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May 9, 2008
There’s trouble in the land … I’m sitting at this old computer at 5 am.  Henry is on the road already.  AND I’m already receiving e-mails from faithful customers.  At five o’clock in the morning!  Egads!   Ain’t no sleepin’ goin’ on ‘round here!!!  I’ll bet on Alissa.  She’s still sleeping.  She will come skidding through the door at eight o’clock sharp.  Coffee mug drained.  Hair in a ponytail.  Pink and lime flip-flops.  A clean pair of jeans.  “Ready to go to work, Mom?  Where’s my jeans from yesterday?”
Nathan has a final exam today and then he’s a free man!  Until fall.  Two more classes and he’s hoping that’s the last of the serious book learning.  Nate has a new job and he likes it well.  ‘Mom’ likes it, too.  He works 7:30 to 3:30 so that means he can come to the farm and fix things.  
The flower hoop needs new end walls.  All the polycarb has become brittle in the sun.  Every spot of attachment has cracked and the sheets are flapping in the wind.  When a piece finally breaks completely off, the wind sends it sailing.  Where?  Flip flop over the top.  Slit!  Slice!  Whoosh goes the air from between the two skins of plastic film.  Now the wind can play serious havoc with the loose, saggy film. Flap.  Flap.  Flap.  The house begins to rock and roll.  Vibrations send hanging pots scooting along the purlins.  The stronger the wind, the crazier the pots swing.  We’ve had rows of pots come crashing down on the flowers growing beneath.
“What if Nathan just drilled in more screws and washers?”

“The polycarb is brittle from sun damage.  It will continue to crack and break.  Plus each hole in the steel studs weakens that stud a bit.  Remember when I wanted the screws taken out of my arm?  Doc told me the bone would be a bit weak for a year.”

“Picture a piece of PVC pipe.  It’s very strong and almost impossible to break with your hands.  Now drill several holes in it.  Twist it.  The possibility of it cracking is much greater.  It’s the same with your arm.”

“And I’m sure that theory holds true with steel studs, too.  That’s why I still have a few screws.  No! They are not loose!”
This past spring the control box of the greenhouse decided it had lived a long and useful life.  

“Seven hundred bucks!  It’s only good for six years?  That’s insane!”

Well, the electricians came out and put in a new control panel.  Same type of box they put into all those climate controlled hog confinement buildings that make the Iowa countryside so famous.  They have refused to teach me how to adjust it.  “It would be best if you left well enough alone!”
While they were here, they rewired the greenhouse, added lights above our bagging-banding table, added plug-ins for a lunch station for the helper kids, and wired the new fans in the re-built hoop house.  “Oh, and where did you want us to put the outlet for your stove?”

“For my stove?  I have a gas stove.”

“Your husband said we were supposed to put in power for an electric stove.”

“Wow!  He’s really thinking into the future.  We plan to get a new stove but not for a while yet.  I have to make some money first.  Sell some more veggies.”

So when Henry called home from work, I told him the electricians were here.  They were wiring this and that and this and that and “they are putting in electricity for the new stove when we decide to get one.”

Henry went off the deep end!  “Those stupid guys!  It was supposed to be a secret!  Nate and I went to town Saturday and picked out a stove for you!  It was going to be for Mother’s Day.! It was a surprise!  They were supposed to install it while we were gone!  They ruined my surprise!  That really ticks me off!  Why couldn’t they keep their mouth shut?!  I told them to wire it in while you were in the field!  You would never notice!  Makes me furious!  We picked out white with a white top!  Because everything in your kitchen is white!  And it has a warming plate!  I didn’t want the warming plate but white only came with the warming plate!”  
And on and on and on he went!

I kept trying to interrupt.  “Henry, they didn’t tell me anything.”

“Henry, you are blowing the surprise.”

“HENRY!  You are telling me everything!  It could still be a surprise if you would quit talking!”  

It’s Mother’s Day.  I have a beautiful new stove (on which I’ve had no time to cook except heat a kettle of water for tea when Alissa and I came in for a break, cold and wet from washing radishes.)  Sharla has cooked on it.  She made supper for us one night this week.  Mongolian stir-fry.  Delicious!  It will be even better this summer when we have fresh veggies.  Yum!
Rick promised to make us supper last night.  (Debbie had to work.)  He came waltzing out of his truck … “What?  Pizza Ranch?  I was so looking forward to your cooking!”  

“I really was going to cook something but my finger is still throbbing.  So Pizza Ranch sounded good to me.”

Rick shot a 3” nail through his left pointer finger yesterday.  They are building a house using hemp fir which is a harder wood than they usually use.  Rick was holding two boards together when his nail gun slipped and the nail only had one board to go into and then it met his nice soft finger.  The nail went in through his fingernail and came out the thumb side of the pointer.  

“We haven’t hurt ourselves at work for 2 1/2 years.  That’s pretty good.  I sure felt crappy afterwards!  My stomach was rolling.  We are working across the street from home and I got up to go to Debbie.  ‘I have a good nurse just across the street.’  But I had to get there first.  Wow!  I felt awful.  And when I did get home, Debbie had already left for work.  I called her and she turned around and came home again.  She called the hospital, ‘I’m going to be late.  I have to take care of my husband.’  She nursed me good!”

Lady, lady, lady!  Quit rambling.  Do you have any vegetables?  Any flowers?  Any plants?   We do!!  We do!!  We do!!!   LOTS!!


Lettuce: Hoop house grown, very soft and delicate.  Mixed colors and textures.
Spinach:  The red stem and vein type.  

Radishes:  Red round radishes.  Pink round radishes.  Easter Egg radishes in pink, purple, red, and white.  Shunkyo radishes, a radish from North China, a bit hot and unusually sweet, with smooth edible leaves. (Most radishes leaves are hairy which doesn’t make them so edible.)  

Flowers:

Wonderful, wonderful bunches of tulips.  Don’t forget Mom this Mother’s Day.  Bring her an armful of the freshest tulips ever.  She will love you forever!

Plants:
Tomatoes:  All your favorite hybrids and heirlooms.  Lots of variety and color.

Sweet Peppers:  In green, red, yellow, purple, bells and jumbos.  

Hot Peppers:  Cool Anaheim and Ancho, warmer Jalapeno.

Herbs: Various herbs, parsley, celery, sage, mint, oregano, marjoram, whatever is ready we will take along.  Basils are still growing and need warmer weather.

Check out www.fallsparkfarmersmarket.com .  The site is still growing.  Vender pages will be added in the future.  Bring a friend to Market … Receive reusable shopping tote bags FREE!
Even if the weather is crappy Saturday, put on warm coat, grab your umbrella, and come visit us at Market.  We have time to talk this time of the year.  Nice!

Happy Mother’s Day!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!
It is now 6:30 in the morning and I am ready for a nap!!!  

Henry and Harriet Kattenberg 

Seedtime & Harvest, Hull, Iowa

hkattenberg@seedtimeandharvest.net

712-439-1861
Alissa and Nathan Van Zweden

Lissy’s Flowers

lissysflowers@hotmail.com
712-722-6638

Falls Park Farmers Market:

May 3 to Oct. 25,    Saturdays 8-1pm

Parking lot of Johnstone Supply,

6th & Weber, Sioux Falls, SD
