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THE SUMMER OF '39
A THEME BY BROMFIELD
October 21. 199 1

John A. MacLeod

The dimens ions and characteristics of a "war
story" seem exceeding y fle xible by Literary Club
standards and this
per may or may not conform. We'll
have to see.
In an event, the story begins b e fore the
war - the big o ne - during the summer of 1939 when I
turned 14 year s 0 d. Churchill's Gathering storm was
indeed gatheri ng and the world held its breath as one
crisis follow ed ano er and the sense of inevitable
outbreak of hosti ities grew. My own experience was
insulated from the daily news that summer as I was at a
camp, with my o lder brother and two especially good
friends, near Cape Cod . After several eventfu l and
most enjoyabl e eeks we returned near the end of August
to settle in and prepare for the beginning of school,
in our quiet suburban community of Longmeadow. But as
the world wa s abo t to have its ways of living
dramatically changed so were my family and I.
On the afternoon or evening of our return from
camp my parents suggested that we all go for a ride as
they had something to show us, my brother and me.
So
we took a pleasant 25 miles journey to south Amherst
and drove past a lovely common, past a white community
church and into the c urving driveway of the old wh i te
clapboard fa rmhouse n ext to the church. "How does it
look to you?" asked my parents. -- Why would they ask
the question? The r e had been other country rides and
casual conversati on about a move to a less suburban
community but n oth ing that had carried the quality o f
an impending dec i sion. So when we learned that the
family had just purchased this house, an adjacent barn
and almost six ty acre s o f fa r m and woodland, and that
we would be moving to our new home in something like
three weeks, we were bewildered and almost speechless.
But not immobilized. What I remember is that it seemed
necessary to explore the property immediately and we
ran across the fields, down a hill we would come to
know well, then through some flat land bounded by a
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barbwire fence, which we vaulted somewhat breathlessly
and faced off with some grazing cattle. The
spaciousness and the beauty of the countryside seemed
promising indeed but a nick in my leg from the barbwire
as I climbed back over the fence signalled that the
days ahead might hold some surprises meriting my full
attention.
Why Bromfield? You'll understand the reasons more
as the story unfolds but as a start we can pick up with
Louis Bromfield as he worried about his family and his
future early in 1939 while the war clouds gathered over
the home he had created during the thirteen years he
had been living in France.
Not all of you will remember him or recognize his
name. He was a well known writer in the 20's and 30's,
publishing some two dozen books up to the time he came
out with Ma1ibar Farm in 1946. His interest in farms
and agriculture was lifelong, though his novels did not
necessarily focus on that, but he did write one book,
The Farm, in the 30's, about his family's experience
accompanying his father in trying to salvage a worn out
farm in northern ohio, an experience motivating him to
briefly attend the agriculture college at Cornell,
though he quickly switched to the school of journalism
of Columbia. But the dirt never really got out from
under his nails, despite being immersed in the drama
circles of New York City, the film industry in
Hollywood, and worldwide travels reflected in his
writing - for example, his novel Night in Bombay.
Though Louis Bromfield was a Pulitzer Prize
winn~ng novelist,he was not always held in high regard
~y hlS fel~ow wrlters and literary critics. I use him
ln developlng this paper because of an article I
recalled r~ading in the Readers Digest in 1943 "Rebi~th
of an ~er~can Farm" by Bromfield, while still
undergOIng my emergence as a farm lad. In the article
he explored growing one's own food cherishing rather
tJ:;an "m~ning" the land of its rich~s, stocking the farm
w~th,c~~ckens and other livestock to renew the
fe~tl~lty of the worn out fields - remodeling the
~ulldlngs, the Whole bit. As Bromfield put it
Everywhere on the farm there are children helping with
hay making and filling the silos, fishing and swimming
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in the ponds, learning t o kno and respect the farm
animals is part of God's scheme of things, discovering
the satisfaction of honest ork . " I recognize these
observations as high ly r o
t i ciz ed but somehow they
did stay with me.
Bromfield's book
the River, published in
1941, was reviewed by
e s in the Saturday Review
with some enthusiasm. S e sai d, "Unlike many writers
of fiction, who treat char cter and plot as if they
were small annuities that
d to be spread out over a
long and steadily t h '
i t erary life, Mr. Bromfield
spends his copious ta l en
i th the lavishness of one
who never needs to s a v e for a rainy day. His output in
the last decade and a
, a v eraging almost a book a
year, shows amply that
en the rains come for him they
are the kinds that
e abundant the crop.
Nor does
his most recent work re eal the slightest di~inution in
his brilliant sk il l f ~ setting, swift action, or
romantic, even g l
, characterization."
And in 19 43 ,
in the Saturday Review, Howard
Mumford Jones in re '
. g Bromfield's Mrs. Parkington
commented, "The story
y b e on the thin plane of
event, as in the
stery tale; or it may rise to threedimensional richness
en character is set in motion.
If one keeps this s '
e truth in mind, one readily
sees that not a ll ov e lis t s are good story-tellers and
not all story-te l l ers are good novelists. Mr.
Bromfield is a nove list and story-teller on the second
of my two planes. His
s . Parkington is in the old
and rich traditi on o f
ackery and Trollope, Howells
and Mrs. Thornton . "
But the redoubtabl e Edmund wilson had another
point of view wh i c h h e put forward in a long review ~f
Bromfield's nove l What Became of Anna Bolton published in the Ne w York er in April 1944. Says
Wilson, "By the t ime he brought out Twenty-four Hours,
(another novel) i t was more or less generally said of
him that he was definitely second rate.
Since then, by
unremitting industry and a k i nd of stubborn integrity
that seems to make it impossib l e for him to tUrn out
his tripe without thoroughly believing in it, he has
gradually made his way into the fourth rank where his
place is now secure."
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I was not drawn to Bromfield as a novelist but his
ideas about renewing the family farm did have a
pioneering quality at the time, though they were very
much a part of a larger movement toward improved farm
management and soil conservation. The concept of
enriching the land, rather than mining it and leaving
it barren, was pursued by him with characteristic
energy and verve, especially here in Ohio where he
developed Malibar Farm in the neighborhood of
Mansfield.

When he realized in 1939 that he considered the
war as inevitable - and none too soon - he made a
painful decision to leave the beautiful home he and his
family had created in France, and a country he loved
deeply, to return to his native ground. What he did
then was to seize the opportunity to give his old dream
of being a modern farmer another chance, and perhaps
also to fulfill the dream his father had never quite
accomplished.
So in that summer, he assembled several
adjacent old farms just south of Mansfield and set to
work.
The story of this creation is set forth, among
other places but in its most organized form, in his
book Pleasant Valley, published by Harper and Brothers
in 1943. Here he tells of his finding the valley he
dreamed of, the design and construction of his family
home, the grand plan for developing a farm based on
contour plowing and well designed drainage, composting
and natural manure, careful rotation of the crops - all
founded on a philosophy of building up the richness of
the soil. Bromfield wrote passionately of his beliefs
and vision as he also toiled endlessly on the farms to
bring his dreams to fulfillment.
The Depression, the
wide-spread recognition of the i ncreasingly severe
damage of soil erosion, the Dust Bowl, and then the approach of World War II had created high general
interest in agriculture, scient i fic farming and many
writers were becoming published and popular in this
field in the late 30'S and early 40's.
As I delved into my memory and bookshelves while
plotting this paper I was intrigued to find that many
of the books on soil and farming came from my wife
Bobby's family, including a well read copy of Malibar
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Farm. I had some alertness to some parallel tracks in
Bobby's background and mine but the preciseness of some
of this had eluded me. Her family lived in Hartford
and in 1939, together with
'0 other families, bought a
farm about an hour's car r i de into the country as a
weekend place for her f
.
, primarily for gardening.
The gardening activ i t y very pro p tly became a very
sizeable victory Garden. ~ appears that our families
were very early movers '
e "back to the land"
movement that began to
o~entum in the 30's and
then increased as t he
began and extended, and which
Bromfield and Malibar
exempl ified so dramatically.
So how does a ci
get metamorphosed into a
country fellow - l et's
e it one step at a time. As
the news continued to
in that first evening, that
we would shortly b e
to a new home, we explored
more carefully the s
t battered old house in which
we would be living.
ield writes with great
f ee l ing and color abo
0
h e created the main house
at Malibar Farm over
iod of many months, using an
army of craftsmen
ar ently expending unlimited
funds.
I did not
ch about creating houses in
1939 but I do remeober ondering how it would all come
out - and when - as
dered through halls where
stairways were be ing ~ever sed, walls torn down or
moved, new plumb ing r ghed in and a whole new kitchen
created, while we were e l eaving what I had always
thought of as a "just right home" for a house in such
shambles.
The house was d abl e, it was built in 1806,
around a huge centra l chimney serving five fireplaces.
The outside wa s beginning to look liveable but the
inside clear ly showed the wear and tear of hard and
casual use, most recently as a two-family dwelling,
divided into a first fl oor and second floor apartment.
And the five fireplace s were explained by the house
having gained the reputati on for being impossible to
heat in the cold New England winters.
Well, through my fath er's p l anning and sustained
efforts, and h i s b e ing in a c o n struction-related
business,
we did mov e in Septe mber with new bathrooms '
.
new kltchen,
new sta i r wa y s, a n ew central hot air
heating system and t h e h ou se was transformed though the
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,
years - much of it
renovating work contlnued for many
" h ' g the wide
,
t 1 t - sanding and reflnls ln
e
with In-hous
,
a en ater roofing the basement,
pine board floors, ,w
~
'n fixtures, etc. - untll
installing approprlate i19ht~ ~omfortable home. But
it became indeed a lo~e Ytana farm not just a new
remember, we were movln g t ,o to being farmers was more
home, and the transfo~ma ~~~ possiblY never really
complicated, prolonge - a
completed.
The Cow
'ttle delay
I did know a cow
It began with very l~ S h tly after I was launched
when I saw one and one day d horme to find a cow in one
,
chool I returne
0
f
~n my new s
,
' , the barn
Several years 0
of the stanchlo~S ln
not fuil y clarified the
personal ana~ysls have th t led to that appearance. I
decision-maklng ~roc7ss't : we wanted all the fresh
think I had a vo~ce ~n ~
milk, cream and butter that we could use~ the war w~s
hing the steady experience of belng responslble
~~~r~~~mals'would be growth promoting, the co~ could
eat the hay we would be harvesting from the f~elds, the
manure would help the hay grow, etc. All very
Bromfield-like. But he never said anything about who
would do the milking.
That question was answered when a new schoolmate,
who lived a couple of farms down the road, turned up to
instruct my brother and me in the fine points of cowcare and milking. We proved to be reasonably apt
pupils and thus began an arrangement of alternating
days of early rising for the morning chores, and then
once more in the evening, producing around twelve
quarts of high fat milk a day. The interesting thing
to me as I look back on these experiences is that I
didn't feel burdened and I took to the new life with
considerable enthusiasm. The pattern of rising with
the sun, or earlier, cleaning and feeding the cow, then
doing the milking, straining the milk and then putting
it in the cooler had considerable satisfaction
associated with it. The motivations or roots of that
satisfaction are not entirely clear to me, they may
include the development of competence, the enjoyment of
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some solitude while doing the chores and the pleasure
in understanding an imals. And of course we did have
the benefit of consuming all t h e dairy products.
You
may note that as we were using raw milk, that is
unpasteurized milk , we had a v ery personal stake in
being sure that t he whole job was done right.
Not that I wa s co pletely alone with the animals
in the barn. As we acquired a cow or cows, more about
that in a moment - so e acqui red a horse for riding or horses. And my sister's growth promoting experience
was the major share of the care of the horse side of
things. Maybe even ore notable, she fed the chickens
- yes, very litt le as l eft out of this rapidly
evolving farming activity . Bromfield never talks about
many varmints in his farm wr iting, especially not about
rats, but they a re a presence that has to be constantly
battled and in many ways. The reason I mention rats at
this point is t hat y sister 's presence in the farm
activities was loudly announced morning and evening by
loud bangs and shouts, as she approached the chicken
coup to ensure that any stray rat would have ample
opportunity to dep oy before my sister entered the
area.
So we a ll got the hang of most things and
developed our personal approaches rather quickly but
some areas proved mor e challenging than others. One
area for me wa s how to tell when a cow needed to be
serviced. That is an animal husbandry euphemism for
the cow being r eady for the bull. When we suspected
readiness, an event that needs to take place around
every year or more i n order to freshen the cow's supply
of milk with the birth of a new calf, we led our cow
down the road to a neighbor's bull, who put on to my
young eye what seemed a remarkable performance. But
sometimes there was uncertainty about whether the
bull's service had "taken" - our way of estimating
whether the cow was pregnant or not was let's say
impressionistic - was she getting bigger? - not really
scientific. And there were occasions when we made
another trip down to the bull. On one such occasion
the bull displayed no interest whatsoever and we
returned somewhat disconsolate, pondering the bovine
attractiveness of our friend the cow. But a week or
ten days later when we came into the barn she was
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somewhat worn
the obviously
embarrassment
chalked up to
Literary Club

out and in need of prettying up but also
pleased mother of a young calf. My
at not getting the whole business right I
having gained material for a later
paper.

other facts of life, there seemed many that were
learned on the farm and quickly, were that the bull
calves were quickly sent off and we kept the heifers,
one of them becoming a second producer in our dairy
enterprise.
Bromfield talks about his experience of
having a hundred milking cows but he left a few things
out - I could write a book.
One thing he didn't leave out is manure, the man
loved manure, I don't think he ever got enough of it.
I have been doing some thinking about that, he was
already an interesting character for me.
When we had our farm in Indiana in later years, we
sometimes visited with the farmer and his family, the
farmer who worked our land with us. And on occasion we
would go through their barn to see their cattle or some
new feature of their milking operation. Always as we
walked through the barn his children would be saying,
"Watch out for the shit! - Watch out for the shit!", a
good maxim.
But also, on a farm - and hopefully in
life - you need to get used to handling it.
What really is learned on a farm is the usefulness
of manure - maybe we're in the middle of a parallel
kind of realization with all of the new developments in
waste management and recycling. Our waste management
on the farm involved putting the soiled bedding and
manure in a wheelbarrow and then dumping the manure on
a pile, behind the barn, a pile that grew to impressive
proportions as the year went on.
When I first started riding the school bus the
three miles to the town high school I'd been put off by
let's say "the barn smell" that was often part of the
bus ambience.
But I appreciated the issues more as I
gradually learned to watch out for the shit, keep farm
clothes and other clothes really separate and became
more comfortable about the environment of a farm.
I
never came to sing praises of manure, one of my
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earliest and strong est i pres s i ons of Bromfield's
Malibar Farm ethic.
e

actor

Those of you who share y i nterest and pleasure in
the smithsonian magaz · e i ll r ecall an article in the
August issue this year ,
ork or Play, a Tractor's
Life is One Big Drag.- ~ e author, Carl Hoffman, gives
an account of the hi
of t ractors, well illustrated
as usual, and makes
e
int of the very rapid
development of t ractors ' the 1930's, air and water
filled rubber tir es ,
ee s de signed for row
cultivation, power
e-offs and three point hitches,
etc. Louis Bromfiel
. icates mixed feelings about
tractors as they pro De the use of poor farming land remember the 30' s was
e era of Plowman's Folly
(Edward Faulkner ,
. ersity of Oklahoma press, 1943)
and they don't pr
ce anure - a big point in any
Bromfield asses s en of quality. He preferred horses.
I vote for tra ctors. Let me tell you about it.
One afternoo shortly after moving to the farm,
not the same afternoon the cow appeared, I returned
from school to find a new tractor, and accoutrements,
in the barnyard. I was enthralled.
It was the same
1939 Ford-Ferguson tractor, full of new virtues,
pictures in the Smithsonian article.
I was new to
engines and machinery , but I learned quickly, with the
help of a rather good instruction manual. Naturally I
had been eager t o drive a car for years, sixteen was
the legal age fo r driving a car in Massachusetts, but
now I had my mach i ne, as they say in Cincinnati.
An early experience with the tractor was setting
it up for the power takeoff to run a circular saw. The
farm had bee n quite badly h i t by the 1938 hurricane
that tore through the Connecticut River Valley and
quite a few downed trees remained to be cleared. And
remember, we had those f i ve fireplaces to be supplied
with wood. We attacked the trees with cross cut saws
and axes but the power saw was impressive in adding to
our productivity. You can see that this Ford-Ferguson
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idea was turning out to be a good bit of fun.
wood were stacked.

Cords of

Not all of the tractor experiences were easy.
For
example, I regard myself as an expert in extracting
vehicles from being stuck in the mUd. A hard won
expertise. the details of this specialized area of
life are almost worth another paper - Swamps I Have
Known, Spinning Wheels Gather No Moss - you can imagine
the possibilities. And there were lessons in how much
you can do by yourself and when it is necessary to
recognize the need to call for help. On one occasion I
did manage to dig the tractor about three feet into the
ground and the neighbor's caterpillar tractor came over
and did the kind deed.
The most challenging use of the tractor, though,
was in mowing hay. Getting the mower onto the tractor,
involving both the power takeoff to move the cutter bar
and the three point hydraulic lift to control the
position of the equipment, taught me new territory of
sequencing assembly work and how to manage close
tolerances.
I think I had some worries, understandably
so, about how powerful and dangerous the equipment was,
worries that added some strain and hesitation as I
gradually sorted through the problem. Finally the
mower was put together and off I went to the waving
field of hay.
Farm equipment is impressive in its workings. The
power to do the work is always balanced with the power
to injure and the requirement that there be unfailing
attention is quickly learned or one should stay out of
the fields.
The whole business of putting up hay is
certainly an instance. I had some acquaintance with a
sickle and scythe and had watched a horse-drawn mower.
The tractor-power mower, moved more responsively, bue
also, hopefully with good judgment, significantly
faster. A need to look for rocks, unexpected holes,
mostly woodchuck holes, or unevenness of ground, kept
me on the edge of the tractor seat. Happily there were
no untoward events save one, which demonstrates what
I've just been describing, but left no injury to me or
the equipment.
I was tooling along on the hillside on a beautiful
day for haying - that means there had been no immediate
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rain, the dew was off the ground and there was no
forecast of immediate rain - and suddenly I flushed a
meadowlark. However, there was no time to react before
the cutter bar on the mower had destroyed the nest of
five or six new larks as yet too young to fly.
I was
devastated.
I loved the meadowlarks, flying and
swooping so beautifully and colorfully over the fields
- and their characteristic song enlivened the hillside.
I stopped the tractor to see if there was anything to
do. There was not and therefore I went back to the
mowing wondering if a man with a scythe would have had
this same experience, somehow I doubted it.
Despite this troubling event the overall
experience of haying was very satisfying. This was
before some of the labor saving equipment was in wide
spread use, helping to turn the hay, winnow it and bale
it. So a good bit of hand work went into the whole
activity until we were ready to fork the piles of hay
onto the flatbed of our old truck. There is some art
in fitting a load of hay so that it doesn't end up
irresistibly sliding off the bed of the carrier.
That's one experience we avoided and we regularly ended
up with sufficiently full mows of hay to get us through
the year.
The County Agent
I could tell a few more tractor stories but I want
to stay close to my theme of Bromfield, Malibar Farm
and our experiences with modern farming.
Bromfield
gives proper credit to the Oepartment of Agriculture's
County Agent program. When we moved to our farm we
quite promptly got in touch with our local agent, wh~se
name I would like to recall but am unable to, who
turned out to be a pleasant , forty-ish, well prepared
man - just what the doctor ordered. And, after walking
over the farm and testing the soil, he had several
suggestions to make.
The first of these I found remarkable indeed. We
had springs at the bottom of our hill that fed the
development of some beds of wonderful watercress. But
then this stream of water became very meandering and
diffused, resulting in a poorly drained flat area of
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land of considerable acreage. The agent proposed to
make a new, deeper and straighter c~annel for the flow
of water which eventually wound up 1n a pond on the
neighboring farm.
So he proceeded and his method was novel to me and
gripping of my attention. Dynamite was to be the
means. The agent plotted the line of th7 pr~posed
.
stream bed, we implanted sticks of dynam1te 1n the s011
along that line of several hundred feet, and attached
the firing mechanism by wire to a plu~ger type
detonator which we walked to a safe d1stance.
I was
given the honors of plunging the detonator, with
absolutely spectacular results. A c~rtain of ~oil and
rocks rose in the air, along the des1gned stra1ght
line. A channel some six feet wide and two to three
feet deep appeared and the stream flowed smoothly down
its new bed.
A whole new vista of career opportunities opened
before my eyes. HAVE DYNAMITE - WILL TRAVEL. I looked
to my friend the agent, and raised my eyebrows,
pointing to the detonator and asked, "Where can I get
one of these?" He smiled and shook his head slowly.
The dreams of youth.
In that same area of our farm the agent pointed
out to me a bittern's nest with a young nestling
bittern. His noticing the nest impressed me as the
nest was essentially imperceptible to me.
I was
learning about the value of the trained observer. More
than that, he cautioned me about getting too close to
the young bittern explaining that the bittern was born
with the behavioral pattern of pecking at approaching
eyes with its sharp, already long, bill. That piece of
biology stayed with me.
I walked through the fields more observantly after
that but never saw another bittern. What did excite me
were the occasions of flushing pheasants. The sudden
beat of the wings and the angled low flight of the
beautiful birds is breath taking.
I've tried to be a
bird hunter but its clear its not in me to bring down
the game.
I do all right with clay pigeons.
Another aspect of our agent's recommendations had
to do with liming and fertilizing the land we were
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using fo r h ay ma king o r cul t i vation. The less romantic
quality of this part of soil management was driven home
to me one d a y by another experience of "I came home
from schoo l" and there was s omething to see. Tons of
hundred pound bags of lime and f ertilizer.
I must say
my principal t hought was whether I was ready to wrestle
the hundred pound bags so that I could empty them into
the spreader t hat also was conveniently on hand.
Somehow I took t he task as a challenge to my developing
strength, as d id my brothers, and the job was
completed. Not uneventfully y ou may be sure but I'll
spare you the dusty details.
All of this is called " dressing the land", a
phrase that has alway s bemused me. The final dressing
our land rece i v ed was of course the annual spreading of
manure, a rite c lose to Bromfield's hearth.
Fortunately the spread ing o f our impressive collections
was contracted out , an arr a n gement that injured our
adolescent pride not at all .
The last reco endat ion of our agent was that we
contour plow our hill side, the main area for our
farming activ ities , cover ing close to twenty acres,
falling close to one hundred feet over the slope. He
staked out the contours a nd I followed with the plow so
that the furro ws held t o a constant elevation.
contouring ord inarily me ans that you cultivate in
strips of varying width, maybe one hundred feet in
width varying in width with the pitch of the slope in
order to add t o the control of erosion. Fortunately
the land, wh ile not t o p quality for cultivation, was
not badly eroded.
I thou ght the contour plowing made a
very handsome picture.
Did al l thi s act i vity reap benefits? I believe
so. The land did improve in condition as did our
yields. Dh yes, t h e watercress, of course it was
spared and the p r oductivity of the bed increased so
that we gathered enough fresh bunches to take to the
local market and do a l i ttle business.
As I reflect on that summer of '39, and the
following few years - I left the farm as I began
college three and a half years after the big move - I
have little difficulty in understanding Bromfield's
interest in returning the land of his origins. And I
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judge the move to have been successful and fulfilling
to his family and to himself.
France was no longer a
safe home for his family.
Central Ohio was. And
America needed all the productivity, in all areas, that
could be marshalled as the war approached. Probably
more profound that these considerations was Bromfield's
sensing an opportunity to meet his father's dreams of
restoring worn out farms, and Bromfield's own dream as
well, at least until he connected with his talent and
interest in writing and then his farm activities were
interrupted.
And you have heard that I do feel the summer of
'39 and the big move worked out well for our family and
for me.
In sorting out why that was so - a sorting out
that is a clear reason behind my writing this paper - I
am left with conclusive feelings. Perhaps most
important, the move provided me with "Fields of
Dreams," a core requirement, in my mind, if a young
person is to have a chance to sense and develop his
range of interests and talents and you have surely
noticed that my parents encouraged dreams.
Naturally each family's history and background do
play a central role in how things unfold for growing
children and for each family all together.
In that
regard a story of my two grandmothers is most relevant.
Both my mother's mother and my father's enjoyed
visiting the farm, though not as a rule at the same
time. The ladies were on in years but vigorous of mind
and when occasion offered expended themselves on
establishing ascendancy of family and at some length.
One summer afternoon they were both staying at our home
and taking advantage of a sunny day to sit together on
the stone terrace, engaging in their usual repartee.
Their exchanges were interrupted when they both noticed
a snake curled on the terrace near them, a snake they
immediately recognized as a rattlesnake. What to do?
In a seizure of collaboration they quickly armed
themselves with pieces of firewood and launched a
lethal attack on the snake.
Blood will tell! with genes like that there could
never be a doubt that we would be ready for the rural
life!
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Epilogue
So - how about 50 years later. Many of you likely
know about Malibar F
and its activities today.
Bromfield left the f
to conservation groups and then
the State of Oh io. S ' ce 1976 it has been Malibar
state Park, up in Rich1
County. As a park Malibar
Farm is dedicated to perpetuating Bromfield's farming
philosophies and provi ~ 9 a place where visitors can
explore life on the f
Regarding y f
Y and the farm - my older
brother had less L' _ _~s ' on in the farm experience than
the others in the f
. y and went on to become a lawyer
with no furthe r pI
dirt activity. My sister
maintained more co ~ interests and now owns and
lives on the old
farm , a significant portion of
it now in conservancy arrangements. My younger
brother, the most ·
enced, went on to earn a Ph.D.
in Agronomy and has
de hi s career in that field
with a focus of
. 9 the ravages of mankind on our
planet.
As you know , I have dal lied with dirt - its
permanent party with e. Just this summer as I was
ruminating over these ideas it came to me that I was
deeply dissatis fied with the way our roses were doing these days they call it failure to thrive. What
followed was a late life conversion to a more organic
gardening approach. I can't imagine why it didn't come
to me before - composted cow manure has brightened the
garden remarkably, and the bags only weigh forty
pounds!

