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September 8, 2006
!!!!!!!!Alissa and Nate are engaged!!!!!!!!!!
And now … what to write????

About our satisfaction with her choice or the sorrow in my heart?

How can both be true?  Are all mothers this mixed up and up-side-down?  Nate has been a part of our lives for a long time; first as a friend of Rick’s and then as Alissa’s date.

Did I actually think he spent evening after evening trellising tomatoes with Alissa in the hoop house just because he liked trellising tomatoes?  That he came Wednesday evenings to wipe and box peppers and eggplant?  Because he liked peppers and eggplant?  That he’d be soaking wet after washing beets and carrots?  Because he liked to work?  Or because he needed the money?  How foolish!  How blind!

Sister went through the same surprise.  She told me, “If a young man hangs around your place a lot, he’s after your daughter!”

“Well, of course.  What else would you think?”

“I thought he liked us.  I thought he liked our family.  I thought he was lonely and needed somewhere to go.  I never thought he was after my daughter!”
“Sis!  How silly!  He doesn’t care about you or your little kids.  Of course he is interested in your pretty girl!”

But now these shoes are shoved onto my feet.  I mean … I knew it was coming.  I knew eventually they planned to wed … But my heart keeps crying, “NOT YET!”

Nate’s mother is euphoric; Alissa’s mother has been grieving.  Nate is the oldest child; Alissa is the youngest child.  The only answer I can find for this pain in my heart is the sorrow over the passing of a life style, a fullness, an aging that I’m not ready to accept.

There’s strength in numbers.  There’s vitality in a house full.  The most wonderful time was when our kids were around our table and the girl friends and boy friend were around the table.  Lots of food.  Lots of coming and going.  Lots of laughing and teasing.  Commotion.  Vitality.  Life.  Crazy busy but happy crazy-busy.  
When Josh and Sharla married, it wasn’t too bad.  Still two boys in the boys’ room; still a closet full; still bathrooms full.  Plus the commotion of Derek and Laura planning their wedding.  

Derek and Laura live only four miles away.  They come and go.  But now there’s only one boy in the boys’ room.  One bath stands empty.  The closet is relatively barren.  The table very seldom needs the extra leaf.  Folding chairs are standing in the basement.
Alissa gardens with me full time.  We drink coffee together in the morning and plan our day.  We cut tomatoes together for the dehydrator.  We make flower bouquets together until the wee hours of the morning.  We load.  We haul.  We work the farmers market together.  Ideas are bounced off her.  She has ideas that I miss.  She teases Henry when he’s sick and tired of wiping tomatoes.  She runs the shed and keeps all the kids working the straight and narrow.  Her mind is young and clear; her personality strong and vital.

I called my mom.  “Hi, Mom!  I need to tell you … Alissa and Nate are engaged!”  

“That’s wonderful!”

“But, Mom.  I’m not happy; I’m grieving.  Probably more than I grieved when we lost Dad and more than I grieved when we lost Robert.  How can that be?”

“But, Girl!  You don’t want her to stay home with you and be an old maid!”

“I know, I know!  I want her to be happy.  But I’m just so sad.  My heart just keeps crying, ‘NOT YET!’  I’m not ready to be old and to have the house quiet.  I’m so glad I still have Henry!”

“I know, Girl, I know.  I couldn’t bear it either when your youngest brother went off to college.  I just wanted to go with him.  I could have cried all day.  Just get to work.  There’s always balm in work.  Just be happy that she found a good guy.  You want her to be happy.”

Ok, OK!  ENOUGH ALREADY!  Get over it.  Be happy.  Nate IS a cool guy!  We couldn’t ask for anything better.  They are not moving away.  She plans to keep growing flowers and making bouquets. She plans to work with me on the farm.  And Nate’s still in school.  They’ll not marry quite yet, not until he’s further with his education.  What more could I ask for?  
She’ll have awesome in-laws.  She enjoys Nate’s two brothers and little sister.  Nate is a hard worker.  He’s ambitious.  He’s clean.  He’s … He’s … He’s … We couldn’t ask for better.  

There’s a predominate theme running through this diatribe.  Do you hear it?  It goes like this … “Poor Me.  Poor My.  Poor Poor Little I.”  
Selfishness.  Pure selfishness.  THAT’S ENOUGH!!  No more!  Not another word.  It’s not about Poor Me, Poor My.  Nor is it about Poor Poor Little I.  Focus on Alissa and Nate’s happiness.  See!  You feel better already.

All the same, I’m going outside to find a little balm! (
Fruits and Veggies:

Pears:  Very sweet and juicy.  Cert. Organic, too!
Apples:  Tangy!
Arugula:  The spring crop went to seed and has returned to tantilize us again.
Purslane: Related to the lawn and garden weed, larger, juicer, chock full of vitamins.
Winter Squash:  Spagetti.  Thelma Sanders’ Sweet Potato; reportedly tastes like sweet potatoes!
Green & yellow beans:  These crazy plants are bearing their second crop.
Kohlrabi:  Beautiful.  Tender. 
Radishes: Nate’s grandpa, “Delicious!  Not a bit hot!”
Lettuce:  Leaf.  Washed.  Spun.  Reds.  Greens.  Speckles.
Artichokes
Shallots

Swiss chard

Potatoes 
Summer squash

Garlic

Eggplant:  Last fruit for the season.  The plants are completely barren.
Hot peppers

Sweet peppers

Basil
Cucumbers:  Outdoor cukes for pickling, slicing.  Hoop house European-type hybrids for the best, cool cucumber you ever tasted!
Tomatoes: red hybrids, colorful heirlooms, pretty cherries … if we get that far.
Canning tomatoes:  We’ll have boxes of roma-types:  the famous Italian tomato San Marzano,  red hybrid Giant Valentine and a few heirloom Hungarian Pinks.  Wow!  The taste difference is dramatic between these three varieties.
Onions:  Walla Wallas.  Red.  Storage onions will be coming a bit later.
Leeks
Carrots:  Large old fashioned Danvers.  Long skinny reds with deep golden interiors.  Very pretty, very tasty.
Beets

Broccoli:  Delicate, tender heads.  Also bags of shoots.
Flowers:  

Sunflowers:  Straight bunches of beautiful huge flowers and also of smaller bi-colored flowers.
Dahlias:  Always popular.
Gladiolas:  Pink, pale purple, deep red and creamy white. 
Mixed bouquets:  Lots of purple and lots of fall colors red, orange and yellow.
See you in the morning!  And yes, you may congratulate the young couple.  I promise not to cry.
Henry, Harriet & Alissa Kattenberg 
Seedtime & Harvest, Hull, Iowa

712-439-1861
Falls Park Farmers Market:
Saturdays 8am -1pm 
May through October.
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