Christmas 2011

Dear Family and Friends:

The days are getting short; we have to stop working outside by four o’clock. We
are looking forward to Winter Solstice when the wheel of the sun will reverse its course
and hurtle back to midsummer and luminous nights. It’s been a beautiful December, little
rain and sunny days at least part of the time. We are glad that the rains are holding off
and the animals are not slogging in mud.

- We are well. What else can I say? We still enjoy getting up early, after a cup of
latte graciously served in bed by Elizabeth, for a half hour of talking and planning the day
before us. But that doesn’t mean that encroaching age isn’t taking a toll on our bodies.
Last year Elizabeth tripped over a threshold and crashed into the concrete floor,
fracturing her shinbone, and tearing the miniscus and cartilege. The damage was repaired
with arthroscopic surgery. This year she lost a battle with a recalcitrant cabbage she was
trying to dislodge. She succeeded, but when the cabbage let go of the soil, Elizabeth was
hurled to the ground and in trying to brace herself, broke her wrist clean through. After
six weeks in a cast she is as good as new except for occasional pains probably in response
to the changing weather. Not to be outdone, Henning, when running after some calves in
the field, stepped into a hole in the ground and rolled both ankles. The right ankle healed
very quickly, the left still gives him trouble six months later and throws him off balance,
which he fights with daily exercise and occasional massages. So perhaps we should retire
from farming and sit in a chair? There’s little chance of that. The daily work on the farm,
with the animals and all, is much too joyful for that!

Family:

At this moment, Mother is arranging Scrabble tiles on the dining room table. That
activity keeps her busy all day. We just mess up the tiles, she puts them in rows or
squares, and checks with us to see if she has done it properly. There are no words there,
of course — she just arranges the tiles as she does the strings of her bib. We have tried
spelling out her name, but it means nothing to her any more. She calls Elizabeth “Jean”
most of the time, after her two best childhood friends. If she is tired or stressed, she asks
about her father. The oldest memories are the last to go, I guess.

Mom goes with us whenever it is practical — to church and to concerts, for
example. She spends much of that time tugging at Elizabeth’s sleeve or patting our hands,
which makes worship and listening a little difficult, but she does like to be with us.
Whenever we are in the car, she’s in the front passenger seat and Elizabeth in the back,
behind Henning, and she turns around every few seconds to see if Elizabeth still there.
She interacts pretty well with other people, but gets anxious if we disappear. Coffee time
at church means that Elizabeth sits with Mother, and Henning refreshes them with
cookies in between his after-church conversations. If we cannot take her to an evening
event, we have one of her caregivers give her dinner and then put her to bed.




Her physical needs take a lot of time — daily showers and dressing and pills and
three meals a day (her appetite is excellent, thank goodness!) Our latest problem is that
manufacturers have discontinued overnight diapers. So we are paying over $1.00 per
diaper for fairly thin ones, and having to change them frequently, and we have to wash
her bedding every day, even if we change her during the night or in the early morning. If
she gets enough sleep, she is cheerful when we get her up, which makes the morning
routine a whole lot easier than when she is crabby and protests every move we make. She
will be 93 the day after Christmas.

Johann is in touch with us regularly and spends a few days every month on the
farm, to sleep, rest up from his strenous job at the fire department, enjoy the good food,
work in his woodshop, and carry on long conversations with us about everything. Johann
was seriously injured this year while fighting a fire, third degree burns on both hands. For
a while it looked like he might need skin transplants, but the wounds have healed
remarkably well, and he is back on the job after a couple of months of recuperation.

Johann and Henning took a few days this autumn to visit Henning’s older brother,
Folker, and his wife, Hanne, in California, both of whom are suffering the ravages of
Alzheimer’s, Folker severly. He still recognized Henning but a real conversation was no
longer possible. Remarkably, he took his brother outside to give him a dressing-down
about some imagined slight that supposedly happened decades ago, but was satisfied
when Henning acknowledged the reproach—some things never change in the dynamic of
relative authority between siblings even when the mind fails. :

Kéthe and Johann will be with us for a few days over Christmas, to help us cut a
fresh tree in the forest on Christmas Eve and decorate it with live candles and traditional
toys Henning brought with him from Germany many years ago, together with a straw
creche his mother made and a traditional straw goat, symbol of life’s renewing biological
power celebrated side by side with the rebirth of Spirit in human life, at Yule. Kéthe, who
not long ago completed her master’s degree in education (social studies, psychology,
history and English as a second language), is about to leave for a year in Guatamala,
where she will be developing an educational program in a remote village, working with a
group, Amigos de la Cruz, that is based on Lopez Island and is run by two remarkable
women and friends of ours, Nancy Bingham, a potter, and Pat Thorpe, a professional
photographer. The people in the village are mostly Mayan speaking, with Spanish as their
second language, which Kithe hopes to perfect while there.

Finally, some fond memories of the visit of Henning’s grandnephew, Jonas, this
summer. He had wanted to spend the year with us and attend school on Lopez Island, but
the government lately adopted the rule that foreign students can only come for that length
of time if they go through an official student exchange program and are not placed with
family. None of us wanted that and so Jonas could only come on a three-month visitor’s
visa. But what a three months it was! Can you imagine a 15-year old in your home for
that length of time without ever so much as a cross word or misunderstanding, always
cheerful, ready to help, considerate and never making demands, and loving everything
about the farm, the food, the work, the animals and the people? Every day, there he was:
“Oheim Henning, Auntie Elizabeth, what can I do today?*“ Working tirelessly like a man.
He made many friends on the island, boys, girls and adults, and cut a wide swath among
the prettiest of the girls. Here are two of our favorite anecdotes: Henning was digging
thistles in the field, a hot day and a nasty job. There comes Jonas. Can I help? Sure.



Worked all day until in the afternoon when some boys showed up, wanting to take Jonas

to the beach. “Sorry, but I can’t go, I’'m helping Oheim Henning dig these thistles!

Needless to say, Henning sent him on his way anyway. Another day, a bevy of beauties

drives in: “Can Jonas show us the farm?*“ So he shows them around, waxing profound

about sustainability. That done, he takes them into the house, and there we find him

serving tea in fine china cups. The girls were entranced! We offered to adopt him, but his |
parents didn’t want to hear of it. So, good luck and much love to you, Jonas! Come see us |
again!

The Farm:

This year we reached several milestones in our fifty-year journey toward farm
self-sufficiency, without going into debt, a journey that started in 1970. For several years
now the farm has provided nearly all the food for the people living here, as well as all the
animal feed, all the fertility inputs for vegetable, fruit, grain, forage and hay production,
and all the wood fiber for home heating as well as for construction. A couple of seasons
ago we dug our own well to allow us to secede from the community well that had to be
chlorinated to meet state regulations, and we installed a roof catchment system to
impound 750,000 gallons of rainwater in a pond from where it is distributed for irrigation
using solar energy. This year we were able to close the loop of self-sufficiency by
installing enough solar panels on two roofs to produce 16,000 KWHours per annum,
nearly enough to meet our needs, and with federal, state and power company rebates will
be able to recover the entire cost of the installation over ten years, a 9.5% annual return
on our investment (better than anything the stock market has to offer).

The other milestone was that, while we have been baking our own bread for
decades, until now we had to buy the flour, but no more! Working with a grain breeder at
Washington State University, Henning developed a five-year grain rotation on three
acres, including barley, oats, winter and spring wheat, and rye. This year we produced a
metric ton of rye which we grind in a nifty German grain mill to produce the flour we use
the most, to bake a wonderful sourdough bread that has fermented for several days. Not
only that, but we have just completed an outdoor, wood-fired oven in which we can bake
both pizza and bread and use the residual heat to cook roasts, vegetables and potatoes in a
Dutch oven. The oven uses a lot of wood and we laid in a year’s supply of split alder to
supply bi-weekly baking sessions intended to produce enough bread to supply a whole-
diet CSA (weekly, pre-paid consumer shares) to include not only seasonal vegetables and
staples, but also meat, eggs, cheese, fresh bread, grain and flour, and various processed
foods from vinegar to jams, sauces, salsa, and more.

The third milestone reached this year is that we have been appointed a mentor
farm under the National Biodynamic Apprenticeship Program
(https://www.biodynamics.com/nabdap-s-s-homestead), a 2-year training program, which
means not only that apprenticeships are long enough to get the job done, but also that
apprentices come here with the understanding that biodynamics is not merely a set of
skills, but a different philosophy of farming and farm economics, and a different way of
seeing nature that ultimately transforms the farmer and farming practices. We have
currently two interns who are preparing for admission to the apprenticeship program, and
we have some excellent applications for the next season.




In the meantime we continue teaching our twice-weekly high school class
in ecological food production and host farm visits and day tours from nearby colleges. In
January 2012, we will host a group of 20 students from Tacoma School of the Arts, a
public high school, for a 3-week introduction to biodynamics. Besides working and
studying on the farm, the students will also work at the school garden at Lopez Schools
and with the Lopez Island Conservation Corps in restoring wetlands.

We close with the best wishes for a Merry Christmas and a Happy New Year!

Henning and Elizabeth



Lopez Island, December 12", 2009

Dear friends!

It’s a very old saw: as you get older, time seems to fly faster and faster! How is it
possible that on the day after Christmas Grandma will turn ninety-one, a month later
Elizabeth will be fifty-nine, a couple of months down the road Henning will celebrate his
seventy-third, the month after that Johann will turn thirty-four, and Kaethe will be thirty-
seven in May! But we are all healthy, even Grandma who’s spending her third year with
us, cheerfully descending into dementia but still enjoying food, sleep and visits from
neighbors, who come to spend time with her nearly every day.

Kaethe has finished her master’s degree and teaching certification, but the job market is
not promising for new teachers. Johann is establishing himself firmly in his fireman’s
career, while also spending much time on the farm building beautiful and useful things in
his spacious and well-appointed workshop, and engaging us in long and thoughtful
conversations. We’ve had six interns, apprentices and trainees on the farm this year, some
of them eager to learn, their young minds open to new ideas and willing to be
transformed by working close to nature throughout the cycle of the seasons; others
recalcitrant, unable or unwilling to commit themselves to learning at a deep level.

The saddest thing to happen this year was that our lovely dairy cow, Loveday, died after a
long life of birthing numerous calves and providing us life-giving, delicious milk. She
also became an important model for other farmers and homesteaders on the island who
followed our example in reviving home dairies, and some of whom came to the farm to
learn from us how to care for dairy cows, how to milk and how to process this precious
fluid into yoghurt, Quark, soft and, lately, hard cheese. Yes, this year we took
cheesemaking to the next level and learned to make wonderful raw-milk cheddars, feta,
brie and other varieties, all of them bursting with such flavor that we wonder how we
ever ate the cheese you can buy in any store.

We knew that Loveday was getting old, of course, and after she gave birth to her last calf,
Chloe, we wondered whether she would regain her strength and make it through the
winter. So we stopped milking her and put her out to pasture to take care of her youngest.
In the meantime, however, we acquired another Jersey cow, a bred heifer by the name of
Abby, who has since given birth to this deerlike creature we have named Circe, and who
is about to be weaned as her mother continues to supply us with milk even in winter. And
so the life cycle continues.

The other important thing to happen this year was that we used a generous grant from a
local foundation to build an ambitious website for ourselves, www.sshomestead.org,
where you can now find a great deal of information about the farm and our various




programs, as well as many pictures. So if you want to know the latest about us, pay us a
visit online!

In the meantime winter has set in in earnest. The temperatures have been much below
freezing for a couple of weeks now, waterlines and ponds have turned to solid ice, and we
struggle with keeping cows and sheep fed and watered. We have been promised snow
this weekend which will mean less severe cold. The house, however, is cozy with a fire
burning in the stove, we sleep longer hours, and we are grateful that the farm is providing
us with so much good food, good shelter, good work, and joy!

In that spirit we wish a very merry Christmas, and a Happy New Year, and of course
good health and a glad heart.

All our best,

Henning and Elizabeth
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Dear friends,

It’s almost Christmas again, and time for us to send you some reflections on what the
year has brought.

We won’t say much about the discouraging national and international news concerning
the near-collapse of the world economy, climate deterioration, wars and violence, and the
like — only that more than ever we are convinced that living on a farm and growing our
own food provides the kind of home security that makes immediate and personal sense.

Climate change on the farm-

This has been the year of extremes, a cold and wet spring that never really turned into
summer, followed by a surprisingly warm and benign autumn when corn, tomatoes, and
melons ripened belatedly. Then in the fall a killing frost wiped out the green vegetables in
the homestead garden, a severe storm leveled numerous trees, and heavy rains
overwhelmed our flood control systems and filled our 750,000 gallon irrigation pond in
one night.

Infrastructure improvements-

Since buying the neighboring ten acres from the heirs of our good friend Jim Gardner a
couple of years ago, we have improved the house inside and out to provide a place to live
for a young Mexican family of five. Rafael and Veronica Velasquez, their son Rafaelito,
and their twin daughters, Fatima and Lourdes, are a wonderful addition to our farm
community who take great care of the house and work hard. Rafael is a sturdy help to
Henning in maintaining the farm, and as soon as the little girls are a bit older, Veronica
will be working with Elizabeth in dairy and food processing.

Besides the house, we have also worked on improving the surrounding pastures, clearing
forest, brush and rocks to reconstruct and upgrade old fences, laying in underground
waterlines for the cattle, and restoring soil fertility through rotational summer grazing and
winter feeding of hay.

Another major project involved rebuilding an ancient haybaler we bought from a
neighbor and, with the help of another neighbor who is a good mechanic, stripped down
completely, sandblasted, painted and rebuilt, to give us independence in our hay
production, another important step in farm self-sufficiency.

Henning is currently working on constructing a two-wheeled tractor-pulled spray rig for
biodynamic preparations to solve the longstanding problem of how to apply the
preparations on all of our fifty acres under management.

Our farm website (www sshom e st eqqy ) W'ﬁich was completed this year, has had some
unintended effects such as bringing a constant stream of young people to the farm, most
of whom stay only a short time, once their starry-eyed enthusiasm for “living close to the
earth” meets the daily grind of getting up early in the morning and putting in long days of
hard labor, even on weekends, and clean up their own messes to boot. Johann commented



that we were attracting hippies, but we have the impression that there is a general decline
among the young in the land in their ability to think clearly, plan for the future, make
commitments, work hard and stay the course. Elizabeth quips, “the young seem to want
choice; they just don’t want to choose.” The contrast to our Mexican immigrant family
could not be more pronounced.

Teaching and research-

Elizabeth and Henning continue teaching the high school class, “Farm, Food and
Sustainability,” which brings a dozen or so young folks to the farm twice a week to learn
about animal husbandry and vegetable and fruit production including culinary skills like
baking bread and making butter and cheese. The class, which has evolved over 8 years, is
now paid for by the school, and thus a significant income source for the farm.

Elizabeth completed a description of the K-12 Lopez Island Farm Education (LIFE)
program, including the elementary curricular state requirements, and requirements of the
Federal Wellness policy for public schools, met by this program. Nothing pleased us
more this year than the genersosity of the community, with the leadership of the Lutheran
congregation, in supporting the LIFE program by contributing funds and by attending the
fundraiser dinner at the school.

Henning completed his 2-year work with the National Academies of Science, resulting in
the book-length report, “Toward Sustainable Agricultural Systems in the 21* Century”
published by the National Research Council this fall. Henning is not entirely happy with
the report since it largely ignores such central issues as food quality which, admittedly, is
difficult to measure by means of reductive science.

The on-farm research project (2004-7) which tested the efficacy of biodynamic sprays in
regulating soil pH (substituting for lime), and which Henning reported on in an article
published in the Journal of Biodynamics, is the subject of an expanded study placing
biodynamic forage production in the larger context of farm sustainability. The study,
written by university scientists in collaboration with Henning, has been submitted for
publication in a peer-reviewed journal. An expanded group of scientists and farmers has
just submitted a new 3-year grant request to SARE (Sustainable Agriculture, Research
and Education, a federal grant program) to replicate the forage study on several area
farms.

Henning is working with the Lopez Community Land Trust to experiment with local
grain production with the goal of returning some measure of food self-sufficiency to the
island community. On several farms and small plots non-GMO and non-proprietary seed
grains are planted to ferret out what strains of wheat, barley, rye, oats and other grains
might be grown in our soils and climate. On the farm, Henning has planted 3 acres of rye,
plus a number of smaller plots of various grains, and he has developed a 5-year rotation
plan alternating grains, legumes and other cover crops to keep grain fields in good health
and fertility. The cover crops will be grazed by sheep and cows to maximize nutrient
cycling. The Land Trust has established a grain-CSA, inviting folks on the island to share
in the grain harvest by subscription.




Besides the usual workshops, classes and farm tours, Henning together with Professor
Gigi Berardi from Huxley College of the Environment (where Henning is adjunct
professor), this year hosted a large group of students for an extended on-farm
introduction to biodynamics, followed by a week-long stay at the Goetheanum in
Dornach, Switzerland, where the group enjoyed lectures and discussions exploring the
continuities between Goethean science and biodynamic research and practice.

While traveling in Germany on his way to Switzerland Henning had searching
conversations with family, local folks, farmers, and the head of a folk high school, on the
effects of the current crisis in agricultural and food systems on culture and public health.
A sizable portion of Germany’s strong, export-based economy is built on high-skill,
small- and mid-size industries located in rural areas where they have replaced farms as
the principal source of employment, while more and more of the food supply is imported
from global markets. To the traveler the German landscape appears beautiful and well-
ordered, but leaving little room for direct interaction with nature as experienced by
people whose lives and livelihoods are daily intertwined with animals, plants, soil, water,
light and air embedded in the seasonal cycles of life and death. The question of what
effect such a “nature deficit” might have on physical and mental health and the general
culture (a topic receiving some attention in the U.S. today: see Richard Louv, Last Child
in the Woods: Saving Our Children from Nature Deficit Disorder, 2005) elicited the
reproach that such a question reflected an arrogant elitism, a response demonstrating that
in Germany (as in the U.S. and most of the industrialized world), economic concerns tend
to take precedence. From the biodynamic perspective, however, becoming fully human
requires a living relationship to nature (beyond tourism and re-creation). The farmer sees
himself as an organism that is continuous with the organism of the farm, which in turn is
continuous with the cosmos, all of which is nature. So farming is not just food
production, and its cultural significance rests on the internalization of the organic oneness
of the human self with nature. The symbolism of bread and wine in holy communion
beautifully expresses that link.

Another research topic on our mind this year concerns the difference between A1 and A2
milk (see Devil in the Milk: Iliness, Health and the Politics of A1 and A2 Milk, by Keith
Woodford, 2009). It appears a genetic shift several thousand years ago that befell their
European ancestors, causes the milk of certain cows, mostly the black and white
Holsteins and Friesians, to contain a significant amount of beta-casein type A1 which
epidemiological research has linked to heart disease, autism, schizophrenia, and type 1
diabetes. Brown cows, such as Guernseys, Swiss Brown, Jerseys and the like seem to be
less affected although, because of cross breeding, color alone is no guarantee of any
individual animal being free of the genetic mutation. So what to do? The obvious answer
is testing, but of course an enterprising corporation, the A2 Corporation, immediately
patented the A2 gene and now claims legal rights over commercial transactions involving
A2 animals and their offspring or products. As a non-commercial farm, we may not be
affected, but are not certain of this. In the meantime, we are testing our two Jersey cows
and, instead of pursuing breeding by artificial insemination with semen from untested
bulls (or from bulls tested under the aegis of the A2 Corporation), we are currently testing



a locally available, anonymous bull calf as our next breeder. His dam is a good milker,
and her sister tested A2, so the lead is promising. We will know shortly.

Family-

Elizabeth’s mother, Evelyn, who has been living with us nearly four years now, is
gradually losing both language and control of bodily functions, but we are still able to
take care of her. It helps of course that we live on a farm and while Elizabeth teaches at
school three days a week, Henning is here most of the time. It also helps immeasurably
that our island community has a wonderful hospice organization funded by local
fundraising, that sends volunteers several times a week to sit with Mother and talk to her,
take her for walks or for rides in the car. On Sundays we take Mother to church, and the
pastor always brings her communion at the rear of the church (she has difficulty
walking), and members of the congregation greet her, all of which gives her delight.
Elizabeth’s brother, Bill, five years her senior, lost his wife, Mary, to long illness a little
over a year ago, but is doing well now and in good health himself.

Kithe, who finished her master’s degree in education and earned her certification in
social studies, remains one of the millions of unemployed, with little chance of
employment in Seattle where hundreds of teachers were let go because of budget cuts.
She is working part time jobs and is exploring her talent and interest in art.

Johann is firmly established at the fire department in Bellevue and as a medic finds
himself as a first responder in traffic related and domestic emergencies. In his off time, he
often comes to the farm where he designs and builds unique pieces of furniture and other
creations in the beautiful workshop he constructed for himself here.

Elizabeth and Henning are both well and robust, in body as well as in mind. They
continue to enjoy their work, both on the farm, in school, and in the larger community,
although they occasionally long for some time off to visit a big city, an art museum, go to
a symphony or a ballet. But you can’t have everything, can you?

We wish everybody a merry Christmas and a Happy New Year!

Henning and Elizabeth
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Happy Advent!

In some ways, this is Elizabeth’s favorite time of year: the race with rot (canning, drying, and preserving) is over; she can take
her time with the non-perishables, such as making applesauce and jam and kim-chee and sauerkraut. The animals are settled into their
winter quarters, and we feed and care for the sheep, chickens, and beef and milk cows twice a day, which we both enjoy very much.
Even though it is December, life is in a stage of promise — a new ram is breeding our ewes, last spring’s lambs are roly-poly, and
winter crops in the garden, cold frames and greenhouse are providing us with fresh vegetables every day.

Our household has doubled in size: Mother and Kaete are living here now. Mother moved up here in June, just after we finished
the remodeling that made the house large enough to absorb another person, and gave us the light and space we badly needed. The first
two months were rocky for all three of us, but since then, she has settled in nicely, almost always cheerful and grateful to be here,
appreciative of the beauty around her. She still clings to the idea that she is going home at some point, but doesn’t get adamant about
it.

Kaete is living with us while she does her year’s teaching internship at Lopez middle and high schools. She sleeps in the “Punk
House” (a cabin Johann built), takes her meals with us, and does much of her work for teaching (and for the classes she’s taking at
Seattle Pacific University toward her Master’s in Teaching degree) at school. She is having a rich experience here. In a larger, urban
school, she would have interned with one teacher in one subject. Here she is working with five different teachers in different subjects
and with different age and ability levels, and is able to observe all those different models, and develop her own style of teaching and
classroom management. She is happy to be here, and we love having her — conversations at the dinner table have never been livelier or
more engrossing.

Johann has just completed his formal training at the Fire Academy. He graduated a week ago in a moving ceremony which
Henning attended, and is just beginning his probational year in the Bellevue Fire Department. Becoming a fire fighter has been a long-
pursued dream, and we are delighted for him. The Academy has been a huge challenge, but he has come out of it smiling, and
confident.

Two other people have become very important in our lives this year — Jesse and Lisa. They arrived in September 2006 to turn
our south field into a full-fledged vegetable and berry CSA, and they have done a wonderful job. We found Lisa employment in the
elementary and middle schools, teaching children about nutrition, soil science, and food growing and preparation; partially as a result
of her efforts (plus a lot of help from S&S Homestead Farm, the school, and community), our school now has the banner Farm-to-
School/Farm-to-Cafeteria program, where children help grow and harvest the food that is eaten at school.

Unfortunately for us and the community, Jesse and Lisa are leaving for California to get married and take over Jesse’s mother’s
vineyard and start a vegetable CSA there. We will miss them so much. One story suffices to express the kind of people they are. On
the day they were to fly to Chicago to spend Christmas with Lisa’s family, the hoop house in our garden blew down in a typical winter
storm. They stayed and worked with us to get it in place again, risking missing the ferry and their flight. They showed up every
morning last winter, when snow and ice made morning chores a challenge, helping us carry hay and grain and water to our animals.

We had Thanksgiving dinner with them, Johann, and Jesse’s brother, Casey, and his girl friend, Melissa, both of them marvelous
people, and it took us fully half an hour to get around the table so each of us could express what we’re thankful for. It has been a
wonderful year.

Trying to find a replacement for Jesse and Lisa has been a challenge, to say the least. We have had numerous candidates;
Henning has spent untold hours corresponding with them, having phone conversations, and hosting them. We have discovered that
there is a tendency to inflate resumes and for people to casually pursue a position they aren’t qualified for. We have had people fly
from places as far away as Arkansas and California, stay with us, share meals and conversations, take days of our time, and then
suddenly remember that they have school debts they must pay, or a partner who does not want to move here, or that they are exhausted
and can’t take on such a large project, or that they really want to travel to South America in a few months. It has been bewildering and
discouraging. Ironically, we finally did find somebody right here on Lopez Island, a promising young woman, Firadha (a Sufi name),
who is about to graduate from Evergreen College in agroecology, and is partnered with a son of island friends, Cedar. Firadha has
never run a CSA on her own but has worked in responsible positions on several farms. With some help from Henning, she (and Cedar,
who wants to continue his boat building but also devote a couple of days a week to farming) will be able to do this project. We have to
remember that the goal of the project is to create new income streams for a future farm manager who will take over the whole farm
once we have been able to hand it over it to a community trust.

We do have two interns who will be coming — Jackie Freeman in February, for a one-to-two year apprenticeship, and Alex
Swanson in June for a summer internship. Henning met Alex, who is studying at a college for homeopathic medicine in Seattle, at a
presentation on “Ecological Livestock Raising” Henning gave for Washington State University; the herbal preparations with which
biodynamic farmers treat their soils, are essentially homeopathic in nature, and Alex seeks to deepen his academic study with hands-
on training in biodynamic practices on the farm. Jackie, who is a professional chef and wants to develop on-farm educational
programs for cooks, health care personnel, teachers and other interested adults, has been here twice. She is an intelligent, energetic and
very personable young woman, and we look forward to her being here.

Henning, ever the traveling planet (although he doesn’t like travel and can’t sleep when away from home), is moving into a new
sphere. He has been appointed to a committee on farming sustainability by the American Academy of Sciences. (The Academy was
established by President Lincoln to advise Congress on Reconstruction after the Civil War and has continued as an advisory body for
policy since then). It is an eighteen-month appointment, and Henning will spend about a month just in meetings during that time, and
much more on research and writing; he has just returned from Washington, DC from the first of the meetings, The committee of
twenty members, some of them academics (earth science, soil science, soil physics, energy studies, hydrology, horticulture and plant
breeding, agricultural economics, sociology, agroecology and environmental studies), some extension agents, and two producers, one
large, Fetzer Vineyards, growing wine grapes on 2,800 acres, and S&S Homestead Farm representing ecological food production on
the small, community-based scale. The study is supported by grants from the Kellogg Foundation and the Gates Foundations. Kellogg
is mostly looking for advice on sustainability at a time when fossil fuels are shrinking, when globalized production and distribution
systems may soon no longer be viable, and when half the world is starving and the other half suffering from clinical obesity and
related diseases from too much and low quality food. The Gates Foundation is looking for technologies that might be transferable to
Subsaharan Africa and other developing countries to deal with impending food shortages in those parts of the world. Congress is



looking for advice on how to shape agricultural policy through the Farm Bill. Universities and other educational instututions,
including public schools, are looking for direction in curricula on agricultural sustainability and eco-literacy. County Extension is
looking for advice and what to tell local communities of small farmers and distributors.

Elizabeth’s contributions to the food system in this country are more direct, that is, on the level of food preparation and
nutritional wholeness which she enjoys articulating for our customers. The food book she has been pecking away at for years now has
had its first, informal, distribution — we have duplicated the vegetable section for Jesse and Lisa’s CSA customers. The response has
been enthusiastic, and now many folks are ordering copies as Christmas gifts. It gives Elizabeth the nudge to get the other sections
finished and illustrated, and get the whole thing published.

Elizabeth is also teaching this year, and enjoying it very much. She has an English 10 class, an AP English class, a seminar in
advanced readings, and the “Ecological Food Production” class, which she and Henning and teach here on the farm. Although she
teaches every day, she is home by 1:30 most days, so can do afternoon chores and get dinner ready without time pressure.

Altogether, this has been another good year, full of good work and good health, the never ending wonder of plant and animal
lives, of living in a good community.

The highlight of the season was no doubt the celebration of Henning’s 70™ birthday, attended by every one of his seven brothers
and sisters (and some of their spouses), including Juergen (and his wife, Lois), whom Henning had not seen in many years. This has
been the first time ever, we think, all of us have sat around the same table together at the same time, a wonderful experience that we
are deeply grateful for. All us of spent three packed days together (and some came earlier and some stayed later). Elizabeth cooked
every meal from farm-produced foods, Henning baked cakes, and everybody drank more coffee than a crew of stevadores. We ate a
celebratory meal outside on a surprisingly cool May evening, and danced on a wooden platform Johann had constructed. Eberhard
gave a deeply moving Sunday sermon in our beautiful little wooden church on a hill in the center of the island, on what Scripture says
it means to get old. Afterwards the whole congregation shared in cheese cake and Gugelhupf Henning had baked. Then off for a picnic
at a wild beach, topped off with powerpoint presentations of photos from Henning and his siblings’ lives lovingly assembled by Heike
and Folker. The next day was spent cruising on a motoryacht through the San Juan Archipelago, a glorious day of sunshine, good
food, good talk, and family feeling. We will long remember the event, and we express our deep appreciation to everyone who made
the long and arduous trip to this out-of-the-way corner of this great country.

We wish you all a very merry Christmas and a Happy New Year!

£



Woea 'O

Dear Ivan and Carol,

So good to hear from you, and know that, as always, Ivan has a book in the works, and you two
are going for restful and exhilarating trips in order to renew body and spirit. I am really looking forward to
this next book! Some of my favorite characters and time periods will be there.

Henning and I greet you in the dark days of the year, lightened by Christmas festivities, including
many local concerts and readings. We love looking into the faces of the talented chorus singing The
Messiah or reading A Child’s Christmas in Wales, and seeing our friends and neighbors. The short days
don’t let us accomplish what we want to outdoors, but they make for long, cozy evenings. From the study
where I write, I can hear the bells of the sheep where they are grazing close to the house, and see the light
from the chicken coop. The beef cows and their three (so far) new calves are cuddled up in the pasture
across the road. Loveday, our milk cow, is chewing her cud. Ursa, our German shepherd, guards the door,
and Loki (the cat) is asleep under the dining room table. We all have our jobs on the farm, and Loki’s is to
rest for all of us. He does it well.

This should be a season of rest for Henning and me, as well, but we keep taking on new jobs.
Henning has planted heirloom strains of winter wheat in a former pasture, and he works daily in the new
south garden, which he planted this year in crops that need a lot of space. Even while he digs and mulches
in the south garden, he continues to seed and transplant in the main garden, so that we have fresh lettuce,
broccoli, mustard, kale, chard, cabbage, carrots, turnips, Brussels sprouts, leeks, mache, and spinach, for
ourselves and our customers. We are also supplying the school cafeteria with fresh greens every week. We
are assisted in this by five high school girls who arrive every Monday afternoon, chattering and giggling, to
harvest vegetables for the school, and transplant, compost, weed, and otherwise care for the vegetables they
will prepare for their classmates. On Thursday afternoons, I meet with these students at the school to
discuss readings, write reports and articles, and watch and discuss videos that relate to farming issues.
Henning and I enjoy the girls so much. The farm rings with laughter when they are here.

Much remains the same about the farm, and much has changed. This year, Henning installed a
solar-powered pump that draws water from the pond to the gardens, so that we don’t use electricity or well
water for irrigation. We also installed a holding tank for well water, and Johann built a shelter for it that
includes an elegant little bunkhouse with beds that will host guests or interns. We call it the “Punkhouse”.

Johann has been living in New York for the past few months, working for a cabinetmaker. He is
enjoying his work there, and the complete change of scene from the Northwest, but will return here to live
permanently. He is interested in turning to “green construction” where homes are built and remodeled using
recycled materials, with a minimum of waste. Johann and Kaethe will spend Christmas on Lopez with us,
which we anticipate with joy.

Kaethe, after many years in retail (mostly selling clothes) has gone back to school. She is taking
classes in history, geopolitics, and Spanish, and is planning to take a second degree (her first is in
psychology), which will qualify her as a teacher. She loves the learning: she is on the phone with one or the
other of us at least once a week, to talk about politics or history. I had to leave Lopez for Thanksgiving to
take care of my mother; Kaethe came up for that week to stay with Henning. When I returned, I found the
dining room table covered with books of history and philosophy, and knew that they had spent their time
learning and talking, when they weren’t milking the cow or weeding the garden. It is so good to see Kaethe
resume her education.

Our grief and anger over the outcome of the September election and the fact that the current
Federal administration will now oversee a soaring deficit, a falling dollar, a tragic war (over 1,000
American and 100,000 Iraqi dead, as of this writing) a continuing destruction of the environment, the
alienation of former allies, continuing increases in the cost of health care and education, the shift of the tax
burden from wealth to labor and a greater divide between the rich and the poor in this country and all over
the world, had to be short lived. We cannot simply continue to be angry and disillusioned. Henning and I
realize that communities will have to take care of themselves, and state and local organizations will have to
provide health care, food security, hospice care, environmental protection, and educational support for
people who need it. The Federal government has adopted the morality of corporations that are strip-mining
the world for the financial benefit of their shareholders, and will be of no help to anyone except those who
keep them in office.

Teaching during this time has become an intense experience. Every morning, I lead the flag salute
for exactly three students in a class of twenty. (Seventeen sit or stand in respectful silence, but cannot bring
themselves to pledge allegiance to a flag that has betrayed their vision of a wise and compassionate
country.) Itry to teach my students to read widely, think deeply, and challenge popular culture. For the



most part, my classroom experiences are powerful and wonderful, and I know that I will miss teaching
literature, philosophy, language, and writing. I will miss students’ eager questions and insights, and the
kindness they show to me and to each other.

I will teach the rest of this year and one more, and then I will retire. I will be only fifty-five, but I
will have taught for thirty-two years. I could not bring myself to leave work I love so much, except that I
have so much to do here. The farm has become a teaching station, my students coming here to take classes
and do internships. There is so much reading, writing, learning and teaching that Henning and I want to do
together. Just as he left formal teaching to go on to new work, so will I. We have plans to expand farm
production and feed more people than we presently do, and extend our educational outreach.

We will be working with Lopez Schools, Washington State University, and the Lopez Community
Land Trust, to develop our program. As ambitious as we are for large goals, we are anchored in getting up
and having coffee together every morning, milking the cow, checking on the calves, feeding the chickens,
caring for the plants, and rejoicing in the beauty of this place. Years ago, when Henning began to do a lot
of lecturing, writing, and hosting conferences and farm tours to educate others about the viability of small-
scale farming, I said, “Remember, if you stop shoveling cow manure, making compost, and caring for
calves, you will lose all credibility.” I am happy to tell you that he is still doing all the daily chores that
keep him close to the farm, and still finds time to teach others.

We send you our warmest wishes for a joyous Christmas season.

Tlytch o gy

Elizabeth and Henning









December 21, 2002
Dear Ivan and Carol,

Christmas greetings from our house to yours! So good to here that there is another
Montana book in the works, especially that Susan Duff (“You’re worse than snot!” is still
one of my favorite lines, behind “I have did it all!” and “I fucked the pig!™) will be
featured.

Our Thanksgiving was relaxed and festive. Kathe and Johann were here, and both
pitched in with dishes and farm chores, and we had time for some quiet talks. Johann
graduated from UW last June. He is still supporting himself making cabinets and custom
windows, and he is training for a career as a firefighter-EMT. Kathe manages a chi-chi
clothing/jewelry/folk art store in Seattle. She likes the creative side of the work, but is
learning hard lessons about the retail business. They will not be here for Christmas. Last
year, in order to accommodate Sally’s desire to have the kids with her on Christmas day,
and the fact that both Jo and Kathe had to work until late on the 23", we crammed three
days of activities into one, and the kids, without having had any rest, dashed back to
Seattle on Christmas day. It felt like living in a time-lapse film. We’ve agreed to biennial
celebrations with the kids. My mother is coming up this year, which will be great. She’s
going to travel most of the way by train, and stay about five days. She will thoroughly
enjoy all the to-do; she especially loves the live candles we have on a fresh tree every
year. She has had a hard couple of years: she suffered from shingles for two years, and
the medications the doctor gave her to mitigate the pain affected her memory. She is still
soldiering on, but she feels mentally diminished and occasionally frustrated by her
growing lack of mobility.

Henning and I are flourishing, though the work is often daunting. [ am teaching
half time for the second year. Last year was easier, because I taught three small classes,
and could get most of my work done at school. This year I’'m teaching four classes, three
of them large, and the preparation and paper grading often spill over into my time at
home. It’s my own fault. I was scheduled to teach two English classes and a first year
Spanish class, and I volunteered to teach (without pay) a fourth year Spanish class for
two students who just spent six months in Argentina, came home fluent, and did not want
to lose their edge before going off to college. On one hand, I love working with them
(and at a level that hones my own skills); on the other, it’s an hour out of my planning
time that costs me dearly. Senior portfolios and projects, college essays and letters of
recommendation are also daily obligations now. [ have made progress, however — I'm
sleeping more, reading more, and enjoying daily morning coffee and evening dinners
with my sweetheart.

Henning has also gone back to teaching. In collaboration with the high school
biology teacher, he is teaching an agricultural science class. He has fourteen students,
who spend some time each week at the farm, and the rest of their time in the high school
science lab. The students love the farm visits, and often head out of my class saying, “We
get to go to the farm today! We’re going to take manure samples! We get to see the
pigs!” Henning has serious goals for these students; unfortunately, the collaborating
teacher sees this as an opportunity to take a rest, and offers very little support: she does
not follow through on lab work, does not distribute the readings Henning supplies, and



demands nothing of the students. Since many of them are honors students and are
genuinely interested in the topics Henning presents, they are being cheated. It’s a shame.
If he had an enthusiastic co-teacher, this could become an important course.

His teaching is, of course, on top of everything else. The orchard, vegetable
garden, sheep, pigs, chickens, beef cows, and dairy cow, are primarily Henning’s
responsibility. We make a nice profit from vegetables, beef, pork and lamb, but our real
gold mine is Loveday. This one charming Jersey cow supplies fifteen local families with
milk and all its byproducts. For us, these include fresh milk, butter, buttermilk, yogurt,
cream, and cream cheese. Loveday is a beautiful animal, patient and funny and generous,
sometimes a bit of a princess, but always delightful. She structures our day around two
daily milkings, and our diet around her wonderful milk.

Loveday is more than a great cow, however. After church last Sunday, I was
processing milk — into cream, butter, yogurt, and cream cheese — and it struck me that
having a milk cow is a religious expression. For us, God is primarily manifested in the
ongoing creation. We experience that in raising all of our plants and animals, but
Loveday is a daily, immediate manifestation. Twenty-four hours a day, she creates
protein from cellulose, and gives it in her milk. We pet her, groom her, feed her, and
watch the growth of her calf in the changes in her body. If we’re out in the field, she
follows us in case there are apples or ear-scratches in the offing. You can’t be closer to a
food source, nor to the ongoing miracle of creation.

Of course, the obligations to customers, winter garden, and animals keep us close
to home. We have to leave in shifts, if we leave at all. In February, Henning is going to
take Johann to Germany for his college graduation gift, to visit family and to see the
reconstructed Berlin. I would love to go just to visit the anthropological and art museums
in a city that was closed off to the West for so long and is now becoming a major cultural
center. But they will be gone three weeks, I’'m teaching during that time, and need to take
care of the animals. Henning has also been invited by WSU to participate in a weeklong
trip to Cuba this spring. Since the collapse of the Soviet Union, Cubans have grown their
own food organically, much of it in urban gardens, most of it without machines or fossil
fuels, and supply nearly all their own needs. They have a lot to teach us.

Interns for 2003 will not arrive until late spring. This spring and summer we had a
girl from Texas, a man from Seattle, a girl from Sweden, and a man from India. It was
quite an experience. | taught them how to seed and transplant. I also taught them to cook
and bake bread and process foods, partly from our philosophy of teaching people to grow
what they eat, and eat what they grow, and partly from sheer self-preservation, so that I
did not have to cook three meals a day for six people. Henning taught them how to
prepare soil, care for animals, build fences, manage water, handle tools, plant and care for
seeds and seedlings, and to think about the farm as a single organism, every part of which
serves every other part. We had mixed results from the interns, as one must always have
when people have their own habits and agendas, and find it hard to internalize the fact
that 6 am is a real hour in which feet hit the floor instead of the hand hitting the snooze
button. But watching Johanna — our best intern of the four — vault fences to pet the sheep,
tend the herb garden, and marvel at the growth of plants, made it all worthwhile. I will
never forget the morning that she and I scalded, plucked, and cleaned fourteen chickens
that Henning had obligingly beheaded for us. She was so full of wonder at the process, at
what the innards were and how they worked, that the work became a source of pleasure



and learning, rather than a grisly chore. I tell all our interns that it costs us financially and
emotionally to have them here and to teach them every day, and our reward is that farms
like ours will spring up in their footsteps, and that we hope they will live differently
because they have been here. In Johanna’s case, that will be true.

Our educational outreach for sustainable farming practices keeps reaching farther
and farther. This October, Henning and I were the keynote speakers at a Food Security
conference whose focus was to have local farms supply school cafeterias. As always, we
enjoyed writing together, thinking together, and making contacts at the conference. We
have, since, had several requests to publish our speech, and requests for farm visits from
people who heard it.

The really absorbing life is here. Our four new calves, Ophelia,

Gertrude, Laertes and Hamlet (Henning is honoring the play I’'m presently teaching) are
sturdy, beautiful darlings. We put a collar on Hamlet a few days ago — to make it easier to
catch him when castration time comes — and even kneeling in my second pile of manure
in two days could not diminish the pleasure of holding this warm, beautiful, trusting little
animal. Do I sound sentimental? Only because I am.

Henning and I send our best wishes for a peaceful Christmas for you, for all of us,
and a rich, busy New Year. (No problem there, I am sure.)

All the best,

Loy atoirh



Dear Ivan and Carol,

It looks from your Christmas letter that you have been doing some serious digging
in the dirt. At first glance, I thought those leaves were an enormous manure pile, but
that’s our stock in trade. How great that you are settling in to your new home.

I hope that this letter doesn’t end up being printed in Urdu. My old word
processor (bought before Henning and I got married) finally gave up the ghost. Or, rather,
no one makes printer ribbons for the old dot-matrix printers any more. Long story short,
it took me two trips off island, considerable patience and disillusionment with the
CompUSA people, and several weeks of fooling around before I could return the original
purchase (totally unsatisfactory), and buy and set up this nice little Sony laptop. I still
don’t know how to do more than the basics, but after all the time, money, and frustration,
I’ll settle for what I can get.

Things on the farm are going as usual — last year’s cows and pigs and sheep are
now residing in various freezers all over the island, including ours, the winter garden
feeds about thirty people, including us, and the straw bale house (for year-round
apprentices) is nearly finished. Henning is really glad. Since summer, he and the interns
have given three days per week to that house, and have neglected other projects in order
to get it done. But the house is elegant in line and finish. Interns all over America will be
competing to live there. The irony is that Brian, our current intern, has been here since
last April, and will be making way for a new intern next April. He has been working on
the intern house since early summer (it was supposed to be finished in October, and of
course, it isn’t). He will be able to move in about the time he has to move out. Our other
interns, Bill and Elizabeth, saw the writing on the wall and wisely got out of here in
September.

As well as farming and building, Henning is up to his ears in committee work:
he’s on the state Tilth Board, the county conservation board, and the board of the local
Land Trust. The Land Trust’s big project right now is building a local food processing
center, where local meat could be processed and sold to local people. It’s been Henning’s
goal for six years to get this off the ground, and part of the island’s drive toward self-
sufficiency. All has gone well — they even found land for the site -- and then the
neighbors on that road got their hackles up. The last newspaper headline read, “Lopez
Neighbors Say Channel Road Is Not Slaughterhouse Row”. Since animals would be
slaughtered and cleaned in-field, the carcasses trucked to the processing center and the
offal trucked off-island, it’s clear that the neighbors don’t know what they’re talking
about. But, as usual, that doesn’t stop them from talking. So tomorrow Henning has a
public meeting to fill everybody in and ward off lawsuits. Sigh.

Our one tragedy is that Ursa was hit by a car on Thanksgiving Day. Her back leg
was smashed, and the bones are in little pieces. Fortunately, there is an excellent
orthopedic vet in Anacortes, and he put the bones back together with pins; now she has a
bar running from the bottom to the top of her upper joint which holds the pins in place.
She came through the surgery and recovery just fine, and is being very sweet and patient
about it — but we have three long months to go before the bones can knit. Helgi, her son
and playmate, knows that his mother is hampered, and doesn’t tempt her to romp. He
goes up to her for kisses, and then backs off. I go out and drink my morning coffee with




her every day, groom and pet her every evening, and she gets lots of loving attention
from everyone.

Next year will see a big change in our family arrangements. I have applied for,
and been granted, a half-time contract. At school, our days are divided between A and B
days, during which different classes are held. I will teach B days, on which Spanish, Non-
Fiction, and elective classes are held. My good friend and colleague, Steve Adams, will
teach AP English, English 9, and one elective. So I will teach Tuesdays, Thursdays, and
every other Friday, and the rest of the time I’ll be at home.

Being at home is becoming more and more important. Right now, my weekends
consist of trying to clean the house, cook meals for varying numbers of people, do the
laundry, bake bread for the coming week, pick food for customers, grade papers and
prepare for Monday’s classes. If there is a community event, I’'m too tired to attend. If
there is an emergency, as there was with Ursa, everything else goes by the board. As
much as I love teaching, I want to be at home.

The farm is growing — not in size, but in significance. Thanks to Henning’s
outreach (he now lectures regularly to small farm groups) our place is affiliated with
WSU and with Oregon State. It has become a teaching farm and a research center. We
want to become self-sufficient, and to teach others how to do so. The health of our world
depends on people raising their own food, as they all did before World War II. I know
that this sounds grandiose, but when we consider the inroads being made by genetic
engineering and food moguls, the number of people giving up meat because the
hormones and antibiotics in it are horrible health risks, the amount of illness and disease
related to foods poisoned by herbicides and pesticides, the species wiped out by the
misuse of land, we feel that any contribution we can make is worthwhile.

Anyway, next year [ intend to get a sweet Jersey cow and make my own butter
and cheese. People are already lining up for the milk. With the help of Janelle, our intern
for next year, I intend to produce a food book. Janelle has a degree in nutrition, and
presently cooks for people in Seattle who have special dietary needs. She comes up every
weekend to work on the farm. Unlike previous interns, she can cook, which is a real
blessing.

This year, Henning and I are observing the entire Christmas season rather than
Jjust cramming the whole thing into two days, which we’ve done in the past five years. So
we have brunches with Brian and Janelle on Advent Sundays. Henning has made an
Advent wreath and decorated the house, and I intend to start baking as soon as I can.

Hope your holidays are everything wonderful. Ivan, you have a big fan club on
the island, and I hear from its various members on a regular basis. What’s the latest book
about, and when does it come out?

All the best,




December 16, 19393
Dear Ivan and Carol,

I am looking out at a wet, relatively warm, December night,
hoping it stays that way. It is too stormy to walk to school in
the mornings, but by afternoons I wish I didn’t have to get my
car home -— a bit of sun (or at least a cessation of downpour)
would make that de-tox time most welcome. But Henning has a
meeting tonight, as is typical, so I drove home right after
school to get the potatoes baking and the beans herbed and the
steaks stuffed with garlic.

This school week has been incredibly long. The kids are
tired and in need of vacation, and getting them to respond to
reading assignments and essauys has been like dragging them,
backwards, through sticky mud. I sympathize with them, though. I
have been stuffing their homework in my backpack all week,
looking forward to the coming break when I can grade all those
papers at leisure.

Thanksgiving was great. My mother, brother, and his wife
drove up to celebrate with us, and the visit was just the right
length —-- long enough for good conversation and great food (all
of it produced on the farm except the whipping cream and the
wine, and the whipping cream, at least, will be ours next uyear
when we join a milk co-operative and milk a friend’s cow once a
week), but not so long that we got tired of either.

The "kids" (Kathe is now 26, Johann 23) will be coming up
for Christmas Eve. K&the will be bringing her soon-to-be-husband,
Casey, who is a sweetheart. He loves us, loves working on the
farm, and is presently moving from job to job, but always upward.
Kédthe, finally graduating from college at the end of this
quarter, is now contemplating a career as a paralegal or as an
elementary school teacher. Because she is fantastic with child-
ren, I’'m pushing teaching. Casey wants to finish his education;
they want to start a family. A lot on their plates.

Johann, now in his third year of college, is supporting
himself as a cabinet maker for a firm in Seattle. He is very good
at it —— he built and installed our new kitchen counters, and his
handiwork is wvisible all over the farm, from the new feed room to
cutting boards in the barn kitchen. He is here as often as
possible, and we love having him.

Henning and I are flourishing. Henning made the transition
from university teaching to farming and doing community service
very happily. His last book, All the World’s Reward, which is a
collection of repertoires from Scandinavian storytellers, came
out a couple of months ago, and that was nice, but seems more
like an echo from the past than a reflection of his life now. He
is farming. That includes all of the livestock, a big garden —--
we feed twelve customers as well as ourselves all year round -—-
and projects, projects, projects. He has also become a teacher of
farming. In the last article the local paper did about us, I am
quoted as saying, "We used to feed people. Now we’re teaching
people to feed themselves." This last summer, that meant seven
interns. They work on the farm along with us, and also do reading
and hands—-on research for academic credit. Henning is now an
adjunct professor for WSU. He gives numerous presentations, is a
board member of local, county, and state farming and conservation
organizations, and travels a lot. The damned phone never stops
ringing.




The life suits us both. Our goal is self-sufficiency, and
we're teaching other people to.grow, eat, and peocess thelr own
foods. Sometimes having all those apprentices and interns around
wearies me —— it seems like I've lost my privacy and precious
solitude. Sometimes, I just get tired of cooking two meals a day
for 6-B people. Sometimes I dislike a particular intern and do
not want him or her in my laundry room or at my table. But I know
that what we’re doing is important, and I like seeing people
learn to bake their own bread, make seeds grow into plants,
harvest and eat what they grow.

My other life is school. This is probably the best year of
teaching I’'ve ever had. This is due, in part, to the fact that a
Film—-making class (taught by a local film—maker) and an alterna-
tive program for non—academic students have drawn off many
students who are not learning sharks, and whose reluctance and
bad behavior slow classes down. So this year I have students who
would go right on writing, arguing, reading aloud, if 1 walked
out mid-class and never came back again. What a joy!

I did not thank you when Mountain Time arrived in the mail,
but Henning and I both enjoyed the return of Mariah and espec-
ially the mountain hike part of the book. You have a number of
dedicated fans on the island, all of them eager to talk about the
latest tome. The picture of Ivan (taken, I think, by the Seattle
Times) in Puckish pose behind the typewriter keus is behind me in
the study as I write. Do we ever get to Seattle? Rarely, but we’d
love to join you at some great restaurant when we do next time.
Glad to hear that your new house gives you a great view and other
pleasures.

All the best,

P+ s



_ Elizabeth A. Simpson_

Dear Ivan and Carol,

What a delight to get your Christmas letter — first one in these sobering months
that made us chuckle. It’s good to know that Ivan’s writing is right on schedule, that 7his
House of Sky has been acknowledged (again) as the excellent work it is, and that you both
are making the most of Carol’s “retirement” (i.e. change in the work you do).

September 11 was like the curtain rent in the temple — it signaled a whole new
way of thinking and behaving for all of us. We handled the day well at school — kept the
kids away from the horrors broadcast on TV, let them talk if they needed to, kept them
informed, and carried on as normally as we could. It was hard for me to look into the
faces of the senior boys, and see their inner conflicts reflected there — a real sense of
patriotic duty struggling with the fear that their lives, so well planned and serene before,
would be forever changed if they were called to fight.

Beyond the need to put terrorists’ heads on spikes (Henning and I have no
problem with that at all) we believe that there is a long moral struggle ahead. I hope our
nation’s leaders learn some humility to mitigate their hubris, and guide us in changing a
way of life that exploits other nations and the world’s environment.

Henning and I are scaling our response to global health, environmental, economic
and political crises to what we can do as individuals: growing food for our neighbors,
educating people about self-sufficiency, and becoming self-sufficient ourselves. For
many years now, the farm has been supplying most of our needs, and its own. It is nearly
a perfectly closed system, where all foods and fertilizers are produced on our own acres,
and consumed close to home. This year we are closing the gap: Henning received a small
government grant to develop an experimental project in small-scale grain production, and
we have purchased Loveday, a beautiful Jersey cow, who will calve and begin producing
milk (and, secondarily, butter, cheese, cream, and yogurt) in April. I have named the
unborn calf Fezziwig (after a character in Dickens) because the father is a Scottish
Highland bull, and they look like overgrown Teddy bears. Loveday is a darling. I spend
time every day grooming and spoiling her, and time every evening squeezing a tennis ball
to build up those milking muscles in my arms.

Our garden is flourishing — we supply over twenty-five people with vegetables
each week, including folks served by the food bank. We are working on The Food Book,
which started with my providing recipes to our CSA customers who did not know how to
make kale or chard or turnips or beets or bok choi or other winter vegetables into
delicious dishes, and is expanding into teaching people the importance of growing, or
buying, local, organic, seasonal foods, and educating them generally about nutrition and
agriculture. Henning also regularly lectures to garden clubs, community groups,
university classes, and various agricultural organizations. We get phone calls all the time
from people who have read about him in the paper and want to come visit the farm and
learn how to do what we do.

We are also processing applications for internships. We have grown beyond
providing a “cool place to be” for young people who think it might be fun to spend a
summer on Lopez, who want to finish out a semester from an agricultural college, or
have a distant vision of a homestead with a few chickens and goats. We now accept only
applicants who already have degrees in agriculture or have access to land that they can
farm. We have accepted a young woman whose family has 700 arable acres in the Napa
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Valley, a woman with a degree in agronomy, a young man with a degree in agriculture
from a college in Sweden, and (possibly) a man from India who owns a farm already but
wants to work his the way we do ours — with a focus on self-sufficiency and
sustainability.

My ability to do one more thing on the farm is due to my changing to half-time
teaching this year. I teach three classes: Non-Fiction, AP English, and Spanish II. The
classes meet on Tuesdays, Thursdays, and every other Friday. It is having the best of both
worlds. I get to teach, and have rich relationships with students and colleagues, and I get
to bake, cook, garden, farm, and interact with the animals — an embarrassment of riches.

(It says something about the farm that, even though our main goal is to feed
ourselves and teach others to do the same thing, we have, in just a few years, gone from
two full-time positions to one half-time position, with no change in our financial fat.) The
one surprise about the change is that I have not been able to get to all the things I thought
I would have time to do. But when I realize that Henning and I, for the first time in our
marriage, have time to talk, to read to each other, enjoy a social life, do community work,
and attend church every Sunday — I guess that’s where the time goes. I don’t think when I
die that Il be fretting over not being able to wash the floors one more time.

Kathe and Johann will be coming for Christmas, and we’ll be able to house them
in the straw bale house that Henning built for interns. It is a jewel box of a house, heated
with a wood stove, large enough for two people, with charming details. The kids enjoy
staying there: they can talk all night by the fire, sleep in, and join us for breakfast and
chores when they scramble out. It seems odd to call them “kids” — Kathe is twenty-eight,
Johann twenty-five. She is managing a chi-chi clothing store, he is earning his way
through school as a cabinet maker. Johann has also spent time in Kenya and in Ecuador
this past year: he is majoring in wildlife science in the School of Forestry at the UW, and,
like many young people, is using his travel bug to go to places where he can see the
problems of undeveloped nations, and think about ways to solve them. I have great faith
in his generation to think and work unselfishly and creatively,

We wanted Mom to join us, too, but she is in constant pain from her back and leg,
so we’ll put off a visit until spring, when she will be feeling better and the weather makes
my driving both ways less chancy. We really regret her not being able to join us. As one
of my favorite columnists writes, “This year, ‘I’ll Be Home for Christmas’ is a far more
meaningful song than ‘Santa Claus is Coming to Town’”. Time to embrace each other.

We will certainly check out the web site (this from a man who types on an
Olympia or some other such antiquated beast?). But then, I have nothing to say — I am the
only person I know who will have nothing to do with e-mail and barely acknowledges the
existence of the telephone. Henning gingerly deals with both; last month he discovered,
through Internet, that he has relatives in Argentina. He sent them an e-mail, and the next
day I received a phone call from Conrado Sehmsdorf in Buenos Aires. We carried on in a
mix of Spanish and English, but I had a hard time understanding what he said — not
because of the languages or the distance, but because he was trying to find out why his e-
mail reply had bounced back. I had no idea what he was talking about. He must think his
cousin’s wife is a troglodyte. Anyway, he sent me kisses, which is a gallant Latin kind of
thing to do.

Henning and I send you our best wishes for a peaceful home life and rowdy
adventures abroad!



q

Decenber 15, 1?X?
Dear Ivan and Carol,

t's been a long time since we’'ve heard from each other. So,
fere ars ouwr fondest Cheistoas greetings and some news from the
. and 5. Homestead: ©

In Movember, Hathe and Johann came up here for Thanksgiving
waekend, and we had a wonder{ful ftime - best, I think, we’'ve sver
fad, They are both doing well. Eathe is still at fthe University,
hacking away at a degres in psvchology. Johann is taking a full
load of couwrses at Seattle Central Community College, and working
twenty-five hows a week with a cabinetmaker. His ftraining in
Germany has really paid off —— he has been steadily emploved
since his return.

Henmning and o will spend Christmas BEve with the kids and
their mother in Seattle, then drive down the The Dalless to have
Christmas Day with my mother. This takes a great deal of plan-—
ning: we have two sets of people lined up to feed the animals
while we’'re gone. Not sasy to find them, and not easy {for them to
feed the animals. It reguires a lot of knowledge and precision,
and we have made the arrangements with some trepidation — every
time we have someone here to do the work we normally do, there’s
a toul-up somswhers, somebtimes resulting in the death of a fowl.

Ouwr animal kingdom is full to the borders. BEvery cow had a
cald this vear, S0 now we have twenty-five cows, calves, and
stesrs, and Peter the Great, ow swest-tempered bull. We have
twenty-two chickens, and nearly that many egos every dav.
(Fortunately, we have a lot of egg customers, too.) Our two swes
are at a neighbors’, being bred, we hope. That trip was great
fun. After a lot of trepidation about ouwr pets being pilicked on in
a stranae flock, we snioved watching them chase after the
startled ram, bhleating, "Look! It's a Ma-a-a-nnn!"

Besides the livestock (no pigs this vear, but we'll have
some next yvear! we have Lokl and Ursa. Loki is a fairly Low-
maintenence cat, and Ursa has become so beawtiful, such a good
guard dog and sweet companion, that we’ve decided to breed her.
Lome summer, we'll have puppiss!

We slaughtered thirty chickens, two lambs, and three cows
this fall (two of the cows were pre-sold) and so owr freszer 1s
full. We processed most of the meat ourselves. [ finally bought a
DEEssUrEe Canner, s0 our shelves are full of canned chicken, beef
and chicken broth, spaghettl sauce, and mushrooms, as well as the
usual salsa, frult, jams, pickles, beets, herbal vinegars, and
applesauce. [Mve sold about %3500 worth of canned goods, and
Johann re-stocks his larder from owr shelves and freezer about
once a month in retwn for his summer labor.

Henning has Just finitshed his term at the U., and 1is now
frese until mid-Jdanuary. He has created a model farm here, and has
taken cowrses in livestock and pasture management, so that now he
is a Livestoock Advisor for County Extension. bGuests arrive
constantly (often unannounced! to take a tour or, more ofbten,
camp here and work with us for a couple of days. (Sighr. Ten
vears ago, [ omarried a nice man who had a modest garden. Now I°m
married to a nice man who has an orchard and fruit garden (East
of BEden! and a huge vegetable garden (West of Eden) two barns,
and a 1ot of animals. He has a 4-H organic gardening group, 1s on
the county Watershed Commission. and on the board of the Land
Trust. In the past couples of years, he has tuwned the interests




of the Land Trust to sustainable agriculture, and he 18 now
working (with help from a USDA grant) to build a processing
center where local farmers can have theilr mealt inspected,
slaughtered, processed and sold locally. His vision is to have
local farmers feed local people. Very simple to envision, very
complexr to realize.

We are at the point of no longer being able to manage this
place without help. Fortunately, people keep tuwrning up who want
to learn about farming and are willing to work for food. My own
role, while I"m still teaching, has gone narrower and deeper. I
raise all ow sesdlings from seed, and sell or give away the
exoess plants. I raise a lot of flowers, which I interplant with
the berries and vegetables, and which are in nearly as much
demand as ouwr food products. I do the transplanting. the harvest-
ing, and the processing, and Henning does all the rest. (Un an
organic farm, that's a lot.? I have mixed feelings about the
scope of what we’ve taken on — we're fesding about five famili-
ies now, nearly year round - but Henning is in his element. He
fas always wanted a strong link with community, and now he's
feading and educating people, starting families out with their
own gardens, reveling with the animals. He is happiest feeding
cows, tending chickens, and lingering over dinners with me. He is
about to bulld a huge greenhouse, bhecause my endeavors have long
outgrown ow little space on the back porch. The work doss keep
us close to the sarth, to loving animals, and to each other.

Last fall, a group of Jehovah’s Witnesses made their way
into West of Eden, where Henning was working. They asked solemnly
it he were ready ftor the coming of the Fingdom of God. He looked
around, smiled at them, and said, "I"'m standing in iti"Y That
about sums 1t up.

I oam still teaching full time. [ have terrific colleagues, a
worlid-class principal, and wonderful kids. But I also teach over
LO0 students in six different classes, which is two classes too
many for me, and not enough teachers to give them the individual
attention they need. I intend to hang in there full time for
three more yvears, then go half-time, so that I teach +rom
SGeptember til January, and another (yvoung, energetic) teacher
takes the spring couwrse and the agony of not-going-to-graduate
SENLOrS.

Well, I have rattled on too long. Fleasese do get in touch
again. Hope to see vou on Lopez again, despite Ivan®s feslings
about water. Have a wonderful Christmas!

Love 0



July Something, Sunday Afterncon
Dear Ivan and Carol,

At last the animals are fed and in their various daytime
places (chickens out in the yard eating bugs, baby chicks in a
spacious pen, learning to eat bugs, the cows down and chewing
their cuds, the pigs napping in their pen, the cat asleep in the
hau, Ursa the Wonder Dog off with Henning and our guests);
Henning has taken his sister and his daughter off for a hike and
a swim, and I am FREE! First two hours all summer when I haven’t
been dashing from one chore to another. Two pans of peas picked,
shelled and frozen, the Swiss chard seedlings transplanted. It’s
too hot to be out in the garden and if I wait long enough, maybe
the elves will do the dishes.

It has been a crazy summer. Henning finally got the cooler
room finished, so we’'re almost set (lacking a few implements) to
do our own butchering, hanging, cutting and wrapping this year.
As he was finishing that project, the roofers arrived, removed
the old cedar shakes (we now have enough kindling for the next
Fifteen years) and installed a nice new composition tile roof.
They also installed a skylight in my study, which is now a bright
cheerful room instead of a cave. They replaced the deck, which
was becoming rotten and dangerous, and built a spacious woodshed
onto the west part of the house, facing the barn. It gives us a
divinely shady spot where I do a lot of work and we all do a lot
of eating. I’'m going to miss that space when Henning fills it
with firewood. They also built a rose arbor -- beams that run up
from the east deck railing and onto the roof. That’s where the
climbing roses are, and we are going to plant more, so that that
part of the deck will have a roof of roses next year. Theu were a
wonderful crew, energetic, skilled, incredibly hard working and
considerate of the fact that they were in our home. In the weeks
they were here, I never heard a four-letter word or had one of
them come into the house with boots or without asking. We all
enjoyed each other so much I threw them a barbecue the last day
they were here.

As soon as they left, haying began. Henning cut and raked
the hay on our place and a neighbor’s (with his terrific new John
Deere and his requisite green tractor cap —— no snoose yet), and
then we got one of the old-timers to do the bailing. He's a pro -
- no breakdowns, no whining, no windrows left unbailed. Then,
bucking! All my promising high school kids are either too small
or already working, so Henning contacted a young local man (in
his twenties and strapping) who is trying to survive on dish-
washing jobs. His response? "Gee, I have to think about my body.
I hear that'’'s hard work." So the buckers were Henning; a young
Mexican man who’s working on the island this summer; Elke,
Henning’s sister, who is fifty-four and comes up to my shoulder;
Sarah, a young intern for the land trust who is interested in
farming; and me. Raoul speaks no English, Elke very little, and
Sarah wanted to practice her French, so the bucking went on in
four languages, sometimes in the same sentence. Whenever she
passed me a loose bale, Elke would murmer, "Zees one is dahnger-—
ous," which always made me feel as if it were about to blow up.

We have enough hay to sell some excess this year, and are
making a modest return on selling our vegetables at the Saturday
Farmers’ Market. That’s a lot of work. It takes me three hours to
pick, wash, bundle, price and lable whatever herbs, seedlings,
vegetables or fruits we want to sell, and then it takes Henning




three hours to set up our magnificent market umbrella and table
and to sell the stuff. We set our prices very low at the begin-
ning, because we believe that organic produce should be within
everybody’s buying power. But we were unwittingly underselling
other farmers, and earning twenty dollars for six hours work made
us feel silly. So now we’ve raised our prices for the rich, and
quietly give produce to people whom we know can’t afford it.
Some of these folks live from the local food bank and from
grocery store leavings. Twice a week I pick up boxes of cast off
produce from the store, and often run into sad-looking people who
are picking out a few potatoes, a couple of ears of corn, to feed
their families that evening. Often I find small boxes of produce
with a choice mixture of still-edible fruits and vegetables, and
know that the produce people have these hungry folks in mind, and
are setting out a dinner tray for them.
The islands are at a turning point right now. Too damn many
retirees building their fifth home here, in which they will spend
about a month during the year, and in the process, destroying the
environment, sucking up the water, and jacking up the propertuy
taxes of their neighbors. On the other side are young families,
many of them trying to live by subsistence farming and part-time
jobs.
Henning has entered the fray. He’'s now on the Board of the
Land Trust, a controversial group who built the two communities
of beautiful little houses near the village —-- affordable housing
for people who can’t buy land, can’t afford the exorbitant rents
and can’t spend $200,000 on a house. He’'s working on farming
issues, as you might expect, and there are some exciting projects
going forward. The Land Trust has a weekly study circle as uwell
as regular meetings, and he brings home information that makes me
cringe. Did you know that seventy percent of all the foodstuffs
you buy is grown, stored, processed, shipped, controlled, by five
companies? Diversity, nutrition, safety —— what’s that? One of
the goals of the Land Trust is to make local foods available to
local people, and Henning is working on getting a meat inspector
on the island, so that local people who raise good organic lamb,
chickens, beef, pork, trout, don’t have to ship the animals off
for slaughter, and people living on an island covered with
healthy cows and sheep don’t have to buy Mystery Meat from Iowa.
Ah, off the soapbox, Elizabeth. Time for the real purpose of
this letter, which is to thank Ivan for the gift copy of Bucking
the Sun. I had to snatch half-hours with it after school was out,
and I was agog with the amount of research it must have taken. I
kept pausing on details and wondering, "Now how did he find that
out?" I thought the set piece on Neil’s temporary eclipse-
blindness was superb. Like the grizzly piece from Mariah, I will
use that in my classes.
I kept thinking, "Ashes to ashes, and Duffs to Duffs," as I
was reading. (Sorry, but I really did.) It is a hard book, in a
way. None of the uplift and sense of personal triumph as in your
other books. I remember having Professor Simonson ask at my
defense, "Don’'t you think Doig’s books are tragedies?" and
replying honestly that I did not, I thought they were realistic.
And Bucking is realistic —— an unprettied-up story about an
unpretty time and place. I thought a lot about your earlier books
as I read. They all convey the sense of the triumph of the
individual human spirit in the face of incredible emotional and
environmental disaster and drain, but none of them have been
unrealistic.
I thought about your books again the other night when



Henning and I were having dinner with friends, good people who
want to be optimistic about the future of the world and of the
islands, and they asked Henning if he did not feel great about
the work he was accomplishing in the community. He said, "In the
face of overpopulation and the gentrification of the islands, in
the face of the national picture of farming and marketing, what
I’'m doing is trivial. I’m doing it because I can only change the
part of the world I live in. But is the move toward organic foods
going to bring down Cargill? That’s a joke." And I thought about
Jick, and about Angus, who carved out their lives according to
their best lights in the face of those kinds of odds. Plant your
tree. Tend your garden while the world explodes, because that’s
all you can do, and it makes your own life meaningful. Bucking is
different. It’s like Lear, which is the only tragedy in Shakes-
peare’s canon that does not end on a note of uplift, of the
establishment of a new order. Did it feel different to write this
book?
I assume you are busy with readings, book-signings and all
the hoo-hah that you cheerfully endure after each book, and I
hope all the reviews are as positive and energetic as the one in
The Oregonian, written by Ellen Emery. I went to high school with
her. She was my Big Sister -- senior paired with freshman to show
the ropes —— and I it was a pleasant surprise to see what she’s
doing now.

not do the dishes, and it’s time for me to relinquish my free
time and get on with chores. I hope you are both well, that your
summer is going splendidly, and that we can get together with you
some time within the foreseeable future.

All the best,

Lyt
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Well, the folks are on their way home by now, the elves did
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Dear Ivan and Carol,

Good to hear from ovow, and sspecially good to hear that
Bucking the Sun has left the typewriter and is now OUT THERE. I
look forward to reading it, and thinking about how it fits in
with vour obther work. Life sounds as 14 it7s doing its best for
vou Dot

Henming and I are doing very well, getting more and more
involved in farming and ranching. We now have five vearling
calves, three voung uns born this summer, five cows and a bull. I
should say four cows, since this is old Lily's last day. Henning
isoout bhers now, walting for the man who is going to Bill and
butchsr her. We are supposed to be able to do this owrsslves, but
the cooler room in owr barn kitchen is not oguwite completed, and
we haven™t velt bought a saw o grindese. Lily is too old for
anyibhing but hamburger, S0 we're going to have her butocheeed
proftessionally, and hope we can do the dob owrselves nedt time.

fur chickens are laving record numbers of the best sgos in
the world, some of which we sell. We fesd them only what we grow
ouwrsslves, plus some organically grown barley, and they run fres
most of the day, going after bugs. They are really a lob of fun.

Lhrsa the Wonder Dog, owr beaotifoul shepherd, s & yvear and a
nalt now, and atter months of difficult ftraining (she is a very
wWillful dog) she is nearly perfect. She is also very loving, and
a very happy dog. She trails after Henning all day, and is a
great help with the cows. In fact, Thanksgiving morning, a
neighbor appeared to tell wus that ow Ffive vearling calves had
gotten out. Henning and I took off in different directions to
ook for them, and I had Ursa with me. Bhe prompbly found them,
rounded them up and headed them back toward the pasture. What a
good gierl!

Loki the Fire Cat has decided that the fireside is his place
for the winter. From a tiny little kitten we found cryving in the
woods e has becoms a good sized and guite satisfactory cat -
cuddly but also independent. Since he and Ursa grew up together,
they are good friends. It's fun to watoh Ursa give him a bath. He
and I did have a session on Thanksgiving this vear. He got up on
the counter after the tuwkey, and, as [ reached for bhim, launched
Mimseld off the counter. His claws are like rasors, becauss in
summear he’s oulside climbing trees all day, and he caught a back
claw in the back of my hand and opensd a long, deep wound., I made
it through dinner, but had to drive to the emergency room in
Anacortes that evening to have five stitches ftaken in it, and
missaed the last fervy home. I walked around all bandaged for ten
dayvs or S0, trying to kesp the hand owt of water. (I did gest the
doctor to say I shouldn™t do dishes for & yvear, but that didn’t
stick.? I have a nice long scar now, but fortunately no nerve or
tendon damage.

Feople at school are used to seeing me turn up bruised or
pandaged from ons thing or another —— and to having me have Lo
ieave class to go home and chase escaped cows back into the
pasture i+ Henning isn’t homs. Only on Lopez do people readily
understand that kind of emsrgency.

Our horse, Cheis, 18 now twenty-fouwr but doessn®™t know it. He
races around the pasture like it%s a Derby btrack and pushes the
calves around. Henning and T are talking aboult adding sheep and a
pig and mavbe Angora goats to owr menagerie. We no longsr seem to
be able to do Jdust one thing at a ftime. Henning’s big project




this vear was to bulld a beavtiful loafing "shed" (It has the
floor space of a house) for the calves. [t's a pole building,
made mostly from scavenged lumber and old telephone poles, and a
noble buillding it is. The calves love it, and we’ve been able to
make friends with them because the space 1s enclosed.

in the summer, ow ftwo gardens (one for fruit and flowsrs
and one for vegetables and flowsrs) and the orchard kEeep me DUSY.
This yvear we began selling extra produce to the grocery store,
and next vear we'll sell at the Farmer’s Markelt, so we get the
profits. Henming has been serving on the board of the Land Trust
as agricultural consulitant - who would have thought that this
atudi ous professor would becoms a master of pastuwe and king of
the crops? But he's very happy, and s am I, despite the endless
daves., He still goss down fto Ssattle once a week to teach a
semirnar or two, stavs the night, and comes back the next evening.
It's good for him to keep in touch with the University that way,
and he's often able to have coffes or spend an evening with
Fathe, who is at the University, studving psychology.

Johann ds in Germany, taking an apprenticeship in carpentery.
He's done a vear and a half, and has that much more time Lo go.
He's still ambivalent about it, but we are convinoed, as we watch
dobs disappesar all over fAmarica at a frightening rate, that it's
good for him to be trained in a viable trade before he goess on
for a formal sducation.

School is going very well this yvear, mostly because of an
arxoallent new scheduls that allows me o teach elective classes,
a supsr new principal, and a couple of terrific new secretaries.
My collesaguss are the best, and the students are neat. Having
them for fouwr vears allows me to wabtch them grow as students and
individuals, which is a real souwrce of personal and professional
pleasure,

I Finally came to terms with a vears” long allergy, went to
a natwropath, and he slapped me on a diet that sxcludess wheat,
all daivry products, beef, =gos, and most of the fruits and
vagetables I spend all summer canning, freszing and dreying. 1
Tived on lettuce and brown rice for awhile, de-toxed myself, and
then began adding foods back. For awhile it was a choice bhetween
wating and breathing. I still haven’t isolated specific foods,
but the difference is dramatic. Most of the time I can bresaths
now. Last night we had ouwr veasrly faculty potluck, I ate what I
pleased and iomediately broke out in a skin rash. Time to go back
to brown rice, [ guess.

We're not having much of a Christmas this vear -—— sochool
dossn’t get out til the 28nd, so I have no time to do the usual
baking and shopping and decorating. Johann is coming home from
Germany, and he and BEathe and theiv mom and her husband will coms
up to spend Christmas with us., I guess we will Jjust have to do it
all then.

The land is full of life here -— an eagle who is overwinbse-
ing sntertains wus svery day with his "Bkes-vous” and acrobatics
in the air, and the little winter birds keep us feeling cozy. 1
mo enioved your visit last summer, and hope you can repeat 1t
whern Henning is here,

A1l the best +rom us




Jeiky <14
Dear Ivan and Carol,

Well, Farmer Giles is in Norway by this time. I comfort
myself by thinking that the passable food and friendly flight
attendants of SAS made the trip bearable, but he really didn’t
want to go and I hope this will be the last time. He took with
him the manuscript for the third book in the Scandinavian
folklore series, a collection of folktale repertoires. He and a
colleague will give it a final going-over while he’s in Norway,
and then it’s off to publishers. His lack of enthusiasm for
finishing this project (he did the translations while we were in
Germany, five years ago) tells me that this will be the last
book, too. He’s all into pasture management and compost these
daus.

It will be wonderful to have you here at last, and I’'m
looking forward to meeting your friends. Since I don’t know where
they live, the easiest way to tell you how to get to the ol’® S&S
Homestead is this:

Start from the school. It’s at the crossroads of Center and
School Roads. Orive up School Road for a mile. There will be a
curve to the left, and then you’ll come to Lopez Sound Road. Turn
right, ignoring the Dead End sign, a ’mg;the second mailbox
on the left. The mailbox isn’t marked, but you’ll see an open
field and fenced maple trees on the right side of the driveway,
and a big barn and fenced garden ahead of you.
Dear Elizabethee
Come hungry. I plant to ply Uou with pasta and French bread and
wine, dne rehersdibvye wWopi s, tHer JYa A oR Bdth,we say 12:007
We're much looking forward to catching wp with your
See lupuz AifEhehedBtido long hetween gabs,

All the best, 211 best

Elgu bt



June 22
Dear Ivan and Carol,

Life is young and easy under the apple boughs and happy as
the farm is home. Good to hear from you. We are in the full swing

of summer. I have not yet checked out of school -- still have my
room to clean and books to sort and stuff to turn in to the
Powers —-- but I am through with teaching and too busy freezing

peas, raspberries, strawberries, black and red currants and
gooseberries to bother with the leftovers at this point.

Henning is off-farm today, taking his brother and sister—-in-
law to meet the Airporter in Mt. Vernon. Eberhard and Gretel
arrived last Thursday. They are delightful people, and we really
enjoyed their wvisit. Henning was an exemplary husband and host,
getting them out of my way so that I could do the garden work
that has been tugging at me for nearly a month and taking our
guests off to see the wonders of the Northwest. We held our best-
ever Midsummerfest the other night, crowding ten people around
our table. Wish you could have joined us.

July 2B8-23 is not the best date in the world, since Henning
will be teaching in Norway then, but 1’11 take what I can get.
Please bring your friends for lunch on the 23th. I can give you a
tour, point to the John Deere and say, "That’s a tractor," (which
is about the only thing I can do with it) and enjoy seeing you
again.

This day is hotter than hell, and Ursa the Wonder Dog (a
long—haired German Shepherd) follows me from house to garden to
barn to outbuilding to garden shed with her tongue hanging out.
The cows (with only one calf so far, but more on the way) are
congregated around the pond. Tree swallows, barn swallows and
cliff swallows have built about ten nests in the barn and are
swooping around eating bugs and feeding babies. Our mother hen is
brooding her eggs and the rest of the chickens are truing to
scratch out my flower beds. Loki, the little red cat, who checks
in mornings and evenings for a cuddle and a raw egg, is spending
the day stalking around in the woods. Chris, the great provider
of fertilizer, is out in the pasture looking weird in his fly
mask. Life blooms and burgeons. And I have to get back to it, so
1’11l close.

Loocking forward to seeing you next month!

All the best,

9 July 95
"g&’b’mh& Henring=-

Regrettable that we're going %o miss seeing Farmer H. pn
the 25th; were much locking forward to seeing him perform
wheelies with the John Deere. Another time, definitelyl

As to the lunch imitstion, Elizabeth, we all four say
dandye let me know what time you'd like us to show up,
and give us the directions, and we'll present owr swaet
selves.

Your deseription of the farm sounds ubtterly fecunde
We look forward to the tours

all best,



20 June '95

Dear Elizabeth and Henninge-

Summer is icumen in, so can the Doigs'! wobbly San Juan intentions
be far behind, Okay, here's what's been evolved or devolved or something:
friends who have been asking us to visit their San Juan place since about,
umm, the dawn of this century called and asked if we could coinecide with
them up there--i.e., Lopezl--on July 28«29, I squinted at that date and
at August, when I have to shape up the rest of the draft manuscript of
my book to get it to my editor by Labor Day; and said OK, July 28«29,

So. We're going to put up at these other good people's accommodations,
this time, but would there be a chance for us to come by on Saturday the
29th and say hi (we promise to ooh and ahh, too)? Tha@se friends we're
quite sure you would enjoy, both as fellow Lopezians and good bright folkse=
they're Mark amd Lou Damborg, he's an electrical engineering prof at the UW,
she's an exec with Junior Achievement; Iowa/Michigan farm/smalltowm folk--
Henning can show them his tractor and they'll know what it is}

Let us know whether this fits with your schedule any, and if it doesn't,
we'll simply keep aiming toward Chez Farmer Giles sometimm into the future.

As to us, Carol is two days into summer vacation and hasn't quite
touched the ground yet--looong teaching year, this one was, she sayse=-
and I keep banging out words. The book stays big and ambitious, while
I just want it to be done soel can just sit back and take out a comma,
and the next day put it back ine No big news here, that I can think of;
went to San Francisco for a fund-raiser for the Stegrer Envirommental Wing
of the new SF Public Library, and between myself and Bill Kittredge and
Gretel Ehrlich and Terry Tempest Williams and Barry Lopez we brought down
the (opera) housee We left town before the San Franciscans had a chance
to turn to each other and ask, "Who were those guys?"

Hope you're summering gloriously. Cood garden here, albeit sulking
in the cloudy weather,

best to you both,




April 7
Dear Ivan,

Your letter from Feb. 3 has been repeatedly buried under
piles of schoolwork, recommendations for ambitious seniors, and
tax stuff. My other excuse for delaying so long is that we’ve
been waiting to hear from members of the Annual German Exodus
about their arrival dates. Every year, half the population of
Germany empties itself into Lopez, sometimes unannounced. This
year, Henning’s eldest brother and his wife are arriving in May.
Used to be that his relatives would call and find out the date of
my last day of school, and arrive five minutes after I got home.
They have decided not to bother with that any more, and now
arrive whenever the weather looks good and the ferry lines aren’t
too leng.

Since my mother is also coming for a week in May before she
takes off for Wyoming, I think it would be best if you and Carol
could come in August. By that time, Henning will be back from
Norway, and I won’t be burdened with school. (Don’t let my anti-

guest vitriol put you off —-— Henning and I will be delighted to
have you; both of us feel it’s been way too long.)
I am on spring break right now -— in fact we did something

unprecedented and left the farm, including chickens, baby chicks,
horse, cat, calves and cows in the hands of a reliable high
school girl, packed up Ursa the Wonder Dog, and went to Califor-
nia to visit Henning’s brother and sister—-in-law, who live in the
hills outside Mariposa. It was a great trip, despite having to
drive for four days in order to spend three with them. Their
place is backed right up against Yosemite, and Hanne and I spent
a day happily hiking the meadows and trails around booming
waterfalls while the men went cross—-country skiing. The next day,
we all went on a wildflower hike. It was supposed to be for
senior citizens, but it was nine miles along a cliff at a forced-
march pace, with the leader shouting back along the column,
"Indian paint brush! Indian pinks! Fairy lanterns! Lupin!" There
was no test at the end, thank God, except the test of my endur-
ance. But the countryside, and the flowers, were beautiful, and
if I can do that again when I’m a senior citizen, 1’11 be proud.

We enjoyed our visit, but drove like mad people to get home
again to our own place. The tulips, hyacinths and Greek wood-
flowers are out, the animals thriving, and it’s good to be home.

Monday, back to school. I am enjouing teaching, and wish I
had time to do the preparations I want to do. But the student
population has doubled in the last five years, and so has the
committee work and all the other non—-teaching nonsense. I really
enjoy the kids, but it is becoming more and more difficult to do
the job I want to do.

Farmer Giles is flourishing. He sends his best.

I am enclosing my first bad review, which I shrugged off
without any difficulty. Please burn it after you’ve given it to
the alligators, unless you can get ahold of the reviewer, in
which case...

Best to Carol. Hope your spring, and your book, are both
going well.

y S0

/

Ttk




‘ Fab. '95 ;

Dear Elizabethe=

Just a quick note, to accompany the copy of my response to the
Us of ID Press marketeer. Which, as you see, isn't a hell of a lot"
of help this year... :

Carol and I are both wobbling out of winter okay, just now getting
over serial colds., I've sent a stack of manuscript to NY, probably
about 2/3 of the Fort Peck novel; my agent liked it ("very excited" is
the current agently buzzphraose) and now to see how my new editor responds,
Regardless of how she responds, I plunge back into the writing next week,
for as along as it takes to get a full draft of the book, after having
spent this week clearing off my desk(s). ‘

Congrats on the Idaho Y'days review, nifty indeed, Hey, better the
guy should like Earthlight than my every tic. . :

About owr coming to the farms what would you guys think of a Friday
overnicht, smonz such possibilities as May 5, 12 or 19? That'd put us
all ahead of the summer visitor season, I guess? I know you'll still be
In your teaching year, and maybe that squelches the notion, butmdkk
otherwise we're off into I don't know what, August or beyonds Talk it
over, let us know what you frankly think, Happy E1 Nino winter/spring
in the meantime,

all best,



January 2, 1995
Dear Ivan and Carol,

Happy New Year! Our Christmas and New Year' s celebrations
were guite divineg, but I am not going to miss baking or sweeping
up fir needles for a long time.

A couple of davs ago, [ received a letter from the new sales
arnd marketing manager of Idaho UP, and a copy of a nice little
review from daho Yesterdavs. I snclose copies of both, plus my
response to Ms., Harvey-Marose s letter. Hope its ok that I put
vou on the spobt about sending another copy of yvour reading
schedule. I+ it dsn’t, Just give me a call, and 1711 contact her.
Sending lists like that sats up a lot of time.

About the review —- T'm swrprised that Maguire missed Heapt
Earth, and a bit more than swprised that someons writing for a
Jouwrnal of history would find the "narrative asides' "egregious,”
and a "history classroom” "less enchanting” than a "fictional
spell.” (Well, I've managed to mangle his prose in the process,
but I think he's wrong.) Anyway, it's nice to know that somsone
is still paving attention to the book. Since it was my first,
last, and only literary child, and it is damned good, ['d hate to
Mave it Just disappear.

ALL continues to hum on the 5%% Homestead. Ouw tulips are
alraady shyly showing, and [ hope we're not hit with a freeze.
There is alwavys more to do than time to do it, and heaven only
Enows how T9m going to handle my part of the farm and housework
atter I go back to teaching on the 28th of this month. If Ed
MoMahon would just walk through that door...

I loved vouwr comments about bees. The Mewt Gingriches (he
seams Lo come in multiples these davs) snser at the "honsvbes
subsidy? as a sort of svymbol for all the waste perpetrated by the
down and dirty democrats. Ferhaps they don’t realize that B885% of
all the food we eat depends on pollinlization from those little
critters, and that hives of honey bees are schlepped all over
America to do the work that used to be done by native bumble beess
and various kinds of flies, which have, in most places, been
exterminated by spraving. Farms on Lope: Island, in fact, get
sub-contracts to raise sarly-blooming vegoies for the Bkagit
Valley, because we still have all our native bees.

As o vouw can probably tell from that last paragraph, honey
bees are one of ow next acguisitions,. along with sheep and pilgs,
possibly a second horse and definitely a mate for Ursa. Thirty
animals are Jjust not enough for Farmer Giles.

Do sit down with yvouwr calendar and figure out possible dates
to come and spend & day or ten on ow farm. I guarantes good food
and no work, whatever Hennming savs.

All the best,



December 1&, 1994
Dear Ivan and Carol,

How good to hear from you! Nice to know that Carol is still
insEpLring aspiring writers and scholars, and Ivan 1s insplring
the rest of us! While vou are teaching and ftyping, Henning and 1
are, indeesd, tootling around owr island paradise - ftraining the
dog, feeding horse and cat and cows and calves and chickens,
putting the gardens to bed for the winter.

I have been "not working® this semester (my colleague,
Corinne, teaches {from September to January, [ teach from January
to June), but I took on a couple of part-time jobs -— I taught
for Skagit Valley College this +all, and am still doing some ‘
administrative work for the local school district. The Skagit Job
was fun, alithough I found the salary insulting,. the commute (by
ferry) insupportable and interactive Video pedagogically revolit-
ing. But the students were great. The district hired me to do
some administrative chores because the hotshot principal from
Calitornia we hired resigned on the first day of school. The
Whniny Wife Syndrome, we suspect. We get & lot of that here. Sorry
for The sedism, bub 1t alwayvs does seem To be the wife: a man
(like our latest doctor? gets a dob on the island, and the wite
can’t handle being so far from her family. or Mordstrom’™s, or
whatever. Divorce looms, and the man takes off. Life in the
islands isn't for evervbody.

it does seem to be for us, though. Henning still has to
teach one class per week, bhut 1t's & twenty-+tour how turnaround
from here to Seattle and back. I think we are healthier and
fappisr than we've sver Desn. We have an abundance of animals to
care for: my own favorite is Ursa the Wonder Dog, a beaubtiful
long-naired German Shepherd who, atter a rather trying puppyhood,
is becoming a great stock dog. Last week, the bull led the cows
in a gensral breakout and rebellion, and Ursa, Just seven months
old, herded them away from owr house, Darn, and roses, back into
thelr pasture.

Loki, ow “found” kitten, 18 in charge of gensral sloth and
indigence. He caught and killed multiple shrews and mice and one
rabbit during his first weeks with us, and then, figuring that
he'd made his stripes, sank into larziness. Henning is dis—
appointed, but I love to cuddle him and Ursa loves to chase and
chew on him.

The chickens {(among the last in America to be real chickens,
good for meat, egos. and brooding thelr own young) are producing
enough egas that we are selling them now. Henning has gotten
involved with C8A (Community Supported Agricultuwrs) and it may be
that next vear we will be feeding more than ourselves. We 1l see.
Right now, Henning is completing a rail into owr barn cooler so
we can hang the beet we slaughter (that’ll teach those cows!)
and, as always, 1 am putting up all the vegestables, fruits,
berries and herbs we can’t sat immediatelv.

Ivan, your signing hand hasn®t besn busy enough. Barthliaht
earnsd exactliy % 00,00 this vear. Apparently, the reading public
would rather read vou than read about you. 1 was so0 swrprised at
no rovalties this yvear atter last yvear’s fine response that I
wrote to Pegogy Face. I was sent a print-out that indicated that a
tot of books had been marketed, but none purchased - at least
nat enough to warrent money for the author. Ah, well. I look at
our copy of that book and am still happy about it. [ loved
wiriting it. and appreciated vow collaboration more than 1 can




SAY. Fulure sconolars will still have to answer to me.
Iam very sager o see the new novel. Fast-paced? Give me a

break, Ivan. Thank God, not one of youw works, except The §

Runners, is fast-paced, and that one is deliberately so. May

Lingers with me still.

Carol, I hope vou are happy in vour teaching. The Republican
Fevolution and Bush Rimbaud (or whatever nis name is) phenomsnon
shouwld be keeping vowr blood pressure up -  but don’t let it get
o yvou., There 1s hope. S3an Juan Island County, which is conserva-
tive and rapidly becoming a Rich Man®s Preserve (fouwrth house for
many, farmlands destroved so some rich SO0B s can spend two weeks
of theilr summar in an ugly, ostentatious housed, still managed to
@lect a Dommissioner who is female, lesbian, intelligent,
creative, articulate.

Henning and I hope vouw 11l come up this summer and ses our
wonderful place. Let's make plans well ahead of time: his
relatives alwavs call in January to find out when [ get out of
school so that they can arrange to arrive five minutes after I'm
fome. But with notice, we'll plan walks on the beach. wonderful
tood, long conversations over wine, and we promise we won’t make
vou have anything to do with mending fences or tending cows!

Love,

'éu/(ﬂ,(ux’k o M

S D A e vy Cocche Ty ' Ty % a Crrts
-:FG/VHA, - a M‘/Q,MM;' 7LC{)( L “4 i
M.



3 Dec. "9l

Dear Elizabeth & Henninge-

Hmm., 'S seems to have gone somewhere while I wasn't noticinge You do
come to mind often, if for no other reason than the winsome bookbuyers who
thrust copies of Earthlight, Wordfire at me to be signed. If you notice a
few extra pennies in your royalties, “lizabeth, it is because of me and my
amenable little pene

How's life in Morth Eden? We thought last summer was pretty close to
blissful weather, so we hope you were absolutely gagsa, loping around your
acreage on your tractors and such, Here at Doig Urban Produce, we had lettuce
from, I think, April 28 until well past Labor Day, and we're still eating the
frozenrraspberries from a stunning berry crop. Sometime last spring a guy
was doing some yard work for us, and commented that my raspberry bushes looked
great but of course it'd all depend on the bees, That got me. to fretting, as
I thought I'd seen a dropoff in the bee population the previous summer (we keep
a patch of fireweed out back, a good site to do bee census). But came the
ultimate bee day, when I was sitting here in the house and could hear them
buzzing and bumbling over the raspberry blossoms; symphonic, by Gode ;

Other than growing stuff and, umm, eating, I've been hammering away at
the next novel and am finally beginning to Beel the end is in sight. (One
year and 28 days down the pike yet, maybe, but in sight.) What's the book
like, huh, Elizabeth, you're asking? Well, I'm trying like hell to keep it
fast-paced, scene-shift after scene-shift, but of course you know me, bif set
scenes make themselves known every so often; and while I say "fast-paced,"
it's probably going to be my longest book yet. As my Scottish Clydeside R.d
character in this one might say, I have to hope there's a "potentially usegil
parrradox herrre." ' Oh, speaking of books, Greg Matthews of U/Penn-Epie finally
got his book of interviews with western writers out. (Talking Up a Storm, U/
Nebraska Press) I remember talking to him for that in '89 or '90; you really
were a speed streak with Earthlicght, see? Carol and I on our travels this year
got over there to the mother ship, the U, of Idaho (I was hired to make a speech
in honor of their retiring provest; it was kind of sweet, how much everybody
seemed to like the guy) but I didn't run across anybody from the UL Press.

We're bopping of f to San Francisco and Monterey for 5 days just before
Christmas, but otherwise are going to peck away at life as usual., We both
hope that when '95 and this book of mine are both over, we'll manage to see
more of friendss »Jo keep in touch, let's see if we can have meal together
or something before another 365 days go by :

all best to you both,



Dear Ivan and Carol. Decambar 27

Hope vou had a wonderful Christmas, that California offered
sunshine and vouwr friends have provided much Good Cheer of the
liguid, solid, and conversational kinds. Mom was with us for a
T - she is, as I write this, on the ferry for Anacortes,
headed home. The china and silver are packed away, Henning came
out of the bedroom this morning chanting, "Vegetables' Coarse
Bread! Fotatoes!" in a celebration of simple foods. and I am
anticipating a long day of getting dog hair out of the furniture
and rugs, wrapping up the breads. pies and pastries for the
freszer, and gebtting life back to normal. We did have a nice
Christmas, and celebrated Mom®s birthday in Fine stvle, but I
have to say I'm glad to have all the fuss and bother at an end,
and look forward to hard work and simple foods again.

AL ds well on owr island paradise. The weather has been
cold and dry, fog in the mornings, but (thank God) no snow.
Henning is working in the new barn, finishing my summer kitchen.
We moved the old refrigerator out there and bought a smaller,
guiater one for the house. We moved both the chest and the
upright freerers out thers, and we'll see if we need a third one.
T odo seemn to keesp Ffinding new ways Lo preserve whalt we grow. The
Eitohen cabinets and a new stove are in place, and we nesd only
the final plumbing. wiring and window framing to make it work-
abile. Henning put an old table out there, painted the walls and
celling a soft, chesrful yvellow, installed lights. It is warm,
srug, and about twice the size of my kitchen in the house.

In fact, the whole barn is snug. It was a bit disconcerting
o go out there during one of owr nastier storms (when the powse
was off and the wind was blowing throwgh the house! and find that
the ohicken coop, mow, hayvioft and kBitchen were all warmer and
ouister than the houss. I gusss we know where we' 11 be spending
cold winter evenings from now on! By this ftime next vear, we' 1]
have sheaep, & pig, pouwlitery (chickens for surs, and mavbe docks,
geese, pheasant, and turkey - we’ll see), & bhig bounding dog,
and a cozy cat. Henning has his letter of resignation all written
(it's actually partial retiremsnt — he'd teach two ol asses per
ouarter for two guarters!) and is only waiting for me o sign a
contract with the Lopes: Schools before he submits it. I oam still,
officially, a substitube fteacher. The woman I'm replacing,
Corinne Thwing, asked for full vear's leave of absence this vear,
ard a half-vear contract afiter that. That means that she would
twach fall semester and § would teach soring semester -~ Dub "my?
gob o has to be advertized, and they have to consider and interview
all applicants. | can™t imagineg not being offered the Jjob, bub
I"m not counting my chickens. Corinne also tells me she doss not
want to coms back and bteach any more, which means | might be
offered a full vear contract, but I711 cross that bridge when [
come to it. It will be a choice between teaching from September
to June and making a fat salary but having very little farming/-
gardening time, and teaching only from January til June, making a
salary we can Just live on, but having lots of time to garden,
bake, preserve foods. Henning is torn. On one hand, he really
wants me home with him as much as possible. On the other hand, he
is trving to decide whether the next tractor (larger, newer, with
a front loadsr) should be a Ford or a John Desre. Last time 1
knew, they weren’t giving those things away, and a fat salary
would be nice. At this stage. however, my choices are a "mute"
point (one of my favorite Henningisms). It is very unnerving to
have sveryone [ know say to me, "I saw the English position being
advertized. What®s going on? Aren’t you going to be here?" Until




January 12, when applicants (including me) have been reviewed and
interviewsad, 711 continue to have nightmares about being
unemployved and Henning’s having to continue at the University.
I711 be glad when that’ s over.

In anticipation of our NEW LLIFE, we have started a new
garden next to the barn. The old one by the pond will be dedi-
cated to fruit and flowers —— we have added a peach tree, cherry
trees, and an apricot, as well as raspberries and black currants
to the apple, pear and plum trees, the gooseberries, blueberries
and red currants. We had a few strawberries and canteloup vines
last summer, and we’ll expand both considerably, and put in beds
for asparagus and artichoke. Near the barn, we’ll have ouwr
vegetables, herbs, a grape arbor, and kiwi -— we get lots e sun
there - and [711 plant peonies and a dogwood. Henning and I have
hecome Flowsr Fiends. Mom gave us some beautiful rose bushes a

couple of vears ago, and I started planting annuals amid the
vegetables. This fall I planted bulbs for spring flowers, and
some perennials by the house, and 1711 add annuals to them i the

summar. 1'm also preparing a bed for perennials by the outbuild-
ing. Flowers are a lot of work, but the colors and scents, as
well as the leap in bee, bird and butterfly populations, are so
wimclerful !

I was hugely pleased to hear that Earthlight is selling;
thank yvou for signing those thousands (you did say thousands,
didn®t vou?) of copies. 1 have loaned my copy of Heart Earth
several times, and hear deservedly lovely things about it. My
suparintendent in doing a side-by-side reading of Earihliaht and
This House of Sky, and now and then says somsthing perceptive
(meaning complimentary) about both. S0 glad the new book is
coming along: I can’t wait to read it. I won’t ask for finishing
dates at this point., bubt vou are obviously piling up words at a
terrific rate. Muast be nice to work on something massive again.

Henning and [ are doing splendidly. We are more than tired
of a commuter marriages, sager to get Johann graduated so that we
can leave Seattle behind except for Henning’s overnight there
when he teaches his classes nexdt yvear. BEver since we marvied in
1987, we have been in transition. one way or anobther. Ralsing the
kids, my having a conbract only from one vear or one semester to
the next, ow living in Norway and Germany, moving from one
apartment to another, never sebbtled, nothing permansnt. Now we
are on the tiptos edge of living here, forever and sver. | can’t
tell vou how much T love teaching and living and shopping and
attending church and having friends all within a close radius,
the mix of professional and personal lide that comes from living
in oa real community. BEvery day I oget to coms homne, instead of
Deing here only on oweskends and then having to go back to Seatitle
to o make a living. The butcher is on the school board. The woman
who serves at communion runs the bookstore. The girl who cubts and
rakes ouwr hay, and the bovs who buck it, are my students. The
guys who man the Ald