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September 26, 2008 

What we are bringing to Market:

Flowers:

Bouquets

Dahlias

Gladiolas

Vegetables:

Potatoes

Broccoli



Cauliflower

Cabbage



Beets

Beans



Eggplant

Sweet peppers


Hot peppers

Radishes


Daikon radishes

Leek

Squash

Onions



Garlic

Swiss chard

Cherry tomatoes

Tomatoes:  Yes!  We do have tomatoes!!

Mostly heirlooms, from field and hoop house.

Lettuce

Spinach



New Zealand spinach

Arugula

Spicy greens mix

Cress



Micro Mix

Raab

Kale



collards

Kohlrabi


Turnips

Daikon radish

Basil

Celery



Parsley

Dried tomatoes
We have planted tons of cold weather seeds and with the timely fall rains, they are growing quickly.  There is even a crop of baby carrots on the way.  Daikon radishes.  Watermelon radishes.  Lots of lettuce, mixed greens, micro.  Tat soi.  Beautiful kales and collards.  Spinach.  A new crop of arugula and Italian raab.  Turnips in white or purple.  The winter squash is turning quickly.  Even the tomato hoop house has set a new crop of fruit which is starting to ripen.  

A deep killing frost will damage some of the above crops but it will have to be a killing frost.  Light frost will not affect most except slow their growth until the weather warms again.  

Micro has been planted weekly.  Morgan fills trays, I seed and keep it watered.  Morgan also cuts.  She says that is her favorite job on the farm.  Awesome!  Cutting is very time consuming.  Very precise.  Irritates me when there are so many other things waiting for my attention.  

Micro is cut, placed into large laundry bags and rinsed in tubs of cold water.  Spun dry, mixed in another clean tub, and then bagged.  There is always a remnant of organic potting soil and seed hulls that get rinsed away.  

We have been re-using micro’s potting soil.  In the past, trays would be emptied into the nearby field each time.  Now we empty the spent trays into a large tote and eventually re-use the soil.  This practice has cut our costs immensely.  With the old practice of discarding the used soil, growing micro was just a service to our members.  With the cost of seed, soil, labor, water, and greenhouse space, micro, as much as it was loved, was a loosing proposition.

Through experience, I have also learned which micro varieties are easy to grow and which ones like to melt down before they are ready to cut.  Some offered varieties are very slow germinating and growing.  Purple basil is one of the slowest.  Beautiful red amaranth dissolves into nothing long before it is large enough to cut.  Purslane is difficult, again melting down prematurely.  Chinese mallow is a neat addition to texture but does nothing for the tongue.  Carrot?  Much too slow.  Cilantro?  Alissa refuses to cut as she detests the smell.  Arugula?  Great.  Cress?  Seems to be temperature sensitive..  Will turn yellow if too warm.  Salad burnet?  Very small plant, turning yellow at its base.  Collards?  A plain Jane.  Kales, cabbages, kohlrabi?  All look pretty much alike.  Tat soi?  Moody.  Mustard?  Can dominate the mix and the leaves become hairy if grown a few extra days.  Purple radish?  One of my favorites. 

 As the seed company experiments with finding new varieties to offer, so we experiment with what grows well for us.  

With the harvest of the surrounding soybean field, the striped cucumber beetle, aka corn root worm beetle, is coming out of the field in droves.  And they are HUNGRY. Crops that were looking perfect are covered with these munching machines and starting to suffer damage. Damage on the Daikon radish leaves isn’t so bad as we trim those leaves before marketing.  But the Chinese cabbage was so pretty and perfect!  They also love Alissa’s flower petals.  She has a few sunflowers starting to bloom and must cut as soon as the petals begin to leave the face of the flower.  

Alissa and I were crawling along the muddy ground yesterday morning in our rain pants pulling radishes.  Alissa pondered, “Farming is amazing.  Look at Neighbor’s field.  Eighty acres of soybeans.  Two hours with the largest combine ever.  Two to three semi loads.  One combine operator.  One truck driver.  The field is empty.  Bare!  The harvest is hauled to town and they are done.  

“Here at Seedtime we only have a couple of acres We had ten full time workers and we have harvested from the first of May and won’t be done completely done until November.  Plus we started planting seeds in February.” 

“Guess we can’t live on corn and soybeans!”

Here is a cute story about Morgan.  She won’t mind if I tell it.  We have laughed several times together just from the picture it creates in our mind.  

She probably would have skipped telling us until we noticed the lack of skin on her elbow.  “What happened, Morgan?”

But before I begin, I must also tell of a work day last week.  

Alissa and Morgan were pulling used plastic mulch from the field. Alissa drives the tractor which pulls the one bottom plow which loosens the plastic which Morgan pulls from the ground.  Morgan got some dirt in her eye and as she rubbed her eye, a contact popped out and was lost.  

“I’m basically blind,” she tells us.  The rest of the day, she wore her bandana over that eye. Looking like a pirate, she explained, “Otherwise my depth perception is way off.”

Ok, now for Morgan’s story. 

“There was a concert at Dordt college.  My parents and I were going.  My parents walked.  I road my bike.  We were going to meet at the chapel and sit together.  

“You must know my bike.  It has really squeaky brakes.  I mean they are really loud.  So I see my parents standing in line, waiting to go in.  So I think, ‘ I will ride up fast besides them and slam on the brakes and scare them.’  I didn’t mean to hit them or anything.

“Next thing I know my bike suddenly stops and I go flying over the handle bars.  There I lay in a heap thinking, ‘What happened?  Did I hit my parents?  Is my depth perception that bad?”  

“And there I lay in front of all those people!

“Meanwhile my dad is in a heap on top of my bike!  

“Later, trying to piece together what had happened, we came to the conclusion that Dad’s pants had big gapping pockets.  I must have gotten too close and my handle bar caught his pocket.  My bike stopped instantly, I went flying and meanwhile my dad got pulled over, too.  

“There stood my mom, totally bewildered.  She had turned to talk to my dad and he was gone!!  She was standing there all alone.”

“Did you ever use your brakes?”

“Yah, Mom said she heard something so that must have been my brakes.  I really felt stupid.  Meanwhile, people standing there didn’t know that they were my parents.  I must have really seemed like an idiot, careening my bike into the waiting crowd!”  

That’s our Morgan!  She and Alissa have a ball working together.  You should hear them when they make flower bouquets!!  

Our tables will be loaded with the best of this season.  Enjoy!  Thank you for eating Seedtime!  Certified Organic.  Local.  Clean.  Delicious!

Henry & Harriet Kattenberg, farmers 

Seedtime & Harvest, Hull, Iowa

hkattenberg@seedtimeandharvest.net 

712-439-1861

Falls Park Farmers Market:

Johnstone Supply, 6th & Weber

Saturday 8am - 1pm, May – Oct.

