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by Hana Newcomb

October is one long celebration 
– we exult as we escape the 
smothering sponge of end-of-
summer heat and dive straight 
into the cool, crisp air, bundled 
in sweatshirts in the morning and 
searching for them when it’s time 
to go home.  The nights are cool, 
or cold, or freezing, and the days 
are delicious once the sun clears 
the trees.  Working is a pleasure. 
Our skin is so happy. There is no 
month with more clear blue skies 
and no humidity.

And the farm-based parties come 
one after the other.  Celebrations 
during the day, celebrations at 
night. People are constantly 
cooking for the next birthday 
party, the next potluck lunch, 
and for several weeks this month 
there were mandatory rehearsals 
for a significant percentage of 
the community, learning music 
and lines and building sets for 
the Shadow Cabaret. We find 
ourselves choosing between a 
reasonable bedtime and one more 
social event.  

In October we once again find 
the brain space to reconnect to 
our off-farm identities, partly 
because it is too cold at dawn to 
start working, so we have several 
hours to ourselves. Some of us 
sleep later, some of us have taken 
up reading again, some of us have 

small children who finally get some 
attention in the morning from the 
farmer parent. A month ago we 
were in the field at 7 AM, and now 
we arrive at the morning meeting 
at 9:00. And then we have to work 
really fast because the day is short 
and the list is long and the team is 
small.

October gives us the luxury of 
shifting from farm to Outside 
World to farm again – we pick 
vegetables (so many greens!) and 
wash and wash and wash – but 
then on Thursday some people 
go to Farmer Happy Hour at 4:00 
at the brewery, and then after 
that they unload a giant load of 
sweet potatoes into the dark 
greenhouse, using their phones 

for flashlights.  When one of us 
has an appointment in the middle 
of the day, that one disappears 
and the rest of us fill the gap 
because we all know what needs 
to be done.  When there is a plan 
to go to the Renaissance Fair, 
the farm workers go straight 
from the farmers market or the 
stand, working a full morning (in 
costume) before heading off to 
see the jousting tournament.

At the beginning of October we 
are looking backwards over our 
shoulders at the tomatoes, and by 
the end we have planted the garlic 
that assures us that there will be 
another season.  Is there a better 
month than October?

October
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by Helen Roades

For a few of us working on the Vienna farm, 
October is more than just the month of squash, 
sweet potatoes, and fall leaves. With the influx of 
fall goodies comes another special treat - school tour 
season. PVF offers farm tours to local schools in the 
fall, and October is our busiest month in that respect. 

 Leading farm tours has given me the opportunity 
to practice an entirely different skill set than that of 
growing and selling vegetables, and lets me connect 
with people I otherwise don’t really get to connect 
with. Hiu Newcomb and Michael Lipsky traditionally 
spearhead the tour efforts in Vienna, and when I 
started last fall, I often took on tours alongside these 
two experts. They are both absolutely bursting at 
the seams with knowledge to share about the farm, 
and how to keep kids engaged and interested on 
tours. With the help of Hiu and Michael, and a year of 
farming experience under my belt, I’ve got the hour-
long stroll around the farm down to a science. 

We gather in the parking lot before the tour begins. 
As cars packed with kids ages two to five and various 
adults - teachers, parents - roll in, curious eyes take 
in the farm stand, reaching hands dig through bins to 
see and feel pumpkins, gourds, and more. We start 
the walk around the farm passing by the hyacinth 
beans, talking about the seasons, how things may 
change at a farm depending on the time of year, 
and what role bees may play on a farm. Lucky for us 
tour givers, there is an old, unoccupied beehive on 
the Route 7 Hillside conveniently located just up the 
road. Tiny hands eagerly pass around old, decaying 
shelves of honeycomb previously occupied by 
honeybees. We stroll past Michael Lipsky’s popcorn, 
and take a guess about what color may be revealed 

inside the husks. Surprise to many kids - not all corn 
is yellow! After a quick stop at the compost piles and 
a discussion about the benefits of composting for a 
small farm, we head up the hill for the real star of 
the show, the four pigs that come to live in Vienna 
each fall. Once the pigs are in view, a stampede of 
tiny feet up the hill is guaranteed. Without fail, and 
usually unprompted, a chorus of pig-like sounds 
will break out among the tour goers. It is of utmost 
importance to remind the little ones, before their pig 
stampede begins, that our rotten vegetable eating 
friends do not know the difference between fingers 
and food; don’t stick your fingers through the fence! 

After we’ve been delighted by the pigs, we head 
down the Route 7 Hillside and up the opposing hill, 
making stops to try various vegetables along the way. 
I have never seen toddlers devour raw kale, radishes, 
arugula, and carrots with such vigor. We get to see 
vegetables in various stages of their life, testing how 
baby kale may taste different than grown-up kale, 
and checking out the different sizes root vegetables 
will be based on their leaf size. We talk about the 
blueberry bushes, and young minds are exercised 
coming up with guesses as to how we are able to 
get to eat the blueberries before birds get to them. 
After a stroll through the hoop house, we pop into 
the greenhouse, and check out the sea of sweet 
potatoes. Entertainment is found in comparing skin-
toughness of sweet potatoes based on how long 
they’ve gotten to cure in the greenhouse. Then, 
with a familiar “watch your fingers” warning, we 
head over to visit Hiu and Michael’s laying hens, and 
take turns giving one lucky chicken some gentle pats 
on the head. My chicken-wrangling skills are still in 
progress, but this last stop is always a hit. Even the 
most timid of kids can usually work up the nerve to 
get up close and personal with the chickens, and 
nothing beats the beaming faces that light up after 
getting a turn to meet and greet a real live chicken. 
We finish off back at the stand picking out one tiny 
pumpkin per kid and tasting samples of apple cider. 

Nothing compares to the feeling of getting to share 
one of my favorite places in the world with so many 
kids and families. As we wind down the reason and 
reflect on all the good work we did throughout the 
season, welcoming in these gracious visitors is the 
perfect way to celebrate. The genuine interest these 
kids show in our farm and how things work gives 
me so much hope for the future of young farmers. 
To me, touring a local farm is the perfect way to 
get kids interested in sustainability early on. So CSA 
members, if you know any local preschool classes in 
need of a fun field trip, send them our way!

Tour Season is Upon Us 
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by Michael Lipsky

On a bright October 
day at the Vienna farm I 
might bring the children 
touring the farm to one 
of our blueberry patches.  
These are blueberry 
bushes I say.  But where 
are the blueberries? 

“They’ve all been 
picked,” is a common 
response.  Another child 
offers: “Birds ate them.” 
Meanwhile, little fingers 
paw at a bush to see if 
I’m right that there are 
no blueberries.   

Those are good 
guesses, I say, but they 
are not the best answer.  
Then one shy person 
ventures: “It’s not the 
right season.”  Yes, I say, 
it’s not the right season.  

I use the moment to 
explain that the farm 
changes over the year: 
from planting seeds in 
the Spring, to planting 
and picking tomatoes 
(the last of which are 
still clinging to cherry 
tomato vines), to now, 
when we are picking fall 
greens and root crops.  

Earlier, we stopped at 
a corn patch.  It’s one the 
crops the children can 
identify immediately.  I 
twist an ear off one of 
the stalks.   “What color 
is the corn?” I ask.  Yellow 
is the most popular 
answer.  Some say white.  
A parent chaperoning 
the group says green, 
guessing I wouldn’t 
ask the question if the 
answer were obvious.  

I peel the husk back 
slowly.  The corn is a 
deep maroon. I hand the 
ear to a teacher.  The 

class can make corn meal 
when it’s thoroughly 
dried.  

We move on to another 
corn patch.  Again I ask 
about the color of the 
corn.   Some now say red.  
Others stick with yellow.  
I reenact the reveal.  
The corn is yellow.  It’s 
popcorn and the children 
know it well.  I hand the 
ear to the teacher for 
processing later in the 
year.  

We move to the 
compost heap.  The 
children immediately 
recognize some 
components of the 
pile—rotten onions, egg 
shells, banana peels.  
Some have compost 
piles at home.  We talk 
about the importance to 
the farm of soil and soil 
nutrients.  I reach into 
the compost pile and 
extract a large handful of 
decomposed vegetable 
matter.  I invite the 
children to smell the rich 
results.  

We come to rows of 
leafy plants.  There are 
satisfying gasps when 
I pull up wholly formed 
radishes, mild white 
turnips, and then, best 
of all, carrots, too small 
to harvest but not too 
small to demonstrate 
how carrots grow.       

Smelling, tasting, 
touching: does 
“dinosaur” (Lacinato) 
kale look like or feel 
like what the skin of a 
dinosaur might look or 
feel like?  Walking next 
to the herb bed, what 
does this leaf remind you 
of?   (When it’s oregano, 
someone almost always 

says “pizza.”)  We also 
sample mint and thyme.   

Our tour ends at the 
chicken house.  I catch a 
chicken and bring it out 
to the group.  I talk about 
where eggs come from.  
I show the children how 
to pet a chicken—-from 
the head back toward 
the tail.   I get down on 
one knee to allow them 
to pet the chicken at 
their level.  Some of the 
children are confident 
and assertive, others 
are tentative.  A few are 
frightened and hang 
back.  

The farm has been 
offering farm tours 
for school children 
for generations.  
Occasionally parents of 

a child on a farm tour 
will tell us they came 
themselves when they 
were in school.   Once the 
farm offered hayrides, in 
recent decades filling the 
bed of a trailer with hay 
and pulling it around the 
farm with a tractor.  Now 
we simply walk around 
the farm, stopping at 
various stations we 
might have passed by in 
earlier days.    

On a recent tour we 
stopped to watch bees 
probing the flowers of 
hyacinth beans for a 
late-season gathering of 
nectar.  There’s always 
going to be something 
new to discover, if we 
imagine looking through 
the eyes of a child.  
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by Annie Manville

The leaves on the 
dogwood trees in our yard 
are turning the most lovely, 
deep crimson. Fall is once 
again teaching a master 
class on making the end of 
something feel beautiful 
and invigorating. The trees 
take their time fading 
out, dropping all of their 
leaves so that in the spring 
something new and tender 
and bright can emerge. 

The brisk air makes me 
notice my breath more 
than ever, taking cold air 
into a warm body. Lower 
temperatures make me 
feel energized, invigorated, 
ready to layer up and take 
on a challenge - find out just 
what I can handle despite 
the pain and difficulty that 
can accompany the journey. 
Put on some long underwear 
and a neck gaiter and relish 
how the wind stings your 
face.

Fluffy and green on top, 
bitter and sweet below, 
carrots are being pulled 
out of the ground with 
gleeful abandon. Row after 
row of sweet potatoes are 
lovingly dumped into pony, 
after pony, after pony. 
Their peculiar rotting smell 
of lemongrass punctuates 
the effort. Oddly, not a 
very bad smell. Squash bins 
are emptied into crates, 
usually with a pungent smell 
altogether leagues more 
ferocious and gag-inducing. 
All of them end up cute 
and orange and beautiful, 
cut open or as they are. 
Gorgeous fall vegetables 
are an end in themselves, 
as well as a means to keep 
hands moving and minds 
occupied. 

Driving to work on market 
mornings is now a pre-
daylight affair. The daylight 
hours are diminishing, and 
the time I spend commuting 
in the dark is increasing. 
Alone in the car, the 
grief of heartbreak often 
overwhelms me. Crying 
and driving seem to be an 
October combination. 

This month my sternum 
muscles tightened so much 
it became painful to reach 
down for something. A rare 
Thursday off was spent 
attempting to stretch this 
very niche area. My body 
has ached in October. 
Heavy crates of squash and 
sweet potatoes, loaded 
and unloaded. I feel loss as 
a daily weight, varying in its 
heaviness – at times barely a 
burden, and at times caving 
my chest inwards. October 
is a heavy month.

Without the exhaustion 
of summer heat, and the 
approach of the season’s 
end, more time can be 
spent with friends. As 
one relationship fades 
out, I come to better 
appreciate and attend to 
other relationships in my 
life. A cider or sour or two, 
good friends, farm gossip, 
unpacking the heaviest 
loads of apples in the glow 
of the cooler, belting Cool 
for the Summer in the truck 
as we whiz by the autumnal 
landscape. Unloading sweet 
potatoes in the dark, more 
times than one might think, 
at least once with my boss 
in a night gown, really living 
up to the idea of a family 
farm. 

October has been a month 
of moments, joy and sorrow 
living side by side. Life in 
vignettes.

October Vignettes 
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