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June 5, 2008

What a crazy day!  


I went out early to get a head start on harvesting radishes.  With a crew this size, it takes steady and fast harvesting to keep the four girls busy at the wash tubs.  The guys were laying plastic and planting flowers in the hoop house.  Alissa decided she would stay in the shed and be on quality control patrol.  Around 11:00, Alissa and I met in the house to make lunch.  A radish sandwich was to be for me and she was undecided. We happened to think ‘weather’.  “We better check the weather.”

Rain.  Hail.  Tornadoes!  All soon to be upon us.  “Let’s pull everyone off their jobs, send them into the fields and get what we can get.  Even a hard rain can destroy our crops!”  

I rang the bell furiously, calling the guys in from the hoop house.  As they meandered in, thinking ‘lunch’, I met them at a fast walk/trot and motioned them back to the hoop house to help me put the flower trays safely inside, close the doors and roll down the sides.  

We headed for the shed and exposed our plan to the gang.  “Let’s have a quick 15 minute lunch and then everyone head to the fields.  Matt and Sara pick the field spinach; Theresa can pick the chicory.  Lexi and Maria can help Alissa pull radishes.  Michael, will you put a pallet on the tractor and bring all those lily crates into the shed?  Then move up the Gator and get the tractor inside.  Alissa and I will head out now.”
Theresa, always the quickest to respond, “Forget lunch!  We can eat later, too, or the crop may be already gone.”  Everyone scattered, Lexi and Maria pulling wagons to bring back the radishes.  

Within minutes, the rain began to spatter on our faces.  Sara watched Matt run for his jacket, then turned her back to the wet wind and continued to search for almost perfect spinach leaves.

Michael came running to help us pick.  “Michael, is there room for your car in the shed?  And put Alissa’s car in the garage and put Theresa’s car under the house’s overhang.”  Michael ran.

I cut lettuce.  How do you begin to do a good job, removing torn leaves and old leaves and errant weeds when you have exactly five minutes to do a day’s worth of harvesting? 

Michael came running.  “Shall I help pick spinach?”
“There are rain jackets hanging in the garage; give them to the girls.”  

Michael ran again.

Alissa, Lexi and Maria made quick work of the radishes and soon joined the others in the spinach patch.  Finally the end was reached; everyone head in.  Drenched.  Muddy.  Hair a  total disaster.
As soon as my bucket was full, I trudged in, also.  What a bedraggled crew!  Matt sat down to lunch.  The others milled around.  

“Alissa, let’s pull out all the rain pants from the market trailer.  They can remove their dirty jeans and just wear the rubber pants.  Go ahead, wash and dry their clothes so they can go home relatively clean.  I’ll head back out for more lettuce.  It’s lightning pretty hard … I’ll be the only fool in the fields.”

Rain came and went.  Hunkered down in my yellow ‘you look like a clown’ suit, lettuce harvest continued.  Bringing in two full buckets, Alissa informed me, “We need micro cut to fill CSA’s.”

“Can I steal Sara?  She will be a good cutter.”

While Sara and I were cutting micro, it poured.  Even a sprinkle sounds major on a greenhouse roof and this was a major downpour.  Working under a roaring roof, we kept cutting.  “Let’s wait a few minutes and see if the rain slows a bit.  You can wear my muddy rain suit.  Just hang the hood over your head like this and drape it over you so you don’t get dirty.”

“Do you want me to bring your rain suit back to you?”


“I’m soaked to the skin so it won’t matter.”

Getting back to the shed, Alissa informed me she needed another bucket of chicory.  Lexi caught my eye, gave an exaggerated sigh, and smiled.  Out I went, back to the muddy fields.  
“Mom, we need rhubarb for the CSA’s.”

Out I went.

After pulling a few stalks, I trudged back.  “Will some one come out and help me?  Bring a brown lettuce knife … they are in the top drawer.”

No response.  No one moved.  Finally Alvin, who had joined us after lunch, grabbed Matt’s rain jacket and followed me to the rhubarb patch.

“What do I have to do?”

“I’ll pull and you cut off the leaves and stub of root … like this … Then place the stalks in the wagon …Did you know rhubarb leaves are poisonous?”

“Really?  How so?  Do they make you itch?”

“No, not itch but poisonous poison. Or should I say poison poisonous?”

“Like you mean puke?  Or die?”

“You know, I don’t know how poisonous.  I’ve only read that the leaves are poisonous.  Guess we will have to Google that one.

“Always pull the stalks out of the plant; don’t break them.  Broken stalks will rot and the rot will work it’s way down into the plant.  Also, do not expose the heart of the plant to direct sunlight but allow some of the upright stalks and leaves to remain as shade for the heart.”
“What’s rhubarb good for?  It seems every house has a rhubarb plant in the backyard.”

“In the past it was a poor man’s dessert.  When I was a kid we either had applesauce or rhubarb sauce as dessert.  Mom would can it in jars without sugar.  If a jar spoiled, the sugar wasn’t wasted.  She would add the sugar before the meal.  When times were better, she added sugar and a can of fruit cocktail.  There is only one half of a red cherry in each can and we kids always scrambled to get that cherry!”

“Can you just keep harvesting rhubarb all summer?”

“If the plant continues to put up new leaves, you can.  Usually it slows down when the weather turns hot and dry. This has been a good spring for rhubarb.  Also sometimes in the summer, a worm takes up residence in the stalks.  I remember one year when Mom got to the rhubarb late in the season.  Every stalk had a worm.  We cut out what we could find and then chopped and cooked the sauce.  I can still remember standing over those huge simmering pots with a large spoon and a bowl, peering through the steam and scooping out little floating worms.  Into the jar the sauce went!  I’m sure Mom scanned every jar she opened before it went on the table.”
“This is kind of fun once you get into it!”

Ah, Alvin.  You have no idea!!! 
See you in the morning!
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