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August 1, 2008 

Flowers:

Designer You!!!  
Flowers.  Flowers.  Flowers.  Choose your favorites.  At home you can take apart the bunches and arrange to your heart’s content.  Enough flowers to fill several vases.
Lisianthus:  Resembling roses, lisianthus are stunning flowers.  Long lasting, in blue, carmine and white, lisianthus are a favorite.
Lilies:

    Oriental:  Large, clear colors, wonderful fragrance.

    Asiatic:  Beautiful colors.

 Sunflowers:  Black eyes.  Green eyes.  Sunflowers can stand bold and tall or cut the stems to fit your décor.

Dahlias:  Brilliant shades..  

Bouquets:
European hand tied bouquets.  Many unique flowers.

Vegetables:
Potatoes: Yukon Gold


Purple Majesty


Rose Gold

Broccoli

Cabbage: Savoy


Red

Beets

Carrots

Cucumbers:  Pickling sizes, dill pickle sizes, slicing cukes, and a box of the white skinned cucumber called Pearl.  (Nice name for a white cucumber!)
Beans: Flat yellow Italian

Green Italian


Green snap
Leeks

Onions

Swiss chard

Sweet peppers

Hot peppers

Tomatoes: Red hybrids


Colored heirlooms


Cherry

New Zealand spinach

Micro mix: Last week for micro.  Sara has cut our micro all summer and being she is leaving and we are in the throes of tomato harvest, no micro.
Herbs:
Parsley


Basil

Friday AM:

Do we have a lot of work to accomplish today!  And very little help!  Matthew and Alvin.  Lexi for half a day.  The guys will run down the pickle patch.  Usually we send four willing bodies as that makes the job go much faster.  I haven’t finished picking the hoop house tomatoes.  Then there is the field; those tomatoes are ripening also.  Alvin wiped all afternoon on Thursday.  I’m not sure he can cope with another day of wiping and sorting tomatoes.

Alvin also sorts the cucumbers.  He’s very meticulous.  Also very frustrated by the time he’s finished.  Especially when another bucket is discovered in the cooler after he’s mentally accomplished his task.

I promised Alvin a pot of strong coffee if he would come to work on time this morning.  Alvin has trouble sleeping; his mind is always pondering.  So he wonders in to work when ever it suits him.  He wants to be a writer or maybe a chef or maybe ….  Alvin is twenty and so afraid that life is passing him by.  “Alvin!  Please just come to work!!!”

Beans.  Chard.  Celery.  Herbs.  Apples.  Flowers.  More than enough to keep us flying all day!  Something needs to be left for next week.  Although next week doesn’t look too good in the help department either. 

Teresa has accepted a teaching position in PA.  Her last memorable day on the farm, 95 degrees without a breath of wind, was spent behind the tractor picking potatoes out of the dirt.  

Emily says she needs to scrub her dog kennels before school starts, take a little vacation with Mom and Dad, and go school shopping with her sisters.  Bummer!
Sara will help with harvest next week for only three days.  This week she flew to Oregon to present a poster at a conference.  What type of conference?  What is on her poster?  I haven’t a clue.  Sara is a girl of very few words.  And those words always begin with the word, “Uum ….”  Then Sara and her new car are off to Purdue.  She has 4 to 5 years of study, fully paid, before her.  No place to live at this time, Sara says she is not nervous.  She can live out of her car until she finds something.   Microbiology.  Which type of microbiology?  To be determined.

The exodus will continue until Alissa and I are alone.  Pulling up plastic and t-tape.  Planting garlic.  We’ll miss Morgan!  She hung out with us until leaving for Nicaragua in November last year.  We washed windows and siding together.  Took down greenhouse fans and washed them.  Doesn’t look as promising this year!

Friday PM:

Alissa, really exhausted after moving from one apartment to another, decided she had had enough of cutting flowers.  She wanted to work with Mom and just do vegetables.  We finished harvesting the tomato house, convinced Alvin to wipe tomatoes behind us, while we headed for the field to harvest tomatoes.  Lexi and Matthew worked their way down the cucumber row.  “Don’t forget to pick the slicers today.”  They road the Gator back to the shed for more buckets.
Two loads of tomatoes.  Alissa and I took pity on Alvin and quickly wiped and sorted.  

Do we have tomatoes?  Yes!!  YES!!  WE HAVE TOMATOES!!!!!!!!  The heirlooms from the hoop house are beautiful.  We sorted according to variety and put paper tags in the boxes.  Henry and Matthew will slice you a sample to help find your favorite.  

The Dordt Summer Ag class toured the farm this past week.  The highlight each year is tomato sampling.  The favorite seemed to be Malachite Box, a green tomato from Russia.  Along with eight different heirlooms, I also sliced a red hybrid for comparison.  No comparison!  They ate every heirloom with gusto and the red hybrid was still on the platter when they left.

Chef Jonathan also loves the heirlooms.  He plans to dice white, black and green tomatoes into a bruscheta for sampling at the Farmers Market tomorrow.   A little Elephant garlic and a bit of white onion.  All from Seedtime.  He asked us to put his name on the box when we delivered.  “Everyone grabs the good produce.  So make sure my name is on those tomatoes!!”

On Fridays we serve the kids cardboard pizza.  Matthew and Alvin like to cook and are food connoisseurs.  So I asked them, “Does pesto go with pizza?  Cardboard pizza?”  
“Mmmm … maybe pepperoni pizza.  Why?”

“I just feel like eating pesto.  I don’t really care about cardboard pizza but if it could be a medium for eating pesto … Well, then I’m interested.”

I smeared a big dollop of pesto over a piece of supreme (how supreme could cardboard pizza possibly be?)  Not bad.  Not great.  It wasn’t long before the two boys were smearing pesto over their pizza, too.  Supreme and pepperoni.  I guess we all needed a medium for eating pesto.  

Kind of like the bun on a summertime hamburger.  The bun is just a necessary evil to keep all the pickles, peppers, tomatoes, onions and mayo in close relationship to the hamburger.  Or coffee.  It’s just a necessary medium to get to the cream and the creamer.

Now tomatoes … We don’t need a medium or an excuse to eat tomatoes.  It’s what we do.  Especially in summer.

Thank you for eating Seedtime!
Henry & Harriet Kattenberg 

Seedtime & Harvest, Hull, Iowa

hkattenberg@seedtimeandharvest.net 
712-439-1861
Falls Park Farmers Market:

Johnstone Supply, 6th & Weber

Saturday 8-1pm, May – Oct.
