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July 8, 2005
Come to the Farm Day is postponed.  Seems as if we are perpetually behind.  Some days we have almost no help.  Wednesday - this place was swarming.  Eight of us, slugging and sweating.  But Come to the Farm Day requires a thorough scrubbing of the shed, a few days of cooking, chopping, preparing, lots of mowing and weed eating.  And we are just keeping up with the bare necessities.  Sorry!  Maybe next time we’ll ask for work volunteers from our subscribers!  Can you handle a day in the sun?  Bent over or on your knees?  

Relief is in sight!  No more store-bought potatoes!  Store potatoes make me grumble.  So many dark spots, gouges, scrapes.  Cut this away, cut that away, peel deeper.  Cheap?  Definitely.  But who wants to feed the compost pile or fill up the septic tank?  

This week: Red Norland, tender red skin/white flesh.  Russian Blue with fingerling characteristics and purple skin/lavender flesh.  A smooth skinned white and a russet white.  Fabulous new potatoes!  

Grandpa and Grandma raised eleven boys and two girls through the depression era on potatoes, oatmeal, and bread, maybe a half an egg on Sundays when times were good.  Mid-winter and again in early spring, Mom would be sent to the basement to break the sprouts off the potatoes and sort out the rotting spuds.  An ugly task in itself, she remembers eating over-the-hill potatoes all summer.  Throw in a decayed tooth or two.  (Couldn’t afford dental work.  “Pull’em!” Grandpa would say.)  
“Bad potatoes taste like a rotten tooth!  You know, you suck on the tooth and old stuff comes out.”   Yyyyuukkk!  My sister and I were coached in proper potato peeling.  Every eye must be carved out with the tip of the paring knife.  “A pot of potatoes should be snow white!”  

Driving home after supper with Auntie and Unc, Mom would shudder.  “I just can’t eat Auntie’s potatoes.  She leaves all the pits in.  There’s dark chunks everywhere.  I almost gagged!”

To please his little wife, Dad would buy a better quality potato.  He’d lean over us girls’ shoulder as we peeled, “Can you peel any shallower?”  
Elizabeth and Alissa, “How do you peel potatoes, with a potato peeler or a knife?”  “Grandma does it with a knife.  She cuts off a THICK peel.  And fast, too.  Half the potato is gone!”

Aaah.  Enter new, fresh dug potatoes.  A light scrubbing to remove dirt, steamed over a pot of boiling water.  Slathered with butter.  What could be better?

Lettuce

Spinach: New crop.
Radishes: Last week for radishes.  A chomp of radish starts out sweet and juicy.  About the time you swallow, the heat begins to build.  And build!  Hot but addictive!

Broccoli: Wonderful crop.  Not large heads but we planted lots.   Piracicaba is slated to be wonderful raw.  Try it.
Kohlrabi

Beets:  Absolutely delectable!  Henry thought they were sweeter than the carrots.
Carrots

Green-topped onions

Cabbage

Leek

Swiss chard:  Lovely colors.
Garlic scapes:  Pick up a recipe booklet to help stimulate your creative cooking ability.

Sweet peppers

Tomatoes:  A few red hybrids. Heirlooms: yellow Taxi, red Italian Heirloom, beautiful Copia, plum type Purple Russian, roma Striped Roman.  All vine ripened.
New potatoes:  Truly NEW potatoes.  New potatoes, a term used often on mature small potatoes, are only available for a short time while plants are still growing and skins are tender and flake off easily.
Basil

Flowers.  Flowers!  FLOWERS!  Lilies, Asiatic and Oriental, by the stem and in bouquets.  Dahlias, by the bunch. 

Bouquets. Bouquets!  BOUQUETS!  Twenty eight hours of bouquet making.  Plus harvesting hours.  Maybe there’s a reason we haven’t been able to organize Come to the Farm Day.  
All Lissy’s flowers are cut into Chrysal flower food.  Mr. Gustuf, her floral design instructor, said Chrysal is made of all natural materials.  Not organic, but natural.  The Floralife flower food packet that we include with the bouquet is made of chemicals.  If you would rather not use chemicals of any kind, add a 1/8th teaspoon of sugar and two drops of Clorox to your vase water.  Sugar feeds the flowers; Clorox keeps bacteria counts in check.  
Gladiola season begins with a pure white glad, a delicate green glad and a pink glad.  Wonderfully tall and straight.  Tons of flower power on each stem.  

Elizabeth and Laura stayed with us last night though the grueling hours of bouquet making.  Mother and daughter were a bit squirrelly.  (Just a bit, mind you.)  Elizabeth held her own even though she was up early milking cows.  (How’s that for a day … 3am to 12pm and she never faltered.)  Laura just didn’t say a word but worked as steadily as ever. 

Sorry this e-mail is so late.  We were without power for three hours today.  The sky was so boiling black that we all ran to close down the greenhouses and then ran for cover.    Did receive 7/10” rain.  Wonderful!  The greenhouses deflated and the wind slapped the plastic around.  We tried pulling the ropes tighter.  Some of the anchors are actually coming out of the ground.  Couldn’t get the generator to start either.  
One of the kids came out to the field.  “We have the lettuce washed but can’t spin it.  No power!”

I was tempted to retort, “Swing the garment bag of lettuce around and around above your head.”  Luckily the power came back.  

Being too tired to think, I’ll see you ALL in the morning.

Henry, Harriet & Alissa Kattenberg 

Seedtime & Harvest, Hull, Iowa

712-439-1861
Downtown Farmers Market:

Saturday 8-1pm May to Oct.

Winter market pending.
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Floyd Blvd Local Foods Market:

Saturday 8-1pm 

Wednesday 3-6pm
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