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September 5, 2008 

What we are bringing to Market:

Flowers:

Bouquets

Dahlias

Lilies
Vegetables:
Arugula

Lettuce: Very limited but I just couldn’t resist cutting some.

New Zealand spinach

Shallots

Leeks:  Thick short shanks.  An English heirloom from the 1880’s.
Beets: New crop.  Pretty leaves.  Burgundy and a few Chioggia, an Italian heirloom.

Onions: 

   - Italian Red Torpedo. Tender, sweet. Seed came directly from Italy.  
   - Cippolini.  Exceptional flavor, pungent and sweet. An heirloom from Seed Savers Exchange.  
  - Hard yellow storage types

We are thrilled with our onion crop.  An organic grower in Florida starts my onion seed for me during the winter.  When the plants are nice and hardy, he pulls them from the dirt, counts, boxes and ships them to Iowa at the perfect time for planting, mid to late April.  We tuck them into holes in the plastic mulch with a irrigation drip line running underneath.  Weeds still torment us.  We did weed the onions once this summer, but remember, the second weeding is the charm.  So the size of our onions ranges from ok to humongous according to the weed pressure and according to its genetic heritage.  Australian Brown has a birth date of 1894 and Yellow of Parma is the number one onion in Italy.  Giant Zittau is a German heirloom.  Problem? We pulled them all and crated them all but didn’t separate any.
Tomatoes:

   -Red hybrids.
   -Colored heirlooms.
   -Cherries in mixed colors and shapes.

   -Boxes of paste: San Marzano, Striped Roman
Sweet peppers:  Green.  Red.  Orange.  Yellow.
Hot peppers: Anaheim.  Jalapeno in green and yellow.  Poblano.  Cayenne.  Serrano.   Kung Poa.  
Beans: -Green snap

   -Yellow Wax, few
Eggplant:   - Traditional Italian globes.

   - Long, skinny Asian types.  
Garlic:  

  -Metechi, very hot when eaten raw.

  -German White, moderately spicy flavor.
  - Spanish Roja, easily peeled bulbs.

Potatoes: 
  -Ozette, 1700’s, gold skin, yellow flesh, nutty flavor.

  -Purple Majesty, purple skin, purple flesh.
  -Colorado Rose, beautiful red skin, delicious white flesh.
Henry has been washing potatoes every week trying to stay ahead of our using.  Not sure which varieties will make it to market.  

Broccoli

Cabbage: Savoy
Cucumbers
Swiss chard
Parsley

Celery

Basil

Pears
Cousin called that his last patch of sweet corn was ready.  “Could you sell it for me?  I’d split the money with you.”
“The market rules state that each vender must grow or make his own product.  No re-selling is allowed.  I don’t really want to break those rules.”  Actually, I wholeheartedly concur with those rules.  Today’s consumer is looking for a relationship with his food and his food’s grower.  Today’s consumer also wants to know how his food his grown, whether chemicals were used, were animal bi-products applied, etc.
And the reason this patch of sweet corn was so late?  Cousin had hired the local farmers’ co-op to spray his Round-Up Ready fields with Round-Up.  He told them precisely where the sweet corn patch was located.  The spray jockey forgot, swung his huge machine around the corner, and kept on spraying.  Bingo!  Half of the sweet corn patch was wiped out.  To repair the damages, Co-op replaced the sweet corn with new seed and Cousin #2 re-planted about two weeks later.

When Morgan heard of a patch of sweet corn with no users, she lusted.  She called her mom.  Mom didn’t have time to pick.  Meanwhile, we were racing the clock.  Cousin had agreed not to chop that patch of sweet corn into the silage wagon until after supper.  She caller her Dad.  “Dad will probably enjoy picking corn.  He gets really tired of being indoors all day.”

Professor Art said, “I’d love to pick sweet corn.”  Then he called again, “Can another professor with six kids come and get corn, too?”

“Absolutely!  I’m sure Cousin won’t mind.  They had enough sweet corn from the first patch to supply five or six families with all the corn they can eat through the winter.  This patch is slated to be cow food.”

So we pulled onto Uncle’s yard with one pick-up, two vans, two professors, and six kids.  Uncle looked bewildered.  Cousin #2 was helping Cousin # 3 get their huge skid loader into gear.  I jumped out to tell them what we were up to.

“Yup!  Sure!  Just follow that there path and pick as much as you can have!”

Pick as much as you can have.  Pick as much as you can have?  I had to chuckle as the phrase went around and around in my head.

Two little second-cousins came running out to help.  “How old are you, Lucinda?”
“I’m nine, going on ten in February.”

“And how old is Alex?”

“He is eight going on nine in March.”

While the six kids stood there a bit bewildered, these two farm kids had been in and out of the corn patch hundreds of times.  They had probably been sent out to pick corn for lunch and corn for supper, plus all the corn for the freezer.

I explained to Father of Six about the dangers of getting lost in a corn field.  The electric fence for deterring raccoons had been removed so that was a benefit.  Plus Cousin had already chopped the old sweet corn patch into silage.  There was now a huge gap between the new sweet corn patch and the field corn.  I breathed a sigh of safety.  

We put the littlest girl with Lucinda.  “You stay with Lucinda.  And Lucinda, you don’t leave this little girl out of your sight for a minute.  Alex, you take this little boy.”  Another little girl stayed with her papa and the older three boys drifted between Papa and their van with bags of corn.  

Morgan and her dad filled a recycle bin and then dumped corn on the floor of their van.  “Did you get enough corn?”

“We picked piles!”
Papa of Six brought plastic shopping bags for hauling corn.  As the kids pulled off ears and dropped them into the bags, the bags ripped.  Full bags exploded on the way to their van.  I discreetly picked up several discarded bags.  No need to trash the field.
Lucinda said, “This little girl is a good picker.  She asks me ‘this one’ and I say ‘yup’ and then she picks it.  So I’m holding the bag for her.”

One of the little boys met me as he came out of the corn field.  He pulled back the cuff of his shirt to show me several insect bites. 

 “Something thought you tasted good!”

He simply grinned and said, “Uh huh!”
I noticed that many of the ears had not filled out.  The empty tips were long.  Some of the cobs had irregular rows of kernels.  Most of August was dry; no rain.  The ears were telling.  I wonder how the sweet corn looked to the mamas when each family brought home their load picked by novice pickers.  They probably had more husks, shanks, silks, and cobs than they had corn.  Plus with no oiling of the silks, the corn ear worm had made gigantic strides.  Many an ear tip was well eaten and the feaster was still present.  What a nice surprise when the husks are peeled open!
As Father of Six thanked me for the opportunity and said his good-byes, he commented, “My wife had to bring her sister to the airport.  That’s why I have all six.  Actually, I am a happily married man.”

My answer?  “I didn’t think you would tackle such a project on your own!”  You see, Father had a Dutch name, the six children were of Asian descent.  Matthew and Morgan tell me Professor and his wife also have five or six biological children. I do think the town folks enjoyed the country.  
And why did Uncle looked so bewildered?  
They were chopping corn silage.  Hammer down!  Go fast!  Get’er done!!!

The head lights failed on silage truck #1.  A flashlight tied to the door would have to do.  Meanwhile, Cousin, trying to see where he was going, took a corner too short.  Rolled it!  Into the ditch.

Uncle backed silage truck # 2, fully loaded, onto the silage pile.  Up went the dump box.  Down went the silage under one side of his truck.  Being top heavy, over went the truck.  On it’s side!  Twisted the frame.  Out of service for a long time!
Truck # 3?  The truck driver was hired to drive truck not to check oil and water..  No oil.  No water.  Toasted the engine!  

Now I understood.  I also understood what Lucinda and Alex were so hyper about when we arrived.  They told me that Uncle had flipped into the ditch and that Grandpa had flipped his truck and something about another truck flipping.  But ‘flipped’?  
“You mean Grandpa rolled his truck over?”

“No!  He flipped it!”

Three trucks; one day.  And the fields still standing with corn that must be chopped.  I’m sure someone flipped!!  I would have.  Oh, the vicissitudes of life! 

That reminds me
 … How was your day?
Our tables will be loaded with the best of this season.  Enjoy!  Thank you for eating Seedtime!  Certified Organic.  Local.  Clean.  Delicious!
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