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			For my Boys – They love my Kitchen Table Rules;

			1.Don’t waste Food – you put it on your plate, you eat it.

			2.No Nipples at the Table – We all wear shirts, or no one does!

			3.Talk about real life – no fantasy, internet garbage or video game crap – tell me about your day!

			4.You can fart and burp – just Say Excuse me.

			5.Use your knife to cut food, don’t just stab a sausage in the middle and chew on it like a wolf! – I don’t know what rooms you will be eating in, or with whom in the future so be ready to eat with manners in case it’s a great big gala diner celebrating you. You don’t want to look like a goober!

			6.No Pj’s at the supper table, I made an effort to cook, you make an effort to show up dressed.

			7.Don’t snack before supper, come to the table hungry to feed your body nutritious food!

			8.No Singing, its bad luck, you’ll cry before bed if you sing at the supper table.
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			When it came to farming, I was naïve enough to believe I could accomplish anything. The unapologetic invincibility of youth. I had the “whatever it takes” attitude young people have plenty of in place of experience and wisdom. Exuberance!

			I did not grow up on a farm, and much of what I knew about farming had come from books, the internet or looking out the car window while driving around the countryside. None of that mattered to 2006 Cindy. I was determined to be a farmer, a first-generation farmer!

			I look back on that Cindy now and think about those dreams and I wonder why she felt she could do it. I could not be stopped; each challenge gave me fuel. I had to overcome it. Somehow, some way, I made those dreams real. I pulled them from the ether and lived my purpose as a farmer for eighteen years. In doing so, I inspired many others to do the same and changed the world just a little bit.

			A new beginning as an organic farmer was conjured out of loss, and—surprisingly—it defined the rest of my future. Grief often requires a change or brings about a turn of events that require us to build a new life. A fresh start to recover from the loss of the future we had planned, of the life we wanted. Becoming a farmer became my replacement future after infertility stole my dreams of becoming a mother.

			I found myself while becoming a First-Generation Farmer. I was not a farmer, wasn’t raised on a farm, had never been part of a farm business or experienced full-time farm life. In fact, I had little exposure to farming. A tiny bit more than some, maybe, but just enough to allow the delusion of giving farming a whirl. Knowing that motherhood was no longer an option, I ran headlong into country life.

			Many folks have changed direction in their life, dropped plan A to chase down a new dream. Faith Popcorn, the founder of Brain Reserve, described this as “cashing out” in her best-selling book about projected trends, The Popcorn Report, published in 1991. What graduate of Conestoga College’s business program did not read this book in the 90s? She foretold that many would leave the city to live in the country to seek a completely different lifestyle. I don’t recall her saying that the calling of taking care of cows of chickens would be the reason. But that was the reason for me. I wanted critters to raise because I couldn’t raise kids.

			I farmed with my heart and gained a deep connection to my livestock and the land. In doing so, I became strong, capable, and even more self-reliant and independent. I learned to stand within my power and use my unique feminine perspective to flourish in the farming industry. Every challenge I went through, while entertaining, held a lesson. My professors were manure, dirt, pain, hard work, humiliation, failure and experience.

			As an organic farmer in 2007, I built my own supply chain and distribution channels outside of the current industrialized farm system. It was unheard of at the time, but by using direct marketing tools such as the internet, online sales and monthly subscriptions, I was able to serve the entire Ontario market without ever selling at a farmer’s market.

			It wasn’t at all easy and the challenges were many, including divorcing my husband, selling our first farm, buying my own farm and continuing to farm and operate my business alone. I rebranded it to Farm Queen Foods and kept going, full steam ahead! The experiences and skills I gained changed me, helped me grow up plenty and enabled me to intertwine my life with nature, femineity and faith. Retirement from farming gave me the courage to speak up about industrialized farming and how disconnected farming has become from nature and its authentic purpose: to nourish humans.

			Humans used to spend a majority of our day growing, preserving, preparing or cooking food. Up until the 1940s, most people grew and preserved their own food. They would also buy, trade or forage enough food during the growing seasons to preserve and sustain their families, big families of eight or ten kids, for the entire year. In less than one hundred years, our food system has changed completely.

			Now, few people eat whole foods, most turning to whatever comes in a box and is cheap and easy to heat up. It’s depressing, often void of flavour, and full of cheap food additives. But the push for convenience and the promise to reduce our workload and give us more free time to doomscroll and play video games has altered North America’s idea of suppertime and cost us our quality of life. It’s changed what food looks and tastes like and how long it should take to cook. It’s disconnected from nature, and it has given us permission to be disconnected too.

			I was raised on great food grown in gardens by my mom; fruit, meat, eggs and dairy directly from the farmer. Mom often made homemade bread, and we drank fresh raw milk. Great cooking and great quality food was the common thread of happiness, celebration and contentment in my childhood in the 70s and 80s.

			I wanted to share that with the kids I was supposed to raise. I would not be happy with feeding my dream kids most foods available today. In my thirties, I was so detached from food production that I still held onto the romantic version of farming. In reality, I found it had evaporated, much like my ability to have children. I knew I needed to move on from the grief of being barren. I wanted a new beginning because the grief I carried was relentless, and I knew if I stayed in the city I would become someone I hated even more.

			In many ways, I got what I had dreamed of. I spent my days tossing chicken scratch on the ground, petting my cows and feeding them apples, cuddling baby pigs and enjoying afternoons in the garden watching blooms grow into peas and picking weeds taller than me. I fed friends and family from what I grew on my farm and preserved just about anything and everything. I enjoyed learning about maple syrup, beekeeping, soap and candle making, and self-sufficiency. I chose to direct market everything I could produce to a spectacular local customer base.

			I learned to have the conviction to “get r done” no matter what life threw at me. And farm life threw some pretty big things my way. Like green projectile cow shit, broken eggs in my barn-coat pocket, stuck calves, aggressive piggy mommas behaving like linebackers, and the Power Take Off (PTO) providing me with the possibility to be maimed or dismembered almost every day. Farming is one of the most dangerous jobs in the world.

			I don’t know why I ever thought I could become a farmer, but writing this book has helped me sort out the journey. I am at a place where I can share what is in my heart for your entertainment and inspiration. You will see my errors and inexperience on almost every page. Take heart, there are more to come.

			The lessons were many, some were big, and the very best ones are contained in this book. The journey I have taken has given me the understanding that I was placed on this Earth to not only be responsible for taking care of and growing myself and my soul into a decent human, but that I am also charged with making the world a better place.

			I firmly believe that if I am here, living on and from this earth, then I owe it to the Earth to repay her for what I have taken. The Earth has lovingly and unconditionally built and nourished me for over fifty years; what a gift. We have all received the same gift, and in many ways, we have pissed it away, if I may use a really good country saying. Nothing showcases this more than how we as a country farm and the food we feed ourselves.

			Why exist for just yourself when the entire world has come together to ensure you can breathe, eat, and shit without much effort or worry? The expectation I feel is too much for me to ignore, and I feel like I was given the purpose and passion to tackle farming, with no experience and no position and no leverage, because I could not agree with how the food I was eating was being grown. The experts say the best place to look for opportunity is with something you disagree with. Look for solutions and find a better way.

			So that is what I did. I became a farmer, a first-generation farmer. I hope this book leaves a lasting impression upon your heart. It contains a look into the life I lived, the many struggles and the lessons learned. It tells of the hopes I have for the future of farming and my wish for you to be fully and completely nourished!
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			Growing up in a small town watching rural and farm life gave me the motivation to move to the city as soon as I could! I left the village of five hundred people where I was born and raised right after high school. I was running away from the life I watched others live. In high school I felt like I had three choices. I could marry a town guy and hang out and drink with my pals every weekend. I could marry a dairy, beef or pig farmer, be a mom and bake cookies for the church bake sale. Or I could flee my small town for the wild and unknown and live life as it comes. I had big dreams.

			So off to the city I went. Back then, in the early 1990’s “Wild One” by Faith Hill was on the radio and I must have played that CD a thousand times my first year in the city. It was my anthem: “He said you can be anything you want to be, she’s a wild one, with an angles face.”

			I paid for college, my apartment and car myself with the savings I had from working as a kid and teenager. My first job was cutting lawns at nine for extra money, then I got a paper route, and began babysitting at the age of twelve. By thirteen, I had moved into the real part-time work as a dishwasher, waitress, convenience-store clerk, gas-station attendant, and cook. Often, I had two or three part-time jobs at a time. I was a worker! I worked nights after school to continue to pay for rent and food because being self-sufficient takes effort.

			College was fun, I did well, my grades were much better than high school. I played a great deal of euchre in the cafeteria and learned how to sell a pen (thanks Steve!). I learned about accounting, marketing, promotion and sales—the key skills and practices needed to run a business. I had to deliver in-depth presentations even if I was petrified! The program taught all the great skills of a business person. I specifically chose the business administration and marketing path so I could run my own business one day. I didn’t know what kind of business, but I knew I would figure it out.

			Our class in 1993 was one of the first to include a computer course instead of typing. On my way to the campus store to buy a floppy disk, I met a tall, skinny girl with long, beautiful, crazy curly black hair named Joanna, who also needed a floppy disk. We chatted non-stop on the way to and from the campus store. By the time we returned to computer class, we had become best friends, something just clicked. Curiously, it is a friendship that has lasted a lifetime. She holds my secrets and heart when life gets tough, and I hope I’m half as good to her as she is to me.

			I got my first email addresses in 1994 and learned how to set up a website. It was that time in the world: so full of change and expectation and new adventures with the internet. No one really knew what was going to happen. It reminds me of the expectations and excitement we have of AI now.

			I graduated with a diploma, and all I wanted was a job in my chosen career. No more waitressing, or cooking, or the night shift to pay the bills while I went to school during the day. I wanted a 9-to-5 office job! It was 1996, and the recession that started in '93 was still in full force. So I took on contract work, mostly maternity leave contracts which were only six months back then. I tried different roles in different industries to learn about business and people and myself. I wanted to have a variety of experience to help me in the future at my own business. I wanted to be self-employed; but at what, I didn’t know yet.

			I was killing it, living alone, working full-time in my career in various industries. I was a career lady with my own desk in my own office. I had little supervision, pretty good pay, and it was only forty hours a week. I was good at independence and self-reliance, and in many ways, I loved my city life. I was within walking distance to the farmer’s market and made it my weekend adventure to indulge two passions: to cook and eat. I had also discovered fake gel fingernails, tanning beds and blond highlights. Look at this small-town girl now! There was no turning back! I loved it!

			I was living in the city, in my own apartment, with my own car, smoking, drinking, and chasing boys on the weekends with my girlfriends at the local country music bar! Line dancing and two stepping until 2 a.m. I wasn’t living a life that would actually make me happy or make the world a better place, but one I thought I might enjoy. I needed to have some experiences and grow up after the shelter of my rural childhood in order to figure out what kind of life I wanted to live.

			After a few years of being the fun girl at the country bar, working a job and a half to pay back student loans, and living in a small, crappy apartment where my car was broken into so often, I stopped locking the doors, the shine of city life had worn off. I pulled myself together and decided to live my life. I was letting the tail wag the dog; life just happened to me. I figured out how to take responsibility for myself, and I made a lot of changes. I quit smoking, joined a gym, cleaned up my lifestyle, and chose how I wanted to live.

			This was a fantastic time in my single life, but I also nearly died twice. Once in a near stabbing (kick-boxing paid off!) and the second time when I had a small medical procedure. The first occurred while I was renting an apartment on Scott Street in downtown Kitchener. I learned after I moved in that this was not the best part of town. My apartment was the main floor of a big two-storey home converted into three apartments. The landlord was rather creative in dividing it up, and I had to walk through the shower to get to the toilet and sink; fine for one person, but curious.

			One late evening, it was too hot to sleep so I was on the enclosed front porch trying to get a breeze when a scantily clad lady bust through the screen door holding a long kitchen knife. Her arms were cut and she was bleeding a little. She didn’t speak much English. I asked her if she was OK, and she nodded, so I gently took the knife from her hand and set it on a little table beside the front door.

			“Do you need help?” I asked.

			“He coming…” she said, pointing to the door.

			At that moment, a man came running down the street yelling profanities and wielding his own knife. He climbed the steps to my covered porch, he quickly opened the screen door, and as he did I kicked him square in the chest (surprising myself at my fast-acting agility), and watched him fall backwards down the cement steps in silence. I locked the screen door, the big, wood inside door, and quickly shut all the windows. I took the injured and nearly naked girl to the kitchen to wrap her wounds with clean tea towels and call the police and paramedics. It was an interesting evening that was, thankfully, never repeated.

			This was 1998, a couple years after graduation. I had worked hard to lose a significate amount of weight. I followed the “fat makes you fat” rule and survived on egg whites, dark rye toast, and non-fat, high sugar cookies—boxes of them. No need to eat whole, nutritious foods, just don’t eat any fat! The outcome was needing my gallbladder removed, and that resulted in a misshapen bile duct. I needed to have that fixed, and they could do it with an endoscopic retrograde cholangiopancreatography (ERCP), which is like a colonoscopy but from the other end: down my throat. Just terrible! It came with a 1 per cent chance of complications, and that was my luck it seemed! On the way home in the car after the procedure, I started to vomit and nearly died from pancreatitis. I spent a few days unconscious in the hospital but bounced back to take charge of my life once again.

			Then I met Henry, my future husband, at The Stampede Corral, the best country music bar in three counties. From the second I saw his smile, I was smitten. It was shortly after 9-11, and we were all still traumatized by the news coverage of the falling towers; the tragedy changed us all. Up to this point, I had always been single and had never been in a serious relationship prior to meeting Henry. There was something about him that felt different. I knew that night that we would marry. He asked me to dance, and as soon as he held me close on the dance floor, the room spun and paused just long enough for the lights to get blurry and my breath to stop.

			My husband was a good fella on paper. He had all the things you look for in a stable life partner. He, like me, had a full-time career job, lived alone, and drove a nice car (he’s a car guy). But he already owned a house, was saving money for retirement, and had learned to take care of himself. His mom taught him how to make five meals and do his laundry, including washing his bed sheets every two weeks (she had marked it on the calendar for the whole year). She’d given him a binder with tips on how to live alone, and in it she wrote out his weekly cleaning schedule, what meals to cook on what days, and when to go grocery shopping, cut the grass and wash the curtains. Things so many people were never taught!

			He cooked the same five meals she taught him to make each week. On Monday, canned chili and toast; Tuesday was burgers on his George Foreman Grill; Wednesday was chicken breast (also on his George Foreman Grill), potatoes and frozen veg; Thursday, he made eggs and bacon, and on Friday, sausage, potatoes and frozen veg. He ate supper out with friends on Saturday nights and at her place on Sunday nights. He made his lunch for work each weekday, which was always a peanut butter sandwich, an apple, cheese, a granola bar, water and apple juice. Always!

			Predictable and comfortable in his life living alone. He was never really good with the ladies, he said, because he was shy and quiet. He was cute and funny, and he quickly became my best friend. I was anything but predictable, shy or quiet. I had no routine, and I never know what I want to eat until I’m too hungry to decide. Then it better be something hot and fast or Hangry Cindy arrives. Opposites attract—perfect!

			We quickly fell in love and were engaged after a little more than a year of dating. Henry’s dad had a few strokes, was living in a nursing home, and his days were numbered, so we decided on a short engagement. It was important to Henery to have his dad attend the wedding, so we made it happen. We planned the wedding in six months and were married by the time I was twenty-nine. The wedding day was not what I wanted, but did I really even know what I wanted? His dad always called me Wendy; I never asked why.

			I liked my husband and my life. I enjoyed driving to work each morning with him and would meet him for lunch once a week. I liked the house we lived in, the home Henery grew up in, so it had some ghosts for him, some memories that were good and bad, I am sure. I loved the renovations and the changes we made to make it ours. I enjoyed my friends and family, and I continued to work while we learned about being newlyweds and prayed for babies.

			But I hated myself to the very core. I hated how I looked and felt most of the time. Being overweight has been a constant struggle. I have lost 100 lb. twice, and it easily returns the moment I stop counting calories and purposefully moving. I often wonder if my lack of self-esteem is because I am chubby or if I am chubby because I lack self-esteem. Confidence in my appearance has never been my strength, although I was rather good a faking it. I still struggle with it most days.

			Henry’s father passed away four weeks after we returned from our honeymoon, and he struggled with the loss. By 2004, I had been married for a year and weighed the most I have ever weighed. And I was completely unhappy. We both really wanted kids and looked forward to having a family together. But after over a year of trying with no results, the doctor suggested we get some tests done to see if we could figure out the problem.

			When you meet someone and fall in love, you build a life together. Part of that includes planning the future you want to share together, something to work and grow towards. We both wanted kids, two or three or six of them, depending upon how it went. I was the youngest of four, Henry, the youngest of three. I was looking forward to being a soccer, hockey, dance, or baseball mom.

			Most of my friends and family were successfully reproducing while I was failing at it. Not all—a few friends were also struggling—and we talked often about what our doctors found and the reasons we were not able to conceive. We shared test results and kept each other updated as to the next step in our different infertility journeys. Some were able to conceive using in vitro fertilization (IVF).

			The test results ruled out the likelihood that I would have any success with it. It was me; I was the one who couldn’t conceive, and I had little chance of carrying a child to full term. The test results said nearly everything I had was made wrong, except the doctor told me I had great fallopian tubes. I felt broken and like I was a reject; a wrongly made human, a disappointment to Henry and my lineage. Like I shouldn’t have made it out of the womb. Why couldn’t I get pregnant? Was I even really a woman? I was pissed off, destroyed and heartbroken about not being able to be a mom. I blamed myself and took a deeper dive into self-sabotage, gaining even more weight.

			From the moment I found out we couldn’t have babies, I wanted something more. I didn’t know what the “more” was just yet, but I had come to some understanding about myself. I knew my life was up to me and that I was responsible for making the kind of life I wanted. Looking at the reality of my life, I knew it would not be easy or relaxed. I knew a girl like me would have to work for everything I wanted, I always had. No one hands the chubby charismatic girl a free drink or asks them out on a date. I had learned my “worth” to the world long ago and had already reconciled that I was not made to look at. Self-esteem and confidence are hard to muster when you look and feel fat and ugly.

			I’m not fine featured, nor the typical pretty girl. I have a big, strong body and big hands that are capable of hard work. I have stocky legs and broad feet that keep me rooted. At school, teachers would refer to me as “husky” and “big-boned.”

			As a young child and teen, I had to shop in the “Pretty Plus” section at K-Mart. Clothes shopping for school was a buffet of humiliation back then. Plus-size clothes were terrible, not fashionable, and there was no choice. I remember getting three pairs of rugby pants in different colours because they were the only pants that would fit me. In grade 8, I was 5'8" tall, wore a double-D bra and weighed over 200 lb. I dressed like a forty-year-old because that was the only plus-size fashion options I had. There were benefits, I could get into a bar and the LCBO (liquor stores in Ontario) at sixteen because everyone just assumed I was much older.

			Growing up in a small town in the 70s and 80s produced an army of hard workers who were fearless and challenged the status quo. No one had anything in the 80s and 90s; you had to work for it. I had worked for everything so far in life, so I had no illusions that my future would be any different. While learning I could not conceive, I had become interested in growing my own food, and I loved gardening in the little subdivision lot we had in Stanley Park in Kitchener. I put in many flower beds, and I started growing veggies and preserving. I also still cooked and baked from scratch. My desire to be healthy and eat really good food grew once I learned of all the health problems with infertility.

			My parents had sold their cottage and bought a farm to retire on in a few years, and in a way, Henry and I fell more and more in love when we would visit them at the farm on weekends and help them fix it up. It gave us a chance to get away from the city. I don’t think you can enjoy the smell of an old bank barn or sit quietly and watch the sunbeams stream in through the cracks in the barn boards without dreaming of how you would fill it. I began to dream of farming, growing food myself. I wasn’t familiar enough with the current farm systems to understand why it operated the way it did; I just knew I would farm differently. Why confine critters in barns, and why so many chemicals in our food? I thought farmers cared about nutrient density and good clean food, but I discovered that was not the main motivation. There were so many challenges of growing good clean food that were put upon them by industry “partners.”

			Back when the internet was good and no one was censoring it, I would google pasture-based farming, soil health, and grass-fed beef and learn all about sustainable, alternative organic farming. I read books and watched documentaries on how water is treated in towns and cities, and how food is produced. What and how genetically-modified organisms (GMOs) were made and grown, and livestock living conditions on commodity farms. How food is hauled all around the world every day and sold in the big, bright and shiny grocery stores. I talked to old people, mostly seventy-five-year-old men, who still farmed or were farmers their whole lives.

			I learned enough to stop me from drinking treated city water, change what I ate, and to begin to dream of a farm to grow my own food. I was disappointed with many of the farm practices that are present and still used today to grow produce, grain, and livestock for meat. I learned about commodities and was astonished that livestock was now referred to as “production units.” To me, they are living creatures.

			I learned about confinement barns and feed lots and the processes recommended to farmers to ensure animals grow bigger, better, and faster with practices I didn’t agree with. Medications, hormones, and high-protein or fat feed additives and supplements. And I learned about GMOs, pesticides, herbicides, topsoil loss, and how a tomato grown in 1970 was four times more nutrient dense than tomatoes grown now. I discovered farming has little to do with growing healthy, nutrient-dense foods. This research altered my life path; it was that astonishing.

			Where was the romance we were sold about farming? Living off the land, the humble family farmer making a living for his children’s legacy? Clearly, the way food was raised did not match the picture on the milk carton! Where was the farmer’s dream to plant a seed and watch it grow and provide wholesome food? There were some people still growing this way, but not the majority. The family farmer has been replaced with the industrial farmer, and food has been dehumanized, making me question everything about farming.

			I loved the idea of the small homestead farmers who were doing things differently. I was inspired and tickled by what was called “alternative farming” in the early 2000s. Alternative farmers were not industrial, they didn’t use chemicals and felt growing food naturally and for the health of humans was a good idea. They were on the fringe; not very big and not very popular.

			The idea of homesteading and growing my own fresh eggs, not washed and stored on the counter. (Eggs have a coating left on them from the chickens that keep them fresher longer if you don’t wash them, but you need to keep their coup really clean to enjoy unwashed eggs, for food safety reasons, so they must always be washed to be sold in Canada) Growing vegetables organically, and making pickles, and keeping bees, and making homemade soap, and raising pigs outside on pasture, and frolicking with calves in fresh straw.

			It was all delicious and dreamy. And maybe—just maybe—I could do it well enough to pay a mortgage. Damn internet! It was a dream I could not let go of. I was addicted to learning about pasture-based and organic farming, and all my free time was quickly spent learning and dreaming of being a farmer. It was all I talked about, and it consumed my waking hours.

			While it had become a passion and an obsession, it wasn’t a purpose yet. But it was getting there! By fall 2006, we had left the city to rent my parents farm and look for one of our own. Henry was an auto mechanic, and he quickly found work at a dealership in Owen Sound. It was not so surprising that by March 2007, I was waking up on our FARM! I was ready to work!

			We now owned seventy acres, a huge barn, a push lawn mower, a shovel, a rake, and a pair of rubber boots! And a ready-to-take-on-the world attitude. I have a little card that says: “Our attitude towards life determines life’s attitude towards us” Earl Nightengale said that. It’s been in my kitchen at eye level for over twenty years now, and my attitude was I absolutely can become a farmer!

			It occurred to me that the barn on our new farm was big enough to fit the life we just left in the city. If we placed the barn over our house in the city it would cover the house completely and overhang our lot by a foot in width and four feet in length. We left a little life and we were starting a great big new life that seemed overwhelming.

			Waking up that first morning on a farm that I had just bought with my relatively new husband was when I realized I did not have the slightest clue of what I was doing. I had no real plan, just a great big dream and an enormous amount of passion and ambition to become a farmer. Pure, unadulterated and unapologetic ignorance. It is a beautiful thing. It allows you to do the impossible because you don’t even know that it is impossible!

			I was about to become a first-generation farmer! Nothing handed down, nothing passed on, and nothing to start with. Just the desire to be a self-employed, successful organic, grass-fed and pasture-based farmer. However and whatever that looked like, I did not know!

			It occurred to me, Wow, seventy acres of land I get to do stuff with! I wanted cows and chickens, and a big garden, and to preserve food, and collect eggs, become a beekeeper, and eat the meat I raised outside on pasture. On and on the dreams went: maple syrup and homemade apple cider vinegar, homesteading and living off the land. The whole nine yards.

			It is not lost on me that farming allowed me to work through the grief of not being a mother, but when I started, I didn’t know that is what I needed. The pain and pleasure found in the struggle of a new life to replace the old life I didn’t get to live was the best gift I could give myself. The best things in life are a result of some struggle. As a self-taught, first-generation farm girl, the adventures were many.

			Welcome to Dragon Fly Garden Farm! It was the first farm we bought, fresh from the city, on seventy acres of pasture and hay lands in the heart of Grey County, Ontario, Canada. With some broken fences, fifteen acres of bush, maple trees for taping, and a well that was nearly dry.
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