I should be happy during harvest season but then again it is a loud reflection on all of the mistakes I made throughout the year.  Color on the apples is brilliant except for the Honeycrisp which only get a deeper shade of chartreuse each day. Every time I drove by them this summer it was clear we should be thinning more from the trees, but just never got it done.  And I should have followed up on the crew that supposedly secured the Granny Smith trees because there are plenty of broken limbs. Where was I when they pruned the Jonagold because those trees are just embarrassing!  Who put all the small Bartlett pears in the bin after we picked them because I sure didn’t see them on the tree?  On and on it goes and each time it falls back to my management and horticultural skills.  A friend from New York tells me I should pull out everything that has a pit in it and only grow apples.  Perhaps I would be a better apple grower, but where would the fun be?  I am already longing for the taste of fresh peaches and the blackberry soda I have enjoyed this year can’t be beat. Did I mention how nice the pears were from my new planting? There were not as many as there should have been, but when I sell them at the night market in Pittsburgh I smile and tell my customer how they came off my new trees and how much I enjoy seeing them grow. I am pretty sure I will never get it all just right yet each year there are enough successes that I tell myself it is far better that I do this than change professions.  Hopefully the next doctor that operates on me has better management and surgical skills and gets it right!
One morning in September I opened the sliding door and noticed it was autumn. Then I questioned everyone that would listen why all of a sudden on one day it starts to look like the next season.  There was a distinctive crispness in the air and certain blueness to the sky, but I delighted in how so many sounds, sights and smells combine to announce the change.  In a world where we feel so out of control some days it is well to know there is order in the universe.  We are at the mercy of the weather and the extensive crop around the country but can be certain the sun will rise and set each day.  During the long days of harvest remember to look toward that truth.
Harvest safely,

Carolyn McQuiston

