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August 28, 2009
Tuesday was Matthew’s last full day and Wednesday was Maria’s.  They both returned to help Alissa design flower bouquets Thursday evening.  Then Matt plans to work late afternoons after his coffee shop is closed. 

I think Josh enjoyed his day at Market; he asked if we needed help this week.  

“Don’t you need Saturdays to prepare for your classes?”  Josh teaches three days a week.

“I work better under pressure.  Seems I need to be totally swamped before I can get anything accomplished.”

Josh and Sharla came out to the farm for a couple hours.  Willem climbed onto his little battery operated tractor.  “Grandpa!  Are you going to follow him?”


“I’ll take the Gator.”  And there the two farmers went, Willem on his little tractor, Grandpa on the Gator.  Opa and Oma really chuckled when they pulled on the yard, coming for a cup of coffee.  But it hadn’t been so cute the week before.

Josh and Sharla had asked if we could have Willem for the evening as they had a school function and life is much easier without two little kids at such times. 

Henry and I were still working in the shed when they dropped off Willem.  He immediately climbed onto his little tractor and said to his daddy, “I want an apple.”

“Willem!  You must stay on the yard where Grandpa and Grandma can see you.  Do not go to the orchard.”

I went back to wiping tomatoes, thinking Josh was with Willem.  A few minutes later, I stepped out of the shed.  The car was gone … and so was Willem!!!  Panic!!!

I raced back to the shed to get the Gator.  Feet are just too slow when a little kid is missing.  I met Henry.  “Willem is gone!”

Henry threw up his arms and I snapped, “Just don’t panic!”

“Look who’s panicking!!”

I stomped on the gas, backed the Gator up, ground the gears, slammed it into forward, stomped on the gas again, and headed for the road.  Maybe Willem had followed his daddy.  

Nothing.

Into the orchard.

Nothing.

Around the back of the house.

Nothing.

Back side of the hoop houses.

Nothing.

Front side …. There came Willem, still on his little tractor, his little head looking backwards at Grandpa following him in Grandpa’s big pick-up truck.  

Whew!!  Creepy!

The little kid had no idea what the problem was.  “Are you people goofy or what?”

Willem drove his tractor back into the shed, parked it and got off.  
“Willem!  You must stay where Grandpa and Grandma can see you.” 

He proceeded to play with rocks and sticks, hanging around the shed.  Finally, we went in to make supper.  “More hamburger!  More applesauce!”

Flowers:  
Pretty!   Pretty!  As always!  Lissy’s flowers.  Fresh.  Gorgeous.  

“Where are you going tonight that you can take flowers?” 

Ah, yes, we have tomatoes!  Home grown.  Sun ripened.  Perfectly organic.  As Lisa would say, “Yum!”  

Heirlooms.  

Hybrids.  

Colorful cherries.  

Cucumbers:  I divvied the cucumbers into four sizes this week, discarding the plumpers.  
Baby pickling: for making sweets or little dills.  Under 3”.

Size # 2:

Size # 3: 3-5” for whole dill pickles, refrigerator pickles.  You name it; these will make’em good!

Size #4:  Slice for fresh eating, pickle them any way,  “Yum!”

Slicers: Prettiest slicers we have ever grown.

(Alissa thinks the next breeding frontier should be pickles that taste of dill and garlic.  “Yum!”  Forget the Round-Up Ready junk;  breed for flavor!!)
Beans:  
Santa Anna, green
Gold of Bacau is a flat yellow Italian bean.  

Potatoes:  

   Yellow Finn 

   Purple Majesty with purple skin & flesh

  Colorado Rose comes is jumbo sizes, great for baking.  One spud and a few toppings would make a meal!  Beautiful deep red skin, white flesh. 

Fingerling potatoes:  
  Tom Thumb with dark pink skin and pale pink flesh.  

  Rose Finn Apple, a pale rosy pink skinned potato with deep yellow flesh.  Lots of knobs and bumps.

  French Fingerling has satin red skin, yellow flesh with red rings.
Fresh garlic:  Metechi 


Spanish Roja

German White
Eggplant:  Traditional black bell-shaped and long skinny Oriental.  

Lettuce

Spinach

New Zealand spinach

Broccoli
Cauliflower

Cabbage:  Savoy

Beets

Carrots:  The tops were so brittle that we chopped them off in the field.  Loose carrots in orange and Rainbow.  Fill your sacks!
Leeks

Sweet peppers: ‘Green’ peppers ripen just like ‘green’ apples ripen.  Yes, some green apples remain green even when ripe, i.e. Granny Smith.  Unripe white peppers are white in their ‘green’ stage.  Purple peppers also come onto the vine in their ‘green’ stage which happens to be purple.  Both white and purple peppers turn to other colors as they ripen.  This cool, feels-like-fall weather has stimulated our ‘green’ peppers to ripen to orange, yellow, and red.  Pretty!  And as sweet peppers ripen, they become sweeter just like apples become sweeter as they ripen.  Yes, we have colored peppers.
Hot peppers:  Son Rick just came and ‘bought’ 5 pounds of Jalapeno peppers.  He and Debbie are making salsa with Debbie’s sister.  Yes, he ‘bought’ Jalapenos.  “Make salsa on Saturday night and you can have as many Jalapenos as I have left over.  Make salsa before I go to Market, I guess you better pay for them.”
So our deal … If I have Jalapenos left after tomorrow’s market, Rick gets his money back.  Help!!
Onions: large, fresh, and delicious.  
  Gladstone:  A white onion with no dry wrapper skins.  Not for storage; for fresh eating.
  Cippolini

  Red Torpedo: flesh is very fine-grained, almost delicate.  Folks always return with raves.

  Giant Zittau:  An heirloom from Germany.  Didn’t turn out to be giant of our giant onion crop but a very nice yellow onion, nice size, and has excellent storage abilities.  
Basil
Parsley

DILLLLLLLL: We do have dill.  
See you in the morning!! 

Henry & Harriet Kattenberg, growers 
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Falls Park Farmers Market:

Saturday 8am - 1pm

