
It’s all in the seeds: deep memories, immense possibili-
ties and the stories about who we are and who we will be-
come.
Just ask The Farm School’s cherished neighbor John 

Moore. Since childhood, he grew and saved seed from what 
he describes as a “mouth watering, buttery, pole bean.” The 
plump bean with a maroon eye and maroon spots flourished 
on his farm since the early 1900s, he estimates, until a few 
years ago when the bean mysteriously didn’t germinate. He 
found some more seeds from a neighbor, 
but planted them too late for any beans 
to form. One look at his distraught face 
when he tells the story of how hard it has 
been to locate the bean (he’s still looking 
for the seed) reveals the lifetime of care it 
takes to be a good farmer. John reminds 
us how important it is that that kind of 
care still exists in our world.

Every year, The Farm School en-
gages its entire community in a relation-
ship with seeds. When the oak leaves are 
the size of a squirrel’s ear, children press 
Iroquois dent corn that has been grown 
every season for thousands of years into 
the moist soil. Later, in a tradition started 
by Eric Reimanis ten years ago which we 
hope will also last the ages, children sit in the Fall’s dwindling 
sun breaking apart heads of garlic to reveal the biggest and 
best cloves to plant. This strain of seed has proven to be so 
wonderful that it can now be found in gardens from here to 
California. Further along the ridge at Maggie’s, when the frost 
is deep in the ground, student farmers, their imaginations rac-
ing as they plan the market gardens, scour catalogues devoted 
to heirloom seeds and rifle through bags of seeds saved by 

last year’s students. Each act is an act of hope, an act that con-
nects us at once to the past and the future, an act that involves 
the care that John Moore has lived, an act that unites us all.

Just as Eric’s garlic has grown robust in our fields, thou-
sands of people—school children, staff members, student 
farmers—have now both left an imprint on and gained an im-
print from this place. And just as that garlic is now vital in 
many other gardens, when they leave The Farm School people 
move on to transfer essential elements from here—traits of 

kindness, hard work and creativity—into 
the larger world. These people are our 
most treasured seeds, the Farm School’s 
true heirlooms. 

The Seed Savers Exchange estimates 
that 90 percent of the fruit and vege-

table seed grown in the U.S. in 1900 does 
not exist today. In a cave near the artic 
circle, construction is under way on a vast 
depository where thousands of varieties 
of the world’s food seed will be stored in 
an effort to halt the dwindling diversity 
of the planet’s vegetable seed. But really, 
we can’t count on the vault alone: seeds 
need to be kept alive in a relationship with 
people and the soil in which they grow.  

Saving your own seed is the best way to ensure this resource 
remains a vibrant part of our future. Saving seed means resist-
ing the urge to yank out a flowering head of lettuce, snip off a 
flower that has gone by or compost a smooshy tomato. Allow-
ing a plant to go from seed to seed is a beautiful process and 
is always rewarding. For tips on saving seed visit the Interna-
tional Seed Saving Institute at www.seedsave.org or check out 
Seed to Seed by Suzanne Ashworth.
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The Farm School now offers three programs: The Program 
for Visiting Schools (PVS), a three day program for middle-
school students and their teachers throughout the school 
year and a camp in summer; the Chicken Coop (CC), a full-
time middle school for local children; and the Practical Farm 
Training Program (PFTP), a year-long immersion program 
for adults.

While The Farm School continues to grow here along the 
ridge (see poem), the seeds planted in the lives of current 
and former program participants thrive in communities 
outside the farm every day. 

Sylvia Houghteling, former PVS student/staff    “I’m working 
this summer for a college prep program for city kids. The 
first morning meeting I was supposed to lead, I knew what 
I had to do: I had to bake, cook, whip something up for all 
of the tired teenagers. While serving up the pancakes, I told 
my new community it was because in the warmest, tightest 
community I was ever a part of, namely the community that 
circles in and out of Moore Hill Road, we didn’t let people 
start their day without eating their fill. I hoped, during the 
first days of my summer, that what I had found at The Farm 
School would seep into my current community. I find myself 
drawn to all philosophies, all ideas, that don’t necessarily 
resist modernization, but that provide a viable alternative, 
a fuller, healthier, kinder alternative that maintains a 
connection to the land.”

Caroline Bennett, PVS student    “After coming to the farm 
school, I started to work a little at a farm nearby my house—
that’s something I just wouldn’t have been interested in 
before. Now I really understand how important family farms 
and these kinds of communities really are.”

Sam Feldman, Founder Farm Institute, Martha’s Vineyard, 
MA  www.farminstitute.org.    “I visited the Farm School 
because I was enamored with this model and we’ve used it as 
the basis of many of the things we do at the Farm Institute. 
I loved the concept of the farmer/teacher and we loved the 
camaraderie and passion of the people at The Farm School 
from the cooks to the teachers—that was the seed that has 
grown at our farm.”

Chuck Weed, visiting school administrator, 12-year program 
participant     “The Farm School offers a unique opportunity 
for kids to contribute in measurable and real ways. For 
a teacher, seeing how they light up with that possibility 
reaffirms a faith in their basic goodness. The experience cuts 
across age groups and time. Kids do not necessarily come 
back as better students but the relationship between teacher 
and student has the possibility to be new and different. If a 
kid can’t read well or do math easily, they often drift away 
from school, deciding way too early that they do not have 
much to offer. For those kids, as well as for those who 
have mastered the academic process, the opportunity for 
a teacher to witness this new kind of contribution has the 
possibility to completely change their relationship. Seeing a 
kid so willingly mop floors, feed the animals in predawn dark 
or exult in weeding the garden provides new information 
for both teacher and child and, used properly, it can change 
everything.”

Kate Reimanis, former PVS program director, current 
farmstand manager and mother of two     “Now that we’ve 
left the Farm School and are making a go of farming on our 
own, I’m acutely aware of the role that community plays in 
farming. Sure, the work is easier and more fun with many 
hands, but also I’m finding an essential need to be with folks 
who understand the meaning and value of raising animals 
and working on the land to produce food.”

Ian Gianlorenzo, PVS student    “After coming here, I’ve 
realized you can create your own life—grow your own food, 
build your own structures. The Farm School makes me see 
all that I can do.”

Anna Cherubino, former PVS student, incoming PFTP 
student    “Last month I lived in Costa Rica with a team of 
teenagers and three adults. The trip was designed by an 
organization called World Challenge to push our personal, 
social and physical boundaries. Living with 13 other people 
in the jungle, in and out of small village hostels scared and 
irritated most of the team as did eating meals together and 
working on building and painting a school. When it came 
time to clear away logs and other debris off of a beach on 
the Caribbean Sea some team members complained so 
much that they made themselves unable to finish the task 
because they couldn’t mentally see the end. Being used to 
these fulfilling tasks from my time at The Farm School, I 
enjoyed the hot sun, muscle aches, and the rewarding feeling 
of carrying logs off the beach enabling baby sea turtles to 
safely make their way to the ocean. The different kinds of 
work I participated in at The Farm School taught me year 



after year so much about myself and about the things I truly 
love. Getting past personal boundaries and tackling difficult 
physical tasks makes you able to enjoy and love everything 
you do. At The Farm School I made best friends, discovered 
my own strength and set out to do things that I never 
thought possible but succeeded in anyway. I carry that with 
me as I enter the Practical Farm Training Program—my next 

step in my Farm School journey. I know the next year will not 
be exactly as I expect but I know from experience that rising 
to the challenge presented by the unknown is a catalyst for 
growth.”

Poppy Lynch, PVS student    “I’m much more independent since 
coming to The Farm School and more of an individual, too.”

Adrienne Shelton, former PFTP student    “Thanks to 
Maggie’s Farm, I am working at a job that I love on an 
educational farm in western Massachusetts. The diversity of 
skills that I learned at Maggie’s Farm come in handy every 
day, whether I am harvesting seeds from the garden, moving 
sheep fencing, or building a chicken coop.” 

Sophie Baron, PVS student    “Everything is so 
much more real now—I understand more where 
things come from—the food I eat, the animals, the 
wood—the things you see and use every day.”

Priscilla Hume, former CC student    “Being at 
the Chicken Coop in such a small, close group 
made it so much easier for me to figure out what 
my opinions are and how to voice them. Now 
making connections and getting my voice across 
in a larger setting with bigger classes seems much 
simpler after starting small.”

Emmy Howe, director of CampOUT at The 
Farm School and co-founder of Open View Farm 
Educational Center, www.openviewfarm.org.      
“We started Open View with the idea that people 
connect around the land like they connect around 
a mentor or a mother—that connection happens 
around things that hold you. The Farm School 
was the seed, the water, the everything behind 
that idea.

Erik Reimanis, former Farm School farm manager, 
current manager Strafford Organic Creamery, 
Strafford, Vt.     “The seeds of work and love sewn 
at the Farm School have grown and blossomed 
into a marriage, children, a house, kittens, piglets 
and gardens.” 

Tracy Manning, former PVS program director, 
wife of former PFTP student, Justin      “I just ate 
lunch—a salad made of fresh greens, tomatoes, 
and cukes from our garden complimented by 
some hard-boiled eggs courtesy of our ducks 
and chickens. This afternoon I am peeling the 
bark off a maple we thinned from our forest that 
is destined to be one of the corner posts of our 

house. Justin is building the forms that will create the footer 
for our foundation. The Farm School planted the willingness 
to risk in our hearts. This risk grew watered by the 
confidence we gained in our skills. It is rooted in the words 
and work of many other farmers, builders, and dreamers.

M a g g i e ’ s  F a r m

by Laura Jackson, second year PFTP student

I have come here to bury my mother. 
To plant the loss of my sister with my bare hands. 

Place a seed here and there for El Salvador: 
Harvest a young vegetable or two for Vietnam. 

For Jennifer a row of bright red peppers: For Tripp, a sunflower.

Here I can hitch the moldboard plow to the back of a tractor 
And head out to prepare the acres behind Waslaske’s. 

If you drive by you will see me there in the field. 
You will imagine that I am happy. 

You will not imagine that I am praying.

One row up. One row back. 
One way the hills the fence the forest. 

One way the farmhouse the red barn and the birch.

Back and forth the sound sensation of the tractor. 
Back and forth the power my body rides  
performing this most ancient of labors. 

Back and forth the soil splits open beneath me 
 spilling its dark wake turning everything over.

I have come here to choose another harvest, 
To invoke some new lullaby. 

What is left in this earth that will feed me?

I am a child again, afraid of the dark, the thunder, the steel. 
Around me my mother’s heart beats rock and water. 

I am a child again listening for the sound of her breathing 
For her voice to bring forth the root the leaf and the flower. 

It is night and I am running down the hall 
Light pours from beneath her door 

Crosses this field, 
Illuminates the farmhouse, the forest, the white birch




