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Notes From a Novice Part-time Farmhand
By David Johnson

I have many farmer friends as a result of working for the Bardstown Road Farmers’ Market. It’s very 
rewarding to serve them and the community in this capacity, but for 12 hours per month, it’s also 

rewarding to get my hands dirty and do some farm work myself. I bought into a work-share CSA this 
year with a long-time friend, and now farmer, Marlena Bolin. Though she and her farm, Girl Next Door 
Farm, are not part of BRFM, she’s certainly an extended member of the family. She worked with Ivor 

Chodkowski and Field Day Family Farm for years on an internship, much like Todd Childers of Facing 
West Farm, and is now in her second year of farming on her own. Her farm contains a little more than 

an acre of farmed land, which doesn’t sound like a big area, but it’s a ton of work! I’m one of four 
people she has come out to help and get my share for a reduced rate as a result. The reduced rate is 

nice, but helping a friend and being involved with where my food is coming from is the real reward.

Now that you have the backstory, let me tell you about my day. I spent 6 hours on the farm today, 
mostly hoeing and picking tomatoes. The drought that has affected so many states has not spared 
Kentucky and Indiana, where most of our local farmers reside.  A hard crust will form on the surface of 
the soil, from a mix of the fine dirt and water from irrigation, which has a tendency to create a barrier 
making in difficult for sprouts to penetrate. With that said, we spent most of the morning breaking this 
up with stirrup hoes and a wheel hoe, in beds with kale, green onions, turnips, radishes, and some other 
vegetables started.

It was the first time I had ever used either one of these farm implements, and I’m pretty sure my 
shoulders won’t let me forget about it tomorrow. These are really great tools, though, and I marveled at 
how well they did the job. I had only used a standard, fixed hoe before, but the stirrup piece actually 
articulates a bit, which enables you to hoe the soil from multiple angles, and back and forth. The wheel 
hoe was more-or-less a hand plow, and yes, I imagined that I was some farm animal as I pushed this 
thing for hours. In spots is was particularly difficult as dried grass and other debris in the aisles 
accumulated, but it sliced through the dry and crusted dirt like butter. I couldn’t help but think that the 
drought which had created such dry soil, in this moment, was a blessing and a curse—it made my 
plowing easier, but it’s caused so much hardship in this area and in others.
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