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June 13, 2008
I’m not sure why this season has been such a struggle.  We have lots of help.  We have had lots of moisture.  But some how we are struggling.  Alissa says, “Rain is always welcome, but mud is a lot of work!”

We are behind in transplanting and seeding.  Our crops are behind time wise in maturing.  Last year we had baby cucumbers and small kohlrabi about this time. This year the first planting of broccoli is starting to bolt in the field.  The heads are tiny yet running to flower.  

Every time the sun shines and the soil dries, we grab the opportunity to transplant.  Tuesday Henry and I had to go to Iowa City to be with Henry’s sister while she had surgery.  Up at 5am, we had a load of plants in the ground by the time the kids came to work.  We continued to transplant as fast as possible with a goal to leave the yard at 2pm.  Henry drove the tractor; Michael and Sara pushed plants into muddy holes while Matthew and I pulled.  

Suddenly the sun came out in full force.  The plants withered before our eyes.  Finally in dawned on me that we needed to irrigate.  I called  Alvin from weeding carrots and gave him a quick course on irrigation.  It was his job to turn the water off and on again the next day IF it didn’t rain.  

I had already given several responsibilities to Michael and Matthew.  Each person had a card with a list of jobs they should do while we were gone.  The biggest problem was that Alissa was out of town also.  Nate’s employer had sent him to school in Omaha for the week.  We didn’t have the heart to say, “No, you cannot go!”

I was running around, trying to think of everything.  Trying to explain how to plant sweet corn to get each variety besides itself so pollination would succeed to kids that had never planted sweet corn before.  In fact, Sara had to teach Lexi how to plant and Michael had to teach Matthew how to drive the tractor-transplanter.  Greenhorns teaching greenhorns!  At 2:30, Henry had the suitcase loaded, the pick-up running, and the garage door closed.  “Hey!  I haven’t put underwear in the suitcase yet!”  

Sister’s surgery was a success. With all the sandbagging that was going on around us, we hit the road again as soon as she was out of recovery.  Interstate 80 to Omaha.  Picked up Alissa and left Nathan behind about 6:30.  Nathan went back to his motel only to be called into the lobby because of tornado threats.  He wasn’t allowed back to his room until 9pm.  We met lots of highway patrolmen and rescue units.  All had lights flashing and sirens waling.  “There must be a catastrophe behind us somewhere.”  Thursday morning the news told of a tornado hitting a Boy Scout camp.  “That’s where all those vehicles were going!”  

“I did see something in the sky but it was so strange and so faint that I didn’t say anything. I just watched it to see if the end would ever touch the ground.  I wasn’t sure if it was a tornado or not.  It seemed too long.”  

Henry said, “I saw it, too, but didn’t mention it either!”

It was a long slender line stretching from high in the sky at a gradual angle towards the ground.  Blencoe is on the east side of the interstate while Henry and I saw that snaky old monster far away on the west side of the interstate.  

“I wish you would have told me!” Alissa lamented, “I didn’t see anything.  I was too busy watching the road with two paranoias in the pick-up, Dad besides me and you behind me.” 

The kids had the farm under control.  They had worked in the rain.  Again.  Green onions were dug and washed.  “Did you really mean for us to dig a row and a half?” asked Michael.  “That’s a lot of onions!”

Matthew and Sara had picked spinach most of the day and yesterday the girls washed radishes most of the day.  The muddy vegetables also slow down our work.  Tubs of water must be emptied and fill many more times.  Some veggies are so caked with dirt they are pre-soaked and then cleaned in a new tub of water.  All the empting and filling of tubs takes extra time.  

At the Farmers Market, someone complained, “We are going to MISS summer!”  

Someone else griped, “We missed spring!”

Neither is true.  Summer will come.  We will be wishing for rain and cool weather then.  And we did have spring.  A long, cool and wet spring.  There were a few idyllic days;  we are all too busy to really enjoy them.  

Seeing how we are not in a flood plain and I still love rain, my only complaint is that we don’t have broccoli and kohlrabi and baby cucumbers.  But that will change, too.!

This morning, bright and early, we had inspection for the National Organic Program.  The inspecting lady arrived at 8am.  After shaking hands and greeting each other with ‘good morning!’ her first comment was, “Those sweet potato plants certainly caused you enough grief!”   I agreed and when we arrived at the tainted one hundred square feet, pointed it out to her and remarked on our plan to plant an insectaria, a blend of flower seed to feed beneficial insects and honey bees.  She liked that idea.  This little section of land must be noted on our maps, separated out on our field records and spend three years in transition.  All because the sweet potato plants were commercially grown and treated with chemical substances for fungi, insects and weeds.  A costly mistake on my part.  
We walked around the place, noting the dedicated equipment, market trailers, self-constructed wooden crates, flower and veggie coolers.  Dedicated means that we don’t use the equipment for any other type of conventional agriculture.  No chemically grown produce is ever in our coolers, trailers, crates, buckets, wash tubs, etc.  The tiller, plastic layer and transplanter never dig into chemically treated soil.  That’s all important when you attempt to be Certified Organic.  If we would happen to share a piece of equipment with a chemical neighbor, we would have to document the cleaning of the machine.  Years ago when we rented a fertilizer spreader wagon to spread gypsum, the spreader first made a trip to the car wash to be cleaned of any remaining urea and other chemicals.  It’s much easier to have all your own equipment and never share.  

We walked the fields and stepped into the greenhouse and hoop houses.  When I opened the tomato house revealing the rows of neatly trellised tomato vines, the inspector sighed, “What a sight for sore eyes!”  She is a gardener/ grower, also, and spends a big share of spring and summer traveling from one organic farm to the next, inspecting fields, buildings, equipment and the mountains of paperwork.

We are probably the only veggie – cut flower grower in the area on her list of inspections..  The office had sent her the forms for livestock, commodity crops and processing.  But not a form for us. The greenhouse / gardening form was missing. “I guess now is the time to practice inspecting the Amish … I must use pencil and paper!”
She was impressed with our high percentage of organic seed.  She also complimented on our patience to complete all the paper work so perfectly, our extensive search for organic seed, and all the record keeping that goes with a garden this size.  She wished us a good season and went on her way.  I went out to cut lettuce.
Our list for Saturday:
Lettuce

Spinach

Radishes in every color.

Green onions

Broccoli

Micro mix

Wonderful bouquets of mixed flowers and peonies.  Lilies by the bunch  in deep red, bright orange, two-toned yellow, and unique pinks.

Come see us in the morning!!

Henry & Harriet Kattenberg 

Seedtime & Harvest, Hull, Iowa

hkattenberg@seedtimeandharvest.net 
712-439-1861
Harriet’s cell 605-366-1056

Alissa and Nathan Van Zweden

Lissy’s Flowers

lissysflowers@hotmail.com
712-722-6638
Falls Park Farmers Market:

May to Oct. 
Saturday 8-1pm
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