Seedtime & Harvest
April 15, 2004

This is frightening . . . Only two more weeks until Farmers Market and

we are not ready!  Or we don't feel ready.

Alissa has been transplanting tomatoes and peppers as fast as she can. (I haven't touched a plant.)  She's probably dreaming tomatoes!

Rick built our first large greenhouse and I'm hoping to get the tomatoes transplanted into it today.  We leave this afternoon to pick up its twin.  

We'll have two 30' x 196' greenhouses to grow specialty crops in.  Flowers will fill one and the heirloom tomatoes and maybe even

strawberries the other.  The ends open wide and the sides roll up.

Basically we want to grow earlier and later and also keep the rains from damaging the fruit.  A learning curve is directly ahead 
. . . Yikes!

The original greenhouse is bulging.  We are trying lots of new

perennials.  Lupines.  Hydrangea.  Russian sage.  Heuchera.  Daylilies.  Gallardia.  Sambucus.  Weigelia.  Roses.  We chose plants that have lots of color and everything is hardy for our frigid Zone 4 area.

Even our miniature roses survived the winter. I had dug a trench,

dropped pots and all into it, pulled the dirt around the plants and covered it all with a mulch of soybean straw.  We dug all sixty plants as soon as we could chisel them free and fifty-nine are growing beautifully.  Not sure if they will be flowering by May 1st but it's still pretty exciting.

So what's next?  I bought more roses!  David Austins, etc.  And we'll try again.

I better work but really must tell you one little story . . .

Henry's made a lot of progress this winter.  His stick (cane) is totally left behind.  He goes it alone.  It's weird how a person's opinion can change.  We thought it was the greatest when he could finally get into the wheelchair.  He couldn't even sit up straight.  It took the nurses ten minutes of hard work to maneuver him from bed to wheels and he only lasted a few minutes and he was begging to go back to bed.  But we thought it was great!

Now 2 1/2 years later, we'd like to throw that wheelchair in the

dumpster.  He only uses it in the house; otherwise he's walking.  He's even working more outside.  Last week he came home in a tizzy.  It was supposed to rain and he wanted the plastic laid for the potatoes.

First he plowed, then he tilled.  Then he offered to drive the plastic layer but decided he'd rather sit in the loader bucket and 

sprinkle kelp into the row.

Josh was driving and he heard lots of warnings before they left the

yard.  "Keep the loader up high enough that Dad's legs don't drag." "Pay attention!  You have to watch both the front and the back."

"And what are YOU going to do?"

"I'll plant onions."

Well, I finished one box and went to fetch another.  Coming around the barn, what do I see?  The boys are helping Henry up from the ground!

"What's Dad doing on the ground?  He must have fallen out of the loader! Is he ok?  Do I run?  He sure is frowning.  His legs look ok.  He's getting back into the loader.  Did he really fall out of the loader?

I'll just pretend everything is ok, put my nose back near the ground and just keep planting onions.  I really shouldn't laugh!  But how does a guy fall out of the loader?"

About three minutes of giggling to myself, keeping my head down, just

not looking, it finally dawns on me . . . "They could have road over

him!!!! And here I am, crawling along, snickering.  He could be dead or his legs broken again!"

We ate supper after dark. (My natural supper time, but not Henry's.  I grew up eating the last meal of the day after the work was done.  His mother always had supper at 5:30.  My mother thought city folks just didn't have enough to do.  Supper at 5:30!  Sun-up to sun-down, you worked.  And then because she was so lucky to have electricity, she worked through half of the darkness, also.)

Anyway . . . at the supper table the truth came out.  They were moving along just fine.  Henry holding the bag of kelp, just dribbling a steady little stream; Rick riding on the plastic layer, watching and shoveling a little dirt hear and there; Josh trying to obey his mother, watching

front and back.  Suddenly . . . "STOP!!"

Josh hits the clutch; Henry's body keeps its momentum and shoots out of

the front of the bucket; he flies through the air; hits the ground and

starts yelling and skooting as fast as he can away from the tractor

wheels.

The boys hear nothing.

Josh turns back forward.  NO DAD!

"S---!  RICK!"

Slam the tractor out of gear and run to the front.  And that's when I came around the corner to see the boys helping him up.  We laughed all the way through supper.  Henry called himself a human cannonball.

Last night he wanted to ride the transplanter and shove potatoes into the holes.  They planted until dark and then came into the greenhouse to warm up.  Cold water, cold soil.  Rubber gloves kept their hands clean but not warm.

Henry wanted to do another batch but Alissa had a fit.  "They can't see enough to plant the potatoes with their eyes up!"

"Plantin' taters is alot'f work!  Gotta' wrap each spud in'a little

piece'f paper.  Yup, shore do.  Don't want dirt gettin' in th'ir eyes!"

See you soon!

Harriet (and Henry, Alissa, Josh, Rick and Derek)
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