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Seedtime and Harvest.  How many times, when on the phone ordering seeds, compost-based potting soil, flower sleeves, lily bulbs, tulip bulbs,  have I had to spell out Seedtime.  “S.  e.  e.  d.  t.  i.  m.  e.   One word.  And Harvest.”  The person on the other end of the phone never has a  problem with Harvest.  

“Your address?”

They have no problem with numbers and everyone knows how to spell Hickory.  But HULL.  What kind of name is HULL?  A deep guttural sound.  HULL.  And I always spell it, “H.  U.  L.  L.. It was the last name of a senator from years ago.”

But what about Seedtime?  Where did that name originate?  

Remember Y2K?  Remember the doomsayers?  And their ominous message?

“Computers do not have the year 2000 programmed into them.”

“We will have rolling brownouts and then the blackouts.”

“Oil rigs will fail since their computers cannot roll over into 2000.”

“There will be massive shortages.  Of everything.  Food included.”

Those times were scary too.  Just like today.  (Only I was ten years younger back then.  Nights were for sleeping, not lying awake fretting.)

We were starting a small business.  “Now?  Are we crazy?”

“We need a name.”  

“What can we call this business?”

I was on the phone with Brother-in-Law, discussing some of the ominous predictions.  “Can this really happen?  What will we do?”

As we talked, my mind was scrambling for a name.  My heart was hungry for a promise.  Where do we go for promises?  Promises that cannot be broken?

The family Bible lay nearby.  As we talked, my fingers flipped the pages, eyes searching for a promise.  A promise that could be used for a business name.  A business name that meant something.  A name that held hope.  A name that promised a promise.  

We had been considering the rainbow as a business logo.  Every business needs a logo; every business needs a name.  The story behind the rainbow is well known; I turned to Genesis.   

Because of wickedness, the earth was flooded.

. . . .  Then the waters receded.  Noah and every creeping thing went forth.

Noah offered unto the Lord.

The Lord smelled a sweet savour; and said in His heart, “I will not again curse the ground any more for man’s sake…;  While the earth remaineth, seedtime and harvest, and cold and heat, and summer and winter, and day and night shall not cease.”

There it was!  Our name, Seedtime and Harvest.

And here we are ten years later, in February, again leaning on that promise, ordering seeds, soil, bulbs, pots, tags, preparing to plant.  Seedtime.

With our eyes and hearts watching for fulfillment.  Harvest.

For ten years we have planted, watered, weeded, harvested and hauled this precious harvest to Sioux Falls.  We continue to study and research how to make that harvest full of nourishing promise.  Clean food.  Safe food.  No chemicals or any ‘cides.  (Herbicides, pesticides, fungicides.)  Food fit to eat.  Food meant to nourish your and our bodies.  Vibrant.  Full of colors.  Lots of variety.  

Propane tanks are full.  A truck load of organic potting soil has arrived.  The last seed order will be sent in today.  Microbes and nutrients are ordered, awaiting warmer weather to be shipped.  Soon the tractor will roar, the tiller will till, our backs and legs will bend and strain.  Again, it is seedtime.  

My heart doth overflow,

A goodly theme is mine;

My eager tongue with joyful song,

Doth praise the King Divine.

Henry & Harriet Kattenberg, farmers 

Seedtime & Harvest, Hull, Iowa

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

Saturday 8am - 1pm, May – Oct
