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Abstract:

A log of all hours or noted accomplishments detailing the learning and teaching of each
day. This documentation was helped along by a log that was kept and emailed every
Friday by Spm, or soon after. Copies of logs & hours were also kept for personal records.
Please email me, trhuggins@stthomas.edu , if you would like to see a certain week of
logs. A detailed database of how the weather was in the area can be found here at,
http://webl.www.stthomas.edu/geog/wx_station/WV_15minexport 2005.txt . I will put
what the weather was like at noon, though this will hardly reflect a particular day, it will
at least give you a feeling about the season. A record of the fall clean-up, the end of the
season, and what to look forward to. A what we did, how we did it, why we did it record.
This involved recording what was done as it was done, so that it could later be written up.

Keywords Weather, Whatwe did, how, andwhy.

Date: September 6"
Hours Spent: 8

WEATHER: It was 78 degrees with a humidity of 74 and a wind speed of 2

First day of my Internship, the first day of harvesting, the first day of market, and the first
day of the coolers in the Greenhouse.

What We Did:

This day of firsts had me pickin’ corn, tomatoes, radishes, all for the very first time. I
found out later that a lot of the corn I had picked had very few kernels on the cob,
delicious though because it was a variety I had never tasted before, good hearty and tough
kernels with a strong corn taste, not so sweet as the sweet corn you usually find for sale
out the back of someone’s pickup on the side of the road.

How We Did it:

We also sorted all the vegetables we harvested and cleaned the lettuce, spinach, and other
vegetables that needed a little water to keep better. This prepared them for sale at the
market, which we set up underneath a little canvas tent. There was some issue with
permits that the Upolice got all wrapped up in and was settled once we located the
necessary paperwork. After market we headed back to the coolers to put what we did not
sell away for deliveries on Friday. It was very natural for me though and I had no
problem doing it. I may not have been doing it right, but it was my first time, good
excuse, right?



Why We Did It:

I’d like to eat this kind of corn as a part of any dish, not boiled and dipped in butter and
salt like sweet corn, but as a part of a salad as it would contribute much more than sweet
corn would to the salad, or in some other dinner dish, even on pizza, this is what this corn
was meant to be eaten with; as a compliment to something else.

This process was all very new to me on this day, but it was also a lot of work, so the
excitement of a first day quickly subsided to the amount of work we had to do. Even now
as [ write this, I get a feeling of dread, thinking about the work of another market day, and
how I would like to not think about it and just do it when it needs to be done. There is
already enough time spent doing what needs to be done on market day, so there isn’t any
point wasting time thinking about it.

http://www.grist.org/news/maindish/2005/01/13/doe-reprint/
http://cdo.ncdc.noaa.eov/dly/DLY

Date: September 13"
Hours Spent: 8

WEATHER: It was sixty-eight degrees with a humidity of 92 and a wind speed of 7

Another day of harvesting, another day at the market, using the elevators in the green
house to get to the coolers. . .

What We Did:

Don’t be surprised if you find yourself doing the same thing sometime and yet you
discover the subtle differences from how you did it the first time. I’ve always found it
difficult to urge myself into going the same way twice, or to find appreciation in doing
the same assignment week after week, but once I’ve done these things I discover that I
helped myself remember something that I hadn’t fully recognized or observed.

How We Did It:

The elevator is tricky but it saved us so much legwork and cut our time at the cooler in
half, it changed the whole attitude behind the work in the cooler. All of a sudden what
was in the cooler was transported up an elevator so large a vehicle could fit inside.
Instead of bringing the produce up the stairs, box by box, we casually loaded a cart,
pushed it onto the elevator, and before we knew it we were off to market.

Why We Did It:

Y’ know when you get directions and they’re slightly different from the set of instructions
you were working with. How do you do when there is a difference in doing one set of
instructions from the other. Sometimes it’s a balance of power, who has more influence
over you, or who you trust more based upon their experiences they’ve shared with you,
and other times it’s up to you to determine what’s best, abandon all suggestions and pick
what would be good to eat. I picked a little that way and a little the other way. I tried to



forget about what looked good because that is the first thing I learned about taste, it’s not
all looks. Once I considered some of the work I had done with farm in our weekly log
reports and written about the different experiences I was having from one week to the
next, I found myself in conversations which drew from some sort of essence that
appreciated the life I was living, it sounds, and is going to sound kind of cliché, but here I
am with this wonderful life, great internship, lucky living situation, community, friends,
and yet no way to recall it all because I hadn’t been spending time remembering why I
enjoyed living it. The logs helped me do this, but also picking the corn again this week
helped me do it to.

When I picked the corn again, I discovered new things amid the leaves that had edges so
sharp they would cut. The cobs were fresh and scrumptious to the taste and delivered a
sunny morning into full brightness, I noticed a fungus and how to rid the cobs of a
mealworm that usually only made it to the very top. I also found out how to pick the right
size of cob and how to look at the cob and see if it was ready to be picked. This all didn’t
happen the first time I picked corn and I remembered this for when I griped about doing
the same thing twice.

Date: September 14"
Hours Spent: 8

WEATHER: It was 68 degrees with a humidity of 58 and a wind speed of 3.

This was my first day off from the market and crazy harvesting schedule. I visited the
MISA offices, learned where the key was to the farmhouse, and met Peter.

What We Did:

When I got up this morning I cooked up all the corn that had been left over and available
to take home. I boiled it and put most of it in the fridge to eat later, but I had some for
breakfast with toast and jam. This is the other, often overlooked, part of being a part of
the farm; you have to prepare/cook/preserve the produce before all that effort becomes
redirected towards the compost pile instead of the stomach.

Later on I received a tour of the MISA offices, a place I would rarely see during the year,
but also a place full of resources for anyone interested in sustainable farming.

How We Did It:

The key to the farmhouse is not behind a locked door, unless it is in the middle of a
drought and you are praying for more. A drop of this helps the plants grow, but it’s not a
miracle, just above what may be used in an emergency when the water pressure’s out and
its so dry there’s no morning dew.

Peter, Paul Porter, Courtney, and I had a little talk out next to the rye, cover crop field,
we talked about Paul’s upcoming trip to Australia and the Organic Growers Conference,
other garden things, and the weeds that needed to be pulled from the cover crop.



Why We Did It:

I wish I had had some pancake batter to mix some of the corn in with. There is a café
called Maria’s on Franklin which makes a delicious corn pancake with real kernels of
corn cooked in. Cooking with food straight from a garden is a little like a religious
experience. The ritual of fresh ingredients takes more time, but can be combined with
listening to music or great conversation. It can seem like more work at times, but I think
the mental processes speed up after this real break and from the nutrients derived from
such a meal. The body is ready to speed up a bit to make up for lost time and its prepared
to think quicker because it had a chance to exercise the soul. I know it can seem like
processed food is so much quicker and allows you more time to do what you need to do,
but then you are not smelling the freshness of what gets cut and cooked, you are not
taking time out to observe how this food, seemingly insignificant, will help you survive.

It’s more of a bunch of clues than a riddle, but then again I’'m no hobbit and I’m certainly
not Gollum.

The nice about working with people; the little talk breaks that naturally happen and come
up out of nowhere.

Date: September 16"
Hours Spent:

WEATHER: It was seventy degrees with a humidity of 63 and a wind speed of 2.

Harvest for deliveries, orders, and a cooperative.

What We Did:

Imagine you are reading this through a magnifying glass and someone picks you up and
tosses you towards a screen which you don’t need a magnifying glass to read this, you are
displaced and no longer need to hold on to a tool which helps you read this, but getting
tossed anywhere is slightly disturbing, isn’t it? I was in the garden harvesting flat-leafed
parsley, a slightly more bitter, less sweet than the conventional parsley you usually see as
a garnish on the side of a restaurant dinner plate, for the first time. I came across a
caterpillar that was not causing any visible harm to the plant, it was black and yellow and
about a couple of inches long and thick. I let it be until I noticed a little damage around
another plant I was picking over, I attributed the damage to the caterpillar, went back and
found it, grabbed and tossed it onto the nearby compost pile. I thought nothing of it, but I
decided I would communicate what I had observed to Courtney when she came around.
Now imagine if you were the caterpillar. Yes, you are no longer feasting on parsley, you
have the entire compost pile available to you and some consideration may suggest that
you were no longer a threat to the parsley, however there wasn’t too much damage. Now
consider what may happen in the compost pile, there might be so much food that you feel
comfortable enough to multiply, it will stay warm through winter and may allow you to
live through it so the farm can be fed upon next summer, plus the compost allows you
considerable protection from predators. How can we know what a toss might be for a
caterpillar? We do know what a displaced environment may instill in the evolutionary



path of the inhabitant, and that may be the greatest threat of all. A caterpillar is a sign of a
healthy environment, a healthy environment that has its natural limits which may or may
not involve thoughtful interaction of its inhabitants. This ecology we have created at
Cornercopia depends on the health it instills, part of instilling that health is realizing that
we are feeding a planet and not just people.

I also did a little inventory work in the cooler, simple count and mark down the amount
on a sheet of paper, size, amount, and kind.

How We Did It:

My dad joined us to pick lots of tomatoes for a tomato festival that Cornercopia was a
part of. The lemon drops that were grown won first place at the festival. I think the
hardest part about working for this farm is realizing that the opportunity I have to learn a
behavior that isn’t observed in all the places in the world isn’t available for everyone. I
wonder how it will be when I go somewhere else and the same kind of care I have
learned here at the garden won’t be available to practice. I had never thought a place
existed where signs of health were tossed aside, but then again signs of health were not
usually seen as pests. The farm, Cornercopia, is really just the beginning of a ever
enlarging community of organic farms that I approach with a sense of caution because of
the respect for what I have tasted and the reverence for the experience of being in a place
that can grow that kind of taste. This magical feeling that I get is like that of entering a
church, but even more so because it is living, breathing, and changing with the weather
and the seasons. I am hesitant to go on anymore about this through writing, because what
good is it for you to be here when you could go right now and see how any number of
places are at this time, but then I think about the number of faces reading this and I rest
assured that their observance of this typeprint is done in a changing environment, your
body is growing more hungry, the sun is making its place as the earth is making its way,
and this is also an essential piece of what’s going on, more for your eyes than your feet.

Sone daybafter madering thewinds thewawes, thetide andgravity Bwe shall hamess
for God the energies of love; andthen for the secondtime in the history of theworld, man
will hawe discovered fire. Breilhard de Chardin

Why We Did It:

Inventory is easy but it’s so unlike any of the usual work of the garden that it can be a
little disconcerting because it takes you out of your usual routine. I was reading this story
by Wendell Berry and the character was describing how he had put off some work that
had to be done, but hadn’t been because it was work that took him off the farm, a
necessity, but a necessity that could wait until the last possible moment. “Elton Penn had
accumulated several errands that he had put off almost too long. . .His several duties in
those places needed to be done, but his doing of them was dogged by the guilty
knowledge that he was glad to have them to do” (Two More Stories of the Port William
Membership, Wendell Berry). That’s how I felt about taking inventory, I knew I did not
want to do it until it was absolutely necessary and that it would take me from the work
that I didn’t really feel like doing until I had done what was necessary.



I did not make it to the festival, but it is so nice to be a part of a place that let a family
member of mine come in and pick vegetables, I’ve never been a part of a place that
would let that happen and I was proud to show my dad the work I was doing and the
place where I was working.

Date: September 20"
Hours Spent: 8

WEATHER: It was 76 degrees with a humidity of 54 and a wind speed of 3.
The third harvest and market day.

What We Did:

This day of market I did a bunch of tasks which I did not normally do. I usually stuck to
what I knew and progressed from that. Market days did not allow for that and so I was
encouraged to try out harvesting many of the different types of produce. Brussel sprouts,
tomatoes, and preparation of the Salad mix were what I did today.

The brussel sprout is a neat plant to harvest, easy because the whole stalk is sold, so the
only thing that needs to be taken from the stock is the root full of dirt and the leaves. The
leaves can be cut with a small harvest knife and the root can be chopped off with the
same tool.

During market days I was asked to drive one of the two vehicles that we brought to SE
Church St on the Minneapolis Campus East Bank for Fall Market. This made me think
twice about the sustainability aspect of Cornercopia because it was costing money to
travel by vehicle to the market, possibly damaging goods, and both vehicles were
borrowed—one from the supervisor and another from Mike, the man we always turned to
when we needed a tractor in the field. It was a campus van, and we always had the option
to reserve a van, since it was for university purposes, but there was just something about
have a garden with organic produce and still having to rely on gasoline as a power
source. This makes me think, about bicycle carts, transportation hazards (like bruised
fruit), or even the use the farm may have in investing our interest in combustible corn oil
and the engines which can run off it. In any case, going to market or making deliveries
using sensible and ethical means of transportation may set an example to how
Cornercopia is a part of a sustainable community and a role model for desperately needed
change. I think one of the reasons why I was able to do some different harvesting was
because most of what I had picked before had been picked through. We just harvested the
lettuce because it would not last long enough to store in the coolers for more than a few
hours. The tomatoes and the brussel sprouts were always better fresh, so we always
picked them the day of the market because we did not want to sell from the cooler. We
tried to limit that as much as we could so the fruits and vegetables we did sell were fresh
from the garden.

How We Did It:



I remember observing the tomatoes we had stored from the cooler turning bad, with
cracks, bruises, or blemishes, once exposed to warmer air for longer than an hour. We
always had better success selling tomatoes that were picked just when the dew had dried
from them, because they kept well enough through market to the dinner table, and in the
mouth. I discovered they were particularly sweet if they were never stored in a
refrigerated environment, storing them in a cooler place would bring out a bitter taste.
Tomatoes that we did not sell and had to bring back to the cooler were usually put in bags
we sold later (at the next market) with idea that they were great for stewing, sauces, or
juicing and possibly even canning. This did well too, if not at market, then at our own
homes for pasta, pizza, lasagna, or for a little taste of summer from a can opened in
winter.

Why We Did It:
As a part of MISA and WUWSA, Cornercopia continues to provide the substance needed
to be constantly dreaming of a more sustainable reality, whether it is transportation or the
method by which the produce is grown.

Date: September 21¥
Hours Spent: 8

WEATHER: It was 79 degrees with a humidity of 65 and a wind speed of 5

Read over some material, met with the MISA board, helped Peter plant cover crops and
two perennial plants.

What We Did:

I arrived at the farm early, before any of my obligations and sat myself down on the front
stoop to read some of the material I had been given by my supervisor. (I surprisingly
made it through all the material in the binder, something we laughed at right away, but
after I saw how seriously educated everyone was, I was determined to figure out how I
could talk to them on a level where I might learn a thing or two. There are a lot of
resource connections that can be made through the binder that I have only begun to touch
on.) I read what I could of MISA’s organizational structure, the history of the
organization, and it’s continuing tradition of an open dialogue between the University
and Sustainable Agriculture. This Wednesday I was asked to meet with the MISA board
and sit in with them during one of their monthly board meetings. This was a humbling
experience. | had no idea who these people were and before I knew it [ was in a room
with a number of unfamiliar faces. My supervisor came a little later due to a prior
obligation and I got to know a few during lunch, talking ideas and sharing book titles of
interest, but there was something about the board meeting that could not keep me from
looking longingly out the windows. I would be out there soon enough, but I think
everyone in the room felt it, here were a bunch of outdoorsy types, farmers, and teachers
whose focus had something that required being outdoors, all sitting around a big table
talking accounting spreadsheets and bulleted topics, ‘hrah!’, a lot of hot, aggravated, air,
but something that was just as necessary as everything else. At least there was the catered
lunch from a local, organic, made from scratch caf¢; that solved everything.



After lunch the board took a tour of the garden while I went out into the perennial patch
and helped Peter plant two raspberry plants, by digging up a hole, in the rye field, a little
bigger than the size of the base of the plant and filling it in with the plant and some dirt.
Later I would come by and put some mulch around the base of the plant to keep the roots
warm. It’s useful to know history, mission, and other background issues behind anything
you are putting effort into so you can help educate others of your interest in what you are
doing.

How We Did It:

Sometimes the amount of work you receive at times is overloaded and unrealistic, but
through hard work, dedication, and determination accomplishments become as simple as
partnering up a lazy afternoon with a good book.

The Minnesota Institute of Sustainable Agriculture is an organization that needs a board
to be organized, without it two people may be doing the same project or worse, may be
identifying a problem without working with different organizations who are encountering
the same problem. MISA was created around this very issue. A number of sustainable
farmers had recognized a problem with the UofM and decided to organize them selves
around the issue and confront it together.

Since most of these people were used to working in the outdoors the meeting seemed
particularly aggressive and forthcoming. For someone who was just getting used to
higher levels of academia, this was a rare look into the cutthroat efficiency of board
meetings where time is scrutinized and every available effort is put into addressing
everything on the meeting notes.

Why We Did It:

This meeting was also a big cultural signifier. These people were seemingly at the
forefront of where the world was going, intelligent intellectuals, who did not waste breath
on opinion and judgment. Though used, most of the conversation seemed to be an attempt
to conceptually organize where things were at and how to prepare for where they were
going in the future.

Transplanting perennials we had gotten from the greenhouse, stout and hardy raspberry
bushes ready for enduring the winter. The first time I partnered up with Peter to work on
Wednesdays. We talked about what we would be working together on the next couple of
weeks.

Date: September 23¢
Hours Spent: 8

WEATHER: It was sixty-three degrees with a humidity of 56 and a wind speed of 3



Harvesting and Deliveries

What We Did:

When we harvested for deliveries we usually had a few orders by early morning. We
picked for these orders and sometime a little later, the supervisor went to go get the
second group of orders usually communicated by mid — late morning. When we had
picked everything needed for the orders/deliveries, we went over to the coolers and
gathered anything we needed to deliver and put the extras from our harvest in the cooler.
Then, usually around 11:30, we delivered our goods and were done by lunchtime. It was
a much lighter day because we never had more than ten people to deliver to in the fall,
but this could be such a promising part of Cornercopia that it could easily take all of the
market share from the business side of the farm. Bike deliveries anyone?

How We Did It:

After lunch I went back out to the field and did the first bit of cover crop work. This
meant digging up the row of corn that had had it’s stalks macheted off and beginning the
process of raking, hoeing, seeding, sifting, stomping, raking, and mulching. I did not seed
today because the row had been so long in clearing of the corn roots and weeds. I wanted
to but it was getting late and no-one was expecting any rain anytime soon so I didn’t feel
too bad leaving the seeding until Tuesday. Little did I know how dry the ground would be
when I got back the next week, so crumbly and devoid of life, as if I had taken out
everything and created desert. This is what I had really done and a part of me felt bad
because I had become a part of the desertification of the earth, a process I hadn’t known
existed until earlier this year, a process that seems to be linked more and more with
human development, and a process I ‘m glad I could help end with Tuesday’s planting
and watering. This day was also routine and much like the previous Tuesday of the
week, leaving Wednesday for any work needed to be done in the garden. Although it
usually involved less harvesting, most of what we picked was for the next Tuesday, in
preparation for Market. We picked what could be easily stored in the cooler or the
farmhouse, what wouldn’t rot and become unsellable. While some of what we picked did
not follow these guidelines, especially towards the end of the season when we wanted to
get whatever we could out of the garden, the most essential of our tasks for this day was
picking for deliveries.

Why We Did It:
Picking had become routine by now but it was also at the point when bad habits could be
developed and I had a nasty time trying to rid myself of these. They extended from my
earlier experiences of weeding, I was incredibly picky and tried to get every weed possible
out of this other garden I was working in. The people I was interning for picked up on this
(Shalom Hill Farm) and pointed out that I had only covered a third of what they expected
to be done. I attributed this to experience, as if they would be able to do that much so fast,
they however pointed to indifference; the soil did not need to be rid of every weed. I am
slightly experienced in picking blueberries and though they are unlike picking anything
except the tiny grape tomato, their experience definitely helped speed up the process of
getting vegetables to market. It was not only experience which helped me understand how



to go about picking vegetables. A book suggested by my supervisor, called The New
Organic Grower had a chapter which described different techniques that could be used to
pick various vegetables and fruits, most of it was self-explanatory and simple but when
distracted by the outdoor qualities of the garden, it is hard to concentrate on getting
produce to market. So reading about what I was doing, associating that with my actions,
and reminding myself about what I had read helped me work as if in meditation.

Date: September 27"
Hours Spent: 8

WEATHER: It was sixty-nine degrees with a humidity of 57 and a wind speed of 8.
Harvesting, Market, Cooler, Questions.

What We Did:

This is the first description of Market Day, so I'll keep it simple.

I arrived at the garden early, this was decided beforehand, but it was generally around
eight.

We picked/harvested until around ten.

We went to the coolers shortly after and from there went to SE Church Street.

We set up from 11:30 to 12:00-12:30.

We sold from noon to 2:00-2:30.

We closed down and left before three.

We went back to the farm and put everything away and were done by 3:30 or 4:00.

These times were average and made for a very full day. They were not full by any means
compared to other farmers who do this for farmers markets that open at six in the
morning. That is part of the advantage with cornercopia and being located where we are.

How We Did It:

I would recommend that picking/harvesting begin at sunup. A good way to do this might
be to have everyone there that day to meet for breakfast to make it easier to be
accountable, and/or camp out the night before in the garden to rise and shine and dine on
fresh vegetables for breakfast. This is not some ideal, it would be done to keep from
being so rushed while picking, to establish a nice pace for the remainder of the day, and
to give ourselves enough time to pick what’s available, keep stock of what we have, and
wake up with the sun, which is always easier than rushing to meet some specific time that
we set for ourselves. I’'m not the greatest example of this, nor do I expect anyone to be,
because it’s so abnormal from regular work when we usually punch a time clock and
work straight for eight hours with two fifteen minute breaks and a half-hour lunch.



This was the last market day I experienced. I think that the last market day was
when I was sick. The notes from my log have me stating that it was a pretty simple day,
we had figured out how to do everything routinely and so we had what we had to do
down. There was little reason for things to go wrong.

Despite having only three people to do this day with, it was relatively easy, busy, but
easy.

This day was slightly colder than it had been. I had been going barefoot up until now, but
on this day I began to question if going barefoot was the way I wanted to go.

I had been worried about getting too much sun, but now the sweater was staying on until
around ten in the morning, so I had little to worry about.

This was also the one day of the week in which I drove. The farm van was quite the
contraption as it had a lot of character, ran great, but there was, I think, a driver door
which could not be opened from the outside.

The one hitch to picking when the sun is coming up is that the tomatoes might not be
ready to pick by the time you’re ready to pick them. Usually the dew hangs on them and
they’re the last to be picked.

Why We Did It:

One thing about market day is how long it seems and how when it’s done, it’s hard to
believe that it’s over. It always felt like we still had more farmwork to do when I began to
make my way home. I think it was that feeling dealing with money gives you, our labor
never really matched up with what we made for our fruits and vegetables, so it was always
a strange interaction at market, pricing goods at market price, instead of figuring how
much our labor was worth. It really was the first time I thought of the worth of labor being
determined by the worth of the goods brought forth by that labor.

Date: September 28"
Hours Spent: 6

WEATHER: It was forty-eight degrees with a humidity of 95 and a wind speed of 18.

Reading, Brown Bag Lunch Seminar, Email Networking, Meeting, Planning field for
Friday, Staking out Friday’s planting schedule.

What We Did:

When I approached the internship, I imagined myself devoting most of my time to the
field doing the physical labor that was needed and splicing that time with reading farm
resources whenever I could. I never thought I’d be part supervisor, relaying information
to others who needed to know what should be done next as the farm approached winter
and the garden became a different landscape before the snow fell. I never thought I'd be
attending seminars that brought in perspectives from Sweden and Australia while I sat



and tried to absorb the different developments that were occurring halfway around the
globe as well as my lunch. I never thought, as an intern, I’d be considered an equal
partner in the process of the farm, I thought I’d be the go-to guy, which I was, don’t get
me wrong, but I wasn’t the only one.

How We Did It:

Reading. It was done whenever I had a spare moment, whenever I could forget about the
rest of it all, whenever I could ignore the answer to the question, “Is there anything else
that needs to be done?” because there always is, but most of it takes a close second to the
need to keep learning about new things, the need to keep the mind active and discovering,
because you never know how it might help you along the way, it might never occur to
you why you’re doing something when you’re doing it and that kind of ignorant action is
something I might never like to do. Eh? I quickly envisioned myself as this
multitasker, I began to eat meals with something to read, unless someone was there with
me to talk to, or discuss whatever it was they were presenting. I sang, whistled, banged
beats out my voice box while I worked in the field because some of what I was thinking
just wasn’t mine. I tried to stick it to technology by sitting in a variety of positions,
drinking water, and using the computer as an access tool to resources and people instead
of a form of entertainment, communication, and means to pass the time. I tried to partner
the computer with the practice of meditation, but there are some slight differences.

Why We Did It:
Whenever there was a moment to spare I’d constantly assess what else needed to be done,
I was always trying to keep up with things, not only with the farm, but with myself. What
good is a farm if there’s no-one there to care? What I loved most about the internship was
the freedom, freedom from constant supervision (I used to work in an Ice Cream Shop
where you were constantly video taped), yet respect for any direction that was offered. |
was free to make my own choices, but there were times when I needed to receive some
guidance; an almost religious experience.

Date: September 30"
Hours Spent: 8

WEATHER: It was sixty-three degrees with a humidity of 55 and a wind speed of 6.

Major Harvest and Cover Crop Planting Day with Students Aged 13-18 from Agricultural
Charter School.

What We Did:

This day, out of all the others, was probably the most significant day in terms of knowing
the difference between conventional and organic agriculture, or whatever you want to call
it. It’s kind of like the difference between you and me when there really is no difference,
we’re just at different stages in our development, different phases in life, just different-
that’s all.



So we had a bunch of kids, I mean, students aged 13-18, some mature and thinking about
things, some barely able to walk without blurting out something invariably linked to their
out of control hormones, all very likeable. These students came from a school linked in
some way to Agriculture. I asked what some of their plans were after they were done
with school, and one answered that she would be involved in some scale in industrial
agriculture, it was very hard for her to describe, but she said something about “designing
watering systems”. I asked her she thought this meant she would be working out on the
farm or in a lab and she really didn’t have an opinion either way. I was trying to figure
out if the students were seeing a process that was different from what they knew or if it
was just another day, another field trip, another experience with more things to do.

How We Did It:

I think it was me who was trying to realize this difference, trying to understand what was
so special about the farm and why these students should care about it, I mean, what did it
matter that these vegetables were picked by hand rather than being harvested by
columbine. What was so significant about hand and foot compared to wheel and
machine? I really started to hone in on the emotional expressions that were made by these
students. There was a whole range of expression and then I thought of the tractor driver,
in an air conditioned cab listening to digital tunes and wondered if the driver was
experiencing a wide range of emotion. Now I think of the meditator and, even though
there is a surprising amount of brain activity there is not much contributing to emotional
health. The meditator reaches for the mental state to remove oneself from emotional
hindrances and stresses while the driver could be singing their heart out. I’'m not sure
there is any comparison and from this I’'m not aware of the difference that can be found
simply by experiencing the farm for one day. It needs to be a part of study and
incorporated into your lifestyle before any recognizable difference is thought of, but then
there’s the difference between driving past the corner of Larpenteur and Cleveland and
seeing what’s there to compare it to miles of industrial agricultural farmland, while
keeping in mind the diversity of the earth and how different cultures respect the land.

I think all of us felt this need for why visiting this farm was special, why this
experience is one that should be remembered because of its uniqueness. It’s rare in the
Midwest to encounter gardens, dare I say farms, like this because of a number of reasons.
Subsidies, single product demand, and the entire structure of the food supply is oriented
around a ‘war-style’ production line that hasn’t significantly changed since the beginning
of World War Two. Only now, with the realization of local food, community, and other
issues of importance are food supply structures really beginning to change. These
students, whether they knew it or not, were privy to the continuing struggle to reorganize
how food gets from where its grown to your mouth.

Why We Did It:

One of the limiting characteristics of this organizational change is the demand to ‘re-
think’ the way people understand where the food they eat comes from. A large baby-
boomer generation has grown up believing that the farmer is way out there linked by a
long chain of distribution. This chain can be broken free from in the event that it can stop
itself from rusting up with subsidized development, ill farming methods, and senseless
distribution. I do not know what these students were being taught, but our snacks offered



little consolation for the change we’re struggling to bring about. The links in the chain are
numerous, but sometimes breaking just one was enough, even though the others
continued to exist. Everything in moderation right?

Part of the break was finding a dandelion root and washing it off to eat it. This surprised
some of the students, except one who knew of the health benefits this little edible weed
offered. The students knew I wasn’t feeling well because of the sweaters I had been
insisting on wearing all day to heat my body up and sweat out the sickness I was feeling.
But in a last resort I ate this and instantly felt better, like my spine had realigned, and
everyone there noticed a little, because of the change in attitude. I’'m not sure if I left a
large impression, but I had helped myself feel better and in order to help others change
you have to observe change within yourself.

Date: October 4th
Hours Spent: O

WEATHER: It was sixty-one degrees with a humidity of 100 and a wind speed of 7.
Out sick.

What We Did:

I’m amazed at the strength of people who are able to continue their daily work even
though their sick. I can’t decide if their ever really sick, because when I’m sick, I am
sick, I can’t function and if I tried I’d get mad at the way I was functioning. I’d just as
soon as let the body heal before the work I do upsets the healing process. I don’t really
look at work as part of the healing process, just something that gets in the way of living
my life the way I want to live it. I guess some people view work as part of what it takes to
heal, to get better. I just don’t see work like that, but then again most of the work I’ve
done has to do with serving food to people at restaurants or ice cream shops. I was able to
come in the Friday before this day, being Tuesday, and work despite a heightened
temperature but it was a struggle and I put on lots of layers in attempt to sweat the
sickness away. I just didn’t eat a proper meal and the food I did eat was full of sugar,
apples dipped in caramel, watermelon, and granola bars, which I’ve now learned is the
worst thing to eat when your body has a stomach sickness-sugar just increases the
gaseous acidity in your stomach-and it can’t properly digest anything. It’s better to
just go through a day and a night (24hrs) of nothing but water and a couple cups of mild
tea before trying to eat anything. After that I was told that it’s something like, apple
sauce, rice, toast, oatmeal, or oneother thing but! can®quite place my finge onit-the
beginning letters make up this acronym that@ supposedly very easy to remember when
you@e sick. Part of the reason why I came in that Friday was because of the sense of
shame and guilt I feel by being sick and feeling like I should stay home. Whenever I get
sick I like to hit the bed and not get up and resume normal life until I feel a whole lot
better, but then I wonder if this is the right thing to do, because of what they say for
people who were told to stay bed-ridden until they got better, way back in the day
(16th,17th, 18th,19th, 20" centuries) when it’s shown that maybe this wasn’t the best thing
to do because of how the body functions when in this dormant state. It ends up being that



there is no place for the gunk to drain and no chance for the body to flush out whatever it
is giving it the feeling of sickness. At a constant temperature, vegetables in the cooler
developed a strange mold, where as in the changing environment of the shed or the
garden these vegetables did not suffer from the same mold, they lasted longer and were
edible. I wonder if the body, when restricted to indoor temperatures that are constant
becomes an incubator to whatever is making it sick instead of being in the healing mode
it needs to be in.

Date: October 5th
Hours Spent: O

WEATHER: It was fifty-eight degrees with a humidity of 96 and a wind speed of 14.
Stomach sickness, didn’t throw up, but I felt queasy, no energy, and nothing stuck.

What We Did:

This will give me a chance to talk about what happens when you change your diet. Being
out at the farm gave me a chance to eat more raw food, lot’s more. I got to try every
different kind of tomato, I even tried to taste the difference during different stages of
ripeness just to see when the right time was to pick them. This was kind of ridiculous and
I don’t recommend it, but y’know when you’re young and you don’t know any better? It’s
kind of like being inexperienced and willing to try anything. I even got to try corn, fresh
off the stalk. There is nothing like it, it was like the best bowl of cereal I’ve ever had. One
word-scrumptious. Along with all this, though, is the chance to catch something nasty, to
believe that, since you’re so healthy, you can handle anything. Adjusting to this can mean
the difference of flipping a coin, chances are you’re going to end up on the side you didn’t
call at least half of the time, for me it was a bite of fish I had brought from home and kept
in the fridge for too long, I didn’t even swallow but somehow that bite had been absorbed
and I had a reaction. I’ve had this reaction twice since then, simply because I ate
something my body wasn’t used to, yet digested the same as everything else, it meant a
full night and day (twenty-four hours) without eating just to restore the balance within me,
it’s a healthy experience to go through because it helps you realize that you are human
after all and that eating everything under the sun is too much and a little like living life
through everyone.

How We Did It:

It kind of makes you appreciate the sacred tradition and ritual behind fasting. Fasting is so
wholesome, because when you’re done and you begin to eat foods that are light on the
stomach, your body derives nutrients that you haven’t had for a while and your awareness
of what those nutrients do to the experience of your life is, again, lived out knowing what
it’s like to live without those nutrients. When, eventually, you are able to eat the rich
foods again, life is worth living, not that it ever isn’t but when you’re sick the thought
invariably crosses your mind, even though you wish it wouldn’t. Normally I wouldn’t
write about this, but when working the form with hand and foot and growing things like
fruits and vegetables, it’s important to know that the change in your diet will mean an
understanding for how food can make life much better, and your body will adapt to living



differently, yet it will be susceptible to the slightest mistake that normally wouldn’t make
a big deal, but since your body has learned to make the greatest use of everything,
sometimes the greatest use isn’t great like, “yeal!”, it’s great like, “whoa!” Sometimes
when I’m sick I get the feeling that during the whole time when I am sick I’'m wasting my
life. This feeling has begun to be unfounded because belief in a different type of
understanding is beginning to be nourished, an understanding of how the body heals itself
and how the mind can help the body heal is not really a waste at all, it’s more of a
understanding of, “good things take time”.

Date. October 7"
Hours Spent: 7

WEATHER: It was forty-two degrees with a humidity of 75 and a wind speed of 1.
Flower Picking, Harvesting with the University Class.

What We Did:

I met someone, while out at Moonstone Farm, http://www.prairiefare.com/moonstone/ ,
who makes her entire living from a flower patch. Looking back to picking flowers at the
farm, we almost need someone to care, specifically for flowers. Think of people who
have their home gardens and how much time they spend picking over, watering, even
talking to their flowers. This is such a delicate practice that, when offered 45 cents a
stem, from a local coop in the area, for a particular flower which we had some of, yet
knew that they might not have made it through the frost. So delicate that had we made it
out just two days earlier we could have made a mint. You win some and you lose some.
As a student, it’s kind of the exception to the ruler, the learn as you go, but for someone
who’s thinking about cost and how to grow profit for next year it’s the difference
between having enough money to grow the beauty that’s bought. 1 only mention
Moonstone because I thought it was one of those places which should be noted, I don’t
want to satirize this with advertisements, but when you are reading and thinking of places
that you should see before you die, it just fits along with those kinds of places, you don’t
have to see it, but it’s a great point of reference, a possible resource, and their also
featured in Renewing the Countyside ~ Minnesota, a book about different places that are
noted for practicing sustainability.

How We Did It:
It’s important to remember that the farm program is a lesson in learning within the
contexts of the real world. A mistake made here doesn’t have the emotional implications
of out there. Out there shouldn’t be so emotional, because there’s always room for
mistakes. That makes it kind of confusing in here because nothing you do really matters,
yet everything you are doing is helping you gain credibility towards making a difference
in places of the world that desperately need a difference to happen, a change for the better.

Date; October 11"
Hours Spent: 8



WEATHER: It was fifty-four degrees with a humidity of 77 and a wind speed of 8.
Cover Crop Planting

What We Did:

I’m always surprised what a few words will mean to someone who understands them
compared to someone who doesn’t. Someone who doesn’t understand these few words
may need many more words to help describe their meaning, even though each meaning
pertains to a different understanding for each and every human being. Sometimes I was
out on the farm and following someone rambling on about this, that, and the other and as
I was hearing them out they talked about something I had never heard before. I thought
about whether or not I should stop them before I forget what it was I had a question
about, chancing the risk of them losing their train of thought. Either I waited, bearing the
question in mind until they were finished, or I stopped them mid-sentence and questioned
them about it. Each way produced a different outcome, waiting until later usually implied
an ability to process thought, while imposing a question made it more difficult, but some
things just can’t wait, especially if they help the listener understand what it is they’re
talking about. However, if you wait there is a better chance that you’ll give the speaker
their train of thought while possibly giving them the chance to review what it was they
were talking about. I think this is important because when you’re out at the farm, working
with someone, there is a chance for you to have a conversation while you work and
sometimes valuable information is exchanged, it might not even be about the farm,
gardening, or the like. Peter and I worked together and had many conversations about
community, travel, and family. I think one of the reasons, besides weather, that a lot of
social interaction and human contact is done indoors is because of the conditions it
instills upon a dialogue, a sense of calmness where it would be wild, etc. When we
worked together we got a lot done, because we not only helped each other sustain a
certain pace, but we gave each other something to think about. Working alone out
there was as much a gift as it was a hardship. It brought many realizations along with an
air of nonsense. It threatened craziness with soothing sights of beauty. The sky out there
is enormous, but, like one person told me when describing life on the prairie, it’s big
enough to give you the feeling that’s opposite that of claustrophobia-fear of open spaces.
I’ve sensed it, but I’'m not too sensitive to it, so I could stand it, but I wasn’t out there
from sun up to sun down every day either. This person who described life on the prairie
told of grass that grew up over your head and the rolling hills and wind made it look just
like an ocean. The first pioneers often got a strange motion sickness that was likened to
being sea-sick. It also is what’s behind, “waves of grainObecause people saw the
potential of growing wheat as tall as someone stood, what they didn’t realize was the
prairie grass root structures went to depths estimated at thirty feet. Wheat barely makes it
over a foot, being an annual, but the pioneers had high hopes or at least we think they did
as we try to extend their legacy by agriculturally dominating the plains.

How We Did It:
If there is a chance to exchange information from one person to another without the use of
a book then why not? Why not, when a book might be exactly what you’re looking for,



yet you have to look through a million books just to get it, just ask someone whom you
think might know just where to look to get the information you need. Not only are the
people around you perfect resources like this, but advisors, professors, parents, and wise
old ones, who hope that eventually they’ll be able to pass on the valuable information they
know about so that it’s more useful for more people.

Date; October 12"
Hours Spent: 8

WEATHER: It was fifty-eight degrees with a humidity of 87 and a wind speed of 2.
Morning Cover Crop Work, Noon Seminar, Cleaning out the Farm House (part 1)

What We Did:

It would be interesting to have a farm that had an infinite number of soil types to work
with. It would be a lot of work, but interesting. Because one of the plots that I seeded was
covered in a wood mulch, the ground beneath the mulch was more like a potato chip than
a soft spongy cake. The mulch did help keep the weeds out but it also seemed like most
of the ground would be very hard to grow any kind of cover crop in. A couple weeks
after I planted I observed the rye coming up the same as anywhere else, but I can tell if
this was because I raked a little bit harder or because of some other reason. I just tried to
make sure the ground was as accepting as anywhere else. I read somewhere that a
forested floor is a bit more acidic than other places and the wood mulch did make it seem
like there was more of an acidic reaction taking place even though it seems like a potato
chip is less acidic than a cake think of how much more stomach acid is needed to break
down a potato chip than a piece of cake.

How We Did It:

Cleaning the farm house (part 1) was more of an exercise in making it so you could walk
through it, it wasn’t a spring cleaning kind of thing, but more of a necessity to be able to
at least work from the space. When I first started my internship at the farm I was told
that most of the work I would be doing would be cover-crops; I guess I figured you have
to start somewhere. When I was told this, the person who told me this, gave me this look
like, “I’m not sure if you’re going to enjoy it”. I usually derive enjoyment from anything
I’m doing as long as I’'m doing something; you have to, otherwise you’ll never be
satisfied. Part of enjoyment helps you know when to change the method of what you’re
doing, so variety has something to do with sustaining that level of enjoyment. I
approached work at the farm like, “this is so much work”, but with a sneaking smile
behind it all because I wouldn’t want to do anything else. I’'m outside! I wasn’t inside, in
front of a computer, like right now, right here. If I ever have a profession that requires the
use of a computer, it’s going to be weather proof so I can set up outside, if that means
plexiglass and fingerless gloves then so be it. Especially now that we have the technology
to create clothing that—y’know it’s all about balance, time inside needs to be balanced
by time outside. Come in to get cozy from being wild out there. Where was 1?

Why We Did It:



Part of this balance means keeping both spaces within a respect of place. Both areas need
to be given a sense that they are cared for and nurtured so that life can flourish and thrive
within those spaces.

Date: October 14"
Hours Spent: 6

WEATHER: It was sixty-five degrees with a humidity of 64 and a wind speed of 2.
Green Tomatoes, Cover Crops, Weather

What We Did:

Once we got down to it and picked almost every possible tomato that was available for
market, there were a surprising amount of green tomatoes that kind of made you wish for
a longer growing season so these tomatoes could ripen. Later on down the road someone
told me, Peter I think, that if you set the tomatoes on a window sill facing the sun that
they’ll ripen themselves. I hadn’t realized this and I wasn’t sure how it would happen
without the plant, but I took his word for it and tried it out for myself. Sure enough, red as
ever, but the taste wasn’t quite the same, or was it, the taste seemed to change with every
tomato anyways. I think that hearing little tidbits from people here and there is the main
way you learn. If someone took it upon themselves to write these little tidbits in a garden
book for a gardener to reference, it would be the best collection of wisdom around. But
that’s a lot of wisdom and you’d get things like, “well, I think if you put human blood
around the garden the rabbits won’t get into it”(my grandma-way back when), or my
mom heard if you put human hair around the bird seed the deer will stay away (I don’t
know what it is with my family), so it’d have to a carefully scrutinized collection to make
sure things work, not just ‘hee haw’ and the like. So we got six grocery-sized bags of
green tomatoes, the bags we’re extra from a UofM experiment making plastic bags from
corn, which apparently worked, but for heavy loads of tomatoes, the handles often tore.
They’re more of a hug and carry than a lug and carry. The tomatoes went to the green
institute for some kind of green tomato festival and that was that. It’s neat to see how the
experiments of the U, Cornercopia, and the Green Institute network with each other.

How We Did It:

I wrote in my log the whole rake, hoe, rake, etc. business followed by the comment, “this
is cover cropping by hand and foot. I don’t know why I hesitated to call it manual labor
because part of me doesn’t equate this with the typical manual labor kind of work. It’s
more of a handcrafted cover crop, y’know, like handcrafted breads and the like. It only
gains this distinction because it’s done with a special care that realizes there is another
option but chooses to plant with hand tools and feet instead of wheels and machine. I
think, during this week, I had seen the UofM harvesting machine out across the field
while I was working and saw this big rumbling metal contraption slowly moving across
the field it was harvesting spewing smoke I could smell with my nose and I just couldn’t
accept that I would choose that over the ‘manual labor’ I was doing, because isn’t it the
machine, the industrial revolution, that’s called an advancement from the manual labor,
the hand tools of the past? =~ When you think of gardening you think of how much your



putting into something that may not even produce what you need, how much work is
done in which a price is derived that doesn’t even reflect a fraction of the work comprised
by the grower, the transporter, and nature. All you know is that you must start of with
something and let that become what it eventually becomes while you try and figure out
how to deal with it. This garden, at one moment in time, if you took a picture that
captured this moment, produced an overwhelming amount of waste. A tomato plant
created a tomato that was maybe one tenth the size of the plant. Now take this moment
and extend it, over the growing season, and the plant produced enough to replace it’s
weight a couple of times and then, once the plant was done growing the tomatoes, it’s
weight did not become waste, instead it became a valuable carrier of nutrients that would,
along with the bacteria, break down into nutrient rich soil after a composting process. The
neat thing about a garden is that the cycle it produces can make or break the growing
process. A gardener can expend excess energy trying to deal with the excess waste or the
gardener can involve themselves in the creative process and reuse the waste by thinking
of it in different terms. Take Johnny Appleseed, who, as written in The Botanyof Desire,
collected hills of seed from cider mills which were using the uneatable apples to make a
wonderfully tasting drink but depositing the seed cores in dumps out the back with,
seemingly, no use for them. This late 1600’s and early 1700’s dumpster diver took it
upon himself to collect the seed and plant in huge tracks of land in parts of Ohio and
Pennsylvania with apple trees, parts of the country that sold for plenty of money where
before no worth was seen. Worth from something originally seen as waste, which just
goes to show that one’s garbage is another’s treasure.

Why We Did It:

This was trying and tiring work. If I had been doing this for years I don’t think I’d have a
problem with it, but a few days I overextended myself and found myself getting up later
than usual. I haven’t been doing this for very long so I wasn’t really used to it, but I found
that if I balanced everything right and had my three meals a day, went to bed after settling
everything, so I could sleep with a clear conscience, that I got up without a qualm. Being
in school and dealing with one thing to the next made it nearly impossible to sustain this
balance. It was a ‘Jame’s Bond’ like challenge that I pushed and wrangled with but in the
end the mission was clear; you just can’t do everything.

Date: October 18"
Hours Spent: 6

WEATHER: It was 69 degrees outside with a humidity of 50 and a wind speed of 10.

Preparing the Ground for Cover Crops, Watering, Working Until the Sun Went Down.

What We Did:

This day was more of the same. I came to get a lot of work done, and was prepared to
spend all day doing it, but it was hot and dry for October. It was nice to be out while this
sunny weather was upon us, Peter came out after lunch and helped do some of the



clearing for more cover crop planting. I just remember being out long enough that day to
understand how the arc of the sun is its path across the sky. From the field it is really
visible, because it’s not blocked out by any buildings and on a sunny day it can give you
a different perspective that is slightly altered from the luminescence of fluorescents
indoors.

How We Did It:

Watering doesn’t seem like such a big deal in the Mississippi Watershed, but knowing of
the regard that is given towards this resource and how it is limited by wasteful use. I was
conscious to water only parts of the garden that needed watering, I turned down the
pressure save and shifted the sprinkler around to compensate. It worked out really well
because I was moving it around enough to keep from overwatering and once and area
became dry I was ready to move it back again. It was an efficient process.

Why We Did It:

This day was more about covering as much area as possible, so work flew by as we
hastened ourselves to the task. We did stop to talk about community, travels, and
gardening knowledge, but for the most part we were making the most of this nice weather
and trying to do what we could to get as much planted before the first lasting frost. This
was supposedly three days after the expected first frost, but there wasn't any evidence of it
happening during the nite.

Date; October 19"
Hours Spent:

WEATHER: It was 44 degrees outside with a humidity of 75 and a wind speed of 10.
More Cover Crops, Seminar, Beans, Farm Participation Discussion, Our Visitor Returns.

What We Did:

When I got to the farm I look at the work I had to do, looked at the areas in which I was
going to sew some more seed for the expansion of cover crops and checked what I had
done the day before. I began to get one area ready and moved on to another area. This
was the time when I was raking the whole area, wearing my body out, not yet having
discovered the energy saving technique. I was glad when noon rolled around and I could
go to the seminar and take in a modern day sermon.

The seminar speaker was from Michael Fields, a biodynamic farm,
http://www.michaelfieldsaginst.org/ , a process which considers the ecosystem as a
prominent factor in the creation of the product. It was difficult coming from a prior
experience of visiting Philadelphia Farms,
http://www.landstewardshipproject.org/csa.html , which is run as a biodynamic farm yet
hasn’t reached certification yet, and hearing the speaker state that she couldn’t fully
believe the process of wholistic farming because there isn’t the scientific research to back
it up. There is the human recognition, the spirituality of it, and tastiness, but without the
numbers and facts, it is still a hard sell. I couldn’t believe my ears because science, to me,




is hardly the determining the factor in what I decide to buy and how I sell, it’s more
involved in engineering energy systems, structures, and buildings. The partnership that
exists between agriculture and science is so fragile because of the variability and
instability of anything that is lucky enough to be considered appropriate for our stomachs,
the circumstances that arise for the creation of food are to hard to be determined by
science, as we have seen in the growing and changing landscape of the United States
where most corn crops are grown for energy purposes and not food purposes, simply
because of their science based back ground driving farmers to plant monocultures and
simplifying ecosystems.

How We Did It:

After the seminar I met Peter out at the farm house and we began to wonder again how
we ended up at a place like this, how we were lucky enough to be here, and yet still
needing more people like us to help work the farm. Were we really the only two who
wanted to work the farm? Why weren’t more people doing everything they could to be
outside, to work with their hands, to be a part of a process, which could grow real food
from the earth, instead of seemingly from the shelves in a supermarket. Miraculously, an
inquiring visitor returned and found us happily astonished at the observance of
coincidence. Here was our hope, real before us, ready to help us in the garden, needing to
escape from the office for at least an hour, and wanting to get his hands dirty. I was
at that point in the season when the work seemed manageable, yet almost overwhelming.
How did I know of this point, when I had never worked a season on a farm before?. I was
a green thumb and I knew it. I saw what still needed to be done and I considered it an
easy task, however I wasn’t sure about how I would handle it mentally, how I would stick
with it, and keep on task.

Why We Did It:

I think the need for scientific proof will help to boost the sustainability of wholistic /
biodynamic farming, but it isn’t the determining factor in the long standing tradition of
the practice, it was ingenious framework for the speaker to present at the U, because it
would be amazing to see science more geared towards affirming a natural ecosystems
processes, instead of trying to develop implements to grow one thing and kill another.

I think Peter and I were beginning to feel the weight of the amount of work we could
accomplish before the final frost and it seemed like we had decided to do as much as we

could, wishing we could do more, but needing more help if we wanted to get it done.

Date: October 21%
Hours Spent: 4

WEATHER: It was 44 degrees outside with a humidity of 75 and a wind speed of 10.
Site Visit to Dodge Nature Center

What We Did:



This is one of those places that if you ever get a chance to visit in your lifetime, make a
date and go there to see a unique ecosystem that exists within the first ring of suburbs of
the metropolitan area. The Dodge Nature Center exists in a unique partnership with
supporters, the state, and those who work there to preserve a bog marsh neighboring an
oak savannah. It was originally a farmstead cared for by the Dodge family who arranged
for the present management. There is a farm that still exists and is partly stewarded by
Youth Farm West Side, as well as an apple orchard, which is partly managed by the U.
There is a full time staff that operates through grants given by supporters of this natural
preserve.

How We Did It:

The reason why I went to visit this site was because of a class assignment I had to do
with HECUA as part of our understanding of internships, social capital, and the exchange
that occurs between different organizations. I met with an interesting graduate of St.
Johns university who was doing work he had finally found through Dodge after
graduating with an Environmental Science degree, teaching Physics at a high school in
New York, and interning at Dodge for a couple years. The position he had was more
specifically oriented towards his interest in understanding the ecology of an area and
helping to avert the process of desertification.

Why We Did It:

This place offers weekend retreats for elementary schools, a preschool daycare, and sleigh
rides. Just a few among the many different activities one can be involved in while visiting
the area, if not to do an activity, then the grounds are open for hikes and exploring, as well
as a reptile rehabilitation room and raptor area. You know sometimes you look
around and wonder if the world is really turning into one of those futuristic dramatic
works of art that paints the picture of what the world will look like in the next twenty
years if we were to continue on present trends. The 2005July National Geographic hasa
great onedepicting the difference between oil technology andthat of solar andwind
technology. How the world will be is often determined by the vision, which we carry
around with us of what the world is. What is the world to you, right now. . .When I visited
Dodge I saw the hope within suburban neighborhoods, a natural area that could exist for
the enjoyment and health of the community, a green space for other wildlife, and a place
for education that hopes to develop a perspective in both old and young that can be
brought back. A perspective that will understand the need to ask questions about local
ecology and how to sustain it.

Date; October 25"
Hours Spent: 1

WEATHER: It was forty-six degrees with a humidity of 73 and a wind speed of 6.

Rooftop Garden Interview with Corrie Zoll, the beginning of the sickness.

What We Did:



When I first contemplated a rooftop garden it was because I was responding to the recent
consideration of how safe and practical your food is if it’s coming from far and distant
lands. So I wondered how local food could get, like how do you get the most local food to
someone living in the middle of an urban area. Where could you possibly grow food just
to avoid the dependency on oil, is there really that much room? Think about downtown,
dark alleys, and concrete everywhere. Where oh where, and then I was walking to school
one day and I took a slightly elevated look up at the passing buildings and their grey roofs,
grey roofs?, wait a minute. . .think about all the roofspace a city has, acres upon acres, all
potentially available except for maybe the satellites and antennas of the television stations
and spires of the skyscrapers. But most of the buildings had flat roofs and there must be
some kind of terrace method that could be used. This was just the beginning. This is
what I talked to Corrie Zoll about on the top of the Green Roof at the Green Institute at
that instant in an interview where you could either end it or get really personal to find out
something you really care about from sharing something you really care about. I knew this
point well from being a server in restaurants and talking to tables for more than just tips,
for that ultimate priceless gift, the exchange of knowledge and information, which I value
more than anything and yet [ wasn’t about to press just anybody. This was that essence
that writers talk about and write about. What it got me was a a discordance with what I
wasn’t trying to present but almost, as I see it, a pivot point to judge my progress from.
For rooftop gardens to be anything outside of affluence their had to be economic sense,
and from his perspective it was still cheaper to grow food distanced from the urban area.
Maybe it was affluence that was supporting my ideal, but maybe it was a movement, e.g.
Chicago and wading pool water cress, that was taking away the initial momentum of green
roofs and the environmental sense they have for the surrounding ecosystem, because some
agriculture does not help out an ecosystem environmentally, e.g. Monoculture Crop
Systems.

Date: October 26"
Hours Spent: All Day

WEATHER: It was forty-eight degrees with a humidity of 67 and a wind speed of 7.
Sick, Sleep, and Survive. My mom said I needed Zinc.

What We Did:

When I’m sick I like to think about how it feels to be healthy, like how do I know when
I’'m better, it’s not some answer to an equation, it’s not like passing through a metal
detector, or finishing up number two on the toilet. But soon whether you like it or not,
you just begin to feel better, it’s kind of like knowing when the vegetable is ready to pick.
Sometimes you have to slice the watermelon open and see if it’s any good, other times
it’s just as easy as taking a bite, tasting, and deciding whether or not to spit it out. By this
time I had figured out how I got —sic- what I got and I wasn’t about to distract myself
from getting rid of it. I slept most of the day, except for a few hours when I heated up
water and grabbed onto a good book to read.

How We Did it:



I’m not sure If I needed Zinc. It’s something like a farmer says how they know the land
like the back of their hand, or how a taxi cab driver knows the quickest route through the
city no matter how hectic and busy. It might be easy to see the body as a garden that
needs to be tended, I was biking a lot and acquired a car to look after while my parents
flew out of town. I remember singing my way through the packed traffic of 494 and
hearing how the fumes I was breathing affected my voice, but outside of thinking it was
pretty cool I didn’t consider the health effects of breathing all this exhaust. The lungs you
get from biking tend to avoid this just because riding is mostly done above the fumes and
the bike is never steadily following traffic, traffic just mostly passes you by. So I had
lungs that were accustomed to the taste, but not the content and soon, after relying on the
car to get around for the past few days, I figured I had cultured a very sticky ickiness that
was threatening my lungs and I was out, tired, and literally exhausted. I guess this would
be like letting your garden become exposed to a rigourous pesticide routine without any
break until it’s doubtful that any of the plants survive and then using a watering method
to wash away any of the effects the pesticide could potentially still cause if left to affect
the plants.

Why We Did It:
I wasn’t able to get Zinc until later, but I found it hit the spot where the sticki-ickiness had
cultured itself, and it is possible to find zinc in foods, which is relieving because I do not
like to be dependent on tablets, too concentrated.

Date: October 28"
Hours Spent: All Day

WEATHER: It was forty degrees with a humidity of 82 and a wind speed of 6.
Sick and dealing with it. Roasted Dandelion Root Tea, Garlic.

What We Did:

You know there’s not much a farmer can do when something is stuck in the throat long
enough to properly disrupt your energy level and a cough feels like it’ll implode your
lungs. But there are certain questions one ponders when this cuts into the work you were
planning to do. It’s hard not to think about something that you work with your hands, you
need health to access it, and a balance that sickness jeopardizes. This was the last day of
my second bout of sickness during the semester and I was glad when it was all done. The
little corner I was charged with escaped my presence and for all I know it probably
benefited from this treatment, or lack there of depending how you look at it. But in the
end, when the snow fell and the work bell rang there was still a little bit of the acre left in
which I wanted to plant a cover crop and I can not stop feeling a little querulous
wondering how the garden may have been different if I had had the time taken by being
sick before winter took over.

Earlier in the semester I harvested and roasted some dandelion roots for tea. I drank this
while sick, which helped keep my nutrient level up while hydrating me. I also ate some
garlic as I’ve read before that it helps the body absorb nutrients and I’ve just heard that



it’s a natural antibiotic. You know how I feel about taste and to me this is a bit like the
smell of earth in your mouth, to a friend it’s like licking a cobblestone lake rock, and I
can see that but with a little honey and a complimentary tea, maybe some pine needles it
may just be ‘delightful’ in the strictly Midwest American sense.  This is what our ES
class would have called an anthropocentric view, a perspective centered around the
human person who effectively renders the land as if the land existed only in the human
presence and its existence owed itself to the ability of the human person to be responsible
to it and attend to it. Thiswasa view hdd those who study the white settlement explaining
thar behavor andthe conception of Manifest Destiny. Who am I, though, to consider
what I do to the farm as imperative as it is. If anything it’s a place that provides work for
me to do outdoors. This sense of place is more beneficial to me than [ am to it, as a
bedroom can never really feel like a garden. The farm can easily do without me, but it’s
this inner sense within my self that seeks this work to survive that wonders how sick I
have to be to keep me from participating in an ecosystem which a part of it helps to keep
me healthy.

How We Did It:
I don’t like going to the doctor, kind of like how I don’t like going to the dentist, they’re
never really sure and it’s always some minute thing that they give you that takes so much
time to work, almost so much time that it’s hard to tell if that’s what helped you get better,
it’s like the opium of yesterday in a different form today, plus they say drink lots of water,
give it a rest, and some time and it’1l be over. There are some cases that are an exception,
but for the most part I think health is more about that balance. The Wednesday noon
seminar on Edible Weeds presented by Deborah touches on this by looking at health in
this way, instead of a problem/solution stream that you get at the hospital, it’s more like
your body is trying to tell you something about what you’re missing and somehow you’ve
got to figure out how to listen. I’ve got nothing against hospitals, I even sure they’d
appreciate the break if more people who got sick took care of it themselves, and what a
way to feel to empower yourself and the community around you.

Date: November 2™
Hours Spent: 6

WEATHER: It was sixty-one degrees with a humidity of 43 and a wind speed of 7.

Garden Analysis, Clean up, Deer Sighting, Advisor Meeting, Green Team Meeting,
Cleaning of the Farmhouse and the two rented coolers in the UofM Greenhouse facility.

What We Did:

In the dreary greyness of the morning I went out to look at the garden and see how
everything was doing. I took stock in the fact that our water had been shut off, a recent
development that must have been routine for MidTerm break. I noticed some shoots of
alfalfa coming up, which was good because we weren’t going to have any water to help
them along. All the rods and beams that had been used as support structures for bean and
tomato growth had been taken out of the field and neatly piled in piles, specific to the
differences in physical characteristics (you’ll see the variety) outside the perimeter of the



garden. I went and grabbed the wheelbarrow and began to bring these piles to the
farmhouse for winter storage.

How We Did It:

On one of my travels back, as I was rambling along and humming to myself I looked to
my right and there before my very eyes were two eyes looking straight back at me, ears
perked, the body poised to duck and run, and yet the nose was slowly sniffing the musty
wet air trying to figure out if I was something to fear. I must have been staring at this
eight-point buck for a good five minutes, wondering just how a deer like this could have
grown long enough to get eight points while living in city conditions, when my
supervisor walked quietly to me and we began to whisper to each other about the rare
chance it was to see this creature and what it might do the lettuce patch. Although it
wasn’t in the area where our garden was, I still hold it as a testament to what this little
corner can do to provide support for an ecosystem in which the deer inhabits. We
watched the deer so long as it watched us that we decided to leave before our trance
started to cut into our prior commitments, but it would definitely come up when I talked
to people later that day.

Why We Did It:

I met with my advisor and explained why I was late and of course there was a deer story
to be told and then we talked about the needs I had as a student, which may or may not be
met by the University, and what I could do to meet those needs. This included to sticking
with the culture I had discovered outside of the halls of academia, from HECUA to MISA
and the CSA’s, deep organics, all the co-ops, my prior internship with JAS, and
Philosophy Camp at Shalom Hill Farm, where I discovered heritage tomato cultivation,
edible weeds, the difficulties of organic beef, and an organic farm in its first year, before
being certified, nestled next to a state protected wetland, and all this after being almost
completely abandoned. It was important to keep these things that were meeting my needs
close to my discussion with my advisor because without emphasizing these thoughts I
was having while I was out on the farm and articulating them in the discussion with my
advisor I might not have ever arrived at the corner of Cleveland and Larpenteur.

I met with the group responsible for bringing together a week of lectures to the
University around Earth Day earlier last year and we discussed how to make the same
happen next year with speakers who would be able to provide models for our University
as it begins to absorb the environmental costs of being such a large and structurally
impressive campus. Campus groups can have an impact in a way that is more meaningful
that the griping and complaining that seems to follow around change as it happens. The
green team, although not itself a physical changer of the environment, yet, is still
responsible for raising the awareness of the students and the environment that surrounds
them.

I got back to the farmhouse met Peter after bringing most of the piles back. We decided
that it was a day for cleaning and we took everything out, swept the floor, and took
everything in. I told him what had happened in the coolers and we rambled over there,



cart, in hand, and emptied the coolers of all our stock, and headed back to the compost
bin on the side of the farmhouse to dump the rotting food waste.

The realizations I encountered while taking in all that had happened since I had left
helped me relieve myself of the stress I was feeling for the farm. The wet weather was
good because the water had been turned off and we needed all the moisture we could get
before things dried out. Seeing that someone had taken all of the support structures out of
the garden helped me realize that we didn’t have to worry about a tractor or something
getting them stuck in any tilling that had been proposed. This also helped me see where
we were at and begin the cleaning up process of moving things back to the farmhouse.

The deer is one of those miracles, you just don’t see in the city, and out in the rural areas
you see it but it’s at the bird feeder and they acquire the nicknames of giant rats because
of their dependence on the human food source as we invade their environment. But in the
city it’s a miracle because who knew, there are people that have a hard enough time
surviving. Granted this was on the edge of the city, but still heavily congested. How did it
adapt, what was encouraging it’s survival instinct, what areas did it frequent the most and
where, if at all did it sleep? These questions are just a small sampling of the wonder I
have for this animal amidst all of us. I would liken the deer where I’'m from to the
squirrels here, but the deer is as probable as a timber wolf.

The advisor meeting is questionable pertaining it’s relation to the farm. But advisor
meetings, in themselves, are as important as the very existence of the farm. We, the
participants in the farm program, have begun to realize the farm will exist far past our
own time here, and it will be because of our advisors, the faculty who have helped bring
it, along with the students, to a growing reality and this in itself is why meetings with our
advisors are so important. Because they can be the reception for our ideas, brainstorms,
and dreams to bring something like Cornercopia into a very real part of the University,
academia, and the growing concern of where our food comes from. This concern can lead
us near or far, depending on how important it is for us to know about how food impacts
our life, but the most important thing is that communication is what helps provide us with
that imperative experience that underlies our values, principles, and ethics, which help
ground us in our choices and care for the reasons why we grow things, and nurture our
own growth as well as that which helps us grow.

I wanted to be involved in a group on my home campus that would help me spread the
word about the farm. The green team was the perfect place for me to begin to introduce
people to Cornercopia. It was also the place where the realization of time limitations
began to become the reason why participation in the farm was a sad but true no-no, and I
went Oh-no, because I really wasn’t spending a whole lot of time there, and if I was it
was because, either I enjoyed it so much or because the meaning I got form the work hear
helped spurn and churn out the work I was doing elsewhere, giving me energy because I
had used a kind that provided that kind of revolution on the farm, and here it was coming
back to me as I read my texts, wrote, and studied for class. If you ever here about the
students who left school during harvest and planting during the days of lore, well they
may have left school, but I don’t think they stopped studying.



Cleanup is cleanup, it’s good to get things this way for winter, it’s nice to have the
farmhouse looking neat. As Peter and I went through all the stuff that had cluttered the
back of the place we fondly remembered market days and the rush of harvest where
cleanliness was not next to godliness, at least not this time around.

Date. November 3
Hours Spent: 1.5

WEATHER: It was forty-six degrees outside with a humidity of 68 and a wind speed of
9.

Noon Seminar on Perennial Plot, The beginnings of the end of season analysis project.

What We Did:

A grant was established late in the year through the U that will help in the purchase of all
of the perennials we will use to help the north end of the acre grow into an area that is
both beautiful and plentiful. This area was described during the seminar and explanations
for how certain plants will work with each other to prevent the other from disease or pests
were accompanied by a legible landscape plan detailing how the garden will look.

How We Did It:

My work on the end of season analysis reflects a need to describe the weather conditions
in a timely manner to show how the late frost and other weather conditions allowed for
farm work to extend late into the year. The perennial will be a great feature of the
garden as well as being a great feat. The vision invoked from the landscape plan shows a
grove of more than forty plants that are actually helping each other to survive simply by
being close to each other.

Why We Did It:
The end of season analysis was going to be a lot of work and it needed to include
something to show why there was so much work done late into the fall. Without an
accurate description of the weather there would be no way to show how cover crops were
planted in two thirds of the garden. The description was lacking and it needed to
something to help picture

November 4™
Hours Spent: 3

WEATHER: It was forty-five degrees outside with a humidity of 87 and a wind speed of
2.

What We Did:
The first day of what I remember being a cold day.



A visitor, a classmate of mine came to view the farm for an assignment for the internship
part of our class.

I met with my advisor to discuss my renewed focus and concentration on sustainable
ecologies.

I also quickly returned to remove some chives and catnip from the proposed tillage area
that Mike, the grounds manager, our machine handler, was asked to go over.

When I first walked out into the cold farm the wet ground quickly soaked into
what [ was wearing and the wind hit our faces hard. We looked at each other and |
wondered if the garden was worth exploring today, but we all agreed that if we kept
moving and talking we would soon forget the cold. We discussed origins of the garden,
social capital versus other forms, and how the garden was faring. This visit was a nice
‘refresher’ to where this garden came from, a great example of how social capital is
crucial, and a sometimes unintended but necessary check up on where the garden was at
in our progress toward the hibernating effect of winter.

How We Did It:

When I went to talk to my advisor I went to discuss one thing, but saving it for later,
Gsave the best for [aOl never got to it because I felt ill equipped, but I did get into farm
issues this varied from the book, Stolen Harvest, by Vandana Shiva and the books, Food
First and Diet for a Small Planet by Frances Moore Lappe. These authors are addressing
the incredibly complex economic system surrounding food issues, not to mention they
promise to be an exhaustive subject to concentrate on, while a solution not only exists but
is sustainable. It’s just too bad that the solution is limited to certain areas where people
have realized it, but don’t worry, here you are part of the solution. Here I am talking
solutions as if there is a problem, as if I have what’s right in the face of what’s wrong.
That may be true but it won’t work in a world of mistakes and errors. The problem is
almost too large to be elaborated and the solution, too miraculous to limit in the moment
of time it takes to describe. Just know that there is one way or another and some just take,
“the one less traveled by”.

Why We Did It:
After this I found myself returning to the garden to finish up on some last preparations
before leaving the garden for the weekend and a class day break. I finished up by quickly
digging the chives (green onions) and catnip by digging around the plant at the farthest
assumed line of roots and moving them by shovel, bucket, or wheelbarrow if necessary to
the new area where they would be located. When I dug up the perennials I did not shake
free any of the dirt the plant was growing in and now I wonder if that would have made a
difference in how well it adapted to the new area. This is when I saw the little black form
scurrying in front of my tromping feet. I assumed this was a field mouse, but as I had no
way of identifying it in front of me, it was merely a black form. It could have easily been
a shrew, or. . .

The exterior elements were warded off by the warmth of the topics discussed and
pride for what we were helping to exist were the coals for the flames which would soon



become the essential components of the internship assignment. That was just another way
of saying, “despite the cold we were able to talk about the farm in a way that was
responsive to our visitors needs”, or “We talked about what we needed to talk about and
then we left because it was too cold.”

I originally went to discuss upcoming projects I had envisioned for the university, but this
never happened because we got into the discussion already occurring around my
proposed concentration, which was essentially the reason why I had envisioned upcoming
projects. I wanted something concrete to offset any aggravation caused by my study of
the struggle to establish sustainable ecosystems. This is something very easily done as I
see people all over the place going in to look at, research, and analyze something without
really believing in the essence of their study. It becomes too science and research based
without really examining the roots of the struggle and why their doing it. It seems to turn
the struggle into a point of sale consumption that almost becomes the very opposite of
what people were hoping for, because its hardly a business of making money, it’s hard to
say what it is because it’s questioned all the time. Its method is questioned, its practice is
questioned, and its process is questioned. But when you taste one and remember the taste
of the other the question is answered.

This quick transplanting only took an hour, however I spent more than an hour getting to
and from the garden, that hour was not wasted as I had plenty of class material to read on
the bus as I traveled back to the university to work at the library. I am amazed by how
little this garden seems to need in terms of work. When I think of an acre and how much
work it seems to need, it could have benefited by a full eight hours of work each day, but
it could have also been just as easily ravaged. I kind of think of the saying, “A watched
pot never boils”, and wonder if I would have spent the night on the farm and woke with
the sun, would the farm have been much different? There is a strong possibility that I
would not have allowed the growth that occurred. This possibility is strengthened by how
the presence of one person affects animal life on the farm.

Date. November 8"
Hous Spent: 4

WEATHER: It was fifty one degrees outside with a humidity of 57 and a wind speed of
10.

The monotony of manual labor meets the sunflower seeding cover crop technique.

What We Did:

An intern’s summer project was abandoned late in the harvest after it was determined in a
short meeting that the beginning of school had created a big conflict in hopes of ever
completing the project so with hopes dashed our ‘machine handler’, Mike, was called in
to mow the small area at the northern midsection of the garden. This happened some
three weeks ago and anything that did not require height to grow was long dead and
drying while some low-lying clover was alive along with some vetch. I started with one
quarter of the plot and raked everything out to the outer edges. This was the beginning of



the end of trying to seed a plot all at once. I didn’t know how much time I would have
and it made sense for me to partition after what had happened earlier, which you’ll soon
read. Given this was the first portion of this plot I soon discovered how most of the
matter on the plot was easily removed while the remaining, still growing, remained to be
hoed or left, depending on the plant. If it was identifiable rye, vetch, clover, arugula, or
alfalfa, I left it because it was what I was intending to plant anyway. If it was
unidentifiable, because the rake tends to rip plants parts apart or a recognizable ‘other’
then I uprooted it with the hoe and either discarded it to the wheelbarrow or added it
directly to the plant matter I had just raked to the sides. I was and still am determined to
know and discover the usefulness of what I was pulling up, because it wasn’t the most
useful compost matter and if it was any bit as useful as dandelion root then I, and others
who were interested may benefit. Ever since | hadsome time lag summer between
working at thelibrary andwandeing aroundthe abundantsummer growth. A small book
aboutwild edibles hadbeen like a dog| tookfor walks and | soonfoundmyself gorging
onmy unannysurprise at this new world of tage. Indead | waslike a babyfindng out
the miraculoussensation of food.

How We Did It:

My monotony-breaking technique may not necessarily be mine, in fact I’'m sure it is a
borrowed movement, however it is something that helped make this manual labor little
easier. It follows along the lines of breaking up a plot into a section, but when I began to
move on to bigger and more complicated areas, it, breaking up a plot into even partitions,
began to look even more ominous when I tried to divide certain areas into mathematically
even areas to cover crop, so I started raking in a circle. Are you even reading this? The
way I raked was determined by which hand held the end of the rake and as soon as I had
broken up the ground after having raked it a couple times around to remove the dead
matter. After I had done this I returned to the small unraked circle where my feet had
been placed and spread seed in the surrounding donut of broken ground. Then I stepped
out and spread seed in the circle and in the outer plant matter. After I put the seed down I
took up the rake and raked the seed so that it was evenly spread, after that I stomped the
seed into the earth so that wind would not blow it into a heap, so that birds would not be
able to eat it without getting a mouthful of dirt, and so that the warmth of the earth would
help the seed get a head start at germinating. All of these among other reasons. I then
raked dead plant matter over it to provide a thin layering of mulch, the rest of the plant
matter [ removed to the wheelbarrow and we all know where that goes. ~ The acre of
garden is a whole lot of work and no matter how promising your hope is, you’ll never get
everything done. If this crushes your hopes, your dreams, your ideas, ignore it. If it’s a
realization that helps bring disappointment into perspective then use it to energize
yourself and get things done. Part of what the garden does is much like an awe inspiring
view that is the very thing ideas, hopes, and dreams need to begin to be developed but
accomplishment isn’t necessarily your objective. One thing at a time before you rush
your work, make mistakes, and get too far going the one way just to discover the lesson
from the mistake made is just learning that you have to turn around and go the other way.
The first time this happened I reveled in the amount of time it took away from actual
work, but I soon learned I would have to have developed a melodical rhythmic method to



the madness and use this as the steady onslaught this little acre would face for my interim
as an intern during this semester.

Why We Did It:

The idea of reading and learning what plants were was a goal for me this semester, but
learning every plant was like trying to learn of the meaning for every second to every
day. It just wasn’t going to happen, especially in the face of fall, a full course load, a part
time job, and a host of other excuses which easily just used the blanket statement, “it’s
the war!” to ward of any feelings of guilt. Last summer seemed like a time of peace after
telling this statement to myself over and over.

If the term disgusting meant something other than take the food out of your mouth
because it’s to gross to consume then wild edibles aren’t for you, or they are. If the term
is a way to describe how something different tastes then consider why something tastes
so unlike the conventional spectrum of taste, consider why we’ve grown so accustomed
to the foods we eat daily, consider if they support our health, our knowledge of an array
of difference in taste, our balance of something super sweet to another super bitter. Don’t,
however, avoid spitting, it’s the best warning system your body has developed, but
wonder if you’ve spit because you thought you should or because your instincts triggered
the automatic reaction to what has just touched your lips.

This technique severely cut down my time spent doing cover crops, broke up my routine
enough to bring variety to my work and helped me see real accomplishment. The old
companion plot was finished in under two days where a similar time frame only allowed
me to finish a fourth of that area. It sustained a pace which kept me up on the tempo
needed to avoid feeling tired from moving from one thing to the next and felt very natural
compared to the square-like shifting back and forth so common place in the different
arenas of work today.

Date: November 9"
Hours Spent: 6

WEATHER: It was forty-one degrees with a humidity of 59 and a wind speed of 16.

What We Did:

The annual flowers I pulled were Snap Dragons. They bordered Jesse’s (summer 2005
intern) middle northern ninth of the garden and the middle of the northern path. I moved
them to the compost wall alongside the cover crop field.

In between this time spent out on the farm I attended the noon seminar session and
conferred with someone about the needs of the perennial plantings.

After seeding the path and the snap dragon area I moved to begin the huge task of
seeding the companion plot, an area much larger than any plot or corn row I’ve ever
seeded before. Peter and I had seeded an area about two-thirds this size before but it
hadn’t been tilled. The tilling made the area look twice as ominous.



The Snap dragons were easy enough to pull by hand, but, instead of doing this, I should
have moved directly to the tilled companion plot, which had already been sitting, drying
out, for more than a day. There were also some other annual flowers near the North-
eastern corner which required the use of a hoe, but mostly could be pulled by hand.

How We Did It:

I avoided the use of gloves for this, as I did for most of the manual labor in the garden.
This caused problems as well as solutions. I would not suggest doing this if you want to
feel confident for the upcoming school dance because that dance partner may be asking
you why your hands look so tattered, but it does give you a chance to see what the
solution of working with out gloves is. Incidentally, once the temperatures began to drop
to severe cold I wore wool mittens in the interest of keeping the blood pumping to my
nerves so | could feel what I was doing. I guess I just like the feel of calloused hands.
Thereis something to be said, though,abouthand/ manuallabor, thoughsometimes |
don®like to listen.

Why We Did It:

I wheel barrowed the snap dragons to the compost row on the east end of the rye cover
crop field and dumped them there. I began to notice that while I wheel-barrowed the plant
matter to the end of the row I heard rustling from the earlier piles emptied from many
other trips to the row. I never saw what made the scurrying noise but it sounded similar to
the small flash of black I saw earlier in the rye field while stomping from the Dwarf
Apples to where the green onions were in the companion plot. This flash of black seemed
like a small field mouse, but I haven’t seen another one except for the one I found in the
bucket of seed, fat but dead from dehydration. I gave it a proper burial near where the
snap dragons were pulled.

Whenever [ went to the noon seminar, from the field to the lecture room, knowing I’d
return to the field, I wondered how a farmer must have felt, being pulled from his work to
go join the rest of the people he knew for a short time with community, if the farmer even
had a chance for that. This week’s noon seminar was on Wild Edibles and it was
presented by Deborah, a summer intern who had also helped out as the farm work led
into the fall. Deborah presented the topic along with Cora@® Garden, an interesting look
into Native American traditions, and a look in between traditional and non-traditional
healing as well as regards to health and what we expect from food and hope for our
health. Most seminars are available to view through WUSA (What’s Up in Sustainable
Agriculture), A student-led discussion group establishing bridges between the university
community andthewider world of agriculture. More information about the seminars of
the past can be found at, http://www.misa.umn.edu/Archive.html and the upcoming
events at, http://www.misa.umn.ed/WUSA_Seminar_Schedule.html .

It is important to confer with your community, especially when the community is created
to help each other provide a sustainable space for the growth of organic produce,
miracles, and an ecology. Courtney and I discussed recent concerns I had and helped me
settle worries over planting too late, perennial transplanting, tillage chunks, and rooftop
gardens. I had never worked a garden before and I wasn’t sure if we could keep planting



so late because the growth I was observing was minimal if there at all. Perennial
transplanting had not gone as well because they looked ‘worn out’ after being moved, but
I tried to keep believing that the top layer was just half the plant, especially with
perennials, which had a root structure that would sustain the plant through the winter,
with or without the move, but these were green onions and for being such a resilient
plant, they didn’t look so well after a week of being moved —winter was coming-. Tillage
chunks from the newly tilled companion plot, which I was concerned about because that
area of the garden had not had any machine contact since my experience with the garden
began. There was a definite difference to be felt after noticing what the machine had
done, or helped us do and the chunks would soon dry out and become very difficult to
bring back to life.

I also conferred with the perennial plot lady, about putting some of the
mountain of mulch over the base of the Dwarf Apples, the raspberries, and the

grapes. She said this would help keep the plant and the soil a little warmer than
the average temperature outside and it helps mimic the effect a young plant usually
experiences while growing in its native habitat.

Snap dragons were part of our Salad Mix and they were also an annual. There
wasn’t a whole lot of promise to leaving them where they were to compost, especially if
we could cover crop the area.

Before I went out today I ran into Bud in the farmhouse, who looked me over and asked
if I had any gloves to work with. I lied and said I did, even though I had mittens, but I’ve
had this conversation with people so many times about wearing gloves when working
with my hands without any layers in between was a preference not a convenience. It’s not
a big deal but the work is completely different without that layer, I know, I have taken
people’s advice sometimes and if no one wants to dance with me because of that then
they’re not the one for me.

Wheelbarrow-ing to the compost row was a great way to culminate a period of work, a
means to temperance, once the wheelbarrow was full I was free to take a quick hike with
it out to the compost row and back again to fill it. When working in one spot for so long,
even a fifty yard hike can feel like your fresh off the boat on your new sea legs.

I know when I left the field, often being out there alone, and going to the weekly noon
seminar, I looked forward to seeing people I knew, and some I didn’t, with a feeling of
happiness because I had been out there without anyone to talk to, yet I knew my sense of
community would be re-established as soon as I began to pick up my tools and
wheelbarrow them back to the farmhouse. On my walk up to the Borlaug, I was thankful
that I had this weekly reprieve with a group of people who smiled when they saw me and
greeted me kindly, because otherwise this acre would have really began to feel like my
farm, until my time was over and another came on board and took it over.

If you can imagine a young sapling growing in a forest of trees, responsible for dropping
the seed that started the growth of the little tree, then there is also the thick layer of leaves



that have fallen to prevent the ground from freezing as quickly as the bare earth would
without a greenhouse effect occurring between the ground and the newly fallen leaves.

Date. November 11"
Hours Spent: 6

WEATHER: It was fifty-five degrees with a humidity of 46 and a wind speed of 5.

What We Did:

The companion plot was an area that took up a little over one ninth of the total area of the
annual cover crop. This area was, in the interest of saving time and others not yet known;
possibly to incorporate a composting process immediately instead of waiting until the
spring to put a composted mulch down. After this area was tilled I began to work the
chunks and upturned earth in a ritualistic fashion which is hard to describe but I’ll try in
the “how we did it” section. This was the same section that contained the little prairie-
dog/gopher/rodent/ hole which reinforces that strict balance in need of accepting all
residents of the garden, recognizing that its predator exists and that predator is not the
human, unless the human has a use for it. So unless you got a hunger for prairie dogs
leave the hole alone, but some nice moccasins, or a cool hat, ok?, just put the meat in a
soup.

How We Did It:
The way I did it was I started in the middle of an area where the farthest extension of my
raking would not impact a previously worked area. I raked in a circle, breaking up the
ground, and preparing it for seed. After the ground looked able to absorb the seed I
brought the rye seed bucket to the middle and spread out the seed in the circle I just
raked, along the edges, which bordered the other areas, and in the middle where my feet
were planted. If you can imagine drawing a sunflower, then the petals would be the rake
strokes-out and in toward the feet in a circle around the imagined head (where my feet
were) would be. The rake strokes push the chunks to the outside and in towards the head
where it was easy to rake over once I stomped the seed into the ground. Once done
stomping I repeated the raking process except instead of pushing out I drew in the dirt
pushed aside to the outer edges and spread out the dirt around the ‘head” where I stood. I
remember seeing a bumper sticker stating, “Stop Treating Our Soil Like Dirt” and I
regret writing what I was working with was dirt because the chunks were once soil, but
since the tractor went over it, it was only a matter of days until the soil turned to dirt.
Once tilled up the soil dries pushing out all life from it and thus becomes dirt. I
engaged in this process because I was intent on varying my work as much as possible to
make it easier on my back, limbs, and muscles. These tools are very hard to work with
unless, I imagine, your born with them in your hands. This method, once discovered
broke up the area I was working with into manageable areas and although I did about
fifteen of them to complete the process, I probably finished four at a time, getting the
seed to the soil without having to rake the whole area free of what was preventing the
seed from settling into the layer of the soil, which would be nearly impossible to finish in
the span of one day. You may doubt that but after raking for more than a few minutes you
start to slow down and the instant work slows is the instant the work should be changed



up, now granted that after being born with these tools in your hand you wouldn’t get so
tired, but as manual labor is characterized by the difference in each person, I had to adapt
and adjust to my ability. Some might just need water, while others need a tractor. It just
depends on what costs your willing to pay and sacrifices your willing to make.

Date: November 15"
Hours Spent: 3

WEATHER: It was thirty-seven degrees with a humidity of 96 and a wind speed of 3.

What We Did:

Today was Irish weather, as I like to call it, low, dark grey clouds, damp everything, and
a steady rain ever so slowly letting up to becoming a mist to just damp air. I wish I had
one of those things that told the temperature, the barometric pressure, and the humidity,
but ~if wishes were fishes then streams would be dreams~ I was out there rescuing some
green onions from the tractor tilled companion plot and put mulch around the base of the
Dwarf Apples, Raspberries, and Grape plants. I also seeded the western part of the
southern path, one of the dividing lines that separated the annual garden into thirds.

I’ve always been on farmers cases for ending up with too much work to do on a sunny
day because they are reluctant to work in the rain, so today I was proud to show the world
I was not only willing to work in the rain, but also in the forty-degree temperatures. This
is not to say there isn’t work to do inside because that is a legitimate excuse and the
reason I’ve been on farmers cases is unfounded, I’ve never known a farmer who was
reluctant to work in the rain, but I imagine there are. To me it is a refreshing experience
and humanizing because I’'m reminded of nature’s astounding effect nature has to let me
feel the way I do.

How We Did It:

The tractor tilled companion plot turned up some green onions that I had missed moving
prior to tilling. They still were resilient enough to replant. The companion plot was
awfully crowded with competing growth, which is probably why I missed them, but this
abundant growth was attributed to the plants ability to work with each other so competing
growth was a good thing. I replanted the green onions near the base of the Dwarf Apple
trees in the perennial plot.

Why We Did It:

The summer intern who worked on planning the perennial plant garden of the northern
third of the transitional organic acre asked me to put some mulch around over the ground
surrounding the Dwarf Apple trees to help keep the trees a little warmer throughout the
winter.

Before we started planting the cover crops we decided to plant the pathways to reduce
weeds during the next growing season. We did not want to eliminate weeds because they
were necessary components of our Salad Mixes. But there was a need to incorporate a



little rye into the pathways to help prevent a weed takeover. A goal of having green
pathways was also beneficial to creating more green space for a number of reasons.

Working in harsh weather hardens your spirit and helps it from being snuffed out,
Even if you can work for just an hour, think of the stories you could tell people. This was
the day when I found a flock of geese munching off the the composting material tilled up
by the tractor and the day our resident bird of prey flew to a fence post just thirty feet
away as I walking the wheel barrow to the pile of steaming mulch. I got up to ten feet
away, continuing on my path, before the bird noticed me and flew towards the group of
geese which were making their way, disappointed of my interruption of their feast, across
the neighboring plots. The hawk, soon after, flew up to the top of one of the three pine
trees near the farm house and perched there for most of the afternoon. Someone had told
me that a hawk cannot see movement unless it is within it’s sight of focus from a long
distance and ninety-five percent of it’s day is spent perched, looking for prey.

Green Onions are apparently a good neighbor to the Dwarf Apples because its smell
prevents pests of the apple trees from being attracted to the area. I planted these plants at
somewhat of a distance from the base of the tree because, although there is a potential for
many growth layers, once the tree grows larger, the plant at it’s base will need all the
sunlight it can get to survive.

I was afraid of putting too much mulch down, but these fears may be unfounded. I was
worried the mulch might prevent moisture from reaching the roots and the effect the
mulch has on the soil, which I had observed and described earlier.

I will be interested to see the results of seeding the western part of the southern path in
the spring because planting during this weather enwrapped the seeds in a nice bed of
mud. Either my fear of the seeds being drowned will be confirmed or the hope of this
lucky chance to plant during this weather will help stimulate the seed to germinate.

Date: November 16"
Hours Spent: All day, no hours counted

WEATHER: It was eighteen degrees with a humidity of 78 and a wind speed of 17.

What We Did:

Field Trip to Lake Benton and the Midwest Center for Wind Energy
(http://www.mcwe.org/), visit to Jim Nichols (former Secretary of Agriculture and State)
property, and visit to Heritage and Windpower Learning Center of SW Minnesota,
(http://www.itctel.conlbentonHeritag%@0Center .html#Heritage/20Center).

How We Did It:

Our visit to the learning center was an opportunity to speak with an aged, but wizened
community organizer who is working to sustain the economic development in this little
small town after she returned some years later to her home town to find it had become a
bedroom community and an economic ghost town. Next we drove to the property of Jim
Nichols who presented his latest project, a half-million dollar wind turbine. After that we



made our way to the local restaurant to eat a meal of food from who knows where, and
stayed at a conference center, home to a Navitas, http://www.windpower.com/index.cfm,
office and watched a film called the End of Sububia , http://www.endofsuburbia.com/,
about the problems of peak oil and thoughtless planned development. Today was a
lot of driving (4 hours) and I soon grew tired from the state of immobility, gained from
sitting in a vehicle. I didn’t find myself too engaged in our meeting with the Economic
Developer/Community Organizer and was disheartened from what I first thought while
feeling unable and unmotivated to come up with positive ways to understand her
aspirations for this community. [t notjus a two-sided debate between indusry andthe
other. . .Jim Nichols was another interesting example of how rural life has become a big
business input for industrial systems on their structural scale instead of a community
incentive for small-business and social interaction. “Just get ten people to come together
and help one farmer put up a turbine”(Jim Nichols)-what we need are community
scale partnershipswith farmers, likeit hasbeen with theCSA movement. The visit to
MCWE was impressive, however it was a clear portrayal of how much money is invested
in wind energy and the scale of infrastructure for this natural resource. The End of
Sububia, enough said, watch it, think about it, change it.

Date: November 18"
Hours Spent: O

WEATHER: It was thirty-nine degrees with a humidity of 78 and a wind speed of 7.

What We Did:

One of the things about farming is the necessity to always be around, not obsessively but
close enough to respond when necessary. So when the opportunity arises to take a field
trip comes along don’t miss it because your farm will thank you with the capacity of
work that still needs to be done with it when you return. It is a chance to renew your
respect for nature’s ability to affect what you’ve done, by suprising you with it’s subtle,
yet profound changes. It’s also a reminder of how nature is a true partner that acts
without your direction, and this helps.

How We Did It:
Just after midterm they turned off the water and immediately I wondered how the seeded
ground was going to get water to grow. During this field trip it had snowed and by the
time I returned the snow and layer of frozen ice below it had melted leaving the ground
brown and moist in all areas, for the most part, although I noticed more saturation in
certain areas than others. While away my thoughts always found there way returning to
the farm, as if I was still there. While in the car, some part of me wondered why I wasn’t
moving as much as [ usually do on these days when I’'m usually busily gripping some tool
or another and moving in all kinds of different ways.  The idea of nature, weather, the
seasons effect, cycles, being an asset to working the land is similar to believing in a free
lunch. Everyone tells you there’s no such thing but, depending on your perspective, you
are the free lunch which this ecosystem depends on to survive and sustain itself as the land
gets worked. But the free lunch isn’t what you get out of the land a tomato’s price isn’t
decided by the cost of producing it, it’s actually decided by the market. Your free lunch is



this chaotic force you learn from, adjust to, and subsist with, this nature which is
increasingly more wild as human inputs range from the neighboring insecticide resistant
soy bean monoculture crop to the passing exhaust of transportation.

Date. November 22
Hours Spent: 2

WEATHER: It was thirty-four degrees with a humidity of 86 and a wind speed of around
1

What We Did:

Both this day and the day after I was cover cropping the northern plots of the annual
garden, which were the flower plots. The different annual flowers were both easy and
difficult to pull up, depending on the kind. Some had elaborate root structures, which
created a veritable network cinching the plant to the ground, others had root structures
that looked much like a sponge. There was also a unique situation in which plants were

How we Did It:
A number of different tools were used to take up the dead or dying plant matter. The tools
I always had in my wheelbarrow on my way out to cover crop were the hoe, the rake, and
sometimes a shovel. Now this wasn’t just your average hoe, although I’'m sure a flat-
bladed would be just fine, but I used an arrow-blade which was very useful in taking
plants out, such as the Dandelion which I harvested for tea (more about this later). The
root structures are also a part of the plant that is high in nutrients and if composted help
make a nutrient rich compost while preserving the ground instead of leaching below the
growth layer of the garden plot. By hoeing these root structures and putting them into a
composting cycle your helping to preserve the nutrient cycle in the growth layer of the
garden as you return the compost mulch to seeded areas in the spring. A cover crop
could be put in with the dead plant matter that is already there, but the crucial sunlight of
the waning months before winter is even more precious to small plants which have to
endure encroaching frost and extended periods of little or no sunlight. Removing the dead
plant matter helps to give the seeded ground more sunlight. But leaving some for a light
mulch does help to keep the seeded ground a little warmer, which helps the seed
germinate and root itself. The excess plant matter was removed to the compost wall that
borders the eastern side of the cover crop plot and was started with the first part of the
annual plot we pulled.

Date: November 23¢
Hours Spent: 3

WEATHER: It was forty-two degrees with a humidity of 73 and a wind speed of 11.
What We Did:

It is really important to remember that just because the land is flat and relatively similar
soil is found in an area, the type of growth and how the land is used dramatically affects



the consistency of the earth. As I worked with the soil doing cover crops of mostly rye
and a little alfalfa, from the paths to the corn rows, every time I prepared the soil for
seeding I used a different approach.

How We Did It:

This particular day I was raking back last springs wood chips which is a little like scraping
chalk from a blackboard. The ground underneath was hard, acidic, with little or no plant
life, although I did discover some white fungus(~~~~~~~~ ) growing here and there. This
meant | had to rake the ground even harder to make it permeable to seed but I wasn’t
worried about it too much, because the roots of the seed would do way more then I could
ever do with a rake. I scooped what I could of the wood chips and removed them from the
area and spread a light covering over the seed.

Why We Did It:

When cover cropping the annual plot I thought about how much CO2 I was helping to
absorb back from the atmosphere, I also thought about aesthetic differences as these
green, hearty, winter crops alleviate the constant brown and grey overtones to winter.
There is also the abundant animal life which takes shelter in the refuge offered by the
cover crops where I constantly see mice darting ahead of my feet as I stomp through the
cover crop plot.

Novenber 29" 2006
Hours Spent: 1
WEATHER: It was twenty degrees with 17-19 mph winds with humidity of 97.

What we did:

Behind a computer screen the farm is hard to see in between the cursor the type and me,
but this is part of the necessary work. A list of perennials and the numbers of them that
need to be ordered for the northernmost part of the acre are just a quick brief visit with
something so far from the manual hand tooled labor of the farm. This list is drawn from a
legend for the map/diagram/plan that was created by ?-summer intern of 2005,

How we did it:

Slowly but surely the exchange of information has easily outdistanced the exchange of
goods. Communicating through email to my supervisor allowed me to stay closer to my
needs while still working with the needs of the farm as it rests under a blanket of snow.
This communication was essential in providing the necessary resources for determining
what the Perennial Plot needed to become the reality of the plan/diagram/map helps us
envision.

Why we did it:

The visual process, encouraged by planning the Perennial Plot, helps Cornercopia out by
creating a diagram of what participants in the farm need to visualize, By participating in
this process, Cornercopia becomes the ideal many visionaries working for the first
organic acre on the UofM campus hope for, collectively and cooperatively work towards,
and strive to see happen as they have seen in other places in their experience.



Date; November 30" 2005
Hours Spent: 1

WEATHER: It was 21 degrees outside, not windy, with high (72) humidity.

What we did:

A visitor came to the garden and helped bring a perspective to the farm as the first,
seemingly permanent snowfall, settled and blanketed the ground. This acre has been a lot
to take care of and its nice to see what snow has as it affects the process a farm is
continually involved in as it moves through its cycles. These cold temperatures can make
or break a fall harvest but as the hearty cover crops have taken hold for the winter, the
green blades of rye and the bunches of vetch are a welcoming sight to see underneath this
layer of snow.

How we did it:

Observe not only with an immediate perspective but an understanding for what has been
in the past, recent and far flung. Observation encourages appreciation for not only what
has been, but also for the slow, yet steadfast pace a garden or a farm must endure. It is
also about a matter of cycles, how each day can affect the ecosystem, how stretches of
weather can affect the outcome of what is done, how a light cycle that grows shorter or
longer can affect the environment.  Too often a narrow focus can obliterate a view and
obstruct the value, pride, and surprise behind so much work, toil, and effort. At canbring
you down and make you feel like your alonewhen there@ no reason to feel that wayO
This farm is not really unique but locally it is as uncut Thomsonite is to the northern
shore region of Lake Superior.

Why we did it:

It is also important to remember the cost involved in this simple, yet crucial task. By being
out on the acre, on a consistent basis, a relationship is developed and the partnership has
necessities that need to be met, yet can only be known through careful, attentive, and
realistic observation.



