
Turnip Farming Past and Present with Darien Ingraham 

School became so frustrating for Dad that he finally quit at 14.  He lived in Nixon, on MacCallum Road, 

with his maternal grandparents. If he wasn’t going to school, then he needed to go to work to contribute 

to the household income.  Darien had a few ideas how he was going to now spend his days making 

money. 

At the end of the MacCallum Road was the homestead of Darien’s maternal great-grandfather, Dimock 

Haley.  Dimock’s children and their families had moved away from Nixon to Hillsborough and Salisbury to 

have access to high school education for their children.  Gordon Weir bought the Haley house and began 

farming and raising his family. 

Fourteen-year-old Darien went to work turnip farming for Gordon Weir.  Gordon worked in Lower 

Coverdale as a Commissionaire at the CFB Gunningsville barracks for $4.00 a day.  Darien’s job was to 

weed, hoe and thin the field of turnips for Gordon at $0.50 per day.  Gordon fed turnips to his 15 beef 

cattle as supplementary feed during winter months along with hay and mashed oats.  A horse and horse-

hoe plowed the field and then the 24 rows of turnips were hand sown.  On average, Darien could get one 

of the 400-foot rows groomed per day. 

That fall, Gordon and Darien harvested and cleaned the field of turnips.  Gordon showed Dad how to 

trim the turnip tops and roots, then store them in a low hay mow covered with hay to keep them from 

freezing over winter.  

Unfortunately, that winter, there was a barn fire and Gordon lost between 6-8 young cattle before he 

even fed out all the turnips. 

I often remember my father splitting open a turnip with my brother and me, scraping the inside flesh 

with a spoon.  It was so juicy.  I now understand it also kept us busy for a while, scraping and eating. 

In recent years, Dad and I have planted a couple of 100-foot turnip rows.  We often have planted seeds 

by hand, but one year a neighbour was telling Dad he waw about to thin his turnips and Dad arrived at 

my house with the plants that had been thinned only to replant them in our garden rows.  They grew, 

too! 

An abundance of turnip harvest has resulted in me taking turnip to my classroom to enjoy with my 

students.  A typical first reaction 10-year-olds is “Oh, yuck! I don’t like turnip!” or “What is that?”  

However, after we’ve looked at the root vegetable, passed it around to see how heavy it is, smelled the 

top of the turnip where the stems and leaves have been cut off, curiosity about what it may taste like 

prevails!   

I am sure to mention to my students when splitting the turnip that the knife I’m using is a wedge, as 

we’ve learned in our science lessons about simple machines.  I love to hear their groans as I make 

connection after connection to other subjects.  Peeled and sliced into turnip strips, students are invited 

to taste the crunchy garden-fresh veggie.  More times than not, I’m asked for a second, third and fourth 

piece of turnip, and even asked to bring another turnip another day. 

Turnip seed packages are waiting now for the soil to warm up.  Happy 2024 Turnip Season! 



 



 



 


