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What shall we do 
with the Family Farm?

Barb Draper, 2007
This play was written as a fundraiser
for Floradale Mennonite Church

What shall we do with the Family Farm?

  It is late spring at the Martin dairy farm. The setting/stage is the back porch/deck of the farmhouse with a patio decorated with, patio furniture, planters etc. A door to the house is at the centre back of the stage. Stage left goes to the barn while right goes to the garden and the laneway. 

Characters:  
Sam Martin – father – passionate farmer,



Anna Martin – mother – 



John – older son--works at RIM,



Christina – wife of John



Jodi – daughter, immature for her age, inconsistent 



and self-centred.


Ben—younger son, biology student at university, 



environmentalist,


Verna Snider—Sister to Anna



Bert Snider—brother-in-law to Anna and Sam;




 thinks of himself as a business tycoon



Tom —a neighbour, around 70; a serious farmer 



Peter—a relative, early 20s, from a Conservative 



Mennonite church



Cindy—a cousin to John, Jodi & Ben, a teenager; 



slightly shallow and self-centred



Karen—a cousin, around 20



Joshua—a relative, late teens



Daniel—father to Peter, from a Conservative 



Mennonite Church, 50ish



Children: Jordan, Dale, Katie



Ella—Daniel’s wife 



Grandpa—Sam’s father, about 80



Grandma—Sam’s mother, about 80



Other relatives (Milt and Peggy/ George & Myrna)



Non-speaking roles

The scene opens at about 7:30 p.m. on a Friday evening.

Sam enters from house with newspaper and sits on a patio chair to read.

Anna:  (enters from garden/lane side, right, with hoe, trowel 
and gardening gloves. She looks anxiously down the lane.)


You haven’t seen any sign of John and Christina have you?

Sam:  (not looking up from his newspaper) No. 

Anna: I’m sure Christina said they’d be here soon after supper.

           
(Takes off gardening gloves; sets down hoe and trowel.)

Sam:  Oh you know how things go. Probably John had to work late 
again.

Anna:  I know an hour here or there doesn’t matter, but I wish this 
whole thing about telling the kids was over and done with.

Sam:  Where’s Jodi?

Anna:  She went for a walk back the bush lane. (sits on a chair)  
It’s Jodi I worry about most. She’s not going to like 
hearing 
that we’re thinking about selling the farm.

Sam: She was happy enough to move out and live in town as soon 
as she was out of school.

Anna:  Maybe we should have talked it over with the kids more, 
and asked them what they think before making a decision 
about not milking cows anymore. (Restlessly gets up and 
moves around) It’s going to be a hard adjustment for us; I 
just hope other people will understand.

Sam:  Look, we thought it over carefully and we believe this is the 
right thing to do. We’ve been praying about it very 
specifically over the past few weeks. 
Anna:  I guess I was hoping that God would tell us what to do—
write a big message across the sky or something. I just wish 
I felt really sure about what we should do.

Sam:  I thought you were sure that we should sell the cows.

Anna:  I am sure about the cows…at least I’m sure we shouldn’t 
be milking them.

Sam:  Don’t worry about the kids and other people. You convinced 
me that we need to make a change, and I think you and I are 
the important people to be considered in this.

Anna:  I just wish the telling and the reaction was all over with. 
What if your parents and your brothers and sisters get upset 
that we’re thinking about selling the family farm?

Sam: (shrugs) If they want to hang on to a farm for sentimental 
reasons, let them buy it.

Anna:  Oh, there’s a car turning in the lane. That’ll be John and 
Christina. I’ll go call Ben and we’ll gather everyone out 
here. (She sticks her head in the door).


Ben! Can you come out here please! (Sam turns back to his 
newspaper for a moment, Anna shows her anxiety by 
fussing with the planters.)

Ben: (sticks his head out the door) You called?

Anna:  Yes, we need to have a family conference, so could you 
come out to the patio, please.

Ben:  (serious) What’s the matter? Is someone sick?

Anna:  No, no. It’s just that Dad and I have an announcement to 
make. 

Ben:  (as he sits down) I think you’re a little old to be pregnant.

Anna:  Yeah, I think so too. It’s nothing to do with anyone’s 
health. Well…maybe…sort of.

Sam:  We’ll tell you in just a minute when everyone’s here. 
There’s nothing to worry about.

Ben:  When someone tells me they have an important 
announcement to make, but I’m not supposed to worry—
that makes me worry!

John and Christina enter right:  

John:  Hello, hello. How is everyone?

Sam:  Just fine. And how are the newlyweds?

John:  We’re okay.

Christina: It was a beautiful drive up here. I love this kind of a 
spring evening.

John (to Ben): Hey little brother. How’s the studying going?

Ben: Okay. I just finished my co-op term, so now I’m back at 
school.

John:  So, you’re not taking the semester off to work on the farm?

Ben: (as looks are exchanged between Ben and Sam): No, that’s 
not really possible with co-op.

John:  Yeah, I know.  And in the meantime Dad wishes you could 
help him on the farm, hunh?

Anna: (after an awkward silence) We’re going to sit outside here 
on the patio for a bit, so let’s all sit down. Christina, will 
you be warm enough? Can I get you a sweater?

Christina:  I’m fine.

Anna:  Would you like something to drink? Can I get you some 
iced tea, or lemonade, or something?

John:  Sure. Whatever.


Jodi enters left:

Jodi:  Hey, hey, hey, the gang’s all here!

Christina:  Hi, Jodi. How are things going?

Jodi:  Comme si, comme ca. So, what’s this big family conference 
about?

Anna:  Have a seat Jodi. We’ll start in just a minute, but I want to 
get us something to drink first. Would you like some 
lemonade?

Jodi:  I’ll have a diet Pepsi.

Anna: I’m sorry, I don’t think we have any.

Jodi:  Oh, well I guess I’ll just have water then. Lots of ice and 
twist of lemon, please. 


(Anna shrugs and exits centre back)

Christina:  So, how do you like living on your own, Jodi? 

Jodi:  I really like living in town; it’s close to everything, 
shopping, theatres, all that kind of stuff. But I don’t like 
that I can’t afford more than a dinky little apartment. It’s 
quite an adjustment after having grown up in a big 
farmhouse.

John:  I’m looking forward to the day we can afford to buy a new 
house. Have you ever seen the master bedrooms in some of 
those new subdivisions? They have his and hers bathrooms 
and his and hers walk-in closets…

Ben:  Are you serious? Those houses have tiny, little yards. And 
the houses have no character, they’re all the same!

John:  Oh yes, my little brother the environmentalist! At least the 
small yards mean you get maximum housing for each acre 
of farmland that’s paved over!

Ben:  Air-conditioned fortresses, that’s what they are. If anyone 
ever goes outside, they just go to their climate-controlled 
cars. That lifestyle represents maximum consumerism.

Jodi:  Maybe you’re just jealous.

Christina:  So Ben, have you changed your mind? If you’re so 
opposed to consumerism are you going to pursue a career 
in agriculture?

Ben: No, I haven’t changed my mind. Everyone should care about 
the environment. We need to take care of the earth, not 
exploit it. 

Sam:  (to Christina) So you don’t think farmers are rampant 
consumers?

Christina:  (a little flustered) Did I say that? I guess I just think of 
farmers as people who are concerned about the outdoors, 
and conservation and …

John:  Maybe that’s because most of the farmers you know are all 
old guys who remember the Great Depression when you 
didn’t throw anything away.

Sam:  Maybe it’s because farmers can’t afford to buy everything 
new, they have to recycle stuff.

John: (changing the subject) As we were coming up the road I saw 
that the old Lichty farm has a brand new house.

Sam: Yeah, quite a mansion, isn’t it. Some rich couple from the 
city bought it.
John:  I noticed the fields looked a little messy.

Jodi:  It’s a beautiful house. I wish I could see the inside of it.

Ben:  I look the other way whenever I go by. I hate to watch weeds 
take over a farm because two greedy consumers don’t 
want close neighbours.

Christina: (to Ben) I still think you sound like a farmer.

(Anna enters with a tray of glasses, distributes them to each person)

Jodi:  I think farming is such a noble profession. There’s a sense of 
working close with the earth; the changing seasons, 
producing food for the world to eat…

John:  (sarcastically) That’s a new line!  Since when has my sister, 
who hates cows, hates pigs, and can’t stand getting her 
hands dirty, suddenly become a lover of farming?

Jodi:  I don’t hate cows.

Ben:  Well you sure hate getting close. When I think of the 
number 
of times I had to do the milking alone because you flatly 
refused to help…

Jodi:  We can’t all make our living at farming.

John:  Very true. Some of us don’t want to sacrifice our lives to 
the day-in and day-out demands of farming.

Sam:  I don’t know about sacrifice or noble, but farming sure can 
be a challenge. These days its hard to make a living from it.

Ben:  That’s probably why it’s so noble.

Anna (offering a glass to Jodi): I didn’t have any lemons, so I just 
put in a bit of lemon juice.

Jodi: (grimaces and puts the glass down without tasting it): I 
always have lemons on hand. No bottled juice for me; I 
like to have my food as fresh as possible.

Sam:  You can’t get food any fresher than the food you grow 
yourself.

Ben:  Jodi, growing things in her own garden? (shakes his head) 
She’d have to get her hands dirty.

Anna (Sits down near Sam):  Look kids, your father and I have 
something we want to tell you.

Jodi:  What is it? I’ve been bursting with curiosity ever since you 
mentioned you wanted all of us to be here tonight.

(Sam and Anna look at each other)

Anna:  You tell them.

Sam:  Well, ever since Ben decided he wanted to go to university 
to study science, we’ve been thinking about the future of 
the farm. Your mother and I have enjoyed the farm work 
and the dairy herd, but we’re not getting any younger. 

Anna:  You know that I’ve had problems with my knees and your 
father notices stiffness in the mornings—it’s probably the 
beginning of arthritis. 
We have to plan for the future and 
we’re just not sure how much longer we can do the twice-
a-day milking on our own.

Jodi:  But I thought you hired that neighbour’s boy to help out.

Sam:  He comes over when we ask him to, but hired help is just 
not the same. It’s not a good long-term solution.

Jodi:  You’re not really old. After all, you’re just turning 50 
tomorrow, Dad! Why don’t you work at some personal 
fitness training to get your body in shape? What about 
massage therapy, or physiotherapy?

Sam:  No self-respecting farmer would pay money to get exercise. 


We’re still healthy, but as we look down the road, we need 
to be realistic about what we can do.

John:  So what have you decided?

Jodi:  Are you going to sell the cows?

Sam:  We’re thinking about more than that. We’re thinking of 
selling the farm.

Jodi:  Sell the farm!  You can’t!

Anna:  It won’t be right away. We’re thinking of putting it up for 
sale this summer and maybe moving 
by winter…
Ben:  Where will you go?

Anna: We haven’t thought that far ahead yet. But probably we’d 
move into town. 

Jodi:  How can you sell this place?  You grew up here Dad! How 
can you walk away from something you’ve loved so 
much?

John:  Jodi, get a grip! If you don’t have someone in the family to 
pass the farm on to, what’s the point?

Jodi:  Well if you wouldn’t be so selfish, you’d move home and 
help Dad on the farm. I know you’ve got that great job at 
Research In Motion, but couldn’t you at least keep the farm 
in the family!

Ben:  If you love this farm so much, Jodi, why don’t you move 
home and be the farmer?  Women’s lib says women can do 
whatever men can do, so why don’t you put your money 
where your mouth is and become a dairy farmer yourself?

Sam: That’s enough. I always hoped that one of my children 
would want to take over the farm one day, but to be a good 
farmer you have to have a passion for farming. And 
none 
of you did. But that’s okay. I love each of you more 
than I 
love this farm and I want you to do what you want to do. 
I’ve loved farming, but Anna’s right, it’s time to make 
some changes so that the farm can be looked after properly.

Anna:  It’ll be okay. I know it’s a hard idea to get used to, but once 
you get adjusted, you’ll see that this move has a lot of 
positives to it.

Ben:  I can see that already. It will be a big load of guilt gone from 
my shoulders. Last year when I began university and 
moved into residence at university, I felt so guilty that you 
and Dad were doing the milking and all the farm work 
without help. 

John:  Me too. You always encouraged me to get training in what I 
really cared about. But it was hard to leave home, 
knowing that the work would fall back on your shoulders. 

Sam:  I’m not complaining. We’ve managed fine up to now. But 
the time has come to let go.

Anna:  We won’t know what to do with ourselves, not having to 
do the milking twice a day.

Christina:  It’ll be wonderful. You can finally take some holidays. 
You could travel and go on a long trip.

Sam:  I don’t know, travelling has never appealed to me that 
much.

Anna:  Sam, remember, we’re going to find you a good job, 
something you’re interested in. 

Christina: Something in agriculture?

John:  You’ll live in a small town, or a village where you can 
watch things grow all around you.

Ben:  Maybe you can be a relief milker for other dairy farmers.

Anna:  (joking) I wonder if it’ll be like getting remarried. Maybe 
it’s important to get over your grief in losing the cows you 
know and love before you get too close to other cows!

Ben:  I wonder if the cows need grief counsellors to help them deal 
with loss when they’re moved to another farm.

Jodi:  (stands) How can you make jokes at a time like this! This is 
the most disturbing news I’ve ever had to deal with, and 
you’re not even taking it seriously! (storms out centre 
back)

John: (sarcastically) Little miss drama!

Ben:  I don’t know why she’s so upset. She’s moved away from 
home. She always avoided all farm chores whenever she 
could. What’s her problem?

Anna:  She’ll need some time to get used to the idea. She probably 
always visualized that the farm would be here to come 
home to.

John:  She just liked having her own personal “summer home” 
with a personal “housekeeper” to do all the work. A good 
dose of reality won’t hurt her any.

Anna: It’s very hard on her; we’ll just have to make allowances.

Ben:  I’ve been making allowances for her all my life!

Sam:  (authoritatively) Then you should know how to do it. Eh?

Christina:  (after a little pause) Do you have everything ready for 
tomorrow, Mom?

John:  What’s tomorrow?

Christina:  You are so forgetful!  It’s Dad’s 50th birthday party!

John:  Oh right. And everyone and his brother is coming for the 
celebration.

Anna:  Hopefully a few people will come to help us celebrate. If 
you want to help me with a few decorations, Christina, I’d 
appreciate it. (Gets up and moves centre back) 

Christina:  (following) Sure, I’ll help. Just don’t ask me to do the 
food.

Anna:  (as they exit centre) No, the food’s all under control. I have 
to remember to take some things out of the freezer though.

John:  So have you and Mom been thinking about this for a long 
time?

Sam:  Not really…and yet maybe. For the past year we’ve 
discussed our options and we’ve been praying that God 
would lead us. After Mom hurt her foot last winter we  
started thinking more carefully about what it would be like 
to continue farming, just the two of us, and not getting any 
younger.

Ben:  You’re really sure you want to sell the farm?

Sam:  Do you mean, couldn’t we continue living on the farm, and 
just reduce our workload?

Ben:  Yeah. You could sell the cows and rent out some of the 
land…

Sam:  We thought about that. 

John:  What’ll happen if you move to town and you can’t stand it?

Sam:  Well, what about you? You spent all your life on a farm, 
and then moved to the city. Did that bother you?

John:  Well, it was hard at first. The noises were so different, but I 
soon got used to it. I especially liked 
not having to get up 
and do chores every morning.

Sam:  Now that’s where you and I are different. Lying around in 
the morning is not for me. I like to get out there and do 
something useful.

John:  (shrugs) Maybe it’s a matter of training, what you get used 
to. Probably you’ll soon get used to an easier life.

Sam:  I doubt it. (slight pause)   There’s a car turning in the lane. I 
wonder who it could be.

Ben:  Well I’m sure it won’t be anyone who wants to see me.  I’m 
going to go back to my game. (exits centre back)
John:  He’ll never be a farmer, he’s too addicted to video games. 

Anna: (enters from centre back) Ben said there’s a car coming in 
the lane.

John: (looking stage right) I don’t think it’s a car; it looks more 
like an SUV.

Sam: It’s your sister Verna and Bert.

Anna:  Verna said she’d come tomorrow afternoon to help get 
ready. I wonder why they’re here now.

John:  Probably Uncle Bert wants to show off his new SUV.
Sam: What kind is it?

John:  It looks like a brand new Cadillac Escalade.

Sam:  With all the options, no doubt!

Anna:  Whatever you do, please don’t be rude.

John:  Who, me?

(enter Verna and Bert, right)

Anna:  Verna! Bert! What brings you here this evening?

Verna:  We wanted to be the very first to wish Sam a happy 
birthday! 

Bert:  Actually, we were just out for a drive and thought we’d pop 
in for a minute.

Anna:  Are you still planning to come early tomorrow?

Verna:  Oh yes, we’ll help out, don’t worry.  

Anna:  
Come and sit down.  

Bert:  I thought I saw a couple extra cars out by the driving shed. 
Do you have company?

Sam:  No, not really. John and Christine and Jodi came home for 
the evening and to spend the night. 

Anna:  And Ben came home for the weekend.

Verna:  I thought the family was gathering tomorrow.

John:  Mom and Dad specially asked us to come over tonight.

Bert:  A special family conclave, is it?

John:  Well, sort of.  Dad and Mom had a special announcement 
they wanted to make to us.

Verna:  Ohhh, sounds exciting. Do tell!

John:  (looks at his parents to see if they will stop him) Dad and 
Mom are thinking about giving up farm life.

Verna:  Oh Anna! Sam! What’s the matter?

Anna:  There’s nothing the matter. It’s just that none of our 
children are interested in taking over, so we need to be 
realistic about how long we can keep milking so many 
cows.

Bert:  Now there’s a really smart approach. With the money you’ll 
make from selling this farm and the cows and the milk 
quota and the farm implements, why you could invest in a 
real business and make some serious money!  I know just 
the accountant you need to talk to.

Sam:  Hold on! You’re going way too fast! Besides, the bank still 
owns a pretty big chunk of these assets.

Anna:  We don’t think of the farm and the cows in terms of assets. 
They’re living things that we’ve been privileged to care 
for.

Bert:  It’s too bad your farm is too far from town to interest any 
developers. Then you could really make some big bucks!

John:  Whoa, Uncle Bert! Mom and Dad are only thinking about 
the possibility of leaving the farm. They might decide just 
to sell the cows and still farm, just in a less demanding 
way.

Verna:  I’m shocked! I never thought the two of you would hang 
up your barn boots.

Sam:  Look, nothing is definite, so don’t go spreading the word all 
over that we’re going to sell the farm. We just might 
decide to stay on here, keep a few animals, rent out some 
of the land…

Anna:  We’re trying to keep all our options open. We just think we 
should give up the dairy business.

Bert:  Well if you want my advice, you’ll get out of farming all 
together. Farmers work way too hard for the money they 
make. Farming these days just breaks your heart.

John:  How do you know so much about farming, Uncle Bert?

Bert:  Like everybody else around here, I grew up on a farm. 
Slogging, dirty work from morning ‘til night.  I was happy 
to get away from all that. Besides, people think farmers are 
ignorant hayseeds and rednecks.

John:  That’s a pretty old stereotype isn’t it?  I know farmers 
who have university degrees. 

Sam:  Besides, farming these days is so expensive to get into you 
need to have a lot of smarts to figure 
out how to swing the 
finances.

Bert:  I just don’t understand why anyone would want to go into 
such a risky business.  Any real profit you make in farming 
is in the increase in the price of land.

Anna:  Well there’s more to life than profit and loss, you know.

Verna: Just think, Anna, when you’re not tied down to the cows 
any more you’ll be able to do all those things you couldn’t 
before: vacation in Florida or some tropical island, travel 
out west, go camping in Algonquin, go for a weekend in 
Toronto, or Montreal…

Anna:  I’ve never missed all those things. I love this farm.  I’ve 
always believed that looking after these fields, this garden, 
these cows, this is what God called me to. This is how I 
serve Him. Farming is more than an occupation; it’s a way 
of life. On a farm you’re not cut off from the realities of 
life and death; sometimes you see life at its most glorious 
or even its most gruesome, but it’s real. You can see with 
your own eyes what happens when you exploit the earth 
and what happens when you live in harmony with nature.

Verna: Rather you than me. I’ve never been able to see the beauty 
of compost!

Sam:  Farming is a calling. If you’re called you’ll never be 
satisfied doing anything else, and if you’re not called 
you’ll never make a successful farmer.

John: What’s the definition of a successful farmer?

Sam: One with good crops and healthy animals.

Verna: One who can feed and clothe his family at an acceptable 
level. 

Anna: Well I think we’ve been successful. Our children have been 
able to afford college or university.

Verna:  Meanwhile you’ve got arthritis from repetitive strains on 
some of your joints.

Sam:  But all that physical labour has probably kept our hearts 
healthy and strong.

Bert:  You know, Sam. If you leave the farm the first thing you 
should do is buy a new vehicle. You’ll present a much 
better image of yourself if you don’t drive a dirty pick-up 
truck.

Sam: Hey, don’t knock my trusty old truck. There’s nothing wrong 
with a bit of honest dust and rust.

Bert: That’s how you can tell a farmer straight off. If there’s dust 
on a vehicle you know they’ve been driving on a dirt road.

John: But maybe they’ve been on an off-road vacation adventure!

Bert: No, no. Any self-respecting person would immediately wash 
off the dirt. It’s people who live on dirt roads who can’t 
help having dust.

Sam: We’re honoured that you drove out here in your new SUV. 
Will you need to wash it yet tonight to get the dust off?

Bert: No, we’re coming back tomorrow and I’ll use our other 
vehicle if I have any errands tomorrow morning. But 
speaking of my new Escalade ESV, would you like to come 
see it?

Sam: (dryly) I thought you’d never ask. (Sam, John and Bert move 
to stage right)

Bert:  I just drove it off the lot on Monday. I’m still checking the 
fuel economy, but it’s looking pretty good. Better than a 
pick-up truck!

John:  That’s not saying much.

Bert: I can carry seven people comfortably; or relatively 
comfortably… (exit)

Verna:  Did you want to see it too?

Anna:  No, no. (tongue-in-cheek) I don’t want to get too jealous!

Verna:  So how serious are you about this farm business?

Anna: I’m very serious. We’ve got to get rid of the cows before 
they become a burden. It’s important to think about the 
future before it slaps you in the face.

Verna: How do the kids feel about it?

Anna:  The boys are almost relieved. Both of them felt a bit guilty 
that they didn’t want to take over the farm. Jodi is going to 
take it the hardest, but we can’t arrange our lives to please 
her.

Verna:  She has always thought of herself as a city girl. She 
doesn’t live here any more, why would she be overly 
upset?

Anna: Do you remember when our parents moved out of the house 
where we grew up? It was hard to say good-bye to all those 
places that meant “home.” Their little bungalow in town 
never was home to me in the same way. Of course, Sam 
and I moved here a couple years later, and then this was 
home. 

Verna: Maybe if Jodi was married and lived in a house of her own 
instead of an apartment it wouldn’t bother her as much.

Anna:  Life is full of times when we have to say good-bye to 
something. Jodi has been sheltered from that up till now, 
but she’s going to have to deal with it.

Verna:  It could take awhile.

Anna:  I know. I hope she doesn’t make life too unpleasant for all 
of us until she does become accustomed. 

Verna:  (pause) Well, I think Bert and I had better get on home. 
I’ll be over at 3:00 tomorrow. What time is everyone 
invited for?

Anna:  The invitations said 6:30, but I expect lots of people won’t 
arrive until almost seven. I’m planning to serve supper 
at 7:30.

Verna: (moving toward exit right) Well your big announcement 
means people will have lots to talk about.

Anna:  Do you really think so?

Verna:  Of course!  Don’t worry, you’ll get lots of advice.

Anna:  (exiting right)  I’m already sorry we mentioned it!

End of Act I

ACT II

The next morning at 10:30 a.m. Sam and Tom enter left. Tom is limping. They are in barn clothes and somewhat dirty.

Sam:  Come on in and have some coffee.

Tom: (looks at his boots and clothes) Oh, I can’t go inside with all 
my dirt.

Sam:  I’ll get the coffee and bring it out here.

Tom:  Okay, sure. (Sam exits centre back; Tom sits down carefully 
and gingerly with a few groans)

Anna: (enters right)  Oh hi, Tom. I didn’t realize you were here.

Tom: Morning Anna.

Anna:  Is anything the matter?

Tom: No. no, not anymore. (Sam enters centre back with 2 mugs)

Anna:  What have you two been up to?

Sam:  Oh, we just had a little excitement. Would you like some 
coffee?

Anna:  No thanks. I’ll bet the coffee pot’s empty anyhow.

Sam:  That’s true. You’d have to make your own.

Anna:  I’ll pass. Of course if I made some it would be fresh. Tom, 
that coffee’s leftover from breakfast. I’m sure it’s hot, but 
I could get some fresh coffee for you. 

Tom:  No, no. This is fine. (sips) It tastes better than what I make.

Sam:  It’s the unpasteurized Holstein cream that makes it so 
smooth!

Anna:  Now, ‘fess up. What have you two been up to?

Sam: (Sam and Tom look at each other) After breakfast I walked 
out behind the barn, you know, just to have a look. And 
then I saw something in the alfalfa field that didn’t look 
right.

Anna:  (looks at Tom) Your steers got out, again!

Tom:  (nods) Right by the fence that we didn’t fix last fall.

Sam:  I should’ve known they’d break that fence down. We even 
had a day picked out last fall to work at it, but it got 
so cold 
and, well… I decided it could wait.

Tom:  Yeah, I figured spring was the time to fix fences anyway.

Sam:  So why didn’t we do it in the spring?

Tom:  I guess I’m just getting too old to be farming.

Anna:  Did the steers do any damage?

Sam:  It’s not too bad. The cattle are all okay; the alfalfa will 
recover. It’s Tom I’m worried about.

Anna:  What happened?

Tom: It was lucky that Sam saw it before many steers got through. 
We just chased them back through the spot where they 
got out. But that crazy-looking one with the lop-sided horn, 
he didn’t want to go back. He came straight at me and 
knocked me over. 

Sam: (laughing) I didn’t know you were an experienced bull-
fighter, Tom. You did a cute little dance as he came at you! 
Tom:  Stupid steer thinks he is a bull! No bull-fighter would have 
lost his balance like I did. I fell flat on my butt!

Anna:  Did you hurt yourself?

Tom:  There’s no bones broken, but I’ll be stiff for a few weeks. 

Anna:  Maybe you should go to the doctor.

Tom:  No way!  This is Saturday, that would mean sitting in the 
emergency department for hours and hours and then they’d 
tell me its just soft tissue damage. (Sam and Anna nod 
understandingly)

Anna:  (pause) Tom, did Sam tell you our news?

Tom:  No, he just asked me to come to the house for a bit, that he 
wanted to tell me something… So what’s wrong?

Anna:  Why does everyone assume if you have news that it’s bad 
news?

Tom: With good news people usually just tell it; they don’t 
announce that they’ve got something to say and then take 
half a day before coming out with it!

Sam:  (laughing) Okay, okay! Anna and I decided that we’re not 
getting any younger, and we have to make some changes 
around here.

Tom: (trying not to let his disappointment show) You’re selling 
the farm and moving away.

Sam:  We don’t know for sure yet. All we’ve decided for sure is 
that we are going to get out of the dairy business.

Tom:  (shaking his head) I thought for sure one of your sons 
would take over.

Sam:  It’s a disappointment, but I’ve seen it coming for years. We 
can’t make our children into who we want them to be; we 
have to accept them and love them for who they are.

Tom:  It’s such a shame. I knew your Dad and your grandfather. 
They’ve been neighbours to me all my life. Why don’t 
young people want to go into farming anymore?

Sam:  Some do. But it’s a hard life; it’s physically demanding. 
And there isn’t enough money in it to make it appealing.

Anna:  Young people have so many more options than we did. 
Tom:  I’ll be very sorry to see you go. It won’t be the same when 
this isn’t a Martin farm any more.

Sam:  Haven’t you ever thought about selling?

Tom:  Not seriously. What would I do? Where would I go?

Sam:  Move to town like everybody else.

Tom:  I’d rather wear out or rust out on the farm than sell out.

Anna:  What will happen when the physical demands get to be too 
much?

Tom:  I’ll have to get a hired man, I guess.

Sam:  (shaking his head) It’s hard to find good, dependable hired 
help these days.

Tom:  I guess I’ll just keep plugging 
along as best I can as long as 
I can. I’m not giving up yet. And even if you move away, 
hopefully there’ll still be other neighbours that can help out 
now and then.

Sam:  If we decide to stay here on the farm and just sell the cows, 
then maybe we can rust out together... It’s sure a hard thing 
to decide what to do. This farm has been in my family for 
generations, but it’s still only a thing. We can’t let our lives 
be dictated by things.

Tom:  If I had to leave my farm, I’d shrivel up and die. 

Anna:  (pause) So Tom, how did you find out the steers were out 
again?

Tom:  Sam told me.

Anna: Sam told you? How?

Sam:  When I saw what happened, I ran for the four-wheeler  
and nipped over to Tom’s place along the cornfield. Tom 
came back with me, hanging on for dear life!

Tom: Hanging on is right! You’re a maniac with that thing! I had 
to hold on tight to your shirt so I wouldn’t go flying off.

Sam: I didn’t want to waste any time getting those steers back 
where they belonged. It wasn’t too bad along the cornfield, 
but the ditch was a bit of a problem.

Tom:  I thought we were both going to fall off there!

Anna:  (shaking her head) You’d think men your age would be 
more careful!
Sam: I only go fast when there’s an emergency. Don’t worry Tom, 
I’ll go real slow next time.
Anna: If you’re hurt you won’t want to go home on the four-
wheeler today.

Sam:  I’ll take him home in the truck.

Tom:  Thanks. My back’s really stiffening up. I’d hate to ride that 
over-grown toy back to my place.

Anna:  I sometimes think it’s those big toys that attracts people to 
farming!

Sam: No, no. It’s just one of the perks!

Tom:  I think I’d better get back home before I seize up 
completely.

Anna:  (helping him out of the chair) I hope you’ll soon feel better. 


Do you think you’ll be able to come to the party tonight?

Tom:  I don’t know; I’ll have to see how I feel. Maybe if I take 
some pills I’ll feel better. If I don’t get here, save me a 
piece of cake.

Sam:  Sure thing. 

Jodi:  (steps out centre back door): Mom! Is there any yogourt?

Anna:  Yogourt? What kind of yogourt?

Jodi:  Preferably low-fat, live-culture yogourt, but I’ll take any 
kind. I want to put it on my cereal.

Sam:  You want to put yogourt on your Corn Flakes! Whatever 
for?

Jodi:  Haven’t you ever heard of muesli? Fruit and yogourt on 
whole grain flakes. It’s very nutritious.

Sam:  (sarcastically) It sounds nutritious.

Jodi:  (with sarcasm)  I suppose you’re still eating fried eggs for 
breakfast?

Sam:  You betcha. (Looks at his watch) I had my breakfast hours 
ago! I’ve already put in some good hard physical labour.

Anna:  Jodi, I’m sorry but yogourt isn’t something I regularly have 
on hand.

Jodi:  (turning to go inside) I figured as much.

Sam:  There’s lots of milk!

Jodi:  Yuk! (exits centre back)

Sam:  How can anyone prefer yogourt instead of milk?

Tom:  (shaking his head) Young people sure seem to be interested 
in new-fangled foods these days. 

Sam: (moving to exit right) Let’s not worry about young people 
today. They think you and I are just a couple of dumb old 
geezers!

Tom:  And proud of it! (Sam and Tom exit)

(Anna watches them go and collects coffee cups)

Jodi: (enters carrying cereal bowl) Where’s Dad going with Tom?

Anna:  He’s taking him home in the truck. They were chasing 
some steers that got out and Tom fell and hurt himself.

Jodi:  Tom’s steers got out again!

Anna:  (quick nod)

Jodi:  Why can’t he look after his stuff better? And fix his fences!

Anna:  He’s getting older and it’s not as easy to get his work done.

Jodi:  If he can’t look after it properly, why doesn’t he just sell the 
farm? 

Anna:  Being a farmer is who he is. It’s all he ever wanted—it’s all 
he’s ever been. 

(John and Christina enter from left)

 Jodi: I don’t get it. Why should a farmer have such a hard time 
retiring? 

Anna:  (to John and Christine) Hi there. What have you two been 
up to?

Christina:  Oh, just out and about. John was showing me where 
some old buildings used to be.

Jodi:  (to John) What’s with the sudden interest in history?

John:  We were just checking out some places that grandpa once 
showed me—the old smokehouse, the foundation of the old 
stone pig stable, the spot where the springhouse used to 
be…

Anna:  I didn’t realize that grandpa showed you those old places.

John:  It was just a few years ago; one Sunday afternoon we went 
for a walk, just the two of us and Grandpa got talking about 
when he was young, and how the farm has changed since 
his father first moved here.

Jodi:  I’m the one who’s interested in family history. Why didn’t 
he tell me this stuff?

John:  (shrugs)  It was just sort of in passing. We were out there 
looking around and he was remembering how it used to 
look.

Anna:  
Could you really find those old foundations and things? I 
don’t know if I know where the old springhouse used to be.

Christine: Well mostly we used our imaginations to see what it 
used to look like. But John was sure he got all the right 
spots.

Jodi:  What’s a spring house?

Anna:  In the old days, if a farm had a natural spring, where water 
came up through the ground, it was cool place to store milk 
and things in the hot summer.

John: Grandpa said they were usually made of stone because 
it was better for keeping things cool.  
Jodi:  I thought in the old days they cut big chunks of ice in the 
winter and used that to keep things cool in the summer.
Anna:  I don’t think this farm ever had an ice house. Maybe if you 
had cold spring water you didn’t need ice.

John:  We heard you talking about farmers retiring, or not retiring. 
Were you talking about Dad?

Jodi:  No, we were talking about Tom—you know, Tom 
McMaster, the neighbour. Mom said he won’t ever retire, 
no matter how old he gets.

John:  I can’t imagine old Tom trying to get used to living in town.

Anna:  And yet, lots of people who are used to living in the 
country, when they get older, they need to move 
someplace where there’s less outside work.

John:  Like Grandpa and Grandma Martin did when you moved 
to the farm.

Anna:  Exactly. We’d been married three years and you were a 
baby when they asked if we’d like to take over the farm.

John:  You mean I wasn’t born here?
Anna: You were a year old when we 
moved here.

John:  I think I remember Grandpa and Grandma living with us.
Anna:  Actually we lived with them. We sort of divided the 
house, but we had to share the kitchen. 

Jodi: I don’t remember that.

Anna: You were only about a year old when they moved. We 
farmed together for two years and then your grandparents 
moved into town.

Jodi:  So did Grandpa and Grandma just give you the farm?

Anna:  No way. We had the farm appraised and we started making 
payments. Grandpa and Grandma held the mortgage and we 
made our payments to them so they could pay off their 
mortgage on their house in town.

John:  Since last night, Christina and I talked about what you 
should do and in our opinion, we think you should sell the 
whole kit and caboodle, farm and everything.

Jodi:  No! We’re the fifth generation to live on this farm! You 
can’t sell it. 

Anna:  We’re not sure that there are any other good options.

Jodi:  You could sell the cows and rent out the land. Why not?

Anna:  But what’s the point? A farmer works on the farm! Why 
should we live here if we’re not farming?

Jodi: Then just do some other kind of farming!

Anna: That would take major barn renovations. The logical step 
would be to get into beef farming, but these days that’s a 
sure way to lose money!
John:  Selling will come sooner or later. You’re still young enough 
to start new careers.

Anna:  That’s an intimidating thought.

Christina:  There are lots of things you could do. You’re a 
marvellous cook—you could start your own catering 
business. You’re very creative and crafty, you could have a 
craft business. And Dad is really good in wood crafting. 
You could go into business together!

Anna: It makes me tired, just thinking about it.

Jodi:  Or you could start a bed and breakfast business right here! 
Lots of people would love to come out to the country!

Anna:  It doesn’t really appeal to me. Starting a business is awfully 
risky and takes a lot of work!

Jodi:  It can’t be more work than farming!

Christina:  If you worked for someone else, you could have more 
time for yourself. You could have regular vacations!

Jodi:  (to John) Why are you and Christina so sure that Mom and 
Dad should sell the farm?

John:  You made the comment to Mom that some farmers have a 
hard time retiring. I can think of people like that, who 
didn’t know when to let go and it got harder and harder to 
do things, and sometimes they get more and more crippled. 
I don’t want to watch that happen to my parents. It might be 
easier to let go now and to develop other interests.

Anna:  I know what you mean, John. A guy like Tom has such 
trouble getting his work done because he has no one to help 
him. But on the other hand, is it cruel to take the farmer 
away from the farm? Tom insists he’d wither away and die 
if he couldn’t stay on the farm.

Jodi:  I don’t get it.

Christina:  Neither do I.

Anna:  Farming is more than an occupation. It’s not just something 
you do to occupy your time and to provide for your family. 
It’s a demanding way of life. When the work is there you 
work from sun-up to sundown, and these days tractors and 
combines have lights, so sometimes you work all night. But 
there’s something deeply satisfying in growing your own 
food, in providing basic necessities that everyone needs to 
live. 



You live so close to nature, and you’re so 
dependent on the weather, and you can’t help but feel close 
to God out there in the fields. 
And when you own your 
own farm, you can be your own boss and that’s important 
too. How can we even think of giving that up?

John:  Is that how you feel, Mom?

Anna:  Partly. I don’t really want to leave here. But when I 
hurt 
my foot this spring, and could hardly hobble around, I was 
so sure that this was the time to stare reality in the face and 
give up the farm. 

John:  I agree. It’s the right thing to do.

Anna:  Is it?  I’m sure that it’s right to get rid of the cows. But 
when I think of all the energy we put into developing that 
herd, to just walk away and sell them…(shakes her head). 
But what can we do? And maybe it would be easier to just 
sell everything. But maybe not. What if leaving the farm 
breaks Sam’s heart? 

John:  Doesn’t Dad know how he feels?

Anna:  Does anyone ever know exactly how they’ll feel when they 
face a major change like this? I’m afraid that your Dad 
will suffer if he moves off the farm he’s lived on for almost  
his entire life.

Jodi:  John, are you sure you don’t want to be a farmer?

John:  I’m sure.

Christina:  (firmly) So am I.

Jodi:  If you and Dad move off the farm it’ll break my heart, too.

John:  Why don’t you move back home?

Jodi: What would that accomplish? I’d have too long a drive to 
work.

Christina:  What about that guy you were dating last year. Wasn’t 
he a farmer type? Maybe if you married a farmer you and 
he could take over the farm.

Jodi:  Curtis? No way am I marrying him. Besides, I don’t want to 
be a farmer’s wife.

John:  There you go, Mom, you’d better sell the farm now and be 
done with it.

Anna:  (slightly harassed) Thank you for your opinion.

Jodi:  (getting up after a slight pause) Is there anything you’d like 
me to do this morning Mom?

Anna:  It would be really helpful if you could provide some kind 
of lunch for everyone; then I wouldn’t need to think about 
that.

Jodi:  Lunch! I’ve just finished breakfast!

Christina:  I’ll look after lunch, Mom. Do you have any ideas?

Anna:  Oh, something simple. I wonder if there are any leftovers?

John:  I wouldn’t count on it. Ben and I raided the fridge last night 
after we finished watching the Leafs game.

Anna: (with mock horror)  Ohh, the teenagers are back in the 
house—food in the fridge just keeps disappearing!

Christina:  How about sandwiches?

Anna:  You’d better make lots—Sam will be hungry. He’s been 
out wrestling steers on top of his regular chores this 
morning…Maybe you’d better heat up a couple tins of 
soup as well.

Christina:  Okay. John, why don’t you give me a hand? 

John:  Sure.  

(Christina and John exit; Anna sits down, sighs and leans back her head)

Jodi:  Have you been working too hard, Mom?

Anna:  No, not really. I’m just collecting my thoughts and energy 
for everything that has to be done for the party.

(Sam enters right) 
Anna:  How’s Tom?

Sam:  I think he’ll be okay. At least he was able to walk, but we’ll 
need to check on him tonight and tomorrow morning.

Anna:  We can send Ben or John over tonight.

Sam:  I told him to call us if he does need to go to the emergency 
department.

Anna:  He’s such a stubborn old goat; but you can’t help but 
admire him.

Jodi:  Admire him? Why? He’s a lonely old bachelor who can’t 
look after his farm. Have you seen the mess his place is in?

Anna:  He knows what he wants in life and that’s all he asks. He 
knows that he’d be miserable if he moved away from his 
beloved farm, so he doesn’t worry when he can’t keep 
things as neat as he did in earlier years.

Sam:  (nodding)  He enjoys life, even when it’s not easy.

Jodi:  How old is Tom?

Sam:  Ohhh… around 70 I think.

Jodi:  Dad, whose idea was it to have a 50th birthday party?

Sam:  (stunned by the question)  I don’t know…

Anna:  Jodi, what brings that up?

Jodi:  I just wondered. You’re doing so much work, Mom, and you 
look really tired.

Anna: (firmly) This party was mostly my idea. I’ve enjoyed 
preparing for it and it’s going to be fun. Please don’t be a 
party pooper by acting gloomy and depressed.

Jodi:  It’s just…I wonder if it’s a good idea? 

Sam:  What’s the matter with having a big birthday party for 
the big 5-0? 

Jodi:  It’s almost like you’re bragging about getting old!

Sam:  It’s definitely not bragging…maybe celebrating would be a 
good term.

Jodi:  I wouldn’t want to celebrate that I was 50 years old!

Sam:  Well fortunately this party isn’t for you. Life isn’t easy, it’s 
tough. If you accept that reality, then you can appreciate 
the good things you’ve got; you can count your blessings 
instead of crying for what you don’t have. I’m turning 50; 
I’m still reasonably healthy, I’ve got a wonderful wife and 
a great family, and I’ve enjoyed being a farmer for many 
years—in spite of the heartaches! I hope that my friends 
and relatives will come to celebrate these blessings with 
me. 

Jodi:  (gives him a hug) Oh Dad, you’re so naïve, but I love you 
anyway. (exits centre back) 

Sam: (stares after her) What was that all about?

Anna:  Sometimes I just don’t understand her! 

Sam:  It’s a bit of a shock having a 23-year-old tell you that you’re 
naïve!

Anna: (gets up from her chair) She still has some growing up to 
do. (worriedly) Do you think we spoiled her?

Sam:  I don’t know. But let’s not spoil our day worrying about 
whether or not we’re good parents. Let’s just have a party!

Anna:  Thanks Sam. (gives him a quick hug)  When she was being 
critical and disapproving about the party I could feel my 
spirits sink into my boots. 

Sam:  It’s going to be fun!

Anna:  (sighs) Maybe. Part of me wishes we hadn’t told anyone 
about maybe leaving the farm.

Sam:  It’s too late now.

Anna:  I know. But I’m already tired of getting advice about 
what we should do.

Sam:  Let them talk. We’ll decide when we know what is right. In 
the meantime, we’ll keep praying about it, asking God to 
show us the right thing to do.

Anna:  Sam, could we take time right now to pray?
Sam:  Right now? Sure! Why don’t you start and I’ll finish. 

(Sam and Anna hold hands and bow their heads as they pray)

Anna:  Dear God, creator of the earth, thank you for the beauty 
of creation. Thank you for this farm. Dear God, just 
now 
we are facing a big decision and we don’t quite know what 
to do. Give us wisdom to see all the options and give us 
courage to make the best decision. We can’t see the future 
and we don’t know the consequences of our choices, so we 
ask that you give us guidance. Help us, Lord.

Sam:  Our God, thank you for the many years we’ve lived on 
this farm and that each time we thought things were too 
difficult to continue, you surprised us with hope. Surprise 
us once again with hope, whether that means staying on the 
farm, or selling the farm to another family. Lord, we trust 
you to answer our prayer, and show us what we should do. 
Amen.

Anna:  (sighs) All right, we’re going to leave it in God’s hands. 
Now let’s have a party!

Sam:  Let’s enjoy the big 5-0!

Anna:  (gives him a hug)  Happy birthday, Sam!

(Anna and Sam exit centre back)

Act III

Ben, and his cousins, Joshua, Peter, Cindy and Karen are sitting on the patio/deck, with paper plates, finishing their meal. The audience can hear a large group of people singing “Happy Birthday” to Sam and then applause (after a pause for blowing out the candles.) Some balloons or other decorations indicate that it’s a 50th birthday party. 
Karen:  We missed the candles.

Cindy:  I don’t mind, birthday candles are for children.

Ben:  Adults can enjoy them too!

Karen: (teasing) You mean you’d miss them if they weren’t on 
your cake!

Joshua:  There’s quite a crowd of people here.

Karen:  If we were inside we wouldn’t be able to get close 
anyway.

Ben:  Mom invited everyone. All the relatives—people from 
church, some neighbours, and I don’t know who all.

Karen:  Everyone likes your Dad. He has a lot of friends.

Joshua:  Of course, having a lot of relatives helps too.

Cindy: Especially if your relatives live nearby and can come to 
your parties.

Ben:  My Dad’s generation still lives pretty close by. It’s our 
generation that has moved to the far corners of the world!

Karen:  Some of us. Our families aren’t as scattered as some 
of families.

Joshua:  That’s true. My friend Mike was saying that hardly 
anybody came to his grandmother’s funeral. I couldn’t 
believe it!

Cindy:  My Mom says that around here funerals are real social 
events; everybody goes!

Joshua: Probably it’s because everybody is related to everybody 
else.

Ben:  Maybe people just like to go to funerals for the food!

Karen:  I doubt it!

Joshua:  Hey this is a party. Why are we talking about funerals?


(gets a can of pop from a cooler) Anyone else want one?

Peter:  Ben, did I hear someone say that your Dad is planning to 
give up his cows?

Ben:  Yeah, I guess 50 is too old to milk cows.

Peter:  Why don’t you or your brother take over? This farm has a 
prize dairy herd; you can’t just sell it off!

Ben:  (shrugs) Dad says you are either born a farmer or not. I guess 
John and I just aren’t born farmers.

Joshua:  Are you going into electronics like your brother?

Ben:  I’m studying biology, but I hope to work in medical research 
or something like that.

Peter:  You don’t want to farm?  

Ben:  No way. Part of the reason why I like living in residence at 
university is that I don’t have to get up so early to do 
chores.

Peter:  (can’t understand this attitude) Don’t you like working?

Ben:  I’ve always liked solving problems and using my brain, but 
physical work? Not really.

Cindy:  I always wished I could live on a farm so I could have lots 
of animals around. (moves to sit on the steps)
Joshua:  There’s a big difference between farm animals and pets.

Peter:  (stands) But don’t you find working with animals 
satisfying?

Ben:  (also stands) I don’t know…I watch other people who love 
to work with cows, or horses and I think, there’s something 
there that I haven’t got.

Peter:  So is your Dad going to sell the farm?

Ben:  They haven’t decided yet. I don’t really think they want to 
leave the farm or even get out of the dairy business, but 
without anyone to help with the milking they feel they 
should get rid of the cows. (shrugs) It might be just as 
practical to sell the whole farm if they’re giving up the 
cows… Do you know someone who would want to buy the 
whole shebang, cows, farm and everything?

Peter:  I know someone who would like to be able to buy a good 
farm like this. But that’s just a dream because it would cost 
a fortune.

Ben:  Yeah. Getting into farming these days is a major risk.

Karen:  I thought dairy farmers were doing all right.

Ben:  With supply management at least there’s a regular income, 
but all farmers are finding it tough. 

Peter:  For someone thinking about just starting out…(shakes his 
head) Buying a dairy business is a major, major 
investment.

Ben:  Are you going to be a farmer, Peter?

Peter:  (getting up from his chair) I’d really like to, but…(shrugs) 

Cindy:  You need a rich uncle, or something like that to leave you 
a fortune.

Peter:  (unconvinced) Yeah. (exits centre)

Karen:  (laughing) It won’t happen. Peter’s got too many relatives 
and they’d all be scrupulously fair. His share wouldn’t be 
nearly enough.

Joshua:  Besides we come from a family that lives to their 80s or 
90s. By the time the rich relative died you’d probably be 
too old to get into farming anyhow!

Karen:  Maybe it’s time to check out the birthday cake.

Cindy:  Let’s go see. (exit, Karen and Cindy)

Ben: (getting up) What’s up with Peter?

Josh:  (pauses before going indoors) What do you mean?

Ben:  He looked like he had something on his mind.

Josh:  I don’t know. I thought only women noticed things like that. 
(Josh exits, Ben sits down again looking pensive)

(enter Verna and Bert, carrying coffee mugs)

Bert:  Well, Benny boy! How are you today?

Ben:  I’m okay Uncle Bert. How are you?

Bert:  The life of the party, as always!! (sitting) So have you 
persuaded your parents to sell the farm yet?

Ben:  No, I’m not going to try to influence them. They need to 
make this decision on their own.

Verna:  (sits) If they sold, they’d be able to help you more with 
tuition. Maybe they’d move close to the university so you 
could live at home.

Ben:  I’m doing okay. I can always borrow money for tuition if I 
need to.

Bert:  (puts down coffee mug, gets up from his chair to move beside 
Ben) That’s the spirit. 
You have to learn to invest in 
yourself! Don’t be afraid to borrow if it’ll help you get 
greater returns in the end!

Verna:  What are you planning to do after university?

Ben:  I’ll probably need to get more than just a bachelor’s degree, 
so that means more years of graduate studies. I’d like to get 
into medical research.

Bert:  (puts a hand on Ben’s shoulder) No, no. You don’t want to 
go into medical research. You can’t make money doing that 
kind of thing!

Ben:  Well, you have to be good to get into that field, and I might 
not make it. 

Bert:  Why don’t you go into business administration? Business is 
where the real 
money is.

Ben:  (shrugs) Money’s not everything.

Bert:  (picks up coffee mug and moves to front C) You say that 
now, but you wait ‘til you’re 40. You’ll wake up one day 
and look around you and you’ll notice that some of your 
friends have all the money they want. They can do 
whatever they want. And then there are those poor suckers 
who didn’t take advantage of their opportunities when they 
were young, and they’re stuck in dead-end jobs and they 
never have enough. And by then their children don’t have 
the same opportunities because the family doesn’t have 
enough money.

Ben: I don’t know, Uncle Bert. I still think that when I’m 40 I’ll 
want to say to myself, “Maybe I don’t make a lot of 
money, 
but at least what I’m doing is important.”

Bert:  You think what rich people do isn’t important?

Ben:  Maybe it is. But I have to do what I think is important.

(Jordan, Dale and Katie enter running from back C, nearly knocking down Bert.)

Bert:  Whoa, whoa! What’s the rush?

Jordan:  Sorry.

Katie: (giggles)

Dale:  We’re going to play tag, Uncle Bert.

Verna:  (to children) Why don’t you go out on the grass to play.

(Sam, Daniel and Peter enter centre back as Jordan, Dale and Katie exit Right.
Sam is looking for a quiet place for a chat, he moves to front L as he talks to Daniel.) 
Sam:  Let’s just go out to the milk house for a minute. We’ll just 
take a quick look around. Ben, if anyone asks where we 
are, we’ll be right back. 

Ben:  Okay.

Sam:  Peter, you come along too. You’ll be interested to see some 
new equipment we’ve got. (Sam, Daniel and Peter exit left)

Verna:  Why do they want to go to the barn now? Don’t they 
realize they’ll get barn smells on their clothes?

Ben:  Probably not. A true farmer doesn’t notice the barn smell.

Bert:  So aren’t you a true farmer?

Ben:  (shakes his head) If I was, Dad wouldn’t be thinking about 
selling. 

Verna:  If you were a farmer, you wouldn’t be going to university.

Ben:  I don’t know. It’s not a bad thing for a farmer to get an 
education.

Verna:  My, my, my how times have changed. Your great-
grandfather would not have agreed with that!

Ben:  Why not?

Verna:  Well, your great-grandfather
Brubacher, he was an Old 
Order Mennonite minister and he believed higher 
education—that was going with the world. Children should 
go to school to learn to the 3Rs, and after grade 8 they 
should do physical work. I can remember him saying, 
“When you work on the land, you stay in touch with God.”

Bert:  Benny, why don’t you become a doctor? You could be 
a famous surgeon.

Ben:  (laughs) Not me! 

Verna:  I always thought that you’d be an environmentalist. You 
know, those guys with lots of hair who like to spend time 
in the bush…Demonstrating about wetlands and gravel pits 
and things like that.

Ben:  Where did you get that idea, Aunt Verna?

Verna:  When you were younger you always were so passionate 
about camping. And those projects you did about saving 
trees and about pollution…

Ben:  I’m still passionate about those things. We need to take care 
of the earth so that it can be around for the next 
generation, and the ones after that.

Bert:  But we can’t have too many rules to hamper business. We 
can’t stifle the economy with too much legislation.

Ben:  (laughing) Uncle Bert, I’m sorry, but you’re not going to get 
me to discuss politics at a party!
(Jordan, Dale and Katie enter Left.)

Verna:  (getting up) Are you kids done playing tag already? 

Dale:  It’s no fun with only three people.

Katie:  Can you play with us, Ben?

Ben:  Maybe later.

Dale:  How about you, Uncle Bert?

Bert:  I haven’t finished my coffee.

Verna:  Why don’t you play hide and seek? That would work with 
three people.

Jordan:  Okay.
Verna:  I’ll show you a good place for home base. 

(Verna and children exit right; Bert sits back in his chair, relaxing)

Peter: (enters left) Hey, Ben. Come here for a sec.

Ben: (walks over to Peter, left stage front) What’s going on?

Peter:  Your father wants your mother to come to the milk house, 
but without bringing anyone else with her. Could you 
quietly ask her to come out right away?

Ben:  He wants her in the milk house now? I thought we got the 
milking done early! What’s going on?

Peter:  Look, we’ll tell you all about it later. But, could you please  
ask your Mom?

Ben:  (turns to go to centre back stage, Peter follows) Where are 
you going?

Peter:  They want my Mom out there too.

Ben:  Oh ho!!  (Ben and Peter exit centre)

Jordan:  (enters left and looks around. To Bert): Can I hide behind 
your chair?

Bert:  I don’t know, can you? (Jordan scrunches behind chair)

(Jodi, Karen, Cindy and Josh enter centre, carrying tea mugs)

Bert:  Hi there, Jodi. (getting up) Who are these lovely ladies?

Jodi:  Hi, Uncle Bert. This is Karen, Cindy and Josh. (to Karen and 
Cindy) This is my Uncle Bert Snider. These are 


cousins of mine on Dad’s side. 

Bert:  Oh yes. Of course. (shakes hands with Karen) You’re Milt 
and Peggy’s daughter. (shakes hands with Cindy) And you 
must be George and Myrna’s 
daughter.

Josh: I’m Milt and Peggy’s son. (shaking hands)
Cindy (sees Jordan):  Jordan! What are you doing?

Jordan:  Shh! I’m hiding. Don’t say where I am!

(Cindy shrugs, Jodi, Cindy and Karen find seats) 

Bert:  Well, that was a delicious supper. (pats his middle) You’re 
mother’s a fine cook, Jodi.

Jodi:  She sure is. There was enough food for an army and she 
made most of it herself.

Bert:  So have you learned how to cook like that?

Jodi:  No way. Cooking’s passé. 

Bert:  But you have to admit it’s still true that the way to a man’s 
heart is through his stomach.

Jodi: I’d rather go without a man than be expected to cook for him 
for the rest of my life!!

Cindy:  That’s for sure!

Bert:  (mock horror) Oh what sacrilege!!

Jodi:  Oh, get off it, Uncle Bert!

Josh:  Men aren’t complete idiots; they can learn to cook too.
Cindy:  Men are probably more experienced at using a microwave 
than women are.

Bert:  (shaking his head) In my day, women took pride in their 
cooking skills.

Jodi:  Where’s Aunt Verna? I thought she was out here with you?

Bert:  (waving his hand; sits) She went to help the kids find a home 
base.
(Anna and Ella enter centre back and exit left. Peter, Ben and Tom enter, Peter follows Anna and Ella while Ben and Tom join the group on the patio with plates of cake and ice cream)

Ben: (to Tom) Do you know my Uncle Bert?

Tom:  Oh yes, we’ve met (shakes hands with Bert).

Bert:  You have the next farm, eh?

Tom: Yup. I’ve been there for 69 years! (moves to a chair and sits 
very gingerly.)

Bert:  You look like you had an accident.

Tom:  Ahh…I had a showdown with a steer, and he got the better 
of me!

Jodi:  Who was that lady with Mom?

Ben:  That’s Peter’s mother.

Bert:  Isn’t she your aunt?

Jodi:  No, she’s not. I think Peter’s our second cousin.

Bert:  Oh I know, she’s married to Daniel, who is the son of 
“Backhoe Henry.” 

Cindy:  Did you say Tobacco Henry?

Bert: No, no, “Backhoe,” like a high-hoe.

Josh:  It’s a tractor with a big, high scoop on it. (gesturing)
Bert:  And “Backhoe” Henry, he’s a brother to “Cabbage” 
Ervin
—that’s your grandfather (pointing to the young people).

Karen:  “Cabbage” Ervin?

Bert:  Haven’t you ever heard him called that?

Ben:  I haven’t heard him called that for years!

Dale (enters right, sees Jordan and exits right, running.)

Jordan:  (jumps up and runs, exiting right)
Dale: (offstage): One, two, three on Jordan!

(Verna enters right)

Cindy:  Why do people use so many nicknames?

Bert:  Well around here it’s confusing otherwise. When there are at 
least three other Ervin Martins, how do you know which 
one someone’s talking about?

Karen:  I thought Grandpa used his initial to distinguish him from 
other people .

Bert:  Yes, yes. Ervin B. Martin, “B” for Bowman. 
Tom: Nicknames are easier to remember. There are lots of Henrys 
and Ervins, but there’s only one Cabbage Ervin and only 
one Backhoe Henry.

Cindy:  I’d hate to have a nickname unless I could pick it myself.
Tom: You don’t need a nickname, we just call you Georgie 
Porgie’s Cindy.
Cindy: (makes a face) Georgie Porgie?

Tom: Your Dads all have nicknames too, you know.

Jodi: What’s my Dad’s nickname?

Tom: Most people probably call him “T-Bird Sam.”

Jodi:  T-Bird Sam?
Tom: His first car was an old Thunderbird with a V8 engine. He 
would go roaring up the sideroad, spitting gravel!  He was a 
maniac with that thing!
Josh:  What about my Dad?

Bert: That’s easy. Everyone calls him machine shop Milt.

Karen: Buy why is Grandpa’s nickname “Cabbage?” 
Josh:  Maybe somebody thought his head looks like a cabbage.

Verna: Tom, do you know the story?

Tom:  Yup, I’ve lived beside this family my whole life. I know 
most of the stories.

Ben:  Are you going to tell us?
Tom:  Why should I? You go ask him.

(enter John, Christina and Grandpa)

Bert:  Here’s the man himself!!

Ben:  Grandpa, we were just talking about you. Come and tell us 
why people called you “Cabbage” Ervin Martin.

Grandpa:  Haven’t you ever heard that story?

Karen: Tell us, Grandpa.
Grandpa: (finds a chair) Well…I was just a young man, starting 
farming after the war. We all had mixed farms in those 
days, a few cows, a few pigs… I was interested in trying 
something new, so one year, one year, mind you, I planted 
a little field of cabbages and tried to sell them at the 
Kitchener market in the fall. After that people called me 
Cabbage Ervin!

Ben:  And what about your brother, Henry. Why do they call him 
Backhoe Henry?

Grandpa:  Back when we started farming, ditches and for drainage 
or field tiles were dug by hand. My brother Henry was one 
of the first people to hire a steam shovel to do a bit of 
ditching work. A few people called him “steam shovel” 
Henry. But then, some years later, when they were 
rebuilding the road past his place, they used to park the 
backhoe right by the corner of his farm. It must have been 
there for months, and ever since then he’s been called 
Backhoe Henry Martin.

Cindy:  I still think it sounds as though you’re saying “Tobacco.”

Grandpa:  When we were kids we called him “Links Henry” 
because he was left-handed. 
Cindy:  What?

Verna: That’s German for “Lefty.”

(Dale and Katie enter running from left)  
Verna:  Are you kids done playing already?

Dale:  We’re looking for a good place to hide.

Bert: Why don’t you hide in the attic?

Katie:  No way, there’s ghosts there.  

Dale: And it would be way too boring, ‘cause Jordan would never 
find us. (they find spots close to Grandpa, not really hiding)
Jodi:  So Grandpa, did you live on this farm when you were a boy?

Grandpa:  Yep, I grew up here.

Karen:  Has it changed much?

Grandpa: It was different; there were eight of us kids and we had a 
house a lot smaller than it is now.

John: So you didn’t have your own bedroom?
Grandpa:  No way. We slept the boys in one bedroom, the girls in 
another. And then there was always a spare bedroom, for 
company.

Ben:  Did you at least have your own bed?

Grandpa:  Oh no, we had to get used to brothers or sisters 
stealing our covers or trying to warm their cold feet on our 
legs!

Jodi:  Yuck!

Katie: Where did you go when you wanted to be alone?

Grandpa:  When you come from a big family you get used to 
getting along with people. If I really wanted to be alone I’d 
go out to a tree house we built out by the bush.
Dale:  A real tree house? 

Grandpa:  It was pretty simple—a few boards in a big willow tree. 
But it was a great place to be alone; to think or to pray.

John:  Grandpa, why don’t you tell us the story of how this farm 
came to be in the family.

Grandpa:  My grandfather bought this farm from his father-
in-law, 
John Martin. You see, my grandfathers were cousins.

John:  You’d better keep it as simple as you can, Grandpa. We’re 
getting confused already.

Grandpa:  I haven’t even started! Let’s see, my grandparents, Peter 
and Mary Martin moved to this farm in 1891. 

Ben:  Peter and Mary Martin! They probably needed nicknames 
too.

Grandpa: My grandfather was always known as “Pit” Martin. 


His father farmed just south of St. Jacobs.

Jodi:  Was that in the time of the Trail of the Conestoga?
Grandpa: Close. In 1819 and 1820, two big Martin families 
came 
from Pennsylvania. Peter Martin had 17 children and David 
Martin had 12, I think. 
John:  No wonder there are so many Martins around here.

Grandpa:  Yup! All the Martins around here are descended from 
those two pioneers.
Cindy:  You mean all Martins are related to each other?

Tom: From what I can tell, they’re all related to each other and to 
all the Brubachers and Baumans and Webers too.

Jodi:  Let’s not get into genealogy!

Grandma:  (enters centre back) Has anyone seen Sam or Anna?

Ben:  They just went out for a bit. They’re showing someone 
something out by the barn.

Grandma:  Why did they go running off now for? We organized a 
song and a poem for Sam’s birthday. We should do 
that 
now before anyone thinks about leaving.

Ben:  They said they’d back in a minute.

John:  Come and sit down, Grandma. We’re getting Grandpa to 
tell us about the old days on this farm.

Grandma:  Are you sure you want to do that? How will you get 
him to stop?

Karen:  We just keep interrupting. Tell us more Grandpa.

Grandpa:  My Grandfather, Peter Martin, was a deacon in the 
church. When he and his wife moved here, to this farm, 
there were still stumps left from all the trees that had to be 
cleared.

John:  How old is the house?
Grandpa: The original part of this house was built in 1862. There 
was a log house here before that. I’m not sure how big it 



was.

Dale:  Did they ever live in that little house, down by the end of the 
garden?

Grandpa:  (laughing) Oh no, no. That’s the smokehouse!
Grandma:  (amused) Grandma Mary was a big, fat lady. She 
wouldn’t have been able to fit through that little door!

Katie:  What’s a smokehouse?

Grandma:  That’s where they hung ham and other meat to smoke it. 
Verna:  There weren’t any freezers in those days so they smoked 
meat to keep it from spoiling.

Grandpa:  Yumm. Home-cured hams were delicious!

(enter Jordan, right)
Jordan:  Hey, no fair, you’re supposed to be hiding.
Katie:  We’re not playing any more.

Dale:  We want to hear Grandpa’s stories.

Jordan:  (grumpily) You shouldn’t quit in the middle of a game! 
(He goes to sit at the edge of the group)
Jodi:  So how did you end up with the farm? Where you the only 
son?
Grandpa:  Oh my no, I have four brothers. Don’t you know 
anything about your relatives?

Jodi: (shrugs defiantly) I know my cousins!

Grandma: (pats Grandpa’s hand) She’s young. When you have 
so many, great-uncles and great-aunts don’t mean much.

Grandpa: (grumbles) I always knew the people in my family.

Jodi:  (sarcastically) Don’t say it, Grandpa; I can say it for you, 
“Young people, nowadays!”

Karen: So how did you get this farm, Grandpa?

Grandpa: In those days parents tried to help their sons get set up 
and one of the boys would get the home farm. I was the 
youngest of the boys.

John:  How could people afford to buy farms for all their sons?

Grandma:  Boys worked for their fathers until they were 21. If they 
worked out for other people, they had to bring their wages 
home.
Jodi:  They didn’t get to keep what they earned?

Grandpa:  And in return, the family would help the son get 
established. That’s why we couldn’t get married until I was 
25. We were dating for years, but marriage had to wait until 
we could afford it.

Cindy:  What about you, Grandma. Did you have a job?

Grandma:  Well I certainly had to work—everybody did. My first 
job for wages was when I worked as a hired girl. I was 16 
years old and I came to work right here to this farm…(to 
Grandpa) Do you remember that month or two that I 
worked here when your mother wasn’t well?

Grandpa:  Of course, I remember!!  My younger sisters couldn’t 
cope with the housework, but after you came, you had 
them all organized. I think what first attracted you to me 
was the way you were always singing while you worked.

Grandma:  I don’t remember singing, but I do remember what a 
challenge it was because suddenly I was responsible to get 
the meals cooked, and the laundry done and the bread 
baked…

Grandpa:  Wasn’t it during harvest-time?

Grandma:  I’ll never forget the meals when the threshers were 
here. The one morning I didn’t want to get out of bed 
because I knew I had to feed 20 people!  But 
somehow, we made it through.

Karen:  Wow! I wouldn’t be able to do that.

Grandma:  I learned a lot through that experience. I 
learned that I 
could do it, and I learned the value of encouragement. Your 
grandpa’s mother was sick in bed, but she helped me decide 
what to cook and how much to cook. And she encouraged 
me so that I felt I could do it.

Grandpa:  She was a great woman.

Grandma:  She was a wonderful mother-in-law. But your Dad was 
very encouraging as well. Even after a hard day of 
harvesting he would come and help in the kitchen if I 
wasn’t done; and he made me feel that he appreciated my 
hard work.

Grandpa:  My Dad as a generous man.

Bert:  What did you pay him for this farm?

Grandpa:  We moved here in 1950. At that time farms like this 
were selling for a bit over $100 per acre. 

Bert:  Wow. In 55 years the price has increased to 70 times that! 
That’s a worthwhile investment!

Karen:  Tell us more about how the farm changed since you 
moved here.

Grandpa:  Well when I was young we didn’t have electricity, or a 
telephone. We used horses for transportation…

Cindy:  So you were Old Order Mennonites.
Grandpa:  Yes indeed. I was a teenager when the Markham 
Mennonite church started. 
Grandma:  It must have been the 1940s before there was electricity 
here on the farm.
Grandpa: I remember those first electric lights. We thought they 
were so bright! We’d sit around the table after supper and 
we’d protect our eyes from the light! (holds up his hand like 
a cap shield)
Grandma:  We soon got over that. I remember the first time I did 
laundry with an electric washing machine. What a luxury! I 
especially liked not have to wring the water out by hand. 

Grandpa:  My mother always said that hot running water was the 
biggest luxury!

Grandma:  And a bathroom!

Cindy:  Your house didn’t have a bathroom?!

Grandma:  Indoor plumbing was such a bonus when it came; and 
now we take it for granted.

Tom:  This modern generation is spoiled. A trip to the outhouse on 
a cold January day, now that builds character!

Katie:  What did you do when you needed to go at night?

Grandma:  There was this thing under the bed called a chamber 
pot. (children react with horror)
Tom:  How times have changed.

Ben:  Now houses come with at least one bathroom for each 
bedroom and often a couple extras.
Bert:  It’s called progress!

Ben:  It’s called an insatiable appetite for using up resources!
Cindy:  But how did you take a shower?

Grandma:  We didn’t have showers. We were happy to have a bath 
once a week in a little tin bathtub.

Jodi:  That is so primitive.

Tom:  Primitive isn’t always a bad thing.
Grandma:  (changing the subject) Now in the barn, there the luxury 
was electric milking equipment.

John:  Don’t tell me you used to milk all the cows by hand!

Grandpa:  How else do you think we did it?

Grandma:  Of course, we didn’t have nearly as many cows. We 
usually milked between 9 and 12. 

John: (to Grandma) Did you help with the milking?

Grandma:  Oh my yes. Milking was considered women’s work. 

Ben:  What did you do with the milk?

Grandpa:  We sent it to the local dairy in milk cans. Every 
morning, after milking we put it out at the end of the lane to 
be picked up.
Grandma:  And early every morning, the milkman would deliver 
glass bottles of milk to everyone in town.

Bert:  I remember Old Jake Sittler delivering milk by horse 
and 
wagon in St. Jacobs when I was young.

Tom:  Those were the days…every little town had its own dairy 
and creamery. The milk probably never went much more 
than 10 miles from the farm.
Ben: That was the days before agriculture was big business.

Grandpa:  And the creamery had a big walk-in freezer where you 
could rent a locker.

Grandma:  You have to admit, it much more convenient to have 
your own freezer instead of having to go to the creamery 
all the time!

Ben:  So what about the house? How did it come to be remodelled?
Grandpa:  Don’t you remember the house before the addition?

John:  Ben’s too young, he was only a baby when they tore down 
the old washhouse and built the new part.

Grandpa:  That’s the way things are done these days, bigger 
houses and smaller families.

Ben:  And those of us who were raised that way expect to have 
more and more of the earth’s resources devoted to us.

Verna:  Ben, regardless of what you study, you’ll always been an 
environmentalist!

(enter Sam, Anna, Daniel, Ella and Peter, left)

Grandma:  Oh here you are!  People have been looking for you.


The party’s in your honour, remember?

Sam:  Well, you see, God called me out to the milk house.

Grandma:  Are you sure? We didn’t hear anything!

Sam:  We were looking for an answer to prayer.

Grandma:  Did you find it?

Sam:  Yes, I think we did! I guess we have an announcement to 
make. 

Anna:  Is everyone here? We should tell everyone at the same 
time. 

Grandma:  Some people are still inside.

Anna:  Don’t make the announcement until I get more people to 
come out. (exits centre back)

Ben:  So did God call you out to the milk house for a prayer 
meeting?

Sam:  No, the prayer meeting was earlier today. But maybe God 
called us out the milk house to show us the answer to our 
prayers.

(more people enter from the house. They move to the edge of the patio, off the deck. Anna returns)

Anna:  Now Sam, you come up here where everyone can hear you.


(Sam and Anna stand back centre; other family 
members are also on the deck)

Sam:  Thank you to everyone for coming out to celebrate my 
birthday. I’ve just had a wonderful birthday present that I 
want to tell you about. Undoubtedly all of you know that 
Anna and I have been debating whether to sell the farm. 
None of our three children was interested in taking over, 
and we’ve been feeling that we need to cut back. 



Just yesterday we told our children that we would 
be either selling the cows, or selling the farm. And now it 
looks as though we will be staying for a few years yet.

Jodi:  (throwing her arms around her mother) That’s wonderful 
news! 
Thank you!

John:  Wait a minute. What’s changed?

Sam: (putting his arm around Peter) I’m going to adopt a new son 
and he’ll take over the farm.

Jodi:  (sharply)  What?

Ben:  (slapping him on the back) That’s wonderful! What a great 
idea!

Sam:  Peter here, is interested in farming. He actually wants to be 
a dairy farmer. We’re going to set up a business 
arrangement where he’ll work in partnership with us for a 
few years and eventually we’ll sell the farm to him.

Jodi:  But where will you live?

Anna:  We haven’t worked out all the details, but we’ll probably 
get a trailer for a second home on the property.

Grandma:  Is Peter getting married?

Daniel:  (Peter looks embarrassed) Not right away. In a year or 
two perhaps.

Bert:  Do you have the girl all picked out?

Peter:  (shrugs)

Ella:  He’s been dating MaryLou Gingrich. She’s a daughter of 
Henry and Esther Gingrich.

Jodi:  So you are selling the farm after all.

Sam:  It’ll be a gradual process. If Peter gets married, we’ll 
probably let him live in the house and we’ll move into a 
trailer until we decide to finally sell out. After that we’ll 
probably move to town.

Jodi:  You’ll live in a dinky little trailer?

Anna:  We want to continue farming for a while yet, and it’s only 
fair to leave the farmhouse for a growing family. That’s 
what your grandparents did for us.

Jodi:  But it’s just the same as selling the farm!

Sam:  No, it’s not. This is like passing on the farm to someone 
who will love it and look after it. Besides, it’s someone in 
the extended family.

John:  It’s great news.  Peter, will you be able to start right away?

Peter:  I’ll give my job a couple weeks notice and then I’ll be here. 

Ben:  You sound as though you’re excited about getting up at 5:00 
every morning to milk cows.

Peter:  You bet I am. It’s a chance in a lifetime.

John:  Only if you like milking cows.

Peter:  I had given up hope that I’d ever be able to get into farming. 

Daniel:  There’s no way that we could help Peter finance a farm, 
especially not in this area.

Bert:  Sam, are you sure that this will work? Won’t you end up 
with all your assets tied up in the farm, with neither of you 
able to get those assets out if you need them?

Sam:  We’ve only had time to discuss it a bit and we think it will 
work. But that’s why we can’t afford to buy another house 
until Peter is able to get established.

Daniel:  If something would happen to Sam or Anna or Peter in 
the next few years, a major illness, or something like that, 
I don’t see how the arrangement can work, but if they all 
stay healthy and committed to the idea, it has a good 
chance of working.

Bert:  (to Sam) What if the partnership breaks down?  You’re 
putting a lot of your assets into the hands of someone who 
can take you down.

Sam:  My cousin Daniel has been a friend of mine all my life. I 
trust him, and I’m ready to take a chance on his son. 
Besides, walking away from this arrangement leaves me in 
a serious predicament. What do we do with a farm that’s 
been in the family for more than five generations?

Verna:  It seems like we should have a toast or something.

Anna:  (laughing) Mennonites don’t do toasts!

Verna:  Right!

Grandpa:  I just want to say that I’m very pleased to hear that Peter 
will take over the farm eventually. He’s not my grandson, 
but he’s the grandson of my brother and so I’m delighted 
that my former farm is going to him.

Grandma:  I don’t want to be overly sentimental about a farm, but 
I’m so glad the farm won’t go to some huge farm 
corporation.

Daniel:  Ella and I are also pleased with this arrangement. It was 
clear to us that we couldn’t help Peter get established on a 
farm and we’re so happy that my cousin Sam and his wife, 
Anna, are willing to put themselves out to help Peter.

Ella:  Thank you Sam. Thank you Anna. (gives Anna a hug)

Peter:  Thank you.

Ella:  You see, Peter is so happy that he doesn’t have words to 
express it.

Anna:  I’m thrilled that Peter took the initiative to get his father to 
propose this arrangement to Sam and I. Earlier today Sam 
and I prayed that God would surprise us with an answer of 
what to do about the farm. I believe that God has just 
answered our prayer.

Sam:  Amen.  Now, let’s continue the celebration! What shall we 
do? Is there more food?

Verna:  No way, we’ve had too much already!

Grandma:  Everyone stay where you are. Some of us have worked 
hard to bring some birthday gifts for Sam and we’re going 
to present them now.

Sam:  (to Anna) What is this about?

Anna:  (laughing) I don’t know anything about it.

Grandma:  Now Sam, you’ve had your turn, we need to clear off 
the porch for our performers, so that everyone can hear 
them.

(Sam and Anna move downstage)

Grandma:  George, why don’t you go first. And then we’ll finish 
up with Milt and Peggy’s family.

George:  Wow, this feels really anti-climactic after the big 
announcement we just heard. I just want to say that I’m 
delighted too that this farm, where I grew up and where I 
have so many memories, will stay in the family. 

 

And now, here’s a little poem I wrote (well with 
a little help), for my brother, Sam, who is celebrating his 
50th birthday today.


Sam Martin looked out at his farm


And it warmed his heart with its charm


He loved all his cows


His chickens and sows



And vowed to keep them from harm.

Sam:  Hey, we don’t have chickens or pigs any more.

George:  Don’t give me grief! When I lived here there were 
chickens and pigs…and I needed it to rhyme!


I have one more poem. When I wrote it, I didn’t know that 
Sam was seriously thinking about selling. I’m glad it looks 
as though things will work out. So, here’s my poem:


Sam, Sam, the farmer's son,



Bought some quota, and off he run.



Milking cows, early and late,



He'll make some money at this rate.



But prices go down and costs go up



Old Sam he wonders, what's in his cup.



But the milk truck comes, every other day



When the bills come due, he's able to pay.



But then he turns fifty and he wonders what to do



Has the time now come to work at something new?



Old Sam, he looks those holsteins in the eye



And he knows he can't be, any other guy



He's a farmer at heart, and in his soul



He loves his farm, and that's his goal



Sam, Sam, the farmer boy



Just keep on farming, it'll give you joy!

Anna: Thanks George. I didn't know you were such a poet!

Sam:  Was that poetry?

George:  Myrna, it's your turn.



Myrna: I'm not real good with poems, so I thought I'd tell a joke 
or two.  What do you call Sam Martin when he checks his 
crops? ... A farmer outstanding in his field!

Sam:  That joke is so old!!!

Myrna:  What is special about Sam Martin?...He has ten relatives 
with the same name as himself!



Now this incident happened a few years ago. It 
seems Sam was busy milking his cows back in the days 
when he did the milking by hand. He got himself settled on 
his stool and was just getting a good rhythm going when all 
of a sudden there was a big fat horsefly, buzzing around his 
head. Old Sam, he just kept on milking, but he kept a wary 
eye on that old horsefly. All of a sudden, the fly flew into 
the cow's ear and next thing Sam knows, the horsefly 
shows up in his milk bucket. It flew in one ear and out the 
udder!!

Sam:  Myrna, those jokes are terrible!!

Myrna: I'm done.

Grandma: Now it’s Milt and Peggy’s turn.

Milt:  Well, this has been quite a day. When I heard that Sam and 
Anna were thinking about selling the farm, my first 
thought 
was, “you can’t!” but of course, as I thought about it 
rationally, I realized that farmers have to make a living 
like anyone else, and we don’t have the right to be 
sentimental about someone else’s livelihood. So, I’m as 
pleased as everyone else about the solution that Peter and 
Daniel proposed.



Now, We’d like to sing for you a silly little song 
that we made up about 30 years ago when Sam and Anna 
were married. 

Milt, Peggy, and Karen (others?) sing with motions:  



(tune: This old man)


Sam and Anna, met at school


Sam was impressed, he thought Anna was a jewel


With a nudge and wink and a kiss upon the cheek


This old couple will be married in a week.


Sam and Anna met behind the barn


Anna thought Sam wouldn’t do her any harm.


With a nudge and a wink and a kiss upon the cheek


This old couple will be married in a week.


Sam and Anna, went for a walk


Oh my goodness, how the two of them could talk.


With a nudge and a wink and kiss upon the cheek


This old couple will be married in a week.


“Anna,” said Sam, “Will you marry me?


We can be farmers for all eternity.”


With a nudge and a wink and a kiss upon the cheek


This old couple was married in a week.

Milt:  We want to sing one more song for Sam’s 50th birthday.

Peggy:  That last song was rather silly, but fun. But we want to end 
with our sincere best wishes for Sam.

Milt, Peggy, Karen et al: 
(tune: Edelweiss)


Our dear Sam, we love you, 


We bring you birthday greetings


Fifty years have come and gone


Fifty years of achievements.


Down on the farm you have milked the cows


Fed the steers and worked the land.


Our dear Sam, we love you,


We bring you birthday greetings!


Our dear Sam, may you be


Held in the circle of friendship,


May you be blessed by our God above


Sheltered, guided, protected.


Excellent health is our wish for you


Joy and peace and happiness.


Our dear Sam, may you be


Held in the circle of friendship.

(Applause)

Sam:  Thank you.

Anna: Thank you everyone for coming. It means a lot to have so 
many family and  friends here to celebrate. Now there's no 
need to rush away; have some more food, play some games, 
whatever.

Sam:  Yes, thank you everyone. This has been the best birthday 
party I’ve ever had!

(The actors begin moving to the exits and the lights go down.)
B. Draper


