
My first day of work was probably about twelve years ago, maybe more. I can imagine 

what it was like—little me on the family farm, loping along the rows of potatoes, bending over to 

pick up a few and placing them in a bucket. I probably liked the dirt but hated the dust, and I 

doubt I stayed out there for very long. As the years went by, I got progressively better at picking 

up potatoes. By the time I was about ten I would pick them up with such speed and vigor that I 

was nicknamed “The Beast” by the older workers, a name that I wore proudly.  

I continued to work on the farm throughout my childhood and teen years, and as my 

experience grew, the farm shrank. After the death of my great-grandma, the land was sold to a 

housing development company. No progress was made for years, due to the poor housing market 

during the Recession. The houses didn’t come in until the summer I was 17, one year after my 

grandpa died. With the farmer gone, it was up to my cousin and I to keep everything running on 

the few acres we had left. Every morning, we would grab our hoes and head to the pumpkin or 

potato or corn fields to weed for a few hours, all with houses being built not 200 yards away.  

Now, our farm wasn’t in rural Kansas, it was in West Layton with a Walmart just five 

minutes away, but I did feel a little bit like a city-slicker. My cousin, who was two years younger 

than me, lived two houses down from my grandma and had been driving trucks since he could 

talk. I, on the other hand, could hardly park my minivan straight. Needless to say, I was out of 

my element. 

My first day that summer, we were given the task to dispose of an old tarp in the 

barnyard, a job that would only take about an hour. Or so grandma said. We picked up the moldy 

and twisted tarp to see if it was at all salvageable, and noticed that there was an uncommon 

number of spiders crawling around on it. These weren’t just any spiders, they were black 



widows. After squealing a little bit, we set out to cut the tarp up and throw it away. The job that 

was supposed to take an hour ended up taking four. With every piece that we tore off, we could 

imagine the poisonous spiders crawling all over our bodies. Thinking that we could likely die in 

a matter of hours, we made sure we were both square with God. We dutifully got rid of the entire 

tarp, black widows and all, and we didn’t die. 

Despite my inability to drive trucks, I managed to get along. I could hoe weeds and lift 

hay bales and I even learned how to change and check the irrigation water. I wouldn’t doubt that 

the neighboring farmers chuckled once in a while at us—two teenagers trying to run a six-acre 

farm with machinery from the 1960s. Honestly, we laughed at ourselves almost every day. We 

knew that we were grossly unqualified to run a farm, small as it was, and everything seemed to 

go wrong when we were around. We planted the pumpkins to close together, so they didn’t grow 

in correctly. Our smaller cousins accidently hoed out the pea plants, thinking they were weeds. I 

managed to let an irrigation tin flow downstream and get stuck in a pipe. Everything worked 

out—it always did. The pumpkins were fine, we had enough peas, and my brother crawled on his 

stomach in the two-and-a-half-foot wide pipe to get the tin out. Knowing that things generally 

worked out was what let us laugh at our misadventures.  

By the fall harvest, I had pretty much given up on being a farmer. I had stalled the truck 

too many times and broken too many hay bales to be considered anything much more than 

passable. My cousin and I continued to laugh about the late nights and long days we spent 

together working and messing things up. Yes, we helped raise and harvest crops, and we learned 

a thing or two about what it takes to get food on the table. But in reality, we weren’t raising 

crops, we were raising boys. We were the boys being raised. 



 


