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Alissa was down in her cups one day.  “You have more in common with Sharla than you do with me.  She’ll talk gardening with you ALL day and I don’t.  I think you love her more than me!”

“That was our agreement . . . Sharla would work for us; I would teach her about gardening, organic gardening.”

Later than evening, “Oowwie!!  Oowwwie!!!  OOOOWWWWIEEEEE!!!!”

Henry and I exchanged a glance; he headed for the door and then simply stepped aside.  Momma’s little girl was hurt and Momma was rolling!

Out the door I flew.  “What happened?”

There stood Rick and Alissa looking bewildered.  “We were just trying to get the puppy riled.  Nothing’s WRONG!”

Crazy kids!

Back in the house but by then I was shaking.  Tears started.  And wouldn’t stop.  Finally Josh offered me a hug.  

Sunday morning, while drinking my coffee and reading a bit before going out to water the greenhouse, Alissa came down from the shower.

“Come sit on my lap for a minute.  I have a story for you.”  (Eighteen-year-olds don’t sit on laps often, but she did.)  I told her just how shook I had been.  “We don’t always say how much we love you.  We don’t  always know ourselves how much we love someone.  Sometimes we are so busy, we don’t even think about love at all.  But I love you; I love you more than words can describe!” 
All red-eyed and with arms around my neck, “I love you, too, Mom!”  (Am I sneaky, or what? 
Yesterday was hot.  The wind was quiet.  Sharla was trellising tomatoes and tilling between the rows.  Krysta and Nate were planting gladiola bulbs in the greenhouse.  Even with the doors open and the sides rolled up, it is very warm.

The bell for lunch sounded.  They all troop to the house.  I thought I’d ‘treat’ everyone to frozen pizza.  (We lived on frozen pizza last summer but this was the first pizza of the season.)  Salad fixings were also put on the table.  

 “Ah,” says Krysta, “a cool, crispy salad sounds wonderful about now.”  She goes to the refrigerator for the Western dressing.

Sharla just returned from a week of canoeing, camping, and fishing the Boundary Waters.  “What I missed most was salad!” she said.

Both girls begin putting lettuce on their plates.  “What is this?”  Sharla points to black blobs on her lettuce.

Alissa doesn’t mince words.  “Looks like worm poop to me!” 

“Could this be our little culprit?” asks Krysta pointing to a plump, green worm on the lettuce on her plate. 

“Just give that lettuce to the guinea pig.  She doesn’t mind worms or worm poop either.   And then come and get a clean plate.  We have another bag of lettuce in the refrigerator.”

Alissa was amazed.  “I couldn’t believe it!  It didn’t faze either girl.  They gave their lettuce to the guinea pig, got a new plate and ate salad with gusto!  Would have grossed me out!” 

What a great teaching opportunity!  Do you think they will be more diligent when washing vegetables?
Let’s look at life through Sharla’s eyes:

----------------------------------------------


Hello again!  I’m back from my “relaxing” camping trip to the Boundary Waters; back on the farm, and rarin’ to go.   Well, okay, maybe not.  


I had been looking forward to my camping trip as a time to kick back and put farming out of sight and out of mind and—most importantly of all—out of reach from my overworked muscles.  Unforeseen impediment to this plan:  my friend’s uncles, the leaders of the expedition, are old salts of the Boundary Waters, and they had determined that our camping trip was to include a 75-mile trek of canoeing and portaging through that rugged wilderness.  


I forgot the words “kick back” in the very first day of our outing, as we canoed and portaged sixteen whole miles, going steady from 6:30 A.M. to 2:30 P.M.  A regular 8-hour shift!  Only this time it was sitting on my butt in a canoe, paddling and paddling and paddling, instead of sitting on my butt in the dirt, pulling weeds and pulling weeds and pulling weeds.  


Actually, I had a great time, even though the trip wasn’t a break from physical activity.  I realized, as I lugged 50-pound sacks across portages and as I paddled away, that I didn’t need a physical break.  Wrestling the Rototiller through rows of iron-hard dirt, leaning over and picking spinach ‘till I thought my back would crack, and everything else I’d done on the farm had conditioned my body for this trip, so that instead of huffing and puffing like a broken-wind runner, I could forget my muscles and enjoy the view of the spectacular wilderness surrounding me.



And, by the end of the trip, I figured, with a satisfied smile to myself, that this trip had gotten me even tougher, REALLY fine-tuning my muscles into those of an outstanding specimen of a farm-worker.  


Not quite.  First day back on the farm, I weeded all day.  Second day, I trellised tomatoes all day.  Third day (today) I washed produce all day.  My knees, my back and my feet are all screaming:  “You need to spend ten more weeks in the Boundary Waters before you’re ready for THIS!” 
----------------------------------------- 
I’m starting to feel sorry for myself just reading Sharla’s description of her life with us.  And to think I’m almost over the hill and coasting.  (I will NOT tell you which hill!)  Poor Lissy!  We’ve worked together like this for years.  Guess Grandpa was right when he said, “The first hundred years are the hardest!”
FLOWERS:  

Alissa has the most beautiful lilies, both Asiatic and the fragrant Oriental.  With long stems, a bunch of lilies in a tall, narrow vase would make a regal statement.

Last week for peonies.  The gaillardia is gorgeous.  Lots of veronica and yarrow.  A few lupines.  Prickly, silver sea holly.  Bouquets in pinks and purples.  Bouquets in reds and greens.  Decorate your house and office with flowers.

VEGETABLES: 

Spinach:  Probably the most beautiful batch of spinach we’ve ever grown.
Lettuce:  New crop, never been picked.  Large beautiful leaves, sweet and crunchy.

Lots of red.

Green Onions:  Getting a bit warm and spicy.  Last week until next spring.

Radishes:  Also warm.  This is it until spring 2005.

Beets:  Reds, goldens, and Chioggia with pink and white stripes.

Sugar Snap Peas:  String both sides of the pod, eat complete pod raw with vegetable dip or lightly steam.  THE BEST!!

Snow Peas: Remove ends, sauté.  Also delectable.  Not as sweet as sugar snaps, but a delicacy of it’s own.

Garlic Scapes:  The undeveloped flower of the garlic plant.  Chop, sauté, add to mashed potatoes, eggs, etc.  We’ll have recipes at Market.

Cabbage:  Crinkly Savoys, solid green heads, and a few delicate Arrowheads.

Leek:  Young, slender and tender.  (Wish the same could be said for the rest of us!()

Kohlrabi:  We grew hybrid seed this year.  Very pretty.  Plump, round, perfectly smooth.  Peel, slice thin, cover with cold water, use for dipping (scooping) vegetable dips.  Or sprinkle with salt.  Kohlrabi would also make a good sandwich.

Next week:  We’ll check if there are any new potatoes ready.  YUM!

Please RSVP ASAP to our Come to the Farm Day invitation.  We have one week to get this place whipped into shape, pull tens of thousands of weeds, clean up the shed, plan our menu, and prepare all the food.  
We hope to see you tomorrow morning and on the 6th!!  Don’t miss it!
Harriet and the whole gang,  
Seedtime & Harvest

Hull, Iowa 

kattnbrg@hickorytech.net
712-439-1861

Saturday 8-1pm May to Oct.

Downtown Farmers Market

Falls Park, Sioux Falls, SD

Saturday 8-1pm May to Oct.

Floyd Boulevard Farmers Market

5th & Floyd, Sioux City, Iowa







