[image: image1.png])’ Seedtime & Harvest



 
October 22, 2004
We are suffocating in poop!  Not a breath of fresh air to be found.  Our clothes wreak.  Our hair stinks.  We are not completely free of poop smells even inside the house.  
Every inch of land to the south and east of our little organic haven is covered with hog crap.  400,000 gallons of manure blanket the soil.  400,000 gallons from one pit under one building.  The other 400,000 gallons from the second building is being pumped into humongous shit spreaders with four tandems, pulled by gigantic dually tractors down the road to other fields.  

Manure Jockeys.  Truly, that’s what these professional manure haulers call themselves.  Imagine making your living hauling shit.  Imagine your man making your living hauling shit!  Coming home after a twelve hour shift smelling of hog.  Twenty-four hours a day, they back the huge equipment next to these climate controlled buildings, pump the liquid manure from under thousands of hogs, pulling 4,500 gallons of this stinky stuff into fields, hitting a switch and pouring black, putrid poop over the land.
Neighbor doesn’t own enough land to absorb all his manure.  So he sold the manure in one building to another crop farmer.  

“There’s nothing like hog shit to bring up yields,” Neighbor told me as I gave him a ride back to his tractor.  “Not a fertilizer out there that can match hog manure.  I’ve talked to all the guys at the co-op.  Even the agronomist agrees.  The yield increase with hog shit is phenomenal.  Most be some bacteria or something in it.”

“I did try to knife the manure in but the soil is too hard.  Tractor couldn’t pull it.  So I planned to get it all hauled and then hook up the disc and disc it under.  The law says we have to knife manure in within 750 feet of a residence.”  

“Thank you, thank you.  I needed to know that!  If you weren’t such a nice guy, we’d belly ache to the authorities.  But since you are such a good chap, and we really hate trouble, we’ll just suffer through it.  Besides, I really believe in manure.”

Neighbor is a good guy, a hard working American farmer.  He’s doing the best he can with the knowledge he has.  He’s up to date, reading the latest farm magazines, even pays attention to the latest chemical ads.  He only spreads hog manure on harvested bean fields and he rotates between planting corn one year and soybeans the next.  So we only eat vaporized hog dung every other year.  Truly, we feel hog dust, hog hair, hog manure on our tongues.  The air is saturated.
Although it comes as a surprise to Neighbor that manure is such a good nutrient, it isn’t anything new.  Farmers have been fertilizing their fields for eons with manure.  The land feeds the animals and the animals enrich the land.  Just think of the work of worms.  Worm castings, worm poop, is one of the best soil additives in the world.  Folks crawl through caves looking for sources of  bat guano, bat poop.  Seabird guano is also a precious commodity. 

Years ago when Mr. Rodale was researching organic growing on a  tour through China, he questioned why farmers built ‘port-a-pots’ along roads.  Each one was a little more attractive than the next.  Why?  The Chinese farmer had more land than he had animals to fertilize that land.  Farmer was trying to attract Mr. Passerby to stop at his pot and leave a donation.  So precious was manure!

Quite amazing really.  The chemical fertilizers kill any living microbe in the soil.  Anhydrous ammonia hardens soil.  In fact, anhydrous ammonia was used in Viet Nam to harden the earth to the point of making runways for air planes.  Can you believe farmers actually spread this dangerous, life killing stuff on their soils?  

Not that I approve of these hog confinements.  We do eat pork but not from a confinement.  I’ve smelled too much hog manure and it seems that commercial pork smells like a manure pit even as it cooks in my kitchen.  If we want pork, we raise a piggy for that purpose.  Outside.  On grass.  On dirt. He grows much slower, true.  Costs more to feed a single hog than multiple hogs.  But I can’t swallow a bite of putrid pork.  Sorry.

My opinion?  Pork smells like confinement because these poor critters spend their life over that 400,000 gallons of manure.  Crowded together.  Biting at one another.  The hog house is never quiet and still.  Did you ever notice the little three-sided pens next to the road in front of every confinement?  Made of privacy fencing, sheets of corrugated steel, whatever, that little pen shields dead hogs from the eyes of the public as they drive past.  I think some of these hogs die from stress.
Picture in your mind how many folks could be on small acreages and farms if small time farming replaced or even supplemented huge confinements.  Think, if you will, of the wonderful nourishing food that could be available if we demanded quality food instead of demanding cheap food.  But that’s another issue and I promised you a fossil date story.
One more thing concerning food:  Sally Fallon, author of Nourishing Traditions and President of The Weston A. Price Foundation, will give a seminar on Healthy Traditional Diets in Holstein, Iowa.  Friday evening, November 5 and all-day Saturday, November 6.  You really shouldn’t miss it!  Ask us for a brochure with all the info.

Well . . . This manure issue really got me side-tracked.  Now . . .  A Fossil’s Date !

Henry wanted to see the Pavilion’s tornado show.  

Kids:  “We thought you were scared of tornados.  You are a basket case even when the wind blows!”  

Henry:  “I am.  Scared to death, but they fascinate me too.”
He drove like a maniac to get to S. Falls for the 6:00 showing. “Shit!  We’re going to miss it.  Crap!  Where do we go in?  We’re on the wrong side of the building.”

RRRkkkk.  He slammed the pick-up into ‘park’.

“Aren’t you going to feed the meter?”

“Nope, a meter maid told me that handicaps could park for free.”

“Can we still get in?”

“Yes, it hasn’t started but I need some info first.”  Henry rolls his eyes at me.  

We hike upstairs.  “You mean I have to walk all the way down those stairs?”

“I can let you go in the exit.”

“Guess we could hold hands, we are on a date you know.  Actually we could even make-out back here.  There’s only seven people in the whole theater.”

“I’m feeling kind of queasy.”

“From holding my hand?”

“No, I’m too hungry and all this movement is making me motion sick!”

“Bummer!”
Next we raced for Tony Carina’s.  

“Henry!  There’s Plum’s Cooking!  That’s where Caroline has her new store.”

RrrrEEEkkkk.  We turn in.  “I’m not going in if Caroline isn’t there.”

“She is!  I see her behind the counter.”

In we go.  Yak. Yak.  Yak.  Henry wonders around the store.  “Look at this garlic press.  Now this is a PRESS!  Should I buy it for you?  We are on a date you know.”

“Cool!  Can I look around some more?  I really like this spatula, too.  Since we’re on a date . . . “

Forty-five minutes later we’re heading for Tony Carina’s again.  “Look at the line-up!  I don’t feel like waiting.  Go find out how long it will be.”

“What’s your maximum wait time?”

“We still have to load the trailer at home and we have to stop by Nancy’s house yet.  Twenty minutes, no longer.”

”How long is your waiting time?”
”Twenty-five minutes.”

“Forget it!”

We call Nancy.  “Yes, we’re home.  Come on over!”  An hour passes in minutes.  

“It’s 9:00.  We have an hour drive home and we have to load yet.  Where shall we eat?”

“Since you asked me on a date, you decide.”

“Long John Silver’s?”

Home we go.  Change back into old duds.  Outside.  Load the trailer.  Inside.  Clean the kitchen.  Print the newsletters.  Check e-mail.  In bed by 1 am.  Alarm is set for 4:30.  Life is crazy.  Even when you’re a fossil!

We’ll bring to Market:
Beets

Heirloom tomatoes

Carrots

Arugula

Spicy greens

Lettuce

Shallots

Kale

Tatsoi

Mustard greens 

Dried tomatoes

Organically yours,

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. 16
Floyd Boulevard Farmers Market

5th & Floyd, Sioux City, Iowa

Receive our newsletter via e-mail on Fridays.  Drop us a line; we’ll add your address.
Shares in Seedtime’s CSA’s, Consumer Supported Agriculture, will be available again Spring 2005.  The freshest, Certified Organic vegetables and flowers reserved for you and your family.  Every week (20) from the middle of May to the end of Sept.  $400 for a full share or $250 for a half share.  Full shares receive a minimum of $20 value with a maximum $30 value in the full swing of summer.  Halves receive $12.50 value with a maximum value of $20.  Flower shares also available.






