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September 17, 2004
What weather during the night!  The rain and winds lashed against our bedroom window.  Drifting in and out of sleep, the mind rolls along . . . “Hard rain drops?  Hail stones?”  

“Tomatoes where still pretty when I walked up and down the rows before dark.  What will they look like in the morning?  Will all the tomatoes be full of holes?”

“At least there are some boxes of last week’s beauties sitting downstairs.  (Usually, last week’s perfect tomatoes go into our canner boxes this week.)  Some tomatoes are safe and sound.”  

“The hoop houses . . . Are they feeling the wind?  Will there be holes in the plastic?  It just keeps pouring!”

I went downstairs to check if any windows were left open.  Rick went down to see if the wood stove’s chimney was leaking.  He had taken it apart and reassembled it just the night before.  I haven’t vacuumed up the ‘rummel’ yet.  That chimney has leaked ever since the chimney sweep took it apart to clean out the creosote.  Dry!!  Bonus! 

‘Rummel’  must be a Dutch word.  Maybe Yankee Dutch slang.  I’m not finding it in Spell Check or the dictionary.  Literally, it means crap, although World Book tells me “Crap is generally considered vulgar and is avoided by careful speakers and writers.”!!  And so we highly- edicated use the polite word, rummel, with an extra heavy ‘rrrr’.  

As a little girl I was not allowed to use ‘stink’. “It smells.”   Might’n chew our fingernails, dig in our nose, chew with our mouth open, lay our left arm on the table while eating (“You look like a dog protecting his food!), sit with our knees far apart, “No singing at the supper table,” and yes, even the proverbial, “Put on clean underwear . . . You never know when you’ll get into an accident.”
But I had to wait until I met my European Dutch hubby to learn how to eat with a knife and a fork.  We farmers just used the back of our fork.  If you sawed back and forth long enough, you’d get through it.  If all else fails, just jab with the fork and gnaw it off with your teeth.  They wouldn’t let us growl at the table either!
The rain gauge had three tenths in it this morning.  “Mmmm, wasn’t such a big down pour after all.  Sure seemed like it in the dead of night.”  (By the appearance of the above rummel, the atmospheric pressure is still in upheaval!) 
It’s trying to rain again.  Guess I’ll be picking in rubbers (galoshes) and my bright yellow rain suit.  “I might as well skip my morning shower.  It’s going to be a grunge kind of day.”  Alissa won’t be able to sit on the grass sunbathing, surrounded by tomatoes, wiping, sorting, and then hauling to the shed.  We’ll have to haul, then wipe and sort undercover. 
We will have tomatoes.  Not sure how many or if they will be perfects or canners.   As long as it only rains and doesn’t hail (and I don’t sit here and ramble too long), we should have plenty.  Cherry tomatoes are beautiful; whites, reds, blacks, yellows, a few greens and pinks.

Beets:  We’ve roasted and eaten more beets this summer than in all our years combined.  For some reason, we’ve all decided, except Derek, that we like beets.  Paul loves ‘em.  And the kids like playing LOOK with a mouth full of red beet gook.  You’d think they were still yard-apes (vs. rug rats or young adults).
Carrots:  We also eaten carrots like no tomorrow.  Even dog Sparky likes carrots.  She sits besides me while I dig and eats the flaws.  Nice crunching sound.  She loves raw potatoes, cucumbers and sweet peppers.  We must tie her when we harvest or she’s poking her nose into the plants, helping herself to veggies.  Maybe the short harvest isn’t weather related at all!
Sweet Peppers:  Have to be the most frustrating thing to grow.  All winter you watch the prices . . . Colored peppers.  $1.50.  $2.00.  Each!  “We can grow peppers!”  Yeh, sure.  As soon as gardeners have peppers, that price starts to drop.  It takes so long to ripen from green to red and gold.  Then the mice get a few.  The sun scalds a few more.  
This week, some critter about nine inches tall went up and down the rows pecking a nice round hole out of any pepper not hidden amongst the leaves.  We had six vultures sitting on the cucumber trellising.  I thought vultures ate only meat?  Dogs are carnivores yet Sparky eats vegetables so maybe . . .
Hot peppers:  Jalapenos, Anaheims, and Pablanos are slowing while the habanera types are turning red and yellow quickly.  My favorite is Kung Pao.  Comes off the plant so crisp and clean.  Perfect long, slender, HOT peppers.  Fatalli,  Lemon Drop, Jamaican Hot Chocolate, Hot Paper Lantern, Red Mushroom, Yellow Mushroom (doesn’t look at all like the Red Mushroom), all different habaneras,  all immensely HOT!

Swiss Chard: Very colorful. Very nutritious.
Basil

Garlic:  A good supply of huge Elephants.

Cucumbers: Pickling, slicers.
Eggplant:  Maybe a few.  Weather much too cool for heat loving crops like eggplant.
Okra:  dittos.

Zephyr summer squash:  Wonderful sautéed with onions, sweet peppers and mushrooms.

New Zealand spinach

Arugula:  There’s more I could harvest if I really get down and get dirty.  Need a pair  of floatation knee pads!
Greens:  A tad spicy.  The different mustards add the spice; tatsoi, mazuna, Red Russian kale are very mellow.  Snip the larger leaves up with a scissors, leave the smaller leaves whole.  Mix with lettuces.  Add arugula if you like more flavor.  A little feta cheese.  A crumbled hard boiled egg.  The best!  For me, Ken’s Blue Cheese dressing is the ultimate.  Greens can also be braised.  
Friends of ours, in their 80’s, stopped by yesterday for canning tomatoes.  I was grubbing along, harvesting greens.  A sigh escaped.  I don’t have TIME!!  Swallow it! Invite them in for a drink  “Hello!  Hello!  Time for a drink?  No arguments.  I need a break, too.”  

The knees of my jeans were MUDDY,  caked on in thick slabs.  I slipped into a clean pair but the knee fabric was missing.  “If you wear those outside, you’ll keep your jeans clean.  All the mud will be on your knees!”

“You know,” Friend said, “with your job you are in the best position . . . on your knees!”

“You’re right.  If only I used that position a little more often and little more faithfully.”
It’s pouring!  Again!  Everyone is calling, “Is it raining by you?  Do you have hail?”
“It’s pouring rain, but so far, no hail.  I lost electricity for a split second and also my newsletter!  Fiddlesticks!!”  I’m hitting that save button every few lines from now on.  
Flowers:  Lissy has lots of beautiful glads.  

This week’s bouquets are in fall colors with yellows and browns and in purples and blues with asters as the accent flower, the gorgeous lisianthus, zinnias, and dahlias as main flowers.  Her season is almost over.  
She has a job waiting for her as soon as she can be spared from the farm.  Therefore . . . It looks like clean-up will be my department.
Alissa insists that since I talk about every one else I must tell this story on myself.  It was my turn to do the Sioux City market on Saturday.  Two hours of sleep just wasn’t cutting it.  A little coffee, nibbling a cheese sandwich, I made it down there without dozing.  I was on time.  Everything was going good.  

“Train!  A flipping train!  Only three blocks from market.  Oh, well.  I’ll put the truck into park and close my eyes for a min . . . .  ssssnnnnnnzzzzzz….”

Eye lids came up . . . train was gone.  So were the cars ahead of me!  Put the truck into drive; finished the trip to market.  Refreshed.

I better sign this one, Harriet.
See you in the morning.  Have a good one!
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






