 
again boots save the day!  

(Intermission) Here 
are twelve words which 
rhyme with boots:

roots, moots, brutes, 

suits, bloots, flutes, 
woots, drutes, groots, 
toots, cahoots, lutes  

On a serious note, 
one Potomac Vegetable 
Farms worker has said 
that the first spring 
she has ever enjoyed 

was the direct result 
of wearing waterproof 
boots. Another worker 
commented that 
they “could not enjoy 
splashing in puddles until 
they had waterproof 
boots.” Yet another 
worker has stated that 
the best part about 
waterproof boots is the 
fact that they are water 
proof. Now that the 
problem of not having 
wet shoes has been 
solved, we hope to also 
figure out a solution to 
not getting a wet butt 
when you sit down on a 
golf cart that has been 
rained on.
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Ari Has Great Big Waterproof Boots On

by Michael Lipsky 

When winter begins to offer 
a day here and there promising 
milder weather, it’s time to prune 
the blackberry patch.  

We will need to tame the thicket 
of last year’s growth to three or 
four new stalks (called canes) 
every six feet or so in the row.   
Then we will have to trim the side 
shoots of the new canes to eight 
to 10 buds so the energy of the 
plants is focused on producing 
berries of substantial size. 

I like that working in the 
blackberries can be done at a 
contemplative pace, unlike when 
the season gets into high gear and 
workers’ time is more valuable.  
I like that the task has become 
mostly mine, although others 
sometimes help.  I like strategizing 
about which cuts will achieve 
the best production. Even if it 
probably doesn’t matter much in 
the end, why not give thought to 
the task? 

The job takes parts of many 
days. At first the ground around 
the plants will be frozen.  Even so I 
may pull up wild scallions and take 
in the aroma of weeds and grasses 
awakening from dormancy.  Days 
or even weeks later, a time will 
come when the ground warms 
enough, and the soil smells alive, 
signaling as nothing else does the 
turn of the season.     

These blackberries were planted 
over 25 years ago on a shallow 
slope to put something on that 

ground to minimize erosion.  Two 
years ago the farm rooted out 
half the planting to make way 
for more productive uses.  Three 
rows of young blueberry bushes 
are taking hold.  

As we weeded the new 
blueberries this year blackberry 
canes from roots torn up two 
years ago were still pushing up 
from the ground.    

No regrets.  I like to prune 
blueberry bushes, too.  

Working in the Blackberries 



by Vida Castro

 When I was backpacking for two 
years, I noticed that similar problems 
would arise, regardless of what 
country I was in.  I attribute these 
reoccurring issues to consequences 
of having maladaptive habits.  Like 
a big old weed, old habits can 
keep reappearing, unless they are 
addressed at the root.

When I get into a rhythm while 
weeding, I sometimes don’t have to 
look at what I’m weeding because 
I know by touch, what is or isn’t a 
weed.  I know what the plant I want 
to keep looks like, feels like, and 
where I expect it to be planted in 
the soil.  When I really know what 
I want to keep, it’s easier to get rid 
of everything else.  I think the same 
goes for developing good habits 
-- it’s easier to address bad habits, 

when you know what it’s like, and 
how good it feels, to have adaptive 
habits. 

Scout shared a piece of advice 
someone told her recently:  “You’re 
going to be doing a lot of things you 
don’t like before you do the things 
you like.”

As I go through life, I’m learning 
what makes me happy.   I observe 
what I want in my relationships 
with others, what activities make 
me happy, and what educational 
pursuits support me.  I think life is 
like weeding because you have to 
know a lot about what you like, 
so you can focus on making space 
and time to accommodate that. 
Whether it’s to make time to do 
yoga every day, to have a space for 
your pet to live with you, or to have 
space and time in your day to learn 
how to can tomatoes.   
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Weeding, Possibly a Life Long Job

Luckily, Vida likes weeding — 
and we do a lot of it.

by Dick Clement

Teamwork became 
my new focus while 
thinking through what 
brings about a day like 
preparing for farmers 
markets Friday or a CSA 
(community supported 
agriculture) pickup/
delivery day.

Nurturing is an active 
word on our farm -- 
planning, planting, 
tending the plants as 
they grow, weeding to 
help the plants focus, 
carefully picking, where 
to stand and walk, 
leaving a plant to focus 
on the next growth, 
washing, sorting -- all 
done by a hard working 
team of dedicated farm 
workers.

A common thread of 

interest in sustainable 
organic farming runs 
through our team.

When we have finally 
assembled and displayed 
the vegetables for 
customer pickup, the 
CSA room is a colorful 
display of a bountiful 
weekly harvest.  Colorful 
bags signifying mini, 
regular, and robust 
shares are carefully 
prepared and loaded in 
vans for delivery.

A special team 
member, advanced in the 
art of Yoga, somehow 
sandwiches herself in 
the lower level of one of 
the vans to pack in the 
mini shares for delivery.  
A feat that is something 
to behold.

On Fridays we all come 
together for a pot luck 

lunch at 12:30.  Week to 
week we think about 
what we will bring.  
Always a surprise buffet 
table.  A wonderful 
event!

But there is more to 
Fridays.  Crates upon 
crates, many, many 
crates of harvested 
produce are prepared 
for Saturday framers 
markets.  Our hard 

working team also 
carefully assembles 
bouquets of colorful 
flowers, all grown on our 
farm for customers to 
enjoy.

All of this teamwork 
happens week after 
week after week so that 
our customers can enjoy 
what gives us so much 
satisfaction in working 
on this ecoganic farm.

Teamwork

All day long, the team shifts from one task to the 
next.  Friday afternoon in Vienna we bunch flow-
ers after a big lunch.



about 500 plants and the other 
end to the overhead wire; and then 
train or twirl the plant around the 
string.  The plants grow quickly, 
sending out new branches with 
“suckers” which can themselves 
become fruiting plants.  We need 
to decide which of the many 
branches to prune/cut so that 
there is enough air circulation for 
healthy plant growth AND still 
leave enough branches to produce 
as many cherry tomatoes as we 

can sell.  During these intimate 
moments we get to notice any 
disturbing or unusual changes, 
like yellowing leaves or damage 
caused by munching hornworms 
or deer.  We also get to admire the 
beauty and nature of the plants, 
notice their characteristic pungent 
smell, and taste the first ripe fruit.  
They start to ripen in July, peak 
in August and early September, 
and continue until a killing frost 
ends the season usually in early 
November.

Not all of our cherry tomatoes 
are trellised.  Some are supported 
with horizontal strings like the 
slicing tomatoes. Those unpruned 
plants produce more fruit than 
the trellised ones but are a little 
harder to pick, with much of the 
fruit left unharvested.  

With no data on the comparative 
costs of trellising or not trellising,  
I can say definitively that I much 
prefer picking standing up and 
harvesting a greater percentage 
of what there is to pick.
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by Hana Newcomb

When I try to write a text message about my plans 
for tillage, my phone will not let me write the word 
“spader.” It doggedly tries to change it to “spider” 
or “spades.” And yet, it can spell kohlrabi and 
Yom Kippur with no trouble at all.  This tells me, of 
course, that the people who created the software 
(or whatever it is) to make it possible for me to send 
texts all day long have not yet caught up with the 
equipment vocabulary of the modern farmer.

As many of you have already heard repeatedly, the 
spader has revolutionized our farm. It is my favorite 
tool – in close competition with the mower, of 
course (mowing machines are what make farms look 
like everything is totally under control, and this is so 
important, psychologically).  

 We first learned about this incredible implement 

when my mother went away on sabbatical over 
twenty years ago.  She met the most educated and 
forward-thinking farmer we know, Heinz Thomet, 
and most of his tools originated in Europe, and she 
saw what a spader could do. When she came home 
from her sabbatical, she ordered a reciprocating 
spader from Italy.  We still have that heavy duty tool 
on the Vienna farm and we use it all the time.

A spader is a primary tillage tool, like a shovel.  
Multiple shovels, mechanized and powerful, that 
dig deep into the soil and churn it up, mixing in all 
the plant material on the surface.  A spader needs 
a strong, very slow moving tractor to power it, and 
it can change a meadow into a field that is ready for 
plants, in one very slow pass. It is amazing.  

If I ever stop farming and just have a garden, I 
will still need to have a spader. I can no longer live 
without one.

We have two different spaders: one with shovels and one with a rotary action.  Both are magical.

There Is Nothing Like a Spader

“Cherry,” cont. from page 1


