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Praise for Many Hands Make a Farm


“Many Hands Make a Farm might be the most delightful book I’ve read in a long time.”

—JOEL SALATIN, cofounder, Polyface Farm; author of Everything I Want to Do Is Illegal

“In Many Hands Make a Farm, Jack and Julie masterfully weave together the threads of sustainable agriculture, the trials and triumphs of raising a family, the profound connections we build with loved ones, and the enduring strength of community bonds. Regeneration is fundamentally about regenerating relationships, at all levels. Jack and Julie give us a shining example of how to live regeneration.”

—JOHN KEMPF, founder, Advancing Eco Agriculture; author of Quality Agriculture

“In this uplifting memoir, Jack Kittredge and Julie Rawson describe how they carved out a life of their dreams solidly based on the clarity of their values. Their ability to incorporate new understandings, such as the importance of not tilling their soil, placed them at the cutting edge of innovation. They are visionary early leaders in the movement toward a more regenerative agriculture.”

—TIM LASALLE, cofounder, Center for Regenerative Agriculture and Resilient Systems

“Many Hands Make a Farm is an inspirational and engaging read by two of organic agriculture’s most respected leaders. Jack and Julie are steadfast champions of freedom and love. Their open-minded questioning has led them to a life full of nature’s insights, as well as the fortitude to say what needs to be said.”

—BRYAN O’HARA, author of No-Till Intensive Vegetable Culture

“Filled with practical advice, wise counsel, and entertaining stories, Many Hands Make a Farm is the story of love in action—love for the land, community, family, and each other. Jack and Julie’s inspiring story shows why Many Hands Organic Farm is representative of the best organic farms, anywhere.”

—MARK KASTEL, executive director, OrganicEye; cofounder, The Cornucopia Institute

“Hey, so you Gen Z folks wanna get back to the land? If you’re ready to work hard, find your own community, dance often, and pull rocks, then this book is for you. Julie and Jack have a remarkable story to tell. Read theirs and then go out and make one of your own!”

—BOB SCOWCROFT, cofounder, Organic Farming Research Foundation; board member, Nell Newman Foundation

“To read this book is to be touched by the beauty and wholeness of Many Hands Organic Farm. And so we are grateful to Jack and Julie for the way their lives—grounded in service, resilience, and reciprocity—have exemplified the inseparability of food, land, and community in creating a roadmap for those who have the courage to follow.”

—SAMUEL AND ELIZABETH SMITH, founders, Caretaker Farm

“Jack Kittredge and Julie Rawson are builders—they built an organic farm, an influential organization (the Northeast Organic Farming Association, NOFA), sheds and barns, and even their own house—while creating a vibrant community dedicated to nontoxic farming and lasting values. Many Hands Make a Farm tells their story with humor and grace. Read and enjoy!”

—SALLY FALLON MORELL, president, Weston A. Price Foundation

“Many Hands Make a Farm is a great read. Jack and Julie were committed to listening and to allowing others to speak and work out their truth for themselves, which could be uncomfortable for all concerned, but which bore fruit over time. They have lived what they taught, centered on their love of farming and the people who make it all possible.

—DON ELMER, former senior organizer, Center for Community Change

“Many Hands Make a Farm is a wonderfully honest and engaging book by two former community organizers who turned themselves into farmers—leaders in the organic farming movement—and also created a musically fulfilling family life.”

—JOAN GUSSOW, professor emerita of nutrition and education, Teachers College, Columbia University; author of This Organic Life





[image: Many Hands Make a Farm: 47 Years of Questioning Authority, Feeding a Community, and Building an Organic Movement by Jack Kittredge and Julie Rawson; Foreword by Leah Penniman; Chelsea Green Publishings, White River Junction, Vermont; London, UK]




Copyright © 2023 by Jack Kittredge and Julie Rawson.

Foreword copyright © 2023 by Leah Penniman.

All rights reserved.

Unless otherwise noted, all photographs copyright © 2023 by Jack Kittredge and Julie Rawson.

No part of this book may be transmitted or reproduced in any form by any means without permission in writing from the publisher.

Project Manager: Natalie Wallace

Editor: Fern Marshall Bradley

Copy Editor: Zelda Brooks

Proofreader: Nancy A. Crompton

Designer: Melissa Jacobson

Page Layout: Abrah Griggs

v1.202310

Library of Congress Cataloging-in-Publication Data

Names: Kittredge, Jack, author. | Rawson, Julie, author. | Penniman, Leah, author of foreword.

Title: Many hands make a farm : 47 years of questioning authority, feeding a community, and building an organic movement / Jack Kittredge and Julie Rawson ; foreword by Leah Penniman

Other titles: 47 years of questioning authority, feeding a community, and building an organic movement

Description: First edition | White River Junction, Vermont : Chelsea Green Publishing, [2023]

Identifiers: LCCN 2023032735 (print) | LCCN 2023032736 (ebook) | ISBN 9781645021971 (paperback) | ISBN 9781645021988 (ebook)

Subjects: LCSH: Organic farming. | Green movement. | Autobiographies.

Classification: LCC S605.5 .K57 2023 (print) | LCC S605.5 (ebook) | DDC 631.5/84—dc23/eng/20230824

LC record available at https://lccn.loc.gov/2023032735

LC ebook record available at https://lccn.loc.gov/2023032736

Chelsea Green Publishing

White River Junction, Vermont, USA

London, UK

www.chelseagreen.com


d_r0


To Peter and Impi Wartiainen, Frank and Beba Roberts, Peg and Burt Frost, Arthur Sheldon, Sandy Pickens, Doug Ingalls, and Don Boothman





Contents



	Foreword by Leah Penniman

	Introduction

	1:  Learning About the World

	2:  Moving to the Country

	3:  Designing and Building Our Home

	4:  Making a Living in the Country

	5:  Raising Children

	6:  Living Soil, Living Food

	7:  Working with People

	8:  Food Preservation as a Continual Practice

	9:  Farming the Dead Things

	10:  Embracing the Arts

	11:  Building NOFA and Organic Awareness

	12:  Staying Healthy and Productive

	Photographs







Foreword


In my late teens, with just two seasons of organic farming experience and a keen taste for more, I sidled over to Julie Rawson at a community picnic and shyly asked for a job. On my first day at Many Hands Organic Farm, I inadvertently pitched a flat of seedlings off the balcony rail and onto the lower roof below. Red-faced, I confessed to Julie, who dispassionately said, “Well, climb down and get them.” I had never experienced such direct communication or been immersed among such hardworking and skilled farmers. I spent the next four seasons dedicated to the farm.

Jack and Julie got me in shape as a farmer quickly, with fast-paced and joyful days of mulching, transplanting, hand weeding, harvesting, CSA packing, and more mulching. We were in the field each morning from seven a.m. until noon, sat down to a hearty fresh-harvested lunch, and then worked for NOFA (Northeast Organic Farming Association) in the afternoons. My desk work was usually to balance the checkbook, process mailings, or add information to the NOFA map of certified organic farms. Julie prided herself in guiding valedictorians like myself to apply our perfectionism to something useful, and within a season, according to my journal, she was praising me as “no question the best worker on the farm.” This motivated me to work even harder, and I aspired to skill-up in all aspects of the farm system, in hopes of one day becoming a farm proprietor myself.

My journal entry from May 26, 2000, reads, “It’s a cold, rainy morning, and my fingers are fat and numb, pressing clumsily into the hard-packed earth, fumbling to place delicate seedlings in their furrows . . . Julie makes hearty carob, oatmeal, raisin, and peanut cookies for break, which isn’t really a break, because we rake as we eat and the soil is chewed up along with the treat, crunch, crunch between our molars. We talk about our feelings, relationships, spirituality, and gripes while the tall, dewy grass licks and soaks up our pant legs . . . I love farming!”

Julie’s high standards and expectations of efficiency were relentless but not to the exclusion of fun and authentic care. She helped me find song, offering me voice lessons in exchange for yoga lessons, and recruiting me for her community choir, Circle of Song. When I was going through a tough breakup, she taught me to hurl rocks from the field into the forest while yelling epitaphs inappropriate for polite company. On birthdays, the whole Rawson-Kittredge family would sneak out of the field and up onto the roof to play “Happy Birthday” on their brass instruments, and there would be blueberry cheesecake at lunch and a handmade gift of knitted socks or a flannel shirt. I wore those socks and shirts until they fell to tatters.

Many Hands Organic Farm became an extension of home and family, and when the time arrived to start a family of my own, I wanted Julie to be part of it. She was in attendance at the homebirth of Jonah’s and my eldest, lovingly witnessing the first breath of Neshima, whose name means “breath.”

While no book can replace the lived experience of working alongside Jack and Julie, this practical memoir is a worthy stand-in. Within its pages, you will find out why mulching is a religion that MHOF has won many converts to, as well as tips for effective marriage and parenting, no-fuss recipes for food preservation, and strategies for making it all work while sticking to a budget. Beyond the practical how-to, this book offers a window into living a life of meaning, rooted in integrity, values, critical thinking, and persistent effort. There are many who aspire to live with and from the land, rooted in community, but few who make it work and stick with it for a lifetime. I believe Jack and Julie will be recorded in the annals of organic farming history, alongside Scott and Helen Nearing and Juanita and Wally Nelson. They taught me invaluable lessons about how to nurture a farm that have informed my work at Soul Fire Farm. They have also shown me and so many others how to love across difference, how to tell the truth, and what it is to live well.

LEAH PENNIMAN
cofounder, Soul Fire Farm and
author of Farming While Black and Black Earth Wisdom





Introduction


Life at Many Hands Organic Farm (MHOF) is not too different now from what it was forty years ago, although our children are grown and long gone, managing their own lives in various states of happiness and success. The farm is more fruitful every year but starting to test our bodies in ways we didn’t always anticipate back then.

Most of the important things have not changed that much. As we are writing this in late March 2023, the birds have come back to central Massachusetts and the sun feels hot on our faces, especially when reflecting off the receding snow. Chickens hurry up the walkway to the house once their door is open, eager to check with Julie about what food might be on offer. Skippy and Dingo, tails at full mast, race up and down hills full of life and the promise of spring. Eloise, our grande dame feline, alternates between nursing her five new kittens on the bedroom closet floor and sauntering grandly around the farm managing the rest of the cat family.

Lunch is over now, and most of the ten working shareholders and volunteers have departed. They arrived by seven a.m. for breakfast, labored for four hours, and polished off a homemade lunch of roast farm chicken, vegetables from the freezer and the root cellar, sauerkraut, salad, farm-made apple and pear sauce, and blueberry pie. Julie figures people who show up without a good breakfast will be useless by ten a.m. And ones who work hard till noon deserve a great meal together before going home, if only to entice them back next week.

Besides the meals, working shareholders receive a weekly share of organic produce from June through October in exchange for their four hours of labor. Offseason, the weekly compensation changes to a dozen fresh eggs. And the volunteers benefit from whatever motivated them to drive up to an hour each way to reach our farm, sometimes taking time off work to do so. Exercise? Learning a skill? Community? Friendship? All of the above are freely available at Many Hands.

During the afternoon, Julie will spend a few hours at her desk managing shareholder applications, paying bills, and answering email. Then it’s back to the kitchen to defrost meat, soak beans, and perhaps run out to the hoophouse to cut spinach or early lettuce for the next few meals.

Making supper is part of Jack’s daily routine. After supper today, we will rearrange our living room to accommodate the twelve singers of the Circle of Song coming for rehearsal. We’ve picked a program of beautiful, but difficult, show tunes and have less than two months until the concert in Barre Town Hall.

After the singing ends and our friends depart, it’s to bed. Maybe Jack will read a few pages aloud (Hiroshima is our current topic), but it doesn’t take many pages before Julie falls asleep. Jack, however, is now at his peak. A night person with no plans to get up with Julie at four a.m., he completed his outdoor tasks in the late morning and afternoon. But he works at his desk past midnight. This is a time without phone calls, visitors, or animal emergencies and is well suited to focus. In part, thesaurus handy, Jack uses these solitary hours to write. Occasionally he looks at budgets and finances. Sometimes he puzzles out difficulties with a farm or board game design problem, perhaps searching for a solution on the Internet. Often he ends up reading or reflecting on us and our times past.

Jack graduated from high school the year John Kennedy became president. Change was in the air. Racial integration of schools, birth control pills, the Peace Corps, long hair, the Beatles, nonviolence—they all seemed to offer young people new options that our parents had never experienced and could not teach us about. Clearly, our generation would have to find its own way, on new paths.

During college and his early working years thereafter, Jack avidly pursued these new choices, learning about the world and often fighting against the established, seemingly heartless, order. He helped tenants resist eviction in Chicago, built antiwar groups on college campuses, and took part in organizing efforts in Wisconsin, Washington, DC, and on Cape Cod.

To Julie’s dismay, she was still stuck in high school in 1968 when all the cool stuff was happening. She believed life was passing her by and yearned to be involved in change-making. After graduating from high school in 1971 and a short but intensive college experience, she found community organizing in Chicago in 1972 and slipped completely and comfortably into her niche.

We first met in 1976 in Boston. Jack was thirty-two, working for a Massachusetts nonprofit trying to reduce local energy demand, and Julie was twenty-three, organizing a community group in the city’s Dorchester neighborhood. Both the youngest children in our families, neither of us was much a respecter of convention. Julie swore a blue streak and wore Snoopy socks. Jack drove a dilapidated Land Cruiser and lost his job annually by offending some vested interest or other. We hit it off right away.

Given our ages, good health, and strong mutual attraction, it didn’t take us long to begin a family. And like many prospective parents, we set some very idealistic goals. We vowed to always provide our children with healthy food and clean drinking water. We planned to continue to make our livings doing work that served others, that we could be proud of. Finally, we wanted to be at home for our kids as they grew up, not away most of the day at some job.

These aspirations were no small order. Many people would consider themselves fortunate to be able to achieve just one of them in a lifetime, and here we were hoping to do all three. Talk about wanting to write our own ticket!

This book is our story of how we set out to create the life we envisioned. We tell our story jointly but separately, passing the narration back and forth from one to the other, as we might well do while reminiscing with a group of friends or answering questions from a new visitor to our farm. We start with our lives as young adults, before we first met, so that you can understand a little of our backgrounds and how we came to our unconventional and sometimes difficult decisions. We describe how we found land in rural Massachusetts, designed and built a low-fossil-fuel-using house, made a living through jobs we created and could do primarily from home, raised our children, created an organic farm, grew and preserved most of our food, and helped build a lively community around us.

Looking at the dreams of our youth, we see that we certainly have not accomplished them all. Most of the old problems that so upset us—wars of repression, domestic poverty, destruction of nature—still exist, and new ones have been added. We have made many mistakes. Yet we also have matured over those years, growing older and understanding more about the world and why it is the way it is. That has led us to write this book: We think that what we have to say can help those who are motivated the way we are, perhaps save them from some errors or at least from spinning their wheels. We have achieved much of what we set out to do and hope to continue to provide value to the world for as long as we are able.

If someone asked us to draw conclusions from our lives so far, among them might be:


	Trust in nature.

	Surround yourself with life.

	Use your talents.

	Respect the details.

	Stay skeptical but open.



Nature comes first for obvious reasons. It is the overwhelming force in the world, having created us and everything that surrounds us. Much has been written about whether nature is harsh and uncaring or beautiful and nurturing. For us, evidence abounds that it is both. When you respect its rules (by protecting soil, encouraging diversity, and recycling water, for example) you are rewarded with bountiful health and life. Should you try to take more than your share of this common blessing, however, or somehow “outsmart” nature, you inevitably disrupt the balance and reap a metaphorical whirlwind, a drought, or a flood.

Life is the Good News, so to speak, of the last few billion years on Earth. Somehow vast physical forces brought forth a process able to sustain, reproduce, and become conscious of itself. We all partake in this miracle (your father, at your conception, released over forty million potent cells that could have found your mother’s egg first and taken your place) and are deeply thankful for our chance to be alive. We want to protect and wisely use our time here with other miraculous creatures. It is only through our interaction with them that we learn who we really are and achieve what we are capable of.

Winning the lottery of existence does not entitle us to special favors—the distribution among us of talent, creativity, and thoughtfulness seems random. But unless we put our special abilities to good use, we are wasting the incredible chance life has offered us. As Shakespeare put it quite simply over four hundred years ago: “If our virtues did not go forth of us, it is all alike as if we had them not.”

Nature requires all beings to exert effort if wanting to survive, mature, and reproduce. The ways we can accomplish this are varied and allow us much latitude and creativity. But ultimately, there are some basic rules that can’t be ignored: Watch what you put in your mouth. Treat people with the respect you would like. Keep your promises. Do quality work. Revere something larger than yourself.

Nothing in human affairs is permanent except change. New science is discovered, established truths morph, heroes and villains sometimes flip places. The best repository for your faith is what you know through your own experience. Otherwise, question what you are told while being willing to learn and grow, to see things from new perspectives, and to keep some doors and windows open.

We hope you enjoy reading this book and learn something helpful to you.







— CHAPTER ONE —

Learning About the World




Before we were a couple, of course, we were not. Our childhoods, and then our fledgling years out in the world, were crucial influences on us both. In this chapter, we want to relate a little about our beginnings and how they shaped us. As the older of the two, Jack had more years alone and thus has more to relate in this chapter. Never fear, however. Julie will soon have plenty to say!


First Questions Arise

Born the last of four children into a middle-class, moderate Republican (think Eisenhower) family in a Baltimore suburb, my life was comfortable and upright. My father was an engineer who had worked on radar at Westinghouse to win the Good War; my mother had been a librarian and teacher but then stayed at home for us children. They were scout leaders, hosted a neighborhood bridge club, volunteered at church, tithed, and voted religiously. I unquestioningly had faith in the integrity of their world.

The first time I began to doubt that faith was during the winter of my senior year in high school. I was the president of a teenage study group at the Baltimore Unitarian Church, in charge of coming up with interesting programs. Looking for such a program, I read in the Baltimore Sun newspaper that a young man was distributing flyers on the Johns Hopkins University campus claiming that the United States was going to invade Cuba and put down the recent revolution there. The man had been injured by ice balls thrown by jeering students, and the police had been called.

I knew nothing about Cuba then but had the general impression that Fidel Castro was a young idealistic reformer who threw out an old corrupt dictator. Everyone I talked to, including my parents, thought the idea of an invasion was ridiculous. But I was hard up for a program, so I located and called the young man, inviting him to speak about his prediction to our church group at the next meeting. He was excited and grateful for the opportunity.

I must have informed some other members of the group about the invited speaker because a few days later I received a phone call from the minister, Waldemar W. Argow.

“Mr. Kittredge,” he said in a firm, most unpastoral voice, “I am told you are planning to have a speaker at the youth meeting next Sunday night.”

“Yes sir, Dr. Argow,” I stammered nervously. I had never spoken directly to him before. “It should be, ah, an interesting meeting. He’s going to talk about what he claims are US plans to invade Cuba. You know, he is the one who was hurt at Johns . . .”

“I know who he is,” interrupted Dr. Argow. “Under no circumstances are you to have him appear or speak. Is that clear? I’m sure you can find another interesting program.” And he hung up.

I was nonplussed. The minister himself regularly invited noted guest speakers to talk about thoughtful topics. Two years earlier, he brought in Aldous Huxley to celebrate the centennial of Darwin’s Origins of the Species. Why could I not do the same?

I had not had the presence of mind to argue with him, but I knew something was wrong. The big guns had been brought out to shoot down a relative flea. If a Cuban invasion was preposterous, why was even discussing the possibility such a big threat?

I had never had much reason to question the authority of the adults around me, but this incident made me curious. I kept my antennae out and, sure enough, just a few weeks later, on April 17, 1961, the US government sponsored an invasion of Cuba at the Bay of Pigs.

This experience left a big impression on me. A lone individual, without place or position, apparently knew more about what the United States government was planning than the respected leaders of my community did. And for his troubles to alert us, he was attacked and silenced.

This is a pattern I have witnessed many times since my teen years. An individual or small group sees a troubling problem coming and urges others to action. But even if their belief is well-founded, they are drowned out by a chorus of authoritative voices reassuring everyone that the problem does not exist or that experts are taking care of it. It is the essence of the children’s tale “The Emperor’s New Clothes.”



Using What You Are Given

I grew up a farm girl, fifth of five children, in the town of Milledgeville in northwestern Illinois. My family attended the Methodist Church, which emphasizes the social gospel. There is no guarantee of entrance to heaven just because we believe in Jesus Christ as our savior. We have to work our way in! For me, the takeaway was that I was responsible to use my God-given talents to help make the world a better place.

From the earliest age, I struggled with the fact that I was “bossy.” That was not a good thing, but dammit, I knew what was best for others, so why not just tell them what to do to improve their situation?

My mother helped me by counseling me to see each person as a unique individual with singular talents that were waiting to blossom under the right circumstances. She was a born organizer herself. In the early 1960s, she succeeded in getting people in our church to study things like sexual development in teens, and to set up sister-church relationships between our very white, very Waspish church and some all-Black churches in Chicago.

Besides being a farmer, Dad was a large-animal veterinarian who knew almost everyone in town and on all the farms. He drove fast and joyously from one farm to the next and shared jokes with each client along the way. From him I was blessed with that same joie de vivre, often accompanied by laughter, singing, jocularity, and a priority on fun-making.

I have spent my life figuring out how to best utilize this mix of traits to be an effective human being. And, of course, it is a work in progress.



Jack Goes to College

Troubled by my newfound skepticism about the wisdom of authority figures, I went off to Carleton College—a small liberal arts school in Minnesota. I chose Carleton in part because it was far from my Maryland home. I wanted to stretch my wings and test getting along on my own.

During my freshman year it became clear to me that my real interest was learning about history. I was especially fascinated by examples of established wisdom being overturned by new thought—such as Darwin in biology, Newton and Einstein in physics, and the revolution in 1789 Paris.

Matriculating at a school far from home also gave me an unexpected early opportunity outside academics to learn more about people and how they work. As a freshman I faced the problem of how to get back home at Christmas break without further burdening my parents. After talking to other students who had tried it, I decided to travel economically by hitchhiking. So I packed a suitcase, lettered a sign saying “Home for Christmas,” and put out my thumb along Minnesota’s Route 19.

Hitchhiking was a fascinating experience. I got rides quickly, learned about the areas I was traveling through, and made it home in excellent time. I felt liberated—even powerful—knowing that I could go anywhere I wanted at no cost and enjoy interesting conversations with the drivers along the way.

I think all those conversations also helped me learn to listen attentively to people—a skill that has proved valuable in many settings, from working as an organizer to interviewing carpenters and growers to learn how to build and farm.

In my sophomore year I was studying labor history and read about a coal miners’ strike making news in Hazard, Kentucky. I thought it would be fascinating to see a strike firsthand. A friend of mine had talked me into hitchhiking with him to Florida for the spring break parties. We made it to Fort Lauderdale, but without a car or money we didn’t have much luck with our real goal—to pick up girls. So I decided to make some positive use of the trip by stopping in Hazard on the way back to Carleton.

Once there I found my way to the union hall, introduced myself, and said I had read about the strike and wanted to support it. The striking miners didn’t know quite what to do with a teenaged college kid, but one of the leaders asked me if I wanted to come along on a “roving picket” in the morning. Overjoyed, I quickly agreed.

That night, I slept in the union hall. The miners were worried someone might vandalize the building in the dark and asked me if I had ever handled a gun. Although I had never fired a gun, I had once picked up my dad’s boyhood hunting gun, so I answered “yes.” They left me with a shotgun to scare off potential intruders. Fortunately, none came. I don’t know what I would have done!

The next morning, early, a car full of miners came by and picked me up. We joined other loaded cars on a road heading out of Hazard. No one had picket signs, but I nervously noticed that a number of the men were armed with pistols. After a while, we pulled over and parked. A few minutes later, a lone car appeared on the road behind us. A couple of cars from our caravan pulled out ahead of it. Other cars pulled out behind it.

Our cars slowed to a stop and the miners got out, surrounding the trapped car.

“Heading to work, Charlie?” one of the miners asked, peering into the car.

“Yeah, the kids are hungry. I need a paycheck,” Charlie grumbled nervously.

“We all do,” our man answered. “But we gotta stick together and win a contract first. That ain’t gonna happen if you’re at work today. How ’bout goin’ fishing instead?”

Charlie was silent, looking out at all of us and the guns. Then he shook his head disgustedly and started backing up. Our cars behind him moved aside, and Charlie headed home.

On the way back to Hazard the miners explained that Charlie operated the tipple—the device that transferred coal coming out of the mine into the railroad cars that would transport it to buyers. “Persuading” the tipple operator was the key to shutting down a mine. Without him, no coal would move that day.

Back at Carleton, I was tremendously excited about my short participation in the class struggle. I wrote articles about my trip and the issues behind the strike for the student newspaper. I even tried, unsuccessfully, to raise money for the union. I suppose I romanticized the whole thing. It never occurred to me that mining and burning coal were environmental and health hazards. I would learn all that later.



First Tastes of Activism

After Kentucky, I got involved in supporting other causes—civil rights, ending nuclear testing, opposition to the growing war in Vietnam. It wasn’t easy as college students, but we found small ways to have an effect. The college, for instance, cooperated with the student government in helping raise money for causes. We called it “sacrifice meals.” We would recruit students willing to skip a supper in the dining hall for a particular cause. If we signed up enough students, the dining service would donate a set amount per sacrificed student meal to us for that cause. With those funds, we hired buses to demonstrations or sent delegations to events and otherwise tried to have an impact.

I particularly enjoyed hearing from speakers who were involved in controversy. The student government brought in civil rights activists, socialists, pacifists, and journalists. We heard from people like Bayard Rustin, labor activist and an organizer of the Freedom Rides; David McReynolds, longtime activist with the War Resisters League; and Paul Goodman, poet and author of Growing Up Absurd. It seemed to me that there was no better solution to ignorance than listening to and asking questions of people who had experienced conflict and held contentious views. I became a champion of free speech.

As graduation approached, I realized how much my world had changed. Young people looked different (long hair, afros, and beards were becoming common), acted different (old rules concerning sexual activity, proper speech, and dress had loosened), and believed different (concern about the civil rights struggle, the war in Vietnam, and community organizing blossomed).

My own interest in politics and economics had matured. Exposure to a liberal arts environment had worked. I felt like an “educated” person, grounded in science, literature, the arts, history, and current affairs. I saw the world through the lens of a conflict between the older, whiter, more prosperous, and conservative establishment and an informal coalition of younger, poorer, more diverse people who wanted change. Despite my background, I felt part of the latter group.



Working in the World

On leaving college I had a degree in history and the promise of a job in Chicago, working out of the national office of the Students for a Democratic Society (SDS). SDS was the preeminent student-age group opposing the United States military buildup in Vietnam, as well as running community organizing projects in several industrial American cities.

I lived in an apartment that summer at their organizing project JOIN (Jobs or Income Now; headed up by Rennie Davis, later to be one of the famous “Chicago Seven”) in Uptown, Chicago, learning community organizing firsthand. I found it to be mostly knocking on people’s doors, talking with them about the neighborhood and its problems, listening for common threads, and trying to come up with creative ideas for meetings and actions. I also remember often dressing up to go to court with tenants fighting eviction.

That summer, I was jailed for the first time in my life. I arrived home at the staff apartment moments before the police busted in and arrested us all. The charge, we found out later, was possession of drugs. Apparently, JOIN had offended Mayor Daley somehow, and police raids were a common harassment tactic. We got to ride in a paddy wagon, though! After being fingerprinted and photographed we started singing freedom songs. That infuriated the cops, and they charged us with disorderly conduct as well. They kept us in a cell overnight, but JOIN’s lawyer arranged our release the next day, and the charges eventually disappeared.

In the fall I went to the SDS national office on Chicago’s South Side to organize campus chapters. As the SDS Midwestern campus traveler, I visited colleges in over fifteen states, usually invited by a student. I gave talks to groups interested in forming an SDS chapter and afterward normally ended up sleeping on a dorm room floor before heading off to the next campus.

Organizing students to join SDS was easy, like persuading toddlers to follow a parade! The escalating war in Vietnam was the primary motivator, but there were also local issues, such as the school’s treatment of its own outspoken antiwar professors.

The same phenomenon that I had encountered at Johns Hopkins was repeating itself, this time all over the country. America had picked the wrong side in Vietnam—choosing to back a series of corrupt dictators—and repeatedly doubled down on that decision. With the exception of a small number of thoughtful individuals who risked censure by challenging the growing war, the US establishment—press, intellectuals, teachers, politicians, even unions—had fallen into line, regurgitating the ridiculous domino theory about communist global advancement. As if countries were blocks of wood without history, culture, or peoples with inherent desires, such as freedom and self-government.

I enjoyed traveling to new places, speaking to (mostly) attentive crowds, and occasionally debating prowar professors. But life as a campus organizer was lonely, repeatedly moving on to the next school before I had a chance to make new friends. Only a year after graduating, I had traveled thousands of miles around the Midwest and wanted to settle down in one place. So I raised a little money from contacts I had made among campus ministers during my travels; rented a storefront on the working-class east side of Madison, Wisconsin; hired a friend to help me; and started a community organizing project.

The Near East Madison Co-op began with a door-knocking blitz to meet people and learn about local issues. Eventually, we organized a campaign for neighborhood tot lots and garbage cleanup, set up a clothing exchange at our storefront, organized a welfare rights chapter, and printed a neighborhood newspaper. We even backed a protest candidate for mayor. I formed friendships with many local community leaders and felt I was having an impact. And it was fun!

Two years into my work in Madison, in the spring of 1968 after Martin Luther King was assassinated, the co-op sent busloads of people to join the thousands building Resurrection City on the Washington, DC, mall. Originally King’s idea, the “city” was a shanty town of plywood tents where folks planned to pressure the government by taking up residence until a national program for jobs, housing, and guaranteed income for the poor was enacted. It was a major national action in which civil rights groups invested a lot of effort, but after many days of dispiriting rain—and without a new charismatic figure emerging to take King’s place as leader—the sponsoring groups fell to fighting among themselves. After our permit expired the Washington police expelled us. Our contingent returned to Madison somewhat subdued. For me, it was an important lesson about the need for clear leadership and a concrete plan when putting together a protest.

Later that year, the Wisconsin legislature decided to impose welfare cuts on families throughout the state. Our group hosted Father James Groppi’s Milwaukee mothers’ group in holding protest rallies, marching on the governor’s house, and taking over the state assembly chamber in the Capitol building.

I had my first experiences with undercover police methods during this protest. I was leading a contingent on the march, and we were trying to keep our route secret so we could get to our destination before the cops did. A young Black man wearing a big Afro called out to me, “Hey, man. What’s with marching around town? Let’s go where we can make a difference.”

After a few increasingly sharp and loud challenges, I took him aside and stupidly told him: “Hey, cool it. Don’t worry. We’re going to the governor’s mansion. But it’s a secret.”

The man dropped back into the crowd. About two minutes later, I saw him dart to a phone booth and make a call. Sure enough, the police were there when we got to the governor’s house. We did succeed in taking over the assembly chamber for several hours, but the police eventually drove us out of the Capitol building with tear gas, batons, and shields.

The other experience was a little more alarming and could have been fatal. I was talking with a group just outside the door of a church where we were meeting and noticed what appeared to be a metal pen on the sidewalk. Casually picking it up I noticed it was heavy for a pen. When I absently pressed the clip, however, there was a loud “bang” and the pen recoiled. We heard a window shatter across the street. I have since learned that such weapons are used in self-defense when an undercover agent is outed. How it got dropped there I have no idea.

These experiences and others over the years have taught me that social action can be a serious struggle. Cops, weapons, and undercover agents are all involved, and no one is playing games. The changes you want threaten somebody, somewhere. If you want to pressure someone to do something, you need to make meeting your needs their path of least resistance. Our demands in DC and Madison were too much for the government in both cases, and it was easier to use cops to drive us away than agree to them. I tried, a couple of years later, to do a better job of shaping workable outcomes while working with Cape Cod tenants when we seized the Hyannis Armory.

A year or so after the Wisconsin Capitol protests, I was asked by a Carleton friend, who was on the board of the New Mobilization antiwar coalition, to come to Washington, DC. They wanted to organize four demonstrations around the country on April 15, 1970, to focus on the economic costs of the war. They were asking me to head it up!

Excited at the chance to try something national like this I said yes, turned the Madison project over to others for what I thought would be a few months, and arrived in Washington, DC, in January.

The next three months were frenetic. I hired staff, collected lists of antiwar groups, made hundreds of phone calls, met with our coalition board, wrote articles and sent them to our member groups, talked to the national press, and met with local groups to finalize locations, agendas, speaker lists, and post-event activities. On April 15th our demonstrations proceeded well, bringing out thousands of protesters in each city. As that New Mobe campaign wrapped up, however, President Nixon announced that American troops would expand the war into Cambodia, attacking North Vietnamese troops there on trails leading south.

The reaction to this escalation could not have been more intense. Over two hundred colleges closed their doors in response to protests; student strikes occurred at almost four hundred more. Troops called out to control campus demonstrations killed four protesting students at Kent State University in Ohio and two at Jackson State in Mississippi. We at New Mobe immediately called for a massive demonstration in Washington, DC, on May 9, which I stayed on to help organize. More than a hundred thousand people showed up to protest the escalation.

During those intense months in Washington the work was exhilarating, but there was no time for any kind of personal life. Although I had been a little bored with Madison and wanted a new challenge, now I missed living at a normal pace. I visited several areas to scout out opportunities for organizing, including a trip to Cape Cod in Massachusetts to see friends.

It was now January of 1971, and I heard that the local community action organization for the Cape and Islands was hiring an organizer. More and more tourists were flooding onto the Cape every summer and a system of seasonal leases had developed. A local family would rent a place for the offseason but then have to move out because vacationers were willing to pay many times more for the same unit during the summer. The vacated family would move in with friends or relatives, live in their car, camp out, or even leave the Cape until the fall.

The community action committee wanted to end this disruptive system of winter rentals. They decided to pressure town housing authorities to provide more low-cost units. They would do this by encouraging tenants to refuse eviction and stay in their rentals over the coming summer, forcing their landlords to press for affordable housing. I believed this campaign could be won, and I wanted to be a part of it.

Talking with the community action committee impressed me a lot. Community action programs were part of the War on Poverty, set up by local officials using federal money. Such programs were supposed to help the poor, yes, but at the expense of landlords? That didn’t seem like it would be too popular with the local elite—who were mostly property owners. I admired the guts of this action group for taking this on. But I also worried a little, based on my previous organizing experience, about whether we would be shut down before the job was done.

I was hired for the organizer job. We created a Tenants’ Council for families who had seasonal leases, trained them in resisting eviction (with help from the local legal services agency), and identified their natural leaders. When ready we announced a Memorial Day protest march across the Sagamore Bridge, the main bridge leading onto the Cape (Cape Cod is separated from the mainland by a canal that is crossed by only two bridges). Memorial Day is the traditional opening of the summer season on Cape Cod, and there is always a huge traffic backup at the bridge. We figured we’d make it a bigger backup!

News of the planned march and rally spread throughout New England and into New York City papers. Whenever the tenants told their story, the response was sympathetic. Come the day of the event, several hundred Cape Codders marched behind a huge American flag across the bridge to the mainland rally site while a long line of hot, upset vacationers sat bumper-to-bumper, waiting to cross onto the Cape.

We got more headlines, summer progressed, and the eviction resistance was working, with most families getting a court delay of their eviction for a month or longer. The Cape establishment, however, began taking us seriously, and the landlords mobilized their lawyers. Eventually, some tenant families were evicted. They came to us for help, and we realized we had to escalate the
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		In December, the winter sun above Boston is low in the sky, its rays striking the city much less directly than when it is high in the sky in June.



		When the sun is high in the sky, its direct rays are concentrated and provide more heat to the area they strike than when it is low in the sky and the rays are more spread out.



		The low winter sun’s rays can penetrate deeply into a house to warm it, whereas the high summer sun’s rays can easily be blocked by structural overhangs.



		Root cellars need ventilation by fresh air. Air should enter circulation at a low spot on one wall and slowly gather heat and ripening gases from the vegetables as it rises to an exit location high on the opposite wall. We accomplish this by bringing in cold air high on an outside wall and piping it to a location where it is released low on an inside wall.



		These old newsletters date from the first year of house building and from eleven years later, when a CBS crew came to the farm for a brief newsmagazine-style TV spot. Notice the technical improvements we brought to this product over those years, such as typefaces (typewritten with hand-lettered headlines versus laser printed with scanned graphics).



		Julie Rawson and Jack Kittredge in their apple orchard.



		Farm staff, volunteers, and working shareholders take a moment to pose.



		Clockwise, from top left: Julie mailing Jack’s games in Dorchester kitchen; Jack (lower right corner) at a hearing on electric rates; Paul and Dan ready to search for land; Julie in the garden (rabbit hutch in rear); Jack with kids in the back porch hammock.



		Clockwise, from top left: Julie shingles steep southern house roof; four (of six final) bents hold barn in place over walk-in cooler; southeastern view of house in January shows earth berm and penetration of low winter sunlight through windows; south view in June shows balconies and roof overhang shading summer sun from windows.



		Clockwise, from top left: Paul, Chuk, and Ellen in “Guys and Dolls”; Julie plays horn in orchestra pit while music-directing; the six of us prepare to sing at Paul’s wedding; Jack and our granddaughter Anya in “Fiddler on the Roof”; all four kids in “A Christmas Carol”; short-lived family band at church performance.



		Clockwise, from top left: Dan makes hay; Paul chops down pine tree with ax; Ellen tends tomato plants; all four kids at pig feeder; Julie cooks supper on camping trip; kids in pajamas show off before bed in unfinished house.



		Clockwise, from top left: Julie and Peter Wartiainen (in red hat) at Barre farmers market; Julie poses with her rototiller (before her conversion to no-till); Clare Caldwell drives tractor past sheds; Julie teaches farm workshop on dressing a chicken; Jack and Julie confer as he roofs another shed.



		Clockwise, from top left: Dan, Shawnee, and Kathy process vegetables; Jason Cucchiara and our grandson Doodle make sauerkraut; farm potluck lunch is traditional after a farm workshop; Mallika, Ellen, Naima, Abby, and Leah (farm crew in 2000) dress up.



		Clockwise, from top left: Julie coordinates bulk ordering and delivery of farm supplies for NOFA; Ray Archuleta of National Resources Conservation Service presents a soil workshop at the farm; silage tarps replace tillage for weed control; two MHOF fields after a thunderstorm; Jack speaks at Boston State House rally for labeling GMOs.
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