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October 26, 2007
Morgan simply wrote Steroid Mix on the chalk board.  I had been pondering what to call this new baby field green.  It is so similar to the dearly loved Micro Mix.  A bit larger, field grown, cut, rinsed and mixed.  Mizuna, many different mustards, a few different cresses, and chickweed.  Very pretty.  Very tasty.  But I was stuck on a name for my lastest soon to be famous green.  

“Macro means large, doesn’t it?  So Macro Mix won’t work.  Teeny Bopper mix … It is a size larger than Micro.  What do guys take to blow up their arms?  Not hormones … I can’t think of the word.”

Morgan remained silent as my thoughts meandered.  “Steroids?”

“Yah, that’s it.  Shall we call it Micro on Steroids?” 
Later, I checked the board.  Morgan had simply written, “Steroid Mix.”  Steroid Mix it is!!!   New.  Delicious.  Grown out doors in the fresh air and clean, organic dirt.
In the kale department, we have bunches of full-sized kale in different shapes and colors.  And new this week, bags of mixed baby kale.  Amazing that kale comes in so many different styles.
Saturday is the last day for Farmers Market.  And we are calling it a year.  Done.  Finished.  No more!  

We have tons of clean-up work to do.  Trenches to dig.  Tulips and lilies to plant.  Garlic should be planted in October.  Perennials need mowing and mulching.  Garlic and asparagus need mulching.  Tons and tons and tons of work!!!  Plus a wedding to finish planning.  

Alissa and Nate marry in December and Rick and Debbie are planning on March.  Our house will be quiet!  Except when they all come home.  And when the grandbabies start coming!  Now that’s exciting!!!

Wednesday afternoon we were pulling plastic.  The soil was really too wet to be worked.  Yet we must hurry.  There is just too much to to do and too little time.  Alissa paused the tractor and looked at me, “This is really terribly hard work for the money it makes!!!”  

I paused and rested, trying to catch my breath.  “I’ve thought about it.  But what else would we do?  And do so well?”  

Unbeknown to us, that same afternoon, our son Derek t-boned another car.  He was in a company pick-up, had just bought a birthday gift for his sweet little wife over coffee break, and was heading back to the shop.  He was driving carefully, watching the two cars ahead of him jockey for position, anticipating that one would swing into his lane out of frustration.  When both cars signaled a right hand turn, he breathed a sigh of relief when suddenly an out-of-sight car pulled into the intersection in front of Derek.  He stomped on his brakes.

“I’m not stopping!  I’m not stopping! That went through my mind a thousand times in the two seconds before I hit her,” he said.  His vehicle shoved the car into a partial spin and up on the opposite curb.  Derek stopped, straddling both oncoming lanes.  He jumped from his pick-up with cell phone in hand.  

“A huge gash in her head and no blood anywhere … I knew enough to know I could do nothing.  I was calling 911, asking for an ambulance.  A city vehicle came upon us and stopped any other traffic.  In minutes the ambulance was there.”

Derek refused treatment at the accident site.  His shop picked him up and brought him home.  But then the shop called and said he really should go in, get checked out and also have his urine tested for drugs, alcohol, etc., so he would be clear of any charges.

Derek called Rick.  “And, yes, I was crying.  Would he come and bring me to the hospital?  I had just t-boned a lady.  And I really needed a big hug from my big brother!  And then I had to cry because Laura’s present had shattered and the candies were all over the floor of the truck, amidst all the glass.”  

While the hospital personele did their work, Rick went back to the gift shop and bought another candy float for our little birthday girl.  
Derek called Henry, “I love you, Dad!”  but no one could reach us girls.  We were, of course, in the field pulling plastic with Teresa.  We don’t carry a phone just because it gets in our way.  About 5:00, Henry came spinning into the field with his truck.  Immediately work stopped.  Teresa’s day was over.  We headed into the house to clean up.  Laura was going to take Derek to visit our friend-of-the-family chiropractor and Mother insisted on seeing her boy before they left.  

With hugs all around, we talked.  “Why do we get impatient with one another?  We know better.  We’ve been through accidents before.  We’ve been through death before.  How can we possibly forget?  We simply must remember.  Life is short.  Life is fragile.  Family is precious.  Love is awesome!  We mustn’t forget.”

Later Henry and I talked together how wonderful that Derek didn’t get hurt.  “Life is long when something is hurting.  And you, my dear, know all about it!  No matter how sick and tired you are of your condition, it doesn’t go away.  It will never go away.”  

It’s also wonderful that ‘the fault’ was not his.  Guilt is a heavy burden.  

Derek was really fearful for the other driver.  “She saw me a split second before we hit but I’m not sure if it actually registered what was happening.”  Later, Derek heard that she had been air-lifted to Sioux Falls and was still alive.  She told the insurance company that she had a green light so she went.  Sad!  There is no traffic light at that intersection.  
Derek didn’t sleep too well the first night.  His body is stiff and sore but his spirits are high.  The shop gave him the day off.  He came out to the garden and visited with me while I cut lettuce and raab.  Just like old times!  The kids would follow me as I worked and talk, talk, talk.  (Sure was nice to be young and have our children around!)

Family is nice any which way!  Extended family is nice, too.  And our market family?  You are special, too!!  We will miss you all!  Even as we start planning and ordering seed for next year.  (Psst … I get to keep Willem on Fridays as soon as the field work is done!  Can’t wait!!!)

Eat fresh.  Eat local.  Eat seasonal.  Eat organic.  Eat Seedtime!!  See you soon!!!!
Henry, Harriet & Alissa Kattenberg 

Seedtime & Harvest, Hull, Iowa

hkattenberg@seedtimeandharvest.net

712-439-1861
Falls Park Farmers Market:

May to Oct.  Saturday 8-1pm

Flowers:

Long-stemmed dahlias.

Oscar Hairy Balls.

Pumpkin-on-a-Stick.

Steroid Mix 

Mini Kale

Radishes 

Black Spanish radishes

Watermelon radishes 

Broccoli
Cauliflower
Sweet peppers 

Hot peppers

Raab

Lettuce

Spinach

Arugula

Spinach
Spicy greens

Swiss chard
Kale

Collards

Cress
Endive
Turnips
Winter squash  

Parsley

