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September 3, 2009
Diet Dew has struck again.  12:08 pm.  Leg in; leg out.  Arm in; arm out.  Ear covered; ear uncovered.  Ah, heck with it.  I might as well get out and try to write a newsletter.  
I have been asked a thousand times, “When do you find time to write?”  Well, not usually in the middle of the night but I guess it will have to do ….

Alissa and I pulled and dug the roots on Tuesday.  Matt washed and packed during his four hour stint.  Today, Wednesday, we picked peppers, eggplant, broccoli, cauliflower and cabbage.  Maria caught a bus to Hull after school and picked cherry tomatoes with Alissa.  Matt spent his four hours searching for Swiss chard leaves.  Nathan bagged potatoes for the CSAs and also bagged beans.  Henry came home early to polish eggplant and peppers and to arrange them neatly in boxes.  

And then we worked our way through the broccoli while Henry rinsed and packed the cabbage.  I sprinkled cherry tomatoes into pint baskets, making sure to get every color cherry into every basket.  The oranges and blacks are really knockouts and the whites and greens are a must.  And then there is the striped cherry … hope a few rolled into each pint.  

Supper?  What’s for supper?  Pork chops are thawing and ready for the grill.  I dug through the cooler to find some of the long skinny oriental eggplant.  Want to try spitting them in half lengthwise, sprinkling with soy sauce, toasted sesame oil and a bit of ginger and then grilling till tender.  Also saved a split Savoy cabbage to make into Oriental coleslaw.

“Forget the pork chops!  It’s too late.  I’m in the mood for Subway.”

“Subway is too many miles away.”

“Ok, then I’ll go to Casey’s and get a pizza.”

“Yum!  Get a Casey’s pepperoni.  It is the gooiest, cheesiest pizza, ever.  YUM!!”  At this late hour Alissa was starving.  

And thus the Diet Dew.  It was free with a large pizza.  I knew my goose was cooked but regardless … I drank a glass.  And the pizza was pretty good, for a pizza.   And the yellow pepper left from lunch, yum!  Sweet!  Juicy!
Peppers.  Ah, yes, colored peppers.  Red.  Yellow.  Orange.  Green.  White.  Purple. 

“I have never seen a purple pepper before.  Is it sweet?’

“White!  I didn’t know peppers came in white.  Is it sweet?”

And then I hem and haw.  “Early in the season, purple is a bit sweeter than green.  But purple is the green stage of this pepper.  So when we finally get green peppers to ripen to orange and red and yellow, the purple no longer seems sweeter because purple is still in the green stage.”

All I get is a bewildered look.  

“Peppers come on the plant green, unripe.  Just like apples come on the tree green, unripe.  Peppers ripen just like apples ripen.  As they ripen, they become sweeter.  

“Purple is the green or unripe stage.  White is also the green or unripe stage.  Orange, yellow and red peppers are ripe, thus they are sweeter.  But they began life green, unripe.  Just like apples.  And tomatoes.”  

In the tomato field, we stumble over the same terminology.  When a restaurant orders a box of green tomatoes, to Henry that means a box of tomatoes not quite ripe.  I.e. green.  To me, it means a box of ripe green tomatoes.  Just like a box of ripe yellow tomatoes.  Or a box of ripe red tomatoes.  

This year we grew a new tomato called Fried Green Tomatoes.  Nice name.  I liked it.  Had to have it.  Had to grow it.  To many a southerner, fried green tomatoes are green i.e. unripe tomatoes that are sliced, dredged in seasoned flour or corn meal and fried in fat.  Bacon fat, preferably.  

We have grown just about every green tomato offered.  Green Zebra … too small.  Big Zebra … too big.  Evergreen … ok.  Green Moldovan … plant dies early but pumps out a lot of tomatoes before succumbing.  
Fried Green Tomato.  I thought it was simply a cool name.  In actuality, it is a different type of tomato.  Nice size.  Heart shaped.  Turns a yellowish lime green when it starts to ripen.  The shocking thing about Fried Green is that it remains HARD.  Very hard.  Perfect for slicing, dredging, frying.  And tangy, almost tart.  
Fried Green does finally turns red.  Still pretty.  Still perfect.  And still hard.  Still perfect for slicing, dredging, frying.  

To think we ate a stupid pizza!

Worse yet, we drank the stupid pop.  And here I sit, eyes wide open, at 12:41 in the morning.

September 4, 2009  10:30 pm.:
Getting a little senile, perhaps?  I see that I wrote about ‘green’ and ‘ripe’ peppers last week.  Again?  How boring!

I should talk about the blight that is wiping out our tomato field.  And has now taken up residence in the tomato hoop.  Late blight.  Started on the east coast.  Worked its way across America.  I see it in most neighborhoods.  Occasionally, a few plants are resisting.  Same blight that caused the Irish potato famine.  Scary!  Although … I have read that late blight is weather dependant.  So maybe with our constantly fluctuating South Dakota weather, we may not see late blight again for a life time.  Ok by me!  
But now I simply must sleep.  Been running on fumes all day.  
Flowers:  
Pretty!   Pretty!  As always!  Lissy’s flowers.  Fresh.  Gorgeous.  

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

Heirlooms.  

Hybrids.  

Colorful cherries.  
Cucumbers
Beans:   
Potatoes:  
   Yellow Finn

  Kerr’s Pink
   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:  
  French Fingerling has satin red skin, yellow flesh with red rings.

  Ozette:  knobby and wonderful.
Fresh garlic:  Metechi 


Spanish Roja

German White
Eggplant
Lettuce

New Zealand spinach

Broccoli
Cauliflower

Cabbage:  Savoy.  Red.
Beets

Carrots
Leeks

Sweet peppers 
Hot peppers: Anaheim, Pablano, Jalapeno. Salsa Delight, perfect for salsa, barely hot, rather sweet.   Holy Mole for mole sauces. Zavory with only 100 Scoville units of heat.   Tapa to be sauteed in olive oil and served as an appetizer.  Very few habanera.  
Onions: large, fresh, and delicious.  
  Cippolini

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

  Giant Zittau:  An heirloom from Germany.  

  Redwing:  A large, hard red onion, with some storage time.  
Basil
Parsley

Dill

Red Celery

Celeriac  
Henry & Harriet Kattenberg, growers 
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Falls Park Farmers Market:

Saturday 8am - 1pm

