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July 10, 2009
Thursday night, at the supper table, (Yes, we still have supper on the farm and no one refuses to eat it although it is a new term to some of these young students.) Alissa exclaimed, “We had four storms today!  They just kept popping up.  I would check the computer and there would be nothing on the radar.  Next thing the sky would darken and then Dad or Rick would call that we had another storm bearing down upon us.”

Number 4 was upon us even as she was speaking.  A few little hail stones thrown in for good measure.

In the morning, we had cancelled a few workers and postponed the flower people several times.  Finally, they came out at noon.  Lisa went to work washing lettuce.  (I had left my buckets standing to run and close doors and put plants inside.)  Matt went to the different gardens to cut herbs.  Morgan (Morgan is back for this week only.  Bummer!) and Alissa cut flowers as fast as possible.  

As the girls were cutting sunflowers and I was cutting the last bucket of red oak lettuce, the sky turned a beautiful but strange blue and pink color.  I called Henry.  “Check your radar, will you?  The sky is really strange.  I’ve never seen such pink and such blue.”

“Another storm just popped up!  It’s at Hawarden, then Rock Valley, then Sheldon.  Hail is possible.”

Hail has been possible in all these storms.  We have heard reports of this family and that family receiving hail.  Debbie’s brother has been hit twice.  We hadn’t seen a single stone.  Not yet. 

Wednesday, early evening, a storm passed overhead.  Henry put in ear plugs and also a sound proof headset.  “I think we should quit farming … I can’t handle these storms!”

“If we were in town and the kids on the farm, you would fret just as much.”

“Yeah, you are probably right.”  The headset and ear plugs did help him cope.

I went outside and sat on the steps.  The sky was a sick green.  The rumble of thunder never ceased.  I could almost picture the hail stones being swept up and falling down, being swept up again, growing and growing and growing.  The leaves on the trees just trembled.  The rumble went on and on, finally passing our farm, moving on to the next farm.  

Such power!  Such magnitude!  What an incomprehensible Creator!

Today the sky was pink and blue.  Henry called me.  “What’s it doing?”

“I feel the first drops of rain.  I think I better quit cutting lettuce and head for the shed.”

Henry called again.  “They had one and a half inch hail in Rock Valley.  What are you doing?”

“I’m still making my way back to the shed from tree to tree in the orchard.  It is starting to rain harder.”

By the time I reached the last tree, it was pouring.  I either had to make a mad dash across the yard or stay where I was.  

Then the hail started.  The first stones were small but quickly they turned to one and a half inch, perfectly smooth, round stones.  Faster and faster.  Harder and harder.  I couldn’t refrain the sobs.  

The crops had been beautiful.  Swiss chard leaves were absolutely perfect.  Morgan had begged, “Can I pick Swiss chard?  I’ve never seen it so gorgeous!”

The girls had just picked the first perfect peppers.  Just a few, but no dings or holes.  The tomato plants are setting fruit.  The leek stalks were smooth and perfect.  

Hail!  

Suddenly the shed door opened.  Alissa made the dash … from safety to stand under my dripping tree.  We stood, our arms around each other, crying..  

We heard voices.  Matt was looking out of the shed door; Morgan had the window open and was yelling, “How much do we put in the bags of kale?”

The noise of those stones of ice on the tin shed roof was astronomical!

Derek said it hailed in Hull for four minutes.  Four minutes is a long time when icy rocks are falling from the sky!

Later, I walked out to the Swiss chard, etc.  We are happy we harvested as much as we did.  There are now holes in the leaves.  The leaves are not shredded; they just have gapping holes.  Could have been worse, much worse.  

Our work plan called for the digging of carrots but carrots have not been dug.  And I don’t plan to dig carrots today.  (It is thundering and lightening even as I type at 5 am.)  Not only would digging be very unpleasant, the carrots would come up with huge globs of mud.  They would need an hour of soaking, then a new tub of water.  Plus after a rain, plants take up increased amounts of water.  The stems become very brittle and break easily.  We do not weed immediately after a rain; the roots break off and the weed will start over.  Plus our huge muddy feet would do a lot of damage to the carrot patch.  Next week is another week …

We have lost total count of the rain we received.  More than some; less than others.  Ah, the vicissitudes of farming!

Enjoy!  The season is bountiful!!!

Radishes:  Last week until I take the time to plant for fall.

Lettuce:  Both loose leaf, loose leaf heads, and a romaine type still in head form.

New Zealand spinach

Kale:  baby Red Russian

Rhubarb:  Loved all the rain and put on a huge growth spurt.

Kohlrabi: Last of this crop.  We have several more plantings in the ground.

Garlic scapes:  a spring time delicacy.

Beets

Mini European type cucumbers

Cucumbers: small slicers

Swiss chard

Leek

Broccoli

Savoy cabbage:  Pretty enough for a table center piece.

Cauliflower:  Mostly Cheddar orange; white will be ready next week.

Snow peas

Herbs:


Basil


Lemon balm


Common mint


Fennel


Dill


Marjoram


Sorrel


Sage


Parsley

Flowers:
Alissa took a few snapshots of her flowers but the camera is still in the shed and I am ready for a snooze.  (I don’t even know how to download!)

Her bouquets are fabulous!  Alissa will design a bouquet as a pattern and Matt, Morgan, and Lisa duplicate it.  Just enough duplication to fill a bucket.  

Morgan is good at assembling flowers but does not want to create.  She insists, “I can’t!!”  

Lisa is just learning.  She is a very pretty young lady but also very capable.  Lisa is good at any job we give her.  Always very pleasant and always appreciative.  We have more ‘thank you’s’ floating over the farm than I have ever heard in all my ten years of growing for Falls Park Farmers Market.  Nice!

Matthew is very creative.  Also very good with colors.  Sometimes Alissa really likes his work; sometimes she tells him, “Follow me!”  

And Maria?  Although she was not here for flowers this week, usually Maria does a lot of the cutting.  She can assemble bouquets; she can be the sleeve person when Nathan is not here.  Although young, Maria can do anything.

Usually Nathan sleeves.  Nathan has no eye for color.  Alissa must watch which bouquet he puts into which sleeve.  And into which bucket.

All told?  The six of them make a great flower team. And they jabber and giggle most of the hours away.

Join is in the morning.  Please?!

Henry & Harriet Kattenberg, growers 

Seedtime & Harvest, Hull, Iowa
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