
by Hana Newcomb

I think of my father several times 
a day, although he died in 1984, 
more than half of my lifetime ago. 
It is easy to revisit the memories, 
since we still walk and drive and 
work in the same spaces that he 
shared with us all those years ago.  
We have acquired newer vehicles, 
but we are still driving the same 
tractors and tilling the same fields.  

Some of the tools in the shop were 
his – the socket set, the wrenches, 
the bench grinder, the chain saw.

 I go into the walk-in cooler and 
remember his rants about how 
much it costs to open that door 
every time ($5). I park the John 
Deere in the Truck Shed and sit 
there for a moment, gazing out 
at the Driveway Patch, just as I 
have seen him do so many times.  
Often when I drive up the steep 

driveway toward the house we all 
lived in, I think of his purposefully 
exaggerated estimate of how 
many miles you take off the 
clutch when you stop and start on 
that hill (500 miles – I have since 
thought this through and realized 
that he was way off base).  

Dad was the designer and 
builder of so many spaces that 

by Becky Durst

Thank you to everyone 
who came to our Annual 
CSA Farm Tour! It is 
always such a delight 
to put names to faces 
and finally meet our CSA 

members in person.
The annual tour is 

steeped in tradition. 
There is always a bouncy 
hayride through the 
fields, a walking tour to 
wear out the kids and 
show off our pigs and 

chickens, and then the 
potluck with delicious 
homemade snacks and 
lemonade. Thank you so 
much to the person who 
took my suggestion and 
brought the brownies. 

Thanks so much, too, 

to all the little ones 
that joined us this year. 
Carrie and I, despite our 
best efforts, can’t make 
the next generation of 
farmers all on our own!

We hope to see even 
more of you next year!
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by Ellen Polishuk

I have the honor of raising one 
child. He is in his second year of 
college now, at VCU in Richmond. 
He is pretty self-aware for a 
nineteen year old male. He now 
has a much wider pool of people to 
communicate with and compare 
himself to. What he is learning by 
comparison is that he is a capable 
worker. Aaron quickly joined a 
newly forming fraternity in his first 
year (being an only child probably 
has bearing on this development). 
He also quickly found himself 
assuming a leadership role, 
organizing events, meetings and 
work parties. What he tells me is 
that he seems to be the one who 
can “get things done.”

I’ve been reflecting on this. I 
have also been observing other 
parent/child relationships more 
closely. I believe that my son’s 
newly distinguished ability to get 
things done is a product both of my 
“production” mentality, but more 
universally, of being a farm kid. My 
34 years of knowing and watching 
the Newcomb kids (Hana and her 
siblings), and their kids (too many 
to name!), supports this thesis.

I contend that a working farm 
is prime territory for teaching an 

awful lot of life lessons to children. 
So, how does this work exactly?

A farm is a thing unto itself. 
It is complicated and dynamic – 
based on living systems and lots 
of people. A farm kid watches 
and appreciates this complexity 
unfolding on a daily basis. This farm 
entity takes time and attention; 
it has triumphs and failures. 
Throughout, a farm kid watches 
his parent deal with countless 
situations, both personal and 
biological. A farm has a persistent 
need to be tended, regardless of 
how anyone feels at any time. The 
animals and plants and people and 
machines don’t care if the farmer 
doesn’t feel motivated or happy 
or even healthy. The farm needs 
things done no matter what. A 
farm kid gets to see his parents 
overcome obstacles and meet the 
needs of the farm up close.

There are fewer and fewer 
parents that have jobs that are 
visible or even understandable to 
their children. My father worked 
in “personnel” (remember that 
term?) for the federal government 
his whole career. I never ever had 
any idea what that was or what 
he actually did hour by hour, day 

by day. A farm kid can see exactly 
what a farmer parent does. This 
work of farming, physical, mental, 
and psychological, is then what 
the farm kid understands to be 
“work.” This becomes a robust 
baseline for determining what 
“work” is as the farm kid moves 
into the wider world.

Farm kids are often given 
responsibilities beyond their 
pay grade. They are trusted 
members of the farm, and by 
design or by necessity, become 
valued teammates. This affords 
an opportunity to learn those 
team playing lessons – similar to 
being on an athletic team, but 
with real-world consequences. If 
the animals don’t get fed, or the 
greenhouse watered, disaster 
ensues. Action and inaction are 
important. They also get to rejoice 
in the satisfaction of being on a 
winning team.

I am certain that we impart many 
of these lessons to our employees 
as well. But farm kids get the 
lessons all the time, consistently, 
like breathing. Most of the farm 
kids I know don’t become farmers 
later in life. But, all of them take 
these farm lessons into their 
careers and families and become 
great team players and folks who 
can get things done.
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Raising Children on the Farm

Rowan gets comfortable at the 
Open House on Labor Day. Aaron in the field, 1996.

Farm boy Aaron with Ellen.



we inhabit from dawn to 
after dark – and although 
most of the people now 
on this farm never knew 
him, they are living and 
working in parts of Tony 
Newcomb’s  world.  He 
figured out where the 
roads would go and 
he made them with an 
ancient road grader, 
he filled in some of the 
slopes and made flat 
fields.  We cleared brush, 
took out stumps, made 
a vegetable farm where 
there wasn’t one before.

He designed and built 
the roadside stand on 
Leesburg Pike – a two 
story building with a 
steep roof and a sturdy 
concrete floor. It pleased 
him to have storage 
space upstairs, and 
to have a permanent 
building. The stand 
has had a few small 
renovations, but it looks 
almost the same as it did 
in the early 1970s.

In August, behind 
the stand we stored 
hundreds of baskets 
of tomatoes under the 
trees, and baskets of 
squash under other 
trees.  There was 
one long, lightly built 
shed that covered the 
tomato belt where we 
sorted tomatoes in the 
afternoons, singing and 
laughing and talking.

We had an air 
conditioned room (the 
Melon Cooler, which 
often sparked a laughing 
rendition of “Melancholy 
Baby” because he liked 
that word play) that 
was behind the walk-in 
cooler, with a sunken dirt 
floor.  When it rained, it 

flooded, since the stand 
is at one of the lowest 
points of the farm  (my 
father used to say, “the 
next time I build a stand, 
remind me not to put it 
at the bottom of a hill”).

From those early days 
we worked Behind the 
Stand.   Behind the Stand 
was a destination – all 
the vegetables arrived 
from the surrounding 
fields and the distant 
farms to be sorted and 
packaged and stored.   
There was a lot of loading 
and unloading from July 
through October.

It was a major advance 
when Dad got running 
water to the stand.  And 
he was almost more 
excited when he paved 
the road that circled 
past the coolers and 
beyond.  Before that, 
the road was mud and 
gravel, and often rutted 
and reminiscent of a 
developing country.  I 
remember how he 
demonstrated his joy 
about the pavement by 
throwing a bucket of 

water on the asphalt 
and exclaiming, “See?!  It 
gets cleaner, not dirtier!”

Fifteen years after he 
died, I decided it was time 
to expand the covered 
areas Behind the Stand.  
This new roof provided 
shade for  eating and 
hanging out, since we 
now had a collection of 
eight little kids (between 
three sets of parents) 
and these small people 
needed food and a place 
to be near their working 
parents.  

We continued to 
add more sheds, more 
coolers, more covered 
spaces for CSA work. 
Now we have meetings 
and potlucks Behind the 
Stand – it is our outdoor 
living room, kitchen, 
office, storage room, 
the hub of the farm 
during the season.  We 
unload bins of corn in 
the same space that we 
sort tomatoes and bag 
lettuce.  We clear the 
table for Friday lunch, 
and then clear it again to 
bunch flowers on Friday 

afternoons.
CSA customers walk 

through this rustic, 
cluttered space to 
get to their special air 
conditioned room.  They 
wave to us, they stop to 
chat.  It is probably the 
most unusual area of 
its kind in all of Fairfax 
County – unpolished, 
unpretentious, purely 
functional, with no 
purchased furnishings.  
We are just a few 
feet from our closest 
neighbors beyond the 
fence whose large 
houses loom over our 
outdoor headquarters, 
but we never notice 
those mansions. They 
are outside of our field 
of vision, tucked behind 
the gigantic myrtle trees 
and the bamboo that 
provides a bushy buffer.

Nothing stays the 
same on this farm, or 
anywhere, but Tony 
Newcomb is still with us, 
in the buildings, on the 
roads, with every reused 
tin roof, and whenever it 
floods at the stand.
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by Hannah Smith

This past month has been an 
exciting one for me. I spent it in 
Washington state coordinating 
a printshop. Printshop as in a 
fine arts, hand wiping, ink and 
printing press kinda thing. This 
is exciting because right before 
coming to the farm I received my 
undergraduate degree in fine arts, 
concentrating in printmaking. The 
entire month was a whirlwind 
of activity in an unfamiliar place 
with lovely people from around 
the world. (Thank you Hana for 
being so supportive and allowing 
me to take such a busy time of the 
season off).

When my plane touched down 
in D.C. and I felt the muggy 
East Coast summer heat hit my 
face I knew I was back. It was 
comforting to be among my 
fellow farm workers/farm family 
again! Being back on the farm, and 
not on Pilchuck School of Glass’s 
campus also meant that I would 
be back in the Kitchen! While on 
campus all meals were prepared 
for staff and students in the main 
lodge, which means I had a month 
off of cooking or cleaning dishes. 

Since being back on the farm, 
one short week, I have been doing 
plenty of both of those things. An 
extra special kitchen experience 
I had this week was my first 
canning! Four of us Loudoun farm 
ladies headed down to “The Creek 
House” to can whole tomatoes. 
The lesson was led by Katherine 
Collins, who wrote an article 
about preserving food in the early 
August newsletter. So we were in 

capable hands. It started off with a 
group dinner and a little wine. The 
night was full of festivities, group 
singing, and so many seconds 
tomatoes. Music was provided by 
Ecole our Creek House DJ.

 After our appetites were 
satisfied we started the canning 
production. Jaclyn, who had 

recently sprained her ankle, 
was entrusted with the seated 
job of X-ing the bottoms of our 
tomatoes to prepare them for 
a 20 second boiling water bath. 
After that they were dunked in 
ice water to shock their skins off. 
I had the pleasure to do this with 
Sam while Katherine sanitized the 
jars and juiced lemons. After a 
large amount of tomatoes were 
de-skinned, cored and quartered 
we were ready to pack them 
tightly into the jars. Each jar filled 
with beautiful heirloom goodness! 
An obligatory photograph or 6 
may have slowed this process 
a bit. Before lightly sealing the 
jars we added 2 tablespoons of 
lemon juice and salt to thwart any 
questionable or deadly bacterial 
growth. Clostridium botulinum, 
the bacterium that cause 
Botulism, can’t live in a ph 4.6 or 
below / highly acidic. The jars were 
then placed in the hot water bath 
for 20 minutes to seal. During the 
20 minutes many more tomatoes 
were skinned. 

We also experienced some 
impromptu dance parties and 
more wine! As the night grew late 
the long day of farming began to 
edge in despite the good fun we 
were having. It was a relief when 
the last cans went in the bath 
and we worked toward the goal 
of a spotless kitchen. Well past 
everyone’s bed time we pulled the 
last six jars from the water bath, 
everyone listened together as the 
jars cooled and their seals sucked 
tight. Such a satisfying sound to 
hear. Job well done team and it’s 
good to be back on the farm! 

Canning in the Creek House
Notes from the Kitchen

Jaclyn with a sprained ankle, cut-
ting up tomatoes while seated.


