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Ten years in the city, says Frank Peebles, can make you forget the joy (and 
pain) o f  getting the crops in.

C elebrating the real harvest

T
o some people, harvest 
moon is just an album by 
N eil Young. I t ’s a very 
good album, styled on his 
breakthrough album  
‘Harvest’ from his early days in 
music, not far removed from his 
youth on the Canadian prairies. No 
doubt the smell of freshly reaped 
grain led to his songs like  
‘Thrasher’.

I  m yself have never 
seen a rea l thrasher 
working, and it  wasn’t 
u n til I  moved to the 
c ity  that I  learned  
what the harvest moon 
rea lly  was (the fu ll 
moon closest the 
autum n equinox).
Grow ing up I was far 
too busy w ith  the h a r
vest to care about 
what the moon was 
doing. The only ethe
real condition that m eant any
th ing to anyone on the fa rm  was 
the clouds. Everyone tried  to out- 
th in k  the ra in .

Th is  is the tenth year I  have 
lived apart from  the harvest. Ten 
years ago m oving to the c ity  was 
an em ancipation. Local phone 
calls replaced letters to friends  
from  fa r away, now just across the 
urban sprawl. They could see me 
in  the flesh instead of reading my 
scrawl on dusty, greasy paper I  
pined on between loads o f silage. 
The name Frank means “free

Frank
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m an” in Greek and I  lived up to it 
that graduation summer and I 
have never gone back for more 
than a holiday.

It  shows. M y stomach no longer 
has a six-pack the envy of any 
brewery. W hen I throw 700 bales 
these days, I  ache and moan. But 
it  feels good like  it never did  
before. Back in  my teen years I 

wanted nothing to do w ith  it, 
or fa rm ing  at a ll. I  grew up 
on 5,000 acres, surrounded by 
cattle and th e ir  smells, by 
m anure on my shoes and 
country music on the 8-track 
player. M y clothes were never 
as crisp and trendy as a ll the 
kids in town, and I d idn’t 
know anything about travel
ling in  a pack the way 
teenagers do.

But I was a social young 
-  guy, and I was desperate for 

attention and approval.
Being just like  them m eant duck
ing m y reality. I  was a fa rm  boy. 
T h a t’s what they called me. 
“F arm er F ra n k .” And I  hated it 
w ith  a murderous passion, 
because it stuck. So on the farm  I 
d idn ’t.

I  had to go back to the ranch a 
lo t this past summer. The fam ily  
was a lit t le  short-staffed, so I 
made the weekend tr ip  to help 
out a few times. None o f those 
trips  h u rt like  this last one, the 
weekend before the equinox. Bale 
hauling is the most physically

demanding job the farm  has. I t  is 
also the most invigorating, being 
outside inching across the ro lling  
fields w ith  a hay wagon, tossing 
60-pound bales one by one onto 
the load.

There is a precise way to pick  
the bales up, an u ltra-effic ien t 
way to throw them, a way to 
stack them so they don’t fa ll 
apart on the road, and a lot of 
considerations for putting them  
in to the barn. They can’t be too 
wet or they m ight spontaneously 
combust and bu rn  your barns 
down. The best hay is put in  the 
barn  nearest the calves because 
they need the extra n u tritio n  in  
winter. The soft and broken bales 
go off to the side for the m ilk  cow 
because she only gets fed a few 
flakes at a tim e. Etc., etc., etc.

Nobody I have ever met in  10 
years o f various cities has f in 
ished th e ir  working day w ith  the 
satisfaction of a fa rm er at h a r
vest time. W iping the sweat off 
your face and stretching your 
back, pouring a huge glug of 
w ater down your parched throat 
as the last rays of the day’s sun 
put a golden g lin t on the last 
bales newly stacked in the barn -  
it  feels like  a rare  accomplish
ment. It  is a feeling I had no idea 
I  missed so much un til I  was 
standing there at the end o f one 
of those days again. Me, a tight 
knot o f loved ones, and the har
vest moon.

R o c i d i n g  i s  D a n g c r o i

Flirt with the Forbidden, 
...Rê d 3 Banned Book

♦Handmaid’s Tale Margaret Atwood 
♦The Colour Purple Alice Walker 
♦I Know Why the Caged Bird Sings_Maya 
Angelou 
♦Snow Falling on Cedars_David Guterson 
♦The Chocolate War Robert Cormier 
♦To Kill a Mockingbird Harper Lee 
♦Final Exit Derek Humphrey 
♦Kaffir Boy Mark Mathabane 
♦Harry Potter (Series) J K Rowling 
♦The Witches Roald Dahl 
♦Are You There, God? It’s Me, Margaret Judy 
Blume 
♦Pillars of the Earth Ken Follett 
♦A Light in the Attic_Shel Silverstein 
♦The House of Spirits lsabel Allende 
♦Native Son Richard Wright 
(Source: www.ala.org)
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H o m e  o f  A r t  S p a c e  G a lle ry

October 4 - 6th and 8 - 14th 
Prince George Playhouse

Tickets -  Students 8  Seniors $17.50 / Adults $19.50
Available at Studio 2880 

Call 250/563-2880
Director/Choreographer: Bonnie Mathers 

Director. Broek Bosma 
Courtesy: Tbuch Vision Photography
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T h e a t r e  A r t s  C o .
e "live" m usica l

When a Family Calls.

D ia n n e  a n d  h e r  tw o  ch ild ren , D a n ie lle  a n d  

Tyler, re c e iv e d  a ss is ta n ce  th ro u g h  severa l  

U n ite d  W a y  fu n d e d  a g e n c ie s  t h a t  p ro v id e  

p ro g ra m s ra n g in g  f r o m  p a r e n tin g  skills to  

o v e rc o m in g  seH ous h e a lth  p ro b le m s .

It is important that 
families are strong 
and supported. That's 
why United Way funds 
agencies and special 
projects to respond to 
the needs of families, 
children, youth, parents, 
seniors and people 
with disabilities. But 
this support depends 
entirely on your 
generosity. So please— 
make your donation to 
United Way today.

T o  g iv e , p le a s e  call

y o u r  lo c a l U n ite d  W a y .______________
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