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FREE
RUNNING
PHYSIOTHERAPY SH O ES*

ARE YOU OR YOUR CHILD IN PAIN?

Summer sports and activities can lead to long

term issues- WE CAN HELP!

¢ Physiotherapy ® Massage
e Orthopedic Treatments ® Registered Dietitian
e Acupuncture e Athletic Therapy

Offer extended until Oct. 31, 2013. Call Today!!

Vita Cannova
Registered Massage Therapist

Neil Flores
Registered Physiotherapist

Direct Billing to Insurance
info@generationsphysio.com
1—J2§;§?' 7-371 Mountainview Rd. S.

NE-A 905-702-0888
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Official Corporate Sponsor of

wonv The Georgetown Hospital Foundation

*with order of custom orthotics
Must be medically required . See us for details.

WWW.SHOPCA

SH®P HAPPY

SIGN-UP FOR FREE & GET

$25 TO SPEND

ON YOUR FIRST $100 PURCHASE

Free Returns

No Duty
365 days a year or Tariffs

Free Shipping

on millions of products
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A Ted Bit

Solving the world’s problems
from a tractor seat

Back in August, The Sidekick and
I hosted the Halton Plowing Match at
Brown Farm.

Since then, I've had a major hanker-
ing to get out and plow a field in the back
of the farm, in preparation of growing
barley next year to feed the sheep.

It’s been a while since I truly plowed a
field, from start to finish. All I've plowed
was the garden— which isn’t much.

The plowing match ‘land’ (area to be
plowed) is a paltry 200 feet long, and
keeping that straight isn’t near as chal-
lenging as striking out across
a full length field.

I have an old three fur-
row mounted plow, which
has three 14-inch bottoms—
okay, that means little to my
urban friends, but a farmer
knows what T mean.

The plow isn’t big com-
pared to some of the mega-
equipment that cash crop-
pers pull into the field with.

mention the fact it requires a lot more
horsepower to haul it around.

I'm old-fashioned. I maintain ya gotta
turn the ground over from time to time,
to let it breath, and allow the nutrients
to break down to be used by the crops.

My plow wasn't set up for my tractor,
so I had to spend some time getting it
set to plow straight, even and the cor-
rect depth. Once those obstacles were
crossed, I was ready to plow that field!

I marked the headlands (the ends of
the fields) to give me a point to drop the

plow into the ground, then
paced off a distance from the
fence line into the field.

I drove in a stake, and
drove to the other end of the
field. T paced off the same
distance, and then placed
the tractor in position, ready
to strike out the first land.

Eyeing the stake along the
hood of the tractor, I started
down the field, toward the

With mine, three 14-inch stake. I learned a long time
bottoms means I'm only TED ago, as in life, never look
turning over 42 inches of BROWN back when striking out— if

land at a time— not much
land by today’s standards.

Years ago, my dad and I both had our
own plows. His was fully mounted and
mine was a semi-mount.

Both  had
four  16-inch
bottoms, mean-
ing we would
each turn over
64 inches at a
time, a bit over
five feet wide.

With both of
us plowing at the same time, that trans-
lated into 128 inches, or about 10 and a
half feet wide.

Today’s farmers have five, six or more
furrows, with up to 22-inch wide bot-
toms to boot.

Itd be an understatement to say I
was taking a major backwards step for
me as I tackled the field with three 14s.

Mind you, when I was a kid, my dad
plowed with an old trailer plow, which
had three 12-inch bottoms.

So even three 14s was a bonus.

The fact that I'm actually plowing
that field goes against the grain of many
of today’s farmers. They utilize mini-
mum tillage or no-till policies, to cut
down the number of trips across the
field, or to save on fuel consumption.

But to plant non-till also requires
expensive special equipment, not to

I learned a long
time ago, as in life,
never look back...’

you do, you'll pull to one

side or the other and mess it
up. I repeated the process a few times
until T had strike outs across the field.

Next step was to plow between the
strike-outs and fin-
ish with an open fur-
row. I must say, I was
pleased with myself.
I finished up with
six ‘finishes’ and all
were mighty respect-
able— I felt pretty
good, considering I
haven't plowed an entire field from start
to finish in more than 25 years.

The Sidekick walked out to the field
as I was plowing it, and rode on the
tractor for a short time— even took a
spell behind the wheel to try her hand
at plowing.

I've always maintained that all the
troubles of the world could be solved
from a tractor seat, as the field turns
dark with the ground being turned over.
Going up and down that field is down-
right therapeutic and calming.

It’s one of those things that emulates
life, as one plows a field. At the end of
the day, you can stop, and take a look
behind you.

And in doing so, you can see how far
you've come.

—Ted Brown can be reached at
tbrown@theifp.ca



