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Where the Wild Apples Grow

By Betsy Erickson

I've never been too impressed with
people who spend a lot of time sow-
ing wild oats. That seems to be in
opposition to both individual and
societal well being. But, sowing wild
apples? Well, that's another matter
altogether. The casually discarded
apple cores of those who have passed
through our area have created a para-
dise of seedling apple trees. And this
year it seems as if every apple tree is
loaded with fruit.

Not all seedling apples are tasty, at
least to us humans. The seed of a
Northern Spy, for example, will not
be likely to grow into a tree that has
apples identical to its parent. Search-
ing out the wild apple trees that do
have fruit that suits our fancy is part
of the lure. It is like a treasure hunt,
and when we find a particularly en-
joyable apple, we are not likely to re-
veal the location of the tree to just
anyone.

Years ago on this farm we had a
seedling tree that had wonderful ap-
ples. They were good for sauce, for
eating, for pie, and for anything else
we could imagine. The tree was-in

take

the years | remember it--a sprawling,
decrepit looking specimen, but it pro-
duced big, yellow apples year after
year. There was a little natural pond/
swale close to the tree, and we still
call that hollow The Apple Tree
Pond. The tree finally succumbed
three decades ago, and not even a
stump marks its spot these days. The
stone pile that was a haven for blue
racers is still there, though, and cer-
tain members of the family even now
make a wide circle around that area.

We only have two apple trees left
that were deliberately planted. They
aren't seedlings, and we look forward
to the years that the Duchess apples
are plentiful and sound. But, other-
wise, we depend on the wild apple
trees for sauce to can, apples for dry-
ing, for pie, for other apple desserts,
and for eating out of hand. Every trip
across the fields and pastures is an
adventure during the waning weeks
of this cool summer. There are al-
ways "new" apples to try.

Sometimes, | bite directly into an
unfamiliar apple. Most often, the
chunk of fruit comes flying out of my
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mouth
and |
pucker
my lips as
the sour
sensation
spreads
throughout my being. Usually,
though, | have my jack knife with me,
and | slice through the apple's core,
checking to see if it is healthy and
sound, and to find out if the seeds are
beginning to turn brown, indicating
ripening. Then, I cut off a very small
piece to taste. This method is less
shocking to the taste buds.

| have noticed several fruited trees
on the farm that have never had ap-
ples before. It will be fun to see if any
of them has the potential of rising to
the standard of the old tree whose
fruit we enjoyed for so many
years. But, if not, we will still find
enough wild apples to fill our
needs. And the wildlife in our area
will surely benefit from this bumper
crop even more than we.

‘_& 3rd Annual Sheep -to-Shawl Inside this issue:
2% Next Weekend!

Next Saturday, September 12, Betsy Erickson
and Runo Lorentzo will load up a couple of
sheep and bring them to the Market to have
their wooly coats sheared off! The wool will
then be carded, spun, and knit into a shawl,

{ all within a few hours with the help of some
friends. There will be a raffle to see who will
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