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Thursday, September 30, 2004
All the fields around our little oasis are humming with the rumble and roar of tractors, silage choppers, truck dumps, and huge combines.  The crop is rolling out of the fields.  Dust is flying thick (I’m waiting here in front of the computer until the field south of our green beans is harvested.  Don’t want to eat all that dust.) and the Asian lady beetles are on the move, looking for a source of food and any little tiny hole in which to hibernate for the winter.  

I wish my windows were shiny clean and could be taped around the edges to stop the bug migration.  I’m thinking of buying a little vacuum cleaner that can be left lying around just to suck up all those spotted, stinky six legged creatures.  I know they are considered a beneficial insect and I really believe in beneficials, but inside the house is not the place for them.  They poop. They stink up your fingers when you try to catch and release them outdoors and they smear when you finally give up and get out the fly swatter.  

Quite a mind boggling comparison when you watch acres and acres of crops roll out in minutes.  The neighbor just started the field of soybeans surrounding our place.  He has a new twelve row combine with all the lasted technology and had eighty acres harvested in the time I picked a few gallons of cherry tomatoes.  Granted, his soybeans are worth $6.00 a bushel and my cherry tomatoes sell for $3.00 a pint.  But that monstrosity of a machine must cost all of $100, 000, plus fuel, insurance, interest, maintenance, storage, etc.  
My tomatoes cost me a pack of seed, some potting soil, pots, a greenhouse (which isn’t cheap by any means), propane (which is becoming a precious commodity), soil (life sustaining precious), mulch, irrigation lines and water, fence posts, and trellising.  I couldn’t maintain eighty acres of cherry tomatoes, not with all the Sioux County kids put together.  (Couldn’t sell them either!)  Where as one man with a tractor, a planter, a sprayer, a tank full of Round-up, ninety- dollar bags of seed, and a combine can manage multiple acres.
Our county black top road is humming.  Two silage truck dumps.  Two Fast Trac tractors with silage wagons.  The twelve row John Deere combine moving from field to field followed by his two gigantic tractors pulling humongous wagons.  Farm wives driving tractors followed by multiple wagons hauling thousands of bushels of soybeans to town.  A motorcyclist or two out for that last beautiful ride.  Folks heading for home at top speed in their cars.  A big shiny red ‘chicken truck’ (Only a semi-truck with lots of lights can be called a chicken truck.) topped the hill, shifted gears and “Let’er roll!”  Trucker has probably been jacked around all day getting that freight on board.  Harvest moon is full and shining.  He’s got an all night run ahead and time’s a-flying. 
I’m just inching along on the ground, 
picking young, tender green, yellow, and 
purple beans, thinking and watching.  I hope none of you folks happen to meet tonight!  Dangerous time of year.  Exhaustion.  Pressure.  Huge equipment.   Custom operators grabbing every job they can.  Every farmer and his neighbor screaming to be next.  Tractors creeping out of little field drives onto roads designed for speed.  “Season’s short.  Gotta’ make our money NOW!”  Sure hope the rescue pagers remain quiet tonight.
Friday, October 1, 2004
The roar of harvest kept up even as we turned out the lights and headed for bed.  Wonder if that made Farmer even sleepier when he saw the place go dark?  By this morning, the fields are quiet, empty, barren.  Only a few black birds remain.  Even the sand pipers, so active with all that field activity, have moved on, following the upheaval of insects in another field.

We slept.  Farmer didn’t.  This morning I’m picking arugula in the rain.  Farmer is probably busy with another project.  Farm Wife went zipping to town to the big fund raiser Harvest Sale.  I’m crawling along, getting muddier, still picking arugula.  Lettuce is waiting.  Beans need to be dry before I can finish those.  At least the heirloom tomatoes are dry in the hoop house.  We’ll save that job for a major downpour.  
Lesson:  If you wear the rain jacket, you must wear the rain pants.  Otherwise your pants get twice as wet twice as fast with all the run-off of the coat. 
I’m in for clean pants, another cup of coffee, a cheese sandwich, a potty break, and hitting the send button for this newsletter.  Lissy also came in drenched from harvesting squash.  She has chard waiting but it can wait for dryer weather.  She’ll stay busy washing greens, packing boxes, cleaning out the trailer.  We’re just glad we have crops to bring to Market.  Rain is always beautiful and harvest always makes the heart sing and become a little humble.  
Flowers:  Alissa will have gladiola by the stem.  Dahlias and lisianthus by the bunch.  Also yellow yarrow, purple gomphrena, ruby celosia in straight bunches.  We’re a already planning and ordering for next spring.  Lots of tulips and lilies.  Can hardly wait!
Beets:  With a number of plantings, we’ve been able to offer beets every week all summer.  Ruby globes, cylinders. Cylinders sliced make for pretty presentation.
Zephyr summer squash:  We’ll grow this one again.  Ruly vines.  Wonderful fruit.
Sweet Peppers:  Awesome colors, very sweet.  We’ll also offer a Jack Frost special: peppers that didn’t ripen completely before Jack threatened.  Remove seeds, chop, bag, and freeze.  Enjoy the best of summer through winter.  Wonderful for sautéing, etc.

Hot Peppers: Plants know what season it is.  They ripen quickly and stop blooming.  A surge of energy goes into that final seed production to insure reproduction.  Lots of fiery red and yellow habanera types; Lemon Drop, Red Mushroom, Hot Paper Lantern, Kung Pao.  Smaller Jalapenos and Serrano’s.
Swiss chard:  The colors are awesome.  

Potatoes:  We won!  All the potatoes are dug.  All Blue, Red Thumb, Ruby Crescent; fingerlings.  Carola, Red Norland for more sizable spuds.  

Cukes:  I’m amazed that we still have cucumbers.  Usually the cucumber beetle has long since decimated the plants with disease.  Babies & medium slicers, although I slice babies, too.  Seeds are almost non-existent.  Sure hate to think of buying those waxed excuses for cucumbers all winter!

Eggplant:  Lots of babies.  You know what the newest rage in the produce isle is going to be?  Baby cukes, baby eggplant, baby okra, and baby mangoes in 4-ounce snack packs, grown in the Dominican Republic on the 450 acre Morari Farms.  Who knows what chemicals they are allowed to use.  Be honest, you’re spoiled!!!

Okra:  Baby green okra.  Yup, spoiled! 

Tomatoes:  Heirloom and cherry.  Color!
Carrots:  Nice long slender carrots but also baby carrots!  See!  Spoiled, I say!

Arugula:  Jump-start your day with a fried egg arugula sandwich!

Spicy Greens:  The absolutely most time consuming job I have.  Delicious.  Lots
of different textures and tastes.  

Lettuce:  Very delicate.  Very tender.  Pretty colors and many different shaped leaves.  

New Zealand spinach:  Very small leaves.  Also frustrating to pick.  Just seems that bucket never gets any fuller.

Shallots:  The kids always remind me to add shallots when we roast veggies and meats.
Green, yellow and purple beans:  Usually we eat what we don’t sell.  Beans are different.  I keep a few meals back BEFORE bringing any to Market.  And I never seem to cook enough.  I dread winter and the yucky winter beans, canned, frozen, fresh.  It doesn’t matter.  They are yucky!

Sunshine winter squash:  Rival to the buttercup.  Delicious.  Easy to slice.  Remove seeds.  Place rings on a sprayed cookie sheet.  Place a chunked apple and a few walnuts in the center.  Drizzle with maple syrup.  Bake until tender.  Delectable!
See you in the morning.  Have a good one!
Harriet, Henry, and Alissa Kattenberg
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







