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We Thought We Knew What to Expect 
by Hana Newcomb

 In the winter, we go to farmer 

conferences and learn what the other 

growers around the region are doing. We 

find out about the new broccoli varieties 

and wander through the trade shows, 

admiring the tools. We watch slide shows 

with lots of details as farmers teach each 

other how to grow micro-greens or 

mushrooms or multi-species cover crops.  

We look at the posters that summarize the 

research that has been happening on 

behalf of all sustainable farmers.  In January 

– that’s the month for conferences – we all 

thought that we were looking ahead to a 

season of normally variable weather, more 

climate change, and a waning interest in the 

CSA model. 

 It all seemed sort of normal at the end of 

January. The weather was unseasonably 

warm. We skipped winter and went straight 

to early spring.  Feeling a little complacent 

and a little frisky, Jon and I decided to take 

a big leap and buy a brand new tractor for 

the first time in over 40 years.  This tractor 

had just got on the market, after five years 

in the design phase. It was made for farms 

like ours and it comes with lots of special 

implements for vegetable growers.  We 

thought that would be our big news of 

2020.  In early March, we drove to Ohio and 

picked up the new Tilmor tractor from the 

manufacturer.    

 After Carrie planted the first radish and 

carrot seeds on March 9 – so much fun with 

the new tractor – the news of the novel 

coronavirus came flooding in, as if a dam 

had broken.  

 

Carrie plants radishes in the field on the brand new tractor. 

 And as everyone knows, everything changed then. For a few days, it 

seemed like the CSA would only be made up of the people who return every 

year, our most loyal customers. We began to prepare to hunker down. The 

stock market writhed. There was only one news story, and it was horrifying. 

 Another week or so later, people began to sign up for the CSA at a pace 

that we had never seen before. All over the country, people looked for local 

sources of food, unsure of what to expect.   

 Now it is nearly three months later, and we are all still living with 

uncertainty and fear. I am glad we bought that tractor, even though we had 

no idea what was about to happen. While the whole world has been trying 

to figure out how to cope with covid-19, our job has been incredibly clear. 

We have not stopped planting seeds and working in the greenhouse and 

preparing the soil since early March.  It became obvious to us as soon as 

the CSA registrations started to explode – we need to grow as many 

vegetables as we can. We need to work around this crazy weather and get 

plants in the ground. 

 And so, here we are, at the first week of our 21st CSA season. Like all of 

you, we have been isolating ourselves, trying to keep ourselves and 

everyone else healthy.  We will do all we can to get your vegetables to you 

safely – who knew we would ever have to say that?  Thank you for being 

part of the largest CSA group in our history. And thank you in advance for 

your patience and flexibility as we try to manage the many layers of 

unpredictability.  We are glad that we have been farming for so many years 

– these challenges are part of a continuum and we can do this.
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Tell us how you ended up here at the farm.  Where were you before this? 
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     Putting in a new herb bed with face masks in place. 

 

Farm Stories: Beginnings
 In 1966, when they were 31 years old, 

Tony and Hiu Newcomb bought five 

acres of woods with a stream valley, 

against the back of the Moutoux 

Orchard.  The entrance to the New Place 

was on Route 7, four miles west of the 

intersection of Route 7 and 123, Tysons 

Corner.  Heading west from Tysons 

Corner, Route 7 was a two-lane road. 

 They bought The New Place without 

any road frontage, just a right of way.  To 

get to those landlocked five acres, you 

had to drive up a steep driveway, past a 

ranch house and a small cottage, and 

down a steep hill through woods. Then 

if you wanted, you could walk south 

through the woods to the Moutoux 

property and on the other side of the 

orchard was Tony’s parents’ house.  It 

was a ten minute walk to Grandma’s 

house, and the kids could get to a cozy 

house with snacks and a swimming pool 

all by themselves.  To the north, you 

could walk or drive along the edge of 

the woods and over a hill to get to Route 

7 about a quarter mile west of the 

driveway.  For a couple of summers, they 

sold sweet corn and tomatoes at a 

roadside stand at that spot on the side 

of the highway.  Not many people 

stopped there. 

That first summer, Tony built a one 

room, one story shed with a roof and 

two walls and a dirt floor.  It was next to 

the stream, tucked in against the hillside.  

It had a gas stove, a refrigerator, a 

telephone, a sink with water pumped 

from the stream, lights, and a picnic 

table.  It was the first Picnic Shed, 

inspired by airy structures he had seen 

in rest areas on cross country trips. The 

kids were barefoot all summer, and the 

powdery dust of the floor puffed 

between their toes. Salamanders 

skittered away when they turned on the 

light bulb in the early morning.  Skunks 

left footprints on the swept dirt floor in 

the night. 

Then with his little Bobcat skid steer 

loader he made a dam that created a 

small pond next to the Picnic Shed, so 

they could cross the stream with 

equipment or a pickup truck. Tony 

cleared a spot for a building that would 

be a workshop and tractor storage on 

the bottom and bedrooms upstairs.  The 

trees in those woods were straight and 

tall. With a small crew of young men to 

help him, Tony selected nine trees from 

right near the building site, cut them 

down, stripped them of their branches 

and made a big pile of brush close to the 

stream. They sunk the posts in the 

ground and built a two-story building 

with asphalt shingles on the roof and 

windows on all four sides.  This was the 

Tractor Shed. 

54 years later, many Newcomb descendants assemble to share stories (with Chip, Susan and Charles Planck 

in the center). 


