WHITE PEACH BLOWS
Mrs. Margaret Yund left us, Friday some of the finest specimens of the White Peach Blow potato we have seen -- very large, smooth and beautiful. She planted the last of June and realized a good crop with scarce a small potato in it. Zanesville Courier
This week, Mr. Robert Fulton left with us a basket of his White Peach Blows, and on trial, we find them not only what the Courier says, but remarkably mealy and palatable besides. Mr. Fulton produced 75 bushels on a quarter acre of ground. He expects to sell them only for seed.
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It was astonishing how much good food grandfather and Mr. Wynne could get out of our rocky garden, the potatoes alone being enough to justify its existence. We grew ruddy Peach Blows, White Hebron Beauties, Early Rose and, eventually, Burbanks. Old Mr. Wynne devoted all the space assigned to him for the growing of potatoes, “tatties” he called them. He had a large family and they needed food. In the autumn he harvested his crop and trundled it home in his wheelbarrow.

Now, if I remember rightly, it was just after Father broke that team, he raised his first potatoes to sell. You know we didn’t raise them for market those days – people were ashamed to draw anything to town but wheat!  And it’s a funny thing when you think of how things are now, that we didn’t raise carrots and veggies and things like that to eat, then.  Oh we ate a few of them of course, but mostly they were feed for the stock. Anyway, those potatoes he raised that year for market, were called Peach Blows, and my! what potatoes they were.  He got a dollar a bushel for them, and nobody’d ever heard of such a thing.  Why! we thought we were rich. Before that if anyone ever did get up the nerve to haul potatoes to town, they got around seven cents a bushel for them!  Just think of it – and now they’re danged close to four dollars.

