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Bring Your Little Ones

by Leah Fenster

Despite
living
in
Reston and not on
the farm, I definitely
consider PVF to be a
big part of my growing
up. When working with
new farmworkers at
the beginning of the
summer, I love asking
the traditional “how
did you get here?”
While processing leeks
or picking chard, they
share stories about
their interesting pastlives before ending
up here and their
connection to farming.
When asked in return,
I don’t have a quite as
exciting tale to tell: my
mom has been a CSA
customer since forever
(even
volunteering
in the fall for a few
seasons bagging greens
in the freezing cold)
and sometime in the
months between by
14th birthday and the
beginning of the season,
Sweet Memory
Lipsky)

#1

I asked Hana if I could
come work at the farm
that summer. She said
yes, and so began my
farmworker experience.
Before that pivotal
summer, there were
many years of CSA
open
houses
with
hayrides and farm tours
and potlucks, which I
just barely remember
attending as a little
one. Here’s a picture
from a Farm Notes circa
2008 of four-year-old
me holding beets in
the air that I no doubt
enthusiastically pulled
from the ground, at one
such open house.
A lot changes between
14 and 18, especially
with a global pandemic
in the timeline. I have
gone from the little
kid of the crew with
braces and beloved
purple rainboots who
only knew how to
pick blueberries and
bag lettuce (being left
alone on a golf cart

(Michael

to go pick cabbage by
myself was a BIG deal)
to someone who has
genuine interest in
farming, knows enough
to teach other people to
pick flowers and string
cherry tomatoes, and
who finally has a true
pair of farm overalls (it
took me way too long
to make that purchase).
On the risk of sounding
cheesy, I will say that I
truly don’t know who
I’d be today without
PVF, and I am so glad
that I will never have to
find out.
My message for you,
CSA members, is to
bring your little ones to
the farm with you! Walk
with them through the
gates on the gravel
road and look at all the
veggies growing right
before your eyes. Who
knows? Maybe one day
they will end up working
here and falling just as
hard for this farm as I
have.

After gaining their teachers’
permission we encourage the
children to pick and smell the
When we give tours of the farm various herbs: mint, rosemary,
in the fall to preschoolers we sage. I ask them what the herbs
include a stop at the herb beds. smell like. Once, when they

were sampling oregano, I got the
answer I’ve been hoping I would
hear again ever since. What does
oregano smell like? “Pizza,” one
bright lad replied.
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Growing Children, Seeding Possibility

by Stephen Rose

“… The overachieving plants,
/ the grateful trade are not this
farm’s distinction: / Seeds gotta
grow, folks wanna buy. Instead,
/ It’s the children—native and
introduced— / of this unclear
family, born like / samaras to new
plots of their own, / who are the
crop our culture can no longer
grow, The source of this green
surprise / lies deep, in the make-up
of the farm’s parent rock.”
Chip Planck wrote this poem
long before I was born, and now
as the grandson of his mentors
and collaborators at Potomac
Vegetable Farms, and as the
father of two young farm girls,
I feel a generational resonance
in these poetic lines that is both
inspirational and deeply sorrowful.
In the presence of the three
generations of children, grown
and growing up on this land, it
is easy for me to believe wholeheartedly in this somewhat selfcongratulatory claim that we are
this farm’s greatest crop. I know
that all that I am – my sense of
open possibility and guiding
inclination towards care and
deepening interdependence –
has been nourished by the fertile
soil of this strange and special
suburban farm. And now, blinded
by abundant gratitude for my
own childhood, I can imagine no
suitable alternative for my own
children than to be raised on land
and in community. But if I allow
myself to really consider these
twin propositions – that children
are meant to grow up on farms
and farms are meant to grow
children – then I am faced with a
set of contradictions that threaten

to undermine this somewhat selfserving myth.
First, I am forced to reckon with
the fact that in our own family and
on family farms across the nation,
grown children are leaving home
and raising their own children
elsewhere, mostly in cities. This
undeniable fact is a driving force
in the crisis of the family farm, and
loss of farmland generally, and
seems to complicate any claim
of a virtuous cycle inherent to
children being raised on farmland.
Secondly, in celebrating my own
agrarian upbringing, I have come
to understand that my idyllic
childhood does not exist in a
vacuum. It was made possible by
a long line of privilege and social
advantage that my mostly white
ancestors wielded while families
of color confronted persistent
systemic
disenfranchisement,
excluding them from the access to
land that we have enjoyed. Rather
than simply celebrate the beauty
of my own agrarian childhood, I
feel called to situate this privilege
within a broader context and to
bring intention to the lessons I
aspire to pass on to my children
– the recognition of multiple
ways of being, a commitment to
redistributing resources and the
deepening capacity for empathy
towards those who do not fit the
conventional mold.
If I were to name the “parent
rock” that has sustained this
farm and defined my childhood, it
would be the conviction that other
worlds are possible. By learning
how to grow vegetables on land
that would otherwise have been
destined to become a strip malls
or subdivisions, my grandparents
were able to claim some agency for

a growing community supporting
itself increasingly through life
sustaining economic practices.
If indeed children are this farm’s
most important impact, then we
need to look seriously at which
children it is who have access to
the benefits of this experience
of collective agency that sustains
us here. We cannot assume that
the patterns of segregation
still reflected in Loudoun’s
rural landscape are our only
option. With humility and grace,
we must build more inclusive
structures of creative agency on
land, and watch lovingly as our
children chart new pathways for
transgenerational healing and
collective empowerment.

Meet the Neighbors: Gathered Threads

Gathered Threads (Nelson County, VA) is a small, diverse family farm
focusing on herbs, vegetables, cultures, & holistic health. They cultivate over
150 varieties of herbs without the use of pesticides and chemical fertilizers.
They use sustainable practices for the health of the plants, animals, humans,
and the harmony of the environment. www.GatheredThreadsLLC.com
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From Blueberry to Blueberry

by Julia (Metzger-Traber) Rose
It was June and I was 8 months pregnant. My
feet were still learning the paths and contours of
this farm land. The heat was immense and I stood
at the edge of an abyss: motherhood. There was
nothing to do but pick blueberries. Every evening,
I held court, bringing my constant flow of visitors
to the blueberry patch. Those beloved friends from
all over the country who wanted to see me before I
changed forever, mutated or disappeared, cracked
open, or withered into an uptight, fearful mess, or
whatever the imaginations or projections were.
Here in the blueberry patch, I pulled up a pony (aka
bucket), plopped my heavy butt down in the cooling
golden hour of the day, and plucked as I listened,
plucked as I shared. The beauty of connecting with
friends in the blueberry patch is its ancientness. We
are engaged in a beautiful foraging act together,
delicious, sweet and sour, supple and mesmerizing,
without looking at one another, our faces shrouded
by the encroaching bushes. Things get slow, quiet
and simple. We go deep fast. Shaia, my now 5-yearold daughter, who would emerge a few weeks
later, kicking her amniotic sac open early, eager to
meet the world, Shaia, is made up of blueberries,
blueberries and deep conversation. That’s what I fed
her last week’s of growth with.

This year I returned to the blueberry patch, like I
have every summer of the last five. Now Shaia is an
agile and experienced berry picker, devouring them
with delight while also shrewdly squirreling many
away for winter. And now, she has a companion
forager, her new little sister, Odessa. Odessa had
just started takin an interest to food in the days
preceding our visit to the blueberry patch, and we
were hesitating to fulfill this desire too soon. After
all, we were not ready for stinky poop. But when we
saw the love in her eyes amidst the blueberries, we
knew that this was the perfect first food. Not even
five months old, Odessa discovered the power of her
hands in the blueberry patch. It was a revelation-eye to blueberry, blueberry to hand, hand to mouth.
And... pow! A taste explosion. Nothing like breast
milk. One after another, Odessa devoured her first
earthly delights, filling her body with the same stuff
her sister is made of. Ravenous and over-joyed, we
delighted in her communion with the blueberries. The
next day I changed her diaper and found evidence
of the blueberries in her otherwise sweet mustardy
breastmilky poop. There they were: blue skins and a
bounty of seeds. The stuff of gods... and of babies.
So we did what any parents would do, we scraped
those seeds off of her cloth diaper insert and planted
them right into a pot of soil. One day her children will
be made up of blueberries too.

Why it’s good to grow up on a farm

Interview with Shaia Laressa Rose,
5 years old
What about going to school on a
farm?
What’s it like growing up on a
I love going to school on the
farm?
farm. I have a lot of friends I love.
It’s good to grow up on a farm. Actually I love all of my friends.
You grow your own vegetables It’s really fun about nature. We
so it’s better to have a farm than learn about a lot of birds, and play
go to the store. We still go to the in free play. There’s a lot of stuff
store but it’s gooder to do the we do.
vegetable farm because if we get
fruit it will have like, um, chemicals What about tractors and soil?
sprayed on it, so that’s why it’s
I love tractors. I love soil.
bad for us to get fruit from the
store, but that’s what I like to get What are you most excited to
from the store, but we grow our teach Odessa about life on a
own raspberries, strawberries farm?
and blueberries which is good, but
Eating ice cream. All sorts,
not our own pineapples, melons making our own ice cream and
or watermelons, but are going to eating it. And loving beets. Just
grow our own grapes and kiwis. loving them. I’m going to teach
There’s a lot more food too but her how to love beets. And how
it’s all vegetables.
to love dirt getting on your hands.

Farm Notes

Page 4

Kids On The Farm – For Sixty Years

by Hana Newcomb

My three siblings and I were the original farm kids,
and we were joined in the early 1970s by the three
Planck kids: Hilary, Charles and Nina. Our parents
didn’t watch over us too closely, but we were right
nearby, part of everything that happened on the
farm. We played in the stream, rode horses, worked
in the greenhouse, picked cherry tomatoes, we ran
the stand, we got up in the night when the adults
went out to cover the tomato plants during a spring
frost, we sang with everyone in the dark after
community dinner. All of us were glad to be on the
farm, even if we weren’t always glad to be working.
Then there was a brief gap before the next
generation got started. My sister Anna had the first
baby in 1985 and then two years later I had a baby and
then there was a steady stream of babies between
our two families until there were six children, all in
a pile together, playing in the sandbox and wearing
capes. We found a full-time babysitter for the farm
kids after #4 was born, and she eventually added
another two boys to the mix. The gang: Jesse,
Pablito, Benjamin, Stephen, Alissa, Michael, Adrian,
Rebecca. The oldest was seven years older than the

Sweet Memory #2 (Ciara Prencipe)
For a little while, I think it was
2019, we had farm day care for
one of the beloved farm kids,
Shaia. I remember she was pretty
little, maybe less than a year old,
and we would take care of her on
the farm one or two afternoons
a week. This was not great for
productivity but wonderful for
the overall joy and cuteness

youngest. Now those babies are all adults in their
30s.
The next gap seemed very long, as we waited for
another generation of babies. But now there is a
whole new group – some of them are offspring of
those cousins and some have arrived in recent years
with the creation of Rhizehome, the community that
is adjacent to the Loudoun farm, and three siblings
live right on the Vienna farm. This crop of Vienna kids
has grown up behind the stand, riding with their mom
on the golf cart, playing in puddles, and occasionally
helping to box eggs. Sometimes we have gatherings
of the local farms and then there are five-year-olds
scrambling between our legs, two-year-olds toddling
around, and babies eating blueberries.
There is nothing that brings me more joy than a
happy baby in the middle of everything. My mom
has been called Grandma by generations of babies
and children, and now I get to be a grandma too.
And like all the grandmas before me, I love having
any baby in my lap, but I am very partial to my own
sweet one-year-old charmer.
As one of the first kids to grow up on this farm, I
am watching a dream come true with generation
after generation growing up right where we did. This
is enough of a reason to hold our ground – making
more farm kids. We are a lucky group.

on the farm. All I remember
from these afternoons are little
snippets. I remember her having
a meltdown in the garlic patch
and playing some banjo music
on my phone to try to help her
calm down. In the herb patch I
remember helping her blow her
nose on a soft leafed weed (NOT
on the herbs!). One afternoon we
spent planting onion sets, which
you plant fully underground

and every time we’d plant one
she’d ask “where’d it go?”. A
few weeks ago, Shaia was with
me as I was weeding beets, and
she actually weeded beets for
a full 30 minutes! By herself!
Competently! Time flies, kids
grow fast as weeds. Hopefully
we will always have a kid (or two!
or three!) on the farm so we can
keep seeing the farm through
their eyes.

