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Late Thursday evening, May 27, 2004

It’s been a ‘go as fast as you can day’ all day today.  Henry stayed home from work and we had four extra workers, ages 10 to 18, plus Alissa, Sharla, and myself all going as fast as we could all day.

Alissa pulled plants from pots and organized 

each variety.  Paul drove tractor.  Henry and Krysta rode the transplanter and shoved plants in the ground.  Sharla picked lettuce ALL day.  Amberly washed spinach and worked on irrigation.  Nate scooped extra dirt onto each tomato, pepper, and eggplant, and I . . . I’m not really sure what I did.  

The plans were that I would pick with Sharla but . . . somehow I never got there.  Organizing, helping, showing, teaching, helping here, helping there, making coffee, frying hamburgers, cleaning up, cutting micro mix, pulling scallions, harvesting rhubarb, petting our new little puppy.  
Oh, yes, we added a Rottweiler puppy to this hectic day, also.  Cute!  But what a cry baby!  Howling, crying, whining, just having a hissy fit anytime we ignore her.  And she tangles on everything.

Amberly had to go home and milk cows at 4:00.  The next three left at 5:30 and Sharla quit around 6:30.  Henry fell flat on his face trying to help hook up the tiller but after a short rest, the big hearted trooper hiked himself up onto the tractor and tilled more ground.  Josh and Derek laid six rows of plastic and we ate pizza and chicken at eight.  I went back out and pulled rhubarb till ten.  (Moon was shining.)  Washed, bagged, sorted.  (Petted the puppy in between time.)

Now it’s 11pm, kitchen is almost clean, dishwasher is running, I’m trying to be creative and make this sound like the GOOD LIFE!  Bet you wished you were here!

It DOES feel good to get so much work accomplished.  And the kids were eager.  They had been anticipating the last day of school, just couldn’t wait to start work.  (I’m not spoofing!)  They want to start at 7:30 in the morning again tomorrow.  (I’ll still be drinking coffee and sitting by this computer.) 
We (they) planted:

656 tomatoes.

625 sweet peppers.

225 hot peppers.

198 eggplant.
376 perennials for cut flowers.

398 sunflowers.

And no, the greenhouse is not empty although it’s getting a little spotty.  (Oh, fiddle!  I forgot to plant the sweet potatoes!)
Back to business!  For vegetables, we’ll have:

Lots of spinach.

Some Micro Mix.

Some lettuce.  The reds are beautiful!  
A small amount of rhubarb.

Lots of green and red scallions.

A few baby radishes.

Flowers:  Lilies are still dragging their feet.  Alissa has only six bouquets made with lilies, lupines, mullein, iris, and columbine.  All this cool weather really put the drag on the lilies.

What I really want to talk about is rhubarb.  Every time I pull stalks for Market, I flash back to my youth.  We canned a lot of rhubarb sauce.  Rhubarb and applesauce were our staple desserts.  Dad didn’t buy fresh fruit.  Period.  We didn’t buy melons, cucumbers, lettuce.  We ate those fresh foods only when we could grow them.  An odd banana for a salad was the exception.

When money was tight, rhubarb was cooked until soft and sealed in jars.  Usually no sugar was added.  If a jar spoiled, nothing was wasted but the rhubarb.  If times were a bit better, sugar PLUS fruit cocktail would be added. We kids always fished around for the half mar chino cherry.  The best!
One year the rhubarb had worms in the stalks.  (Now, now!  Don’t panic.  Not THIS year.)  But since rhubarb was our fruit and dessert, we pulled the stalks anyway, cutting away all the worm damage we saw.  Only cooking revealed how many we had missed.  That was the highlight of our day . . . Standing over the big 21 quart canners full of simmering rhubarb, skimming out the little floating worms into a saucer.

Gross us out?  Nope!  We were strong healthy kids.  We had all the raw milk, free-range eggs, non-hormone beef and pork we could eat.  Butter was cheap.  

In fact, when Grandpa and Grandma came over, we were told ahead of time that we had to have two pieces of bread around our slice of bologna and to skimp on the butter.  “Grandpa and Grandma just don’t understand.”  They had raised thirteen kids through the Depression and paid cash for their farm when it was over.  Grandpa hid his cash in a cream can in a hole dug under his car in the garage.  He kept that hole covered with a board and a rug.  
Grandpa gave all thirteen kids $5,000 when I was about fifteen.  Mom and Dad bought us girls a piano.  Created a ruckus with the in-laws, but Dad stood firm.   There were farm payments to make to HIS mother, but, “It’s money from Liz’s dad.  She can spend it how she wants.” 

Thus the wonderings of the mind while pulling rhubarb! 
As for plants, we have a few beautiful tomato plants that didn’t fit in the field.  We’ll bring them along to Market.  Sweet and hot peppers need a home.

Perennials abound.  Come on down.  Take a look around.  None better to be found.
-------------------------------------------------

And now a word from Sharla:

Whoa!  Okay, so I grew up working on a farm.  You’d think I’d know a thing or two about hard work.  Well, I do.  But even so, in all my experience with farm life, I have never, and I mean NEVER, picked spinach all day.  Well, this week I did.  And let me tell you, I found a whole new dimension to the meaning of the word “work.”  

Picking spinach isn’t brute physical labor like shoving a 1500-pound cow into a stall or throwing 50-pound hay bales around a mow, but it is crouching in one uncomfortable position all day long, scrutinizing each spinach leaf carefully to avoid bug bites and wind damage, and then deftly snapping the leaf off at its base above its tough and unappetizing stem.  

Sound easy?  Well, it is easy—for the first hour.  Then, the knee joints begin to complain, the back whines, and the feet lose their circulation.  And the body has yet another seven hours of withstanding.  

I’ll admit that I never once got out of breath as I picked, or that my muscles gave out over the strain of lifting any heavy weight.  However, my quads were a little sore the next day.  And, in the end, I think it was the psychological strain that was the most trying.  
On my drive home from the farm, I gazed at the evening clouds, trying to find some relief from the monotony of staring at green spinach leaves all day.  Unfortunately, the first cloud I glanced at had the definite shape of a leaf of spinach.  I gasped in horror and looked in desperation at another cloud.  It, too, had a stunning resemblance to a spinach leaf.  My gaze spun around the sky.  Spinach leaves everywhere.  

I guess when you’ve picked spinach all day, you can’t get away from it…not even in the sky.    

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

See!  I told you gardening/farming was a GOOD LIFE!

We’ll have Sharla do something else next week.  Wouldn’t really want to loose her.  Besides, she’s going to become our daughter on August 3, 2004!  

Josh and Sharla announced their engagement Sunday morning.  After spending Saturday working Farmers Market, they went on their first official date to Sioux Falls, shopped for a ring and ate a salad at McDonalds.  Good kids!
Gotta’ run.  Still lettuce to be picked and micro mix to be cut.  And I can’t ask Sharla!  They are going on ANOTHER date!  Tisk, tisk!
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