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August 27, 2010
Our lists first; then I have a story for you!  (
Veggies:  

Lettuce

New Zealand spinach

Arugula

Spicy greens

Kale

Beans

Broccoli

Carrots

Eggplant

Sweet peppers in glorious colors

Hot peppers

Pickling cucumbers: babies!!!

Slicing cucumbers

European cucumbers

Leek

Garlic

Potatoes; red, yellow, purple, and fingerlings

Tomatoes

Cherry tomatoes

Celery

Herbs:

Dill

Basil

Parsley: Curly & Flat Leaf Italian

Cilantro

Mint: 
Chocolate


Spearmint


English

Thyme

Savory

Flowers:

Haute Mamas: Extra big, extravagant bouquets.

Lissy’s special bouquets.

Lizzies:  Most delightful!!

Limelight hydrangea:  Huge!  Gorgeous!!

Gladiola:   Flower Power at the Max!!!

Flower Night:
Some nights we get a little goofy, singing old country songs (Daddy sang bass, Momma sang tenor.  Me and little brother joined right in there …) and little ditties.  

A drip is a drop.  A drop of rain.  Rain is of nature.  Nature is beautiful.  Thanks for the compliment!

She wore a teeny weeny itsy bitsy yellow polka dot bikini …

Instead, last week we got a little sappy.  Betsy told us, “My mother always said I was a whiner.”  

We agreed, “You do have whiney voice!”  (Betsy is probably the sweetest, giggliest girl we have ever met.  She is coming to Market this Saturday.  Strike up a conversation with her and see for yourself.)

As Betsy tells it, “One customer asked my name and when I said I was Betsy, he responded that he had once dated a girl named Betsy.  How do you respond to a comment like that?  I didn’t know what to say!”

“I was always in trouble with my mother for being sassy!  Once she had me up against the ‘frig, slapping me.  All I could think was, ‘If you weren’t my mother, I would smack you right back!’”

“I was probably in more trouble for sassiness than anything else!”

Morgan told us she was a crier.  “I do.  I cry about things.”

“You do?  For real?  Like what?  What makes you cry?”

“Stuff.  Just stuff.”

“Will you cry at Andrew’s wedding?”

“Probably.”

“But will you cry about what the preacher says or because Andrew is getting married or because the wedding is so beautiful … You need a reason for crying!”

“I don’t know.  I’ll probably just cry!”

Daddy sang bass …
“How low can you go with your voice?”

Down.  Down.  Down.  

“Wow!  That’s low.  Did you ever listen to the Stattler Brothers?”

“I LOVED the guy with the bass voice!!”

“Me, too!”

“How.  Low.  Can.  You.  Go.”

“Wow!  Harriet, you have a nice voice!”

And then I got a little sappy, too.  “Two things I always wanted … for people to think I could sing really nice and for people to think I had nice hair.  Nobody ever says I sing nice and no one ever says I have nice hair.  Thank you Morgan, you just made my day!!!!”

Fast forward to Market day:  
I’m working the tomato section; Betsy is re-stocking boxes.  A tomato lover comments, “You got your hair cut.  It looks nice!”
Betsy stands quietly next to me, “Both of your desires came true this week.  You have a nice voice and you have really nice hair!!!!”

I grinned.  Betsy giggled.

Fast forward to Monday:  
We are juicing apples.  Alissa is feeding the grinder.  Morgan is turning the crank on the press (a borrowed press).  Betsy is filling buckets with apples.  I am filling jugs.  

Apples are crushing.  Juice is flowing.  We are flying!!!!

Suddenly, Morgan grinds to a halt.  The jack on the borrowed press is BENT!  Panic city!  

“I HATE borrowing anybody’s stuff.  It always BREAKS!”

We loaded the warped jack into the pickup and to town I went to buy a new jack.  Shouldn’t be a problem, should it?  Just buy a new one and bolt it back into place.  No one will be the wiser.

Fortunately I did throw on clean clothes.  Pulled out the hair band on the way to town and ran my fingers through my hair.  Dirty feet in muddy field sandals.  “Oh, well.  I am a farmer!  Farmers go to town in their duds.  Guess I can, too.  I remember working at the bank and farmers would come in to borrow money with their shit boots on!  And how many times doesn’t it smell like hog manure at the Pizza Ranch during the lunch buffet?”
First stop:  Hardware Hank in Hull.  Bottle jacks.  Car jacks.  “Could you please check your catalog if there is anything else available?”
Nothing.

Call Alissa, “Shall I head for Sioux Center?  I could check with Bomgaars.”

“Sure.  You are on the road now.  May as well.  And then go to Napa Auto Part Store.”

Bomgaars:  “Where are your jacks?”

The girl was kind enough to show me, but we didn’t see anything similar.  “I’ll call someone to help you.”

Five minutes later … no help arrived.  I went back to the front counter.  “Would there be anything else somewhere else in the store?”

Nada.

On to Napa:  I stepped into the store with the errant jack under my arm.  Three guys were waiting to help me.  One was almost dead, one was flirty, and I knew Duck.  Number One Son, Derek, had worked with Duck.  A little strange but Number One Son saw through the odd-ball exterior to the basically nice, but yes, a bit odd guy underneath.

“Whew!   It is hot in here!  Don’t you guys have air conditioning?”

“No air!”

I tried to explain that we were juicing apples, had borrowed a home-made press from Alissa’s father-in-law and in the process of squeezing juice, had bent the jack.  We simply needed to re-place the jack and everything would be fine.

Almost Dead had no idea how to help me.  
Odd Duck theorized that the bracket, to which the jack was bolted, was not heavy-duty enough and had allowed the jack to be tweaked and twisted each time we cranked it down.

Odd Duck pulled out one catalog and showed me the jacks they had available.  Flirty had disappeared and then re-appeared with another catalog.  “Your jack looks kind of like this.”  

“No,” says Odd Duck.  “That is a piece on a car hoist; that’s where the tires rest.”
We stood, heads over the catalogs, when I told Odd Duck that Number One Son had quit his job as foreman at the local mechanic shop and, with my other Number One Son, Josh, had started a new business in Sioux Falls called Real Property Management Express.

“Oh, I thought you looked familiar but I didn’t want to say anything.  You’re Derek’s little sister, aren’t you?”  

“Derek’s little sister?????  I’m afraid this heat has really gone to your head.  I am his MOTHER!!!!!”

So…  no more sappy for me!  Morgan thinks I have a nice voice, Somebody liked my hair cut, and now I’m young enough to be Derek’s little sister!!!!!  It’s been a good week! (
Our veggies are good, too!  And wait until you see the flowers!!!  Gorgeous!!!!!!!!!!

See you in the morning!!!
Harrie
Henry & Harriet Kattenberg, farmers 

Seedtime & Harvest, Hull, Iowa

hkattenberg@seedtimeandharvest.net 

www.seedtimeandharvest.net 

712-439-1861

Harriet’s cell 605-366-1056
Dates:
Falls Park Farmers Market:

Saturday 8am - 1pm, May – Oct

Are These Veggies Super, So-So, or Junk?

November 9, 2010

6:30 – 8:30 pm

Sioux Falls Community Education

IPC – 201 E. 38th St.
To register:  https://commed.sf.k12.sd.us
